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to hurting kids in a gentle way

A Deeper Wound

When we went to court, the judge asked him to
confirm that and he said ‘No Way.’ When I asked him
about it, he told me, ‘lose my [phone] number,’ and
I was in a cottage one evening this week,
walked off. But I know he had told me I could live
speaking with a young lady and giving her a Bible.
When we were finished, one of the staff members with him, he told my worker, that’s why we went to
court . . .”
approached me.
Alise related this scene as if she was reading
“We have a girl we need you to speak to. She is
from
a shopping list. When I began to tear up, she
really struggling and asked for a suicide prevention
counselor. We have been talking with her all night, protested. “Why are you getting so emotional about
my dad?”
but she wants to speak with you.”
“When did this happen to you?”
I sat down with Alise (name changed to protect
“A few weeks ago,” she replied. “Why does it
privacy) and asked, “What’s going on sis?”
bother
you so much?” Alise went on to talk about
Alise was sad. She was angry, disappointed, and
her addictions and her poor choices; how she was
hopeless. Alise had recently relapsed, and her
ruining her life.
choices had screwed up all of her progress in
It took a while to slow her down and bring her
treatment. She was filled with self-loathing.
“It’s like that verse in Romans 7,” she said, “You back to the scene of the crime.
“I don’t understand why this upsets you so much.”
know, I don’t do what I want to do, but I do the
“He is your dad. He threw you away like a piece of
stuff I should not do.”
As I dug deeper, the story of Alise’s wound began garbage.”
Alise did not know how to respond. She could see
to seep out. Her childhood is so much like others I
the
emotion on my face, but she was resistant to
have encountered in treatment. But one part
really feeling the weight of that trauma.
caught my attention.
By Jon Wells

“My dad said that I could come and live with him.

Continued on page 3

God’s Compassionate Kingdom
“So, what’s the plan now?” I asked Ethan as I sat down next
to him on a rusty bench outside a run-down gas station in
central Springfield.
“I don’t know. Hey, will you buy me an energy drink?”
Ethan was a few months from aging out of his time in
residential. Enraged at his situation, he had become aggressive with other students, was cussing out the cottage staff,
and making threats toward those around him. In a moment
of haste and rage, Ethan had decided he would leave
campus. Due to his age, and the difficulty of the situation,
the staff and his case-worker helped him get together his
belongings and sent him on his way. Having spent most of
his teenage years in residential, Ethan had no clue where to
go or how to live on his own. In fact, up to the moment that I
sat down next to him, he hadn’t even considered the fact
that he would be sleeping outside or that he would be
without food. He seemed disinterested in taking any kind of
initiative to provide for any of his own needs. He responded
to my attempts to help him, but had no real concern or
framework to care for himself. The prospect of ministry or
spiritual care seems to be miles away from the basic
prospect of survival. I attempted to find him placement at
the local homeless shelters, but was unable because he was
without the simple identification documents that these
shelters required. After talking to him for a while and trying
to come up with solutions to get him off the street, he asked
if I would drive him to the police station. And with no other
idea of where I could take him, that’s what I did.
It’s been about a month since then. A few students have
told me that they’ve seen Ethan walking in Springfield while
on outings with staff. I think about him often and wonder
what the chances are of finding him a place to live or work to
do. He has not been given the necessary skills for life or
relationships. He has a very real physical disability that
would make finding work a challenge. The difficulty of the
situation makes me curious how someone like Ethan can find
a stable and consistent place to belong in our society. Is
there a place in our society for someone like him at all? We
live in a world that demands that we perform in particular
capacities to gain value and accrue respect. It seems that for
someone like Ethan, value and respect are not imminent.
But as I think further into this experience, I’m starting to
question if what Ethan needs is what society could give him
anyway. What Ethan needs is a home, a purpose, and a few

