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A Slow and Laborious Journey

As I was waiting in the parking lot of a grocery store I found myself entranced as
I watched a woman come out with a grocery cart stocked with groceries. One by
one she began packing them into one of the largest backpacks I have ever seen in
public. The enormity of the pack sparked a memory of when I had seen one of
these before: while watching a documentary of American soldiers loaded down as
they headed into a city in Afghanistan.

Once the pack was filled and buckled the lady bent down in order to hoist the pack
onto her back. She then proceeded to walk to the sidewalk and up the street, heavy
laden under the weight.
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I wondered “what is her story?””
Each of the women with whom we are called to walk has their own unique story.
Our lives merge, we believe as do they as well, by God’s providence.

We receive a call. One is in crisis. Oftentimes this crisis has been going on
for quite some time. We meet and hear their story wrought with brokenness,
confusion, despair.

Not everyone who comes for an interview is a candidate. Because of the
extensive, intensive and expensive commitment to work with a single
mother for 2-3 years, we must be careful.

When it is apparent we are called to work with a mother it is as
though we are stepping in the water with them to get to the other
side. These ladies are heavy laden, bearing loads that are beyond their

weight limit.

While not visible their backpacks have extensive contents which come to
light step by step in our journey with them.

Cadie Davis is a mother with whom we have been most honored to walk. She
approached us about the possibility of sharing her story with others. Be blessed
and encouraged!

https://free3d.com/3d-model/worn-out-tool-backpack-8510.html
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We have all been there.

Heay burdens weighing you down. Circumalances you have either brought o younself. o' others have brought upon you.

Thials that push you to your weakedt point. You feel the toad of a thousand forcing you further inlo the dirt beneatt your

feel. The thoug/ls of wo'rlhlessness. doubl, guilt qpinning around like a whirbvind tuapped in youn kead. i these moments of

dankness, your backpack is overflowing. and modt of us go at & sitent and alone. When we duffer in dilence, we are fighting

@ loding battle. We are not meant to carry boads such as these. The Lotd fas said, “Come to me all of you. who are weary
and cary heavy burdens, and ! with give you resl.” - Matthew /128

! found myself with an overloaded backpack, nearly two years ago. My seemingly perfect lfe came
crashing down anound me. / wad noughly 8 months pregrant when my fusband left me to purdue
an alheady exisling relationship with another woman. The word devastated, is an underalate-
m&/&wlyée&'we%mmmwommdmmg%emm, wéMdemdaMzg
this time. Our Uinee yearr ole and one year old were caught in the middle of an earthquate
that rigped the foundation frown as dafely oul from under our feet. / nemember 4o
vivially the night my fusband left. Our one year old was lucked in. safe asleep in
#is bed,, unbeknownst to the changes in the air aound fim. as oun three year old
ran ol the door. dcreaming for fis daddy as fe walched fim dhive away. / freld
tim Uightly as we cried logelher. Bumning tears streamed down oun faces as /
allempled to db everylhing in my own power lo comfo'd kim duwring the time of
uncertainly. It was in that moment i wad fe. who comfo'ted me. Our tinee yearr
old looked up at me and said, Mommy. let’s pray. God please feed me. 4o / can feed
Momsmy. Amen.” Such a simple. childd prayer that had duck a deeper meaning hidden in
the words. Thiough that mere prayer. | found the strenglh and knowledge of whom / needed to
cary me. The Lotd lfted me up, as well as all of Uhe burdens / cartied. / fheard, My child, this is not
meant fo' you lo catvry atone. Come redl.”
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As the days lwmed inlo weeks the dloun grew stronger. Though the pain was Sl there, He did not leave my dide. The
aching. heart-wnenching limes diring eack drop off. He was sl there. The times of hearing the cried from our childen
begging (o't me lo liold them and not leave them. He gave me strength to hold mysell together long enough to readduwre them
in our goodbyes. In the moments of hard quedtiond from a cunious nalired Uinee year old mind, He provided the answens.
0% e limes for ailence. The amount of times | was asked, “When is Daddy coming home?” has long been boat in the wind. The
quedtiond concerning the new “mommy-girt.” who lved with Daddy. The innocence in the quedtiond ondy meant they deserved
an andwer with the ltkeneds, and each lime God would supply the nwiiviing andwer (o' thei eard o fold.
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The grace the Lotd gives ud i asked o ws to etend o others. In hard times how easy it is to grow bilter and despise the one
who fuvel us. But irnough His grace and peace He poured over me. [ was unable to fold onto the funtt. The uneplainable joy
! fead, during some of the modt digficul? times. is ondy that whick cowld be provided by the Lovd.

