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For Mom: You are a wild work of God’s art. You are

a powerful eternal poetic song from heaven. You are a
constant reminder that I can access superhuman strength
and perseverance when the whole world is telling me to give
up. The song of your life gets stuck in my head so often
and I know I can survive anything while it’s playing.
Love you. Sweet tights.
Lacey Nicole

For Joshua Lewis and Arrow David Sturm.
I pray that my ceiling would be your floor.
Burn brightly, Dad
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The rule of no realm is mine, neither of Gondor nor any other, great or
small. But all worthy things that are in peril as the world now stands,
those are my care. And for my part, I shall not wholly fail of my task,
though Gondor should perish, if anything passes through this night that
can still grow fair or bear fruit and flower again in days to come. For I
also am a steward. Did you not know?
J. R. R. Tolkien, The Return of the King
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DEAR READER
Every morning I thank God for another day. I’ve lived through
seasons of facing death daily, in all kinds of ways. Surviving has
taught me that each morning is a gift. In this thankful moment of
waking up, I long to come close to God. I long to sit in his arms
and hear him breathe, and in a childlike way, as I used to do in my
mother’s arms, try to get my breath to line up with his. This is
when I ask God questions. I know that the answers are somewhere
in his breath. The Bible says all Scripture is God-breathed.
So I ask God questions in the morning while we sit together,
and I listen to his answers in the Scriptures. Then I begin to journal, and revelation comes. What you hold in your hands now are
pieces of my journals.
At night I curl back up in his arms and listen. With the Scriptures, it’s like God is singing us all this eternal song, with movements of emotion, history, adventure, passion, joy, suffering, justice, mercy, and mystery. I love to end my day with his thoughts
as well, reading through the Bible as a story. While I read and
after, I talk to God, thanking him and praying for understanding,
transformation, help, wisdom, and all kinds of things.
In response to his song over me, I want to sing to him in return.
Writing poems and songs helps me to bring him my heart.
9
Lacey Sturm, The Return
Baker Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2018. Used by permission.

_Sturm_TheReturn_LS_bb.indd 9

1/29/18 12:04 PM

10

Dear Reader

God’s love is poured into my soul during our times together.
This makes me want to love others. So I make plans to love and
serve. Some ways I like to serve are to cook, clean, and give my
favorite books away. You will find this pattern in my journal.
I read the Scriptures in the morning and in the evening.
I pray. I just talk to God and write him letters.
I write poems and new song ideas—many times this turns into
music.
I write recipes with love and joy. I like to love by being artistic
with organization, encouragement, and food.
To-do lists help put Random Acts of Kindness (or RAKs) into
my day on purpose. I also make plans to steward my health
with exercise, my mind with books, my relationships with
giving, and my opportunities by making the most of them.
I write these out in my to-do lists as well.
Finally, I journal. Loving God back in all these ways has caused
my soul to grow.

I am returning my gifts.
Without God’s direction to know his purpose for the gifts he
gives, I often make a mess of them. When I bring my gifts back
to him, he is excited for me to discover the potential for glory he
has hidden in each one.
Life is filled with opportunities to glorify God with our choices.
When I make a choice about what to do with relationships, time,
work, or resources, this choice is a way to manage the goodness,
that thing I’m called to do.
In my journals, I seek answers to questions like How do I sense
what I’m supposed to do? How do I know what I’m called to?
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What does it look like to live a life of responding to the love of
God by loving him back?
This will look different for each of us. There are unique challenges for each of us in every season and unique victories for us
to claim.
My journey looks like a winding road, with ups and downs,
construction zones, and vistas. It began with me playing guitar
at a club meeting in high school and has meandered on to many
surprises, like becoming a rock star, a wife, a mom, a writer, a
speaker, and now a solo artist with a sporadically touring family.
Each season holds its own special significance.
I hope what I reflect on here inspires you to bravely say yes to
God. These flashes of my journals will let you see how the key to
living my greatest adventure is following the Spirit as I travel this
winding road.
For ten years, my husband, Josh, and I have journeyed together.
He has this magical gift of expressing ideas through images and
art. His voice is key in fully expressing to you our adventures in
following the Spirit.
The Bible says we don’t know where the wind goes—it’s unpredictable. That’s what it’s like to follow God. When we follow
God’s Spirit, it makes us free and keeps us there. It forces us to
break out of cages the world builds, to disintegrate our judgments,
and to follow his true way of freedom.
The Return is a diary of my Spirit Wind Travels.
Following him.
Growing in his love.
And doing my best to live like the wind, returning God’s love
and life by honoring the gifts he’s given me.
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INTRODUCTION
BECOME A ROCK STAR?

