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Hey there! All who are thirsty,

come to the water!

Are you penniless?

Come anyway—​buy and eat!

Come, buy your drinks, buy wine and milk.

Buy without money—​everything’s free!

Why do you spend your money on junk food,

your hard-​earned cash on cotton candy?

Listen to me, listen well: Eat only the best,

fill yourself with only the finest.

Pay attention, come close now,

listen carefully to my life-​giving, life-​nourishing words.

I’m making a lasting covenant commitment with you,

the same that I made with David:

sure, solid, enduring love.

I SA I A H  5 5 : 1 - 4 ,  M S G
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INTRODUCTION

He was eating.
Three years ago, this was the thought I had every single 

time I looked at my oldest child. The son we’d cried and prayed 
for through infertile years and monthly personal funerals each 
time my period arrived. The son named after my husband’s 
late father, who had been killed in the line of duty in 1977 as 
a Cincinnati police officer. The son who made me a mother 
for the first time, as two other children followed beautifully 
behind on the trail he blazed.

The son I didn’t want to admit might be sick.
He was eleven now, and he was sleeping more and more 

during those summer days, but I thought it was just the heat. 
Heat zaps your energy, right? He would fall asleep in the 
morning, again in the afternoon, and once again after dinner. 
And that was after a full night’s sleep! Wasn’t he growing? I 
convinced myself his body was just working hard on stretching 
out his bones. Until he started shivering. If you know anything 
about Ohio in July, then you know you could fry an egg on 
the sidewalk and not think anything of it. But there, in the 
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sweltering heat of summer, my once active and playful boy was 
shivering on a regular basis.

He eventually started spiking fevers, too. That wasn’t neces-
sarily abnormal, was it? And then, his stomach started to hurt 
. . . often. The foods he loved and grew up eating were now 
causing him nothing but extreme pain and long periods in the 
bathroom. He started losing weight, and soon, people started 
noticing.

One too many neighbors started asking me how my son 
was doing. They mentioned he looked “not quite himself” and 
“kind of thin.” I brushed them off one by one, explaining that 
he was in a growth spurt like any healthy eleven-​year-​old boy 
would be. Kids shoot up quickly and look incredibly skinny 
in the process. Eventually, they fill back out. My son would fill 
back out. It was all part of the cycle of growth.

He was fine.
We were fine.
I was fine.
Except we weren’t fine. My husband and I started whisper-

ing as much to one another at night, staring at the ceiling as 
we lay in bed and wondering if something was really wrong 
with our son. If we only whispered it, maybe it wouldn’t be 
loud enough to make it real. But when I looked at my son 
each morning, shivering and wasting away, I knew it was, in 
fact, very real.

He was eating, yes, but he was also starving.
Like any fierce momma bear woken up to the reality that 

one of her cubs needs help, I did the only thing I knew to do: 
I threw myself on the floor of my bedroom and prayed. Well, 

2

AMY SEIFFERT



to be more accurate, I wept. Then, I prayed. I prayed the des-
perate prayers of a mother unsure how to nourish her child.

I prayed for healing. I prayed for answers. I went so far as to 
pray for a tapeworm. Of course, I never thought I would pray 
for one of my children to have a tapeworm; I don’t know one 
single parent that dreams up that kind of reality for their chil-
dren. But that’s where I found myself on that warm autumn 
morning as I cried on the cream shag rug next to my bed.

I was pleading with God that whatever was stealing weight 
off of my son’s body was something we could solve quickly. 
As terrible as it may sound, a tapeworm was tangible. It was a 
temporary problem I thought we could solve, and that seemed 
better than something like Crohn’s disease or some other ter-
rible illness or lifelong disorder.

I didn’t know what was wrong. I didn’t know what was caus-
ing my son to waste away and struggle. I just knew that, before 
my very eyes, he was starving.

And it was time to figure out 
why.

Maybe you know what I’m 
talking about. No, I don’t mean 
that maybe one of your children 
suddenly started starving without 
explanation. I mean that maybe, in one way or another, you’re 
starving too. Truth be told, I think we all are. We’re consum-
ing, we’re filling up, we’re taking in, but at the end of the day, 
our souls are still starving.

