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To My Heavenly Father who chooses to gift me with 

Words… he could use a popcorn machine, but he 

chooses to use me. 

 

To my husband and amazing children, you teach and 

grow me every single day, through each of you I learn 

how to see and seek God more, Thank you 

  



Amanda Jones 
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Amanda Jones 

Preface 

Eight years ago, more than a year after I had finally 

submitted to a long-standing Call to full-time 

homeschool my children, I began a little ole’ blog 

called The Faithful Homeschool.  The heart and vision 

of this blog was to share, with family far away, what 

we were up to in our home education journey. I also 

hoped the blog would help keep myself accountable 

and encouraged as I sailed on (personally) uncharted 

waters.   

As each year passes the blog transforms a little.  When 

it began, I was still in the process of praying for my 

husband to come into a personal relationship with 

Jesus Christ.  Behind the scenes, in those early days of 

blogging, I was trying to understand God’s call on my 

heart to go into Missions work while still caring for 4 

kiddos ages 4-13 and an un-repentant husband.   

Soon after launching into my blogging journey, God 

heard my prayers.  First, my husband gave his life to 

the Lord, and then our call into missions became 

mutual. We sold most of our belongings, attended 
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missions and community development training, biblical 

studies school, took journeys, served churches, served 

communities, became ‘tent-makers’, kept on 

homeschooling and growing young people, and 

experienced good, bad, and everything in between.  All 

along the way, I kept right on blogging.   

The more I blogged in these changing phases of life, 

the less directly relevant the title Faithful 

HOMESCHOOL seemed to be.  Instead, my entries were 

increasingly dominated by Faith and Home with a 

sprinkling of Homeschool and so the re-branding was 

birthed.    

I did purchase a domain and have been working off-

and-on for the last 2 years (at the time of this book’s 

publishing) to get a full-fledged website up under 

www.faithandhome.com.  As for now, all of this book’s 

content can be found at www.faithfulhomeschool.com 

along with almost 700 other posts on a full spectrum of 

topics chronicling life’s many phases, changes, and 

experiences.  No subject is off-limits for this blogger! 

Following is a collection of just some of the most read 

articles from my blog over the last 8 years… and a few 

of my personal favorites.  It is a sampling of my heart’s 

http://www.faithfulhomeschool.com/
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Call to write about Faith and Home… and Homeschool, 

and the mighty God who sustains it all! 
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Section 1 

Faith 

 

I thought I would follow the content of my site’s 

heading; FAITH and Home… so we are starting with 

Faith!   

The blog may have begun under the premise of sharing 

homeschooling; however, it quickly grew into a 

platform for sharing my faith.  God’s amazing grace is 

just that: amazing.  Knowing this truth makes it hard to 

keep my light under a basket!   

While I was dedicated to being a student of God’s 

Word from the point when I first rededicated my life to 
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Christ in my mid-20s, nothing made that more crisp 

then when I began attending BSF (Bible Study 

Fellowship) workshops and, eventually, studied with 

SBS (School of Biblical Studies) through Youth with a 

Mission.  Learning the depth and power of God’s 

Word, and a Call to teach this to other women, 

became an absolute driving force in the increase of 

spiritual entries on the blog.   

It was difficult to pick just a few articles for this book.  

Many of my highest viewed entries were in this 

category!  However, I finally narrowed the pick down 

to the ones I felt most embodied the drive and passion 

God has placed in me to see women encouraged in 

their faith walk as well as in pursuing the precepts of 

our faith from that deep-heart place.  

I pray these excerpts encourage you. 
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DIALING HEAVEN  

MAY 16, 2012 

 
 
Unseasonably warm Montana days are heating up the 
house.  Windows open, fans on... it may be midnight or 
later before the crisp cold night-time air of this dry, 
usually cool, climate overtakes the day-time's warmth 
that had settled in. 
 
Sometime in the dark night hours I awake to the chill 
of the fan still blazing on high and a draft from the 
window at my head. Too groggy from sleep to change 
the circumstances, I huddle down farther under my 
flannel sheets and down comforter. 
 
The alarm blares, 5a.m., time to cut the banana bread 
for hubby's early study group, but I don't want to 
budge.  Bed is warm, pillow is soft, covers feel good... 
just 5 more minutes? 
 
But it isn't just today I find myself feeling this way.  It 
has been many days for more than a week now.  And 
as if the warmth of my spring-bottom hide-a weren't 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-d8q4lJeoRUk/T7O9cVCLsgI/AAAAAAAACIM/hnu7GhpWRvE/s1600/DSC07896.JPG
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enough to set my devotion life off-kilt... now my 
prayers are being affected.  It doesn't matter my 
posture, evening prayers with my sweet husband, my 
turn to speak, and I can barely form a complete 
thought... barely call a full blessing... barely recall the 
needs of all those who have requested our heart-felt 
callings to the Lord on their behalf. 
 
I am ashamed. 

 
 
So I called on Jesus this morning.  I’ve heard it said 
God's phone number is easy to remember:    

 
JERE-333  

 
Call to me and I will answer you, and will tell you great 

and hidden things that you have not known.  
- Jeremiah 33:3 (NRSV) 

 
My fingers numbly dialed the numbers, my head 
bowed waiting for an answer on the other end.  The 
connection wasn't very good.  A lot of static.  I heard 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-IB8fJ3KzKUg/T7O_DbeT7qI/AAAAAAAACIU/VyRpkh5kGyQ/s1600/ph.JPG


Snapshots 

5 

something about time and something else about weary 
yourself.  I told God, 'I know. I just reminded Ashley of 
that yesterday: If Jesus did so much for you, what are 
you willing to do for him.'  Some of the static in the line 
cleared up just in time to hear, 'yes, you are usually 
good about remembering that piece of advice... but 
are you following it now?'  I was silent.  God suggested 
I take a few minutes, ponder, and call him right back. 
 
I was stunned at first as I realized my problem: 
selfishness.  I want just a little more time in the 
warmth.  I want just a bit more rest. I ... I ... I.  Then I 
was ashamed of myself.  My daughter's devotion 
yesterday came ringing back to mind: 

The apostle Paul says that marriage is a picture of the 
love between Christ and the church.  The beautiful 
thing is that Jesus has given himself totally for you.  He 
left heaven for you.  He was born in a manger for 
you.  He put up with the Pharisees for you.  He allowed 
Roman soldiers to put nails in his hands for you.  He 
rose again for you.  He is now in heaven praying for 
you. 
           
Jesus can, and will, do everything for you.... 
 
Jesus gave totally of himself for me... and what am I 
giving?  My junky leftovers? 
He left heaven for me... and I won't even get out of my 
bed?!? 
 

http://www.amazon.com/God-Loves-Cant-Locker-Open/dp/0764201891/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1337178815&sr=8-1
http://www.amazon.com/God-Loves-Cant-Locker-Open/dp/0764201891/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1337178815&sr=8-1
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He was born in a manger for me... talk about 
discomfort! 
He put up with the Pharisees... yet I won't put up with 
my challenges and challengers? 
He allowed nails in hands... and I won't brave the cold 
and body aches? 
He rose for me... but I won't rise for Him. 
He is now in heaven praying for me... and my prayer 
life is losing its zeal because I am not responding to 
Him. 
Jesus is doing EVERYTHING for me... and I, in 
comparison, am doing nothing for him.  
 
Oh shame. 
 
My heart ached, tears brimmed my lids, I picked up the 
receiver, shaking fingers dialed again... 
 

J-E-R-E-3-3-3 
 
Lord?  (The line was quiet)  I am so sorry.  Will you 
forgive me?  Will you help me put things right? 
 

Then a tender voice, full of love, gently said, 'Yes my 
sweet child, let’s talk'. 
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I prayed many prayers this morning and asked just as 
many questions. God and I worked out a plan.  And 

because I sought Him first, I know he will bless me as a 
result.   

 
but those who wait for the Lord shall renew their 

strength, they shall mount up with wings like eagles, 
they shall run and not be weary, they shall walk and 

not faint. 
- Isaiah 40:31 (NRSV)  

 
Life as a Christian is supposed to be lived in 
sacrifice.  But if we grow weary in anything... let us not 
grow weary in our time and service to the Lord.  HE is 
the breath of life and we must partake if we are to be 
renewed. 
 
Be blessed in your time with the Lord 

 

 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-gJtLE8V87kQ/SY8nqO5VwWI/AAAAAAAAAAM/eO5wbKZwHlI/s1600/DSCN0071.JPG
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DR. LUKE AND JESUS' PATIENTS  

APRIL 19, 2012 

 
 
Dr. Luke understood medicine.  He was, after all, a 
Doctor.  I am told he used more medical terms in his 
gospel than Hippocrates did in his Corpus (medical 
manual).  I must confess, I am no Hippocrates expert... 
but that is a bold and interesting statement. 
 
So when Luke recounts the bleeding woman and dying 
child in Luke 8, and I know this, I find the 
corresponding stories even more interesting.  He saw 
the miraculous events as essential in his report on the 
example of this MAN, Jesus', deity... perhaps I should 
consider them in more than a passing glance too.... 

Now there was a woman who had been suffering from 
hemorrhages for twelve years; and though she had 
spent all she had on physicians, no one could cure 

her. She came up behind him and touched the fringe of 
his clothes, and immediately her hemorrhage stopped. 

Luke 8: 43-44 (NRSV) 

http://faithfulhomeschool.blogspot.com/2012/04/dr-luke.html
http://www.biblestudytools.com/nrs/luke/8.html
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-SfkqeTh7RAQ/T5AQ2YNhLjI/AAAAAAAAB38/d35-7j9hw3A/s1600/DSC01021.JPG
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I have always loved the display of faith in this story.  I 
was a woman who bled for many years.  Eventually I 
had to undergo a full hysterectomy.  If I could have 
only 'touched the fringes of Jesus' clothes', perhaps I 
would still be able to have children.  Perhaps my 
experiences have been used by God to see the deep 
value of this story. 

 
 
Bold Faith Step #1 
According to Levitical law, bleeding like this woman's 
would have made her unclean.  More-or-less forbidden 
to be out in the streets with a thronging crowd.  To 
touch others would have made them unclean. BUT, 
Jesus was passing through and she had heard of His 
healings... she believed if she could just-touch-that-
fringe.  She had to take her chances.... 
 
Bold Faith Step #2  
A fringe that heals?  Where did she get such a crazy 
idea?  As my research shows, she may have heard it 
read from the scroll of Malachi 2: 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-rjpJxnScnOo/T5AfKmClB4I/AAAAAAAAB4E/LH5SmyfywpQ/s1600/Capture5.JPG
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But for you who revere my name the sun of 
righteousness shall rise, with healing in its wings. You 

shall go out leaping like calves from the stall. 
- Malachi 4:2 (NRSV) 

 
The word "wings" in Hebrew is "kanaf" and it means 
fringe-like feathers.  How does this tie to the woman 
and the "fringes" she touched on Jesus' prayer shawl 
(yes, he wore one... he was Jewish by birth!)  An 
excerpt from a really great article at The Refiners 
Fire.org sums it up well: 

 First, they [tassels] represented the Word of 
God, which is always the place where we can 
find healing for all the needs in our life.  

 Second, the fringes also represented the 
authority of Yeshua. She had heard that many 
people were healed by Yeshua, that He taught 
with authority, and when He spoke, people 
were healed.  

 Third... The prophet Malachi spoke of the 
Messiah of Israel and said of Him, "But for you 
who revere My name, the sun of righteousness 
will rise with healing in His wings" (Mal. 4:2). 
The Hebrew word for "wings" used in this 
passage is kanaf, which is a word that 
specifically means the fringe-like feathers or 
edges of a bird's wing, not the whole wing.    

As the article continues, an understanding of the 
Hebrew terms and their relation to Jesus' shawl and 

http://www.therefinersfire.org/index.php
http://www.therefinersfire.org/index.php
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tassels is revealed.  When the bleeding woman 
touched his tassels she showed great faith in Jesus' 
authority to heal her.  And her faith was rewarded.  
      

 
 
 All of this happens as Jesus is on His way to see about 
healing Jarius' daughter (a synagogue leader) who ends 
up dying as he is in transit (and calling out the 
mysterious fringe toucher!!)  But Jesus is not 
swayed.  They may say "Do not trouble the teacher any 
longer."  (8:49) but Jesus says, "Only believe and she 
will be saved." 
 
In my NRSV "saved" here is translated as "made you 
well" just a few verses earlier when the bleeding 
woman is restored.... but they both mean the same 
thing in Greek:  saved from suffering... 
 
It all begins to pop out with a little bit of digging... 
 
Are you ready to move onto application?  Because the 
message God revealed to me as I studied this chapter 

http://www.therefinersfire.org/tallit.htm
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-POUXxOdKDSA/T5AfopL3TgI/AAAAAAAAB4U/MGSyKz2-eZQ/s1600/Capture7.JPG
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yesterday was this: 

 
 

 
 
Jesus wants to save us from suffering too.  I am told 
the bleeding woman didn't merely lightly touch His 
fringe... she grabbed onto it.  I found myself asking... 
am I GRABBING onto the fringes of Jesus' authority 
too?   
 
And then I thought of you... all who travel to this blog... 
all your hearts... in all the different places... past, 
present and future.... do you need to hear that Jesus 
wants to save YOU from suffering too?  Do you need to 
be reminded to just grab onto the fringes... and don't 
let go.  HE will see your faith, and He will heal your 
heart. 
 
You can be healed, reach out, hold on. 
 
God's Word is unchanging.  People are still the same as 
they were 2000 years ago... we are all looking for 
something and there is ONE who holds all we are 
looking for.  I pray you dig and discover... that you 
would reach out and hold on tight. 
 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-npIkeQ46vgk/T5AhLhVUCNI/AAAAAAAAB4c/BTc0l6GXK70/s1600/Capture8.JPG
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-qVWJXLhf7oQ/T5AiKLH76LI/AAAAAAAAB5A/cymz83RHsVs/s1600/Capture9.JPG
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THE FAITH OF AN APOSTLE  

JUNE 21, 2012 

 
 

 The faith of an apostle is often a 'given'... after all, 
they were chosen by Christ himself.  Yet, as I read Acts 
7, the faith of an apostle has never before been more 
striking to me. 
 
Brought in on charges of teaching about that.... 
[shhhh]  "Jesus" guy again, Stephen doesn't back 
down.  Instead he gives a chapter long testimony 
History lesson!  
 
{Ummm, I don't mean to bust your bubble Steve, but 
these guys teach this stuff... you're preaching to the 
choir here!} 

Seriously though, there is a reason.  Like all of scripture 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-CN7BTADFw7k/T-Mt3ZLWBqI/AAAAAAAACSk/5RVZZTcST_8/s1600/Capture4.JPG
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(and all of life really) repetition is for a purpose - it 
draws out a point.  Telling the High Priest and his 
entourage a story about history is for a purpose - he is 
drawing out a point. 
 
And when this point comes, my muscles tense, my hair 
stands on end, and my heart races: 

"You stiff-necked people, uncircumcised in Heart and 
ears, you are forever opposing the Holy Spirit, just as 

your ancestors used to do."   
- Acts 7:51 (NRSV) 

 
Youch, Steve, thems some strong words! 
 
But 
 
he was bold and he didn't stop there... 
 

 
 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-PfHp9WRJBTY/T-Mt2HWbruI/AAAAAAAACSM/mb3dzM48w2w/s1600/Capture1.JPG
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Which of the prophets did your ancestors NOT 
persecute?  They killed those who foretold the coming 
of the Righteous One, and now you have become his 

betrayers and murders.   
- Acts 7:52 (EMPHASIS added) 

 
Accusing... but it is the truth he speaks.  He is 
essentially saying WAKE UP!!  It happened before and 
it is happening again.  YOU, teachers of the law, YOU 
above all people should SEE the Truth here... yet you 
are blind... as blind and def as your ancestors. 
 

You are the ones that received the law as ordained by 
angels, and yet you have not kept it. 

- Acts 7:53 
 
My oldest walked in from youth group last night.  They 
had a student teacher and we asked about the Bible 
message.  He explained it had to do with Love and how 
we should just love everyone.  This child of mine, with 
the HUGE heart so easily seen on his sleeve, seemed to 
almost distastefully release those words.  So we asked, 
'what do you think?' 
 
He stepped slowly through his reply until he saw the 
warm reception of his audience then momentum 
built.  'If we just love everyone without telling them 
about Christ, how are they to know who is really loving 
them?  How are they to know He is in us?  After all, 
isn't that the great commission?' 
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Yes, son, Go and make disciples.  Not dive-bombing 
love hoping people 'get it'... no, it is TEACHING the 
Word and the Message of salvation.  It is TEACHING 
not just about our savior but how to walk with 
him.  Love isn't the goal, it is merely the vehicle with 
which our testimony should come. 
 

