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 From the Editor:

Many of us are getting a closer view of catastrophes than we’ve ever had. 
The fires, hurricanes, and gun violence have provoked questions from my 
kids about escatology and the problem of evil. Even with the quality educa-
tion I’ve received at DTS, I grapple with unsatisfying answers. 

In October, I traveled to Rockport, Texas, to help with relief efforts after hur-
ricane Harvey. On a Saturday morning, we pulled up to a tiny house with a 
tree on its roof. Used cat food cans and plastic bags littered the yard. A wom-
an with brown eyes briefly stepped out the front door; her children peeked 
through the windows. Chainsaws deafened us as we lugged tree branches 
to the mound of TVs, mattresses, and Monopoly cards. The pile of debris 
wrapped around the corner and flowed along the street to the highway. 

The house’s windows, lined with aluminum foil, told of trauma that had 
affected this family long before Harvey came on shore. I wondered how the 
brown-eyed woman had protected her kids from the storm surge and prayed 
for shelter for my own kids as disaster felt closer than ever.
         
In this edition, Beth Barron offers some ways we can continue to help those 
who suffer, even when we feel overwhelmed by tragedy. The poetry of Chris-
tian Williams and Eric Schrag explores sin’s impact on the church when we 
ignore those who suffer. Kaitlyn Schiess and Jason Cook ask us to see and 
value them enough to allow for the arranging of our hearts.

Some of the stories made me uncomfortable—like the discarded cat food 
cans in the family’s yard: I lack their losses to fully grasp the emotion behind 
the cans’ presence in the weeds. But then I realized—similar to the children 
who peeked through the aluminum foil windows—these writers, like me, are 
seeking signs of grace.

Editor: Ethel Gould
Assistant Editor: Eric Schrag 
Graphic Designer: 

Caroline Khameneh
Staff Writer: Seana Scott

Contributors

We’d love to hear from you. 
Contact us at: 
studentpaper@dts.edu
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“Hey! It’s so good to see you.”

“Let me give you a hug!”

“We need to get together.”

“How are classes?”

Jurrita Williams pauses en route to our meeting spot on 
DTS’s campus to greet several classmates, enthusiasm 
emanating from her 5-foot frame. The Student Council 
president never met a stranger, offering an easy smile 
to everyone she passes. It’s clear to anyone who’s met 
Jurrita that she is a natural born leader with her outgo-
ing personality and love for people. Consequently, her 
new leadership role on Student Council hardly surprises 
anyone. It might shock many, however, that she almost 
turned the position down.

Williams, a Tuscaloosa, Alabama native, holds a bachelor’s degree from Tennessee State University and a 
master’s degree from Auburn University in Montgomery, AL. Prior to coming 
to Dallas, she spent three years as a first-grade teacher and two years as a K–6 
reading coach. After that, Jurrita transitioned into full-time ministry, eventually 
serving as a youth pastor in Northport, Alabama. 

Fueled by a passion for deeper Bible study and ministry training, Jurrita started 
in the ThM program during the summer of 2015. A year later, she joined Student 
Council as VP of Advancement. Even though she was serving on the student 
body board, she had no desire to step into the role of president. “This wasn’t 
something that I went after,” Williams said.

In fact, she’d decided not to pursue a second term as VP of Advancement once her time ended at the close of the 
spring semester. Never one to shy away from leadership roles, Jurrita didn’t know if she had the capacity. 
In addition to an intense school workload, she worked full time as a live-in companion and part time as a Sun-
day School lead teacher at Highland Park United Methodist Church. “By December 2016, I was so burnt out 
from all of the projects that I had going on,” Jurrita said. “I’d decided that I wasn’t going to do anything that 
next school year outside of school and work.” 

Then came news of her nomination for Student Council president. A classmate revealed intentions to nominate 
Jurrita; an official notification arrived in her inbox. She hit the reply button, ready to decline the nomination. 
But something nudged to wait before she responded. She then decided to seek advice from several 

By Tameshia Williams

Jurrita Williams: A Ministry 
Most Unexpected

“But I think it’s the grace 
of God and the hearts of the 

people to allow this particular 
moment in history.”

