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I mounted my one-way mirror backwards. 

You know one-way mirrors.  Watch any 

crime show and you will see detectives on 

one side watching as a suspect is 

interrogated or a witness picks someone 

out of a line-up while those in the line-up 

see only their own reflection. 

Somehow, some way, my one-way mirror 

is backwards. 

God handed me the mirror.  I needed to 

see a personality aspect in myself—

changes needed to be made.  And I 

needed to see it in all its ugly reality. 

The mirror highlights a particular 

motivation.  But when the mirror is 

mounted backwards, that motivation only 

becomes apparent in others.  When 

backwards, the mirror fails to reflect that 

trait in myself. 

So I watch the world through a lens meant 

only for self-reflection. 

A poorly installed one-way only shows the 

world our judgment upon them.  The 

infamous “they” say our sin looks 

horrendous in other people.  “They” are 

right.  We’ve mounted our one-way 

mirror backwards. 

Is it fear?  Are we afraid if the mirror 

reflects correctly, that we will be 

exposed? 

Is it pride?  Convinced that trait couldn’t 

possibly be present in me. 

We must shatter the notion that others 

cannot see our sin.  They can. 

The one-way mirror, when installed 

properly, reveals the holiness of God and 

the beauty of Christ. 

Standing face-to-face with the reflection of 

my sin requires me to do something about 

it.  I hate the ugliness of it.  So to look at 

something different, I have to be someone 

different.  The holiness of God demands 

it. 

The beauty of this one-way mirror is that 

others see our lives in light of this sin, but 

not as you think. 

They see transformation.  They watch—as 

pride becomes humility; harshness 

becomes gentle; selfishness transforms 

into service.  The beauty of a life in Christ 

plays out as others watch us transform. 

And as others watch a life transform, they 

yearn for transformation themselves. 

Jesus is your one-way mirror.  Turn Him to 

the world and your life will not change.  

Face Him yourself and amazing things 

happen. 

…being clay… by jennifer cook 

one-way mirrors 

“The one-way 

mirror, when 

installed 

properly, reveals 

the holiness of 

God and the 

beauty of Christ.” 
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at times it is.  However, I’d venture a 

guess that more often than not, that 

the exception and not the rule.  And, 

that something creative, beautiful, 

sacrificial and compassionate, while 

not seemingly on the outside to be 

Bible-based, may be more God-

inspired than anything the one who 

stands in judgment has ever been so 

brave to try. 

I am humbled daily in the times I see 

God outside of church.  I hope other 

churchgoers aren’t missing His 

spectacular work or the opportunity 

to point out where the inspiration for 

the work comes from. 

When Emily Dickinson strings words 

together that form a vision in my 

mind of hope as a songbird: 

“Hope is the thing with feathers that 

perches in the soul—and sings the 

tunes without words—and never 

stops at all”, I can’t help but see God. 

When Sting sings “Roxanne” in a 

slide of notes that don’t really exist 

on any scale, but send chills up my 

spine, I can’t help but hear God. 

When I struggle to name the color in 

a painting by Van Gogh because it 

simply is so unique and intriguing 

that it can’t be named with any one 

particular color, I see God. 

How, you may ask, do I see God in 

the words of a seemingly recluse and 

depressed poet, in the voice of a man 

who has not publicly professed a 

belief in God, or a painter who 

suffered from such severe mental 

illness he took his own life?  It’s 

simple.  They have the same creative 

birthright that I do; they are children 

of the Creator of the Universe. 

Outside of the church building, I see 

God everywhere.  I recognize Him in 

the most amazing creative works of 

art that the world celebrates, 

whether the artist knows the origin of 

his art or not. 

I recognize him when I see one 

woman activate a community to move 

towards a solution to the problem of 

abandoned children. 

I see Him when I see an old sedan 

driving likely one of it’s last miles 

pull over the hand the homeless man 

a few bucks and a note (oh, do I want 

to know what that note says). 

Whether those giving the dollars or 

the time or vision to another outside 

of the church are doing it for God is 

irrelevant to how I see it—because I 

know that the spirit in which that 

happens is also a birthright that we 

all share.  It comes from our Father 

who is “the Father of all compassion 

and God of all comfort” (2 

Corinthians 1:3-4). 

