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It all began in a barn. And the Midwest is full of 
them. My Dad’s first job was in a barn. The revival 
that lit a fire of the Gospel for many through his 
ministry started in a barn. The birth of the Country 
Church in Ruthton, Minnesota through Pastor Rich 
DeReuyter happened in a barn. The first snow of 
Winter always seems to close the door on the previous 
season in more ways than one. This time, 
the close was dramatic. Along with my 
cousin, Frank, I preached the funeral for 
a very dear friend, Karen DeGroot, at the 
Country Church.
The glow of the lights from the inside 
were welcoming under a sky where the 
gray clouds hung low over the harvested 
fields. The beautiful building was bursting at the 
seams on this wet and windy day in November and as 
Traci and I walked in the sanctuary we were greeted 
by people I hadn’t seen in more than 30 years. Frank, 
still on oxygen from visiting the edge of death in the 
hospital with Covid, preached like the roof was on 

fire. At one point I thought he might settle down and 
pace himself, but instead he reached back and turned 
up the oxygen full blast. That’s Frank. My childhood 
friends, Dave and Chad, who were at the first barn 
revival my Dad did in the early 80’s, were there. It was 
as if there was this leap from childhood to adulthood 
where the conversations that happened tied together 

the gaps of time into a complete picture 
as we simply heard the updates on where 
life has taken us. Isn’t it interesting how 
seasons have a way of taking you on an 
unpredictable journey that you couldn’t 
have planned on if you tried? But the 
thing about seasons is that they change.

The reminder of the changing of the 
seasons began to take shape as we found the warmth 
of kind connections brought together once again by 
the passing of a friend. The biting cold of the prairie 
winds, famous for being so strong and consistent 
over buffalo ridge, met us at the graveside as the 
temperature fell below freezing. They’re a hearty 

bunch, Midwesterners. 
Like a herd of buffalo 
huddling in a blizzard, 
the crowd of black clad 
mourners stood in 
solidarity to celebrate a 
life well lived. For the 
young mother in the crowd 
holding her infant, the 
changing of the seasons 
was wonderful, even if 
she didn’t feel prepared to 
be a mother yet. For the 
DeGroot family shivering 
together on folding chairs under the tent that day, it 
was a moment painfully marked by the handoff of 
a life too soon. For many of us, seasons change way 
too quickly. As the service concluded and people 
made their way to their cars, the flurries began to 
swirl around in the air like excited children running 
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A SEASON OF HOPE by Traci Vanderbush
As I write this article, my 
heart is overwhelmed with 
emotion. Trying to find 
words that express my 
wishes for you during this 
season is challenging, for the 
wishes go deep and exceed 
superficial well-wishes. As 
I consider what you may 
be feeling as you pick up 
this newsletter to read it, I 
figure there are some who 

are happy to sit down and read the print on this page, 
but there may be some who are struggling with the 
pain of disappointment and grief. Perhaps someone 
picked up this newsletter begrudgingly. No matter 
what you feel in this moment, my Christmas wish is 
that you would be overcome with hope and realize 
your value.  

I have a picture in my mind of a wooden “hope 
chest,” filled with keepsakes and dreams. The person 
who owns this wooden box may be staring at it, 
feeling betrayed by their story; the way life has played 
out so far. If that’s you, I want you to know that 
the story doesn’t end right here. That hope chest is 

waiting to be filled with something more glorious 
than you can imagine. I don’t believe that God writes 
painful things into our lives. I think pain is just part 
of life on earth. But I do believe that the Author 
weeps with us and sits with us in the times when we 
believe we’re utterly alone. I have confidence that the 
Lover of our souls reaches in to pour himself into 
every facet of our being, like a healing balm; and then 
takes our hand in his, puts pen to paper, and together, 
we write another chapter. Another ending. In being 
brave to take another step and another breath, we 
become a hope chest for others. We get to be the clean 
slate, the launching pad for someone to finish their 
story well. 

This seems to be the best way I can express my 
Christmas wish for you; that you would be a hope 
chest for those who come behind you. For the next 
generation to be able to step into their future, they 
need your hope and triumph as a steppingstone. With 
God, we ascend, and we have been given the ability to 
bring others up with us.  Jesus said you are the light 
of the world (Matthew 5:14) and we often forget that. 
We know he is the light that fills us, but when we feel 
down, less than, fearful, and obliterated by life, we 
don’t see how we could possibly be a light. The crazy 

thing is that when we fail to acknowledge our light-
ness, we are refusing to believe the words of the One 
we claim to follow.

