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  How can you tell if  someone’s a vegetarian?
  They’ll always tell you. 
  As much as I hate that joke, an important point to 
this month’s movie response is that I am a vegetarian. 
It’s a dietary choice for me based on several reasons, 
but the central one is a moral conviction: I cannot, in 
good conscience, knowingly contribute to the demand 
for meat that can result in abusive farming practices.
  You’re right, I am a hero for animal rights. Dogs 
know me by name, and cows wave at me from the 
pasture as I drive by. Mother earth gives me a pass on 
the wasted gasoline from my destinationless pleasure 
drives just because I eat no meat.
  That’s what I like to think at least
  This pride for my moral conviction came into focus 
recently when I watched the movie Silence. It stars 
Andrew Garfield, Adam Driver, and Liam Neeson as 
Jesuit priests in 17th century Japan, where Christians 
are tortured and killed if  they don’t apostatize. The 
film follows Garfield and Driver’s characters, 
Rodrigues and Garupe, in their search for their former 
mentor, Father Ferreira, as played by Neeson. During 
the search, Rodrigues is captured by Japanese officials 
and ordered several times to recant by stepping on an 
image of  Jesus. Through most of  the prodding, he 
stands firm in his convictions as a professing Christian. 
There comes a point, however, where the officials 
place Rodrigues before several Japanese apostate 
Christians being slowly tortured to death. He is told 
the torture will continue only until he himself  
apostatizes. Rodrigues has a terrible choice here: 
continue his profession of  faith, thereby continuing the 
slow torture and death of  other people; or save those 
people by profaning the name of  Christ? He must ask 
himself, is his status as a standard bearer for 
Christianity more important than these people’s lives?
  To avoid both completely spoiling the ending, I won’t 
mention what Rodrigues decides. However, that 
question of  consistency versus compassion haunted me 
after the movie. I wondered which is scarier, giving up 
my good standing with God or living with someone’s 
blood on my hands. I thought about what I would do 
in his situation, whether I’d ever have to face the same 
choice. I wondered if  I’ve ever encountered a similar 
choice already, but maybe on a smaller scale. One 
possible parallel I thought of  was my choice of  the 
veggie life.
  If  someone offers me food containing meat, is it right 
to reject their good will on the basis of  a personal 
conviction? Is my heroic stance for animal rights really 
more important than graciously receiving a gift? Does 
my pride take precedence over people? It probably 
shouldn’t, Silence made me I realize.
  If  I do eat the meat, can you call me “not a real 
vegetarian”? Maybe. Special diets can be some of  the 
most dogmatic, legalistic, evangelistic non-religions 
you can find. It’s somewhat understandable too: what 
you eat affects you in ways we’re still discovering. But 
how important is a strict diet adherence compared to 
the value you can show a person in denying what you 
hold as a deep conviction?
  How can you tell if  someone’s a vegetarian?
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  I had come to the Abbey to spend a few days alone, praying, 
reflecting on Scripture, reading. I wanted quiet, solitude, the 
rhythm of  monastic life. But the couple across the hall was talking 
loudly about their medical insurance and a picture of  Jesus 
holding a baby. I’m sure both were worthwhile topics, but this was 
not why I was here. 
  The church bell rang, slowly, reassuringly. We all walked quietly 
to the chapel. We sang a few Psalms with the monks, slowly, 
reassuringly. We said a few prayers, then settled into a time of  
silent prayer and reflection. I paused. I breathed. This was why I 
was here. But the old heater in the chapel clattered noisily, then 
when it went off  it made that erratic ticking noise that metal 
makes when it is cooling. I sighed. This was not why I was here.
  The afternoon was quieter. I was alone. I prayed. I reflected on 
scripture. In the Abbey’s library I found a collection of  writings by 
Thomas Merton. I had been wanting to read him, so I did. He was 
good. I paused. I breathed. This was why I was here. 
  I don’t usually go on walks in the woods, but for some reason I 
decided I would. I came across a sign that said, “Path” and 
pointed further into the woods so I followed it. I came to a cross 
with a sign that said, “1 Judged”. These must be the Stations of  
the Cross. I followed it deeper into the words, reflecting on the 
words at each station, the journey of  Christ to the cross, my own 
journey with him. 2 Carry. 3 Fall. 4 Mother. I paused. I breathed. I 
reflected on a Mother watching her child endure the worst kind of  
suffering. I reflected on a Son watching his mother endure the 
worst kind of  suffering. This was why I was here.
