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1

I N T R O D U C T I O N



1

I N T R O D U C T I O N A M A N D A

P A S S I N G  A W A Y

Six months to a year, Day Three.” 
I spoke into my phone as I rounded the corner at 17th and Holly 

and drove past the large ivory house with the matching scalloped fence. 
That house had been a favorite of mine since we moved up the street 

to a different corner, eight years prior. I loved it for the wraparound porch 
and the full-sized bedframe they’d fashioned into a porch swing. I loved 
it for its tall windows and that lovely fence. And I loved it for the big tree 
in the corner of the yard, the tree whose leaves were fading to yellow on 
that October afternoon. 

It was there, driving past the big ivory house, that the thought first 
occurred to me: my father is fading like the leaves on that tree. 
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I’d started leaving voice memos on my phone the day my dad was 
given his most devastating diagnosis to date—stage four esophageal 
cancer. They’d do chemotherapy in an effort to put off the inevitable, but 
the disease would prevail and a year was our best-case scenario.

I recorded these messages to myself to mark the days, speaking into 
my phone while driving to the hospital or doing dishes or watching my 
twin baby boys eat breakfast in their matching high chairs. When I play 
the messages back I can hear their small voices in the background, another 
reminder of how quickly things change.

Life is a given until it isn’t. 
Death is so much easier to ignore when it’s an abstract concept, one 

newscast removed. Death on a timer, however, demands constant atten-
tion. For my family in those long months, dying, not living, was our new 
sure thing. 

My father was seventy-four when he passed away just four years ago—
recently enough that when I think of him, the memories of him slipping 
away are brighter than the decades that came before. Those years will 
come back too, I think, but right now they are faded and black and white. 
The passing away is all I can see in vivid color. 

It’s strange the things our minds and hearts choose to keep near the 
surface, memories at the ready. Here are the things I remember from the 
thirty-three years before the dying started, in no particular order:

I remember Fourth of July fireworks in our driveway when I was small, 
with friends-turned-family from the neighborhood where I grew up. Our 
house sat at the top of the hill and everyone would trek up with their lawn 
chairs and a contribution to the show of sparks and smoke. The helicop-
ters were my favorite.

I remember the sound of his voice, the voice the cancer eventually took.
I remember him working—always working. He was a golf professional 

since before I was born, and I have image after image of him in my mind, 
standing behind the counters of the various golf courses he ran over the 
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years, greeting the golfers as they signed in and keeping a close eye on the 
cart return. I can see him on the tractor, mowing the greens at dusk.

I remember the baggy overalls I wore in high school that he hated, a fact 
he only said out loud once but somehow I would never forget. I remember 
how he combed his hair just so, no matter the day or the occasion.

I remember the way he smiled at me and my husband as we danced on 
our wedding day, and how the approval I saw in that smile made my heart 
so proud and relieved.

Everything else, almost every big and little thing, is a blur. It’s unset-
tling, isn’t it? How can thirty years be reduced to a glass not even half full?

But those last three years—they make me smile through my tears. 
They are the brightest though they were the darkest, the happiest though 
heavy with sorrow. And I see it all as clear as if it were happening in live 
action on a screen in front of me. 

At the time, I would have likened our real-life drama to a tragedy, 
equal parts suspense and sorrow. But looking back, I believe it was more 
of an adventure, though not the kind a person seeks. We were precariously 
perched on a mountain with no way down and nothing to do but keep 
climbing. 

When you’re in that place—clinging to the side of a wall made of 
rock, a storm of uncontrollable circumstances swirling around you—what 
you’re holding on to becomes clear. Place your foot on shale, and it will 
crumble beneath you. Grab hold of a loose ledge, and your hand will slip. 
But hold tight to the mountain itself, and it will hold you up. 

The firm handholds along the journey of my dad’s illness included 
these: 

“I have told you these things so that in Me you may have 
peace. You will have suffering in this world. Be courageous! I 
have conquered the world.” ( John 16:33) 
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Do you not know? Have you not heard? Yahweh is the everlast-
ing God, the Creator of the whole earth. He never grows faint 
or weary; there is no limit to His understanding. (Isa. 40:28) 

I remain confident of this: I will see the goodness of the Lord 
in the land of the living. (Ps. 27:13 niv) 

“And remember, I am with you always, to the end of the age.” 
(Matt. 28:20) 

The promises themselves were true, and we held on tight. But their 
immutability was inseparable from the Promiser. These rocks of promise 
are part of the steadfast mountain of God’s covenant. His Word is true 
because He Himself is true (Heb. 13:8). 

When everything around us was withering and fading away, my father 
included, God and His Word stood firm (Isa. 40:8). 

The hospital was a time warp with sterile floors and familiar faces. 
My mom and brother and I spent our hours going to and from the 
intensive-care unit on a special elevator, with breaks in the cafeteria 
where we could get an Internet signal and a sandwich. 

Sacred moments would arrive unexpectedly. A visit to the hospi-
tal chapel while a pianist played music on the baby grand in the hall. 
Spontaneous tears and hugs in the middle of a busy hallway. The time 
a stranger stopped to console me on a bench near the parking garage, 
embracing me like the ambassador of Christ she was. But the most sacred 
moments were always there in the hospital room with him, reluctantly 
but earnestly acting out the final scenes from his life’s play to a score of 
beeping machines and the ventilator’s steady sigh. 

Those days are some of my most treasured times with my father.
He couldn’t speak, so we used whatever paper was handy to write our 

conversations in fragmented pieces. And any time a precious stretch of 
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days or weeks arrived where he was well enough to be at home, it was like 
being on vacation. 

My dad would sit in the red chair in our living room and watch 
his grandchildren play, laughing at their antics, his eyes keeping pace 
with their active little legs. They’d crawl up into his lap, being careful 
to avoid the tube in his stomach and the oxygen attached to his throat. 
He’d flip through board books with them, sit contentedly while they 
ran Matchbox cars up and down the arms of his chair, and pretend to 
bite their toddler-boy fingers, scrunching his nose into a smile as they 
laughed. I had never seen my dad’s sun-weathered face any happier than 
in these rare moments of reprieve in his final months.

Though he never said it aloud—he couldn’t—I knew what this was. 
My father was looking up; he was looking around. His whole life he held 
fast, head down, to the foothold of hard work, anchoring himself firmly 
to the noble goal of providing for his family. But, as humans are prone to 
do, he focused so intently on that single foothold for so long, he lost sight 
of the mountain itself, the reasons the foothold mattered to begin with. 

Meanwhile, my mother and brother and I gripped onto our footholds. 
The goodness of the Lord in the land of the living. Like the psalmist, we 
were watching for it. We were waiting. 

We gripped that promise with one hand while doing what we could to 
care for my father with the other. We arrived at the ICU early each morn-
ing for shift change, asking about the last night’s stats and the testing and 
treatment plans for the day. We called the nurse at midnight and 3 a.m. to 
make sure he was resting and his oxygen levels weren’t falling. We silenced 
the beeping when the IV bags ran dry, adjusted his pillows, and kept his 
feet warm with those hospital gripper socks that have the smiley faces on 
the bottom. But no matter what we did, there was no taking this suffering 
away—not Dad’s and not ours. 

