
SOME  RE A L  P EOP L E’S  RESP ONSES . . .

I found Karen’s testimony of her healing journey both inspirational and moving. 
The authenticity and transparency in her heartfelt sharing will bring encourage-
ment and hope to so many. It’s the journey of moving from weakness to a pow-
erful rediscovery of the depth of Father God’s love. The security of that special 
place of rest and identity as a daughter in the Father’s family brings.

We all can identify with those life experiences of wilderness and desperation. I 
believe Karen’s story of her process, promptings, special prayers, and community 
will be a source of wisdom, encouragement, and hope to all in those desperate 
times when the supernatural power of a loving God is needed to bring restora-
tion and rest in the midst of trial and challenge.

– Pastor Ken Hooper 
Peninsula City Church, Frankston, Australia

These are extremely important books. They deal with one of the big questions in 
life: how do I deal with my pain? Whether it’s physical or emotional pain, Kar-
en’s books will be the voice of a treasured friend who helps you through. Karen 
has shared her difficult journey of healing in a way that is easy to read, practical, 
full of encouragement and hope. 

I pray they bless you as they have me; they are anointed, powerful and a trea-
sure trove of wisdom. 

– Deborah Lewis

Having known Karen for eighteen years and journeying closely with her over the 
past four years, I can attest to Karen’s character and life. Karen lives what she speaks. 
This book and the wisdom it contains is gold for everyone, especially those with 
chronic illness. Do yourself a favor. Grab a copy and devour the insights Karen 
shares, and you’ll receive hope and be transformed in the process.

– Jane Berry, Author  
Ministering like Jesus: How to Grow  

in Healing, Deliverance, and Miracles”  
unlockingthegold.com



OMG! I absolutely love this! Cried my eyes out!

I can’t wait to read the rest of the book…I now understand why it has taken so 
long to write. This is not something that could be rushed. 

Love, Love, Love it! Good job!”

– Lisa Elliott

I found Karen’s stories so uplifting and inspiring as I was experiencing a dry sea-
son in my life at the time of reading. 

I’ve known Karen since she was a teenager, and she is such a gentle, kind soul 
who radiates Jesus’ love. Her story is raw and honest. Her relationship with God 
is so beautiful. 

Thank you Karen, for sharing your journey with us. 

– Lynne Burgess, Author  
All-In Night  

All-In 2Night: Christian Activities for Families

“Be Still.” This is difficult to do when you live in chronic pain. Karen challenges 
us to see God and trust Him in our waiting rooms. Her book and life will draw 
you to “Turn your eyes on Jesus.” 

– Debbie Patrick, Author 
Founder of Anchored and Alive

Karen intuitively invites the reader to come alongside her as she vividly describes 
special encounters with God. Her sensitive writing allows us to sense God’s pres-
ence and get lost in the moment. More than a memoir or devotional, this series of 
books showcase how intimately God notices us, begging us to be present, gently 
guiding us to notice Him—even during physical, mental, and emotional challenges. 

Authentically, we learn to reach beyond our issues and love others, as we rely on 
the strength of the One who knows us inside and out.

– Susan Hoekstra, Author, Musician, Lay counsellor 
A Firm GRASP: Feeling Validated in a Notice-Me World  

Host of THE NOTICE podcast
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He is closer to you than your breath, and 

He cares more than you real ize.

You wil l  get through this. 

And to my God and family, who carr ied 

me when I couldn’t do a thing.

I am so thankful for you and love you  

more than you wil l  ever know.
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Foreword

Ever since Karen mentioned to me she was writing a book; I’ve 
been excited to get my hands on it. Karen has immense author-

ity when it comes to writing about the content this book addresses. 
She is a true overcomer in the face of adversity and ongoing crisis. 
Even if you do not share Karen’s faith, there is something beauti-
ful to read here. 

Anyone who knows Karen would attest she is a very genuine, open, 
and authentic woman. Having demonstrated consistently over time 
an ability to live from a place of peace, despite her extraordinary and 
prolonged health crisis, means Karen is a voice worth listening to. 

You see, I have known Karen for over fifteen years. I first met Karen 
when she was referred to see me from another local chiropractic prac-
tice. Karen’s clinical presentation and health history were complex. 
Simply put, her body was a mess. She was in a health crisis. Even 
though I have assessed thousands of patients over the last 20 years, 
Karen’s initial examination results are amongst those I still vividly 
recall. They don’t stand out because they’re good.

As a practitioner, I have seen my fair share of people in crisis. What fas-
cinated me from my earliest years in practice, was trying to understand 
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why some people are able to rise above their crisis while others are 
overwhelmed by it. I had observed that people with a faith back-
ground tended to fare better. But not always.

Even after only a handful of consultations, I remember being impressed 
with how sincere Karen was about her faith. I was encouraged that 
such a belief system may help her navigate the future that may lay 
ahead. However, I had some concerns. There was no doubt that to 
Karen, the existence of a miracle-breathing God was real. Unfortu-
nately, given the reality of her medical condition, it seemed to me 
that Karen’s medical condition and belief system were on a colli-
sion course. 

I was afraid I was about to witness a train wreck. I had sadly seen 
this sort of thing play out before. 

My concern for Karen was simple. Her condition and situation were 
not likely to improve; if that proved to be the case, would it eventu-
ally trigger a crisis of faith? How would she respond once she real-
ized her ‘miracle breathing God’ was not providing her a miracle? 
Would Karen lose hope in her God? If so, would the trauma of a 
faith crisis further accelerate her downward health spiral?

In any case, it appeared to me that based on her health information 
alone, there would be tough days ahead.

What was perhaps unknown to Karen and her health care team was 
how much further her health would deteriorate. Indeed, her crisis 
deepened significantly. Insidiously, Karen completely lost her abil-
ity to work. Both her career and volunteering came to a grinding 
halt. Karen lost her ability to be active, socialize or even get out of 
the house. She would go on to experience multiple whole body col-
lapses. It was evident to all that chronic disease was painfully and 
progressively stealing the best years of life away from this beautiful, 
intelligent, and caring woman. 
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F ore   w ord  

This high-achieving woman and dedicated mother could no longer 
function. Period. Her former life stopped. Completely.

From a practitioner’s perspective, Karen’s story was in the top 1% of 
all clinical nightmares. It was a never-ending cycle of debilitating ill-
ness punctuated by excruciatingly painful flare-ups and a merry-go-
round of doctor’s appointments. As with many people with chronic 
health conditions, Karen suffered for a long time before getting a 
proper diagnosis. Sadly, once the diagnosis was established, Karen 
was confronted with the reality that while her condition was diag-
nosable, it was not medically curable. There was no ‘wonder pill.’ 
No magic bullet. No special diet. Nothing.

It is precisely this point that makes Karen’s book so powerful and 
relevant. 

Karen’s journey is one of victory, like few people ever experience. It 
is not just about a deeply personal struggle with serious health issues. 
It is the lived experience of one who has overcome a crisis, even when 
the crisis is still ongoing. It is a story of finding peace, fulfillment, joy, 
and hope, even when your circumstances scream that it is impossi-
ble to do so. Even when you believe in miracles and no miracle of 
healing arrives in the expected or hoped for way.

What could be more relevant today than the real and personal expe-
rience of another human being who has faced a crisis and overcome. 

Karen’s book is not an account of her sickness. It is not a depressing 
read about one person’s battle with failing health. It is not about her 
suffering. There is no chronological story telling from front to back 
cover. It is much more than that. Rather, it is almost as if Karen has 
generously opened up to us the most private pages in her journal 
and drawn out the nuggets of universal truth that have strength-
ened and encouraged her. Truths that have transformed her during, 
and even despite, her crisis. 
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It is a deep dive of discovery into the essence of what it means to be 
a human being. Karen has been vulnerable and brave. Raw and real. 
She has not held back. She has done more than just share her per-
sonal insights and reflections. She has provided us a road map based 
on her lived experience. A road map we can apply on our own jour-
ney of discovery to finding peace, fulfillment, joy, and hope. Even 
when life hurts. 

This book is a wonderful resource. I would encourage you to read it 
the way it has been intended. Sit and ponder a chapter at a time. Even 
just part of a chapter. The book has been designed to choose the order 
in which you read the chapters, feel free to skip about in the book, 
allow yourself to be encouraged, uplifted, challenged, and stirred. 

Unlike Karen, your crisis may not be a health crisis. Yours might be 
financial. Or relational. Or mental. Maybe your life has been inter-
rupted by tragedy or an unexpected accident. Perhaps a loved one 
has been torn from you. You may have suffered abuse, isolation, or 
judgment. Whatever the case, this book is relevant to you. Karen 
has skillfully lifted the gems of truth from her own experience and 
has presented them to us here in a kindly and caring manner. What 
she shares is relevant to us no matter what crisis we face.

Perhaps your personal crisis hasn’t even hit yet. Then all the better. 
You are in a wonderful and privileged position to dive into this book. 
Why wait for a crisis to discover greater meaning and richness in life. 

One thing is sure, if you live long enough, you will experience your 
own personal crisis. Hopefully, yours is limited to a season in your 
life. Hopefully, yours ends in a miracle. But, whatever the case will 
be for you when your crisis comes, be encouraged that there will 
be a way forward. 

This book makes a wonderful contribution to the understanding 
of how to transition from living as a “human doing” to becoming 



13

F ore   w ord  

a completely fulfilled “human being.” Karen authentically demon-
strates that when you discover the richness of what it means to be 
a human being, being one is wonderful, despite your circumstance.

Karen’s authentic life has touched me, my staff, and other patients. 
Despite her own serious medical battles, she has found the energy 
to write many kind, encouraging, inspired, and insightful personal 
notes to us over the years. I am now thrilled she has offered up this 
book into the public domain, where she shares with us openly the 
source of her strength. May this book enrich you in the way that 
Karen enriches those that know her.

Dr. Norman Craig Nelson 
Chiropractor 
BAppSc(ClinSc)/BChiropracticSc
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L E T T ER  T O  T HE  RE A DER

Dear Precious One Walking through a Time of Rough and Tough,

I felt led to pen you a personal note of encouragement. I pray that 
this little book will bring you some hope. That your current circum-
stance won’t define you but be a springboard for something better—
even while army crawling through it!

Here are just a handful of the stories, experiences, and encourage-
ments that God poured out upon me during my own challenging 
time. He has made this past decade-long chronic health challenge 
all the sweeter for having met Him in the depths. 

Even when my garden was engulfed with weeds and filled with fer-
tilizer stench, He has helped me see and smell the roses within it. 

He is ready to help you to find a sweet aroma also.

I pray that you will be compelled to discover the More of God in this 
time—the depths of His heart of love for you personally. That you’ll 
be forever changed for the better as a result of this season.

I pray that not a single day will go by where you don’t encounter 
the sweetness of His embrace, the thrill of an adventure with Him, 
and reminders of how precious you are to Him. 

I pray for God to strengthen and uplift you today. That today, you 
would know, is not too hard for you because He is with you always. 

With much love and prayers for you during this time,

Karen  

xxxxx 
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E X P L A N AT ION  OF  T HE  M A P

‘The Journey’ map outlines the various chapters of each book in the 
‘Be Held by Him’ series.

He brought across my path the gifted illustrator, Stacey Leitch. She 
understood the subject matter personally and the moment we spoke, 
I knew she would be the right person for the work. 

We’ve brainstormed and she’s brought the conversations, God’s instruc-
tion and her vision into something that continues to speak to me 
daily. God bless you and your gift Stacey.

‘The Journey’ reveals a story of how God speaks to and interacts with 
us, especially in the hard seasons of life. 

I pray it encourages you & invests hope in you. There is always so 
much more to look forward to, with God by your side. 

Don’t give up!

A quick proviso: 
You might notice as you read that I don’t use the traditional term 
“the Holy Spirit.” This is a personal thing for me, and by no means 
do I wish to cause offense to anyone who thinks differently. 

Each part of God—Father, Jesus, and Holy Spirit- is tangible, alive, 
and personable. Each is complete in themselves, but each connects 
with me in different ways. 

For me to address “Holy Spirit” as “the Holy Spirit” would be to 
hold Him at a distance, and I want Him as near as possible. Please 
feel free to add “the” if that designation fits with how you commu-
nicate with Him.

Bless you, precious one. xxxxx
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A  WORD  OF  WA RNING

The following is my personal “beginning” health story that 
could contain some triggering aspects for those in raw places. 

If you are in this place, you may want to consult the contents 
page for a chapter that speaks directly to your heart.

IN T RODUC T ION

Where It All Began

Lying upon the bed, unable to move my limbs, head, and body, 
my heart wept. Am I dying? Is this IT? What about my hubby Craig 

and the kids? Thoughts were racing in and out, endeavoring to find 
a place to land, to find order and explanation…but at that moment, 
there was none to find.

The constant headache of the past six weeks hadn’t slowed me up; 
I pushed through, taking paracetamol to try and ease the knifelike 
pangs, to no avail. I pushed on, meeting the commitments, the pres-
sures of being a wife, a mum, a business partner, a teacher, the various 
voluntary committees, responsibilities, and relationships—everything 
cried out for more—of me. That small voice within screamed for me 
to slow down, but in my mind, there was simply no time…

No time to stop…

No time to consider and ask what was causing the unfamiliar 
symptom…
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No time to cull the calendar craziness…

No time to be still…

No time…

No time…

No time…

“It’ll have to wait” was a common thought of this time, prioritizing 
everyone else but myself. Sacrificing myself for others, that’s what 
real service is about, isn’t it? I was a servant-hearted wife of one, the 
mother of three, and now I couldn’t do a thing. 

My body had sent out the warning signs—the unheeded flashing red 
lights trying their best to let me know things weren’t right. I hadn’t 
listened, and now, I’d pushed it beyond its limits. Layer upon layer 
of the past year’s stresses flooded to mind as I lay there, waiting for 
the ambulance to arrive. 

Pale, exhausted, unable to lift a single finger, I was at the whim of 
life and circumstances. My body had had enough! I now had no 
choice; my body would take what it needed—with or without my 
permission.

So, I lay there, so filled with weakness that nothing would function 
as I willed it to—as fear expanded within.

Terror seized my distress, and they embraced.

As the seconds passed, new symptoms appeared, and I felt as though 
life was leaving me. My eyes closed, and I tried desperately to come 
to peace with what I was leaving behind.

My family, oh, my precious family—Craig, my children. 
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Where      I t  A ll   B egan   

Just moments before, in our first extended family dinner in months, 
we had been busy catching up around the dinner table. Everyone 
was able to be there; what a delight! So good to be back at the fam-
ily home. 

Squeals of joy came from our kids and 
their cousins as they played happily in the 
background. Mum and Dad were in the 
kitchen cleaning up, and my sister and I 
bantered back and forth across the table, 
having some good hearty laughs. These 
times were precious. My family was so dear 
to me. Together is the place I wanted to 
be all the time. These nights were a balm 
for my soul. 

Then in a split second, everything changed.

My eyes began to move of their own accord as if some mysterious 
fingers were pulling the muscles behind them. My neck became sore, 
stiff, and the slight headache intensified. 

My body felt the waves of nausea and fatigue HIT, and boy, did it 
hit! Any energy I had dissipated and withdrew, heading who knows 
where. Beginning with my extremities, I felt as if my blood was 
retreating. My hands weakened, and my arms fell limply to the sides 
of my body. My head joined the procession and dropped upon my 
shoulder. The weightiness of it propelled my immobilized body to 
the right—where Craig sat. 

“Catch me, honey,” I barely breathed out as my entire body fell 
upon his lap. 

Apart from the sheer physical exhaustion and my brain feeling as 
though it was splitting in two, I don’t remember much of the following 

M Y  B O D Y  H A D  H A D 

E N O U G H !  I  N O W 

H A D  N O  C H O I C E ; 

M Y  B O D Y  W O U L D 

T A K E  W H A T  I T 

N E E D E D — W I T H 

O R  W I T H O U T  M Y 

P E R M I S S I O N .
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minutes. My listless, unresponsive form was carried to my parent’s 
bedroom nearby, and an ambulance was called.

Time stood still, and I couldn’t comprehend much of what any-
one was saying. Every cell of my body felt weighty—sleepy, as if 
the energy had been sucked out of every molecule. They demanded 
rest, and rest they did. 

The medical staff arrived, and the family tension was relieved on 
some level for a moment. The cavalry had arrived, and now they 
could “fix” Karen. 

They took my vitals and eventually surmised that I was “…just a 
tired Mum” as they offered to take me into the hospital but artic-
ulating that they wouldn’t do much for me in the hospital. Confu-
sion…upset…shock remained. 

Ever so slightly, a minuscule amount of strength found its way to 
my extremities, and my limbs began to be able to move once again. 
They felt weighty and slow-moving—like I was on heavy medication 
or in recovery from surgery. But the exhaustion remained. 

I remember Craig asking what I wanted to do. I remember not 
wanting to or being able to decide. My brain had ceased to be able 
to think coherently. The decision was made not to go to the hospi-
tal, and as the ambulance officers left, the hope of help seemed to 
depart with them. 

Inside, my questions mounted, How could they leave me here like 
this? What was going to happen?

Soon after, we headed home as if nothing had happened. 

The only thing was something HAD happened and was indeed 
happening. 
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Where      I t  A ll   B egan   

My body had never felt such fatigue before. It was as if I’d been hit by 
a Mack truck or run a 100km marathon in a moment. Every part of 
me ached and screamed, “I’m so weary.” 

I remained silent. No one spoke on the way home. The fear was pal-
pable, and no one knew what to say. Ours was the quietest car trip 
our family had ever had. 

The sounds of the tires on the road hurt my head; the glare of the 
streetlights stung my eyes. Sitting upright was a challenge as my 
head felt like a bowling ball. As we rattled along, my head leaned 
against the cold passenger window. Every bump, every knock, every 
turn felt and intensified. This was the longest car trip I’d ever had. 

I plopped into bed, desperate for sleep. My eyelids closed as a signal 
for sleep to come, but it evaded me much of that night. 

Fearful thoughts raced around and persisted for hours as the shock and 
trauma of what had occurred replayed inside my head. A new seed of 
affliction and fear had been planted that night and would endeavor 
to wreak havoc in our lives for many months and years to come.  

The next morning, I woke, meaning I must’ve slept, but I felt no 
benefit, no refreshment or energy. My eyelids were heavy; my brain 
matter felt as if it was crystallizing inside like crackling ice as the 
temperature warms. So too was my head and its sensitivity to every-
thing. The whole-body weakness persisted, and I struggled to stand, 
to talk, or to walk upright. 

A barrage of thoughts tried to rattle my weary frame. You have a 
brain tumor. You’re going to die a slow, painful death. Your family will 
see it and be powerless. It’ll be painful for them too. It’s going to get 
worse, and many more. 

I was in the space of sheer terror; my pupils dilated almost wholly, 
and my snowlike complexion showed that things were not as they 
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should be. Something was desperately 
wrong, and I was without solutions. 

I felt a small and insignificant voice in a 
body that refused to obey my commands 
anymore. 

I don’t remember thinking of or speaking 
to God much during this time; I allowed 
fear to reign mostly in this space. 

All I could squeak out in a moment of 
reprieve was a single word…“Help!”

He heard my cry, and help came.

A  N E W  S E E D 

O F  A F F L I C T I O N 

A N D  F E A R  H A D 

B E E N  P L A N T E D 

T H A T  N I G H T 

A N D  W O U L D 

E N D E A V O R  T O 

W R E A K  H A V O C 

I N  O U R  L I V E S 

F O R  M A N Y 

M O N T H S  A N D 

Y E A R S  T O  C O M E .
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Chapter One
R E S T

And He sa id,  “My P resence  w i l l  go  w i t h 

you,  and I  w i l l  g i ve  you res t.”

E X O D U S  3 3 : 1 4  N K J V
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There I sat, contemplating all that had happened over the past cou-
ple of years.

How did I get to this place where life as I once knew it was unrecogniz-
able…endeavoring to make sense of all that had happened and try-
ing desperately to formulate a plan that would restore my capacity 
to be all that I had once been.

On this day, I sat on the daybed, looking out to the garden and road 
in front of me. I noticed the bounty of flowers, the bees going about 
their business of taking pollen from one flower to the next. They 
had a life. They knew their job. They could do all they were created 
to do. Their life was simple, straightforward. 

How I envied them. 

The local road signs were highlighted to me as my eyes wandered 
across the scape. If my life had signposts, they would read ANXI-
ETY, PAIN, CONFUSION, FEAR. 

I sat pondering all the medical mysteries and mountains of worry. 
In my weakness, my mind regularly raced without reprieve, focusing 
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upon all I had lost…grieving my career…my sense of identity…my 
strength…my former life and ability to do something—anything. 

“Where are You, Lord?” my heart cried from the depths. Painfully 
aware of how my lack was weighing upon the lives of others, my 
symptoms remained. My inner world trembled in turmoil, living 
with three tensions: 

•	 Frustration at not being who I once was 

•	 Learning to be at peace when there was so  
much mystery. 

•	 If I wasn’t me anymore, who was I now?

“Rest, My child.”

He lovingly waited on me.

I had been so strong for so long. A “normal” busy Mum in Austra-
lian society, engaging with the relentless flow of demands and “good” 
things. Regularly pushing myself for others who were in need. 

“This was how we were meant to live, wasn’t it, Lord? Don’t You want 
me to do good things? Why is this happening to me?” The questions 
came thick and fast, and mostly without answers. 

Without enough energy to process solutions, I really wasn’t inter-
ested in hearing any answers…

I poured out of my “lack” well and found it was a deep, cavernous 
space. 

He patiently listened. He wasn’t shaken by my questioning. 

I sat weeping as I journaled, pouring it all out to Him—day after 
day, week after week. 

He gently spoke refreshing words of hope to me. 
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God began showing His personal life signs for me. They were dis-
tinctly different than those I had chosen for myself. They read: 

“Stop.” 

“Wait.” 

“Be Still.” 

“Rest in Me.”

I didn’t understand these words. Life was busy. Everyone around 
me was busy. 

Like most in our circle of friends, we had been “living the dream.” 
Hindsight is a beautiful intangible. As I brought these observations 
to Father, new seeds of truth were planted. The truth being, we were 
overloaded with good things but rarely 
able to take a moment to enjoy any of them. 

Busy with everyone, connecting with few. 
Being the answer rather than pointing to 
the One who is the answer. 

My heart had always desired more, but 
there simply wasn’t time to ask why I con-
tinued doing the good when God’s best 
was available to me.

So the calendar remained full. Serving oth-
ers on fumes continued until I couldn’t 

“do” anything anymore. 

All busyness gave me was more of the same. Unquenchable flames 
roaring out of control, licking up every bit of fuel they can absorb. 
Never satisfied—never enough until all capacity is gone. Leaving a 
desolate wasteland in its wake. 

W E  W E R E 

O V E R L O A D E D  W I T H 

G O O D  T H I N G S 

B U T  R A R E L Y 

A B L E  T O  T A K E  A 

M O M E N T  T O  E N J O Y 

A N Y  O F  T H E M . 



30  C H A P T E R  O N E

Is this it, Lord? Is this all that life is meant to be—a constant state of 
expectations and boxes? Surely there’s more? 

The model around me was life success meant independence, per-
sonal ability, physical strength, do, do, do. 

No time to be. 

No time to pick up rest.

Could it be that You see this differently, Lord? 

Could it be that You have something differ-
ent in mind for me? Something that doesn’t 
look like other’s journeys?

He brought to mind the snapshots of life 
events of the past—indicators that the 
path I was on wasn’t the right one for me 
or my design.

Two weeks before moving house, schools, 
and life, we held a thankyou lunch for over one hundred family 
and friends. People arrived, ate, and conversed as their kids played. 
I barely remember anything about it. 

Floating through the lunch. I don’t recall a single conversation. As 
lunch became dinner for a few, I sat zombie-like inside. Crashing 
into bed at the end of the day. Requiring days of recovery, but not 
having them available. Indicative of my inner state. Buzzing through 
life, ticking off the “to-do” lists. No wiggle room, no margins—noth-
ing but a fast-paced well of ever asking. 

As I pondered this memory, I noted my joy had gone into hiding, 
and I consistently felt on edge. Why hadn’t I noticed?

As I sat on the daybed, now months after the lunch…the days seemed 
to turn into weeks. It had been such an intense season. 

A L L  B U S Y N E S S 

G A V E  M E  

W A S  M O R E  O F 

T H E  S A M E . 
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“It won’t be too much longer, Karen; hang in there,” I told myself. 

But the reality is, I’d been saying that for about twelve months, and 
there was still no end in sight.

It was the collapse. Only when my body physically fell to pieces, was 
I able to stop. There was no other option. Nothing was left in the 
tank for my body to draw upon. 

In a single moment, there was no more pushing through—no more 
busyness…no more racing here and there—only the feeling of nothing. 

After such a busy time of fast-paced seasons, I now had an abun-
dance of what I craved throughout it all—time. 

Time to think… 

Time to worry…

Time to ponder…

Time to question… 

As friends and family continued to bring me gifts from God of time, 
care, and all that was needed, this season became one of learning 
how to receive. I’d been a giver all my life, but God wanted to give 
me gifts. And to learn how to rest, I needed help. I needed others. 
I needed Him. It was my time to receive 
the gift of resting in Him.

Page after page, I filled journals with ques-
tions, griefs, and processings with God. 
Some days writing pages, others, a sin-
gle word. 

He lovingly responded with all I needed 
to hear at that moment. 

“Rest, My child.”

H E  L O V I N G L Y 

R E S P O N D E D  W I T H 

A L L  I  N E E D E D 

T O  H E A R  A T 

T H A T  M O M E N T . 
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“Rest, My child.”

“Who am I, if I can’t do anything, Lord?” 

He encouraged me, gently responding, “My beloved, life is complete 
as you choose to walk hand in hand with Me. It was never designed 
to be about what you do for Me alone.” 

As I rested before Him, I felt peaceful—more peaceful than I had 
felt in months. 

Hope was watered. 

If I was with God, then everything else shrank, and the heaviness 
lightened.

I longed to remain in rest because of what it brought to me in my 
time of need. 

In the rest I was hearing God more.

In the rest He reassured me.

In the rest my fears were relieved.

Rest was the place where even though physically weak, I became 
strong with Him.

Then Jesus  sa id,  “Let ’s  go  o f f  by  ou r se l ves  t o  a  qu ie t 

p l ace  and res t  awh i le.”  He sa id  t h i s  because t he re 

were  so  many peop le  coming and go ing t ha t  Jesus 

and h i s  apos t le s  d idn’t  even have t ime t o  ea t.

M A R K  6 : 3 1  N L T



Come to  me a l l  who a re  wear y  and bu rdened,  and 

I  w i l l  g i ve  you res t.  Take my yoke upon you and 

lea rn  f rom me,  fo r  I  am gent le  and humb le  in 

hea r t,  and you w i l l  f i nd  re s t  fo r  you r  sou l s .  Fo r 

my yoke i s  easy,  and my bu rden i s  l i gh t.

M A T T H E W  1 1 : 2 8 - 3 0  N I V
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_ Father's Heart -

My rest is an inner peace that remains whatever may come. 

My rest refreshes the inner man so that the outer man can 
walk fearlessly forward into the plans I have for them. 

My rest is the meeting place between you and Me. 

It is where My Spirit speaks, and you hear Me.

It is a perfect place of communion: you and  
I walking together as we were designed to. 

My rest can be taken up or put down. 

Walking in My rest is a choice. 

I will never force My rest upon you, child, because 
My will is for you to choose Me—out of love.

In My rest, the cares and worries of the world do 
not burden you as heavily because I give you the 

resources of heaven and kingdom perspective.

In that place you and I accomplish unimaginable 
things while we simply be with one another.

Stop for a moment, child. 
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I call you child because no matter how old you may 
feel, compared to Me, you are always young, full 

of life, full of purpose, and full of My hope. 

Pick up My peace and regain My rest. 

Now walk forward in it. 

If you find yourself overwhelmed or in fear, stop 
once more and take up My rest once again.

Are you weary, tired, burnt out?

Do you struggle to stop and be still?

I am.

I am here.

I am here for you, and I have wonderful truths 
to pour upon you in your wilting state.

Take heart; you will stand tall once again.

What you walk now is not the end but the beginning 
of something even more beautiful than before.

Come; let’s walk a while, and I will bring you rest. 
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_ Prayer -
Precious Father, my place of pure rest, 

Thank You for Your permission to rest.

Thank You that You promise when I am 
weary or burdened, You will give me rest. 

Thank You for everything You are to me and 
all that You bring to me through rest.

I love that You long to show me how to abide 
in rest, showing me how Your yoke is easy 
and Your burden is light. It is refreshing! 

I feel hopeful as I rest.

Thank You, Father, that You do not burden 
me with more than I can carry. 

You encourage me to pause, take life in, pick up 
Your rest, and then go forward in true peace.

Amen.

xxxxx
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Chapter Two
B E  S T I L L

The LORD w i l l  f i gh t  fo r  you ;  you need on l y  t o  be  s t i l l .

