
You   are   strong   in   Me   

When   I   was   a   kid,   I   remember   the   carefree   bliss   of   childhood.   Looking   back,   I   think   of   it   as   a   
never-ending   summer   day,   running   around   outside   through   the   grass.   My   sister,   Naomi,   and   
I   would   play   with   cousins   or   friends,   sprinting   and   laughing   until   we   were   out   of   breath.   Our   
four   acre   lot   seemed   massive,   filled   with   endless   opportunities   for   exploration.     

It’s   an   idealized   time   in   my   mind.   In   reality,   those   days   weren’t   perfect   —   we   had   bumps,   
bruises   and   worries   —   but   it   is   how   I   remember   it.   It   all   seemed   much   simpler   then.   

One   day   my   boyhood   bliss   was   interrupted.   

I   was   in   the   living   room,   playing   with   Naomi.   The   morning   sun   streamed   in   through   the   
picture   window,   casting   large   sheets   of   warmth   and   light   across   the   carpet.   Naomi   holding   a   
small,   wooden   figurine,   pretended   to   walk   it   throughout   the   rooms   of   a   dollhouse   that   rested   
in   the   corner.   The   dollhouse   was   like   a   microcosm   of   our   lives   —   a   mom,   a   dad   and   a   few   
kids   going   about   their   days,   coming   to   life   with   a   jolt   of   imagination.   

Suddenly,   I   was   struck   by   fear   —   storm   clouds   swirled   inside   my   mind,   choking   out   the   
warmth   and   light   from   the   window.   A   wave   of   worry   washed   over   me,   churning   a   
treacherous   sea   of   anxiety.   

I   imagined   the   three-story   dollhouse   engulfed   in   flames,   the   roof   collapsing,   the   family   inside   
trapped.   I   imagined   the   worst   possible   circumstances   unfolding.   Reason   was   replaced   by   
fear,   and   I   was   twisted   in   a   string   of   questions.   What   if   that   happened   to   us?   What   if   we   
were   trapped?   What   if   we   died?   

Death   was   always   something   I   would   ask   about.     

“When   will   I   die?”   I   remember   asking   my   parents.   They   would   always   come   back   with   a   
reassuring   response.   

“Not   for   a   long,   long   time,   honey,”     

In   a   moment,   though,   that   reassurance   was   meaningless.   I   didn’t   believe   it.   My   happy   
existence   felt   futile   and   fleeting.   It   seemed   a   mere   cover   —   a   false   security   of   peace   and   
safety   that   would   surely   change   in   an   instant   with   some   tragic   accident.     

9/11   had   happened   not   long   before.   I   remember   hearing   the   phone   ring   that   September   
morning,   and   mom   rushing   to   the   T.V.   to   hear   what   was   happening.   I   remember   hearing   
shock   and   fear   in   her   voice.   I   remember   the   unknown   —   no   longer   representing   a   vast   
world   to   explore   but   a   vast   terrain   of   hardships   to   endure.   

The   storm   in   my   mind   intensified   with   a   new   influx   of   thoughts.   What   if   a   burglar   broke   in?   
What   if   a   tornado   tore   our   home   apart?   What   if   mom   or   dad   died?   What   if   I   died?   

I   was   young.   These   were   the   greatest   fears   of   my   mind.   The   pounding   wind   of   the   storm   
was   irreverent,   leaving   nothing   untouched.   Every   bad   circumstance   that   I   could   imagine   
flashed   before   me.   

I   ran   to   the   kitchen   where   my   mother   and   older   sister,   Liza,   were   sitting   at   the   table.   I   tried   to   
explain   what   was   happening,   but   I   ended   up   asking   vague   questions,   like,   “What   would   
happen   if   our   house   was   set   on   fire?”     
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Eventually,   they   were   able   to   put   me   at   some   semblance   of   peace.   That   peace   was   fleeting,   
though.     

Often,   these   storms   would   stir   in   my   mind,   moving   in   different   directions   and   prompting   
different   fears.   As   I   got   older,   the   fears   got   worse.   I   felt   out   of   control.   My   thoughts   would   
wander   during   the   happiest   of   moments.   Tightness   would   form   in   my   chest   until   I   felt   like   I   
couldn’t   breathe.   Time   after   time   after   time.     

I   talked   with   my   mom   and   siblings   about   it   constantly.   They   dealt   with   anxiety   as   well,   and   
they   were   able   to   show   me   the   blueprint   to   overcome   it.   While   it’s   certainly   not   the   same   for   
everyone,   there   are   many   common   threads.   Mom   would   pray   over   me   every   night,   blessing  
me   with   holy   oil.   Mom   and   Liza   also   taught   me   the   prayer   to   Saint   Michael,   and   I   prayed   it   
whenever   I   felt   anxious.     

"Saint   Michael   the   Archangel,   defend   us   in   battle.   Be   our   protection   against   the   wickedness   
and   snares   of   the   devil;   May   God   rebuke   him,   we   humbly   pray;   And   do   thou,   O   Prince   of   the   
Heavenly   Host,   by   the   power   of   God,   thrust   into   hell   Satan   and   all   evil   spirits   who   wander   
through   the   world   seeking   the   ruin   of   souls.   Amen."   

Satan   tries   to   isolate   us   in   our   fears,   building   a   twisted   logic,   piling   one   lie   on   top   of   another.   
When   you   unveil   one,   you   often   find   several.   Individually,   these   lies   can   be   logicked   away,   
but   together   they   feel   crushing.   He   operates   on   fear   —   always   using   the   same   tricks,   
twisting   truths,   playing   off   what   we   perceive   to   be   our   weaknesses.   Often,   I   would   hear   the   
voice   of   doubt   in   mind.   You   can’t   do   this.   You’ll   never   escape   this.   You’re   unlovable.   You’re   
alone.     

Over   time,   though,   I   realized   that   fear   is   solely   from   the   devil.   God   does   not   operate   in   fear.   
The   thoughts   I   was   having   were   not   of   Him.     

I   made   the   decision   to   focus   on   the   truth   of   Jesus’   love   and   promises.   I   would   no   longer   
dwell   in   Satan’s   fear.   Through   Jesus,   who   suffered   and   died   for   us   on   the   cross,   conquering   
death,   I   did   not   need   to   have   fear.    I   simply   needed   to   trust.     

This   is   something   I   will   work   on   throughout   my   entire   life.   It   was   not   a   quick   decision   that   I   
instantly   implemented.   Instead,   it   is   a   constant   choice   I   must   make.   A   decision   I   make   again   
each   and   every   day.   Will   I   dwell   in   fear   or   step   into   the   joyful   light   of   Christ?   

He   reaches   out   in   the   heart   of   the   storm,   unaffected   by   the   wind,   walking   on   the   churning   
seas   which   are   calm   under   His   feet.   He   says   to   me,   “You   are   strong   in   Me.   I   complete   you.   
No   fear   can   touch   you,   My   child,   for   you   have   an   army   of   angels   backing   you   from   on   high.   
What   is   there   to   fear   in   my   presence?   What   can   touch   you   that   is   beyond   Me?   Nothing.   My   
grace   is   sufficient   for   you.   My   power   and   love   will   overcome,   and   you   can   do   all   things   in   
Me.”     

His   power   is   made   perfect   in   my   weaknesses.   
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