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stories of when it 

seemed the Lord forgot, 

but His eyes were on me 

for His glory.



Eva Burkholder is an author, missionary kid, wife, 
mother, former global worker, and a missionary 
member care provider with Christar, who now lives in 
Texas. Visit her blog at evaburkholder.com. Read “4 
Life-giving Insights to Becoming a Better Leader Anyone 
Can Implement Today.”
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Itamar Elizalde serves local churches as a ministry 
coordinator with Send Relief Puerto Rico, the mercy 
and compassion ministry arm of the Southern Baptist 
Convention. Read “forgotten ones.”

ITAMAR 
ELIZALDE

Michael Byrd Sr. is married to Traci Byrd and the father 
of Triniti, Makayla, Michael Jr. and Tyler. He serves 
as lead pastor and church planter of Faith Community 
Bible Church in St. Louis, Missouri, where they exist 
to make Christ known in the community by caring for 
the community. Read “Our Beautiful God: gives me His 
undivided attention, knows my name, loves me deeply.”
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Gabrielle Martin, executive director of the Burrell Foundation in 
Springfield, Missouri, is married to her high school sweetheart, 
Eric, and mom to two daughters, Alivia and Colette. She is an event 
planner, philanthropist and marketing enthusiast who likes a good 
challenge and hopes to inspire others to push boundaries and never 
stop achieving. Read “A Conversation with Author Gabrielle Martin.”

GABRIELLE 
MARTIN
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Joy Bilyeu-Steele is a grateful, messed up 
lover of Jesus. She is the associate director of 
the Gillioz Theatre in Springfield, Missouri. 
Read “Never Alone.” 

JOY 
BILYEU-STEELE

storytellersstorytellers

A believer since the age of 10, Tara 
Hathcock‘s goal has always been to 
honor God with her service, first as a 
healthcare worker and now as an author. 
She and her brother, Trey, founded quiet 
+ kin, a publishing company in Springfield, 
Missouri, committed to helping authors 
succeed. Read “In the Wilderness.” 

TARA 
HATHCOCK

Originally from southwest Missouri, Jayme 
Rogers now lives with her cats, Sammy and 
KC, in southern Spain. She enjoys reading, 
watching sunrises and sunsets, hiking, and 
spending time with friends. Read “WAR.”

JAYME 
ROGERS

Joann Weston is a licensed professional counselor 
with Eaglecrest Counseling Center in Springfield, 
Missouri. Her specialty is cognitive behavior 
therapy. She works with adults 20 years old and 
older who struggle with life stress and others with 
more serious mental health problems. 

+ JOANN WESTON, MA, LPC

Morgan Copeland is a Nixa native who 
has a passion for sharing the love the Lord 
has shown her and the and wisdom He has 
taught her. She is an assistant volleyball 
coach at College of the Ozarks and co-
director of the Tamales Volleyball Club. She 
is pursuing a master’s degree at Missouri 
State University. Read “The Letter.”
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It was the house that would not sell. It was no longer a 
home, with the highway in the front yard. It wasn’t seen 
by potential buyers as a business because, well, it looked 
like a family should be eating together inside. And the year 
was 2008. My parents didn’t want to give the place away, 
but as the plot thickened, it seemed to be headed in that 
direction.

As I watched frustration and stress build, I diligently wrote 
my request each and every Sunday on the yellow prayer 
request card provided by the church I was attending. Soon, 
my family was responsible for two houses: potentially frozen 
pipes, yards to be mowed, vacant property, bills and taxes. 

The highway that ran from Nixa to Ozark seemed to be the 
busiest in southwest Missouri. Drivers — of dump trucks 
or sports cars or slug bugs — didn’t seem to care to slow 
down when either of my parents was mowing the ditch that 
ran alongside. Those same drivers had a way of running off 
the side of the road and crash-landing into our yard, hitting 
multiple walnut trees on the way in. I am thankful for the 
barrier.

Sundays came and went, but the house didn’t. I took a 
yellow prayer request card and included an extra note to 
the Lord. I told Him it seemed He had forgotten about my 
family, about me. I knew He could sell the house. I knew 
a rough and tumble housing market or stock market or 
impossibilities meant nothing to Him. Because the yellow 

from the editor
card was small with extremely limited amount of space 
to voice my concerns, I punctuated and placed it in the 
offering plate. 

After church, we went to mow. My mom used the push 
mower; my dad was on the riding mower. My mom had 
moved to the middle of the yard in front of the house. 
My dad was working on the area on the other side of the 
driveway, moving from the highway to the fence and back 
again. In the moment about to happen, my dad was going 
toward the street, about to meet it. My mom was parallel to 
the street, not far from the walnut trees.

I heard a screech. I turned and saw a vehicle leave the 
road, airborne, headed for the front yard. I watched it flip. 
I watched the driver, a man, fall out. I watched the trees 
catch it. I was shaking as I called 9-1-1.

The man, insistent on standing up as I talked with the 9-1-1 
operator, was used by God to show me firmly, yet gently: 
His eyes are on me. My dad drove the riding mower to the 
scene Indy-style, with a clump of grass lodged in a crevice 
on the hood. My mom walked over, wondering what just 
happened. Shaken. Not broken. 

Brave reader, the Lord’s eyes are on you too. He sees you. He 
is with you. Circumstances may yell, “Defeat!” Celebrations 
may give way to the unknown. We didn’t sell the house for 
a long while after the wreck. But I no longer wonder if I 
have been forgotten by the Lord. His eyes remain on me.

editor in chief
editor@homegrownjournal.com

Julie Johnson

Finishing up my chores 
for the day. Partly 
pictured is Buffy, who was 
in the the family before I 
was. Circa 1979.



planted
It is of no importance when I dug up two  
of my grandma’s bearded iris bulbs. What 
is noteworthy, however, is how the petals 
shimmer of imaginary glitter when the sun 
hits at just the right angle. And how it gifted 
us its first bloom on Mother’s Day.

Homegrown Journal is on mission to encourage each of us to lead lives 
worthy of our calling. Every issue features writers who tell their stories 
with the expectant hope that shared experiences will rally us to persevere 

my grandma’s 
bearded iris

I don’t remember by grandma as a 
gardener. She did bake the most delicous 
blackberry cobbler. I have her recipe, but 
it’s never as good as when she made it. 