E X O D U S  1 4 : 1 4  N I V
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S itting in the vinyl chair, I wait for my name to be called. The 
room was busy; people were scurrying here and there—coming 

in and out. My body seemed to pick up on the intensity all around.

The phone’s endlessly ringing. Reception staff speaking. In the cor-
ner, the morning television show blares mindless words that can’t 
quite be heard over the hum in the room. Fluorescent lightbulbs are 
seeming to suck what little energy I have left from me.

Stop it, Lord, please stop it. It’s too much. My heart cried out for some 
peace, some respite, some quiet. 

“Be still, My child.”

Only days earlier, He had said the same 
thing to me. In fact, it had been a frequent 
response to my heartfelt cries. 

I’d been so unwell on that day. It had been 
a couch day when I had been unable to 
move or do much of anything. I remem-
ber feeling like my body had failed me. I 
hated my system at times. 

I  R E M E M B E R 

F E E L I N G  L I K E  M Y 

B O D Y  H A D  F A I L E D 

M E .  I  H A T E D  M Y 

S Y S T E M  A T  T I M E S . 
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It was supposed to be able to push through—to support my life-
style—not govern it! I longed for it to be better. How I wish you 
were a healthier and stronger body! Spurts of tears and emotional out-
bursts came forth. 

I sat on our front deck, desperate for my body to be repaired by 
someone. It simply wasn’t happening. 

My brain strived to be able to think coherently once more, but I 
found thinking too painful. Constant fog-like flu and knifelike pains 
zapped my brain without warning. 

Pain is exhausting. 

So I endeavored to sleep, to rest.

“Be still, My child.”

But I have so much I need to be doing. 

“This is your time to be still. Let others take care of things for a while.”

I don’t like being still. It’s awkward and difficult. It feels unnatural 
to my buzzing system. My brain races. My body races too. 

Am I ever going to get better, Lord?

“It’s in the ‘Be still’ that you will heal.”

I don’t feel like me. Who am I—if I can’t do anything?

“You could sit on this couch for the rest of your life, and I could not 
love you any more or less.”

But…but…but…the excuses and questioning continued.

At the same time, I endeavored to process all that He was saying.

So, I asked Him, “How could You love me if I sit and do nothing?”
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“I care far more about your being than your doing. It’s in the being 
with Me that you can do. Be still, My child, and rest.”

Back in the waiting room, as I looked around, I saw the downcast, 
wrinkled, and weary faces. Affliction seemed all around me. 

A mother tried unsuccessfully to soothe 
her crying baby. I couldn’t even feign care; 
nothing—no capacity to help—seemed 
left inside of me—not even a small nod. I 
had no energy to give her an encouraging 

“I understand” or “You’ll get there.” This 
inability was so unlike me. I didn’t recog-
nize myself some days. 

When is this all going to end? The anxiety 
built as the angst in the room sought to 
steal from me what little peace I had left.

“Breathe in, breathe out.”

This was yet another pathology room experience—clinical. Cold. 	
Compounding a feeling of impersonal processing of brokenness and 
weakness, I hated these places. 

Get me out of here! Oh, Lord, I’m anxious; this whole scene scares me. Help!

“Close your eyes, My child.” 

I let my lids close ever so gently. 

In a room that felt harsh and intense, I took a moment to stop, lis-
ten, and obey. It was a welcome relief.

What next?

“Rest….be still. Let all your body parts learn the rhythm of ‘be still’ 
with me.”

“ Y O U  C O U L D  S I T 

O N  T H I S  C O U C H 

F O R  T H E  R E S T 

O F  Y O U R  L I F E , 

A N D  I  C O U L D  N O T 

L O V E  Y O U  A N Y 

M O R E  O R  L E S S . ” 
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I found myself counting as I slowed my breathing. 

My internal racing began to settle.

The thoughts and absorption of all that was around me seemed to 
fade away. As He stilled my heart and mind. It was as if the noise 
from outside, disappeared.

Oh, God, thank You.

Becoming more aware of His stillness and His presence in the quiet, 
His “be still” became more significant than anything else around me. 

In that space, I found myself letting go 
of fear…letting go of the overwhelm—
merely being in the moment. 

No lights. No sound. No expectation of 
answers or questions—just merely being 
with God.

The quick-paced tone of my heart was now 
calm, stable, and predictable. 

Oh, Lord, can I remain here? I love this. 
Thank You.

The outside world had melted away as I spent time with Him. 

Time passed by…who knows how long. Seconds? Minutes? Hours? 
There was no rush here, and with all the physical symptoms I’d 
experienced on this average morning, this “be still” was a welcome 
new friend.

“Karen? Karen Brough?” The nurse called out from the blood-suck-
ing room.

My eyes shot open, and I acknowledged her with a wave. I rose to 
my feet, feeling as though I’d had a refreshing sleep. Step by step, I 
could still feel the residue of that “be still” moment. 

T A K I N G  A  D E E P 

B R E A T H ,  I  P I C K E D 

U P  H I S  “ B E 

S T I L L . ”  S E N S I N G 

L I K E  I  W A S  N O W 

T E F L O N - C O A T E D 

T O  F E A R . 
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How wonderful this is, Lord!

As I approached the beige double doors with Pathology written in 
bold, black-printed letters, fear tried to sneak back in. I felt it knock-
ing at the entrance of my mind. Taking a deep breath, I picked up 
His “be still.” sensing like I was now Teflon-coated to fear.

This is amazing!

Sitting now in the chunky beige chair with the enormously wide 
arms, I rolled up my sleeve. I sat, feeling sturdy and ready for what-
ever was to come. The nurse and I began to talk. 

“So, what have you been experiencing? How did this happen?” The 
questions came thick and fast. Surprisingly, the answers came quickly 
and without effort. The flow of conversation was laced with hope 
and life. 

The specifics are now a mystery to me.

I found myself encouraging this woman who was going through 
some tough things of her own. 

God knew. 

But as I spoke what came to mind, her mouth stood motionless, 
open, as God gave life words that spoke directly to her heart. Her 
eyes welled up at what God had given me to share—just for her. 

How is this happening, Lord? She told me how she felt I’d been sent 
to her. She told me she was feeling much better about her situation. 

“You have been battling so much, and yet you are so positive. How 
do you do that?” she asked, wide-eyed and ready to hear the answer—
as if to say, “I need some of that; what’s your secret?” 

For a split second, I remembered how I’d been just minutes before 
in the waiting room. I was completely unqualified to answer these 
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questions. Then swiftly remembered how God had brought me to 
that beautiful, peaceful place. 

“It’s a God thing. He gives me so much to live for—even when the 
tough comes,” I found myself responding.

He was encouraging me as much as she. You could’ve knocked me 
over with a feather as I heard myself speaking. Wasn’t I broken? What 
could I possibly bring to anyone at this time? And yet, here I was. God 
had again done something miraculous.

His “be still” posture had come with me into that room, allowing 
all else to melt away—if but for a moment—to enable me to be 
present with this precious woman. She didn’t yet know how much 
she was loved by Him. 

She felt His peace. She was moved by His heart. 

And I watched on from the sidelines in awe of Him and what He 
was doing.

The needle went in, and the blood was drawn almost effortlessly 
because the conversation was precious and distracting. She contin-
ued about her paperwork, stopping for moments. She asked ques-
tions and revealed more about her heart and journey. 

The more we spoke, the more touched by God she was, and the more 
blessed and energized I felt. 

God, You amaze me. How I can be so afflicted and in pain…and yet 
You’ve brought me here so that You could encourage this woman and 
strengthen me in the process. How does it happen? 

Such a precious moment in time. Thank You for letting me be here today.

“You’ve got such peace about you. It’s been so lovely to talk with you, 
Karen. I won’t forget this. Thank you so much.” Her last words to 
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me uplifted me as I headed out of the 
room with a big smile on my face, eyes 
feeling light and refreshed. Body upright 
and heart about to burst with delight at 
what God had just done.

The lights weren’t so bright.

The sounds were quieter in the waiting room.

The baby was sleeping in the pram beside its Mother.

I smiled at the downtrodden faces who looked at me. And they lifted 
as I walked towards reception.

How does God do this? 

How does He turn an awful beginning into an enlightened ending?

It all begins with His “be still.” 

Be s t i l l  and know t ha t  I  am God ;  I  w i l l  be  exa l t ed 

among t he  na t ions ;  I  w i l l  be  exa l t ed  in  t he  ea r t h.

P S A L M  4 6 : 1 0  N I V 

H O W  D O E S  H E 

T U R N  A N  A W F U L 

B E G I N N I N G  I N T O 

A N  E N L I G H T E N E D 

E N D I N G ?
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_ Father's Heart -
Rush, rush, rush is what I see. Are you tired, beloved? 

Are you weary? Do you find yourself desiring 
rest but don’t have a moment to yourself? 

Come to Me. Come to Me, and I will 
give you rest (Matthew 11:28). 

Stop focusing on doing and just be—before Me. When 
you are with others, it can often be like you are on 

a treadmill—always moving, talking, doing, or 
thinking about what you have to do—barely stopping. 

Simply being present in the moment is rare. 

When you are with Me, stop; be still. 

Let your body rest before Me. 

Let your mind rest for a bit. 

Stop yourself from focusing on doing and just be—before 
Me. Take some deep breaths and drink in My rest for you. 

You might need to fight the tendency to talk or think or do. 
With Me, you don’t need to do anything at this moment. 

Initially, it may not be easy to step into being still. 
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Often your day is so busy that your body and mind are 
working overtime. So many tasks to complete and people to 
care for. Let Me reassure you, My child, there will always 

be an endless list of tasks and people who have needs. 

This moment right now will never be again. Let’s enjoy 
a moment together in the practice of being still. 

In My presence, you can be refreshed and renewed. 

“Be still” is the place to pick up My peace. You can then 
go out and have a clear perspective, make wise decisions, 

and travel with Me through the day, feeling lighter. 

When you come to be still with Me, you are allowing 
Me to talk to you. Within the still, it will not be 

overwhelming or busy, but a rewarding time of filling. 

Be still and just listen to whatever My Spirit reveals. 

The still will sometimes be tangible thoughts and 
answers, but often it is merely about a Spirit-to-

spirit time of just being. Soaking in more of who I 
am reveals a greater measure of Myself in you. 

My presence is full of peace for your battle-worn emotions. 

My presence is love and acceptance when all 
around you cries out for more. My presence is joy 

when all around you seek to bring you down. 

Doesn’t being in My presence sound refreshing to 
you? Come; come to Me, child, and be still before me. 
Offer Me a sacrifice of time, and I will make it the 
best investment of your day. Your life requires daily 

refreshment, and I am the answer to that need. 
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Come now, tell Me of your worries, your dreams, and 
your cares. Then stop, be still, rest, and listen. 

Trust Me to bring all that you need for the 
day ahead. Trust Me because I love you. 

My beloved, it brings Me great joy when 
you choose to come and be still.

But  t hey  t ha t  wa i t  upon t he  L o r d  sha l l  renew t he i r  s t reng t h ; 

t hey  sha l l  mount  up  w i t h  w ings  as  eag les ;  t hey  sha l l  r un, 

and not  be  wear y ;  and t hey sha l l  wa lk ,  and not  f a in t. 

I S A I A H  4 0 : 3 1  K J V 



He got  up,  rebuked t he  w ind and sa id 

t o  t he  waves,  “Qu ie t!  Be s t i l l !” 

Then t he  w ind d ied  down and i t  was  comp lete l y  ca lm.

He sa id  t o  h i s  d i s c ip le s,  “Why a re  you so 

a f r a id? Do you s t i l l  have no f a i t h? ”

They were  t e r r i f i ed  and asked each ot he r,  “Who i s 

t h i s? Even t he  w ind and t he  waves  obey h im!”

M A R K  4 : 3 9 - 4 1  N I V
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_ Prayer -
Peace filling Jesus, Holy Spirit, and Father,

The world around me has many distractions and 
needs at times, being still can be challenging.

You have said that You want me to learn 
the power of being still before You. 

Help me to learn this rhythm with You. 

Thank You for knowing what I need most and 
bringing it to me during these times of stillness.

I trust You when You say, You will strengthen me. 

You will give me rest. 

You will fight for me.

All I need to do is be still.

I look forward to developing a rhythm of being still 
that remains, connecting us in sweet abide. 

Only in You do I find my foundation for joy.

In the “be still” I feel more complete and at ease.

There You speak life over me, and I am postured to accept it.
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Please take my hand and lead me into 
that still, peaceful place with You.

Amen.

xxxxx

Be s t i l l  i n  t he  p resence  o f  t he  L o r d,  and wa i t  pa t ien t l y 

fo r  h im to  ac t.  Don’t  wor r y  abou t  ev i l  peop le  who 

p rospe r  o r  f re t  abou t  t he i r  w icked s chemes. 

P S A L M  3 7 : 7  N L T
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Chapter 3
GI V ING  A ND  RECE I V ING

“Unt i l  now,  you have asked not h ing  in  My name.  

A sk ,  and you w i l l  re ce i ve,  t ha t  you r  joy  may be f u l l .”

J O H N  1 6 : 2 4  N K J V
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I t had been only a few weeks since the collapse, and my health was 
deteriorating.

My doctors couldn’t work out what was wrong or how to treat me. 
Fear was rife, and my hope waning. 

Craig was out on the job; the kids were playing in the family room. 

As I lay in the bubble bath, the mobile phone kept sounding mes-
sages in the next room. 

Weak, disheartened by the lack of breakthrough, desperate for dif-
ference—for any improvement, I mumbled the occasional word 
prayer amidst the sobs. 

Self-pity and physical weakness were my afternoon song that day. 
Feeling socially isolated and utterly alone, I burbled out a string of 
half words to God. “Send me something to show that You are here. 

That You care. That it won’t always be like this. 

I need something to change.” 

Within minutes, I heard the sliding door open and then close. 
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A loud, friendly voice sounded. 

Unable to respond, I just lay there. 

There were words spoken with the kids, then footsteps. The bath-
room door creaked open. The sense of defeat rendered me so weak 
that I couldn’t lift my head to see who it was. 

A friend, a beautifully loyal and loving friend, Lisa had arrived. 

Gingerly, she walked in and found a complete mess, my face red-
dened and swollen from the tears and mucus. 

She bent down and sat beside the bath. 

Thankfully, I had some strategically placed 
bubbles in this soaking mess, but at this 
point, I simply didn’t care. 

Just seeing her, the slow but constant 
stream of tears became large fat drops 
pouring from my eyes. I cried and cried 
and cried. With its flow came release.

She listened. She cared. She didn’t give 
me any opinions or judgments. 

She listened some more and then prayed. It wasn’t a long prayer. It 
was a prayer of support, authority, and love. 

Lisa was like Moses’ friends were to him (Exodus 17:12), lifting my 
arms for me when I couldn’t, when I simply didn’t have the strength. 

Lifting them high, so the battle could be fought and won. 

It was as though God was bringing me soothing tones of: “Don’t 
give up.

It won’t always be like this. 

S H E  L I S T E N E D . 

S H E  C A R E D .  S H E 

D I D N ’ T  G I V E  M E 

A N Y  O P I N I O N S 

O R  J U D G M E N T S . 
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You are not alone.

You’re going to be okay.”

There wasn’t a miraculous change or anything immediate, but to 
know that God had answered my prayer was enough. Communi-
cating to me that He was with me and cared. This was a priceless 
moment and gift to my heart. 

God bless you, precious Lise. 

As I journaled with God thinking about 
all the people investing in my family and 
me, since becoming unwell. It had been 
overwhelming. 

A steady stream of people helping. 

I slept through most of it. 

Not only did I have consistent fear amidst a mystery illness, which 
rendered me physically useless. I was now freshly confronted by the 
kindness of others.

“God, I can’t give anyone anything. I don’t know what to do. I’ve 
always been able to give, and receiving is uncomfortable.”

Family members, a handful of close friends, and strangers began 
helping our family. As I wrote a record of the people and things I 
could remember, the page was quickly filled.

Practical things. Taking the kids to school. Cleaning, cooking, prayer 
for my healing. They were faithful, loving people who wanted to 
help. They wanted to do something, anything.

It sometimes made me feel worse. 

Watching their faces as they saw my depleted state. Unable to feign 
a smile or respond with my usual thankful heart. 

D O N ’ T  G I V E  U P . 

I T  W O N ’ T  A L W A Y S 

B E  L I K E  T H I S . 
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I saw faces of compassion, or was it pity?

My mind filled with thoughts about these people. 

They are doing it because they are sorry for you. 

You’re a charity case. 

You will never be able to pay them back.

Lord, it’s too much. This is horrible. I feel helpless. 

I didn’t want others to know I couldn’t do it. 

I didn’t want my weakness known. 

This left me feeling even more debilitated than I was physically. As 
these capable men and women arrived at my door, bringing gifts of 
provision, it highlighted my own brokenness. 

These people were the former me.

Who am I now if I can’t do this for others anymore?

I feel like I owe them a debt, which I can never hope to repay. 

They’ve been so kind to me—to us. 

“What am I supposed to do with this, Lord?”

“It’s your season to learn how to receive. You’ve been a good and faith-
ful giver. Now it’s time to learn how it feels for those you’ve been giv-
ing to.”

My head instinctively bowed. Humbled as the truth of this state-
ment landed deeply. I AM a terrible receiver in every aspect. I found 
gifts and attention in any form so hard to accept. 

God, You know me so well. 
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“Every gift, every meal, every person bringing encouragement. I sent 
them. They are from Me, My child. Accept them as direct acts of love 
from Me.”

Whoa…. 

It was difficult to accept from people, but how can I reject a gift directly 
from God? 

Then it hit me. 

These people are my village. 

They are my church. 

They are my community. 

I tried to reason it all out. 

Receiving is tough. Receiving is being  
vulnerable and open. 

Receiving commands a response, doesn’t it? And I didn’t quite know 
how to respond to all of this.

To remember all that my village had done for me.

To acknowledge all the time invested. 

To thank all those who prayed with and for me.

To appreciate the few who stuck by me through thick and thin.

“How can I possibly hope to thank them? Lord, I feel overwhelmed, 
trying to remember all that they’ve done for me.”

“These treasured ones don’t help because they want thanks. They come, 
and they give because they want to help. This is what they know to 

I T  W A S  D I F F I C U L T 

T O  A C C E P T  F R O M 

P E O P L E ,  B U T  H O W 

C A N  I  R E J E C T  A 

G I F T  D I R E C T L Y 

F R O M  G O D ? 
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do. By rejecting their help, for some, you reject them. By receiving 
their gift, you receive them.”

Another challenging but essential truth, Lord.

I’ve rejected help so often in the past. I’ve felt the discomfort of “need.” 

I’m so sorry for those I’ve injured by being so self-reliant, Lord. 

Please forgive me.

“You have permission to begin to receive well, My daughter. No lists. 
No one owes another. My heart is that you give AND receive in life. 
This is a time when others will pick you up. And when you have 
regained your strength, you will pick others up again. 

This is village. This is My church in action. Receive. Receive. Receive.”

Yes,  God i s  more  t han ready t o  ove rwhe lm you w i t h  eve r y 

fo rm o f  g race  so  t ha t  you w i l l  have more  t han enough o f 

eve r y t h ing—ever y  moment  and in  eve r y  way.  He w i l l  make 

you ove r f l ow w i t h  abundance in  eve r y  good t h ing  you do.

2  C O R I N T H I A N S  9 : 8  T P T



The L o r d  i s  t r us t wor t hy  in  a l l  he  p romises 

and fa i t h f u l  i n  a l l  he  does. 

The Lo rd  upho lds  a l l  who fa l l 

and l i f t s  up  a l l  who a re  bowed down.

The eyes  o f  a l l  l ook t o  you, 

and you g i ve  t hem t he i r  food a t  t he  p rope r  t ime.

You open you r  hand 

and sa t i s f y  t he  des i re s  o f  eve r y  l i v ing  t h ing.

The Lo rd  i s  r i gh teous  in  a l l  h i s  ways 

and fa i t h f u l  i n  a l l  he  does.

The Lo rd  i s  nea r  t o  a l l  who ca l l  on  h im, 

t o  a l l  who ca l l  on  h im in  t r u t h.

P S A L M  1 4 5 : 1 3 B - 1 8  N I V
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_ Father's Heart -
“Oh, My precious child, let Me lavish My 

love upon you during this time.

I have abundant supplies readily available for you. 

I have told you to ask anything in My name, and 
you will receive that your joy may be full.

Do you believe this, My child?

Will you choose to trust Me?

I know that at times you’ve felt guilty 
about receiving from others. 

These ones I send bring you symbols of My 
love, My attention, and care.

You are so special to Me; I have not forgotten you 
and have much in store for you, My love.

Just as you have poured into others, I desire to pour into you.

Take heart, when you receive from ones 
such as these, You receive from Me.

When you welcome them in, you welcome Me in.
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As you feel the warmth that comes from being seen 
and cared for in these ways, you accept Me.

You are My precious child; I want to 
nurture you if you will allow Me.

Understand that I’ve made you to give and to 
receive in life. Not one wholly or the other. But 

seasons, moments of giving and receiving.

Receiving in My kingdom is also to give.

To give to others is also to receive. 

To give and receive from a pure heart—
well, there is no greater gift.

I am the true giver and the One you will 
receive from constantly. My desire is to be 

abundantly generous to My children.

This is lived out in relationship with Me.

But by receiving from others, you also receive from Me. 

There is much in your life vying for your energy and time. 

Where will you choose to invest it? Will you 
come alongside Me and commune? 

I have kingdom adventures for you and me to unite in. 
Never before will you experience such blessing than when 

you have chosen to partner with the plans of My heart.

My heart and yours in sweet embrace. 

My provision poured out, My words, My 
acts of love…I have brought these and more 

for you to be a part of, My beloved.
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I invite you each day. 

Come, let’s adventure together, let’s talk and walk a while, 
and I will lift you to higher plains of giving and receiving.”

Give,  and i t  w i l l  be  g i ven t o  you :  good measu re, 

p res sed down,  shaken t oget he r,  and r unn ing ove r, 

w i l l  be  g i ven t o  you.  Fo r  w i t h  t he  same measu re 

you measu re,  i t  w i l l  be  measu red back t o  you.

L U K E  6 : 3 8  W E B
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_ Prayer -
Abundant, generous, and loving God,

Thank You for being the ultimate gift giver.

It is humbling to receive from others 
and from You at times, Lord.

Please show me how to be gracious in my giving and receiving.

Let my response to receiving be to give thanks and glorify You.

Bless those who have given to me in this season. 

Thank You for their kindness and love. 

Show me how to step into Your river of  
life-giving flow. As the need arises and You’ve given 

me resource, let it flow out to fulfill that need.

As I ask You for what I need, let me keep watch 
for how You will meet that need… Thank You for 

Your dependable promises to be my provider. 

Jehovah Jirah, I trust You.

Amen. 

xxxxx



A l l  gene rous  g i v ing  and eve r y  pe r fec t  g i f t  i s  f rom above, 

coming down f rom t he Fa t he r  o f  l i gh t s,  w i t h  whom 

t he re  i s  no  va r i a t ion  o r  t he  s l i gh tes t  h in t  o f  change. 

J A M E S  1 : 1 7  N E T
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Chapter 4
ATMOSP HERE

And He sa id,  “My P resence  w i l l  go  w i t h 

you,  and I  w i l l  g i ve  you res t.”

E X O D U S  3 3 : 1 4  N K J V
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W e’d just moved into our new house. Winter was fast approaching. 
As the temperature cooled, we noticed just how dark and chilly 

our new abode was. Having been afflicted for most of my time in 
this home, the atmosphere seemed to reflect my health status. After 
recognizing the impact the lack of natural light inside was having 
on me, I began talking to God about it.

Lord, this home is so dark and cold. I can’t get outside or drive to escape. 
I need something to change. My healing seems to have stalled with liv-
ing in this place.	

He responded in three ways in a short space of time. 

The first of our atmosphere changes began one intense week.

I’d been struggling with sleepless nights and sent out a prayer request 
for help to my prayer warrior friends. 

“Ding ding!” my phone chimed the following morning. A beauti-
ful friend, Wendy, had messaged, wanting to drop something in. It 
turned out it was the Bethel, “Be Lifted High” CD. I’d never heard 
of Bethel or their album but was open to anything at this point. 
She’d been given a gentle prompt the previous night to drop it in.
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That afternoon, I laid out on my couch and listened to the heav-
enly sounds.

The fear that had been my constant since the moment I collapsed, 
dissipated. 

The nervous energy was replaced with His peace. 

For the first time in months, I found myself 
feeling relaxed and less “wired.”

I placed the music on repeat and let it soak 
into every cell of my body. I barely noticed 
as the hours ticked by. The parched land 
of my heart drank in the wellspring of life. 
The lyrics spoke to the atmosphere of my 
heart, and as it turns out, our home.

My ears absorbed the sweetness of the 
sound, and my body responded positively.

In this time of soaking God gently prompted.

“What do you tell your children?”

I knew instinctively what He was talking about. 

I had always told our kids that whatever you allow your eyes and 
ears to see and hear goes into your mind. These can be for your 
good or not.

Images of what I’d been watching, listening to, and inadvertently 
been absorbing flooded into my mind.

What was I allowing my senses to encounter? 

Desperate for something relational and “normal,” I’d watched every 
DVD we had, listened to the radio, and generally kept connected 
to the world. 

I  P L A C E D  T H E 

M U S I C  O N  R E P E A T 

A N D  L E T  I T  S O A K 

I N T O  E V E R Y  C E L L 

O F  M Y  B O D Y .
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A lightbulb moment!

They weren’t bad things in themselves, but they weren’t healthy for 
me in this season.

I felt another idea come in loud and clear.

“Take a sabbatical from everything that takes from you, fill your day 
with all that is life-giving.”

Only God could give me permission to do this, and a sense of great 
anticipation stirred within me as I pondered what might result.

The very next morning, I turned off the radio, TV, and all other 
technology. If it didn’t bring positive or uplifting messages, I didn’t 
want to engage with it.

I went outside into the sunshine, listening to worship music most 
of the time.

I signed up for various Bible verse apps and only read and listened 
to what would feed the seedling of hope within my heart. 

I noted over the week, the spiritual atmosphere of our home was 
transformed. I felt lighter and more hopeful. There was a greater 
sense of peace and order in our home. Fear was now an irregular 
intruder rather than a constant prowler. 

Thank You, Lord!

After this miraculous change, God healed the second aspect of our 
home atmosphere.

Being in the center of our lightless home, our kitchen was dark. To 
cut, clean, or cook, we relied upon a lone bulb. It was challenging 
for my light-loving heart. I began to talk to God about the light. Or 
maybe it was to air my complaints to Him about the light.

I noticed a few strange things began to happen. 
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The first was that our letterbox regularly began receiving pamphlets 
for skylights and special discounted prices for installing skylights.

The second was Bible verse apps began sending daily verses, which 
were all focused upon the theme of light.

The third happened as I watched late night/early morning sermons 
on television. I began seeing skylight advertisements—something 
I had never seen or noticed before. It all seemed “random”—inde-
pendent of one another but put together over a few weeks, and it 
felt like a God setup.

“What does this all mean?”

Becoming more aware of messages and signs from God was a new 
thing for me, but He had made it so apparent to me that some-
thing was going on.

I sensed Him reply, “Time to get a skylight quote.”

So I did. 

I picked up one from the pile of pamphlets we’d discovered in our 
letterbox and called.

The special discounted price proved very reasonable, but I strug-
gled internally about the cost. Financially, we had been living week 
to week. It was a season of financial faith walking. To spend money 
on a nonessential item seemed extravagant. We mutually decided 
to wait on God. 

Miraculously, an unexpected windfall appeared in our bank account 
for a little more than the cost of the quote we’d received that same 
week. We took this as a sign to go ahead with the installation.

My heart flew to such high heights, as for the first time in our new 
home, I could see our kitchen bench without turning on a light-
bulb. I found myself in awe of how a small gift can bring such life! 



For  t h i s  i s  what  t he  L o r d  says—he who c rea ted 

t he  heavens,  he  i s  God,  He who fash ioned and 

made t he  ea r t h,  he  founded i t ;  He d id  not  c rea te 

i t  t o  be  empt y,  bu t  fo rmed i t  t o  be  inhab i t ed—he 

says ;  “ I  am t he L o r d,  and t he re  i s  no  ot he r.”

I S A I A H  4 5 : 1 8  N I V
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Thank You, God!

A month or so following this event, our home atmosphere upgrade’s 
third and final installment occurred. 

The temperature was dropping, and sadly our sole source of heat began 
behaving strangely. As our home had no insulation and the timber 
flooring was laid directly over the dirt floor beneath, the earth’s cool 
seemed to radiate upward, making our home not unlike an icebox.

One particular morning I tried turning on the heater.

Click…click…odd clanking sounds…a strange smell…that’s new. 

The delays and sounds had been happening for weeks, but the smell.… 
Something was definitely wrong.

“Call the repairman.” A gentle prompt.

That sounds wise.

Walking around like a nomadic tent dweller with every piece of win-
ter clothing on my body, I made the call. 

Thankfully, he could check our system the very next day.