 
Jurrita

Williams
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people who knew her well. Each person 
she talked with encouraged her to accept 
the nomination. So with much prayer, 
she accepted and asked for God’s will. 

News of Jurrita’s election to president 
for the upcoming school year created 
a buzz of excitement on campus; this 
marked the first time a woman would 
serve in the position. Such historic 
achievements can carry certain amounts 
of pressure. But Jurrita refuses to focus 
on that. “I’m fully aware that I’m a 
woman who is black,” she said. “But 
I think it’s the grace of God and the 
hearts of the people to allow this partic-
ular moment in history.”

She looks at the position as one of 
service to her classmates and to her 
Student Council teammates. Williams 
is excited about working with her board 
as they implement activities and create 
spaces that foster an even greater pres-
ence of community on campus.

For more information and news, “Like” Student Council on Facebook at facebook.com/
dtsstudentcouncil or visit their webpage at students.dts.edu.

By Tameshia Williams

A Ministry Most Unexpected 
continued...

Tameshia Williams will always say yes to road trips, a slice of pie, and the movies. She graduated last 
year from DTS with her ThM and lives in Dallas. Her writing interests include travel, film, culture, and 
race.

In a fall chapel, Williams, just four generations removed from slavery, ex-
horts DTS students to talk about racism in their places of ministry. She said, 
“You can go places I can’t go and talk to people I can’t talk to.”
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The world staggers under the weight of tragedies. 

Our earth sloshes through floods in Nepal, 
India, Bangladesh, and areas of the United States. Hurri-
canes shred buildings in the U.S. and 
Caribbean. Fires char parts of North America, causing 
100,000 to evacuate. Mexico is reeling from a massive 
earthquake. Man-made dangers loom as well: threats 
of nuclear strikes weigh on minds while the blood 
of Rohingya people flows in Myanmar. Worldwide, 
refugees number in the millions. And then there are the 
shootings...

I feel numb after reading and hearing about all this suffering, all these needs. The scope of the trauma seems 
overwhelming. How do we maintain a tender, compassionate heart in the face of unrelenting need? Here are five 
ways:

1. Connect to the Father.

Mark 1:21–34 records one of Jesus’s more demanding days. He spoke in the synagogue in Capernaum. While 
there, he confronted and cast out a demon. Then he left the synagogue and went to Simon and Andrew’s house, 
where he healed Simon’s mother-in-law. That evening, the whole city gathered while Jesus healed many and 
cast out additional demons. Sounds like a draining day. Verse 35 tells us how he recouped from such service. He 
got up early and spent time with his Father in prayer. Afterwards, he began another demanding day of compas-
sionate caring. Regularly connecting to the Father is one habit that will preserve us in times of intense ministry.
 
We need wisdom in addition to refreshment. Mark tells us that many were looking for Jesus, but Jesus knew it 
was time to move on (1:38). We need God’s wisdom to know which needs to meet, while allowing some needs 
to be left unmet by us; otherwise, we will become charred and ineffective.
 
2. Take time to grieve your losses.

All who were with David wept and fasted when Saul and Jonathan died (2 Samuel 1). David wrote a lamenta-
tion about this great loss.

If you have been touched by loss, take time to feel your own pain before you try to minister to others. I wept 
when friends suffered loss and a church was seriously damaged by flooding in Texas. The tears were part 
of my empathizing with their loss. When I grieve my own losses or the ones of those close to me, I’m better 
able to hear others’ stories of fear and loss.

Five Ways to Avoid 
Compassion Burnout

By Beth Barron
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3. Take care of your physical needs.

Elijah had a season of spiritual and physical warfare. He stood up to Ahab and 
the prophets of Baal to showcase God’s power; they were defeated. Afterwards, 
he served as the executioner of the false prophets and then prayed and waited 
for God to send rain. Finally, he ran all the way to the entrance of Jezreel, where 
he received the threats of the king. Completely spent, he withdrew. God allowed 
him to rest and fed him.

There may be a season of intense serving during times of crisis, but Elijah wasn’t 
superhuman and neither are we. Like Elijah, we must withdraw and rest and eat. 
If we fail to care for ourselves, we will drown in floods of need rather than 
rescuing others.

4. Connect with a team.

Nehemiah didn’t rebuild the city walls alone; he worked with a team. Together 
they stood up to the opposition of those who would discourage them.