More concerning to me is where I 

don’t seem to notice Him at times.  

The lack of this divine and free 

creativity, and staggering 

compassion and comfort that I 

witness outside of the church seems 

stifled and guarded or worse—

judged—within those four walls.  

Even more concerning is when I see 

the church leaving their four walls 

and calling the creativity and 

compassion that doesn’t meet their 

religious code ungodly.  Of course, 

…in the cleft... by liesel brooks 

simply spectacular 

“When Sting 

sings…notes that don’t 

really exist on any scale, 

but send chills up my 

spine, I can’t help but 

hear God.” 
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Are you spending time with the Lord?  

Moses went to commune with God, to 

hear what He had to say and to share 

his own heart with His God.  Moses 

had no idea the impact of his honest 

seeking of the Father.  He went to the 

mountain simply to talk with his God. 

How do you approach God?  Is it with 

honest reflection of your day, your 

feelings, your thoughts about Him?  

Or do you whitewash everything in a 

vain notion that He wishes you to look 

clean rather than be clean? 

“…For you are like whitewashing 

tombs which on the outside appear 

beautiful, but inside they are full of 

dead men’s bones and all 

uncleanness” (Matthew 23:27). 

You need not try to shine.  You need 

only spend honest time with the 

Father.  The Holy Spirit will take care 

of the rest. 

…in the mix…  by jennifer cook 

caffeinated goodness 

“Moses had no idea 

the impact of his 

honest seeking of the 

Father.” 

always so talkative.  But this morning 

you are just sitting there and not 

saying anything.” 

Again, I reiterated that nothing was 

wrong, that I didn’t think there was 

change in my behavior.  Another 

woman started quizzing me about my 

morning—she uncovered that I had 

not had my normal latte. 

Now, I would have sworn up, down, 

and sideways that I was not impacted 

by caffeine.  That day, however, 

without a caffeinated system, pert 

near every woman in the room 

noticed a significant enough 

difference in my behavior to wonder 

if something tragic had happened. 

The Holy Spirit is the caffeinated 

goodness of the spiritual life.  Once 

we have Him, He starts to change us.  

Even though we may not notice the 

difference, or even swear that 

nothing has changed, we will be 

transformed. 

“So (Moses) was there with the Lord 

forty days and forty nights…It came 

about when Moses was coming down 

from Ount Sinai…that Moses did not 

know that the skin of his face shone 

because of his speaking with Him” 

(Exodus 34:28-29). 

Today, I ponder caffeine.  I sit at the 

local coffee shop, watching 

condensation form on the cup of my 

iced beverage and wonder at the 

mystery of caffeine. 

The truth about caffeine is that it 

impacts your life when ingested.  For 

some, it is the very fuel that wakes 

their brain in the morning.  For 

others it is simply an ingredient in 

their favorite beverage. 

Several years ago I was part of a 

women’s Bible study that met on 

Wednesday mornings.  My typical 

pattern was to stop at the coffee chain 

and pick up my daily nectar before 

heading out to the church.  One 

morning, however, I simply didn’t 

feel like it.  So out to the church I 

ventured. 

As women filed in, one after another 

stopped next to me, put a hand on 

my shoulder, leaned down and 

inquired: “Jen, is something wrong?”  

Perplexed, I would respond, “no” 

and they would move on.  As the 

fourth person asked me the exact 

same question, I finally asked what 

was leaving the impression that 

something was wrong.  One dear 

woman said, “Well Jen, you’re 
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…with all your strength… by chanda branson 

when the going gets tough 
+ 

Hello there!  As I write this article tonight, 

my body tells me it’s very tired.  Why so 

tired?  Could it be racing after three 

young little boys?  Could it be because I 

taught music lessons all week?  Could it 

be because I taught weight lifting classes 

at my gym several times?  Well, yeah it 

could be all those things…but the main 

reason would be that “road race” season 

just began. 

My favorite time of year is here!  This is 

when I switch my workout mentality from 

“staying in my skinny jeans” to 

“preparing for the finish line.”  We all 

workout for different reasons, but mostly 

because we want to keep our bodies in 

shape and feel good about ourselves.  We 

are the temple of the Holy Spirit, and God 

has given us this ONE body to work with 

our entire time here on earth—so we 

should treat it like the temple it is! 