The doorbell rang, and I met Greg, a 20-year veteran in heating and 
air conditioning building and repair. After chatting for a while, I 
took him out to see our system. Then swiftly headed back inside to 
stand in front of the electric oven to keep warm. 

Greg wasn’t there for long. 

He came to the back door, face ashen. He explained that our sys-
tem was broken.

“You are all lucky to be alive!” he articulated. Explaining the intrica-
cies of the silent killer, I tried to take in what he was saying, but all 
I heard was gas, people dying as they slept, can’t smell it. 
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I was in shock.

Then a revelation and strong sense of God’s protection increased. My 
heart became increasingly thankful instead of pondering the what-
ifs. This, too, was a miracle. 

Greg replaced the broken part, and we enjoyed two months of bliss-
ful heating.

Unfortunately, after two months of heated heaven, the same strange 
sound returned.

Greg swiftly returned and found that the 
broken piece was again broken. “I’ve not 
seen anything like this in 20 years.” 

It had an eerie feeling about it, even for this 
down-to-earth, practical fella. “It might 
be a good idea to get rid of this system; 
there’s something weird about it.”

“How much is a new one?” I inquired, knowing full well we didn’t 
have much of anything financially.

“It varies, but for a house like yours, you are looking at about $1800.”

My jaw dropped at the price, knowing this was humanly unattain-
able for us. I fought back the tears. The cold definitely exacerbated 
my symptoms, and we could not afford a new heater. 

What now, Lord? 

I found myself explaining to Greg our situation. “We just don’t have 
the money. Since becoming unwell, I’ve not been able to work, and 
my hubby has been taking care of me. I don’t know how we’re going 
to do this, Greg.”

I saw a look of compassion and understanding come over Greg’s 
face as he explained how his family had gone through some tough 

“ Y O U  A R E  A L L 

L U C K Y  T O  B E 

A L I V E ! ”  H E 

A R T I C U L A T E D .
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times recently as well. He then poured out his own family’s health 
challenge story, and this tough Australian guy teared up a little as 
he shared. What a privilege to listen to him in his pain! 

Shared weakness opened up an opportunity for encouragement. 

It struck me as strange that God would use my pain to help with his. 

It was at this moment that Greg had an aha moment! 

Remembering, he had a one-year-old system sitting in his garage 
at home, he told me that he’d been called out on a job to remove it 
because it was too hot for the older owners. I stood there again with 
my mouth open and shaking my head in amazement. 

Tears of joy began stirring within my 
depths and bubbling up. God had gone 
ahead of this whole situation. I waited, 
wondering what would happen next.

“You can have it for $150 and install time if 
you like.” He was apologetic about charg-
ing me anything, but he’d have to buy 
some parts to fit it for us.

I couldn’t believe it! God had provided for us again in an extraor-
dinary way. 

I leaped with glee inside and profusely thanked Greg for his kindness. 

I could tell that he couldn’t believe what had happened either, say-
ing, “I never got why they’d get rid of a heater for being too hot.” 

As Greg left, the journey of our dysfunctional system that almost 
gassed us twice hit home. 

Thank You, God! Thank You, God! 

S H A R E D  W E A K N E S S 

O P E N E D  U P  A N 

O P P O R T U N I T Y  F O R 

E N C O U R A G E M E N T . 
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I’ve no words to express the relief I feel that You protected us all. And 
now You’ve provided a way out in an incredible way. How does this 
happen, Lord?”

It was now being exchanged with a nearly new system. Only God 
could orchestrate this upgrade. The following day Greg returned 
to replace our old with the new. I’d never been so happy to see the 
back of something or so delighted about an appliance being installed. 
Melbourne winter had never looked so good. 

God had taken the dark, cold, and health-crushing atmosphere of 
our house, turning it for my good into a light-filled, warm place of 
spiritual blessing. 

“God, You made our house into a home.” 

Over the following year, I began to experience improvement in my 
health due to all that God had done in this time. 
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_ Father's Heart -
“I am the King of all environments. No 

atmosphere or situation is greater than I am. 

As I live in you, you take My presence wherever you 
go. As you become more conscious of our journeying 
together, I will equip you with everything you need. 

When an atmosphere is heavy and burdening, bring 
Me into your situation, and there will be shift. 

Acknowledge and trust Me wherever you find yourself. 

I am tangible and real. Although you don’t 
often see My form with your eyes, I am more 

real than anything you might see. 

The spirit realm is continually moving, as do I. 

I never sleep. As you become aware of Me, you will 
experience what happens when I come into a situation. 

The weight of heaviness is shared between us both. 

I love nothing better than to carry the bulk. Bringing 
redemptive elements for you in what remains. 

Cast your heaviness on Me. My Son died so you 
don’t have to live under burdens anymore. 
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Flow with My Spirit. He will lift the air 
around you just because you are there, and 

He lives within it and within you. 

Oppressive atmospheres, negativity, or lack? 
These are My kinds of spaces, which I love 

to infiltrate and redeem through you. 

What can stand against you as I dwell in you? Nothing. 

Do you have opposition, fear, upset, anxiety, or grief? 

Let Me shift that for you. Let Me exchange 
the atmosphere for My truth. 

Let Me inject My peace, My love, My 
comfort, My embrace into your situation.

I do not do this so that you might be comfortable, but 
that we would commune with one another. And that you 
might share with others the reason for your joy and hope. 

That you would be a temple for My Holy Spirit, and that 
temple is brought into the world to change the world.

In Me, you are a true world changer. 

Start small if you are unsure; I don’t mind small beginnings.

Those small steps of trust lead to greater confidence 
in My ability to work-whatever comes your way.

Nothing stands in the way of My ability to 
change atmospheres and circumstances.”
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_ Prayer -
Precious Father, Holy Spirit, and Jesus,

Our home and everything we have is Yours. Let these 
things never take the place of You in our hearts. 

Please flush out anything that doesn’t belong. 
Let Your Holy Spirit abide and be evident 

in our home, in Jesus’ powerful name. 

Please show me how to enhance the atmosphere 
around me so that Your presence feels welcome. 

For where You are, there too is Your fruit. 

Love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, 
faithfulness, and self-control…I desire these 

for our home and family atmosphere.

Keep my heart soft to the things of You, Father, and 
to the sound of Your tender voice as You guide, 

encourage, and provide a way for home to be a haven. 

You know, in tough times, this is 
essential for health and for hope.

I am so thankful for this key of change 
being brought into my life.
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Thank You for caring about every aspect of life. 

You are such a good, good God. 

Amen. 

xxxxx

They t r aded t he  t r u t h  abou t  God fo r  a  l i e.  

So t hey wor sh ipped and se r ved t he  t h ings  God 

c rea ted ins t ead o f  t he  C rea to r  h imse l f,  who 

i s  wor t hy  o f  e t e rna l  p ra i se!  Amen.

R O M A N S  1 : 2 5  N L T
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Chapter 5
NE V ER  A LONE

The one who sent  me i s  w i t h  me ;  he  has  not  l e f t 

me a lone,  fo r  I  a lways  do what  p leases  H im.

J O H N  8 : 2 9  N I V
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S tanding at my kitchen bench, gazing off into the distance, my 
thoughts raced.

This morning had been another fruitless doctor’s appointment. 	
Disappointment, disillusionment, and frustration were rife as I let 
all that had happened land within me.

Where is my healing? Where are the answers? I feel so alone in all of this. 

“You are not alone; I am with you,” His tender voice whispered in 
response.

My heart—tired of carrying it all and not having a single person 
who could relate to my mystery illness. No one who could humanly 
toss me a sliver of hope or answer. 

I felt frustrated by mainstream medical answers, “…eat a high salt 
diet, drink water, and rest.” I’ve been doing this for months. 

As I pondered whether life was ever going to get any better, I fought 
off the seeds of hopelessness, which endeavored to take root in me. 

“Turn to Me,” a gentle whisper came.
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I wasn’t in the mood to listen right now. I wanted action and change. 

Without warning, my head suddenly Whooooooossssshhhhed.“Oh, 
no!” 

The room began to spin, and my eyes instinctively shut tight. Grab-
bing hold of the edge of the bench, I steadied my unbalanced body, 
which was desperate to fall to the floor. 

I awkwardly made my way towards the nearby kitchen chair. Plomp-
ing heavily down into it, I laid my head on the tabletop and allowed 
the world to stop spinning. Hoping that the spinning inside my 
brain might cease as I rested somewhere firm and flat. 

The last time this had happened, I’d been shopping at a stationery 
store. The air conditioner had been blowing hard as I’d walked 
through the front doors, creating an icy brain sensation. I’d made 
it to the computer section, and then down, down, down I went. I 
lay there as song after song played in the background; no one came. 
Customers buzzed past; an employee even stepped over my head. It 
was as if I was invisible. I was alone. It was then that the tears began 
to flow, just as they were now.

Let’s try positive self-talk, Karen. 

This is different. You are at home. You need to be present in this moment—
not back there. This isn’t the same. Forget the worry. Forget the past expe-
riences. Connect with God? Connect with God!

He always makes me feel better.

This thought disappeared as quickly as it came in, as fear butted its 
unhelpful head in. 

I need someone’s help, and no one is home. What do I do? I’m scared.

This pain. This dizziness. Help!
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“Look how far you’ve come, beloved,” He lovingly reassured and com-
forted me.

It’s true. I have come a long way. I am not 
the lump of exhausted jelly spread out on 
the couch anymore. I can stand. I can walk, 
albeit slowly. I can track ideas better than 
before. Things are definitely on the improve.

“But where is my ‘living life to the full,’ 
Jesus?”

It felt as if I was imprisoned—an isolating prison of measured living. 

Time ticked by. How long? I never can tell. 

“Don’t think. Don’t stress. Don’t ponder too much. Don’t look back.

Just be.” 

Without warning, a pang of fear zapped in. Everything escalated as 
the fear quickly snowballed into an avalanche of ideas and thoughts. 

I’m tired of the battle. 

Fear led to sorrow, which met discouragement. Giant salty sobs trekked 
their way down my cheeks, across my nose, dripping onto the table.

In the kitchen, the tap drips as if to mirror my sadness: so many 
symptoms, so much mystery. Every time I went to the doctor, it was 
for the symptomatic rather than the core issue. 

No one seems to understand it all. Lord, I feel so alone in this—even 
with those who care surrounding me. I am so alone; no one “gets it.”

The sun went behind a cloud. 

My head has stopped whooshing, the world has stopped spinning, my 
heart isn’t racing. Maybe I can resume an upright position? Time to get 
back to the rest of those dishes. 

“ B U T  W H E R E 

I S  M Y  ‘ L I V I N G 

L I F E  T O  T H E 

F U L L , ’  J E S U S ? ”
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As I moved, I began pondering my brilliant, God-given medical 
team, my faithful alternative therapy GP, naturopath, and chiroprac-
tor. They’d gotten me upright and moving once again when main-
stream medicine shrugged their shoulders, unsure of any next step. 

“Perhaps it’s all in your head,” they’d suggested. 

What a devastating blow it had been today! They had nothing more 
to offer me; I’d come to the end of the mainstream line. 

There had been so many specialists, tests, appointments, and racing 
about—an ongoing search, desperate to find THE answer, desper-
ate for complete healing, not just band-aids. 

When I asked, God hadn’t told me to race. 
He’d told me my healing would come in 
the still. But humanly, I couldn’t just leave 
it and do nothing. Could I?

I was tired of waiting. I would find my 
own cure through others. 

There must be an answer out there some-
where. He loved me through my choice 
to push on. To turn to others. 

“This isn’t the end for you, child. I am with 
you. I love you.”

Now the tears became like Niagara Falls of flow. Self-pity seemed to 
be reigning at this moment. 

A deep sadness as the realization, “I have come to the end of myself.” 
No more ability to come up with answers. No control over my 
future or over my health. Nothing more to bring. Mainstream doc-
tors seem to have nothing else to offer me. Nothing. Humanly, I 
feel alone in this. 

W H E N  T H E 

W O R L D  H A S 

N O T H I N G  M O R E 

T O  O F F E R ,  I T  I S 

A  P R O F O U N D L Y 

T E R R I F Y I N G 

A N D  S T R A N G E L Y 

F R E E I N G  M O M E N T . 
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When the world has nothing more to offer, 
it is a profoundly terrifying and strangely 
freeing moment. 

I’d been through many tough times as a 
believer, but this was on a whole other 
level. The faith that I’d held so dear for 
decades. I needed to actually walk out the 
trust element, like never before. 

I have no other choice but to wholly trust 
God. Because the only other option is to live 
without hope. And that, to me, is not a via-
ble alternative. 

Standing at the end of my burgundy 
benchtop. I pulled the plug to let out the 
now cool water. 

As the water pooled at the bottom of the sink and headed down the 
drainpipe. Before me, a fresh, clean sink. 

Ready to begin again?

What do I do now?

Something was stirring within me. 

Strength? Fresh resolve! 

I tossed my hands up in the air, and with deep abandon, cried out 
to God. 

“Father, I don’t know what is happening. Whether I will die sud-
denly or live for decades to come. I don’t want to be fearful, but I 
need something. I need Your help.”

At that very moment, something “random” popped in unexpectedly. 

I  H A V E  N O  O T H E R 

C H O I C E  B U T  T O 

W H O L L Y  T R U S T 

G O D .  B E C A U S E 

T H E  O N L Y  O T H E R 

O P T I O N  I S  T O 

L I V E  W I T H O U T 

H O P E .  A N D 

T H A T ,  T O  M E ,  I S 

N O T  A  V I A B L E 

A L T E R N A T I V E . 



And I  am conv inced t ha t  not h ing  can eve r  sepa ra te 

us  f rom God’s  love.  Ne i t he r  dea t h  no r  l i f e,  ne i t he r 

ange l s  no r  demons,  ne i t he r  ou r  fea r s  fo r  t oday no r 

ou r  wor r ie s  abou t  t omor row -not  even t he  power s  o f 

he l l  can  sepa ra te  us  f rom God’s  love.  NO power  in  t he 

sky  above o r  in  t he  ea r t h  be low - indeed,  not h ing  in  a l l 

o f  c rea t ion  w i l l  eve r  be  ab le  t o  sepa ra te  us  f rom t he 

love  o f  God t ha t  i s  revea led  in  Ch r i s t  Jesus  ou r  Lo rd.

R O M A N S  8 : 3 8 - 3 9  N L T
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A thought. A quiet revelation. 

“I have been putting out spot fires of symptoms rather than dealing 
with the raging blaze of affliction. No mainstream doctor had heard 
the whole story from start to finish.” What an idea! 

I was taken aback. The tears eased off, and a laugh bubbled up as I 
pondered this light-bulb moment. 

Relief had pierced the tension—a release of pressure—the power of 
some laughter. Realizing that this could be the way forward. 

“God, was that You?” 

Before He could respond, I chimed in, “Of course, it was. Who else 
could come up with such a revolutionary plan?!”

A stirring began to whip about, building hope-filled anticipation 
in my heart. 

Then before I knew it, something happened that I have not expe-
rienced before or since. In my mind’s eye, God began typing let-
ters before me. 

One letter at a time—as if they were actually being typed by the 
Father on a vintage typewriter. 

The letters were typed in goldfields poster font. Spelling the name 
of a local general practitioner. My mouth agape, I stood in sheer 
awe of what God was doing before me. Rendering me speechless. I 
dared not move as this was too amazing, and I didn’t want it to end.

The possibilities of what this could mean struck me, and I found 
myself unable to stop praising Him. 

“God, You are incredible! Thank You. Thank You. Thank You.” 

Beyond excited and so touched that Father would speak to me in such 
a personal way. Knowing that I love typewriters, vintage elements, 
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the goldfields, and everything letters, type 
fonts, and language. 

Everything was designed to communi-
cate, “I see you, I know you, I love you 
personally.” The tears continued to flow, 
but they rushed for a different reason this 
time—for joy. 

God saw what was happening. God heard 
my cries. He cared. I am not alone because 

He is with me. That very afternoon I made an appointment with 
Dr. Tania. 

One week later, as I sat in her office, I let it all out—from start to 
finish. Complete transparency. No detail left unsaid. 

She patiently listened, occasionally nodding. 

As I finished up, the energy in the room was palpable. 

She looked at me from behind her gold-rimmed glasses. She gen-
tly leaned on the arm of her chair as she shifted. Touching the arm 
of her glasses, she carefully considered all that I had communicated. 

The regular migraine diagnosis was suggested but was then quickly 
discounted.

The tears began to flow once again. I pressed in. Explaining that 
God had given me her name, so she must know the next step in my 
healing journey. 

I was pretty messy at this point. Tears, mucus, and the like, but I 
was also beyond caring what others thought of me. As I released that 
statement of truth to her, a boldness came over me. This unchar-
acteristic boldness reassured me that Holy Spirit was in me and in 
this situation. 

I  D A R E D  N O T 

M O V E  A S  T H I S 

W A S  T O O 

A M A Z I N G ,  A N D 

I  D I D N ’ T  W A N T 

I T  T O  E N D .
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The atmosphere in the room exchanged its nervous fear for peace. 
I knew without a shadow of a doubt that God was with me in that 
room. I was determined to remain until He communicated what 
He brought me here for. 

We both sat in silence, me in bold peace, and she, processing mode. 
I noticed that her eyes began to glisten a little. Like the beginnings 
of an idea was coming to mind. And in a moment, I knew she had it.

She quietly spoke out the name of a diagnostic specialist who was 
not unlike the doctor from the television series, House. He was a 
specialist across three fields and was someone who seemed to have 
great insight into difficult cases, like mine.

Dr. Tania grinned from ear to ear, and we celebrated a little together 
at this “random” idea that had popped into her mind. She was pleased 
to print me a referral, and as I headed out of her office, my heart felt 
light and full of hope once again. 

It was the first time in eighteen months I had relied entirely on 
God—not on myself or others. He had lovingly tended to me in my 
tears, partnering with me in formulating and executing a plan. And 
answered me in more brilliant ways than I could have ever hoped 
for. And it felt great!
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_ Father's Heart -
“How can I communicate to you more 

strongly about how much I love you?

I tell you that you are never alone, yet you don’t always 
feel it, you don’t always see it, and doubt can creep in. 

Trust Me, My precious child.

I created you before the beginning of time. My mind 
knew the inner workings of your entire being. I 

knew how you would live, what your personality 
would be. I even knew the special moments we would 

share throughout your lifetime here on earth. 

All of this, well before you were born.

I have created you from dust, someone so entirely precious 
to Me from something that seems relatively worthless.

If you understood the value I place upon you, you 
would never question whether or not you were 

alone. That you are alone is simply a lie.

My truth is that you are very much known, 
and I am your constant companion. 

I love you, My child.
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You are remembered every second of the 
day and night. I love you, My child.

You have no idea how many thoughts I have 
about you. They outnumber the grains of 

sand on all the beaches of the world. 

You are so special to Me. 

You hold such great worth and importance to Me. 

I know there have been times when you felt 
worthless and unimportant; that too is a lie. 

I exist, and I cover everything. My Spirit moves over the 
earth, and My heavenly beings and I watch over you.

I am fully aware of what you are feeling 
right at this moment…and I care.

I am not absent or far away, as you sometimes feel, but 
I am closer than your breath. I love you that much.

My beloved, when you feel isolated, come to Me. 

Decide to wait with Me and upon Me. 

Ask Me to reveal Myself to you, and I 
will fill the empty space. 

I will do this because it is who I am, and it is 
what I LOVE to do—especially for you.”
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_ Prayer -
Father, there are times when I have felt alone. 

But when I come to you, I begin to see 
how You’ve been so near, so constant.

As I speak all that fills my mind, You 
whisper words of life to me. 

Verses read long ago come to my 
heart and begin to settle me. 

You encourage me that I am never alone, for 
You are always with me (Matthew 28:20b).

You reassure me that you have gone ahead of me 
and walk beside me whatever I am going through 

(Deuteronomy 31:8), This comforts me in the tough.

Thank You for Your truth that I am never alone, and 
I am never forgotten. There is always hope in You. 

I choose to trust You today with my situation. 

With Your help, I will not allow 
this to be bigger than You. 

Please guide me as I walk forward in Your 
strength, knowing You are with me.
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When I am with You and You are with 
me, there is no other place I want to be. 

Amen.

xxxxx

Don’t  be  a f r a id,  fo r  I  am w i t h  you.

Don’t  be  d i s cou raged,  fo r  I  am you r  God. 

I  w i l l  s t reng t hen you and he lp  you.

I  w i l l  ho ld  you up w i t h  my v i c t o r ious  r i gh t  hand.

I S A I A H  4 1 : 1 0  N L T
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Chapter 6
S A FE  P L ACES  A ND  S A FE  P EOP L E

Do to  ot he r s  as  you wou ld  have t hem do t o  you.

L U K E  6 : 3 1  N I V
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Today was a hard day. 

I was confused. There were so many opinions, ideas on how I could 
be healed.

I’d run everywhere to try and find my healing, all to no avail. 

As I journaled out this heavy day with God, I began writing down 
my jumbled thoughts and questions. I poured out the words of some, 
and as I did, I could freshly hear their voices. 

“Maybe you’ve got an unconfessed sin that you don’t know about.”

“You have a spirit of affliction in you.”

“Have you prayed enough?”

“Have you been to a deliverance ministry?”

“You must have a demon in you.”

“Maybe there is someone you haven’t forgiven.”

“God says if you have faith as small as a mustard seed, have you consid-
ered your faith isn’t big enough.”
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My body and mind groaned as each one spoken to me at my most 
vulnerable added fuel to the fire. The fire which preached at me, 
“There’s no way out. You aren’t doing enough. It’s going to get worse. 
There’s no hope.” 

Some days I drew the few remaining drops from my tank to broach 
these possibilities—each one leading me to dry wastelands.

I had tried to raise each one with God…
but they came so thick and fast, and I 
barely had enough energy to get out of 
bed, let alone give processing space for 
these words to be weighed and measured.

And yet, they did land. All these throw-
away comments served to do was to pile 

more upon my weary frame. As the doubts and fears rolled over in 
waves in my mind. I endeavored to evaluate each one, desperate for 
an answer.

What if my faith isn’t big enough?

How can I do more when I can barely do the basics?

How do I work out if I haven’t forgiven someone? 

I’d forgive them if I knew? Wouldn’t God remind me? What if I was 
supposed to work it all out by myself? What if it is demonic? What do I 
believe about deliverance and the demonic?

Images of the little I knew of the demon side of things rattled around 
my mind, which put me straight into a terrified mode. 

I had no idea what to do. I’d not encountered some of these areas 
in decades of faith. Now seemed the worst possible time to try and 
get to the bottom of belief.

W H A T  I F  M Y 

F A I T H  I S N ’ T 

B I G  E N O U G H ? 
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These overwhelming possibilities ensured anxiety and fear were 
well-fed. 

My inner perfectionist entertained them, giving them pride of place. 

I know this is no way to live, but how do I come to peace, Father, with 
things I’m unsure of? Why is this happening to me? Did I do something?

Am I being punished for something? Is my body paying me back for the 
years of neglect? What if any of these people’s words are right? 

Unhelpful words from good, well-intentioned people. 

Each time I spoke with someone, my thoughts began to have a knee-
jerk reaction as I internally questioned their safety. Their intent. 
What will come out of their mouth next? Unfortunately, a sprinkling 
of unsafe people tainted the rest at this time.

Am I safe with them? Can I be honest with them? Will they hurt me?

These people wanted my healing as much as I did. I could see and feel 
that. They wanted my best. It was confronting to see their beloved 
friend in pain. A shadow of her former self, unable to be who she 
once was. Loving people struggling with their own theologies of 
healing, wrestling with why God wasn’t healing me in the way we 
all hoped for and expected. 

I could tangibly see them reasoning it out. “God is good. Karen isn’t 
healed; there MUST be a reason why. She has done something. Or 
hasn’t done something? Or could or should do something?”

Some continued to bring “answers, reasons, and explanations as to 
why it might not have come.” 

I couldn’t help them with their questions. I had the same ones.

Each time, my heart was left a little more bruised—a little more bat-
tered as I sank beneath the waves. 



You a re  my h id ing  p lace.  You w i l l  p ro tec t  me f rom 

t roub le  and su r round me w i t h  songs  o f  de l i ve rance.

P S A L M  3 2 : 7  N I V



105

S A F E  P L A C E S  A N D  S A F E  P E O P L E

Living with this affliction was burden enough. 

Lord, why are some loading more on me? And more importantly, why 
am I letting them?

As I journaled with God on this hard day, He reminded me of the 
verse He had given me many times before: Luke 11:46. “Jesus replied, 
‘And you experts in the law, woe to you, because you load people 
down with burdens they can hardly carry, and you yourselves will 
not lift one finger to help them.”

This burden of others expectations, unmet hopes and prayers, weighed 
heavily upon my heart. 

I hated seeing the look of disappointment come across their faces 
when prayers seemed to go unheard and unanswered. They were weary 
from the intensity, the lack of breakthrough all these past months. 

It was gut wrenching to watch me experience pain, and waves of 
mysterious symptoms-all of which stole the woman they once knew-
seemingly without purpose. 

For some, I wasn’t who they wanted or needed me to be. 

Confused, I shared my exposed heart with God.

What am I supposed to do with this, Lord? I feel like I don’t know who 
to listen to anymore.

The world is a harsh place for me. I have nowhere to go for help. What 
am I to do?

My heart cried out, “I need safety, Lord!”

“Call the church office.”

Hesitantly, I obeyed the gentle, sweet whisper and rang. God had 
gone ahead of my call. A kind male voice answered; it was Pastor Ken. 
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Surely it was unusual to have the lead pastor answer the phone at 
reception? 

I was thankful—one less conversation to have. Relieved, I nestled 
back into the comfy couch, ready to ask some BIG questions. Feeling 
the tiniest seed of hope that God had a reason for prompting the call.

I held it together, not wanting to down-
load everything in one big lump and over-
whelm the poor man.

“Hi, Ken,” I said as chipperly as I could 
muster. 

“Oh, g’day, Karen. How are you going?” 
he responded.

Hearing his kind voice. Having someone 
ask sincerely how I was going without 
agenda or ulterior motive, I was imme-
diately undone.

My heart let down its protective shell. The pieces I’d haphazardly 
nailed up fell away—one part at a time. Like pieces of armor, they 
dropped off, recognizing instantly that there was no threat here today. 

Oh, my heart. I see you. I remember your softness. I’m so thankful that 
you can be safe here.

I welled up and then blinked. The tears dribbled from the corners 
of my eyes, and again I was amazed at how much can happen in a 
split second when safe.

“This feels safe. I am safe. My heart can be itself here.”

Thank You, Lord.

“What’s going on?” Ken asked gently.

O H ,  M Y  H E A R T . 

I  S E E  Y O U .  I 

R E M E M B E R  Y O U R 

S O F T N E S S .  I ’ M 

S O  T H A N K F U L 

T H A T  Y O U  C A N 

B E  S A F E  H E R E .
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And like my salty tears, everything poured out. 

I shared with him the things that I felt. I spoke about the words peo-
ple had put out into my already stretched brain and the weightiness 
which was pulling heavily upon my heart. I shared about the inter-
nal conflict I felt and how fearful and confused I was about it all. 

He patiently listened, giving a reassuring mmm..mmmm….sound 
every so often to let me know he was still listening. 

How wonderful is it to have someone just listen. Thank You, God.

I shared with him how I had run here and there, hoping to be 
healed. 	Trusting, I’d be healed…believing I’d be healed.

I told him about the well-meaning people sharing their well-inten-
tioned words. Words that, instead of freedom, had left me feeling 
condemned. It was more burden than I had the capacity for.

Ken listened and didn’t interrupt or offer justifications or opinions 
of his own. He just heard my heart, intently and lovingly. 

Sharing with Ken felt like how I communicated with Jesus. I was 
safe, sheltered, and secure. There was nothing to fear here. 

The tears lessened. Sharing openly with Ken was helping to lift the 
weight. 

Having someone simply be present in my pain was the most valuable 
gift anyone could bring—someone to listen, to fully engage with what 
I was communicating. No judgment. No answers. Nothing but a car-
ing heart and a listening ear.

When I had finally finished, with everything shared, I held my breath—
not knowing but hoping that Ken would continue to be a safe place 
for my heart. Seconds passed; they felt like minutes. 

Ken spoke.
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And as he spoke, it seemed they were the very words of Holy Spirit 
to me. 

These were the words I had longed to hear. They felt like home.

My heart relaxed. My mind felt as if balm 
was being applied. My spirit was given the 
clarity I’d hoped for. 

He spoke words of truth. They were 
Father’s words. 

They came from a place of wanting to give 
me sound hope. Even when there was so 
much to contend with, there WAS hope. 

Ken validated my heart.

He didn’t try and explain all that was hap-
pening or justify the responses of others. 
He went to a higher, more beautiful place.

He explained how Father God doesn’t 
want to load me down with heavy loads. 
He would never bring anything to cause 
me to fear. 

He longs to bring me His peace because 
I am precious to Him. 

I breathed in deeply, exhaling all the stress 
of these past few months. 

What a gift this time has been. 

Ken continued…“Karen, the Lord has brought to my mind this 
little verse. And I think it might help you, as it’s helped me many 
times before.”