My friend Joan works at a pregnancy resource 
center and lives and serves among refugees, but 

she doesn’t do it alone. She compassionately works with others in both settings 
and enjoys the support and prayers of her church family. She can serve women 
more effectively as a part of a ministry, rather than doing so on her own. Not 
only that, but she has trusted people in her life that tell her “no” when she faces 
demands that might require too much.

5. Focus on the work at hand, avoiding distractions.

Paul exhorted the Ephesians to think about how they invested their time (Eph 5:15–17, NIV): “Look careful-
ly then how you walk, not as unwise but as wise, making the best use of the time, because the days are evil. 
Therefore do not be foolish, but understand what the will of the Lord is.”

Mike lives among needy people. One thing that helps him avoid compassion burnout is that he doesn’t own a 
television and limits his social media time. Twenty-four-hour access to news can draw his attention away. He 
stays informed but not immersed in the news. He can’t do anything about the threats of Kim Jong Un, but he 
can help a refugee neighbor with a job application. 

I’m praying that I’ll maintain a tender heart in these troubling days. Our broken world needs the compassion of 
Jesus expressed through service. I want to respond to tragedies in such a way that avoids burnout so that I can 
continue to fruitfully serve.

Beth Barron has been married 
to Richard—a DTS gradu-
ate—for thirty-seven years. 
They served as cross-cultural 
workers in Turkey for twelve 
years. Beth teaches English 
to refugees at For the Nations 
Refugee Outreach and takes 
courses at DTS.

Avoid Compassion Burnout
Continued...

“If we fail to care for our-
selves, we will drown in floods 

of need rather than rescue 
others.”

Beth Barron



7

In high school I started reading the novel Invisible Man, published in 1952 
by Ralph Ellison. Early in the story, a group of black boys are forced to fight 
each other blindfolded for the entertainment of wealthy white men. The vul-
garity of the scene repulsed me, and I quit reading.

I recently returned to the novel. The invisible narrator was neither a ghost nor 
a superhero. He was just black. He carried in his skin the burden of a society 
that ignored and despised blackness. Those who looked at him did not see 
him. Instead they saw their own assumptions projected onto a dark canvas. 
Overwhelmed by the assaults on his identity, he retreated. He hid alone 
underground in a light-filled hole where he could vent his indignation and 
affirm his dignity.

I know what it feels like to be an invisible black man. Sometimes I want to 
retreat to a light-filled place where I can tell my story and have my dignity 
affirmed. But it’s not good for man to be alone, so I long to find this refuge in 

the church, especially among white Christians. Sometimes I do. Their compassion and solidarity offers me healing—even 
when they lack understanding of their influence. But often I find myself unseen.

Last spring, I walked into a Christian bookstore searching for a book about racial rec-
onciliation. With characteristic East Texas politeness, a kind white woman in her sixties 
offered to help. 

“I’m looking for a book on racial reconciliation.”

She looked at me with mild confusion. “I haven’t heard of that before.” She went to a 
computer and typed the unfamiliar phrase. Then she led me to the one title they kept in 
stock. I skimmed the book but decided to put it back on the shelf.

Later, I approached the cash register and handed the same woman a Father’s Day card. She noted that I didn’t get the book 
on racial reconciliation and completed the transaction. “I’m not a racial person,” she said. As proof, she cited her affection 
for several black children she regards as family. She asserted that we don’t have racial problems in our city.

Once again, I felt my dark invisibility. Why did she need to defend herself? I hadn’t accused her. Was she reacting 
to my blackness as though it threatened to become her liability instead of mine?

My perspective or interest in racial reconciliation continued unexamined by her. In return, I remained hidden behind a veil 
of polite nods.

I didn’t tell her how wearying it is to wear my blackness as a burden when it ought to be a blessing. I didn’t tell her that 
my blackness is a gift from God that allows me to uniquely reflect his image. I didn’t tell her that no artist—whether a 
toddler or the Maker of heaven and earth—would pretend to be colorblind. I didn’t tell her that it’s okay to see me.

I stayed an invisible man.

Jason Cook has worked as an architect, youth pastor, and slam poet. Now he’s a husband, father, and 
ThM student. Eventually he’d like to be a pastor, published author, and grandpa.

