
 Monday morning dawned full of hope. I woke up a little groggy, still recovering from a 

week full of work and grateful for a chance to sleep in. I rolled over in bed to look out the 

window, and I saw the sun shining on the trees in that beautiful, golden way that it does early in 

the morning. The sky was a beautiful blue. I got up and sat in my cozy armchair with a cup of 

coffee, listening to my worship songs playlist and reading my Bible passages for the day. I 

started on the day’s homework load with high motivation and a light mood. It was shaping up to 

be a great day. And then it just…. wasn’t.  I’m not really sure what happened, but things just 

started feeling off. As the day went on, it got worse. I tried to do more schoolwork after lunch, 

and I couldn’t. I started to feel hopeless. I was physically exhausted despite getting plenty of 

sleep the night before. My stomach was churning and my head felt foggy. By the time I was 

cooking dinner, I felt truly awful, emotionally and physically.   

Part of it had to do with the weather. Clouds showed up, and my mood plummeted. But I 

think most of it had to do with the culmination of the last few weeks. Lack of routine has created 

a lack of motivation. I have never struggled with school, but for the past few weeks, it has been a 

challenge to do school well. It feels like it takes double or triple the amount of effort to perform 

at my usual (impossibly high) standards. I used to be able to go on runs to relieve my stress, but 

the motivation it takes to lace up my shoes and go for a jog is gone. Both these things have 

always come relatively easy to me, and I have probably internalized them as part of my personal 

value. Now they seem almost impossible at times, and as a result, I start to feel worthless and 

hopeless and completely discouraged. 

I would love to say that in this my darkest moment I turned to God and called out for him 

to save me. But I didn’t. Instead, I turned to my own power, my normal stress-relievers. I took a 

long, hot shower. I started singing my favorite songs. I called two of my friends. By the end of 

the night, I did feel a bit better. But I must confess, God hardly crossed my mind. But right 

before bed, I started journaling, just to try to process all the things I was feeling. I was still 

completely overlooking God. Nevertheless, as I was journaling, God reminded me of some great 

truths that I had been overlooking all day.  

First, that’s the beautiful thing about God; he doesn’t depend on me. Even though I 

almost completely ignored him, he was still with me the entire day: watching over me, keeping 

me safe, speaking to me, and ready to embrace me in his loving arms the moment I decided to 

come running, no matter how late that moment was. Second, right now, I am wrapping so much 

of my identity in my actions. As I said earlier, when my actions fail, I get discouraged. But 

Christ reminded me that night that ultimately, my identity is not in the things that I can or can’t 

do. I am a loved, forgiven, redeemed, and valuable child of the King, and that identity is 

completely secure in the death and resurrection of Christ. It is surer than anything I can see or 

touch or hear. And it is completely independent of how I do in school, or in the rest of my life for 

that matter. I am the object of God’s great affection! And that makes me far from meaningless or 

hopeless.  



Ever since that rough Monday and that hour of journaling, those truths have been a 

source of extraordinary comfort to me. They check my feelings of inadequacy before they spiral 

down into the depths of despair. They reassure me when I start to feel helpless and hopeless. 

They encourage me – all of me, failures included – to run into the arms of my Savior, who is 

always waiting. They are what I am holding on to during these hard weeks. They remind me of 

who I am: a child of God.  

  

 


