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Daughters of Promise 

October  2010 

Walk as daughters of promise…journey 
as children of light…don’t look 
backward, nor to the right or left…only 
set your face forward, running toward 
your Christ. Suspend all self-will, 
sacrifice selfish ambition…commit 
everything you are and own and will be, 
to the glory of the Risen One who has 
called you His Beloved.  

“This is my comfort….that your promise gives me life”—Ps. 119:50. 

 

Daughters of Promise 
by Rachel Schrock 

    Recently I read an excellent book by Lisa Bevere, a favorite author 

of mine: “Kissed the Girls and Made Them Cry: Why women lose 

when they give in”. Let that last phrase sink in a while and consider if 

you can identify with its claim. My guess is that if you’re among those 

of us who have given something emotional or physical away in an 

effort to feel loved, you have also experienced the agonal sense of 

loss that follows. To some degree, we all have. It’s not “inevitable” 

but it’s “likely” that every woman will. We know that we lose when 

we “give in” emotionally and sexually, but many women do not 

understand why we compromise in the first place. I share Lisa’s 

burden for helping women grasp what causes us to reach out for 

love in ways that often lead to heartache.  

    Fact #1: Every woman longs to be loved. It’s an innate desire 

planted by our Creator! Eve was created and brought to her husband 

in the most intimate envir0nment of companionship imagineable. 

Her sense of belonging to both Adam and God must have been 

incredible. Though I can hardly fathom what it would be like to live in 

that greenhouse of relational perfection, I know that it is what I long 

for most. You see, in every woman’s heart remains a fragment of 

Eden--a hunger for the same kind of love that Eve knew, a throbbing 

ache for an intimate connection with the heart of God and others. 

When Eve ate the forbidden fruit, she questioned her first love--her 

Creator--and nullified His position as the sole object of her worship. 

The result was a shattered unity with Him, and a crippled relationship 

with her husband. Today we bear Eden’s seed within us, and reach 

out urgently for something that will restore the penetrating love we 

were created to experience. Therefore…. 

    Fact #2: Every woman is on a quest for love. Even before we are old 

enough to put words to our feelings, we reach out for love and 

intimacy. As we grow older, the search intensifies and leads us to 

many things, some good, some not so good. Money, relationships, 

God, romance, intellect, ministry, food (or no food), education, 

frivolity, or moral relativism are just a few things we may turn to, 

hoping that somehow they will answer our burning questions: Do I 

matter? Am I beautiful? Am I loveable?  

    Fact #3: Every woman will eventually realize that nothing she does  

.  

     Come with me on a journey that I hope will help you realize 

afresh what you have been rescued from, Whose princess you 

are, and what you “lose” when you give in to love’s cheap 
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or tries will satisfy her deepest longing to be loved. Even with odds stacked 

in our favor, we will still find something is missing: something that will give 

us hope when all the lights go out, security when others injure us, peace in 

the storm, and the unwavering knowledge that we belong to someone who 

will never let us down.  

    Fact #4: You are more than a “daughter of Eve”. You are a daughter of 

promise; a princess of princesses; a part of the greatest love story of all 

time. The echoes of Eden within your soul were heard by the greatest Prince 

of all time, and He has come to your rescue. True love exists and it is found 

right where it first began: in the heart of your Creator. You are His greatest 

treasure; the one for whom He went to every extreme to restore the 

intimate relationship your heart so desires..  

     Come with me on a journey that I hope will help you realize afresh what 

you have been rescued from, Whose princess you are, and what you “lose” 

when you give in to love’s cheap imitations. This story is found in the ancient 

book of Ezekiel, and is the story of an abandoned, defiled daughter, and her 

rescue by her Prince. She is the original Cinderella…and you are not so very 

unlike her.  