I was in charge of stirring up a box of 
quick-set pudding one visit. As I read the 
instructions, she told me to just add a bit 
of this and a bit of that. I looked at her and 
thought, “That’s not how this works.” Her 
reaction was probably the same when I 
asked for the blackberry cobbler recipe. 

Toward the end of April/beginning of May, I saw whispers 
of butterfly weed begin to emerge in the flower bed. Good 
timing, I thought, because I rarely see butterflies until later in 
summer, with the majority of monarch caterpillars hatching in 
August and later. Plenty of time to fatten up the food source. 
Lo and behold, a few days went by, and I found myself losing 
count of baby caterpillars when I reached numbers in the 30s. 
I panicked. I looked at my small, little plant. I looked at all 
the hungry caterpillars. Plant. Caterpillars. Something had to 
be done. When they were big enough, I loaded them up and 
took them to the Dr. Bill Roston Native Butterfly House at the 
Nathanael Greene/Close Memorial Park in Springfield. I was 
surprised to find flittery butterflies already taking up residence, 
including a zebra swallowtail, with more species emerging. 
The Butterfly House is free and open daily.

whoa there, butterfly

in our aspirations, empower us to move beyond the giants in our paths, 
to be bold in loving our neighbors. Though our focus is on southwest 
Missouri, we welcome readers and storytellers from all over the world.  
Homegrown Journal is published by Jumajo Writing Company, LLC. 
Learn more about Jumajo and its writing, editing and design services 
at homegrownjournal.com. We also invite you to be part of our social 
community at facebook.com/homegrownjournal. 
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In a few months, I will assume the leadership of the member care team at my mission In a few months, I will assume the leadership of the member care team at my mission 
agency’s mobilization center. While scripture is replete with leadership principles, Matthew’s agency’s mobilization center. While scripture is replete with leadership principles, Matthew’s 
gospel is my current focus of study. Therefore, I offer four leadership principles from the life gospel is my current focus of study. Therefore, I offer four leadership principles from the life 
of Jesus as told by Matthew.of Jesus as told by Matthew.

Leaders Follow Jesus

“‘Come, follow me,’ Jesus said, ‘and I will send you out to fish for people.’ At once they left 
their nets and followed him,” (Matthew 4:19–20). Matthew also arose and followed Jesus when 
He called him (Matthew 9:9).

Just like that, the disciples left everything, even their fathers, which was a costly sacrifice 
in their honor-shame culture. They followed Jesus without an application process, a 
time of fasting, a job description, the promise of benefits, a notarized contract, training 
replacements, or ensuring an income for their parents.

lead outta lovelead outta love

life-giving insights 
to becoming a 
better leader 
anyone can 
implement today4

Their response reveals their trust in Jesus, not a lack of planning. What’s important is their commitment to him, not their change in 
vocation or their decision-making strategy.

What might be causing you to hesitate before following Jesus?

Leaders Listen to Jesus

“While he was still speaking, a bright cloud covered them, and a voice from the cloud said, ‘This is my Son, whom I love; with him I am 
well pleased. Listen to him,’” (Matthew 17:5).

Of all the things God could have said when introducing his glorified Son to Peter, James, and John, He emphasized the importance of 
listening to Jesus. Most often in scripture, listening involves obedience. Merely listening to Jesus without doing what He says is self-deceit.

Jesus told a parable about a father who asked his two sons to go work in his vineyard. One son said he would go but never did. The second 
son refused at first but later obeyed (Matthew 21:28–31). When Jesus speaks, He expects us to listen by following through.

How might you put yourself in a space where you can hear Jesus’ voice more clearly?

Leaders Serve Others

“Whoever wants to become great among you must be your servant, and whoever wants to be first must be your slave — just as the Son of 
Man did not come to be served, but to serve, and to give his life as a ransom for many,” (Matthew 20:26–28).

words + photographs 
EVA BURKHOLDER
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While they may occupy higher positions 
corporately, leaders lead by serving 
and putting their team’s needs above 
their own. They promote the ideas and 
viewpoints of each member and make 
sure each is heard and given provision to 
do a job effectively. Leaders treat others 
as equals and consider what is best and 
most helpful for them. They don’t abuse 
their authority, seek places of honor, or 
refuse others the most important seats at 
the table. For in the end, the first will be 
last and the least will be the greatest.

In what ways can you serve those you lead?

Leaders Love Others

While the greatest commandments in 
the law were to love God and love others 
as themselves (Matthew 22:37–39), Jesus 
added a new command: “Love one another 
as I have loved you,” (John 13:34, emphasis 
mine).

Jesus demonstrated his love by humanizing 
the marginalized and touching the 
outcast. He asked thoughtful questions, 
patiently instructed without shaming, and 
loved his enemies, extending his service 
beyond only those who loved him back. 
And ultimately, He gave his life for them.

Love is the bottom line, the foundation 
and driving principle behind all a leader 
does. Above all else, they love others the 
way Jesus loves them.

How might you love those you lead, even 
those who don’t like you?

By practicing these principles, I hope I’ll 
be a leader like my Jesus. And I’ll keep in 
mind He is with me always to the very end 
of the age (Matthew 28:20). I’ll certainly 
need His presence to equip me. EB

leading like Jesusleading like Jesus
(1) Circa 1960s. Eva was born 
and raised in Papua New Guinea, 
where her parents were Bible 
translators. All nine family 
members traveled together in the 
pictured Land Rover. (2) Eva and 
her favorites: husband of 34 years, 
two sons, one daughter-in-law, 
and (not pictured) one soon-to-
be daughter-in-law. (3) Eva and a 
group of women she mentored 
while in Indonesia.
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THIS MESSAGE 

SIMPLY SAID: 

I LIVE ALONE.  

I NEED HELP.

neighbors

forgotten ones
1

2

3
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(1) Itamar lives and serves in 
Puerto Rico as a missionary 
with the North American 
Mission Board. Watch her 
story at homegrownjournal.
com. (2) Members of 
Itamar’s team pray with 
neighbors. (3) Volunteers 
check on community 
members.

weeks into the COVID-19 lockdown, I received an unusual text. It was 
from an unknown number, but that was normal. The organization 

I work for was running an emergency food bank. The message came in through the emergency 
number, but it happened to be redirected to my personal cell. Usually those messages read, “Are 
you still offering groceries?” or “What time are you open?” 