  The path was going down a steep hill. 5 Help. 6 Face. 7 Fall. 
Halfway there. Two gigantic dogs came running out of  the woods 
and started jumping on me. They were playful, but they blocked 
the path jumping up, nipping at my hands. I turned back up the 
hill, and took a few steps. They both settled down and started 
walking in front of  me. For a moment, I wondered if  these dogs 
were sent by Satan to turn me back. Jesus’ walk wasn’t easy, why 
should mine be. I stopped walking. The dogs stopped walking. 
Maybe they would go on without me and I could continue down 
the path. They just waited. I turned around, they came back to get 
me. I sighed and walked back up the hill, the dogs leading the way. 
7 Fall. 6 Face. 5 Help… I sighed again. This was not why I was here. 
4 Mother. 3 Fall. 2 Carry… The words entered my head, “This is 
not your path.” I shook it off. The path to the cross is everyone’s 
path. But they came back, “This is not your path”. 
  I went back to my room and read this, “We lose the actuality of  
the solitude we already have if  we try, with too great anxiety, to 
realize the material possibility for greater exterior solitude that 
seems always just out of  reach.” Then I went home. 
  In the morning, the kids were all up early, crying, yelling. Asher 
was disappointed to see me. He was planning on a trip to Chick-
fil-A the day I got home, but my early return jeopardized his plans. 
Everyone went to school. Kristen went to pre-school “helper day.” 
Jonah and I watched cartoons. I tried to read the Psalms for the 
day, but Jonah was climbing on me. I made appointments for the 
afternoon. We went outside. We played a game where he bought 
grass from me to feed his pigs. He fed his pigs. I paused. I 
breathed. I prayed. He came back for more grass, we did business, 
he fed his pigs. I paused. I breathed. I prayed. He came back for 
more grass, we did business, he fed his pigs. I paused. I breathed. I 
prayed. The words came back to me, “This is your path.” This is why 
I am here. 
  “It is possible to be a solitary in one’s mind while living in a 
crowd, and it is possible for one who is a solitary to live in the 
crowd of  his own thoughts.” – Mother Syncletica solitude 

Seth Leach 



  Today, the world outside my window is blurred by fog. It creates a sort of  surreal beauty; hazy mountains in the 
background, wood smoke billowing from chimneys, white sky hanging low over the earth.
  Despite the way this dreary day drapes sleepiness over everything, it brings a sense of  stillness, of  peace, that reflects 
the way my heart has felt this year, and reminds me of  the lessons God has pressed onto my soul.
  This year has brought big changes in our dorm home. As a solution to a staffing shortage, Palmgarten has combined 
with our upstairs neighbor, Maugenhard, for the school year, nearly doubling the size of  our dorm family. We climbed 
from 21 students last year to 39 this year (21 girls and 18 boys), and from five staff  members to eight. The change is most 
palpable at dinner time, when we all crowd into the Palmgarten dining room to eat together, the noise sometimes 
nearly overwhelming conversation during the meal.
  It has been challenging. Everything seems like so much more; more cooking, more cleaning, more driving students 
here and there. As an introvert, being around more people has been one of  the most draining experiences. And our 
staff  has faced innumerably more decisions, too, from the difficult ones of  how to best integrate our two dorm cultures, 
to simple questions like how many kilos of  hamburger to buy for tacos.
  Throughout it all, there have been days upon days in which I feel as if  I’m just gliding through this sleepy Kandern 
fog, unable to see the path ahead. The road seems paved with stumbles, pitfalls, even dead ends.
But, though the steps behind me seem, too, to be blurred in the cloud, God has used each one to teach my heart. In 
these days, I have remembered His faithfulness, steady even when I often fall away. The verse that comes to mind is 2 
Timothy 2:13 – “If  we are faithless, He remains faithful, for He cannot deny Himself.” A truth learned over the course 
of  the past year, it now is buried deep in my heart.
  No matter how the path this year winds, how it seems to double back upon itself, how it comes to sudden stops or 
steep inclines, I cling to the truth I know of  His faithfulness, and in the quiet stillness of  this misty world, I find that 
God is teaching me something new; He is teaching me His peace.