 

The Original Cinderella 
Based on Eze. 16:4-15. Exerpt taken from ‘Kissed  

the Girls and Made them Cry’ by Lisa Bevere 

 

    The scene is repulsive and heartbreaking--a newborn girl thrashing about in 

a tangle of cord anchored to a withered placenta. What once sustained her life 

is cast upon her like a serpent. It stiffens in the hot sun, and with every 

movement entwines itself about her. The infant is covered with a residue of 

afterbirth and traces of her watery home. Her head is anointed with the birth 

blood of her mother, as her own ebbs away from the untied cord. It has mixed 

with the dust of the earth and turned it to rusty mud.  

    Let’s lift our eyes from her… there is another character in this story. A 

Prince is out walking the fields. Perhaps it is a moment of meditation before 

His day begins. Let’s shadow this noble and look through His eyes as He 

chances upon this abandoned daughter--or could it be He is actually looking for 

her? Her hears a muffled cry and noise of her flailing rustles the golden stalks 

of wheat. He pauses and surveys His field. He hears it again…is it the whimper 

of a wounded animal? No, it is the plea of a fading infant. But he sees no 

workers. No mother in sight. He listens again; there it is, a whimper fading 

away as the bright sun climbs the morning sky. He turns aside, making His way 

cautiously through the field. The stalks murmur as He passes, making it 

difficult for Him to distinguish her movements. Then He sees her. 

    There she is, kicking and flailing weakly in a muddy pool of blood and human 

filth. The scene is so hopeless, so helpless, he averts his eyes and wonders if it 

is too late for this little one. He is almost certain she is the daughter of a city 

prostitute who dwells in the shadows. An infant would have no value to such  

field…they would never throw one out like this. He pauses…is it better 

this way, for her to be born and die in secret? He looks again at the filthy, 

struggling infant. He sees something written across her forehead. It is a 

pronouncement of death, the parting word spoken by her mother: “Die!” 

Balance 
………………………………. 
[a guide to life’s forgotten pleasures] 

How to listen:  
 

1. Notice you are doing 

most of the talking. 

2. Shut mouth. 
3. Open seldom-used holes 

in side of head. 

How to watch clouds: 

1. Go outside. 

2. Recline. Look up. 

3. Watch as clouds 

become fire engines, 

poodles, shoes, old friends, 

etc. 

How to answer the 

phone differently: 

1. Hear phone ring for the 

umpteenth time. 

2. Pick up receiver as you 

normally would. 

3. Instead of saying “hello?” 

boldly answer, “Ruby’s Pig-

shack!” or “What time you 

got?” 
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desperate women. He knows she is not the child of those who labor in his field…they would never throw one out 

like this. He pauses…is it better this way, for her to be born and die in secret? He looks again at the filthy, 

struggling infant. He sees something written across her forehead. It is a pronouncement of death, the parting 

word spoken by her mother: “Die!” 

    He bends closer and her eyes strain to focus on Him; something deep inside Him stirs. He lifts her from the filth 

and commands, “Live!” The cry rises from His very core, and with a single word, the King reverses the sentence of 

death with the power of life. The infant shudders at the sound as she reaches toward His face. In the shadow of 

the Prince, she has found her reason to live. 

    His bloodstained hands quickly tie off her cord and stop the flow of blood. Then, in one motion, He removes His 

cloak and wraps her in the royal mantle of His household. He returns swiftly to His palace, where she is placed 

under the care of the very nurse who swaddled and nurtured Him. When asked who the child is and how long 

she’ll stay, He answers without hesitation, “This little one is Mine…whose she was no longer matters. They 

forfeited all rights to her and left her to die without a name. I’ve redeemed her life. I am her benefactor and 

advocate.”  

    She is bathed and rubbed with salt until all the filth of her shameful birth is removed. She is nursed and 

nurtured by the servants of the Prince’s household, and when she is weaned and strong, the Prince places her in 

the home of the keeper of the fields and gardens. There she grows strong and eventually runs and plays in the 

field, never knowing her blood had spilled on its soil. She is told only that the Prince found her and made her His 

own. The Prince is a frequent visitor and always in the background, watching out for her and meeting her every 

need. 