“I remained hidden behind 
a veil of polite nods.”

Jason Cook

An Invisible Man
By Jason Cook
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Water and blood mix in my cup.
Like it dripped from Christ’s head, 
while he wept alone.
Like it flowed from his side, 
when God turned his back.
Like it brings us together today.

God used man’s injustice to found the church
on that day when blood touched
the tears of some women.
Christ heard the ludicrous accusations, 
senseless repetitions—
the mockery.

In the Father’s silence 
The Son’s piercing cry out
for God’s justice—for love.
When did we sever suffering from Christ?
Oppressed and oppressor cry out
of man’s Justice—for blood,
forming their righteous mob 
with blood-curdling screams.

Mobs cry for a murderer’s release
and to crucify their king.
We have no king but Caesar.
We have no king but Caesar.
but Caesar won’t give us the kingdom, either.

I take the cup in my hand 
and look at the colors in my church:
Gray hairs curling around wrinkled ears,
kids with crayons in the pews,
saris, ties, jeans, charro suits.

I close my eyes 
and imagine billions of others
kneeling, singing, praying, 
worshipping—weeping.
And I drink,
but I don’t drink alone.
Their sorrow is my sorrow
because our sorrow is Christ’s sorrow.
The vinegar sears my throat
with mercy, with grace.

I drop my keys to this kingdom.
I have no king but Jesus—
my suffering King.

Eric Schrag is a ThM student 
with the dual emphasis of Sys-
tematic Theology and Media 
Arts and Worship. He and his 
wife, Adrienne, love to teach, 
host, and create. You can fol-
low his writing at faithgrace 
andthemessinbetween.word 
press.com.

Unjust Communion
By Eric Schrag
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The All-In Boy

Seven years ago at my son’s birth, doctors discovered a hole in his 
diaphragm that caused his intestines to fill his right lung cavity, 
leaving him unable to breathe. After months of his healing from 
surgery, a specialist warned us that his weak lungs would be too 
weak to play sports, but no biggie, right? Our son, Kavin, is alive.

So when I recently saw him run in his first soccer game, pulling 
up his number 20 jersey to wipe sweat off his forehead, red-faced 
with white-toothed joy—I shed a few tears of thanks. And when 
the coach hung a ribbon around his neck, the sportsmanship medal 
for the day, it felt Olympic. 

Kavin offered his whole self to his team of seven-year-olds and 
to the goal of kicking that ball. His physical limitations kept him 
from being the fastest kid or the most accurate, but he was the 
kid-all-in. 
 
I think that’s what God looks for in our hearts. We may not be the 
fastest or most accurate players on His roster. We may not be the 
tallest and most handsome like King Saul, but God looks for those 
all-in—like David the shepherd boy. Or like the widow in Luke 21 
who gave only two mites in the temple, but she gave everything.
 
My husband, Jason (ThM 2016), and I have transitioned to Pitts-

burgh to live closer to family 
and we’re asking God to open a door for voca-
tional ministry. The journey has been discourag-
ing. But God reminded me that my son’s journey 
is discouraging at times too, yet God proves 
faithful again and again for our all-in boy.

Others may not understand the unique challenges 
I strive to overcome, but God does. I don’t want 
to worry about how fast I run or how my score 
compares to others. I want to run the race the 
Lord set before me—all-in, red-faced with white-
toothed joy.

By Seanna Scott

Seana Scott is a mom of 
three young kids. She plans 
to finish her MAMW (2020) 
degree online while living 
in Pittsburgh. She blogs at 
SeanaScott.org and loves 
writing, speaking, and 
encouraging women in their 
pursuit of God.

“God looks for those all-
in—like David the shep-

herd boy.”

Seana Scott

Image courtesy of Seana Scott
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I have a hard time believing I was in Italy this summer. It seemed like a dream. 
And when I woke up back in Dallas, I had to hit the floor running. The peace 
of Italy chided the never-ending busyness of this thoroughly American city. In 
Dallas, I practice efficiency and productivity—point A to point B in ten minutes 
or less. In Italy, I walked, observed, enjoyed, contemplated, listened, smelled, 
tasted, loved, learned, and rested as I journeyed—I lived life abundant. In Dal-
las, I rarely relax without a voice in the back of my head screaming to finish 
assignments, readings, chores—be efficient. Reality even punctures the necessary 
moments of rest, haunting my dreams with pragmatic imperatives. 