Every day we reach for the things that we believe will enrich 
our lives. We grab on to the things we think will nourish our 

[Please insert callout Intro.1 
near here.]

We’re consuming, we’re 
filling up, we’re taking in, 
but at the end of the day,  
our souls are still starving.

3

STARVED



souls. We take in what we think will ultimately fill us up. We 
feast on everything we possibly can, but we’re still coming up 
emotionally and spiritually malnourished.

We’re anxious.
We’re afraid.
We’re overwhelmed.
We’re exhausted.
We’re longing for more.
We’re eating, but we’re starving.
And by we, I mean me! I’ve adopted plenty of practices in 

my own life in a feeble attempt to feed my own soul. I look 
to my phone for comfort and security. I tell myself stories to 
explain away negative feelings or bad choices. I distract and 
busy myself to avoid dealing with difficult circumstances or 
hard days. I achieve and achieve and achieve to try to prove my 
value. I’m filling my proverbial plate with more than enough 
to feed myself, and yet somehow, I’m still starving for some-
thing that will satiate.

Somewhere along the way, we’ve lost sight of what really 
nourishes, what really feeds, what really satisfies, what really 
sustains. In other words, we’ve lost sight of God Himself—​
the loving Father who promises to feed us with an everlasting 
nourishment. Without even realizing it, we’ve become dis-
connected from the only source of real, lasting life we have. 
And because of that, without even realizing it, we’re starving.

One New Year’s Eve, I was in a hotel room with a few 
close friends talking over champagne, chocolate, and appetiz-
ers. They were telling me about a thirty-​day process they were 
going to start the next day called the Whole30. They were 
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feeling the effects of a holiday season filled with rich foods, 
buttery baking, and weekly parties, and they wanted to do 
something to help their bodies feel good again.

Intrigued, I decided to join them. Together, we removed 
things like gluten, legumes, dairy, and sugar from our diets for 
thirty days. At the beginning, I braced myself for severe depri-
vation, but in changing my diet for that month, I discovered 
something surprising. As it turned out, my body had already 
been living in a state of deprivation, and this simple change 
in eating allowed me to actually nourish myself. I had no idea 
my brain was bothered by sugar, but I felt the mental clarity 
when I removed it from the equation. I had no clue that dairy 
irritated my sinuses, but I was breathing easier without it. I 
didn’t realize that grains were making me feel sluggish in the 
afternoon, but I found a fresh pep in my step without them. 
I was unaware that what I was eating wasn’t actually giving 
me what I needed until I stopped, looked at what I had been 
consuming, and chose to make a change.

I think the same can be said for our spiritual diets.
We’re told that our brilliant phones are all we need. That 

real, authentic, face-​to-​face community isn’t that important. 
That walking with God in the cool of our days isn’t where 
real life is. We’re told that politicians and policies will save 
us. That drowning out our anxiety with news and noise and 
Netflix will bring peace. That a new leader will mean a better 
life. We’re told that getting that next promotion will be the 
thing that finally does it. That finding validation in how a 
man or woman looks at us will complete us once and for all. 
That building our own comfortable kingdoms with two-​car 
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garages and white picket fences will be enough. And worst of 
all, we believe it. We consume it. We take it all in, again and 
again and again.

But still, we’re starving.
We’ve been starving ever since the juice dripped down our 

wrist fresh from the forbidden fruit. Way back in the Garden, 
Eve had a conversation with the Snake that made her ques-
tion God’s ability to satisfy and nourish her. When the Snake 
presented her with that shiny, beautiful fruit, he presented 
with it a question about the God who asked her not to eat it.

Did God really say you can’t eat from any tree?
And with that, she began to wonder.
What was it that God actually said?
Why can’t I eat from every tree?
Why shouldn’t I try this fruit that is clearly good to eat?
Why would God deprive me of something so good for me?
Does He really love me?
Can I trust Him?
Will He take care of me?
Does He want what’s best for me?
Should I just take care of myself ?
Of course, I’m guessing at Eve’s inner dialogue, but it feels 

like a pretty good guess, as it sounds a lot like my own inner 
dialogue. I’m guessing maybe it sounds like yours, too. When 
we’re dissatisfied, hungry for more, missing out on substance 
because we’re feeding ourselves with what we think will give 
us meaning, we begin to question the truth of who God is and 
whether He can actually fill us up. We begin to question why 
it is we’re starving.
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Friends, can I let you in on something I’ve learned along 
the way? Our starvation won’t cease until we take a good 
hard look at what we’re consuming and commit to making 
a change. That’s what we had to 
do for my son that summer. It’s 
what I did for my body during 
that Whole30. And it’s what we 
have to do now if we want to find 
lasting nourishment for our souls.