 
 
Reading about Stephen this morning I don't see an 
irrational apostle shouting at a council of serious 
looking, bearded elders who should know this 
stuff.  No, I see a calm, love-filled man testifying boldly 
to the truth of their ancestors and how that truth leads 
to the ultimate Truth.  
 
He did not fear bold decelerations or simply roll over 
to a fuzzy lovey version... NO, he stood firm, spoke 
truth with love and let the Holy Spirit do the rest. 
 
He may have been stoned afterwards but he went 
straight to the arms of Jesus and from there, 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-WY9RDCHRtiA/T-Mt2tgJFbI/AAAAAAAACSU/jNgsmDHeUkc/s1600/Capture2.JPG
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Christianity began to spread... the message was no 
longer bottled up in Israel.  It was roaming to the ends 
of the earth so that, today, I could sit here and share 
this message with you. 
 

 
 
All because of one man's boldness - the faith of this 
apostle, speaking the Truth in love with no care for the 
consequences, only the obedience. 
 
Yes, love, but don't hide the Truth behind your love... 
Love with the Truth... and watch that Truth spread! 

Be blessed, be loved by Him, be bold ♥ 
 

 

 

 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-KZe7chH2kjg/T-Mt3OX4pWI/AAAAAAAACSc/zSWyYNBR3tM/s1600/Capture3.JPG
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HE WILL  

MARCH 20, 2013 

 
 
It is one of those non-bloomy times.  I think we all have 
them... some more than others.  Those times when our 
hearts are covered with frost and the only thing 
keeping ice away is that remembrance and love of 
Christ that just doesn't leave.  
 
It doesn't leave because we remember... remember 
the sun and the warmth and the flowers with the soft 
petals and pretty faces looking so cheerful.  We 
remember the skipping and the laughing and the 
moments of warm embraces.  And we know... we 
know those moments WILL return.  They always 
return.  Just sometimes later than sooner. 

http://www.faithfulhomeschool.com/p/blog-page_19.html
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-G3h_8AIyUfk/UUnMV8rGdEI/AAAAAAAAEi0/Jcov9aYkusg/s1600/4.PNG
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I suffered from clinical depression.  The kind that 
nearly took my life three times when I was young and 
came scarcely close again when I was an adult... before 
the meds.  When people tell me they struggle with the 
same - I understand.  I know.  I have been there... I am 
still there some days.  It is like a wild roller coaster ride 
someone blind-folded you and stuck you on, got you 
going down the tracks before whipping off the blind 
fold and saying "Surprise!  Isn't this fun?"  
 
No, it is not fun. 
 
Through prayer and the grace of God - He has removed 
the need for meds from me.  After one of those deep-
pit episodes where all I could see was the wall of dirt 
around me.  The gut-bottom of a 100-foot drop roller 
coaster, the icy coldness of a dying heart.   

He reached in and he pulled me out.  

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-asz01T259m8/UUnMRxAz3dI/AAAAAAAAEik/qMguUfYDlcg/s1600/2.PNG
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I remember it so clearly.  Like Jesus turned on a light 
and said, "Look, I have been right here all along."  I 
think God gives me clear memory of that day because 
it is the hope that renews my strength on every day 
afterward.  The hope that keeps me from jumping into 
that pit, allowing that blind-fold, and melts the cold 
that tries to creep into my heart. 
 
David spoke of these times.  So often in the Psalms he 
was running from Saul, from persecution and even 
death.  Yet, in those deepest, darkest moments, he 
held fast to the lord calling him his 
 
rock 
deliverer 
fortress   
 
David knew that NO MATTER what happened, God saw 
him, KNEW him, loved him and did not forsake him... 
even if it felt like it at times, "Lord, why have you 
forsaken me."!  At the end of the day he always 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-GhiDfnYU98w/UUnMUDKWg5I/AAAAAAAAEiw/sz_WNtfxyC8/s1600/1.PNG
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remembered all God HAD done and trusted all God 
WOULD DO again: 

 
He delivered me from my strong enemy, and from 
those who hated me; for they were too mighty for 

me.  They confronted me in the day of my calamity; but 
the Lord was my support 

Psalm 18:17-18 
 
David admits he could not do it alone.... Only 
God  could. 
 
Only God 
 

It is you who light my lamp; the Lord, my God,  
lights up my darkness. 

Psalm 18:28 
 
It isn't something we can do on our own.  And even 
when we are not strong enough to pray or search, he 
hears or whispers.... our groans and if we wait and 
Trust... He will bring light. 

O Lord, you will hear the desire of the meek; you will 
strengthen their heart, you will incline your ear... 

Psalm 9:17 
 
He WILL hear.... he does hear. 
 
So I crawl up under the edge of His mighty robe and I 
wait and I trust that He sees me... he will deliver me 
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out of darkness.  HE will be my light and I will not be 
lost.  There may be moments... days even... of silence 
and tears and waiting.  But He delivered me before... 
he will deliver me again.  I need only wait and TRUST. 

 
You gave me a wide place for my steps under me, and 

my feet did not slip. 
Psalm 18:36 

 

 
 
I don't know if you struggle with sadness or even full-
on depression.  But know: God sees you.  He counts 
every hair on your head.  He will not forsake 
you.  Simply hold tight to His Truths and Promises and 
rest in His fortress, under the edge of His robe.  He will 
pick you up and set you down on solid ground again. 
 
He WILL. 
 
 
 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-WVkGhzDe3yw/UUnMSLU_JKI/AAAAAAAAEio/UN5KYyC7WPA/s1600/3.PNG
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FALLING APART  

APRIL 8, 2014 

 
 
Sometimes we fall apart. 
 
It is just a fact.  Even the best and brightest God loving, 
Christ Worshiping, Christian... is human and falls apart 
sometimes. 
 
We all fall apart. 
 
A friend once told me, "Don't put me on a pedestal, I 
am afraid of heights." I have learned: so am I.  A few 
years later someone called me for faith advice... didn't 
like my answer... then accused me of pedestal standing 
and I found myself uttering the same phrase, "Don't 
put me on a pedestal, I am afraid of heights." 
I fall apart. 
 
I hope to stand tall, I try to do what is right.  But, like 
everyone else (whether or not they will admit it), some 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-1a9OCpx9jYA/U0CRdEIjERI/AAAAAAAAFC8/uZ9fyUJn-qc/s1600/apart.JPG
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more often the others... we all fall apart.  But we never 
fall farther apart than when we neglect our time with 
God. 
 
It started out simple really: everything I saw kept 
reminding me, "Give your best to God".  I am a night 
owl forced to be a morning person because of hubby's 
work schedule and kids' needs, etc.  I would get up 
crazy early to do a Bible study.  But then, for (what 
seemed like) no reason at all one day my mind started 
drifting, I was suddenly too tired to give my best.   

It never used to be that way.  I used to be able to 
muster the focus to soak up God's Word, be fed, and 
share.... But somewhere it shifted.  My best must be at 
night then.  Night owl, stay up late, do my study then, 
sleep in an extra hour... it will work. 
 
It did at first.  It was nice to give myself over to the 
shroud of hours when everyone rests.  But slowly it, 
too, shifted.... kids up a wee bit later, needing or 
interrupting.... hubby wanting to chat when typically 
he would sleep.  What was  happening?  My once 
placid family looking for early slumber was now 
creeping later and later into MY time.  By the time I 
saw everyone subdued, I myself was languishing. 
Study time suffered.  It was worse than ever.  Worse 
than my most distracted morning.  I denied it at first.  I 
wanted to redeem it.  Reclaim those hours and 
resolved it was me... surely I didn't manage my day 
right that I should be so tiered so "early". 
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I began to fall apart. 
 
Greater is He that is in me than he that is in the 
world.  This is only true if I am building that 
relationship... deliberately and devoutly inviting Him 
in. 
 
But I wasn't. 
 
Oh, I still prayed.  Those passing prayers and prayers 
with my husband before he drifted off to 
sleep.  Prayers at meal time... but I wasn't really 
seeking the deep quiet.  I wasn't wholly and regularly 
devoting MY BEST to God. 
 
I began to see how giving our best to God isn't 
necessarily that prime spot of time... time being fluid in 
a mother's world; what is prime now may not be prime 
in two days.  No, I numbly began to realize a word 
missing from the idea of giving our best to God: 
sacrifice. 
 
If we give "our" best of what we want to give to God, 
we are putting him into our box of what works.  Study 
and prayer become a time slot to fill and a duty to 
complete.  Anyone can pick their "best time of day" 
and squeeze God into the time it allows.  But not 
everyone will sacrifice .... sacrifice sleep, activity, 
comfort... that, is giving our best to God.  And I believe 
scripture confirms this: 
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I appeal to you therefore, brothers and sisters, by the 
mercies of God, to present your bodies as a living 

sacrifice, holy and acceptable to God, which is your 
spiritual worship. 

- Romans 12:1 
 
Sacrifice, according to the original 1828 Webster’s 
dictionary: 

 
2. To destroy, surrender or suffer to be lost for 
the sake of obtaining something ... 
3. To devote with loss. 

 
That being the case, why do we give "our" best time 
for Bible Study and prayer?  Why don't we sacrifice 
whatever God calls us to give so that we can meet him 
when we are letting go of the most?  An interesting 
theory when considered in the context of how Romans 
12 continues: 

Do not be conformed to this world, but be transformed 
by the renewing of your minds, so that  

you may discern what is the will of God— 
what is good and acceptable and perfect. 

- Romans 12:2 
Are we conforming when we wait for the right time to 
study and worship on our own.  Conforming to the 
expectations and flow of the world around us or are 
we sacrificing our interests, our desires, our comforts 
to obtain the presence of the Lord at the center of our 
lives and know God's will? 
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"For who has known the mind of the Lord?  
Or who has been his counselor?"  "Or who has given a 
gift to him, to receive a gift in return?"  For from him 

and through him and to him are all things.  
To him be the glory forever. Amen.  

- Romans 11:34-36 
 
What does God owe us?  Nothing.  He has already 
given us more than we deserve in Jesus Christ.  So why 
do we treat our time with him like it is 
indispensable?  Like it is a gift to Him that we should 
take the time to approach the throne?  Why do we 
enter it with anything other than a humble, sacrificial 
offering of self and a desire to know Him better simply 
because From Him and Through Him and To Him ALL 
things are.  Because HE deserves our praise, our 
worship, our sacrifice forever. 
 
Maybe you know this already.  Maybe you are already 
an expert navigator in a life of sacrifice.  May God 
receive glory through you.  I thought I was the expert 
navigator in a life of sacrifice, until my recent bout of 
falling apart.  But I had to fall apart in order to be 
picked up and put back together... in order to realize 
how much of HIM I need at the center of me and how 
easy it is to fall into a rut of complacency and 
expectation without true sacrifice or proper humility.  
 
No matter how much Bible training we receive or how 
old we get, we must guard our hearts from religious 
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ruts; activity performed because that is what good 
Christians do... and devote ourselves daily to being 
relational and invested in our Lord and Savior.... after 
all, He has invested in us when we were (and often still 
are) falling apart.  He deserves the glory and worship... 
forever. 
 
I pray, when you fall apart, that you find your way to 
Him to piece you back together... whether sacrifice or 
humility or some other issue busts you to pieces.... my 
hope is that you surrender yourself to Him for His 
binding Glue! 
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DEAR WEARY CHRISTIAN  

OCTOBER 17, 2016 

 
 

Dear Weary Christian, 
 
Life is tough. 
 
I know prosperity gospel preachers will tell you if you 
do "this" or act "that" way, God will bless you and it 
will all be great. 
 
But that is just.not.true. 
Look at Paul.  Sold out, turned around and laid out for 
Christ.  Yet, he was nearly stoned to death, beaten, 
persecuted, chased away, imprisoned and ultimately (it 
is presumed) executed.  He consistently referenced a 
"thorn", he had a hard time seeing, he spoke hard 

https://1.bp.blogspot.com/-m0A7pLixO9Y/WATtXYvPfpI/AAAAAAAAH_A/58HqID7YjTYUoorre5H7-WUSbNZndYZxgCLcB/s1600/path101716.JPG
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truths and lived with great abandon.  Many Christians 
quote Paul's words in Philippians 4:13 as a battle cry 
before they charge in to their own high hopes and 
desires from this life... 

I can do all things through Christ who gives me 
strength.  

 
I despise that.  
 
I have come to loathe the random quoting of this 
passage as Christians claim a share in glory and a right 
to do their will because "Christ will give them 
strength".  The greater truth is one verse before... 

I know how to live humbly, and I know how to abound. 
I am accustomed to any and every situation— 

to being filled and being hungry, to having plenty 
 and having need. 
- Philippians 4:12 

 
Paul isn't saying, in verse 13, that he can do ALL things 
as he determines.  No, he is reflecting that through all 
of his ups and downs, it was Christ who strengthens 
and sustains. 
 
Oh, dear, weary Christian, what a beaten path we 
walk.  One where persecution still runs rampant.  One 
where family turns on family.  One where darkness 
seems to close all around and the air grows thin. 
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But reach out, weary Christian, reach out and feel.... 
you are not alone.  Many walk this path with you... or 
have gone before you on this beaten ground.  Christ is 
next to you... often carrying you... and your brothers 
and sisters in the faith are all about you.  When the 
darkness clears, you will see.  Weary Christian, you are 
not alone.  Jesus knew... 

If the world hates you, understand that it hated Me 
first. If you were of the world, it would love you as its 

own. Instead, the world hates you, because you are not 
of the world, but I have chosen you out of the world.   

John 15:18-19 
 
These heavy burdens and dark places are a part of our 
walk in Jesus' footsteps.  He beat down that path 
before we ever did.  He knows our hearts and our 
worries and our troubles. Many times the hard truth is, 
He doesn't plan to remove them from us... instead, he 
uses them, uses the broken, fallen, state of this messy 
world to GROW us.  
 
I heard it said recently that you can't be brave without 
being afraid.  A hard, simple truth.  I have also 
observed over the years how you can't know how truly  
 
bright Light is, until you have experienced absolute 
dark. 
 
Oh, dear, weary Christian.  My heart aches for your 
dark places right now.  I know, because of all the dark 
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places I have walked, yes, I know.  But I would walk 
through those dark places again and again and again 
for all the powerful and wonderful things God has 
shown me and grown me in through them.  I believe 
with all my heart God will do this for you too.  Draw 
strength and comfort from Christ... 

 
I have said these things to you, that in me you may 

have peace. In the world you will have tribulation. But 
take heart; I have overcome the world.”  

- John 16:33 
 

Be reminded and empowered by God's Word through 
Paul... 

 
Not only that, but we rejoice in our sufferings, knowing 

that suffering produces endurance, and endurance 
produces character, and character produces hope, and 
hope does not put us to shame, because God’s love has 

been poured into our hearts through the Holy Spirit 
who has been given to us. 

- Romans 5:3-5  
 

...and don't give up. 
 
Keep your eyes on the Cross and keep marching 
ahead.  No matter how dark the night gets, light will 
come and you, dear, weary Christian, you will claim 
VICTORY over the enemy and joy as the result of 
obedience. 
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I pray for you today, weary Christian, if this is you, be 
strong, have courage, believe Christ and not the mesh-
up of the world (and even a few "well meaning" 
Christians) around.  And if this is not you right now, 
dear Christian, I trust it has been at some point.  I pray 
you will reach out to someone in your life right now 
who this is for, someone who needs to know this path 
has been beaten and the light will be magnificently 
bright when the darkness fades. 
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SMALL STEPS  

FEBRUARY 1, 2012 

 
 
With all the rocks lying around in this heavily forested 
retreat camp, it was surely divine intervention that 
drew my attention.  Hiking up a hill in the cool, crisp 
October air, there it was.  What was it pointing at? 
 

 
 
Nothing that I could see... mostly a bunch of trees.  So I 
strained to see... 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-zPok9zoNvu4/TymspOfKxlI/AAAAAAAABi0/-cIXeDRyUXQ/s1600/DSC00321.JPG
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... yup, just trees... and perhaps the bay at the tip of 
the small lake.  What's the big deal? 
 
I don't think it was chance.  Someone was marking 
something.  A message to another grounds worker?  A 
heart message silently shared from a God-spoken-to 
heart?  We can't know for sure... but it spoke to me. 
 

 
 
Like the stone pointing an unknown direction and the 
wind blowing these trees with an approaching storm... 
I simply do not know where most things, on most days, 
will ultimately lead me. 
 