This message simply said: I live alone. I need help.

I typed back, “Can I call you?”

I met Rosa through that brief phone call. In her words, she was severely depressed and afraid 
to leave her home. There was a priest who would come by to bring her groceries every week 
but stopped because he had contracted COVID-19 (and would later succumb to it). Her anxiety 
skyrocketed. 

She saw the emergency number on social media and hoped a text would be seen. Rosa lived 
near a local pastor and his family. So, I called them. He and his wife visited Rosa, left her some 
groceries, and greeted her from the sidewalk.

This continued until they were able to come closer to her home to greet her. Then she accepted 
the invitation to go to church. She heard the Gospel, responded in faith, and gained a family, 
discipleship and help with mental health services. 

Months later, I received another text. 

There was a young mother who was recently widowed. She was starting a new life with her little 
ones and didn’t have bedding. The local church reached out to us. In partnership with them, we 
were able to find bedding and other necessities while the members of the church followed up 
and committed to pray. Recently, they shared this text from her: 
 

“The two times I have woken up with specific thoughts of ending my life, you have 
arrived. Yesterday was one of those days. The calls, the messages, have come just 
when I need to know that there is a someone that God is ‘sending with relief.’ The 
material help has been a great blessing and the means/excuse that God has used to 
tell me, ‘I am here with you, watching over you and yours.’ Every prayer, every word 
said has had a special meaning between God and me. I know God holds a greater 
blessing with which I will one day say.... ‘oohhh this is why I had to go through 
everything I’ve been through…’ Perhaps one day, when I return to church, I will 
share those words with those who need to hear them. May God continue to bless you. 
Thank you. Do not stop praying. You have saved my life.” 

I share these two stories to respond to the question: How have I seen the Lord love those who 
are forgotten?

My answer is simple: through the local Church. 

Charities like food banks or places that meet material needs are good and necessary. The Lord 
provides for many through these means. But I have seen the Lord love the forgotten through 
prayer, follow up, phone calls and the reassuring smile that says, “God sees you, and so do we.” 

John 3:16 famously says, “For God so loved the world that He gave His one and only Son … .”

That same Son shared a story about a man left for dead and receiving care from an unlikely 
source. He told his listeners, “Go and do the same.” Some of His last words on Earth to His 
followers were, “Go and make disciples of all nations.”

As a friend likes to say, “God sent His Son; His Son sent us.” Of course, the church doesn’t 
compare to Jesus, but we have been empowered by His Spirit in us to walk as He walked (1 John 
2:6) and see the forgotten ones. Once we see them, the Lord has given us the gift of His church to 
go beyond providing for a need and into being equipped to love as we have been loved through 
His Son. 

It is a big task. But the Lord has enabled us to do this together. I hope you and your church would 
be granted the honor of caring for society’s forgotten ones. IE

Five

ones

never invisiblenever invisible
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When I heard Gabi’s story, I realized 
while I was in high school worrying 
if I would have a date for the school 
dance or if I would make Jazz Band, 
Gabi and her family were fighting 
for their lives.

Gabi,  a lively lady with a smile that immediately put 
me at ease, came into my life about a month after I moved to 
Mostar, Bosnia-Herzegovina. I met her while attempting to learn 
more about my neighborhood gym. While she rode the stationary 
bike, she translated the details of a gym membership. We quickly 
became friends and eventually roommates. 

Gabi’s story impacted me greatly. It was the first time I realized how 
devastating and long-lasting war can be on a family. Gabi is just 17 
days older than me, which means we were both in high school when 
the war started. Thirty years ago in April 1992, the war in Bosnia-
Herzegovina began. The conflict involved three different ethnic 
groups, and the effects of this war continue to linger to this day. 
Gabi’s family lived in a house in Sarajevo where Croatians were a 
minority, and the situation quickly became more hostile for their 
family. Not only did they have to worry about running across their 
backyard to the bomb shelter when the siren sounded, but also 
persecution that came from the Bosnians in the city. 

Eventually, they made the risky decision to leave both their home 
and their belongings during the night and travel over the mountains 
in hopes of making it to the southern part of the country where 
Croatians were a majority. During this escape, her dad and brother 
rode in the back of a truck, while Gabi and her mom laid their 
bodies over her two younger sisters in the back seat of a car to 
protect them from gun fire. Absolutely horrifying! When I heard 
Gabi’s story, I realized while I was in high school worrying if I would 
have a date for the school dance or if I would make Jazz Band, Gabi 
and her family were fighting for their lives. 

I spent many days with this wonderful family in the house they 
built from scratch. Over dinners and long weekends in the village, I 
listened to stories. They lost a lot during the war — their home, the 
innocence of childhood, their mother for a time as she worked in 
Germany to provide for the family, the sense of security, and family 
and friends. Day after day, I prayed for Gabi’s family and thanked 
Him for protecting their lives. I also witnessed their love for others. 

words + photographs  JAYME ROGERS
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They focused on the positive and on helping others despite the 
unresolved issues they had with their house back in Sarajevo. I saw 
God’s love expressed to them through both physical and relational 
provisions.

I had the opportunity to live in Mostar from 1999-2001, a city 
divided into two parts. The “Stari Most” was a bridge destroyed in 
the war making a visible division between the Croatian and Bosnian 
parts of the city. Many people would not cross from one side of 
the city to the other due to the cultural divide from the war. This 
destroyed bridge was a symbol to me of brokenness that needed 
to be repaired. I have a painting of the bridge in my bedroom that 
serves as a daily reminder of the friendships I hold dear from this 
beautiful country. 