What if we took a look at what 
we actually believed about God 
and His ability to nourish us? What if we examined the kinds 
of practices we’ve developed to feed ourselves in an attempt 
to discover how they’re leaving us spiritually emaciated? What 
if we looked at our steady spiritual diets and considered some 
life-​giving meal replacements instead? I want us to discover 
why what we’re consuming isn’t cutting it, and more impor-
tantly, to tap into the source of life that will satisfy and satiate 
our every hunger: God Himself.

I’ve walked this road myself, friends. Truth be told, I think 
I’ll keep walking this road the rest of my life. (Thank God for 
grace, right?) I’ve been tired of feeling spiritually malnourished 
all the time, and I’ve done the digging to get to the bottom of 
that hunger. Some of it was about what I was taking in. Some 
of it was about what I was telling myself or allowing others to 
tell me. Some of it was the way I spent my time looking for 
quick fixes. Some of it was about what I believed about God, 
myself, and the world around me. Some of it was linked to 
how my choices were affecting my nourishment.

[Please insert callout In-
tro.2 near here.]

Our starvation won’t 
cease until we take a good 
hard look at what we’re 
consuming and commit to 
making a change.
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I didn’t always know what was causing the starvation, but 
one thing I knew for certain: something needed to change. 
Just like my son needed a diet change to help his physical 
body, I needed a diet change to help my soul. I think we all do! 
And that’s what I hope this book will give us: a road map to 
understanding why we’re so malnourished and what we can do 
to feast on the things that will actually nourish and sustain us.

Because, yes, we’re eating, but we’re also starving.
And now, it’s time to figure out why.
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1

PHONE-​A-​HOLICS UNITE
Starved for Connection

Eight hours and forty-​seven minutes.
I didn’t know you could even find out that kind of infor-

mation, but of course you can. If you can find out what the 
temperature is in Zambia right now or what monkeys are legal 
in Ohio (lemurs, in fact), you can certainly find out how many 
hours you’re logging daily on your phone. It’s called a smart-
phone for a reason; it knows all.

I made this discovery for myself when a friend told me 
she was putting limits on her phone use. She was shocked to 
discover the amount of time she regularly spent on her phone. 
I encouraged her in this practice but thought it wasn’t for me. 
Surely I wasn’t spending that much time on my phone. It was 
just a few minutes here and there, right?
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Well, as it turned out, it was eight hours and forty-​seven 
minutes, to be exact.

Hi, my name is Amy, and I am a phone-​a-​holic. I’m in 
recovery, of course, but I’m still an addict. I likely always will 
be. There’s the withdrawal, the shakes, the muscle memory 
that keeps me reaching for my phone in my pocket when it 
isn’t there because I put it on the countertop during dinner. 
There’s a part of me that will always try to feed myself with 
whatever I can find behind that phone screen. They say old 
habits die hard, and I’m here to tell you that, in this case, 
they’re right. It’s really hard to let go of something that makes 
you feel so connected. It’s even harder when you don’t realize 
that something is actually disconnecting you from your actual 
life. From the people right in front of your face. From your 
own agency. From your soul. From Jesus.

Before this eight-​hour-​and-​forty-​seven-​minute wake-​up 
call, I had a few phone intervention moments that jarred me 
awake to the reality of how I was trying to feed myself each 
time I had that phone in my grip.

