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I played sports throughout middle school, high school, and 
college and learned a lot about being a team player. Thanks to 
all those years, I developed a team mentality.  A lone ranger 
doesn’t often excel on the team and certainly rarely contributes 
to the overall success of the team.

I think the same can be said in the body of Christ.  Lone ranger 
Christians do not flourish. In fact, one can argue that the Bible 
teaches that we will not grow in sanctification as a lone ranger.  
We need others as much as they need us.

God designed us to reflect his relational character and to live in 
community with one another.  Since Pentecost, this community 
has been the local church. There are 21 epistles in the New 
Testament and most are written to local churches. Acts talks 
extensively about what the church looks like and 1 Timothy and 
Titus outline the qualifications for leadership in the church.  
There are many ways we can find some kind of community 
in our Christian life – online Bible studies, podcasts, and 
parachurch ministries just to name a few.  While these can be 
of benefit in our Christian walk, none replace the central role of 
the church in our lives. 

A recent article from Ligonier Ministries by Jon Payne says it 
well: “Churchless Christianity is wildly unbiblical.” He pointed 
out scripture after scripture that clearly indicates the centrality 
of the local church to our spiritual health.  Acts 2:42 notes the 
importance of receiving the Word and sacraments. Hebrews 
13:17 stresses our need for spiritual oversight and Hebrews 3:13 
highlights how the church provides us the encouragement and 
accountability we need. In 1 Corinthians 12:12-31 we read that 
the church is one body with many members. We need each 
other!  The beautiful picture of the early church in Acts 2:42-47 
describes a growing church whose members were devoted to 
the gospel and each other. No lone rangers there.

The last couple years in Women’s Ministry we highlighted 
Colossians 3:16-17 and the importance of being in God’s Word.  
In light of these truths, I suggest we focus this year on Hebrews 
10:23-25.

“Let us hold fast the confession of our hope without wavering, 
for he who promised is faithful. And let us stir up one another 
to love and good works, not neglecting to meet together, as is 
the habit of some, but encouraging one another, and all the 
more as you see the day drawing near.”

These verses highlight the importance of spiritual community 
and outline why the local church is so essential to our Christian 
walk.  The church is a gift from God for our blessing. In 
Hebrews 10:23-25, we are strongly exhorted in the following 
three ways: 

1. Hold fast the confession of our hope – We are to 
cling to the gospel and put our confession into practice. The 
church enables both.  We need the sound ministry of the Word 
from the pulpit and the reminders of that Word spoken by 

follow believers. Both join together on Sunday mornings and 
whenever the body meets, sharing in our faith and devotion to 
Jesus Christ.  Our bonds in the local church are eternal because 
they are established by Christ. When we read scripture and sing 
songs and profess creeds out loud with fellow church members, 
it has a unique power that strengthens our faith and inspires 
us to keep running the race with our eyes on Christ because he 
who promised is faithful.

2. Stir up one another to love and good works - Life 
is hard and the Christian life is a battle to daily deny self 
and take up the cross.  We need constant encouragement 
and accountability. While we can find encouragement and 
exhortation in other places, it is within our church family 
where we find fellow believers who show up and follow up. 
The church is not just a place for my own spiritual growth 
but the central place for me to demonstrate my love for Christ 
and toward others.  Some of you are gifted in teaching and 
can help us understand and apply scripture.  Some of you are 
gifted in mercy and see the woman on the fringe or hurting and 
encourage her with your words and actions.  Some of you have a 
zeal for the lost and push all of us to share the gospel. We need 
each other in real face-to-face community within the church.

3. Do not neglect to meet together - There is little 
that fosters unity and provokes one another to godly living 
like worshipping together side by side.  Sitting under the 
teaching of the Word, singing hymns, receiving communion, 
witnessing baptism, corporately reading Scripture – these are 
not just crucial for your own spiritual benefit. Your presence 
and participation is crucial to mine as well.  When it comes 
to corporate worship, I need you and you need me. Corporate 
worshipping reminds us that we are not alone in our Christian 
walk. Together we proclaim who God is and who we are - 
sinners redeemed by a Sovereign and good God who calls us to 
live for Christ. We need to remember this and to remember it, 
we need to go to church. Reading scripture and singing hymns 
from my couch does not compare to worshipping side by side as 
a church family.