The wind blows where it chooses,  
and you hear the sound of it,  

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-tyYp54tmZY8/Tyms4jroWSI/AAAAAAAABjE/EwDqxzFXW_o/s1600/DSC00326.JPG
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but you do not know where it comes from  
or where it goes. So it is with everyone who is 

 born of the Spirit."   
 - John 3:8 

 
I try to plan my steps but when I don't trust the 
supreme Planner for the execution of those steps I get 
lost.  His execution and direction doesn’t' always make 
sense... at all.   

 
 

 
 

 ... but the outcome is always glorious.  Down the hill 
and through the trees in the direction of the 
mysterious pointing stone I was able to snap these 
shots.  As I look at them now I ponder the 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-dO9nSeV_s6w/Tymsh0vihVI/AAAAAAAABis/Y36WeUAboIo/s1600/DSC00184.JPG
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significance... how many of God's little leadings in life 
which seem small and insignificant, lead us to 
something so wonderful we can't imagine the steps we 
are taking are bringing us there. 
 
As if in confirmation of this pondering, God place 
before my ears today a message which encourages 
those small, trees-in-the-way-of-the-view steps:  Our 
lives are made up of a series of small steps.  Some are 
more immediately profound then others, but all lead in 
a certain direction.  (Even when you can't tell what 
direction that is!) 

 
 
What direction are you going? 
 
We may not know the plans, but we can trust the 
supreme Planner and take the path, one small step at a 
time. 
 
Many Blessings to you as you travel your path today! 
 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-27HvAkKxNQ0/Tymx30XQzsI/AAAAAAAABjM/fS8H7b57-Uc/s1600/DSC00143.JPG
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Section 2 

and… 

 

Yes, “and”.  “And” is a very important part of Faith 

AND Home… a lot happens in “and”.  Wifeing, 

rambling, life-type-stuff happens during “and”.  

Concerning pauses, Mr. Magorium says it best:  

… we breathe, we pulse, we regenerate. our 

hearts beat, our minds create, our souls ingest. 

Thirty-seven seconds well used is a lifetime.1  
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I seem to have a lot of ‘and’ moments and those 

wonderful seconds of breathing, pulsing, 

regenerating… and from them I love to share all that 

my mind creates and soul ingests! 

This section of articles can be found on the website 

under topics like, “just rambling”, “inspiration”, or 

“encouragement”. “And” also encompasses the 

random wife thoughts and mother babbling I 

sometimes do on the blog!  It’s often hard to say, from 

week to week, what tid-bits might fill that “and” space!   

No matter the category any of these ponderings may 

fall into, I pray they bless and inspire you today. 
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HOW TO GIVE YOUR SPOUSE THE BEST OF YOU  

JANUARY 16, 2013 

 
 
I have never been a girly-girl. 
 
You know - the giggly, nail polish-on-every-finger, face-
full-of-make-up, can't get dirty, pink and frills kind of 
girl. 
 
I do like 'girl' things though... 
 
I will paint my toe nails (because I think my toes are 
ugly and I want to dress them up!) but the most make-
up you will see me wear in an average month is lipstick 
to meetings or church. 
I always wear skirts and dresses (but they aren't 
pink).  I even played with baby dolls and Barbie dolls 
and envisioned ball gowns as a child... but they were 
never pink... they were always BLUE. 
 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-Bd19r6eUYss/UPYWjyHfR3I/AAAAAAAADvo/82rLeT1LquA/s1600/girl+1.JPG
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I don't "giggle"... never have... but I laugh (probably 
too much if you ask my husband).  I make bad jokes 
that few people get... I march dance to the beat of my 
own drummer... some days literally! 
 
Yet, God is calling me to invest my heart into 
'girlfriends'.  You know; the kind you put nail polish on 
with and giggle and talk about that gorgeous pink dress 
you saw in the store window last week. 
 
I don't know if I am ready! 
 
So I ask God.... "Are you sure???  You know I won't fit 
in?" 
 
And he whispers yes. 
 

 
 
He begins to reveal to me that all the women I seem to 
know are not girly-girls either. Some of them are the 
kind who like their nail polish but not as much as they 
love their blue jeans and scuffed up sneakers.  Dirt 
doesn't scare them... neither does baby puke or whiny 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-jz7FRgZFiEA/UPYWjyfBiiI/AAAAAAAADvs/ZeN2SsalxR4/s1600/girl+2.JPG
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children. They may wear pink... frills are optional... but 
their favorite colors are usually purple or green or 
something more neutral like that. 
 
Why is this so important?  
 
Because of Marriage 
 
You saw that right.  Marriage.  The kind between a 
man and a woman where women erroneously think 
that their husbands are the first and last and only 
person they need on this earth once the vows have 
been said.  And in some ways they are.  But in soooooo 
many ways they are not.  
 
God has been showing me this. 
 
He showed me as I listened to a husband/wife team 
talk at Focus on the Family about the best thing a 
woman can have in her marriage is girlFRIENDS - So we 
don't feel like we live in a vacuum!  So we know we are 
not alone in the trials and triumphs.  So we can laugh 
together (not giggle!) and cry together over all that 
girly (yes girly) stuff that makes us leak big fat tears 
and heave hearty belly-filled laughs. 
 
He showed me again, Monday night, as I lie in bed and 
I begin to download my day to my tiered husband lying 
beside me... all the mommy stuff and girly stuff that 
makes us wives feel "accomplished" in our place in the 
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home... he just wants to pray and go to sleep. 
 
I could have been offended, hurt, angry, miffed.... you 
get the idea.  But instead I laugh to myself and smile at 
God's design.  A girl would get my day.  She would 
celebrate with me, ask for more, and share right back. 
 
I realized, suddenly, that is what helps make a 
marriage move from good to GREAT.  It is recognizing 
and accepting that we are DIFFERENT.  Not bad 
different, but wonderful different.  And God gives us 
friends to fill that female gap of gushy, chatty, fluffy 
stuff MOST guys are happy to do without. 
 
Maybe your guy is different - maybe he likes all that 
gushy stuff.  Maybe he is like mine - he wants to know 
what is going on... but not THAT much of it!!  I 
suddenly realized last night... I LOVE my man madly 
just the way he is.... he is my earthly beginning and 
end.... he is the one.... bumps, bruises and all!  But I am 
sooo blessed to have my girlfriends too :-)  To share 
with, laugh with and love with... to live out this crazy 
life on planet earth before we rock The Father's House 
one day in Heaven!  
 
Dear Friend, I pray you have a wonderful circle of 
friends for all of life's ups and downs.... not to take 
away from your spouse the best of you... but to give to 
your spouse the best of you! 
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BUT GOD  

MARCH 12, 2013 

 
 
It has, inadvertently, become an "office day".  Stuck 
inside, on the computer, but blessed to be able to take 
care of some things for the people we are working 
with.  My hubby flits over to Facebook on the 
computer next to me and we see someone dear to us 
in the midst of marriage problems, young, and airing it 
on the web. 
 
My heart breaks, their 1st anniversary not yet 
celebrated, their young 18 years of life marred by 
family dysfunction... they just don't know what 
marriage really is yet. 
 
Sadly, I didn't know either.  18 years of life, saying "I 
do", family of dysfunction... 4 years later I said "I 
don't", 2-year old in tow.  Marriage was disposable, life 
was collateral.  I had no clue.  I was a tornado ripping 
through, not just my life, but everyone else's.  I was in 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-HpMiHHj_kPE/UT_Eo3PtCoI/AAAAAAAAEg0/__mg7J1JlkU/s1600/mar.PNG
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pain and I had no measurable line to tell me what life 
was, what love was, what marriage is meant to be.  All 
I knew was, you hurt me - I hurt you. 
 
Then God. 
 
A year after divorce I was stepping into relationship 
and marriage again.  Unbeknownst to me, the master 
marriage counselor stepped in too.  He showed me: 
 
Marriage is NOT perfect. 
People hurt 
People lie 
People cheat 
People deceive 
People ignore 
People hate 
People fight... 
 
But God. 
 
God calls us to look past all that.  To SEE with the 
HEART.  To know someone's hurts, past, hang-ups and 
ugly spots... and love them anyway. 
 
God called ME to love with my every breath in-spite of 
my every hurt.  And so I did.  And I learned 
People heal 
People find truth 
People find loyalty 
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People reveal 
People pay attention 
People love 
People amend... 
 
And God. 
 
God restores.  
 
GOD restores every piece of every dark and shattered 
spot.  All people have to do is ask... lean... trust... 
hope.... and know: 
 
sometimes it takes time  
sometimes we  grow up while we wait 
sometimes we just grow 
sometimes it feels like no time will ever come and 
sometimes it comes just-like-that 
 
In a blink 
God 
and man 
and wife 
and life moves forward on this crazy marble we call 
earth.  Spinning and living and learning. 
 
Marriage is NOT easy, not one bit.  It is the daily choice 
to love another person more than yourself no matter 
what.  After all... don't we want to be loved, no matter 
what back?  
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But first, God 
the rest will follow. 
 
People me. 
People him. 
God and We and love and forgiveness and hope will 
follow. 
 
Forgiven... forgiving... every-single-day, 
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ROCKING CHAIR TRIPS  

MAY 8, 2014 

 
 
Mother's Day took on new meaning when my mom 
passed away 12 years ago.  My step-mom and I aren't 
close (she didn't raise me) and my mother-in-law is a 
blessing, however, she didn't raise me either.  I feel 
sort of orphaned.... 
 
I have shared with many how the loss of a mother is 
one of the deepest losses because she is (as I call it) 
the keeper of memories.  Dads are amazing, and not to 
be short-changed, but when dads slept in, or left for 
work, or watched football.... moms woke early, toiled 
over our spills and messes, and noticed every detail of 
our little lives.  Moms are right.there from the moment 
we enter the world and they remember all. 
When a mom is gone, a treasure trove of wisdom and 
all things 'past' is lost with her.  Her love and memory 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-eioOHNdZ5Ms/U2ryND2RT6I/AAAAAAAAFII/Xxqwlifv_OE/s1600/Rocking+Chair.JPG
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is irreplaceable.  No one else can share the trinkets of 
'what was' as a mother can. 
 
So, as Mother's Day approaches I gladly honor my 
mother-in-law and I also enjoy the time to tuck away 
certain treasures into my own chest of memories I 
hope to share again when my children are grown. 
 
This poem is one of my most treasured memories.  I 
wrote it when my children were much smaller... when 
2 (and on a good day 3) could climb up on my lap as I 
rocked babies and toddlers through many moments... 
 

Rocking Chair Trips 
 

I rocked 10 miles  
In my rocking chair today 

Through laughter and smiles  
And kissing tears away 

 
I must have read the same book 

A million times 
To a curly head toddler 

Who seems to never tier 
 

I sang sweet songs  
Into bright little eyes 

While pudgy little hands 
Held my fingers so tight 
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I worried then sighed 
And happily reminisced 
Of adventures going by 

On my rocking chair trips 
 

Yesterdays, todays, tomorrows 
Will rock by 

My baby, my toddler and 
My growing little guy 

 
We all ride together  

Sharing our dreams and our love 
Sitting and rocking and thinking of my little family 

I thank the Lord up above 
 

My rocking chair trips 
Are nowhere near end 

We still come and go each day 
As naps and stories require the gentle swaying again 

 
 

But when my children have all grown  
And my grand-kids come about 
I will take them upon my knee 

In my rocking chair we will head out 
 

10 miles and then back 
Sharing stories and our love 

And I will smile and again 
Be thankful for what God has given me from above. 
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I pray your treasure chest is brimming full of beautiful 
moments as you revel in this Mother's Day weekend! 
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ADVENTURES TREASURED AND THE MOMENTS WE 

REMEMBER  

MARCH 22, 2014 

 
 
When my children were small there was always an 
'adventure'.  Growing up, I called it 'pretend' but what I 
encouraged in my children was more than just fleeting 
ideas of play... it was experience and exploration 
fueled by vivid imagination. 
 
Often times they took stuffed animal friends with 
them.  If I could turn their adventures and imagination 
into a story book... oh what a colorful collage it would 
be!  And in all the rough-ness and 'traveling' to-and-
fro, sometimes their friends became 'injured'.   

We had what we called the stuffed animal 
hospital.  When one had a rip or a tear, they came in 
while his/her friends waited outside with baited breath 
for a report from Doctor Mom who would bring them 
news of surgery results. 
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One particularly adventurous day there were three 
desperate patients... a penguin, a dog, and a frog.  I 
still can't remember if they were scaling Mt. Everest or 
bungee jumping off the Golden Gate Bridge or 
swinging from vines in a rain forest, but all three 
entered my 'office' with serious fractures.... and by the 
time each successful surgery was completed, a poem 
was born.  One which I stumbled across today, like a 
piece of time waiting to be remembered.  

 I share it with you here (perhaps not my best work, 
but most certainly a fun piece) hoping you might 
remember these fleeting moments when all needs 
seem to pool into one hopeless point... one day those 
points of 'too much at once' will be what you look back 
on and treasure the most. 
 
 

A Penguin, a dog and a frog 
 

A Penguin, a dog, and a frog 
Oh how can it be? 

That these unlikely three 
Could end up in such a bog 

 
A Penguin, a dog, and a frog 
Were playing just fine today 
When, “rip” there was a tear 
And another one over there 

And now they need help right away 
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A Penguin, dog, and a frog 
With a little bit of string 

I need a needle too 
With one stitch here 

And another stitch there 
Look!  They are as good as new. 

 
A Penguin, a dog, and a frog 
Are headed back out to play 

They are all stitched  
I bet you didn’t guess 

That they would be fine today. 
 

A Penguin, a dog, and a frog 
Our story is now all told 
Mom fixed them all up 

But…  
oops…  

Where is the button for my coat? 
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FAITH LIKE HANNAH  

MAY 20, 2014 

 
 
He is going to be 20 in a few short weeks.  Twenty. This 
picture is a snapshot in my heart: his first day of 
Kindergarten (before I began homeschooling my 
kiddos).  I remember that red nylon jacket and how his 
little warm body felt pressed close as he wrapped his 
arms tightly around my neck and I wrapped mine 
around his solid form for big squeezes when bear 
hugging mama was 'cool'.  Oh how I had longed for a 
tender-hearted boy back when children were but a 
twinkle in my eye.  And there he stood, just as warm-
hearted as ever, a crayon colored paper in hand to 
show his affection to his new teacher. 
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Then the angsty days of 'teen' hit, bear hugging mama 
wasn't cool anymore and to this social-lite public-
schooler... neither was the idea of mom and dad giving 
up all... even our home of most his formidable years... 
to go into full-time missions work.  Oh how he 
rebelled.  Thankfully, he did it in a healthy way (no 
drugs, alcohol, or promiscuity) but he rebelled in his 
own way none-the-less.  My mama heart cried for this 
man-child, wanting to give him the home he desired 
but wanting, more, to obey God's call.  
 
One sunny afternoon I took a searching walk, children 
and path ahead in my heart, I called out to God and He 
answered: He is mine.  As I called Abraham to give up 
his first, I call you to trust me with yours. 
 
It was profound and moving.  Though, like Abe building 
a pyre, it was a bitter-sweet labor of love and trust that 
God had Big plans... He would care for His own... my 
children were never really mine to begin with. I walked 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-p2RnpwpmH3c/U3pqWsfal9I/AAAAAAAAFJA/lnpO0zgJ8Y8/s1600/zach2.JPG
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forward, heart given over, I trusted my first born into 
God's hands... 
 
I guess that is one reason I understand Hannah so well 
in 1 Samuel 1-2.  Barren and tormented by the barbs of 
Peninnah, Elkanah's other more fertile wife (but 
Hannah was his favored one).  Yet she doesn't seem to 
retaliate or give up... she goes to the temple to 
pray.  No spiking Peninnah's soup or putting snakes in 
her bed.  Nope, she gives herself over to the Lord, 
weeping and broken.  She is so distressed that Eli 
accuses her of drunkenness!  But she isn't drunk... 
 
Hannah took her grief to the Lord and sought His 
comfort and council for her depressed situation.  I see 
meekness in the presence of her adversaries.  She 
commits NOT to bicker or return contempt - rather - 
seeking peace and council from the Lord.  The 
outcome?  She found peace.... and then came 
Samuel.  Is it any surprise he was such an amazing 
prophet?  
 