H A V I N G  S O M E O N E 

S I M P L Y  B E 

P R E S E N T  I N  M Y 

P A I N  W A S  T H E 

M O S T  V A L U A B L E 

G I F T  A N Y O N E 

C O U L D  B R I N G —

S O M E O N E  T O 

L I S T E N ,  T O  F U L L Y 

E N G A G E  W I T H 

W H A T  I  W A S 

C O M M U N I C A T I N G . 

N O  J U D G M E N T . 

N O  A N S W E R S . 

N O T H I N G  B U T 

A  C A R I N G 

H E A R T  A N D  A 

L I S T E N I N G  E A R .
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He shared Romans 8:15 with me. “For you did not receive a spirit 
that makes you a slave to fear, but you received the Spirit of son-
ship. And by Him, we cry, ‘Abba, Father.’” 

He explained that this verse reassures me that I am a child of God, 
adopted by Him, and He has given me, as His child, a right to live 
free from fear—free from anything that holds me back. Anything 
that keeps me from freedom and peace. God was going to give me 
what I needed when I needed it. 

My role was to receive what He was giving.

I didn’t need to work it all out; I simply needed to let His voice be 
the one I listened to first and foremost. This truth-filled verse aligned 
my heart, mind, and questions with the Father’s true nature. He is 
my safe place. When I have this truth before me, the words of oth-
ers were put in their rightful place. 

This day, this conversation, the kindness and “Father-heartedness” 
of Ken healed so much in me, and I’ll be forever grateful. 

Strengthened and with fresh clarity, I moved forward into the rest 
of the day. Having had so much put into perspective, my heart was 
light and free. Having been significantly encouraged by someone 
who proved himself a very safe person in a most significant moment.
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_ Father's Heart -

“I have placed My Holy Spirit within you. Part of His 
ways are to show you the truth about all things. 

It is essential to know My heart for you is for your good.

When you accept this truth, it becomes much easier 
to discern the best way forward—with Me. 

I am your safe place.

I have placed people around you who, like 
you, have needs and desires. Some of those needs 

and desires are healthy, and others are not. 

My heart is that my children would  
live together in love, encouraging, considering, 

and serving one another. Giving grace and 
forgiveness where and when needed.

You are always safe with Me, beloved, but not 
all people and places are safe all the time. My 

desire is that you would have connection with safe 
people. Understand that no one person is wholly 
secure all the time. This is because all people are 
on their own journey through life and growth. 
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As you place Me at the forefront, you will experience 
complete safety in love. By encountering Me in 
this way, you will see aspects of Me in others. 

As you connect with others, you may 
experience disappointment or hurt. 

Take heart…with Me as your foundation, you will become 
accustomed to what safe places and people look and feel like. 

Ask My Spirit for guidance as He won’t lead you astray.

I will never bring fear or confusion. These 
things are not a part of My heart.

Know Me, and you will recognize what 
is or isn’t My best for you.

Not all people have you in mind as they 
speak or act; they too are mid-process. 

Forgive, My child. Forgive and bless those who 
have brought anything other than life to you. If 
their words or actions are in direct opposition to 

My words, then release them; don’t hold onto these 
things. They are burdens you don’t need to carry.

You have permission to weigh up others’ words with 
Me. Let Me reveal My truth to you, precious one. 

Rest assured, I have designed you to have 
healthy boundaries. I only ask of you what I 

have resourced and prepared you for. 

Saying yes to all things and all people is never 
the way forward. I want you to say yes to the 

things and people I discern for you. 
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Place your expectations and needs at My feet and watch 
how I bring the right people at the right times to you. 

I know your heart longs to connect with healthy people 
and be in safe relationship. I have designed you for 

village life with others. Understand that the only wholly 
complete friendship is Mine. Once you welcome this 

truth, relationships with others will be healthier. 

You have believed that to care for those in 
community, you must be self-sacrificing. I never 

asked you to be the sacrifice—only to bring others 
to the One who was the sacrifice for them.

Love others wholeheartedly as I lead you, give them 
grace in their own growth, and you will find they 

will leave more deposits than withdrawals. 

Hold Me tightly and hold others lightly, beloved one. 

You now know the way; follow it.”

I t  i s  bet t e r  t o  t ake re f uge in  t he  L o r d 

t han t o  t r us t  i n  humans.

P S A L M  1 1 8 : 8  N I V
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_ Prayer -
To my ever-present safe place, Father God, 

Thank You that Your Presence is a 
sweet and safe place to abide.

Guard my heart, Father, that I can be vulnerable 
in safe relationship with those You bring to me, yet 

still protected and led by Your Holy Spirit.

Please bring the right people at the right time along 
this journey and speak words of life between us. 

Be at the center of all relationships, Lord God. 

Thank You for providing safe spaces that 
minister to me in tough times. 

Thank You for being my ultimate provider and protector. 

Thank You for being my hiding place, protecting 
me from trouble, and surrounding me with 

songs of deliverance (Psalm 32:7).

Today I choose to trust You with this 
area of safety, my loving God.

Amen.

xxxxx
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Chapter 7
T RUS T

I  w i l l  save  you ;  you w i l l  not  f a l l  by  t he 

sword,  bu t  w i l l  e s cape w i t h  you r  l i f e,  Because 

you t r us t  in  me,  dec la res  t he  L o r d .

J E R E M I A H  3 9 : 1 8  N I V
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L aying there in my underwear in the middle of winter, waves of 
nausea washed over me. My heart raced like an internal setting 

switched to high—without the ability to turn it down. 

When is this intensity going to stop rising?

It had been a massive day of cooking, cleaning, and resting. As with 
most productive days, I crashed towards the end, and this day was 
no exception. 

Dinner was on the table, and after giving three dinner calls, I could 
feel my blood pressure dropping. 

Glancing down at my feet, I likened them to elephant pads—full 
of fluid. 

That’s new. 

I hadn’t eaten in a few hours, and my body alerted me to that fact. I 
knew it needed something quicksmart, or I’d end up on the floor again. 

I took a few mouthfuls just to carry me through, while the family 
s l o w l y made their way to the table. 
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Sitting there, my shoulders drooped as energy seemed to leak out of 
me. My stomach swirled, unhappy with the timing of what I’d given 
it. I’d left it too long. The familiar robust, sharp stabbing pains in 
my head returned as I tried not to cry at the intensity. 

I carefully stood and went off to bed, not wanting the kids to see 
me swirl and sway.

The intensity began to rise, which mirrored my heart rate and pulse. 

I wasn’t anxious. I wasn’t panicked. I was internally settled, but my 
heart rate just kept on rising.

As I rested on the bed, the heat radiating 
and increasing triggered body shakes—not 
from the cold but adrenaline. It had taken 
so much effort just to get to the bedroom.

It seemed crazy that I would be lying there 
dressed so lightly on such a cold winter’s 
night. Something was definitely not right.

Should I go to the hospital? I didn’t want to 
go again. They never understood.

Ring the doctor? I’d rung so many times before. I don’t want to bother her.

This unfamiliar feeling had come without warning, and I didn’t have 
a plan for new symptoms and attacks. 

Oh, what should I do? What should I do?

My brain raced, trying to work it out, to reason it out. Logically 
weighing up all options as my heart rate and body temperature con-
tinued to rise.

I took my blood pressure.

Oh, my goodness, that’s high! I tried not to freak out.

A  D I S T I N C T 

D I F F E R E N C E  R O S E 

U P  F R O M  W I T H I N —

F R E S H  R E S O L V E 

T O  D O  T H I S  T I M E , 

D I F F E R E N T L Y
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I laid down on my back. Knees raised, head on my pillow, and went 
down a familiar pattern of worry—as I had done many, many times 
before when without warning, physical symptoms came upon me.

But then a distinct difference rose up from within—fresh resolve to 
do this time, differently.

A gentle whisper of an idea came through, despite the headache and 
fever raging. It was crystal clear.

The idea, to call out and tell the atmosphere and anyone in it that 
I trusted God with this whole situation. Truthfully, I didn’t even 
know what this meant. 

But I felt to trust. 

I might be about to die, and my body might be shutting down, but I’m 
not going to let it scare me anymore.

I was not alone and followed the Whisperer’s advice.

Bursting out, “I trust You, God!” 

Nothing changed. No physical difference, and my body had begun 
to shake even more greatly from the high temperature.

I continued loudly, “I trust You with my pulse, God! 

I trust You with my blood pressure, God! 

I trust You with my body, God! 

I trust You with my heart, God! 

I trust You with my organs, God!”

Lying there, I felt a tangible gentle breeze blow over my torso, start-
ing in the center and moving outwards to the edges of my body—
as if someone was hovering over my belly and blowing down. This 
area became peaceful, cool, and calm. This part of my body was not 
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racing as it once had—what a strange sensation. Being a cold night, 
I explained it away. Someone must’ve opened the door to outside, 
and the breeze had rushed in. But it hadn’t. 

My limbs and head still raced, but my torso was cooled and calm.

What is happening? This is so weird.

I felt growing confidence within as the realization came. I had the 
living God with me, and He was on my side. He had me entirely, 
and I could trust Him. 

I am tired of being a victim of sickness. 

I am tired of being at the whim of symptoms. 

This thing is not going to beat me. 

“I trust You with my vessels, God! 

I trust You with my veins, God! 

I trust You with my bones, God!”

Again, a gentle cool breeze came—as if a window was open but 
more deliberate. 

First, my left leg, then the right. 

What had just happened? Was I accidentally blowing these areas myself? 

I felt a little ridiculous doing it, but I tested it. Blowing on my body, 
gently at first, then with all my might. It wasn’t the same. This breeze 
was inexplicable. 

“Lord, is that You? 

Holy Spirit, did You do that for me? 

Holy Spirit, is that You?”
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Peace. 

The stabbing pains disappeared. So much of my body was now unaf-
fected. Random spots of heat and racing remained. 

“I trust You with my blood systems, God! 

I trust You with my neurological system! 

I trust You, God, with my circulatory 
system!” 

Whatever came to my mind to trust God 
with, I declared aloud. 

As I trusted and spoke out my trust of 
God, the “fan” came over all other parts 
of my body—until my entire being was cooled and serene. Only a 
handful of minutes had passed since I’d left the table. So much had 
happened in such a short time. 

How could all the symptoms have vanished so quickly?

It was miraculous.

I sat up, feeling bold and healthy. My temperature had normalized. 
My heart wasn’t racing. 

Retesting my blood pressure and pulse showed both to be completely 
normal. “Praise God! You healed me! I can depend on and trust You 
fully. Thank You, thank You, thank You!”

I raced back to the kitchen, feeling fully well and hungry. 

The family was surprised to see me back eating with them, and after-
ward, I shared privately with Craig what God had done. 

As the night ended, my logical mind began to question and explain 
it away.

H O W  C O U L D  A L L 

T H E  S Y M P T O M S 

H A V E  V A N I S H E D 

S O  Q U I C K L Y ?



Whoever  dwe l l s  i n  t he  she l t e r  o f  t he  Mos t  H igh w i l l  re s t 

i n  t he  shadow o f  t he  A lmight y.  

I  w i l l  say  o f  t he  L o r d,  “He i s  my re f uge and 

my fo r t re s s,  my God in  whom I  t r us t.”

P S A L M  9 1 : 1 - 2  N I V
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Did I imagine the whole thing, Lord? Did that actually happen? Maybe 
it was all fear response. Perhaps the food I had eaten had finally been 
absorbed?

As I tucked our daughter Hannah into bed that night. I saw that 
her cheeks were bright-red; her skin felt hot with a temperature. 
She was feeling sick. 

In detail, she began describing the exact symptoms I had experienced 
right before dinner. She had heard nothing of what I encountered 
earlier, so I knew it was genuine.

“Start declaring that you trust God with whatever part of your body 
comes to mind, Hanny.”

Astonished, I watched as she experienced the same fan blow on the 
racing, heated parts of her body, cooling them. 

I watched in awe as Holy Spirit brought a similar miracle to Han-
nah! Any doubts I had about God’s intervention as I chose to trust 
Him were put to rest.

Same experience.

Same blessing.

Same healing Father.

God had confirmed the power of trusting Him by repeating the 
miraculous healing. We couldn’t stop thanking God for all that He 
had done. 

Fear’s back was broken that night as God cemented in our family 
history an encounter with His healing power through trust.
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_ Father's Heart -
“I know much of what you have experienced in this 

world has made it difficult to trust at times. 

I want you to know I was there with you the entire time. 

I was holding your hand, weeping with you, protecting 
and tending to you, all the while knowing if you 

chose to allow Me, I would carry it for you. 

I would not only carry the burden but deal with 
it on your behalf, tossing it to the farthest part 

of the universe, never to plague you again. 

Trusting Me is closely connected to having hope. 

If you feel a sense of hopelessness, trust is often absent. 

It seems like a big step to choose to trust Me at times. 

But as you do, your heart is filled with My hope, 
which by the power of My Spirit overflows in you.

Remember the times I have shown this to you, and 
your trust in Me will return to you more quickly. 

You are so used to doing things all alone, and your 
journey has been heavy and painful at times. 
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When you trust Me, you recognize the truth: I am 
all-knowing, all-powerful, and all-loving. 

Recognizing My truth is a first step to seeing and 
experiencing My hope right here in this hard place.

When you accept My truth, the result is always good for 
you and your future as you move forward with Me.

I don’t wish for you to walk alone anymore.

Walk with Me, tell me of your hopes and 
dreams, your hurts and disappointments.

No area is too big or difficult for Me. I am not intimidated 
or worried about your current circumstance. 

I see the end of your story. I see the next chapter. Knowing 
this, I have much encouragement for you if you’ll choose 
to come to Me, listen, and share all that is in your heart.

I am your great counselor, better than the best 
life coach, your creator, and your friend. I am 

worthy of your trust today, My child.

Talk to Me about your day. Ask Me questions. 

As you do this, you get to know more 
of Me and what I am like. 

This will only increase your ability to truly trust 
Me with anything that comes your way. 

There are good times ahead as we walk 
together in vulnerability and trust.”



Trus t  in  t he  L o r d  w i t h  a l l  you r  hea r t,  and do not 

l ean on you r  own unde r s t and ing ,  in  a l l  you r  ways, 

acknowledge H im,  and He w i l l  make you r  pa t hs  s t r a igh t. 

P R O V E R B S  3 : 5 – 6  N A S B
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_ Prayer -
Heavenly Father, to know You is to trust You. 

Thank You for holding me close, whether 
or not I choose to trust You. 

Help me, Holy Spirit, to know how to 
respond when hard times come. 

Please show me the next step and strengthen my resolve 
to trust You, regardless of how I feel or what I see.

Help me to have Your vision of my circumstance.

If I could see as You see, nothing would worry me. 

I would know the way forward and step out in faith, 
trust, and confidence in who You are, from within it.

Today I choose to trust You because You are 
trustworthy, and I am thankful for this truth.

Amen.

xxxxx
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Chapter 8
K INDNESS

Indeed,  no one eve r  ha ted h i s  own body,  bu t  he  nou r i shes 

and che r i shes  i t,  j u s t  as  Ch r i s t  does  t he  chu rch.

E P H E S I A N S  5 : 2 9  B S B
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W e arrived at the school to find hundreds of kids scurrying about 
like ants gathering stores for the winter. Jumping castles, bun-

gee run, basketball activities…all were aimed at keeping the kids 
active and busy.

The delicious aroma of sausages and onion cooking on the barbeque 
tickled my nose. 

Hannah and Ryan saw some of their friends in the bouncy house, 
and we headed over so that they could join them in the jumping.

It was the first social event I’d been to in a while, and the nervous-
ness had built up within me. About 18 months had passed since the 
first collapse, and just being here was an accomplishment. Craig 
was away on a trip, and Mum had kindly offered to be our taxi for 
the afternoon. 

Basketball presentation day was not a low-key event, so we arrived 
a little later than most. I was hoping to reserve the energy needed 
for what was traditionally a long afternoon. 

This day was important to Hannah. I didn’t want her to miss get-
ting a trophy or celebrating the end of the season with her team. I 
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wanted to be there for her. It seemed rare that I could be there for 
anyone these days, but today, she was my top priority. 

I stood watching them both play happily with their friends. 

I was glad to be outside where the noise could be whipped away with 
the breeze. The wind was hot and more refreshing than the trophy 
presentation hall would be. Simply being upright in the heat for 
longer than thirty minutes would traditionally be enough strain on 
my body, so this breeze was a welcome gift.

I secretly hoped that I didn’t see anyone I knew. Any conversation 
would steal energy, and I knew that would be needed for later. 

I dearly loved people, but in this season, they exhausted me. 

Observing all the parent helpers buzzing about the tarmac area 
brought back memories of my own scurrying and rushing about 
during events. I couldn’t help but notice the tangible stress on the 
faces of those dashing about. 

It was summer here in Australia—Christmas school holidays. 

We’d had a string of hot days, creating a heatwave, which left every-
one sweltering and physically spent. Exhausted going into this day, 
you could see it all over their faces. Sweating profusely, red-faced 
and flustered, they were pushing through to do the “right” thing. 

I recognized it well.

Shuddering. I thought of the energy it would require of me now to 
return to those times. Thank You, God. 

Standing at the jumping castle, watching our kids climb over one 
another to slide down the inflatable fun factory. A dad of one of 
Hannah’s classmates approached, stood beside me, smiled, and said 
a friendly hello. We chatted lightly for a short time. 
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“What has this week got in store for you 
guys?” I asked, knowing that listening 
was less taxing than putting thoughts and 
words together.

I stood listening as he shared the pleth-
ora of commitments in their week. He 
and his wife each worked two full-time 
jobs. He coached two teams, which meant 
two afterschool practice sessions and two 
different games on Saturday for two of 
their three children. They had just fin-
ished building their own home and had 
bought a business that was proving to be 
a real learning curve. He explained that life was chaotic for them 
daily. This busyness was familiar to the old me.

As he spoke, I found myself speechless, physically overwhelmed by 
the very thought of all they were doing as a family. 

I felt prompted to ask one question: “Why?” The word escaped my 
lips before I could question whether it might offend or upset him. 
Why? A simple but essential question, and often a neglected one. 

He responded without skipping a beat, “You just do it, don’t you? 
You don’t stop to ask why; you just keep going.”

Something inside me winced as he articulated such a profound 
response.

I didn’t have the energy to challenge or question him further. But I 
found my heart grieved on their behalf. 

I encouraged him to think about creating some space for rest. 

He laughed and replied, “When?” 

H E  R E S P O N D E D 

W I T H O U T 

S K I P P I N G  A 

B E A T ,  “ Y O U  J U S T 

D O  I T ,  D O N ’ T 

Y O U ?  Y O U  D O N ’ T 

S T O P  T O  A S K 

W H Y ;  Y O U  J U S T 

K E E P  G O I N G . ”



Do you not  know t ha t  you a re  God’s  t emp le 

and t ha t  God’s  Sp i r i t  dwe l l s  i n  you? I f  anyone 

des t roys  God’s  t emp le,  God w i l l  des t roy  h im.  Fo r 

God’s  t emp le  i s  ho l y,  and you a re  t ha t  t emp le.

1  C O R I N T H I A N S  3 : 1 6 - 1 7  E S V
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I wasn’t joking, though. 

This day’s conversation troubled me; it remained with me for months 
after the basketball event. I woke up with the conversation swim-
ming around in my mind one morning. I found it tossing and turn-
ing but finding no peaceful place to land.

I began journaling with God. Pouring out all that was on my heart 
and mind. During our conversation, He made it clear that I too had 
been like that man. I had created a world that allowed no time for 
questioning the why of all I was involved in. 

As I looked back, I barely recognized the woman I had once been. 

She had been busy looking after everyone else but completely neglect-
ing herself. 

My heart felt increasingly saddened. I saw how many loaves I’d given 
to others and yet felt guilty about giving myself a crumb every so 
often. Before long, God asked me a fundamental question.

“Are you different now, my daughter?”

“Sure, I guess I am…I hope I am.”

“Write it all down. What have you learned?”

And I began to write down all the different elements that had changed 
in just a few years.

Rest.

Prioritizing God in my time.

Eating well. 

Hydrating.

Establishing a healthier sleep routine.
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Chaos had been cut from the calendar.

Spontaneous/fun days were scheduled.

Caring more about what God thinks than others.

Discovering what my priorities were.

Learning about my personal God design and wiring.

Being creative.

Prioritizing quality time with Craig and the kids.

Exercising.

Speaking with a counselor.

Ensuring the Christian community was a part of my week.

Addressing the amount of technology I was using. Measuring how 
it was governing my time.

Allowing God to sift my friendships, showing me how to invest my 
energy.

Surrounding myself with life-giving friends.

Slowly, steadily, this list of habits and changes grew before my eyes. 
These years in the wilderness had been achieving something really 
healthy for my family and for me. I hadn’t realized the power of 
stopping long enough to ask why I was doing all that I did. Weigh-
ing up the benefits of investing energy and time into being kind to 
myself, which flowed on as beneficial for my loved ones and those 
God placed along my path.

Looking at this list, I sensed God smiling as I had an “aha” moment. 
Seeing how far I’d come. Free from guilt at having any time for myself 
to prioritizing the important things and releasing the rest. 
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It had been a painful journey to today. I’d fought and kicked and 
screamed and cried my way through a lot of it. Desiring to go back 
to how I once was—in a toxic form of living but wanting it anyway.

It was only at this moment, where it finally dawned on me how 
thankful I was to be here. I was no longer that woman from years 
ago, full of busyness and activity. I now craved quiet, yearning for 
quality time with people, and a simplified list of life commitments. 
Time to process and think with Him. Time to discover how my body, 
mind, and spirit flourished best.

“Would I have ever realized, Lord? Would I have ever done it of my 
own accord?” I felt not.

A shiver ran down my back as I pondered all that I would’ve missed 
out on if I’d continued as I was. Oh, Lord! 

“I’m proud of you, My precious daughter. Keep being who you’ve dis-
covered with Me.”

The weight of this morning remained with me in the best possible way. 

This illness hadn’t crushed me; it had, in fact, helped rebuild me.

In  eve r y t h ing ,  t he re fo re,  t rea t  peop le  t he 

same way you want  t hem to  t rea t  you,  fo r 

t h i s  i s  t he  L aw and t he  P rophet s . 

M A T T H E W  7 : 1 2  N A S B



Jesus  sa id  t o  h im,  “Love t he  Lo rd  you r  God w i t h  a l l 

you r  hea r t,  w i t h  a l l  you r  sou l,  and w i t h  a l l  you r  mind.” 

Th i s  i s  t he  f i r s t  and g rea tes t  commandment.  The 

second i s  l i ke  i t,  “ love  you r  ne ighbo r  as  you r se l f.”

M A T T H E W  2 2 : 3 8 - 3 9  N E T
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_ Father's Heart -
“You expect so much more of yourself than I do, My child. 

You run here and there, pushing yourself to 
the limits of your human capacity. 

You think little of Me or My strength that 
is fully available to you in it all. 

You do this because your culture says being 
independent is a strength that brings you success. 

I tell you now that your culture’s message is a lie. 

Being independent is a sign of weakness. 

It takes a strong person to share his or  
her life with another and, more than that, to 

be honest in love and vulnerability. 

The greatest type of love is to love others as yourself. 

I long for My children to stop and take time 
to soak in Me and then go out into the world 

with My resources flowing with My Spirit. 

Traveling in partnership with Me is the 
most incredible way to live.
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You choose to run yourself to the point of exhaustion. 
Having nothing in reserve makes it hard to help 
those I put along your path—let alone yourself.

So be kind to yourself. 

Take care of My temple: rest and eat well. 

Actively ask Me how your life can be 
transformed from old to new. 

The new life I provide is one of freedom. 

If you are not looking after yourself and 
are too busy to listen, how will you have 
anything in reserve to invest in others?

Model this self-care to your family. 

Let your children experience a healthy model—a healthy, 
present Mum. You represent Me well when you love 

these little ones in this way. What will they learn from 
you? What legacy do you wish to leave them with?

Nurture yourself by coming to Me. Allow Me to 
reveal the good physical, mental and spiritual 

health available to you at this time. 

You do this always by coming to Me and allowing Me 
to guide you in these healthy ways. You are not to make 

self-care an idol, instead a healthy life practice. It 
honors Me as you flow with My plans for your health. 

My Son modeled this to you. He went 
up the mountain to pray and rest. 

He took time to sit and be still, rather than 
busying Himself with the never-ending needs 

of people and physical tasks around Him. 
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He did this with a kingdom outlook 
and therefore is a perfect model. 

I care about you, and therefore you 
should care about yourself. 

Ask Me how I see you, and I will reflect it to your heart. 

You are worthy of love. You are worth My attention. 

If you allow yourself a healthy amount of love and care, 
you will love others from a place of health. Love out of an 
abundance of My love, which you will know for yourself. 

You can’t give away what you have not 
experienced, My beloved one.”

I  w i l l  g i ve  t hank s  t o  you because I  have been so 

amaz ing l y  and mi racu lous l y  made.  You r  work s  a re 

mi racu lous,  and my sou l  i s  f u l l y  aware  o f  t h i s .

P S A L M  1 3 9 : 1 4  G W T
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_ Prayer -
To the kindest Creator,

I am wonderfully made. You took the most intricate 
of pieces to create my body, breathing life into me.

Bringing what was lifeless to fullness in You. 

Help me to see how You see me and 
place value on what You value. 

Help me to know how to put You above all else.

From that position, show me how to best love myself.

By looking after what You have given me, 
honoring my and others’ design, I honor You.

Show me any areas in my life that need 
tweaking and what the next step is. 

I am grateful that You have a plan and know 
precisely the right place for me to begin or continue, 
to be kind to myself—just as You are kind to me.

I want to have enough oil in my lamp to be 
able to step into spontaneous adventures with 

You. This often begins with connecting with You 
first, followed by looking after myself well.
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Thank You that as I encounter Your kindness,  
I can love myself and others more meaningfully.

Thank You for being the best gift I could ever 
want or need. Thank You for modeling care of 
self in Your Word and through Your Son Jesus. 

Amen.

xxxxx

For  eve r y t h ing  c rea ted by  God i s  good,  and not h ing 

i s  t o  be  re je c t ed  i f  i t  i s  re ce i ved w i t h  g ra t i t ude.

1  T I M O T H Y  4 : 4  N A S B  1 9 7 7
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Chapter 9
GOD’S  CH A R AC T ER

We love because he f i r s t  l oved us.

1  J O H N  4 : 1 9  E S V
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S itting alone in the waiting room of the diagnostic specialist, my 
feet nervously tapped about. 

Would I get some answers here? What if I did? What if I didn’t? 

How would I respond either way? 

Processing the would and could be’s, my 
mind flippity-flapped all over. 

The walls were littered with thank you gifts 
from appreciative patients helped by Dr. 
Malcolm. Instead of settling me, fear nig-
gled at me. 

What if I am one that he can’t help?

I stopped myself toying with worries and 
what-ifs. They were never, ever helpful. A 
quick prayer went up instead. 

Lord, I don’t want my heart to be at the whim 
of other’s words anymore. Please protect my 

I  S T O P P E D 

M Y S E L F  T O Y I N G 

W I T H  W O R R I E S 

A N D  W H A T - I F S . 

T H E Y  W E R E 

N E V E R ,  E V E R 

H E L P F U L .  A  Q U I C K 

P R A Y E R  W E N T 

U P  I N S T E A D .
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heart. Whatever happens today, come with me. If You’re with me, I can 
handle any comments or diagnosis.

Remember who I Am; remember My heart. Let Me settle your heart 
with Mine. Look for Me in this place, My beloved. 

Over the past six months, I’d been learning a lot about God’s heart 
and nature, discovering how to notice Him outside of the church 
walls and my own home. He had prompted me to read the Bible 
with this in mind: What part of My heart or nature am I revealing 
in this passage?

Over time, this study became an experience, an ongoing conversa-
tion with God throughout the day and into the night. 

He brought to mind one such night-as I 
asked Holy Spirit to tell me something 
about Himself that I didn’t know yet. It 
was a fabulous question, which He had 
given me to ask. 

“I am an expert.” 

I felt His broad smile as He said this with 
humorous tones. He got a chuckle out of 
my initial response. I couldn’t imagine ever 
saying that I was an expert at anything. 

As I pondered this, images of the best human artists and musicians 
of all time came to mind.

“I am an expert musician.” 

The heavenly idea of having the most elite musicians playing all 
instruments together filled my heart. What an idea! How good will 
heaven be! 

He continued. “I am an expert artist.” And the framed canvases of 
well-known artworks came to mind, replaced with images of the 

R E M E M B E R  W H O 

I  A M ;  R E M E M B E R 

M Y  H E A R T . 

L E T  M E  S E T T L E 

Y O U R  H E A R T 

W I T H  M I N E .
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earth and world around me: the beautiful, the awe-inspiring, the 
majestic. My breath was taken away for a moment as I pondered 
His expertise and creativity.

“God, You are brilliant!” The truth of His nature was that He was 
all these incredible things, and yet, He was also my loving Father—
cheering me on in whatever I put my hand and heart to. And He in 
His wisdom had brought me here today. He had orchestrated this 
meeting with a human “expert” across three fields of medicine. This 
realization set my spirit into nervous but excited anticipation mode. 
God was definitely up to something good!