The apostle Paul warned us about this in his letter to the new believers 
at Corinth. Love—the love that is the essence of our God and His Son, 
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our Savior—will last. But nothing else on earth will. “Love never ends. 
As for prophecies, they will pass away; as for tongues, they will cease; as for 
knowledge, it will pass away. For we know in part and we prophesy in part, 
but when the perfect comes, the partial will pass away” (1 Cor. 13:8–10 esv, 
emphasis mine).

In my daily, right-now life, I’ve become a professional death-avoider. 
I close my eyes and ears when the news of the world’s pain becomes too 
heavy. I avoid eye contact with the man who’s heaped his worldly belong-
ings on a sidewalk grate downtown. And I certainly don’t visit the ICU 
waiting room in my free time. 

It’s easier to focus my efforts on crafting something solid than it is to 
acknowledge that this temporary world is passing away just like the leaves 
of that fading tree at 17th and Holly. Still, when I try to force permanence 
where there is none, I am always disappointed. We cannot know the eter-
nal weight of this temporary life we’ve been given unless we understand 
that it is, indeed, temporary. Paul knew this about us too. 

“For now we see in a mirror dimly, but then face to face. Now I know 
in part; then I shall know fully, even as I have been fully known” (1 Cor. 
13:12 esv). There is a reason the shift in my father’s gaze mattered, and 
there is a reason that promise from Psalms held true. The handhold did 
not hold because of our determined, white-knuckled grip. The things we 
cling to can be good and true, but only because they are part of something 
much greater and truer than the world can offer: the immovable moun-
tain of God’s eternal Truth. 

God’s Word is more than a foothold, more than a verse to chant when 
life’s foundations are crumbling and you’re trying like mad to caulk the 
cracks. God’s Word itself, in the first verse of that very same hospital 
psalm, says that God is our stronghold—a place to hide, a place to dwell, 
a place to be safe. 

The gospel of Jesus Christ is not a rock we stand on to climb a moun-
tain; it is the Rock, the Mountain. It is His faithfulness that holds me, 
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not mine that holds Him. The footholds only hold because they are part 
of the Rock of Ages. 

On a Monday morning in June, eight months after that first voice 
memo, my dad left this temporary world with its temporary joys and sor-
rows. And while it was the deepest pain I’ve ever known, I have never 
had a greater honor than being there at his side, watching Rex Bible pass 
through to the place where he now sees face-to-face. 

It was not Psalm 27 that kept care of my family while we watched my 
father die. In fact, none of those verses we whispered ushered my father 
into Glory. It was God Himself, the Perfect One—the whole of His Truth 
and His covenant to us as His people—that covered us when we were 
hanging on the side of the mountain, just trying to weather the storm 
without losing our grip.

This world is still passing away, just like my dad did, just like autumn 
leaves do and like you and I will. But God and His Word will never pass 
away (Matt. 24:35). He is the one permanent thing we find when we 
frantically grasp in the dark of our doubt and fear. He is the perfection we 
long for in the midst of our suffering and brokenness. He is the one sure 
thing we seek in our uncertainty. 

God is our only immovable mountain, and we can find Him in 
His Word. 

S H E  I S  M E

She is me.
She is you.
She wants faith, hope, and love.
She wants help and healing.
She wants to hear and be heard, to see and be seen.
She wants things set right.



S H E  R E A D S  T R U T H

98

O N E

She wants to know what is true—not partly true, or sometimes true, 
or almost true. She wants to see Truth itself, face-to-face.

But here, now, these things are all cloudy. Hope is tinged with hurt. 
Faith is shaded by doubt. Lesser, broken things masquerade as love. 

Real love is the God who became flesh—a living, feeling human being. 
He is God with us, rescuing the dying, calling the sinners, and embracing 
those who are wasting away. Real hope is the God who came to set things 
right. He came to set the cloudy mirror aside for good so we can see Him, 
face-to-face. Real Truth is the Word that created the world, the Truth that 
never ceases to be true. Counterfeits no longer interest her; she is looking 
for the realest thing. This is why she reads.

She reads Truth to find Jesus.
And He is there, on every page, greater than her triumphs and shame, 

vaster than her needs and her pain. Those are real, to be certain. But they 
are the partial, the passing away. Jesus—and Jesus alone—is the Perfect, 
the Permanent.

The Truth does not magically erase her suffering or cure her disap-
pointment. It does not negate her struggle or invalidate her sorrow. It does 
something even better—it leads her into relationship with the One who 
made her and makes her new, the One who is greater than all of these. 
The Truth brings her face-to-face with the God who has never stopped 
loving His children, who has never failed to do what He says He will do. 
The Truth is love in black and white—a love that does not change, even 
when her Bible is closed. 

One day the cloudy mirror will be gone. One day face-to-face is the 
only way she will see. 

Until then, she reads Truth—not just for answers or equations, help 
or how-tos. She reads Truth to find the perfect and permanent One. 
She reads Truth because she needs Jesus. 
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O N E R A E C H E L

W H A T ’ S  I N  Y O U R  C U P ?

Holding Tight to Permanent  
in a World That’s Passing Away

Life began with a big sister, canning tomatoes, snapping beans, and 
learning to pump on the tall swings at the park down the street. 

Oversized lilac trees and grapevines grew wild in the backyard of our 
small-town Victorian, and the chipping paint on the wraparound porch 
provided endless satisfaction for busy little hands on long summer 
evenings. There were bicycle rides into town and the wounded bird we 
nursed back to flight and the giant mounds of construction dirt we slid 
down until my sister cut her foot and the fun was over for that day.

The little years were sweet ones. Uncomplicated. True. 
When I was in kindergarten, our black lab Daisy would sometimes 

show up at recess to chase the girls and nip at the boys and when the bell 
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rang to come in, she’d race home with some hat or scarf treasure I’d always 
have to surrender to my teacher at school the next day.

That was four, five, and six. A things-will-never-change world of 
walking to school, pints of white milk, pigtails and suntanned shoulders, 
and finally becoming a member of The Hundreds Club. Fireflies were my 
“yeses” and learning to ride a two-wheeler was my “amen.”

Then came the Barbie wedding.
We’d been planning it for a week with our babysitter, Megan. My 

sister and I in our nightgowns and bedheads skipped breakfast in favor 
of picking just the right bridesmaid dress for Skipper. It was an import-
ant day, and everything was going to be just perfect. But before Megan 
could arrive, the phone rang. Dad’s neck was broken. Another motor-
cycle accident. The Barbie wedding would have to happen another day.

It was right around then that our things-will-never-change world 
turned upside down for good. Dad’s neck recovered, but the crash was a 
symptom of something much bigger. His self-medicated manic episodes 
caused by bipolar disorder were beginning to not only motivate reckless 
behavior (like racing motorcycles sitting backwards across train tracks), 
but he was becoming a danger to his family as well. 

I remember watching confused and scared through the railing of the 
stairs as my mama endured the yelling and being flung across the room. I 
remember being picked up from kindergarten, loaded onto a motorcycle 
without a helmet, and riding a state away to check on the eggs in the nest 
at a rest stop we found a week earlier, or to visit an arcade six towns over. 
Endless tokens and soda and mechanical animals would rule my Tuesday 
evening into the night. Some nights, I would be awakened from a deep 
sleep to my dad telling me to get into the car, then driving to the grocery 
store to buy cigarettes and candy bars. I’d be tucked back into bed with a 
whisper of “don’t tell anyone.” We called them our “midnight rides.”



