
Summer 2014

Max Curell Page 8

Vol. 2, Issue 2

Making Bricks

From the Editor � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �p� 2

Happy Daddy

Jody Killingsworth  � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �p� 4

As Working for a Pâtisserie  

Michal Crum � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �p� 6

Reflections on My Firstborn Child 

William Washington-Jones  � � � � � � � � p� 11

Stupid Angry 

Amanda Mentzel  � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � � p� 13

Clearnote Fellowship Clearnote PressClearnoteFellowship

“For if the warhorn gives an indistinct sound, who will prepare for battle?”
1 Corinthians 14:8
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Telling many families to raise their children to be godly is like telling them 
to make bricks. And, as we all know, you can’t make bricks without straw.
But in the Reformed world, that’s no problem. We love to give people lots 

of straw to make their bricks with. Books and sermons and conferences and 
blogposts and articles—including very good Warhorn articles—amount to 
great heaping piles of straw.

So where are all the healthy, strong, well-formed bricks in all our churches? 
Why is it that at the end of the day often all you have is a big pile of straw, 
some mud, some surprisingly odd-shaped bricks, and some very confused but 
earnest would-be brick builders?

There is a much bigger problem here, and it can’t be solved with more 
conferences and books and articles. Many couples have never even seen 
what a godly family looks like, much less have they ever been shown how to  
build one.

Pure instruction is not enough. Some things can’t simply be taught. They 
have to be caught. Shown. Demonstrated. Imitated.

All that to say, no book or magazine issue is going to fix your home, 
although they may help. As much as you need to read and pray and study 
(and you do), you need to spend time in the homes of families in your church 
that are worthy of imitation—that offer you something to aspire to. You need 
to seek out as many opportunities to catch godly parenting as possible.

Which isn’t all that complicated. It’s not like you should get out your 
camera and observe a few hand-selected and idealized families from a distance 
while doing your best David Attenborough impersonation. I just mean you 
should live life together. But perhaps more about that some other time.

And now, because we couldn’t help ourselves, here’s some straw. Pastor 
Jody Killingsworth writes about how God is happy, and about how you 
fathers out there should be, too. Michal Crum weaves an epic tale of exotic 

spices and conflict in the kitchen. Pastor Max Curell speaks to the (hopefully) 
temporary tempest of the teenage years. Amanda Mentzel writes about anger 
and screaming children and repentance. And William Washington-Jones 
reflects on his firstborn. Then, after you’re done perusing this piece of paper, 
go to clearnotefellowship.org/warhorn and check out my piece on family 
devotions, along with a few other select goodies.

Jake Mentzel is college pastor at Clearnote Church, Bloomington, and the executive 
editor of Clearnote Press. Urbane, sophisticated, charming—these are examples 
of adjectives, similar to the adjectives used by Jake in his writing. He is also well 
known for his use of nouns and verbs.

 From the Editor 

Making BriCks
Jake Mentzel
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Every home has an aroma. 
Some are fragrant and 

bursting with life. Others are 
noxious, with all the appeal of 
the city morgue.

Do Dad and Mom live in 
harmony, or are they chippy with each 
other? Are the children thriving in the rich soil of their parents’ love and 
discipline, or are they withering?

Is there joy in the home? 
I remember when, as a single college student, I first got involved in a good 

church. I was struck—no, awestruck—by the beauty of her homes. Not the 
physical structures, mind you. No, the attraction I felt was for the beauty of 
holiness practiced within. I had never seen such expressions of mutual love 
and delight.

Where did this joy come from? In every case it seemed to flow from a 
happy Daddy. Now that I have a wife and kids of my own, I’ve found it’s 
really true. I can make or break the happiness of my home. It can be as simple 
as the way I come home at night.

If I come in the front door still on the phone, or with the cares of work 
consuming my mind, my children tend to spiral into behavioral chaos. My 
wife is aggravated and we all just kind of hold our breath until bedtime. 
Maybe watch an episode of Busytown (thanks to the editor for figuring out 
what this is called) on Netflix and mix up some drinks just strong enough to 
take off the edge and get us through it.

