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Out
of

CONTROL
stories of out-of-control people
who are known by sovereign God

contents
neighbors
AARON
BOSWELL
Originally from Texas, Aaron Boswell is the lead pastor
at The Trails Church in Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada.
He and his wife, Samantha, have three kids: Owen,
Téo, and Summer. Read “Planting a Church: where it’s
illegal for churches to gather.”

BRENDA LEI
CASEY
Brenda Lei Casey is a huge fan of big fun, good food,
the more the merrier, and authenticity in her walk
with the Lord. She and her husband, Joshua, are from
Springfield, Missouri, but are now church planters in
Spain. Read “For God So Loved The World.”
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storytellers
BECKY
BLACK
Becky Black married her high school sweetheart, John, 25 years
ago. She is currently a stay-at-home mom of three children,
Morgan (20), Wesley (18), and Kate (15), and their puppy,
Bruno, a goldendoodle. The family lives in Springfield, Missouri.
Read “The Author of My Story.”

MARK
APPLEGATE
Mark Applegate is a Christian, husband, dad, and cornbreadcooking, IT geek, writer, and runner on-the-side. He has lived
in the Ozarks his whole life, attended Missouri State University,
studied briefly in Israel, married his high school sweetheart, and
has since lived happily ever after. Mark is currently director of
systems alignment for SeniorAge Area Agency on Aging and
loves working with and for seniors. Read more from Mark on his
personal blog, Digital Cornbread. Read “Broken Brain, Sovereign
God.”

faith
KAYLA
BURKHOLDER
Kayla Burkholder homeschools her two children and
helps her husband run their architecture business,
Burkholder Design Collaborative. She loves to study
the Bible, read, and spend time with her family. She
is an advocate for people with disabilities, which she
became passionate about when her son, Jaxson, was
born with a rare genetic disorder. Her mission is to
raise kids who love and serve the Lord with all their
heart and to share God’s love with everyone she
meets. Read “Unfailing Love.”
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from the editor
That

THING
YOU

EAT

make it
local
BIG MEATS

BEEF
Republic, Missouri

Big Meats provides
USDA certified, local beef
that has been raised,
processed and packaged
in southwest Missouri.
Purchase beef already
cut and packaged, or
buy a half or whole beef.
Text or call Big Meats at
417.848.2100.

Out of Control
We were visiting my grandparents
who lived in rural Missouri, close
to the Arkansas border. The small
town was one in which McDonald’s
caused a big stir when it staked its
claim. Growing up, my grandparents
were either raising cattle or renting
their land for cattle. My grandfather
served our country, our families, us in
the Air Force during WWII. He didn’t
talk about his service often (or maybe
I didn’t ask the right questions), but
he was proud to take part and be
included when veterans were needed.
I was almost two years old. My
brother and sisters and I were in the
basement. As the story goes, I was
being watched by them. Loosely,
perhaps. Unbeknownst to anyone,
apparently, I took a swig of bleach.
Somehow, my siblings were alerted,
which meant my parents and all
other adults sprang into action once
they were notified. Due to the year
and location, phoning 9-1-1 was not
an option. Instead, my mom called
the poison control center that gave
her instructions before my parents
carried me to the car and began
the 30-minute drive to the closest
medical facility.

The doctor pumped my stomach and
such and sent me on my way.
Not to be dramatic, but I could have
died that day. The reason I didn’t
was because the Lord is sovereign, in
control, all powerful, with purposes
and plans.
That is what I know. In the Bible, Job
says to God, “I know that you can do
all things, and that no purpose of yours
can be thwarted,” (Job 42:2).
Brave Reader, I don’t understand the
ways of our Creator. Why this or why
that. What I know is you are alive in
this moment because our Father in
Heaven is in control, with a plan that
includes a purpose for you. What I
know is Jesus wouldn’t give up the the
ridicule, the mockery, the death of the
cross because His eyes were on us and
sovereign God.
This issue of Homegrown Journal
shares stories from people who are
out of control, while the Lord remains
steadfast and sovereign. Stay awhile.