One step into Italy’s cathedrals gave me a new paradigm. The efficiency impera-
tives echoed hollowly in those solemn, restful, worship-filled spaces. In Dallas, I 
often relegated spiritual things to the unseen. Yet it is through our physicality—
our presence in space—that I experience that which is spiritual. The Italian cathe-
drals provided an entrance into a space to meet God. The beauty of the paintings 
and majesty of the architecture whispered that there must be something beyond 
the rising spires. I could feel the tension of the physical reaching to experience 
the infinite. 

As a child, I could never really understand why God needed one day, much less six, to create anything—much 
too inefficient. Yet as I wandered those cathedrals, I realized that I had missed 
something that no amount of productivity would produce. God can create in-
stantly, but often he chooses not to. In the same way, the height, intricacy, beau-
ty, strength of the cathedrals took at least six days to build—six days to produce 
their awe-inspiring, breathtaking space of rest. Each cathedral provided a unique 
moment, a reason to stop and pause—to worship. If these buildings were created 
by the hands of men, what will God create in the world to come?

I used to consider the final world as the spiritual, invisible concept. But after 
stepping into the cathedrals, I realized I needed my physical presence to worship 
God, and so perhaps I required a physical presence to point me toward him. 

Now the slow beauty of Italy and its cathedrals puncture my necessary moments of Dallas traffic life. And while 
the voice still calls these thoughts unproductive, they are silenced by the cathedrals whispering for me to find 
beauty and awe in the space I embody. 

Italy’s Slow Beauty
By Grace Choi as told to Eric Schrag

Eunbi Grace Choi loves 
Dallas and constantly goo-
gles her way through life. 
She is in her final (!) year of 
the ThM.

“The Italian cathedrals 
 provided an entrance 

 into a space  
to meet God.”

Grace Choi
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Rearranging the Furniture

I’ll always remember when a fellow ThM stu-
dent turned to me and said, “I didn’t understand 
what it was like to be a woman in this program, 
and I want to help make it better for you.” He 
could not have known how significant his words 
were, but they marked a profound shift in the 
way that I approach my place at DTS.

Women in the ThM program face a unique 
challenge: navigating a space that only recently 
welcomed us. We still make up a small portion 
of ThM students, and we’re regularly asked 
“why”—“Why are you here?” “Why do you 
want this degree?” It’s hard not to notice when 
you’re one of three women in a class, or when 

any discussion of women in ministry roles bring all eyes on you. Our experience is 
marked less by dramatic instances of exclusion than by small, frequent reminders 
that we’re often regarded as unexpected guests in someone else’s home. We’re wel-
come to sit on the couch, but we’re not allowed to rearrange the furniture. 

We aren’t asking for very much from the men in our program, but we do need your 
support. Include us in your study group or group project, seek out our contributions 
to class discussions, and value the work we’re doing. We need each other’s perspec-
tives and unique insights, and our work is always better when can learn from each 
other. 

As my friend reminded me that day, much of this 
experience is dictated not by willful contempt, 
but by attitudes that remain unexamined, assump-
tions that remain unchecked, and small slights that 
remain unvoiced. When I have conversations about 
how exhausting, rewarding, and difficult it can be 
to be a woman in the ThM, I’m never seeking to 
simply criticize or condemn. Instead, I earnestly 
want to inform and encourage the men in the pro-
gram to consider their sisters. We need each other, 
and everyone benefits when women are supported 
and encouraged in our unique callings. 

Kaitlyn Schiess is a ThM 
student hoping to graduate 
in 2020. She’s a staff writer 
for Christ and Pop Culture, 
writes regularly on her blog, 
lettersfromtheexile.com, and 
has written for Christianity 
Today, RELEVANT, and the 
Christian Research Journal.

By Kaitlyn Schiess

“We’re welcome to sit on 
the couch, but we’re not 
allowed to rearrange the 

furniture.”

