Great Commission Northwest

Dad and Mom,
I don’t know what made me decide to move 500 miles away from my home.  I still wonder to this day.  But I do know one thing. To the broken-hearted, God shows Himself 
kind and faithful. This is how God showed me His faithfulness. 

I decided to move to Omaha, Nebraska, during Faithwalkers, December 2003. There 
was no monumental moment. God did not speak to me with the sound of a trumpet, but I do remember Him clearly showing me what His will was. 
It was during worship and we sang one of my favorite songs, “You Said.”  One of the lyrics is ‘Ask and I’ll give the nations to you . . .  Oh Lord, that’s the cry of my Heart.”  And it was - and is. I wanted to be used by God. I wanted to have my little nation of women that I had impacted, like I had seen done with my older sisters.  I remember pleading with God one afternoon to use me. I knew that if I could look back on my life and know that I was used by Him, I would be content. 
So, that was the major deciding factor that landed me in Omaha at the University.  The church was just starting their college ministry.  There were only a couple students involved. And I wanted to be a part of that. So, on September 1st 2004 I moved! 
I am still not sure why you let me move away from home.  I am convinced that I was the most un-aware child that you ever raised. I still look back on how I thought things out, failed to look ahead, planned ahead, or did not.  And I wonder how I made it as far as I have. But God worked out housing, school, and a job - and in those aspects I was thankful. 

But nothing could have prepared me for the loneliness that I felt . . .  

I was in so much pain that my heart literally hurt. I remember countless days of just wanting to lie in my bed and cry. But I didn’t. I remembered your words to ‘keep pressing’. So, I would just wake up and keep walking.  The only people who I felt any real connection with were my brother, and my cousin Hannah.  And they were both young, and trying to figure out life also.  I knew that I could do absolutely anything, waste my time, feel sorry for myself, sin, whatever - and nobody would ever know about it. There was no real accountability.  

I had to decide what I would do. I learned that it is not in the number of people around you, that determines your walk with Christ. It is “my walk with Christ,” nobody else’s. It was a hard adjustment because you had raised me with certain standards that I was unflinchingly holding onto, and still am. 
But I felt depressed. I would continually read the Psalms. I would just pour over them, because they were words that described my pain and hurt. I didn’t want anyone to see me hurt, so I learned quickly how to put on a fake smile. Which is okay sometimes.  God want us to put on Christ.  But at other times, we might need to be honest with a close friend and share what we are feeling. Both are important
In December 2004, we went to Faithwalkers in central Missouri once again. I would lie if I said that I loved my college group. I didn’t. I couldn’t tell you anything from the teachings. I remember getting the stomach-flu, and that our group of girls was very cliquish. It hurt. I had never been the outsider.  I felt so alone. I had moved to Omaha to help, and it was the one place that I didn’t feel accepted. ( I have come to realize that I was listening to some pretty serious lies from the Devil.) 
Hannah wasn’t at the conference because of school, and I remember calling her, crying because my heart hurt so much. I couldn’t put words behind how I felt. 
But one thing I knew. I was done. I couldn’t stand it any longer. I literally felt like I was at the end of my rope. I couldn’t stop the tears. I hated where I was living. I felt like I was drowning. And I was done trying to fight. The last night I laid awake all night, preparing myself to leave for Colorado in the morning, even though I was supposed to go back to Omaha to continue school. 
It was just the Lord that I fell asleep at the last hour before you Colorado folks all left. Or I would have gotten in with you.  I woke up with my sister saying ‘good-bye’ and she was gone. 
I laid there wishing that I had packed the night before, that way I could have just walked out with her, but I hadn’t. (This is why I pack so lightly these days. ( ) 

Because I missed the Colorado caravan, I had no choice but to go back to Omaha, even though I didn’t want to. I was stuck in the ‘boys’ car, so at least I had a quiet trip. 
As we drove towards Omaha I read Psalms – again. This was all that I knew on how to deal with the pain. Let’s just say that I read a lot from that book. 
There is a particular area that we drive by that is really pretty to me.  We come to a place where there is a forest on the right hand side of the road. I remember just staring off into the trees, when I heard in my head the clearest words that I have ever heard in my life: 
“What’s God’s character, Jess?”
 “I don’t know.” 
 “It’s to come on, in the bottom of the 9th!”  
That is when I knew that it wasn’t over. I knew that I was at the end of my rope, but that didn’t mean that God was. I knew right then and there that I would walk around for the rest of my life as a woman that had been humbled to rely solely on God’s strength. 
So I decided that really the only thing that I could do would be to pursue these women.  And to keep trying to do what I had so desired to see occur in my life.  Become a discipler of women.
When we got home I asked one of the women in the college group if I could share my verse with her everyday.  She agreed! And to this day she is one of my closest friends. 
Then I started to pray that God would use me to lead someone to Christ, and that I could disciple that woman. He did! He gave me a girl that I work with, and through His miraculous power, she is passionately following Him, and has led multiple people to the Lord. 
God was faithful to me. I can see it now. Looking on how He has grown me, and used me, I have never felt so unworthy.           

 
I love you two,  Jessica Whitney
These are two verses that God gave me…

“If you have raced with men on foot and they have worn you out, how can you compete with horses? If you stumble in safe country, how will you manage in the thickets by the Jordan?”




-Jeremiah 12:5
“Boaz replied, ‘I’ve been told all about what you have done for your mother-in-law since the death of your husband- how you left your father and your mother and your homeland and came to live with a people you did not know before. May the Lord repay you for what you have done.  May you be richly rewarded by the Lord, the God of Israel, under whose wings you have come to take refuge’.”  
- Ruth 2:11-12
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