Julie Johnson
editor in chief
editor@homegrownjournal.com

FASSNIGHT CREEK
FARM
FRUIT, VEGETABLES
Springfield, Missouri

Fassnight Creek Farm
has been producing
vegetables, fruit and
flowers for nearly 100
years. It is family owned
and operated and grows
many varieties of produce
and flowers. In addition,
they offer additional fruit
and vegetables from
outside the 417 area. Call
the farm at 417.866.5011.

My mom’s ever
watchful eye on
me as I swam
without care
at Jellystone
Park in Branson,
Missouri. Circa
August 1979, two
months before
my second
birthday.

planted
china jade cucumber
This month’s PLANTED is brought to us
by the letter “J” for Julie or Johnson or
China Jade cucumber. It’s a new addition
to my garden this year. I am also growing
Muncher and Beit Alpha.

What’s your story?
Use your experiences, stories, gifts and interests to inspire and
encourage others. We continually seek contributors who will
further make Homegrown Journal a place of invitation for our
families, friends and neighbors. For more information, email
editor@homegrownjournal.com.
Tourists submit photos and captions of places they go, local
or not. Bookies help us know what to read next. Storytellers
lead us through shared experiences. In addition, we would like
to include foster/adopt families in upcoming issues.
I have eaten two China Jades, with two
more waiting. I have also picked one Beit
Alpha. The first two were 12-15 inches in
length. I cut the second set early due to
heat. Once sliced, China Jade has a yummy
cucumber scent and pretty, pale green
insides. Best of all, it tastes like a cucumber.
And summer. And deliciousness.
For more information or to purchase seeds
for your own garden, visit Bake Creek
Heirloom Seeds in Mansfield, Missouri, or
online at rareseeds.com.

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

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.

provided for
(1) Aaron and his wife, Samantha.
(2) Aaron gathering with The Trails
Church in Canada.
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If you would
		
ha
ve told me this would have been my life, I might have naturally thought we were

talking about being in some foreign context; maybe one militantly opposed to the
Gospel because of the country’s animistic or communistic background. Never in my
life would I have thought we were talking about Canada. Yet, this is the exact spot I
found myself in when my family moved to plant a new church in Winnipeg in January
2020, and as we continued to gather in opposition to the waves of lockdowns and
mandates that came throughout November 2020 — February 2022.
In the seasons of harshest lockdown, the devastating toll on those around us was
palpable. Widows suffering with loneliness. Drug addicts needing somewhere to love
and accept them, even when they didn’t have it all together. People needing a cup of
coffee and a community to open its lives, homes and dinner tables (1 Thessalonians
2:8), despite the looming fear of being caught and given fines.
And in these early days of our church plant, these were constant realities we faced.
We weren’t loud about gathering; rather, we did so secretly, striving to please God and
not create a ruckus among those without our convictions (1 Timothy 2:2-6) and those
who were anxious about losing their lives (Matthew 6:25-34; Mark 8:34-38). And as we
continued to meet every week, whether in basements or in forests, God used this entire
journey to implant deep truths inside of our hearts as His people.
Firstly, we were comforted to reflect on the Bible’s clear teaching that God is sovereign
over every situation (Genesis 50:20; Exodus 4:21; Job 1:21-22). Even spectacular sins
cannot thwart God’s purposes and plans, as John Piper clearly articulates. Thus, every
plan the Father has ordained will come to pass (Acts 2:23). God’s sovereignty also
extends into every facet of our lives, as God is the One who directs our steps (Proverbs
16:9), and we know from God’s Word every day of our lives has been written in His
book (Psalm 139:16). Thus, the God who knows the end from the beginning certainly
knows when we will die, how we will die, and has ordained to use our lives for His glory
before we depart from this life and be with Him (which is far better — Philippians
1:23). The problem is for many of us, we believe this world is far better than to part
and be with Christ, which is indicting. Thus, we would naturally choose to disobey the
clear commands of God from His Word than to face the consequences of standing
in faithfulness (1 Peter 2:12; 1 Peter 4:4-5; Hebrews 10:24-25). Yet, in persecution for
righteousness’ sake is where we fill up the afflictions of Christ to be clearly seen by all
(Colossians 1:24).