Recently, I received a booklet entitled, “How Can Women 
Thrive in the Local Church.” It concluded by saying, “Thriving 
is a community project.” I could not agree more. The church is 
God’s vehicle to help us thrive spiritually and display his glory. 
There really is no substitute. You are my community. You are my 
family. My prayer is that this year we will be committed to live 
together in loving community as the Immanuel church family.

Serving with love,
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For the first 19 years of my life, I lived in 
the same small town. I knew everyone 
and everyone knew me. But my high 
school sweetheart joined the Army 
while still in high school, and we got 
married a year after graduation. Just 
days after the wedding, we packed a tiny 
U-Haul with the few things we owned 
and drove through the night to our first 
duty station. 
By the grace of God, we knew to seek 
out a local church soon after we arrived 
in town, and that became our method 
with each move thereafter. In church 
we found our community. Church gave 
us friends to serve with, laugh with, 
live life with and bear burdens with. As 
our family grew and our circumstances 
changed, church took on an even deeper 
meaning. 
In February 2014 my family walked into 
Immanuel for the first time. We were 
hurting. Only months before, our fourth 
daughter had died just after birth. I 
had been floundering spiritually ever 
since. We had left the church we were 
at, in search of something closer to the 
heart of God. That week, Immanuel’s 
sermon and the ABF we attended both 
focused on the Statements of Faith. As 
we listened to godly men describe the 
church’s beliefs, we knew we were in 
the right place. 
Now as we are closing out our time at 
Immanuel 7 ½ years later, I could list 
dozens of ways that this church and its 
members have encouraged and lifted 
up our family. In fact, we seemed to 
have bounced from challenging event to 
challenging event in our years here, only 
to continually fall back on our church 

family to hold us together and remind 
us of the promises of God. My faith 
healed and grew through my time here, 
and my family strengthened through 
trials. Our faith allowed us to say “Yes” 
when God asked us to do big things. 
And our church family held us together 
through every hard “Yes” we gave. One 
in particular stands out. 
In October 2018, we got an unexpected 
phone call from our foster care social 
worker. She told us about a 6-year-old 
boy who had been living in the hospital. 
He needed a heart transplant in order 
to live, but needed a family to be able 
to commit to his intense care before he 
could qualify for the transplant. Though 
being kept alive by implanted devices, he 
was stable enough to go home and wait 
for a new heart. But he had no home. 
The social worker casually asked us the 
question that would forever change our 
lives, “Can you take him?”
For a dozen reasons, we were unlikely 
and unqualified to be his family. But 
we said yes anyway. We immediately 
needed childcare for our 8 other 
children (including a newborn) while 
we trained in his care, and loyal church 
members provided. He needed boy 
clothes (we have all girls), and church 
friends drop off loads at our door. When 
we needed meals, all we needed to do 
was ask. When 6-year-old Landon came 
home from the hospital, his care was 
overwhelming but his silly and loving 
disposition blessed everyone he met. 
We were able to take him to church, 
and even to the kindergarten Sunday 
School class where the teachers greeted 
him with love and warmth and the 

children embraced him, despite his 
clear challenges. For months we waited 
for his new heart, we spent many days 
in and out of the hospital managing his 
care. For Christmas we got to bring him 
to the church service, teach him the 
gospel message, open presents, and eat 
a big Christmas dinner. Then on that 
Christmas Day the phone call came. 
They had a heart for him!
I still wish this story had a different 
ending. There are more details than 
I can fit here. But that perfect heart 
that was an exact match for him, well, 
it didn’t work. The hospital tried 
everything, and Landon fought to hold 
on for 7 long weeks post-transplant 
surgery. But it didn’t work. He passed 
away February 15, 2019. Immanuel staff 
came to the hospital to pray with us and 
comfort us. Our wonderful church took 
on the huge task of hosting a funeral 
for a little boy so new to them, and yet 
so dear. Hundreds of people gathered 
from all walks of life for the funeral and 
Pastor Jesse shared the gospel with all 
of them. Pastor Steve led us at the grave 
side, and Jesus Morales translated into 
Spanish for the extended family. And 
our dear church friends held us and 
wept with us for our little boy. 
If it wasn’t for this church community, 
our faith may not have been strong 
enough for such a big task. If it wasn’t 
for the love and good works the church 
showed us, we could not have been 
so committed to Landon. If we had 
given up on getting together, we would 
not have had a community to hold us 
together and to God’s Word. Immanuel 
will always be a part of our family. 