She kept her word and gave him over to the Lord's 
service when he was old enough.  Oh how hard it had 
to be to leave him at the temple with Eli.  To walk away 
and just Trust... God had him in the palm of his 
hand.  Oh, she visited and brought clothes and no 
doubt hugged and kissed him as long as hugs were 
cool!  But the biggest point - she trusted God with her 
troubles and she trusted God with her children. 

http://www.biblestudytools.com/nrs/1-samuel/passage.aspx?q=1+samuel+1;1+samuel+2
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As a result of her faith, God blessed her with FIVE more 
children!!!  Such a testimony for a once barren woman. 
 
Oh to live life with the faith of Hannah... giving all to 
God and not giving in to the torments of the 
world.  Even if it meant a promise of her first-born. 

As Samuel grew up, the Lord was with him and let none 
of his words fall to the ground. 

1 Samuel 3:19 
 
I pray you have faith like Hannah... instead of running 
to address the world in its unjust barbs... run to bow at 
the altar of the Lord and search Him for the answers 
and peace you need. 
 
Consequently, my almost 20 year old has seen God 
move in his life as a result of our obedience.  His faith 
was made stronger and I found such a great blessing in 
seeing his path grow closer... not farther... when I 
followed God and gave Him my first-born. 

 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-tZs2rL-r7pY/U3q0Y12-WEI/AAAAAAAAFJQ/BDGiR49NkUk/s1600/z.JPG
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CHICKEN NOODLE CONFESSIONS  

APRIL 9, 2015 

  
 
Four weeks.... I couldn't believe it.  Four, long, 
weeks.  That is how long it had been since we last 
partook in our regular homeschool schedule.... in a 
regular anything schedule.  Two of those weeks were 
pre-scheduled for spring break but ALL of them were 
spent with someone in the household sick, of which I, 
as mother in charge, took care of.... until I became ill. 
 
Four weeks.  Reflecting and relieved to get back into 
our routine Monday morning, post-spring break and 
done with illness... or so I thought.  My youngest son 
shot out of the gate with a fever ranging from 100.9-
102.7, depending on whether he had just chucked back 
ibuprofen or not.  

 I wasn't going to let that deter me.  He could rest, my 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-1-7dKvfYjLk/VSRPY7vapxI/AAAAAAAAFhI/CDmRPssUK9g/s1600/soup.JPG
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girls could help with the extra chores and do their 
lessons.  I'm especially insistent because my oldest 
daughter has one year left and that will be spent in 
dual enrollment, she really needs the focus after 
missing so much school this year from illness (the last 4 
weeks aren't all she has missed).... until she woke 
Tuesday morning as bad as her brother had been the 
day before.... and he still wasn't better either. 
 
I felt weary.  I felt crushed.  Still trying to corral 
strength which left in the first round of my own illness 
and hasn't fully returned.  Can I just have a mommy 
vacation and come back when everyone is well again? 
 
Hubby came home for lunch and as I took the orders to 
fry up grill cheese and boil soup, nothing seemed to be 
going right.  The morning had been a flop, I felt like I 
was pulled twenty different directions and I was just 
ready to scream.  I tried to bite my tongue so he 
wouldn't regret his choice to see his family mid-day but 
it was growing harder.   

Returning him to work so I could have use of the car, I 
thought it would help to vent so I complained through 
half the ride to his office, until he, in his own way, 
reminded me I needed to 'chill'.  My venting was 
turning into an explosion. 
 
I was destructive and becoming more and more wreck-
less.  Really, can I pleeeeease run away?  My youngest 
was with and after we dropped her father off we made 
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our way to the grocery store for more soup and ginger 
ale and 5 minutes of no demands.  In her kind, sweet 
way she gently spoke with wisdom beyond her 12 
years, 
 
"You know, I try not to complain anymore.  Pastor at 
youth group was telling us that when we complain we 
are basically ignoring God and focusing more on 
ourselves." 
 
She carefully glanced over at me as I pushed the cart 
out of the soda beverage isle, our Ginger Ale secure in 
the basket. I smiled and laughed lightly, "Boy, I needed 
to hear that.  Did you say that for me?" I fully expected 
her to reply 'no', that she was merely sharing.... but in 
her humbled modesty she flashed a bashful smile and 
quietly said "yes", nodding her head, seeming to 
inwardly dare herself to boldly keep her eyes on me 
and not look away, though I could tell she wanted to. 
 
I looked away, I couldn't hold the gaze through quiet 
conviction, my emotions were a mixture.  This 
youngest daughter of mine is too tenderhearted to 
ever deliberately wound someone.  She was simply 
being honest and seeking to gently restore me to 
Truth.  I didn't have the heart to be upset.  What was 
more.... I knew she was right. 
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Therefore, my beloved, as you have always obeyed, so 
now, not only as in my presence but  

much more in my absence,  
work out your own salvation with fear and trembling, 

for it is God who works in you,  
both to will and to work for his good pleasure. 
Do all things without grumbling or disputing,  

that you may be blameless and innocent,  
children of God without blemish  

in the midst of a crooked and twisted generation, 
among whom you shine as lights in the world, holding 

fast to the word of life, so that in the day of Christ 
 I may be proud  

that I did not run in vain or labor in vain. 
- Philippians 2:12-16  

 
As I pondered her words, knowing in my heart 
scripture confirmed them, I realized the example I was 
setting: 
 

-  My mounting frustration that morning had 
threatened to teach my children that illness is a 
burden not just to self but to others.  

- My lack of grace and loving actions did not 
reflect my desire to teach my children 
compassion.   

- My Actions did nothing to point them to Christ.  
 
 I was ashamed.   
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My children were a gift and this season of illness and 
set-back was only a trial and an opportunity to show 
my love for them and teach them about tender care 
through my own actions.  I knew, too, it wasn't too late 
to repent and try again. 
 
I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and gave a 
deep-hearted thank you for her kind reminder.  I then 
purposed within myself to spend the rest of our 
excursion focusing on the positive and NOT 
complaining!  
 
I meditated on the fact God allowed this season of 
illness and extra work.  He desires I glorify Him in the 
trial and draw near to Him in my weakness.  I don't 
want to be self-focused.... I want to be God focused.  I 
want to be counter-cultural in how I handle distress in 
order to be a light.... His light in this world. 
 
When I returned home I sat down and texted my 
husband an apology.  I shared our daughter's wisdom 
and he heartily agreed.  I feel grateful and blessed that 
at a time when I felt I was pouring so much of myself 
into my children I was about to run dry.... one of them 
answered the Call to pour back into me with rivers of 
fresh water.  
 
I pray, when your world seems too much and you are 
tempted to complain yourself into an explosive 
disaster, that you would pause, look up, and trust the 
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hand of God on your heart and situation.  Know; He 
will work ALL things out for the good of those who love 
him.... even if it seems like you are taking the long way 
around!! 
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MAKING IT THROUGH THE MOMENTS  

APRIL 16, 2015 

 
 
"You didn't even try to resist, did you?" her head 
dropped despairingly as she choked back tears.  I was 
trying not to be angry, grateful she had trusted the 
safety of a mother's heart for confession. Yet I pressed 
her for reason as to why she couldn't resist the 
temptation of the moment.   

I breathed deeply His strength and exhaled grace.  I, 
too, had once (and even still) had to fight temptation 
in a losing battle like the one she faced.  I set my 
shoulders to lean in and more gently remind her, 
"These are only moments... passing pieces of time 
leading into the next.  You only have to hold on for a 
moment." 
 
It is a theme echoed in my midst this week, even in the 
verses I soak up from my morning Bible reading.  Psalm 
30, a familiar one sung on Sundays but often forgot in 
those moments of fleeting temptations.  It struck me 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-3ZIdbL8LtAw/VS7ZWm04JwI/AAAAAAAAFiQ/udMYXnZaM1k/s1600/Psalm+30_4_5.JPG
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deeper this week, though, as I look to my children 
growing and facing new and bigger challenges.  As I 
look to a world now which resembles little of the one I 
grew up in.  Black and white are replaced by gray and 
fleshly desires surrendered to are praised more than 
ever before.  How do we resist? 
 
Resist snapping at our loved ones because we just 
don't want to muster the strength to act in love. 
 
Resist giving up the coveted spot in line while making a 
million excuses why we don't have time to let the 
person with fewer or quicker go first. 
 
Resist desires or secret addictions because, after all, 
God gave grace and it is much easier to give in. 
 
Resist dark thoughts and succumbing to deep sadness 
because we don't want to try to understand or order 
our universe according to Divine control.... 
 
Resist trying to control everything because 
surrendering ALL things to God's hands means we are 
helpless.... right? 
 

Therefore, since we have been justified by faith, we 
have peace with God  

through our Lord Jesus Christ. Through him we have 
also obtained access by faith  

into this grace in which we stand, and we rejoice in 
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hope of the glory of God.   
Not only that, but we rejoice in our sufferings, knowing 

that suffering produces  
endurance, and endurance produces character, and 

character produces hope,  
and hope does not put us to shame, because God’s 

love has been poured  
into our hearts through the Holy Spirit who has been 

given to us. 
- Romans 5:1-5 

 
Resisting is often harder than surrendering.  We suffer 
when we resist but Romans 5 tells us suffering brings 
growth and, ultimately, Glory to God.  The more we 
resist, the strength to resist grows and the hope to 
continue with battle after victorious battle makes 
winning so worth it! 
 
Psalm 30 glared at me this week because of this.  Like 
the Titus meets Proverbs idea [p97] of process and 
results, I saw HOW we resist to grow into the Romans 
5 form and reflection of growing in faith and hope in 
Christ.   
 
Psalm 30 tells us these challenges, temptations, trials 
and hardships are temporary.  As I told my daughter 
recently.... they are a moment.  A moment which feels 
like forever when, in truth, it is only fleeting.  Yet, how 
we respond in that momentary affliction is what 
becomes lasting. 

http://www.faithfulhomeschool.com/2015/04/titus-meets-proverbs-becoming-titus-2.html
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Do we snap and walk in regret for hurting feelings or 
causing strife? 
 
Do we hog our spot yet knowing the distress we are 
causing someone else and the opportunity missed to 
share and show the love of Christ? 
 
Do we give into that secret thing knowing it is an act of 
betrayal or breaking God's heart and essentially 
blaspheming the Spirit, leaving a trail of guilt for many 
moments after? 
 
Do we wallow un-necessarily in sadness and 
hopelessness when God is ready and waiting to wash 
us with joy and hope.... even in the darkest 
moments.... spending countless hours simply lost? 
 
Do we hold so tight to control, no moment seems to 
carry peace for the suffocating weight of it all? 
 
Some moments are blinks.... others are longer but ALL 
are just moments.  In the grand scope of eternity and 
our temporary passage through this place their 
transitory existence is not worth the loss our lack of 
resistance will cause.  Simply put: if each temptation to 
do and be good vs. bad is recognized as fleeting we can 
than except our need to resist is equally temporary. 
We do not have to resist every minute of every day 
from now until eternity.... we only need to resist in this 
minute of this day and then enjoy the beautiful 
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character building joy that awaits our wise choice. 
 
It may not always be easy.... but it is simple. 
 
I pray you may find the strength for each temporary 
moment to claim victory for all the moments and 
eternities which come after! 
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Section 3 

Home 

 

Home.  Such a simple word with such HUGE meaning.  

Home, for me, elicits feelings of warmth, inviting, love, 

acceptance… home coincides with hospitality and 

home, as a wife, is our platform for ministering to our 

family as well as to others. 
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My most vivid memory of the spark which impassioned 

me to write about housewifery is nestled in a dinner 

my husband and enjoyed at a cozy restaurant in days 

past.   

We owned a satellite installation company at the time 

and my husband attended to the owner for his 

personal and business t.v. needs.  Having built this 

rapport, we decided to celebrate our anniversary at his 

establishment and, upon seeing us, the owner 

determined to join us for a visit as we waited for our 

meal. 

The conversation drifted to career and this smiling 

middle-aged gentlemen looked to me and queried, 

“What do you do?” then halted, realizing my husband 

had shared my ‘occupation’ with him during their 

previous minglings, “Oh, that’s right, your just a 

housewife.” 

JUST.  No one is just anything.  We are all created with 

purpose and Thought.  God’s purpose for me is 

Domestic Engineer and I may look like just a housewife 

but I choose to embrace the wonderful position God 

has given me with not just any attitude. 
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As you can imagine, this long-ago innocent 

conversation has been used by God to drive my zeal 

not just for my own tasks of housewifery, but also for 

the hope of encouraging other women to realize they 

are not “just” either and their homes are a sanctuary 

where they can worship God through their work and 

love and attention and care of their abode and all who 

enter and/or live there! 

As I reviewed readership stats on the blog, I noticed 

this topic, along with Faith, garnered the most views 

for my blog’s history… I have to think I am not alone in 

rejecting the “just” idea and reaching for all the 

equipping and encouragement a gal can get as she 

navigates those presumptive waters!   

On the blog you can find Menu Monday posts, articles 

on cleaning and organizing complete with printable 

material, and you can find simple encouragement to 

remind you of how important and valuable your roll is 

in the Home. 

As with the Faith articles, these were a hard bunch to 

filter and I hope the few I narrowed down to will 

encourage you to keep plugging forward with the 

Great Call of being a Keeper at Home! 
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THE ART OF HOUSEWIFERY: TO DO  

JANAURY 26, 2015 

 

 
 
I've been working on a book for.... hmmmm.... 10 years 
now.  Yes, 10 years.  It is slow and life is crazy but I am 
glad it is taking that long.... the older I get, the older 
my kids get, the more information I see as necessary. 
The title?  "The Art of Housewifery"  Why?  Because I 
believe being a housewife is truly an art.  One which 
society wants to bag as a "JUST" job. 
 
JUST a housewife. 
 
JUST a stay-at-home mom. 
 
JUST a homeschooler. 
 
Women, we are never JUST anything!  We are so much 
more. 
 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-UNa5w4oQaZE/VMbLGMapHKI/AAAAAAAAFPo/zIxpbaNw144/s1600/housework.JPG
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I could write on about how society gives housewifery a 
black eye.  About how the WWII era sparked women to 
begin pouring out of households by the droves.  About 
how the women's lib movement says we, women, are 
and ought to be treated equal to men. 
 
But I won't waste the page space on those topics here! 
 
We are NOT like men.  p.e.r.i.o.d.  Should we be 
treated fairly?  YES.  But more than all those issues, in 
my mind, is the lost art of housewifery and the 
complete lack of understanding (and implementation) 
of it.  Being a housewife (with or without children of 
any age) IS a full-time job.  But I will start with what it 
is NOT in order that I might dis-spell any myths which 
tend to taint our mighty calling. 
 
It is NOT.... 

 watching t.v. all day. 
 self-absorbed 
 leaving jobs like dishes, laundry or any other 

remedial housework for husbands to do when 
they get home after a long day of work.... (I will 
elaborate) 

 sleeping in because there is no 'job' to wake 
early for 

 needlessly scheduling so much out of the house 
that you are rarely in the house (this isn't 
Beverly Hills T.V. housewives here!) 
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It is not anything which might fall under any one of the 
above categories. 
 
It IS.... 

 a JOB 

 
which means it IS... 

 T.V.s off to eliminate distractions (and 
temptation!) 

 focused on others above self 
 looking at each task, each piece of laundry, 

dirty dish, vacuumed carpet and so on as OUR 
responsibility... (of course there are always sick 
days... ours or our family’s... health issues, 
emergencies and, best of all, those sweet little 
babies we have which require cuddles and 
feedings and distractions on every level.... 
simply evidence that a darling little life is one of 
the things more important than scrubbing pots 
and floors.) 

 waking to soak up time with the Lord and time 
with the husband before he darts off for his 
day... waking early because our home and our 
family ARE our beloved job 

 being at.home. to tend to the need-tos before 
running off and doing the want-tos. 
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It is so much more than I could write in one concise 
blog (which is why I am endlessly building a book on 
it!) and it is near and dear to my heart.  

 The art of housewifery is an endless attempt at 
balance and prioritizing which we don't always get 
right, but we work hard at, and doesn't end because 
the clock chimes "5".  

If we want to look at the rise in youth delinquency and 
divorce since wives/moms poured out of homes or the 
degradation of family values since women were told 
they didn't need a man or the art of housewifery, it 
would be a good start.  I know not everyone can (or is 
called to) be a stay-at-home.... but those who are need 
to know: 
 
Your Job is a beautiful ART. 
 
It is a worthwhile investment of time and energy.  And 
despite the dogma which clouds the housewifery of 
pre-liberation: homes, marriages, children... dare I say 
SOCIETY.... are happier with a housewife who realizes 
this. 
 
Don't give up. 
 
