




This book is written to all our fellow journeyers who are 
searching desperately for Hope, Healing, Redemption 

and Rescue. 



My Story: Brett Ullman

“I woke up in darkness, surrounded by silence. Oh 
where, where have I gone?

I woke to reality, losing its grip on me. Oh where, where 
have I gone?”

1-Matt Maher

“Where have I gone?” Nothing better describes how I 
feel these days, than this question. I feel like I have lost 
myself. One day life was on autopilot. The years were 
quickly passing by. My son, Ben, was in Grade 3 and my 
daughter, Zoe, was in Grade 4. My wife was working as a 
nurse and everything seemed to be going along well. The 
kids were doing great at school and we were all involved 
in some way at our church (C4 Church in Ajax, Ontario, 
Canada). On March 1st, 2012 it all changed. I began to 
lose myself. 

Before we get into that, I better give you some 
background. My name is Brett Ullman. I was a teacher with 
the TDSB (Toronto District School Board) for ten years, 
until I resigned in 2006 to go into professional speaking, 
full-time. I loved my job teaching Grade 7-8, but life was 
becoming less sustainable year by year. The first year I 
began to teach full-time (1996), I also began to speak. I 
had heard a speaker at an event called Kingdom Bound 
in Darien Lake, NY, and I was challenged to speak to my 
own church on the topic of music and media. I did one talk 
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to my church, and six months later another church called 
and asked me to speak to their youth group. These were fun 
times, having a chance to speak into the lives of youth in a 
few local churches. I had no idea I had begun a journey that 
would lead me into this role, full-time, years later. While still 
teaching full-time, my talks began to grow. From two talks 
that first year, seven talks the second, then fourteen, twenty, 
thirty. Then, I found myself teaching full-time as well as 
speaking forty-five dates a year across Canada and into the 
US. While all of this was going on, my wife was pregnant 
with Ben, and Zoe was now one and a half years old and 
had yet to sleep through the night once (she would not sleep 
a single night, through the night, until she was two and 
a half years old). The pressures and time commitments of 
teaching, speaking, marriage and parenting were becoming 
very unsustainable. I decided to drop down to a half-time 
teaching job for the next year. As soon as I went down to 
half-time teaching I knew I would need to go into speaking 
full-time if I wanted to make a go of it. The next year I took 
a leave of absence from the Toronto District School Board 
to pursue a full-time speaking career. 

I had figured that once teaching was taken off of my 
schedule I would have a ton of extra time. I was only 
speaking about forty-five times a year at this point, and 
I thought it would be good for me to get some Biblical 
teaching under my belt. I had a Phys. Ed. degree from the 
University of Toronto and Bachelor in Education (teachers’ 
College). I applied, and got accepted, into the Arrow 
Leadership Program (arrowleadership.org) and started a 
two year leadership and discipleship program out in British 
Columbia, Canada. I loved this program, but it added a 
new stress to me as the Director of Worlds Apart (the 
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charity that I was running). I was really encouraged that 
my Board of Directors had allowed the charity to cover 
the costs of the program, but I then had to figure out the 
tough question - how could I pay for these bills? That 
year my speaking dates increased to over eighty per year, 
and two years later (at the time the Arrow program was 
completed) I was doing over 120 presentations, per year. 
During one of the Arrow Leadership weeks I learned that 
this program had a partnership with Wheaton Graduate 
School in Chicago, Ill. Coming out of Arrow, Wheaton 
would consider the Arrow program to be twelve of forty 
credits for my Master’s. This was an awesome opportunity 
and, after getting some counsel from other leaders I know, 
I decided that I should begin my Master’s immediately. The 
Master’s program was a modular program, and I would have 
to fly down to Wheaton Grad. School in Chicago for each 
course. I was traveling enough, for speaking engagements, 
that I could cover most flights through Air Miles. I began 
my Master’s in Leadership and Evangelism, with the goal 
of doing the program over five years. Once again, I really 
enjoyed the teaching I was receiving, but I was struggling 
with the same question as before – how to raise the finances 
for this. I began to find the strain of trying to raise the 
money for this Master’s to be overwhelming. I decided I 
would like to push the five years into three and a half. My 
thought process was that I would rather work harder for 
a less amount of time, and then have this pressure off of 
me. At this point I was speaking over 200 presentations a 
year, and I was having trouble balancing speaking, family, 
church, friendships and other commitments. Every spare 
moment of my days and nights was spent either reading 
books for my Master’s or writing papers for my Master’s. 



My margins were so thin. I was longing for March 2012, 
when it would all be over. 

Finally, in January 2012, I went to Wheaton for my last 
course (Theology). I struggled with this course more than all 
of the others; theology is just not my thing. Reading a book 
that discusses the Holy Spirit for 400 pages is just not how 
I am wired. There were times when the class was discussing 
issues, and I could not even understand the conversation. 
This was new for me. This course had yet another issue, 
as it had an exam at the end of the week on the last day. 
For the six days of the course, I would do the nine- hour 
day of lecture, and then go back and study five to six hours 
more each night. I HAD to pass this course. This one course 
was all that was in the way of my freedom. If I failed, it 
would mean raising more money and waiting another year 
to complete this Master’s program, as well as the shame for 
having failed a course. I wrote the final exam and assumed 
I had failed it miserably. I worked out that the best grade 
I could have received would have been about 40%. I have 
been very blessed in life and rarely have not been able to 
succeed if I put my mind to it. Well, this time I failed. I 
came home discouraged, beaten and a little lost. To pass 
this course I would need to ace the final paper. I worked 
for the next five weeks on my paper, using every resource, 
pastor, friend and favour I could pull in. I submitted my 
paper in early February and waited for the course marks. 
On February 28th, 2012 I got the final mark for the course, 
and I had passed- which meant my Master’s was over. 

This was what I had been yearning towards for many 
years. Financial commitments would be lower. I could get 
back to family life and speaking at a more sustainable pace. 
I remember going to bed that night and thinking “This is 



it. This marathon is over.” I felt exhausted, and was ready 
to put this all behind me. I didn’t have any idea that the 
marathon was just about to begin. 

March 1, 2012

My sleep schedule for most of my life has been pretty 
normal. I go to bed between 10:30 -11:00 PM and wake 
around 7:15 AM. There are always days that your sleep 
is different, but this was the norm for me. I was really 
surprised that on March 1st I woke up at 6:00 AM, and 
could not get back to sleep. I found it a little weird, but did 
not think much of it until the next morning, when I woke 
up at 5:00 AM. Over the next week 5:00 AM became 4:00, 
then 3:00, 2:00, 1:00 then, finally, midnight. This was not 
just waking up and falling back asleep. I was waking up 
like it was morning - but it was the middle of the night. I 
very quickly found myself tired and very agitated all of the 
time. I figured this was just a phase, and went on with my 
daily life. 

A few weeks later, I was speaking in Chatham, Ontario, 
which is a few hours’ drive west of Toronto. Right in the 
middle of one of my talks, I felt like I was about to pass 
out. Now, when I speak I talk like a rocket. I have many 
times in the past seen stars as I was talking, due to me not 
breathing properly; but this was different. It scared me. It 
was one of the weirdest feelings I had ever had. The world 
starting to twist and twirl around me, I broke out into a 
sweat and goose bumps appeared on my arms and legs. I 
thought, “I will just keep going”, but soon all I could see 
was stars. I felt my knees buckle, and I slowly shuffled the 
five steps backward to sit on the edge of the stage. I thought 



I would just sit down, and I pulled my laptop closer to me. 
The only problem was I could not really see the laptop- it 
was all a big blur. I then did something I had never done in 
the past fifteen years, and over 1, 000 presentations: I asked 
the youth pastor for a short break. I found myself, a couple 
of minutes later, with a juice box in my hand, as someone 
had given me something to eat and drink. There were some 
quick conversations on my blood sugar and whether I had 
diabetes. After a short break, I decided to continue and for 
the rest of the talk I ended up sitting on the edge of the 
stage. I went back to my hotel that night and, basically, 
did not sleep all night- tingles throughout my body, bright 
lights when I closed my eyes, racing thoughts and very 
little rest. The next morning I was scheduled to speak with 
a group of parents at the same church, but I felt the need 
to cancel. I was dizzy and had no idea what was going on. 
I talked to the Youth Pastor and went to the front of the 
church to pack up my laptop. After sitting and talking to a 
few people for about ten minutes, I decided that if I could 
just stay exactly where I was at the front of the stage, I 
thought I could try to do the talk. I made it through, but I 
still didn’t feel like myself. 

When I got home I booked the first (of many) 
appointments with my family doctor. At this time I was 
given some sleeping pills to help with the sleepless nights, 
and was told to come back in a few weeks. Unfortunately, 
they didn’t result in better sleep. There were multiple other 
appointments to try and find a sleeping pill that would work. 
I was still waking up six to eight times every night. I also 
tried a sleep clinic and was told that, from their end, there 
was nothing they could do. I had a CAT scan done, as well, 



at a local hospital. All of these tests came back negative, 
which was great news, but still left me with no answers.

A few weeks later, I figured I was okay to travel to Alberta 
to speak at Camp Caroline, just over an hour northwest 
of Calgary. I remember feeling “off ” during the flight, and 
when we landed I had to rest multiple times on benches 
before I picked up my luggage. I picked up my rental car 
and started driving. As I drove through the town of Airdrie, 
I spotted a sign with a large “H” on it for their hospital. I 
pulled over and wondered if I should go in. At this point, 
I literally thought I was dying. My heart was pounding out 
of my chest and my head felt like it was about to explode. 
My emotions were all over the map, and I found myself 
crying multiple times. I decided to drive on to the camp. I 
got in late and got settled in my room and awaited another 
sleepless night. I tried to have breakfast the next morning, 
but felt so nauseous I thought I should lie down for thirty 
minutes before my first session. As I lay on my bunk, I 
experienced something completely new to me- I began to 
panic. I look back and realize this was the first of five or six 
large panic attacks I suffered over the upcoming months. 
I talked to the people from the retreat and said I had to 
leave. In my panic, I left the event and drove to the airport, 
desperate to get home. Of course, there were no seats left 
and I had to wait until the next day to get home. I spent 
sixteen hours in bed that day and night. I had never felt as 
alone as I did in bed, at 1:00 PM in a hotel in Calgary, all 
on my own. I was scared to even go out and get some food 
to eat. 

When I got home, I went to the doctor again and went 
through yet another round of sleeping medication. I booked 
an appointment with a sleep specialist in Toronto, as well as 



with a psychiatrist in my hometown. Between all of these 
tests, I tried a couple of local speaking dates. Even though 
I was able to finish them, the dizziness and feelings of just 
being “off ” wouldn’t leave.

Not knowing what to do, I kept on working. I decided 
to go on tour in Windsor, Ontario to speak at ten Catholic 
High Schools over four days. The first talk went ok and 
I made it through with no issues, until the second talk. I 
was in front of seven or eight hundred students, when the 
world began to spin again. So, there I was in the middle of 
one of my talks, and in the back of my head I was trying to 
figure out what I should do, when I passed out. Should I 
just lie on the ground in front of the audience? It was one 
of those moments I’ll never forget. The world was spinning 
out of control, and I did not know what to do. Somehow 
I was able to finish. I went back to my hotel to take a nap, 
as my eyes and brain were screaming for sleep. However, 
I just couldn’t sleep. Instead of experiencing darkness as I 
closed my eyes, I would see flashes of light, almost like a 
strobe light, penetrating my eyelids. I wasn’t able to eat any 
dinner that night because of how sick I felt. I don’t know if 
I actually got any sleep that night at all. The next morning, 
while getting ready to go out for my next talk, I called my 
wife, Dawn.

“I don’t feel right,” I told her. “What do I do?”
In the back of my head, I knew it wasn’t fair to put this 

on her, but I didn’t know whom to call. I was alone. She 
told me I had to make a choice. If I could speak, then I 
should speak, but if I thought I couldn’t get through my 
next talk, I should cancel. I hung up and started to drive 
to my morning speaking date. Ten minutes later, I found 
myself on the side of the road in my car, crying. I remember 



saying out loud, “What is going on with me?” This was just 
not me. I could, probably, remember the number of times I 
have cried in the past twenty years. 

I knew at that point- I wasn’t okay, I wasn’t all right. I 
felt broken. I was broken.

I called the school and cancelled my talk that morning. 
Then, I called the tour organizer and cancelled the rest of 
my dates.

Returning home once again, I went back to my doctor and 
was prescribed more medication. This time, he diagnosed 
me with anxiety and put me on anxiety medication during 
the day and some heavier anxiety/depression medication at 
night-time, along with my multiple sleeping medications. 
I was now among the millions of people worldwide, who 
struggle with anxiety. It was interesting for me, someone 
who speaks on issues like anxiety and depression, to 
suddenly be diagnosed with that. Over the next two weeks, 
while I adjusted to my new medication, I cancelled another 
speaking tour- this one in the Ottawa area. I couldn’t do it; 
the medication made me sleepy and the sleepiness did not 
go away throughout the day. 

For the next few months I would do some speaking 
when I was able to. I found myself canceling more and 
more speaking dates. I probably cancelled over fifty dates 
in the spring and summer alone. I cringed every time I 
had to cancel a speaking date. I know the work that goes 
into the planning and promotion to bring me in. I still feel 
so honoured to have an opportunity to come and speak. 
Having to cancel, felt like I was letting everyone down. 
This just added pressure, disappointment and feelings of 
failure to my life at this time. I found that some days I 
could handle things like speaking, and other days I could 



not. My life was sort of a living chaos. I never knew what 
to expect one day from the next. I was slowly losing faith 
in my own body, my own mind and what it could handle. I 
was also questioning where God was in this journey. People 
are quick to thank God for the good times, but we rarely 
talk about where God is in the tough ones. I had prayed for 
over 100 nights for a good nights’ sleep, and for healing for 
my mind and body, and did not experience any answer or 
comfort in my journey. This was really hard to try and work 
through, as I could not find many books, from a Christian 
perspective, that talked about faith while dealing with 
anxiety, depression and other struggles like this. 

During this season I was also seeing a psychologist. To 
be honest, I tell people how important psychologists are 
in your struggles, but had really never been to one myself. 
I started seeing someone (Dr. Merry Lin - http://www.
lifecarecentres.com) and she gave me perspective. I realized 
that my perspective was really off, as most of my life was 
negative and I could not see much past that. She helped me 
to see the larger picture. Dr. Lin helped me to look at small 
gains and showed me how to begin to work at different 
areas of my life that needed to be changed. I felt like I was 
the only person who was going through a health crisis like 
this. Although names were never given, I was assured that 
there were many people going through similar journeys. 
Something made me feel a little better, knowing that there 
were others. That is one of the reasons for the writing of 
this book - to let others know that you are not alone. 

In May 2012 I thought my health was stable enough to 
go on a short tour in Halifax. I got to the airport in Toronto 
and, as so often happens, my flight was delayed. I have 
flown over 100 times in my life, but this time my body’s 
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reaction was different. My body and mind immediately 
panicked. Would I get there on time? Was this a sign not 
to go? All sorts of negative thoughts ran through my head 
as I entered the “fight or flight” decision in front of me, 
with this panic attack in full force. I first decided on flight, 
and started to walk out of the airport. I began to walk down 
the long escalators out of the terminal. Half-way out of 
the terminal I remembered some tricks I had read about 
beating panic attacks. The first was that if I suddenly found 
myself panicking, the best thing to do was sit down. So I 
found a gate with no plane scheduled to leave, which meant 
nobody was around, and I sat down. At that point my hands 
were shaking, my forehead was sweating, and I still wasn’t 
sure what to do next. I was beginning to hyperventilate 
right there in the middle of the airport! The second thing 
I needed to do was breathe- which seems simple enough, 
until you realize that you actually aren’t breathing correctly 
and struggle to catch your breath. As I sat there, trying to 
regain my breath, I remembered that if there are a lot of 
people around you when you’re experiencing anxiety, you 
should just begin to “people-watch” to take your mind off 
of the present situation. For the next thirty minutes I did 
nothing but watch people. Then, after a while, my stomach 
growled and I thought, “Hmm, I’m hungry.” I had done it. 
That day, I beat the panic attack. It was neither easy nor 
pain free, but I took control of my life in that moment. 
I could move on (or so I thought). I went to Halifax and 
struggled through a short tour. Still bad sleeps. Still anxiety. 

At this point I was taking four sleeping pills nightly, 
as well as my anxiety/ depression meds, and my body 
was not reacting well to them. Headaches, nausea, and 
continued sleep issues surrounded me. Add to this the 



feeling of being completely medicated every minute of 
the day. I posted some thoughts on Facebook, and a friend 
of mine introduced me to her Naturopath. I decided that 
I did not know what I was fighting anymore. Was I sick 
from anxiety, or the meds? Was it my anxiety, or the meds 
causing my lack of sleep? Or, was it a combination of all 
of these things? I did not know anymore, so I started to 
taper off of the meds little by little. To be honest, I had 
lost much of my faith in the medical community, as meds 
were just stacked up one by one in my life. I also really 
felt like everyone was selling me something that they could 
not deliver – Hope. No matter what I did, there seemed to 
be no improvement. There was no light at the end of the 
tunnel in this journey. It was just unrelenting frustration, 
pain, disappointment and feeling like my life was in a “time 
out”. Through June and July the Naturopath helped me to 
taper off of all of the meds. For each med I took out of my 
daily life, I experienced something new to me- withdrawal 
symptoms. For each med, I had about four to five different, 
severe, withdrawal symptoms. It was a brutal time, as I 
worked my way off of the meds. I remember experiencing 
what was called “Brain Zaps” during my withdrawal. This 
basically felt like electricity shooting through your brain 
and across your eyes. Add to this- brutal headaches, nausea, 
sweats, tingles, shivers, digestion issues, heart palpitations, 
and numerous twitches which would occur day and night. 

I also had the chance to go see a psychiatrist at the local 
hospital, in early July 2012. I was excited to finally have 
someone who might be able to help me with these meds 
and my struggles. I went to his office, and over my hour 
appointment I shared my story. After letting me share my 
entire story, he told me that since I was presently seeing a 



Naturopath, he would not be able to help me. I had told 
him I was seeing a Naturopath at the very beginning of 
the conversation. This appointment was everything that is 
wrong with the medical system in Canada. What a waste 
of my time and his. If he knew he could not help me, then 
he should have stopped me at the very beginning, instead 
of wasting my time and his. I suspect he needed to bill his 
hour to OHIP (Ontario Health Insurance), so he made me 
go through everything. In my mind this was abuse, and was 
not ok. I felt like he listened to me, but he did not see me or 
really connect with anything I said. I was so fragile, and was 
eager to have someone finally help after waiting months for 
this appointment. To let me walk through my entire story 
(like he was going to help me) and then crush that hope at 
the end, is abuse and is just not acceptable. He asked me 
to book another appointment in three weeks. I told him I 
would not be doing that, and walked out of his office. More 
discouragement, more frustration, and still no end in sight 
to my journey. 

In June I had my 41st birthday and my wife had bought 
a cake for us to eat after dinner, at our house with my kids. I 
remember lying on the couch completely embarrassed, and 
honestly a little afraid. I had been on the couch for most of 
the day, and my anxiety was so high that I was dizzy every 
time I stood up. It was my birthday and my family wanted 
to celebrate, but I did not know if I could even make it to 
the table. I ended up having my cake as I lay on the couch. 

A few weeks later my wife and I celebrated our 15th 
wedding anniversary by going out to the Keg for dinner. 
Throughout the day I struggled with crazy dizziness and did 
not know if I was going to be able to go or not. I remember 
going into our room while my wife was getting ready, and 



telling her that I thought we should cancel as I was feeling 
really “off ”. I remember the look of disappointment in her 
eyes (and this was not the first time I saw this). I went 
downstairs and got really angry with myself. Five minutes 
later I called up to her and said I would try and go. I don’t 
remember much about dinner that night. It was a whirlwind 
of dizziness, anxiety, panic, and feelings of disappointment, 
failure and discouragement- not the way I wanted to spend 
my anniversary. I was a 41-year-old guy who could not 
handle going out for dinner with his wife at a steakhouse. 
The lyrics of Matt Maher’s song “Oh where, where have I 
gone?” echoed in my head. 

Fast forward to the end of July- my family has rented 
a cottage at LPC (Lakeshore Pentecostal Camp) in 
Cobourg, Ontario for the week. The first day at the cottage, 
my friends (Matt and Heather Janes) took our entire family 
out boating with theirs; it was a good day. I felt a little 
better that day, and enjoyed being thrown around on a tube. 
There was a moment I remember when Matt and I were on 
a massive tube, being pulled by Heather- driving the boat. 
In that memory I was smiling, and I remember now, how 
great that felt. I was thinking, “Maybe this is the beginning 
of me getting better.” After having a great day, we headed 
to McDonald’s with our kids for a quick dinner. An hour 
later, as we were leaving McDonald’s, I was looking at 
my iPhone and walking beside my wife. Suddenly, I was 
aware (sort of in slow motion), that I was being hit by a 
blue car- or so I thought. I quickly realized that the car 
was not hitting me, but I was falling into a parked car. I 
said out loud, to my wife, that I was dizzy. She grabbed 
my arm and walked me to the car. Driving back to the 
cottage I remember the feeling of extreme embarrassment. 



I wondered what my wife, my kids, and Matt and Heather 
and their family, were thinking of me. I went to bed early 
that night and hoped this was just an isolated incident. The 
next day I started to walk to the day’s events. I got about 
two cottages down, and my hands started shaking and my 
body began to break out in a sweat. I assumed I must be 
sick, so I went back to the cottage and tried to get some 
sleep. For the next few days I would try and get to the end 
of the road the cottage was on, but not once was I able to 
do it. My body would react violently each time I got two or 
three cottages away. I thought I understood discouragement 
before. I was now trapped in my own body that was not 
working. I remember feeling extremely embarrassed as 
I tried to explain what was going on to our friends who 
would drop by the cottage. After an entire week of being 
stuck at the cottage, we headed for home. I was not even 
able to drive. I had begun to understand, near the end of 
that week, that I was struggling with debilitating anxiety. 
All the symptoms I was experiencing were not me having 
a physical sickness, but my body having a physical response 
to the anxiety. This was new for me. I had never had anxiety 
like this in my life. I had experienced bouts of anxiety over 
the past five months, and I had always had a little anxiety 
before I got up to speak to large groups. At the Creation 
Festival in Pennsylvania I spoke to almost 15,000 people 
- lots of anxiety before I went on stage there; but nothing 
such as this. 

I went back to the doctor a few days later. I got my father 
to drive me to the doctor’s office as I could not drive myself. 
I remember looking up to the second-floor office window 
of my doctor. How would I ever make it up there? I broke 
up the trip into many little segments: get to the door, go up 



one flight of stairs, go to the doctor’s office, check in and 
find a seat in the corner. Again, I was offered more pills. I 
had just come off of a crazy few months of withdrawal, and 
did not see that the medications had done anything for me 
at all. I decided to continue seeing my Naturopath. He put 
me on a number of naturopathic pills that I would take 
each day. 

Looking back, I now realize that the incident in the 
McDonald’s parking lot was my full “breakdown”. All of 
the things which occurred in the past five months were 
leading up to this. The time from March to July was sort of 
my pre-breakdown, as my body began to shut down. That 
moment in the McDonald’s parking lot would be a life-
changing moment for me. I did not know it then, but my 
life would never be the same. It was a few weeks earlier that 
I had posted a video blog of the “Things that I had learned” 
in my journey over the past few months. I look back at the 
blog and realize how little I actually knew about what was 
going to happen. As I write this it is a year and a half later, 
and I have yet to post another video blog. Those statements 
I said have very little meaning anymore, as my journey was 
not ending but just beginning. I had no idea what I was in 
for. The journey I was about to take was unlike anything I 
have ever been on in my life. 

After coming home from the cottage, I found myself 
trapped in my house. If my memory is correct, it took me 
about three to four weeks to make it to the mailbox at the 
end of my street. My mailbox is exactly 104 steps from my 
front door. The first time I tried to make it to my mailbox, I 
made it only to my neighbours’ house. There were a number 
of times I made it to the end of the street. I was presently 
reading everything I could on anxiety, and was trying all 



of the strategies to help myself. The strategies I was using 
were:

 
- Drop your shoulders
- Breathe deep breaths from your belly, and not your 
chest
- Control your thoughts
- Focus
- Relax your muscles
 
To be honest, none of these things worked for me. After 

trying a few times each day, I finally reached the mailbox 
weeks later. I remember collecting the mail and leaning 
on the mailbox. I was sweating, my mind was racing, my 
body felt dizzy and faint. This should have been a victory 
for me, but all I felt was discouragement. This was my life. 
I was 104 steps from my house. People were all around me 
biking, driving, walking and all I could think was: “How are 
they doing these things?” “How are they able to walk around?” 
After a minute of these thoughts, a new thought crept into 
my mind: “How was I going to make it home?” I had left 
nothing in me to get home that day. It took me a while, but 
I got home after breaking up my walk- one house at a time. 
My world had collapsed from traveling and speaking across 
Canada and the US, to being trapped 104 steps from my 
house. I heard someone say once, that the horizon you see 
might be just the rut of the hole you are in- I felt trapped 
in a hole. 

I had a full season of speaking dates booked for the fall 
of 2012. I had already cancelled all of my dates for August, 
and never assumed I would be in this place of canceling 
more; but here I was. I began to cancel my dates two weeks 



in advance. I also emailed all of my dates to give them a 
heads up on my health struggles, and for them to be aware 
that I might have to cancel. Most of the people were very 
gracious. I look back now and can see the people who did 
not understand anything I was going through. A few asked 
me if I was over my “flu” a few days after I had emailed 
them. I began to realize that mental illness is not something 
we talk about much in the church. 

Even though my body was not working, my mind was 
continuously trying to “figure this out”. I had daily journals 
of my sleep, my medications and what I was feeling. As 
I was stuck at home, I would spend time each day trying 
to figure out what was going on, and how to best start 
getting better. If I had a bad night’s sleep, I would look at 
everything I had done the day before and try and find out 
what I could do, or not do, to get a better night’s sleep.

My journal from mid-September:
“Struggling again today. Can hardly stand up. Really feel 

lost and trapped in the journey. Everyone keeps saying “God is 
preparing you for something”. I begin to wonder if this keeps up 
if I will just be broken when I come out of this journey.”

I will be honest, and say that every time someone said 
God was preparing me for something, I know that his or 
her thoughts were meant to be helpful, but to someone in 
crisis there is no future. My mind could not connect the 
thought that my journey might help someone in the future, 
when I could not get out of bed some days. 

In mid-October it was Dawn’s birthday, and our 
tradition is to go to a local Chinese-food buffet restaurant 
called The Imperial Buffet (which is free on your birthday). 
I conserved my energy all day, and off we went. I lasted 
about twenty minutes. My body, again, seemed to rebel 



against everything I was trying to do. I began to feel faint, 
my heart began to race and I knew I had to get out of 
there. I first retreated to a bathroom stall. There I sat, tears 
coming down my cheeks, praying to God for the 1000th 
time for some relief in this journey. It was interesting how 
many times when I was out, that I retreated to a bathroom 
stall. It was the only place I could be alone. I returned to the 
table and told my family I was sorry, and retreated to the 
car. It was a cold and rainy night in October. I sat alone in 
my car in the dark- my family was thirty feet from where I 
sat. Again, silence. “Oh where, where have I gone?” 

At this point, I was seeing a Sleep Specialist, a 
Naturopath, a Neuro-Psychologist and a Counselor. I was 
being a really good boy, and doing everything everyone was 
telling me to do. The weeks started flying by. There were 
some days with small gains, and some days when I could 
barely think. 