But if I come home happy and let my family taste that happiness 
immediately—everything is different. My wife is happy, my children are 
eager to please, the birds are singing in the trees. My kids might even want 

me to read them a story, or better, to read the Bible.
Dads, I think our families so love and anticipate our return home that they 

can’t handle the letdown when we enter distractedly. I know sometimes this 
is unavoidable. Life happens. But even then, it’s important to do what you 
can to make known your affection to your family—to grab their hearts. Of 
course, children can play hard to get. But don’t be discouraged by that. They 
play hard to get because they’re insecure. They want to know you mean it.

So mean it—with all the confidence and strength that comes from a heart 
overflowing with joy in God. Even grumpy wives who have had long, hard 
days have few defenses against a jolly and content husband. No matter how 
much peanut butter got in their hair.

And I don’t just mean crawling on the floor for a tickle fight right away 
(although that should happen regularly). Often I find that love needs to come 
in the form of discipline. And the only thing for it is to jump to it. Children 
perceive this as love.

But in the end, it’s not so much how we walk in the door. Joy is the 
taproot of all true fathering. Our fatherhood comes to us from God, the 
perfect Father. And God is happy. He rejoices in Himself and in His children.

If you’re a father, God has surrounded you with the sweetest of blessings 
and the happiest of duties. Don’t be morose. Delight yourself in abundance. 
Get yourself happy in God, Dad. Learn to rest in Him and be thankful for 
what He has so richly blessed you with.If you will, then your delight in your 
family will testify to them of their heavenly Father’s own delight.

And everyone will be clamoring for a piece of it. Neighborhood kids will 
gravitate toward your yard. College kids in your church will invite themselves 
over for dinner, and not just because dorm food is terrible. They’ll be hungry 
for the happiness of your home because they’re hungry for the happiness and 
good pleasure of God the Father. Show it to them.

Jody killingsworth is pastor for worship and liturgy at Clearnote Church, 
Bloomington. With the good shepherd Band, he is currently pioneering a new 
genre of contemporary Christian music known to its devotees as “good.” Buy 
albums and find charts, lead sheets, and more at clearnotesongbook.com.

 HaPPy 
DaDDy
Jody Killingsworth
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i looked around in bewilderment. The house smelled like an Indian bazaar—
coffee, roasted spices, and a bit of BO thrown in for good measure. It looked 

like my five- and six-year-old boys had been given full permission to do an 
“experiment” using every ingredient in the kitchen. I wondered vaguely how 
long it would take to clean it all up.

Several weeks ago, I got a call from my aunt. My cousins were coming up 
to visit for spring break, and Aunt Sandy asked, “If I made up a big batch of 
chicken masala and sent it with Frances, would you all want to have a family 
meal together?”

Wow. Of course we would love that. Aunt Sandy’s a fantastic cook, and 
frankly, I love Indian food. I said if she could get the main dish to my mom via 
Frances, my sisters and I would make side dishes. Then we could get together 
and enjoy a big family meal with my cousins while they were visiting.

The day of the dinner, I decided to go all out with the Indian theme. “Aunt 
Sandy,” I muttered to myself with grim determination, “I see your masala, 
and raise you two salads and a cake.”

I made two Indian salads—one spinach and one cucumber.
Then I chose a recipe called Chai-Spiced Pumpkin Cake. I hadn’t made 

it before but it sounded delicious—a moist pumpkin Bundt cake laced with 
Indian chai spices and finished with a rum-vanilla glaze.

Difficult? Sure. But it was striving-for-excellence time. After all, the 
Apostle Paul said that whatever I did, I should work at it with all my heart, 
as working for the Lord. I wasn’t some housewife beating eggs into a Betty 
Crocker mix. I was a homemaker making chai-spice cake for Jesus.