S H E  R E A D S  T R U T H W H A T ’ S  I N  Y O U R  C U P ?

10 11

By the time I was seven, the self-medicated mania became too much 
for my mother. The drugs within reach of children. The impulsive behav-
ior. The yelling. So much yelling.

One first-grade afternoon, my mom picked us up from school. Instead 
of driving home, and without notice, we turned onto the gravel driveway 
of an empty house about a mile out of town. There we sat, engine still 
running, backpacks still on our backs, and our mom told us the thing I’ll 
never forget.

I sat motionless in the backseat of the car, afraid movement would 
be taken as a reaction and I had no idea how to react. My eyes darted to 
my big sister seated next to me for clues. What does separated mean? Is this 
exciting or sad? Why is the back of the station wagon full of our things? Where 
are we going to sleep tonight?

That night we moved to a new town. That Sunday, a new church. That 
year, a new school. Everything was new. Temporary. Nothing was sure. 
Over the course of the next year we would sleep on a dozen different 
floors, on cots in the unfinished basements of classmates, then eventually 
we would move our cots to a one-bedroom apartment above the Main 
Street pub and the crisis pregnancy center. The thin walls were ineffective 
to quiet the arguments in the adjacent apartment. There was so much 
yelling.

Even though I didn’t know how to express it then, I knew something 
was wrong about the life we’d left behind. But to a six-year-old, all-night 
arcade adventures fueled by Dr. Pepper and midnight motorcycle rides 
would always feel better than sleeping on cots in strange places. I didn’t 
know which life I wanted more, but I soon understood I didn’t have that 
choice. This was our new true. For a long time, nothing was certain except 
that life was uncertain.
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F I G H T I N G  F O R  P E R M A N E N T

We all have the same story, don’t we? At least in some sense. 
I may have gone first, but any one of you could go next and share in 

hesitant or colorful detail the moment you stood shattered as the most 
permanent thing in your life passed away before your eyes. 

Maybe you didn’t have a father with bipolar disorder and a drug 
abuse problem. But maybe someone you trusted very much hurt you very 
deeply. Or maybe your family packed up and moved away from the only 
home and friends you ever knew. Maybe this passing away was a physical 
death—a constant figure in your life whose slow or sudden death made 
you question the steadfastness of everything around you. 

It’s that first time, though, isn’t it? That very first experience of our 
sureness undone. It shapes us forever. 

I’ll never forget my grandma Marvolene taking me out for lunch when 
I was a kid, quoting Ernestine Ulmer and winking as she leaned across 
the table and pointed to my menu, “Life is uncertain. Eat dessert first.” 
I was terrified and exhilarated all at once at the sudden realization of all 
the uncertainties life held. Anything could happen! On the other hand, 
anything could happen. 

By the time we’re adults (and for some of us, even sooner), we under-
stand that nothing will last forever. People change, seasons change, and 
the best and worst circumstances always eventually pass away. 

This knowledge drives some of us to hold life loosely, kissing moments 
as they come, knowing they’ll be gone before we know it. Others of us 
determine to manage our realities with a tight grip and an inflexible 
resolve. We record our lives with photographs and journals, not wanting 
a moment to pass without documenting, lest we forget it even happened. 

Still some of us know all too well the pain of things passing, so we 
choose not to savor, not to record, and not to remember. We don’t let peo-
ple in because they will most certainly leave us, we don’t take risks because 
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something will absolutely go wrong, and we don’t dare dream because 
dreaming leads to disappointment. 

Whether we hold life loosely, with a tight grip, or at arm’s length, 
adulthood has made every one of us keenly aware of how temporary life 
is. And to one degree or another, whether we like to admit it or not, we’re 
all fighting for permanent. 

Why do you think that is? What do we hope to find on the other side 
of permanent? And how do we hold tight to it once we’ve found it?

S A N D  A N D  S TA R S

A lot of men and women in the Bible were fighting for permanent just 
like us. And in most cases, their permanent passed away just as quickly. 

Job’s story is an obvious example of big life changes in a short time 
period, but the loss of his wealth and family is particularly dramatic. Job 
wasn’t the only one. The same happened with Adam and Eve when they 
were sent out of the actual paradise of Eden into a newly fallen world. 
In Job’s case, his loss was because of his righteousness, and in Adam and 
Eve’s case, it was because of their disobedience. But they both lost their 
permanent in the blink of an eye. 

Joseph was sold into slavery by his brothers one afternoon, later 
thrown into prison because Potiphar’s wife lied, and he was eventually 
elevated from prisoner to King’s assistant overnight. Permanent was not a 
theme in Joseph’s life, but God’s favor absolutely was. 

Dramatic life changes aren’t exclusively an Old Testament theme. 
Think of the lame man by the pools of Bethesda. When Jesus healed him, 
he left behind the life of a crippled beggar he’d known for thirty-eight 
years. Mary and Martha suffered the loss and celebrated the resurrec-
tion of their brother Lazarus, all in a matter of a couple of days. Saul 
encountered God on the road to Damascus and went from being a chief 
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persecutor of Christians, to temporary blindness, to being an impassioned 
apostle of Jesus, with a new name. 

And what about the disciples? They were all minding their own 
business when Jesus called them to drop everything and follow Him. 
Fast-forward a couple years and they’re dining at the Last Supper with 
Jesus, with nothing close to a clear understanding of what the next 
three days would hold. Life would never be the same for any of them. 

Life changes in an instant. But even when that change is unwelcome, 
we can give thanks because God is good. 

Take Abraham, for example. 
Abram’s permanent was his family’s land and his wife, Sarai. (Later 

they would be known as Abraham and Sarah. Not even names are 
permanent!) 

Sarai’s permanent was that she was barren. This was life as they had 
known it for all of their married life. At the ages of seventy-five and 
sixty-five, a barren couple was their reality. Together they lived in the 
land of Ur and had a family lineage that included worshiping false gods 
( Josh. 24:2–3). 

Well. With God, it turns out that you’re never too old for your cir-
cumstances to change, not even worshiping false gods or staying in the 
only country you’ve ever known. God came to Abram and said, “Go 
from your country, your people and your father’s household to the land 
I will show you” (Gen. 12:1 niv). Just like that, their permanent passed 
away forever. Life would never be the same. 

The land in which they lived and the God they worshiped weren’t 
the only circumstances that changed. It turns out that barrenness in your 
nineties is not even a permanent situation when God ordains something 
else. God promised Abram and Sarai a son. Not just a son, but descen-
dants so numerous, they would outnumber the stars in the heavens and 
the sand in the sea. 
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If you’re keeping track, that’s us, you guys. We’re the sand and the stars. 
(And if I get to pick, I would like to be a star.) 

God’s promise to Abram (known to theologians and 1 in 100 pedes-
trians as the Abrahamic Covenant) meant He was going to make him 
the father of a great nation. God would bless Abraham (there’s that name 
change!), make his name great, curse anyone who curses him, and “all the 
peoples on earth will be blessed through [him]” (Gen. 12:2–3). This one-
time, never-broken promise began the history of the people of Israel. 