    In the beauty and provision of her surroundings, she flourishes like the produce of His royal fields, for the Prince 

has made her blossom. She lacks nothing and her childhood is joyful. Looking at her, there is no trace of shame. 

She has the noble appearance of one born of royalty. She is a stunning, vibrant jewel, reflecting and emitting the 

light of a love poured out so generously on her. Her breasts swell and form; hair grows, veiling her blossoming 

womanhood. There still is child in her and the time for love is not quite yet, but soon. Time passes. 

    The Prince comes again, and when she runs to greet Him, He sees it is time. There is no child left in her. The 

transition is complete…she is a woman. She is old enough to give the love of a woman and to receive the love of a 

man. Yet she is uncovered. She is ready for a new covenant. 

    Again the Prince wraps His garment and arm around her and takes her for a walk. He pledges His life to her, not 

just as a benefactor but also as a husband. He spurns the princesses of royal birth to cherish forever this 

abandoned daughter found in a field. He knows she’s loved Him as a brother, as a savior, and as a provider. He 

now asks of her the love of a bride. 

    She can’t believe her deepest dream is coming true. She is being offered the love of a Prince. She agrees with all 

her heart, and leaves behind the cottage to enter the royal household and bean the purification and 

beautification process. Handmaidens attend her every need as she makes herself ready for the Prince.  

     Fragrant ointments and oils are massaged into her freshly washed skin, moisturizing and perfuming as they 

ease away every place of dryness or irritation. She is like a wineskin prepared for new wine. 

    She rests deeply now and dreams of her future with the Prince. He is the only man who ever loved her so 

deeply. The only One who ever spoke so tenderly to her. His love, provision, and goodness are all she’s known. She 

relaxes and basks in the warmth of this. 

    The time comes to choose her wardrobe. Most brides must provide garments of their own, but hers are hand  

chosen and provided for by the Prince. 

    No expense is spared. Her garments are radiant, like the flowers of the Prince’s garden. She is wrapped in the 

finest linen; over this are draped garments of such beauty they outshine the garments of the Prince. She has 

never known anything so beautiful. She runs her hand over each garment, almost unable to comprehend they are 

hers. Each garment is a declaration of His love and her royal position. She is radiant. But there is more: 

    Each day brings a new surprise. He encircles her svelte arms and wrists with bracelets. Her regal neck is 

anchored with a beautiful necklace. He frames her face with ear and nose rings, and then places a magnificent 

crown upon her head. The Prince calls her altogether lovely. No one would ever guess the origin of her shadowy 

birth. She is the radiant reflection of His tender care and passionate love. 
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    She is accessorized with the gold of sunlight and the silver of moonlight. They sparkle and dance against her 

skin…Each is uniquely crafted for her alone. The Prince has ordered it to be so. None can match her beauty.  

    He feeds her the finest grains, the sweetest honey, and the richest oil. She feasts on His goodness, and her beauty 

elevates her. The night of the wedding feast is appointed; the guests are invited, for the time has come for their love 

to be celebrated. Everyone has been whispering and wondering about the identity of the Prince’s bride. Where was 

she from…what did she look like? Many have questioned the Prince’s wisdom--why not take a bride of royal birth 

and stature? Why this one? Then they see her and know. She is the perfect reflection of His love. She is seated at His 

right hand with His banner above her head. When she rises from the feast, she is swept up into His arms and carried 

into His royal bedchamber. There she becomes His princess. Their love is beautiful, tender, and passionate. He loves 

her in the secret place, and it soon becomes evident to all, for no one can be loved by a Prince and keep it a secret.  

