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BY PHILIP STUTZMAN

THE FATHER
HEART OF GOD

I often heard my dad pray like this, “Our kind and loving 
Heavenly Father, we come to you in the precious name of 
Jesus…” So from an early age I viewed my heavenly Father 
through the eyes of how my dad prayed, and how he 
treated my mom and us children. My dad was known in the 
neighborhood as a kind, honest man. His example shaped 
my view of the heavenly Father.

Our view of the heavenly Father can be affected either 
positively or negatively by our earthly father. Let’s look 
at the heavenly Father through the eyes of scripture. 
At Jesus’ baptism, he said, “This is my beloved Son, 
with whom I am well pleased” (Matt.3:17 ESV). At the 
Transfiguration, “This is my beloved Son, with whom I am 
well pleased; listen to him” (Matt. 17:5). In these accounts 
we see the Father’s affirmation of the Son! Just think 
how Jesus must have felt, hearing those words from his 
Father. Dads, when you affirm your children it means the 
world to them! Your affirmation gives them confidence in 
the abilities God has given them! 

We see the Father’s heart in the 
everyday life of Jesus.

Many times we view our heavenly Father as an abstract 
Being in the heavens that we can’t relate to. This was Philip’s 
case in John 14 when he posed the question to Jesus, “Lord, 
show us the Father…” (14:8). The response of Jesus has really 
helped me see the kind of heart our heavenly Father has: 
“Jesus said to him, ‘Have I been with you so long, and you still 
do not know me, Philip? Whoever has seen me has seen the 
Father. How can you say, “Show us the Father”? Do you not 
believe that I am in the Father and the Father is in me? The 
words that I say to you I do not speak on my own authority, 
but the Father who dwells in me does his works. Believe me 
that I am in the Father and the Father is in me, or else believe 
on account of the works themselves’ ” (14:9-11). 

I believe we see the Father’s heart in the everyday life of 
Jesus. “When he saw the crowd, he had compassion for 
them, because they were harassed and helpless, like sheep 
without a shepherd” (Matt. 9:36). Jesus reflected the Father’s 
heart of compassion when he observed the crowds of 
people. “The Lord is compassionate and merciful” (James 
5:11b). “You must be compassionate, just as your Father is 
compassionate” (Luke 6:36 NLT).

 I believe we catch a glimpse of the Father’s heart in the response 
of the prodigal son’s father in Luke 15:20: “And he arose and 
came to his father. But while he was still a long way off, his father 
saw him and felt compassion, and ran and embraced him and 
kissed him” 
(ESV). I see 
four things 
the father 
did when he 
saw his son 
come home. 
The father 
saw, felt, ran, 
and then 
embraced and kissed him. In my mind I can see the dad running 
toward his son. He saw the dejected way his son walked with 
drooping shoulders and a haggard look. But his son was 
coming home! I can see him wrapping his arms around him and 
holding him tight and kissing him again and again. 

At times we may feel unworthy to come to our heavenly 
Father and yet the Bible is clear that our Father in heaven 
has compassion for us and loves us as his own children. Our 
heavenly Father is waiting for us to come to his open arms of 
love, forgiveness, and acceptance. Receive his embrace today!



WOW!
BY DARREN PEACHEY

Darren, conference pastor of CMC, is married to Caryn and 
lives in Belleville, Pennsylvania. Darren and Caryn have two 
married children and six grandchildren. 
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“Wow!” Wow became the often-used expression as Caryn and I 
took some time in April to explore the “The Mighty Five” National 
Parks in Utah. As we explored deserts, mountains, canyons, and 
the incredible rock formations that are so prevalent, we were in 
awe of God who could imagine, and then create, such beauty.

I noticed that another piece of the 
Almighty’s creation was not getting 
many “Wows.”

You would think after 6-7 days of looking at rocks that 
boredom and a longing for something different would begin 
to lessen the “Wow factor.” But as the next rock formation, 
canyon, or sweeping desert sprinkled with blooming spring 
flowers unfolded before our eyes, the opposite happened, 
we could not stop saying “Wow.” It even became a game to 
try not to say “Wow,” but we could not help ourselves. Each 
new place had its own beauty, majesty, color, and character 
and out popped a “Wow!” Nature’s beauty was on full display.

But as we navigated crowded roads, parking areas, and 
visitor centers, I noticed that another piece of the Almighty’s 
creation was not getting many “Wows.” Humanity, people, the 
masterpiece of creation, the image bearers of the Creator, 
were not seeing each other with the same “Wow factor.” 