My journal from early November:
“I just don’t care anymore. Everyone who says that they 

can help me cannot. So here I sit wasting away. Everything 
is such a waste of time: TV, walking, diet, exercise and even 
prayer. Don’t really see any way out of this. What good am I to 
anyone this way? Not much I can even do with my own family. 
I lie on the couch and watch them doing life. Feel like such a 
disappointment. God is gone. Don’t know where. His favour 
seems to be pulled from me and no matter what I do I seem to 
be in the same place. No answers to my prayers or other people’s 
prayers for me.  What do I do from now on? I am not suicidal 
but life is a true waste of time for me at this point.”

As someone who has talked about depression for many 
years, to thousands of people, nothing prepared me for what 
I was about to go through. The unceasing darkness- day in 



and day out, month after month. My never-ending story. 
From September through November, depression haunted 
me daily. My nights were the toughest. I seemed to have 
one life during the day, and then another at night. Each 
night I would go to my bed so exhausted, mentally and 
physically, after my day of trying to survive. Then, my body 
would not be able to sleep, and my night “life” would begin. 
With hours upon hours of not being able to sleep, I found 
myself falling deeper into the darkness at night-time. The 
two questions that haunted me were: 

1. What would happen when we lost our home because 
I was not working anymore?

2. What would my kids think of their mentally ill father, 
as they got older?

It was around this time in my journey that I gave up ever 
speaking again. I just did not think it would be possible. 
I could barely walk across the room, let alone be in front 
of people. This just added to my depression, and my loss 
of identity. I found a definition for depression that really 
made sense to me:

“You’re stuck in a deep dark hole in the ground. The walls are 
completely smooth and you don’t have anything to help you get 
out. Most people just walk past the hole, but occasionally someone 
stops at the top it, looks down and asks, “What’s wrong?” and 
you tell them you’re stuck in this hole and you can’t get out, and 
they reply “So just climb up!” and you look around and all you 
can say is “I can’t...?” and they say “Aw, sure you can!” and walk 
away.”

 
November 2012

 
I don’t think many people knew what to do with me at 

this point. Many people asked what they could do to help. 



To be honest, I did not know how to help myself. I really 
had no idea how to let people help me in this. 

It was now mid-November, and I had cancelled 
speaking dates for August, September, October and into 
November. It was one week in November that I had 
separate conversations with my wife, my parents and a few 
friends, about the lack of gains in my health journey. As 
I always told people in my talks: “If what you are doing is 
not working, then you need to do something else”. I had the 
opportunity to start seeing a new Psychologist in Toronto, 
who specializes in cases like mine. Even though Dr. Merry 
Lin was such a help to me, after my initial visit with this 
new Psychologist I stopped seeing Dr. Lin, only as it was 
unnecessary to be seeing two psychologists at the same 
time. This new organization took over my care completely 
by also getting me a new Psychiatrist, as well as having a 
medical doctor on staff that would look over my case as 
well. We made the decision to leave the Naturopath, who 
also agreed that I might need a little more help than what 
Naturopathic medicine could offer. 

My new Psychologist also asked me to clear the next 
three months of my schedule. No speaking engagements on 
the horizon. This was tough to do, but after being trapped 
at home for almost four months, I needed to do this. I was 
first diagnosed with burnout, but one appointment later 
(after doing a large burnout survey), this was changed to 
the diagnosis of having a breakdown. I began seeing my 
Psychologist every two weeks, and my Psychiatrist every 
two weeks. The weeks rolled on. 

My psychiatrist talked about the “toolbox” of medicines 
available, and we began to look into something to try 
and help me. This was not an easy journey. The first SSRI 



(Anxiety/Depression) medicine I was put on did nothing. 
A few weeks later, we switched to another medicine and it 
also did nothing. I then decided to go back on the medicine 
that I was on back in the spring of 2011 (Cymbalta). My 
thinking was that, even though it was a horrible withdrawal 
to go through, I seemed to function better during that 
season- when I was on the medication, and was able to 
work and be active with my family. Instead of helping, this 
time I found myself crying uncontrollably, lying in the fetal 
position for days on end. Four days of this and I could not 
take anymore. I wrote a desperate email to my Psychiatrist, 
and he called me later that night. We changed my meds 
over the phone, and he called it into the local pharmacy. 
This fourth medicine, that my body seemed to be taking 
to, was called Cipralex. Now, I don’t really know if my 
body was taking well to it, but I was not crying like I was 
on Cymbalta, and I did feel a little “medicated” and was 
starting to be able to do a few more things. I had to be on 
this medicine for six to eight weeks for it to take full effect. 
Was it helping? I didn’t know. 

My Psychiatrist also challenged me to start exercising. At 
this point I had not run in four months. I had been walking 
as much as I could, but walking slowly and running are two 
different things. I decided that, even though I was crazy 
dizzy I would try and run one kilometer, one afternoon. I 
ran about half a kilometer, and found myself crying again. 
It was crazy how my body was reacting to everything. I 
decided that I would really need to work my way up to 
running. I began to add very short bursts of running into 
my walks. 

Late November: I found myself back at the Imperial 
Buffet for my son’s birthday. This is my journal entry from 
that day:



“I stagger into the restaurant and am able to control my 
anxiety which is building in my chest. By the time we have 
dessert I feel like my chest cavity is actually caving in. I know I 
am ok. I know no one is trying to hurt me. My heart will not stop 
racing. I excuse myself for a few minutes. I sit in a washroom 
stall trying to catch my breath. I tell myself all the positive 
statements that I am told to do. No change. I decide to go for 
a quick walk outside and find myself with the smokers outside. 
Quick walk and I think I am ok to come back in. Immediately 
my anxiety is back and I excuse myself from dinner again and 
find myself out in my car on a cold November night listening to 
talk radio. I laugh a little at myself, as this was the same place 
I found myself last month for my wife’s birthday. Is this how 
things will be for me from now on? Is this my future?”

It was a slow, long, dark, never-ending journey. Some 
days I could work out, and some days I could not. Some of 
the work outs consisted of about two sets of lifting weights. 
Some weeks I could go to church, while others I had to 
leave and go sit in a hallway, all on my own. Some days 
I seemed to see some hope, but that was usually, quickly, 
taken away by another crash of my body. I was just starting 
to understand the role of anxiety and depression in my own 
life. I still didn’t fully understand it, but I was willing to 
learn. The truth is I didn’t have a choice- I had to learn 
everything I could. I was reading everything I could find 
on the topic, except this time it was not for research for 
my talks, but for my own life. I consumed book after book, 
website after website. I was still struggling daily with 
anxiety and nightly with sleep. 

 
December 2012:

 



My days were flying by at this point. In my mind, I had 
to give up the idea that I would ever speak, professionally, 
again. There were days where I wondered how I could get 
up off the couch to go to the bathroom, let alone talk to 
an audience of people. This loss of identity really fed my 
depression, and my ongoing frustrations with my life. There 
were a few bright spots in December. I was able to attend 
a few dinner parties. My wife and family were extremely 
excited that I was there. I tried to fake it as much as I could, 
as inside I was terrified. “What do I do if my body crashes while 
I am out?” “Will I be able to eat at the table?” “What if...?” I 
survived these dinner parties, but surviving something if 
really not the goal. Christmas was nice. My wife did all of 
the shopping (actually this was not much of a change from 
the normal), but it seemed different this year, as I was not 
doing much to help in any area of life. 

My wife was amazing throughout this ordeal. She 
picked up all of the slack of the shopping, cleaning, cooking 
and truly becoming a caregiver for me. In my darkest times 
of depression, I also knew I was not giving her much in 
return. It was weird that my mind was able to acknowledge 
these things, but I really did not have the physical body to 
do anything about it. Part of the struggle in this time was 
knowing that I could not be the husband, father and friend 
that I wanted to be. It was just not possible at this time. I 
talked these things through with my Psychologist, but I 
still struggled with these thoughts daily. 

 
January 2013:

 
A few good days, and then- crash, and back to the start. 

This was a long, depressing and lonely month. This was the 



month where I began to notice the ups and downs. I would 
be able to do something for a few days. I could exercise, I 
went tobogganing one day, went out for dinner a few times, 
and then would suddenly crash and not want to leave my 
bed or the couch. Ups and downs became the normal. I 
could also see that my mood was directly related to what 
I was able to do, physically. If I could do more, my mood 
improved and my depression seemed to lift, and then I 
would crash and it all came back very quickly. 

 
February 2013:

 
In February I decided to book a speaking date. I did 

not know how it would go, but decided to see if there was 
any chance I might be able to speak again. I was talking to 
Tyndale College, University and Seminary in Toronto about 
doing a talk for their students, and we booked it for mid-
February. I was to be amongst friends at this talk. The night 
of the talk I was crazy nervous, beyond the normal daily 
anxiety I had been experiencing up to this point. I had 
never been so nervous in my entire life. The talk went ok. 
Inside, my mind and body was in chaos, but it seemed to go 
well on the outside.

I began to realize that I was getting good at masking 
my struggle. People would say things like, “you’re looking 
good”. I found that to be a very interesting statement for 
someone who was struggling with internal struggles, but 
I guess I was also starting to mask and hide the outward 
appearances of my internal struggles. 

I began to speak again at a much, much slower speaking 
rate. I know I will NEVER go back to the 200-250 
presentations a year speaking schedule. I decided to try 



and do this reduced schedule: two locations per week, with 
about one or two talks per location. Some days went well. 
Others, the world spun a little. There were a number of 
talks where I had to work really hard to control the building 
panic in my mind and body. I was doing everything I could 
to prepare myself for a successful speaking date: good diet, 
sleep, exercise etc. I also decided to sit for my presentations, 
ongoing. I had actually been sitting since June 2012, but 
was always thinking I would try standing. I decided to 
accept that I would not be able to stand for the near future, 
and just started sitting for all of my dates. The truth is I 
don’t know if I will ever take the chance to stand again, and 
I am ok with that.

 
March-May 2013:

 
These months are a blur of ups and downs. I was running 

longer and faster. It is amusing to look at my runs in the 
Nike + app. I use. You can see me running five kilometers 
for a number of runs, and then you can see when I crash, 
as my runs go down to one kilometer, then up to two 
kilometers and, after a week or so, back to five kilometers- 
until the next crash. I was speaking and struggling through 
them. I fell into bed most nights with the thoughts that I 
had survived another day. I was very aware that this was not 
fun. This was surviving. My sleep was still a disaster. If I got 
a two hour chunk of sleep without waking up each night, 
I seemed to be happy. There was the odd night that I got a 
three, or even a four-hour chunk of sleep. When I did have 
a longer sleep, I felt a little more “together” the next day. My 
Psychologist had given me the slogan “Great Courage with 
Great Care”, which had become my motto at this point in 



my life. For these three months I was working really hard, 
and not canceling dates when I was not feeling well. After 
a speaking date I would also try and give myself a break. 
I watched a movie, exercised or did something more fun 
to recharge myself. The swings in my mood were brutal. I 
also seemed to feel more and more frustrated each time my 
body crashed. I just wanted this journey to end. 

I wrote this journal entry in April 2013, at one of my 
speaking dates:

“Sitting at Swiss Chalet before I go and speak. Head is 
pounding. Feel crazy dizzy and nauseous. I know I have to eat 
dinner, so I am eating dinner at 4:30 so that there will be less 
people in the restaurant. I have a table in the corner and once 
I sit down I begin to relax a little. I remember when coming 
to a restaurant used to be fun. I always wonder when this will 
end…”

I found it funny that I was still scared of so many things. 
Every time I went out I was scared of how my body would 
react. Every time I went to church I wondered if I would be 
able to stand during the musical worship section, or would 
I have to sit like I did for many months? I was scared when 
I went out to a restaurant. To this day I still look for a 
booth away from other people, and in a corner or close to 
the door. I was scared when I went to a movie. I would still 
make sure I sat on an aisle, so that I had the opportunity 
to leave if I needed to. There were times I looked at people 
in church, a mall, or a restaurant, and I wondered how they 
were all doing the things that they were doing, without 
the struggles that I was experiencing. These thoughts fed a 
large struggle I had had during this journey - Loneliness. 
I felt so utterly and completely alone in my journey. Even 
though I had a God who says He will be with me, a wife 



and kids who are always beside me, friends who love and 
care for me and a church community that stands with me- I 
still felt alone so often. 

I often said to Dawn that I felt trapped. I really didn’t 
know what to do next. At this point I had been struggling 
for over a year. I had researched everything on these topics 
of anxiety and depression, and done everything that I could 
find to do. 

 
June 2013:

 
My sleep was not improving and I was still having 

ongoing anxiety. I needed some movement in my health, so 
I had a long conversation with Dawn and my Psychiatrist. 
At this time, I had been on my depression / anxiety 
medicine for over seven or eight months. Again, the quote 
“If what you are doing is not working, then you need to change 
something” came to mind. I decided that I wanted to see how 
my body would be without the Cipralex pills I was taking 
daily. Everything I read talked about how my body would 
start to heal itself naturally, after the breakdown, over time. 
I was wondering at this point, if the medicine was what 
was making me feel this way. Maybe it was the medicine 
that was feeding my sleeping issues, as there was known 
side effects that effected sleep. I had learned that my body 
did not take well to medicines like these, and I decided 
to taper off of the Cipralex, very slowly, over four weeks. 
After a few weeks of trying to chop down my pills into 
smaller amounts, I found what is called a “compounding” 
pharmacy, and they took my pill and made it into liquid 
form, so I could better control my tapering. I stopped my 
pills the last few days in June 2013.



The day after I finished my last dose of Cipralex, 
summer arrived. My family and I left for a week to Dawn’s 
family’s cottage. The day after we got there, we attended a 
local church service on the Sunday. I went out to my car to 
get an Ativan, in case I needed to take the edge off. In case 
you do not know, Ativan is a tranquilizer, and something 
that I had been taking throughout this journey, if ever I was 
feeling incredibly anxious and needed to take the edge off. 
These pills are highly addictive though, so there was always 
the balance of trying to take them when I needed them, but 
not to take them too often. I made it back through the door 
of the church, and my world was spinning. I got inside and 
realized I was not able to make it to my seat. My anxiety 
was exploding in my body. I ended up sitting on the lawn of 
the church for the entire service. Again, on my own while 
my family did something without me. I was expecting some 
sort of withdrawal symptoms, but I was not prepared for 
what was to come. By the time I went to bed that night, 
I was having about five different reactions to coming off 
of the medicine (crazy dizziness, shivers, chills, fevers and 
nausea). The next day we went to a Canada Day celebration. 
There were thousands of people, bouncy castles, live music 
etc. Very quickly I found myself overwhelmed, and sat 
listening to the live music. To everyone around me I was 
listening to the music. To me, I was trapped. Trapped in a 
chair, and holding desperately onto the table with my arms. 
Alone and trapped, again. Dawn told me that my son Ben 
was going to be riding the mechanical bull, and wanted me 
to watch and take pictures. My family left and went over to 
the ride. I remember the anger building up inside myself, at 
my situation. I decided I was going, and off I went. Halfway 
to the attraction, my world was spinning so much I debated 



just sitting down on the grass. Somehow, I made it to the 
ride and leaned my bodyweight on the edge of it. Was this 
success? I guess so. Again, it was more survival. 

Over the next two to three weeks, I would experience 
over twelve different side effects. This was my own little, 
private, hell. Nobody could see anything going on inside 
my body and mind. For some reason, I had a number of 
people say comments such as “you’re looking good” during 
this withdrawal time. The chaos and pain was all on the 
inside. I have a new-found empathy for people who are 
going through withdrawal from medicine, alcohol or even 
drugs. I know the pain that I was feeling. I would not wish 
that upon anyone. 

It was in the middle of July that I experienced something 
I had not experienced for 510 nights - a six-hour chunk of 
sleep. I assumed that after a six hour sleep, I would feel 
great. Instead, I felt like a truck hit me. My body was so 
sleep deprived that getting this much sleep really hit me 
hard. Still, I was pretty excited. I was hoping that I would 
get more sleep like this soon. 

 
August 2013:

 
Most of the withdrawal side effects were gone by now. 

I seemed to be sleeping a little deeper ... I thought. My 
schedule was much slower in the summer, as youth groups 
and schools were not booking me in. I enjoyed this time 
with my family. I had promised myself I would not coach 
baseball this year, after having to miss half of the season 
previously, because of my health issues. This lasted all of 
one game, and then I found myself coaching third base. It 
was awesome to be there. I could not even count how many 



games I had to hold on to the chain fence, for dear life, as I 
was coaching third- yet struggling. 

At this point in August I had been back speaking 
for six months. I was so glad to be back speaking. I had 
regained some of the loss of giving up speaking during my 
depression, but was now struggling with a new reality. I did 
feel called to be a speaker, but I did not feel equipped to be 
one. It was a weird question that I could not find any good 
answers to. The truth was there were lots of tough questions 
that I had no real, good answers to. Why had this journey 
happened to me? When would I come out of it? Would I 
come out of it? I wrote to a number of pastors and friends. 
I was inquiring about books, thoughts etc. on my struggles. 
I asked them this question: We have a God who is a God of 
healing, but I am not feeling healing. We have a God of comfort, 
yet I am not feeling comfort. We have a God who is good, yet 
my journey is affecting my marriage, my family, my speaking, 
my faith and my life. What is good in this? When I asked 
this to people, I could see that I made many of them very 
uncomfortable. I got lots of nice emails saying people were 
praying for me, but very little discussion on any great places 
to go for help in this area. I have come to realize that we, as 
the greater Christian community, do not have a lot to say 
about Suffering. We don’t really have basic language to help 
people with short-term, or long-term, suffering in their 
lives. What I got from a few pastors was that I should not 
be saying these things. I found that a really crazy response. 
I should not be feeling how I am feeling. Again, let’s not 
talk about these issues, as there may not be easy answers to 
them. 

 
September 2013 until present day:



 
Some days I don’t feel like I should be at the front 

speaking. I am struggling in so many areas of my life, 
including a spiritual “dark night of the soul”. I have trouble 
feeling, healing and experiencing God much these days. 
I am told this is normal for people in depression and 
struggling with health issues. My wife asked me one day 
recently if I should be speaking with the struggles in my 
faith journey. Wow, tough question… but a really good 
one. I began to research the “Dark Night of the Soul” more 
online and in books. For those of you who have not heard 
of this term “Dark Night of the Soul”, it is the concept of 
when we as Christians feel far from God, and don’t sense 
his presence for a period of time. I read an online article 
by Jon Ortberg, who talked about how “we are known by 
our fruits, not our feelings”. This helped me a lot, and I often 
remind myself of that quote. I am still seeing fruit from 
my talks. People getting counseling, people dealing with 
areas of their lives they need to, people growing close to 
God in their own faith journey. This is good “fruit” and 
God is using me, even though I struggle in my own health 
and faith journey. I have not lost my faith. I still believe 
everything that I always have. I understand that when I am 
depressed I might not feel an emotional connection with 
God. I don’t feel connected to anyone during these times. 

I am wrestling with some tough questions. Why does 
God give some people comfort in crisis, but I did not 
receive this comfort? Why does God heal some people in 
their journeys, but I have not experienced this and continue 
to struggle. There is also the “Christian-ese” (Christian 
language) that people have used, that frustrates me. People 
keep saying to me that “God will never give you more than 



you can handle.” I passed “more than I can handle” a long, 
long time ago. I know a ton of people who have been given 
way more than they can handle. I think people are taking 
the verse in 1 Corinthians 10:13 about temptation, and 
changing it to fit this situation- which really is not true. I 
do, however, believe that sometimes we are given more than 
we can handle so we are to trust in Him. In saying this, it 
now opens up a larger question. Is it just assumed that God 
is doing this to me? Is the assumption: anytime we suffer, 
it is God putting us in this situation so that we can grow 
and serve Him better? I have found in this journey that 
individual people have their own sort of, “worldview” on 
this. Some people believe that everything that happens is 
God. If I don’t sleep for a night, then God is trying to tell 
me something. If I get in an accident on the way home from 
work, God is trying to tell me something. This makes the 
assumption that everything that happens to us is spiritual 
(soul). But, what about the rest of us? What about us as 
physical beings (body), and what about us as emotional 
beings (mind)? What I have found in my journey, is that 
people seem to always think that healing will come from 
only one of the areas of Mind, Body and Soul. Many people 
I came across on my journey spoke only about my diet and 
my sleep. Others only spoke about how I needed to talk 
through my life, and find the root issues that were causing 
my mental issues. We have already mentioned the people 
who side on everything being spiritual. My Psychologist 
recently said to me something along these lines, “To 
facilitate healing we need to divide up the indivisible.” I 
love the quote in Neil T. Anderson’s book, The Bondage 
Breaker, that says “To be effective Christian counsellors, we 
have to learn to distinguish between organic or psychological 



mental illness and a spiritual battle for the mind…Depression 
is a body, soul, and spirit problem that requires a balanced body, 
soul, and spirit answer… There is no inner conflict, which is not 
psychological, because there is never a time when your mind, 
emotions, and will are not involved. Similarly, there is no 
problem, which is not spiritual. There is no time when God is 
not present.” 

In my new talk called, Your Story: the Wounding Embrace 
2.0, I am challenging people to look at healing in this 
three-fold way. We must address our physical (body), our 
emotional or psychological (mind) and spiritual (soul), 
aspects of our lives. To make it simple, I challenge people 
to see their family doctor, a counsellor and someone who 
can help them deal with all of the spiritual aspects of this 
journey. Then you work at finding healing in whatever area 
you need healing in. 

Throughout this process, I have wrestled with one 
question more than any other: Where did this come from? Is 
my trouble sleeping a result of my anxiety, or is my anxiety a 
result of not sleeping? Did I have a breakdown due to years of 
stress I put onto my life, or is there something else I’m missing? 
Presently, sleep continues to be something I lack. I am up 
most nights three to seven times a night. On July 23rd, 
2013 I did have my first six-hour chunk of sleep since this 
journey began, 510 nights before. I was hoping that this 
would be the start of normal sleep. It is now mid-fall 2013, 
and I have only had one other six-hour sleep. I guess it is 
a start. 

I have also put to rest in my life, the question of whether 
God has done this to me in my journey, or whether I have 
done this to myself (I usually lean towards this one). All 
I know is that, as a Follower of The Way, as a Christian, I 



know that God can use me and this story for the greater 
of His Kingdom. I can read through books of the Bible 
like Amos, Job and others, where God’s people are tested. 
I can also read through my favourite book of the Bible, 
which is Ecclesiastes, where time and chance also happen 
to all of us. There is a tension here. Is it God, or is it time 
and chance and life that are happening to me? I think I 
can live in this tension from now on. It does not matter 
how I got here, but that I am. I am starting to see how my 
story can be one that can maybe help others. Especially in 
our church-world, where there is much misunderstanding 
and ignorance about mental health issues. There is also an 
incredible lack of Grace given to people going through 
struggles. I walk through all of these things in my new talk. 

I continue to meet with my Psychologist who gives 
me perspective on my journey, and how my faith and my 
struggles can connect. I am meeting less regularly with my 
Psychiatrist, as I am now off of my medicines. I don’t really 
know the ending for my story. I hope it is a happy one with 
healing, redemption, hope and rescue. Right now, I don’t 
know where this will lead. For now, all I can do is keep 
working on all of the things I need to do. I am working on 
many areas in my physical body (diet, exercise), emotional 
(seeing my Christian Psychologist, reading etc.) and my 
spiritual journey (study, prayer etc.). There are days I need 
to give myself grace to take it easy, and there are days I am 
out, doing a more normal life. 

I do know this. I will NEVER be the same person 
again. My healing is not bringing me to be the same guy 
I was before. In Colin McCartney’s book, The Beautiful 
Disappointment, he talks about how he was forty years 
old and did not know who he was anymore, in his own 



journey. I feel the same. I really don’t know who I am 
anymore. I resonate with many things of my past, but I 
also see many new things in me growing. I have greater 
empathy for people I might have missed before. I think I 
really “see” people better than I ever did. I also have a keen 
eye for people, especially in ministry, who are burning out 
and beginning to break down. I guess I see myself in those 
people, and want to tell them to change directions so that 
they do not end up like me. I now view the world, and 
people, in a much different way. I value and desire different 
things than I did a short time ago. I find I drive slower 
(sometimes), and I seem to value things, like family, much 
more than I did before. I just look forward to being back to 
health and being able to live out these things better. 

I’ve started to formulate a plan for the next eight to nine 
years of my life. This is a plan that will cover me until my 
kids are done high school, and hopefully move into their 
university or college years. This plan will help me deal with 
my anxiety, allowing me to live a more balanced life. I am 
already looking more carefully at how I book my speaking 
dates. I’ll still tour, but I will think long and hard before 
booking fourteen speaking dates in one week, followed 
by sixteen speaking engagements the week after. When I 
booked that type of schedule in 2012, I was thinking about 
my Master’s costs and how I would pay them off. Thirty 
speaking dates in two weeks was CRAZY. It will never 
happen again. 

My goal is to live a life that is sustainable; sustainable 
from a standpoint of faith, family and ministry. A life 
that allows me to push past my anxiety into a life that is 
manageable and honouring to God. One of the big things 
I’ve learned through all of this is the degree to which one’s 



community can help. I have witnessed my church, my 
friends, and many people who follow me on social media, 
rally behind me, send emails and engage me in meaningful 
conversations about how they can support my family and I 
through this time.

Can I also take a second to challenge you in how you can 
support people in this type of journey? 

(1) I would first challenge you to allow people to 
heal how they need to heal. Just because you have done 
something that has given you healing, does not mean that 
that exact thing will do the same for someone else. Feel free 
to share with something that has helped you, but please 
be careful not to say that this is the only thing that they 
should try. 

(2) Please acknowledge what is going on. I was blown 
away how many friends, family and peers really refused 
to acknowledge what was going on. How many people in 
my life would look right at me, in my pain, and not say 
anything. I do understand it brings up fears of what might 
happen to them, watching me go through this, but to not 
address it makes it worse. Just say something simple. Here 
are some examples:

a. “Praying for you.”
b. “Thinking of you.” 
c. “I am sorry you are going through this.”
d. “This sucks,” quoted from my pastor Dave Adams, as 

we sat on the gym floor of my church one day. It was really 
what I needed to hear this day.

e. My pastor Jon did what I would call Lamenting with 
me. It was a look, a touch on my arm as he walked by me in 
my seat at church.

f. Even say, “I don’t know what to say.”



g. Give a hug.
h. My sister bought me a gift certificate to The Keg. This 

is always a good thing, no matter what the situation. 
i. Go sit with them. I had many people come over and 

just sit with me, as I lay on my couch. After conversations 
about my health journey, we talked about anything else 
going on in the world.

j. Listen to my story. Just ask for someone to share with 
you what is going on in their life. 

(3) Please learn about these types of issues and have 
a balanced, Grace-filled response to give people in your 
churches. 

I hope this story has helped you in some way. Either 
helped you understand what happens in a Reset in someone’s 
life, or it helps you in your own journey to hope for healing, 
redemption and rescue. Below are some resources that have 
helped me. After the resources are a number of other stories 
of people and their journeys through a Reset. 

 
Resources:
 
Books:
 
Many books have helped me fight anxiety attacks since 

my personal struggle began. Below are the three that had a 
direct impact on my healing journey and I would challenge 
you to pick up a copy- physically or digitally. 