  Like every lesson, it has been hard to learn. How do I find peace in the midst of  the chaos, the noise, the masses? 
How do I find peace on the path He has mapped out, when it seems to lead to places I do not want to go?
  Like the whole journey this year, the answers come through the fog, moment by moment, sometimes full of  clarity 
and truth, sometimes as blurry as the distant mountain ridges. But as He continues to speak peace into my life, I can 
feel my heart learning to keep hold of  it, holding fast when I come to moments of  fear, letting it rest in my soul on days 
when peace is easy.
  There are still many steps ahead before this year come to a close, and I know without a doubt that the path will be 
strewn with the unexpected; with sickness, with disagreements, with gritty decisions and with tears. But also with the 
peace of  Christ, no matter how long this fog might linger.
  It is a surreal kind of  beauty, after all.

elizabethamyrick.wordpress.comLizzy Myrick 

Lizzy Myrick, one of  Harvest’s supported missionaries, serves 
as a Resident Assistant at Black Forest Academy (BFA), a 
boarding school intended to serve the children of  missionaries in 
Europe, Central Asia, the Middle East, and Africa. BFA is 
located in Kandern, Germany, close to the borders of  
Switzerland and France.  Lizzy has been serving for 1.5 years.





  Happy New Year's! Ok that was last month, but close 
enough, right? What was your resolution? Did you have 
one you've already discarded? Or are you more of  the list 
type who has three pages of  good things to work on all 
year? Maybe you don't believe in resolutions. Awesome! 
We can relate. I have participated in all three methods 
and most of  the nuances in between. But why am I 
talking to you about resolutions anyway? Ok, they are a 
little corny, but I bring them up because I think they 
point to a basic and completely understandable desire 
that most, if  not all, humans have: the opportunity for a 
clean slate. We want to believe, more than anything, that 
there is the hope of  a fresh start and we can truly change 
from the self  that we are deeply disappointed with being 
into the someone we have always wanted to be. And 
January 1st seems like the best and most understandable, 
built-in do-over out there. And so a lot of  us take it. And 
if  we don't it probably isn't because we don't want a fresh 
start. I am guessing it is because we are fairly certain that 
all our efforts towards newness will fall short and we will 
be revealed to be even more of  a mess than even we 
knew. 
  A couple of  years ago I was offered a do-over I couldn't 
refuse and it changed the way I have approached 
resolutions since. I see them as an opportunity to infuse 
my year with a defined purpose that shapes the activities 
I engage in and the opportunities I pursue, while pushing 
me to invite others into the inner workings of  my growth.
  On March 26, 2016 I was given my do-over. I can say 
that now, nearly two years after the fact. At 2:00PM that 
Saturday in my pastor's office it looked a lot more like 
some Midwestern city in the wake of  a tornado. My 
husband of  eight years had, in three sentences, revealed 
that I knew nearly nothing about the past decade of  my 
life. "I am not a Christian. I am bisexual. I have been 
having sexual encounters with men for 6 years." The 
most ugly do-over. I remember thinking I would wake 
up. I remember thinking that if  God had written all my 
days in His book before I was one day old, what kind of  
person would write these days for me? And at the same 
time that I found Him terrible, I also found Him 
attractive because He was there, after all. And He didn't 
seem to mind my shouting.
  And all the time, there was my life, this huge 
opportunity to be something I had never been before, to 
be the someone I really wanted to be, whatever that was. 
At least that it what it looks like from now. Back then it 
just looked like a question of  whether or not I would 
make it out alive. One day, a couple of  months in, I got 
out of  bed and thought to myself, "It is awful to feel like 
you are defeated before your feet even hit the floor." And 
I knew I had to do something about that feeling. I took a 
white window marker and wrote on the back of  my car, 
"Not defeated". I had a purpose. It seems small but it 
began changing things. It began changing me. I started a 
photo project to document my grieving and healing 
process and planned a photo for each of  the people 
walking most closely with me in that incredibly dark 
time. Thinking about them as I pursued my creative 
work and daily activities kept my purpose from devolving 
into navel-gazing. A good friend of  mine says, "The self  
is not enough to hold the weight of  life." I was living into 
that sentiment without even really thinking about it. I 
could not be undefeated alone. That knowledge drove 
me to reach outward.