This means taking care of our heart and 

lungs through cardio workouts, and 

muscle-building session where we 

strengthen our joints and rev up our 

metabolism.  Of course, I am not naïve 

enough to think that we are only thinking 

about outside appearances—we are also 

concerned about what the inside looks 

like as well! 

This is why I enjoy this time of year so 

very much!  Preparing for a race allows 

me to focus on training and gaining 

endurance.  I visualize the finish line, and 

how I will feel as I cross it successfully—

with (hopefully) a better time than the 

previous year.  I find that I enjoy my 

training session so much more as I focus 

on a goal—to push myself harder than 

before, to be proud of myself at the end of 

race day. 

Preparing for the race never quite tells 

you how you will feel during the middle of 

it!  When I am at my half-way point, or in 

the heat of a HUGE hill, I sometimes 

wonder, “Why on EARTH am I doing 

THIS!?!”   

It is at that time I remind myself why I love 

it so much—it is a chance for me to tap 

into the power that God has given me.  He 

has given me strength and endurance to 

finish that which I could never do on my 

own.  I often feel my labored breath 

soften as I remind myself to focus on Him 

and His power. 

The first race I ever ran was Bloomsday in 

Spokane, Washington.  It is the largest 

12K race in the world! It was a beautiful 

Sunday morning, and as usual, there were 

plenty of bands, dancers, cheerleaders, 

and even an accordion-playing Elvis 

there cheering the 40,000+ runners on! 

(continues on next page) 
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If only I can remember that I am 

running the race for an eternal 

reward, I will hopefully keep my life 

in perspective.  There are so many 

things we go through in our earthly 

bodies—so to keep them physically 

and spiritually strong must be a 

priority.  Yet, remember that your 

Creator put you together so He 

knows what you are capable of.  The 

tricky part is continually reminding 

yourself that you can’t do it all on 

your own strength, but “I can do all 

things through Him who strengthens 

me”  (Philippians 4:13). 

…taming the tongue… by jennifer cook 

pause for effect 

I giggled when I realized it.  My 

story-telling has one very prominent 

feature—I often pause for effect.  I 

feel the arc of the story, know when 

the natural questions with arise, lift 

my eyebrows to indicate to my 

listener that more is coming.  Yes, I 

do like a good story. 

This pause is nothing new to 

anybody.  We feel the pause when 

watching television and they cut to 

commercial just after building up the 

plot with intrigue and intense 

background music. 

We feel it when the woman in labor 

stops her groaning, focusing every 

fiber of her being on pushing—the 

hush in the room before the cry of life 

and the exhausted collapse of the 

now-joyously spent mother. 

There is a pause outside—the clouds 

have darkened, the humidity has 

risen—waiting for the first raindrops 

to fall. 

Ocean waves, ebbing and flowing, 

ebbing and flowing, ebbing and 

building.  Watching the wave build 

as it comes to shore fascinates me. 

But what catches my breath every 

single time is the bend of the water 

just before the wave crashes down 

into the surf. 

God is the Master Storyteller.  And 

any decent storyteller will pause for 

effect. 

I wonder the innumerable times, as 

many as the grains of sand on the 

shore, that I have rushed past the 

pause and into my day, missing out 

on the point, the punch-line—the 

relief of the crashing wave, the 

birthed child, the plot resolution. 

May my heart be ever quiet, so I may 

never again miss His pause for effect. 

Several of these bands were playing 

Christian music—even praise and 

worship songs!  It was there, in my 

hard-running stride that something in 

my heart leapt.  As I watched people 

run by these bands, raising their 

hands in glory to their Savior that I 

realized that THIS is what the church 

is all about! 

Not only can we worship Him in a 

building on Sunday morning, but also 

we can worship Him and FEEL his 

presence during any moment in our 

lives!  In fact, He’s there during those 

moments in which we feel like we 

can no longer continue.  As I wiped 

the tear from my eye, I felt His 

comfort, His strength, His love like 

never before. 

I have run many races since that first 

one, but I always think back to that 

moment in the middle of 

“Doomsday” Hill of my first 

Bloomsday.  My strength must come 

from Him, no matter if I am running, 

or if I am in the middle of some other 

storm in my life.  Sometimes, even 

getting the kids to school on time 

seems like an unattainable task!   
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I’m an old-fashioned girl living in the 21st 

century with dreams of placing a perfect 

dinner on the table at 5:00pm, always 

having a little color on my lips, and 

wishing at times for my children to be 

seen and not heard. 