There was the time I was answering work emails in the 
kitchen with one hand and stirring pasta with the other when 
I faintly heard my youngest trying to tell me something. 
My preoccupation with dinner and emails was making me 
annoyed with his need for attention at that moment. Couldn’t 
he see I was working? Didn’t he know I had to answer that 
question right that second? Didn’t he understand how impor-
tant I was? That I was holding up the entire world with this 
one device? Didn’t he know that if I stopped, the world 
stopped with me?
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His little voice finally reached my ears at a shout, “MOM, 
STOP BEING ON YOUR PHONE BECAUSE I WANT 
TO SHOW YOU SOMETHING!” This from the kid who 
doesn’t really shout at me. (I have other kids that shout, don’t 
worry.) He had built such a beautiful, stunning Lego dragon, 
and he proudly wanted to show it to me. I almost missed 
connecting with my son because I was looking for connection 
in my phone. That Lego dragon saved the captive princess 
that evening, even though that princess didn’t yet know she 
needed saving.

Another time, I asked for my family to embark on a fast 
together for Lent. I asked if the phone owners in our family 
(only me, my husband, and my son at the time) could put 
their phones on the countertop for two hours during dinner 
time. I sensed we were losing the precious evening hours we 
had for connecting face-​to-​face to the glowing screens and 
the illusion of connecting to other people’s lives. When I 
suggested the fast, they looked at me like I had just asked 
them to give me their left arms, or to lick the trash can, 
or to use the floor as their plate tonight. It was complete 
absurdity.

But I couldn’t fault them. I was doing the same thing. My 
desperate desire for connection to my phone was so bad, I 
found myself searching for my phone on the way to take a 
shower. Yes, that’s right, I needed to take it with me . . . into 
the shower. Who does that? Somehow, I had gotten to a point 
where I couldn’t be left totally alone to connect with my own 
thoughts in the quiet of the shower.

See what I mean by addict?
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WE’VE GOT A PROBLEM
Enough was enough. I was tired of bowing to my phone. Of 
needing it like I needed water, or air, or food (or apparently, 
a shower). I was done with letting this little rectangle tell me 
what I ought to think about. With letting this little device 
steal my agency, my time, and my creativity. In one hand-
held smartphone, I was looking for every kind of connection 
I could find, and I was doing it for a whopping eight hours 
and forty-​seven minutes a day.

But when I put it down at the end of the day? When I let 
my head hit the pillow and my phone was safely charging on 
the nightstand? Well, friend, I was still starving.

Starving for time with my family.
Starving for authentic and real-​life community.
Starving for the kind of connection to God and the people 

He put in my path that would actually leave me satisfied for 
the long haul.

Maybe you’ve been there too. Maybe you’ve been grab-
bing on to your phone for dear life, looking to connect with 
information, with news, with online shopping, with text mes-

sages, with emails, with lives on 
social media. And maybe, like 
me, you’re still starving. Maybe 
you need to be empowered to let 
go. To change. To make a switch 
to your spiritual diet.

If that’s you, then let me 
bless you with this hard-​learned 

You can keep scrolling, keep 
texting, keep posting, and 
you’ll still be starving for 
the real, lasting connection 
you hope to find there.

12

AMY SEIFFERT



lesson from my own life: you won’t find what you’re looking 
for behind the screen of your smartphone. You can keep scroll-
ing, keep texting, keep posting, and you’ll still be starving for 
the real, lasting connection you hope to find there.

And it’s not just you and me! It’s all of us. We aren’t alone in 
this struggle, friend. According to a study done in 2021, most 
Americans on average check their phones 344 times every day.1 
THREE HUNDRED AND FORTY-FOUR TIMES, YOU 
GUYS! This is absurdity. This is serious. This is starving us.

The numbers don’t lie, friend. The rest of the study went 
on to show these statistics:

•	 71 percent check their phone right after waking up.
•	 74 percent feel nervous if they leave their phone at home.
•	 35 percent look at (or use) their phone while driving.
•	 47 percent are addicted to their phone, by their own 

admission.
•	 53 percent have never gone more than a full day 

without their phone.
•	 48 percent feel panicky when their battery is low.
•	 62 percent have their phone by their bed at night.
•	 45 percent consider their phone their most valuable 

possession.

We have a problem, don’t we? We’re running to our phones 
to feel better about our lives, but we don’t feel that much 
better when it’s all said and done. We’re so connected to our 
phones that we’ve left little room to connect to anything that 
matters. Anything that will actually feed and satiate us.