As I stood signing autographs at the club, the line stretched out
the door. A sixteen-year-old girl and her mom walked over to me.
Both mother and daughter had petite frames and lovely, wild
manes of dark black curls. The sixteen-year-old started talking
quickly, her braces sparkling.
“Oh my gosh, I can’t believe I’m actually meeting you. I have
been your fan for such a long time; I love all your songs, and your
albums are my favorite ever. They mean so much to me and you
have helped me through so much and I just wanted to ask you so
many things—and oh my gosh, I’m so sorry, I don’t want to take
up too much of your time, there are so many people here.”
Her mom put her hand on her shoulder and spoke up, a little
embarrassed. “Just tell her what you want to tell her; there are
people waiting.”
She rolled her eyes and forcefully shrugged her mom’s hand off
as if to say, “Don’t touch me!”
I saw the hurt in her mother’s face and felt it like an arrow to
my own heart as a mother. The daughter went quickly from embarrassment to anger to sadness and turned away.
13
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Introduction

I glanced down to see the deep scars on the inside of her arms
that ran all the way down to her wrists. She was nervously fidgeting
with the fringe on her black-and-white striped fingerless gloves.
I recognized her. I had seen her picture over and over. She was a
fan who always commented on our social media. I had looked her
up a few times because I found her delightfully artistic and witty.
She also had posted a cover of our song “Run to You,” playing
guitar and singing along. Getting to meet her in person felt like
a gift from God.
I reached up and grabbed her hands. “Anna!”
She turned back to look at me in disbelief. She gasped, “How
do you know my name?”
“I recognize you from your posts. You have a great voice!”
“Wow!” She just stared at me.
I smiled back, so thankful for her, so full of the love of God
for her. What a gift it is to feel God’s love for a stranger, so deeply
and completely—there is nothing like it.
Looking down at her feet, she said, “There is something I did
want to ask you.” She looked behind her, worrying about the line.
I grabbed her hand again, smiled, and saw no one else at all.
“Yes?”
Blushing, she inhaled deeply and held her breath. She lifted her
face to the lights, like they would give her language for this magical moment. “So how do you . . . I mean . . . what did you do . . .
like, if I wanted to. I mean, what did you do, or how did you . . .
I’m sorry. I don’t know what I’m trying to say.”
She looked down at her feet again, fidgeting with her gloves,
undoubtedly hearing inner voices that were calling her stupid. I
hated those voices. I knew how brilliant and lovely she was.
My heart was overflowing with love for her. I could see God
had hidden so much within her—gifts for her to bless the world
around her.
“How did I become a rock star, and how can you do something
like what I do?” I offered, trying to help.
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“Yes!” She breathed out all the air she had been holding in
and relaxed with a giggle, as if to say thank you. This was such a
common question from fans.
But the answer was so much more than I could share in a fiveminute meet and greet. The first thing I wanted to do was hug
her soul and tell her, “You are beautiful.” I wanted her to know
that God had amazing things in mind for her openhanded yesses to him. I wanted her to know that she was strong and brave.
She had everything she needed for the adventure God wanted to
lead her on.
I wanted to tell her why I wouldn’t wish fame on my worst
enemy and at the same time how important it was for her to let
the Lord use her life for great glory.
I wanted her to know that her time was precious and that there
were seasons for things. I wanted her to know that music comes
from somewhere much deeper than just making art for art’s sake.
I wanted her to know that her uniqueness was the most important thing. Though she could learn and grow from others, it was
important that she was always becoming her truest self and not
trying to be someone else.
I wanted her to know that her body was a gift and she should
cherish it, not despise or abuse it.
I wanted her to know that her spirit and soul were even more
important. She should nourish her heart more than anything else.
I wanted her to know how to honor herself. Her heart and soul,
her relationships, her gifts and opportunities were presents from
God to bring his glory to the world around her. I wanted her to
know that her life would have a ripple effect that would impact
everything around her.
I wanted her to know that she didn’t have to settle for less than
the heights of what God had called her to.
I wanted her to know that she could steward her life well. This
is the greatest adventure. In the end, it is worth every bit of the
pain, perseverance, and death it takes to live it.
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Introduction