“Karen…come in,” Dr. Malcom gently invited me into his room.

I stepped through the doorway to find a cozy lounge room. Two 
wingback chairs littered with hand-knitted throw rugs and well-worn 
cushions. A book-lined wall with memorabilia-filled shelves. Med-
ical and personal sculptures, knickknacks, and models. The lights 
were dimmed somewhat, creating a comforting ambiance I’d never 
encountered in a doctor’s office before.

His demeanor and voice soothed me. I nestled myself into one of 
the vintage chairs, feeling like I was visiting a grandparent for the 
afternoon.

God, You must be here; it feels like You.

My core settled, ready to have some rich conversation with some-
one who may or may not be able to shine a light on the health side 
of things.

I clicked back to attention as Dr. Malcolm took his seat behind the 
large mahogany desk, proceeding to quietly but confidently intro-
duce himself and inquire as to what had brought me here today. 



But  t he  f r u i t  p roduced by  t he  Ho ly  Sp i r i t  w i t h in 

you i s  d i v ine  love  in  a l l  i t s  va r ied  exp res s ions : 

joy  t ha t  ove r f l ows,  peace  t ha t  subdues,  pa t ience 

t ha t  endu res,  k indnes s  in  ac t ion,  a  l i f e  f u l l  o f 

v i r t ue,  f a i t h  t ha t  p reva i l s ,  gent lenes s  o f  hea r t,  and 

s t reng t h  o f  sp i r i t.  Neve r  se t  t he  l aw above t hese 

qua l i t i e s,  fo r  t hey  a re  meant  t o  be  l im i t l e s s .

G A L A T I A N S  5 : 2 2 - 2 3  T P T
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There was an unhurried tone to his manner and peace that reflected 
God’s own heart. 

As I answered his questions and shared the “journey” highlights, he 
nodded gently with an air of understanding. My heart was comfort-
able with this doctor. I felt safe, secure, and (dare I think it) hope-
ful for an answer. 

I felt listened to, cared for, but best of all, heard.

He took my hand, scanning my veins and skin, making marks, and 
taking time to think. Nodding reassuringly for my benefit, I could 
see him taking in information and scanning the files of his mind. 
Within two minutes of sitting down, I could see it on his face that 
he knew what my body was doing and why. He never said what, but 
he definitely knew. I could see it.

He wrote down a few notes, and after telling me that everything 
would be okay, he stood up and in a gentlemanly way ushered me 
into the attached pathology room. Dr. Malcolm sent me off with 
some encouraging words and a thick wad of referrals and pathol-
ogy requests. 

As I sat in that room, I began hoping that he had written notes about 
my case, that he’d let someone know what he knew. I worried that 
what he knew might never come to light. After all, he was well past 
his retirement years and the first mainstream medical practitioner 
with any confident answer. 

The nurse reassured me, “Don’t you worry. Dr. Malcolm will be just 
confirming what he already knows.”

This assurance didn’t put me at ease at all. 

I’ll just have to trust. Whether I ever know or not, I will be okay.

I decided to submit to the process and leave the rest up to God. 
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As Craig and I proceeded to attend the list of appointments, we real-
ized just how important this doctor was in our local system. I was 
given the red-carpet treatment in every test and scan. Being Christ-
mas time meant the waitlists were long but miraculously everything 
became streamlined and quickened. I got appointments through 
cancellations; doctors stayed back after hours to perform the Tilt 
table test, ECGs, MRIs, skin tests, blood tests. I saw ENT special-
ists and multitudes more, each one confirming what Dr. Malcolm 

expected. Others were done because I’d 
expressed concerns to Dr. Malcolm, and 
he simply wanted to put my mind at ease. 

I remember him sharing with me, “What-
ever concerns you is of concern to me.” 
What a rare and precious mainstream prac-
titioner in this world. 

A couple of weeks later, Dr. Malcolm 
rang me at home to update me on my 

test results. He could have waited until our next appointment but 
wanted to reassure me. Each time we spoke, I felt peaceful. God was 
in all of this and working for my good. 

In January, Craig and I headed back to his office to get the final results. 

After 18 months of fruitless mainstream medicine intervention, Dr. 
Malcolm finally gave me a “diagnosis”—neurally mediated hypoten-
sion, fibromyalgia, central sensitization were the main confirmations. 

Ironically, these diagnosis’ confirmed what my incredible alternative 
therapy general practitioner and naturopath had been treating me 
for these past 12 months. Now I had a mainstream diagnosis that 
could go on file. Hooray!

Reflecting back upon this and many other experiences with loving 
people, I can’t help but be thankful for God’s nature and how it is 

I ’ L L  J U S T  H A V E 

T O  T R U S T . 

W H E T H E R  I  E V E R 

K N O W  O R  N O T ,  I 

W I L L  B E  O K A Y .
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expressed in the best parts of us. When I experience someone’s gen-
tleness, it makes me think of Jesus. When I encounter generosity, it 
reveals God’s kindness to me.

My heart sang with great delight at having an answer. 

Now I finally knew how to pray specifically.

Like Jesus, Dr. Malcolm reassured me that I would get better.

This reassurance and hope were an integral part of not drowning in 
the walking out of life with these diagnoses. Nothing had changed, 
but everything had changed. These labels didn’t define me; God did! 

When I  l ook a t  you r  heavens,  t he  work  o f  you r 

f i nge r s,  t he  moon and t he  s t a r s,  wh ich  you have 

set  in  p lace,  what  i s  man t ha t  you a re  mind fu l  o f 

h im,  and t he  son o f  man t ha t  you ca re  fo r  h im?

P S A L M  8 : 3 - 4  E S V
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_ Father's Heart -
Lord, tell me how Your nature can influence me  

in my daily life. What’s Your heart like?

“Oh, child, you see the Son, you see Me. 

You hear the Son, you hear Me. 

You love the Son, you love Me.

Whatever is true, whatever is honorable, lovely, admirable, 
loving, kind, good, or uplifting, think upon these things; 

I long to reveal Myself in greater measure to you.

Whatever reflects the Son and His heart 
reflects Me. (See Philippians 4:8.)

To know Me is to love Me. To love Me 
is to trust Me more deeply.

Just as I know you intimately, I long 
for you to know Me deeply.

There is much to uncover. You could spend a thousand 
lifetimes and still not come close to discovering all that I am.

This is the most excellent adventure you can go on in 
life to get to know Me and My heart for the world. 
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Experiencing My nature’s various aspects is not a 
dull task, but a fruitful and fun adventure. 

These things change your daily life in 
impacting and wonderful ways. 

Spend some time reading My Word and asking Me to 
reveal my heart within it, and you will encounter Me. 

When you know Me, you know the truth, and 
the truth will set you free (John 8:32).

Getting to know Me will be the richest 
decision you’ll ever make.

As you know Me, you will begin to see the world 
as I do. You’ll see people as I do. Everything 

looks different through My sight.

Where before there seemed no way forward or 
out…with Me, I shower My hope upon you. 

I am worthy of the time, worthy of the investment, and 
worthy of your heart. This is no small thing to choose 
to discover more of Me because there is always more.

Some journeys start and stop with you. This 
journey is a living, breathing thing that teaches 

and inspires, changes, shifts, and uplifts.

By learning about and encountering My heart, your 
inner world aligns with My heavenly heartbeat. 

The world never looked so good when seen 
through the eyes of My heart.”
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_ Prayer -
Intricate, complex, and always accessible One,

Thank You for giving me Jesus and revealing 
Your true nature through Him.

I love that Your heart is always for me—
never against me. That I can trust You.

I’m thankful for Your kindness in meeting 
me however I might be feeling.

On the ground, in the dirt, or high in the sky, 
You are there and ready to connect with me.

I’m in awe of You and all that You are.

Help me to see You with fresh eyes. 

I long to experience the parts of Your 
personality that I am unfamiliar with.

Every day brings a fresh, new opportunity 
to know You in a different way. 

There’s so much to explore of You. 

Thank You for being approachable and so close to me.

Thank You for orchestrating redemptive 
elements amid the trouble.
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Show me more of these through Your characteristics. 
I know that it always brings me life. You are life.

I love You for who You are, Lord.

Amen.

xxxxx

For  I  was  hungr y,  and you gave me someth ing t o  ea t, 

I  was  t h i r s t y,  and you gave me someth ing t o  d r ink , 

I  was  a  s t r ange r,  and you inv i t ed  me in .  I  needed 

c lo t hes  and you c lo t hed me,  I  was  s i ck  and you looked 

a f t e r  me,  I  was  in  p r i son,  and you came to  v i s i t  me.

M A T T H E W  2 5 : 3 5 - 3 6  N I V
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Chapter 10
L IS T EN ING

Ca l l  t o  me,  and I  w i l l  answer  you and t e l l  you 

g rea t  and unsea rchab le  t h ings  you do not  know.

J E R E M I A H  3 3 : 3  N I V
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I t had been one of those rare days when my body had everything 
needed to live a pain-free and active day. Like I was floating on 

clouds. Task after task being completed with ease, it felt great to be 
“me” again.

It felt like years since I’d had a day like this. My heart danced at being 
able to drive the kids to school and actually walk them to class. Talk-
ing with parents along the way. Chatting with the teachers. Encour-
aging anyone along my path with whatever God gave me. I met the 
kid’s friends. I was engaged and present, enjoying every second of 
this rare moment in time. 

This is wonderful. I feel so free. I am glad 
to be back!

My mind came alive as I spent an hour 
grocery shopping without any negative 
impacts. The lights weren’t too bright. The 
music wasn’t changing the equilibrium of 
my inner ears. 

This is amazing! Maybe I could go to some other shops? 

T A S K  A F T E R  T A S K 

B E I N G  C O M P L E T E D 

W I T H  E A S E ,  I T 

F E L T  G R E A T  T O 

B E  “ M E ”  A G A I N .
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Don’t want to overdo it. Let’s head home. 

My body, full of beans as it went about all the household tasks oth-
ers had been doing on my behalf for months. 

I cleaned my own home. 

I hung out my own washing. 

I did my own dishes. Dinner was already cooked. 

When was the last time I had been able to do even two of these tasks? 

I couldn’t remember.

Was I healed? It felt so good to be “doing” again.

Thank You, God.

“Enjoy, My child.”

A warm hug filled my body as I thought about everything I had 
accomplished. Craig is going to be thrilled!

A message chimed in. A family friend was unwell.

I’ll make him a meal.

A gentle prod. “You’ve done a lot today. Time to rest.”

I am so healthy. So strong today. Nothing can get me down.

I grabbed the keys, told Craig I would be back, and zipped off down 
the road to buy some ingredients for the meal.

Two minutes down the road, as the tires moved on the road sur-
face, my senses clicked into super-sensitive mode. Every bump and 
jump could be detected by each nerve ending in my body. Like the 
princess and the pea, the random rocks connecting with the rubber 
beneath could be felt as if they were boulders.



But  he  who ente r s  by  t he  doo r  i s  t he  shepherd 

o f  t he  sheep.  To  h im,  t he  ga tekeeper  opens.  The 

sheep hea r  h i s  vo i ce,  and he ca l l s  h i s  own sheep 

by  name and leads  t hem ou t.  When he has  b rought 

ou t  a l l  h i s  own,  he  goes  be fo re  t hem,  and t he 

sheep fo l l ow h im,  fo r  t hey  know h i s  vo i ce.

J O H N  1 0 : 2 4  E S V
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I’m so close; I’ll just get there and then rest.

Sitting at the red light, indicator clicking, my eyes began to move 
as if by muscle memory. My ears became foggy and were buzzing 
as if high-pitched sounds were going off around me. 

This isn’t good.

As the lights turned green and I gently accelerated, that same old 
feeling returned. I was weak all over, and my head dropped to the 
side. Going at a snail’s pace, I pulled the steering wheel hard left, 
making my way into the empty carpark area. 

Oh, Lord…not again…not again…oh, no….

Putting the car into park and switching off the ignition, I sat there, 
trying to elevate my legs above my heart while sitting in the driv-
er’s seat.

The world spun as my head whooshed around like a washing machine.

I hate this…I hate this…. Fear rose.

What if I’m stuck here? What if no one comes? 
Will Craig think to come and find me? I 
never told him which shops. 

Dread piled upon dread as my mind was 
filled with terror-filled thoughts. The tears 
began to flow. Single lines trickled down my 
cheeks, becoming thicker as time went by. 

It had been months since I’d experienced such an episode.

“Don’t be afraid, daughter. I am here.”

Oh, Lord, I’m so sorry. You warned me. I should’ve listened. I was just so 
happy—so excited to feel normal again. I was having such a good day!

T H I S  I S  J U S T  O N E 

M O M E N T  I N  A 

G O O D  D A Y .  D O N ’ T 

L E T  T H I S  S T E A L 

Y O U R  W H O L E  D A Y .
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“This is just one moment in a good day. Don’t let this steal your whole 
day.

You are safe. You are going to be okay. Take a breath.”

The dizziness and tears subsided, but the all-encompassing weak-
ness remained.

I sensed to call my alternative GP doctor. I wanted medical advice 
and reassurance. Also, to let someone know where I was, just in case 
I found myself stuck here permanently. If I could only make one 
call, she was the best to call in a situation like this.

As a beautiful woman of His, she listened intently and reassured 
me that everything I was experiencing wasn’t life-threatening. This 
too would pass. 

Thankful for her calm voice and advice, God invested peace in me 
through her.

“Have you got something to hydrate?”

“Yes, some lemonade water.”

“Good. Now, are you able to elevate your legs?”

“Why is this happening to me?”

“You have low blood volume, darling. By rushing around today, the 
blood has probably pooled in your legs. We just need to get it back 
to your head. Can you elevate your legs?”

“I’ll try to get to the back seat.”

“Give me a call back if you need to.”

I wiggled and wobbled and awkwardly struggled to make my way to 
the back seat. Releasing a massive sigh from deep down in my lungs, I 
plomped onto the seat, elevating my feet against the passenger window. 



My ch i l d,  l i s t en  t o  what  I  say, 

and t reasu re  my commands. 

Tune you r  ea r s  t o  w isdom, 

and concent ra t e  on under s t and ing. 

C r y  ou t  fo r  ins igh t, 

and ask  fo r  unde r s t and ing. 

Sea rch  fo r  t hem as  you wou ld  fo r  s i l ve r ; 

seek t hem l ike  h idden t reasu res . 

Then you w i l l  unde r s t and what  i t  means  t o  fea r  t he  L o r d, 

and you w i l l  ga in  know ledge o f  God.

P R O V E R B S  2 : 1 - 5  N L T
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What a relief to be able to lay flat and stretch my legs out. 

The air was still, quiet, so I closed my eyes for a while. 

I could sleep for a bit as my body systems stilled and recovered.

Such peace as I lay there in the still. No rush. No need to be anywhere. 

“Be still and enjoy.”

That was a strange idea. Enjoy recovering from an episode? 

Well, I am safe. I will be okay. I just need to rest. 

Better ring Craig.

I briefly gave him the rundown, feeling guilty for requiring more 
of my man.

He’d come straight away to pick me up. Help was on the way.

I’m so silly. Why did I push through? Why is it that I couldn’t read the 
signs my body was sending me? Why didn’t I listen? 

The Holy Spirit had warned me. He didn’t want this to happen. 

I’d chosen it.

Oh, Lord, give me ears that hear Your voice; help me to take notice of 
what You are saying. I know You can keep me safe.

Strength had returned to some of my muscles, and I felt safe to sit 
up slowly. Sitting in the back seat was an odd feeling. I hadn’t been 
here since childhood. Aware that the driver’s seat was empty, I looked 
towards the front. 

Maybe it’s time for God to drive for a while. 

Weary of running through life at a pace that obviously my body 
didn’t like, it was time to attune my ears to what He was telling me.
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If I had’ve rested, none of this would’ve happened. He was trying to pro-
tect me. He had tried to alert me to danger. What if I took notice of those 
prompts more? How different would life be? I tossed thoughts around 
in my head until they finally settled, and I just stared out the win-
dow, not thinking anything. Just being. 

Craig’s work car pulled up beside me, his face full of concern.

Tears burst forth when I saw him. “I’m so sorry, honey. I thought 
I’d be okay.”

He opened the door and helped me outside. His arm slipped around 
my back, supporting my wobbly frame. Reassuring me. “Let’s just 
get you home.”

After sleeping off the day’s events, I spent the next day resting. Bless-
ing my body. Recovering from all that had happened. But also sit-
ting before God, attuning my ears to what He was saying. 

At this time it finally dawned on me. As I stopped and listened, God 
was speaking. I’d just been too busy and in my own plans to hear 
Him. I determined that I wanted to hear God as much as I could 
from now on.
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_ Father's Heart -
“My child, scurrying, hurrying, busy, busy, 

busy. All this activity sometimes fills your ear 
so much, that you don’t notice My voice.

I long to live in effortless communication with you.

Speaking and listening to one another in pure intimacy. 
My heart is for you to hear My voice and know Me fully.

I have much to say to you. I have many 
mysterious and wonderful truths to share with 

you. I have all this and more for you.

I desire to commune with you because I love you.

You can walk through life without Me, but 
I desire something greater for you.

I won’t ever force you to hear Me. 

I wait, ready for the moment when you turn to Me 
and talk to Me about the things of your depths. 

Even when you don’t turn to Me, I have gentle words 
of life ready for you if you’d choose to listen.

My words are not ever burdensome or heavy.  
My words are comforting, secure, and sure. 
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I am your safe place, and My words 
are for you because I love you. 

I have words of life to share with you. Words 
that are for yours and others’ good. 

My voice sounds like the fruit of the Spirit. 

Are the words you hear loving, joyful, peaceful, patient, 
kind, good, gentle, faithful, or full of self-control? 

These are the things you have to look forward 
to, as you choose to meet with Me. 

Tuning your ears to My heartbeat for you and the world.

I know that you have many voices of 
experts and those who wish to help. 

Listen to Me first and foremost. I will show you the way 
through the minefield of advice. I will not lead you astray.

My words are trustworthy and insightful 
because truth always is.

I am Truth. I am also Love. So you have no need 
to fear what I have to say to you. You are My 

precious child, whom I love. My words will be like 
honey to your soul and light to your spirit. 

Come, rest in Me. 

Ask Me to show you what is going on. Ask Me questions 
about all that concerns you. Then wait and watch 
for My peace to invade. Infiltrating any heaviness 
and bringing you something fresh and life-giving. 

Are you tired? Are you weary? Do you long 
to let everything go and just be?
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Let Me be your compass. Your North Star—your guide. 

There is none like Me. 

I desire for you to have life and life to the full. 

Come, let’s walk awhile, and I will tell you about hidden 
things yet unknown to you. Prepare to be amazed!”

Make me to  know you r  ways,  O L o r d ;  t each  me you r 

pa t hs.  Lead me in  you r  t r u t h  and t each me,  fo r  you a re 

t he  God o f  my sa l va t ion ;  fo r  you,  I  wa i t  a l l  t he  day long.

P S A L M  2 5 : 4 - 5  E S V
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_ Prayer -
Loving One who has essential things for me to hear,

Whatever comes, whatever emotion is being felt, You 
speak words of life to me through it all.

Lord, I want to be attuned to Your loving voice.

You always speak life to me, coming from a place of 
full understanding of how I am created. As I listen 

to You often, I learn to recognize Your voice.

You draw me to Your side; tell me how much You love 
me, speaking words of wisdom and truth in love to me.

Lord, I want to hear You more and more. 

Help my ears to remain open to Your gentle words of love 
and instruction, knowing they are always for my good.

Attune my ears and the ears of my heart to Your heartbeat Father.

Remove any hindrance to hearing and following 
what Your Holy Spirit leads.

I am grateful for You and Your willingness to love me in this way.

Amen.

xxxxx



173

Chapter 11
GOD’S  P RESENCE

You w i l l  seek me and f ind  me when you 

seek me w i t h  a l l  you r  hea r t.

J E R E M I A H  2 9 : 1 3  N I V
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S itting in yet another doctor’s waiting room, I sighed heavily.  

These kinds of places had become my second home.

Like some kind of superhero drawn towards trouble and strife, my 
sensitive system seemed to be a magnet for viruses and bugs. If some-
one unwell breathed within a 5km radius, my body seemed to absorb 
it. Instead of taking a usual couple of days, my system would take 
around six weeks to recover from each bout. 

Sitting here in this room found me with the familiar need for a doc-
tor’s appointment for one of the nastier lingering flu bugs. I tried 
to steer clear of doctors’ rooms if I could, but today I needed med-
ication. This virus was hanging around.

The room was overcrowded with people waiting to see a doctor. Peo-
ple coughed, kids cried, receptionists were overworked and stretched 
beyond their limits. Doctors sped in and out of the rooms, strug-
gling to catch up on the backlog of patients.

I could tangibly feel the air was filled with worry, fear, and fatigue. 
There was also a sense of annoyance. As people asked the stressed-out 
reception staff, “How much longer?” Huffing and puffing all the way. 
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The reception staff weren’t the problem. No one wanted to be wait-
ing while sick or injured, especially in a room full of germs. 

Lord, get me outta here. I don’t want to be here. This is ridiculous.

Within seconds, I became acutely aware of 
the absurdity of it all. So absurd that I felt 
like laughing about it. That the sick would 
be crammed into a tiny waiting room, full 
of stress-inducing triggers, long wait times, 
and expect to feel better. 

The frustrated older lady seated beside 
me was at breaking point; her body lan-
guage screamed it. She muttered under 

her breath, telling herself and whoever was in earshot, “This is inex-
cusable. How long have I been here? My appointment was an hour 
ago. My husband is waiting. We shouldn’t have to wait this long.” 

She was understandably upset; the atmosphere in the room only 
served to increase this angst. 

Each time a patient was called, and it wasn’t her, she started mutter-
ing again. She shifted about in her chair, pushing heavily back into 
the seats, which jolted everyone along the row. 

Then a mind-renewing thought: What needs to change here, Lord? 

I felt His presence more intensely, and a calm came over my heart—
the precious peace of His company.

My eyes brightened, and even the “virusy” element I’d come in with 
seemed to lessen. A weighty download of peace grew and expanded 
within me as I focused on Him. The result was amazing—like every 
cell was being injected with it—the complete opposite of what I’d 
felt in the room just seconds before. 

T H E N  A  M I N D -

R E N E W I N G 

T H O U G H T :  W H A T 

N E E D S  T O  C H A N G E 

H E R E ,  L O R D ?
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I’d recently learned how to release what God gives to me and decided 
to give it a go. 

Becoming more aware of God’s presence, more than anything else 
around me. I let His peace within, increase, and expand. I then envi-
sioned it growing so large that it spread out of me into the room. 
Sitting there, I just enjoyed whatever it was that God was doing. It 
was beautiful.

I looked up and caught the eye of the frustrated lady beside me.

I felt prompted to strike up a conversation with her. If nothing else, 
to pass the time. 

There was nothing mystical about the conversation. We talked about 
life and social events. As we chatted, others remained in their mobile 
phone comas or just zoned out, staring at the wall of pamphlets that 
they’d never read. 

I observed the lady, and I found ourselves lifted as we talked the 
time away. A tangible life and lightness were surrounding us as we 
connected with one another. 

After twenty minutes or so went by, the conversation died down. 
The lady sat silently, a broad smile on her face. 

This was noticeably different from before. 

She broke the comfortable silence. “When I was sitting here before, 
I was furious. I’d been waiting for an hour. As we began to talk, I 
felt better.” 

Delighted at hearing that, I responded, “That is totally a God thing!” 

She smiled. “I knew there was something peaceful about you. I actu-
ally felt it coming from you before we began to talk. Then I felt it 
myself, while we’ve been talking.”



Beho ld,  I  s t and a t  t he  doo r  and knock .  I f  anyone 

hea r s  my vo i ce  and opens  t he  doo r,  I  w i l l  come 

in  t o  h im and ea t  w i t h  h im,  and he w i t h  me.

R E V E L A T I O N  3 : 2 0  E S V
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“Karen…Karen Brough…” the doctor 
motioned that it was my time to be seen. 

The lady smiled at me once again, the 
lines in her face, less pronounced, look-
ing brighter somehow. She was peaceful. 

Thanking her for the conversation and how 
lovely it was to have met her, my heart was 
full to overflowing.

What had just happened? How had God 
done that? Amazing!

Not only experiencing God’s presence in a room of chaos and upset 
for myself. But sharing it with a precious woman who needed it. 
Turning the whole situation on its head. 

I headed into the doctor’s office, feeling a whole lot better than I 
did when I first arrived. 

Thank You, God, for letting us experience Your presence just then. I’m 
in awe of You.

I sensed His wide smile upon what had just happened.

I  K N E W  T H E R E 

W A S  S O M E T H I N G 

P E A C E F U L 

A B O U T  Y O U .  I 

A C T U A L L Y  F E L T 

I T  C O M I N G  F R O M 

Y O U  B E F O R E  W E 

B E G A N  T O  T A L K . ”
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_ Father's Heart -
“My presence is My gift to you, child. 

It is a heavenly gift that not only speaks,  
encourages, and lifts you but is a powerful 
tool for changing what is seen. Aligning it 

to My way of seeing things: the truth.

As you choose to travel with Me throughout your day, My 
presence goes with you—the greater your awareness of 

Me, the more you see My hand of influence in your day. 

Be still before Me, asking Me to awaken and 
expand the awareness you have of Me. 

I will not disappoint you, precious child of Mine.  
Being in My presence requires your 

trust, but it will be well worth it. 

I long to reveal more of Myself to you. 

My presence is the essence of My nature in a tangible form. 
It’s just one way that you can feel Me and know I am real. 

I can be felt, sensed, and depended upon. I am greater 
than any double-edged sword for bringing down 

anything that doesn’t align with Me and My ways. 



181

G O D ’ S  P R E S E N C E

My presence can do all this and so much 
more. I am limitless as to what I can do.

My ways are always for your good. 

Do not be afraid of My presence. I will only 
give you as much as you can take in. 

I know and love you so well. I won’t ever put you 
in a place that I have not also resourced you for. 

As you walk with Me and become more aware 
of Me in your day, you will find that My very 

nature invades all you are involved with. 

Things that used to burden you are no longer heavy. 

You once had no patience for people; you now 
find the gold in them—because of Me.

Acknowledge My presence in difficult places. 

Choose to believe in Me and My capacity, rather 
than only what is seen. And I will shift all that 

looks to oppose My plans in and for you. 

My presence is an invitation for intimacy with Me. 

It is My way of sharing who I am with you, from 
a place of strength and vulnerability. I will teach 

you My ways through your awareness of Me.

I love it when we spend time together and 
enjoy being with one another. 

I enjoy you, My beloved.

Life can sometimes burden you beyond what I desire for you. 
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When you walk in the awareness of My 
presence, you live lightly, freely, and in joy.

Walking with Me is never dull; it is always a 
purposeful and fully satisfying adventure. 

Let’s have some fun together today.”

You make known to  me t he  pa t h  o f  l i f e ;  i n 

you r  p resence,  t he re  i s  f u l lnes s  o f  joy ;  a t  you r 

r i gh t  hand a re  p leasu res  fo reve rmore.

P S A L M  1 6 : 1 1  B S B
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_ Prayer -
Oh, my personal and powerful Heavenly Father, 

Your presence is a gift to me…thank You for allowing 
me to commune with You through it. 

I love to see how You redeem brokenness and make the 
heavy things lighter in the power of Your presence.

I choose to meet with You today, Father, and just sit with 
You, becoming conscious of You and Your presence.

May my body, mind, and heart be aware and welcoming 
of Your presence and all You bring through it.

You bring a peace that nothing in this world 
can compare to or hope to replicate.

It is the loveliest of places, where I want to 
pull up a chair and stay forever.

Your presence changes things. Bringing peace, healing, 
refreshment, comfort, hope, and strength…whatever 

is needed at any time, I am so grateful for this. 

Thank You, God, for sharing Yourself with 
me through Your tangible presence.

Amen.

xxxxx
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Chapter 12
P R AY ER

Then Jesus  t o ld  h i s  d i s c ip le s  a  pa rab le  t o  show t hem 

t ha t  t hey  shou ld  a lways  p ray  and not  g i ve  up.

L U K E  1 8 : 1  N I V
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H ow am I going to get home? 

Having made it to church, I stood there wondering. 

Amazingly, we had driven the seven minutes to church without inci-
dent. It had been a huge week; it always was when Craig was going 
away. The manic preparation and busyness made it hard to have 
some slower-paced quality time as a family. 

Rush. Rush. Rush. I hate that. 

The worship lyrics brought an outburst of tears—a release of sorts as 
I gave Him my all. Letting go of the stressors and choosing to wor-
ship Him despite everything.

Don’t cry too much, Karen; it’ll dehydrate you, and you won’t be able 
to get home.

It was always a challenge to find the delicate balance between bring-
ing God a sacrifice in worship but leaving enough in the tank to 
get home.