 
(1) Trauma & Resilience: Effectively Supporting 
those who Serve God, Eds. Frauke C. Shaefer & 
Charles A. Shaefer



(2) Leading On Empty: Refilling your tank and 
renewing your passion, Wayne Corderio
(3) Who Switched off my Brain? Controlling Toxic 
thoughts and emotions, Dr. Caroline Leaf
 
Websites:
 
http://www.panicaway.com/
 
Songs: 
 
This might be a weird thing, but these songs played a 

huge role in my journey. As I would go for walks, these 
were the songs that I listened to over and over. Maybe they 
will help you as well:

 
Matt Maher - Alive Again
Hedley - Invincible
Lights - Face Up
Hillsong United - You’ll Come
Bellarive - Sing
Bellarive - Stories
Amanda Falk - Look for the Light
Amanda Falk - Horizon
Future of Forestry - The Earth Stood Still
Kim Walker - How He Loves
Leeland - Yes You Have
Leeland - Beautiful Lord
Matt Brouwer - Lead
Mute Math - Ok
Shawn McDonald - Yahweh
Ben Cantelon - Love Came Down

http://www.panicaway.com
http://www.panicaway.com


Jeremy Camp - Empty Me
Hillsong Live - Beneath the Waters (I Will Rise)
Chris Tomlin - Whom Shall I Fear (God of Angel 
Armies)
Plumb - Need You Now (How Many Times)
Matt Redman -10,000 Reasons
Parachute Band - Living Rain
Phil Wickham – You’re Beautiful
Chris Tomlin - Awake My Soul
Laura Story - Blessings
All Sons and Daughters - Brokenness Aside
 

Scripture Verses and Quotes: 
 
I found that posting quotes all over my wall and my 

desk in my office helped me many days. All of these quotes 
were emailed to me during my journey. These were quotes 
that I read over and over. I hope some of them might help 
you as well:

“And that about wraps it up. God is strong, and he 
wants you strong. So take everything the Master has set out 
for you, well-made weapons of the best materials. And put 
them to use so you will be able to stand up to everything 
the Devil throws your way. This is no afternoon athletic 
contest that we’ll walk away from and forget about in a 
couple of hours. This is for keeps, a life-or-death fight to 
the finish against the Devil and all his angels.

Be prepared. You’re up against far more than you can 
handle on your own. Take all the help you can get, every 
weapon God has issued, so that when it’s all over but the 
shouting you’ll still be on your feet. Truth, righteousness, 
peace, faith, and salvation are more than words. Learn how 



to apply them. You’ll need them throughout your life. God’s 
Word is an indispensable weapon. In the same way, prayer 
is essential in this ongoing warfare. Pray hard and long. 
Pray for your brothers and sisters. Keep your eyes open. 
Keep each other’s spirits up so that no one falls behind or 
drops out.” 
Ephesians 6: 10-18 (The Message)

 
“Draw near to God and he will draw near to you” 

James 4:8(a) (English Standard Version)
 
“The one thing I do know is that if I don’t learn to truly 

hear your voice for myself and follow it diligently regardless 
of what others say, I could feel like a fraud for the rest of 
my life ...”
Pete Greig from his book, Red Moon Rising.
 

“It has been said that often prophets’ lives are parables. 
They go through things that bring a message to the Body of 
Christ. If that is true, and I believe it is, then Kris’s freedom 
will bring exponential increase for the glory of God because 
what the enemy meant for evil, God has turned around for 
good.” 
Bill Johnson, Foreword of Spirit Wars by Kris Vallotton.

 
“Lord, I believe; help Thou mine unbelief ! Here, on 

this sacred day, in the dust before the eternal God, I cast 
my guilty and polluted soul on the sovereign mercy of the 
Redeemer. Oh, compassionate and divine Lord, save me 
from the dreadful guilt and power of sin, and accept my 
solemn, free, and unreserved surrender! Look upon me, a 



repenting, returning prodigal! Thus, Oh Lord God, am I 
humbly bold to covenant with Thee! Ratify and confirm 
it, and make me the everlasting monument of Thy mercy, 
Glory to God - Father, Son and Holy Ghost - for ever and 
ever. Amen and Amen.”
John Howard
 

“My Lord God, I have no idea where I am going. I do 
not see the road ahead of me. I cannot know for certain 
where it will end. Nor do I really know myself, and the 
fact that I think I am following your will does not mean 
that I am actually doing so. But I believe that the desire to 
please you does in fact please you. And I hope that I have 
that desire in all I am doing…And I know that if I will do 
this you will lead me by the right road though I may know 
nothing about it. Therefore will I trust you always, though I 
may seem to be lost and in the shadow of death. I will not 
fear, for you are ever with me and you will never leave me 
to face my perils alone.” 
Thomas Merton’s Prayer of Abandonment

 
“Heavenly Father, I acknowledge that You are the Lord 

of heaven and Earth. In Your sovereign power and love, You 
have entrusted me with many things. Thank You for this 
place to live. I claim my home as a place of spiritual safety 
for me and my family and ask for Your protection from 
all the attacks of the enemy. As a child of God, raised up 
and seated with Christ in the heavenly places, I command 
every evil spirit claiming ground in this place, based on the 
activities of past or present occupants, including me and my 
family, to leave and never return. I renounce all demonic 
assignments directed against this place. I ask You, Heavenly 



Father, to post your holy angels around this place to guard it 
from any and all attempts of the enemy to enter and disturb 
your purposes for me and my family. I thank You, Lord, for 
doing this in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ. Amen.” 
http://www.ficm.ca/prayers.htm

 
“Stop pretending. There is a God and He draws us 

to Him. Stop pretending He doesn’t love you. Stop 
pretending He doesn’t want you. Stop pretending that He 
hates you. Stop pretending that He fights against you. Stop 
pretending you are outside of His protection and His peace 
and His reach. Stop pretending that you don’t want to be 
saved... Find the peace you’ve longed for. Embrace the God 
you hated. You haven’t been forgotten.” 
Anonymous
 
Brett Ullman
Executive Director
Worlds Apart
www.brettullman.com 
 

http://www.ficm.ca/prayers.htm


Reset Stories
Below are 18 more stories. We hope you will find hope, 

healing, redemption and rescue through their words of 
burnout, breakdown and suffering. 

 
1. Carey Nieuwhof 
2. Wendy Meininger-Dyk 
3. Lynne Collier 
4. Deane Proctor
5. Alicia 
6. Corina Santaera 
7. Erin Thomas 
8. Becky Boone 
9. Tetcy De Boer 
10. Darlene Peel 
11. Tara Stephen 
12. Joy Cameron
13. Rick Lamothe 
14. Veronica Shier 
15. Anna Sklar 
16. Ris Rumble 
17. Scott Devlin 
18. David Tonen 



(1) Carey Nieuwhof 

9 Signs I Was Burning Out in Leadership and How I 
Recovered

As I hit 40 (when life begins, right?), I entered into 
the darkest period of my life. I had never been through 
anything quite as deep, or frankly, personally frightening.

Burnout moves fatigue and the darkness from a place 
where it was in your control, to a place where you can 
simply no longer control either.

People had always warned me I would burn out. I 
thought I could prove them wrong.

And usually I did. I would get tired – out of balance – 
but when I saw the edge, I could always pull myself back. 
Until seven years ago. 

I found the edge, and as I was falling, this time I realized 
I couldn’t pull myself back. 

Although I’m not a person who suffers from depression, 
I’m sure I would have gone to the doctor and received a 
diagnosis of clinical depression that summer, seven years 
ago.

It wasn’t your stereotypical depression.
I could get out of bed every day, and I did.
I kept praying and reading my bible.
But my speed decreased to a snail’s pace, and hope felt 

like it had died.
My motivation and passion dropped to zero. (Make that 

zero Kelvin).
I had never been there before. I knew many in ministry 

had gone down this road before me, and what scared me was 
that some of them never made it back. For them, ministry 
was done. And sometimes, tragically, they were done – hope 



never fully returned and they didn’t ever become the person 
they were before.

That was the last thing I wanted to happen to me.
In caring for others, I had not adequately cared for my 

heart or soul, or let others who wanted to care for it, do so.
I spiraled down for about three months before I hit 

bottom.
There were 9 things I personally experienced as I burned 

out, that may help you gauge where you are at personally.
1. Your motivation has faded. The passion that fueled 

you is gone, and your motivation has either vaporized or 
become self-centered.

2. Your main emotion is ‘numbness’ – you no longer 
feel the highs or the lows.  This was actually one of the 
earliest signs for me that the edge was near. I wrote more 
about emotional numbness here.

3. People drain you. Of course there are draining people 
on the best of days- but not everybody, every time. Burnout 
often means few, to no people, energize you anymore.

4. Little things make you disproportionately 
angry. When you start losing your cool over small things, 
it’s a sign something deeper is very wrong.

5. You’re becoming cynical.  Many leaders fight this one, 
but cynicism rarely finds a home in a healthy heart.

6. Your productivity is dropping. You might be working 
long hours, but you’re producing little of value. Or, what 
used to take you five minutes just took you forty-five. That’s 
a warning bell.

7.   You’re self-medicating.   Your coping mechanism 
has gone underground, or dark. Whether that’s overeating, 
overworking, drinking, impulsive spending or even drugs, 
you’ve chosen a path of self-medication over self-care. 

http://careynieuwhof.com/2012/11/the-early-warning-signs-of-a-hard-heart/
http://careynieuwhof.com/2013/03/how-do-you-kill-the-cynicism-inside-you/


Ironically, my self-medication was actually more work, 
which just spirals things downward.

8. You don’t laugh anymore.  Nothing seems fun or 
funny, and, at its worst, you begin to resent people who 
enjoy life.

9. Sleep and time-off no longer refuel you. Sometimes 
you’re not burnt out; you’re just tired. A good night’s sleep, 
or a week or two off, will help most healthy people bounce 
back with fresh energy. But, you could have a month off 
when you’re burnt out and not feel any difference. I took 
three weeks off during my summer of burn out, and I 
felt worse at the end than when I had started. Not being 
refueled when you take time off is a major warning sign 
you’re burning out.

If those are the symptoms, what’s the cure?
While everyone’s recovery story is different, there were 

key factors that, in retrospect, were essential to my recovery 
that came with the love and assistance of a great wife, 
board, leadership team, close friends, a counselor, and a very 
gracious God.

It took about  six months  for me to move from ‘crisis’ 
(20% of normal) to operational (maybe, 60%).

It took another year to get from 60% to 80% of ‘normal’.
Finally, it took another three or four years to finally feel 

100% again – like myself. Even a new self.
The good news is there is life after burnout.
Along the way, these 12 things helped me immensely. 

And while your story might be different, I hope they might 
help you, even in some small way:

1. Telling someone. This was hard. I think it is for most 
leaders, especially guys. My guess is you will resist because 
of pride. But pride is probably what made you burn out. 



Don’t miss this: Only humility will get you out of what pride 
got you into. Swallow your pride and tell someone safe that 
you have a problem.

2. Getting help. You can’t do this alone. Really, you 
can’t. I went to a trained counselor and had a circle of 
friends who walked the walk with me. You need to talk to 
your doctor and to a trained Christian counselor. And you 
need others. I had people pray over me. My wife, Toni, was 
an incredible and exceptional rock. I’m not sure I would 
have made it without them. I’m a guy and I prefer to work 
through my own problems. This one was so much bigger 
than me. So, get help.

3. Lean into your friends.  Yes, this could have been 
included in Point 2, but the guys would have missed it. 
Friends came to our house and prayed for me. They called 
me. One day a friend called and simply said “I know you 
can’t feel it today, but the sun will rise again. It will.” I can’t 
tell you how much those words meant to me that day. Your 
friends care about you. 

4. Keep leaning into God. Just because he seems silent, 
doesn’t mean he’s absent. I did not feel God for months. 
Not when I prayed, or read the bible, or worshipped. But 
I didn’t give myself permission to quit. In these pivotal 
moments you will either lean away from God, or into 
him. Lean in, hard- even if you feel nothing. I did, and 
eventually, the feelings of intimacy returned. Your emotions 
will eventually catch up to your obedience.

5. Rest. I was so physically and emotionally tired when 
I burnt out. I slept for about ten hours a day, for a month 
straight, adding naps to my daily diet on top of that. I think 
sleep is like money; deficits become debt, and debt needs 



to be paid off. I paid off my sleep debt that month and I 
always try now to make sure I am not running a deficit. 

6. Find something else to take your attention away 
from your pain.  The problem with pain (or at least my 
pain) is when you do nothing you only have your pain to 
focus on. Distraction is a powerful tool to get your mind 
thinking about other things. Watch a movie. Go out for 
dinner. Go for a hike. Go to a party. Go to a concert. It’s 
not easy. But get out as often as you can. I know it got my 
mind off the constant cycle of depression.

7. Do what you can.  Again, you may need a long 
sabbatical. But I took three weeks off and went back to 
work. On my first week back in the office, it took me longer 
to write a three line email than it took me to write this 
entire blog post, but I focused on doing what I could. The 
first weekend I preached, those who knew the shape I was 
in all told me “We would have had no idea you were feeling 
so bad.” I knew how I felt inside, but it was good to know I 
could still be helpful to others in some way. I think, for me, 
it was important to discover what I could still do.

8. Don’t do anything drastic or stupid. Underline this. 
Because my illness involved my mind, I was tempted to do 
all kinds of things that could have ruined my life. Some 
days I just said to myself, “don’t do anything stupid today.” 
And if I didn’t, that was progress. I’m so thankful I didn’t 
do anything rash or irresponsible.

9. Trust again. One of the contributing factors to my 
crash was a few relationships (not my family) in which trust 
was broken. As hurt as I felt and as cynical as I was at 
points, I made a conscious decision to trust again. And the 
wonderful thing is: so many people  are  trustworthy- and 
God always is. 



10. Closely monitor balance. I used to pride myself in 
being able to go at whatever I was doing, longer and harder 
than anyone else. I now closely monitor how I’m feeling, 
my rest, and my balance between time with people, and 
time alone. I’m hyper focused on it because I can’t afford 
not to be. I build margin into my schedule because without 
it, the edge of the next cliff is right around the corner.

11. Watch for the warning signs. I watch for signs of 
burnout diligently. Constant monitoring and corresponding 
adjustments is central to staying healthy.

11. Take full responsibility for the health of your soul. 
Nobody else is responsible for your health. You are.  Pray, 
read your bible, seek life-giving friendships, replenish your 
energy, eat right, work out, love deeply. These things nourish 
your soul. If you don’t do them, nobody will.

12. Believe there’s hope. It took me almost five years 
to feel like ‘myself ’ again (a new self for that matter). It 
was a long road back for me, personally, and I had to keep 
believing that God wasn’t done with me. 

Seven years later I’m so thankful. Our church has never 
been healthier, or more effective. I am enjoying what I’m 
doing more than ever, and the opportunities before me 
have never been greater. How much of that could I see or 
imagine seven years ago? Exactly 0%; but I had to not give 
up, despite that. In those moments and days where I still 
don’t feel good, I cling to the hope that the sun will rise 
again. And it does.

Wherever you are in your personal story, I hope and pray 
you find grace in the moment and the strength to continue 
to put one foot ahead of the other.

At the end of it all, there really is life. 
 



Carey Nieuwhof
Connexus Community Church
www.careynieuwhof.com
Twitter | @cnieuwhof
Facebook | /cnieuwhof

 
 

(2) Wendy’s Story
 
My name is Wendy Meininger-Dyk, and this is my story 

about resetting my life. I would not have chosen suffering 
as a way of finding deeper meaning in life, but God seems 
to have a strange take on suffering. Some might think that 
God has a strange sense of humor, to use suffering as a way 
to reach Him, but I know that I am stubborn and rebellious 
and would not have listened if I had not been brought to 
my knees. God doesn’t take perverse pleasure in suffering; 
rather, the Bible has identified it as a way to build character 
and to come into closer association with Him. So, this is 
my story of suffering, loss, surrender and hope.

This story starts in the fall of 2007. I had been married to a 
wonderful man for twenty-one years, had two fantastic kids 
and a job that I really enjoyed. Not everything was perfect, 
but life seemed pretty close to perfect. My job was especially 
meaningful to me. I really enjoyed teaching at a local 
community college, and was the Academic Coordinator for 
a degree program. As a coordinator I had the opportunity 
to teach, travel, speak at conferences, interact with students, 
work with faculty and administrators, and set the academic 
goals for the program. It was a dynamic job that demanded 
the best I had to offer, and I loved it. 

http://www.careynieuwhof.com/


That fall, I had a series of throat infections that didn’t 
want to go away. I was treated with multiple rounds of 
antibiotics and was ill for most of the fall term. It was the 
harbinger of things to come. The infections cleared after 
the third round of antibiotics but, by the start of the winter 
term I was experiencing a range of strange symptoms that I 
thought might be stress related. I was extremely fatigued. I 
could no longer function at my previous energy level, and I 
would have to nap even before having the energy to prepare 
dinner for my family. There was also a lack of ability to 
concentrate, so that I couldn’t complete the tasks that had 
come easily to me before. And finally, I lost the ability to 
make decisions. Not good for someone responsible for an 
academic program, its’ students and faculty. 

I went to the doctor, looking for some kind of answer 
to what ailed me. She was very concerned about me and 
wanted me to take time off work to rest and recover. 
After some negation, we agreed that I could complete the 
academic term and leave in June, but she insisted I leave 
work by April. My official diagnosis was Adrenal and 
Chronic Fatigue. Nothing was prescribed and I was ordered 
to take it easy. And, I did take it easy – but not by choice. 
I slept through the summer and fall of 2008, requiring as 
much as twenty hours of sleep per day. The fatigue was so 
extreme by then, that it was enough to get out of bed and 
make it to the sofa in the living room to sleep some more. I 
had difficulties with the ordinary stuff of life – making the 
bed, making dinner, grocery shopping and communicating 
with my family. 

Things began to change for me during the winter 
of 2009. The fatigue was still there, but now it was 
supplemented by body pain. My diagnosis now included 



Fibromyalgia. The joint pain was so bad that I had to sell my 
standard transmission car and replace it with an automatic, 
because I couldn’t shift the gears. There were also cognitive 
difficulties and I had troubles remembering where I was 
and how to get places. But the most troubling things were 
the difficulties I experience with loss of vocabulary and loss 
of cognitive processing. I could no longer read my lecture 
notes, or research, because I didn’t know the words and I 
couldn’t follow the argumentation. 

A funny story from that period happened one day, when 
I was driving (my automatic) and I couldn’t remember 
where I was or how to get home. The funny part was that, 
not only did I not know where I was, but I also didn’t have 
the words to ask for directions. So, I kept driving, hoping 
that something would look familiar. This has to be funny, 
because otherwise it would be frightening and tragic: the 
college professor who has forgotten how to talk. 

2009 was a long year with increasing body pain and 
cognitive impairment. As someone who had always been 
self-reliant and strong, being reduced to someone whose 
capabilities and faculties were diminished, and diminishing, 
was very hard. I wondered: “Is this what it’s like to have 
Alzheimer’s? To be actively aware that you are losing yourself ?” 
I grappled with questions like: “What is it like to lose the very 
thing on which you build your identity?” “What is it like to look 
into the abyss of continued loss of functioning?” “Who is left 
when you have been stripped of your physical strength, mind 
and reasoning?” and “Who am I at the core of my being?” 

Even though my husband and kids were as supportive as 
they could be, the loneliness of illness is walked alone. I was 
lonely and alone with my physical struggles and with the 
emotional fallout of the illness. What I didn’t realize at the 



time was that my illness was isolating, not only for me, but 
also for everyone in my family. My kids later told me that 
I wasn’t as patient with them as I had been, and as a result 
they didn’t want to talk with me as often. With active kids 
who really loved doing things together, the loss of walks in 
the park and bike rides together was more significant than 
I imagined. My kids were spending more and more time 
by themselves. As my fatigue and pain overcame me, the 
very fabric of our family life became fractured. I felt like I 
was losing myself, but in addition to that, I was losing the 
people who meant the most to me and they were losing 
me, too. I felt guilty, afraid of what I couldn’t control and 
helpless to help my kids through some difficult teenage 
years. Throughout this time my husband was my rock. His 
loyalty to me was something I needed to trust. But the 
truth is that we were drifting farther and farther apart, too. 
He spent all his days at work in a demanding job and I 
spent my time on the sofa. I couldn’t concentrate to listen 
to him talk about his day and I didn’t have anything to 
contribute to conversation. It was only a matter of time 
before conversations began to fade away and we were left 
holding our hopes in our hands, and little else. As I become 
more isolated, my husband, too, began to spend more time 
alone, while I became increasingly dependent on him for 
all sorts of common things. The reality of our situation 
was that we had our faith in common, our kids, home and 
history, and yet somehow, my illness was crowding out our 
good life and leaving us bereft. 

The questions that plagued me could not be answered 
by anyone. Speaking with family or friends did not provide 
relief, nor could they point me in a direction that would 
lead to mental relief. The primary question of who I would 



be at the end of the illness could not be answered. If my 
story ended here, in a never-ending downward spiral, there 
would be nothing left to say. But this is a story of hope 
in the midst of pain, loneliness and mental anguish, and I 
want you to meet the God who met me. 

Throughout the time I was suffering the Holy Spirit of 
God never left me. Even while I was alone, He remained. 
This is grace filled and loving. Who, but a God of kindness, 
would stay with me while I was losing myself ? But His 
remaining with me is only half of the understanding I 
had to acquire. The balance of understanding came out of 
submission to this God. Submission – what a terrible word 
for me. I have described myself as stubborn, rebellious, self-
reliant and strong- but not submissive. After all, I like to 
be in charge. But more than anything else, God wanted 
to mold my character and bend me to his will. His Spirit 
was relentless, chasing me down the hallways of mental 
suffering. Never leaving me and never releasing me to settle 
for giving Him less than my whole self. Who, but God, 
would want my diminished self ? Who, but a great God, 
could love me that fiercely? 

I clearly remember the moment when in desperation for 
peace, I cried out to God in submission. That sounds pretty 
holy, but I was angry. Why would God not just leave me 
alone? After all, I felt abandoned by everyone else. Not only 
that, but I had nothing to offer and in a world where you 
have to prove yourself over and over again, coming with 
empty hands is just wrong. Here is what God taught me in 
that moment of submission, the moment I told God that 
I was giving in to Him and that He could now control 
my life and that I was not going to fight Him anymore. 
He taught me that there was nothing to prove because He 



loves me for who I am. It’s just that simple. Regardless of 
who I am, or what I can offer, He loves me. He loves me. 
In spite of my flaws, my rebellion and my desire for self-
reliance, God just loves me. 

In retrospect, this was the change that led to healing. 
People in my wider circle of friends began to suggest 
alternate diagnosis and alternate medical practitioners. 
I began to work, first with a Naturopath, who diagnosed 
me with Lyme disease, and then with a medical doctor 
who began, in June 2010, an immediate and aggressive 
treatment. After eight months of heavy antibiotic treatment, 
I saw significant improvement: fatigue and body pain had 
lessened, my speech was coming back and I could think 
more clearly. 

Finally, in September 2011, I was back to work full-time. 
I had been gone from work for three years. Three years in 
a large institution means that everything, and nothing, has 
changed. I didn’t know any of the students anymore and the 
degree program I had so fiercely built had been suspended; 
there were new faculty, including some that had been hired 
part-time to replace me. But the administration was largely 
the same and I still had social capital with the senior faculty. 
Slowly I began to rebuild my career. As I write this, I find 
that I can contribute to the life of the college, academia 
and my students. My family, and especially my husband, 
has been gracious and generous. He has never wavered in 
demonstrating his love for me. After having seen what I 
went through, he remains very protective of me and reminds 
me that I don’t have to take everything on. My kids have 
moved on with their lives and in true teenage style, what 
I went through has had surprisingly little impact on them. 
My husband and I have good communication with our 



now, grown children and they honour us by including us 
in their lives. 

However, Lyme is a disease that keeps taking and I will 
never be at 100% again. But Lyme has taught me some 
important lessons and has completely reset my thinking. 
Most significantly, God doesn’t want what I can do, He just 
wants me; and the question that plagued me in my most 
difficult moments, who am I at the core of my being? Has 
been answered for all time: I am God’s beloved daughter.

 
Wendy Meininger-Dyk 
Pickering

 
 

(3) Lynne Collier
The Tornado Effect

 
Laying on my bed, curled in the fetal position, I 

struggled to put the pieces together of what had brought 
me to this dark, noisy place. I rocked violently and clenched 
my fists under my chin, pushing my head upward until I felt 
a stabbing pain in my neck. I ground my teeth and was sure 
I’d loosened them. I tried to think clearly, but the noise was 
overpowering and all I could do was let the waves overtake 
me. In desperation I cried out to God, silently, “Why am I 
here again?!” I had been in this state when I was younger. I 
swore I’d not allow anyone or anything to take me back to 
that place; yet there I was.

The noise in my head was like a constant, thundering 
rush of wind. It only subsided for brief spells when I slept 
from exhaustion. Each time I awoke the noise returned with 
full force. I felt as if I was trapped in a tornado, without 



any relief and no hope of it diminishing. I rocked in a vain 
attempt to break free from the spinning in my head, but I 
lay there, isolated and lost in the storm.

A few months earlier it seemed like life was taking a 
new path. The state of separation I had lived in with my 
husband had become a new-found friendship. I had finally, 
after many years of ‘walking on eggshells’, come to the place 
of decision. I confronted him and offered him his freedom 
from the broken marriage, so he could live in peace instead 
of the negative and uncaring world that had become our 
marriage. Surprisingly, he said that wasn’t what he wanted 
and hoped we could still work on living in peace together. 
We started talking about how we felt, and agreed to put the 
past behind us, and try to move forward as friends and see 
where the friendship would take us. It was a pleasant turn 
of events and a very welcomed one among the other strife 
brewing in our lives.

My parents were living with us at the time. It was the 
second time we had tried to live with them. The first time 
was when my father was ill and they sold us their larger 
home so we could all live together. That ended four years 
later with us deep in debt and holding two mortgages. 
Eighteen years later and here we were again, living with my 
parents. Our two older children had grown and left home. 
Our twenty-four -year old son, who has autism, had decided 
to remain living with us. My parents were both unwell at 
the time. My father had undergone three bypasses and my 
mother was becoming frail from Parkinson’s disease and 
Dementia. They were seeking help with daily life, as they 
became unable to do their own errands and drive to doctors 
and such. They asked if my husband would be willing to let 
them renovate his large home-office to make a ‘granny flat’ 



for them to live beside the house, so they would be near to 
us if they needed anything. I won’t go into details, everyone 
who’s lived with extended family, especially parents, knows 
that it’s difficult. Like living in a fish bowl and being 
constantly told you’re living your life ‘wrong’. Amidst this, I 
was, myself, pulling away from my relationship with them, 
so that I could build up my relationship with my husband. 

During this time I was visiting a counsellor to try to 
put my marriage on firm ground. My husband didn’t want 
to see a counsellor. He felt we could work things out on 
our own if we agreed to not blame each other, but accept 
that both of us had made bad decisions. So, I could only 
work on my own issues and try to bring the insights back 
home to talk to him about. It all seemed to be working well. 
My parents, on the other hand, were not happy about me 
being absent from home. To add to the stress, they were 
constantly critical of my lifestyle as an active member of 
our church, and questioning my parenting with our son. It 
became difficult and tension was mounting. My mother’s 
doctor had suggested that she go into a nursing home 
soon, as her situation had become accelerated and she now 
needed a PSW daily. My father developed complications 
with his heart, so he was in need of a PSW too. I was 
unable, physically, to lift my mother, due to a knee injury. 
We all agreed that we would visit nursing homes with a 
view to choosing the one we felt was best for my mother. 
She would move in the spring and my father decided to 
move too, to an apartment close to the nursing home. Our 
home is quite a long way from town. So we spent the next 
few months searching for nursing homes and apartments 
with easier access.