From Abraham and Sarah’s small-picture view, leaving their home 
country and trusting the call of a God they barely knew must have been a 
tough moment. In fact, the Bible tells us that they were zoomed in tight 
on the details of how they would possibly conceive in their old age and 
how they would know where they were going and who to take with them. 

But from God’s whole-picture view, these complicated roadblocks 
were simply minor details. This was the beginning of a nation and a 
promise of faithfulness that would be kept and honored forever. It was 
a great blessing. In His goodness, God helped Abraham and Sarah take 
their eyes away from the lens of the telescope of their present circum-
stances to see the entire sky of stars, saying, “Look toward heaven, and 
number the stars, if you are able to number them. . . . So shall your off-
spring be” (Gen. 15:5 esv). Not just one son, but an entire sky’s worth of 
sons and daughters. 

There would be more to Abraham’s story than he could ever imagine.

B L U E  E Y E S

There’s more to my story, too. 
We left seven-year-old Raechel in a station wagon somewhere between 

Life A and Life B. And from the looks of things, I was either at the end 
of something terrible or the beginning of something unknown. But the 
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truth is, it was neither. It was a continuation. Something great—some-
thing that was set into motion before I took my first breath—had always 
been underway. My small world was crumbling in chaos all around me, 
but all along, something bigger was happening. The rubble around First 
Grade Me was only proof that God was at work on a larger scale than I 
would ever fully understand. 

One of the sweetest, most redeeming parts of my whole life story 
comes next. 

My family fell apart after school on a Wednesday afternoon. That 
Sunday, in a new town, I woke up in a sleeping bag on a stranger’s floor. 
My mom, sister, and I went to a new church. And even though I hadn’t 
exactly met Jesus yet, this was the day I met my Boaz. My lowercase-r 
redeemer in more than a lot of ways. 

I can’t bring to memory much about that Sunday morning. I remember 
the first-grade Sunday school room with tables pushed together and metal 
folding chairs around them in the musty basement of an old, new-to-me, 
church. I remember our very tall teacher and his small, kind wife and the 
salt-and-pepper hair on both of their heads. They tried their best to keep 
a room full of enthusiastic seven-year-olds quiet. Most of all, I remember 
the wild blue eyes and curly blonde hair of the most unruly little boy I’d 
ever seen. He was the ringleader of the noisy bunch, and he fascinated me. 

That image of Blue Eyes standing on his chair and waving his arms in 
excitement over who-knows-what will forever be burned in my memory 
as the moment I met my future husband. Of course, I didn’t know it at 
the time. I probably thought I was meeting my nemesis. Everything I 
loved about order was the opposite of him. He was loud, and I felt quiet. 
Everyone was looking at him, and I’m not sure anyone even noticed me. I 
didn’t know it that seven-year-old Sunday morning, but Blue Eyes would 
never stop being a part of my life from that moment on. 

There is truth (our present circumstance), and there is truer Truth 
(the history of God’s unwavering, faithful, covenant relationship with His 
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people). Call it the “grand scheme of things” if you like, but I believe we 
make a big mistake when we trust God based only on what He’s done for 
us today, or even in our own lifetime. 

If a telescope zooms our gaze in on one particular thing, God’s Word 
is like a wide-angle lens that shouts, “Remember! God is THIS BIG! He 
is a God of the big-picture!” When we’re busy dialing in on legitimately 
important things like jobs and health and deadlines, it can do us a lot 
of good to remember what God did at creation, and what He promised 
Abraham. Remember how He kept His hand on Joseph, bringing Israel 
into Egypt and eventual slavery, then delivering them from slavery at the 
hand of Moses. All the while He promised on every page that an even 
bigger plan was unfolding! 

This is what the Bible does. This is why we read Truth. 
It’s okay to study God’s hand in our present circumstances. It’s good 

and appropriate to move that telescope around to see what other people 
are dealing with too. But opening God’s Word and studying His character 
is like lifting our eyes from the viewfinder long enough to remember that 
the God who calls us His people has been hanging the stars in the heav-
ens since time began. Just as He was faithful then, He will be faithful now. 

A  P E E K  AT  R E D E M P T I O N

Thirteen years after I met Ryan “Blue Eyes” Myers, I married him. (We 
were twenty-year-old babies when we got married. I’ll get to that later.) 

It still blows my mind to think that the wild-eyed little boy I met 
twenty-six years ago, the very week my family fell apart, would become 
the man who would ask for my hand and give me his name. God would 
use Ryan to show me what a husband can be, what a dad should be, and 
what a steady, loving presence really is. This friendship-turned-romance 
would continue to point me to Christ. 
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I told you he was my Boaz—a kinsman redeemer who God used to 
show me how all of the broken things in my family could look if they were 
made just a little more whole. Here’s a brief recap of Boaz in the Bible. 
Ruth’s relationship status went from married, to widowed, to near-home-
less companion of her mother-in-law Naomi. And like Boaz for Ruth, the 
Lord provided family (and ultimately love and protection) for me in His 
way, and in His very specific time. Blue Eyes now picks our five-year-old 
daughter up from kindergarten, buckles her into her car seat, asks her how 
her day was, then takes her home and feeds her good things, helps her 
with her homework, and tucks her into bed at a reasonable hour. 

I grew up with instability, but now, I get a front-row seat to stability. 
Our God is small-picture kind, and big-picture faithful. 

Redemption is God’s specialty. But not in the way we might think. It 
would be tidy for me to close this part of my story with an “everything 
happens for a reason” platitude, because—how perfect is it that I had to 
leave my safe life to meet the love of my life? 

But the truer Truth is this: God’s covenant promises are even better 
than that. 

It’s true that God specializes in redeeming stories and people. (He 
gave me an ending and a beginning all in the same week!) But there’s 
even more to it than that. God isn’t simply in the business of redeeming 
our stories—He’s in the business of redeeming the whole story. While 
our stories are constantly changing, constantly ebbing and flowing with 
great news and crippling tragedy, He is unchanging. Permanent. 

Celebrating the good moments is good, but let’s learn to celebrate 
the broken ones, too. Sometimes, by God’s sweet grace, the hard stuff 
is also the most worth-it stuff. Because of God’s proven faithfulness to 
us, His people, we can put our hands squarely on each other’s shoulders, 
look one another in the eye, and remind each other that God is at work. 
Without a doubt. Redemption is always coming. 
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W H AT ’ S  I N  YO U R  C U P ?

I want you to do something with me today. 
I know we’ve just met, but I have an idea that we might all feel a little 

more comfortable if we end this chapter in a living room setting. 
Let’s say there are a dozen of us (Amanda is here, too! Everyone say, 

“Hi Amanda!”) and we’re all at my house—on sofas, in chairs, or on the 
floor leaning against the legs of a close friend. It’s not a Bible study; it’s 
just what we in the South like to call a “y’all come.” 

A lucky one of you is snuggled up next to our old Weimaraner, Scout, 
who has likely inched her way off of her “place” and nearly into the lap of 
the first guest who made the mistake of patting her head and telling her 
she’s a good girl. You and Scout are friends for life, and I apologize for 
that. I can put her in the other room if you want. 