With our fast-paced lifestyle and the internet, we often forget 
about people still working through the consequences of situations 

family + war + hopefamily + war + hope
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(1) Gabi, along with her with her mom, 
brother and one of her sisters, standing in 
front of their house in Sarajevo. (2) Gabi, far 
left, and her family. (3) Gabi, left, and Jayme 
enjoying their traditional birthday tiramisus. 
(4) The destroyed “Stari Most” bridge. (5) 
Jayme in Mostar, visiting the rebuilt bridge.

that were out of their control. Though the world has moved on to 
other more “urgent” situations, one can still see the remains of 
devastation of bombed-out buildings, broken families, and much 
cultural tension. I am comforted by the fact, even though we may 
forget, God never does, and He loves these people. I am thankful 
He continues to work through the trauma Gabi, her family, and 
thousands of others suffered from all three ethnic groups in 
Bosnia-Herzegovina. 

When I revisited Mostar in 2013, I walked across the reconstructed 
“Stari Most” and remember thinking, “Thank you, God, for bringing 
hope in impossible circumstances. You see each and every person 
in this city and country. Continue to rebuild lives.” JR

I am comforted by the fact, even 
though we may forget, God never 
does, and He loves these people.
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I have been 21; divorced, full of pain, running from Jesus, afraid 
of myself.

Filling myself with anything that could numb my pain. Refusing to 
turn to the One who would heal my pain. I felt like I was careening 
around wildly in the dark.

As crazy as it seems, Jesus was still there.

I would see Him in the sunset in the evening or the wildflowers 
scattered along the road. I would hear Him telling me He loved me, 
always, even in the hard moments. I felt Him reach into my heart 
through the song to the left and many others. Lyrics, speaking to 
me, wooing me, filling me. 

I have never been forsaken.

I have been 25; abused, betrayed, heartbroken, divorced again. 

Angry at myself and angry at Him. Questioning and full of sadness 
and shame. Determined never to love again or let someone into 
my heart.

But again, Jesus was still there.

In the love of my family. In the protection of my friends. In the 
sunshine and song and beauty all around me. His voice was still in 
my head and my heart. Whispering, “I love you.”

I have never been forsaken.

So many times I’ve questioned certain 
circumstances or things I could not understand. 
Many times, in trials, weakness blurs my vision, 
and my frustration gets so out of hand. It’s then I It’s then I 
am reminded I’ve never been forsaken. I’ve never am reminded I’ve never been forsaken. I’ve never 
had to stand one test alone. had to stand one test alone. As I look at all the 
victories, the Spirit rises up in me and it’s through 
the fire my weakness is made strong.

He never promised that the cross would not get 
heavy, and the hill would not be hard to climb. 
He never offered our victories without fighting, 
but He said help would always come in time. Just 
remember when you’re standing in the valley of 
decision and the adversary says give in …. Just 
hold on, our Lord will show up, and He will take 
you through the fire again. 

Gerald Crabb (“Through the Fire” lyrics Concord 
Music Publishing LLC)

Watch Joy Bilyeu-Steele sing “Through the Fire” 
at homegrownjournal.com.

never  
alone

I have never been forsaken.

1
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I have been 27; married to the one created for me. Tentative and 
not sure of what I was doing. 

A sudden life full of kids and joy and laughter and continued 
song. New challenges. Old hurts still hovering. Insecurities of 
parenting and the lies that creep in saying, “Will I continue to 
be loved?”

Truly, Jesus was there.

I felt Him in my husband’s words and deeds and touch. I heard 

never forsakennever forsaken
(1) Joy on a family vacation with husband, Geoff, 
and step-kids: Erin and husband, Tyler; Cameron; 
and Taylor (black hat); (2) celebrating Christmas 
in 1997 with her step-children: Erin, Cameron 
and Taylor; (3) singing with her sister, Robin 
Rees, and dad, Hosea Bilyeu; and (3) working 
with her husband, Geoff, at the Gillioz Theatre in 
Springfield, Missouri.  
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Him in the kids’ laughter and feet running up and down the 
halls of our house. I saw Him in this beautiful, hard life.

Now I am 51. Every day I see His faithfulness. Some days are 
incredibly hard. Some are breezy. All are a gift. I am growing 
each day in the knowledge that He has never left me, nor will 
He. When I struggle, I choose to walk through my past and 
remember He has always been with me. I was never alone. I 
am grateful for His still, small voice whispering His “I love you” 
every single day of my life. JBS

https://homegrownjournal.com/2022/02/04/love-allows-purpose-in-pain/
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The Letter
  when we lose a loved one, we go through periods of anger, 
frustration and grief. Time heals, but nothing can really replace her physical 
presence and vibrancy she brought to life, this side of heaven. But I am a firm 
believer God puts people and or objects along our path at the right time when we 
need it most.

For me, my object came four days before Christmas 2021. Christmas was going 
to be emotional and different already because in mid-August, we lost my Aunt 
Merrian to cancer. She battled the horrible disease for two years, but on a Thursday 
afternoon our Savior called her home. Mary was notorious for sending cards in 
the mail for every occasion you could imagine: birthdays, holidays, graduations. 
She was thoughtful like that. When cancer became the diagnosis and she spent 
hours a week receiving chemotherapy, she never missed an opportunity to send 
a card. When my birthday rolled around last year, Mary was in the heat of her 
chemo rounds. I never expected a card or a gift because her life was hectic at the 
time. She delivered me my gift one afternoon and said the card would be in the 
mail soon. My birthday passed but no card was ever in my mailbox. I thought it had 
been forgotten amidst the doctors’ appointments, work obligations and chemo. It 
did not dawn on me until Mary passed away I never received a last birthday card, 
one I could cherish forever. 

Fast forward from her passing in August 2021 to December. My birthday card 
arrived in the mail: four days before Christmas and nine months after my 
birthday. She had mailed it before my birthday, but with a mix-up in the address, 
it was returned to sender and then later forwarded to my parents’ residence. I 
opened the card with tears streaming down my face. On a tough day, that card was 
my saving grace. I will always refer to it as my letter from heaven.

In the stillness of that December afternoon, I was reminded that with me every 
minute of every day. Not physically, but spiritually. I see little reminders of her 
almost daily. My favorite reminder is when the sun sets and makes a burnt orange 
sky. I cannot help but think of her fierce, red hair. Oh how we miss her quirkiness 
and flare she added to our lives.