But I couldn’t say all these things in five minutes.
So I said, “God says that if we are faithful with a little, then
we can be trusted with more.1 We have to look at what is right in
front of us, then figure out how to be faithful with it. When I was
young, I hated myself and wanted to die. Then God rescued me
and showed me that he could make me new if I would let him.
“So I opened my hands and said, ‘I have no plans. What can you
do with this life? Here I am, God, all yours.’ If you will honestly
hand everything over to him—your gifts, talents, relationships,
your heart, your life . . . then he will give you so much more than
you could ever dream up on your own.”
I hugged her so tight, holding her as long as my tour manager
would let me before he called the next person in line over. I hoped
with all my heart that Anna would know how important she was.
God loved her. He had great plans for her, if only she would trust him
with her life. I prayed she would do well with all he had given her.
I moved on to the next person. The love overflowed once more.

There is no end to God’s love for each of us. He loves us uniquely,
because we have each been created uniquely.
No DNA like yours.
No perspective like yours.
No gifts just like yours.
Your purpose is important to all those around you.
I want you to see that there are so many gifts. They are available
to enjoy, celebrate, and grow in. They are given from God to us
to change the world for the better. I could never have imagined,
in my wildest dreams, the life that God had in mind for me since
I was conceived.
I believe God has dreams beyond our imagination for each one
of us. I want to share some of my journey of stewarding life with
1. Matthew 25:23.
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you. Perhaps it will help you step into the dream God has for you.
He has hidden this abundant life like Easter eggs.
We can run with joy, excitement, and expectation after it. We
can lay down our lives for love and find true life in the process.
We can give up our dreams and embrace God’s dream. It has
been hidden away in our hearts all along. It is so much more beautiful than any dream he may invite us to let die.
What will it be like when we face our Creator in eternity and
he asks what we have earned with the talents he gave us?
What return will we have gained for the one who invested
everything?
My hope is that we will make the most of every opportunity.
This way we can rejoice that he is such a good Father to let us
work alongside him—to be light like he is, loving and healing and
bringing his peace, hope, and joy. Bringing the fullness of life that
will redeem the dying world around us. Apart from him we can
do nothing, but with God all things are possible.
For we are co-workers in God’s service; you are God’s field, God’s
building. By the grace God has given me, I laid a foundation as
a wise builder, and someone else is building on it. But each one
should build with care. For no one can lay any foundation other
than the one already laid, which is Jesus Christ. If anyone builds
on this foundation using gold, silver, costly stones, wood, hay or
straw, their work will be shown for what it is, because the Day will
bring it to light. It will be revealed with fire, and the fire will test
the quality of each person’s work. If what has been built survives,
the builder will receive a reward. If it is burned up, the builder will
suffer loss but yet will be saved—even though only as one escaping
through the flames. (1 Cor. 3:9–15)

Lacey Sturm, The Return
Baker Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2018. Used by permission.

_Sturm_TheReturn_LS_bb.indd 17

1/29/18 12:04 PM

Lacey Sturm, The Return
Baker Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2018. Used by permission.

_Sturm_TheReturn_LS_bb.indd 19

1/29/18 12:04 PM

12/15/97

STUDY TITLE: “Planning the Unknown”

Old Covenant: Are my plans part of God’s purpose? Would God
ever ask us to give up the familiar for the unknown?
Jeremiah 29:11; Genesis 12:1

New Covenant: Should I seek God’s will when I make plans?
Romans 12:1–2; James 4:13–17

Poetry & Wisdom: Are my passions put in me by God?
Psalm 37:4; Proverbs 27:14
Should I pursue them?

