
My husband, Erick, and I were blessed to have our first baby on 
November 6, 2022. Especially after having two miscarriages the previous 
year, we were so joyful to welcome home a healthy baby boy. I remember 
being filled with joy and energy in the first couple of months of his life, 
despite the lack of sleep that the newborn stage brings. But when Isariah 
was around 7 months old, I knew something was not right. 

I found myself depressed, tired, confused, and dreading waking up in 
the morning to see my baby. He wouldn’t nap independently anymore, so I 
didn’t have any breaks for myself throughout the day. I was overwhelmed 
with how much information there was about baby sleep, too scared to 
experiment, and afraid that I would hurt my baby. I knew I needed help 
because God seemed far away and felt like there was no way out of my 
circumstances. Trying to do what was best for my baby felt like immense 
pressure, and I didn’t want to fail. 

My mom and sister began visiting frequently during this time, because 
they were so worried about me. My mom came over to give me as many 
breaks as she could and help me to get out of the house for a little while, 
even though her schedule was very full. She even took Isariah for two days 
or so, to give me some space to rest. Still, I had a lot of mom guilt and 
perfectionism that took away my joy and didn’t allow me to truly rest. I 
called a friend or two to pray for me out of desperation, but I still felt 
empty inside. 

At the end of May, I decided to reach out to IBC’s counseling center to 
see if someone could help me there. I had reached out to them a couple 
of years back, and I knew they had always been helpful to me when I felt 
stuck mentally and spiritually. Ali Procopio, who co-leads Immanuel’s 
Postpartum Support Group, also visited me a couple of times to just go for 
walks and talk. Asking for help and also receiving it was hard for me, but 
it was worth it.

It was at some point during this time that I started realizing that as a 
new mom, being inside all day with my baby and googling every question 
I had was no way to live in the long term. 

By Yani Smith 
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I remember taking Isariah to one of my first postpartum support 
sessions at Immanuel one morning earlier that year. I was so nervous 
about how he would do, but to my surprise, he did great, and he napped 
in his stroller after the meeting while I was able to say hi to some friends 
who were helping set up the church sanctuary for Easter. 

In the moment, I suddenly felt a huge sigh of relief. My son was not 
ruined because I had chosen to leave the house for one of his naps. And I 
started to realize how much I missed community. My desire to control my 
child’s schedule and not ruin it had caused me to isolate myself from the 
rest of the people around me, and even my church community, which had 
always been so important to me. 

I realized that in wanting to care for my child perfectly, I had neglected 
community and fellowship for months, and this did take a toll on my 
mental health and spiritual health. When Isariah was born, Erick and I 
left choir and our weekly Bible study group because we were too busy 
with the baby. Of course, there is nothing wrong with taking care of your 
family, especially in the newborn days, and temporarily not being able to 
do everything you once did, but we realized we were greatly missing the 
blessings of fellowship and accountability. 

Slowly, Erick and I began to start connecting again to the body of Christ 
and made it a goal to make it to our ABF on Sunday mornings. This helped 
me to talk to and see other women and moms, which was so life-giving. 
Along with these changes, I started attending MUMS, which is a group 
for moms with littles from birth through pre-school, where I could really 
fellowship with moms who were in the same stage of life. This group has 
been like a balm for my spirit and for my weary mom’s heart.

Eventually, I found a way to help my son’s sleep challenges and I found 
out he was more resilient than I thought. I started resting more. 

But I found that God had been teaching me more important things, hard 
things, through this trial. I learned to be humble enough to ask for help 
from others, especially those in my church community, and not feel like 
I am burdening them. I still fight thoughts like “they are too busy to help 
watch my kids” or “I don’t want to call them to chat; they probably are 
busy with their own children,” and have to remind myself that I am loved 
and that, as a new mom, I am not an island.  I am doing something that 
is hard and new that I have never done before. I have to be okay with 
needing and accepting help and accepting God’s grace when I feel so 
imperfect for the task every day, clinging to the only perfect One. 

When I look back today, now a mother of two beautiful boys, I couldn’t 
have made it without the hands and feet of Christ—His church. I’ve 
also most importantly learned that God works strongest through our 
weaknesses. Time has shown me that I have been able to handle the 
challenges of motherhood, one day at a time, not because of my abilities 
or my doing, but because I have learned to first trust in God and seek Him 
first. He says we can overcome any obstacle through Him, and He has 
proven it true.



For nearly 20 years, I prayed 
very specifically for a spiritual 
mentor. I asked the Lord for 
an older woman with rock-
solid faith with whom I could 
journey through life, family, 
and faith. God answered me 
using the Spiritual Mentorship 
program at IBC in more ways 
than I could have imagined. As a 
mentee, I was uncertain what to 
expect, but God is so kind, and 
He made sure my mentor was a 
perfect fit.

My mentor challenged and 
pushed hard to grow me in 
my prayer life and study of 
Scripture through Godly 
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counsel and advice. She spoke 
truth even when it may have 
been uncomfortable, and she 
did so with grace and love. 
She was and is an incredible 
example of 1 Thessalonians 
5:11, which tells us: “Therefore 
encourage one another and 
build each other up, just as you 
are doing.” 