I come from a large family. My Aunt Mary was one of nine kids, and with that 
she had 16 nieces and nephews and a handful of great-nieces and -nephews. My 
sisters and I were close with Mary growing up. She was, to sum it up, one of our 
biggest cheerleaders. She never missed a chance to tell us how proud she was of 
each of us. Or tell any friend or even stranger how smart we were and how proud 
of us she was. Along with sending cards, her favorite hobby was to be behind a 
camera and catch life’s biggest accomplishments, as well as any small, mundane, 
ordinary activity. Her flash could blind you, but I would give anything to be blinded 
by that flash with her behind the camera for just one more picture.

Our greatest lesson out of grief, loss and death is to relish every moment. From 
the small, mundane ones to the big, extravagant ones, we appreciate them all. 
Moments quickly turn into memories in the blink of an eye. With the loss of our 

rememberedremembered

(1) Aunt Mary and her 
“fierce, red hair.” (2) 
Morgan, Aunt Mary, and 
Morgan’s sisters, Kayla 
(maroon) and Lakin (pink). 
(3) Aunt Mary and her 
brother, Marc. (4) The letter 
from heaven. 

Aunt Mary, I have vowed to be the biggest 
cheerleader for my family and friends. 
Nothing compares to knowing people are 
cheering you on in life, celebrating your 
successes and championing you through 
each season of life. In a world full of 
hate, conflict and fear — be the light. Be 
someone’s cheerleader and blessing for 
the day. Take the picture, smile and be 
blinded by the flash. Keep the cards sent 
from your loved ones. One day, the material 
moments become priceless memories. 
I am thankful for the 23 years of life I 
shared with my aunt. Although nothing 
hurts quite like death and loss, I remind 
myself of the homecoming we are going 
to have in heaven one of these days. Until 
then, I’ll read my letter from heaven to get 
me through the hardest of moments., and 
I will tell every valued person in my life 
how proud I am of them. Because everyone 
deserves a friend and a cheerleader. MC
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My favorite 
reminder 

is when the 
sun sets 

and makes 
a burnt 

orange sky. I 
cannot help 
but think of 
her fierce, 

red hair.
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I’m a highly-
functioning, 

anxious 
depressive.

Doesn’t that sound funDoesn’t that sound fun? I hide it extremely well — the gift of being considered highly-functional. 
No one sees the panic flaring in my chest as my carefully-controlled world descends into 
chaos or the agonizing oppression that weighs me down when too happy becomes so, so sad. 
I’m guessing that sounds familiar to a couple of you out there.

There were many descriptions for what I felt growing up: highly competitive and low self-
esteem were among the most popular. Church youth group taught me, with God’s help, there 
was absolutely no reason to suffer such typical teenage melodrama and angst. Pray it out, they 
said. And oh, I did. I prayed and I prayed and I prayed. I prayed as I drove home from church 
on Wednesday nights, sobbing for no real reason and wondering what it would be like if I 
simply drove off a bridge. I prayed a little more on the mornings I could barely drag myself 
out of bed, on the mornings when I was too numb to care. 

I know, beyond doubt, I am still alive because of those desperate prayers and because of my 
lifeline to Jesus, the One who Sees. He saw me in those wilderness moments. He sees me in 
all my moments. And while He kept me alive, He chose, and still chooses, not to remove this 
burden of anxiety and depression from me.

I could say I don’t know why. I could say I blindly trust His wisdom. But I do know why, and I 
don’t trust blindly. He doesn’t remove this anxiety from my mind because it’s what Paul might 
call my thorn. Much like Paul’s confession in 2 Corinthians, this weakness keeps me from 
becoming conceited, from forgetting who my source of life and strength truly is. I know this 
because I’ve done it. Often. Even with a malady that keeps me ever-dependent on God, I still 
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seenseen
Tara revels in being an aunt to three nieces: (1) Harlow, (2) Addie, 
and (3) her baby sister, Rosie. Tara was visiting Addie and meeting 
Rosie when she was stuck in an airport, 1,200 miles from home. Visit 
taranhathcock.com to purchase Tara’s books and learn more about 
her publishing company. 
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wildernesswilderness
try to force my own way and forge my own path. A spiral of my own 
creation that always leads back to Him.

God will likely never remove the burden of anxiety from me. I 
understand that. But He does give me resources to fight against 
it. Prayer, of course, tried and true. I never actually wanted to 
end my own life, not really. I just wanted a world that was quiet. 
I wanted peace from the constant attacks of loneliness, fear and 
despondency. I wanted to be with my Lord, without the difficulties 
and stresses of this life. Without my lifeline to Christ, built through 
decades of demonstration and dedication, first in the home of my 
parents and then in practice in my own home, I’m not convinced I 
wouldn’t have followed that voice trying to ease me off a ledge of my 
own creation. But by the grace of my Lord, I didn’t.

I wish I could say these feelings, this disease, have left me or 
even grown weaker during my adulthood and that ever-steady 
march towards 40, but they have not. In fact, they have only grown 
stronger. Case in point — I’m writing this from the discomfort of a 
small motel room, less than one mile from my second airport in as 
many days. I’m currently praying desperately for my rescheduled 
flight to take off in the morning with me on board. Because, despite 
my well-organized, best-laid travel plans, there is nothing I can do 
about flight cancellations. Operational issues, they say. No flights 
today for Tara.

Foreign city; foreign airport; and 1,200 miles from home. No cars, 
no flights.

I am trapped. I can’t get home. I may never get home. And all I want 
is to go home.

But there is nothing I can do. I’ve called. I’ve messaged. I’ve searched 
for any flight to any airport in Missouri. There is nothing. How can 
this be? How can there not be a single flight, on a single airline, to 
a single airport in Missouri? But alas, there is not. And I’ve finally 
accepted the situation is entirely out of my hands.

Mind you, it always has been. I just hadn’t realized it until this 
moment. And now anxiety gallantly steps aside for despair. I am all 
alone. No one cares. I am no one, and no one will miss me when I 
am gone. 

None of these words are true. They may feel true, but they are words 
whispered by Satan in the middle of the current wilderness I find 
myself stranded in.

And in that wilderness, finally, God speaks: 

Be strong and courageous. Do not be afraid; do not be Be strong and courageous. Do not be afraid; do not be 
discouraged, for the Lord your God will be with you discouraged, for the Lord your God will be with you 
wherever you will go.wherever you will go.

