
 What brings you joy? What kinds of things, events, or 
people, bring joy to your life? You may immediately think 
of family and friends, types of food or certain hobbies, or 
maybe specific holidays. January makes us think a lot of 
new beginnings, starting over, and resolutions. For many 

it’s a time of self-reflection 
and evaluation.  

   T h i s  m o r n i n g  i n  my 
devot ion , the Holy  Sp ir i t 
prompted me to read Psalm 
119:1-8, which really threw 
me into re f lect ion mode . 
We know our ultimate and 
true joy should be found in 
Christ , but sometimes we 
try to find it elsewhere. In 
the NLT, verse 1 says, “Joyful 
are people of integrity, who 
follow the instructions of the 
Lord. Joyful are those who 
obey His laws and search for 

Him with all their hearts.  They do not compromise 
with evil, and they walk only in His paths.” I loved the 
reminder that God brings us JOY when we follow Him 
and live rightly. When we are walking in His will, in His 
strength, and following His Word, He will bring us JOY. 
I think that’s a promise. Then, you might say, why don’t 
I “feel” JOY, because I am doing that. I’ve asked myself 
the same question. Although I don’t pretend to know 
all the answers, I know if something is awry, it certainly 
isn’t with God, so it has to be in me.  Most likely, I am 
looking for JOY in something else, trying to find it in 
relationships with people, or in doing “happy” things, or 
in countless other ways. His JOY is there for the taking. 
Psalm 16:11 tells us that “In His presence is fullness of 
JOY.” That’s a promise too. 

 So, am I meeting with Him daily? Am I reading and 
meditating on His Word? Am I praying diligently and 
consistently? Am I in fellowship with other believers? 
Am I, like the Psalmist wrote, “Searching for Him with all 
my heart?” That’s where it starts. That’s probably where 
the problem lies; in my own heart. Maybe I’ve allowed 
so many other things to crowd into my life that I’m too 
distracted. Perhaps there are so many voices calling out 
to me that I’m having trouble recognizing His because 
I’ve forgotten what He sounds like? January … such a 
good time to do some spring cleaning. But usually we 
think of resolutions in regards to healthy habits, or 
eating habits, or exercise habits, and forget to look at 
our “spiritual habits” or disciplines. Those are the most 
important habits to form; habits that point us to Christ 
and encourage us to keep pressing forward. 

 As January quickly passes and rolls into February, 
then March, and April … don’t stop seeking Him and 
making the Lord THE priority of your life. Don’t say “yes” 
to God in January and forget about Him quickly like we 
do with New Year resolutions.  Cling to Him, for HE is 
our life, Moses said. Ladies, there is no life outside of 
Him. Know that. Believe that. Live that. And let’s pray 
Psalm 119:7-8 with David, “As I learn Your righteous 
regulations, I will thank You by living as I should! I will 
obey Your decrees. Please don’t give up on me!” And as 
For King and Country sings, “CHOOSE JOY!”

Happy New Year!

Good Tidings of Great Joy

  Kelly
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That Burning Question I Finally Know...
by Susan wells

 As I was taking my morning walk on the Friday after Thanksgiving, I started apologizing to God for falling asleep 
on Him last night as I wanted to thank Him for a great day -- one without real drama, one with joy for everyone this year.  
I thanked Him for the heavy morning fog I was walking through and for how He created everything when suddenly, and 
without warning, I started crying out to Him in desperation for something I didn’t even realize was on my mind.

 “Why, God, did you do it in the first place?  Why did you create man (and woman) when You knew ahead of time 
that they would sin?  Why did You plant the garden for them to live in, give them dominion over all the earth’s things, to the 
point of even having Adam name all the creatures, when You knew ahead of time that they would ruin everything You had 
made for them?”

“Why, God, did You create everything, and everybody, when You knew ahead of time that 
people throughout time would starve, be raped, murdered,  enslaved, and experience every 
form of evil?”  

“You even planned before the world began, that this would all happen, that people would 
turn from You, and that Your Son, whom You love, would agree to come down to earth and 
become a flesh and blood man.  You planned that He would live a rather short life, and then 
become the final sacrifice so that all mankind could believe on His resurrection and have 
new life in Him.”

“Why did You go through all that trouble?  You knew ahead of time that mankind would turn 
from You—not once, but over and over and over…..”  

The word ‘puppet master’ kept coming in my head as I cried out to You.  I told You I was 
sorry, but I really needed to understand why?  Why did You do it all in the first place?  