The recipe for chai-spice cake called for, as it happened, chai spice. Who 
knew? This was unfortunate, however, as I had let myself run out of this 
essential staple of the well-managed home.

A lesser woman (maybe somebody who hadn’t read the Apostle Paul) 

might have given up then and there. For a moment, I saw excellence floating 
out of my grasp. But then I said a quick prayer of repentance for my sin of an 
understocked pantry (Isn’t that one of the seven deadlies?) and went to work.

The answer was to mix up a custom blend from the spices I had been 
righteous enough to keep stocked. The recipe also called for ground cardamom, 
I only had whole cardamom pods. No problem. I would just lightly toast and 
then grind them, and add them to the blend.

I went to get my spice grinder out, and remembered that I had dropped 
and broken it a few months ago. But that was okay, you can also grind spices 
in a coffee grinder, so long as you thoroughly clean it before and afterwards, 
see, and it’s easiest to clean by grinding rice in it to absorb all the coffee oils 
so it doesn’t impart a coffee flavor to your spices, so I went to get rice from 
the pantry and discovered that my rice canister was empty, we had run out, 
but, well, oatmeal is kind of like rice, right, so I whirled some oatmeal in 
the coffee grinder, but no dice, there was still coffee encrusting the innards 
of the grinder, so then I had to spend the next half hour carefully cleaning 
the insides, but after that, I told myself, all I would have to do is toast the 
cardamom and the cinnamon, black pepper, and nutmeg, then I could 
just whip up that cake, oh, and I guess the baby will probably need to be  
fed soon . . .

It went from there.
But what could I do? I have to do my best at a given task. In Colossians, 

doesn’t it read something like, “Whatever you do, work at it with all your 
might as working for a pâtisserie and not for a family dinner”?

Anyway, somehow, eventually, we packed the kids and the food into the 
car and headed over to my parents’ house for dinner. We may or may not have 
been atrociously late.

I walked into the house, hungry and carrying the cake. I walked to the stove 
to get a look at the much-anticipated chicken masala. Hmmm, I thought, I’ve 
never seen chicken masala made with breaded chicken cutlets and mushrooms. In 
fact, if I had to guess, I’d have said that was an Italian dish. Suddenly, it hit me. 
This wasn’t chicken masala. It was chicken marsala.

Michal Crum is a homemaker, currently homemaking for one husband and three 
boys. she is married to our design guy. But her article was good, though. That's 
why we published it.

as Working 
for a PâTissEriE 
Michal Crum
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you’re about to go insane.”
I had noticed that the soon-to-be-teenaged young lady standing in 

front of me had grown at least six inches in the last month. And I knew 
that I needed to have a word with her, warning her about the challenges and 
temptations of the next six years of her life.

As I spoke with her, my fourteen-year-old daughter stood beside me 
nodding her head knowingly. Knowingly, because her own insanity had been 
manifesting itself, involving her in a battle she never saw coming.

Why would I go and speak with someone else’s child about temptations 
she’s about to face? What business was it of mine? What would her mother 
think about my meddling in her family’s business? When should pastors, 
elders, and godly women of the church meddle? Only after our children crash 
and make shipwreck of their lives and souls?

The church is given a charge in Hebrews 3:12–13:

Take care, brethren, that there not be in any one of you an evil, 
unbelieving heart that falls away from the living God. But encourage 
one another day after day, as long as it is still called “Today,” so that none 
of you will be hardened by the deceitfulness of sin.

Who is the “one another” in verse 13? Does it include someone else’s soon-
to-be teenager?

I’ve noticed that entire families mature and come of age just like children. 
The wisdom, guidance, and care that parents need as they negotiate the 

challenges of the spiritual development of their children change over time.
For example, many young mothers are stressed just because their little 

ones won’t obey a simple command—a command like “No” or “Come.” They 
need help. This problem is so frequent that whenever a young married couple 
in our congregation become new parents, we set up a special meeting just to 
instruct them in the basics of teaching their children early obedience.