 

     Doesn’t this beautiful story capture the desire of every woman’s heart? We long to be loved and nurtured like 

the abandoned infant girl; to BELONG to a Prince whose splendor makes our own beauty perfect (Eze. 16:14). The 

awesome thing about this story is that… it’s OUR story! Jesus, our Prince found us broken and abandoned, 

condemned to death by our own sins, and revived us with the command to “Live!” We read this Biblical analogy 

and sigh contentedly at the end. It seems perfect.  

     Something, though, goes desperately wrong. The Princess who has been made beautiful by her Prince‘s love, 

becomes distracted by the power of her beauty, and turns aside to other lovers. Ezekiel tells the heartbreaking 

end of her story, “But you trusted in your beauty and used your fame to become a prostitute. You lavished your 

favors on anyone who passed by and your beauty became his” (16:15). The first time I read this account, I sat 

back in disappointment. How could such a thing happen?! She had everything she had ever dreamed of…and 

traded it in for a life of prostitution. It is unthinkable! 

    It sounds like Eve‘s story, doesn’t it? And like ours.  

    We, the ransomed daughters, nurtured and lavishly provided for through the sacrifice of Jesus Christ,  have 

often rejected the love of our Prince. We have discarded His invitation to a life of spiritual royalty, and turn aside 

after other “lovers“. I wish I could make it sound less awful…but to return to the things Jesus rescued us from, 

is the same as trading in the loving provision of a king for a room in a house of prostitution.  

    Why do women give in, physically, emotionally, and spiritually? At this point you probably know: we “give in” 

when fail to live in the splendor of our Redeemer’s love.  

      As Christ’s beloved daughters, we are the most cherished princesses of all time. He has renounced our 

sentence of death and raised us in the shelter of love, making available to us all the blessings of His kingdom. 

We are princesses in the greatest love story of all time--let us not allow to be stained again the places Christ has 

so tenderly cleansed. Walk as Daughters of Promise, and experience, not the loss of giving in, but the joy of 

being His! 

 

Zeph. 3:14-15, 17 “Shout for joy oh daughter of Zion! Shout in triumph oh Israel! Rejoice and exult with all your heart oh daughter of Jerusalem! The 

Lord has taken away His judgments against you…the King of Israel, the Lord, is in your midst; you will fear disaster no more…The Lord your God is in 

your midst, a victorious warrior. He will exult over you with joy, He will quiet you with His love, He will rejoice over you with shouts of joy.” 
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[OXYGEN:  TAKING TIME TO TAKE IN THE BREATH OF LIFE]  
    “AND THE LORD GOD FORMED MAN…AND BREATHED INTO HIS NOSTRILS THE BREATH OF LIFE” GEN. 2:7” 
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Women of Splendor 

Rachel Schrock 

     Believe it or not, I used to 

believe that what men really 

want is physically beautiful 

women: women with golden 

tans, perfect complexions, and 

flawless bodies. Somewhere 

along the way, probably around 

the time I began to discover 

that I was totally sunk if a 

paragon of womanhood was 

what men really desired, it 

began to dawn on me that 

maybe, real men wanted real 

women. And that maybe, 

everyone is longing for real 

people with something deeper 

than just physical appeal.  

     One of my self-proclaimed 

degrees is in People-

Watchology, that is, observing 

others and how they react to 

their environment. Hours of 

noting people‟s reactions to 

beauty has burned into my mind 

a shocking reality: what wins a 

woman the genuine 

compliment, “She is so 

beautiful!” is not her physical 

beauty, but her spirit of beauty. 

Authentic beauty provokes 

sincere esteem. Superficial 

beauty yields transient 

admiration. It„s basic, but true! 