Words straight out of the Old Testament, originally spoken to Joshua 
in the midst of war, now spoken for a weak, homesick control freak 
who’s had all control stripped away. And yet I know, without doubt, 
they are true. I know God will go with me. Continuing to pray, I 
will pick myself up and follow Jesus wherever He leads. It clearly 
isn’t going to be in the direction, or at the speed, I prefer. But that 
doesn’t mean I can’t follow.

I’m not one to divulge my feelings. I’d rather pretend I don’t have 
any. It’s how I’ve dealt with anxiety all these years — numbness and 
avoidance. But clearly, this foolproof method isn’t working. And I 
have a sneaking suspicion there are plenty of you who can relate. 
It’s not comfortable for me to talk about my struggles. I’d rather not. 
But what’s the point of weakness if not to magnify God’s grace and 
strength? Make lemonade out of lemons when you can.

Paul really said it best. I don’t enjoy struggling through bouts of 
anxiety and depression. I wish Christ would remove them from me. 
But since He doesn’t, “I will boast all the more gladly about my 
weaknesses, so that Christ’s power may rest on me,” (2 Corinthians 
12:9). TH
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After reading Tara Hathcock’s 
description of how it feels 
to struggle with anxiety and 
depression, we didn’t want to turn 
the page without first pausing.

We appreciate the time taken by 
Joann Weston, MA, LPC, a licensed 
professional counselor at Eaglecrest 
Counseling Center in Springfield, 
Missouri, to speak with us, to begin a 
conversation about mental health. 

For those who resonate with 
Tara’s words or for those who love 
someone who does, God’s eyes are 
on you. He loves you. He is with you. 

In theIn the

Please join 
us on the 
next page. 

https://www.bible.com/bible/111/2co.12.9
https://www.bible.com/bible/111/2co.12.9
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We hear about “mental health” often. Will you please help us We hear about “mental health” often. Will you please help us 
better understand what it means? better understand what it means? 

“Mental health” does not mean “mental illness.” 

Mental health encompasses our psychological, emotional, and 
social being. It plays a significant role in how we think, what we 
feel, and how we act and make decisions. Mental health is also an 
important part of overall health and well-being.

Often times, when mental health is discussed, there is a 
misconception it is all together separate from physical health. It 
is as if mental health has nothing to do with an individual’s body. 
However, nothing could be further from the truth. 

Humans are multidimensional beings: mind, body, emotion,and 
spirit. These dimensions do not exist in a vacuum. They are 
inseparable and are a gestalt, an organized whole that is more 
than the sum of its parts. What impacts one dimension most 
assuredly impacts all dimensions. 

For example, when people experience depression for prolonged 
periods of time, they will often experience somatic (body) pain. 
When people suffer with chronic physical pain, they will often 
experience significant depression. As a result, their overall health 
and well-being and quality of life becomes poor, which exacerbates 
the depression-pain, pain-depression cycle.

It can be scary when a friend or loved one is diagnosed with It can be scary when a friend or loved one is diagnosed with 
depression. What are some ways in which we can support, love depression. What are some ways in which we can support, love 
and encourage those we care about? and encourage those we care about? 

Unfortunately, there has been, and continues to be a stigma 
associated with mental health and mental illness. Oftentimes, the 
stigma prevents people from seeking help, which results in more 
suffering for those afflicted. We must recognize a diagnosis of 
depression is not an identity. Depression is an illness like diabetes 
and can be managed with medication, therapy, and lifestye 
changes.

Individuals who struggle with a diagnosis of depression can be 
supported and encouraged in many ways and are not limited to 
the following examples.

• Talk to them. Let them know you are there for them and 
that you care. Share your concerns and ask specific and 
open-ended questions without being pushy or judgmental.

“You seem a little down. What’s on your mind?”

• Validate their thoughts and feelings.
“That’s really hard. I’m so sorry you are going through 
that.”

• Help them find support
Sometimes, people are not aware they are suffering with 
depression, or they may be afraid or unsure of how to 
ask for help. Ask them if they would be interested in 
counseling.

Encourage them to make a list of questions and concerns 
to help them select a therapist who is right for them

Encourage them to continue therapy.

• Depression drains energy and on bad days they may feel 
so bad they want self-isolate and not leave their home. 

Encourage them to keep their therapy appointment. 

Offer to drive them to their appointments.

• Set healthy boundaries.
Let them know you when are available to talk (after work, 
school, meetings).

If they have concerns about contacting you, help them 
develop a contingency plan. Help them locate a crisis 
phone number.

• Practice self-care.
Sometimes, spending extended time with a loved one 
who suffers with depression can take a mental and 
emotional toll. Make sure you make time to rest, restore, 
and recharge yourself.

• Offer loose invitations.
People who feel depressed often decline invitations 
or cancel plans, which can result in guilt. A pattern of 
canceled plans can lead to fewer offers and cause more 
self-isolation.

You can encourage them by continuing to invite them to 
outings and activities.
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• Learn more about mental health and depression on your 
own.

Ask them about their particular diagnoses and the 
symptoms they experience.
 
Research symptoms, causes, treatments.

• Be patient.
A diagnosis of any type can be life changing, and there 
is no quick-fix treatment. Therapy and medication will 
take time and does help. People with any type of illness 
will have good days and bad days. Try not to become 
impatient or frustrated with them.

When a person has experienced 
overwhelming anxiety for weeks, months, 
or years, energy hormones can become 

destructive and toxic to the body.

Some people may be more apt to care about mental health for Some people may be more apt to care about mental health for 
others rather than themselves. Why is it important for me to others rather than themselves. Why is it important for me to 
consider my own mental health, and what are some ideas to make consider my own mental health, and what are some ideas to make 
sure it is healthy?sure it is healthy?