“In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God.  He was in the beginning 
with God.  All things came into being through Him, and 
apart from Him not even one thing came into being 
that has come into being.  In Him was life, and the life 
was the Light of mankind.  And the Light shines in the 
darkness, and the darkness did not grasp it. A man 
came, one sent from God, and his name was John. He 
came as a witness, to testify about the Light, so that all 
might believe through him. He was not the Light, but 
he came to testify about the Light. This was the true 
Light that, coming into the world, enlightens every 
person.”  (John 1:1-9)

What a beautiful Light we’ve been given. And how 
awesome is it that Jesus, the Light shines in our 
darkness? God is not afraid of our darkness. He steps 
right into it, and when the Light is present, darkness 
has no choice but to leave. The Light of the world 
told us that we are the light of the world. He did not 
say that you’re a lesser light or inferior light. “Even 
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out to recess. The passing of a life and the passing of 
the season, the last breath of day and the first dusting 
of Winter, it all speaks to the way that God has 
orchestrated this world where everything and everyone 
eventually engages in a forced handoff of sorts. The 
scorching heat of Summer gives way to Fall, as the 
leaves of Autumn which change from green to yellow 
to red seem to signal us in a universal understanding 
that even nature tells us when to slow down and 
prepare to let go. Yet what we let go of is never truly 
lost. It only gets picked up by the next generation and 
carried further into the unknown.
At Christmas time, God reminds us that even He 
surrendered Himself to the processing of seasons. 
We enter this world and surrender to the direction of 
our parents. He entered the world surrendered to the 
direction of Joseph and Mary. We grow and are faced 
with decisions and choices and hopefully we learn to 

live in obedience to our Heavenly Father, even if it 
comes through suffering. Jesus grew and was faced with 
decisions and choices and Hebrews 5 literally says that 
Jesus learned obedience through suffering. We come to 
the end of our season on earth, often too soon, and as 
much of a struggle as it may be, we are forced to let go.
Jesus faced this same conflict as he appealed to the 
Father to find another way to transition the season 
ahead as he was going to the cross. There was no 
alternative presented in that moment, and even the Son 
of God now had to experience letting go. Thankfully, 
his cross became our victory and now we celebrate his 
birth for the same reason. It’s an unreasonable reality 
that God would step into our stories and seasons and 
include us in his victory and resurrection. But he’s 
not afraid of the unreasonable and he is the Lord of 
reality. At this time of year, slow down and remember 
that this life is an exercise in letting go. Who have you 

encouraged? Who are you empowering? Who are you 
training and teaching as a disciple? Every one of us has 
been given the task to make disciples. At some point, 
every teacher must help every student to become a 
teacher themselves.
Embracing the changing of the seasons helps us 
realize that we can’t take up space forever, no matter 
how much wealth or success we experience in this 
life. We are to live to give away whatever wisdom or 
influence we can to those who come behind us so 
they’re more equipped for what’s ahead than we ever 
were. This Christmas, take a moment around the table 
to recognize the people God has placed in your path 
of influence, and ask the Lord to guide you victorious 
through the seasons ahead. We are equipped to live 
victorious nomatter what season it is, and when life 
gets confusing and complicated, remember that it all 
began in a barn.

the darkness is light to him.” This is hope! And we are 
carried in The Hope Chest: “In that day you shall know 
that I am in My Father, and you in Me, and I in you.” 
(John 14:20) The One who spoke the universe into 
existence and casts the galaxies from his hands like 
an artist scatters color and form on a canvas, the very 
One who desires to be one with you, carries you inside 
of him! When Jesus spoke those words (John 14:20), I 
have a feeling that the ones who heard it stared at him 
like a deer in the headlights, and perhaps he smiled 
with patience, waiting for us to comprehend the truths 
he spoke upon this earth. Will they ever get it?
When I was a child, I hated going to the dentist. 
The sight of that building made me feel like I was 
being drawn into the Death Star where Darth Vader 
awaited my arrival. Not that the dentist was mean, 
but the guy had needles, for goodness’ sake! He had 
instruments that poked and prodded, and I felt like 
no matter how much I flossed and brushed, he was 
going to find a cavity or point out some imperfection 
that he’d inevitably dig into. The dentist donned a red 
clown nose when it was time for nitrous oxide. He’d 
act funny and try to make me laugh. I can’t decide if 
his performance was an act of comfort or an act of 
terror. All I know is that I hated going there. But at the 
end of the cleanings and procedures, there was one 
thing I was always happy to see. His pirate’s treasure 
chest! While my mom stood at the front desk making 
payment arrangements for the enormous dental bill, 
I made sure that I took not just one item from the 
treasure chest, but three! I felt I deserved it, after all. 
I had survived the Death Star. There was a sense of 
triumph as I marched out of his office with treasures in 
hand. 
Why did I go into that story and what does it have to 