/ kad 1o income Uinoughiout this time. / was a slay-at-fome mother. dince oun frdl chitd. To keep up with the iems of this
world all, seemed like an impossible task. even mote 4o when allomney fees are added in. Remember, though. nothing i
impoddiblle with God. The place the childhen and ! call fome., has been in the beginning phocess of fo'reclosure on numerous
occasions. My veticle UVinealened. to be repoddedded. It was one thing afler anolther that was shoved down inlo the atheady
burdendome backpactk. During the finst time. / was congronted with these trials. | was eight months pregnant. The doctors
feared preterm labo' from my fifth month on. [ was given medicine to keep with me in otder to control my contractiond, fot




fopes of having a good ouleome. / hecal hecelving a text from my fusband. it was the news concerning the podsibidity of
losing the fouse. my velicle. and the lapse of auls indurance. He fad once alheady tried to remove iy veticle off of fis
degrading remarks.  was belittled (o not faving a job and failing @t providing foe oun children. Given ot this time ! fad
alheady been financially cut off (o' nearly two months. and by the grace of God the children liad all that they needed.
According lo him the chilahen deserved a belter mother, than me. The hemarks and. accusations were far from being over,
and as time went o/ allowed anxiely to grip my siluation. Each moment my plone would go off. my feart would jump.
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He fhad lied to gain access b an emergency cudlody oder. His lexts would condlantly be ridaled with lies. His hopeds were
of maintaining one-dided piroof over fis false accusations. The mind-games seemed never ending. Although we fad a
Judge-signed custody o'rder, ke would act as though it diah apply to kim. As | did my bedt to follow the odter. | only boat
moe contuol over my own Ufe. / felt trapped. / felt as manjputated as a puppet. The fustration / had over the lack of
control in my own lfe and the chilahers bves only fueled the anxiely and wory that grew within me. /¢ fas been a year
and @ hal. since the order was det in place. He fas slowly made fis way down &, as i it were a grocery lal, by deeing
feow marny times fe could be in contempt. We atl bove to control the owleome of things. eqpecially that which meand the modt
lo ws. 1t seemed as though the mote | altempled to gain control, the mote | would bose i, It wasnt untit ! fad a nevelation.:
Hawing contnol was not a part of Godd intended plan fo me. How are we suppoded to buudt the Waymater, i we refuse
lo let go of the dteering wheel called Ufe? The move we go aboul jertking the wheel, the mote it will increade oun worry.
anxiely. and all s find ourselves on an abandoned, dirt ad that leads to @ dead end.

The words B stitt,” continued o repeat in my fead. | wondered fow [ could be slill in the midst of boaing all ! loved
and caned about however, “be still’ doesn mean to “be quiet.’ The oiginal Hebrew root of ‘be still’ means let go.’ / fad
lo dwenendere my all to Him. / learned there was absolutely nothing / could do o day when it came doun to i all. The
violations of the custody o'rder are gotng o be inevilable, untitl a court date i sel. Here we are, nearly two yeard later.,
and ! am slill wailing fo's a count date fo contempt of coun, chitd custvdy. and child suppott. / am now in @ seasor of

wailing and tecovering.

Even though my cincumalances seem ol a dland sl as of kight now. / can focus on all that God has alheady brought me
Uinough. By the people God fhad placed alongside me on this jounney. / have seen move than [ could kave ever asked ot
imagined. My foude fas dlayed out of forectoswre. My veliicle is now paid off. and has been in and. out of the mechanics
ducceddfully. The atack of medical bills from the birth of our daughiter fias decreased.

This padt Chiistmas. the children and [ were overwhelningly blessed. These people fave dhtared the weight of this backpack
with me all because of the grace of God.

This & fave from low / everr envisioned. my lfe to twn out, but to be allowed to witness the way God moves fas made tis
dlorm twwn inlo @ bledding in disguise. | sttt have a long road aftead, yet / know / can redt in Him. We are not meant to
canny these burdens by ounselves. and if we are willing to be &t the Lovd witl sfiow up. He will even buing a community
of theands filled with His witl and love. Give it all to Him and rememben.

"God ts oun nefuge and strength, alvays readly t hefo in times of tuoubte.” - Piating 961




Cadie will be one of the mothers who will be sharing about the ever present, faithful presence of Our Lord
Who has navigated them and their precious children through deep waters at the Cove (see insert). These
women realize it has been the Lord at work in their lives using the many, such as you, who are alongside
lightening their loads bit by bit. There is now a lightness in their step.

Thank you for walking with us as we walk with them.

All of us at the Mustard Seed

}**fﬁ‘/ NEW DIRECTION

PO Box 18745, Asheville NC 28814

Encompassing Hope and Care For Families.