In reality, I am known for throwing a meal 

together at the last minute—my husband 

calls those meals “one-hit wonders.”  I 

love to dance around the house with my 

girls and slip into a great pair of blue 

jeans! 

In my work, the number one question that 

I am asked is, “Why do you teach 

etiquette?”  As an etiquette consultant, I 

believe we are responsible for the social 

legacy we leave behind and manners are 

the key to a bright future.  As a mother, 

the lessons of etiquette help me equip my 

daughters for a world where they feel 

confident in themselves, have the skills to 

make their dreams come true, and most 

importantly understand the value of 

caring for others and their community. 

But why—why is it important to care for 

others?  Why is it important to be gracious 

to our world and one another?  As a 

Christian I believe this calling to live a 

kinder, more gracious life is seen in 

Scripture and the tradition of manners is 

grounded in man’s desire to please God. 

“On one occasion an expert of the law 

stood up to test Jesus.  ‘Teacher,’ he 

asked, ‘what must I do to inherit eternal 

life?’…He answered ‘Love the Lord your 

God with all your heart and with all your 

soul and with all your strength and with all 

your mind’ and ‘Love your neighbor as 

yourself’” (Luke 10:25-27). 

It is quite simple—as Christians it is our 

responsibility to love others the way we 

love and care for ourselves.  Manners are 

simply the way we live out that calling.  

Saying thank you for an act of kindness, 

showing up on time as a way of extending 

respect, bringing people together 

through introduction, not talking about 

people behind their backs, etc.  Manners 

are simply a guideline to help us in our 

pursuit of living out the love that God has 

designed for us. 

Before we can truly love others, we must 

love and care for ourselves, believing in 

who we are and the person God created 

us to be.  It is through that personal value 

that we are able to see value in others. 

In my six years of teaching etiquette, one 

of the areas that surprised me the most is 

how a lack of confidence leads to 

unmannerly behavior.  When we are 

…behold what manner… by mindy lockard 

more than a thank you 

“In my six years of 

teaching etiquette, 

one of the areas 

that surprised me 

the most is how a 

lack of confidence 

leads to 

unmannerly 

behavior.” 

(continues on next page) 
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…news… 

As you have noticed, we added three 

new authors this month!  I am excited 

to welcome Liesel Brooks, Chanda 

Branson and Mindy Lockard to the 

…groundswell… team!  Each woman 

brings a different passion and 

perspective—from seeing God 

everywhere to fitness to etiquette, 

each woman brings her experiences 

with God to the table.  We each are 

created uniquely by our amazing 

Creator—embracing our talents and 

passions draws us ever nearer to the 

one who implanted those things in 

our hearts. 

Whatever your gifting, whatever 

your perspective, God longs for you 

to allow Him to use you.  It may mean 

stepping out of your comfort zone.  

Take that opportunity and see just 

+ housekeeping… 

how amazing walking on the water 

with Jesus truly is. 

…expanding borders… 

God has provided amazing readers 

like yourself for this little publication.  

He now calls us to spread our 

boundaries—to other women, to 

more churches, connecting with 

women’s ministries across the nation. 

If you want to share groundswell with 

the women’s ministry at your church, 

let us know!  I would love to connect 

others to the wisdom God shares 

through the life experiences of 

women just like you. 

…about us… 

groundswell is a movement—a 

groundswell of women passionate, 

and learning to be passionate, about 

their Jesus and their lives.  The 

purpose is to encourage, empower, 

and equip women so they can truly 

embody Proverbs 31:25—“Strength 

and dignity are her clothing, and she 

smiles at the future.” 

…subscribe… 

Want to receive groundswell in your 

email box every month?  Subscribing 

is both free and easy. Send an email 

to: 

groundswell@groundswellministries

.org and put “subscribe” in the 

subject line.  What could be more 

simple? 

…contact… 

Jennifer Cook, editor & publisher 

contact@groundswellministries.org 

www.groundswellministries.org 

not only to Him, but to His kingdom. 