Here we all are. I’m not feeling super polished today, but a glance 
around the room makes me feel like I’m not alone. We’ve all arrived in 
varying states of  “together-ness” and something about that feels very 
honest. It’s a safe place, and the fact that my hair is unwashed and I’m 
sans makeup today is my own particular flavor of hospitality. 

We all have mugs in our hands because that’s what we do. My mug 
cabinet has hit a point of excess (perhaps you have this problem, too?), and 
I happily let everyone take their pick. I have a bunch of She Reads Truth 
mugs in there (perks of the job), so a few of you pick those. I choose one 
with a photo of my son Oliver on it, and a lucky one of you gets the “grog” 
mug my husband inherited from his Grandma Posey’s kitchen. It’s cloudy 
white glass made into the shape of a troll-ish face. It makes no sense to 
me, but that’s the mug our guests always reach for. 

One thing I like about having friends over is getting to know how 
everyone likes their coffee. Me? I always add a bit of flavored creamer, 
plus a splash of half-and-half. If Blue Eyes were around, he’d offer to 
make lattes or Americanos with his espresso machine, but since there are a 
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dozen women in his living room, there’s a solid chance he’s made himself 
scarce. 

Tea or water, black coffee or mostly creamer—as we sit around the 
living room, we all have something in our cups. 

But let’s pretend for a minute that our carefully chosen mugs aren’t 
actually filled with beverages. Instead, we each look down into the cups 
we’re holding to see our present circumstances. 

One of you just got a new job and we are geeked for you! (I grew up in 
Michigan, and when we were excited, we were “geeked.”) 

Another one of you just had a new baby—congrats! And, bless your 
heart, you must be exhausted. 

That’s what’s in your mugs. 
But I see one of you sitting in the chair by the fireplace, looking down 

into your mug, unable to lift your eyes. You miscarried last month and 
don’t really know how to process it, let alone bring it up in a room full of 
women who are celebrating someone else’s baby. Not wanting to be the 
downer, you just keep quiet and hope nobody notices. 

I see another one of you over there on the sofa. You took your first job 
out of college this fall and you’re unexpectedly very lonely. You thought a 
job that allowed you to “work remotely” sounded free and fun, but instead 
you spend your days alone and you feel more isolated than you’ve ever felt 
in your entire life, away from home and in a new city. 

Then there’s one of you by the window. Your husband just lost his job 
and you’re facing serious financial strain. The thought of losing your home 
or moving to another town has you devastated and a little desperate. It 
breaks your heart to think of how uncertain your life has become. 

One of you asks me what’s in my cup and I almost wish you hadn’t. 
My kids are in school and I’m working full-time. I’ve been achy lately, 
missing the simpler days of being at home with my babies, painting fur-
niture and taking walks. I’ve got a heaping helping of transition in my 
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cup, and if I’m honest, a hard obedience to God’s calling on my life in this 
season. I’m ashamed to admit how often it keeps me up at night. 

Finally, we’ve all named what’s on our hearts. Even the ones of us 
who didn’t want to go at first got brave and shared, and we are glad we 
did. Now we’re all quietly looking into our cups, staring our present 
circumstances in the face, unaware of just how temporary they really are. 
They feel permanent to us. We may not be alone in our burdens, but we 
feel them pressing down on us just the same. 

This is the moment I imagine Jesus meeting each of us as if we’re the 
only one in the room. He reaches out to touch your face, lifts your chin 
until your eyes meet His, and you understand one thing for the first time 
or the hundredth; the truth in your cup is nothing compared to the truer 
Truth that is looking you in the face at that moment. 

“Come to Me,” He says (Matt. 11:28).
“My peace I give to you” ( John 14:27). 
“You will be My people, and I will be your God” ( Jer. 30:22). 
And for a moment, we forget about our circumstances—our loneli-

ness, our transitions, our exciting news, and our devastating losses. For a 
moment, with our eyes fixed on the truest Truth, we see the big stuff of 
life for the temporary that it is. When we lock eyes with the One who 
is permanent, the only thing that overwhelms us is a peace that passes 
understanding. 

Those things in our cups don’t disappear. That’s not why we feel peace. 
We’ll all return today to our broken relationships and endless to-do lists, 
our personal crises and our big plans that we know in our hearts are shaky 
at best. All of these things are still real, still true. While the contents of our 
cups are different, Jesus Christ is the same—yesterday, today, and forever 
(Heb. 13:8). He will always be truer and more lasting than anything that 
will ever find its place in our cups. 

It’s getting late, so we set our mugs on the counter, hug good-bye, and 
walk out the door. But now, no matter what we’re walking back into, we 
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walk in the freedom of the Truth. In a world that’s perpetually passing 
away, we’ve found something Permanent. Jesus doesn’t stop lifting our 
gaze to Him.

S H E  R E A D S  T RU T H

1  C O R I N T H I A N S  1 3 : 8 – 1 2  E S V

Love never ends. As for prophecies, they will pass away; as for tongues, they 
will cease; as for knowledge, it will pass away. For we know in part and 
we prophesy in part, but when the perfect comes, the partial will pass away. 
When I was a child, I spoke like a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned like 
a child. When I became a man, I gave up childish ways. For now we see in a 
mirror dimly, but then face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know 
fully, even as I have been fully known.
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T H E  S T A C K

God’s Promises Are Permanent  
When the World’s Promises Pass Away

I  have a thing in my life that feels permanent. I call it “The Stack.”
I’m referring to the mound of miscellany that lives on the far corner 

of our kitchen counter. You’re bound to see it if you come visit because 
our front door is merely a formality. The only reasonable way to enter 
our home is by the entrance at the carport, where the broken screen door 
slams so loudly you’ll be sure you broke it. (Don’t worry. It’s been that way 
for months.)

That broken door leads you into the mudroom, which leads you into 
the kitchen, which is where you’ll see The Stack, dead ahead and to the 
right. This is why I’ll think twice before inviting you over—not because 
I don’t want to let you in, but because I know it means that pile of life-
stuff will be found out. It’s like that dream in Junior High where you 
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show up at the school assembly naked, but it’s my lack of order that’s 
exposed, all in one disorganized heap. 

The Stack is ever-present and impossible to hide. It is the bits and 
pieces of life, the things that find their way in the door each day but don’t 
yet have a place to go. There are party invitations and “Save the Date” 
cards, utility bills and bank statements, sheets upon sheets of completed 
schoolwork dragged out of the backpacks of two kindergarteners and 
their third-grade big sister. There are broken toys to repair, markers with 
missing tops, and a tiny lightbulb I can’t find a replacement for to save 
my life. 

This unsightly pile is a snapshot into my life, an endless collection 
of facts:

4+4=8. 
Yes, we will attend the party next Saturday. 
We owe $82.60 to the electric company. 
This toy is broken (again). 

Facts though they may be, the items in this collection are always 
changing. More paper floods in to replace any I manage to file or throw 
away.  There are new bills to pay, more lists to check off, and more to-dos to 
get done. No matter how diligently I try to sort through it all—organizing, 
eliminating, reconciling—it’s still there at the end of the day to taunt me 
and greet my guests as they walk in the door. 