Life was now filled with measured living, limitations, and processes, 
consistently needing to maintain the reserves I was going to need for 
the important things of life. Ensuring a quiet day before a busier one.
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Thankfully, the service was nearing its end, so I let go of all hin-
drances and worshipped without reservation. An outpouring bub-
bled up from my core. What is this about?

Grief.

It had been such an isolating experience from the beginning.

Living as a recluse of sorts. Unable to work as a teacher anymore. 
Having friends who worked full time. My family members were all 
engaged in work or school during the week. My time was my own, 
Monday to Friday, just God and me. 

Weeks and months spent tending to my body, resting with God, 
and endeavoring to be present with my family and home as I had 
the energy. Being a social introvert, my grief related to my need for 
companionship—engagement with people outside of my family. I 
couldn’t go out, as this depleted any reserves, as quickly as a kettle 
using batteries. The bottom line: I missed my people.

So I stood there, tears flowing, asking Holy Spirit to show me what 
I could do about it.

The prayer team headed to the front, and I felt God highlight Pastor 
Mal to me. Obediently but gingerly, I made my way up the front. 
He began to pray over me. I shared a little of what was happening, 
and a thought came to him.

“Do you know Sue?” he asked.

“Not well, but she seems lovely,” I responded.

“I have a feeling that you need to give her a call and have a chat.”

As those words left his lips, an investment of God stirred within me. 
Any feeling of upset left me to be replaced with the seed of future or 
purpose, confident that God was meeting my greatest need. 
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We headed straight out to the car. The kids with lunch on their minds. 
Me, with a spring in my step and hope in my heart.

Prayer had always been something I felt drawn to.

From my teenage years, I always felt a bit weird. As if the way I 
prayed wasn’t usual. I often wondered whether I was doing it right. 
I’d travel through my time at school or 
at work, merely talking with God, as I 
would a friend. 

When I entered the adult world, my care-
free state of praying dissipated as the busy-
ness and wanting to fit the mold came 
into play.

Prayer had been a lifesaver during this 
tumultuous time of ill health. And I found 
myself asking for prayer from others rather 
than praying for myself.

I’d often message my group of angel women who would pray for 
me during my darkest moments. When I didn’t have the energy to 
speak or think, they prayed on my behalf, and it helped. Often my 
symptoms would settle down, or I’d feel less tossed about by the 
illness. I steadily became reliant upon them to carry me instead of 
relying upon God. 

During a journaling session, God gently asked, “Will you choose 
to trust Me and talk to Me about your illness the next time some-
thing happens?” 

As I pondered this with Him, I realized that the time had come. My 
symptoms were a little more predictable, and I finally had gotten my 
heart and head around it all. I knew the time had come. I needed 
to stand on my own connection to God rather than that of others. 

I  K N E W  T H E  T I M E 

H A D  C O M E .  I 

N E E D E D  T O  S T A N D 

O N  M Y  O W N 

C O N N E C T I O N  T O 

G O D  R A T H E R  T H A N 

T H A T  O F  O T H E R S . 



So I  say  t o  you,  A sk ,  and i t  w i l l  be  g i ven t o  you ; 

seek ,  and you w i l l  f i nd ;  knock ,  and t he  doo r  w i l l  be 

opened t o  you.  Fo r  eve r yone who ask s  rece i ves ;  he 

who seek s  f inds ;  and t o  h im who knock s,  t he  doo r 

w i l l  be  opened.  Wh ich  o f  you f a t he r s,  i f  you r  son 

ask s  fo r  a  f i sh,  w i l l  g i ve  h im a  snake ins t ead? Or  i f 

he  ask s  fo r  an  egg,  w i l l  g i ve  h im a  s co rp ion? I f  you 

t hen,  t hough you a re  ev i l ,  know how to  g i ve  good g i f t s 

t o  you r  ch i l d ren,  how much more  w i l l  you r  Fa t he r  in 

heaven g i ve  t he  Ho ly  Sp i r i t  t o  t hose  who ask  h im!”

L U K E  1 1 : 9 - 1 3  N I V
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During this time I rediscovered my love of talking to God as a 
friend. I shared the large and small, the significant and the every-
day. The more we spoke, the more I relished our time together. He 
restored my love of speaking to and listening to Him, and I couldn’t 
be more thankful. 

It had been months since this decision to travel more closely with 
God. Getting to know Him was one of the many benefits of this. 
As my view of God and His loving nature broadened, so did the 
way we communicate. Prayer was now like a delicious meal that 
carried over the entire day. One-word prayers or hours spent com-
muning with Him.

I still felt quite alone in my love of prayer. But He’d brought me 
such reassurance and peace amid the intensity of the mystery of 
illness. Many a time, He had thrown the lifesaver to me out in the 
darkest of waters. I grabbed hold and was pulled into His lifeboat 
where my worries were shared and appeased. Prayer was a gift—
the gift of communication with God—that helped build intimacy 
between us. But my heart had reached a point of wanting human 
community.

The very next day, I decided to follow the advice of Mal and called 
Sue. We spoke for a while about various things; the more we talked, 
the more hopeful I felt. I heard her heart and realized it mirrored 
so much of my own. She shared authentically, and each word felt 
refreshing and light. 

It didn’t take us long before we got on to the topic of prayer. As we 
chatted away, we discovered a mutual love of prayer.

Both of us were passionate intercessory types. Although that word 
was unfamiliar to me, there was no doubt about it; Sue was the first 
person to put language to this. Describing my heart, so naturally 
drawn to prayer with one phrase.
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The conversation was energized, and my spirit stirred with anticipa-
tion. We agreed to meet the following Friday to pray.

This was to be the beginning of a friendship planted in prayer, bask-
ing in God’s presence, and being watered by worship. I felt such a 
naturally sweet space, this new friend, and a new beginning.

Sue and I began praying BIG prayers. Agreeing to skip the small 
stuff and just allow Holy Spirit to lead us. 

Our hearts were drawn to intercede for the world, our country, its 
leaders, and His church. We lifted up circumstances and situations, 
but mostly we worshipped God and uplifted Him. Thinking about 
something other than my health challenges was wonderful! 

We met fortnightly for months. Often she 
was the lone person aside from my family 
that I would see all week. I was thankful 
for the hiddenness of this time. Any tra-
ditional social interaction was exhausting. 
Although the thought of time spent with 
people was tiring, I always looked forward 
to praying with Sue. It was rejuvenating. 

We always began with brief catchup and 
then straight into whatever Holy Spirit 
prompted us with—taking time to lis-
ten, allowing Him to guide our morn-
ing. Prayer was the lifeblood of my week. 

We experienced more encounters with God through this dedicated 
time than I could hope to cover. From physical wind to answers, to 
being struck dumb in awe of Him, to seeing tangible breakthroughs, 
prayer in community with Sue was proving a wild time with God. 

I often entered this time, having nothing physically to give. In prayer 
with my friend, God’s presence frequently met and boosted us both. 

W E  I N T E R C E D E D 

U T I L I Z I N G  T H E 

E N E R G Y  W E  H A D 

A V A I L A B L E .  O F T E N 

L E A V I N G  W I T H 

M O R E  I N V E S T E D 

I N  U S  T H A N  W E 

H A D  B R O U G H T .
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We interceded utilizing the energy we had available. Often leaving 
with more invested in us than we had brought.

This prayer time was the first activity I was able to commit to follow-
ing the collapse. This precious season of my natural prayer rhythm 
being reinstated was proving healing and fruitful. God bless you, 
sweet Sue. 

Months after we began praying together, 
my confidence and strength had increased. 
Over time, our home became a place where 
random people would drop in, and we’d 
end up praying together about whatever 
was happening. It became a place of heal-
ing and tending to those who were hurting. 

How ironic that God would use this time of hiddenness to bring 
that which counts most to Him and me. Community, relationships, 
safety, and bringing all that was on our hearts to Him. 

One such day, a family member dropped in at 2.30 p.m.; we talked 
about a family issue that heavily impacted everyone. I heard and felt 
his grieved heart. Traditionally not used to expressing emotions, in 
this safe place in our lounge, he shared. His internal heaviness was 
evident as he looked for answers and ways to help.

I felt inadequate and powerless. I have nothing to say or bring that 
will help here, Lord.

Listening is enough some days, My child. 

So I sat there and did just that. 

Seeing the time slip by, I was aware of collecting the children at 3.15 
p.m. from school. 

He teared up as the sharing continued. I felt his pain and felt simi-
larly about all that was happening. I became increasingly aware that 

L I S T E N I N G  I S 

E N O U G H  S O M E 

D A Y S ,  M Y  C H I L D . 
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the atmosphere in the room was holy and precious. I dared not inter-
rupt what God was doing. 

The only way forward was to pray, so I suggested we do that. I looked 
at the clock, knowing all the while that time was ticking by, and I 
had to pick up the kids from school in five minutes. 

Midway through our prayer time, I sent a silent prayer up to God.

“Please take care of our kids, Lord. I can’t leave yet. Can You just 
work it out?”

We prayed about various layers of the problem and gave it all to God. 
We laughed. We cried. We did a little prayer ministry with Jesus. We 
forgave and blessed all involved. All the while, a portion of my heart 
was aware that my kids might be waiting for me. 

After we both felt God’s peace about the situation, I looked again 
at the clock. 3.00 p.m.! We’d had coffee, talked about daily things, 
chatted sincerely about the circumstance, and then spent a long time 
praying about it. How had God done it?! Fit 3 hours of catchup 
into 30 minutes. I arrived at school just as the bell rang for the kids 
to come out of class. 

God, You are miraculous!

My mind was blown as to how God can move and shape time. How 
through prayer, so much can be lifted and changed!



Since  we have t h i s  con f idence,  we can a l so  have g rea t 

bo ldnes s  be fo re  h im,  fo r  i f  we p resent  any reques t 

ag reeab le  t o  h i s  w i l l ,  he  w i l l  hea r  us .  And i f  we know 

t ha t  he  hea r s  us  in  whateve r  we ask ,  we a l so  know 

t ha t  we have obt a ined t he  reques t s  we ask  o f  h im.

1  J O H N  5 : 1 4  T P T
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_ Father's Heart -

“Come to Me; talk to Me. This is prayer.

Don’t be fooled into thinking of prayer as a ritual 
or just another item on your spiritual to-do list.

Prayer is simply time spent with Me:

Talking with Me,

Listening to Me,

Dreaming with Me,

Asking questions of Me,

Receiving from Me, and

Interceding on behalf of another.

It’s where we meet in relationship.  
It’s our time together to  

work things out and commune.

It’s where you come in heavy laden, and 
you leave lighter and refreshed.

Prayer is the life source of relationship with Me.
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Many have misrepresented prayer.  
The Enemy would have you believe it is tiring, 

boring, and a pointless ritual of religion.

I say prayer is the ultimate act of faith. Praying 
in faith is restorative, healing, comforting, and 

connecting. It’s an opportunity to unite with Me in 
My heartbeat for you and the world around you. 

My Word is powerful. 

My Word is truth. 

My Word is counter-cultural. 

My Word is absolute. 

My Word and story are an adventure—never boring or dull.

Prayer is your chance to discover who I am 
within the word and in the world. 

It’s the place where your heart and Mine entwine and unite. 

Where you come to Me, and I reveal My heart 
to you—a space where you and others flourish 
because of having chosen to converse with Me.

At times we will talk about circumstances, problems, 
and people. I will bring My solutions to and 
through you, changing the world as a result.

I reveal Myself and My will to you through prayer. 

Then you can declare and release My heart for that 
situation, having engaged with Me in relationship. 

Through our times together, you will have the gift 
of being tended to by Me during difficult times.
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You will discover the deep, abiding satisfaction 
that can only come through experiencing divine 
relationship as you grow in intimacy with Me.

You will encounter the delight of seeing 
things come to pass, just as I do. 

You will know the power behind prayer and that I 
answer every single one through this time of abiding. 

Come to Me, child, put your heart before Me.

Now listen, as I reveal to you My heart for it all—for you. 

Then you can pray with power and release, watching 
and experiencing all that I have to offer you. 

You who choose to trust in Me to do immeasurably more 
than what you hear, feel, touch, taste, or see. Let me open 

up and unshackle the very things which have held you back 
from the power of connecting with Me through prayer. 

I am broader, deeper, stronger, and higher 
than anything you might imagine. 

Come, let’s talk a while.”

The re fo re,  I  t e l l  you,  whateve r  you ask  fo r  in  p raye r, 

be l ieve  t ha t  you have rece i ved i t,  and i t  w i l l  be  you r s . 

M A R K  1 1 : 2 4  N I V
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_ Prayer -
Precious God, the One who knows 

me, loves me, and is for me,

Thank You that I get to spend time with 
You, bringing anything to you that is on my 
heart. Nothing is too small to bring to You.

Thank You for never rushing me—
for never being in a hurry.

Thank You that I am heard and valued by 
You, and I can pour my heart out to You. 

You respond and share with me, telling me things 
that speak to the heart of the matter. You share 

Yourself with me through prayer. I love this, Lord.

Thank You for being my constant safe place. 

Thank You for understanding my physical 
condition and showing me how life can 
flourish even amidst hardship seasons. 

Thank You for making prayer come alive in this season.

Help me to love and pray according to Your heartbeat.

Never let the fire of prayer die out in my heart, Father. 
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Thank You that You bring fruit from 
the prayers of our hearts together. 

Thank You that I can come just as I am, 
and You are delighted to meet me.

Amen.

xxxxx

And p ray  in  t he  Sp i r i t  on  a l l  o ccas ions  w i t h  a l l  k inds  o f 

p raye r s  and reques t s .  W i t h  t h i s  in  mind,  be  a le r t  and 

a lways  keep on p ray ing  fo r  a l l  t he  sa in t s .  P ray  a l so  fo r 

me,  t ha t  wheneve r  I  open my mout h,  words  may be g i ven 

me so  t ha t  I  w i l l  f ea r le s s l y  make known t he  mys te r y 

o f  t he  gospe l,  fo r  wh ich  I  am an ambas sado r  in  cha ins . 

P ray  t ha t  I  may dec la re  i t  as  fea r le s s l y  as  I  shou ld. 

E P H E S I A N S  6 : 1 8 - 2 0  N I V
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Chapter 13
W E A K NESS

To t h i s  end,  I  l abo r,  s t r ugg l ing  w i t h  a l l  H i s 

ene rgy,  wh ich  so  power f u l l y  work s  in  me.

C O L O S S I A N S  1 : 2 9  N I V
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L ife in our Cedar Street home had been eventful, to say the least. 

The kids and I sat out on our exposed back deck area. It had been 
another massive week, preparing yet another home to sell. The old 
memories flooded back. Memories of futile months of Saturday open 
house inspections. Months of extreme energy output, high tensions, 
and the stress that endeavored to devour me. It was a horrible expe-
rience, and now those same memories built an inner dread of the 
same thing happening with this sale. 

The dark clouds loomed above us, threatening to downpour. Thun-
derous, black rainclouds opened up above. The flooring guy would 
be here soon to sand and repolish the floors before the advertising 
photos were taken. Everything had been removed in preparation 
for his arrival.

A week ago, the packing boxes had arrived and been enjoyed, as the 
kids made castles and forts. I looked at these constructions want-
ing to appreciate them, but instead wondering who was going to 
clean them up.
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This was representative of my waning energy, mood, and capacity. 
The headaches had returned over the past few weeks, and I was feel-
ing exhausted—a shell.

Where am I, Lord? I feel fragile, weak.

“I am Your strength.”

I wished I could accept that, but in truth, I wanted my own strength 
reinstated. I was desperate to stop the spiraling into the collapse cycle 
again. All the warning signs were there. I determined that this time, 
I was going to listen. I was never going back. This time was going 
to be different, but my body was telling me otherwise. In truth I 
wanted my own strength reinstated.

I looked at the kids sitting on the deck floor, wishing I could give 
them some chairs, some cutlery, some routine, and structure. If only 
they had a strong Mum, an energetic Mum, an organized Mum, a 
complete Mum. But my body had broken parts that were struggling 
today. They didn’t always, but today the physical pain was rife, my 
head swam with dizziness, and my joints ached. Today, with the 
additional stress, and the inability to improve the situation, we just 
had to deal with what came.

Emotionally raw, I could only seem to deal with what was directly 
in front of me. Tears sporadically poured out and then ceased—only 
to begin again—as every little ping and pang within sent me into 
fight or flight mode. Overwhelmed at all that was yet to be done, 
feelings of being overwhelmed overwhelmed me. 

The children began to argue over something. Probably complaining 
about using forks to eat their cereal out of mugs—the only things 
I had inadvertently not packed. 

“What’s the problem now?” I groaned.
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Don’t you care? Don’t you realize I’m not coping? Can’t you see there is 
more to be worried about than using forks to eat cereal out of mugs?!

I burst into tears again.

Their heads dropped, deflated. “Sorry, Mum,” my precious cherubs 
uttered one by one.

Oh, why did I shout at them? It wasn’t their 
fault. 

The guilt rose up. Shame. Shame. Shame.

I hung my head, “Sorry, guys. It’s not you; 
I’m a bit stressed.” 

We all now sat in complete silence. Inside 
I shriveled up. 

Now I have injured my kids. What else can go wrong today? 

“Ding-dong,” the doorbell chimed.

I looked at the kids, bringing together a tiny smile to try and reas-
sure them. They looked sorrowful, and I felt the full weight of it.

Making my way to the front door, I winced at the thought of what 
I would encounter. I didn’t have the energy for strangers and small 
talk today.

John introduced himself as the tradesman who had come to do the 
floor. He stood there with his long dreadlocks hanging down, a big 
welcoming smile on his face, looking very together.

This only seemed to highlight my weakness and my mess. 

The smile faded as he saw my state. “Are you okay?” 

M Y  H A R D S H I P 

G A V E  H I M 

P E R M I S S I O N 

T O  H A V E 

T R O U B L E S  T O O .
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His question seemed to prick my eyes, forcing them to flow once 
again. I responded as vaguely and lightly as I tried not to burst into 
tears again. Choosing shallow over my usual deep. Anything more 
would tip me today.

I was exhausted. Nothing was left of me to feel, think, or care about. 
I headed out the back again and sat in relative quiet. 

The kids were solemn. Having finished 
their breakfast, they waited to go to school. 
I spied them looking at one another, no 
one knowing what to do or say. So we sat 
in complete silence together. 

The heavens opened and began to let loose 
spasmodic wet bundles upon us. I wish I 
could keep them from getting wet, but there’s 
nowhere else to go. 

If I had been prepared, I would have 
remembered some raincoats, an umbrella—
anything. But my lack as a Mum was high-
lighted and present.

Self-criticism was rife today, and I didn’t have the energy to deflect 
these lies. Today they felt true.

Wary of my doldrum mood and emotional state, my mind wandered.

How would anyone know that Jesus lived in me when I’m like this? I felt 
pathetic. Wasn’t I the one supposed to be smiling all the time? Wasn’t I 
supposed to be strong and capable so that others would be drawn to Jesus 
through me? How on earth could God use a girl like me in this state?

In that moment of low energy and a few words, I sent up a silent 
whisper. “God, I have nothing left; please use this body and heart 
to represent You well.” 

A L L  I  W A N T E D 

W A S  F O R  G O D 

T O  R E D E E M 

T H I S  T E R R I B L E 

M O R N I N G .  T H I S 

H A D  B E C O M E  M Y 

I N N E R  D E S I R E 

A N D  S O N G .
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I  D I D N ’ T  H A V E 

T H E  E N E R G Y 

F O R  S T R A N G E R S 

A N D  S M A L L 

T A L K  T O D A Y . 

John sheepishly headed towards the back 
deck, needing to ask some questions about 
the job.

I stood up, following him inside. It was at 
this point of weakness, of nothingness, that 
I felt God open up inside of my heart, like 
increasing peace. I decided to just go with 
it and let God take over. I physically had 
nothing to bring, but I was in if He wanted 
to redeem anything today. 

John asked again whether I was okay and what was going on. 

I looked and felt a mess but was beyond caring about those things 
anymore. All I wanted was for God to redeem this terrible morn-
ing. This had become my inner desire and song.

I don’t remember much of my response. But after I had shared a 
little of my journey, John ended up sharing his challenges with me. 
He and his partner wanted a baby and were having trouble con-
ceiving. He was having some substantial family issues with his dad. 

My hardship gave him permission to have troubles too. 

An overwhelming burden to pray for his family life filled my heart. 

I shared about God answering my friend’s prayers for babies being 
conceived. He was amazed. This seemed to open the door to talk 
about spiritual matters because he began sharing about one of his 
clients being a psychic, telling him things he still couldn’t believe. 

God, You are outstanding. 

If I was fully functioning, healthy, and robust today, some of the 
things John shared might’ve offended my spiritual sensitivities. Yet 



He g i ves  s t reng t h  t o  t he  wear y,  and t o  h im who l ack s 

might,  He inc reases  power.  Though you t hs  g row wear y 

and t i red,  and v igo rous  young men s t umb le  bad l y,  yet 

t hose  who wa i t  fo r  t he  L o r d  w i l l  ga in  new s t reng t h.  They 

w i l l  mount  up  w i t h  w ings  l i ke  eag les ;  t hey  w i l l  r un  and 

not  get  t i r ed.  They w i l l  wa lk  and not  become wear y.

I S A I A H  4 0 : 2 9 - 3 1  N A S B 
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all I felt was Jesus’ love for this man and compassion for him in all 
the hardships he was walking. 

It was as if I was an onlooker, watching from the sidelines as Jesus met 
this man—how He found him. It was a beautiful thing, a privilege. 

A moment passed, and I heard wisdom and kindness come from 
my lips. 

God just spoke through me.

Such a strange experience to know you have 
nothing to bring. Then God brings exqui-
site, loving truth at the perfect time. 

I stood there in my weakness and mess. He 
gave me words of encouragement for John 
and his partner.

Father gave me insight as to why John and his father didn’t get along. 

He showed me the source of their difficulties, and I shared with 
John what he could do about it. This rough and tough Aussie bloke 
stood there, amazed!

God, You are majestic. My heart sang from within.

I continued to tell John how much God cared about what he cares 
about. He kept nodding, drinking it all in.

He listened intently. 

Jesus captivated him. 

John kept nodding his head, saying, “That’s right. That’s exactly 
right.” Astonished by what God knew about Him. That a “religious, 
angry God” could be so personal, so kind. This was a fresh revela-
tion for this precious man. 

H E  L I S T E N E D 

I N T E N T L Y .  J E S U S 

C A P T I V A T E D  H I M .
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Physically I felt power coursing through my entire body as I stood 
there as a conduit for God. It was all Him; I knew this because there 
was nothing of me left at the beginning of the day. 

I finished by offering to pray for him and his partner about their 
baby. He responded excitedly, “Well, that’s just improved my night. 
Better get to it!”

We both had a good laugh about his 
response. It became evident to me that 
the whole atmosphere had been changed 
by God in a moment. 

It was a stunning interaction of pure Jesus, 
and I felt so privileged to see what God 
can do—even when I am weak. 

As I headed to the back deck, the three 
kids now standing looked sheepishly at me. 
I grabbed hold of all three and squeezed 
them tight. They didn’t have a clue what 

was going on but were relieved. Laughing as they couldn’t escape 
my arms of love and celebration. 

What a delight, Lord! Thank You! Thank You! Thank You! 

Craig dropped off the car moments later, and we all jumped in and 
headed off to school. I excitedly told them what God had just done! 
The sadness was gone. The weakness had been replaced by His strength. 
And amidst it all, my children got to see how powerful God is when 
we are willing to put our hand in His. How quickly God can turn 
an awful beginning into a celebratory ending.

God, You loved me in my weakness and mess. You knew what was needed 
and redeemed so much today. My heart flew as I thought of how God 

I T  B E C A M E 

E V I D E N T  T O  M E 

T H A T  T H E  W H O L E 

A T M O S P H E R E  H A D 

B E E N  C H A N G E D 

B Y  G O D  I N  A 

M O M E N T .



211

W E A K N E S S

had acted mightily this day using my submitted-to-Him weakness 
in such a powerful way. 

But  God chose  t he  foo l i sh  t h ings  o f  t he  wor ld 

t o  shame t he  w ise ;  God chose  t he  weak 

t h ings  o f  t he  wor ld  t o  shame t he  s t rong. 

1  C O R I N T H I A N S  1 : 2 7  N I V
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_ Father's Heart -
“My precious child, you were made to work 

with Me in life and in relationship. 

If you are strong in all things, how would 
I show My power in your life? 

If you have no need, how can I display My 
love for you through provision?

If you are in control of all things, how can I interact with 
you and create life-giving plans, bringing delight to us both?

If you are good at all things, how will 
you experience My goodness?

If I allowed you to walk through life without hardships, 
how would your humility and awe of Me grow?

Through these interactions, much happens. 

Your faith grows from seed to tender root to large shady oak. 

You grow in confidence in My ability to work in your life. 

You become accustomed to knowing when you need 
to trust Me for the things you can’t do alone. 

I can show you the expanse of My love for you 
when I make the impossible happen. 
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Your weaknesses are the areas I choose to shine.  
My power manifests so you and others will see 
the supernatural nature of it and glorify Me. 

All the while, your faith grows and 
is further cemented in Me. 

You begin to learn the ebb and flow of My Spirit. 

You experience more of My nature and the  
depth of My love for you. In your weaknesses I 

reveal the true nature of My heart for humankind: 
friendship with Me, weakness and strength, 

speaking and listening, hardship and breakthrough, 
hopelessness and ultimate redemption. 

I do not work as the world works. “What is sown in 
weakness is raised in power” (1 Corinthians 15:43). 

Do not be surprised by circumstances that 
challenge, stretch, or confront you. 

In these places, as you look to Me for answers and not 
at the circumstance, I reveal more of Myself and ways. 

I will often use these situations to shape elements  
of your being that need honing to prepare you for  

what is to come. I don’t necessarily send these difficulties,  
BUT I love to redeem the very thing  

sent to get you off track. I use it to help clear 
the path and open up the way forward.

I am always at work for, in, and through you. 

I am patient with you, My precious child.  
If you do not get it the first time, I will 

encourage you to try again. 
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I do not see the failures and disappointments as you do;  
I only see fresh opportunities for growth and learning. 
The process is just as important as the end result to Me. 

Nothing is wasted in Me. 

This is the right way for you to look at things too.

Come to Me, child, when you are weak. Rest in 
Me, and I will give you what you need for that 

moment. Then you will turn to Me and give thanks. 

You will become more aware of and turn 
to Me when challenges next arise. 

You will depend on Me more freely and stand 
in awe of who I am and what I am able and 
willing to do for those who choose to love Me. 

Nothing is impossible for Me and for 
those who are My children. 

That includes you, My child, My beloved.”

The re fo re  I  am we l l  content  w i t h  weaknes ses,  w i t h  insu l t s, 

w i t h  d i s t re s ses,  w i t h  pe r secu t ions,  w i t h  d i f f i cu l t i e s,  fo r 

Ch r i s t ’s  sake,  fo r  when I  am weak ,  t hen I  am s t rong.

2  C O R I N T H I A N S  1 2 : 1 0  N A S B
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_ Prayer -
O strong and redemptive God, 

Thank You for using weak things to display Your strength.

I love that You can fill the gaps between what I am and what 
is needed for any given purpose and time. You are so creative!

You are my best teacher; instruct my heart to simply 
be, before You, especially when I am weak.

Show me how to depend upon You and 
Your capacity more than my own. 

I only want to walk in Your ways in the 
strength You have given me for this day.

Help me be content to walk with You, Lord, and 
not want for more than you have given me.

I want to see my weaknesses as opportunities 
to connect with You and Your ability. 

Thank You that You are not only my strength but 
whatever is needed at any given moment.

Amen.

xxxxx
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Chapter 14
S M A L L  T H INGS

The re  i s  a  boy he re  who has  f i ve  ba r ley  loaves  and 

t wo f i sh,  bu t  what  a re  t hese  fo r  so  many peop le?

J O H N  6 : 9  N A S B
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A s I sat in my usual daybed space, looking out to the street ahead 
of me, our neighbor’s garden caught my attention. It was over-

grown with grass amidst the rosebushes and rockery. We hadn’t offi-
cially met, but I saw her each morning hopping into her car and 
heading off into her day. 

As I looked again at the rockery before me, I felt a gentle whisper of 
an idea. “Do some gardening for your neighbor.”

Yes, her rockery could do with some attention. The weeds and plants 
had entwined and become one. She was obviously too busy to be 
able to do much about it.

“I can’t do anything about it, Lord. I can barely walk without fall-
ing over.”

Becoming increasingly aware that this was one of the few times I 
had been unable to follow through with a prompting from God, I 
put the idea quickly aside; I couldn’t do anything to help.

A couple of months passed by. The same prompting came as I sat 
on the daybed, resting. It came through loud and clear. 
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“Do some gardening for your neighbor.” 

It was a more persistent tone this time.

I was still incapacitated. My strength steadily increased, but even 
ten minutes of gardening would leave me recovering for a couple 
of days. I decided it was far too costly. 

In my heart, I began negotiating with God. I could do the garden if 
I was back to full strength. If I was healed, then the garden wouldn’t 
be a problem. It could be so beautiful for her.