Oh, people tried to be nice, but in general we were in each other’s 
way. We all wanted the last parking spot, or the picture devoid 

of people, showing 
“only the beauty 
of creation.” We 
waited in lines 
at restaurants, 
and then waited 
for our spot in 
remote park Porta 
Johns®, assuming 

someone other than ourselves bore responsibility for the 
unpleasant odor. 

I began to wrestle with what I was observing, and feeling, and 
with what I know to be true from the account of creation in 
Genesis 1.  People, including me, were “Wowing” over mountains, 

and waters, and the occasional appearance of wildlife, all things 
that God had affirmed were good as he reflected on what he 
had put into form and order. But we were not “Wowing” over 
humanity, created image bearers of God, who when added to 
the mix of creation, God said, “This is all very good.”

From the many park signs reminding us to “stay on the trails so 
nature can recover 
from the damage 
that humanity had 
caused” to the way 
the crowds tried 
to politely tolerate 
each other, it was 
clear that people 
were not seen as 
the “very good” piece, the masterpiece, of creation.

Yes, I admit that in Eden the “very good” died, that the image 
and likeness bearers of God took on the very nature of Satan, 
consumed by self-focus and greed. And yes, I admit, starting 
with me, that this selfish nature has had incredibly negative 
impacts on families, communities, and the natural world.

But imagine with me if 110 congregations in CMC made up of 
13,000 followers of Jesus would understand and believe that 
every person we encounter is a “Wow,” a Spirit-empowered 
relationship with Jesus away from being what the Apostle 
Paul describes in Ephesians 2:10 “created in Christ Jesus to 
do the good works God prepared in advance for us to do” 
(NIV). In other words, “recreated in Jesus” to bear the image 
and likeness of our Creator and bring glory to God.

I pray that some of these basic understandings of why and 
how we were created, and the price that Jesus paid on the 
cross to restore that original “very good” design, would 
impact our desire and commitment to going and making 
disciples of Jesus, to maturing and multiplying churches 
locally and globally, and participating in the Kingdom of the 
Father coming on earth as it is in heaven. Wow!



Phyllis is retired from teaching and serves as an adjunct 
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and visits churches with her husband Steve. She blogs at Apple 
to Apple and is writing her second book.

BY PHYLLIS SWARTZ

Why Stopping the Bad Isn’t Good Enough

ROSEDALE BIBLE COLLEGE

Good kids, that’s what we want. So we post rules and plan 
consequences and reward behaviors to stop the bad. But 
this isn’t enough. 

“Go,” Jesus said, “and make disciples.”

He was ushering in a new kingdom, one based not on codes, 
but on the outpouring of the heart. So as we approach the 
summer season, where adults invite kids to camps and 
vacation Bible schools, how can we aim for the highest 
goal—to help kids be like Jesus and follow him? Here are 
some ideas to consider:

• 	Search	for	the	image	of	God. I’m glad I taught at a prison toward 
the beginning of my career. Because there, I had to come to grips. 
My students had murdered and raped and robbed. They had 
committed larceny and fraud and arson.  I knew all this. And I 
knew one other thing—that I couldn’t teach without love. But how 
could I love these classes?

“Look for my image.”—this is what I heard God say to me one 
day as I prayed. 

So, I did. And I found a trace of mercy here, incredible creativity there. 
The more I looked, the more I found—love for a son growing up 
without a father, grief for a daughter gone wayward, and kindness 
toward a newly-sentenced inmate. 

There’s no question. These images of God were marred, deeply 
marred. But, in me, the image of God is also marred, deeply 
marred.

Learning to turn toward the image of God in people helped me 
later when I taught middle school bullies and when I worked 
with parents who neglected their children. Over and over, I 
found that calling out the image of God gives people hope.

• 	Use	 misbehavior	 to	 find	 gifts. I’ve come to believe that 
misbehaviors are often the misuse of gifts—that bossiness is 
the backside of leadership, that students full of high drama are 
especially expressive, that students who lead cliques and gangs 
are socially astute. My impulse is to put a hammer to these 
students. But while issuing detentions stops the bad, it doesn’t 
develop gifts. 

If you want to turn the talents of bad kids in your Sunday school 
class toward the kingdom, if you want to make disciples, follow 
the example of Barnabas. When he visited the church in Antioch 
(Acts 11), he could have focused on the ways this church, with 
its new believers and challenges, was messing up. But Luke 
writes about what Barnabas did instead—Barnabas came and 
saw the grace of God and he was glad. 

Try pulling aside a bossy kid. Tell that kid—I’m excited about 
the leadership I see in you. I’d love to help you develop it. Could 
we meet now and again to talk about how to be a good leader?

I’ve never had a student say no.