Facts are facts, and they are ever-changing in The Stack just like they’re 
ever-changing in our lives. 

Truth is different. Truth remains. 
When those little life-facts fly in the door and onto The Stack, they 

each bring spoken or unspoken promises along with them. The math 
worksheets will teach my boys to add. Attending that party will help us 
stay connected to the people we love. Paying the power bill will keep the 
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lights on. Supergluing that broken toy for the third time will please my 
daughter (and hopefully produce more patience in her mama). 

These promises are flimsy on a good day.  They’re just the stuff of life—
mostly mundane. But that doesn’t stop me from arranging my life around 
them and hoping for the best. I make sure the kids do their homework. 
I try to be a good friend by RSVPing before the deadline. By the grace 
of God, the utility bills get paid. And I expect life to go a certain way in 
return. The promises that mound holds aren’t certain by any means, but 
that doesn’t stop me from treating them like guarantees. 

Most days, my Bible sits on that same counter. I toss it there with my 
bag as I rush in the door from work. The Bible, too, is a collection of facts 
and promises. Here are just a few: 

Jesus was there when the Earth was formed. “In the beginning was the 
Word” ( John 1:1). 

Jesus died a real, physical death on the cross. “He said, ‘It is finished!’ 
Then bowing His head, He gave up His spirit” ( John 19:30). 

Jesus’ blood atones for our sins. “We have redemption in Him through 
His blood, the forgiveness of our trespasses, according to the riches of His 
grace . . .” (Eph. 1:7). 

Jesus will be back. “Look, I am coming quickly!” (Rev. 22:7). 
Seeing my messy pile of world-promises next to God’s book of eternal 

covenant, it’s clear the mistake I’ve made. I’ve come to expect the same 
thing from God’s promises as I do the world’s, treating them both like 
they’re unshakable. Even worse, I’m prone to see the world-promises as 
sure footing while suspecting the Scripture-promises may shift. 

The world’s promises to me and God’s promises to the world—they sit 
side by side on my kitchen counter, but they are far from equal. 
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O U R  P RO M I S E S  V S .  G O D ’ S  P RO M I S E S

We learned early into life with Baby No. 1 to be very careful when 
making promises to children. They can detect a shift in the wind faster 
than a reputable meteorologist, and they will not hesitate to call you on it. 

Now, three kids in, we make only one promise to our children: “I love 
you always and forever, no matter what.” I know there will be days when 
even that promise will be tough to keep, but any lesser promise is out of 
the question. I will not promise to take you to a particular restaurant, 
because restaurants sometimes close. In fact, I may not promise to take 
you to a restaurant at all. I will not promise that you can sleep over at your 
friend’s house next weekend because her family’s plans might change and 
so may ours. And I will not promise to play that game with you after din-
ner because you may throw spaghetti at your sister during said dinner. But 
I will love you, all the time. Period. The end. 

God’s promises to us, thankfully, are different than a parent’s promises 
to her children, not just in substance but in essence. Because God is who 
He is—good, holy, faithful, just—His promises are, by nature, unbreakable. 
His promises are part of a covenant, an everlasting, overarching capital-P 
Promise to His people. The promises are true because the Promise is true. 

When I need proof of the Promise—which is every single day—I turn 
to Scripture. I read Truth. 

I read about the God who created mankind from dust and in love, 
sealing that love with a promise, and not withdrawing when they rebel 
against Him: 

“I will put hostility between you and the woman, and between 
your seed and her seed. He will strike your head, and you will 
strike his heel.” (Gen. 3:15)

Spoken by God Himself to the lying serpent that tempted the man 
and woman to sin, this vow is our first glimpse of the covenant the 
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Creator established with His creation: “I will not leave you to your sin. 
I will rescue you.” 

I see the covenant continue with Noah as a holy God wiped the earth 
clean of rampant evil, but not before stretching out His hand to cover one 
imperfect, capable-of-evil family: 

“Understand that I am bringing a flood—floodwaters on the 
earth to destroy every creature under heaven with the breath 
of life in it. Everything on earth will die. But I will establish 
My covenant with you, and you will enter the ark with your 
sons, your wife, and your sons’ wives.” (Gen. 6:17–18) 

I read, in awe, as God so poetically conveyed His covenant to Abraham, 
taking him outside to gaze at the stars and saying to him, “Your offspring 
will be that numerous” (Gen. 15:5). 

And then to David, the shepherd boy God plucked from the pasture 
to rule over Israel, God confirmed His covenant once more: 

“The Lord declares to you: The Lord Himself will make a 
house for you. When your time comes and you rest with your 
fathers, I will raise up after you your descendant, who will 
come from your body, and I will establish his kingdom. He 
will build a house for My name, and I will establish the throne 
of his kingdom forever.” (2 Sam. 7:11–13) 

In the pages of Scripture, we see God’s covenant passed down from 
generation to generation, perfectly kept along the way and made new in 
the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus. 

At the Last Supper with His disciples, Jesus gave thanks and broke the 
bread, saying, “This is My body, which is given for you.” Then after supper 
He took the cup and held it up, saying, “This cup is the new covenant 
established by My blood” (Luke 22:19–20). 
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The new covenant in Christ still holds, from that supper table in 
Jerusalem to us here today. 

Being human through and through and nothing close to divine, my 
promises stand weak and wobbly next to the covenant of the almighty 
God. The closest thing I have to a covenant-caliber promise here on 
earth are my wedding vows, made on a breezy September afternoon on 
a hillside in Franklin, Tennessee. 

I’d only known David, my groom, for a year and two months before 
that day, but we pledged all the days of the rest of our life to one 
another without a hint of uncertainty. This was a noteworthy occasion 
by any measure. It was especially so considering my love-hate relation-
ship with commitment, as unpredictable as the late-summer weather in 
middle Tennessee. But the sun shone that day and 100 of the people 
we loved most sat in the shade of a small white tent. I walked the grass 
aisle on my father’s arm while the hammered dulcimer played, and we 
promise-breakers made our lofty promise to each other, fully meaning 
every word. 

The marriage covenant my husband and I made to each other is not 
guaranteed to hold, as much as we wish it were and truly believe it will. 
That glue currently keeping my daughter’s favorite toy together isn’t 
guaranteed to hold either. “There’s no such thing as a guarantee,” the 
world generally agrees, and we know from experience that it’s true. But 
that’s not the stuff wedding homilies are made of. That’s not what we 
want to believe. 

We know promises are good. We know they are meant to be kept. 
But schedules shift and toys break. Contracts fall through and, heart-
breakingly, marriages sometimes do too. 

You and I were made for an unbreakable promise. We can have a 
guarantee. But we won’t find it shoved in a windowed envelope on our 
messy countertop, or even in a tuxedoed groom. The one true covenant 
comes from the one true God, and we’ll find it in His Word. 
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ZO O M  O U T

Details make me nervous. 
I like to know what to expect, but only generally. Tell me everything 

is going to be okay and a summary about why, and I’m a happy camper. 
Give me a list of specific details and my eyes will start to glaze over as an 
act of self-preservation. This is likely why I’m the worst at making plans. 
Zooming in makes me nervous. Zooming out reminds me that the details 
are just that—details. 