We also were constantly reminded our
anxious efforts to prolong our lives cannot do
what they promised, for our anxious toiling
could never lengthen our days (Matthew
6:27). In thinking about the government
around us, we were also comforted that the
king’s heart is not free; rather, it is in the
hand of the Lord ,and God turns it wherever
He wishes (Proverbs 21:1). Thus, even evil
kings and authorities can have their hearts
turned by God to accomplish His purposes
and plans (Isaiah 7:18). And while God had
called us to live in Canada in this season of
time, even ordaining our boundaries of our
dwelling places and the periods in which we
live (Acts 17:6), we know we are called to be
lights in the midst of a wicked and perverse
generation as we share the Gospel with
those around us (Philippians 2:14-16).
Thus, God’s sovereign control over every jot
and tittle of the universe became not just a
theological treatises, but an everyday place
of refuge; a rock to lean upon in the shifting
tides of the world around us. What better
of an anchor can we have in this life than
a rock-solid confidence in the sovereignty
of God?
This is the hope persecuted Christians have
clung onto throughout every season of
suffering, and it is the hope Christians still
cling to as we walk through various trials
and temptations to despair. God is sovereign
over every human heart, institution, will,
desire and longing.
Though the last few years have been the
most difficult and weighty of my life, God
has provided over and over again for us in
this work of church planting. At the time of
writing this article, we are only 18 months
old; yet you would be hard-pressed to find
a church that loves God’s Word, trusts in
His sovereignty, and delights in the Gospel
more than these wonderful saints. They are
fearless and a joy to pastor. Seeing all He
has done in our midst, we rejoice in the
truths of Psalm 127:1, “ “Unless the Lord
builds the house, those who build it labour
in vain.” AB
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Planting
a church
where it’s illegal
for churches to gather

Did you know there
are more than 450
different English
translations of the
Bible? I can’t tell
if I’m elated by
that privilege or
heartbroken by it.

For God
So Loved

The W rld
words + photographs
BRENDA LEI CASEY
I						
don’t even recall my life before John 3:16, just like I
don’t recall my life before helping with family chores or before my
deep infatuation with ice cream. The fact of “For God so loved the
world” was as known to me as my hard and fast 7:30 p.m. bedtime.
But my world was very limited. As a teenager being raised in
southwest Missouri, I thought little about anything beyond Friday
night football and Route 44 cherry limeades. Lucky for me, God has
a knack for taking selfish, egotistical souls like mine and morphing
them into vehicles for His love to the nations.
My husband and I are now cross-cultural church planters, serving
in the suburbs of Madrid, Spain. But I can still remember the exact
moment, nearly a decade ago, the reality of for God so loved the
WORLD became imprinted upon my heart in an entirely new way.
I was standing in a hallway, staring at a huge poster, when the tears
began to fall from my eyes. My husband and I had spent more
than three years working towards our bachelors degrees, but in the
previous few months, we had decided to start all over again and
enroll as freshmen in a Bible institute.

By doing so, we also downsized into a 400
square feet apartment, located 12 hours
away from all our family and friends.
Our cushy salaries and jobs-with-benefits
whittled down to an hourly, part-time gig
my husband was able to pick up. Luxury
was not our lifestyle, but following Jesus
was.
Standing in the hallway one day between
classes, I paused to actually look at a poster
I had passed many times. The title on this
poster was something along the lines of
“People Groups Without the Bible in Their
Language.” And then, in very small font,
began the list.
The Narisati, Arandui in Afghanistan.
The Bolo, Haka in Angola.
The Kryz, Dzhek in Azerbaijan.

for God
Brenda Lei Casey met her husband, Joshua, in Springfield, Missouri, while
working their first jobs at Sonic. Now, they are church planters in Spain, raising
their four daughters. The family is pictured at Castilla Monumento Colomares in
Benalmádena, Spain. Read more from Brenda Lei at homegrownjournal.com.

And on and on the list continued.
For 2,479 people groups, the list went on.

there are more than 450 different English
translations of the Bible? I can’t tell if I’m
elated by that privilege or heartbroken by
it.

If you’d like to get involved in reaching the
unreached, I’d encourage you to contact
your local church and let them know of
your desires.