My husband renewed his faith and stopped drinking 
alcohol, although he didn’t go to AA. He’s a very private 
person. Everything seemed to be well for us, and my parents 
were moving on to the next stage of their lives. Our son was 
doing well and had started a career he could work on at 
home. His autism was not as much trouble for him and he 
was actively involved with the church and had friends.

Then a rift developed in my nice new world. My parents 
said they felt as if they were no longer welcome with us and 
had decided to move two hours away, closer to my brother. 
They felt he would look after them better (A shock to me 
and my brother, as my parents had just left a home they 
shared with him and his family, which also didn’t end well). 
I was shocked and terribly upset. I couldn’t understand why 
they felt that way. My husband had become protective of 
me during our time reconnecting, so he told them to do as 
they wanted, without argument. I was concerned about my 
frail mother having to move twice again, but my father’s 
mind was made up. They moved within two weeks. The 
time during the move and immediately after, were awkward 
to say the least. We all remained civil and helped with the 
packing. There were other things during the time we lived 
together, that were uncomfortable and intrusive, and quite 
demeaning for my husband and me, but we had expected 
that to some extent. We hadn’t however, expected this 
sudden withdrawal, and were glad when it was over. 

A sudden event within the relationship with my husband 
set us back. Still a private man, he refused counsel and I 
was left wondering what I’d done wrong. The upset with 
my parents was compounded by a slow realization that the 
neglect I had felt all those years from my husband, and the 
recent event which had brought problems into our new 



friendship, was probably due to high-functioning autism, 
Asperger’s Syndrome, which our son now had. I was very 
discouraged and at a loss what to do to get my world back 
on track. After all, I had renewed my faith after the last 
depression and was now a strong woman, with a strong 
faith. Then I felt the old discouragement creeping in and I 
lost sight of my worth in Christ.

The voices in my head reared once more and I slid down 
into another depression.

I knew what was coming but felt helpless to stop it. I 
made an emergency call to the LifeCare Centre to make an 
appointment with my counsellor as soon as possible. She 
stayed behind after hours to see me. I was in a horrible 
state by then, shaking and crying uncontrollably. I couldn’t 
stop wringing my hands as I shouted and swore about the 
whole situation. (I rarely swear; a mother’s habit to lead by 
example). “Some example you are now!” screamed silently 
in my mind; accusingly. “Do you want your children to 
follow THIS example?! You’re worthless as a mother! Just 
look at you! You’re not even a good Christian! I thought 
Christians looked to God for help. Doesn’t the Bible say 
He’ll never leave you or forsake you? Where is He now?!” I 
knew they were lies, but they spun me around relentlessly 
and smashed me against the wall, never the less. I knew 
Scripture. I knew God was always there. He just suddenly 
seemed so far away. 

My counsellor strongly suggested I see my family doctor. 
I didn’t want to be given mind-altering drugs, but I agreed 
to accept any help I could get. I made an urgent call to my 
doctor. As expected, he recommended an anti-depressant 
and I agreed to try it. If not for the patient talks I had 
with our son, I would have had to leave the marriage. His 



insight into his world helped me not to be angry with my 
husband, myself and God. Along with one of our pastors, he 
reminded me of verses I’d lost in my depression- promises 
of God’s unfailing love for me.

The next few months were spent in counsel and frequent 
visits to my doctor. My husband was very supportive and 
drove me everywhere I needed to go, even after a long day 
at work, two hours from home. I kept skipping church 
because I knew I didn’t look like myself and didn’t behave 
like the friendly person everyone knew. I hid from people 
and, unable to walk upright, I shuffled along with my 
head down. My Spiritual Gifts came to a sudden halt and 
accusations in my head shouted “Failure!” 

After many visits with my counsellor, I came to realize 
that my husband wasn’t to blame; neither was I when all was 
said and done. We were both caught up in the tornado of 
misunderstandings, broken dreams, lack of knowledge and 
the stuff of life. I discovered from counselling, that I had 
unrealistic expectations of what a marriage is; coupled with 
the new-found possibility that my husband may see the 
world from a different perspective, entirely, on top of that! I 
hated taking the drug, but it eventually helped me to calm 
down before bed, so I could sleep unclenched and quiet. 
I slowly emerged from my isolation and began attending 
church again. It was a while before I could sing along and 
even longer before I felt my Spiritual Gifts reappear. If not 
for the help from my family doctor, who knew the correct 
anti-depressant for my symptoms, the LifeCare Centre and 
support from family and a few close friends, I would still be 
in that dark, desperate place. I was not strong enough to do 
it alone, and it took the faith and care of others to remind 
me of who I was, and how important I am to God.



 
My heartfelt gratitude to my son, Benjamin:
benjaminfrog.wordpress.com 
And to: LifeCare Centres of Durham - http://www.
lifecarecentres.com/

 
Lynne Collier (Bowmanville) 
thewhiterosewriters.com

 
 

(4) Deane Proctor Story
“Have these symptoms persisted for more than fourteen 
days?”

 
Although it is the standard length of time used in 

diagnosing mental illnesses such as anxiety or depression, 
when my family doctor asked that question she had no idea 
how far off the mark she was. I glanced at my wife who 
smiled patiently at me, waiting to see how I’d answer the 
question. It was like asking a pro hockey player if he’d skated 
“recently” or a chef if he’d been anywhere near a kitchen 
lately. The answer was “yes”. Yes, my depression symptoms 
had troubled me for longer than two weeks. In fact, as I sat 
in her office in September of 2008, and reflected on the 
precise time line, I determined that a dark cloud had hung 
over me for well over two decades. 

Since that day in my doctor’s office, and my subsequent 
diagnosis of major depression, I have thought often of 
when exactly all of this started, and I’ve settled on 1980 
(the year I was in grade eight). There doesn’t seem to 
have been a major event that sent me spiraling into an 
undiagnosed and prolonged depression- just a collection 

http://benjaminfrog.wordpress.com
http://www.lifecarecentres.com
http://www.lifecarecentres.com
http://thewhiterosewriters.com/


of times when I was, once again, longing to be anyone 
but who I was. These snapshots of my life include times 
of rage and anger, times of forced bravado where I set out 
to prove, to myself and the whole world that I was “okay”. 
There were times of lonely darkness and most of the time 
these snapshots were centered around my hyper-focusing 
on changing myself, and everything about me. Because my 
mental decline was a gradual one, it was easy to shrug off 
these events and symptoms as mere “adolescent phases” and 
“teenage angst”. It was patently easier for me to do this than 
most, as many years earlier I had been promoted directly 
from kindergarten to grade two. This meant that for the 
remainder of my academic life I would always be one year 
behind by peers in everything. This reality formed me into 
a great pretender, always struggling for peer acceptance and 
always uncomfortable with the skin I was in.

My high school life was probably not much different 
than most other teens. I continued my attempt to fit in, be 
accepted, to achieve parent and teacher approval but never 
quite felt that I did. During this time I became hyper-
focused on instrumental music. Every spare moment, every 
spare period, was spent in the music room practicing the 
saxophone. I had made up my mind in grade eight that I 
would become a professional musician. A pro sax player! 
To that end I chose to attend a high school that boasted a 
renowned music department and a high caliber of student 
musicians. Four years later (just days before my high school 
graduation) I was faced with the reality that I just wasn’t 
skilled enough to make a career out of instrumental music. 
In what would become an emerging pattern, I placed my 
sax case on the shelf after practice one day in May 1986, 



and never picked it up again. Time to hyper-focus on 
something else.

What does a person do when they love music and love 
talking about music AND have no career plans whatsoever, 
but need to find one in a hurry? The answer for me was 
radio. For seven years, straight out of high school, my 
next place of hyper-focus and self-loathing on the still 
unrecognized depression journey was as a radio announcer. 
The radio industry is among the most ego-driven industries 
on the planet, and in my experience, not at all the place for 
an emotionally fragile person, such as me, to be immersed. 
Hindsight is a wonderful thing isn’t it? Over the next seven 
years I poured myself into whatever duties I was assigned, 
including a time spent in the radio station’s production 
studio, where I fancied myself a radio station version of the 
Beach Boys’ Brian Wilson (funny that I wanted to emulate 
someone with their own monumental mental illness!) as 
I hunched over the sound board taking scripted words 
and transforming them into well-produced, sound-selling 
commercials. And then, it happened again.

In 1994, following an especially harsh dressing-down 
from the station manager, I walked away from radio. The 
details of my quitting don’t matter, but suffice to say looking 
back that it was one of the most unprofessional acts of my 
radio career. History was repeating itself. Just as I had done 
years before in the high school music room, I slammed shut 
one season of life, placed it on the shelf and walked away, 
sure that I deserved better, could achieve more, would be 
appreciated elsewhere and only too happy to stick it to an 
employer who had given me an industry opportunity in 
radio that few if any other station managers would have. I 
was living life as Frank Sinatra sang: “My Way”.



Most significant in this story is a phone call made on 
the evening before I would quit my radio job. I had called 
my wife’s uncle for advice, as he was employed by HRDC 
(Human Resources Development Canada). I got the legal, 
professional advice I was seeking, and I got more. In the 
course of the phone conversation, my wife’s uncle gently 
shared his own conviction that a life without Jesus would 
always end in the frustration and hopelessness I was 
presently feeling. He then asked, “How much worse could 
it get if you let someone else run your life...someone like 
the Son of God?” I was married and had a one-year-old 
daughter, a car payment, a mortgage and no direction. So, 
with my back to the wall, I began the first tentative steps in 
a life with Christ. At that moment the clouds parted, my 
mind cleared up and I never failed at anything ever again! 
Yeah right. In truth, I had begun a spiritual journey in 1994 
like no other, but it would still be fourteen years before my 
emotional wellbeing would finally be addressed.

By 1999 I was working for my father in law, I now 
had two daughters, was still married to my long-suffering 
wife, was living in a brand new home and was loving my 
deepening involvement in the faith community that had 
become our church family. For all that was mine, at this 
time I kept looking for the next big change that would 
finally “complete” me. My next attempt at change would 
come with an epiphany that “I should be a minister”, 
and my subsequent enrolment at McMaster Divinity 
College that same year. By the following spring I was a 
father, a husband, an employee, a seminary student AND 
was preaching regularly at a two point charge (Dutton & 
Iona Station Baptist Churches) located near my home. 
This would be the pattern for the next two years, until the 



churches called me first to be their Interim Minister and 
later as their full-time Pastor. Periods of anger, frustration, 
self-loathing, sleeplessness and more would continue to 
mark the years leading to that September day in my doctor’s 
office. Things came to a head in the summer of 2008. It is 
fair, at this point to say that the two churches that I was 
serving did not get the best of me that year. Not.Even.
Close. My frustration was thinly veiled, my hyper-focus 
on things that I saw as problems was counter-productive, 
and my careless words would several times steep me in 
guilt and would require personal apologies later. In one 
case, I left a church meeting and drove home for the first 
time in tears. Sadly, I could only ask “What is wrong with 
these people?” I almost never entertained the idea that the 
problem was me. I was desperate for change. It was time, 
once again, to change seasons (and hopefully myself ) and 
to start over in a different ministry location. The more I 
pushed my wife to make this change with me, the more she 
resisted. This of course only fed my frustration and anger. 
Since sleeplessness was a regular occurrence, it had become 
common for me to sit up all night watching TV or working 
in my home office. During these periods I would surf job 
postings that I felt suited my inflated sense of my own 
skills and abilities. Occasionally, I would broach the topic 
with my wife, usually using words like “I’m going to die 
if I stay here!” (Catastrophic-thinking anyone?), but most 
often I stewed inwardly about how “stuck” I was. On one 
occasion, I somehow managed to convince her to let me 
send a couple of resumes to churches that were seeking. 
For some reason she agreed to this, but when one church 
called to set up an interview she made it clear that she was 
not going to move. Frustrated again, I withdrew from that 



search process and from most people, while the darkness of 
self-doubt and total defeat overwhelmed me. 

“Have these symptoms persisted for more than fourteen 
days?”

In September 2008 I affirmed to my family doctor that 
indeed these symptoms had been assailing me for longer 
than two weeks. What followed was a diagnosis of major 
depression and a prescription for an anti-depressant. I have 
since described the time that followed as having gone from 
“looking at the world through the peep hole on an apartment 
door, to wide-screen”. By this I meant that I could still see 
those things that I had been hyper-focused on for years, but 
now with the help of an SSRI, I was able to see them in 
perspective (I was amazed how small were those things that 
I thought to be mountains!). Within weeks I was enjoying 
a contentedness with myself and the world that I had not 
known for many, many years. I had become patient, gentle, 
loving and accepting. I could sleep again! The best example 
of the change toward wellness that had come over me was 
seen in that I no longer felt desperate to leave my churches. 
I began to love and appreciate those people all over again 
and was eager to see where God would take us. Little did 
I know…

In January 2009 I received a call from a church that I 
had sent a resume to the previous summer. I had all but 
forgotten about the application and honestly wasn’t even 
thinking about other opportunities anymore. This church 
asked if I would be willing to meet them … just to talk. Six 
months earlier I would have been in the car and driving 
already, before they would have even hung up, but not 
anymore. I told them I needed to discuss it with my wife 
and that I would get back to them. My wife and I were 



at long last able to have a calm, level-headed conversation 
about this topic, without her feeling pushed and without 
me feeling desperate. We agreed, together, that there was 
no harm in meeting with them … just to talk. That one 
meeting gave rise to another meeting and again we agreed 
that there was no harm in…just talking. By March 2009 
our “just talking” turned to action and just as my mind had 
changed about the idea of moving, so had my wife’s heart. 
On August 1 of that year I took on the role of Lead Pastor 
of Queensway Baptist Church in Brantford, Ontario.

Well-meaning Christians have since asked me, in 
reference to this dark period of my life, “did you pray?” 
“Did you search the scriptures?” “Did you determine what 
unconfessed sins were manifesting themselves through 
these events?” While I have resisted resorting to physical 
violence in response, I have seen the imperative of the 
evangelical Christian church to “grow-up” about this topic. 
In a recent sermon where I shared my depression battle 
with my congregation, I challenged anyone who might 
have these same questions to make sure they are also asking 
them of the diabetics and cancer patients around them as 
well. “In this way”, I said “at least you’ll be consistent in 
your broken theology”. It is my desire to help the church 
into understanding and accepting the reality of mental 
illness without fear, judgement or hyper-spiritualizing. This 
is why I am honoured to be part of this project.

 
Deane Proctor 
Brantford, Ontario  
Lead Pastor Queensway Baptist Church 

 
 



(5) Alicia’s Story
 
I stand frozen between my parents fighting with each 

other. In an angry attempt to get to my brother, my father 
pushes my mother over, who is trying to protect him from 
Dad’s rage; my brother is hiding behind Mom. We are 
all occupying the small space of the closet in the master 
bedroom. As Mom falls, she knocks her head against the 
closet wall and slumps unto the ground. I watch it all in 
complete terror. To see my mother hurt and helpless is like 
getting a huge blow to my stomach, and I begin to wail 
loudly for her. My Dad hardly reacts to what happens. He 
begins to drag her by her legs out of the closet, and attempts 
to pull her unto the bed, failing many times and causing 
her body to slump unto the ground over and over again. 
I make a dash toward Mom to hug her, but Dad swiftly 
pushes me back. I try again and he succeeds in pushing me 
back once more, stopping me in my attempts to be with my 
unconscious mother.  My father is bigger and stronger and 
I give up. My protector is on the ground and cannot help 
me leave this nightmare.  I get frustrated and wail louder 
because my father is an ogre. I burn with anger because he 
is treating her like a trash bag; my mother, who was and 
still is a constant and steady caring figure in my life. 

As a child, I had to brace the effects of physical, verbal, 
and emotional abuse often. My father was usually never 
home. When he did return after days at a time, he would 
cause havoc and would breed an atmosphere of fear. One of 
the most painful moments of my childhood was finding my 
mother’s journal and reading her logs about the abuse she 
took from my father; I cried miserably. Sometimes the fights 
between Mom and Dad would get so sharp that the police 



needed to be called. Aside from the constant fighting, there 
was the ordeal of my father also committing adultery with 
several women. My brother and I found letters in a drawer 
with the return address ripped off of each one. The letters 
were obviously from a woman or women; the content in 
the messages were very intimate. We gave the letters to my 
Mom because we did not want to hide it, even though the 
day on which we gave them to her was her birthday. Years 
afterward, the marriage finally came to a halt. My mother 
thought she had the ultimate evidence of my father’s 
unfaithfulness to pin against him, and she was furious. I 
remember hearing yells erupting from the master bedroom. 
My father, looking very embarrassed, swiftly walked from 
the hallway, darted down the stairs, packed his work bag, 
and left the house. My Mom yelled after him, speaking 
of his unfaithfulness, and threw his belongings over the 
stairwell to the first floor. I watched all of it in shock. I 
knew my father definitely was not the ideal husband, but 
I never wanted to believe that he was sleeping with other 
women. Time seemed to freeze at that moment and the 
subsequent events of my life were a blur.

I was 17 when my mom told me that Dad wanted to 
split up and move in with another woman. They hired a 
realtor and sold the house, but at that time I could hardly 
care. My heart had hardened toward my father after years 
of watching him terrorize our family. I was relieved to see 
him go. As I embarked on my new beginnings with my 
Mom and brother, I failed to see how these painful events 
would affect my morale in high school. I did not dare tell 
my friends about the move until I finally left, and I did not 
say much about the divorce of my parents. The emotional 
trauma left me distant from my friends and indifferent 



about my work in high school. I came late to school often. I 
lost a lot of weight because of my stressful home life. I hated 
confrontation and bottled up my feelings. Friends became 
enemies, which added to my misery, and I felt very betrayed 
by those who I thought were faithful. The drama at school 
only pushed me further away from anyone I used to hang 
out with. I remember people whispering and gossiping and 
laughing about me in class and in the hallways. My heart 
hardened more and I became bitter. I resented everyone 
and did not let anyone care for me, save for a man named 
Marlon, who was my youth pastor. Marlon showed me what 
love looked like. When I finally did leave high school and 
went to college, I kept close contact with him. He taught 
me that although many people had come in and trampled 
over my heart, it was essential to my healing that I open it 
up again. I desperately needed to receive love from those 
who wanted to care for me, as it was the only way I could 
become whole again.

Through many helpful counseling experiences, my 
life began to change. I realized that I still had to face the 
pain of my teenage experience, the disappointment I felt 
with my father, and the traumatic experiences I had as a 
child.  During this time, I struggled with loneliness, binge 
eating and purging. With each passing day things began 
to get easier to handle and I continued to attend church 
faithfully.  I began to take medication for depression and 
anxiety; as the months passed by, I began to feel better. I 
had a lot of encounters with God, and he never stopped 
showing how much he loves me.

For a long time, I stopped attending church. I had gained 
back the 70 lbs., and knew the overeating and purging 
needed to stop. Although I was completely embarrassed 



at my weight gain, I returned to church because I knew I 
wasn’t created to endure life alone. I lifted my head high and 
would not stop pressing forward. I had joined up with the 
drama team and made good friends. In this year of 2013, 
I played a secretary in a widely known play called Heaven’s 
Gates and Hell ’s Flames. A little over 300 people came to 
the Lord through this production, which was a fantastic 
phenomenon to behold. In addition, I attended two Young 
Adult retreats that gave me a more positive outlook in life.

After a lot of prayer, I returned to Durham College 
to upgrade some of my poorer high school marks. 
I successfully completed the Pre-Health program and made 
the honour roll. Although I had planned to go into nursing, 
I decided to switch to the Social Services Worker program; 
I enjoy speaking with people and would like to help broken 
individuals become whole and independent persons.

I have gained back my desire to live, whereas before I 
could hardly care less about what was happening around me. 
I no longer feel the massive amount of anxiety I felt before, 
and that is because I am being open about my feelings with 
qualified counselors, friends, and God. I am beginning to 
see the sense in Marlon’s advice, which told me to open up 
my heart so I could begin to receive love from people who 
care for me. I have gained a lot of close friends who are 
accepting of who I am. I only pray that God continues to 
soften my heart so I could become a more loving creature, 
having a river of life that flows outward to those who need 
it.

 
Alicia
Scarborough, Ontario

 



 
(6) Corina Santaera 

 
There are always those moments in life where we feel 

like standing up but don’t know how. Or waiting for that 
light at the end of the tunnel, yet it is nowhere to be found- 
or even close to appearing. It causes this turmoil inside, 
when you feel absolutely hopeless and the burdens in your 
life will never be freed. I can tell you right now that it is 
possible to be freed. 

Growing up I had an ok life: family was happy, financial 
aspects were decent, schooling was good, and friends 
were always by my side. Everything in life seemed like it 
fit. Until, I felt all my walls come crashing down and my 
happiness went down with it. I lost some of my friends 
in elementary school to suicide and other friends in high 
school to cancer, drunk drivers, and overdosing. My dad 
ended up walking out on my family and took, pretty much, 
all our money with him. He wasn’t willing to support our 
family and made our lives feel like hell. We ended up being 
in a situation where we were going to be evicted, lose our 
benefits, and everything else. 

My life in that moment just crumbled. Everything I 
knew to be perfect and stable was lost and I couldn’t prevent 
anything from happening. I went into a stage of deep 
depression, where I felt completely worthless, turned away 
from my faith and started to have the attitude of a Satanist, 
refusing to even step foot in a Church. My straight A’s in 
school became C’s and I didn’t finish anything I started. 
I also went through a stage of deep depression, due to 
bullying, where I had suicidal thoughts and even tried to 
take my own life a couple of times. I bottled up everything 



and didn’t know what to do with it because I didn’t want to 
burden others; but others knew how to help me.

People started praying for me, others were counselling 
me, and others donated their objects and money to try 
and help out. Even though all these people tried to reach 
out, I still didn’t feel happy. Others would tell me, “You 
see so many people giving their time and money to you 
guys, how are you not happy and grateful?” Well, I was 
grateful for everything, I just didn’t feel happy. I literally 
tried everything people had advised me to do: 

− Journaling: keeping a record of my days, expressing 
true emotions so I wouldn’t lash out on others

− Counting blessings: having a book to record three 
different things, every day, which I was grateful for.

− Smiling: finding reasons to smile through the pain to 
encourage others to stay strong as well. 

− Finding a hobby: finding something to do to take my 
mind off of the pain. 

− Exercising: releasing stress and anger through 
punching bags. 

These methods helped me release some anger inside of 
me and helped me try to view this world as a better place. It 
helped give me that boost to try and make the present day a 
true gift given by God, Himself. These ways helped out for 
a while, but I still didn’t feel healed. I felt a bit better, but 
not enough to wake up smiling in my heart and going to 
bed with a dry pillow. I longed for this happiness and joy, 
but I didn’t know how to obtain it. 

To me happiness is abundant happiness and eternal 
happiness. For parents reading this, I am referring to the 
happiness a parent feels when they hold their newborn 
child for the first time; that automatic, overwhelming joy 



and love where nothing can get better in that moment. So, 
I was looking for that type of joy- but having that joy and 
love last forever inside my heart. 

Then, one day I came across this priest at a healing retreat 
who helped me heal my scars. He dug deep inside my scars, 
whereas everyone before me scratched the surface or just 
told me to cover it up, pretend it was not there and to just 
be happy. He revealed to me the doctor Christ was. Jesus 
Christ wasn’t a doctor who got some of the job done, but 
rather a doctor who got the job completed! I will explain to 
you the example this priest told me: 

Imagine a kid at school was running around and fell 
down and scraped his leg, and the scrape was very deep. 
The lunch supervisor looks at it and says that he just needs 
to put a bandage on it, without cleaning it out. He goes to 
the secretary at the front office and she advises the boy to 
apply an antiseptic and a bandage, he should be just fine. 
When he gets home, his parents tell the boy that he needs 
to go to a doctor. When the doctor takes a look at it, he says 
that cut should have been washed out to erase all the dirt, 
stitched up to mend the pieces back together, covered up so 
it wouldn’t reopen, and to top it off- a parent’s kiss on top 
of it, to secure it and heal it with love.

Now, this same scenario applies to wounds of the 
heart. Some people will tell you to be strong and cover it 
up with a smile. Others will tell you to talk about it and 
then cover it up. But in reality that is not how it should 
be handled. Jesus Christ, our perfect doctor, will heal you. 
You go to him and He will wash out all the junk that is 
filling up your scar: negative voices, hurt, brokenness, a 
sense of feeling worthless, feeling confused, feeling used, 
and feeling unloved. He will remove all of the junk and 



mend your brokenness with His hands. He will cover it and 
protect you, so no one damages you or even comes close 
to reopening a scar in your heart. He will seal it with His 
love and make sure you leave in the perfect way you are 
supposed to be. But in order for Him to do what He needs 
to mend your brokenness, you must go to Him and trust 
Him to do just that. 

The cleaning process may be painful, especially when 
it means finding the root of the problem- but in order for 
one’s broken heart to be whole we need to fix the whole 
wound and not just a part of it. We need to ask ourselves 
when the problem of unhappiness started. What situation 
and time did this affect me? How do I act out of my hurt, 
rather than out of love? How do I give God permission to 
work in my life to clean this mess up? Do I avoid His very 
presence? Am I willing to let go of my hurt to feel happy? 
Am I worthy of feeling happy, eternally? Do I forgive 
MYSELF for allowing things to affect me and blaming 
myself for other things? Am I saying yes and no to the 
wrong things? 

We have to be willing to let go of everything that stands 
in our way of being the perfect us that God created us to 
be. It doesn’t matter what obstacles we face in life, they are 
all ways to shape us to be the perfect version of ourselves. 

I can speak from experience. I thought I was at the 
lowest point of my life because of all the traumas and events 
that were happening in my life. What I didn’t realize was 
that they were all the things that made me who I was and 
shaped me to be who I am. I went from getting evicted and 
having a dad who didn’t show his kids proper love (which 
lead to deep depression) to being in poverty- but being the 
happiest person ever. How in the world did that happen? 



It is when I let God in and let my sins out, that made me 
love more. 

The deaths of all my friends made me realize that time 
is precious, so I can choose to be happy or miserable when 
I wake up. There are 86400 seconds in a day and I choose 
to spend all of those seconds smiling with my heart; loving 
others, and life, to the fullest through Christ. If I wake up 
damning my day, or even damning a situation in my day, 
then I do not love the present God gave me. I may not see 
it in that moment, but it is beautiful. I have even found 
beauty in my dad leaving, oddly enough. I didn’t have 
to worry about listening to mom cry anymore when she 
realized he had an affair with another woman, or deal with 
him losing his temper in an inappropriate way. It was God’s 
way of removing a tumor that was infecting our happiness 
on a daily basis. 

People always told me friends come and go, but family 
lasts forever. Well my dad walked out, but mom is there 
forever. She taught us to pray more, because prayer brings 
people together in a stronger way. Because we let Christ 
in, Christ took care of us. He sent us people to help fix 
our house for free so we could sell it- rather than getting 
evicted. God gave us a miracle and gave my mom, who 
was a stay at home mom, a full-time job that pays well and 
now has benefits. We are now renting and share a place 
altogether. Even though it is small, it is a roof over our 
heads. 

I also have to thank Sr. Carmelina who is in the process 
of becoming a blessed/ soon to be Saint as well. I prayed 
to her to help us find middle ground. She is known as “the 
Sister of the telephone”- who goes out of her way to help 
people have stability. Her life story also gave me faith to 



believe in God again and that everything would work out 
for the better, while finding joy in the suffering that we can 
share with God. 