Kaitlyn Schiess
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Silence and the Face of Christ

I often wonder what Christ’s face looked like. Old pictures from my Sunday school days resembled a Caucasian 
Savior with blue eyes and brown hair—without a blemish on him. Despite what were probably the artist’s best 
intentions, even as a kid, I thought there was no way Jesus looked like that. 

A few years ago, I encountered a different depiction of Christ. I came across the book Silence by Shusaku Endo. 
The story depicts Portuguese Jesuits who travel to seventeenth century Japan amidst intense persecution. Tens 
of thousands of Christians had been killed. Hundreds of thousands were forced by the Tokugawa Shogunate to 
apostatize by stepping on fumie-e, bronze images of Jesus’ face. 

(Spoiler Alert:) But as the character of one of the priests, Father Rodrigues notes, this was unlike the Jesus he 
knew from his church in Portugal. The worn-smooth face of Christ on the fumi-e reflected the suffering of the 
Japanese believers. Father Rodrigues questioned why God seemed silent while his children suffered: “Already 
twenty years have passed since the persecution broke out; the black soil of Japan has been filled with the lament 
of so many Christians; the red blood of priests has flowed profusely; the walls of churches have fallen down; 
and in the face of this terrible and merciless sacrifice offered up to Him, God has remained silent.”

After Father Rodrigues’s capture, he isn’t given the option of martyrdom. Instead, he must step on the bronze 
faces of Jesus or the Shogunate will torture and kill other Christians. Weeping and trembling, the defeated Ro-
drigues approaches the fumi-e, and the bronze Christ breaks the silence: “Trample! Trample! I more than any-
one know the pain in your foot. Trample! It was to be trampled on by men that I was born into this world. It was 
to share men’s pain that I carried my cross.” Silence makes its point clear: 
we worship the Christ who came to suffer and die. He shares in our weak-
nesses and sufferings. Isaiah’s words ring true: “He had no form or majesty 
that we should look at him, and no beauty that we should desire him. He 
was despised and rejected by men, a man of sorrows and acquainted with 
grief; and as one from whom men hide their faces he was despised, and we 
esteemed him not” (Isaiah 53:2–3, ESV).

The worn face of Christ in the fumi-e speaks of his willingness to be made 
the lowest of all, even to the point of betrayal and death, and it speaks 

to the depth of his love for us. The worn smooth 
fumi-e, made by hundreds of thousands of Japanese 
believers, instead of the unblemished model of my 
youth, offers a true image of Christ.

By Jake Potter

Jake Potter is a student in the ThM program. He is a youth ministry associate at Christ Fellowship in McKinney, 
Texas, as well as the vocalist for the Christian metal-core band, Crucify the Flesh. Jake has a passion for Japa-
nese missions and using pop-culture as a bridge to share the gospel.

“Instead, he must 
step on the bronze 

faces of Jesus.”

Jake Potter
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An Imago Dei for Colored People
By Christian Williams

Christian Williams is a third year ThM student. She likes being barefoot in the grass, taking 
naps, and exploring her creativity.

you have the right to remain silent
anything you say can and will be used against you in 
this sanctuary

you have the right to an attorney
but if you can’t afford one, we will tell you to work 
hard

to work hard and pass you the tract of this gospel, this american dream
if you so choose to invoke your right to silence we will wonder
we will wonder why you spoke out,
why you questioned the arresting officer,
where you were going and what you were doing in that neighborhood
but we will ask aloud if you want to join us on sunday morning
do you understand these rights?

do you understand these rights?
that my value and dignity is not prescribed but inherited
you claim imago dei but want to keep me voiceless in these pews, complacent and on display
a trophy of a supposed triumph and lies of victorious equality

this imago dei you have allotted to me
constructed with an enthroned blue eyed divine with the train of his star spangled banner filling the temple
you tack Jesus onto bullets and stand by while they crucify me
you claim heresy while i reclaim my god-given identity

an imago dei for colored people

This poem originally appeared in Fathom Magazine.
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Estoy Desesperado

I noticed the wrinkles that creased his face as he leaned toward Dr. Mike Law-
son. “Estoy desesperado,” (I’m desperate) he said, almost tearfully. After de-
cades of ministry the Cuban pastor, Pedro, pleaded for theological training.