Keep your list of to-dos and invest.... invest in your 
family with your time and energy and watch the 
returns.  They may not happen right away and they 
may only trickle in at times.  But the returns, truly, are 



Snapshots 

77 

eternal.  The Lord is your strength for each task, each 
focus on others instead of self, because you know you 
are building a better future and deeper hope. 
 
Each scrubbed floor, dusted shelf, fluffed pillows, clean 
dish and home-cooked meal = not just a house where 
people live but a HOME where family resides and a 
doorway for God's love to pour through. 
 
I pray your to-dos don't do you in, that your eyes are 
focused on the greater goal for the road often makes 
us weary but the greater reward still lies ahead.  Press 
on. 
 

I press on toward the goal for the prize of the upward 
call of God in Christ Jesus. 

- Philippians 3:14 
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PERFECTLY IMPERFECT, BEAUTIFUL MESS  

FEBRUARY 3, 2015 

 

Canning aftermath.  I so wanted to go hide! 
 
I'm not perfect... there, I said it.  So glad that is off my 
chest!  It's the truth: my life isn't perfect... my kids 
aren't perfect... my marriage isn't perfect.  My house is 
rarely cleaned right, my bills aren't always paid on 
time, my meals are sometimes over/under cooked and 
I haven't had a real haircut in almost a year.  I buy my 
clothes at the Goodwill or $1 rack at Wal-Mart, my kids 
wear hand-me-downs and I can't quite remember the 
last time we took in a movie at the theater.... wait, yes 
I can.... Epic, when it first came out 2 summers. 
 
Oh, it feels so good to get ALL of that off my chest!! 
Last week I blogged how "I am not them" and shared 
the reality of trying to live up to a standard which 
wasn't set for me.  This week I realized it goes both 
ways: sometimes others try to live up to a standard I 
accidentally set for myself.... an image which is 

http://www.faithfulhomeschool.com/2015/01/im-not-them.html
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-7Hy3bwmtC5s/VM__3q6Ia6I/AAAAAAAAFQM/jL7jCjaneDk/s1600/clutter+kitchen.JPG
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produced by stuffing under the carpet those ugly 
things we don't want others to see because then 
maybe, just maybe, they will think less of us, less of 
me.... or worse, less of the message God gives me to 
share. 
 
The anxiety of thinking I can't blog if someone finds 
out {gasp} my husband and I don't see eye-to-eye to 
the point of arguing from time-to-time!  That just last 
night we argued over whether to invest in a specific 
ministry for our kids or pursue other avenues for their 
ministry work.  It ended with me feeling like a failure 
and my husband refusing to finish the conversation... 
probably because I wasn't staying calm!  I wasn't 
yelling... but I wasn't staying calm! (He knows when I 
need a break from talking better than I do!!) 

 

 
Typical school day... typically when someone stops by, 

right.about.now! 
 
My kids need regular reminding to stay on task.  This 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-F9LAhRm_UoY/VM__34pIfII/AAAAAAAAFQQ/lA-t7fhW6ko/s1600/clutter+living.JPG
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has been a good week... but many are not.  I feel like a 
failure as a mom and a teacher and I want desperately 
to look like a success.  To see my kids remember where 
New Zealand is located on a map or why the Silk Road 
is significant.  To solve simple equations in their mind 
rather than taking a solid minute when a cashier 
decides to pop-quiz them on expected change.  To not 
seem unpatriotic because they don't remember all the 
words to the pledge or the national anthem and not 
seem sarcastic because they don't understand the 
importance.  And by the way, despite our travels 
across these great states, they still forget where Idaho 
is and are clueless on most capitals. 
 
Is it because I fail to do my 'job' or do my job right that 
my husband gets irked with me, my kids slip up or my 
house looks like a train wreck up until 30 minutes 
before my husband walks in the door (we do a 
"daddy's on his way home" clean-up so he doesn't 
think we slouched off all day). 
 
No. 
 
It is because I work so hard to fill my kids and my home 
with all the right stuff that my pedestal crumbles.... the 
one I never belonged on in the first place.  
 
It is a passion for truth and right which compels my 
husband and I to be at odds.... only recently 
recognizing how much we have in common except that 
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we don't communicate our passions clearly or seek the 
same directives to reach the same goal which drives us 
at odds.  
 
It is my deepest desire to see my children able to 
communicate well and THINK strategically which drives 
me to focus more heavily on Bible and language arts 
learning than almost any other subject.  5 days a week 
they perform these studies along with vocabulary, 
spelling, and higher level math. While 2 days a week 
are devoted to history and science.... important 
subjects where we focus more on the drive of cultures 
past than the names and dates and borders they 
squabbled over.  Only this year realizing (and finally 
implementing) daily map and math fact studies might 
excel their response time in needed situations. 
 
In the lack of value I place in our things and excursions 
of financial drain, my children have discovered a 
deepened value in relationships and closeness and all 
that God has created and given us just through a step 
out our front door into his creation.  

 Reality check so you don't get this sweet image of me 
and my kids skipping down a nature trail singing sweet 
songs: they do complain about some of our nature 
walks....mainly because they want to stay in and read 
or play a game!  I'm the one pointing out fairy nests 
and troll hide outs while the older child shakes her 
head!  But most days they do enjoy the fresh air... as  
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long as I don't ask them to draw a leaf or tree or 
wandering beetle! 

 

Total I'm far from perfect story here! 
 
My life isn't perfect.  As a matter of fact, it is one big 
mess.  But it is a beautiful mess.  Do I sometimes wish I 
had the furniture or school supplies or clothes which 
give ease: yes.  Do I wish we could blow off to a movie 
or a dinner out or a fancy vacation to break the norm: 
yes.  Do I desire a bliss-filled marriage. Yes.  Do I wish 
my kids all said yes mam and no mam and played 
classical instruments with beauty and passion and read 
the great authors and quoted Shakespeare and taught 
calculus to underprivileged.... no actually!!!  Ok, maybe 
some of that.  I would at least like them to be less 
fickle which makes me more frazzled!! 
 
My life is... what it is.  It is the life God gave me not so I 
could live it wishing and wanting it to be "perfect", but 
so that I could learn and live and love what.it.IS; 
perfectly imperfect. 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-jlLd1_x1O-Q/VM__3pYKvWI/AAAAAAAAFQI/OG1qzG5yvdA/s1600/clutter+me.JPG
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Last night, after not just my husband's quick dismissal 
of a topic I wanted to discuss but also a day of 
heartache over a hard family issue which I don't mind 
sharing but would take a whole 'nother blog article to 
draw out; I felt defeated.  I felt worthless.  I felt like, 
'Are you there God?  It's me, Amanda.' the looser who 
wasn't worthy to shine the sandals of my savior.  The 
one who has NOTHING, that's right, n.o.t.h.i.n.g. to 
offer women and the blog world as a whole because 
my life is so messy....  And as the Spirit would have it, 
an article almost literally got shoved under my 
nose.  The weekly Homeschool Minute3: 

I want to quit (but I won't) 
Hey Mama, 
 
Never give up... 
 
The trials you face today are the wise counsel 
you will provide tomorrow. 
… 
 
His Purpose.  His Plans.  His Reasons.  God has it 
all in His hands, He knows what you are going 
through right now, and it's all very 
MEANINGFUL.... None of it is random.  
 
And you have a beautiful future in Him.  Keep 
enduring.  Persevere, Mama.  It's worth every 
moment from an eternal perspective, and 
that's the only perspective that matters. 
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I slept so wonderfully after that.  Of course I am 
inadequate.  God didn't create me to be perfect  He 
created me to lean into Him in all things and how 
would I see that need if I had it all together?  I don't 
want a perfect life.... I want the life He has for me and I 
want to glorify Him and all the wonderful things he 
does through this beautiful mess I call my life!   

 
 
My prayer for you today is that you will embrace your 
wonderfully imperfect life with gratitude and not, for a 
minute, think anyone is better than you or has it more 
together... or that you need to proof that false idea to 
anyone else.... we are all a work in progress!  Let His 
glory shine through your beautiful mess! 
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OPEN WINDOW DAY AND A WORD ON HOSPITALITY  

MARCH 10, 2015 

  
It's open window day here in the home.  When I first 
moved to this city I lamented over the early spring and 
how I missed the lingering winter of the Flathead (yes, 
I know, some of you are groaning as you cringe at the 
sea of white out your window!!)   

Truth is, we entered this town as spring was unfolding 
2 short years ago and it feels like a blink.  As the wind 
ruffles my curtains, the breeze blowing fresh through 
this musty hunkered down house, I am grateful. 
 
Grateful for the sun. 
Grateful for the touch of warmth in the spring breeze. 
Grateful for lace curtains to scatter the light and make 
my house feel like a home. 
Grateful to be where God has placed me... for the 
warmth he placed and has grown in my heart. 
 
This cool breeze, open window, sunny, lovely day is 
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made especially bright as I ponder my freshly revived 
decor.  Something even my husband loves and looks 
forward to as the seasons transform not just the 
outside of our house but the inside as well.  I exchange 
the green garland and snow-covered trinkets of winter 
for the green of leafy vines, graceful ladies in long-ago 
gowns holding parasols or small children... splashes of 
spring.  Even some of the pictures get a switch-out; 
soft colored gardens now hang where snowy hills were 
framed on the wall.  My home feels like a livened page 
from the Secret Garden, inviting all who enter to come 
and rest and find Life. 

 
 
In what feels like forever ago, when I was a young 
bride far from home, I felt the need to make my house 
a home.  I didn't understand where it would lead, I just 
knew I wanted to feel cozy in my home and one night, I 
learned and appreciated the aspect of making others 
feel cozy as well. 
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A young man, coworker of my husband, stopped by to 
exchange vehicles with us for the weekend.  His sports 
sedan wouldn't work for a moving project he had and 
our pick-up truck was the perfect fit!  He, like us, was 
far from home.  Military employed but, unlike us, he 
was un-wed and living in the base dorms fighting 
through a college type mentality and unwittingly 
longing for the comforts of home.  
 
He entered our modest studio nestled in the corner of 
an old turn-of-the-century run-down mansion-turned-
furnished-apartment building.  He slid onto the 
cushions of the blue velvet couch next to the tall bay 
window, our hide-a bed neatly made in the opposite 
corner.  Was it the warmth of the deep wood, high 
chair rail, and led-lined glass on the century old built-in 
buffet (I'm certain our apartment was once the house's 
large dining room!).  Or was it the neatly positioned 
hand paintings my great-grandmother lovingly brushed 
and chose for our wedding gift and sat high on-top of 
the rails filling the pail egg shell void to the 12 foot 
ceilings?  

Nothing in the room was spectacular, as a matter of 
fact, the expanse of our carpet was a hodge-podge of 2 
foot by 1 foot shag samples that seemed to be a throw 
back from a decade before!  My home trimmings were 
modest in light of my young life and only 6 months of 
marriage.  But everything was neatly in order and 
lovingly placed.  This young man seemed to allow the 
cushions of that old couch just swallow him up as his 
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eyes lit, nearly watering, and a smile slid over his sweet 
face. He nearly breathed, "this feels like home."  I was 
so touched in that moment.  I had no idea the impact 
my time and attention in decor could have. 

 
 
More than 20 years has passed since that night, but 
the moment is like a snap-shot in my memory which 
always warms my heart and reminds me of the 
treasure of making a house a home.  I have grown 
older, and closer to Christ in that time and have come 
to understand how home means so much more than 
something remembered of long ago and far away.  It is 
an eternal home we can draw others to with the time 
and care we take to our surroundings.  I don't mean 
slaving away with Spic and Span or running to Target 
and bringing home all the latest in decor.... No, I mean, 
creating a home with what you have.  Making a cozy 
place where you feel comfortable and relaxed and 
where others walk in and feel the presence of God and 
invited to Dwell. 
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A home is not always perfectly clean, but it does have 
its own style of order.  You may have small children 
and feel like you've forgotten what a toyless floor looks 
like: don't fret!  You may homeschool and have books 
and maps and books and pencils and books lying 
everywhere: no worries!  You may have health issues 
and not able to create much order anymore: just relax. 
My rule of thumb is this:  Can someone come into my 
house, walk without getting stuck to the floor, sit 
without getting crumbs on their butt, visit my kitchen 
without pondering the risk of salmonella and use the 
bathroom without fear of strange diseases.  

I also shoot to create an environment that smells 
mostly nice!  And behind the books and toys are a 
base-line of homey decor and a semblance of order. 

 
 
Over the years I have collected pictures which (mostly) 
coordinate, reflect my personality, and speak of home 
in their own way.  I hang scripture where possible and, 
this time of year, greenery with vines and the hint of 
flowers.  St. Patrick's Day is coming so my simple 
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decorations; two angels with shamrock gowns, adorn 
the focal point of my home surrounded by greenery 
and accented with a light house which casts my mind 
to Irish shores!  In a week or two these will be 
exchanged for the trinkets of Easter and Resurrection 
Sunday to come. 

 
 
My furniture doesn't match, the tables and shelves in 
my living room are mostly mis-matched as well.  My 
dining room table used to be our craft table and shows 
the wear of many years under paint and exact-o 
knives.  It never had matching chairs under my 
ownership of roughly 20 years, the ones we use now 
were all gifted to us from a card-table collection!! But 
no one ever notices.  Each time a new guest enters in I 
see the melting in their eyes, the comfort in their 
posture as they sit and rest and the whispers as they 
hug farewells, "I always love coming to your house 
because it feels like home".  It isn't just the temporal 
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home which invites them in but the eternal home they 
feel as love and laughter and ease are shared here in 
my perfectly imperfect cozy and delightful home! 
 
But I can't take credit.  Truth is, I couldn't do this on my 
own.  It was my heavenly Father's Divine guidance so 
many years ago and the words spoken through a young 
man which God used to shape my heart and my life for 
a piece of His Kingdom here on earth. 
 
I pray you might find and create that peace of heavenly 
home right where you are with whatever you 
have.  Share your heart, share your hearth, share your 
hope! 
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GETTING THROUGH TO.... EMBRACING THE MOMENT  

MARCH 17, 2015 

 
 

We drove with the windows down, wind whipping our 
hair to streams around our cheeks and behind our 
head-rests.  Amazing it is barely mid-March and we 
needed the breeze.  Two out of three students were 
home sick and it was a rare treat for my youngest and I 
to get out for adventure Friday alone... even if this 
adventure Friday was mostly errand running.  My 
darling 12 year old then confessed it: You know how I 
get through the week?  I work to get to Tuesdays 
volunteering with CEF and going to Youth Group and 
then I work to get to Sundays going to church. 
   
My mama heart ached.  My sweet youngest who has 
always had the tender heart has hit the big "P" 
(puberty) and I miss her easy deep heart smile and 
simple joy in each moment.  Not that she doesn't smile 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-3GTn_PcMlxA/VQdeu7JNfLI/AAAAAAAAFbU/dbvDM8mht4I/s1600/drive+2.JPG


Snapshots 

93 

anymore, just that the sweet young innocence of pre-
pubescence has been masked by this transition of 
life.  Her confession in the wind filled car as we cruised 
down the highway was an innocent heart rendering of 
life as seen by a 12 year old.  But in as much as she is 
like me, I knew I had to share the truth and wisdom I 
discovered the hard way. 

 
 
I began to share with her the pre-history of her life 
when she was but the orb under my maternity shirts 
and how her grandma died unexpectedly.  A woman 
riddled with a degenerative disease which delivered a 
great deal of pain to her young body.  She couldn't live 
forever but 48 was far under our estimates.   
 
A little more than 2 months later my sweet Brooke 
entered the world.  My heart ached and broke.  She 
was to be my last and I knew it, my body couldn't 
handle more babies, she was a miracle as it was.  My 
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heart couldn't handle more loss.... my mom, my 
uterus.... I sunk into a deep depression requiring 
medication.  
 
I would paint on a smile for friends and family, teach 
Sunday School, run women's ministry.  I would hang 
my hat on living to get through to the moments ahead 
while the hum-drum of ordinary daily life was 
deafening to my ears.  I wanted to make it stop. 
 
Then, one day, out of nowhere except the vaults of 
heaven, hope rained down and God reminded me of 
who I was (and Whose I was!).  I realized that life isn't 
about the moments we get through to.... it is about 
every moment right now.  Mom couldn't live those 
moments anymore and I felt I HAD to live them on her 
behalf and to the Glory of God to bring honor to her 
memory and His amazing Grace. 
 
Things began to change in my household. 

 No longer was cleaning that chore I had to get 
through to get to what I wanted to do.... 
cleaning was the privilege of having strength in 
my body, a home to live in and a husband who 
supported a stay-at-home-mom. 