As families age, the type of wisdom, guidance, and care given by the 
church adjusts to the need of the hour. In little children the issues are “No” 
and “Come.” In high school the issue is insanity—insanity just being my 
word for what happens when raging hormones and blossoming sexuality and 
the need to individuate from your parents all converge in one big emotional 
typhoon. You know, insanity.

Assuming that the church desires to be faithful in the care of the 
children within her ranks, what is the biggest obstacle that keeps that care  
from happening?

Answer: Us. Parents.
We’re afraid that the sins of our children are going to expose our own sins. 

We’re afraid of being judged for our failures as parents. So we keep things 
under wraps and pretend we have everything under control.

Our lack of faith in God’s Word, our lack of trust in His people, and 
our pride and insecurity keep us resistant to those who love us and want to 
help. I have known all these fears and sins personally and I can testify to the 
incalculable help that God has given my wife and me through His church.

“

Temporary 
InsanITy  

Max Curell



The Warhorn   |   1110   |   The Warhorn Clearnote Pastors College: clearnotefellowship.org/training

In Colossians 1:28 the Apostle Paul tells us his goal is to “present every 
man complete in Christ.” What is our goal as parents but that we would 
present our children “complete in Christ”?

We are fools if we refuse to lean heavily upon the church as we strive 
toward this goal. And we are wicked if we place our appearance above the 
good of our children.

The day when our children are out from under our direct authority is 
coming quickly. It is inevitable; there is no escaping it. Soon they’ll stand 
alone before the many authorities that exist above us: the government, the 
university, the employer, the church.

This transition can be smooth or difficult for all parties concerned. We can 
make it painful. We can try to delay it. We can try to hide ourselves and our 
children within the confines of our compounds. Or we can embrace it as a 
good thing, the right thing—another step in the process of our children being 
made mature and godly men and women, complete in Christ. And another 
step in preparation for the day when they will stand alone before God, the 
ultimate authority—as will we all.

The more our children have witnessed us embrace and submit to the 
authorities in our lives, the easier it will be for them to individuate and 
come under those same authorities. And the easier it will be for us to watch  
them do so.

But this takes faith and humility. Without faith, that transition will be 
painful. But it won’t be less inevitable. It is coming, as surely as the day  
of judgment.

Have faith for God’s abundant provision for your children through His 
church. Lean on her for wisdom, for strength, for guidance, and for support. 
She is “the pillar and support of the truth.” And, by God’s grace, she’ll keep 
you and your teenage daughter from going insane. Or at least she’ll help make 
sure the insanity is only temporary.

Max Curell is an associate pastor at Clearnote Church, Bloomington. He wrote the 
article you just read, or are about to read, or are in the midst of reading.

i’m thinking I should probably call my firstborn child Melchizedek. Good, 
strong biblical name. “Mel” for short. I don’t know what we’ll do if  

she’s a boy.
Anyway, Mel will have golden-blonde curly hair and big blue eyes and 

dimpled cheeks and a cute little button nose. Also a forehead of some sort. 
And ears, hopefully.

Probably the most important consideration for any young man pondering 
marriage and children is: yes or no to scheduled breastfeeding? I know there 
are many different opinions about this. And by many different opinions, I 
mean two. Of the two opinions, I am going to choose the right one. The 
right choice would seem to be a superior choice to the wrong choice, in my 
opinion. If more people thought this way about breastfeeding, maybe society 
wouldn’t be where it is today.

For kindergarten, little Mel will attend public school. You might ask, Why 

rEflECTions on 
My firsTBorn 
CHilD 
William Sheldon Washington-Jones Jr. 
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not put her in a Christian kindergarten? Answer: She has to face the drug-
fueled degradation of our culture sometime. Once that’s out of the way, we 
will homeschool through eighth grade, and then she will attend a private 
Christian high school. By this time, Mel should have a handle on several 
languages and linguistic approaches, since during Mel’s formative years, my 
wife will speak to her only in Latin.