[Please insert callout 1.1 
near here.]
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I know because I’ve been there. I’ve thought my phone 
would feed me too. I thought it would bring me life and meet 
my needs. I believed it so much that I didn’t see it was doing 
the exact opposite. It’s a thief, stealing time and connection 
and the silence and space my soul needs to really live as one 
loved by God. It’s promising nourishment, but it’s actually 
starving me.

A TEMPTATION
What can we do to change that? Beyond just trying in our own 
strength to put down the phone and find what we’re looking 
for elsewhere, what can we do to ensure we’re not starving 
ourselves with each swipe? How can we feed ourselves with 
something that will satisfy that deep hunger for connection?

Well, a big part of that is identifying the lies we believe 
and how we can find true nourishment. After all, our minds 
are connected to our souls, and our souls are connected to our 
bodies. Our heads inform our hearts, and our hearts inform 
our hands. We can’t simply change a behavior; we have to 
change our hearts. And that, friend, is something only God 
can do.

When Jesus began His ministry, two key things happened 
that would shape the rest of His time on earth. The first was 
that He was baptized by His cousin, John the Baptist, in the 
Jordan River. Immediately, as the text in Matthew says, “The 
heavens were opened, and he saw the Spirit of God descend-
ing as a dove and settling on Him, and behold, a voice from 
the heavens said, ‘This is My beloved Son, with whom I am 
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well pleased’” (3:16-17, nasb). This glorious truth would carry 
Jesus through every hard and dark moment thereafter: He was 
beloved. He was loved by God.

It’s important for the achievers out there (I’m looking at 
you, Amy!) to note that up until this point, Jesus had done 
nothing special. No miracles. No life-​changing teachings. No 
performances to earn accolades. No flipping tables and clear-
ing out religious rhetoric. This was not a title He had earned; 
this was the identity He was born with.

He was beloved. He was loved plain and simple because 
He was God’s.

Secondly, after His identity was announced, Jesus was led 
by the Spirit into the desert to be tempted by the devil for 
forty days and forty nights. Here, the Scripture says Jesus 
became hungry, which always makes me chuckle. Thank you, 
Matthew, I was unsure if Jesus was hungry after six weeks of 
not eating. You cleared that right up for me!

In this obvious hunger, the devil says something important 
to Jesus: “If you are the Son of God, turn these rocks into pip-
ing hot, delicious, satisfying bread. Make this into the finest 
French baguette you can imagine.”

Of course, I’m paraphrasing here, but when I’m hungry, 
that French baguette is all I want! The point isn’t the words 
themselves, but rather, the temptation behind them.

If you are really who God says you are—if you are His 
beloved—why would He leave you out here with nothing to eat? 
I think God is holding out on you. You should just make your 
own bread and get on with it. Provide for yourself. Get what you 
need. God can’t be trusted. You can do it without Him, and you 

15

STARVED



probably should. Maybe He doesn’t love you the way you think 
He does.

Even though God had clearly, boldly, loudly, and unmis-
takably declared His love for His Son for all to hear, the devil 
went after Jesus’ belief in that identity. And if the enemy is so 
bold as to go after the Son of God like that, he will certainly do 
the same with us. He’s questioning Jesus’ identity and God’s 
goodness all at the same time. And every single time we turn 
to our measly phones in an attempt to feed ourselves, the devil 
is whispering those same questions in our ears too.

Just as Jesus is lured toward the trap of believing He is not 
loved, so are we. Just as Jesus is tempted to make His own 
bread, so are we tempted to provide our own nourishment. Just 
as Jesus was tempted to believe God was holding out on Him, 
so we are tempted to believe it’s up to us. Pastor and Christian 
leader Russell Moore develops this thought beautifully:

You will be tempted exactly as Jesus was, because 
Jesus was being tempted exactly as we are. You will 
be tempted with consumption, security, and status. 
You will be tempted to provide for yourself, to protect 
yourself, and to exalt yourself. And at the core of 
these three is a common impulse—​to cast off the 
fatherhood of God.2

WHAT ARE WE LOOKING FOR?
So, what do we do? How do we deal with these temptations 
head-​on instead of letting them starve us to death? Well, we 
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start by looking to Jesus. There in the desert, His answer to 
the devil is perfect. “It is written: ‘Man shall not live on bread 
alone” (Luke 4:4, niv). This was a truth that Jesus heard all of 
His life in the Torah. He knew better than anyone that God 
has better nourishment for us than what we can make on our 
own. God Himself is the source of our feast. He is indeed the 
Bread of Life. The only way to be truly satisfied and nourished 
is to connect with Him, the God who made us and calls us 
His beloved.