 No longer was laundry the monotonous task of 
dealing with stains and so many clothes for so 
many bodies, it was the awesome opportunity 
to be certain my family was well clothed and 
smelling good (baths too!) 
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 No longer was cooking, breakfast-lunch-dinner, 
the exhaustive necessity we all couldn't live 
without, it was the wonderful occasion, 
multiple times a day, to show my love and care 
by providing nutritious and good tasting meals 
which fed not just their bellies but their hearts 
as well. (I have a mother's day card to prove it!) 

 
Yes, a lot changed once I realized and welcomed the 
fact that I didn't want to live in that void of working to 
get through to the next moment anymore.  I wanted to 
embrace life in each moment and breath God gave me, 
spending it abundantly and finding joy in the simplest 
tasks to see him glorified through a positive attitude. 
 
It did more than give life to the idea of making house a 
home.... it gave each moment its own purpose and 
made life worth living again.  I shared much of this with 
my daughter as we drove.  I encouraged her to rise 
above the transitional mindset and commit to the 
element of NOW and God's greater purpose and plan 
for every minute of every day... not just the 
destination, but the journey in-between. 
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I pray, if you are a housewife out there wondering 
what the purpose is in all that monotony.... living to 
get through to the next big thing... that you might look 
up and see God in each and every moment between 
and draw your joy from the journey and his presence 
in simply being! 
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TITUS MEETS PROVERBS: BECOMING THE TITUS 2 

WOMAN  

APRIL 14, 2015 

 
 

Older women likewise are to be reverent in behavior, 
not slanderers or slaves to much wine. They are to 

teach what is good, and so train the young women to 
love their husbands and children, to be self-controlled, 
pure, working at home, kind, and submissive to their 

own husbands, that the word of God may not be 
reviled. 

 - Titus 2:3-5 
 

“Many women have done excellently, but you surpass 
them all.” 

- Proverbs 31:29 
 
In a study this week with my youngest daughter these 
verses really struck me.  I am crazy about the Proverbs 
31 and Titus 2 women.  I study them often, set goals 
according to their attributes and my callings.  I have 
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compared and thought on how the two relate.... sisters 
or one in the same they may be.  But this week what 
stood out was process and result. 
 
Sure, both these chapters stand on their own two feet 
just fine.  However, reading verse 29 in our study 
called me to flip over to Titus 2 and consider how we 
might raise verse 29 in tribute to the woman who has 
fulfilled Titus 2.  I considered, also, how this applies to 
women in my own time, especially as mothers. 
 
We, as mothers have a duty to our children beyond 
just raising them 'in the way they should go'.  Titus 2 
shows us the details of a mother's life more than just 
her personal 'busy work' as in Proverbs 31.  Titus 2 calls 
us moms to: 
 
- teach what is good.  Easy enough, what mother is 
going to teach her children what is bad... 
right?  However, consider this:  your children are 
watching you.  They watch what you wear, listen to 
what you say and watch what you do (how you spend 
your time and energy). They observe every single detail 
of your life whether you want them to or not (Titus 
2:3,7-8 suggests this as well). When we consider 
'actions speak louder than words' we have to realize 
and accept the responsibility that teaching what is 
good means modeling it too.  All the time. (And 
recognizing when we mess up so we can teach our 
children through our own mistakes!  They learn 
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humility in these lessons as well!) 

- train the young women to love their husbands and 
children.  I would argue that we can teach our young 
men to love their wives and children as well.  Again, 
teaching isn't just words, it is actions.  Remembering 
not just how we speak to our husbands but also how 
we speak about them when they are not around and 
our children are.  The best way our children can learn 
love is through observing and emulating our own 
actions towards them and their father. 
 
- to be self-controlled, pure.... [and] kind.  Model 
it.  When you are tempted to betray the witness of 
Christ and the model of control, kindness and purity, 
remember all that Christ endured for you and let his 
torment be your strength to squash the words and 
actions which you would later regret.  Remember, too, 
we don't live in.this.moment.... all moments are 
passing by.  We do live with the consequences of our 
actions/reactions in a moment though.  So when a 
moment seems too much to bear, breathe in and out, 
count to 20 (or 50 or 100...!), and step into the next 
moment renewed and ready to go! 
 
- working at home.  Don't cringe.  Even if your children 
aspire to be doctors or lawyers, home life is a fact of 
life.  Learning the joy of contributing to household 
order is a blessing.  Learning a wonderful attitude for 
that work is, again, modeled and 
encouraged.  Remembering and reminding that we 
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ought to work at ALL (not some but ALL) things 'as 
working for the Lord' because our attitudes in the work 
God has blessed us with (dirty dishes and laundry ARE 
a blessing) brings Him glory and if the purpose of life is 
to glorify God.... why wouldn't we invest the energy 
and time in taking joy in the work we do at home.   
 
Consider it this way: what a great gift we have to offer 
our children's future spouses if we create in them the 
heart of joyful work at home which inevitably leads to 
a happier home where the Spirit delights in dwelling! 
 
- submissive to their own husbands.  This isn't a dirty 
word as our modern culture wants you to think it 
is.  Biblical submission is a beautiful thing and indicates 
order and harmony.  Consider this concordance 
definition: 
 
This word was a Greek military term meaning "to 
arrange [troop divisions] in a military fashion under the 
command of a leader". In non-military use, it was "a 
voluntary attitude of giving in, cooperating, assuming 
responsibility, and carrying a burden".4  
 
We ought to model to our children the art of 
companionship, accepting our husband's council, and 
seeking his approval on anything but especially those 
things which affect the family as a whole.  I have tried 
to be the head of the household and can I just say, 
ladies, our house runs much smoother when I 'submit' 
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with an attitude of cooperation and respect to my 
husband.   
 
Remember, the husband's call isn't to "lord over you" 
in a domineering fashion but to care for you and be the 
helper/leader of the family.  When we consider this 
esteemed roll, it makes submission a joy.  (I know this 
topic goes much deeper than one blog article can 
cover.  I am aware of relationship complexities and as a 
result, a more in-depth look at marriage in the model 
of Titus 2/ Proverbs 31 will be discussed next week.) 
 
The job of a mom may feel overwhelming at 
times.  The significance often becomes lost inside the 
mess of dishes, piles of laundry, sticky floor and 
incomplete assignments.  But know, beautiful woman, 
YOU are a model, a picture, a marvelous image 
pointing your daughter in the direction to become a 
Titus 2 woman herself (and your sons to become Titus 
2 men).   
 
Don't give up.   
 
When you want to blow your top or turn your back... 
hold on for the hope that comes later and while our 
moments are here to live in, the moment is not where 
we stay.  It only leads to the next moment... and the 
next and the next and the next... each one with the 
promise of being better than the first.  If we only hold 
tight to the process of Titus 2 till we hear many women 
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have done excellently but you surpass them all.   
 
Well done, my good and faithful servant. 
 
I pray your strength is renewed in God's Word and 
wonderful Presence to persevere as you teach and 
train the young women (and men) in your life.  
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BEING A KEEPER AT HOME  

JANUARY 15, 2016 

 
 
I've been thinking all week about how I want to write 
you a story.  It isn't your usual story with the 
beginning, middle, end.... no, it is a story that plops 
right down in the middle... hitting off with the climax 
and looking out to a horizon where the end beams in 
brilliant rays of hope. 
 
Why would I tell you a no-beginning story?  Well, 
because the middle is so interesting (and we all have 
only so much time to sit on a blog reading articles 
right?) but more importantly because the beginning 
isn't entirely clear to me. 
 
You see, I always tell my kids, as I teach them the 
importance of denying the flesh and recognizing sin, 
that old adage: sin will take you farther than you want 
to go and keep you longer than you wanted to stay.  I 
tell them, with illustration via me slowly stepping 
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across the room, that a little sin may not seem like 
much, however, each step you take down that path 
leads you farther away and next thing you know, you 
look back and wonder how God ended up waaaaay 
over there and you are waaaay over here. 
 
Yeah, my beginning is kind of like that, only not with 
sin... or is it?  
 
Somewhere in the last 5 years I slipped away from 
being the mom on top to being the mom flat-on-her-
back.  I used to know when we were out of things... I 
used to know (and promptly get to) when an area of 
the houses needed serious cleaning... I use to get up 
early, splash cold water on my face and neck, and sit at 
the dining room table for some serious intake from the 
nectar of God's Word before sharing breakfast with 
hubby and entering the buzz of our 
homeschooling/housewifing day.  
 
Now? 
 
Oh boy... see, this is why this story has no real 
beginning.  Somewhere in the recesses of those 5 
years, I got lazy.  I'm not gonna lie or sugar coat or act 
like I got it all.  Nope.  I.got.lazy.  Which essentially 
makes me work harder.... when we run out of stuff and 
I need to scramble to improvise or run last-minute to 
get replacement (often spending more money and 
time as a result), that spot next to the toilet.... 



Snapshots 

105 

ummmmmmm... when did I clean that toilet last?  Just 
because I don't use it in that out-of-the-way room 
doesn't mean someone else might not enjoy a shiny 
commode, without that weird spot on the floor next to 
it.... then comes snooze... snooze.... snooze.... oh-I 
better get up or I will miss hubby's breakfast.... um, I 
mean, I will miss quality study time, which often 
equates barely holding on as I curl up into that plush 
corner of the couch and slowly slip back to dream land 
with my Bible in my lap. 
 
I'm ashamed of myself.  
 
My house is not a wreck.  My Bible study does still 
exist.  But the quality of the work is far lacking and I am 
feeling it.  No good start to my day means it is hard to 
have a good day without constantly feeling behind.  No 
quality housework means every time someone calls to 
come over (or just stops by) I am scrambling to figure 
out if I need to scrub anything first.  And don't get me 
started on where this can lead with my hubby.  The 
strong man who braves work every day doing a job he 
loves around secular people who back-bite and seem 
to make his life miserable most of the days.  He is 
working hard at the job God gave him to do and I 
am...... 
 
Yeah.  I am.period.  Nothing.  So dinner is cooked and 
kitchen is surface cleaned.  Kids are taught and laundry 
is washed.  But who can relax when the dust is piling 
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up?  How can hubby come home each day and find a 
haven in the midst of chaos when there is chaos in the 
haven?  Small chaos... but chaos still. 
 
Is it a sin for me to take my duties so lightly?  If I am 
honest with myself.... I think maybe it is. 

Older women likewise are to be reverent in behavior, 
not slanderers or slaves to much wine. They are to 

teach what is good, and so train the young women to 
love their husbands and children, to be self-controlled, 
pure, working at home, kind, and submissive to their 

own husbands, that the word of God  
may not be reviled. 

- Titus 2:3-5  
 
I've been in this housewife business for almost 24 
years now.  I should be an old hat.... and I can be an 
old hat if I would just pull it together and remember: it 
isn't about me.  How tiered I am (consequently, 
because I didn't go to bed early enough to get enough 
sleep and I am not taking good care of my body), how I 
don't really feel like doing that particular chore 
today.... and so on.   
 
What's more: my daughters are my young women to 
train.  What am I teaching them if I am content with 
surface work?  Where am I showing them to be 
workers at home?  How am I glorifying God if I don't 
live out Colossians 3:23 written for Christian 
Households... 
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Image from Bible Hub5 

 
Am I really working for the Lord when I laze out of bed 
or don't pull my full heart into my Bible study time, or 
keep up with the little things that affect the 
atmosphere of my home which God has blessed me 
with? 
 
No. 
 
As God would have it, not only has He convicted me on 
all of this, but He has also been showing me the way 
out of it.  Whether it was little steps over the last 5 
years leading me away from where I should be... or 
one big one I missed somewhere... doesn't really 
matter anymore.  What does matter is what I am going 
to do to fix it. 
 
Starting with this post, I hope to share each week what 
I am doing to get back on track.  I have to believe I am 
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not alone on this way-ward path and others might 
enjoy joining me in finding our way out of this under-
brush! 
 
On the horizon: 
- Heart-filled housework 
- Better self-care via healthier eating, exercise and 
earlier bedtime 
- Deeper quality Bible Study time 
- A plan for each day and each day sticking with the 
plan 
 
There are sooooo many details with this short over-
view list, I am excited through the hope and looking 
forward to sharing it all here, that it might further 
fulfill Titus 2 in teaching other women what God is 
teaching me! 
 
I pray, wherever you are today, that you find joy in the 
work God has given you and do it all for Him, that he 
might receive all the Glory.... and if you are struggling 
with that, I pray you would be encouraged today to 
begin taking steps (even if only baby ones at first) to 
get back in the right direction. 
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KEEPERS: BABY STEPS  

JANAURY 20, 2016 

 
 
I'm on an adventure to transform bad habits into 
good.  To revitalize my Keeper at Home heart per Titus 
2 and see transformation happen in my life and 
home.  The Keeper at Home post last week explains it 
all. 
 
These recent weeks, as I have begun taking action, the 
message on my heart has been Baby steps.: making 
small changes as I come across the most pressing 
areas. Applying those baby steps I have seen some key 
tips. 

 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-9W_rv8i-RZQ/Vp6ag0Bog7I/AAAAAAAAGWw/z8Dt6pqesV8/s1600/wintertree.JPG
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Tip #1: If I am noticing a mess or problem, hubby is 
probably noticing it too! 
Often, I will glaze over a little task because, well, it is 
little and, as-per the laziness I discussed last week, I 
have gotten into a bad habit of only taking time for the 
pressing or the surface.  I pick up the house each day, 
keep the kitchen surface-cleaned, keep the floors 
generally acceptable.... but those spots and dust and...! 
 
Seriously.  That spot I referenced last week was a real 
one, not merely an illustration.  I'm too ashamed to 
give the details, but there have been others.  I noticed 
it but didn't feel like going out of my way to take care 
of it... until hubby pointed it out.  Turns out he had 
noticed it all along as well but just hadn't said 
anything.   

I began to think back on all the housework oriented 
spats we have had in recent years and realized: most 
of them were about things I noticed but made excuses 
to avoid until my husband got frustrated with my lack 
of care for the house he was working so hard to 
provide for (my words, not his) and finally said 
something.... which usually put me on defense, 
frustrated he was pointing it out, but in truth, 
frustrated with myself for not beating him to it... and 
the argument would ensue grounded in my own 
insecurities, lack of humility and down-right 
procrastination! 
 
There, the truth is out!! 
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So.  I have challenged myself:  Manage tasks when 
they are noticed by me and don't wait for them to be 
pointed out by others. Not only am I going to either 
take care of messes AS I SEE THEM (or add them to my 
list to do the second I get a free second if I am busy 
when they come up) but I am going to do it with a 
joyful heart because, honestly, my heart isn't always in 
the right place.  Which helped me realize something 
else I had forgotten along the way: 

 
 
This is the job God has blessed me with so I need to 
do it joyfully and I need to do it well. Don't let anyone 
tell you different: housewifing is a REAL job.  It needs 
to be treated as such by planning, doing and even 
learning all you can to be good at it and complete it 
well.  I know this in my core but I so easily let the world 
demean my position and I end up taking for granted all 
the little things like dusting, rug cleaning, tub scrubbing 
and so on. The Bible tells me I should do ALLLLLLLLL 
things to the glory of God.  ALLLLLL things with a joyful 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-xiEd5uW-_AA/Vp6YoPYh7VI/AAAAAAAAGWc/JngdnT4KWlU/s1600/winterhouse.JPG
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heart because of the One who gives me joy and saved 
my life. 
 
I need to change my attitude from I have to do the 
housework - to - I get to serve my family.  Serving them 
is truly a privilege. 
 
This means, when I see dust piling, it isn't time to 
frown and groan as I grab the duster. It is, instead, a 
time to grab the duster and thank the good Lord for 
the things like shelves and cabinets and trinkets he has 
blessed us with to make our house feel like a home. As 
I clean each surface, I also get to thank him for 
cleaning our hearts with his Savior.  To thank him, with 
each flick of my duster, for the family I get to help 
make feel comfortable in our little abode... and thank 
him for friends and acquaintances who might come 
and feel cozy here too. 

 
 
The baby steps also brought me to recognize how my 
food, sleeping and exercise (lack of) choices were 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-lQEQrEvPguM/Vp6YoFPrrpI/AAAAAAAAGWo/kyVUbu-Acts/s1600/winterguesthouse.JPG
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lowering my energy and attitude.  I have begun making 
little changes in those areas which I plan to add onto as 
time progresses. So, 
 
Tip #2 is to realize how my health habits affect every 
other area of my life and ability to be a good Keeper at 
Home, make changes accordingly. 
 
