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for the stars. Instead, what if someone 
challenged the graduating class of 2012 
to go out and waste their lives?

When an unnamed woman in Bethany 
poured her entire life savings into a 
single act of worship (Mt. 26:6–10), the 
men around the table said, “What a 
waste!” while Jesus said, “. . .she has done 
a beautiful thing. . .” Do our best laid 
plans have room in them for beauty of 
that magnitude? If we believe that grace 
really can change everything, can it 
change even our expectations for 
ourselves, our children, and even our 
church?

Great Expectations
I think we've all heard the little rhyme, 
and probably even been a part of singing 
it ourselves:  “Boy and Girl sitting in a tree. 
K-I-S-S-I-N-G. First comes love, then 
comes marriage, then comes the girl 
pushing a baby carriage.”

We're raised in a world of expectations. 
We expect a child will be born healthy 
and whole, will grow into maturity, 
temporarily lose their mind (and threaten 
us with the loss of ours) during their teen 
years, go to college, meet a special 
someone, get a good job, get married, 
have babies, and begin living it all again 
through their own children. We expect 
that !nding a prince means happily ever 
after and good people will have good 
lives. We expect that years of hard work 
will pay off in retirement and years of 
parenting will pay off in the joy of grand-
parenting. We expect comfort and peace 
and a little prosperity.

Life doesn't always meet our expectations, 
does it?

This is the season of expectations as 
graduates across the country sit in 
auditoriums listening to speakers call 
them to raise above their expectations 
and be more than they hoped and aim 

Now to him who is able to do 
far more abundantly than all 
that we ask or think, according 
to the power at work within us, 
to him be glory in the church 
and in Christ Jesus throughout 
all generations, forever and 
ever. Amen. 

Ephesians 3:20–21 (ESV)
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time and ready to go. On Father’s Day 2001, we went to church, hopped in our car, said 
goodbye to Dallas, and headed north. But I soon realized my expectations were way too low.  In 
what seemed no time at all, I found myself loving my new home, my new neighbors, and most of all—
the Kirk, my new church family. Those feelings only intensi!ed as the years #ew by (11 now, to be exact). But I 
never really expected that we would stay in St. Louis forever. With one–third of our family in Thailand (where I sit writing this) and 
the other two-thirds near DC, we knew it was only a matter of time.  

Why would we consider leaving St. Louis and our happy life to begin a brand new adventure? It’s very simple—Bill never knew a 
grandfather. I never knew a grandmother; and more than anything, God willing, we longed to be involved in the lives of our 
grandchildren. So when a job doing what I love most—directing women’s ministries—unexpectedly appeared, and when 
everything that shouldn’t have come together came together, we began thinking the Lord was nudging us east.  So here we are at 
the end of a three-month process. Our St. Louis home sold quickly and there’s a mad dash to !nd a new one in the DC area. The 
process of downsizing has begun and we’re heading towards our family and roots. 

In this whirlwind of expectations—some too high, some too low and some of 
the unexpected tossed in, I’m reminded of a portion of Scripture I ran across in 
February when this all had just begun. It’s a bit of a summary at the very end 
of Exodus that begins with the phrase, “Throughout all their journeys,” and 
ends by repeating the same phrase, “throughout all their journeys.” In between 
is a description of God’s faithfulness in leading his people by a cloud during 
the day and !re at night. It seems simple, but it caught my attention as the 
Lord is taking us on a new journey. I’m reminded of how we go through life 
one journey after another while his faithfulness and sweet care remain the 
same.  And that expectation will never be disappointing!

I Never Expected
By Jean Bronson

I NEVER EXPECTED to like St. Louis as I have. I had lived in 
some very different places—L. A. and just before St. Louis, 
Dallas. (Baltimore was home, so the east coast was always special.)  
My Texas experience, although wonderful for our children, just wasn’t 
me. So when Bill had the opportunity to take a new job in St. Louis, I was packed in no 
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goodbye to Dallas, and headed north. But I soon realized my expectations were way too low.  In 
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the Kirk, my new church family. Those feelings only intensi!ed as the years #ew by (11 now, to be exact). But I 
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Jean will  be serving as Director of 
Women's Ministry at Fourth 
Presbyterian Church in Bethesda, 
MD. The church is 15.14 miles 
from her son and his family and 
8.02 miles from her daughter ;-). 
She expects to be moving in July.
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Are You Satisfied?
By Courtney Doctor

Courtney was the speaker at the Night of Spiritual Enrichment, so 
we asked her to give us a summary of what she shared that 
evening. We hope this reminds those of us who were there, and 
encourages those who couldn't attend.