By Skyler Martin

people willing to take him on; not as a project or a
charity case, but as a gift. In a society that sees him as
a problem to be solved, Ethan needs a community that
will embrace him as Christ in their midst.
Jesus called his disciples to a vision that involved a
radical step away from the values and power
structures of human empires. What are these power
structures? In their day, it looked like the clear cut
divisions between the elite and the poor. In our day it
looks like an implicit division predicated on the
capitalistic values of productivity, profit, and
expedience and their ready exclusion of the person
who is disabled, dependent, or impractical. Very
simply, such a person can only sink to the bottom of a
society that heralds production over compassion and
profit over relationships.
But the Kingdom of God is a socio-political reality of
its own that will one day be fully realized. In that
Kingdom the high places will be brought low and the
valleys raised up. In that Kingdom, the hungry and
thirsty will come to eat for free, without consideration
of their ability to earn. This Kingdom that is coming
belongs to the poor, the hungry, the desperate, and
the rejected (Luke 6:20-26).
Reflecting on my experience with Ethan, I can’t help
but wonder what it is that I’m really called to do in
those moments where such an immediate need is
presented. Though I’m tempted to find some way to
equip Ethan for the work of society, it seems that my
fore-most calling as a Christian is to participate with
Christ in bringing His future Kingdom and its values
into the here-and-now. As a Christian, I’m somehow
meant to act as though my heart is already in such a
Kingdom. And for me this is incredibly challenging,
because I fear that I interact with guys like Ethan
through the values of this present and passing empire
rather than through the reality of God’s eternal
Kingdom. In God’s eyes, Ethan already belongs and is
already loved. God’s Kingdom is for guys like him,
whereas our present politic is better suited for those
who can ‘clean up their act.’ God’s Kingdom values
compassion over profit and relationship over expedience. Lord, may we become a people who are a home
to the disabled, the impractical, and desperate.
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“Here’s the thing, sis. When someone hurts me, really hurts me, I don’t
know what to do with the wound. It is as if I am bleeding out- injured, but not
sure how to heal. So I leave that trauma down deep and go on with my life. I
tell myself, ‘It’s no big deal, that’s life, too bad.’ Addiction, self-harm- all those
out of control emotions and behavior on the surface are just a way for me to
relate to the wound that is festering deep down.”
You see, when I asked Alise to tell me what was wrong, she rattled off a list
of stupid decisions she had made; addictions, selfish choices, and the resulting
frustrations. She never thought to tell me, ‘I’m really hurting- somebody hurt
me.’ She was not trying to hide the wound; she never really saw it clearly.
When I invited her to come and mourn her wound, she resisted. Alise was
too busy juggling the guilt and shame of her own sin to grieve the pain of her
father’s blow. I have never seen so clearly the heart of the Heavenly Father in
regard to sin. Our sin is a symptom of our wounds; a secondary concern. Don’t
get me wrong, such considerations do not relieve the guilty of their need to
confess and repent. I do not want to suggest a back-door escape from
responsibility for my mistakes. But the problem- the real problem here- is not a
story about addiction or self-harm. The true story here is a little girl so deeply
wounded that she has no idea how to even deal with the pain; she refuses to
even consciously admit to the pain. And in that place the enemy wraps her in
layers of guilt and shame like a spider spinning its victim in a coffin of silk. No
wonder she was suicidal! Alise was fighting a losing battle; trying to come to
terms with her own recent sin. Her failures were echoing in her head, insisting that she was the villain in her
own story. All the while her biggest challenge was a
deep wound that she was too distracted to see. There
is a divine rage that burns against this evil trap; a fierce,
righteous intention that carried Jesus all the way to the
cross in order to break the power of such evil schemes.
Alise and I spent half an hour unpacking some verses
from Philippians 3. The same guy who penned Romans
chapter seven also penned these famous lines:
‘Not that I have already obtained all this, or have already arrived at my goal,
but I press on to take hold of that for which Christ Jesus took hold of me.
Brothers and sisters, I do not consider myself yet to have taken hold of it. But
one thing I do: Forgetting what is behind and straining toward what is ahead,
I press on toward the goal to win the prize for which God has called me
heavenward in Christ Jesus.’
Before I left that night, I prayed with Alise. She seemed relieved to be able
to confess her mistakes. I encouraged her willingness to take responsibility and
repent for her mistakes. I pray for her that she will have the courage and
insight to do the hard work of pursuing healing from deeper wounds as well.

For over 15 years, Days of Hope has been bringing the good news of the gospel to the
thousands of at risk youth. We continue to insist that God’s solution to all of the innumerable
challenges these youth face is found in the person of Jesus Christ. We are a not for profit,
inter-denominational Christian ministry that seeks to address the spiritual needs of children
and teens who are living in residential psychiatric care facilities throughout central
Missouri. We are supported by the prayer and gifts of individuals and churches in our
community. Through the ministries that are offered at Days of Hope, Bibles are distributed,
pastoral counsel, services, and groups are provided, and these children are given an
opportunity to respond to the gospel message.
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