Mental health is important to everyone. Poor mental health will 
result in poor physical health. Caring for our mental health is only 
part of living a healthy life. It includes self-care for all dimensions 
of the personhood, mind, body, emotion and spirit. Proper 
nutrition and hydration, exercise, quality sleep, times of solitude, 
maintaining a good work-life balance, active participation in faith 
beliefs, developing and maintaining healthy relationships, good 
social interactions and activities, setting healthy boundaries, 
developing encouraging support systems, learning new things, 
education, laughing often, leisure time, volunteering and serving 
others, and seeking care when distressing symptoms develop are 
ways to have good mental, emotional, psychological, physical and 
spiritual health and well-being and the best quality of life possible.

Is there anything specific you want to say about anxiety, depression Is there anything specific you want to say about anxiety, depression 
or mental health?or mental health?  

Everyone experiences anxiety and depression at some point in life.

However, anxiety and depression do not necessarily mean a person 
who experiences these conditions has mental illness. There are 
events in life which will naturally provoke emotional and mental 
distress. Any type of change can cause an increase in anxiety and 
depression for anyone. Moving, financial issues, loss of a job or 
career, lost relationships, a major injury or health problem, death, 
graduating high school or college are examples of situations that 
typically provoke an increase in anxiety (stress) and depression 
that would not automatically be diagnosed as mental illness. 

However, if the distressing symptoms become overwhelming 
or debilitating and last significant periods of time, they would 
be considered a disorder or illness. Such can be professionally 
managed with therapy and medication.

There is good anxiety and bad anxiety.

When a person experiences imminent danger, an emotional 
structure of the brain determines there is a life-threatening 
situation that sets in motion the survival mechanism known as the 
Fight/Flight/Freeze Response. This response shuts off the logical, 
thinking brain and triggers the release of hormones into the blood 
stream to provide energy for a person to fight off an attack, run to 
a safe place, or a person could freeze and become unable to move, 
as if they are paralyzed in a sense. 

Three of the hormones released into the bloodstream for energy 
are: adrenaline, glucose and cortisol, also known as the stress 
hormone.

As soon as a person gets to a safe place and the danger is over, the 
survival mechanism automatically shuts off and stops producing 
the hormones needed for energy.

In a situation where there is a life-threatening emergency, the 
Fight/Flight/Freeze Response is acute, short-acting and functions 
as designed to keep a person alive. 

However, when a person remains in a state of overwhelming 
anxiety for an extended period of time, it becomes chronic anxiety 
and often causes depression. Chronic anxiety and depression 
significantly impact, and potentially impairs the physical body. 
When a person has experienced overwhelming anxiety for weeks, 
months, or years, energy hormones can become destructive and 
toxic to the body. As long as the brain senses danger, even when there 
is no danger present, adrenaline, glucose and cortisol continue 
pumping into the blood stream. The anxiety response begins in 
the brain and communicates with the rest of the body through 
the spinal cord. The spinal cord is comprised of multitudinous 
number of nerves. Nerves carry messages to the rest of the body. 
When anxiety becomes overwhelming and chronic, the constant 
presence of the hormones and hyper stimulation of the nerves 
can result in serious health problems. A great deal of research 
has linked destructive, chronic anxiety to many health problems 
and disease, such as, high blood pressure, heart disease, irritable 
bowel syndrome (IBS), ulcers, hypoglycemia, diabetes, hair loss, 
unexplained rashes, insomnia, migraine headaches, muscle 
spasms, auto-immune diseases (Lupus, Rheumatoid Arthritis, 
Thyroid disease, among others), and various types of cancers.

Mental health must not be thought of as separate from physical 
health. To do so is at minimum, a disservice to society as a whole 
and devastating to individuals specifically. 

Everyone needs help navigating life sometimes. Mental health 
therapy helps people find their way through difficult, stressful 
experiences in life, as well as helping individuals manage serious 
mental illness. Everyone can benefit from mental health therapy.

Visit homegrownjournal.com to read a 
bonus response from Joann regarding 
cost options. How do people pay for 
counseling services? What services are 
available for those who do not have an 
income or who have low-income needs? 

http://homegrownjournal.com


Have you ever thought to yourself that God had 
forgotten about you? How did you process 
this? How did you protect yourself from 
being overwhelmed by your thoughts? If you 

are anything like me, not only have you felt forgotten by God, but you’ve 
had to wrestle through your thoughts on how to address the feeling of 
being forgotten. In some shape or fashion, this is something everyone has 
experienced. Typically, it is caused by the pressures this life presents or 
when things don’t seem to be going our way.

I recall a time in the summer of 2014 when I felt as though my life was a train 
wreck. It was my understanding I had given myself over fully to the Lord, 
serving Him in many different capacities, only to feel empty when it was all 
over. After serving at different block parties, seeing many youth and young 
adults confess hope in Jesus, I would leave feeling abandoned by God, who 
promised to never leave me or forsake me. It was at that time I realized, God 
never left me. Instead, I had placed Him in a box. I was almost in a position 
where I saw God as useful, but was beginning to overlook His beauty. Our 
God is a person we can gaze upon and see the splendor of His Majesty. Our 
God is so beautiful and will never forget about us.

This season of my forgottenness reminded me of three truths: 

It may not always feel this way, but it is so true. Psalms shares with us God 
inclines to us. “I waited patiently for the Lord; he inclined to me and heard 
my cry. He drew me up from the pit of destruction, out of the miry bog, and 
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set my feet upon a rock, making my steps secure. 
He put a new song in my mouth, a song of praise 
to our God. Many will see and fear, and put their 
trust in the Lord,” (Psalm 40:1-3). 

God is so beautiful He hears us when we cry out to 
Him, giving us the attention we need in the midst 
of trying times. 

Take a deep breath. Experience the refreshing 
feeling of just simply knowing God knows your 
name. God is all knowing, wise and loving. He 
will never leave us nor forsake us. He’s our hope. 
Think about it for a moment: “If I say, “Surely the 
darkness shall cover me, and the light about me 
be night,” even the darkness is not dark to you; 
the night is bright as the day, for darkness is as 
light with you. For you formed my inward parts; 
you knitted me together in my mother’s womb. 
I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully 
made. Wonderful are your works; my soul knows 
it very well,” (Psalm 139:11-14).

God knows every intricate detail about us. He 
created us. He formed us. We are His. He knows 
us.

Our beautiful God  
gives me His undivided attention.

Our beautiful God  
knows my name.