If we know that to be true, it should stop us from trying to 
find that satisfaction elsewhere. It should stop us from feasting 
on our phones.

Listen, do I think phones are 
evil? Of course not! My phone is 
quite useful in a lot of ways. In 
fact, I’ve written 40 percent of my 
books on my phone while locked 
in the quiet of my bathroom away 
from my three amazing and loud 
children. Phones have the potential to do a lot of good. They 
let us communicate and connect in a temporal, convenient 
way. But do I think our phones could be starving our souls? 
Absolutely. Because each time we pick them up in an effort to 
feed our need to connect, we’re inadvertently cutting ourselves 
off from an actual connection to the stuff that will satisfy: our 
people, our community, and ultimately, our God.

The devil deals in the business of lies; it’s really his only 
weapon. One of the lies that he peddles to us about God is that 
we can’t trust Him to provide for us. We can’t trust that He 

[Please insert callout 1.2 
near here.]

The only way to be truly 
satisfied and nourished 
is to connect with the God 
who made us and calls us 
His beloved.
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will take care of us. That He will provide peace in our anxiety. 
That He will bring joy in our jails. That He will put hope in 
place of despair. We can’t believe God will actually love us as 
His beloved children.

And when we don’t believe God will provide and care for 
us as His beloved, we start grabbing for anything we can find 
to do it ourselves. So much of my need to stay connected to 
my phone really was because I believed I had to be in charge 
of everything. If I stopped, I wasn’t sure God would provide 
for me. In all kinds of ways—​emotional, financial, spiritual, 
relational—​I looked to my phone to provide what I didn’t 
trust God would.

I think we all do this in some way. We spend hours on 
Pinterest, trying to put together the perfect outfit or the best 
mantel so we can feel good about ourselves, but we still end 
up comparing and complaining at the end of the day. We deep 
dive into the news so we can stay informed and have some 
sense of control, but we emerge feeling stressed, doomed, and 
out of control. We play endless games just to take a break 
from life, but what we gain is an addiction to the short hits of 
dopamine that keep us coming back for more. We reach out 
and text everyone we know when we feel rejected, hoping that 
salvation will come through validation of any kind (as my pas-
tor likes to say). We judge, like, and shame on our social media 
platform of choice, only to find it is our own hearts that are 
more judged, disliked, and shamed in the end. We’re looking 
to provide for ourselves with the smartest tool we have at our 
fingertips, but in doing so, we’re cutting ourselves off from the 
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power of real, lasting connecting with a God who promises to 
provide all we need.

So, how do we change our steady diet? How do we over-
come what may be a downright addiction to feeding ourselves 
with the connection we hope to find in our phones?

What we need to know is the same thing that Jesus needed 
to know very early on in His public ministry: you are beloved. 
When we believe we are God’s beloved, we can rest. We can rest 
from grabbing, from consuming, from entertaining in order to 
feel loved. We can put down the phone, once and for all.

SITTING IN THE SILENCE
The only way we can really remember and hold on to this 
truth—​this identity we have in God and the belief in His prom-
ise to provide—​is to feed ourselves by connecting with God. 
We can’t trust God if we don’t know Him. We can’t rest in what 
He says about us if we don’t make space to listen. And we can’t 
do either of those things without finding consistent connection 
with God. It’s in that space that we’ll find what nourishes us.

The practice of silence is one of the ways I recover true 
connection with God. The first time I was intentional about 
silence was when I read James Bryan Smith’s book, The Good 
and Beautiful God. Smith graciously gives his readers a very 
simple and small challenge: take five whole minutes in the 
middle of the day to be silent. Smith isn’t trying to make it a 
miserable five minutes, which I appreciate. He suggests grab-
bing something warm in a mug, sitting by a window, and 
being completely quiet.3
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In theory, this sounded quite lovely. In reality, it wasn’t so 
simple.