 I started thinking about what Your Word says about why we were created, and I remembered knowing, “All that’s 
fine, but couldn’t You do that without all the messiness of sin?  Couldn’t You, since You already knew that sin would enter 
the world through Adam and his lovely wife Eve, coordinate a different way to have us worship You and have fellowship with 
You?  Couldn’t You have just arranged to have that sneaky serpent not even find his way into the garden?” 

“Did You have to allow all the craziness that happened because of the fatal flaw Eve made in listening to him?”

I groped through the morning fog, which was engulfing my spirit in a heaviness I hadn’t felt before, and I begged You, really 
begged You, to explain to me why I was having these questions.  

I knew I loved You.

I knew I wanted to live for You.

I knew I wanted my family to follow after You.

“ W H Y ,  G O D , 
D I D  YO U 
D O  I T  I N 

T H E  F I R S T 
P L A C E ?   W H Y 

D I D  YO U 
C R E AT E  M A N 

( A N D  W O M A N ) 
W H E N  YO U 

K N E W  A H E A D 
O F  T I M E 

T H AT  T H E Y 
W O U L D  S I N ?
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I knew I wanted to still tell people about You, and how much You loved and cared for them. But the stifling question swirling 
in my fog-heavy head just wouldn’t go away and I needed Your help to understand. 

 I continued to walk and as the fog swirled around me still, all of a sudden, You calmed my heart.  You asked me a 
few questions as well, (I should have known I wasn’t the only one who could ask questions at this moment.) and as I listened, 
I started to understand.

 You asked me why did I decide to have children?  Wow, that was a good question.  I started sobbing at the realization 
when I allowed myself to answer that question.

 Why did I have children?  Well, I wanted a family that I could love and care for.  I wanted to have a close relationship 
with them.  I wanted them to love me too.  I wanted to help them to grow up, enjoy their accomplishments, be there when 
they hurt, help them when they had roadblocks.  I wanted to be able to talk with them, discuss life’s issues, have fun with 
them.

 You asked me another question.  “Did you think about having the hard 
times with them before you decided to be a parent?”  My heart answered that one 
by saying “Yes, I knew they wouldn’t be perfect children.  I knew I’d need to lead 
them and they wouldn’t always listen to me.  I knew the expression ‘the terrible 
twos’, and I prepared myself for that. I had heard that teenage years were super 
hard (after all, I was a teenager), and that they might not do in life what I’d hoped 
and dreamed for them to do.”

 God asked my heart this last question. “If you knew the risks of having 
children ahead of time, and there’d be hard times, why did you do it?”

 That’s when the tears started flowing super hard.  I realized just by God’s 
example to me, why He did it all in the first place.

 I had to see it from the view point of a parent.  Even though I couldn’t see 
the exact future of my life like God could, I still wanted to be a parent.  I wanted 
to help create little human beings to love, and to love me, and to have a close 
relationship with me, even though I knew it would not be perfect.  I’d probably cry 
and be disappointed, get irritated, deal with some major issues down the road and sometimes wonder why I did it in the first 
place.  I wish I could tell you that the fog lifted at that point, but it didn’t. The fog still hovered around me, but I was able to 
see the truth in spite of the fog.

 God wanted to have children to love and who would love Him in return (hopefully).  He decided that even though 
He knew the beginning from the end, He still wanted to do this. Even though He knew we’d reject Him, He still wanted to 
have us so we could have a close relationship with Him.  Because He is God, He didn’t even have to speculate on what might 
happen.  He knew ahead of time.  BUT, He had a plan in it all.  He worked (and is still working) everything that we messed 
up to accomplish His ultimate goal.  The goal was to have a close relationship with all of us, and eventually, when He was 
ready, to have a perfect world that would last to eternity. I forget that He CAN see the beautiful finish.  He told us about it in 
His Word. 

 “And I heard a loud voice from heaven saying, ‘Behold, the tabernacle of God is with men, and He will dwell with 
them and they shall be His people. God Himself will be with them and be their God.  And God will wipe away every tear 
from their eyes; there shall be no more death, nor sorrow, nor crying. There shall be no more pain, for the former things have 
passed away.”

 I started praising Him that He took the time this morning to speak to me, a small insignificant girl, and gently 
shake my doubts into a blaze of understanding.  I wanted to shout it from the mountaintops.  That nagging question I just 
couldn’t figure out with all the books I’ve read, all the Scripture I’ve poured over, was finally answered, out of my desperate 
need to understand directly from my Abba, my Heavenly Father. Amen and amen!!!  Praise Him this morning and forever.
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