My family and I happen to be staying at
a hotel this week for a conference. Upon
checking in, the hostess politely informed
us they are severely understaffed this
week. She asked us to please be as patient
as possible with them. The sign in their
lobby represented far more than their
personal dilemma.

Find an individual, couple, or family busy
doing kingdom work in a part of the world
that needs it and partner with them both
financially and prayerfully.

2,479
Those 2,479 people groups represent more
than 200 million individuals without the
Bible in his or her language.
Allow me to show you what that list of those
2,479 people groups looks like:
https://joshuaproject.net/
filter?BibleStatus=1|2&per_page=1000
That number, that list, my eyes still start
brimming over with tears when I realize
there are people in this world whom
God loves, that Jesus died for, and that I
had no clue even existed. Did you know

It reads: The whole world is short staffed.
Please be kind to those that showed up.
Thank you.
This world, specifically our neighbors
making up those 2,459 people groups,
need more people to show up.

Pray about being part of the group of
people who are showing up.
Since for God so loved the world really
is true, wouldn’t it only be fair the whole
world got to hear about it? BLC

Luxury was not our lifestyle,
but following Jesus was.

words + photographs BECKY BLACK

Cancer. Chemo. Covid.
Words I’ve come to hate. Words that are all tough on their own, but
collectively are extremely difficult to navigate. Because chemotherapy
caused me to be immune compromised, I had to be especially careful
in the previous COVID-19 surge. While I don’t pretend online church
is equal to in-person church, it’s an option I was thankful for. And as
I was faithful to “attend,” God was faithful to show up.

the

Author
of my

Story
And those who
know your name
put their trust in
you, for you,
O Lord, have not
forsaken those
who seek you,
(Psalm 9:10).

Late last year, just after a major surgery and at the beginning of
chemotherapy treatments, as I was listening to online service, our
church sang a song I’d heard many times: New Name Written Down
in Glory. On this particular day, there was a line that stood out to me.
“I’ve met the author of my story.” Wow! God is authoring my story.
And I’ve met Him! And I know Him well enough to know there is no
one more trustworthy to write my story.
Many have told me to have faith and to trust God during this cancer
journey that started September 2021. My diagnosis is stage IV colon
cancer. It’s a diagnosis with a grim prognosis. I feel like my faith is
strong, but I’ve never been able to say confidently, “I have faith God
will heal me of this disease.”
Some are able to claim this and feel God speaking it to them, but that’s
not the case for me. I do actually believe He will heal me, but I do not
know on which side of heaven healing will happen. I haven’t given
up hope for my life here on earth, and I continue to pray for healing.
I pray I will be around to see all my kids graduate, get married and
have children. I want this for them more than for myself.
For me, “to die is gain” (Philippians 1:21), but, having lost my own
mom too soon, I know what it’s like to raise your kids without your
momma around, and I don’t want that for my kids. So I pray, “Yet not
my will, but yours be done” (Luke 22:42).
I don’t know His will for me or for my family. I don’t believe this
shows a lack of faith. In fact, it’s complete trust in His writing of my
story. If I could hand the pen to anyone in this world; maybe if my
mom could have authored my story, or my husband, best friend, or
even myself, none of us would have written cancer into the story.
Each one loves me too much to do so. We’d likely be guilty of writing
a story making me comfortable, but doing little to make God known.
Yet, I know one with a perspective none of us can comprehend. One
who loves me more than any of us can comprehend. And when I
really think of who I trust most with that pe, it’s Him.
There’s NO ONE I trust more.
Even if my story includes cancer. I have plenty of fears, and
sometimes sadness, about it. But I’ve met, and I trust, the author of
my story. My job now is to take this story and use it for His glory, even
(especially) the scary and sad parts. BB

We’d likely
be guilty of
writing a story
making me
comfortable,
but doing little
to make God
known.

