
 

 
 

Dear Readers: 
 

Within this newsletter you will find 

information about Blossom events, 

both upcoming and those now wrap-

ping up. We have had the privilege 

to walk the first nine weeks of 2021 

through the pages of Blossom like 

Eden. If you are a bit behind or never 

quite got started please join in now. I 

urge you to not miss what Author 

Sarah has given to us in the gift of 

this book. Our Blossom Spring     

Bazaar will again be virtual and as 

much as I wish our world was differ-

ent I am grateful for the opportunity 

to serve our greater community with 

whatever tools and opportunities I do 

have available to me. Join us, buy a 

gift for a friend who needs the          

reminder of the Hope of Spring! 

 

Also, within the pages of this news-

letter you will find the gift of truth. 

Truth about your identity as a child 

of God. Truth about the importance 

of our influence in others lives. How 

we see ourselves, how we practice 

our faith, is not just important to our 

individual relationship with God but 

to those who live within our circle, 

our community. I want to encourage 

you to be candid and real with God, 

with yourself and with your children, 

friends, loved ones. He loves you,  

He longs to communicate with you 

and give you grace - believe it. 
 

~Melisa Turner, and the Blossom Team 

 

“The Church is a garden patterned 

with countless flowers, so there 

must be a variety of sizes, colors, 

scents—of perfections, after all. 

Each has its value, its charm, its 

joy; while the whole vast cluster of 

these variations makes for beauty 

in its most graceful form.”                           

~ Francis de Sales 

One common characteristic of most 

fears is that they stem from the lies we 

believe. ~ Heidi St. John,  

Becoming MomStrong 
 

 

When the Word of God begins its 
gracious surgery on our hearts it is 
painful.  It demands submitting to 
God’s will in areas that we either 
deny exist or that we’d prefer to 
think are non of His business.                     

~ Barbara Hughes, 
Disciplines of a Godly Woman 

 

 

Abiding in Christ…” will mean arrang-
ing life, arranging prayer, arranging   
silence in such a way that there is never 
a day when we give ourselves a chance 
to forget him.” ~ William Barclay 

 

The devil doesn’t want us to share 

our struggles.  He wants us to feel 

that we’re all alone.  Isn’t that what 

the devil does best? He tries to keep 

us from knowing the truth.                         

~ Heidi St. John,  

Becoming MomStrong 
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Upcoming 

Events 
 

Like and follow us on 

Facebook to enjoy our  

15th Annual Virtual 

Blossom Spring Bazaar 

facebook.com/bearfruit 

We will be featuring 

one or more vendors 

each day for the month 

of April. Look for some 

Live Features on 

April 17, 2021 

Our 2021 book club  

“Blossom like Eden” 

by Sarah Brandt 

has concluded but all 

the information is still 

available on our page. 

Please join in anytime, 

Guest article from the 

author and contact 

information inside. 

 

Contact Blossom at : 

blossom.ministries@gmail.com 

www.blossomministries.com 

 



God gave Heidi this story in February for her son.  If you 

want to make it more personal change Prince to Princess 

as you read. 
 

The Prince’s Own History 
It is well known that kings never travel alone.  They do 

not visit those spoiled and soiled parts of the world 

where the untrained, untruthful, and untrustworthy ways 

of people are encouraged.  However, the King in our 

story is not like the others.  He searches out wretched 

people and pulls them out of their misery. 
 

One day while he was searching, the King found a boy 

curled into a tipped-over trash can.  Only his feet were 

visible, but his crying could be heard.  The King bent 

down and pulled him out by his filthy, soil-stained legs.  

He stood the boy in front of him.  Then kneeling in the 

muck of the alley, he took his handkerchief and began 

wiping the boy clean of dirt and grime. 
 

“That’s better,” the King said when he had wiped away 

most of the dirt.  “Why are you hiding in a half-filled 

trash can in this horrible place?” 
 

“I’m lonely,” the boy responded simply. 
 

“Where do you live?” asked the King. “Usually in a 

trash can; sometimes in a box.  I don’t belong to  

anyone,” responded the boy. 
 