 
Pedro’s request revealed the state of the church in Cuba. Fidel Castro’s dictatorship, established in 1959, aspired 
to instill a sense of nationalism among Cubans. But Castro’s leadership stifled economic and social growth and 
made it difficult for the church to flourish. Despite opposition and persecution, the church provides believers 
with hope and refuge. Under the current political situation, Christians have had limited access to biblical train-
ing. Church leaders have worked hard under Communism to equip younger generations with theological knowl-
edge.

Pedro has served as a pastor for decades. Unlike pastors in the United States, his access to theological training 
is extremely limited. In his 60s, Pedro’s love for God fuels his desire and 
passion to learn. The lifting of the Cuban travel ban means an opportunity 
for Pedro to access theological resources he’s longed for since he became a 
pastor.
 
As a student who came to seminary with the hope of learning how to equip 
and minister to pastors, I felt convicted by Pedro’s appeal for more theologi-
cal knowledge. Spoken in Spanish, my heart language, his plea stirred within 
me a desire to share my education with those less fortunate. I’ve often won-
dered, “What is the point in memorizing Greek paradigms?” or “Do I really 
need to know about the early church fathers?” I’ve taken chapels, classes, 
and coffee dates for granted. “If Pedro and I could switch places,” I’ve 
thought, “would he listen more intently and take 
notes more carefully than I do?”
 
The goal of short–term missions is to inspire long-
term change in those who travel overseas. My 
experience in Cuba confirmed my desire to receive 
a theological education. The trip refined my vision 
to empower the Latin American church. Believers 
around the world, like Pedro, can only dream of 
such a privilege.

By Charlyn E. Valencia

Charlyn E. Valencia is from Worcester, Massachusetts. 
She is a fourth-year ThM student who is passionate about 
cross-cultural ministry both home and abroad. Charlyn loves 
to interact with others from different generational, racial, 
and socioeconomic backgrounds. 

“The goal of short-term 
missions is to inspire 
 long-term change.”

Charlyn E. Valencia
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“Seminary life can be lonely,” Kristine Reiskytl said, as she thought back on her 
time as a seminary wife, “but only if you let it. There is a community of women 
[who] want to get to know you and share the burden of life in seminary with 
you.”

 
Kristine, who worked while her husband attended Dallas Theological Seminary, was heavily involved in Sem-
inary Wives in Ministry (SWIM). “I knew that seminary could be a lonely place…I immediately signed up for 
SWING (Seminary Wives in Nurturing Groups) and was so glad I did,” she said.
 
Kristine’s husband, Aaron, graduated in 2014. They now minister in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Kristine stays at 
home with their kids. Although they didn’t have children during their time 
at DTS, she watched other women parent their kids around the DTS cam-
pus. “I met so many moms whose ministry was raising their children to 
know God as well as [to] emotionally support and encourage their husbands 
through seminary. Seeing other women sacrifice time is an encouragement 
for me, [now], while I’m in this season.” 

SWIM equips wives to be competent servants alongside their husbands in 
ministry. The group also hopes to ease the difficulty that comes with mov-
ing to a new city. Sandy Gromacki, wife of a recent graduate said, “We did 
not know a single person. …I had no job and we [had] a hard time connect-
ing to a church right away. I joined SWIM because I sought community 
with other women.”

Sandy now teaches third grade in Chattanooga, Tennessee. She said, “One of the most difficult mindsets to de-
velop when going to a new place is to stop waiting around for others to seek you out and include you. [You have 
to] push yourself to join a team or group to begin developing relationships. …learning to do that really made my 
time [valuable] as a wife at Dallas Seminary.”

For additional information about SWIM, visit www.dts.edu/swim

Mark your calendar for the upcom-
ing SWIM retreat the weekend of 
Feb. 16–18, 2018.

Sandy Gromacki, far left, appears with SWING friends at a 2013 SWIM seminar. Christy 
Trabun said, “SWING exists to assist seminary wives to grow in their walk with the Lord, 
develop relationships, and prepare for ministry.”

Christy Trabun home-
schools her four kids. 
Her husband, Mike, 
plans to graduate from 
DTS with his ThM in 
the spring of 2018.

Thriving Instead of Surviving
By Christy Trabun

“...stop waiting around 
for others to seek you out 

and include you.”
Sandy Gromacki
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