Lord, what makes a heart beautiful to you? Faith? Trust? I don’t

understand your ways, but I am burning in my soul to learn them,
because you are good, kind, and holy, and you, God, are love. Apart
from you we can do nothing, but with you all things are possible. If
trust is beautiful to you, then please, Lord, fill my heart with trust,
because I want so much to make myself lovely to you in every way.
You have been so much more than kind to me. I love you forever.
Amen.
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Finish new song “Sacred”
󠇀Clean kitchen for Granny

H󠇀 ide happy note in sister’s backpack
󠇀Make peach cobbler for neighbors
Lacey
Sturm,
󠇀Give Quest
Study
BibleThe
to Return
Melanie
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“Sacred”
S on g :

Chords: G, G/A, C, G/B, G

Verse: I know it seems like there’s nothing sacred anymore
and the world is dark lit up with only flames of war.
It’s such an empty place when longing for human praise
they walk away; I’m left wide open and my heart bleeds
and breaks wide open.
Chorus: I hear there’s a sacred place, just within heaven’s gates
if only heaven’s gates were open (x 2)
but all I have is a broken heart and all I do is fall apart
if only heaven’s gates were open (x 2)

Granny’s Peach Cobbler
INGREDIENTS:

1 box of yellow cake mix
1 stick (½ cup) of melted butter
(if you don’t have squeeze
butter)
1 (29 oz.) can of peaches in heavy
syrup
Lots of sugar. Lots.

DIRECTIONS:

Pour undrained peaches into an 8
or 9 inch square baking pan. Take
a butter knife and cut the peaches
into bite-sized pieces. Put more
sugar in.

Cover peaches with a thin layer
of cake mix. Take your knife and
push some of the cake mix into the
syrup. Cover with another layer
of cake mix. You’ll only use about
half of the box. Cover cake mix with
melted butter. (If you can get your
hands on some squeeze butter, then
use that.) Bake at 375°F until it's
golden brown and smells delicious,
about 30–45 min., depending on your
oven. Granny says, “Call your momma
and tell her you love her, and if you
don’t straighten up, I’m gonna poke
your eyes out.”

PM Through the Bible Reading:
Old Covenant: Deuteronomy 30
New Covenant: Matthew 6
Poetry & Wisdom: Psalm 139
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AVAILABLE

RETURNING MY PLANS

Reflection

In the presence of God, any plan that doesn’t line up with his own
plans turns to ash. The eternal perspective in his presence purifies
every human ambition. There is a thankfulness in deep worship
that makes us want to open our hands and lift them to heaven.
Open hands are a sign of surrendering and being emptied out
before God.
When I move and operate from this place of surrender and
emptying, this place of open hands, I find I can be brave enough
and “nothing” enough to receive God’s plans and power for my life.

How to Become a Bright Light
We had our first snowfall of the season the other day. It was as
if God put a fluffy, sparkling, white blanket over the entire wood
around us. When I walked outside, the quiet shocked me. It felt
like God whispered, Hush. Listen. Be still.
23
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The Return