Eating  I have been making more conscientious food 
choices and even started tracking my food intake 
again.  I want to be sure I am getting balance in my diet 
rather than too much of all the wrong things.  I tend to 
forget how much of what has been eaten all day and 
will lazily go to starchy fall-backs for snacking if I'm not 
paying attention.  I have also restricted my sweets 
intake to only once a week.  [In the appendix] is the 
chart I designed years ago and re-designed recently to 
give a better over-all tracking of each day's health 
activity.  
 
I have my target servings per day listed in the "svg" 
category on my printed chart.  Mine are based on the 
fact that I am pre-diabetic and need to watch my carb 
and sugar intake.  Consult your doctor or other viable 
resource to see what healthy eating approach is best 
for you and fill in this section accordingly. I like how 
FlyLady6 points out: you are NOT the number on the 
scale.  As a recovered bulimic, when I first heard her 
encouraging words over 10 years ago, it was exactly 
what I needed to stay focused!   
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My goal: not weight loss, rather, feel better.  I'm not in 
as much pain when I eat healthy (doctors think I may 
have fibromyalgia), I have more energy AND I am 
usually in a better mood!  What's not to love about 
healthy eating when you think of it like that!  I believe 
this is a vital part to being a good Keeper at home since 
energy and well-being help to do the job better! 
 
Earlier Bedtime: I'm also getting better about not 
starting tasks too late in the day which would take me 
past a reasonable bedtime.  Accounting for shower, 
praying with hubby, settling down and going to sleep; I 
usually start my bedtime routine by around 8:30 and I 
am typically tucked in no later than 10, ready for my 
5a.m. rise.  I'm working on NOT hitting snooze since it 
seems to actually add to my tiredness and then, once 
up, splashing cold water on my face and back of 
neck.  I also figured out brushing my hair seems to 
stimulate my brain to start waking up.  I never knew 
hair brushing first thing could do that for me!!!  (The 
cold water thing is an old trick I had gotten away from.) 
 
Exercise.... well... it is REALLLLLY cold here and I have 
been battling a bad head and throat thing.  I actually 
wouldn't mind trekking out in the chill if it wasn't for 
sickness. Hubby actually stayed home today to help me 
out because I feel like poop and errands need to be ran 
(yes, I said... or rather typed the word poop here!  I feel 
that bad!).  However, I am implementing little things 
(baby steps!) like: not asking the kids to get things for 
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me and not putting off tasks at other ends of the 
house.  A sort of, get-up-and-do instantly mentality 
rather than waiting for no really good reason other 
than I don't feel like moving or walking there at that 
moment!  I will be starting a regular walking routine 
once the mercury can hover above 40 and my head 
and throat aren't pounding!! 
 
There are so many other baby steps I would love to 
share with you today but my time seems to be up!  I 
will be back next week with more.  In the meantime, I 
would love to hear little things YOU are doing to be a 
good Keeper at Home!  And I pray you would feel 
God's guidance helping you along the way. 
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KEEPERS AT HOME: JOY IN THE JOB  

JANUARY 26, 2016 

 
 
I'm tiered.  Are you tiered?  I think some of it is just 
that time of year where the slower grayer winter 
months sort of drag on after the insanely busy bright 
fall and Christmas season.  January and February seem 
to be a time of after-shock where we stand a bit dazed, 
trying to get our bearings in the new year, making 
resolutions and declarations and then trying to keep 
up the energy to follow through. 
 
In my tiredness and knowing God is calling me to step 
back up to the plate in more active housewifery skills, 
some days it is all I can do to put one foot in front of 
the other.  Whether in my morning Bible study time to 
which I struggle staying awake, or keeping up the 
chore list so my home can be squeaky clean.  It is hard. 
 
As if tiredness and 'hard' weren't enough, I often 
second-guess the WHY.  Why is it really that 
important to dust, scrub floors, clean windows and, 
over-all, stay on top of this whole housewife game?  I 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-ouz2ExPOAmA/VqfTmZIEufI/AAAAAAAAGXo/Jy0HbRUExuo/s1600/tired.JPG
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mean, really, it is mostly just me and my family who 
knock about the place.  Guests are few and far 
between and the ones who are semi-regular don't 
really care if I dusted or scrubbed.  The laundry stays 
washed, the dishes clean and dinners cooked.  What's 
the deal with the little stuff? 
 
Fact is, my hubby cares.  I have one of those guys who 
actually comments if certain aspects of my 
housekeeping are falling off.  Other facts... when those 
guests that do care come, I find myself in a last-minute 
frenzy to catch up on months of the little stuff.  And, 
quite honestly, it is healthier.  It may not seem like 
dust or wiping down cabinets or keeping floors tidy 
matters... but it does.  Lower allergies, less germs and 
so on. 
 
Don't get me wrong, I am not advocating OCD style 
housework.  However, as I have mentioned many 
times before on this blog, the choice to be a housewife 
is a job.  It is a responsibility to create a warm and 
welcoming environment and, with few exceptions, I 
think we can all agree we feel more warm and 
welcomed in an environment that doesn't smell weird 
or contain questionable surface quality! 
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We have an oak table that needs oiling regularly I 
procrastinate every time but it is so beautiful once it is 

done! 

 
So, this is truly the core of why God has driven me into 
this series of Keepers at Home.  Because my laziness 
(mentioned a few weeks ago stemmed from this 'why' 
mentality and the whole does this really matter 
mindset.  Since launching into this initiative, I am doing 
better, but it is still a process.  It was no surprise, as I 
sat in church on Sunday, that the message from our 
pastor hit home the way it did: 
 
Ecclesiastes.  I love this book.  Such profound wisdom 
from Solomon, likely towards the end of his life, 
looking back on all he did right and, especially, all he 
did wrong and should have done better.  Not only was 
he a wise king as per his prayer to God, but he now had 
the wisdom which comes with years.  On Sunday I sat 
with my Bible teetering on my knee penciling notes 
next to the THREE times between chapters 2-3 
Solomon tells us to take joy in our work: 

 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-bz7C710jIRE/VqfXIwIpqxI/AAAAAAAAGX0/YSuKrSewYhM/s1600/oiledtable.JPG
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There is nothing better for a person than that he should 
eat and drink and find enjoyment in his toil. This also, I 

saw, is from the hand of God 
- Ecclesiastes 2:24   

 
also that everyone should eat and drink and take 
pleasure in ALL his toil—this is God's gift to man. 

- Ecclesiastes 3:13  
 

So I saw that there is nothing better than that a man 
should rejoice in his work, for that is his lot... 

- Ecclesiastes 3:22a  
 
My husband delights in pointing out the significance of 
numbers in scripture.  Three is considered the 
signature of God so you can imagine how this womped 
me upside the head as I stared at the thin pages 
covered in these bold words!  According to God's Word 
through Solomon we are to: 
 
find enjoyment … in toil 
take pleasure in ALL toil 
rejoice  ... in our work. 
 
Why?  Since that is my big question of God 
lately.  Well, because, it is: 
 
from the hand of God 
God's gift  
my lot 
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It isn't like I sit and do nothing all day in lieu of the 
needed housework.  But I don't take pride or joy in the 
little things and instead often choose my things 
instead.  Whether I'm looking up random stuff on the 
internet or watching a movie with the kids or... golly... 
what do I do when not keeping up on the little stuff in 
housework?! 
 
God called me to be a housewife and with that, as seen 
in scripture, comes responsibility to others (and 
especially to my husband).  With this 'job'/work/toil 
comes a call to hospitality which equates doing for 
others and providing a place where others can feel 
comfortable and welcome.  Titus 2 and Proverbs 31 are 
only 2 places where we see the work of women 
expressed.  The Bible is peppered full of wonderful 
examples of Godly women/wives (and many examples 
of unGodly ones as well!!). 
 
So, if God handed me this job as a gift because it was 
the lot he has chosen me for and I don't find enjoyment 
or take pleasure or rejoice in the ability I GET TO have 
(especially in those 'little' chores) as a response of 
gratitude to God - then I am not honoring God or my 
family or my position.  Like the many examples of 
housewifery in the Bible, there are many examples of 
people who did not appreciate the gifts of God and 
soon lost them! 
 
Oh my. 
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I do not want that to be me!  I love the ability I get to 
enjoy of being a keeper at home.  I want to do more 
than the basics... more than just get-by.  No, I want to 
pleasurably enjoy and rejoice in ALL my work/toil and 
thank the good Lord for choosing me to do it!  My 
positive attitude in ALL of it (especially the little stuff) 
can make a great difference to my family AND to any 
sojourners who may pass through.  What a wonderful 
way to continuously point others to Him!? 
 
I pray you might be encouraged today, no matter if you 
are a part time or full time housewife... no matter if 
you have little ones, grown ones or no ones to be a 
keeper of the home for... simply that you would rejoice 
and find joy in every part of housewifery because you 
see the hand and face of God and you trust His plan 
and purpose in it! 
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Section 4 

HOMEschool 

 

The topic that started it all!  My postings on this 

subject have swung back and forth as a result of my 

personal struggles with feeling ill-equipped to provide 

such insight!  When I look at 20+year veteran 

homeschoolers I feel so insignificant… then God often 

reminds me how he uses us ALL, no matter where we 
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are in this journey; we each have something to bring to 

the table on this topic. 

I felt especially inspired to write about homeschooling 

as a result of teaching one child with ADHD and 

another with Dyslexia.  As I journeyed through this 

topic on the blog I kept encountering other women 

who felt largely under-qualified to the task of teaching 

their children. I understood their self-doubting 

struggles and I found, with a little encouragement, 

these same moms often blossomed and grew in the 

light of the Lord’s grace over homeschooling.   

We all can encourage one another and, in the end, this 

simple idea is what God uses to keep me writing on 

topics of home-education.  I recall with fondness all 

the ways other moms, in their various phases of the 

homeschooling journey, have encouraged me to keep 

plugging forward. 

Over the years of writing on homeschooling I have 

drawn from experiences which range between working 

with public schools and Sunday schools, studying for a 

degree in Early Childhood Education, and 

homeschooling my own variously gifted children from 

Pre-school through graduation. It is from this angle of 
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varied experiences coupled with the never failing 

typical mommy fears of inadequacy vs. finding 

confidence… that I often tackle articles of this topic.   

If you were to search and read about homeschooling 

on Faith and Home you would encounter a multitude 

of “blog parties” and straight up heart renderings on 

threads such as our curriculum, our adventures in 

learning, our trials, our wanderings into loose 

application of Charlotte Mason, and even how we 

taught/learned during our travels for missions work.  I 

also love to write encouragement; gentle reminders to 

not give up when the road gets rough. 

I pray these selections will give you hope in your 

homeschooling journey (or hope you can share with 

others in theirs!). 

 

 

 

 



Snapshots 

125 

HOMESCHOOL JOURNAL: DEAR MOM WITHOUT A 

DEGREE  

JULY 10, 2015 

 
 
Dear Homeschool Mom Who Doesn't Have a Degree, 
 
I just wanted to write you today and encourage you to 
be confident because you ARE enough.  A degree 
collecting dust on your living room wall does not 
qualify you to teach your child.  Did you need a degree 
to be a mother?  To learn how to change diapers or 
feed your sweet little ones the right food at the right 
times?  Did you need tens of thousands of dollars to 
listen to 'professionals' explain the order of teaching 
your toddler to walk and run or hold a spoon or pencil 
and use it properly?  Did you need to sit, 4+ years of 
your life, in classrooms with piles of books and papers 
and due dates and exam stress to figure out how to 
handle a teething child or explain what the letter "A" 
looks like or how to count blocks as they stacked them 
into a tower? 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-nvpZEFaRkfs/VZ_-c-Dy0CI/AAAAAAAAF2w/RVR4KPZRRXQ/s1600/bk+chalkboard.JPG
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The answer is simply no.  
 
Somehow, somewhere in life, people got the idea that 
the only 'qualified' person to teach and train our 
children was someone with a degree.  Someone who 
has spent all of your child's life not with them. Not 
learning how your child learns and when they have 
been pushed too far.  Not understanding the things 
which tug at their lives and make them hurt and not 
ready to pay attention that day. Teachers are 
wonderful people.  Most of them do have a heart for 
teaching and learn to have a heart for your child.... but 
they don't have our heart for our children.  Our passion 
to see them succeed in more than just academics and 
worldly ways.  Our passions and pulls for the spiritual 
well-being alongside their academic growth. 
 
Remember, too, your children aren't just learning from 
a teacher, they are also learning from their peers... 
usually all the tidbits you would rather they didn't 
learn!  Dirty jokes and 4-letter words not on the 
vocabulary list.  Un-censored viewing habits are shared 
along with the best ways to lie and talk back to parents 
and other adults.  Even the best kids find themselves 
privy to all these tidbits at one time or another in their 
public school education.  Worst of all, they learn how 
to strive for approval and acceptance to avoid 
rejection (or overcome rejection) verses striving for 
their personal and God-given best to glorify God and 
know they are always accepted in His eyes. 
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My dear Homeschool mom who doesn't have a degree, 
if God has called you to teach your child, then he has 
already innately equipped you to be your child's best 
teacher.  Over a century ago when schoolhouses didn't 
dot our communities, parents didn't think twice about 
teaching their children all they needed for 
life.  Abraham Lincoln got all he needed to become a 
lawyer and one day the president of the United States 
from his step mom and a handful of books. 
 
You.can.do.this. 
 
I know, because I am a homeschooling mom without a 
degree.  It was during a degree pursuit for Early 
Childhood Education that God called me to set my 
studies aside.  It was through these studies that I 
realized; everything I needed to know to be a good 
homeschool teacher was within me as a mom and 
within my ability to read any book or article to find 
answers to questions on techniques and tactics best 
for my kids. Anything I didn't already know, I had the 
ability to learn right alongside my children. 
 
If you are reading this and you do have a degree... I am 
not intending to diminish your hard work.  But if you 
don't... don't diminish your own God-given 
abilities.  Pray and trust Him to guide you and give you 
all you need to be the best teacher for your child.  And 
on the days when you feel like you can't get anything 
right and you just lost your temper with your young 
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student... again, realize, public school teachers have 
days like that too.  The difference is, homeschool 
students have the comfort and security of knowing 
they will not be rejected in those moments... that they 
are still unconditionally loved and accepted, faults and 
all. 
 
Be confident, homeschooling mom, no matter your 
situation or education.  God has made you more than 
enough and that is more than all you need! 
 

Train up a child in the way he should go;    even when 
he is old he will not depart from it. 

Proverbs 22:6  
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THE JOY OF HOMESCHOOLING ADHD AND DYSLEXIC 

CHILDREN  

FEBRUARY 12, 2009 

My oldest daughter was diagnosed with ADHD a 
couple years ago. Her scores were pretty high on the 
chart. We expected this diagnoses because, from a 
very young age, she had exhibited the a-typical 
symptoms of this "disability".  
 
I hate that word, "disability". That label is what turned 
my husband off from the beginning. He has only 
recently begun to be responsive to her, shall we say, 
difference when it is referred to in a way other than 
"disability". Can you blame him? 
 
Studies show that dyslexia, ADD/ADHD, and other 
visual/spatial anomalies in learning are on the rise. I 
personally think it is a gift from God. These 
"disabilities”, which I will instead refer to as 
"giftedness", coincide with a period in time when the 
jobs in high demand have to do with concept. 
Visual/spatial learners can "see", within their minds, 
the concept of how something functions and how it 
should act. In a highly technological society, this ability 
is very advantageous. You can't "see" the World Wide 
Web or the functions of a mother board with your 
eyes. You can only grasp their concepts in a more 
figurative/imaginative way. The way that children, like 
mine, grasp things most naturally. 
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So what does this have to do with homeschooling? 
Well today as an example, my "gifted" children cannot 
attend to any one activity for an extended period of 
time. Especially my ADHD child. We are trying to do 
charts so they can visualize some information on the 
solar system. But it does require some more reality 
based/logical attention that just does not come as 
easily to these two. In their past public school days, 
situations like today would coincide with a call from 
the teacher. You know, the one where you are told 
your child had to be set at their own private area 
because they wouldn't sit still. They were held in from 
recess because they couldn't focus to finish the tail end 
of 3 hours straight of school work. All the calls and 
meetings that I dreaded. Even when they had the 
diagnoses and would still look at me like, 'what is 
wrong with your child... why can't they act "normal"'. 
 
But they are normal. They are wonderful. And today, 
when they just couldn't sit any longer to work on their 
math/science, I could easily say.... "RECESS"!! After all, 
we had been working for almost an hour straight with 
great results. That is a lot for one child whose eyes tire 
from the strain of dyslexia and another whose body 
emanates with ADHD. 
 