Hopefully, you are also able to find joy in the suffering 
and relate it back to the life of Christ. I hope this gave you a 
sense of hope and courage to keep walking. Just remember: 
“Even if good people fall seven times, they will get back up. 
But when trouble strikes the wicked, that’s the end of them.” 
Proverbs 24:16 (CEV)

 
May God bless you, 
Corina: Blogger - Catholic Chaplaincy at York (http://
walkingthelittleway.wordpress.com/

 
 

(7) Erin Thomas
 
“You’re asking for attention. That’s bad. That’s wrong. That 

makes you bad. That makes you wrong.”
“You’re bad.”
“You’re wrong.”
“You’re going to hell if you make God unhappy.”
“You’re going to burn forever.”
I was the oldest in a healthy three-child, two-parent 

family. Both of my parents loved God and one another 
dearly, and worked hard to set good examples for their kids. 
That aside, my life began to fall apart and one of the worst 
parts of it was: “I live in a good Christian home. What’s there 
to fall apart about?”

Hell was there to fall apart about. I had nightmares of 
hell, especially after a rather zealous bible camp for sinful 
nine year olds. We were shown overheads of hell, the white 
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throne of judgment, the devil, and told that hellfire was 
seven times hotter than the earth’s core.

I was doomed. God hated me.
When I attended elementary school there was a lot of 

structure: desk assignments at the beginning of the school 
year, line ups for recess, names written on the bottom of 
shoes and colour-coded subjects- keeping all things neat 
and tidy. I didn’t have many friends growing up, and was 
often teased and bullied. Looking back I know now that as 
long as there was that routine, that sense of order, I seemed 
to be able to cope. I didn’t cope with quick transitions or 
changes of plans, however. Yet acting out was considered 
disrespectful or disobedient, so I believed my angst was a 
result of my sinful nature.

When I was twelve, my father was transferred from the 
picturesque town we had been living in, to the big city – all 
farmland and no mountains. It was the first major shock 
my system had experienced (in a series of many) that led 
to depression, anxiety, and a continued inability to make 
friends.

Everything I did screamed attention-seeking.
So, I starved myself.
Then, I tried killing myself.
When the youth pastor’s wife walked into the emergency 

room, after I had hurled up the overdose (thanks to a good 
dose of Ipecac) she bent down and whispered into my right 
ear: “I love you!”

It took me overdosing on pills to make her say that. She 
must have hated me a lot.

On top of all of this, during the night, I was having 
terrors of the second coming, of being left behind, of hell, 
of demons, and of rape. I slept little, becoming irritable 



with family members. My daytime life was the reflection of 
a dramatic teenager, but my nighttime life felt like that of a 
possessed monster. Yet, I didn’t tell anyone. 

I was quickly succumbing to lack of sleep, lack of food, 
lack of friends, lack of understanding; lack of… God. 

Teenagers are known to grow out of their dramatic 
stages, but I didn’t. The world made about as much sense as 
it did when I was twelve, and I was just as afraid of being 
condemned to hell forever, as I was when I was nine. My 
eating worsened, I became addicted to sleeping pills, and 
tried killing myself repeatedly. Cutting found its way into 
my life and gave me a measure of peace. 

My happy dream?
I wanted to open a safe- home for teenagers exploited in 

the sex trade. I even drew floor plans for this magical place 
– the feature element being a safe, quiet porch swing just 
outside the front door.

But how could someone as messed up as me do anything of 
the sort?

It was a strange thing: my personal life was a shambles, 
but I found solace and purpose in social justice work. It 
wasn’t really that scary to serve up soup at a local soup 
kitchen, or buy coffee for the man on the street. After 
graduating college, I found a job working with women 
exiting the sex trade and addictions. It was the best and 
worst thing for me.

I began to learn the reality of street life and sex 
trafficking, but I held onto a lot of damaging theology. The 
two worlds collided, and another part of the world ceased 
making sense. However, I held on somehow until my supply 
of sleeping pills dried up (my new doctor refused to supply 



my habit). Nights once again became short, and my day life 
became increasingly difficult to manage.

When I was twenty-six, I quit my job and left for the 
country of Romania. Having been there once before with 
my church, I returned to Romania to work with a ministry 
that cared for abandoned children. Remember, I was 
still ignorant about my inability to cope with major life 
transitions. I thought going on missions trips were what 
good Christians did, and I felt at home in poverty relief 
work – like, somehow, I had found my niche.

Days into my term, a newborn girl on the ward was 
placed into my care. Already showing signs of Reactive 
Attachment Disorder, I spent inordinate amounts of time 
with her. We bonded. Day in and day out, I fed her, changed 
her, bathed her, held her, supervised her when the nurses 
took her for tests, and bought her presents. I even named 
her (the day she was admitted I found her tag with only 
a number on it; her Romanian name wasn’t known until 
later). Knowing that Romanian international adoptions 
were illegal at the time, I worked and reworked plans that 
might have seen me adopt my little girl. 

I had found love. At last!
When I walked onto the ward three months later and 

found only an empty crib, all the air left my lungs- it felt 
like someone had punched me in the stomach.

I raced around the hospital asking everybody where my 
baby was, and no one could tell me. To this day, I don’t know 
if she had passed away during the night or if someone had 
taken her. Shock settled in. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t even 
cry.

Flying back to Canada, I remember the exact moment 
when the world finally fell apart for good. I had no job, 



no home, and really hadn’t thought to save enough to start 
over. Grieving my loss and suddenly realizing that I had 
nothing left, breathing became a chore. I didn’t want to 
breathe anymore. I didn’t want to live.

I held it together enough to attend my brother’s 
wedding, and then Christmas at my parents’ home. My 
mom, a mental health therapist, recognized that not all 
was well. When my parents sat beside me on my bed and 
simply asked: “What’s up?” all I remember was sobbing 
uncontrollably and my words tumbling out incoherently.

Thank God for parents who know when their children 
need to come home.

Right away, Mom referred me to one of her colleagues, 
who cleared her schedule for me. I was referred to a 
psychiatrist in the city. I was given new medication. I 
was also lined up for a stay on the psych. ward – I was a 
candidate for electro-convulsive therapy.

Like any child terrified of her parents leaving on the 
first day of kindergarten, I bawled when my parents left 
me at the hospital Sunday evenings (I was given weekend 
passes). I couldn’t change, I couldn’t adapt. Every Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday morning I was awakened at six 
for blood work, wheeled down to the bright white room, 
strapped on to a gurney, given injections, and the world 
would buzz out.

The crappy part was: it didn’t work. Not a bit.
What I was left with was some permanent memory 

loss and a terror of being strapped down for the purpose 
of seizing. I am told ECT is effective for some patients. I 
don’t know if I could ever, in good conscience, recommend 
this therapy.



My psychiatrist kept tooling around with my 
medications, which dragged with it a whole host of side 
effects. However, I finally managed to sleep again. He 
diagnosed me with Schizo-Affective Disorder, as I dreamed 
so vividly and could quite literally see and hear characters 
I created. It wasn’t a valid diagnosis, but my parents and I 
were at a loss.

I began working with a local church youth group, slowly 
getting my bearings back. Yet, relating to people my age 
was still perplexing and anxiety inducing. I felt like I was 
being punished for a lifetime of “bad-ness”.

It wasn’t until the new therapist researched my entire 
history and my family’s history, that the new diagnosis 
came down. I was given an article to read about a woman 
who felt like she was a robot in a human’s body. As it turns 
out, this woman had Asperger’s Syndrome. 

Many people didn’t believe me. Again, I was seeking 
attention and needed a diagnosis to explain odd or ‘bad’ 
behaviour. 

Yet, I lived with the dark secret of the nervous 
breakdown. It had been a long time coming. Looking back, 
it was bound to happen. I had few friends growing up, I 
didn’t adapt to change, I engaged in self-harm, I distanced 
myself from my family, and I didn’t have the life skills (at 
first) to think ahead. 

Good Christians don’t go through things like this… do 
they?

If I’m brutally honest, however, the breakdown was the 
best thing that ever happened to me.

I returned home.
I renewed my relationship with my parents.
I found a full-time job.



Fears of hell, of God’s wrath and hatred of me, and 
being left alone slowly fell away.

I began exploring my creativity with daring and risk, 
rather than harm.

I got my Master’s Degree.
I fell.
I learned a little bit about how to make a few deep 

friendships.
And I fell again.
But the chains that had held me so tightly from 

childhood, had been broken, and this person of Jesus 
became real. He ceased being only a God who condemns, 
and instead became a Living Person who loves.

I tripped up again.
I would remember my baby in Romania and realize the 

grief hadn’t gone away.
I cut from time to time.
I binge-ate.
Yet my stumbles were stumbles forward. 
I discovered that mental illness (the breakdown) and 

neurobiological conditions (the Asperger’s) were no 
respecter of persons. Christians were human too. Tears 
were not shameful. It took a long time to accept this 
reality and, truth be known, I still can’t sleep without some 
pharmaceutical help. However, looking at how far I’ve 
come, it’s probably the least of my worries.

Besides, nearly nine years after my breakdown, I’m 
finally realizing a lifelong dream, and designing a pilot 
project for exploited youth, due to launch next summer.

Jesus loves me.
I’m lovable.
I can and do love others.



I trip up.
But Jesus loves me.
He loves others.
The reset I endured was like a broken bone being broken 

again in order to heal well. It hurt beyond words.
But it was a chance at new life. It was a purge of 

emotional and spiritual darkness that might have taken my 
life, had I not gone home.

If I had to sum up this journey of redemption in one 
word, it would be this:

 
Home.
 
Erin Thomas
Lac La Biche, Alberta
erin@oneabolitionist.com

 
 

(8) Becky Boone
Depression to Joy

 
I struggled with insecurity and depression since I was a 

little girl, but I didn’t know that’s what they were called. I 
thought I was different, or poor, or a social outcast, or smart. 
I grew up as a missionary kid in Central America, where 
the rich are very rich and the poor are very poor. My family 
was part of the almost non-existent middle class. My rich 
classmates in our private school looked down on me because 
of my hand-me-down clothes, while I felt awkward playing 
with the kids in our neighborhood because we had so much 
more than they did. I grew up knowing about Jesus and 
what he had done for me, had prayed “The Prayer” when 
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I was six and was baptised at eleven. I felt joy then, but 
life was still very hard. I played by myself most recesses, 
and kept to myself after school and on weekends. I cried a 
lot. Our family moved to Southern California when I was 
twelve and I thought everything would be different, but it 
wasn’t. I had trouble fitting into my new culture. I found 
a few friends, but wanted to grasp at the life I’d never had 
before: rich, cool, and popular. This wasn’t possible, and so 
I gave up. God had not come through for me. In fact, I 
began to believe that it was his fault that I was rejected, 
isolated, abandoned and poor. “If only” became my mantra: 
if only I wasn’t as good in school my classmates would like 
me. If only my parents weren’t missionaries we would have 
more money. If only I was nicer and happier I would have 
more friends. I told God that I wasn’t going to pretend 
to be a Christian anymore, that I didn’t want to spend 
eternity with him anyway since he was so mean, and if that 
meant going to hell, then that’s what it meant. Depression 
took hold of me strongly by the time I was fourteen. I 
saw no hope, and felt there was no one I could turn to. 
My parents were focused and working hard on their own 
schooling and work, God didn’t care about me or he would 
have fixed things by now, my friends didn’t understand 
because they were too happy and contented. I had suicidal 
thoughts daily and often skipped class to walk alone on the 
streets. My eventual attempt at suicide didn’t help either, 
because I woke up from my overdose. Counselling didn’t 
help – I didn’t click with my first counsellor. She gave me 
intelligence tests and told me how smart I was. I stopped 
going. 

I was at the end of my rope (again) one afternoon about 
two years later, sitting in the Southern California sun on 



the back deck, when I had my first real experience of Jesus 
showing up for me. Somehow the deck was brighter than 
the sun could make it, and there at the bottom of a very 
deep, dark emotional and spiritual hole, Jesus offered me 
a pretty good deal: he would take my messed up worthless 
life of nothing but ashes, and would give me a new one in 
exchange. I took the deal and he dried my tears. Life was 
different from then on. I felt that there was a reason to go 
on, and although I was still mad at God for messing up 
my life, I was willing to acknowledge that I hadn’t made 
anything very good out of it by myself. So, even if it meant 
a further life of poverty and sacrifice, I had pledged my life 
to him. I would read my Bible and go to church and try to 
be good, but it was out of duty because he had saved my 
life. I OWED him a life-debt; I didn’t expect him to be 
GOOD to me: just to fill his end of the bargain, as I was 
fulfilling mine.

Not surprisingly, the depression persisted. Exciting, fun 
parts of my life happened, and they buoyed me up for a while, 
but they weren’t enough because when the fun wore off, so 
did the happiness. I graduated high school, worked for a 
year, went to university for a year, met my husband (Steve) 
and we got married, and I still struggled. No one really 
knew. Steve knew I was sad sometimes but we were both 
so young that neither of us had the wisdom to understand 
that it takes a lot of time to move through depression and 
insecurity. He knew about my suicide attempt, but I told 
him I was better. And I was better, but not cured.

I remember one afternoon when I was home alone, 
about a year after we married. I had been struggling with 
black thoughts for days, and I was praying in a room in 
our house, kneeling on the ground where I had collapsed 



in tears. I felt a prickly dark presence behind me in the 
room. I knew who or what it was: Depression had showed 
up in a form I could FEEL. I never turned around, and I 
don’t think I would have seen much more than a blackness, 
but I didn’t have to. Just like you don’t have to be told that 
someone is staring at you – you just FEEL it. In Jesus’ 
name I rebuked the demon of depression, and he went. 
He had to go. I was freed that day from the constant and 
overpowering influence of a demonic spirit in my life. But I 
was still insecure and depressed, off and on. Life was good 
sometimes, and really bad sometimes.

Fast forward about twenty years, three sons, and a few 
moves later, and I found myself in Ontario, Canada. God 
had done amazing things to get us where we were, and I 
was amazed at his power, exercised on our behalf. But I 
never felt he had done anything because he loved me, or 
even liked me; he did this because it fit with his incredible 
plan for my life. I was still often sad, and very fearful; I 
didn’t really like what my idea of God’s plan for my life 
involved. One day a friend of mine sent me an email with 
a link to a webpage of an Ontario woman (Ann Voskamp, 
A Holy Experience, www.aholyexperience.com) who often 
posted relevant, true and powerful stories from her own 
life. The link was to a story that was singularly apropos 
to something I was going through at the time. I began to 
read Ann’s blog, and was amazed at how God spoke to me 
through what she wrote. One of the most significant things 
Ann kept reiterating was Gratitude. She asked people to 
list three gifts per day: gifts of the heart, to the eyes, to the 
ears, of grace, of answered prayer, etc. I began to journal, 
and to write down all the things I was grateful for, from my 
hot coffee in the morning to the peace between myself and 
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my children. This was great! But I read in 1 Thessalonians 
chapter 5 that it said, “Be joyful always; pray continually; 
give thanks in all circumstances, for this is God’s will for 
you in Christ Jesus (verses 16 – 18).” How could I be joyful, 
when I wasn’t in control? How could I give thanks for the 
things I didn’t like?

While I was turning this over in my mind, we moved 
to North Carolina. It was hard – we were leaving so many 
good friends and our support network for a new venture. 
But Jesus stepped in again – he began to show me the word 
Joy in my Bible when I read it, and words like Gladness and 
Rejoice. I’d never really noticed them before. I asked God 
for Joy. I did it with trembling, and without much faith. I 
believe now, looking back, that I’d never really gotten out of 
my transaction relationship with God. He had saved me, so 
I owed him. I had never really looked at him as an infallible, 
loving, Daddy. Would he be nice enough to give me Joy? As 
I asked, I began to question why it was that I didn’t feel that 
God would give me Joy. I was certainly insecure, so perhaps 
that’s why I felt God might not like me enough to give me 
something so big. But it bothered me that since the Bible 
says God is Love, and I was loving to my own children, why 
was I afraid to ask God for something good that I needed? 
Wasn’t I his child? 

I realized that I didn’t trust God to know my needs well 
enough to give me a good gift. I hadn’t liked so many of the 
things that he had given me in the past. Could I trust God 
to be better than I thought he was? I realized that in order to 
trust someone, you had to know them. I began to carefully 
diagnose my life, the Bible, other people’s lives, the natural 
world- to see who God was. When I looked at what he 
had done for me, what did that tell me about him? I began 



to see that some of those painful times in my life were for 
the best: I didn’t get what I wanted and in retrospect I was 
grateful! Sometimes I got something I didn’t like, and then 
it turned out to be the very thing I wanted later. Sometimes 
there were no explanations for the pain; in these times, I 
saw that I wasn’t alone. I learned that God really could 
be trusted to handle some things. And if he could handle 
those, couldn’t he handle something bigger? I began to turn 
over to him a few of the things that I couldn’t handle: other 
people, health issues, financial issues, fear, and my sadness. 
Sometimes I would just pray that God would handle it, and 
then I would sit back and watch and see what he might do 
– to see if he was “good” enough to keep me trusting him. 
And he was. I would write these things down in my journal, 
highlighting them in Bold. And when the sadness would 
return, I would read back through my Gratitudes, and I 
would relive my Joy in my God/Daddy’s answers to prayer, 
and it would strengthen my resolve to trust him with one 
more issue.

I still deal with sadness on occasion. I still wrestle 
occasionally with Depression, which wants to drag me 
back down into that black, deep pit; but I don’t live there 
anymore. I have changed my address. When it’s blackest, 
I speak myself through the dark: God is good and I have 
seen his goodness. He will see me through this, and I will 
be Joyful again. He will hold me and make this turn out 
right. I imagine myself walking with him by my side, with 
my right hand in his hand, or laying my head against his 
chest right up by his head, and relaxing in his arms, because 
he is powerful, and he is good. And the Joy surges up.

I was abused by depression for years. I learned to avoid 
trigger foods, I exercised, and I slept enough and calmed 



myself with music and scripture. I still struggled- I lived in 
a dark pit. Then, Jesus showed up for me in the bottom of 
that pit. He led me out by means of gratitude. He is still 
leading me higher. Sometimes I slip, but I don’t live in the 
pit anymore.

I want people to know that Jesus is not a trite answer, 
not just a story and a nice thought, but that he really DOES 
move mightily against depression. It won’t be the same way 
for everyone, but it CAN happen. Some people have not 
found healing in the same way I did. But I had no idea 
that the way it happened for me, could happen. I had to be 
told by someone that gratitude was the way she had found 
joy, and I had to be led along that path of gratitude, slowly, 
until I began to see that it would work. I am hoping to 
shine that same light for someone else. 

 
Becky Boone
currently of Raleigh, NC
bcb3sons@gmail.com
 
 
(9) Tetcy DeBoer 
 
Losing Joy, Finding Hope

 
I was in my early thirties when I first experienced signs 

and symptoms of burn out, but I ignored them. The joy 
was slowly seeping out of my days, but I kept on chugging 
along, thinking it would eventually get better. 

I was a young mom of two boys, and a supportive wife. 
I had a thriving home daycare business. I was involved in 
my church. I had great friends, a meaningful devotional life, 

http://www.aholyexperience.com


and felt that I was serving God where He had called me. I 
was blooming where I was planted. 

So how did I slowly begin to wither? Why would I 
suddenly find myself in tears for no reason? I began to feel 
anxious whenever the phone rang. I found sleep elusive. I felt 
exhausted before my days began. I was indecisive, forgetful, 
and found it difficult to concentrate. Still, I kept putting 
one foot in front of the other, going through the motions, 
pretending all was well. I blamed my waning enthusiasm 
on grieving the loss of both of my parents to cancer, 
underestimating the amount of energy that grief consumes. 
Grief is also a reason people around you can accept…but 
not for long months after the fact. The expectation is that 
you should “snap out of it”. I was a care giver, but I wasn’t 
caring for myself very well. I withdrew. I felt fragmented; 
pieces of myself no longer adding up to a whole. 

I missed feeling joy. I missed smiling and having energy. 
I wasn’t feeling much of anything at all, except fatigue, 
sadness, and anxiety. I feared this downward spiral that 
showed no signs of letting up. That’s not me - who am I 
when I‘m not myself ? 

I did some research online and realized that I might 
be experiencing symptoms of burn out. At my husband’s 
encouragement, I sought counseling. I received simple 
advice like eating right, exercising, and getting good rest. 
I gave myself a break. I gave up most of my daycare kids, 
except for one part-time family. I took some time off from 
my volunteer work at church and at my kids’ school; time 
to revive and rejuvenate. Resting felt foreign- but in a good 
way.

I learned a lot. I learned words like: self-awareness and 
self-care, Sabbath rest, seasons, wilderness, depression, and 



boundaries. I learned I have a great capacity to give, and can 
work at an intense pace for a season, but not indefinitely; 
a term with a beginning and an end. I like to do things 
well (read: perfectionism!); I get so frustrated with my 
limitations. Running out of energy never seems to be my 
idea. 

I learned that I care more than I should about what other 
people think (I still have to work on that!) It’s difficult to 
explain to people just why you need to stop for a while. If 
you’ve pretended well, then no one has sensed your struggle. 
The hardest part was feeling that I let down the people who 
were depending on me. I felt like I had failed others, I failed 
myself, and I failed God. We have an easier time following 
God’s calling when we sign up for something, than heeding 
the signs to let it go. It’s hard to let go and move toward rest 
when we are suffering and no long carrying out our calling 
well. With our Calvinistic upbringings, we frown on those 
who give in to what their mind and heart is telling them, 
when there is still work to be done. In other words, there 
isn’t time to have a breakdown, it’s not practical. Maybe 
later. 

I learned that I am happiest when I’m giving, but that 
I need to set healthy boundaries. I learned about offering 
to people who receive, but also giving to people who 
take. And…I learned that it gives my heart and my soul 
its greatest joy when I do this for the Audience of One. I 
learned that I love adventure and when I give, I give a lot 
of myself. I have to be a good steward of how I invest and 
spend myself. I love the view on the path of service, and 
LOVE the people I meet and travel with. 

I wish I was more like a plant, a lily of the field that 
blooms fiercely with the all the resources that God supplies. 



Yet even a lily blooms only for its designated season. It rests, 
then regenerates, and returns vibrantly in spring.

After a complete break of several months, I was ready 
to ease back into work. I took small steps; setting small 
goals and accomplishing them, making small and then 
more important decisions, and inserting myself back into 
community. I am amazed at how God uses circumstances 
to change the paths we are on. Because I had been off work, 
I was able to paint part time with a friend. I eventually 
began to work part time at my church and later moved onto 
very rewarding volunteer work at my kids’ schools.

And so you come out the other side of your trial- ready 
to stand tall again, ready for a new adventure.

I still get overwhelmed, but I recognize when I am 
in over my head. I had to step back from something just 
recently. Everything felt out of control. I felt like I was 
drowning, and instead of trying to finish a marathon swim, 
I got out of the pool. 

I practice self-care. I try to make time to do things I 
enjoy. I love to write, take photographs, go paddling, make 
cards, or have coffee with a friend! I surround myself with 
people I trust to have my best interest at heart. People who 
ask me how I’m doing and can look in my eyes and see 
that occasionally I’m not “fine”. And I’m part of a great 
small group at my church. We walk alongside one another 
sharing the burden of our trials and multiplying the joy of 
our celebrations!

Do I have scars? Sure. If we’re honest, I think we all do. 
Scars prove that we made it through. That we had wounds, 
but that healing took place- we overcome. Scars prove 
that we haven’t sat on a display shelf somewhere, but that 



we dared to go out there, get our hands dirty, and make a 
difference. 

If we can embrace the scar, as well as the healing, then 
we may dare to go out there again. We may rediscover 
the courage to get involved, spend ourselves (wisely), and 
exist meaningfully. It is not an easy path, but the scenery 
along the way is so much greater than staying home. I still 
don’t have all the answers, and I still take a wrong turn 
occasionally- but I know I never walk alone. 

And while I may lose my joy, I never lose Hope. 
 

Ever. 
 
Tetcy DeBoer
South Western Ontario
sugarnuggets@hotmail.com
 
 
(10) Darlene Peel
 
Stressed, Depressed, and Burned-out

 
At some point in the various journeys I have embarked 

on in my life, I arrived at a part where I felt like giving 
up. Stressed, depressed, and burned-out - all perfectly 
legitimate images, but they barely describe the devastating 
and chronic darkness I was experiencing. The emotional 
overload and feeling of helplessness had taken its toll on 
me and I found myself questioning my life and my purpose. 
I was living a brutal existence.

My existence consisted of a husband, two beautiful 
daughters, and a part-time job as a special education 
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resource teacher, which I loved. From the outside everything 
looked fine; however, inside my home and my head was 
a much different picture. My marriage was broken for a 
number of reasons and I was struggling to manage my 
youngest daughter’s special needs, which included several 
therapy sessions each week as well as ongoing follow up 
appointments with specialists. I thought I had mastered 
stuffing my emotions and pretending that I was okay; but 
I was not okay. I did not care enough about myself and I 
was caring for others out of guilt. In fact, I cared too much 
all of the time.

Years of pretending came to a screeching halt at my 
annual checkup in 2006 when my family doctor diagnosed 
me with depression. A broken marriage and a recent 
diagnosis of autism for my youngest daughter left me 
exhausted and feeling hopeless. A combined treatment 
of an anti-depressant and counselling was prescribed; 
however, I chose the anti-depressant and hid the name 
of the counsellor. There was no way I was going to talk 
to a complete stranger about my embarrassing diagnosis 
of depression and a life that was unravelling. A year later 
my depression seemed to have lifted, so with my doctor’s 
permission, I discontinued my medication. I thought I was 
cured. 

By 2010 some very familiar symptoms re-appeared. 
I had become lethargic, uninterested, irritable, weepy, 
sleepless, and intensely sad. I was continuing to gain 
weight, even though my appetite had all but disappeared. 
I knew that the depression had returned and I ended up 
on an anti-depressant as well as sleep medication. I had 
also inadvertently found the name of the counsellor my 
doctor had recommended a few years earlier. I knew that 



I needed help and incorrectly assumed that if a counsellor 
could fix my marriage then perhaps the depression would 
go away. My husband reluctantly made an appointment 
for us to attend marriage counselling. I was afraid to 
see a marriage counsellor because I felt ashamed and 
embarrassed about being depressed and being the other 
half of a broken marriage. The guilt was almost more than 
I could bear. I couldn’t stop the tears from flowing during 
the first counselling appointment and reluctantly agreed 
to individual counselling to treat my depression. Oddly 
enough, I felt a great sense of peace about this decision. I 
had no way of knowing that this was the wisest decision I 
could have made.

After only a few sessions with my therapist that summer, 
it was clear that I was suffering from severe depression and 
burnout. My therapist recommended that I take time off 
from teaching that fall, but I did not heed that sound advice 
and, after only three weeks into the new school year, I could 
no longer effectively do my job. One day off work turned 
into two; three days turned into a month. With each day that 
passed I found it harder to get out of bed. My energy was 
depleted and panic attacks plagued me. Talking to people 
seemed to use a ridiculous amount of energy, so I began to 
isolate myself from friends and eventually my family. Only 
my husband and therapist knew that I was over medicating 
and cutting myself- which offered temporary relief from 
the intense sadness that was smothering me. I ended up 
on disability that year, surviving on very little food or sleep 
and continuing to over medicate myself with whatever I 
could find to help me cope with endless days and nights. I 
hated myself. I hated my life. Intensive psychotherapy was 



the only part of my life offering me hope that recovery was 
possible. 