I think I spent the first four minutes switching positions on 
the couch and wrestling my thought monkeys, to-​do lists, and 
grocery items. I was a mess. Why couldn’t I stay still and silent? 
Because I hadn’t been practicing it. I was out of silence-​shape. 
I had been feasting on noise and dings and stimulation for so 
long, my soul had forgotten how to sit still and create space to 
connect with what would really satisfy.

It was uncomfortable up until that last minute. That last 
minute was really peaceful. Like a cat finally choosing a nap 
spot, I settled in to really seeing the green grass, the budding 
spring trees, and the robins making their afternoon plans. At 
last I paused to connect with God and His creation around me.

And then my phone alarm went off. (Because of course I 
had set it to set me free from this excruciating experiment.) 
My five minutes were up. But it was the first time in a long 
time that I felt so filled up. I was more peaceful, had found 
more freedom, and felt more like myself. I didn’t feel crabby, 
anxious, or annoyed. I didn’t feel like I was missing out. I felt 
like the world was okay, even if I rested. In those five minutes, 
God truly was in control, and I really knew it. Walking away 
from that silent moment, I knew God would remain in con-
trol well beyond those five minutes too. I knew because I’d 
given myself space to connect with and remember the truth 
about who He was and who I was in Him.

That’s the thing about silence: it’s space-​making. Silence 
frees us to listen and to be loved. Silence lets us linger in the 
goodness of God and to actually practice believing that God 
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will care for us. Silence lets us connect to God. Silence lets us 
imagine God wrapping His loving arms around us. Silence 
makes space for the truth to fill the air. Silence brings us the 
ability to just appreciate the simple beauty in our own back-
yard. Silence tells the noise to scram and holds space for God 
to fill us up as He sees fit.

Silence may feel scary, but it’s in that seemingly scary silence 
that we can find real connection with God. A God who has 
always worked with soil and gardens, water and fire, mustard 
seeds and yeast. A God who has whispered in the quiet, who 
has traveled by a cloud, who has wrestled with our own flesh 
in the night under the bright, starry sky. A God who has held 
back seas so that tattered sandals can walk from slavery to 
freedom. A God who will always take care of us.

I find the space to be silent when I stop starving myself 
with false connections and start feeding myself with real con-
nection to God. It’s as simple as that, friend.

Okay, maybe it isn’t that simple. I know we all struggle to sit 
in the silence. I know we struggle to believe God is big enough 
to take care of us if we’re quiet. If we’re lonely. If we’re afraid. If 
we’re bitter. If we’re weak. If we stop checking things off the list. 
If we take time off. If we stop pushing and proving, answering 
emails and sending texts. If we’re anxious. If we’re unproductive.

I know the silence often looms loud for us.

GOD CARES FOR US
But friend, believe me when I tell you there is so much hope to 
be found in your silence and stillness. There is so much space 
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to connect with and remember the God who will care for you. 
And I know not just because of the way God has cared for me, 
but because of the way He has cared for those who have gone 
before us. Stories fasten the truth to our soul, and I think the 
stories of the women God has cared for before us can be a 
comfort to our soul’s need to remember. I am a woman, and 
I love when I see myself in the story. And because of the way 
women were often thought of in biblical times (as less than, 
as property, as disposable), it is all the more meaningful to see 
how God took care of the women who lived then. He took 
care of everyone—​the vulnerable, the weary, the forgotten.

God took care of Jochebed. Who is that, you may be ask-
ing? This is Moses’ mother. She was a warrior, a hero, a woman 
filled with faith. And by faith, she put her baby—​her tiny, 
helpless baby—​in a basket and sent him down a river. Stop 
and consider this action for a moment. Jochebed put her baby 
in the care of the water, believing it had to be better than 
Pharaoh’s grip. And she was right. God honored her amazing 
faith and restored her son back into her arms (which is one 
of the best plot twists I have ever read). Moses’ story now had 
a watermark. His very name means “pulled from water.” And 
many years later, Moses had to place his faith in God’s waters 
again, trusting God would hold back the sea so that God’s 
people could find freedom. I don’t know for certain, but I like 
to believe it was the faithful connection his mother had to God 
that helped spur him on.