And everything obeyed him. It made me want to obey him as
well. This is what it feels like to me when seasons change.
The first time I planned to commit suicide I was rescued by an
encounter with God. I have lived through many seasons since that
day. Every time a new season begins, I feel brand-new somehow. It
reminds me of that first morning after being born again.
On the morning after rebirth, I stared at the ceiling in curious
awe. I felt like a blank canvas, made to be filled with colors and
poetic imagery, all swirling in the mind of the artist who had
willed me back to life.
I was a brand-new beating heart before him. After he made me
new, the only word I uttered to him was “Yes.”
I had no plans. Except to die the night before. Indeed, inwardly,
I had.
Now what? My prior life had disintegrated into rich, fertile soil
of life-producing death.
What goes through the mind of a newborn baby when she first
opens her eyes?
It must be extreme wonder, awe, openness, receptivity, complete
humility. Totally vulnerable, dependent on whomever is willing to
care. When our hearts say, I know nothing. God, help, I believe
we have come to a place of new birth, new growth, and a change
of season.
Some people take longer to get to this place than others, and
so, for some, the seasons are slower to shift.
God’s will brings us to life.
He blesses us creatures made in his image with a will of our own.
He made us to be his children, but the unique combination of
our minds, wills, and emotions makes us human souls.
I was once speaking to a brilliant and delightful agnostic who
said to me, “I look into the face of my daughter, and her innocence, wonder, beauty, and life are so amazing. Don’t you think
that looking into the face of your child is really like God? Isn’t
that really what God is, in a way?”
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It makes so much sense to me how we come to this thought
process, but it’s shortsighted.
We can be awed by the God-like beauty in children because God
made humans in his image—not the other way around. Perhaps
children, new humans with fresh souls, exist in the least-tainted
state that humanity can be in, in this life.
How beautiful to see the innocence, wonder, humility, fresh
creativity, purity, extreme faith, and freely given love that are so
indicative of God’s home in heaven and our eternal home that we
unconsciously long for it all of our lives here on earth.
Jesus said, “Unless you become like little children, you cannot
enter heaven” (see Matt. 18:3).
Maybe we are too “smart” sometimes to let God take us to a
new facet of heaven. Maybe we are too proud.
Maybe we are too respectable.
Maybe we are too political or religious.
Maybe we are too focused on our pain or fears.
Maybe we are too controlling.
For some reason, there are times in my life when I use my free
will to resist growing in my soul. This is when the season freezes
or seems to go backward into some dead, long-gone still frame
or rerun in which I know all the lines, blocking, costumes, and
jokes. This is when I have ceased to learn. This can become an
illusion of security, but there is nothing secure about fear keeping
you in a prison of complacency. That’s not security; that’s just
premature, slow death.
I plead with God to make my life into whatever work of art
he wants.
My prayer is that I would not become any of these things that
would keep me from becoming a bright light, shining with new
facets of the wisdom and love of God.
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JOURNAL—12/15/98

“Of course I’d want to be an actor, b ut you never know. I

make pretty good money at Smokey’s. Granted, a barbecue place isn’t
the best environment for a vegetarian, but I stay in the front making
bread and serving ice cream and cobbler. I’ll probably go to college
and study computers or something though.”
I was always fascinated by Cora’s personality. So artistic and yet
so practical. I could feel it like a cloud: depression. Dark blue-gray,
familiar and enticing.
I wanted to disagree with Cora in that moment, for the way she
sort of ran her words like a knife through the idea of following her
heart or believing in dreams. But I knew that what she was saying
sounded a lot like things I had always thought about too. And the
cloudy sadness that followed those thoughts was deep and familiar.
But since my encounter with God, I deal with the temptation to
wrap up in the familiar comfortable, cold blanket of depression by
going off alone with him.
I knew where there was a single-stall bathroom behind the theater
stage. When I slipped out of the room I immediately felt the fingers
of the cloud trying to wrap around my throat. My tongue began to
pray from my spirit by singing heaven songs. Sometimes I make them
up. This time I just went through the motions of the first one I could
remember:
As the deer pants for the water, so my soul longs after you. You
alone are my heart’s desire, and I long to worship you.1