Complete silence.

I let the idea slide on by again.

Another month passed by, and Christmas 
was only a few weeks away. I lay on the 
deck, enjoying the sunshine. Still physi-
cally tired, experiencing momentary darts 
of excruciating pain but thankful that 
some strength had returned. Thanks to 

my heaven-sent alternative practitioners, I finally had some strat-
egies that seemed to keep most things at bay. But there was still a 
great deal of healing to come.

Without warning, the same prompt came, Time to do the garden. 

I KNEW that today was the day it needed to be done. No more 
excuses or reasoning it out. Time to act. 

My heart beat wildly within my chest as I felt an intense urgency 
about God’s prompting. 

Humanly, my thoughts avalanched: I can’t do it, Lord. I am not strong. 
I don’t have the energy. What if I fall? What if I can’t get back home 
after falling? I won’t have anything left for my family. The kids are on 
school holidays; they need me too. 

I N  M Y  H E A R T , 

I  B E G A N 

N E G O T I A T I N G 

W I T H  G O D .
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But spiritually, I couldn’t ignore or delay what God had asked of 
me any longer. 

Putting the questions to the side, I enlisted Craig and the kids to 
help in the mission. After seeing her car pull away that morning, 
I shuffled across the road to our unknown neighbor. We were all 
pretty excited to go on a God adventure and do something in secret.

I was so thankful for their energy and enthusiasm.

Help us, Lord, to be able to do what You’ve asked.

Bit by bit. Pulling weeds, trimming back plants, clearing out the 
rockery. 

I kept glancing around, hoping she wouldn’t come home to find us 
ripping up her front garden. 

I hope she won’t catch us. I hope I don’t collapse; I don’t want her to find 
me lying amongst a pile of weeds and rocks. 

A quick vision of me upside down with my legs in the air made me 
grin. Those brief moments of funny kept me going. 

The sun rose high in the sky. The sweat poured. The kids began to 
complain.

We looked at the overall job. It wasn’t perfect; it wasn’t even great, 
but it was better. 

The kids had had enough, and so had I. They picked up all our gar-
den implements and rolled the bin back across the road.

This was the first thing I had done for someone else in months, and 
although entirely exhausted, it felt WONDERFUL.

We all plopped on the back deck with a drink and an icy-pole. Hap-
pily exhausted—the type that comes from working physically.



But  she sa id,  “A s  t he  L o r d  you r  God l i ves,  I  have no 

b read.  I  on l y  have enough f l ou r  in  t he  j a r  t o  f i l l  a  hand, 

and a  l i t t l e  o i l  i n  t he  j a r.  See,  I  am ga t he r ing  a  few 

s t i ck s  so  I  may go in  and make i t  ready fo r  me and my 

son.  Then we w i l l  ea t  i t  and d ie.”  E l i j ah  sa id  t o  he r, 

“Have no fea r.  Go and do as  you have sa id .  Bu t  make me 

a  l i t t l e  l oa f  o f  b read f rom i t  f i r s t,  and b r ing  i t  ou t  t o  me. 

Then you may make one fo r  you r se l f  and fo r  you r  son. 

Fo r  t he  L o r d  God o f  I s r ae l  says,  ‘ The ja r  o f  f l ou r  w i l l  not 

be  used up.  And t he  ja r  o f  o i l  w i l l  not  be  empt y,  unt i l  t he 

day t he  L o r d  sends  r a in  upon t he  ea r t h.’”  So she went 

and d id  what  E l i j ah  sa id .  And she and he and t hose  o f  he r 

house a te  fo r  many days.  The ja r  o f  f l ou r  was  not  used 

up,  and t he  j a r  o f  o i l  d id  not  become empt y.  I t  happened 

as  was  spoken by  t he  word  o f  t he  Lo rd  t h rough E l i j ah.

1  K I N G S  1 7 : 1 2 - 1 6  N A S B
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Oh, Lord! You did it! We got back home safely. We did it! Thank You! 
Thank You. 

I was so appreciative to Him for having done something that the 
old Karen would have done effortlessly. I felt more myself than I 
had in months. My muscles ached. My joints screamed with pain, 
but nothing could steal the joy from what we had accomplished 
together. My heart was full. 

A couple of weeks later, my neighbor Sue was out and about. She 
wandered over and said our first official hello since we had moved 
in. The brief conversation moved quickly onto the garden.

“I’ve noticed you are often sitting out front. Have you seen anyone 
around my garden?” She quizzed me.

I cringed inside, not wanting to be deceptive, but I was also unsure 
whether she was upset about it. 

Oh, dear! What to do? 

Peace came. I felt some courage from God come to me.

As she pressed me further (and observing that she was pleased about 
it being done), I responded, “God must be looking out for you, Sue. 
Maybe you should just accept it as a gift from Him rather than search 
out who might have done it?” 

She burst into tears. Sharing with me how she was the primary care 
giver for her beautiful Mum, who was battling cancer. 

I didn’t know what to say, so I just gave her a hug.

Sue spent so much time caring for her Mum that she hadn’t had 
any time to tend to her garden. It was a frustration to her each time 
she returned home, seeing the rockery full of weeds and overgrowth. 
They stared at her accusingly. It reminded her of how much she 
wasn’t doing at home. 
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I could relate to how Sue felt on so many levels.

What a brave, kind, and loving daughter she is, Lord. Thank You for 
loving her in this way.

Sue went on to explain that she had been talking with her Mum 
about her garden. It was the very day Holy Spirit had given the 
urgent prompt. 

She came home that afternoon to find the garden tidied up. And 
she couldn’t believe her eyes!

Such a small thing, Lord—a beautiful thing to be a part of. Thank You! 

My new friend and her Mum took great delight in talking about 
who might have done it. In this difficult time, it gave them both 
great joy discussing the mystery of the garden angels. 

Sadly, it was only two weeks later that 
Sue’s precious Mum died. 

A simple act had given these stunning 
women a little light in a dark season of 
life. A little joy. A gentle embrace of being 
seen, loved, and remembered.

I’d gained a beautiful new neighbor and 
friend through a persistent prompt, mys-
tery gardening, and God’s perfectly timed 
meeting. 

What a gift it was in the middle of my own crisis to be a part of His 
story for another! 

God, when You ask something of me, You will resource me for it too. 
Your blessing to me through this experience far outweighs the gift to Sue.

Since that time, my neighbor and I have done a fair bit of life 
together—tears and joy, sadness, and fun! 

I N  T H I S 

D I F F I C U L T  T I M E , 

I T  G A V E  T H E M 

B O T H  G R E A T  J O Y 

D I S C U S S I N G  T H E 

M Y S T E R Y  O F  T H E 

G A R D E N  A N G E L S . 
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We have moved on from our precious Cedar Street address, but still 
keep in touch. She is such a delight to my life, and I am so incred-
ibly thankful for God’s wisdom and graciousness in bringing our 
worlds together. 

It was revelatory that God brought this adventure to my front door-
step from a place of rest. He didn’t ask me to act before He had 
resourced me for it. And this one small thing brought nourishment 
to all of those involved. 

God, You are so creative, wise, and loving. 

A re  not  t wo spa r rows so ld  fo r  a  penny? Yet  not 

one o f  t hem w i l l  f a l l  t o  t he  g round apa r t  f rom 

you r  Fa t he r ’s  ca re.  And even t he  ve r y  ha i r s  on 

you r  head a re  a l l  numbered.  So don’t  be  a f r a id 

you a re  wor t h  more  t han many spa r rows.

M A T T H E W  1 0 : 2 9 - 3 1  N I V
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_ Father's Heart -

“It is in the small things that I am 
continually speaking to you. 

Time and time again, I pour out My love 
over you, through those small things. 

As you walk through your day and the worries of this world 
seem to pile upon you, the small things often get lost. 

Yes, I can speak and work through the big 
miraculous things, but the heartbeat of Myself is 
that you might choose to sit with Me a while and 

enjoy the very things I have placed before you. 

What do you have?

Look at your hand. What have I given you already?

Celebrate things such as these, My child. 

I have placed along your path multitudes 
of joy gifts. They are all around you.

Wherever I am, there you will find My heavenly investments 
sent to light the spark I’ve placed within your heart.

You are hardwired for joy, My darling. 
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Ask Me to attune your sight, to foster 
an awareness of My gifts. 

I haven’t forgotten you; I see you. I know 
you. I long to lavish all these upon you.

I know the inner workings of the tiniest of sparrows. 

See how I tend them? They do not lack anything they need. 

Do I not care for you so much more than a sparrow?

Enjoy Me. Let’s walk a while, and I will speak 
to you through things such as these. 

In these small things I am revealed in 
the most intimate of ways. 

I love you enough to share Myself with you—if you 
will open the eyes of your heart and keep watch. 

You will begin to notice things that are all around you—the 
things I have placed to lift you and assure you of My love.

Give thanks for those small things, and you’ll 
find your heart drawn closer to Mine.

Choosing to foster an awareness of those small things 
and gratefulness plants seeds of hope within. 

Hope grows and flourishes, producing a significant 
impact on your current vision and circumstances.

These small things are actually life-changing.

The seemingly small things of life have enormous ripple 
effects. Those small things are hugely significant, beloved.

Becoming aware of the small prepares you for 
handling the big when it comes along. 
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Take heart, I am always at work for your 
good, encouraging and loving you, interacting 

in your life for your and others’ good.

I do this because I love you and long for you to 
experience, respond to and embrace My love.”

I t  came abou t  a t  t he  sevent h  t ime,  t ha t  he 

sa id,  “Beho ld,  a  c loud as  sma l l  as  a  man’s  hand 

i s  coming up f rom t he sea.”  And he sa id,  “Go 

up,  say  t o  Ahab,  ‘P repa re  you r  cha r io t  and go 

down,  so  t he  heav y shower  does  not  s t op  you.’”

1  K I N G S  1 8 : 4 4  N A S B
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_ Prayer -
Generous and intricate God,

Thank You for filling my life with blessings—those small 
everyday things that, amid the busyness, might go unnoticed. 

I want my eyes to see and then recognize 
the value of small things in my life.

I love that You speak through the big and the small; 
each one in itself is a gift to me from You.

Help me to hear what You are saying in each moment 
through the small promptings and leadings for others.

For the small things that I am to do, please 
help, resource, and strengthen me for them.

In those times where You are showing me Your 
love through others’ kindnesses, help me to 

cultivate a thankful and humble heart.

I can’t wait to see what tomorrow brings 
as we walk forward in it together. 

Each day is a gift, and I am so grateful to You for it. 

Amen. 

xxxxx
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Chapter 15
P R AC T IC A L  SURV I VA L  T IP S

Do you not  know t ha t  you r  bod ies  a re  t emp les  o f  t he 

Ho ly  Sp i r i t,  who i s  in  you,  whom you have rece i ved 

f rom God? You a re  not  you r  own ;  you were  bought 

a t  a  p r i ce.  The re fo re  honor  God w i t h  you r  bod ies .

1  C O R I N T H I A N S  6 : 1 9 - 2 0  N I V
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A fter a string of relatively sleepless nights of tossing and turning, 
we’d made our way to school. I looked all around me. Busy Mums 

buzzing about. Those women seemed so “together.” They appeared 
to be able to do it all. 

What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I do all that they do, Lord?

I felt less. I felt weak. I felt broken. 

Everyone I saw around me represented strength, health, and inde-
pendence. It seemed to minimize the small amount I was able to do. 
Not today, though. Today I was here to be a “good” Mum. I had a 
large backpack filled with water bottles, snacks, earplugs, medication, 
and anything else that I know I might need to get through the day. 

Ryan had begged me for weeks to come on his school farm excur-
sion. He was in prep, and I’d done so little at school since he had 
begun. I’d been too stretched, my health too unstable and unpre-
dictable, but it had improved.

The plea of our youngest pulled on my heartstrings. So I signed up, 
knowing full well that the excursion would be challenging. Being 
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outside, fresh air, slower-paced kind of outing; It should be all right, 
I think. I hope. 

The bus pulled up, and the classroom of kids piled in. I gingerly 
took the handrail and stepped up. Not knowing whether this day 
would be too much for my system, I willed it to be strong, if noth-
ing else, for today. 

Ryan’s sweet brown eyes glistened as he excitedly called out, “I’ve 
saved you a seat, Mum!” Patting the seat right beside him, I grate-
fully took it. Chattering away incessantly like all kids do on the way 
to an excursion. You couldn’t wipe the huge grin off his face the 
whole way there; thus, my heart was light and free.

He was so proud to have his Mum with him. Happy that she was 
well enough to come. Thrilled that he could have a Mum who helped, 
like “all the other Mums” did every week.

We eventually arrived and hopped off the bus.

My gut swirled with nervous energy as the bus exited the gates.

You’ll be fine, Karen. Take a breath. Nothing terrible is going to happen. 
Just do the basics and no more. You’ve got this. 

I took a deep breath and headed out into the day. We were a group—
my precious boy and his four friends. This was going to be fun.

Goats, pigs, sheep, cows, alpacas, this farm had them all. Feeding 
an emu was a highlight for all. 

The initial adrenalin had subsided. I began to sense a familiar leth-
argy creeping in. 

I hope we can take a seat soon.

One of the teachers made the announcement that it was recess.



For  eve r y t h ing ,  t he re  i s  a  season, 

A  t ime fo r  eve r y  ac t i v i t y  unde r  heaven. 

A  t ime t o  be  bo rn  and a  t ime t o  d ie. 

A  t ime t o  p lan t  and a  t ime t o  ha r ves t. 

A  t ime t o  k i l l  and a  t ime t o  hea l . 

A  t ime t o  t ea r  down and a  t ime t o  bu i l d  up. 

A  t ime t o  c r y  and a  t ime t o  l augh. 

A  t ime t o  g r ieve  and a  t ime t o  dance. 

A  t ime t o  s ca t t e r  s t ones  and a  t ime t o  ga t he r  s t ones. 

A  t ime t o  embrace  and a  t ime t o  t u rn  away. 

A  t ime t o  sea rch  and a  t ime t o  qu i t  sea rch ing. 

A  t ime t o  keep and a  t ime t o  t h row away. 

A  t ime t o  t ea r  and a  t ime t o  mend. 

A  t ime t o  be  qu ie t  and a  t ime t o  speak . 

A  t ime t o  love  and a  t ime t o  ha te. 

A  t ime fo r  war  and a  t ime fo r  peace.

E C C L E S I A S T E S  3 : 1 - 8  N L T
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Just in time. Thank You, Lord.

I filled the tank and rested. This short break was followed by vari-
ous shows and information sessions. More animals. 

My head began fuzzing, and my limbs stiffened and ached. I hadn’t 
realized how much walking there would be today.

Keep going, Karen; you’re almost there.

“Lunchtime, everyone,” Ryan’s teacher sang out.

Thank You, Lord. 

The food nourished my weary system, somewhat replenished by the 
simple cut lunch. Thankful for a moment to elevate my legs. I half-
jokingly wondered if they had places to nap on this farm. Unsur-
prisingly, they didn’t. 

With the students playing on the playground, I rested. Sitting away 
from the noise, hoping that the time out might enable me to continue.

As I rested, I began to reflect.

Being here was bittersweet. 

Sweet, because I was with my boy, and I loved seeing him happy. It 
was sooooo enjoyable to feel useful again and do something “normal.” 

Bitter because this is what I used to do as a job. I missed teaching. 
I grieved the fun, the students, the ability to invest and help shape 
young minds. But here I was, barely able to keep up with a group 
of five students. 

How was I ever able to teach thirty of them at once? 

So much had changed in this time. Being here reminded me of who 
I once was. It highlighted my weakness. It put the spotlight on my 
inability to pick up my old identity. I shook it off for the time being, 
knowing I’d have to deal with it later.
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Train rides, milking goats, cockatoo silliness. 

It had been such a long day, and I was beginning to fade. It was as 
if life was draining from me, and there was little I could do to stop 
it. It was the most I had done in months. Thankfully, it was about 
this time that the bus pulled up, and with it, a sense of accomplish-
ment and sheer relief. 

Lining up, counting the kids as they hopped back on the bus to go 
home.

I don’t remember getting on the bus. My body slumping heavily 
into the velour, rainbow-colored coach seat.

Phew….I’d made it….Or had I?

The doors closed. The kids chattered, albeit a little less zealously than 
before. I noted a young boy leaning against the warm glass window, 
eyes closed. Being in an aisle seat meant that wasn’t an option for me.

My pulse intensified, heart-pounding and racing, desperately trying 
to move the depleted blood stores around my body. My head swam. 
My joints ached, and I experienced stabbing pains throughout. These 
were familiar symptoms of my body communicating overwhelm.

The color drained from my face as the day’s intensity caught up with 
me. Looking concerned, Ryan’s teacher kindly asked if I was okay. 

“It’s just been a massive day,” my words tumbled out. Thankfully, she 
understood and let me be.

Closing my eyes, I hoped to somewhat recoup on the trip home. 

Please, Lord, just get me home safely. Please refresh my system enough 
to get back home. I knew instinctively that today would need days 
of recovery.

It had cost me dearly, but it had been worth it because of Ryan.



What  do peop le  rea l l y  get  fo r  a l l  t he i r  ha rd  work? I 

have seen t he  bu rden God has  p laced on us  a l l .  Yet 

God has  made eve r y t h ing  beau t i f u l  fo r  i t s  own t ime. 

He has  p lan ted e te rn i t y  in  t he  human hea r t,  bu t  even 

so,  peop le  cannot  see  t he  who le  s cope o f  God’s  work 

f rom beg inn ing t o  end.  So I  conc luded t he re  i s  not h ing 

bet t e r  t han t o  be  happy and en joy  ou r se l ves  as  long 

as  we can.  And peop le  shou ld  ea t  and d r ink  and en joy 

t he  f r u i t s  o f  t he i r  l abo r,  fo r  t hese  a re  g i f t s  f rom God.

E C C L E S I A S T E S  3 : 9 - 1 2  N L T
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An early night, slumping into bed. Being able to lay flat never felt 
so good. 

The following days I sprawled out on the daybed, elevating my legs, 
hydrating, recovering. Looking out toward the clouds passing by. 
As the energy was restored, and I felt my blood volume increasing, 
I journaled with God all that was on my heart.

There had been much that had been stirred up in me throughout the 
excursion. I grieved my former life of teaching…of having a class of 
my own…of being strong enough to do anything. I needed God’s 
redemptive view of it. I needed a fresh outlook. Remaining in this 
place of pining was doing me no good. 

Emotionally I was grieved. Physically I was spent. Spiritually I was 
trying to work out why this event had triggered me. Mentally, I was 
pouring it all out to God. Relationally, I was happy; having spent 
quality time with my son was precious.

As I put pen to paper, it became glaringly apparent that I’d not con-
sidered my personal wiring and capacity before I’d agreed to the 
excursion. I’d pushed it to the side. I had tried to live up to others’ 
journeys and had been found wanting. 

It was confronting, watching the competent and robust parents run 
rings around me in what they could do with and for their children. 
I had thought that this one day wouldn’t be such a bad thing. 

I deserved one day, didn’t I? My body aches, joint pains, and swim-
ming brain disagreed with my decision.

“Did I do the wrong thing by going, Lord?”

“Was it worth it?”

“Yes, because it made Ryan feel loved.”
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“It’s good for children to know their parents love them. Did you check 
with your body whether you had enough reserves? Did you talk to 
Me beforehand?”

“No.” 

And I also knew why I hadn’t. I didn’t want to hear God’s answer. 
What if He had told me no? What if He had shone a light on the 
obvious truth—kids don’t need us to “do” or to “go”; they need us 

to be? If I had asked, I might have had to 
disappoint my son once again.

“What is at the heart of why you went?”

“I wanted to say yes to Ryan. He’s heard 
so many no’s since I first became unwell. 
I wanted to do for him what I did for the 
older two. I felt guilty for not being as 
involved. I wanted to feel normal again. I 
wanted to be like the other parents.”

“That’s right!”

The realization hit like a ton of bricks.

I was trying to do the old me in the new me body, and it just wasn’t 
the same. 

What a revelation! What an epiphany! 

Later, I was thinking about it and began feeling unsettled. I needed 
further insight from God about this day. So, I asked Him for a pic-
ture of why I was rattled.

Closing my eyes, I sat there and waited for what He brought to mind. 

He showed me three aspects of the same picture.

W H A T  I F  H E  H A D 

S H O N E  A  L I G H T 

O N  T H E  O B V I O U S 

T R U T H — K I D S 

D O N ’ T  N E E D 

U S  T O  “ D O ”  O R 

T O  “ G O ” ;  T H E Y 

N E E D  U S  T O  B E ?
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Within seconds I felt Him show me a beautiful theatre. Red carpet. 
Massive velvet curtains over the timber-floored stage. Towards the 
front of the stage, the conductor stood, baton poised.

I looked again on the stage and saw a sea of musicians. Every instru-
ment you could imagine. As I looked closer, I saw the faces of famil-
iar friends and acquaintances. Each playing his or her very own 
instrument.

I saw friends’ personalities matched with instruments. 

Some were loudly playing drums, cymbals, or banging away on the 
keys. Others on trombones, guitars, trumpets, and clarinets. There 
were quieter triangles, piccolos, flutes, and harps. All skilfully played 
by their musician at the conductor’s say-so.

Interestingly there were no music stands or notes for them to follow—
only the conductor and their own design. As I focused on a particu-
lar instrument and musician, I could hear their unique sound being 
played. I loved what they sounded like; it was wonderful.

In the next scene, I saw I was trying to play my instrument, but all 
the different sounds around me made it challenging to hear my own. 
I was looking about, distracted by others’ sounds and instruments. 
They sounded incredible. I became unable to understand or appre-
ciate my own sound. 

My instrument couldn’t be heard because I had ceased trying to play it. 

The third picture He revealed was an ability to hear what He heard 
from the conductor’s stand. All of the musicians, including me. Oh, 
what a sound of brilliance, as each musician focused and played their 
instrument skillfully. The former lone sound did not compare to 
the heavenly sounds from everyone playing his own part together. 
Each instrument a vital part of that majestic sound, each one essen-
tial for the piece of music to shine. 
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I could feel this picture changing my heart.

The penny dropped. 

“I am supposed to play my own instrument! 
I am supposed to be dancing to the beat 
of the drum You have designed for me—
not someone else’s!”

I experienced a gentle embrace from 
heaven as this life-giving freedom was 
released to me. 

“I love the sound you make, precious 
daughter.”

I had permission from God to be me. No striving. No straining. No 
competition. Just be the best me I can be with Him.

Thank You, God, that my sound is worthy to You. Help me to listen to 
my instrument and be guided by You as to how to play.

M Y  I N S T R U M E N T 

C O U L D N ’ T  B E 

H E A R D  B E C A U S E 

I  H A D  C E A S E D 

T R Y I N G  T O 

P L A Y  I T . 
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_ Father's Heart -
“Be still before Me, My child, and I will 

give you rest (Matthew 11:28). 

Life has required so much of you at times, 
and I can feel your exhaustion. 

When you come to Me seeking refreshment, I 
do not expect you to push yourself beyond your 

limits. That is not what I designed for you.

Come to Me and learn the rhythm of My 
heartbeat. Learn My beat for you.

It will not look like anyone else’s because I consider 
all the intricacies of your unique design. 

My plan involves the best for you. 

When My children live independently of Me, their 
lives become overwhelming and confusing. 

When you walk with Me, I will whisper the truth for you. 

I encourage you along the way. 

I can show you the way of life and the way forward to freedom. 

Let Me lead you, so our dance can release your heaviness, 
allowing you to float across the floor effortlessly. 
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As you know Me to a greater measure,  
the more you will see My truth. 

You were not created to always fit in this society 
but to be counter-cultural on many levels. 

My Son is a perfect example of this. 

He didn’t focus on what was expected. 

Instead, in My love, He moved out, resourced 
by My power, authority, and Spirit. 

He walked in joy, seeing the true nature of things. 

I can give you those same eyes to see.

I can give you those same ears to hear.

When you stop and rest with Me, I will show you your 
best path. You will learn how we can flow together. 

Yes, there will be hard times, but they will be seen 
from My light-filled perspective of freedom.

There is a time for everything; seasons come and 
go, things move and change. BUT, I am your 

constant. Unchanging. Solid as a rock.

Plant your feet on this rock, and you won’t be shaken. You 
will remain steadfast and sure, whatever comes your way.

Life will change. Routines, roles, and relationships, 
all of these and more, can move.

Place your trust afresh in Me, beloved. I 
am Your one truly secure place.

Come, let’s walk a while, and I will give you rest.”
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_ Prayer -
My Rock, my Safe Place, my Teacher and Friend,

God, You know exactly how to live on 
this earth with heaven in mind. 

I love how You understand seasons and timing 
better than I could ever hope to. Please show me 
what season I am in and help me to walk in it.

I can struggle to understand how to do life well, 
but I always feel better when I look to You.

You offer Your hand of reassurance, 
telling me that I am not alone. 

You only give me what I need for today; You are 
so wise and kind to me in this. Knowing that 
looking beyond today is too far for me at times.

Thank You for knowing me intimately. 
Lovingly, revealing how my unique design 

is made to shine in this world.

I want Your best for me, Lord—not just 
lots of good things filling up the days.

Allow me to value and invest in the people You show 
me, Lord, and release the rest to You freely in prayer.
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Help me to live according to Your 
ebb and flow, Holy Spirit.

I love Your pace of life. 

Thank You for giving me a sweet taste 
of what life can be like with You. 

Amen.

xxxxx
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Chapter 16
V I L L AGE  L I F E

I  l ong t o  see  you so  t ha t  I  may impar t  t o  you some 

sp i r i t ua l  g i f t  t o  make you s t rong – t ha t  i s ,  t ha t  you and 

I  may be mut ua l l y  encou raged by  each ot he r ’s  f a i t h . 

R O M A N S  1 : 1 1 - 1 2  N I V
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I was sitting alone in my car, waiting for Hannah to finish kinder-
garten for the day. Enjoying the warmth of the sunshine beaming 

through the glass. I’d arrived early and had a prime location right 
near the front gate.

Such a precious gift of time—time without any agenda. Thankful 
that my brain had recovered enough to allow me to drive short dis-
tances once again. If nothing else to collect my daughter one kilo-
meter from our home.

As I sat there, my mind wandered, taking in all that I could see.

I noticed a man outside the kinder gate. I had seen him many times 
before and always said hello, to which his response was a brief nod 
or grunt. This man was older, heavyset, and weary. His clothes were 
well worn. Most kinder pickup days, he seemed to be walking around 
in a daze. His 2½-year-old daughter was a ball of energy, which only 
seemed to magnify the man’s tired state. He waited, leaning against 
the grey cyclone fencing, waiting for his son to finish. 

I watched and observed the mums walk past him, barely acknowl-
edging him, and I understood why. 
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He wasn’t an appealing sort of person. The message on his forehead 
seemed to say “Go away” or “I am not interested in talking; back off.” 

I could understand how he might’ve felt. It would’ve been hard sur-
rounded by extroverted, squawking women, gabbling away, day after 
day. Very few dads did the kinder drop-off or pick up. But here this 
man was; he was the only person who ever brought his son. 

This day, I had time to consider the situation. 

I wonder what his story is?

Almost instantly, the answer came: “His 
wife died.”

Immediately I began to tear up. 

All this time had passed, and he was doing 
it alone. 

I was reminded of all the thoughts and 
judgments I’d felt in my own heart towards 
him. He had frequently met my welcome 
friendliness with cool rejection. 

I now felt convicted about them. 

Within minutes, God found my repentant heart, ready, willing, and 
able to do whatever He wanted me to. 

As God spoke to my heart, it was filled with compassion and love 
for this man and his family. 

Is there anything I can do, Lord? 

Take some time and invest.

That afternoon, instead of staying in my car, I stepped outside and 
approached the man. 

I  W A T C H E D  

A N D  O B S E R V E D 

T H E  M U M S  

W A L K  P A S T 

H I M ,  B A R E L Y 

A C K N O W L E D G I N G 

H I M ,  A N D  I 

U N D E R S T O O D 

W H Y .
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Today he looked different somehow, or maybe it was me who had 
changed, but today he was open to talking. Welcoming someone to 
chat with, as we waited for kinder to finish.

He began to open up and shared with me some of the burdens he 
had in his life. 

“My wife died.”

He went on to explain that his whole world 
had been turned upside down. Now he 
was a single dad who used to work in con-
struction. He had never needed to parent 
much. The wife took care of the kids’ side 
of things. He felt completely out of his 
depth in everything he was doing. 

He was grieving his wife’s death but felt 
he hadn’t had time to even do that well. 

He didn’t have a support network on any level. And in the six months 
since his wife’s passing, the closest he had come to having a minute 
off was when his sister came around for drinks, and they put on the 
karaoke machine at home. 

His eyes brightened somewhat as he explained these nights. Which 
were times he got to drink as much as he liked and sing his great-
est hits with a safe person. 

It saddened me that he hadn’t even been able to grieve his wife’s 
death; all the new surrounding him consumed everything. He’d 
been thrust from the manly world of construction where he knew 
exactly what to do, where things made sense. Forced into a life of 
kitchen, kindergarten, and cooking seemed a joyless space for him. 
No wonder he was so worn.