do with Christmas?  I suppose because Jesus faced 
the “Death Star” with us in mind, and he came out 
with treasures to give us as an inheritance. Before I 
go into that, let’s focus on the Christmas part, where 
we ponder the birth of God in the flesh on our planet. 
After all, I don’t want to leave you shaking your head, 
wondering where the light-hearted Christmas joy is 
in this article. But you see, the Christmas story, this 
real-life story was not light-hearted and, though joy 
was the outcome, there were challenges throughout 
the journey that led to Jesus lying in the manger. 
The whole story of his coming into the world was 
scandalous. In fact, it seemed ridiculous. If a teenage 
girl told you that she was a virgin, yet she was pregnant 
with the son of God, you’d most likely think she 
needed mental help. On top of that, she was not yet 
married. Think of the stain of judgment she must 
have carried in the eyes of people around her. It took 
an angelic visitation to tell Joseph to marry her, and 
that the pregnancy was of God.  Christ’s coming was 
not a cake walk. The details surrounding his birth 
were made more difficult by having to go out of town 
for the census and not knowing if/when/where the 
baby would make his entrance. I can imagine Mary 
going into labor. We’d like to think that she gazed into 
the sky, starry-eyed and smiling: “Oh, Father, what a 
glorious idea to go through childbirth in a strange, 
smelly place, far from home.” But I wonder if the 
discomfort of a 70–90-mile road trip while carrying a 
full-term baby caused her to think: “Really, God? Such 
great timing.” Amid so many unknowns, Mary carried 
Hope within her body.
Hope himself stepped into our story, and hope gave 
Jesus the strength to carry on when he uttered the 
words, “Oh, Father, if it is possible, let this cup pass 

from me.” We know that “the joy set before him” is the 
thing that boldly led him into and through the most 
excruciating part of his life. Jesus knew the brutal 
slap of the human hand, he knew fists that plunged 
hatred into his body, words that were meant to shred 
his soul, and he knew the pain of repeated whipping, 
lead-tipped cords that pulled chunks of flesh from his 
beautiful body that released love to the undeserving; 
something we could not begin to imagine. Jesus knew 
utter alone-ness, nakedness, and humiliation. Yet he 
willingly poured out the treasures of heaven, and he 
is the treasure that we have the privilege of living 
within, walking within, and resting within. Jesus, 
the hope chest. When the world shreds our souls 
and we think we can’t breathe again, we can rest our 
weary heads on the chest of the one who pours out 
compassion, kindness, and hope.
This Christmas, I wish you a heart filled with the 
undeniable hope of Christ, and an assurance that 
all things will work together for good. I wish you 
a mind filled with the thoughts of Christ and the 
fullness of his Kingdom. I wish you a soul that knows 
the embrace of a loving God who walks with you, 
faithfully, through the fires and floods. I wish you a 
spirit that’s overflowing with 
righteousness, peace, and joy. 
And I wish your body the 
presence of God’s electric power, 
coursing through every cell, and 
may love be woven into every 
facet of your being. “The Hope 
Chest” is filled with treasures 
for you. May you find yourself 
immersed in those treasures.
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Are you excited about Christmas this year?  I am, and 
I believe after a challenging nearly two years, many 
people are looking forward to the joys of Christmas 

celebrations this year more than ever!  We are looking for 
a time of joy and festivities, food and friends, the sounds, 
sights and beauty that accompany this glorious time of year.  
I know some who jumped the gun and put their decorations 
up even before Thanksgiving!  Yes, we need a 
respite from the stress, sadness, sickness and 