1. Martin Nystrom, “As the Deer,” © 1984 by Maranatha Praise, Inc.
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As I sang quietly under my breath, my soul began to respond and
demons began to go quiet in my head. I reached the bathroom, fell on
my knees, and laid my face on the cold tile.
“I miss you,” I told him just before I began to cry.
Worship came from my sobs, and he met me there in that tiny
bathroom.
It was like standing at the threshold of a doorway that opens to
galaxies spread out before me. Swallowed up by a vertigo of the soul,
my body felt weightless.
The surface of my skin was covered in chills. And just beneath, a
warm river of light seemed to glow bright, fluidly finding currents down
my arms, through my chest, all around my skull, flooding my ears,
pouring down along my jawline, tracing my ribs, and pooling deep in
my stomach, moving like a sea full of life, covered in winds and magnetized with moon tides.
These are the puny words our English language gives me to describe a glimpse of what it feels like to be filled with the Holy Spirit.
This is what it feels like when his Spirit is moving.
There is nothing else like it.
I never thought in these moments, while giving him my full attention, to acknowledge myself. But now, I notice the truth of what a
father in the faith said to me once.
“The universe cannot contain God. But he has leaned into your
breath, waiting for your invitation for him to live in your heart. You,
precious one, must be a lot bigger on the inside than you can even
know.”
Cavernous. Expansive. Deep. Dense. Rich. Full. Heavy. Open.
Wide. Limitless.
Who knew that somehow, within me, a throne room existed, fitting
for God? I must be so big inside. And I must be utterly void and formless without God in his rightful place within me.
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This must be why nothing has ever fulfilled me that isn’t him. This
is why I am never satisfied with the shallow answers the world tries to
give me for things that seem deeper than anyone is willing to go.
Since I was a child I have wondered about purpose and asked,
“Why?” and “What is the point?”
Standing on the edge of life, with God, I know this: Return is the
point. Returning to my Creator.
And I want to die to everything else and stay with him. Forever.
Pulling time off your soul feels like taking off shoes that have always been a half size too small. Involuntary sounds of relief escaped
my lungs. I didn’t realize until then that I had never felt peace or
freedom.
Eternity is truly the home of the heart. And I want to stay inside
this forever.
But God has an order.
God has an adventure planned. For me.
He hasn’t taken my breath from this body yet. And he says that
this is a good thing for now. When I become aware of God, I know
nothing. I have no other words except “Yes, Lord,” with all my being.
Everything in me says yes because his goodness is so perfect and
powerful.
His love is like a black hole pulling everything into his truth, and all
that comes out of my soul is yes.
Songs pour from my heart.
There is nothing beyond you, no one like you, nothing I want but you.
All I want to do is to say yes to you always.
God interrupted the plan I had for my life. My plan was to die. Suicide was my plan. Back then I had no reverence for my life, my future,
my potential, or life’s possibilities. So God broke into that moment of
barreling toward death and responded to my irreverence by loving me
so tangibly that I couldn’t want to die anymore.
His kindness is what leads us to true repentance.
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His love was so complete and deep and powerful that I would
never want to break his heart by hating what he loved so much. I
couldn’t despise myself anymore. I couldn’t be flippant with my life
because it was so precious to God.
I know my life is precious to him because that’s what I feel when
I worship.
So then, kneeling there on the bathroom floor, I asked myself,
What are your plans now?
Blank canvas life. I was new and full and empty. Over and over my
heart sang, Whatever you want, I want that too. I have no more plans
except to say yes to you.
Open, empty hands.
Everything I have.
All for you, whatever you want to do. Do.
I return my life to you. In you there is no withholding and in you
there is no lack. Please take my empty hands in yours.
All I want is to love you back.
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Time
Time is a measure
Abstract, it’s a number
Created to measure the will
Time unrolls as humans make choices
Time holds death but it doesn’t kill
The will of every human measured
Time is the great divine ledger
Our choices becoming a journal
But choices are made in freedom
Freedom, now that is eternal
Time is just a location
Time appears like a fading star
Just a galaxy in the universe of freedom
Unfolding to show who we are
Choices are always alive as
Eternal moments of freedom
The free choice of man will rest or strive
To destroy or restore Eden
But time just measures the will
And when it’s done giving its gift
Time will be rolled up and put away
The mere measuring tape that it is
Freedom of choice
Terrifying responsibility and right
Our choices of death are only erased
By the blood of Jesus Christ
He set before us life and death
And pleads for us to choose life
He honors our freedom whatever we choose
But gives us the chance to love right
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He chooses the ones who will choose him
And he is both first and last
Our choices are eternal
But Christ’s blood rewrites the past
We all have the opportunity
To turn our will toward his
Love him back for his mercy
Believe by his blood he forgives
So choose life or choose death
Come to light or hide in dark
And with every choice you make
Time will measure who you are
God is always speaking
Father of us all
Holy Ghost of Jesus Christ
Calling you, he calls:
“You are the parallel universe
You are the split
In your heart choose life or death
And I will honor it
I am the one
With my blood, who blots out paths of death
But you must choose if you will me to
Or will you keep running ahead?
Yes, parallel universes are possibilities
And they exist within you
And you move back and forth with ease
And enter the futures you choose
Each one is a parallel universe
Eternal souls covered in mud
Freedom is unending parallel universes
And they all intersect with my blood
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When each one comes to this crossroad
All wills make a choice
And from these points on, forever
Life or death will have a voice.”
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STUDY TITLE: “Thoughts from Heaven, Hell, or Earth”