By the following summer I felt like I had slipped into 
an abyss. Suicidal tendencies and self-harm had increased 
significantly and I ended up in the crisis unit. Throughout 
my five week stay my medication was changed and 
increased, along with the addition of other medications. 
Sleeping and eating were no longer a regular part of my 
life. The confusion and agitation I endured throughout 
those months was unbearable. At home I would often fall 
asleep inside a closet because it was the darkest place I 
could find. Other times, my husband would find me sitting 
outside in the snow wearing no coat. I felt like I was going 
crazy. It was during this period of time that my therapist 
had referred me to an inpatient treatment program at 
Homewood Health Centre.2 I was adamant that I did not 
want any more hospital admissions, especially a two month 
treatment program away from home; but, by the time my 
admission date in January 2012 arrived, I agreed to have 
time away from home to heal from severe depression and 
burnout. I was numb. 

When my intake team at Homewood met me I was told 
I did not have the mental clarity to complete an intense 
treatment program. I cried. It had taken so much waiting 
and effort to get to this place. After much discussion with 
my team I was admitted to the Specialized Psychiatric 
Unit with the understanding that the exorbitant amount of 
medication I had been prescribed would slowly be decreased, 
and even eliminated, during my treatment program. After 

2  Homewood Health Centre http://homewood.org/
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three weeks of horrible withdrawal symptoms, I felt like 
the fog I had been living in was finally disappearing. 
Homewood was an important stepping-stone in my 
recovery, and by March 2012 I returned home with new 
resolve. With consistent psychotherapy and an inpatient 
treatment program, I had created a recipe to better manage 
my depression; however, my marriage was still broken. The 
months following my discharge from Homewood were 
committed to individual and marriage counselling, and 
the eventual renewing of marriage vows in May 2013. My 
mind, heart, and soul were finally healing3. 

Throughout this journey I have learned that the mind 
is an extremely powerful instrument that can be either a 
friend or a foe. When left to its own devices, the mind is a 
foe, and can lead to pain, difficulty, and suffering. My mind 
was bombarding me with worry, anxiety, negative self-
talk and a barrage of other nonsense that was negatively 
influencing my physical, emotional, and mental health. 
True health had become impossible for me because I had 
become a slave to my thoughts, believing every mental 
message that my mind produced. This mental turbulence 
had a very real impact on my mind, heart, and soul, as well 
as my physical health. Breaking free from negative self-
talk, ideas, and beliefs about myself and my life has allowed 
for the healing of my mind, heart, and soul4. With time 

3  Armstrong, Scott. Executive Director at LifeCare Centres 
Counselling and Psychological Services, Inc. http://www.
lifecarecentres.com/

4  Armstrong, Scott. Executive Director, LifeCare Centres 
Counselling and Psychological Services, Inc. http://www.
lifecarecentres.com/ 
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and repetition I have developed greater self-awareness and 
more effective strategies for dealing with negative self-talk. 
I have gradually begun to loosen the control that these lies 
have over my life, and daily choose to believe the truth 
about myself.

It is my belief that severe depression and burnout were 
a part of God’s plan for my life, because it was the only 
way He could get my attention. My marriage was not what 
God designed marriage to be, and the unbalanced way I 
was living my life was not the way He intended me to live 
either. Through intensive psychotherapy I have learned 
that “if the problem is depression, the remedy lies clearly 
in seeking treatment for the depression. If the problem 
is burnout, the solution may require much more complex 
and significant life changes.”5 My ongoing life adjustments 
include giving myself permission to care for me. Self-care 
activities consist of family time, exercising regularly, highly 
nutritious food, time with God, socializing, engaging in 
activities I enjoy, and determinedly following my recovery 
goals with much patience and perseverance. I am still 
learning that what I do to take care of myself has an impact 
on all who I interact with. The burnout I experienced has 
been devastating, depressing, and traumatic, yet it has also 
been the beginning of true maturity and the discovery of 
what God wants to do in my life, through aligning my life 
with His purpose and plan. 

I believe there is hope for managing and recovering 
from depression and burnout. Through regular support and 
encouragement from my supportive family and friends, my 
exceptional doctor, and my extraordinary team of mental 

5  Ibid.



health professionals at LifeCare Centres6 I am moving 
forward and designing a healthier, more balanced life 
along with experiencing a more fulfilling marriage. It is my 
desire to offer hope and encouragement to others in similar 
situations because I know that life really is beautiful. Every 
person can create a new story and that is what life is all 
about – stories. 

 
Darlene Peel 
Brooklin, Ontario
the4peels@sympatico.ca
 
 
(11) Tara Coulter Stephen

 
The first time it happened I was relaxed and on vacation. 

It was the middle of the night and I couldn’t breathe properly. 
I tried standing, sitting, lying down, using one pillow, two 
pillows, and no pillows. Nothing helped. The rest of my 
family slept after a great day at the beach, while my heart 
was pounding furiously and I couldn’t catch my breath. We 
visited a cottage country hospital and a series of tests were 
done. It was determined that I might be having an allergic 
reaction. It happened again periodically, generally at night, 
but shorter than my cottage experience. I ignored it.

Months later, another puzzling symptom appeared in 
the form of involuntary muscle contractions in my left jaw. 
It felt like I was clenching my teeth hundreds of times a 

6  LifeCare Centres Counselling and Psychological Services, 
Inc. http://www.lifecarecentres.com/
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day, but had no control over when it started or stopped. 
After days of continuous “clenching”’ I was exhausted and 
in pain. The doctors figured a Botox injection, a muscle 
relaxant, or removing a wisdom tooth might help. I opted 
for the last two, but cancelled the Botox injection when the 
clenching abruptly stopped.

It became a part of my life- the heart pounding, 
difficulty breathing, dizziness and difficulty focusing my 
eyes. It happened at work one day while one of my students 
was presenting a project. It happened while I was cleaning 
up after my dogs in the backyard. Most frightening of all, 
it happened one night when I was brushing my teeth. My 
feet suddenly went ice cold and I could feel the movement 
of cold as it progressed, like a wave, up my legs, my back 
and like tight fingers around to my chest. I could not catch 
my breath. My heart was pounding so hard I felt I would 
collapse. It was terrifying. I lay down on the bed and held my 
husband’s hand. After five minutes, the symptoms had not 
passed and my alarm had only increased. Off to the hospital 
again, I was rushed through triage with high blood pressure, 
suspected heart attack symptoms and immediately put on a 
heart monitor. I was a thirty-six year-old elementary school 
teacher and mother of three. As before, everything came 
back normal. And then finally the answer: the ER doctor 
gave me Ativan. Within less than a minute, my entire body 
calmed back down and all my symptoms disappeared. He 
investigated my family history more thoroughly than had 
been done before... did any of my family members suffer 
from panic attacks? Anxiety? My heart sunk and I burst 
into tears, as I realized my father had exhibited these same 
issues for decades. I heard the words chemical imbalance, 
heredity, and emotional trigger. 



It would take some time, but with a husband, three 
young daughters, a full time career, and way too many 
volunteer hats at our church, I knew that I was going to 
have to do things differently, and fast. Medication became 
essential for temporary relief. 

Thinking about panic attacks now caused panic attacks, 
and I was thinking about it all the time. Yet medication 
dulled my thinking and made it difficult to focus on things 
that were simply not optional, like caring for my family and 
doing my job. Tearfully I pulled away from all the different 
things that I was doing in the church, including the worship 
team, which was a heartbreaking decision for the musician 
in me. For nine months it was only essentials. I missed days, 
and weeks, of work as the doctor tried to adjust medications 
to the lowest possible level to keep attacks at bay, while 
keeping my head clear. Most importantly I learned why. 
I am the doer, the fixer, the big sister, the responsible 
daughter, the mom, the teacher, the nurturer, the listener 
and problem solver, and I discovered that I have a limit. 

In 2003 my mother had suffered a stroke, which was 
initially misdiagnosed as terminal brain cancer, and she’d 
been given six months to live. In the horror that followed, 
the family struggled for answers during the SARS crisis. 
I had held everyone up, and everything in. A year later, 
despite some amazing healing on my mother’s part, I had 
played through every possible horrible repeat scenario. 
Inevitably as the oldest and only child living near my 
parents and elderly grandmother, this always ended up 
with me looking after a lot of ill and elderly people, while 
juggling my own ridiculously busy life. Apparently my body 
knew this before my head and debilitating panic attacks 
were the alarming result. With an amazingly supportive 



husband, and understanding friends, I was helped through 
the healing process as I reframed priorities and learned to 
cope when chaos threatened to overwhelm. With a better 
balance to my days, I have been free of panic attacks for 
eight years. 

 
Tara Coulter Stephen
Markham, Ontario
 
 
(12) Joy Cameron

 
There are all kinds of stigmas about mental health issues, 

and I want to help you see the reality a little more clearly, 
and to see God in the midst of life – both the struggles and 
the triumphs. 

I have struggled with clinical depression for over a 
decade, self-harmed almost daily from fourteen through 
nineteen years of age, and was hospitalized for two weeks 
because I took myself off my prescribed antidepressants 
and had suicidal thoughts. It took me a while to realize that 
none of that defines who I am… these are simply things 
I’ve struggled with. 

I consider myself to be very blessed; however, growing 
up my family life wasn’t easy. On the outside we seemed 
like the perfect family, but behind closed doors everything 
was falling apart. There were multiple mental health issues 
in my family, which resulted in a lot of stress. Home life was 
in turmoil, and I was teased constantly at school. In seventh 
grade I recall saying to my mom, “I’m not safe at home, 
and I’m not safe at school.” Shortly after that comment, 
arrangements were made for me to stay with my cousins for 



a while. That was the first time I felt like part of a “normal” 
family, and I lived with them for five amazing months. 

There was an unspoken rule that I was not to tell anyone 
about what was going on, because it would cause shame for 
my family. Because of mental health stigmas, everything 
was such a secret that even my best friend had no idea that 
I was living across the city, or that a family member was 
hospitalized. I remember feeling completely alone.

For years I had kept our family secrets bottled up, but 
at a new school in grade eight, I began to share the reality 
with my friends and classmates for the first time. It was 
like a dam had burst and I couldn’t keep it in any longer. 
Instead of choosing a small handful of people to trust with 
my struggles, my pain seemed to spill out everywhere and 
there was no containing it. 

Shortly after I started high school, I became 
overwhelmed with the turmoil, pain and confusion that I 
often felt. Desperate and lacking coping skills, I decided to 
experiment with self-injury – figuring it wouldn’t be a big 
deal if I did it just once. I was planning to kill myself the 
next week, so I didn’t think it would make much difference 
anyways. 

What I didn’t know when I first intentionally hurt 
myself, was that the endorphin release and the brief sense 
of relief quickly become addictive for many people. The 
problem is that the sense of relief only lasts a few minutes 
before the feelings of shame, guilt and regret invade. Self-
injury can quickly become a vicious cycle, as these feelings 
of shame, guilt and regret often lead to another episode of 
self-harm. 

When I first began self-harming, I never broke the skin, 
usually only using my fingernails to do harm; yet the rush 



of relief was still so powerful. After experimenting only 
once, I knew I was in trouble and that I needed help. A 
few days later I went on a youth retreat and told one of my 
youth leaders about it. Clearly not knowing much about 
self-harm, their response was “just stop doing it” and “tell 
your parents”. Both sound like pretty reasonable responses, 
but unfortunately it isn’t so black and white for someone 
struggling with self-injury. 

As months and years went by a little bit of physical 
pain was no longer enough to squelch my emotional pain. 
The law of diminishing returns came into effect, as a little 
scratch became a little cut; and one time, became many 
times a day. It wasn’t long before I refused to go anywhere 
without one of my tools, going to great extremes to avoid 
being discovered. When self-harm in increasing degrees 
stopped relieving my emotional pain, I reached a breaking 
point, often considering suicide. 

In grade ten, within months of my parents’ divorce and 
on the wrong medication for my mental illness, I became 
more desperate than ever before and I posted my suicide 
plan online. When the police showed up unexpectedly at 
2:00 am, I quickly shoved the evidence under my pillow 
and told them I was fine. They left and I cancelled my plans 
for that night…

Over the next few years, I continued to manage my pain 
and regulate my emotions through frequent self-injury. I 
tried to stop on several occasions, but found that just like 
an addiction- it was something I had come to depend on. I 
didn’t know how to survive my emotional pain without it. 
Often I felt so much emotional turmoil that it felt like my 
heart physically hurt. 



I began seeing a therapist, and one day after years of 
struggling with family dysfunctions and depression, I 
commented, “If it wasn’t so crazy, I’d just move out.” I was 
shocked when my therapist implied that perhaps it really 
wasn’t a crazy idea. So, at seventeen years old I realized that 
in order to move forward in my recovery I needed some 
space from my family. 

After months of consideration and planning, I moved 
out. In my own place, I began doing really well. However, 
opinions of others and the ever-abounding mental health 
stigmas had me convinced that I shouldn’t need medication 
in order to remain mentally and emotionally stable. Some 
people said that natural health methods were all my body 
needed, while others said that if I had more faith I would 
be healed. 

So in the spring of 2006, I abruptly took myself off my 
antidepressants. I managed well enough during the summer, 
but I have Seasonal Affective Disorder and my moods 
are significantly lower during the dark winter months. In 
the fall, I was quickly sucked into the downward spiral of 
depression. As I sank deeper and deeper into the depths 
of depression’s grasp, I pulled away from those who cared 
about me and withdrew more and more into myself. 

I had trouble falling asleep, and when I did sleep it was 
unbelievably difficult to get out of bed in the morning. Not 
just because I was tired, but also because the weight of the 
day just seemed so heavy. I stopped eating much, partly 
because I had no motivation to make anything and partly 
because I simply didn’t value myself enough to take care 
of my body. I showered less often, was consistently late for 
things and had a super hard time focusing at school. I had 



lost all perspective and could not see beyond the pain 
and negative feelings that I constantly felt.

Trains passed my apartment several times a day and I 
gradually became increasingly obsessed with recording the 
schedule. On a few occasions, I walked down the tracks 
with the intent of meeting a train. However, the most 
momentous stroll down the railroad tracks, ended on swing 
sets about four blocks from my apartment. 

I will never forget the thoughts that swirled through my 
mind as I sat on those swings waiting for a train. The best 
way I can possibly describe it would be to say that there was 
an angel on one of my shoulders and a demon on the other. 
It was the most undeniable spiritual battle that I have ever 
experienced, and it was intense. It was as though there were 
actual voices in my head telling me what to do. One voice 
told me to wait for the train, to give up and kill myself, 
that I was just a burden and that people would be better 
off without me. However, there was another voice that told 
me that I could get through it, things would get better, and 
that I would hurt many people if I killed myself. So, on that 
cold mid-winter’s night, God won the battle and I returned 
home safely.

By this time I had become close with a youth leader, 
now a dear friend of mine. I talked with her a lot about my 
plans, and she called me a few times a day to check in on 
me. When I didn’t go to school after Christmas holidays, 
she asked me to let her take me to the hospital. For years I’d 
heard terrifying things about being hospitalized. Although 
I’m not sure where it came from, my biggest fear was that 
I would be strip-searched. Yet, my friend’s concern and 
belief that I could have a better future convinced me to 
go. The often quoted Bible verse Jeremiah 29:11, was a 



huge encouragement to me. “For I know the plans I have 
for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not 
harm you, plans to give you a hope and a future.” 

That night I was hospitalized, and remained so for 
two weeks, during which time my only responsibility 
was to get better. Being in an environment where I could 
always access support, gave me a sense of security. Daily 
visits from my friend or youth pastor showed me that I 
was valued and loved – even in my mess. A break from my 
academic responsibilities gave me a chance to re-evaluate 
my priorities. Once again, I began to read my Bible daily, 
finding hope and peace in God’s promises. 

As terrifying as it was to voluntarily admit myself to the 
hospital, it is one of the best decisions that I have made in 
my life! Though it didn’t feel possible during those dark 
days, I held onto the promise in Isaiah 43:16-19, as God 
reminded me not to dwell on the childhood memories that 
made me sad and angry, but rather to look towards the new 
things he was doing in my life. “Forget the former things; 
do not dwell on the past. See, I am doing a new thing! Now it 
springs up; do you not perceive it? I am making a way in the 
wilderness and streams in the wasteland.” 

It isn’t as though things changed overnight…not at 
all. Two weeks after being released from the hospital and 
still not on the proper medication, I became overwhelmed 
with depression. Convinced that I had tried everything and 
unable to see beyond my feelings, I was suicidal yet again. 
My youth pastor had told me to call anytime I needed to 
and so, at the last moment before heading back to the train 
tracks, I reached out and called him in the midst of my 
struggle. He was home alone with his kids, and needed 
to phone my youth leader to come help me. He insisted 



that she take me to the hospital, but this time I resisted. 
Although she fought with the doctor, insisting that I was 
not safe and requesting a second opinion, her concerns were 
not considered. Hours after arriving, we left the hospital 
– my suicide plans intact, yet released because I shook a 
doctor’s hand in agreement that I wouldn’t kill myself. 

The following day my youth pastor ensured that I had a 
safe place to stay with people. I spent the next few months 
staying with friends and family. As much as, at times, I 
hated needing to stay with others, eventually I accepted that 
it was the best way to keep myself safe, as my medication 
stabilized and I learned new coping skills. 

Within about six months I could begin to see a big 
change in my life. My relationship with God grew and I 
began to hope again, trusting that God really did have great 
plans for my future. I was finally on the right medication 
for my clinical depression, and I learned to ask for help 
when I first started struggling…rather than when I was 
about to crack under the pressure.

Finally, I developed a wide range of healthy activities, 
which help me cope with overwhelming emotions and 
experiences. As I learned these I was able to stop hurting 
myself. It wasn’t easy, but I learned to fight against negative 
and destructive thoughts and lies, by replacing them with 
truth from the Bible. I created a journal where I wrote 
down scriptures that encouraged me. I carried it with me 
pretty much wherever I went, and when I was struggling 
I would read through these verses until I found one that 
spoke truth against whatever lie I was believing in that 
moment. “Whatever is true, whatever is noble, whatever 
is right, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely, whatever is 



admirable—if anything is excellent or praiseworthy—think 
about such things.”- Philippians 4:8

I developed a detailed routine, scheduling in everything 
including dog walks, meals, appointments, and leisure 
activities. By doing this I had less time to dwell on the 
negatives and began learning to focus on positives in my 
life. Even during the toughest days, it helped me to make 
sure that I got some decent food. My friend continued to 
check in with me often and I accessed other resources, like 
the mental health crisis line, when necessary. Within a 
month of leaving the hospital my youth pastor invited me 
to volunteer as the “points girl” for Junior Highs. It was a 
small role, but it gave me a sense of purpose. The next fall 
I began as a grade six group leader and have been a youth 
leader ever since. 

Recently I passed the seven-year anniversary since 
I began to recover and find hope again! There have been 
many seasons during the past seven years, where self-harm 
and suicidal ideations are not even considerations, but 
rather a thing of the past. I’d love to be able to say that 
it’s been years since I struggled with those temptations 
at all, but that’s not my reality. What has changed is my 
mindset and perspective. Even in the midst of what feels 
like an endless struggle, I know that ultimately self-harm 
and suicide aren’t the solution to my pain. When it feels 
like I can’t battle any longer, I use harm reduction strategies 
like snapping an elastic band, but for the most part I’m able 
to reason myself out of acting on those impulses entirely. 
During the darkest times of my life the battle can get 
all too real. Although it certainly isn’t easy, I try to give 
myself grace when I’m most vulnerable. As I celebrated 
my five-year recovery anniversary, I was reminded of Psalm 



18:16, 19. “He reached down from heaven and rescued me; he 
drew me out of deep waters. He led me to a place of safety; he 
rescued me because he delights in me!” 

While there are still many very difficult days, I continue 
to rely on God, seek support, and sort through the 
biological side of depression. God could absolutely heal me 
from depression instantly, but that isn’t my story right now, 
and he uses me in unique ways because I continue to battle 
depression, not in spite of it. Clinical depression is a medical 
condition and should not be denied medical treatment any 
more than a diabetic would be denied insulin. God also 
placed us in community for a reason. Our society often 
tells us to strive for independence, but God knew that we 
needed community, that’s why he gave Adam a partner. 
Genesis 2:18, “Then the Lord God said, “It is not good for man 
to be alone. I will make him a helper fit for him.”

I have learned ask for help when I first start struggling, 
and accept the role that doctors play in my life. Most 
importantly I have learned to hold onto scriptural truths, 
promises, and who I am in Christ. I know that in the midst 
of my struggle, his grace is more than sufficient for me. 

After years of struggling through depression and 
significant family issues, I have learned a great deal. I have 
learned that every single person, including each one of 
you, is undeniably valuable and beautifully created (Psalm 
139)! I have learned that no matter what has happened in 
the past, every person has the choice to make a fresh start 
and embrace a future full of potential. I have learned that 
through patience, perseverance, prayer, and forgiveness even 
the worst situations and relationships can often be restored 
and healed. And I have learned that no matter what comes 
there is always, always hope. 



 
Joy Cameron
London, Ontario
Speaker - https://www.facebook.com/Joy.Cameron.
Bringing.Hope
e.joy.cameron3@gmail.com
 
 
(13) Rick Lamothe
 
Ministry Almost Killed Me!

 
I am on a plane right now from Africa back to Canada. 

I have just led a Canadian Media Team to experience 
first-hand the power of a simple gift-filled shoe box from 
Operation Christmas Child (a Project of Samaritan’s Purse 
Canada). We want to tell the story back in Canada (through 
print media, pictures and videos) of the great need that 
exists among the poorest and hurting children in the world 
and how a simple little shoe box can bring hope, joy and 
the notion that they are not forgotten. The Team could not 
believe how people by the 1000s (well millions really) live 
day-in and day-out. We saw such a poverty stricken place 
- in the flooded slums in the outskirts of Dakar Senegal. It 
was unbelievable to see! As I led devotions one morning 
with the Team, I reflected how I had been in one of the 
“worst slums of my life”, figuratively speaking, in 2011, 
where I was without hope and joy, and everything around 
me was falling apart. Where was God?

Life is sure interesting - full of twist and turns. As I 
watched “The Hobbit - An Unexpected Journey” on the 
plane, it reminded me that life in full-time ministry, well 
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life in general, can indeed be an unexpected journey - one 
filled with incredible highs and lows, victory vs. defeat, 
celebration vs. mourning, encouragement vs. despair, 
hope vs. disillusionment, truth vs. deception, loyalty vs. 
abandonment, persevering vs. quitting, light vs. darkness, 
health vs. sickness, friends vs. enemies and life vs. death. I 
did not fully understand when I chose John 10:10 for our 
new church plant- not only as our theme verse, but also 
as our Sunday morning service start time. I would live so 
many of those extreme contrasts that are in a constant, epic 
battle against each other as seen in 10:10a versus 10:10b!

Right now however, I am living the 10:10b life, probably 
the most exciting journey of my entire life. I could not be 
happier in my marriage - Donna and I just celebrated our 
25th Anniversary. We also both just turned 50, so we are 
calling 2013 our year of Jubilee - of freedom! And I could 
not be more fulfilled as I live with intentionality in making a 
difference for Kingdom purposes, both on the international 
and interdenominational scene. However, such was not the 
case back in 2011 when I was facing two cancers and living 
through two major betrayals! I was a wreck at so many 
levels - spiritually, physically, intellectually, relationally and 
emotionally. It seemed I had lost everything I had worked 
for and sacrificed so hard for, since 1998 when I started 
this new church plant. I remember standing in the middle 
of my kitchen very late one summer’s night in 2011, just 
staring at my toes. I could not sleep- I was despairing. I 
could not believe that some of my supposedly dearest 
Christian friends and co-workers would betray me the 
way they had; and, that in the midst of going through two 
cancers! The pain to my heart was brutal. It felt like I was 
living a horror story. Call it burnout or breakdown, but 



I was greatly suffering emotionally speaking. Part of me 
wanted to punch out a few people in Jesus’ name; but part 
of me just wanted to crumble. Maybe you can identify? “No 
wonder…” I thought to myself, “…folks don’t want to go to 
church and dislike Christians.” I was thinking of “quitting” 
Christianity myself- I was hurting!

So, I remembered my dad, as I looked at my toes at that 
03:00 in the night, wondering how he felt in the hours 
just before committing suicide. You see, he had lost his 
job after 30 years of working at a local newspaper. They 
actually just closed down the newspaper firm. What do 
you do then at age fifty, when this is all you’ve known? On 
top of that, my dad had major physical and medical issues, 
not excluding his alcoholism nor excluding the relational 
issues with my mom over the gambling problems she had. 
Physical and relational crisis can bring a frontal assault on 
your emotional health. So my dad, I am sure, did not want 
to die- but wanted to stop the pain, and suicide seemed the 
only way out. Perhaps for the first time since my dad killed 
himself, almost thirty years ago now, I could truly feel the 
emotional pain he might have been going through. Though 
I may have had suicidal thoughts, I was resolved at that 
03:00 in the middle of the night, that that would not be my 
fate. Somehow, I wanted to believe that God was going to 
make sense of this incredible mess; but I was hanging by a 
thread.

Just think of it - put yourself in my shoes - in my first 
career I was an Officer in the Canadian Forces, after having 
successfully succeeded at a Royal Military College. I had 
a promising career: lots of adventure, lots of opportunity 
to meet people, and let’s not forget the security and fringe 
benefits of working for the Government of Canada. Then 



in 1994, when I had already signed for my twenty year 
pension plan - I only had seven years to go - the Lord said 
to let it go, as my security was not in my pension, but in 
Him. He had a new adventure for me to take. So, I took 
an early retirement in the summer of 1994, packed up my 
family (we had a one year old and Donna was pregnant 
with our second) and we moved to Vancouver so I could 
work on my Master of Religious Education. Donna and I 
were not working at that time, and we went from being two 
Captains in the Military, with lots of security, to living by 
faith day-by-day. It was an awesome time of our lives and 
we saw God do some amazing things.

Then in 1998 we packed up again, moved to Ottawa and 
started a church from scratch. It was, again, another crazy 
faith experience. We were with a denomination that had 
a great church planting vision for all of Canada. Within a 
few years, God had already established our church as the 
new “model of doing church planting” in Canada. We were 
the first full-time multiple church planting staff team. We 
were doing new things to reach out into our community, in 
ways that had never been done before, i.e. our on the street 
coffee handouts, Parties in the Park, Fun Cruiser, etc. We 
were already involved in mission work around the world, 
and were in the top giving churches to mission within our 
denomination. Of course, all this “success” was grabbing 
the attention of our denominational leaders. Next thing I 
knew I was on their National Leadership Team Executive, 
helping govern the national vision of church planting. I 
was travelling much around the US to raise funds for our 
church plant, but also to raise awareness of the real need in 
Canada. All this came at a cost though - time away from 



my family, gaining weight because of all the restaurant 
foods, challenges in my marriage, etc.

Fast-forward to 2010 - we had secured a significant 
piece of land (over 10 acres) the City was holding for us, 
because of our excellent reputation into the community. We 
still had multiple staff. We had also planted a few churches 
and were still greatly involved in missions. I was now the 
President of our Denomination, and so I truly felt God was 
asking me to give up my security again, my salary, and give 
it to one of the pastors at our church. He was about to leave 
because we could not afford all the staff we had. I told him 
he should become the Lead Pastor of our church, while I 
would become the Lead Catalyst of the mission movement 
for not only our church, but for our denomination. It’s 
always easier to raise funds as a “missionary” than as a 
pastor of an established church. We agreed we would enter 
a “co-leadership” and also agreed certain key DNA things 
of the church would need to remain the same. I think we 
had the greatest potential for even more significant impact, 
not only in our community, but in Canada and around the 
world.