When we believe in ourselves, love 

ourselves, we are able to reach out in 

a loving “manner” to those we 

encounter on a daily basis.  Manners 

simply provide tangible solutions to 

everyday situations.  They open the 

door to positive fellowship and living 

an earthly life in a gracious and 

upright manner. 

consumed with our own 

inadequacies, we aren’t able to 

extend care and love to others. 

Loving ourselves is difficult—

believing in who we were created to 

be can be hard.  However, we have a 

God who loves us more than we can 

imagine.  When we draw on his 

grace and purpose for our lives, we 

begin to see how valuable we are—

Join the party! 

Mindy is launching a new 

website May 6th.  Check 

it out to find out more 

about her work in the 

area God has called her! 

www.mindylockard.com 
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Jennifer, Wes 

Lauren, Bo 

Editor’s Note: Jennifer 

& Wes had a feeling 

they shouldn’t 

purchase the non-

refundable airline 

tickets quite yet.  That 

afternoon, their 

church service 

showed the 

opportunity to serve 

in Guatemala.  Both 

kids turned to them 

and pleaded to go on 

a mission trip rather 

than to Maui.  After 

waiting a bit to be 

sure the kids were 

serious, the Maui 

reservations were 

canceled and the 

Guatemala prep 

began!  I simply had 

to feature the faith of 

these incredible kids. 

encouraging the staff, and any other 

ministry opportunities the Lord presents 

to us.  Over 450 children who live t this 

orphanage are abused, rescued, or 

abandoned.  The time we spend 

interacting with these children will make 

us more appreciative of what we have in 

America. 

We know we are kids, and mom and dad 

have told us that this trip will change our 

lives.  Pray that our relationship with the 

Lord will grow stronger, and for our 

willingness to do whatever He wants us to 

do while we are there.  We would also 

like to ask for our safety while we are 

there and health for our mom who is able 

to go because there will be some doctors 

accompanying us down there. 

Mom and Dad have taught us the 

importance of supporting missionaries. 

We would be honored to have you pray 

for us for all the details to get worked out, 

and for our hearts to be prepared for 

whatever God has in store for us. 

Thank you for your time, interest, and 

support in this spiritual and physical step 

of faith for the Lord’s work in Guatemala, 

in our personal lives, and within our 

family. 

Learning to serve our Savior at home and 

abroad,   

Bo & Lauren Claassen 

Our mom and dad had planned 

on taking us to Maui.  Mom had 

already made all the plans to 

be there in May.  Then, the 

Lord called each of us, to go on 

a mission trip to Guatemala 

during a community-wide 

church service that was held 

earlier this fall in our town.  

Mom canceled the reservations 

and we do not anticipate 

regretting it one bit. 

We have supported missionaries in our 

church, and we have learned a lot about 

missionary work—but as kids we think 

this will be a neat opportunity to 

experience missionary life on a smaller 

scale.  Our church has taken several 

groups to Guatemala in the past and with 

the knowledge we will have specific goals 

to accomplish while we are there. 

We will be traveling to Guatemala with 

100 other people (10-years-old and up) 

from at least five different protestant 

churches in our town.  This trip’s purpose 

is to reach out to others with the Gospel 

and the love of our Lord and Savior, Jesus 

Christ and serve an orphanage as we 

reach children in need. 

This trip will be June 25th through July 7th.  

The boys and men will be building a 

home for a young pastor, working on jobs 

at the Casa Para Niños orphanage, 

…missionary spotlight… 

out of the mouths of babes + 
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(continues on next page) 

…from behind the chair… by julie flanagan 

rainbow prayers 

from my own life, realizing how I was 

starting to forget again. 

A handful of years after Mom died, our 

family was struck with yet another loss.  

My Uncle Dave died of a rare form of 

cancer, only five weeks after his 

diagnosis.  Dad drove my sister and me 

six hours north to attend his funeral.  

During the trip, none of us said much.  We 

had worship music, with the occasional 

Rascal Flatts or Keith Urban, playing in the 

background.  I just stared out the window 

most of the ride, crying and praying.  The 

clouds were thick and dark.  The rain 

spilled out, pelting our windshield. 

“We really need to pray that it clears up 

for the burial,” Dad commented, ending 

the extended pause in conversation. 

“Well, I just prayed for a rainbow,” I 

responded.  Dad just gave me a look that 

said my comment didn’t surprise him.  

