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My family in faith,


My name is Kelly Bottcher and I have recently joined the staff at VHUMC. 
It has been one of the greatest invitations of my life. Like you, I am at 
home. Maybe like you, I am weary of watching the news. I find myself 
“bracing for impact “against something I cannot see but newscasters liken 
to a tsunami, an ominous curve or a lurking “Boogie Man.” Wow! I’m 59, 
I’ve raised three sons and a daughter, I started a master’s degree last year 
and I am a widow; I don’t scare easily. But that was yesterday. Today, I’m 
determined to look at this time in the rearview mirror and say, “Oh, the 
COVID -19 weeks were the time I Iearned/discovered/grew in_____.” How 
will I fill in the blank? How will I use this time, not just to cope in 
quarantined confinement, but become a better human being? What will be 
my resolve?


Countless days I have asked for 5 more minutes or prayed for a 25th hour 
in the day. Today, I have what I asked for, the gift of time. I want to use this 
season to hone my skills. I want to allow God to mold me into a more 
usable vessel, a mightier warrior and a clearer reflection of Him. And so I 
walk… around the block, beside a stream, behind the dogs… to interrupt 
this short drive to crazy. J I asked God to show me deeper understandings 
to know Him and new ways to worship Him. This is what I found, the 
picture above. A violet growing out of a crack in stone.

 
I was strolling my granddaughter to give my son and daughter-in-law a 
chance to Zoom, Webex and” M team” up with their colleagues. I got the 
better end of that deal. On lap number 54 of our leisurely stroll, I noticed I  
2 kept coming back to this abandoned driveway. I was especially drawn to 
the image of this flower growing through the small opening of broken 
concrete. This violet had found a “thimble full of dirt” to grow through the 
thick mortar. Not only had this seed grown, it had flowered and 
BLOOMED! It made me stop and God revealed to me a “fill in” for my 
blank. He gave me a visual that represented how I was to live this day 
purposefully. Here was my understanding:




If I will have a “thimble full of faith” (like the small amount of dirt rooted in 
the Violet) and I will trust God enough to understand He has gone before 
me and prepared a way for me, (like the crack just big enough for the 
flower to grow) I can have confidence God will use this unlikely time and 
place to create something beautiful in me,(just like the blooms on the 
Violet. ) Such a simple lesson with big ripples.


I found awe on my walk that day. My favorite definition of awe is 
“involuntary praise.” I found praise and gratitude on my walk too. That’s 
the gift of these days. We serve a God that is never quarantined. We 
worship a Lord that deals with us intimately. We are made better because 
our Savior is willing to forgive the brokenness and cracks and use it to 
bring new life. I just LOVE that about Jesus. Yes, in a world that looks like 
it is running out of adjectives to describe this crisis, we find calm. I filled in 
the blank today.


I’d like for this short journal entry to be the first of many from our Church 
family. Will you send me your story of how you are experiencing God in 
this season? Will you help us all by sending your “fill in the blank” 
moments where our Lord is creating mindfulness in the mundane? Share a 
simple story. Celebrate the still, small voice whispering your name, and 
then let me record it in our faith journal.


You can send them to me by email at: kbottcher@vhumc.org. I will keep 
them private, if you like, or share them with the rest of the family. Either 3 
way, we will have a living faith journal to look back on and see how God 
made this Lenten Season a time set apart. To end, know you are LOVED. 
Know you are knitted together in the fabric of our Church. Know you have 
a unique story to share and we ALL need to hear it.


We are praying with you, beside you and for you. We are all one family in 
Christ. I miss us and can’t wait for you to jump in these arms! In His love 
and mine, Kelly