A S  G O D  S P O K E 

T O  M Y  H E A R T , 

I T  W A S  F I L L E D 

W I T H  C O M P A S S I O N 

A N D  L O V E  F O R 

T H I S  M A N  A N D 

H I S  F A M I L Y . 



May t he  God who g i ves  endu rance  and encou ragement 

g i ve  you a  sp i r i t  o f  un i t y  among you r se l ves  as  you 

fo l l ow Chr i s t  Jesus ;  so  t ha t  w i t h  one hea r t  and 

mout h,  you may g lo r i f y  t he  God and Fa t he r  o f  ou r 

Lo rd  Jesus  Ch r i s t.  A ccept  one anot he r  t hen,  jus t  as 

Ch r i s t  accepted you,  in  o rde r  t o  b r ing  p ra i se  t o  God.

R O M A N S  1 5 : 5 - 7  N I V  1 9 8 4
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He didn’t know how to cook, clean, or connect with his kids. The 
kinder experience was yet another example where he was out of his 
comfort zone. All of this was a terrible weight upon his shoulders. 

My heart went out to him as I just listened and endeavored to under-
stand. God gave me some good encouragement for him, but I think 
just being able to share his burdens was helpful for him on that day.

Knowing what the Holy Spirit had told me enabled me to walk for-
ward in encouragement and sensitivity. 

And the ideas part of my heart longed to help in some way. I didn’t 
have a lot to offer, but what I could, I would.

The first thing I did was make him a basket of meals. This was given 
to him anonymously by the kinder teachers to save any embarrass-
ment. At the end of the session, the teachers passed the washing bas-
ket full of ready-made meals. I could see him through the glass as 
his head dropped. He brought his thick fingers to his eyes, wiping 
away some tears. He was so touched. So was I, as I watched—feel-
ing like it was a drop in the ocean to what this man needed.

The heart burden remained. I suppose if Craig was in the same boat, 
what would I want others to do for him? What else can be done for 
them, Lord? 

A meal seems relatively temporary.

Connect. 

From that moment on, most kinder days, I would check in and ask 
how he was going. I gestured for him to join the circle, introduc-
ing him and his family to the other mums, who, over time, lovingly 
welcomed him and his children. In a way, we all adopted the fam-
ily for the season. 

What a gift!
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Over time, the dad began to smile more regularly. I observed his 
confidence in communicating with the other mums grow. 

A few times, some anonymous meals were left with the kinder staff 
for him, which moved him greatly. Praise God! To allow him a night 
off occasionally to relax and catch his breath. Each time the tears 
would flow out of the eyes of this tough, hardened, greying, sole 
parent of two young children. 

Such a beautiful thing to behold.

By the end of the year, his son had been welcomed by the group. His 
daughter had settled down (somewhat), and he was getting his head 
around being a stay-at-home dad. He felt accepted by our group, 
and incredibly his whole demeanor changed towards us. He regu-
larly smiled and struck up conversations with other parents. 

He left that year, knowing that he was able to do the job of parent-
ing, that he wasn’t alone, and that most of the battles he faced were 
common among parents—which gave him a real sense of relief. 

I saw him a few years later at the local supermarket, and his family 
was doing really well. He had learned how to embrace being a lov-
ing father to his precious children. Praise God!

We never know who someone is or what their story is, but God does.
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_ Father's Heart -
“I have wired you for community, My child. 

Just as I have my Spirit and My Son, you 
also have an intrinsic need for others. 

Not one of you is complete in your own right, each having 
areas for others to enrich as you walk through life. 

I have designed you for relationship. 

You have something within you that is 
desperately needed by others. 

This will not create something burdensome for you but will 
bring a richness to life that I designed from the beginning. 

Understanding that you are needed by others and 
that you need others is the first step to capturing 

a glimpse of My perfect plan for humanity. 

Just as I created Adam for friendship with Me, so too, I 
made you for friendship with Me—and in community. 

You were made for interdependence—not independence. 

If you find yourself lonely, isolated, or without 
community, ask Me for what your heart desires 

in this area. I long to give it to you. 
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After you ask, choose to be open to new friendships 
or rekindling relationships with old friends, 

discovering new depths within them. 

Be open to accepting all people that I bring 
to your path and to being a friend. 

Pray for like-minded and like-hearted people to 
come your way, and I will bring them. These are 

the ones who can be safe places to fall, the ones who 
encourage and lift. People who share your heart 

about the things I have impassioned you for. 

These are the ones who will allow you to be yourself freely.

It is not only the ones who are like you that I 
design to be your village, but the ones who will 

sharpen you, challenge you, spur you on in greater 
measure towards Me. Not always easy, but 

always rewarding when it’s walked with Me. 

I provide a medley of people for you and your 
journey. They may not come in the package you 
expect, so remember to ask Me for confirmation.

I have surrounded you with individuals who long to connect. 

You need to be mindful that, like you, others have 
areas that are still being refined. When you live with 
love in your heart and grace in mind, your village 

will be a fruitful and satisfying place to live.

Your village is not meant to replace Me but to enhance 
what I am already a part of. Healthy community 
will point the way to Me and My life-giving ways. 

Be thankful for the people I have placed around you. 
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Encourage them frequently when you find yourself 
pondering how much they have lifted your life 
and made it better. Call out the gold in them.

Enjoy, bless, follow My leading, and I will bring you the 
right people at the right time to love and be loved by. 

My plan is not for you to rely on one 
single person for everything. 

Each one, being who I have designed them to 
be, can form a complete community. This will be 

my beloved church in its perfect wholeness.”

Now you a re  t he  body o f  Ch r i s t,  and 

each one o f  you i s  a  pa r t  o f  i t.

1  C O R I N T H I A N S  1 2 : 2 7  N I V
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_ Prayer -
To my most complete friend, Jesus,

Thank you that You desire me to have a 
supportive, healthy community. 

Thank you that there are seasons I walk with just You. 
And others where I walk with You and the village.

Help me to hold people lightly and You tightly. 

There are people in my world who have loved me 
in this time without “strings attached.” This has 
been a precious reminder of You and Your love. 

All community points back to You, God. 

Thank You for the people who have cared for 
me; please bless them for blessing me.

Help me never to forget how much Your heart 
beats for healthy relationship with one another.

How each of us is an essential part of Your village.

Help me know what season I am in, my 
role, and honor others’ purposes.

Help me to always remember Your great 
love for Your church and for people. 
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Thank You for village life, God; it’s such a gift. 

Amen. 

xxxxx

A l l  t he  be l ieve r s  were  one in  hea r t  and mind.  No 

one c l a imed t ha t  any o f  h i s  pos ses s ions  was  h i s 

own,  bu t  t hey  sha red eve r y t h ing  t hey had.

A C T S  4 : 3 2  N I V
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Spiritual Journey 
W HO WA N T  T O  CONNEC T  W I T H  GOD  FOR  T HE MSELV ES

F irstly, welcome; thank you for picking up my book.  

You could have taken a look at countless books; I’m thankful that 
you landed here. Whatever it was that led you here, I am confident 
that it’s no mistake. This page is just for you if you are on a spir-
itual journey and want to know more about and encounter God 
for yourself.

No doubt, God has some encouragement for you—yes, even in your 
own challenging time. He loves all people, and the good news is 
that it includes us both. You’ve read some of my experiences with 
Him through this book, and no doubt you’ll have your own to 
share as well.

If we met in everyday life, we’d probably be sitting down with a 
cuppa and having a good conversation about life, faith, and what-
ever else came up. 

We’d possibly share about our tough seasons and our challenges, but 
also the incredible things—those unexplainable moments which can 
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only come from something outside of ourselves—that have hap-
pened along the way. These kinds of encounters are exciting to hear 
and to talk about with one another. 

I’d be celebrating your unique God design and cheering you on in 
your journey. I love nothing better than doing this with whoever 
God brings along my path. 

I know that you’d leave having been encouraged by Him, and I’d 
feel blessed for having met you. Although I appreciate your being 
here and taking a bold step forward in faith and exploration, this 
obviously isn’t our meeting in person, which got me to thinking, 
How does this happen through the pages of a book? How do I encourage 
someone I might never meet or talk with? What advice would I give to 
those who want to know God for themselves?

So I began asking God for some advice. What steps do I take that 
have helped me connect with Him best? He answered me through 
a dream, and I wrote down the five steps He showed me.

1. Begin.

When I say begin, I mean start asking God to speak in a way that 
you understand.

Start talking to Him about everything. If you have questions, ask them. 

Nothing is off-limits when it comes to talking to God. 

Talking to God can be implemented through speaking verbally, jour-
naling, or thinking with Him. Our “hows” do not limit Him, He is 
more interested in connecting rather than how you choose to con-
nect with Him. Rest assured, He wants to be heard as much as you 
want to hear Him. 
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2. Foster an awareness of Him.

Keep watch, wait and take note of what He is saying, showing you, 
and how you sense His communicating with you in the everyday. 

Some of the ways He speaks are found in this book series, but there 
are soooooo many more. Chances are, He has already been talk-
ing to you. You might not have recognized that God’s voice doesn’t 
necessarily sound like a Morgan Freeman voiceover, mystical, loud, 
or booming. 

His voice can be the voice you hear in the quiet—the gentle prompt-
ing. Or when you feel your heart respond to something, this can be 
His Spirit leading you. 

If you’ve ever felt or experienced love, joy, peace, kindness, patience, 
goodness, hope, or any other life-giving aspect, this IS God speak-
ing. Without Him, these virtues would not exist. 

Has something drawn your eye? Has something out of the ordinary 
happened? God is often in these too. 

Nothing is off-limits when it comes to how God can communicate 
with you. Take note of those times when you are tended to, encour-
aged, or lifted. These kinds of help bear the heart of God.

Once you start noticing Him and taking note of His voice, you’ll 
see He is always present and speaking with you. 

3. Start reading.

Get yourself a Bible or use a bible app. Plenty of options are avail-
able; I have found YouVersion is a great resource. 

Start with the book of Mark. It talks about the life of Jesus, and 
none of this means anything without Jesus. 
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When exploring online, a plethora of options are available. How do 
we navigate this with wisdom? I find it’s healthy to ask questions 
about anything I read:

•	 Is what I’m reading reflecting Jesus’ heart and nature?

•	 Is it supported by the teachings of the Bible?

•	 Does it draw me closer to God and a healthy relation-
ship with Him?

If it does all these things, then you are off to a good start.

4. Find your kind of people.

We all need one another, so look out for and connect with a healthy 
local church or Christian community where we can grow together 
and encourage one another. 

Ask God to show you where to start.

Understand that most churches differ in terms of worship styles and 
some beliefs. It’s good to find one which fits how God has designed 
you to connect with Him. 

5. Check out the Alpha website.

This site (alpha.org.au) is a safe place to ask all those nagging ques-
tions and to wrestle with the significant issues. It’s also an excellent 
resource for further information about Jesus and becoming a Christian. 

God doesn’t require you to work or strive to be loved by Him. He 
doesn’t require you to be good enough to have a relationship with 
Him. He naturally wants to reveal Himself to those who want to 
get to know Him. 
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He’s incredibly personal and wholly relational, and best of all, whether 
or not you know Him, He loves you 100 percent. Nothing you could 
do will ever change this unconditional love of His. It’s great news!

I will be praying that your spiritual journey will be the best adven-
ture of your life. 

However you choose to take the next step, know that He is closer 
than you think, cares about you and all that you are going through, 
and has ways for you to flourish despite circumstances.

I hope you will thoroughly enjoy getting to know Father God in 
the way He has planned for you. I know it’ll bless your life; I know 
this because I’ve lived the truth of it for decades. Woah, that makes 
me feel really old. Lol! But it’s true!

God bless you, precious one; I’ll be praying for you.

xxxxx
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“I am the branches; you are the leaf.

Come, connect to My life-giving branches once again.

Let Me pour life back into you.

Let Me restore your color.

Let Me hold you once again.

My arms are open wide and ready to 
embrace your battle-weary form.

In the natural, a young leaf is green, full of hope and 
life. The elements seem to come relentlessly. Eventually, 

the wind, rain, and storms wear it down, and the 
now colorless, frail leaf falls from the tree lifeless.

But with Me, this isn’t the end, but the beginning.

I am counter-cultural and counter-intuitive.

Where you may feel that your situation 
has sucked the best years from you.

That all is hopeless.

That there is no coming back from this place of upheaval.

Take heart, with Me, this is not the case.

You come to Me, dry, brittle, worn out and weary, 
and I begin to pour Myself into those desert places.

As you are held by Me, I pour My life into you.

I apply balm to your trodden, wilderness areas.
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I restore your color.

I give you back life and bright eyes.

I lead you to green places of flourish.

Where the world saps the life from you,  
I give you life and life to the full.

Take heart, My precious one; I am not limited by what you 
see or feel—there is HOPE and much future to be had.

You can come back from this and thrive with Me.

My beloved, this isn’t the end of you, but the 
beginning of something new in you as you 

allow Me to embrace you once again.”

“How does an autumn leaf relate to being held?

I think you just answered me, Father. Thank You.”
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To my supernatural Father, words cannot hope to express my grate-
fulness to You. You’ve not left me for a second. You’ve revealed so 
much of Yourself to me in this time; it’s made the whole thing 
worthwhile. The richness that comes in getting to know You per-
sonally is beyond what I could have hoped for in my life. You’ve 
amazed me. You’ve inspired me. You’ve been everything You’ve 
promised You’d be and more. Life is worth living when it’s lived 
with You in my heart.

I’m looking forward to diving into the more of You over the com-
ing decades and beyond. They say it takes a village to raise a child; 
well, You’ve given me my village in this time, and I am forever grate-
ful for them. 

To my precious hubby Craig. How do I honor someone who has 
been my best friend for all these years? We promised to remain with 
one another through sickness and health, but neither of us could 
have conceived that this might be our path. This past decade you’ve 
loved and cared for us all. You’ve tended to me when I needed help. 
Whether it be a hydralyte, a hot water bottle, or a hug, your kindness 
is something that I will always be thankful for. I know it’s been hard 
watching from the side and being unable to fix it, but thank you for 
sticking by me—thank you for not giving up. Thank you for grow-
ing in this with me; I love who we are now. And I can honestly say 
I’m unsure we would be where we are, without having walked this 
hard, hard road. Thank you for being the best hubby a girl could 
pray for and the best dad I could ever want for our kids. I love you, 
honey, and am looking forward to what God has in store for us over 
the coming decades and beyond.

To our kids, Cameron, Hannah, and Ryan, I love you. I love you. 
I love you. 
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On one level, I want to say, I’m sorry. I’m sorry that your child-
hoods have not been what others have walked. I’m sorry you’ve had 
a Mum who didn’t always have the energy, patience, transportation 
or capacity other Mums did; I know that it has been difficult for 
you sometimes…and for those times, I am sorry. 

But I don’t wish it was different; there are no regrets. This experience 
has also given us something others don’t get much of. Time. Time 
together. An awareness of God’s tangible presence in our home and 
lives. It’s brought us closer together. It’s united us in many ways. It’s 
developed characteristics in you which have equipped you for life—
albeit a little earlier than I would’ve naturally planned, but you know 
how to feed yourselves, do the laundry, and very rarely complain of 
being bored. You know how to be by yourselves and to be content 
in that. It’s a rare and precious fringe benefit of this season. One 
which I’m sure will help in your own difficult times of life. I pray 
that God will turn your hard times for good as well. 

Cam, your gentle, quiet, steady heart and head, have been gifts 
to me in this time. Your hugs are healing; I’ve always known that, 
but in this season, I’ve experienced it. I love your faith, your com-
mitment, your compassion, your inherent loyalty, your sense of 
humor is an absolute cracker. I love that you are following your 
dreams, and I look forward to continuing to cheer you on, my 
son, my friend. 

Hanny, your joy and boundless tiggerness, your sweet heart in this 
season have been so appreciated, darlin’. Whether you’ve made an 
egg sandwich or brought me a hydralytye, a blanket, or a hug, your 
nurturing and kind heart is something I am so grateful for. Your 
sense of fun and natural propensity for joy has brought laughter to 
my heart, when all I felt like doing was cry. You teach me so much. 
I could not have wanted a better daughter. I love that you are hon-
orable, teachable, fiercely loyal. Like a magnet, you draw others to 
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the heart of God and to life. It’s beautiful to watch. God bless you, 
precious daughter and friend. 

Ryan, your creativity, kindness, sensitivity in this season have been 
so priceless. You’ve made me precious cards and creations which 
have brought tears to my eyes. You’ve cuddled up on the couch and 
been content to pass the time with me. I love that you ask ques-
tions and want to know. I love how God has given you insight into 
things others struggle to understand. I love that you have ideas—
loads of ideas, and no doubt, God will partner with you to see many 
of these come to fruition. I love that you do hard things—things 
that make you uncomfortable just because you know that’s what’s 
right for you. Well done, precious sonno and friend.

You have all inspired me and brought joy to me by being yourselves. 
It gives me great pleasure to see you grow and have fun along the 
way. I love how we engage as a family and individually. I love that 
Dad and I get to cheer you on for the rest of our lives in whatever 
you do and wherever God leads you. Keep close to Him, darlings, 
and you’ll never lack hope, faith, or love. 

To my precious family, you have carried me when it mattered most. 
You’ve prayed. You’ve brought meals and ferried kids everywhere. 
You’ve probably shed tears I will never know anything about. Please 
understand that these unseen acts have brought much fruit. This book 
is just one part of what you’ve enabled me to do with God. Without 
you, life would be far less. I am thankful for you all, for your lives, 
for your kindness to me, to us, especially in this time. Thank you for 
those late-night conversations and the hugs (and everything else that 
is listed in the friend section too. Lol). I bless you and thank you for 
all that you’ve done, but most importantly, I value all that you are 
as people. I would choose you even if you weren’t my family. xxxxx
To those special friends (you know who you are): the prayers, the 
meals, the car trips, the help, the cleaning, the acts of service and 
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love, the pallets of tissues, the hugs, the messages, cards, sms’ of hope, 
the smiles, the words of encouragement, and thoughts—thank you 
for these and so much more. Thank you for holding up a mirror to 
my face when I needed to see how God saw things. Thank you for 
lifting me up physically, emotionally, spiritually when everything of 
the old me physically fell apart. 

Thank you for sticking by me. Thank you for never giving up—
for being real with me and allowing me safe spaces to download. 
Although you didn’t live in my body, you saw enough to know that 
things were pretty dire at times. You spoke hope and life over me in 
loving embrace. You showed me what a village experience is like and 
left me wanting this to be the norm for everyone. Saying you were 
Jesus with skin on feels cliché, but it’s true. I am thankful for you 
and pray often for God’s blessing in your lives. I love and appreciate 
you, not because of what you do for me, but who you are. xxxxx
To my God-given medical/health village (you know who you are): 
your depth of heart, knowledge, and kingdom insight has me upright 
and enjoying life to the fullest possible extent. You have helped this 
dream of healthy living become more of a reality. 

You’ve tended to my system, spoken hope, followed strings to come 
to revelations that have given greater freedoms and healing. I can-
not tell you how much I love you and am grateful for your sacri-
fices along the way. 

It’s no easy path to walk differently from others, but this difference 
has made a difference for me. You are out-of-the-box thinkers, believ-
ers, and doers. Those truths have made this out-of-the-box girl with 
out-of-the-box body systems a LOT healthier and happier because 
of your unique hearts and skills.

When mainstream medicals had no idea, you did. You walk closely 
with God, and I thank Him for you often and bless you in my prayers. 
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Thank you for going the extra mile for me—thank you for answer-
ing frantic calls, for genuinely caring, for everything you’ve done to 
help. You’ve blessed my physical body, my emotional, mental, and 
spiritual life exponentially. 

God bless you with decades more of adventuring with Him, with 
one another, discovering all that Holy Spirit has available to His 
children. Sending you all my love. xxxxx
To my church pastors, leaders, and family, you barely knew me 
when this all began. You gave me water to drink when my soul was 
parched. You visited, prayed for, and with me; you tended to me 
on more occasions than I can count. These books reflect many of 
the times you invested in me. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. 
You gave language to the things I was experiencing with God; you 
taught me so much about Holy Spirit. I love being a part of Penin-
sula City Church; it has become an extension of my home because 
of the precious people who attend. You’ve given me more than I 
could hope to repay, but I thank God for you and hope, in some 
form, you will be blessed as a result of your investment in me in this 
season. I love you all. xxxxx
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I was given the gift of walking alongside a couple of writer friends, 
Jane Berry (Ministering with Jesus) and Beth Kennedy (God testi-
monies). We have cheered one another on, set goals, and kept one 
another accountable. We’ve prayed, prophesied, and tossed ideas 
about with one another. 

Precious women of His, you’ve invested time, energy and heart in this 
book baby and me. You have been a true gift in my writing adven-
ture. I am eternally, sincerely thankful for your friendship and your 
fire, especially BIG in this season. 

Our times together have been priceless. Prophecy, prayer, and power; 
you both exemplify these and so much more. I’m confident that I 
would still be trying to work through so much without your cheer 
squad hearts and accountability.

Jane, we’ve known each other for decades and I cannot thank God 
enough for you and your kingdom design. Although we are wired 
very differently, I appreciate how we share enough that it makes for 
a whole lotta fun and sharpening of one another. Jane, you’ve men-
tored me through college, you’ve challenged me in many areas and 
I thank God for you. Your friendship means a great deal to me and 
in this writing journey, it’s been icing on the cake to walk it with 
you. I’m thankful for your input, your authenticity and feedback. 
I’m thankful for the many long phone calls of tossing ideas around, 
discussing life issues and generally just cheering one another on. You 
have my back and this book has been blessed as a result of having 
you in it, and supporting it behind the scenes. Without you insti-
gating the group, I’m not sure you would be reading this in book 
form, even now. Jane, you are wise, discerning and generous in all 
areas of your life. You give freely and abundantly, and I sense that 
God reveals much of His heart through you and your life. 
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Beth, I feel as though we’ve known one another for years. Funnily 
enough God had me reading your blogs, well before I had met you 
through Jane. Isn’t He amazing! The way you walk life hand in hand 
with Jesus, adventuring with Him is such an inspiration to me. You 
put your whole heart into everything you do, and I love that about 
you Bethie. 

Jane, Beth, precious friends like you rarely come along. For this and 
more, I give you big squeezes of thankfulness and gratitude. God 
bless you and your own projects to come. Know that I’ll continue to 
support, clap and cheer you on because God has even greater things 
in store for you! xxxxx
To the beautiful Mindy and Jenny from Flourish Writers, my, oh, 
my, how thrilled I am to have been led to you, through Jane. Your 
ministry/business has been such a God-given gift to me and this 
project. I would never have made so much headway without your 
wisdom and insight. Thank God for your hearts and passion, and 
pray blessing upon you, your families, and upon Flourish Writers. 
You are truly unique in the seas of writing academies and associa-
tions. I’ve been so blessed by your input and investment in my man-
uscripts—thank you, darlings. 

My USA Flourish girls, Debbie, Susan, Shannon, Anna, Tiffany, 
Pamela & Annamaria, what a gift you have been. I cannot express 
my appreciation to God for you all. The accountability, cheerleading, 
and heart times. You are such a treasure to me. I love your authen-
ticity, your passion, and simply—who you are. Without doing a 
thing, I see how much God adores you, each one. 

Although I hope to meet you all in person one day on this side of 
heaven, your friendship, love, and acceptance of this Aussie chick 
from across the other side of the world, well….it humbles me to 
think of our special zoom times and phone calls together. I love to 
spend time with you. I thank God for Him bringing such a rich 
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group of God hearts into my life. Who knew that there were others 
like me out there?!? Lol…and yet meeting you all has been a trea-
sured gift straight from the Father.

God bless you and keep you, make His face continue to shine upon 
your life, heart, health, and families. God bless your todays and 
your tomorrows and all the adventures that are yet to come with 
Him. You are valued. You are special. I thank God for your unique 
design. xxxxx
To my precious and God-given graphic designer Abigail: how God 
brought you across my path is nothing short of miraculous! As I 
spoke to you about my book, I sensed Holy Spirit saying, “Give her 
free rein.” You intuitively understood my heart and desire for my 
readers; you created something that makes these words shine. I’m 
thrilled with you and what you’ve created with Him! Thank you for 
taking the time to invest in us.

To my early edition editor Kate, who knew that such a long journey 
would eventually lead here. I know it was a challenging project, but 
you bore it with grace and edited up a storm, Darlin’. I appreciate 
you and honor your endurance and integrity in finishing, albeit a 
tidal wave of a manuscript. Although what you see here is very, very 
different from what you edited, I know that He used you as part 
of my process. I am very thankful for that. God bless you and your 
precious family and home.

To my brilliant Editor Linda, wow! Linda, you’ve been such a gift to 
me and this project. I am so thankful to God for how He brought 
you miraculously into my life. An initial recommendation for Afford-
able Christian Editing, a stunning hearted ministry and business. 
Publishing can be expensive and I wanted to steward it well, con-
sidering I needed to do six books, instead of the usual one at a time. 
God knew. The moment I saw your photo on the website, I felt I 
knew you. And then to have you be the one who responded with 
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an offer to edit, well, it was no surprise. I LOVED that you didn’t 
change my voice. You edited with such professionalism and warmth. 

You engaged with the subject matter and gave me fabulous and 
encouraging feedback. Only God can have known how the content 
would speak to you and encourage you. Only He could have known 
that we were to have eventually met. I honor you darlin, for your 
investment in this book baby series, in my process and in my life. I 
love your spunk, passion, diligence and authenticity. God bless you 
and yours greatly for your goodness and generosity. xxxxx
To the precious illustrator Stacey, well, what a process we’ve been 
on Stacey. Only God can have worked it all out. The initial recom-
mendation only to realise that the subject matter of the book was 
something your were all too familiar with. You have been an answer 
to prayer on so many levels. It was a delight to meet you and get to 
speak to someone who has walked a similar journey. 

Not to mention the incredible way God used the book to bring a 
little light during a particularly tough season for you and your fam-
ily. Only God can bring that about. I’m so thankful for your hon-
orable spirit. I applaud the amazing map you’ve created, with very 
little input from me. I had no idea what to expect and it’s so much 
better than anything I could ever have imagined. I know it wasn’t 
the easiest thing to plot all the chapter subjects, but you’ve done it, 
and done it beautifully. 

God bless you precious daughter of His. God bless your Mumma 
heart and your creativity with a line straight from heaven. xxxxx
To my fantastic book cover designer and formatter Steve, you were 
sooooo patient with the process. Like a dependable ship unwaver-
ing in focus and skill. You helped me navigate the waters of an area 
I knew nothing about. Another US import, you worked with the 
Aussie girl through late afternoon zooms having the patience of a 
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saint. Again I was led to employ your services, through many God 
confirmations. I couldn’t be happier with what you’ve produced and 
I LOVE how you’ve worked the interior and exterior of the book so 
professionally. I would highly recommend you to anyone looking 
for a faith fella, who is reliable, communicative and prompt. Steve, 
these qualities and more are what set you apart from the rest. Than-
kyou, thankyou, thankyou!



A BOU T  T HE  AU T HOR

K aren Brough is an Australian wife, mother, writer, and former pri-
mary school teacher. She is the author of the Be Held by Him series, 

Finding God when Life Knocks You Off Your Feet and is currently work-
ing on some children’s books with a heart and funny bone—she is 
very excited to share updates with her subscribers—karenbrough.com 

Ten years ago, when hit by a mystery illness, Karen began sharing the 
encouragements God gave her via her blog.

Her unique voice makes her readers feel understood, inspired, hopeful 
and encouraged. She spurs others on to connect with Father God for 
themselves by sharing the adventures she has with Him in everyday life.

Karen has always had a passion for writing and for encouraging others 
and cannot remember a time without this gift. Her blog has been read 
and enjoyed both domestically and internationally.

She loves nothing better than to spend time with her husband and three 
children. In warmer months, you’ll often find her body boarding and 
making sandcastles at the beach; or lying by the pool doing crosswords 
and creating “healthy” gelato for anyone who might drop by. 

In cooler weather, she loves jigsaws, rom coms, bubble baths and bak-
ing anything warm, comforting and delicious—often hiding vegeta-
bles in sweet muffin recipes, much to her children’s disgust. (Secretly 
they love it though.) 



She loves the slower, unhurried pace of life and following this past 
health-challenge season, desires God’s peace above all else. 

She loves to laugh, cry and love with her whole heart and wants to leave 
this earth a whole lot better than she came into it. 

CONNEC T  W I T H  US

We LOVE to hear from readers:

1.	 Get in touch with us via the website karenbrough.com

2.	 Consider leaving a review on Amazon or Good reads, so 
others can benefit your your experience with the book. This 
also helps others find us.

3.	 If you have any encouragements, fan art or inspirational 
creations that might help inspire or affirm others, connect 
with your online village on the “Be Held by Him” Facebook 
page and share, or email us at beheldbyhimseries@gmail.com

It takes a village to make the world go round, and you are an impor-
tant part of our village.

Much love,

Karen  
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