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I I ow long, Lord? Where are you, Lord? Have you forgotten me, Lord?

How often those of us who have spent lonely, desperate days in the wilderness of pain or loss
have lifted these cries to God! King David did. Jan and | did. And so have many others. It does-
n't matter who we are, but time in the wilderness seems to demand more than we have to give. It
leaves us feeling helpless and utterly alone. It leaves us wondering if even God has abandoned us.

Jan and | have learned that the wilderness is part of the landscape of faith, every bit as essen-
tial as the mountaintop. On the mountaintop we are overwhelmed by God's presence. In the
wilderness we are overwhelmed by his absence. Both places should bring usto our knees: the one,
in utter awe; the other, in utter dependence.

One by one the wilderness took from us everything we had depended upon in place of God.
It took away our physical health, our mental and emotional health, our church, our friends, and
even took us away from each other. Everything we relied on for our source of strength was gone.
We were forced to turn to God because there was nowhere else to turn. But at timesin the wilder-
ness he seemed to be distant, if not absent altogether.

But just when our mouths were parched and Jan and | felt we would die of thirst, he provid-
ed a well—Dr. McGowen. Just when we were completely disoriented, he provided a sign point-
ing the way—Dr. Townsend. Just when it looked as if every trace of him had vanished, he pro-
vided aflower—Sealy Yates. Just when it felt asif | were going to die from sunstroke, he provid-
ed shade—Atlee Hammaker.

Through them we learned that God was not absent in the wilderness. He was there. We saw
him. In the caring eyes of afamily doctor. In the sympathetic voice of apsychologist. In the help-
ing hands of afriend. In the comfortable presence of afellow ballplayer.

As Jan and | reflect on our time in the wilderness, we learned a lot. We |learned to walk by
faith rather than by sight. We learned to trust God, even though at times every visible trace of him
had vanished. And we finally came to the point that the Old Testament prophet, Habakkuk, did
when he prayed: “Though the fig tree does not bud and there are no grapes on the vines, though
the olive crop fails and the fields produce no food, though there are no sheep in the pen and no
cattle in the stalls, yet | will rejoice in the Lord, | will be joyful to God my Savior. The Sovereign
Lord is my strength; he makes my feet like the feet of a deer, and he enables me to go on the
heights’ (Habakkuk 3:17-19).

Jan and | can’t say we had the feet of a deer as we went through the wilderness. Ours were a
lot more clumsy than that. But | can honestly say we had the will to walk. In our heart of hearts
we wanted to please God, to trust him, to love him, to obey him.

And | truly believe he was pleased.

Even with our stumbles.

Our prayer is that the words and images in this issue will
bring refreshment to you in your wilderness journey.

From When You Can't Come Back by
Dave & Jan Dravecky.

— V0].3, No.1 Winter 1997
A Publication of Dave Dravecky's Outreach of Hope

How long, O Lord? Will you
forget me forever?

How long will you hide your
face from me?

How long must | wrestle with
my thoughts
and every day have sorrow in
my heart?
How long will my enemy
triumph over me?

Look on me and answer, O
Lord my God.

Give light to my eyes, or |
will sleep in death;
my enemy will say, “I have
overcome him,”
and my foes will rejoice
when | fall
But | trust in your unfailing
love;
my heart rejoices in your
salvation.
| will singto the Lord,
for he has been good to me.

Psalm 13 (Nn1v), a psalm of David
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“ WILDERNESS

z cel fife Cooper has battled a cancerous tumor in
a5 her arm. She has faced the wilderness of pain, fatigue, and uncertainty.
During the summer of 1995, she could take no more. Physically, emotional-
ly, and spiritually exhausted, she was beginning, as she says, “to lose hope
that these powerful medicines would destroy the tumor without destroying
mefirst.” So shetook a six-month break from chemotherapy in order to rest
and restore her health. Her health-restoration plan included running with
Betsy, a friend from nursing school.