storytellers

loved
(1) Becky with her husband,
John and (2) their kids: Kate,
Wes and Morgan. Their muchloved Lucy Moose recently
passed away from cancer.
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broken brain,
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MARK APPLEGATE

sovereign God
A

ccording to the yearly Alzheimer’s Association publication
dubbed “Alzheimer’s Disease Facts and Figures,” more
than six million Americans of all ages have Alzheimer’s
disease and related dementias. While this mattered to me,
say, 20 years ago, it wasn’t until it became personal to me
because of my mom’s struggles that I fully appreciated the extent of
this problem. The same publication tells us “1 in 3 seniors dies with
Alzheimer’s or another dementia. It kills more than breast cancer
and prostate cancer combined.”
In 2009, in what seemed like an afterthought on my mom’s
diagnosis of behavioral health concerns likely caused by the rapid
loss of both of her parents and other stressors, the document
mentioned she also had “a mild form of dementia.” She had a brief
stay in a behavioral health facility, did outstanding, and appeared
good-as-new when we picked her up. We knew little about the topic
of dementia despite her mom dying with it, along with congestive
heart failure. We didn’t notice memory loss or anything matching
what we thought old people looked like with the disease (mom was
only 65), so we kind of let this afterthought go.
Within less than 10 years, we discovered how wrong we were in
ignoring those five words, as she started developing significant
symptoms. Fewer than five years ago, we were no longer able to
keep mom safe and were forced to place her in fulltime memory
care. It was devastating.

5

My mom has always been a piano player, for as long as I can
remember. Piano was, in many ways, her happy place. She could be
distraught at something dumb one of us kids did or with the state
of the world, and she would sit at the piano and play the old hymns
of our Christian faith. The music and the concurrent, unspoken
prayer would remind her God was in charge and had a plan for her
good and for His Glory, even in the struggle (Romans 8:28-30). It
has always been this way for her, and it always will be.
But in 2018/19 she found herself struggling with dementia.
She could only speak, for the most part, in jumbled sentences,
demonstrating the extent the disease had broken her brain. (This
is called “aphasia” and is common with dementia). However, her
happy place was still her happy place, and she would frequently sit
at the piano at the nursing home with a “hymnal” and start playing.
The hymnal was really in her head. What she placed on the piano
was often upside down and/or may have been a cooking magazine
or a pot holder.

4

She would play and sing. She struggled to talk away from the piano,
but she struggled much less to sing. At the same time, another
amazing event would happen. Most of the 17 ladies with whom
she shared the memory unit would also come out of their rooms
and sing as best they could. While it may have, to an outsider not

1
remembered

2

(1) Mark Applegate with his mom, brother and sister.
Mark is the youngest of the three. (2) Mark’s mom
in her happy place after she fell. (3) Mark’s mom,
brother and sister in 1969. (4) Mark and his brother
holding hands with his mom. (5) Mark and his mom.
Read more from Mark at homegrownjournal.com.
understanding the circumstances, sounded out of key and bungled, to the Lord it
sounded better than a chorus of angels to hear these ladies sing His praise from
within their storms.
One day, my stepfather and I visited my mom, and I was struggling. It was hard
seeing her battle to play the piano at her happy place. Seeing her struggle in
mobility and communication, accompanied by a big knot from a fall she had
the day before, wore out the last thread of strength I had as I came in. Then,
an amazing thing happened demonstrating to me again just how much God was
sovereign even over illness.
Mom found her song anew. She sang the words, and she even flashed me an
OK sign to remind me all would be OK, to not worry for her. To this day, it both
emboldens me to serve and help those with dementia and crushes me to think
of my weakness while she showed joy in spite of her circumstances. So I am
reminded when I struggle, when I am tempted to shake my fist at my Lord, when
I am crushed Mom can no longer play the piano because of her more advanced
state of dementia, God is good. He granted us a lifetime of watching Mom play
so we can keep the memories in our hearts like treasure. And, when I get down
again here and there, I pull out the OK video and let her remind me neither her
future or mine is on earth. Instead, it is with the author of her salvation, the only
sovereign Lord. And things are OK anew.
This is our story; this is our song: Praising our Savior, all the day long. MA

3
WATCH Mark’s mom in her
happy place, playing piano in this
60-second clip: https://youtu.be/
t6rHSTJyI60. Notice how she “found
it” when Mark’s stepfather reminded
her to keep her eyes on him for the
words. “That is such a picture of our
walk with Christ as he guides us
through His extraordinarily complex
and amazing plan,” Mark says.