And so, as they gear up for some snow play and I type 
this blog, I have peace of mind knowing that when they 
get back in with their energy somewhat spent, we can 
re-focus and finish our work for the day. AND, I will not 
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be getting a call from the school or a note home from 
any teachers stating that my kids couldn't focus 
today.... 'Please do this additional homework tonight 
so your child is ready for class tomorrow' when we will 
likely go through it all again!  
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CONFESSIONS OF A HOMESCHOOL MOM  

FEBRUARY 3, 2012 

 
 

I received an email earlier this week from a friend who 
is homeschooling her child with 
disabilities.  Apparently they both had a melt-down at 
the beginning of the week and she felt horrible.  She 
was not as patient as she knew she needed to be... as 
sweet as she is, her patience simply ran out. 
 
I think we can all relate. 
 
But that wasn't enough.  Friday has come and she is 
still a bit tore up for getting so upset with her son.  My 
heart went out to her and here, I must share my 
response... at least in part: 
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Don't beat yourself up too bad about Monday.  I went 
through that for the first couple of years I was 
homeschooling because of Ashley's ADHD, it drove me 
batty.  Brenden would frustrate me sometimes too but 
his mellow attitude was what saved him from wrath! 
[He has severe dyslexia and dysgraphia]  It is never 
completely easy, but over the years I have come to 
realize, by way of divine shoulder tapping, that the 
single most important skill for my children to know for 
life is how to read and understand their Bible and grow 
a relationship with Christ (and teach others the 
same).  Even if "reading" means listening to the 
scriptures on their MP3 players :-)   

I try to poor in all I can academic wise and I pray every 
time, like my Monday, when I see something missing or 
somewhere we are a bit behind.  I am reminded that 
the beauty of homeschool is; we are never really 
behind and they are never truly struggling.  As long as 
we are teaching and loving they are learning.  And with 
your [son] (and my Brenden at times) it may mean 
teaching in nibbles instead of big bites.  It may mean 
they forgot what we learned last week... and we have 
to love them in spite of that and remember... we are 
good teachers, God appointed us and told us so... he 
will bring to their recollections what and when is 
needed. 
 
Be at peace in your heart.  Sometimes we need to 
stumble backwards to step forwards.  Give grace... not 
because you should or they need it... no, give grace 
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simply because God gave grace, how can we do any 
less?  And he is giving you grace right now too... 
embrace it and love God for it. 
 
I share this here because I think, if we truly opened up 
confessions, we all struggle like this at times.  Even 
public school teachers lose their cool and have bad 
days (I have horror stories from my children's 
homeschool days to testify to that!)  All teachers, 
public and home, are human.  And all children, like 
adults, have their bad days... especially when they are 
children with disabilities.  But God's grace is sufficient. 
 
Don't look at your homeschool year as a whole... look 
at it bit-by-bit.  See progress not just illusive goals and 
remember, if you are teaching and showing them the 
love of Christ, they will be sufficient... all else will catch 
up and come in its time. 
 

There is a time for everything, and a season for every 
activity under the heavens... What do workers gain 
from their toil? I have seen the burden God has laid on 
the human race. He has made everything beautiful in 
its time. He has also set eternity in the human heart; 
yet no one can fathom what God has done from 
beginning to end.   

- Ecclesiastes 3:1, 9-11 
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WHEN WRITING SEEMS HARD  

FEBRUARY 17, 2012 

  
 
When writing seems too hard, are we talking structure 
or form? We have struggled in our homeschool with 
both-from getting my hyperactive child to focus on one 
idea and relaying it comprehensively to watching my 
son with dysgraphia squeeze his pencil tightly, as if 
willing the letters to look right to his own dyslexic eyes. 
Writing has not been an easy art for us. 

When first homeschooling, I thought my children HAD 
to do it by-the-book. Just like public school: Teach a 
lesson, see results. 
  
Not exactly. 
  
Submitting the matter in prayer, I found a way to claim 
peace. The hard part would be letting go of what I 
thought they HAD to do and remembering all God 
requires of them . . . and me. 
  

http://www.thehomeschoolchick.com/
http://www.thehomeschoolchick.com/
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Fathers, do not provoke your children to anger, but 
bring them up in the discipline and instruction of the 

Lord.  
-Ephesians 6:4 (ESV) 

 
And above all these put on love, which binds everything 

together in perfect harmony.  
 -Colossians 3:14 (ESV) 

 
God showed me where I was caring more about what 
others thought (especially my critics) instead of giving 
my children the tools they needed to succeed (which 
for a time were more like crutches). I had been 
exasperating them with expectations they just couldn't 
meet. I was complicating the process of learning and 
ignoring the fact that all things, through the Lord and 
love, would work together to produce results. 
  
If God gave grace . . . surely I could too. 
  
We began using copy work. I read articles from 
seasoned homeschoolers who recommended this form 
of writing for training children in good grammar and 
structure. Through using good literature excerpts, the 
children's structure and spelling has improved far more 
than when I simply taught a lesson and expected 
understanding and results. They have grown in their 
ability to contain thoughts and focus main ideas as 
well. Their own writing projects are seeing far fewer 
red marks and much more praise! 
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A wonderful bonus: Some copy work comes from 
Scripture. It has helped them learn new verses and 
planted a desire to copy more! I often see them 
copying their latest favorite verse to save! God is 
winning their hearts and growing their abilities! 
  
As for my dysgraphic child, I submitted to letting him 
trace and accepted dictation on big projects and rough 
days. His handwriting actually improved, and his 
frustration declined! His writing will always be wild and 
messy when he's not trying, but he can finally contain 
his letters and space when needed, something he 
could never do before. 
  
I praise God for His guidance through the times when 
the very idea of contained writing seemed hopeless. 
  
The simple answer to when teaching writing is hard: 
Let go of your inhibitions, ease up on your 
expectations, and see your children as God does; 
individually and with love. Learn how you can grow 
their skills using their strengths and trusting the Lord 
with each step. Learning gaps and naysayers will 
quickly be closed and quieted--the results will speak 
for themselves. 
 
No two weeks are the same in our homeschool. 
Brenden, with his Dysgraphia and Dyslexia, will always 
struggle but he tries hard and makes steady 
progress.  He no longer groans or protests writing and 
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reading.  Ashley, my 13 year old ADHD (and stubborn) 
child, still puts up a fight sometimes. Just this week she 
was protesting writing up interview questions because 
she just [didn't] want to!  

 
 
But any week and every week of homeschool I would 
rather take the blunt then not have that precious (even 
in the rough spots, precious) time. 

 
 
This is just one mom's week and experience in 
homeschooling! 
 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-9Un4aawYTN0/TmKM-LuzJUI/AAAAAAAABL0/Gq84iQZEHkg/s1600/DSC09775.JPG
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-84LTQKZrfa8/Tq9GKd8oo5I/AAAAAAAABSA/bZHN0oa6exE/s1600/DSC00088.JPG
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IN FRONT OF THE CURRICULUM CLOSET  

AUGUST 18, 2012 

 
 
Standing in front of my friend's curriculum closet, 
hearing her pour her heart out on hopes and dreams 
and heartache... I understood.  I think we all 
understand the triumphs and 'tragedies' of 
homeschooling.  O.K., not really tragedy... but it feels 
like it at times. 

 Standing in front of a PILE of curriculum we 
want to do ALL of and can't fit in (at least not 
without going crazy!).  

 Having high hopes for a delightful year and 
right out of the gate you hear the whining voice 
of your sweet child(ren), "When are we going 
to be done?" "I'm hungry, is it lunch time yet" 
"Do I have to do this." 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-0LfWjSxs_F8/UC_q1Dudk7I/AAAAAAAACo0/Q1nCM37Gr1Q/s1600/books.JPG
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 It is setting up a schedule only to watch it get 
dashed by unexpected interruptions. 

 It is everything and nothing related to 
homeschooling and I bet 9 out of 10 moms 
stand there and say, "I am not qualified" or "I 
can't do this." no matter what their educational 
background is. 

You aren't alone.  We all do this at times.  
 
But I stand in the trenches with you and I tell you... 
YOU are, in fact, the most qualified.  You can, in fact, 
do this best of all... even when it doesn't feel that way. 
 
How do I know?  Because I am not able either and, 
through prayer, I have learned there is One who is.  As 
long as I lean into His leading, His guidance, His 
strength and trust Him for endurance and ability... He 
will give it.  
 
God has called each of us to be everything our children 
need.  If he didn't want us to do this job, he wouldn't 
have put the initial drive to homeschool in us... and he 
wouldn't have given us our children to teach.  

Train up a child in the way he should go; even when he 
is old he will not depart from it. 

Proverbs 22:6  (ESV) 
 
 
 



Snapshots 

141 

You shall teach them diligently to your children, and 
shall talk of them when you sit in your house, and when 

you walk by the way, and when you lie down, and 
when you rise. 

Deuteronomy 6:7 (ESV) 
 
Yes, some days we don't feel that drive... we only feel 
fatigued, frustrated and disillusioned.  In those times 
we must look out of the pit and see the light 
above.  We must know we are NOT alone and His 
strength and guidance will help us persevere. 
 
Oh, how I love those times, in front of the curriculum 
closet.  Heart pouring, experience sharing and 
knowing... knowing the One who holds my life, holds 
everything my life touches too. 

 
 
I pray your homeschooling year in swing or ahead, is 
blessed and lit by the Spirit of strength and endurance. 
 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-xjVkq9VQABY/UC_q1sASW3I/AAAAAAAACo8/oMaKtNvYOAI/s1600/books2.JPG
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RELIGHTING A BURNOUT*  

FEBRUARY 6, 2014 

 
 
The title stared up at me from my HEDUA planner8, 
"How To Recover From Homeschool Burnout" by Linda 
Johnson.  Something in my Spirit said I needed to read 
this.  Personally.... honestly... we didn't even get into 
full-homeschool swing until about December... how 
could we be 'burnt out' already?? 
 
But I read it. 
 
I read it because I knew there was something 
amiss.  Something making me unsatisfied, 
temperamental, and searching for answers.  I had 
prayed, especially as curriculum catalogs beckoned me 
and it is that time of year again... oh I prayed, "Lord, 
help me.  Show me what to do, you know what you 
want for our homeschool." 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-L1rx7mgaRzA/Uw5wayKJblI/AAAAAAAAFCI/nqDE71e5WAw/s1600/3.JPG
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It was a heart-felt prayer, yet one of those prayers you 
take for granted.... the kind you just assume goes at 
the bottom of God's checklist for Priority Prayers Today 
and maybe... just maybe... you will hear something, 
but truly you don't expect to. 
 
Like too many times in my life though, this was one of 
those prayers I didn't realize was being answered... 
and answered post-haste... until I was almost on the 
other side! 
 
Yes, How to recover from Homeschool Burnout 
launched me down an unexpected path when I 
answered "YES" to almost every one of Linda's direct 
questions regarding my potential burnout. 
 
Don't panic.... there is hope!  (Linda said so!) 

 
 
We are taking this week off from hard-core 
studies.  Having real conversations about what our 
homeschool "is" and what we want it to be.  We are 
listening to each other, finding answers, and having 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-7FNJOO9k5lU/Uw5wa4tktfI/AAAAAAAAFCY/aO0PPBlSb1E/s1600/2.JPG


Amanda Jones 

144 

fun.  I'm letting go a little.... and letting God a little 
more.... and I am learning some things: 

1. I CAN'T try to copy someone else's idea of what 
is important for kids.  I have to recognize what 
is important (and most of all) what is attainable 
for MY kids... and follow that.  Even if it puts us 
in a boat farther from "normal".   

2. I have to hold schedules loose enough to allow 
learning outside the box but close enough that 
we don't get so distracted, NOTHING gets 
done!!!  It is taking me f.o.r.e.v.e.r to get this 
one straight!   

3. My kids LOVE school at home!!!!!  Who would 
have thunk it!  Yup.  When asked about other 
ways of schooling, they WANT 
workbooks.  They LOVE assignments and 
deadlines.  They LOOK FORWARD TO daily 
schedules.  Wow.  I guess they are more like me 
then I realized!!!!  But they love the surprise 
game days too and extra time to play outside 
on sunny days.  (hence, perfecting #2 is key) 

The wildest thing about the last few days... that other-
side-of-it view... unplugging from the school machine 
and REAL assessments with the kids at my side, 
eliminated half of my planned curriculum order 
prep!!!  Classes and approaches I thought they would 
enjoy, in fact, were not at all appealing.  God used my 
burn-out to light a fire of understanding in His desire 
and plan for our homeschool... now and in the school 
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year to come.  Oh how humbly grateful I am! 
 
Hello, my name is Amanda, I am recovering from 
homeschool burn out.  I have been 6 days without 
grading a single paper and I have hope for all the 
potential grading and teaching ahead! 
 
I want to encourage you, out there, if you are feeling 
the burn too.... don't be afraid to step back, assess, 
talk, play, have fun.... what is REALLY so important that 
you can't?  Do it for your sanity and do it for your 
kiddos.  But most of all... do it at the feet of the Father 
who is waiting to guide you in rekindling.  And don't be 
afraid to explore a return to learning that sets you 
outside the box! 
 
 
 
 
*The pictures above were taken a few weeks ago.  We 
live near oil refineries and, it is my understanding, they 
were burning off winter fuel to make room for 
summer's.... I think!  The flame was taller than that at 
first and gradually dwindled down and burnt out!!  :) 
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WHERE'S THE PAYCHECK?  

MARCH 18, 2012 

 
 
The birds are in almost deafening sing-song unison... 
spring is in the air.  I wish I could say our homeschool 
was laxed enough to seize spring fever and take an 
early break... but we aren't!  Actually, taking liberty in 
unscheduled breaks earlier this school year and a busy 
summer ahead has caused us to buckle down just 
about the time we desperately need a break (note to 
self: schedule a TWO week vacation in early spring 
next year... not just ONE!) 
 
So we push and we persevere.  I  am not slave-driving 
by any means (they won't even have spelling next 
week), but it is getting up early, keeping on task and 
trying to enjoy making the most of our directed study 
time in the two weeks we have left before our spring 
break officially starts. 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-x5qOFwXYJAc/T2V97QEYmBI/AAAAAAAABsA/7jX7rXvNSxY/s1600/gboard.JPG
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Can it be done? 
 
"I don't wannnnnaaaa."  Says me as the alarm 
blares.  Why... WHY is it so important? 
 
My attitude was beginning to threaten my resolve to 
encourage their work. I took a moment before "class 
time" to prepare and I found myself thinking... how 
much easier it must be for public/private school 
teachers to get up each day, go to work, and teach... 
they get paid!  Ok, maybe not that much easier... trying 
to inspire other people's kids is not always worth the 
paycheck!  Still, I thought, there is that 'reward'. So... 
what does it really matter that I get up, push each day, 
seek to teach and help my children learn today... can't 
we learn all this stuff later... eventually.... when we get 
around to it? 

 
 
Then God spoke.  He laid in my heart the supreme 
value of a homeschool parent.  Of perseverance; not 
giving up even when we want to.  He revealed to me 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-Vdvd-osp4qo/T2V98WN9slI/AAAAAAAABsY/qcuMuwGdfpw/s1600/gkid.JPG
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that if I became complacent in teaching, my precious 
children would become complacent in learning. 
 
So I boldly asked: "What is it all for? What is it all 
worth?  Where is my paycheck?" 
 
Then God revealed something beautiful: 

Your paycheck isn't in the bank.  It isn't in anything you 
buy or hold... it is in the eyes of those darling children... 
the spark when they 'get it'... the realization that they 
are learning and growing in knowledge.  The paycheck 
is in that piece of paper you will place in their hands 
when they reach graduation day and they wrap their 
arms around your neck and say, with deep feeling, 
"Thank you mom."  When you see them step into life 
after school and grow in wisdom and stature because 
of their education, at home, even on those days when 
you all wanted to give up.  There is no monetary value 
in the paycheck... the rewards are priceless, they lie 
within the heart and mind. 

I could not deny this truth.  Teaching is so much more 
than a paycheck... it is an investment into Something 
bigger than ourselves and someone who will someday 
step into the world with the tools and knowledge we, 
as homeschooling parents under God's blessings, have 
given them. 
 
So, I straightened my shoulders and stepped into my 
day... Mrs. Mom, "Now class, turn to page 205..."  I 



Snapshots 

149 

love my job... I love the paycheck.  I thank the good 
Lord for reminding me where true value lies. 

 
 
 
May you be blessed with a great paycheck too.  With 
His voice reassuring you just how valuable your 'job' is! 
 

 

 

 

 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-lGV_DciUZE8/T2V98M-6WNI/AAAAAAAABsQ/qDvlGsM0NH8/s1600/ghand.JPG
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