But, to be honest, I don’t really know why 

I prayed for that.  However, I told God 

that somebody needed one. 

We got to the church and, indeed, it did 

clear up for the burial.  Yet, the whole 

service seemed all too familiar to our 

family, and none of us were paying too 

much attention to the weather at that 

Sometimes life just hasn’t seemed to go as 

I had hoped for or planned.  Sometimes I 

feel forgotten.  Sometimes life just seems 

so uncertain.  Sometimes I need to be 

reminded of God’s presence in my life 

because I am so good at forgetting. 

I am thankful for my clients who have 

shared openly about their life 

experiences.  I have learned that we 

really aren’t that much different.  We all 

have fears and insecurities.  We have 

been broken, disillusioned about life at 

times, and just need to feel hope.  We all 

need the touch of God in our lives—to be 

reminded of Who He is. 

From the mother whose son has spent 

years serving time in prison, to the wife 

who cares for her paralyzed husband 

after a tragic accident, to the young 

woman who has been abandoned by her 

dad—we all need hope. 

We all need to be reminded, and to know 

in our hearts, that God has not forgotten 

us.  We need to be reminded and believe 

He is good, and loving, and powerful, and 

has our best in mind. 

I was speaking to a client yesterday about 

a loss in her life.  We talked about how 

much easier it is to live in past dreams 

than to trust God with our future.  I was 

encouraged as I told her of an experience 

 

“We talked about 

how much easier it is 

to live in past 

dreams than it is to 

trust God with our 

future.” 



 

 10 …to encourage, empower, and equip… 

…groundswell… vol.3 iss.4|  may 2009 

 gave you a rainbow!” 

God’s Spirit told my heart “It’s for 

you too, Julie.  You asked for a 

rainbow and were satisfied with that 

little one.  But I had something so 

much bigger, more beautiful than 

you could ever have asked or 

imagined.  You can trust Me.” 

That was it.  God loved me.  He 

listened to me.  He responded.  But 

He responded in the most intimate, 

powerful, perfect way. 

I thought of Ephesians 3:20-21—

“Now to Him who is able to do 

exceedingly abundantly beyond all 

that we ask or think according to the 

power that works within us, to Him 

be the glory in the church in Christ 

Jesus to all generations forever and 

ever.  Amen.” 

I knew that the rainbow was God’s 

way of reminding me that He knows 

what He is doing, even though I may 

be uncertain of many things.  What 

will tomorrow look like?  Will there 

even be a tomorrow? 

What I can be certain of is that God is 

good.  I don’t have to try to convince 

Him or manipulate Him to be good—

He just is.  God is loving and desires 

to bless me.  God is powerful.  He has 

the power to accomplish all that He 

point. 

Following the service, our extended 

family piled into cars to drive to my 

aunt and cousin’s house for lunch.  

During the ride, Dad told some of the 

young kids with us that I prayed for a 

rainbow.  They giggled. 

I was later enjoying my pizza and 

light conversation when one of the 

girls came running up to me saying 

there was a rainbow outside.  I 

jumped up and ran to see.  

Sure enough, there was a cute, little 

rainbow on the side of the yard, 

above the shed.  I felt warm inside.  

How special for God to answer such a 

silly, seemingly unimportant request 

of mine.  I felt loved when I went 

inside.  It was like I was a giddy, little 

girl who was given a thoughtful 

surprise from her daddy. 

Only fifteen minutes or so passed and 

I was talking to my cousin about her 

dad’s death.  I glanced out her 

window and quickly grabbed her 

arm, pulling her outside with me.  I 

looked up—right above her house, 

with the mountains and pastures in 

the backdrop was the most brilliant 

double rainbow I had ever seen. 

“It’s for you!” I exclaimed, still 

clutching my cousin’s arm.  “God 

wants to in my life, down to the most 

intimate details.  I can trust Him with 

my past, with my present, with my 

future, with my fears, with my 

dreams, with my everything. 

The God who created this world 

loves me.  In His love, and by His 

power, I can face tomorrow knowing 

that it will be beautiful.  It was be 

even more beautiful than I can even 

imagine. 

“I knew that the 

rainbow was God’s 

way of reminding 

me that He knows 

what He is doing, 

even though I may 

be uncertain of 

many things.” 