With great love, the King said, “If you choose, you are 

now my son; my Prince.  You will live with me in my 

kingdom.  You will have all the love, joy, and freedom 

that comes with being one of my children.”  The boy 

agreed, so the King took the Prince home and provided a 

special place for him.  He trained him in the correct and 

true ways of his kingdom. 
 

The newly adopted Prince soon discovered the King 

adopted everyone in the kingdom.  The King said 

“Everyone is special because I say so. Their worth 

does not depend on who they are, or what they do, but 

just because they exist.” 
 

It was great having so many people in his family, and 

what made it more exciting was the King adopted new 

people every day.  As a result, the kingdom kept  

growing and growing.  The prince was a very loving and 

giving young man.  He truly loved people and loved to 

talk to anyone, so having a growing family was great fun 

for him.  One activity that gave him much pleasure was 

to give presents and special notes to people.  Not only on 

special occasions but just because he thought of it.  He 

also loved to play games and help his family and others.  

This Prince also loved stories.  He loved to read them, 

but he especially loved to hear them. 

 

 

Every day the Prince would visit his favorite Imagining 

Place.  His Imagining Place was where he could dream 

and imagine all the lovely and brave things he wanted to 

do someday and remember the story of his adoption. 

One day, while in his Imagining Place, he heard a story 

but couldn't see the speaker.  Since he loved stories so 

much, he didn't bother to think about where the story 

came from or the message it contained.  And, since he 

listened, the speaker returned again, and again.  Each 

time the speaker became bolder and showed a bit more 

of himself.  The Prince ignored the fact that the stories 

didn't quite line up with the stories he knew were true, 

for the stories pleased him, and he just wanted to hear 

more.  As time went on, the Prince came to rely on the 

stories and forgot how to imagine.  He forgot the story 

about who he was and forgot all about the lovely and 

brave things he wanted to do. 
 

The stories seemed innocent at first, but were cleverly 

retraining the Prince's mind and capturing his heart.  Bit 

by bit, the story-teller gained the Prince's attention and 

confidence.  And, gradually, ever so gradually, the story

-teller changed little details in the stories.  Details which 

at first seemed to make no difference, but eventually 

those changes worked into the Prince's brain and heart. 

He quit talking to people.  He never wanted to give gifts, 

unless he could think of a way to get attention out of it.  

Playing games was no longer fun.  Helping his family 

was a bother and interrupted his time.  The time he felt 

was his time to do what he wanted. 
 

The Prince began to feel differently about the people 

and world around him.  He thought they had changed.  

The world was not such a nice place. He began to    

question the rules his father taught him.  He thought his 

siblings hated him, and maybe his father didn't truly 

love him.  And, he felt sure no one loved him or even 

liked him. Whenever someone gave him a suggestion or 

pointed out an easier way to do something, he thought 

they were trying to tell him what to do and bossing him 

around.  He felt no one wanted him around, and he    

resented working for the benefit of the family.  And, he 

was only happy for the short time he managed to do 

what he wanted in the exact way he wanted.  He felt like 

the only solution was to leave.  If he lived by himself or 

with some other family, then everything would be okay 

again, and his problems would be over. 
 

His father tried over and over to find time just for him.  

But the Prince always found a way out. He would  

complain about what they were doing and want to do 

something else.  If they changed and did what he 

wanted, he would then want something still different.  

Nothing his father did for him was ever good enough for 

him. His family tried over and over to help him; they 

worried about him.   
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beautiful, happy-looking place once again, and the 

contrast between his father and Deceiver was strong.  

Deceiver left, slinking away this time.  The Prince 

hugged his father.  Then sitting in the King’s lap, the 

Prince heard his father tell again the story of his  

adoption.  His father explained how the Prince would 

need to fight Deceiver.  “Deceiver will come back,” he 

said, “and you will need to remind Deceiver to leave 

and retrain your mind to listen only to the true stories.” 
 