But then the year of hell came upon me in 2011. My 
co-leader and longtime friend (he had been in the first 
Bible study when we started the church plant) made 
significant changes to some key DNA things we had 
agreed would not change. He did those things behind my 
back, during my frequent travels. When I challenged him 
on that, our relationship started to deteriorate. Even the 
organizational leadership structure had changed to the 
point that, technically, I was now reporting under him. On 
the national level, we also started to have some relational 
challenges because I was always pushing the status quo. 



What had worked for the vision during the first ten years 
of their 2020 vision was not going to be working for the 
next ten years. We had an aggressive church planting vision, 
but crazy vision requires radical intervention. I was also 
now into a major difference of strategic thinking when it 
came to what was really needed to move things forward 
for our denomination. It’s funny isn’t it, though I was 
greatly celebrated for many years because of the initiatives 
I brought forth (and God was blessing them) now that I 
was challenging the new status quo, self-protection and 
self-preservation kicked-in around me from so many 
leaders. Trust me - I was not without fault in some of 
these challenges, but as best as I could, I practiced what I 
preached and I was willing to take great risks with my faith, 
even security. Yet, I was seeing many others around me who 
would say one thing and do another. 

To make a long story short, (this entire situation would 
make for a great book) I could see from my co-leader that 
he did not want to have me around anymore, even though 
I had sacrificed my salary for him, and believed in him. 
I truly wanted to work out our differences, but he saw a 
chance to get rid of me (also my wife as she too was on staff 
at that time) instead of working through the issues; betrayal 
#1. Then, betrayal #2 came when our denomination chose 
the Toronto location for the vision of a Mission Centre 
out East (because the national office was located out West), 
instead of coming to Ottawa- even though it had been me 
who had brought the vision forth for a Mission Centre out 
East. So now I was without a salary from the local church 
and also would not be involved at the national level. To 
make things worse, I was diagnosed with two cancers back-
to-back! Could things get any worse?



We decided to resign from our church, and not publicly 
declare what truly had happened. Sometimes I think I 
should have gone public with what really happened- It was 
utterly shameful. It was downright disgusting, even how 
we were treated in our “severance” after leaving the church, 
after having been their founding pastor for thirteen years. 
Put all that together (plus we were having some major 
issues with our teenage daughter) and it explains why I was 
staring at my toes at that 03:00, in the middle of the night. 
I was angry! I was in disbelief ! There are many parts of the 
story I am omitting, because the short length needed for 
this short “Reset story”, but I think you too would be in 
disbelief at what supposedly loyal Christian brothers and 
sisters will do. No wonder we have a high rate of divorce 
in the church- we don’t like to persevere through problems, 
so we justify and rationalize our behavior and reasons for 
quitting on people. We blame their issues.

But then I remembered the well-known story of Joseph, 
and the incredible betrayal he faced. He still hung on to 
God despite what happened to him over and over again. I 
was going to try and do the same. I think that’s the main 
point of this Reset story - no matter what you are going 
through - hang on to God. Jesus is there for you. He too 
was greatly betrayed, abandoned, in conflicts with others, 
greatly misunderstood, beaten up, falsely accused - you 
name it - and that, by the way, was by his closest friends or 
the religious leaders.

So, after hanging on and waiting - here’s the crazy thing 
- I am now happy and thankful all of those things happened, 
because I would not be living where I am now, experiencing 
a lot more of what the world has to offer. I am living the 
dream, as people would say. The Lord healed me of my two 



cancers, naturally. No medical, surgical or drug intervention. 
I lost fifty-three pounds during my physical revival. I got 
the ministry I currently have with OCC and so we moved to 
Calgary, AB- home of the Canadian cowboy! (I’ve always 
been a cowboy at heart.) We now live in the mountains 
of Canmore, BC. I am very active again, hiking, mountain 
biking, skiing, etc. More importantly, my wife is now the 
new Executive Director of Stonecroft Canada, leading that 
national ministry. I am travelling around the world with 
OCC, mainly in Africa, and getting a real sense of what the 
“true church”, and what truly committed Christians, are all 
about. And on the side, my wife and I are pioneering the 
new ministries of inSPIRE Canada, which is an intentional 
journey of examination for people to discover what true 
Spiritual, Physical, Intellectual, Relational and Emotional 
health are all about. In fact, the Great Commandment in 
Mark 12 is that loving God with ALL of who we are, and 
not struggling in compartmentalizing like we so often do 
as Christians, or as people in general, is the bottom line.

So God has greatly expanded our ministry scope and 
potential, more than if we had stayed in Ottawa, within a 
local church, and within a certain denomination. Now we 
are free to serve and empower the church-at-large around 
the world, independent of their denominational label. And 
we believe inSPIRE will also be a great journey for those 
who are seeking God. I could not be more excited than I 
am now! We’ve committed the next twenty-five years of 
serving The Lord with ALL of who we are, and helping 
others to do the same (even those who greatly betrayed me 
- as they have issues of their own they are not aware of and 
need to work through.)



As I close, to you who are reading this - if you’ve 
crashed, burned out, become stressed out, were betrayed 
- you name it - don’t give up on God. Yes - our fellow 
Christian brothers and sisters can deeply hurt us, but hang 
on to Jesus. Somehow, He knows all things and works all 
things for good for those who truly love Him. The people 
God greatly uses, He also allows them to go through great 
suffering and persecution, just so that they can really be 
tested and identity with Jesus. If you pass the test, God has 
something else for you to do!

My prayer for me, and for you - would be Joshua 3:7. Go 
read it and be encouraged!

May God truly bless you!
 

Rick Lamothe
Catalyst / Life Coach / Motivational Speaker
inSPIRE Canada
www.myinspirejourney.com
 
 
(14) Veronica Shier

 
I was born in 1985, into the beginnings of a beautiful 

family. My parents were very excited about the upcoming 
arrival of their first born. Little did they know, my arrival 
would not be as smooth as they had anticipated. Unknown to 
anyone, I’d developed Spina Bifida (a birth defect involving 
the nerves in the spine) and hydrocephalus (buildup of 
cerebrospinal fluid in the brain ventricles, causing pressure 
on the brain.) I had to be airlifted to Alberta Children’s 
Hospital (ACH) immediately for neurosurgery to close 
the myelomeningocele on my spine and for specialists to 
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monitor the hydrocephalus. After being home for a few 
weeks, the hydrocephalus escalated, and I had to have a 
shunt put in to drain the excess fluid off the brain into the 
abdominal cavity.

My mom felt that it was extremely important for me to 
grow up in the church with a foundation of faith. Her best 
friend, Ramona, attended the Fellowship Baptist Church 
and invited us. I am incredibly grateful that my mom 
decided to accept the invitation, because I consequently 
grew up in that church and I know that I would not be 
who I am today without the people, turned family, that I 
met there! 

In the spring of 1988, my dad was diagnosed with 
incurable Non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma. My parents were 
told that all that they could do was monitor the tumors, 
which they did for five years. At the arrival of this tragic 
news, my dad began to cry out to God to save his life. This 
was the beginning of a crazy adventure in my dad’s journey 
to faith! 

Just short of a year later, my little sister, Whitney, was 
born in February of 1989. She was a beautiful, healthy, 
sweet, shy baby who has blossomed into an incredible 
young woman. 

Over the next few years, God continued to show up in 
my family’s life, over and over again. Even though my dad 
was not yet a Christian, he started attending church with us 
and God began to soften his heart. Dad gave his life to the 
Lord in the spring of 1992 after receiving the tragic news 
that his cancer had returned and the tumours were growing 
rapidly, shutting down a kidney and destroying half of the 
other kidney. A grapefruit-sized tumour was discovered in 
his abdomen. Chemotherapy was started immediately. He 



had an autologous stem cell transplant. He spent the next 
year recovering. I vividly remember these hard times my 
family went through, but I also recall the many times that 
God showed up and walked through life with us, and I was 
never afraid that He might not be in control. 

Elementary school was very difficult. I was teased for 
“walking like a duck”, always picked last for group activities 
in gym, and felt less valued than my classmates. I had one 
true friend in my class, and I thanked God every day that 
He brought Shauna into my life! She managed to always 
bring a smile to my face and help me see the glass half-
full when the other children had made me feel worthless. 
We were inseparable, until her family moved away when 
we were in grade four. At age eight, I had to have three 
operations in the course of a year. I had surgery to remove 
my tonsils, adenoids and insert tubes into my ears. Not 
long after, I had neurosurgery to repair a tethered spine. 
This surgery took a lot longer to recover from. I also had a 
tendon transfer and arch release surgery on my foot. It was 
a difficult year and a lot for me to deal with at that young 
age, but my family was extremely supportive, and God felt 
close to me through everything. I know that God does not 
reveal Himself to all of His children in the same way. For 
me, I could physically feel His arms engulfing me in His 
warm embrace on a regular basis. I don’t know exactly how 
to explain it, but I knew without a shadow of a doubt that 
I was not walking through these trials alone! 

In December of 1994, God brought us another miracle. 
My parents were told they couldn’t have any more children 
because my dad had had chemo. Baby Gordon was the 
physical proof that our God is a God of the miraculous!



Between 1997 and 1999, Satan continued to throw trials 
at my family. The cancer returned to my dad’s body and the 
doctors performed a bone marrow transplant with my dad’s 
sister’s stem cells. It was very invasive and recovery took 
the better part of the following year. In 1999, I received the 
call that my dad was in the hospital. He was rushed to the 
intensive care unit at the Foothills Hospital in Calgary. He 
had tachycardia (fibrillation of the heart) and congestive 
heart failure. He had a pacemaker/defibrillator surgically 
implanted near his heart to monitor his heartbeat and give 
him jolts if his heart went into fibrillation. The doctors 
said that he needed a heart transplant, but that, due to his 
cancer history, he did not qualify. 

Through all of these trials, I admired and tried my best 
to emulate the Godly man that my dad was. He had only 
been a Christian for a few years, but God completely took 
ahold of my dad’s heart and he became the most passionate, 
dedicated, evangelistic, joyfully exuberant Christian that I 
have met. I saw how involved he became in the different 
ministries in the church and I figured that it had to be 
an ingredient in the indescribable joy that my dad had, 
regardless of his physical circumstances. I decided that 
I wanted to get involved. At the age of 12, I started an 
organized nursery in the church and started teaching 
Sunday school. I had experienced God’s presence in my 
life, and just wanted to be surrounded by more of it. Had I 
known that I would not always feel this so strongly, I would 
not have taken it for granted. 

For different reasons, my parents homeschooled my 
siblings and I for 3 years- which made me extremely happy. 
We decided that I needed to return to the public school 
for my junior and senior years of high school. I prepared to 



transition back into a differently structured environment 
when, in a matter of weeks, I began losing my balance, 
was falling down stairs and having trouble walking all 
together. We quickly got me into see the doctor and they 
discovered that my shunt had malfunctioned and was no 
longer draining fluid away from my brain. I needed to have 
immediate brain surgery. Within two weeks, I was admitted 
into the ACH and had to have a third ventriculostomy 
(brain surgery) to release the pressure on my brain. Even 
though the surgery was successful in draining the fluid, 
I sustained a number of complications, including short-
term memory loss and hormonal and chemical imbalances, 
which made the following year incredibly difficult in my 
school and personal/relational life. 

God seemed very distant, and even though I knew 
that He was near, I could not feel Him anymore. On his 
birthday in 2003, my dad was rushed to the hospital as his 
body was going into shock and shutting down. He was 
emergency transferred by ambulance to Foothills Hospital 
in Calgary with a perforated bowel. Once again, I feared 
that I was going to lose my dad. The doctors discovered 
that an abdominal tumor had punctured his colon, and he 
was being poisoned internally. He underwent emergency 
surgery. They had to leave several drains in, keeping the 
poisons draining out of him while the doctors figured 
out the next step. They decided to do a Whipple surgery, 
rerouting his abdomen by taking out his jejunum, part of 
his pancreas, his gall bladder and rerouting his stomach 
around the part of the bowel that had a gaping hole in it 
where they removed the tumor. Recovery took some time, 
but as soon as the doctors figured Dad was strong enough, 
they started him on treatments to fight the growing cancer. 



He did Rituxan treatments for several months. He had to 
have palliative chemo, to keep the cancer at bay, as well 
as numerous irradiated blood transfusions. We spent a 
tremendous amount of time traveling between hospitals 
and home.

I knew that this was the beginning of the end of my dad’s 
time on earth. I cried out to God, begging Him to take me 
instead, and pleading with Him to heal my dad as He had 
done so many times before. During all of this, I graduated 
from high school, and what should have been a joyful and 
proud day for me, was overshadowed, in my mind, by my 
dad’s declining health. As much as I felt blessed that my 
dad was able to be at my graduation celebration, I knew 
that that would not be the same for my brother and sister, 
and that my dad would not be there for many more big 
milestones in my life either. In the fall of 2003, I moved 
away to attend college. 

I knew the statistics about young adults leaving the 
church and their faith when they move out on their own, 
and I didn’t want that to happen because I already felt like 
my world was crumbling beneath me. Even though I had 
not felt God’s presence in a long time, I knew that God was 
going to take care of me and my family. I immediately got 
involved in a church. I ended up attending a small group, 
worship night, bible study, or outreach meeting every night 
of the week for my first year. The people I met at these 
events and the friendships that were created were a God-
send... even though I was not aware of it at the time. 

My first Sunday, I attended an Alliance church where 
a few of my friends attended. It was there that I met 
Amber. She was and continues to be a remarkably strong, 
compassionate friend who was a fantastic example of what 



I believe Jesus commanded when he told us to love our 
neighbour. She was there to embrace me in her arms when 
I needed to talk, cry, be distracted, or to just sit silently for 
hours... even if it was 3:00AM. Not long after God brought 
Amber into my life, He brought another blessing into my 
life. Crystal is a prayer warrior! She knew when something 
had upset me and always seemed to know what to say to get 
me to open up and talk about it. 

In my second year, I travelled the hour back and forth 
between school and my parents’ place regularly, and every 
time I would walk in my parents’ home and see how much 
skinnier and weaker my dad had become, my heart would 
break. My depression got a lot worse at this time, and when 
I would drive back and forth, I’d consider driving off the 
road on a very windy and dangerous part of the highway. I 
personally know people who have been in serious accidents 
and some who have even lost their lives on this stretch of 
road, so I figured that if I were to die there, no one would 
even consider the idea that I had chosen to end my life. I 
knew I needed some help from an outside source. I went to 
a doctor and was prescribed anti-depressants. I also started 
seeing a counsellor. Life did not seem worth living, but I 
knew that God still had work for me to do, so I chose to 
keep living, even though every night I went to bed hoping 
that God would not have me wake up the next morning. 
March 21, 2005, we were given the devastating news that 
there was nothing left that the doctors could do for my 
dad and that they expected him to die within weeks. My 
dad had to sleep downstairs because he was too weak to 
climb the stairs. The last time he was admitted was April 
13 and he died in the hospice room of the hospital on April 
16. I received a call from my mom on Friday evening that 



Ramona was coming to pick me up. I was able to spend the 
last twenty-four hours of my dad’s life by his bedside with 
my family. 

The next few years were extremely lonely. I felt like I 
had lost the person on this earth who knew me the best 
and who I was most like. He was my cheerleader and 
my motivator. I did not see a future where I would ever 
be happy again, but I continued to serve God and hope 
that maybe I could earn His love and a joy in life that I 
had not experienced in many years. I spent a lot of time 
listening to worship music, and it was always a reminder 
to me of what life should be like with Jesus by my side. I 
knew in my head that how I was feeling was not what God 
had planned and hoped for me, but in my heart, I did not 
see evidence of this. Between 2007 and 2010, I underwent 
three abdominal operations to improve my quality of life. 
They were all unsuccessful, and I became more and more 
convinced that I must be a disappointment to God because 
it seemed that nothing in my life was showing evidence 
that God was walking with me. I figured that it was going 
to be my lot in life that I would not experience joy in this 
life, and I spent a lot of time reading the Bible to try to 
find encouragement. Some of the verses that I meditated 
on were Jeremiah 29:11, Isaiah 40:28-31, Proverbs 3:5-6, 
Philippians 4:13, Hebrews 11:1, Exodus 15:2, John 16:33, 
Psalm 46:1-3 & 7, to name a few. 

Spring of 2012, I decided to visit my dear friend, Shauna, 
who lived eight hours away. While attending church with 
her sister, I was introduced to the concept of a “life coach”. 
I knew that what I was doing to try to regain my joy and 
connection for so many years had not been successful, so I 
was willing to try anything! I did some research and shortly 



after returning home, I decided to get a life coach. I spoke 
with my life coach every two weeks for an hour. In three 
short months, I began to feel hope that I would feel God’s 
presence and find joy in life again. The key that I discovered 
was looking for God in different places than I previously 
had, and being intentional about doing things that brought 
me joy on a daily basis. I stopped focusing on what I could 
do to gain God’s approval and love, and started focusing on 
the promise that He already loved me unconditionally and 
that I just needed to look around me at all of the blessings, 
big and small, that He had given to me. 

I am still discovering all that God has for me in life 
and I still experience gut-wrenching sadness some days, 
but through this process, I have learned what Paul meant 
in 1 Corinthians 13 when he spoke about love being the 
most important thing in our life... and why Jesus said that 
the most important commandment is to love the Lord our 
God with all that we have, and the second is to love our 
neighbour as ourselves. My reset began when I focused 
solely on this reality and it has changed my life! 

 
Veronica Shier (28 years old) 
Fernie, British Columbia
veronicashier@gmail.com
 
 
(15) Anna Sklar
 
THE YEAR OF THE STORM

 
We moved to Sudbury in a snowstorm.   Most of our 

worldly possessions were packed in a small U-Haul.   We 
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towed our ‘91 Pontiac Tempest behind us, stuffed with 
clothes and odds and ends.   All the moving of the past 
eight months had forced us to scale down to necessities.   
We kept only what we needed and what we just couldn’t 
part with.  Our son, Josiah, sat in his car seat, oblivious to 
all the changes, all the turmoil of the year of 2003.  He was 
happy if we were happy, our love was his home.

Eight hours of slippery, slushy, snowy driving conditions 
allowed us plenty of time to think.   The recent events of 
our life seemed to have passed in a dream world, like 
everything had happened to someone else and I was just 
an observer, amazed by what I saw.   ‘How do they carry 
on?  Why is their marriage still intact?  How can their son 
still be so happy?  What awaits them in Sudbury?’  It was 
hard to believe it was my own life I was pondering.  We left 
our family and friends in southern Ontario to pursue a life 
full of unknowns.  How would we survive?  Where would 
Josh work?  Would we meet new friends?  When would our 
hearts heal?   The only certainty we had was Sudbury was 
our choice, our hope, and our future.

Eight months earlier Josiah was one and a half years old, 
we were expecting our second son, and Josh was working 
as a youth pastor.  Life was good - busy, but good.  Then 
our world began to change.  Josh was laid off unexpectedly.  
He left one morning for a breakfast meeting with the 
church leaders, and came home stunned and confused.  We 
thought this was just a bump in the road and that Josh 
would be back to work in no time.  The plus side was the 
three months of severance pay the church provided for 
us.   We didn’t feel much stress at that point and actually 
enjoyed a lot of quality family time together, and spoiled 
ourselves as we used up our medical benefits on massages 



and chiropractic treatments.   Josh started working out at 
the gym two or three hours a day, we took long walks with 
our son, caught up with friends and family, and went out on 
dates.  We tried to make the most of the gift of family time 
as Josh searched for another job and we awaited the birth 
of boy number two.

Three months quickly passed and once again our world 
turned upside down.  It was ten days before my scheduled 
C-section and Josh had gotten in late the night before 
from a job interview in Seattle.  As I awoke that morning 
I thought something was wrong, I just felt different.  I let 
Josh sleep, I didn’t want to share my unfounded worries, 
and took Josiah to the medical clinic with me.   This is 
when time stopped for me, when the dream world began.  
Numerous doctors, monitors and an ultrasound confirmed 
my worst fears.   Our second son, Caleb Joshua Freedom 
Sklar, had died in utero. 

The next few days were full of hard decisions, tears, and 
grief as we delivered Caleb and laid him to rest.  It is true 
- no one should ever have to bury a child.  I remember I 
felt as though the world had stopped turning.  Suddenly all 
that we thought our lives would be had changed.  For three 
months we had searched and there was still no job for Josh, 
and now there was no new baby to bring home.

One interpretation of Josiah’s name is “God Has 
Healed.”  How amazing it was to be with him as he lived up 
to his name.  Every smile, hug, and kiss from him seemed 
more precious and we marveled at him as we grieved the 
loss of Caleb.  Josh and I had both lost our foothold on our 
roles in life, yet Josiah kept us grounded.  We were still his 
parents, we still had a job to do, and there was still reason to 
get up in the morning and grab all we could from the day.



Then came more hard choices.  No jobs had opened up 
for Josh and we had to survive somehow.   Where to go?   
What to do?  What now?  One opportunity remained, one 
door was still open.   It was a temporary job, just for the 
summer, and it would mean giving up our apartment and 
putting most of our things in storage.  We would work at a 
children’s camp in northern Ontario for the summer.  Josh 
would be the waterfront director and I would run the snack 
shop.

We stuffed what we could into our old car, tied a bag of 
clothes and a stroller to the roof, and made the five-hour 
drive north to camp.  We hoped the change of scenery and 
the new people we’d meet would be just what we needed.  
We were not disappointed.   It was a good summer.   We 
were busy, but we were surviving, and we managed to make 
some good memories as we watched Josiah blossom at the 
onset of his second birthday.  The tiny church near the camp 
offered to let us stay in their parsonage for the summer.   
It was an old three-bedroom farmhouse on the lake - a 
beautiful place to grieve and reflect and find our happiness 
in what we DID have.   There were also more interviews 
for Josh, and the three of us even made a trip to Maryland, 
Washington for a prospective job, but still nothing panned 
out. 

The summer ended and we were still searching, still 
stunned, and still confused.   We stuffed our car once 
again and headed back to southern Ontario for my sister’s 
wedding.  Afterwards we stayed with Josh’s mom for a few 
weeks as we awaited the outcome of yet another prospective 
job.  That one also fell through, and we were so discouraged.  
We were down to nothing.  No job, no money, no prospects, 
no future.



We sat down and talked about the next step.   We 
realized the only place we’d seen hope for our little family 
in the past eight months was in the north.  We decided to 
cling to that, to chase after a future, to live out our hope.  
That’s how we found ourselves buckled into a U-Haul as 
we headed north to Sudbury. 

Now we exist in the future we were chasing, and the 
hope we saw.  Josiah is now four and a half years old, our 
third son, Elijah, was born May 13th 2005, we own our 
own home, and Josh is once again a pastor in the church.

The road to Sudbury was much longer than an eight-
hour drive in the snow.  Some of the baggage we brought 
was unseen, carried in our hearts, forever a part of us.  We’re 
glad we made the trip, despite the storm that brought us 
here.

Sudbury has been a place of healing for us.  We were so 
broken and tired when we arrived here; God has renewed 
and restored us, step by step, in the five years that we have 
lived here.  Sudbury is a mining town and for a long time 
boasted the tallest smokestack in the world.   Decades of 
mining took their toll on Sudbury, and by the 1970’s the 
landscape here was described as similar to the moon - 
barren, unable to support plant life, and polluting its water 
systems.  It was a place that had been chewed up and spit 
out in the name of mining.

Years before we moved here we visited good friends in 
Sudbury, and I remember seeing nothing but black rock 
and dead trees as we drove into town.  I had no desire to 
live here, then!  I took Environmental Studies in university, 
and I remember working through a case study of Sudbury 
because of its pollution problems.  But there was hope for 
this polluted, broken, hurting city - just like there was hope 



for us.  When we moved here in 2003, the drive into town 
was much different.   I remember seeing tiny green trees 
sprouting up on the landscape, the rocks had been cleaned 
somehow, and the lakes in the area were open to residents 
for enjoyment. 

I am a nature-lover and my environment can greatly 
affect my moods.   I really connect with my outdoor 
surroundings.  As I watched Sudbury continue to heal these 
past few years, I have watched myself and my husband heal.  
We have grown stronger - in each other and in our faith.  
Josh is back to work in a full-time pastor position at our 
church, we live in a wonderful house with a huge yard and 
lots of nature to enjoy, we’ve made some great friends, and 
our boys are happy.

It’s been a long road, and our journey will continue until 
we meet Caleb in heaven one day.  I don`t know how long 
we’re in this city of healing, but it’s a beautiful place and 
we’ll enjoy it as long as we’re here.

 
Anna Sklar (Sudbury)
annasklar.wordpress.com
Check out her book, Discovering Hope - Sharing the Journey of 
Healing After Miscarriage, Stillbirth or Infant Loss, available 
on Amazon sites worldwide.
 
 
(16) Ris Rumble

 
My heart was beating strangely. It was not the normal 

one-beat-at-a-time, calmly keeping my body alive, kind of 
rhythm. It was fighting for life. I swallowed. I could feel my 
throat tighten and swallowing anything was getting harder 
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and harder, not easier. Even the watermelon my mom had 
cut up was hard to eat. I had been barely drinking enough 
water and definitely not eating. I had lost a lot of weight. I 
was already small to begin with, being partially underweight 
or just leaning on the lowest weight for my height and body 
mass. I lost several pounds in the course of two weeks. No 
one really said anything and I was too sick to even notice 
in the mirror.

 
I scrunched my nose as I smelled my bed. It smelled like 

someone was living in it. I was. 
 
“Gross,” I said under my breath, but too tired to care. I 

was exhausted. I finally did it. I finally pushed my body too 
far and now I was paying for it. 

 
I looked at the bottle my doctor had given me five days 

earlier. I read the label. “Penicillin,” I said in the damp of 
my bed. I had been sleeping for a week and a half. The only 
sign of life from my room were washroom breaks. I dropped 
one of the red and yellow pills into my left hand, stared at 
it for a minute and hesitated. “I think this is making me 
worse.” I looked at the cylinder shape and then, for the first 
time, went against the doctor’s order. I placed the pill back 
in the bottle, sealed the cap and back on my headboard 
it went. The next thing I knew I passed out again, for the 
tenth day in a row. Something was seriously wrong; sleep 
was the only desire I had. The mere task of getting out of 
my bed was exhausting and I could not handle it. I sank 
into a deep sleep where I met kings and queens and dreamt 
my exhaustion away.

 



-------
 

The stresses and lack of sleep began before I entered 
York University in 2005 for my Bachelor of Arts in Music. 
I attended Tyndale University before I realized I was really 
meant to be a musician. I loved it there- I had the greatest 
roommate! We hit it off right at the start. Even others on 
the floor believed we were best friends going to school 
together. We rearranged our tiny home of a room over 
and over, always excited for a new look and more comfort. 
She was also my inspiration in singing. She had the most 
beautiful voice and I had always envied those with such 
talented vocal techniques. She sang all the time and one 
day I brought up the courage to ask her; “How do you 
do that?” She looked at me and said, “Sing like you talk” 
(which is pretty much what I say to my students today). 
I thought for a moment and then tried it. I’ll never forget 
the look on her face. The near fall-over-on-to-the-floor and 
mouth hanging open look. “Wow!” She breathed, “I was 
not expecting that”!