Consider these real-life 

illustrations: One night I passed 

a topless young woman in 

Times Square, unashamedly 

displaying her body to literally 

hundreds, if not thousands, of 

people. Let me tell you, there 

were plenty of heads that 

turned! It‟s an extreme example 

but it makes a point: do you 

think she left a lasting 

impression? Did she gain 

respect? Or cause others to 

wonder at the secret of her 

beauty? The obvious answers 

are, no. Now, consider this 

contrast: last year‟s 2nd term 

SMBI choir was taking a tour of 

Hollywood when a passerby 

stopped a member of their 

group. Blessed by their modesty 

and joyful faces, he exclaimed 

profusely at the amazing beauty 

of the SMBI ladies. This 

individual was gripped by 

something real; something 

genuine and splendid. Though 

no doubt he‟d seen, like the rest 

of us, the models of beauty that 

Hollywood produces, he knew 

that in these women was 

something truly lovely, and it 

made a lasting impression.  

   Beauty that is “skin-deep” 

rather than “spirit-deep” is like 

the sky just before daybreak; 

flat brushed grey, maybe a hint 

of midnight blue streaked 

across. Beautiful in a way, but 

not awe-inspiring. It may cause 

some to turn a fleeting glance, 

it may provoke a few admiring 

eyes, but nobody pauses to 

gasp in wonder at the pre-dawn 

sky. They look for a moment 

and then turn away to 

something more captivating.  

   Funny, though, what happens 

at sunrise.  

   Suddenly the murky grey is 

slashed with purple; lines and 

dashes encrypting a telegraph 

across the sky. Slowly--so 

gradually you hardly notice the 

changes at first--the horizon is 

transformed; robed first in 

subtle pink, then cloned with 

the fanning rim of light, and 

overtaken by streaks of 

burnished orange. The sky 

swells at the horizon, pulsing 

with light, a chiasma of ocher, 

violet, scarlet, coral and amber 

as the sun erupts, a glowing 

orb, into a sky-ocean of 

breathtaking hues.  

    Now people are catching their 

breath! This phenomenon of 

nature is so incredible that no 

volume of words or photographs 

is impressive enough to capture 

its grandeur. I‟ve heard people 

commend excitedly, “That was 

the most beautiful sunrise I‟ve 

ever seen!” We‟ve all said this. 

Why? Because what we see is 

something truly lovely. It‟s 

unmistakable in its splendor! 

What makes the difference? 

What magic is it that draws us 

so irresistibly? 

    The magic is in the sun. 

    Without its golden rays, the 

sky is nothing but a canvas of 

powdery gray. Within the flood 

of sunlight, however, the sky 

reflects back, through millions 

of tiny dust particles and gases, 

the kaleidoscope of breathtaking 

colors which we call a “sunrise”.  

    Of course, there are 

breakdowns in the analogy, but 

I think you get the point. 

Someone may admire the 

beauty of your face; but do they 

wish to gaze upon your soul? 

Others may be taken with the 

eloquence of your speech; but 

do they long to hear what you 

have to say? A few may envy 

your social poise; but do they 

hunger for the quiet composure 

of your heart? Do others cast a 

covetous glance at your external 

charm, or do they linger 

longingly in wonder at the 

splendor of your spirit?   

Girl Talk 
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Pearl of Promise: 
{Prov. 11:23} Therefore be 

encouraged: ‘The hope of the 

upright man will give joy, the 

but waiting of the evil-doer will 

have its end in sorrow’. 

 

   Don‟t worry… I am not against 

physical attractiveness. Quite 

the contrary, in fact! As Eve was 

the crowning glory of God‟s 

beautiful creation, so are we. 

Our longings to be lovely are 

not wrong. My feeling, however, 

is that often we ladies take this 

innate desire (good) and 

attempt to satisfy it through the 

quick attention drawn by 

external eye- catching qualities 

(bad). If we are honest with 

ourselves, I think we‟d all admit 

that turning heads feels good. I 

face this battle too, and but 

wish to challenge all of us to 

strive for a reflective splendor; 

one that has nothing to do with 

us, but that simply mirrors the 

Source of Beauty itself: Christ. I 

Pet. 3:3, 4 describes the 

balance: “Your adornment must 

not be merely external…but let 

it be the hidden person of the 

heart, with 

the imperishable quality of a 

gentle and quiet spirit which is 

precious in the sight of God.” Is 

our most lovely adornment our 

“hidden person”, with 

“imperishable” qualities found 

“excellent, of surpassing value” 

by the Lord? 

