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R e g u l a r  r e a d e r s  o f 
Christian Courier will 
likely be aware that my 
employment situation has 
changed. My family and I 
are facing a period of un-
certainty. It has hit home to 

me that certainty itself is an illusion; by defin-
ition, life will never stay the same. Although we 
are still in the middle of this change, I thought I 
would share some aspects of our journey.

The first lesson I had to learn is that un-
wanted change involves not just one’s head, 
but also one’s emotions. During this time my 
wife spontaneously painted a picture entitled 
“Change,” which illustrates a brew of feel-
ings – including turmoil and acceptance. As an 
engineer I have been trained to problem-solve 
using rational methods (a technical approach 
not always appreciated by my wife). However, 
feelings of grief, disappointment and uncer-
tainty are certainly part of the process too. As 
someone familiar with 
holistic Reformational 
thinking, this shouldn’t 
have surprised me. 

I have also discov-
ered that unwanted 
change enhances one’s 
ability to experience 
empathy. Never again 
will I respond to the 
news that someone 
has lost his or her job 
with a shrug of the 
shoulders. Although I 
can still only imagine 
what it must be like to 
deal with failing health 
and other more catas-
trophic changes, I now 
have a bit of an ink-
ling about the nature 
of grief.

But change also 
brings a fresh oppor-
tunity to take stock 
of one’s life and reexamine direction and 
goals. Although we are sad, we are also ex-
cited about the possibility of change. I have 
found the wise advice of respected friends, 
colleagues and peers invaluable as I sort 
through various options and opportunities. I 
have also been delighted by the expressions 
of care and concern. Never before have I had 
so many free cups of good coffee over a long 
chat. Recently I met with a former colleague 
at Starbuck’s and when we approached the 
cash register to pay we were informed that our 
order had already been paid for by the woman 
in front of us. Although I did not recognize 
her, I rushed to thank the woman as she was 
leaving. She responded that she was a former 
Redeemer student who wanted to show her 
appreciation.

Discernment and prayer
How does one discern God’s will as one 

moves forward? By God’s grace, I am evalu-

ating several possible opportunities. A trusted 
acquaintance gave helpful advice. He sug-
gested that I consider four categories: gifts, 
temperament, passions and community. I need 
to start by evaluating my God-given gifts and 
seek areas of service where they can employed 
fruitfully. Second, I need to understand my 
temperament, a type of self-knowledge that 
one learns over time. What is my predispos-
ition and in what environments do I flourish 
the most? Third, what am I passionate about? 
In the words of Frederick Buechner, “The 
place God calls you to is the place where your 
deep gladness and the world’s deep hunger 
meet.” Finally, communal considerations: 
what is the impact of a potential move on my 
wife, my children, my neighbourhood and 
my church? I am not just an individual; I live 
and work within a community of which I am 
only a part.

All of these considerations need to be 
nested in prayer. As I write this column, my 

wife and I are planning 
a retreat. We will go 
away for a few days 
to talk, read Scripture 
and pray about our fu-
ture plans. In another 
moment of encour-
aging providence, I 
recently found an an-
onymous note in my 
mailbox. It contained 
some cash along with 
an unsigned note indi-
cating that the money 
was for my wife and 
me to get away for a 
time of discernment. 
Although I am uncom-
fortable receiving gifts 
like this, the timing 
was impeccable and 
the money a token of 
grace. A former col-
league whom I deeply 
respect talked about 

how he and his wife went away together for a 
time of prayer as they faced a big decision. He 
said that when they woke up the next morning, 
they both had a sense of peace about their next 
steps. My hope is that we will experience the 
same sense of peace in this process.

Finally, my personal situation has brought 
some remarkable “teachable moments.” I shared 
with my class the familiar words of Proverbs 
3:5-6: “Trust in the Lord with all your heart and 
lean not on your own understanding; in all your 
ways submit to him, and he will make your paths 
straight.” We can’t lean on our own understand-
ing (or our jobs, income or credentials), but we 
all must submit to the Lord and trust him to 
make our paths straight, even when we aren’t 
sure where they might lead. 

Derek Schuurman has worked as an 
engineer and as a Christian college pro-
fessor. He and his wife are in the process 

of discerning their next steps.

The year I turned 38, 
I found something that 
kind of rocked my 
world as I knew it. I 
found . . .