Despite my detail aversion, once in a blue moon my plans pan out. 
It happened last summer when I successfully planned our first family 
vacation ever, to none other than a dude ranch. Whatever it is you’re 
picturing right now—chaps and cowboy hats, barn dances and cattle 
drives—let me assure you, it was all of that and more. 

My daughter was seven at the time and proud as punch to have her 
“own” horse for the week. Sporting a broad-brimmed hat, a T-shirt that 
read “bon voyage” in glitter, and jeans tucked into her riding boots, she 
was ready to become an honest-to-goodness cowgirl and totally looked 
the part. Her little brothers watched in awe as she walked confidently to 
the “big kids” corral. That’s where she met Sparky. 

Sparky was a mellow horse with a silky brown coat and a white patch 
above his eyes. He was short enough for a petite second grader to climb 
on from the woodblock step, but tall enough to make her eyes grow wide 
once she was in the saddle. Wide eyes quickly gave way to worry, which 
turned into mild panic. Gentle horse and friendly wranglers aside, our girl 
was not okay with the high-horse situation. 

David and I spent two days trying to convince our daughter to ride her 
horse, and every eager counselor at the ranch chimed in to do the same. 
Each morning she’d bravely mount Sparky, her small hands with a death 
grip on the reins, and we’d watch them nervously trot down the trail. But 
then when lunchtime rolled around, we would see them walking slowly 
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back to the corral, Sparky’s reins held by a patient wrangler who’d offered 
to lead our anxious girl safely home. 

It took us a while to understand what was going on in that little head of 
hers. Our firstborn is a spunky one. She’s bold, larger-than-life. And here 
she was amid the beautiful mountains of Colorado, handed an oppor-
tunity she’d dreamt of for years. But she just couldn’t do it. Her fear was 
getting the best of her and, for the life of us, we couldn’t figure out why. 

The answer began to reveal itself on Day Two. She stayed back from 
the afternoon ride, in tears of fear and frustration. “What is it, sweetie?” 
I asked for the umpteenth time. “I saw you up on that horse—you can 
do this! Why are you afraid?” 

My precious child spouted off every bad scenario that could possibly 
take place when a human rides a horse. She could fall off, of course, but 
that wasn’t all. The horse could run away. She might not be able to stop 
the horse. The horse might not be strong enough to hold her. What if the 
horse has a hurt leg and she doesn’t know it? The horse could trip on a 
root, or jump over a creek, or just fall right there on the trail for no reason 
at all. Her heart and mind would not release her from the possibilities. 

My sweet girl was letting the beaucoup of things that could—possi-
bly—go wrong dictate her direction. In zeroing in on what seemed like 
concrete, indisputable facts (such as, “falling off a horse hurts”), she’d 
missed other facts altogether (like, “most people here won’t fall off a horse 
at all” and “going fast on a horse is fun!”). Most importantly, she let her 
worry over the facts distract her from the larger truth: she’d always wanted 
to learn to ride, and this was her chance to do it. 

The phrase “like mother, like daughter” was made for situations just 
like this. I’m one who’s inclined to identify all the what-ifs of a situa-
tion and let them determine my course. I’ve been known to leave the 
question of “What’s actually true here?” out of the equation altogether, 
assuming my assessment of the facts is really all that matters. And, like 
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my girl, I can’t seem to magically erase my fear just because someone 
tells me I ought to. 

This world is ever-changing. It’s passing away, and I can sense it, I can 
see it. Calculating the risks and evaluating my next steps are my ways of 
holding tight to the reins. In fact, I can grow so consumed with the calcu-
lating and the evaluating and the holding tight that I let go of the reason 
it all matters to begin with. When I focus on “just the facts,” I forget the 
truest Truth. 

When I’m zoomed in on my fear, I can’t see the faithfulness of God 
and the steadfastness of His covenant. 

When I’m determined to figure out my piece of the puzzle, I fail to see 
how the picture has been steadily coming together since the beginning 
of time. 

When I grip too tightly the things I think I control, I lose touch of the 
eternal Truth that it is God who holds all things together. 

But when I zoom out to see the fullness of God’s promises—to remem-
ber His covenant that He has upheld for generation after generation—the 
Truth comes into view. Only then do I see that those blurry parts of the 
picture do not change the glory of the whole. The uncertain places that I 
want so desperately to bring into focus do not change what is truly true. 

Our girl did learn to ride her horse. But it wasn’t just because we said 
she could; it was because she looked around and saw she could. She saw 
other girls and boys riding their horses, and she listened to us explain 
that the falling was unlikely but also worth it. She heard our words and 
believed they were true, but she also tried on the truth for herself. 

On Day Three, she got back in the saddle and rode. She did the same 
on Day Four, her confidence growing a smidgen with every trip. That 
afternoon, we went to the top of the mountain together—my daughter, 
her dad, and me. She was still afraid but she was moving, every step a 
success story. 
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I watched as she began to steal glimpses of the world around the trail, 
looking up quickly and then back down to Sparky’s mane. Like her mom, 
she was learning to believe in the truth she could not see—by taking one 
step and then another. 

At the top of the mountain, we stopped and stood our horses in a row. 
And there, flanked on either side by the humans who love her most, our 
daughter relaxed her grip on the reins and looked full at the 180-degree 
view. The fear had not disappeared from her eyes, but it paled next to the 
sparks of joy and wonder. 

B OT H /A N D

When I think of that time on the ranch, I don’t roll my eyes at my 
daughter’s fears. They were not irrational thoughts to be conquered or 
impossibilities to be dismissed. Her fears were real. Mine and yours are 
too. Pretending they aren’t would be unreasonable. 

Our circumstances are also real. The anxiety I couldn’t shake as I lay 
in bed last night was real. The pain your body feels from illness, or the 
tragedy your family has endured, or the financial hole you’re digging out 
of—those are real too. The facts in our lives that we try to keep orderly 
and under control, that we use to measure our days, do not disappear or 
change just because we will them to. 

Trusting in God’s Truth does not mean ignoring everything else. 
We do not have to explain our fears away in order to earnestly believe 
God’s promises to us. It is not an either/or situation. It is both/and. 

We are afraid, AND God is trustworthy.
Awful things happen, AND God is wholly good. 
We are sick, AND Jesus is the Great Physician. 
The world is passing away, AND God’s kingdom will stand. 
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Truth is not diminished when we stand it next to our doubts, 
questions, and fears. 

On the last day of our visit to the ranch, David and I rode with a group 
up to a peak called Hounddog Rock. The ride was even more eventful 
than usual as we led our horses along the edge of a cliff-like embankment, 
the creek below moving swiftly with more rain in weeks than it normally 
sees in months. My horse, Phoebe, liked her place at the back of the pack, 
and after six days together I still couldn’t coerce her to venture ahead of 
the others. 

The second half of the trail took us up a steeper portion of the moun-
tain, and we zigzagged our way through the rocks and the trees that had 
been burned down to their charcoal-black trunks. We’d heard bits and 
pieces about the devastating fire of several years ago, spotting evidence of 
the flames on each winding trail. But we’d seen nothing that compared to 
what we saw from Hounddog Rock. 