God took care of Esther. She was put in an impossible 
position due to her newly acquired queenship. She became 
Queen Esther just as an investigation about her people was 
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underway. As news spread that her people, the Jews, were 
going to be wiped out, she had a choice. Would she trust 
God and approach the king about her identity? Would she 
fight for her nation? Or would she remain silent and save her-
self? You probably know what choice she made. Esther bravely 
approached the king, and she saved an entire nation. As it 
turned out, God took care of her.

I could go on and on and on. If I had the pages to do so, 
I’d tell you every single story of every single woman God cared 
for along the way.

God took care of Eve.
God took care of Hagar.
God took care of Rahab.
God took care of Hannah.
God took care of Ruth.
God took care of Leah.
God took care of Deborah.
God took care of Mary.
God took care of Martha.
God took care of Lydia.
God took care of Phoebe.
God took care of Junia.
God took care of Chloe.
And those are just the ones we can name! Because as the 

Bible shows us, God took care of the nameless women too. 
The bleeding woman, the woman at the well, and the adulter-
ous woman. Each one encountered Jesus. One came by faith, 
one Jesus sought out, and one had no choice but to face the 
Messiah. One by one, He took care of them all.
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Of course, we know God took care of the men, too. 
There’s David, who God cared for even after so many mis-
takes and missteps. There’s Peter, a member of Jesus’ inner 
circle, who God cared for even after Peter denied knowing 
Him. And of course, there’s Jesus. God’s own beloved Son 
faced ridicule, betrayal, persecution, beatings, crucifixion, 
and death. But God took care of Jesus. The Father brought 
victory over death by His Spirit through His Son. God’s Son 
beat death, and Jesus has been next to His Father ever since. 
God took care of His Son, and in that, He took care of all 
of us for eternity.

My point? If God was willing, and compassionate, and 
generous enough to take care of all of these imperfect, sinful, 
messy people, He will certainly do the same for us.

TRUE CONNECTION
So, if we are going to try to believe this in our hearts, this 
belief may need some support with our hands. We’ve got to 
make a conscious decision to create space to remember this 
is true. We’ve got to allow ourselves room to sit in the silence 
and find real, substantial connection. Maybe it’s time to set 
down our phones and tend to our souls. Maybe, for just a 
few small minutes at a time, we practice believing God a 
little more. That God will be our friend when we want to 
text someone to share our life with. That God will bring us 
peace when we want to bury our anxiety with pretty pictures 
and mindless games. That God will fill us with hope when 
we want to turn to the news to offer a good future. That God 
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will take care of our insecurities when we want to find our 
confidence in the likes of our social media. That God will 
feed us with real connection to Him when we’re starving for 
it on our phones.

When I practice replacing my phone with silence, I find 
true connection. I have felt God’s presence and the assurance 
of being His in the quiet places. I have listened to the best 
sermons by watching the birds float around my backyard, 
reminding me that if they have everything they need, then I 
will, too (see Matthew 10:28-31). I am reminded that I do not 
need social media likes to make me feel loved and cared for. I 
do not need my email inbox at zero to feel good about myself 
(which has happened precisely four times in my life, making 
it a terrible way to measure my worth). I do not need to be 
constantly available to everyone. I do not need to be needed. I 
do not need to look for connection anywhere else than where 
I am in the presence of God. There, I am loved. I am cared 
for. I am connected.

There, I am fed.
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A Practice
As you look to connect with God, try meditating on 
the same section of Scripture each morning for a week. 
Read Psalm 23 very slowly, very intentionally, one word 
at a time. Leave your phone aside and sit quietly with 
the truth of God’s shepherding and caretaking in your 
life. Ask God to help you believe Him.

After reading and meditating, choose one word from 
that Scripture to slowly repeat in your mind for a min-
ute. Then, take that word with you into your day. Let the 
truth connect you back to Him.

A Prayer
As you breathe, let this prayer flow from you:

Exhale: God, I disconnect from the noise. 
Inhale: God, I reconnect with you.
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