Gradually the tall trees lining the race had become so much more than just
road became sparse. | was getting colder. the run that | had anticipated; it had
A runner who had been some distance become a parale of my life's journey
behind me suddenly appeared at my with God. Cars with the people who had
heels. As she sped up to pass me, she been at the mile markers slowly passed

me. When | glanced behind me, | saw the
hardest race | have ever run.” | wanted to rescue truck at my heels, its four-way
GLiitizbut | kept following her. flasherson. My spirits sank. | wasthe last
ed that the wind blew harder runner. | felt really alone, so | started talk-
y-. farmer’s field that | ran ing to God. | kept saying, “Please, God .
every hill | crested. .. Please don't leave me.” | couldn’t hear
Him answer me, and | began to wonder
where He was. | kept running and contin-
ued talking to Him, begging Him to help
me and give me strength to persevere.

At that point, my eyes closed. How
my feet guided me | still don't know.
With each tug of the wind | swayed from
sideto sidein theroad. | began to wonder
when the rescue people would give up
on me and snatch me into their
truck. | worried that they would
= not let me finish the race.
Loneliness engulfed me. |

e it Wi e
begart training for a 10K (
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?;;W | glanced kept asking Gpd not to
trav.e“ behind me and leave me. | just want-

ed someone to run

gravel saw the rescue truck ,
at my heels, its four-way flashers with me—any-
trees. | ’ one—and |
could on. | began to knew that
wonder when the rescue God must be
people would give up there even

on me and snatch
me into their
truck.

though | couldn’t
see or feel Him.
Suddenly | saw two
ple at the next corner. |
almost done! One of them
ched me with a big smile,
“That can’t be Melanie Cooper
ythe 10K of her life. . . Itisl” He
_____________ Aforotnded-thenext arateawel a fellow runner who had crossed the
d fight a terrible wind. That last mile was finish line long before me. My feet kept
tougher, but | believed | could do it. the hardest | have ever had to endure. The  trodding, but | began to sob. It wasn't so




much the fact that | was tired and cold as
it was that God had heard my cries and
sent this person to encourage me.

“Thisisso hard,” | gasped.

“1 know,” he answered as he began
running beside me. “This part is a little
tough, but you’' ve already come six miles.
You're amost done. See that person
ahead bundled up in blankets? As soon as
you round that corner, you're going to
feel like Superman with the wind at your
back. You're just going to fly over that
finish line!”

He was right. | did cross the finish
line, and | did fedl like Superman. Five
people waited in the blowing snow. They
didn’'t give up on me even though | was
the last runner. As | finished the race,
tears streamed down my face. My
body had completed a 10K, but
my soul felt like it had run a
marathon.

Recently that race
has come to mind
many times.
Following my
six-month
respite  from
chemotherapy, my
doctors ordered a
more aggressive pro-
gram to resolve the
desmoid tumor in my arm. So
in January | found myself at the
starting line of a new semester in
college and a new round of treatments.
Unsure of what | would encounter, |
began the race before me. | was well-
conditioned for the race of college life,
but nothing could have prepared me for
the forceful wind of aggressive
chemotherapy.

For thefirst few weeks, God was like
afellow runner that | could talk with eas-
ily as we made our way down the trail
together. At the point where | realized
that the course would be tougher, | could
barely hear the encouraging voices of
others. But | believed God was beside
me, and | gave myself little pep talks.

But by March, during my third round
of chemo, | felt the full force of the wind
against me. | had lost all of my long,
golden-brown hair. | was weak and nau-
seated. My class work and nurse's train-
ing seemed overwhelming. | didn’t know
how | could go on. | wondered if | should
drop out of college even though | wasfin-
ishing my junior year. For the first time

Tears
streamed down
my face. My body
had completed a 10K,
but my soul felt like
it had run a marathon.

since the race began, | felt utterly alone
and wondered where God was.