      Let us endeavor to be 

women of splendor; reflecting 

the beauty of Christ. Focus on 

having a lovely spirit, and I 

promise that you will be loved 

and honored deeply; not in 

fleeting glances, but in rich and 

meaningful relationships. This is 

not just my personal guarantee 

(learned through years in the 

school of hard knocks!), but a 

promise of the Scripture itself: 

“Charm is deceitful and beauty 

is vain, but a woman who fears 

the Lord, she shall be 

praised.” (Prov. 31:30)  

    In the next issue, I will focus 

on specific attributes of a 

beautiful woman. For now, my 

challenge to you is this: Be the 

kind of woman that causes 

others to stop and gape in 

curiosity; the kind of woman 

about whom it is genuinely said, 

“SHE is beautiful!”  

 

Bearing Christ’s Reproach 

 

 

 

 

 “For the bodies of those animals whose blood is brought into 

the Holy Place by the high priest as an offering for sin, are burned 

outside the camp. Therefore Jesus also, that He might sanctify the 

people through His own blood, suffered outside the gate. So, let us 

go to Him outside the camp, bearing His reproach.” (Heb. 13:11-

13, NASB) 

 

 

 

Out of the city 

Past the old places 

The familiar territory 

The sea of faces. 

Out of the city 

Through the old stone gates 

Battered and weary 

Yet I won’t hesitate. 

Out of the city 

With my shattered heart 

Clutching the cross-beams; 

Blood-ridden, set apart. 

Out of the city, 

And to desolation 

Of pain, of loneliness 

Of persecution. 

Out of the city 

My strength nearly spent 

The world screaming hatred-- 

But! I will not recant! 

Out of the city 

Though it mean great loss 

I will set my face forward 

And bear my cross. 

Out of the city 

Into all the unknowns 

I will rejoice as I follow, 

Bearing Christ’s reproach.   

---Rachel S. 
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How easy it is for us to reject 

the very One who created us, 

pushing aside the power--and 

unsettling obscurity--of the Self-

Sufficient One. There is something 

both captivating and disquieting about the divine Presence who was not 

created, and is not dependant on His creation. He stands alone, in His 

complete sufficiency; we cannot explain Him. 

    We find this startling and uncomfortable…we who have become so adept at 

defining and diagnosing; analyzing and explaining so as to expel that 

helpless and vulnerable feeling of incomprehension.  

    In spite of the discomfort of our inability to neatly package God into 

something comprehensible, we must accept Him as He has revealed 

Himself…dependent on faith instead of our intellect, and recklessly lunging 

away from our own attempts at understanding. We must simply Believe. 

    As Tozer says, “To seek proof is to admit doubt, and to obtain proof is 

to render faith superfluous.” 

    We cannot account for the Person of God--it is beyond our earthly 

comprehension. Let us instead cast ourselves down from our own thrones of 

self, and fall before the throne of Grace. Let our only contentment in this 

life be that we are steadily drawing closer to the heart of God; satisfied to 

rest in the shadow of the Almighty, needing neither to disprove or to prove 

Him, but to let Him prove Himself as we come to know Him through dwelling 

intimately with Him.  

-Rae 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

Slice of π 
|Praise Initiative| 

 
Psa. 63:3 “Because your steadfast love is better 

than life, my lips will praise you.” 

 
Take a moment to grasp this: the WHOLE, 

and UNFAILING love of Christ is better than 
life itself! Truly, it is OUT OF this love that 
we experience life at all. More steadfast 

than the hundreds upon hundreds of 
breaths we inhale and exhale 

subconsciously, is the love of Christ. His 
love is the joy in the good times, the hope 
in the hard times. Reflect on the ways His 

pure, faithful, unwavering love is more 
precious than life itself, and PRAISE Him 

today! 

