
I hated myself. I had become a 
chronic grumbler, and it wouldn’t 
have had to come to this. 
Just a few months earlier, my 
husband was an associate pas-
tor of a large parish in southern 
California. It was a “to die for” area 
of the country. We had perfect 

weather year around, for the most. We 
lived a short distance from the beaches 
and a short day’s drive from mountains. 
Shopping was the best ever, with so many 
high-end department stores nearby, and 
we would window shop occasionally on 
Rodeo Drive. The kids’ school, located on 
the church campus, boasted one of the 
best educational systems in the area. We 
were not that far from some of the top 
entertainment in the world. 
All that seemed a lifetime ago now. 
One Sunday, several months back, my 
husband announced that he was tak-
ing a call to a small, 2-point parish in the 
Midwest. What a shock that had been! 
How could anyone blame me for being so 
upset and unhappy? 
The kids were excited to see their first 
snowfall in this location, but I was not 
amused. Shopping now consisted of a 
Walmart 25 miles away. The kids were 
going to a public school now — a school 
so small the kids knew everyone in the 
entire school system! We wouldn’t see the 
ocean again — nor the mountains for that 
matter. My contrary nature reasoned that 
God did not guide us here.

the Land 
of Promise 

A Grumbler in

Nor grumble as some of them [Israelites] did and were destroyed by the Destroyer (1 Corinthians 10:10 ESV).

One day, as I was preparing for a Bible study, I ran 
across a verse in 1 Corinthians 10:10. Apostle Paul was 
admonishing the early Christians about grumbling 
just as the Israelites did, and many were destroyed. 
This verse references Numbers 14, which tells the 
story of another grumbling episode of the Israelites 
on their way to the Promised Land. They were forever 
grumbling against the God who delivered them from 
the hands of the Egyptians. This time, God’s anger was 
kindled against them to the point that many perished 
without seeing the Land of Promise.
As I read this account, I began to reason that maybe 
God wouldn’t strike me down from my ungrateful 
nature. He wouldn’t have to; I was doing a great job 
of that myself! I wasn’t making any friends, and the 
family was beginning to pick up on my complaining 
nature. The kids were fighting more, and I noticed 
more worry lines etched into my husband’s face. 
I was single handedly destroying my family and, 
quite possibly, a new ministry. 
This ungratefulness was showing a real lack of faith 
on my part. Most of what we left behind were mate-
rial things. I was so focused on things we didn’t 
have in this place that I could not see the blessings.
I did have to admit the people here were very friend-
ly and committed to the Lord’s work. The lifestyle was 
quieter and more laid back. I still hadn’t realized, at 
the time, how I could be used by the Lord to reach 
out to others who were also new to this area. 
I had to ask God to forgive my selfish, ungrateful at-
titude and lack of faith. I knew that God, through the 
death and resurrection of Jesus Christ to win my salva-
tion, would forgive my sin. With the guidance of the 
Holy Spirit, He would help me become the wife and 
mother I needed to be in this new Land of Promise. Q
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