When it seemed that | couldn’t go
on, the race became even more
demanding. | was admitted to the hos-
pital with a serious infection. During
my eight-day stay, doctors ordered an
MRI to assess the size of the tumor.
While the machine made its noisy
racket, | turned another corner. Likea
little child approaching her daddy, |
took all the desires of my heart and
voiced them to God. “Please don’t
leave my side,” | prayed. “1 know
that my healing ultimately must
come from you, not from my
efforts, not from physicians, nurses,

or chemotherapy aone. | know that you
alone are in control, but please, IMelaniecoope,
want you to heal me.”

That simple act of pouring
out the desires of my heart
to God and choosing to
rely on His strength
made a difference.
The race has

not become
easier. | don't
know what is
going to happen to my
arm—what winds and

blowing snows | have yet to
run through—but | know that,
just as He has promised, God is

with me. No matter what trials |
face, | can call out to Him for help. |
can place my hope in Him because He
will renew my strength.

I'm still in the midst of my
chemotherapy treatments, and | cannot
see the finish line yet. At times | feel
like I am running against the wind; |
feel so weak and so weary that | can't
even cry. Sometimes | just want to quit;
| feel asif | cannot pick my feet up to
take another step.

But recently another runner has
stepped out from the sidelines to run
with me. It is Dave Dravecky, a more
experienced runner. Having run this
race before me, he is encouraging me
not to give up. His presence helps me
remember that God is beside me aswell.
When God runs the race of life with us,
it isn't that the race won't be hard or
that the distance won’'t be long, but He
knows the course we are running and
will help us run. With that encourage-
ment, | keep going, looking ahead, hop-
ing to fly across the finish line.

“He gives strength to the
weary, and increases the
power of the weak. Even
youths grow tired and
weary; and young men
stumble and fall; but those
who hope in the LORD will
renew their strength. They
will soar on wings like
eagles, they will run and
not grow weary, they will
walk and not be faint”
(Isaiah 40:29-31).
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WHEN & FRIEND IS INTHE

by Dave Biebel

WILDE

Once upon a time there lived a
young pastor and his lovely fami-
ly. The pastor and his wife loved
each other very much. They were
happy in their work and very
devoted to their children,
Jonathan and Allison.

The path they walked together
seemed so good. The future
seemed bright and secure. But
late in the summer of Jonathan’s
fourth year, he got sick—very
sick. Five weeks later, the beauti-
ful, blond-haired, blue-eyed boy
died of an undiagnosed illness. . .

That’s how | entered the wilderness
called heartbreak. It's alonely, confusing,
scary place. If only I'd had a friend to
walk with me on this journey, perhaps |
might have made it through in less than
15 years.

If you have a friend who is where |
once was and you want to help, let me say
two things. First, God bless you for car-
ing. If you didn't care, nothing you could
say or do would be very helpful. Second,
be assured that you can help and that your
help makes a difference. Now let me sug-
gest three ways in which you can walk
with a hurting friend.

Be There

Your friend needs to know that she's
not alone because you are, and will be,
with her. Your friend needs to know that
you won't abandon her—no matter how
long it takes, how deep it gets, or how
well she follows the expectations of
“good grieving.”

From many others she will receive
mostly words; from you she will receive
yourself, a companion who will sit in the
dark and share her pain, perhaps without
saying a word. Spoken words are seldom
remembered, but the person who came,

who dayed,
who wept,
who cared
is never
forgotten.

Listen

For most people, the
wilderness of heartbreak is uncharted ter-
ritory—a confusing place without roads,
maps, or compass. Few guides realy
know the way through this wilderness,
although many think they do. Those who
think they know rush in, offer their pat
answers and pious platitudes, answer
guestionsthat no one is asking, and leave,
smugly assured that they have fulfilled
their duty.

