
I know my existence is not about gray hair, failing body 
parts, and excess pounds. i know the important stuff’s 
on the inside—but, honestly, i’m not so sure the inside 
stuff’s any prettier. perhaps i’ve been expecting God 

to act as my fairy godmother, ready to pop into the scene 
with a twinkle in his eye and a wand in his hand. i’ve been 
waiting to be tapped ever so gently on the forehead and 
magically transformed into a loving, joyous, peaceful, pa-
tient, kind, good, faithful, gentle, self-controlled delight in 
his life, adorned in a nice white ensemble, cute shoes, and 
fresh nail polish. in thinking that, i’ve trivialized my heaven-
ly father’s love and forgiveness and missed the magnitude 
of his mercy. i’ve overlooked the fruit of his holy spirit that, 
though holy baptism, is already a part of my own spirit in 
all that i do and all that i am.
so now what? filled with his holy spirit, do i step back 
from life as i’ve known it? Do i tiptoe around each day’s 
messiness, avoiding the dirt and grime of my daily ex-
istence? if not wearing a white ensemble, something 
off-white? With his fruit, will i have this new aura about me 
that parts the seas and calms the storm within?

i think i have a pretty good understanding — intellectually 
— of God’s gift of unmerited love and complete forgive-
ness through Christ’s sacrifice on the cross for me. like any 
good sunday school student, i could put together a well-
worded essay on the tenets of faith; my head’s got it. for 
too long, i’ve rested in my intellect without finding com-
fort for my soul in the promise of the Good news of Jesus 
Christ. i’ve reacted to life with the frustrations of a child, the 
hurts of a teen, and the failings of an adult. i have buckled 
under the weight of God’s law and found it harder and 
harder to stand tall in the light of his love and grace. i’ve let 
my own plans and ambitions trump God’s will for me. i’ve 
ignored his blessings, focusing instead on my challenges, 
and then i’ve let the what-ifs consume me. and now my 
wrongdoings and shortcomings, my imperfections and 
transgressions, have become stone tablets amounting to 
fifty-six pounds of excess weight. 
so here’s where i find myself: i’m sitting in church on sun-
day morning. We’ve just sung a couple uplifting songs of 
welcome. next is the Confession of sins: “i, a poor misera-
ble sinner, confess unto thee that i am by nature sinful and 
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unclean.” and with those words, i’m left in a poor, 
miserable place with no room to hide behind the 
collective voice of the congregation. i’m still fight-
ing my own battles in court — day after day after 
day. i’ve not only returned his gift of forgiveness 
unopened, but i’ve also left him waiting in the foyer 
of my life as i linger at my pity party. my heavenly 
father has patiently waited when i couldn’t be both-
ered, when i was determined to go it alone, when i 
had a “better” idea, an “easier” solution. 
by focusing on my trials, i’ve overlooked the pro-
nouncement of the forgiveness of sins that my pastor 
shares with me, “in the stead of and by the command 
of our lord Jesus Christ,” and that i receive immedi-
ately after my confession in the pew. i’ve missed the 
harvest that springs forth from seeds of grace. i’ve 
missed the fruit of God’s spirit described so eloquent-
ly in paul’s letter to the people of Galatia, a letter 
written in part to help new Christians who had lived 
under old testament law move forward in new testa-
ment grace. he passionately encouraged them to live 
by the spirit and to share in the fruit of the spirit: 
But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, forbear-
ance, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness 
and self-control. Against such things there is no law 
(Galatians 5:22–23).
through the power of the holy spirit and paul’s 
encouragement, i strive to reframe my life in God’s 
love and grace. i want to take the memories, those 
pictures that have been hanging on the walls of my 
heart, and reframe them. i want to replace broken 
glass, bad mattes, and damaged wood. 
thankfully, God has done it all for me through the 
death and resurrection of his son, my savior, Jesus 
Christ. there won’t be a tap on my forehead; there 
will be no magical moments. this is real life, not a 
cartoon recreation. God is holding my hand, not 
a wand. the Divine master has been using my life 
and my missteps in the creation of a beautiful 
masterpiece — a blessed work of art colored with 
love and hope, highlighted with mercy and joy, and 
signed by the almighty himself, my lord, my savior. 
and so i pray: May the God of hope fill [me] with 
all joy and peace as [I] trust in him, so that [I] may 
overflow with hope by the power of the Holy Spirit 
(romans 15:13). amen.
With God, it is so. those battered frames really do sur-
round pictures of inestimable worth. q
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Therefore I tell you, do not worry about your life, what you will eat or 
drink; or about your body what you will wear. Is not life more than 
food, and the body more than clothes? (matthew 6:25)

Journal Entry: that was really scary. i mean, i was leaning 
over the toilet with my finger almost to the back of my throat 
when mom walked in the house. i was so afraid she’d hear me 
that i ditched back into my bedroom. part of me is relieved, 
but part of me is scared. i shouldn’t have eaten the whole 
bag of chips and the brownie. now I’m just going to get 
even fatter than i am already.
Why can’t i have a body like on ads — that would be so cool. 
then other people would look at me the way they do the 
skinny people. then i’d get some respect. then i’d … Wow, 
listen to me. i’m starting to sound like i believe all the lies that 
the world throws at me — that i have to be thin, that i have to 
be buff, that i have to be whatever the latest thing is to be. no 
— i don’t have to be any of those things. God is with me no 
matter what i am experiencing, and he continues to love me 
even when i am not living the way he wants me to.  
my grandpa always talked about the “unholy trinity” — the 
devil, the world, and our sinful flesh. he said that they work 
against everything God tells us in the bible. it does seem like 
everywhere i turn the world is saying “image is everything.” 
then my sinful flesh chimes in, “yeah, and my image stinks!” 
Well, you “unholy trinity,” i’m not going to listen anymore. my 
grandpa had another favorite saying: “God never makes junk.”  
Prayer: Dear God, please forgive me for those times when 
i believe the lies of the “unholy trinity.” remind me that you 
have made me in your image and have placed your spirit 
in me to give me strength and courage. help my life to be a 
reflection of your image, not the world’s. amen.
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