OUR
BEAUTIFUL

GOD
gives me His 
undivided 
attention, knows 
my name, loves 
me deeply

https://www.bible.com/bible/111/PSA.40.NIV
https://www.bible.com/bible/111/PSA.139.NIV


faith

Our beautiful God  
loves me deeply. 

The moment when I was ready to quit, I realized 
God’s love for us is deeper and stronger than we can 
ever imagine. I realized that “neither death nor life, 
nor angels nor rulers, nor things present nor things 
to come, nor powers, nor height nor depth, nor 
anything else in all creation, will be able to separate 
us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord,” 
(Romans 8:38-39).

I could not allow my thoughts to affect what I knew to 
be true. I had to not only remember, but also rest in 
knowing Our God is beautiful and will never forget 
about those He loves. It is great to belong to Him. MB

Take a deep breath. 

Experience the refreshing 

feeling of just simply knowing 

God knows your name. 

God is all knowing, wise and 

loving. He will never leave us 

nor forsake us. He’s our hope.

known by Godknown by God
(1) Michael and his wife, Traci, in St. 
Louis, Missouri. Watch their story at 
homegrownjournal.com. (2) Michael 
at an Easter outreach. (3) Michael is 
lead pastor and church planter of 
Faith Community Bible Church in St. 
Louis.
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a conversation witha conversation with

As a published author of a beautiful children’s book, As a published author of a beautiful children’s book, 
you realized a dream. What encouragement can you you realized a dream. What encouragement can you 
give to a mom who is struggling with pursuing her own give to a mom who is struggling with pursuing her own 
interests or hobbies or passions or a big, audacious interests or hobbies or passions or a big, audacious 
dream?dream?

There is no magic formula for juggling family, work, 
writing and other commitments. Sometimes one gets 
more than the other, but you have to carve out time 
for yourself amidst the chaos. When it feels like you’ve 
bitten off more than you can chew, pause and walk 
away for a bit. Learn to rest, not quit.

Through this book’s title and artwork, you have Through this book’s title and artwork, you have 
chronicled special moments with your daughters. As chronicled special moments with your daughters. As 
your daughters grow, how does the meaning of this book your daughters grow, how does the meaning of this book 
change? What advice would you give to moms about change? What advice would you give to moms about 
writing down special moments about their children?writing down special moments about their children?

The book has actually been a great conversation 
starter for transitional life moments with the girls. 
When Colette started first grade, we spent many nights 
reading and discussing the first day of school pages. 
Similarly, Alivia, my older daughter, is already asking 
questions about the college moments illustrated in the 
book. Don’t even get this mama started on the wedding 
day pages — I will straight ugly cry.

As for documenting the special moments: I keep an 
-isms journal for both of my girls, recording the sweet, 
funny and jaw-dropping things they’ve said since 
their first words. Not only do I relish in these precious 
memories, but the girls absolutely love reading about 
the goofy things they did and said when they were 
younger.

While writing or reading While writing or reading Hold My Hand, MamaHold My Hand, Mama, what , what 
memories of your relationship with your mom come memories of your relationship with your mom come 
to mind?to mind?

I could not have documented the older years without 
reminiscing on some of the pivotal memories I have 
with my mom. The college drop off, wedding day, and 
first child moments with her are forever etched on 
my heart. Now, they are also captured on the pages of 
this book for my own daughters to experience. Pretty 
special stuff.

It’s also quite beautiful to watch my girls read the baking 
with grandma pages and recall present-day memories 
with her teaching them how to make her infamous 
“Garbage Cookies.”

One of the themes of the book is how the mom, by One of the themes of the book is how the mom, by 
holding her daughter’s hand, helps the growing girl holding her daughter’s hand, helps the growing girl 
be brave when facing the unknown. Who in your life be brave when facing the unknown. Who in your life 
helped you be brave as you created this book? What helped you be brave as you created this book? What 
difference did he/she make?difference did he/she make?

author Gabrielle Martinauthor Gabrielle Martin

My girls were the My girls were the 
inspiration behind this inspiration behind this 

book and my motivation book and my motivation 
to see it through.to see it through.



My mother, of course. She has always been, and remains, my 
biggest fan and supporter in life. No matter what I’m working 
on, or through, she is always bursting with pride and words of 
enthusiasm and encouragement. Everyone needs a hero like 
that — I’m blessed mine is my mama.

Often, when we give vulnerability, we are gifted vulnerability Often, when we give vulnerability, we are gifted vulnerability 
from others. As you watch people read your book or as you have from others. As you watch people read your book or as you have 
received feedback, is there a reaction story you can look back received feedback, is there a reaction story you can look back 
on and say, “Yes, this is why the message of the book needed to on and say, “Yes, this is why the message of the book needed to 
be shared”?be shared”?

How do I pick just one? I am humbled and honored each time 
I watch a reader experience the book for the first time. There 
was one, in particular, that especially touched my heart, and I 
was fortunate to have captured her reaction on camera. One of 
my sweet friends, and mother of two girls, was reading the book 
aloud for the first time. The last page punched her heart so hard 
she lost her words, sat back in her chair, and placed her hand 
on her chest, crying. It was raw and beautiful.

What has the Lord taught you during the process of writing or What has the Lord taught you during the process of writing or 
self-publishing or allowing the public to read your heart?self-publishing or allowing the public to read your heart?

Writing this book was never a plan of mine — it was a divine 
assignment. I’ve learned to appreciate and embrace the beauty 
of faith-guided unpredictability. If your heart is speaking to you, 
listen to it. If something inspires you, follow it. You will never 
regret leaving the assumed path to take in different scenery, 
especially when God is your tour guide.
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hold my hand, mamahold my hand, mama
(1) Younger daughter, Colette, holds a copy of Hold 
My Hand, Mama. (2) Gabrielle chatted with Ozarks 
FOX AM hosts Kelly Smith and Jeremy Rabe in 2021. 
(3) Gabrielle stands beside a display of Hold My 
Hand, Mama at a local shop. 
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Visit holdmyhandmama.com to see 
reactions of moms as they read Hold 
My Hand, Mama; media interviews and 
information on purchasing Gabrielle’s book.  

http://holdmyhandmama.com