It was not easy.  At first, the Prince often forgot.  But 

as he practiced saying “no” to the lies, he changed.  He 

learned to listen to the true stories about who he is, 

and reread the true stories from his father.  The Prince 

listened again to his own story.  He learned to trust his 

father again.  His mind and heart took some time to 

heal, but the Prince now knew his father loved him.  

The fact that he did not need anything besides his  

father’s love became real to him.  And he found the 

true stories were enough.  The Prince knew his  

father’s love, and he learned how those around him 

were also helpful and loving. 
 

Another important discovery came out of the change 

in Imagining Place.  He found a new dream: The  

desire to share his story and how his father truly loved 

everyone and wanted to adopt them.  The Prince found 

he did not need to wait on this dream.  He began right 

away to tell all who would listen, the true stories of the 

King.  He told them that his father would adopt them.  

He also told how their worth did not depend on who 

they are, or what they do, but just because they exist. 
As the prince grew, he continued to learn to follow in 

his father's ways and to seek the true stories.  Seeking 

true stories and ways became his favorite game.  He 

called it, “Seeking King's Ways.”  And he never tired 

of learning to seek and follow those ways. 
 

~ Heidi Tonseth 

2021 Book Club Wrap up 

Blossom like Eden by Sarah Brandt 
 

We are so very grateful for the time spent             

together with Author Sarah Brandt and her gift 

to us in Blossom like Eden, Come Out of            

Hiding and Into the Son. 

Please feel free to connect with her on Facebook 
and reach out for prayer or a hello! Also, check 

out the Blossom Like Eden website for more          
resources and videos www.blossomlikeeden.com  

The Prince’s Own History cont. 
 

No matter how hard they tried to help, he couldn't even 

feel their love anymore.  He felt they were picking on 

him when, in reality, they were trying to find something 

to do with him.  He felt everyone was invading his 

space, but he was so paranoid about what might happen, 

that he assumed they were trying to mess up his work.  

He thought they wanted to mess with his life instead of 

just trying to be a part of it. 
 

As the stories continued, the Prince became irritable and 

grumpy.  He couldn't speak to anyone without nasty 

thoughts and words coming out of his mouth.  The 

Prince argued with everyone even when they tried to  

reason with him.  They tried desperately to break 

through the hard shell he was creating around himself, 

but the Prince would just find another argument and  

another reason for why it was their fault and problem. 

Even though the Prince never told anyone about his  

stories, his father knew the source of the problem.  He 

knew that the problem was coming from Deceiver, for 

this was the name of the storyteller.  Deceiver had been 

the enemy of the kingdom a long time.  He had tried 

many, times to cause problems in the kingdom with 

other members of the family.  Sometimes, Deceiver won 

and destroyed members of the family.  And, sometimes, 

he just made enough mischief to keep them from really  

being themselves. 
 

Very early one day, his father came to Imagining Place 

and waited.  He was sad at the changes he saw.  Imagin-

ing Place was no longer bright and beautiful.  It was 

musty, foggy, and dark.  But he knew the Prince would 

come, and then Deceiver would come.  Partway into the 

morning, the Prince arrived.  Not in his jolly, play-along-

the-way fashion he used to use, but almost slinking and 

silent.  He kept looking around like he was afraid of  

being followed.  Though he couldn't say what was 

wrong, deep down he knew he shouldn't listen to the  

stories. Once he arrived, he sat down with a sad expres-

sion on his face and did nothing, because he was no 

longer happy.  His father ached to hold him and make 

his world right again but knew he had to wait.  After a 

while, Deceiver came, and he was not slinking, nor was 

he silent.  Accustomed to coming here and never meet-

ing resistance, Deceiver entered boldly. Deceiver sidled 

up near the Prince and began another story.  This time, 

however, was different. As he warmed up to another 

story, blinding light flooded the area.  The Prince looked 

up; his mind startled awake.  He saw his father, then 

looked at the storyteller for the first time.  The Prince 

had never seen Deceiver in the brightness of the King’s 

light.  He was shocked at how ugly and dark he looked. 

In the King’s light, Imagining Place was a bright,  
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We are honored to share a Guest Article from  

Sarah Brandt, Author of Blossom like Eden,  

Come Out of Hiding and Into the Son. 
 