When my children were young they loved to !nish a meal, rub 
their bellies, and say in a loud voice, “I’m stuffed!” My mother, 
who teaches etiquette classes, decided that this was not a very 
elegant way to end a meal and taught them that a better way 
to express that they had eaten enough was to say, “Thank you, 
I’m satis!ed.” It was a great try, but we discovered that it is not 
always easy to stop at satisfaction, especially when we could 
become stuffed. This is not just true with food—we live in a 
culture that encourages us to be stuffed with stuff; yet, in spite 
of all our stuff, polls tell us that we, as a culture, are more 
bored, restless, and discontent than ever before.  

Why? Because we were not created to be satis!ed with stuff.  
Augustine had it right when he confessed to God, “You 

have made us for yourself, O Lord, and our hearts 
are restless until they rest in you.” Our souls were 

made to be content in God alone. In Psalm 16 
David expresses contentment that is based, 

not on circumstances, but on the 
presence of the Lord. The psalm begins 
and ends with a con!dence in the Lord’s 
presence—both now and eternally—
and it is that con!dence that leads to 

David’s contentment with both the Lord’s plans and 
provisions. He writes, in verses 5–6, that the Lord has 
“assigned me my portion and my cup; you have made my lot 
secure. The boundary lines have fallen for me in pleasant 
places.”  David’s beautiful statement begs me to ask myself if I 
can join David in expressing satisfaction with all God has 
planned and provided: am I satis!ed with my portion, my cup, 
and my lot? Can I join him in expressing satisfaction for what 
the Lord has chosen to give as well as what he has withheld?  
It’s hard.  I, all too often, !nd myself dissatis!ed with what I do 
have and desiring what I don’t have. The plans and the 
provisions of the Lord rarely line up with what we think 
should be the plans and provisions for our lives. We long for 
what he withholds as we snub what he provides. 

Contentment cannot be had if we try to make his plans and 
his provisions the source of our satisfaction. While there can 
be great joy in what the Lord plans and in what he provides, 
the source of our satisfaction has to be his very presence.  
When we don’t like the plan, his presence comforts and 
sustains us. When the provision is not what we were hoping 
for, it is his presence that gives us joy and peace. Our souls 
will never be satis!ed with less than God himself.  
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About Courtney
Originally from Wichita, KS, Courtney and her husband Craig are currently M. Div. 
students at Covenant Seminary. They have four children: Austin, Bradon, Shelby, and 
Rebecca. In addition to being a full-time student, Courtney currently serves on the 
Board of Providence Classical Christian Academy in St. Louis. She says her greatest 
joys in ministry have been teaching women’s Bible studies, leading high school girl’s 
Bible studies, and helping to start the school her children attended in Wichita. If 
you'd like to know more about Courtney, you can visit her blog and website at 
courtneydoctor.org.

Preserve me, O God, for in you I take refuge. I say to 
the Lord, “You are my Lord; I have no good apart from 
you.” As for the saints in the land, they are the excellent 
ones, in whom is all my delight. The sorrows of those 
who run after another god shall multiply; their drink 
offerings of blood I will not pour out or take their 
names on my lips. The Lord is my chosen portion and 
my cup; you hold my lot. The lines have fallen for me in 
pleasant places; indeed, I have a beautiful inheritance. 
I bless the Lord who gives me counsel; in the night 
also my heart instructs me. I have set the Lord always 
before me; because he is at my right hand, I shall not 
be shaken. Therefore my heart is glad, and my whole 
being rejoices; my #esh also dwells secure. For you will 
not abandon my soul to Sheol, or let your holy one see 
corruption. You make known to me the path of life; in 
your presence there is fullness of joy; at your right 
hand are pleasures forevermore.