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  I went to new places, saw beautiful things, held my three year old son 
tightly but with new knowledge that he wasn't really mine. Indeed my 
life wasn't really mine. And somehow that was terrifyingly, 
exhilaratingly okay. The purpose, to be undefeated, shaped the rest of  
my year so strongly that when I look back it was absolutely the most 
terrible year of  my life and yet, simultaneously the best. I pursued life 
and wholeness at an exhausting pace because death and brokenness 
were fighting to get in at the windows every day. It was such a hard 
year. Thinking about it is wearying and scary, but it changed 
everything.
  When December of  2016 came I began thinking about the new year. 
What would 2017 be like? 2016 had been so good because the pain 
had driven me to growth. I didn't want 2017 to be the worst year of  my 
life, not because of  a horrifying tragedy, but because I failed to take the 
opportunity I had been given and really live into it. Out of  that 
concern was born my new year's purpose: Spectacular 2017. I did the 
three pages of  good things type of  resolution writing, focusing on 
things that would make for a spectacular year: traveling to new places, 
seeing my closest friends who lived far away, taking Jack to concerts, 
making more time for creative work, listening to the pain of  others who 
were suffering, sending a lot more snail mail, and being a more 
intentional communicator. A lot of  unexpected things happened in 
2017, the biggest being my move back to my parents', but none of  
them are what made my year spectacular. (And it was!) My year was 
spectacular because I had a purpose and intentionally lived into it. 
  So what about 2018? Towards the end of  December Seth preached a 
sermon in which he emphasized the importance of  being completely 
transformed. Just the knowledge of  what Christ went through on my 
behalf  should be enough to shake me out of  my complacency, and yet, 
without a purpose I sit around on my butt hoping that somehow 
tomorrow I will be different. Transformation is the purpose I chose for 
2018 that morning as Seth preached. I have been given so much. I 

know brokenness and pain intimately but they no longer visit daily. I 
am familiar with tears and that rending feeling in the chest that 
threatens to undo, but peace is more present these days. All I desired 
for a year and a half  was rest, and now I have it. And when life is easy 
then I get lazy. I know that about myself  and I don't want to become 
stuck. 
  So if  my purpose for 2018 is transformation, how am I going to 
pursue it? As before, I have given myself  activities and tasks to draw my 
everyday life into line with my purpose. Some of  them, like shooting 
every week, are fun. I have found that my photography has been a 
powerful tool in my growth in the past couple years. Other tasks, such 
as praying weekly for people in my life who are difficult to love, are 
harder. My former husband is on that list. I have friends with whom I 
share my goals and who check in on me through the year and help me 
stay focused on what I really want out of  a New Year's purpose: 
change.
  My dad likes to say that time exists because we need it. For the Lord a 
thousand years and a day are the same because he doesn't need time. 
He is perfect. We need time though, because we are desperately flawed 
and time is required for change. The prophet says, "His mercies are 
new every morning.” He recognizes our need for the new dawn, the 
clean-slate, the do-over. And, praise God we have it because whatever 
we can say about God we cannot say, "He does not care." The cross 
does not allow it. The cross is the great do-over. Not the plastered-on-
smile-Christian-magazine type, but the one that promises that our pain 
and struggle will one day pay off. As Christ was raised & glorified, so 
we will be changed. We are indeed more of  a mess than we knew, but 
Christ is more powerful than our mess. His work is the invitation to 
start each year, indeed each day, with new purpose, knowing that time 
is on our side because we need it. 
  Happy 2018!
	 Sashanna Caldwell 



  Eric & Janet Bolger have been a significant part of  Harvest’s development 
over the years.  As one of  the original families who started Harvest in 1995 
they have seen a lot of  change.  In the early years they both led worship 
together and Eric shared teaching with one other man.  Janet has continued to 
regularly teach Sunday school.  Eric served as an elder from the beginning and 
helped to guide the growth of  the church through two facilities before moving 
to its current location. 
  The Bolgers came to Branson in 1992 from Chicago where Eric finished his 
PhD from Trinity Evangelical Divinity School. After being offered a teaching 
position at College of  the Ozarks in Biblical Studies, Eric and Janet packed up 
their young family to begin a whole new season in Missouri. They met in San 
Diego while at college. Janet’s brother was Eric’s roommate and they also 
attended the same church.  Eric’s initial intention was to be a chemist as his 
father was.  However, the Lord encouraged him toward a different path.  Janet 
studied to be a Registered Nurse and practiced nursing until their children 
were born.  Andrew was born in Iowa City, IA, and their two younger sons 
were born in Deerfield, IL.  Since moving to Branson 22 years ago, Janet has 
worked at the Presbyterian Preschool.