A grey hair.
This just couldn’t be.
I got super close to the mirror and 

examined that hair. I stepped back and 
looked at it from a different angle. Then 
I got right up on the bathroom countertop 
and peered at that hair with such inten-
sity, I swear it shriveled back into its hole.

And then I went to show my husband.
“Look. A grey hair.”
“What? Where?”
“It’s right there. Don’t you see it right 

next to that other hair?”
 “I don’t see it. Oh wait. That one?… 

I think that’s blond.”
Ye-aaaah. That’s right. It’s blond. 
And then I yanked that “blond” hair 

right out of its socket.

Thirty-nine
After the shocker of 38, I didn’t think 

39 was going to faze me. 
I was wrong. 
I had a mini midlife crisis. I say “mini” 

because it’s not like I went out and got 
Botox or something, but I did obsessive-
ly research miracle 
anti-wrinkle creams 
for a few months. I 
was seriously strug-
gling with the real-
ity that I was in 
the last year of my 
thirties.

How could I be 
39 and where I was in life?

I thought I’d be further ahead. More 
grown-up. More secure. 

More.
I know it sounds ludicrous, but I think 

I was shocked that time just keeps tick-
ing. That time does not hand out hand-
outs. Not even to me. 

You know, me, Time’s “favourite” gal. 
Time might make everyone else age, but 
not little ol’ me. Time might not allow 
others to achieve what they want, but it 
would help out me, right? ‘Cause age and 
pain and all that garbage happen to other 
people, right? 

Right?

Forty
This past week I turned 40. And I 

won’t lie: it’s been rough. You know that 
song, “It’s my party and I’ll cry if I want 
to?” Well, that’s been me. All week. Sure, 
I’ve been tired and hormonal and I’m 40 
with young children, but really? You’d 
think I’d turned four, not 40.

But I’ve been a wreck. Like a funeral 
or new year, turning 40 has caused me 
to pause and ponder about my life. And 
being more like Eeyore from Winnie 

the Pooh, I’ve admittedly had a bit of a 
“glass-half-empty” focus.

I look in the mirror of my life and I 
see mostly regret. Life not lived. Time 
wasted. I see the areas that I haven’t 
grown. The places of rebellion I still 
clutch onto.

The pain that I numb.
And I see anger and disappointment 

in God. That he hasn’t intervened, healed 
and rescued me when I’ve wanted him to, 
in the ways I’ve wanted him to.

Walking through the wilderness
On the eve of my 40th birthday, my 

sister called me up. After hearing my 
Eeyore voice, she tried to cheer me up. 
“Embrace forty!” she encouraged me.

But that’s the problem. Embracing 
40 means I have to embrace it all: my 
sagging skin and my sagging heart. The 
greys on my head and the grey in my 
soul. 

Not just the good. But the bad and 
ugly, too – old feelings that have been 
pushed away for a looong time. Decades.

And I don’t want to embrace them. I 
often wish those emotions away, deny 
they’re actually there, or worse: try to 
pluck them right out.

Like the Israelites who wandered 
through the wil-
derness  for  40 
years, it’s taken 
me 40 years of 
wandering in my 
wild  emotions , 
wh in ing ,  com-
plaining, hating 
their existence.

And it’s like God’s finally saying, 
“Enough. You think I don’t know what 
exists inside of you? I know the very 
number of hairs on your head for cryin’ 
out loud (even the “blond” ones)! It’s 
time we walk through your true feelings. 
Not around them. No dying them a dif-
ferent colour or pretending they’re not 
there. Through them.”

And like a tantruming toddler, I hear 
myself scream, “I hate this. I don’t want 
to!”

“I know you don’t,” I sense him say-
ing. “But I can handle even those emo-
tions. Just feel them, and I will walk you 
through their wilderness.”

“When you go through deep waters, I 
will be with you. When you go through riv-
ers of difficulty, you will not drown. When 
you walk through the fire of oppression, 
you will not be burned up; the flames will 
not consume you” (Isaiah 43:2 NLT). 
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“Change” by Carina Schuurman.

Julia Van Huizen is a “mostly” stay-
at-home mom who blogs occasionally at 

“The Muse” (juliavanhuizen.blogspot.
com) to combine a few things she loves 

best: pondering, writing and connecting 
meaningfully with others.  She is a guest 

columnist in this space until June.