Watch Me When I Pray 
Everyone knows that prayer is a vital part of our 

relationship with God. It is a means of communica-

tion to the One we call Father; the hope we call Son 

and the breath we call Spirit. We are told the way 

we pray matters less than the effort, or state of our 

heart. We can shout our desires, whisper our pleas, 

and stomp out our injustices before Him.  
 

As a wife, mother, and friend, I aspire to impact the 

people around me. Sometimes so much so that I ask 

God how I can reflect Him in a real way, that others 

would see Him in me.  Like the verse in John 13:35, 

“For when you demonstrate the same love I have for 

you by loving one another, everyone will know that 

you’re my true follower.”  
 

The other morning as I was reflecting on how Covid 

has impacted my family and the way we worship; I 

was struck with the changes.  No longer attending 

an in-person church, my three daughters, husband 

and I now make a big breakfast and sit together 

around our wooden table, watching church online. 

Without our usual praise and worship on Sunday 

mornings, we find ourselves choosing songs to share 

that have stood out to us and playing them one by 

one. Listening…and sometimes dancing!  We are 

doing the best we can, through this challenging  

pandemic, and receiving lessons along the way.  Yet, 

something deep inside my heart craved more for my 

girls, their own desire for deep intimacy with God. 

As I sat with these thoughts in silent prayer, I felt 

the Holy Spirit whisper, “Watch Me when I pray.” 
 

I took these five words with me as I went about the 

day, reflecting, pondering, and asking questions to 

God.  I know in my relationship with my Father, 

that if I hear a whisper, there is a gift behind the 

words. I began to think about the definition of the 

word “watch”: to look at or observe intently.  Looking 

at Jesus’ prayer life felt like the perfect place to  

begin to unpack these mystery words. What did His 

prayers contain and how did He pray? 
 

We are privy to a small peek into Jesus' prayer life 

through the New Testament. Jesus prayed in any 

and every circumstance. In sadness, He prayed.  In 

joy and thanksgiving, He prayed.  In desperation, 

He prayed.  He knew that His Father cared  

intensely for the state of His heart and that His 

words of prayer were of value to His Father. I was  

encouraged that as His daughter, my words were of 

value to Him too.   
 

Jesus also prayed for us. The Savior, about to carry  

out our identity rescue plan on the cross, prayed for 

us, that we would know Him and become One with 

Him so we could live in our full identity placement 

here on earth. To model that type of prayer would 

require a deep value of the people around me and a 

lack of hesitation to pray for them when I noticed a 

need.  

And lastly, Jesus taught His disciples to pray. It 

seemed simple enough, but in His care for His 

friends, He gave them a glimpse into how to pray by 

sharing a prayer in their midst, for them to model 

from.  
 

As I considered the ways in which Jesus prayed, the 

value He placed on it and the lack of hesitation He 

had toward going to His Father, I began to see just 

what those whispers I heard were meant to teach me 

that morning.  If I wanted to reflect God in a real 

way that my girls could model, they would see my 

intimacy and dedication to God while they watched 

me as I prayed. Realizing this, I began to see it.   

Often, when my girls go to pray, I can hear hints of 

my language inside their own. Little subtle reflec-

tions of my own intimacy with God filtering into 

theirs. If they would continue to see me bold and 

praying, out loud and with no reserve, they would 

continue to see a faith alive, without boundaries of 

shame or insecurity.  A faith rooted in my identity as 

His kid. Not a fake show, just a comfortable conver-

sation with my Father.  
 

How many times do we offer to pray for someone in 

their time of need and then forget?  In these 5 words, 

I realized that every opportunity I had to hear  

someone’s heart was an opportunity to model Jesus’ 

prayer life. To bring them directly to the Lord, right 

then and there!  In a culture that finds discomfort in 

how to handle broken stories, often for fear of  

knowing the right response, the perfect response 

would be to bring them straight to the Father. No 

holding back.  
 