• 	Listen	more	than	you	talk. On Labor Day last year, I checked 
off a life goal. I walked across the Mackinac Bridge. By dawn, 
thousands of us had gathered at the foot of the bridge. 

“How does this work?” someone beside me asked.

But I didn’t know either, this being my first time. And then, far 
ahead of us a man climbed a ladder with a bullhorn.

“Now we’ll find out,” said my fellow walker.

And for the next ten minutes, the bullhorn man explained. At 
least, that’s what I think he was doing. But I’m not sure because 
the sound of the bullhorn was too weak to reach back into the 
crowd. Still, I was amazed at how people kept leaning forward, 
trying to hear. 

“What’s he saying?” my new friend asked. But I shrugged. And 
when he climbed down, most of us were still uninitiated. He 
had, however, covered the material.

Like the bullhorn man, we’ve got curricula to cover—in Sunday 
school and Bible school and at church camp. And there’s 
something satisfying about covering it. We’ve led students 
through the necessary texts and lessons. But while we’ve stayed 
true to the course, we often don’t know what they’re thinking.

The measure of learning is not what comes out of a teacher’s 
mouth; it’s what students say and do and believe. What counts is 
the meaning they uncover, not the material you cover. 

“Be quick to listen; slow to speak,” James says.

And teachers aren’t excluded.

What fun to teach a class of good kids. But how satisfying to 
help students take a step on the journey . . . and then another.



An Invitation that Leads to Life

This article contains excerpts from a longer piece 
written by one of Rosedale International’s long-term 
workers. To read the whole story, visit the Beacon’s blog 
at blog.cmcrosedale.org. All names in this article have 
been changed for security purposes.

A long-term worker held our firstborn son. As we shared the 
news that our baby son had Down syndrome, this friend wasn’t 
shaken, but shared stories of other overseas workers who had 
not only welcomed children with special needs into their lives but 
continued to work in missions abroad. During our son Robbie’s 
first weeks, we heard similar stories from other retired overseas 
workers. In our uncertain hearts, our hopes for working in God’s 
kingdom around the world rose and grew again.

As believers, all of us have heard the call of Jesus to follow him. 
Within this call to follow him in any situation, we are each invited 
to specific work. Most of the time, that invitation is simply to take 
the next step—whether that be all the little moments of raising a 
child, loving a spouse, telling the truth, doing a job, or finishing a 
class. This is the invitation: be faithful.

“Lord, is this what you meant it 
to look like when you sent your 
followers into all the world?”

Several years ago, our sister and brother-in-law extended their 
own invitation: to work among an Indigenous people group 
in the mountains of North Africa. For three years, we studied 
culture and two of the languages we would need in our work. 
We lived in a city, outside the lives of the Indigenous people 
among whom we came to work. I did not have a vision for the 
ultimate work our team was doing. There was struggle and 
suffering involved in placing ourselves so far from friends, family, 
and support. This same chord of suffering was played out in the 

struggle and vulnerability of raising a special needs child. I found 
myself wearily asking, “Lord, is this what you meant it to look like 
when you sent your followers into all the world?”

Finally, we moved to a town in the mountains. Suddenly, I had 
neighbors who were welcoming. The illiterate mountain women 
from this people group to whom I was devoting my life suddenly 
had individual faces. I saw a glimpse of the direction the ship had 
been headed all these years.

In the first month after moving to our new town in the mountains, 
a young man watching his father’s small neighborhood shop 
became friends with our son Robbie. Robbie had a special love 
and care for the young man, never passing his shop without 
greeting him with genuine, wordless love.

One day around Christmas, as Robbie and my husband left the 
shop, the young man closed up shop to walk with them! When 
they arrived back at our house, he came in for coffee. The young 
man saw our nativity picture taped to the wall. He asked about 
it. Instead of telling him, my husband invited the man to read the 
story in his own language. Soon after, this young man moved 
away, but he will always remain the first person with whom our 
family read the Good News. And it was Robbie who invited him.

And so, we find that the invitation, once accepted, stuns us 
with its beauty. That which sounds like suffering—leaving our 
families, accepting a child with a disability—surprises us with 
an unexpected joy difficult to fathom. I’m still on the open sea. 
I’m still moving at the invitation of Jesus. But I can see now that 
God—who never wastes lives but only redeems—is gently 
leading through every event in my life.
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BY OPAL, WORKER IN NORTH AFRICA

For Opal and Raleigh, parenting a special needs child seemed 
like an obstacle to embracing God’s call to serve among an 
Indigenous people group in North Africa. God has shown them 
otherwise, as they follow His invitation one step at a time. 