True listening, in contrast, involves
learning to ask questions, not necessarily
to answer them. Ask questions that
encourage your friend to delve deeper,
discover, face, and perhaps resolve the
real issue. Through this process, your
friend may express questions or doubts
that seem out of character. Even a deeply
religious person may express great anger
at God, and the intensity with which that
anger is expressed may shock you.

If this level of truthful but raw com-
munication occurs, don’'t judge your
friend, regardless of how uncomfortable
you feel at the moment. Take a deep
breath and say, “I’m sorry you are feeling
such deep pain. These feelings are con-
fusing and hard for us to express. Thank
you for trusting me enough to show me
what is inside your soul. By sharing this,
you have given me a very specia gift.”
When you validate your friend's pain,
you may be surprised by what she says
next.

Touch the Heart

When given the opportunity, your
friend may express her true feelings.
Those feelings—whether fear, anger,
doubt, or guilt—are an open door to your
friend’'s heart. It's important that you
accept, not deny, those feelings. Only

then
can you step through the open door to
touch your friend's hurting heart.

For me, guilt was the open door. | felt
responsible for Jonathan’s death, and
nothing anyone said could change that.
Logicaly, | knew | wasn't responsible,
but logic didn't matter because the guilt
was in my heart. If someone had simply
accepted and validated that guilt for what
it was, that person would have touched
my heart.

Many people who are sick, for exam-
ple, express concern that they are a bur-
den to others. They give their family and
friends this open door, but instead of
walking through it, family and friends
often deny the truth. “Oh, no,” they say,
“you’'re not a burden.” A better response
would be, “Yes, this disease is a burden,
but it is a burden | freely choose to bear
because | love you.”

A sorrow shared is a sorrow dimin-
ished. The way to truly share another’s
sorrow and thus to diminish it is to love
that person. It sounds simple, but love is
life's most difficult—and rewarding—
task. If you ask for His help, God can
and will give you the love and
strength you need to walk with a
friend in the wilderness.

Dave Biebel isan ordained minister,
speaker, and author of numerous books
including Jonathan, You Left Too Soon; If
God Is So Good, Why Do | Hurt So Bad?;
and How to Help a Heartbroken Friend.
To order Dave's books, visit your local
Christian bookstore or write to Liberty



At one time or ancther, wilderness travelers experience the des-

PSALMS FOR THE perate feeling of being utterly alone and lost. King David, who
spent years living in the wilderness, was one of those travelers.

: : ' His heartfelt cries to God, as well as the cries of others, are
recorded in the Psalms. The Psalms remind us that others have
suffered through the wilderness and have discovered that God is

, O U RN ET faithful. May these selected Psalms bring refreshment, comfort,
and the hope that no matter how barren the landscape or how
weary you become, God will never abandon you.

Take heart! We can safely place We can call out to God and
our confidence in God. share our deepest needs.

-~Hear.my.voice when I call, O'Lord

Others have journeyed through
the wilderness before us.

.‘Lord, ha/e.mer.c;y-.'

] Thosewho hate me::
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This issue of The Encourager is about being in the
wilderness. Whether that wilderness is the great outdoors
or the wilderness of pain experience. What do you need? How
can you prepare? Our Wilderness Survival Guide highlights the necessary
requirements for surviving a wilderness journey.

The wilderness outdoors: The first rule of survival is to build a

shelter. If you don’t have atent or tarp, use branches or other

? natural materials to build one. Choose a site a safe distance

3 from water. Avoid open and low areas where wind could
SHELTER damage your shelter or éf:aln water could form a puddie

- around or in your shelter.:.

&

The wilderness out-
doors: If you get
lost, you will
need a signa to
let rescuers know
where you are.
You should carry three types of sig-
nals: a moving signal such as aflare
or mirror, a contrast signal such as a
colored cloth or blanket, and an audi-
ble signal such as awhistle.