  Both Janet and Eric’s longstanding membership at Harvest has allowed them 
to see many literally grow up, including their own children – Andrew, Dan and 
Mark.  Dan is in Houston, TX, where he is working on a PhD at Rice 
University.  Mark and his wife Heather live just outside San Francisco, CA, 
where he is a software architect and she is a nurse.  
  Eric & Janet have seen countless college students worship at Harvest while 
attending C of  O; many move on after graduation, and many have stayed to 
raise their own children at Harvest.  Seeing people grow and change in all 
ways is one of  Janet’s greatest joy.  Eric has appreciated the stability of  the 
friendships they have had at Harvest.
  Janet’s prayer is that their family can continue to make time to be together 
even as they live in different locations.  Eric, who is now the Dean of  the 
College at C of  O, still helps with the preaching at Harvest.  He has recently 
developed an interest in recording music and is working on several original 
songs.  As a strong advocate of  Sabbath rest he spends time walking, 
gardening and reading as time allows.

meet the 
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  Andrew and Connie Bolger are Eric & Janet’s son & daughter-in-law.  They have been 
married six years and have spent their married life in Branson. Connie is from the 
Atlanta area.  She met Andrew while they were both attending Beeson Divinity School.  
Their initial meeting at a “back-to-school pizza night” didn’t go too well as Connie had 
some jitters about starting grad school.  Andrew however, was able to convince her to 
relax a bit with him when they ran into each other again at Starbucks where he worked 
as a barista.
  Andrew started working at College of  Ozarks six months before their wedding.  He is 
the Campus Minister at C of  O and oversees a campus-wide initiative called Thrive 
that promotes Christian character development.  Additionally he coordinates all of  the 
mission work at the college – both in-country and abroad.  His involvement in mission 
work before coming to C of  O has helped him to create many opportunities for ongoing 
mission work in countries like Belize and Ecuador.  He is also a strong advocate for work 
in our own community and other impoverished areas in the U.S.  Last year Andrew 
completed his PhD in Higher Education.  He is on the preaching rotation at Harvest 
and has served as an elder for three years.  
  One of  his areas of  need is knowing how to balance the many activities in work and 
church with the growth of  his family.  
  Connie, as a mother of  three, is less visible than her husband but no less enthusiastic 
about life and how she serves the Lord.  She is a steadfast young woman who enjoys 
relating to her fellow moms with their children both at church and outside of  it.  Marian 
is their oldest daughter, she is 4; Lila is 2, and Anna is 9 months.  These three lovely 
little ladies keep Connie occupied full-time.  Connie often feels discouraged at this stage 
of  motherhood.  It is harder to focus on worship, participate in community groups and 
just find alone time.  However, she values the relationships she has established at 
Harvest and finds the weekly rhythm of  communion sustaining.   She prays for healthy 
balance in their activities and family life.
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  I learned a new word the other day: liminal.  Merriam Webster 
tells me that liminal means, “relating to a transitional or initial 
stage of  a process; or, occupying a position at, or on both sides 
of, a boundary or threshold.”  Liminal.
  I’ve given a lot of  thought this last week to the idea that we live 
in liminal time. In the already/not-yet Kingdom, an in-between 
stage. We exist as people who have been redeemed but who are 
not fully restored. Sometimes this can make me feel like I am in 
crisis. I desire a new law, a moral code, legislation that will tell 
me exactly what the best choices are for me to make. Someone I 
can point to when things don’t go well—he made me do it.  
  And instead, God offers us his Spirit who is with us. But here’s 
the trick: we must quiet our hearts to hear from him. We have to 
be still to feel the Spirit move. We must be dependent in order to 
find our guidance. This is hard for me.