 
I was always a confident pianist, but a confident vocalist 

was a life-threatening challenge! Playing piano versus 
singing are completely different! The piano allows you to 
hide behind this massive man-made appliance. The piano 
moves, breathes and becomes a part of you as you play it. But 
singing- that is very different. It’s just you. I feel vulnerable, 
naked in a sense, and open to the whole world. Being half-
and-half extroverted and introverted, my introverted- self 
seemed to be a lot stronger with singing. It was there in the 
walls of Tyndale where my calling for music took root and 



brought me to York University where my health began to 
fall apart. 

 
I entered York University (after touring with an arts 

team for the summer months) exhausted, with a horrible 
plan. Though I was a full-time student with the maxed out 
credits allowed per term at York, I still had not completed 
my BRE in Youth Ministry degree from Tyndale. So, my 
plan was to do both at the same time. For the first couple 
of weeks I just enjoyed the new school, smells, people, clubs 
and getting to know the place. 

 
As an ambitious person, I was always ready to attack 

my dreams and goals. After school, I got home, on average, 
between 10:00pm and 11:00pm. I would devour something 
to eat as quickly as I could, drag myself upstairs where I 
would work on my homework until 1:00am. A lot of the 
time, I was tired and it would take longer to complete 
my homework, so I would stay up until 3:00am. I would 
then get up at 6:30am to catch the bus back to school. It 
was either that or go to bed without my homework being 
completed. I did ask myself, “What happens if I don’t 
value sleep”? But sleep was the one thing that took up a 
lot of time and was on the bottom of my priority list. My 
body would understand being tired more than my teachers 
would understand late assignments. My workload was 
sometimes double that of my friends. To top it off, I was 
voted President of Inter Varsity Christian Fellowship. I was 
the coordinator of an event on campus called Through the 
Roof and I was working part-time in a bookstore. So, I 
began the year with little to no sleep.

 



God was really looking out for me. I was starting to hit 
the bed at 4:00am, sometimes. I knew I could not handle 
all of the commitments above, so I prayed and asked Him 
for wisdom. I felt Him telling me to quit my job and that 
He would take care of that expense. I quit my job and at 
the end of the year I received a scholarship that paid for 
an entire year’s tuition. I also received a piano bursary at 
Tyndale from a loving couple who randomly came into 
Tyndale asking if there was anyone there who had a future 
in music that they could support. Praise the Lord! I received 
a notice in my mailbox the next day. If I ever meet them in 
the future, I cannot wait to tell them I am now a full-time 
piano teacher. So thank you, to whoever you are. It was 
these little things that gave me the supernatural strength 
to keep on.

 
My love for God and His people grew immensely in 

my university days. I was so excited to see His love shine 
in the university and even see the people around me gather 
for the same purpose, to bring His kingdom to York. York 
was our ministry. I had such a passion for the students that 
no matter how little sleep I had, I always ended my night 
with prayer. I prayed that He would use me on campus and 
give me strength to carry through His plan. I had dreams 
of faces—constantly—of students in the university whom 
I had never met. It was only the grace of God, the amazing 
leaders and teams of both clubs that I was involved in that 
brought hundreds of students together excited, worshiping, 
and realizing that God loves them and wants to have an 
actual real relationship with them. It was astonishing and 
probably one of the greatest ministry moments I have ever 
experienced. My passion was higher than it had ever been, 



but even passion consumes energy. I was blind in some 
ways. I was so passionate that I ignored the signs of my 
depleting energy. I continued to convince myself I was 
young and could handle it. What I did not know was that I 
was about to get very sick.

 
It was Christmas break. Finally, a moment where I could 

find some much needed sleep. Assignments still lingered in 
the background and club meetings were set before everyone 
flew home to be with family. I went home, straight to bed. 
That should have been my first warning sign. I slept for 
seventeen hours straight. My alarm went off for a leader’s 
meeting at the school. Shocked that I had slept for so long, 
I got up, got on the bus and headed for the meeting. After 
the meeting, I came back home exhausted and fell back 
into a deep sleep as if I had been awake for two all-nighters.

 
The following semester continued on the same path 

with a great lack of sleep, extending my nights even later. I 
developed a mantra: Who values sleep anyway? One night 
I had only two hours of sleep followed by two all-nighters. 
I got to class with my sixty-page assignment, completed 
and handed in. I was too tired to sit on a chair. I actually sat 
on the floor for the entire class. The class was a little more 
relaxed than other classes, so the teacher never even said 
anything. I just wanted my bed.

 
It was March 2008 that it happened. It was a Sunday 

morning. I cheerfully got up, made a fantastic cup of 
strawberry and papaya green tea and drove over to the 
church. I was sitting in the congregation when I realized 
I had not been listening. In fact, I felt kind of funny. I was 



freezing! I could not get warm. I looked above, thinking 
I must be sitting under a vent or something that was 
bringing in cold air. Nothing was there that I could see. 
The outside door was too far away to affect me. Then I 
realized that though I felt like I needed my duvet, I was 
actually sweating profusely. I instantly knew something was 
wrong. The following days consisted of me skipping school 
as my fever grew. Fortunately, March Break was just around 
the corner. My friends brought my homework to me, but I 
could not even get up to greet them or thank them. I was 
sick. Seriously sick.

 
----

 
I slept for days. My mom took me to the doctor, who 

said I had a virus and would need antibiotics. She said to 
take the entire bottle two times a day and not skip any. 
Now, I’m not saying by any means one should not follow 
the doctor’s prescription, but I believe God told me to stop 
taking those pills. The first morning that I awoke after 
taking them I knew something was not right.

 
I awoke to the familiar scent of sickness in the air and 

felt the exhaustion. I looked at my arm and noticed little red 
dots covering my entire arm. Panic went through me, as I 
flung my sheets off and realized my entire body was covered 
in a horrid rash. My legs had literally changed colour over 
the night and were now a shocking black from my knees 
and up. Alarmed, I dashed out of bed with a new found 
energy and stood in front of the mirror. “My face!” I cried 
in shock and pain as I realized I was still under the weather. 
I ran out of my room calling for my mom. Peering in her 



office room at the top of the stairs beside my bedroom, I 
said to her, “I think I need to go back to the doctor.” With 
one look, she did not hesitate. She grabbed her keys and we 
were out the door.

 
It turned out that I had been wrongly diagnosed. What 

I had was the disease called mononucleosis, also known as 
the “kissing disease.” I was horrified. My doctor said I had 
pushed my body beyond its means and it was fighting back 
the only way it knew how—sleep. My body was forcing 
a shut down. My doctor was convinced that I had given 
myself mononucleosis. I was shocked, and yet part of me 
knew it was true. I had burned out.

 
My parents were always strong on not sharing drinks, 

utensils or toothbrushes. My sister and I were even given 
separate toothpaste when we got older. However, living 
on campus and commuting to university, most of my 
schoolmates were not “germ-a-phobic” and sharing drinks 
was quite common. So, I fell to peer-pressure and decided 
it was not a big deal. As for me, I’ve often wondered if it 
were possible someone gave it to me, but no one I knew had 
it while I was in school. I am still convinced that I pushed 
too hard and gave it to myself. However, I do not share 
drinks anymore.

 
Mononucleosis is not spread as easily as the common 

cold, but is spread through mucous. There is no cure for 
mono, just rest and lots of water. The symptoms do go away 
and then one is no longer contagious, but it remains in 
the blood forever. It was my experience of mononucleosis 



where I discovered I was seriously allergic to Penicillin and 
now I wear a medic-alert bracelet.

 
I was able to finish my degree at York University, but 

put off completing my BRE in Youth Ministry until I was 
better. I have a new motto: “Do not schedule too much.” 
I have been careful to live that way ever since. In 2012, I 
received my second diploma for a BRE in Youth Ministry. 
I also received an invitation to head back to York University 
for a club’s meeting. In the meeting, I was shocked to find 
the leaders thanking me in front of their entire club for 
inspiring unity on campus. To this day it thrives and is my 
heart’s joy to know that in my greatest weakness, God’s will 
came through.

 
As a music teacher, writer and wife I have been blessed 

to have a job where I can have lots of sleep. I never want 
to have mononucleosis come back and haunt me (or worse, 
spread it to those I love)! I look back on that time in my 
life and know God was truly with me. My lesson? I learned 
that, though we might be bound by time, God is not. I no 
longer try to accomplish things in my time frame, but allow 
God to work through me and I let Him take charge of the 
time.
 
Ris Rumble
Richmond Hill, Ontario
 
 
(17) Scott Devlin

 



It was, I believe, the defining moment in my life. Had I 
known the short term consequences of my words, I surely 
would bit my lip and let the thought pass by. I didn’t have 
this foreknowledge, so my words flowed freely….

In 2003 I was a thirty-one year old business owner, 
living in the upper beaches area of Toronto with my two 
little dogs, cat, and parrot. Up until this point in my life I 
had lived mostly without the knowledge of what following 
Jesus really looked like. 

Growing up in a middle-class family had given me a 
comfortable life as a child. I have many fond memories of 
cottages north of Toronto, playing mini golf and at Theme 
parks and zoos. As a teen I embraced the party lifestyle, 
with excess being the goal. By the time I was twenty-four 
I had tried every drink and drug that could be considered 
recreational. After a few years of this empty pursuit, I was 
completely lost and torn inside. Mental anguish grew like 
a chia pet in the rain and seemed insurmountable. Physical 
pain would have been very welcome had it promised 
to trade places with my mental state. Alas, no such deal 
presented itself. If I had heard of cutting at the time, I may 
have tried it. 

No, I’m sure I would have tried it. 
I would have tried anything.
I was suicidal. 
My definition of suicide goes something like this. Life 

hurts like hell, more than a happy little middle class kid 
could have imagined, and death is an attractive escape from 
the ongoing torture. I don’t know if I would have carried 
on through the process of suicide had I not have been 
interrupted by God.



Yup, walking through my kitchen pondering my escape 
from hell, I actually was picked up by God and placed down 
someplace else. I was still in the same physical place but my 
spiritual surroundings, or mental state, or something of the 
sort, was almost instantly changed. 

I got the feeling of the “shivers”, but accompanied by 
peace, erasing the pain in my mind. I immediately asked 
God if this was him. I got the shivers again and in my mind 
I believed I was talking with God, and he was answering me 
with the strongest feeling of love and peace I had ever felt. 
It was like the warm fuzzy feeling at the end of a Disney 
Movie, with the sentiment of a hallmark card mixed in- 
but times, like, 19000. I cried as I came to the realization 
that the God who created the universe loved me. I didn’t 
deserve it.

I had many mystical sorts of Pentecostal-God 
experiences over the coming months; it was a wild time, 
but it ended gradually. Looking back it looks like more of a 
sudden ending, over a period of a year at the most. Maybe 
this is a hint of how God sees things, being outside of time 
and all. 

The rescue had been dramatic, the lasting effects of it 
waned, and years later by the time I was thirty-one, my old 
ways seemed to have overtaken me again. Like a cancer.

I had always been told that money did not buy 
happiness, and I think I knew as much, but my lifestyle 
hadn’t been informed. Then my lifestyle convinced my 
brain that I needed stuff to be happy. So I got lots of cool 
stuff: dream car, great income, and was my own boss. Then 
my heart urged my brain to challenge my lifestyle on 
why I was becoming so depressed again. So my brain did 
and my lifestyle laughed and said “GOTCHA!” Then my 



heart consoled my brain, which felt duped. And my brain 
remembered God and his fuzzy love feeling.

It was, I believe, the defining moment in my life. Had I 
known the short term consequences of my words; I surely 
would have bit my lip and let the thought pass by. I didn’t 
have this foreknowledge, so my words flowed freely. 

Driving down the Gardiner expressway I famously (in 
my mind, anyway) grunted the words through tears, “God, 
if you have something better for me, take this life away, and 
give me a new one”. I waited for the feeling but it didn’t 
come. My afternoon passed and I forgot I spoke. Then in 
the next seven days, God spoke. It wasn’t warm and fuzzy 
this time; it was jarring to my core. 

My phone rang and it was a major corporation that I 
did business with. They were voiding my contract which 
had years remaining. This was my financial lifeline. I had 
secondary companies I dealt with, but they were all either 
out of season or had also recently parted ways with me. My 
business was falling apart. Somehow I knew God had his 
hand in this, and I didn’t like it. 

I had pictured God lovingly reaching down and giving 
me a new job as a Social Worker or Salvation Army person 
who collects the money in the mall. You know some nice 
giving type of job. Then he’d bring Laura Ingles along and 
we’d get married and have a pseudo Mennonite lifestyle. 
We’d go to church and be happy with a used Honda Civic, 
and a small bungalow with shutters. 

Believe it or not, within one week of the business crash, 
the following happened. 

1) My cell phone fritzed and sparked by my ear. It was 
dead.

2) My desktop computer crashed.



3) My alarm clock broke.
God was breaking my stuff after taking my business 

down?
That week was scary. I was numb and depressed. I had 

no idea what I was going to do, so I asked God repeatedly. 
Then my answer finally came in one messed up, crazy 
fashion. There’s no way to say this without being either right 
or crazy. I awoke in the middle of the night to a presence 
in my room. I sensed it but could see nothing. Something 
spoke to me. I could hear this voice in my mind, if that 
makes any sense. “Scott, I want you to give everything 
you own away, and move in with the Pastors you know in 
Exeter.” If I had not have been in awe and peaceful and 
overcome by a sense of God’s love at this point, I’m sure I 
would’ve sworn at God over this proposition. It was absurd. 

The next morning I awoke extremely conflicted. I was 
confused and fearful. Anxiety had its way with me until 
I finally made the call. I called the two country-bumpkin 
Pastors I knew, Wally and Kate Fletcher. This couple was 
crazy for God; or just crazy. They were a co-op placement 
for my cousin, as they owned a dog kennel just outside of 
Exeter, Ontario; population: thirty-five. Ok, it’s more like 
4000- but coming from Toronto it seemed like thirty-five. 
Kate answered the phone and I proceeded to tell her that I 
thought maybe God had been responsible for crashing my 
business and breaking my stuff. But more importantly he 
had told me to move in with Kate and her husband. Kate 
immediately squealed and said she had been praying for 
that for five years. I was stunned. 

Giving everything away was actually quite the 
supernatural event. I prayed over each item, and would 
know who to give them to. I called my friend about my 



aquarium and he happened to be looking for one. I gave my 
African living room set to Kate who cried and said she had 
asked God for one, years before. My TV went to someone 
who just happened to need one. It all fit like a puzzle. Crazy.

So off I went, with my two dogs, and few remaining 
personal effects, to Exeter. On the way there I was prompted 
by God to stop at a store called XS-Cargo. I walked in 
and immediately saw a wall of the most disgusting looking 
suitcases with bright yellow tiger print, and I believed I was 
prompted to buy one- which was embarrassing. I did not 
know why I had done so, but was obedient.

I pulled up in my old cargo van with my remaining 
personal effects. I walked in to their house, which was more 
like an old cottage. It was the opposite of what I had aspired 
to for years. It was very dated and was decorated with folk 
art. At the time I was sure Hell would have folk art. I now 
know this not to be true, but still think it won’t be in heaven. 
After settling in, I went out and got the tiger print suitcase. 
I was impressed to give it to Kate. She started to cry. Kate 
explained that she had lost her suitcase in Africa on her last 
missions’ trip and had prayed that God would give her “a 
suitcase that would stand out in a crowded airport”, for her 
upcoming trip to Africa. She got a suitcase that you could 
probably see from space. 

The following weeks were extremely difficult. This was 
no white cloud to float on, or fuzzy feelings. This was boot 
camp. My job around the house was to bring in wood and 
clean up the dog poop in all ten of the dog pens outside, 
and spray them out every day. I had no money to escape 
anywhere, near or far, and Wallace and Kate were very 
challenging. I sunk into a deep depression about a month 
into this new journey. I had stopped taking my anxiety meds, 



thinking that I wouldn’t need them with God on my side. 
I felt like I was lowered into a dark pit and overcome with 
pain. This was especially hard for Kate, as she prayed for me 
day after day. I rarely left my bed and my only consolation 
was sleep. It’s interesting how depression overtakes your 
thoughts, or at least clouds them in deception. It’s almost 
like depression is an entity that protects itself by blocking 
any mental or physical path that would lead to its defeat. It’s 
crazy and maniacal. It’s like torture. Looking back, it makes 
no sense that I would not restart my medication sooner. I 
think I was clouded in my thinking, and didn’t believe that 
it would help. Or maybe I thought that if I had enough 
faith that this would overcome these dark thoughts. Once I 
started with them again, I was fine. I believe that God gave 
me this thought during that time. “Use your meds until 
you’re healed”. I didn’t feel guilty for taking them after that, 
and I began to flourish. 

My spiritual training in boot camp was intense. I read 
book after book learning and immersed myself in prayer, 
study and church. I began to see the world through a 
different lens, with Jesus finally inside of me. I began 
serving others and looking outward, instead of inward at 
myself. And it felt right. The following years have been an 
adventure worthy of sharing. Unreal changes and incredible 
days with God have been many. As have long, hard, gruelling 
stretches of service. But that’s another story. For now I will 
close by saying, God rescued me from the pit of hell twice, 
in very different ways. He never gave up on me. He loves 
me too much, as he does you. No two of us get rescued the 
same way. But we do get rescued by the same loving God, 
in his perfect timing. Thank You, Jesus.

 



Scott Devlin
Leamington, Ontario
scottdevlin1234@me.com
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Life Recalibrated: David Tonen

 
David Tonen is the Marketing Navigator at 

MinistryStory.com, the Ministry Director of 
JesusAtlantic.com, and a church planter and Chair of 
the Elders Board at LifeBridge Community Church in 
Cole Harbour, Nova Scotia. David and his wife Shelly, 
live alongside the Atlantic Ocean just outside of Halifax, 
Nova Scotia.

In September and October 2009, my life started to 
unravel. Weird stuff, beyond my control began to consume 
my days.

I was working in a corporate publishing job as an 
Executive Marketing Manager, having spent twenty years 
helping this company grow into one of the largest university 
publishing conglomerates in Canada. I was managing 
a 20-million dollar a year portfolio, in an industry that 
was itself unraveling as technology and tradition clashed 
for sales and market share. The management team and 
corporate culture were very unhealthy and the pressures 
to repeatedly increase sales by unrealistic percentages, year 
after year, were not going away.

I was also in the startup phase of my own marketing 
company, Ministry Story -- trying to see if I could build it 
to a point where I could make enough money, so I could 
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leave my corporate position. I had been miserable in my 
career for a couple of years, but was very afraid of letting go 
of the salary and benefits package that kept me handcuffed 
to that job. I didn’t think I could make it as an entrepreneur, 
so I had to “test it” to see if I had what it would take to 
make a business work out on my own. 

As a result, my work schedule became extreme. I worked 
8:30am - 5:00pm, Monday-Friday, for my corporate bosses 
and I worked every evening I could, from 6:00pm-11:00pm 
and most Saturdays, on my entrepreneurial adventures.

Of course I was also fully dedicated to my church 
LifeBridge Community Church in Dartmouth, Nova Scotia. 
I had been part of the church planting team in 2005 and 
was serving as the Chair of the Elders Board. During my 
“spare time” I was leading as an Elder, teaching a Small 
Group, managing the LifeBridge website, on a Sunday 
Set Up team, a member of the Audio/Visual team, on the 
Drama Team, and trying to meet occasionally with people 
within the congregation who needed a listening ear and 
occasional words of wisdom and encouragement. 

I was also the ministry Director of JesusAtlantic.com, a 
para-church ministry I had started in 2001. Not a huge 
weekly commitment, but also an important ministry that 
was helping churches communicate more effectively. 

I would “say” that Sunday’s were my day of rest…but 
who was I kidding? Most Sunday mornings my wife and 
I were at the church at 8:30am and my mind was always 
“on”- connecting with people, smiling, and being my fun-
loving self. That is generally easy for me and I love being 
that way...but it was not a day of rest by any means. The 
only down-time I had each week was after 2:00pm on 
Sundays, but even then I would occasionally “cheat” and 
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check my Blackberry, as my treadmill-running corporate 
colleagues would work Saturdays and Sundays themselves 
- so my inbox was always buzzing with something urgent 
to respond to!

In my mind, I rationalized this “busy” schedule as 
being “just for a season”. I had been running like this since 
January of that year and it would all change and get better 
after Christmas (I thought). I had a plan. I was going to 
resign my corporate job on January 2nd, 2010. That was MY 
plan - unfortunately MY plan crashed.

In September, weird physical things, manifestations of 
stress and exhaustion, began to emerge. I wasn’t sleeping 
well and often had a difficult time falling asleep, as my 
mind would race under all this pressure, as I laid my head 
on my pillow. Oh, I was tired - dead tired, but I couldn’t 
sleep - often it was 12:30 or 1:00am before I would finally 
drift off. Then, I would regularly wake up between 3:00-
4:00am and be awake for an hour or more, before slipping 
back to sleep just as daylight broke. 

Dreams: The more tired I became, the crazier my 
dreams became. Some were work related, as I raced towards 
panicked deadlines, and others were the most bizarre 
dreams I have ever had and I am sure Freud would have had 
a field day analyzing what was going on inside my head.

My wife’s alarm would go off at 6:00am and I would 
awake feeling overwhelmed and exhausted - but by 6:30am, 
my feet would hit the floor and I would be off and running 
this crazy, and seemingly endless, treadmill for yet another 
day.

Then the manifestation of exhaustion became more 
frequent and more severe. 



Copper: I started having this annoying taste that I 
described as tasting like copper in mouth. I had to chew 
gum all the time just to not taste that horrible sensation on 
my tongue all day. Apparently, this is a symptom of stress...I 
didn’t find that out until later.

Shakes: Then I started to get the shakes. I would 
reach for a glass of water and my hand would be shaking 
so erratically that I could hardly pick it up - yet another 
symptom of stress.

Mr. Snappy: My wife would say something to me and 
I would snap back at her with some un-caring remark. You 
have to understand - this is totally NOT me. We were not 
fighting - I was just really mean...and she didn’t deserve it 
all. Many times I didn’t even know I was doing it. For those 
who really know me...this was very un-David-like behavior. 
She even began pointing it out to me (which I did not 
receive well) - she saw my life and personality unraveling 
but didn’t really know what was going on. She repeatedly 
asked me to go see our family doctor. I repeatedly shrugged 
her off.

Tears: Then came the tears. I would be sitting at my 
computer working away at some crazy corporate analysis 
project and my eyes would begin to flow with water. Tears. 
Not emotional crying tears -- there was no emotion at all. 
My eyes just poured with water. So, I would jump up from 
my desk and grab a tissue and a glass of water and try to 
shake it off. This was the symptom that got my attention 
the most. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t make it 
stop. I also couldn’t rationalize it...and it happened much 
more often than I ever let on.

Anxiety: As all of this compounded, I began to feel this 
uncontrollable feeling of wanting to run and hide. I wanted 



to run away...but how could I? I had too many balls in the 
air – too many responsibilities. I couldn’t let people down. I 
had my boss, my colleagues, my business, my church…what 
would people think? 

I was a leader! I had it all together - right? I was needed. 
I was doing important stuff ! Life changing stuff – I couldn’t 
stop!

And then, I CRASHED.

I remember the day as if it was yesterday. It was 
around 10:00am on Monday, October 26, 2009 and I had 
another tear infused meltdown - but this one became very 
emotional. Anxiety pulsed through my body like electricity. 
I pulled myself away from my desk and I went into a spare 
bedroom we have in our basement, closed the door, and 
with no lights on, in total darkness, I curled up on the bed 
and cried. My head and heart raced like never before and I 
felt like I was going to explode. I wanted to die.

After about a half hour in this state, I got it in my head I 
needed to call my pastor. He knew some of what I had been 
going through in the weeks leading up to this - he and the 
other Elders had repeatedly told me to dial it back a few 
notches. They “saw” some of this unraveling coming, but 
I always tried to maintain composure...“I had it all under 
control”. 

I did not.

I don’t remember exactly what he said during that 
phone conversation but when I hung up I called and made 
a doctor’s appointment immediately and much to my 



surprise, they had an opening for that coming Thursday 
afternoon.

On Thursday, October 29, 2009, I nervously went in to 
see my doctor and shared with him the symptoms I have 
described to you. He asked many good questions about my 
schedule and lifestyle. Then he turned to me and said:

“David, your body is literally crying out for rest. You are 
physically and mentally exhausted! You have a short-term 
disability component to your benefits so I am immediately 
sanctioning you to thirty days rest leave.”

This should have made me feel better, but I panicked all 
the more. I couldn’t do that! People were counting on me. 
What would people think?

The stress levels increased even more as I contacted my 
boss, my clients, my church, my family, and my friends. 

One of the root issues for me was my pride. I battled 
with the shame of admitting that I was weak and that could 
not handle this “schedule”. I felt inadequate and alone.

In the first few weeks of the sanctioned thirty days rest, 
the symptoms and manifestations actually got worse. I slept 
worse and less. I had more of the crying episodes, increased 
anxiety levels, and constant shakes. I felt broken and wasn’t 
sure what to pray – I felt numb and scared.

About three weeks into “doing nothing”, my wife 
encouraged me to embrace the edict to rest. She said 
I could, and should, give myself permission to rest. As I 
hit the thirty day mark, my doctor clearly saw I needed 
more time and he pushed the rest-leave to sixty days…
and it was then that I started to take the idea of rest more 
seriously and gave myself permission to rest and recover. 
I consciously admitted I was “sick” and I decided to sleep 
when I felt sleepy – and sleep I did…



For the next five weeks I slept most of the time. On 
average I was sleeping fifteen hours a day. This really 
shocked me, as I was not historically a “napper”. The more 
I slept the better I began to feel. The sixty days rest turned 
to 120 days, and by the end of February 2010 I was well on 
my way to restoration.

One day around 100-days into this journey, Shelly 
looked into my eyes and said “I am glad to have my David 
back”. I broke down, realizing how far I had really gone.

Through this journey I never lost my faith but I had 
fallen into such a life-fog that my prayer, Bible reading, 
and reading of any kind, was almost non-existent. My head 
couldn’t take it in…I was just too exhausted and I couldn’t 
force it. 

I know God carried me through this season and I often 
refer to it now as my sabbatical. Through a little counseling 
I was able to see that what happened to me was not a 
symptom of a year of overworking. I had established a life-
pace like this that went all the way back to my late teens. 
So, for twenty years I had been packing my life to the very 
brim and I had not been properly resting.

Our culture feeds this frenzy and in church circles we 
encourage it under the guise of servant-hood or ministry 
expectations. What I learned most in this journey was how 
to deal with, and release my man-pride. God did not create 
me to do “all things” but to do what He created me to do 
with focus, purpose, and excellence. 

The importance of Sabbath-rest became a priority. God 
gave us this principle so that we would recharge. I broke 
Sabbath repeatedly, thinking in my pride that I could 
handle it all. I wasn’t created to handle it all. I have been 



created for a mission that is uniquely mine, and now I can 
prioritize that with greater wisdom.

Our culture still today tries to pull my attention in many 
directions, but having gone through this life recalibration, 
I now physically can feel when I am over doing it and my 
deepened relationship with God affords me His wisdom to 
hear more clearly what I must prioritize and what I must 
release. 

I do not wish for anyone to journey through this type 
of season, but the reality is that our corporate and ministry 
cultures do not embed respect for rest - they rob it. My 
prayer for you, as you read this, is that you will be given 
the spiritual wisdom to assess the pace of your own life and 
to choose a path where God-given wisdom helps you to 
prioritize Sabbath, and prioritize a simplified and focused 
life mission. Please, journey wisely.

 
David Tonen
Marketing Navigator, MinistryStory.com
David@DavidTonen.com
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