The 
Church 
Held Us 
Together
by Shannon Anderson
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I’ve been a Christian since I was a 
child and this song explains how I’ve 
lived a lot of my life.  I believed the 
things I read in Scripture because, 
well, it was Scripture.  Fast forward 
to 2019/2020.  So much upheaval 
in society AND the church and I 
realized - through conversations with 
others that seemed “off” theologically 
- that although I was confident that 
I believed WHAT I believed, I didn’t 
know WHY – other than “the Bible 
tells me so.” I discovered that the 
meanings of taken-for-granted words 
that are part of our church “language” 
were being defined differently.  And 
that became incredibly distressing 
because I realized that I didn’t know 
how to find supporting evidence for 
what I believed.  Do those words in 
the Bible really mean what they say 
or is there some interpretation that I 
don’t know about?

I don’t remember how I found the 
book ANOTHER GOSPEL but I’m 
so thankful that I did.  Though the 
purpose of Alisa Childers’ book is 
sharing her personal journey into 
progressive Christian theology 
resulting in deep doubt and despair, 
the outcome was a desire to dig in and 
learn about true, historic Christianity. 
Mark 9:24 was included in her intro 
“I believe, help my unbelief” which 
struck a chord with me.  

As she recounted her experience of 
being taught to question everything 
about Scripture by a progressive 
pastor, Alisa reminds us that it’s easy 
to misunderstand/misrepresent 
scripture if we are not going back to 
the original writings.  And there is a 
lot of that going on in the progressive 
Christian world.  She encourages her 
readers to go through the writings 
of some of the 1st century Christian 
writers such as Clement and St. 
Augustine of Hippo who had direct 
knowledge of Jesus and the events of 
His ministry, death and resurrection, 
because they knew the apostles.

Apologetics is defined as “reasoned 
arguments or writings in justification 
of something, typically a theory or 
religious doctrine.” And Alisa’s deep 
dive into apologetics was a slow 
process, but she said “the questions 
that had knocked the foundation out 
from under my beliefs – the ones I 
had never thought to ask, the ones I 
didn’t know existed – were not simply 
being answered.  They were being 
dwarfed by substantial evidence and 
impenetrable logic so robust that I 
felt like a kid in a candy store – who 
had just found out that candy exists.” 
As she recounted that, I realized I 
wanted the same thing!  I wanted to 
be so confident in knowing the what 
AND the why of Scripture.

We live in a world that is frantically 
re-defining all of the good things 
that God created and there is re-
definition of Scripture taking place in 
the evangelical church as well.  From 
the meaning of “life” and “gender” 
to definitions of manhood and 
womanhood.  Alisa reminds us all that 
“We don’t get to completely redefine 
who God is and how He works in the 
world and call it Christian.  We don’t 
get to make the rules and do what is 
right in our own eyes and yet claim to 
be followers of Jesus.  Our only option 
is to do it His way or not at all.  He is 
love.  His name is truth.  His gospel is 
bloody.  His way is beautiful. For God 
so loved the world.” 

Reading “Another Gospel” was so 
encouraging to me.  It put words to 
my many discouraged thoughts and 
ignited a desire to read Scripture 
and be taught the answers to the 
foundational points of Christianity.  
If you’re struggling with confidently 
knowing the fundamentals of our 
faith – I’d encourage you to read 
this book, and then sign up to take 
the IBI class, Fundamentals of the 
Faith, taught by our own pastors 
Bob Hartman and Tom Joyce, or 
join a Women’s Bible study and dig 
deep into Scripture to learn the 
fundamentals for yourself.

Jesus loves me this I know.
For the Bible tells me so.

Book Review:
Another Gospel?
by Jenny Britton
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I used to take for granted the idea that children 
outlive their parents. When my husband and I 
checked into the hospital a few days before my 
due date in August 2020, there was no doubt 
in my mind that we would be leaving with 
a newborn in our arms. However, this is not 
what God had planned for us, and while these 
last 8 months since my son’s death have been 
challenging, I have seen God working in my life 
diligently.

Even after 33 hours of active labor and stalling, 
all I could think about was meeting my son, 

Henry. I prayed to God throughout the process and felt 
a fearlessness I had never felt before around childbirth 
even as I was rushed to an emergency C-section. All 
of this would be worth it, I thought, and it was, even if 
I wish things had played out differently. Having such 
immeasurable joy suddenly turn to such deep hollowness 
was a transition I could have never imagined; I have 
God, the Immanuel Bible Church community, and the 
Joyful Morning community for bereaved moms to thank 

Clinging   on to 
GODWhile Grieving 

My Child by Dayana Hudson
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for getting me through it. While we can never “get over” 
the death of a child, we can get through the sorrow and 
eventually find joy in the promise we will see him or her 
again. I have learned so much about prayer, grace, and 
God’s plan in this time of grieving.