The wilderness of the heart: God wants to be our shelier.
During danger he will keep me safe in his shelte ift:hide mein hisHoly
Tent, or he will keep me safe on a high mountain. PSali
For you have been my refuge. . . | long to dwell:in your t
refugein the shelter of your wings. Psalm 61:3-4 NIV. _ = :
You protect the helpless when they.are in.dangér. You arélike dighelter from
storms, like a shade that protects thegfy from d '

; ;;?m saiah 25}

The wilderness of the heart:

God, our loving Father, is always
looking out for His children, always
watching for our signalsand cries
for help.

“But if | wereyou, | would call on
God and bring my problem before
him. God does wonder s that cannot

The wilderness. outdoors: Ke@ your%
- N e
warms you, makes you more

i3

your fears. Stock your surv it with wooden matches in be under stood; he does so many
a waterproof container (epty film canisters work great). mgreafrl]zsktegey u”rg:)r’ee ceorusg;[]ed. -
For a cheap fire starter,-pack lint from your dryer i@@ import b P

ziplock bag. Children, plécgse never start a fire without your:
parents’ supervision. Mein the day of trou-
scue you, and you will
m 50:15 NASB.

e to everyone who
.. .. Helistenswhen

e saves them. Psalm

i
A
B
H

way when we feel lost. Your word isalamp to my feet and alight for
Psalm 119:105 NI V.
The unfolding of your words gives light; it gives understanding to the sin
Psalm 119:130 NI V.
“Isnot my word likefire?” declaresthe Lord. Jeremiah 23:29 NASB. ;



The wilderness outdoors: Think energy. Think calories. Try
instant soup, hot chocolate, high energy bars, dried fruit,
& freeze dried meals, and MREs (Meals Ready to Eat, which

— are at most outdoor supply stores). Avoid foods that are
A The wilderness out- .Erﬂ heavy to carry or reqm re lots of COOking-
. -
e C00TS: We muSt 11 ildemess of the heart: God knows our physical need for food and promises to
d”nk water to meet our basic needs. But our greatest need is a relationship with Him, the
_ survive. Not all Source of Life.

water that looks How sweet are your wordsto my taste, sweeter than honey to my mouth! Psalm

good is safe to 119:103 NIV.
drink. Always carry water with.you, Jesusanswered, “It iswritten: ‘Man does not live on bread alone, but on every

and keep water purification tablets: wgag;ﬂﬂtﬁa’ix s from the mouth of God 2. ﬂ:' hew 4.4 NWE---"
handy. Never let your water s}xggjy T sl PR e .
get low. T

R s
WATER

The wilderness of the heart: ’

God wantsto nourish our souls aswell
as our bodies. When we drink water,
we will thirst again, but God wants
to give usthe living water of His
Holy Spirit, which will last forever.

The wilderness outdoors. WWhen the unexpected happens, a
first aid kit is a must. Make your own kit with bandages,
pain reliever, scissors, safety pins, a triangular or wrap

Asthe deer pantsfor streams of water, M . - . i
so my soul pants for you, O God. 5 ba:(;nlag_e, gauze, antiseptic, blister pads, or buy a ready
My soul thirstsfor God, for the liv- made Kit.
ing God. Psalm 42:1-2 NCV.

Jesus answered, “Everyone who The wilderness of the heart: Physical, emotional, and spiritual wounds are a part of
drinks this water will be thirsty life. God's first aid kit is overflowing. He brings healing through His per sonal

ha

again, but whoever drinksthe water
I give him will never thirst. Indeed,
the water | give him will becomein
him a spring of water welling up to
eternal life” John 4:13-14 NCV.

touch; HisWord, the ad through special people he bringsinto our lives.

! __I_efor their lives may not receive heaJing in this

;; gages their wounds.” Psalm 147:3 NCV.
(0. Proverbs 12: 18 NI V.

The wilder i

i~ keep hope,"who:Keep on doing everythmg they can to

' survive and be rescued, often live through seemingly
IIL:E-H-E] impossible situations.