Snippets from the Spitwad Files… 
                   Journal Entry #1: 
February 10, 2007 
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[Pearl of Promise] 

{Is. 58:12} And your ancient ruins shall be rebuilt; you shall raise up the foundations of many generations; you shall be called 

the Repairer of the Breath, the Restorer of Paths to Dwell in. 

HiGh 5 

Tips for Blessing Your Siblings 

 

1. Initiate one-on-one outings with each of them. This was something I started with 
my brothers several years ago and has resulted in some awesome memories. Tried-and-

true suggestions: go bowling, out for dinner or coffee, take a trip (one fall my brother Zac 
and I decided to go to FL…got tickets thru allegiant air and went for about $80 a piece, 
round trip!), go swimming, see a play, google lectures/performances at your local 
universities and sit in on one, hunting, shopping etc. Basically: BE RANDOM!! These types 
of outings say, “You‟re important to me; I want to spend time with you.”  

2. Read a book aloud to your family. Younger siblings especially enjoy this, though in my 
home, even big people like it. I‟ve been reading aloud to my youngest brother Austin for 

close to 2 years now and it has become a special tradition as well as a meaningful 
relational investment. Awesome-books-we‟ve-read: The Tale of Despereux, The 
Adventures of Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn, Island of the Blue Dolphins, Witch of 
Blackbird Pond, Uncle Remus, and True Confessions of Charlotte Doyle. 

3. Take time to listen. As we grow in age, so does our need to “process”. Life brings a lot 
of difficult AND exciting things as we get older, and it‟s vital to create a sense of “safety” 
in which to share. Be the kind of friend your siblings know they are accepted by, no 

matter how they‟re feeling or what they‟re struggling with, and commit to growing in this 
if it‟s an area you struggle with. Lay down any personal conflicts and hear them out. Be 
interested in who they are and you‟ll find this to be a meaningful way of drawing closer 
and blessing them like crazy, too.  

4. Surprise them with random gifts. If you‟re not in the habit of doing special things for 
your family, then start now! Our families are the people closest to us (often at least 

geographically!), and yet we often neglect them most out of all our groups of friends. My 
challenge is to find random, unique ways to make them feel appreciated. If you have 
brothers…drop by their job with a sackful of goodies or leave them an “appreciate you“ 

note; buy your sister flowers, or a card of thanks for what she means to you. Be 
generous with words of encouragement and random acts of kindness. 

5. Build Bridges, not walls. Be your family‟s protector in word and deed. Be trustworthy 
of their secrets, and loyal to them in how you speak to them and about them. Your 

siblings need to know that they can trust you not only when you‟re face to face, but also 
when they‟re not around. Practice openness and honesty with one another but also learn 
the advantages of holding your tongue at times too.  Make the protection of your family 

relationships your chief concern, and work to becoming their greatest advocate. 
 

Remember: you won‟t have these people forever. Don‟t take them for granted but treasure 

every moment you have!! 
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…..About the editor….. 

   I am Rachel Schrock, a 22 year-old native of Athens, TN, where I live with my parents, 4 younger 

brothers, a guinea pig, cat, dog, and a henhouse full of chickens. A long-time desire to heal the bodies 

and hearts of wounded people led me to a career in nursing; I graduated college with the long-awaited 

RN degree in May of 2009. Following college I worked for close to a year in my local hospital as a med-

surg nurse and loved it! Currently, due to some unforeseen circumstances which are nevertheless 

stamped with the fingerprints of God, I am working in nursing of another kind: caring for the hearts and 

minds of 3 young people through private tutoring. I love starting IV’s, jogging, children, laughing, writing, 

and especially journaling--currently working on journal #26. The Lord Jesus Christ is the love of my life; 

He has led me through waters I never believed I could cross, and blessed me with more than I could 

have dreamed. Nothing in all the world compares to knowing Him. 

 