death that has come to many these past months.  Perhaps it won’t be 
so much a time where presents are so important, but where people 
and family are the treasures that we treasure. Many families will 
be missing one or two familiar faces who have passed on since last 
Christmas and we rediscover that our greatest treasure is the Life-
giver Himself, and our hearts overflow with thanksgiving to God for walking with 
us through trials and tests, sadness and pain, yet He remains faithful and carries 
us through.
We have watched friends and family who were at the point of death, and suddenly 
experienced a turnaround and were miraculously healed, while others did not 
receive that miracle, but went on to heaven.  And still we can sing “God is so 
good, God is so good, He’s so good to me.”
God has truly been good to me.  After living on pain meds for nearly a year due 
to an infection throughout my entire body, and sometimes wondering if I would 
ever walk out of it,  suddenly, God answered the prayers of many people!  The 
Lord kept giving me Bible verses that would jump off the page, and I would write 

them down.  But the turning point came when I felt led to read these promises 
out loud every day.  That is when I felt the pain begin to leave and in just a few 
months, I was off the pain meds and free from the affects of the sepsis. God’s 

Word is exceedingly powerful, and when you speak it aloud, when 
you declare and decree those promises and stand upon them, He 
is faithful!  His Word never returns void but accomplishes that for 
which it is sent. (Isaiah 55:11). For someone who been blessed with 
good health all my life, it was a new experience to enter the hospital 
as a patient; maybe I have a better understanding of what others go 
through now so that I feel more compassion and am able to pray 

more effectively. 
Yes, I am excited about this Christmas season and thankful for life and 
restoration!  Today, I give my Father God, King Jesus, and Holy Spirit, all glory 
and praise!  Jesus came to give us life, and life more abundantly! (John 10:10)  
I pray that you may experience abundant life through Jesus Christ our Lord 
this Christmas.  May He become more real to you than ever, and as you gather 
together with family, may His Presence be the supreme Present in your midst!

THANKFUL FOR CHRISTMAS by Ronda Vanderbush

Jesus came to 
give us life, 

and life more 
abundantly! 

Merry Christmas to you, our Faith Mountain  
ministry family!

Continue earnestly in prayer, 
being vigilant in it with 

thanksgiving
Colossians 4:2

Just a couple of months ago, Bill’s 
cousin, Frank Vanderbush, was on a 
ventilator and not expected to live. 
To the doctors’ and nurses’ surprise, 
Frank made a rapid turnaround and 
is back at home while finishing his 
recovery. We are so thankful for his 
miraculous healing!

We were able to speak at dozens of places across 
the country this year, and it was sobering to meet 
people who were actively planning their suicides, 
but instead ended up coming to Bill’s meetings 
where they found hope once again.  Lives were 
literally saved, fears were overcome, and people 
gave their lives to God. This has been a year we 
won’t forget. From barns, to houses, to churches, 
to outdoor meetings, and everything in between, 
we are honored to be able to step into new 
territories as the Father’s light.

 Doris & Doug
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Bill’s email – billvanderbush@gmail.com

CONTACT INFORMATION

Website – www.vanderbushministries.com

Minnesota • Faribault KDHL AM 920 7:30 a.m.
 • Fergus Falls KBRF AM 1250 8:00 a.m.
 • Pipestone KLOH AM 1050 8:30 a.m.

South Dakota • Watertown KWAT AM 950 8:30 a.m.

You may also listen to the broadcast at any time on 
the internet by going to our website and clicking on 
“Podcasts”, or subscribing to the Faith Mountain 

Ministries podcasts in iTunes.  

SUNDAY RADIO SCHEDULE

January 15-16 
 Morton, IL - Trinity Church

January 21-22 
Minneapolis, MN - Dare to Believe Intensive

January 23 - TBA

January 26-28 
Bradenton, FL - Christian Retreat

February 11-12 
Dewey Beach, DE - Marriage Conference

February 13 
Greenwood, DE - House of Praise 

February 18-20 
San Marcos, TX - Sozo Church

March 10-13 
Horseheads, NY - Journey Center

and more...

Bill’s Speaking Schedule

Bill’s upcoming schedule. Check for updates at billvanderbush.com:

Listen weekly to Bill’s 
podcasts for inspiration, 
stories, and growth in 
your walk with God.

We wish 
you a 

Merry 
Christmas.