I encourage you in this, as a new way to reflect to 

those in your life the high value of your relationship 

with your Father in Heaven and the intimacy you 

share with Him. Pray. Let your friends, your  

husband and your children see and hear you pray. 

Like Jesus, pray in your sorrow, in your pain, in 

your joy and in each need that comes your way. In 

this way, prayer becomes a pathway to discipleship.   
 

So now we come freely and boldly to where love is  

enthroned, to receive mercy’s kiss and discover the 

grace we urgently need to strengthen us in our time of 

weakness.  Hebrews 4:16 
 

With Love, Sarah Brandt 
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A Devotional Thought… 

 

BLESSINGS...and GRACE 
 

Let us, then, feel very sure that we can come     

before God’s throne where there is grace. There 

we can receive mercy and grace to help us when 

we need it. ~ Hebrews 4:16 

On the final Friday of February I sent an email to a 

dear friend and mentor discussing her recently          

published book and how it was blessing me. Ever  

insightful, her reply spoke to the heart of my inner 

struggles and then she signed off “Blessings...and 

Grace”. That salutation and the pause in the middle 

caught my attention. Her blessing and giving me 

grace, telling me to extend grace to myself was audi-

ble. I felt it come over me as if she was in the room 

and had given that benediction over me in person. I 

heard the Holy Spirit caution me to give myself grace.  

What neither of us knew was how much grace I was 

going to need to survive the first week of March! It 

came in like a lion, not the weather, but the storm. 

Over and over others have repeated this anthem of 

grace to me, letting me off the hook. I have had to 

give some things up, apologize and recant commit-

ments, and always I hear grace, like a blessing wash 

over me and my expectations for myself. 

Three weeks later what I am coming to realize is that 

I can give grace far easier than I can receive it. And 

almost never do I offer it to myself without someone 

else’s prompting me to do so. But, with my friend’s 

email fresh in my mind as I began to encounter the 

most un-friendliest March on record, I started giving 

myself a little slack. Making space for grief, asking 

for help and accepting unmerited favor from those 

around me who offered to give it. I’m fine, you’re 

fine, we’re all fine! The truth is that that is probably 

not the truth. Are we going to make it? Absolutely 

because of GRACE. The unmerited favor we all so 

desperately need is overwhelmingly abundant,    

available for us to boldly come and take advantage of 

at any time we have need! I need it. I need GRACE 

when I hurt and grieve, when I am late, when I must 

 apologize, when I need help to do a new thing and the 

list goes on. Sometimes others can be stingy and not 

offer grace but usually I don’t ask. I endure, I struggle, I 

persevere—admirable to a point. The thing is living 

without grace is not something God has asked of me 

and you. And when I ask it of myself I set a  

dangerous precedence not just for myself but for all that 

are within my circle of influence. Why would it be 

wise, prudent and fine for me to live without the very 

thing God sacrificed His Son for me to have? 

 

But God gives more grace. Therefore it says,  

“God opposes the proud but gives grace to the  

humble.”  ~ James 4:6 

 

But he said to me, “My grace is sufficient for you, 

for my power is made perfect in weakness.” 

Therefore I will boast all the more gladly of my         

weaknesses, so that the power of Christ may rest 

upon me. 10 For the sake of Christ, then, I am content 

with weaknesses, insults, hardships, persecutions, and 

calamities. For when I am weak, then I am strong.                    

~ II Corinthians 12:9-10 

Both the writers of James and II Corinthians focus in on 

why Grace is hard to give ourselves. It is about being 

humble enough to admit weakness. If I cannot admit 

even to myself that I am weak, not enough, tired, sad, 

afraid, etc. Then neither will I admit it to God and ask 

for Him to step in and carry what I cannot. I do not like 

to live through situations that remind me of my weak-

ness, my humanity, and my vulnerability. Truly, all of 

that is true whether I can admit it or not. Even more  

important than this realization is that whenever I fail to 

remember my need I can unwittingly make others feel 

that neither should they have any needs, any lack. I 

want everyone to know how big God’s grace is, not just 

for eternity but for all the days until then. 

Devote some thought to that,   

~ Melisa Turner 

 

Until we meet again… 
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