  In the last month I have finished two books that have given 
great insight into God’s upside-down Kingdom. Falling Free by 
Shannan Martin is a book that tells about how she and her 
family—a jail chaplain-husband and their four adopted children
—move from their dream life (a farm house and acreage) to the inner 
city of  Goshen, Indiana. It was not just a physical move, but a 
move into a totally different lifestyle. They went from being an 
insulated family, only looking far enough ahead to their next 
home-improvement project, to jumping right in to an unfamiliar 
community marked by poverty, addiction, and racial tensions. 
Martin never presumes to prescribe these specific life choices for 
the reader, instead, I found her challenging as she embraced the 
truth of  Jesus and the gospel, while still working out what the 
precise equation is for her own life. She talks often of  “drawing a 
wider circle” to welcome those on the outside, people who are 
lost or hurting. She writes about how we can’t give others our 
faith, but we can give them our love. She writes about how there 
is no us vs. them when it comes to the Kingdom of  God. We are 
all entirely broken and in need of  a Savior.  
  The chapter I found most encouraging and challenging was her 
chapter on finances. She presents a different view from the 
typical Evangelical model of  today—get out of  debt, stay out of  
debt, save more, give more. Instead, she writes about her journey 
of  being free from the worry about money—not because they 
finally had “enough” or because their expenses were lessened, 
but because she finally came to recognize that life is not about 
leaning on our own control or preparation. And that sometimes 
Jesus calls us to do things for his upside-down Kingdom that 
don’t make sense on paper. Ultimately we fall back on our trust 
in God to provide—even if  he is providing for others through us. 
“That’s what kingdom living is. It’s about holding loosely.” 
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  The second book I read was Liturgy of  the Ordinary by Tish 
Harrison Warren. This book won Christianity Today’s Beautiful 
Orthodoxy award, and I can see why it has garnered high praise. 
Warren takes the reader through her day, chapter by chapter, 
through everyday happenings like drinking tea, checking email, 
and losing her keys. She embraces the ordinariness of  these 
things, and she goes on to talk about their profound importance 
in both revealing our humanity and transforming us into being 
Christ-like. For instance, in her chapter on sitting in traffic, she 
talks about the importance of  waiting in the Christian life, both 
individually and corporately. She takes us through information 
about liturgical time in the Christian calendar, and also makes 
strong arguments against the idea that time is something we own 
or can manage on our own. She reminds us that time is a gift to 
be received, and that waiting, whether we are waiting for our 
web-page to refresh, or waiting, with the rest of  the Church, for 
Christ’s return, we have embodied what it means to be a 
Christian. “Christians are people who wait. We live in liminal 
time, in the already and not yet.” Each chapter also has its 
challenges—does what we are doing transform us in positive 
ways? When we stay up too late or are addicted to the thrill of  
productivity, are we accepting our position as created beings, 
dependent on a God who sustains us?
  Richard Rohr once said something along the lines of, “It is 
praxy that truly forms us, not our beliefs.” (I heard this in a podcast 
and cannot find a transcript for it.) He has several articles on 
orthodoxy vs. orthopraxy, and they basically all say this: that 
oftentimes it is what we do that changes us. Not really what we 
think. In both of  these books, I can see that thread: making 
sacrifices, giving until it hurts, not just of  my time and my money, 
but even giving out of  my emotional reserves. And giving thanks 
for a mug of  hot tea as the day ends, making my bed every 
morning and thinking of  God creating order out of  chaos, 
making the sign of  the cross when I wake up, and remembering 
before anything else: “I am clothed in Christ, beloved by God.”
  All of  these things—gratitude or sacrifice—are at their root a 
mindfulness of  the nearness of  God. When I practice them, I am 
opening my hands, allowing God to come in and meet me in this 
liminal time.

*The Young Moms Group will be doing a book study on Liturgy of  the Ordinary 
beginning March 6. If  you are interested in joining us, see Kristen Leach.*
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I have come to believe that when we 
despair of praise, when the wonder of 
creation and our place in it are lost to us, 
it’s often because we’ve lost sight of our 
true role as creatures—we have tried to do 
too much, pretending to be in such control 
of things that we are indispensable. It’s a 
hedge against mortality and, if you’re like 
me, you take a kind of comfort in being 
busy. The danger is that we will come to 
feel too useful, so full of purpose and the 
necessity of fulfilling obligations that we 
lose sight of God’s play with creation, with 
ourselves.  The Quotidian Mysteries: 

by Kathleen Norris 
Laundry, Liturgy, and ‘Women’s Work’, p. 26 