Firstly, God has taught me that prayer is not a way to 
attempt to bend his will. Because my prayers over a 
healthy, happy baby were good, I assumed that they 
would undoubtedly be fulfilled. Immediately after losing 
Henry, prayer felt useless. We had prayed daily for him, as 
had many other people, yet we still lost him. In hindsight, 
it seems God was using my time in prayer throughout the 
pregnancy to prepare me for what was to come.

I had occasional thoughts about how parents are 
designated stewards for our children on Earth, and that 
ultimately, we all primarily belong to God. Of course, the 
bond between parent and child is immeasurably strong; 
God designed it to mirror our relationship with him, after 
all. I recognized early that the work within our home 
would be essential since it meant raising God-loving 
people who would grow to have their own impact in the 
world.

There were also times toward the end of my pregnancy 
where I considered how that was the safest Henry would 
ever be. I never considered death; my thinking was along 
the lines of being unable to shield him from harm after 
he was born. Suffering and pain are inevitable on Earth 
simply because of the nature of sin we have been bound 
to after the fall; I recognized that no harm had come or 
would come to my baby in utero, but this simply would 
not be the case after birth. My job involved teaching 
him how to navigate the world in its fallen state. These 
thoughts seem to have prepared my heart, at least 
partially, for a monumental loss.

Secondly, God has taught me about the importance of 
extending grace even amid overwhelming 

suffering. In desperate attempts 
at comfort, people with the best 

of intentions have said some 
odd statements. I thankfully 

recognized early on that the 
intent of the message is far 

more important than the 
actual words spoken. It 

meant so much that 

any given person was trying to connect with and 
comfort me, and it hurt when people ran away at 
the mere sight of me. 
Even then, God has taught me to practice grace: 
many things are not personal, even if they can 
feel as such. I have learned to pray for these 
family members and friends, since Henry’s 
death is simply too much to bear and likely 
brings up unresolved grief. While I try to guide 
people toward the Lord and to gently discuss 
statements that seem to indicate faulty thinking 
(for example, using prayer as a way to mold God’s 
will), I cling to grace and God’s word in guiding 
me in my actions and words.

Thirdly, I learned more about what it means to 
trust in God’s plan. Initially, I felt betrayed by 
God and turned away from him. I eventually 
acknowledged that while Henry’s death was a 
tragic event, it was also a beacon of hope. I would 
never get to fully see what role his death would 
play in the world until I join him in heaven, but 
I could choose to inspire good from it. Once I 
realized I would see Henry again in heaven, I felt 
no longer frozen in my grief. Once I embraced 
the idea of inspiring good from his death, I felt 
alive again.

Through losing my son, I have learned that 
even if I do not like a specific part of God’s 
plan, it is still perfect, and it is still good. Maybe 
Henry’s post-mortem tests will aid research in 
understanding more about the medical mystery 
that led to his death. I was able to pump and 
donate 157 ounces of milk to babies in need. 
My husband and I have had the incredible 
opportunity to talk to unbelieving friends about 
God in a way we never could before. I have also 
had very intentional conversations inspired by 
Henry’s loss with fellow sisters in Christ about 
what it means to pray, and why it’s okay for us 
to not always get what we pray for, even when 
we know we are praying for good things. After 
all, prayer is not a way to attempt to bend God’s 
will and approaching it in this way only hinders 
our relationship with the Lord.  Rather, prayer is 
an ongoing conversation with God where he can 
guide and prepare us.

While I may always wonder what could have 
been had Henry lived, I can bask in the 

knowledge that we will see him again, 
and that God used our sacrifice for 

good and his glory.