A few
		 ago, I went through one of
years

unfa iling
love
words + photographs
KAYLA BURKHOLDER

the darkest times of my life. I was being
tormented by the darkness, and I felt
far from God’s love. I wasn’t sure how I
suddenly got dumped in such a moment,
but all I knew was I felt abandoned and
alone, and I thought I had no hope for
help.
I believe in a spiritual world. I believe in
generational curses. I believe sin has great
consequences, and I believe this journey
was the Lord working to deal with all of
that at one time. My family’s generational
curse has been the curse of fear, anxiety
and deep depression. It has crippled us
all and left us with lives paralyzed to those
demons. I have also fallen to sin in ways
that have destroyed others and completely
broken the heart of God. I knew God
couldn’t just leave those unpunishable. The
destruction was just too much. And I have

been wounded deeply by the sins of others,
leaving me in great pain and suffering. I
needed healing from that, as well. The only
way to understand the gravity of my sin
and to see a way out of the curse and to
never want to return there again was to be
brought low enough to see the demons, see
the weight of sin and to experience the allpowerful healing hand God, who was the
only one who could stand against it. And it
was here where I realized how loved I was
by God.
It first started with anxiety and depression
that became so bad I was unable to get
out of bed most days. I had severe panic
attacks, and sometimes I would have to
go to the emergency room for help in
calming them down. It became my norm
until a new symptom appeared: I couldn’t
breathe. It felt like something was sitting
on my chest, and I was unable to breathe

2

faith
rescued by God
(1) Kayla with her husband, Nathan,
at the Grand Canyon in Arizona

and (2) her children, Keeleigh and

Jaxson. Jaxson has been featured as
a Children’s Miracle Network child.
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in enough air to even walk through my house. I went to doctor after doctor begging for
help, only to be told everything was fine.
One Wednesday night at church, a group of women prayed over me. Pressure was lifted
off my chest immediately. I still wasn’t completely healed and did seek medical help to fix
what was wrong, but I was relieved to breathe. The next morning, my daughter came out
of her room and said she had a dream a demon was tormenting our family and an angel
swooped down and grabbed the demon and threw it in a pit. I knew at that moment what
my daughter explained is what happened the night before when the ladies prayed for me.
The Lord was picking off demons that tormented me daily. I didn’t have the power to rid
them, but God did, and that’s just what He did.

I wasn’t sure how
I suddenly got
dumped in such

After that, I struggled with thoughts of worthlessness. The thoughts continued to progress
into how I didn’t matter, and the only way to stop hurting — and the only way to stop
hurting others — was to kill myself.

a moment, but

I heard it constantly.

all I knew was

The voices were so loud I couldn’t even think about anything else.

I felt abandoned

Here is where I saw the Lord at His strongest. It’s like I was dumped in the pits of hell
and demons were just everywhere, screaming, and I couldn’t escape it. But the Lord
encapsulated me, and He put His hand out and didn’t allow that darkness to consume me.
It touched me, it tormented me, it yelled at me, it pressed up against me, but it had no
power to consume me, and there is where I understood the Lord’s love for me. I understood
the Lord’s strength over darkness and over all things, I understood the significance of what
He did on the cross for me. I understood the weight of sin and what separation from God
was like. I understood I deserved that darkness to consume me, but I also understood the
Lord loved me so much He didn’t let it. And I changed.

and alone, and I

I was different. I didn’t know who I was anymore because I was a new creation willing to be
molded by God. I was freed from the torment of demons. I was in complete reverence for
God, and I knew God does not leave His children in darkness.
Even though this was the hardest thing I have ever gone through, I am grateful the Lord let
me experience it, and I’m even more grateful He saved me from it.
If you find yourself today weighted by the darkness, I pray you hand it over to the Lord and
let Him deal with it like He wants to. It might be hard, and you might feel abandoned and
alone for a short period of time, but you will soon know in the morning God never left. In
fact, He worked in and through it, and you will be forever changed by His unfailing love. KB

thought I had no
hope for help.