Psalm 16

http://courtneydoctor.org/
http://courtneydoctor.org/
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Vibia Perpetua
By Sarah White

Vibia Perpetua was an educated woman of Carthage in 
North Africa, “nobly born,” “wedded honorably,” and newly 
a mother. At age 22, she had every reason to expect a 
happy and prosperous life in Roman society. But God’s 
plan for her life was radically different.  

We don’t know when Perpetua became a Christian. But 
she, along with some household servants and fellow 
converts, was arrested and tried for her faith not long 
after baptism. In the early third century, Emperor Severus 
persecuted Christians who disrupted his vision of 
religious harmony. The death sentence could be avoided: 
if the Christian renounced Christ and offered a sacri!ce to 
the Roman gods, he or she was released. According to the 
account she wrote, Perpetua’s father begged her to do 
exactly this. He “continually strove to hurt [her] faith 
because of his love,” but as tempted as she may have 
been, Perpetua had caught sight of Jesus’ beauty and 

could not waver. “Have pity on my grey hairs,” her father 
begged. He held her baby son and argued that for his sake, 
Perpetua could surely give in. Though sorrowful for her 
family, Perpetua could only repeat, “I am a Christian.” 

March 7, 203, is described as “the day of victory” and the 
“gate of life” for Perpetua and her friends. Entering the 
arena, Perpetua was “glorious of presence” and even began 
to sing. Even when wild beasts were unleashed on the 
women, the story goes that Perpetua took time to pin her 
disheveled hair “lest she should seem to grieve in her glory.” 
It seems she wanted to display the peace and dignity of a 
Christian woman even as she faced brutal suffering. The 
crowd, which had been poised to enjoy a violent spectacle, 
was chastened by her steadiness. Perpetua died shortly 
after exchanging a kiss of fellowship with her friends.

Christ could have been honored in Perpetua’s life if she had 
lived on as a noblewoman and mother. But he chose to be 
glori!ed in her suffering instead. He overturned the life she 
had expected—calling her to give up her family for the sake 
of her true beloved. He planned every unexpected twist to 
!nd its end—its true beginning—in himself.
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By Becky Kicklighter

In every stage of my life I have been blessed to have a woman that God hand picked to invest in my life. In Jr. High it was Susie 
who made me fast from sugar for two weeks and taught me how to study God’s Word. In high school it was Allison who 
convinced me that journaling was valuable, and in college it was Sandra who taught me to share my faith and on and on.  

We moved to St. Louis in 2002 so that Jeremy could start seminary and we attended the Kirk of the Hills so Pam Benton would 
invest in my life.  Just as we were preparing to graduate, the unexpected happened.  I had no idea that an invitation to be on the 
Women’s Council would be the !rst step toward the next relationship God planned to use to encourage, challenge, and shape 
me.  I was completely unsuspecting as I sat in meetings and watched Jean Bronson think for the women of the Kirk.  As time 
passed, I began to hope for just a few more minutes with her to hear her speak of God’s work in her life. Then, all of a 
sudden, we were friends.  

Now, Jean hates this kind of thing and she would hate for me to tell you how different I am today from the 
newlywed who arrived a decade ago. She would roll her eyes when I joke that I have children and more gray 
hairs, and she would smile when I tell you that I have a different view of my calling, women’s ministry, marriage, 
and the family of God. What she would hate is my pointing out that God used Jean to work so many of those 
changes in my life. But even though she’ll blush, I have to tell you how thankful I am 
that when I look back and list the women who have impacted my life, I will 
include Jean Bronson as one of those women.  

The women at Fourth Presbyterian Church have no idea just how much the 
step of hiring Jean will impact their lives individually and as a family. They 
are unsuspecting of the encouragement and challenges to grow that they 
are about to receive. And while my heart is breaking as a part of it moves 
to the east coast, I can’t wait to see what God does to change the lives of 
our sisters in Maryland. Since God has seen !t to call Jean away, I can’t 
wait to see what he has planned for our lives here at the Kirk; how we’ll 
look in another ten years. Who will he use in my life next and in whose life 
would he choose to use me? 

A Farewell to Jean Bronson