OLD COVENANT: How can I tell where a thought is from?
󠇀Genesis 3:1–5; Judges 6:15; Job 33:14

NEW COVENANT: What do I do with unrighteous thinking?

What does righteous thinking look like?

J󠇀 ohn 10:10; Revelation 12:10; 2 Corinthians 10:5; Mark 7:21–23; James 4:7;
Galatians 5:22–23; Matthew 4:3–4; Ephesians 6:13–18

POETRY & WISDOM: Since eternity is my destiny, how can I keep an eternal

perspective in this temporary life?
󠇀Psalm 139:23; Ecclesiastes 11–12

Daddy, thank you for a new day. I just want to walk around in your
mind and see what you’re thinking about. Thank you for the Scriptures.
Thank you for how your presence fills the room when I worship you.
Thank you for making yourself known to us. Thank you for giving
humankind purpose—to know and love you and to be known and loved
by you. Let me see others through your eyes. Help me understand your
ways. I invite you to love others through me. Help me to see me the way
you see me. How can I love others as I love myself if I don’t love myself?
In the midst of all the temporary things around me, give me eternal
perspective. Your kingdom come and your will be done, in my heart as it
is in heaven. Amen.

P󠇀 aint my little sister’s nails
󠇀Write a love song to Jesus
Give Screwtape Letters by C. S. Lewis to Michael
Clean up my room, do laundry, dye my hair
Babysit tonight! Make shepherd’s pie for the kids
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New Song Idea: “Breath of Eternity”

Verse: D, C2 (pluck verse)
Pre-chorus: D, C2
Chorus: D, C2, D, A, G, A, G, A, D, C2 (strum chorus)

Verse: Seems like I’m always waiting to come back here. When life starts to lead my
mind elsewhere, the ache begins low and grows to hunger that I can’t control. My
soul starts to wonder, where did you go? When did I leave? I didn’t mean to, but I
always miss you.
Pre-chorus: Breath of Eternity, forever alive in me, hold my thoughts in your strong
arms. I bring you my whole life, all I am inside.
Chorus- There’s no one more beautiful, there’s no love more true than you. I
want my whole life to be ceaseless worship to you.

Mom’s Shepherd’s Pie
INGREDIENTS:

1 lb. ground beef
2 tsp. onion powder
1 tsp. garlic powder
2 tsp. salt
2 tsp. pepper
1 (15 oz.) can of corn,
drained
9 slices American cheese
4–6 med. potatoes
1 stick (½ cup) butter
¼ cup milk
2 tbsp. mayonnaise

DIRECTIONS:

Preheat oven to 375°F. Brown ground beef
and drain. Add spices. Put in bottom of
9 X 13 casserole pan. Cover beef layer
with corn. Cover corn with Mom’s mashed
potatoes.* Cover mashed potatoes with
sliced cheese. Bake until heated through
and cheese is melted, about 30–45 min.

*MOM’S MASHED POTATOES

Slice potatoes (peel if desired) and boil
until tender (about 10–15 min.). Drain
and add butter, milk, and mayo, plus
salt and pepper to taste. Mash while
still hot. (Use hand mixer for smooth
mashed potatoes.)

OLD COVENANT: Jeremiah 31
NEW COVENANT: Hebrews 10
POETRY
& WISDOM: Psalm 73
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