Furthermore, I sometimes am 
guilty of overthinking things 
or suffer from “paralysis by 
analysis,” and my mentor 
helped shift my perspective 
on challenging issues through 
conversations, God’s Word, and 
prayer. Her dedication to prayer 



is an incredible example I 
am encouraged by and seek 
to emulate.

The mentorship program 
officially lasts for one season, 
but the relationship with 
my mentor blossomed into a 
sweet, enduring friendship 
that has continued well past 
the program end date. God 
knit our hearts together, 
and I thank the Lord for her 
every time I think of her!

- Ashley Kisselman

In the ten years I have 
been blessed to be a part 
of the Women’s Spiritual 
Mentoring Ministry, God has 
taught me new things every 
season. Just as each of us is 
unique, so is every mentoring 
relationship. The theme 
verse of the ministry, “Follow 
my example, as I follow 
the example of Christ” (1 
Corinthians 11:1), encourages 
each relationship to grow 
together in our love for the 
Lord, His Word, and its 
application in our daily lives.  

My recent mentee came 
into our season with many 
different desires on her 
heart. She was seeking after 
the Lord’s will in marriage, 
parenting, career, and 
walking closer to Christ. It 
was a lot to process and pray 
over, but God was faithful 
in our times together. We 
looked to His Word, prayed 
together, and slowly peeled 
back the layers of heart 

desire versus God’s best for 
us. We enjoyed long walks, 
dinners with our families, 
and several Women’s 
Ministry events. Month by 
month, I saw my mentee 
gain a new perspective 
for where the Lord was 
leading her. There were 
some big decisions to make, 
and more will be made in 
coming days, but seeing her 
increased trust in the Lord, 
and walking more intimately 
with Him, has been a joy to 
witness. It has noticeably 
blessed her family as well.

When we first started 
this ministry, many of the 
women who were asked 
to be mentors were not 
sure if they had anything 
of value to teach another 
sister in Christ. I wondered 
the same thing, but in 
every relationship I have 
had in this ministry, God 
has allowed me to grow 
spiritually—to be a better 
listener, encourager, and 
prayer warrior! God has 
created us for relationships; 
as we walk out this journey 
of life and faith together, we 
grow closer to Him and each 
other.

- deedee collins

Are you interested in being 
mentored as part of our 
Spritiual Mentoring ministry? 
Applications will open online 
in May for the next season. 
Questions? Email us at 
spiritualmentoring@ibc.church.



The year before I was born, 
my maternal grandmother died 
at the age of 50. Before I was 
old enough to feel her absence 
or even have an awareness of it, 
my grandfather remarried. We 
sometimes referred to my new 
grandmother as “Grandma 
Camille,” but to me, she really 
was just “Grandma,” because 
she’s the only one I ever 
knew, at least on that side of 
the family. 

On January 23, I got the 
phone call from my mom 
we’d been anticipating for 
months—after four years of 
fighting, my grandma had died 
from ovarian cancer. Just over 
a week later, my parents and 
all my siblings made our way—
some by plane, others by car—
to Michigan to say goodbye.

I’ve been to my fair share 
of funerals at this point—for 
both of my dad’s parents, for 
the parents and husbands of 
friends, for a youth pastor. 
But for all of those funerals, 
while there was certainly 
grief at the loss of one so 
dearly loved, especially those 
lost what felt like far too 

Our Hope in 
Life and Death
By Sarah Fite

soon and sometimes under 
circumstances incredibly hard 
to explain or understand, there 
was also a sense of joy and 
peace, knowing those lost had 
put their hope in the finished 
work of Christ.

My grandmother’s funeral 
was a different story. As a 
lifelong Catholic, the service 
was a Catholic funeral mass, 
filled with what felt like 
so many contradictions—
statements about the surety 
we have in Christ’s death 
and resurrection followed by 
prayers that God would be 
gracious enough to welcome 
her into heaven.



We don’t know if my grandmother was truly a 
believer or not, and we won’t this side of heaven. 
But my heart was especially heavy at her funeral, 
not only because she may be lost to eternity, but also 
because so many of my extended family members 
truly believe my grandmother’s efforts and devotion 
here on earth, combined with their prayers after her 
death, will merit her a place in heaven. And they 
believe the same is true of them.

In the weeks since my grandmother’s funeral, a 
song we often sing has often come to mind:

What is our hope in life and death? 
Christ alone, Christ alone
What is our only confidence? That our souls to Him belong
Who holds our days within His hand?
What comes apart from His command?
And what will keep us to the end?
The love of Christ, in which we stand
O sing, hallelujah! Our hope springs eternal
O sing, hallelujah! Now and ever we confess:
Christ, our hope in life and death
There isn’t much, if anything, we can control in 

this world that truly matters. We don’t get to decide 
when we’re born, how long we live, or when and how 
we die.

And our efforts in this world will never be enough 
to change our eternal destination, nor will the 
prayers or financial contributions of our loved ones 
after we’re gone. But if we are called by Christ, those 
things aren’t needed. 

Whatever storms and trials life throws at us, 
however long or short our days, however expected 
or unexpected the end of them is, we can have 
confidence in the finished work of Christ, knowing 
that He is our hope in life, He is our hope in death, 
and He will keep us to the end. Hallelujah!
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