We reached the top of the peak, and I tied Phoebe’s lead to a nearby 
tree trunk. Climbing up on a rock to get a better view, I plopped down next 
to David, stretching my tired legs out in front of me. Then I looked up. 

There, all around us, was the massive footprint of the fire. I’d never 
seen anything like it. 

I took in the panoramic view, tracing the outline of the fire’s domain 
like a map in my mind. Inside the invisible boundary the landscape 
was wiped clean of everything green. Only rocks remained—rocks and 
black tree stumps like the ones we’d ridden through all week. Literally 
nothing else. 

The devastation, though vast, was to be expected. What left me 
speechless was the beauty. 

The flames had devoured the vegetation, but the majesty of the moun-
tains stood firm. The fire had destroyed thousands and thousands of acres 
of trees, and the rocks remained unchanged. 
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T RU T H  R E M A I N S

Like the rock that withstands the raging fire, the Truth will remain. 
Everything around it will perish, but the Truth—and the One who gives 
it—will remain. 

The prophet Isaiah stated it plain as day: “The grass withers, the 
flowers fade, but the word of our God remains forever” (Isa. 40:8). Jesus, 
standing on a mountain, said the same to His disciples: “Heaven and 
earth will pass away, but My words will never pass away” (Matt. 24:35). 
And listen to these no-nonsense words from Peter’s second letter: “But 
the Day of the Lord will come like a thief; on that day the heavens will 
pass away with a loud noise, the elements will burn and be dissolved, and 
the earth and the works on it will be disclosed” (2 Pet. 3:10). 

The facts of our lives will melt away with the heat; they were never 
meant to last. But when the trappings of this temporary life burn away, 
what will be revealed? Is my life hidden in the immovable, imperishable 
rock of God and His Word, or am I climbing hills made of lesser things 
and hoping for the best? 

One day, eternity will set fire to The Stack that plagues my kitchen 
counter. (Or maybe that could happen today? I’m not much for pyrotech-
nics, but this, I could get behind.) All those bills, that clutter, those to-dos 
will one day burn up and dissolve into nothing. So what does that mean 
for me and you today? Do we throw up our hands and mutter, “Well, it’s 
all gonna pass away eventually anyway”? Or do we dig in deeper to that 
which lasts? 

Let’s ignore the pat answers and humor the question for a while. It’s 
one I’ve asked myself more times than I care to admit. 

If I torched that pile of papers on my countertop, there would be some 
consequences, though none of them dire. I would forget my eye appoint-
ment and the kids would miss that bowling party. Unpaid bills would leave 
our house dark and cold for the winter, but we could light some candles 
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and bundle up to get by. There’d be some drama from the kids over the 
handful of lost art pieces, but that would be followed by a round of high 
fives when they realized the homework assignments had disappeared. The 
cause would have its various effects, but nothing eternal would change. 

If the stuff of life will burn away, why can’t I ignore the cares of today 
and simply hold out for the eternal tomorrow? 

I could, were it not for Jesus. 
Jesus knew exactly how temporary the things of this world are. He 

was “with God in the beginning,” after all, and “all things were created 
through Him” ( John 1:2–3). Even so, “He emptied Himself .  .  . taking 
on the likeness of men,” the Creator becoming like one of His created 
for the sake of reconciling them eternally to Himself (Phil. 2:7). He was 
Emmanuel, God truly with us. 

The Son of God came to earth to die in our stead. Who would have 
blamed Him for biding His time until the end? 

But that’s not who Jesus was. Ignoring the world around Him would 
not have brought glory to His Father. And ignoring the people around 
Him was not in His nature—a nature defined by love and holiness, justice 
and grace. 

Instead of keeping His distance, the Son of God did the opposite: 
He fully entered in. 

Jesus attended weddings and cooked breakfast. He started conver-
sations with strangers and fed hungry crowds. He embraced lepers and 
healed the hurting. He took notice of widows and sat orphans on His 
knee. He wept with His friends and He loved His mama. 

Jesus knew precisely what would and wouldn’t last, and He chose to 
be all here. He chose to be fully present, out of obedience to His Father 
and love for His people. As followers of Christ, we are called to do the 
same. 

The knowledge that this world is temporary, and the affirmation that 
only God and His Word are eternal, is not a license to give up on life as we 
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know it. It is not our permission slip to care only about the everlasting life 
while harboring indifference toward this passing one. No, this knowledge 
is both an invitation and a mandate to dig in deeper—to live our earthly 
lives in earnest, in light of eternity. 

God’s Truth gives our temporary lives eternal significance. It speaks 
forgiveness over our sin, hope over our despair, worth over our shame, and 
life over our death. In its light, everything matters. And at the same time, 
nothing else matters. 

In light of God’s Truth, we can zoom in on the details of this life with-
out being ruled by uncertainty and fear. And in light of God’s Truth, we 
can zoom out to see the whole, God-sized picture, knowing He and His 
Word will outlast anything we can see or control. 

In the surety of God’s love, we can let up on the reins of our everyday 
and enjoy the panoramic view of His covenant faithfulness, stretching as 
far as the eye can see. And we also have the freedom to lean in close to 
engage a friend’s specific joy, panic, or pain, knowing that our infinite God 
cares for even the finite details of His children’s lives. 

With Jesus, it’s both/and. 
But one day we won’t need both/and. 
When the temporary has passed away, when The Stack and every 

other finite thing has finally returned to dust, we’ll be left standing face-
to-face with the Permanent One. There will be no more guesswork then. 

We won’t wonder if it was worth it to sacrifice our comforts for the 
sake of those souls who walked around us, clothed in temporary bodies. 
We’ll know. We won’t worry that we should have climbed those moun-
tains made of self and stuff. They’ll be gone. We won’t question the 
trustworthiness of our covenant-making Creator and His every word. 
We’ll see it all clearly. 

When all is stripped away from our lives, one foundation will be 
revealed. May it be Him. 
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S H E  R E A D S  T RU T H

2  C O R I N T H I A N S  1 : 1 9 – 2 2  E S V

For the Son of God, Jesus Christ, whom we proclaimed among you, Silvanus 
and Timothy and I, was not Yes and No, but in him it is always Yes. For 
all the promises of God find their Yes in him. That is why it is through him 
that we utter our Amen to God for his glory. And it is God who establishes 
us with you in Christ, and has anointed us, and who has also put his seal on 
us and given us his Spirit in our hearts as a guarantee. 

2  P E T E R  3 : 8 – 1 3 

Dear friends, don’t let this one thing escape you: With the Lord one day is like 
a thousand years, and a thousand years like one day. The Lord does not delay 
His promise, as some understand delay, but is patient with you, not wanting 
any to perish but all to come to repentance.

But the Day of the Lord will come like a thief; on that day the heavens will 
pass away with a loud noise, the elements will burn and be dissolved, and 
the earth and the works on it will be disclosed. Since all these things are to 
be destroyed in this way, it is clear what sort of people you should be in holy 
conduct and godliness as you wait for and earnestly desire the coming of the 
day of God. The heavens will be on fire and be dissolved because of it, and the 
elements will melt with the heat. But based on His promise, we wait for the 
new heavens and a new earth, where righteousness will dwell. 
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