by Dayana Hudson
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Growing up at Immanuel, I always knew that the Bible 
was important.  I mean “Bible” is our middle name, 
right? I grew up hearing about men and women having a 
“hunger” for God’s Word.  My issue was, I never seemed 
to acquire that same hunger.  I loved God and the church, 
and I tried to spend time each day in God’s Word.  But 
sometimes it felt more like checking a box than gaining an 
understanding of and delighting in God. 
Fast forward to the birth of my first daughter.  I think 
Charles Dickens summed it up well with, “It was the best 
of times, it was the worst of times…”  I was so grateful 
to be a mother, but it wasn’t easy!  I was exhausted and 

emotional and running on spiritual fumes.  And then a 
friend from high school invited me to join a women’s 
Bible study.  So with my 6-month old baby in tow, I 
walked into a room of faithful, godly women who set 
aside time each week to study God’s Word together.   
What began with a hope to connect to the Lord - along 
with a weekly source of adult interaction and childcare - 
soon became my weekly lifeline of encouragement from 
the Word of God.
I believe one of the best ways for women to thrive in the 
church is to commit to a weekly Bible study.   
Being in a Bible study:

Why I Love Bible Study
by Laura Corombos
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1. Helps me to love God with my 
heart and my mind.
Jen Wilkin’s powerful phrase “The 
heart cannot love what the mind does 
not know” resonated with me the 
moment I read it.  Loving God with 
my heart never felt like a problem for 
me, but loving Him with my mind was 
a new concept, even though it was 
right there in Scripture.  When my 
mind does the hard work of dissecting 
one of Paul’s run-on sentences about 
how I am chosen in Christ, my heart 
is able to soar with gratitude in a way 
that it couldn’t before.  When I have to 
paraphrase a tricky verse and discuss 
it with the ladies in my study, I 
internalize the words at a deeper level 
and it causes me to worship.  Being in 
a Bible study teaches me the mental 
skills necessary for understanding 
God’s Word and that has led me to 
love God more.  

2. Gives me accountability for 
reading and studying.  
When I started attending Bible 
study as a new mom, preparing for 
Bible study each week seemed like 
a daunting task.  And if I’m being 
brutally honest, there were weeks 
that I did the homework only to 
protect my own pride and to keep me 
from embarrassment.  But the leaders 
in my group encouraged me to do 
what I could each week and, after a 
while, I found myself prioritizing my 
homework not because I had to get 
it done, but because I delighted in it!  
The accountability I received at Bible 
study was the first step in the process 
of developing my hunger for God’s 
Word.  

3. Places me within a diverse 
community of believers.  
I think it’s comfortable for most of 
us to spend time with people who 
look like us or are in the same stage 
of life.  Bible study offers me the 
opportunity to gather with women 
who are different from me - and that 
is a beautiful thing!  I have studied 
the Bible with: godly women in their 
80’s and 90’s who have rock solid 

faith that has stood the test of time; 
moms of little ones who faithfully 
hop on Zoom each week, even if they 
have to stay muted because their kids 
are playing noisily next to them; a 
friend from Kenya who had a light 
bulb moment about the changing of 
seasons mentioned in the Bible after 
moving to Virginia; women who take 
an extended lunch break from their 
job once a week to meet together; and 
single women who bring different 
insights from their perspectives and 
life experiences.  All of these various 

ages, life stages, and ethnicities reveal 
different facets of the truths we find 
in Scripture and help me to have a 
deeper appreciation of how God’s 
Word contains everything we need.

4. Allows me to use my gifts to 
serve the church.  
I never anticipated when I joined 
my first study 9 years ago that God 
would place in me a desire to co-lead 
a Bible study.  Although it is a weighty 
responsibility, I’m grateful that God 
has given me opportunities to learn 
from more experienced Bible teachers 
and grown my love for His Word as 
I teach others.   But teaching isn’t 
the only gift that can be exercised in 
a weekly Bible study.  You can serve 
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the ladies in your group in several 
meaningful ways: encourage others 
with your words and the occasional 
baked good; pray for the needs of your 
group, both during Bible study and 
throughout the week; check in with 
women in your group with a phone 
call, text or email during the week; 
make a meal for a woman who is 
sick or a new mom; give a new mom 
a break by holding her baby during 
Bible study (this was a huge gift for 
me when I had newborns!); invite a 
single woman over for dinner with 

your family.  The Lord has gifted each 
believer and a weekly Bible study will 
certainly provide an opportunity for 
service in the church.  
These four points are certainly not 
an exhaustive list of why I love Bible 
study and how it has been vital for my 
spiritual growth, but I hope it gives 
you a taste for what you can expect 
from joining a Bible study this fall.  
The Lord has used our weekly study 
to deepen my knowledge of and love 
for Him and my love for the ladies 
in our church.  I’m confident you 
will experience these same blessings 
in one of the Bible studies offered 
through IBC Women’s Ministry!

“The heart cannot 
love what the mind 
does not know.”
Jen WILKIN