The wilderness of the heart: Never give up hope! Even when painful circumstances
do not change, even when God seems to be working too slowly or not at all, He
isfaithful. He knows your pain, Helistensto your criesfor help, and He will
never abandon you.

Find rest, O my soul, in God alone; my hope comes from him. Psalm 62:5 NI V.

Blessed ishe. . . whose hopeisin the Lord his God, the Maker of heaven and
earth, the sea, and everything in them—the Lord, who remains faithful forever.
Psalm 146:5-6 NI V.

Therefore | have hope: because of the Lord’s great love we are not consumed, for
his compassions never fail. Lamentations 3:21-22 NI V.




Just off the press!

The Encourager is free, a gift from us
to you. Now that you' ve read it, become an
encourager yourself and share this gift with
someone you know who needs uplifting.
Don't throw the gift away . . . passit along!
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©1996 Dave Dravecky's Outreach of Hope
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Offeri ng comfort, hope, and
encouragement through Jesus Christ to
those who suffer from cancer or ampu-
tation. We accomplish this mission by
offering prayer support, persona con-
tact, correspondence, resource referral,
and the gift of encouraging literature.
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How long, Lord? Where are you,
Lord? Have you forgotten me, Lord?

How often those of us who have
spent lonely, desperate days in the wilder-
ness of pain or loss have lifted these cries
to God! King David did. Jan and | did.
And so have many others. It doesn’'t mat-
ter who we are, but time in the wilderness
seems to demand more than we have to
give. It leaves us feeling helpless and
utterly alone. It leaves us wondering if
even God has abandoned us.

Jan and | have learned that the
wilderness is part of the landscape of
faith, every bit as essential as the moun-
taintop. On the mountaintop we are over-
whelmed by God's presence. In the
wilderness we are overwhelmed by his
absence. Both places should bring us to
our knees: the one, in utter awe; the other,
in utter dependence.

One by one the wilderness took from
us everything we had depended upon in
place of God. It took away our physical
health, our mental and emotional health,
our church, our friends, and even took us
away from each other. Everything we
relied on for our source of strength was
gone. We were forced to turn to God
because there was nowhere else to turn.
But at times in the wilderness he seemed
to be distant, if not absent altogether.

But just when our mouths were
parched and Jan and | felt we would die of
thirst, he provided a well—Dr.
McGowen. Just when we were complete-
ly disoriented, he provided a sign pointing
the way—Dr. Townsend. Just when it
looked as if every trace of him had van-
ished, he provided aflower—Sealy Yates.
Just when it felt as if | were going to die
from sunstroke, he provided shade—
Atlee Hammaker.

Through them we learned that God
was not absent in the wilderness. He was
there. We saw him. In the caring eyes of a
family doctor. In the sympathetic voice of
a psychologist. In the helping hands of a
friend. In the comfortable presence of a
fellow ballplayer.

AsJan and | reflect on our timein the
wilderness, we learned a lot. We learned
to walk by faith rather than by sight. We
learned to trust God, even though at times
every visible trace of him had vanished.
And we finally came to the point that the
Old Testament prophet, Habakkuk, did
when he prayed: “Though the fig tree
does not bud and there are no grapes on
the vines, though the olive crop fails and

the fields produce no food, though there
are no sheep in the pen and no cattlein the
stalls, yet | will rejoice in the Lord, | will
be joyful to God my Savior. The
Sovereign Lord is my strength; he makes
my feet like the feet of a deer, and he
enables me to go on the heights’
(Habakkuk 3:17-19).

Jan and | can’t say we had the feet of
a deer as we went through the wilderness.
Ours were a lot more clumsy than that.
But | can honestly say we had the will to
walk. In our heart of hearts we wanted to
please God, to trust him, to love him, to
obey him.

And | truly believe he was pleased.

Even with our stumbles.

Our prayer is that the words and
images in this issue will bring refresh-
ment to you in your wilderness journey.

From When You Can't Come Back by
Dave & Jan Dravecky.