Around the second or third grade, Mel will probably want to join some 
sort of soccer league. This will be strictly forbidden. No child of mine will 
engage in those kinds of fruity European athletics. Besides, it would take 
precious time away from Pilates.

Mel’s keen early musical talent will lead to the mastering of several 
instruments, not including the pennywhistle. Any interest in the pennywhistle 
will be squelched. Friendship with children who play the pennywhistle will 
be squelched. We’re not a “pennywhistle” kind of family, in my opinion. Nor 
do we associate with those who are. This ties in to the larger point I am trying 
to make with this article, which is that I don’t care for the pennywhistle.

Anyway, there’s been lots of ink spilled on discipline for children. My 
strategy will be to explain to Mel that doing the right thing leads to happiness, 
and doing the wrong thing leads to not happiness. Unless my understanding 
of human nature fails me, she should then do the right thing 100% of the 
time. I don’t know why more parents don’t do this. What are parents thinking?

Even now as I write this, I can feel the sting of tears that will be in my eyes 
the day I lead Mel up the aisle and give her away to an astrophysicist she met 
at Harvard named Regis. “She’s not my little girl anymore, Regis,” I imagine 
myself saying to Regis. “You take good care of her, Regis.”

Dinner at Mel and Regis’s house will be wholesome, organic fare while 
the younger grandchildren delight us with their mastery of period baroque 
instrumentation, and the twins, Abelard and Heloise, recite the most poignant 
passages of Il Canzoniere. Anyway, that’s my basic plan for my firstborn child. 
If you are a single lady and you think that sounds good, give me a call. I also 
enjoy long walks on the beach.

William sheldon Washington-Jones Jr. is a new contributor to this magazine. He 
received a bachelor's degree in interpretive Thinking from the internet. His fourth 
grade teacher once told him he would never get anywhere by duplicating other 
people's work, but the joke was on her because now he has a job at kinko's.  
go to clearnotefellowship.org/warhorn for an interview wherein Willie expounds 
on this article.

one morning a few months ago, like too many mornings, I was rushing 
 my children out the door—leaving patience, kindness, and self-control 

scattered among the Legos. In the midst of my frenzy I started noticing the 
mounting pile of things I was growing aggravated about. Children fussing 
about leggings that were getting pushed up, misplaced shoes hiding under 
coats that had fallen off hangers, various things out of place (or that didn’t 
have a place to begin with), being big pregnant and out of breath and unable 
to carry as many things at once. Also, It is so stinking cold and I have no idea 
where my mittens are!

There I was, getting stupidly angry with my stupid, angry self for being 
stupid and angry again.

All at once, a conversation popped into my head that I had many years ago 
while working in a daycare center. After being around so many lovesick two-
and-a-half-year-olds, I became convinced that children need their mother at 
home. The other woman I was talking to said, “Not all women are cut out to 
stay at home.”

I knew it was a lie then. I know it more now. But, as I struggled out the 
door that day, I sort of believed it. I thought about the new baby on the way, 
and thought, I’m just not cut out for this. They’re going to have to put me in  
an institution.

You know the spiral. Rough morning scramble to get out the door, fussy 
naptime protesters, cranky bedtime routine. Doing it all by yourself, again. 
It’s so easy to cross that fine line of being under control and pressing on 
cheerfully to totally flipping your lid in an instant. And then you’ve blown 
it again. Despair, anger, even more edginess. Even when you do make some 
small repentance you lack the faith to fully trust in the Holy Spirit’s power 
to work. How many times have you repented before, and failed again,  
minutes later?

sTUPiD angry 
Amanda Mentzel
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In the van now and on our way, my screaming children finally shackled to 
their seats, I thought of some more things to grumble about. I knew a little 
getaway was coming that weekend, so in an attempt to escape the little prods 
that bring my sin to the surface, I was tempted to muscle through believing 
that it would be better once I have a little time away. All I wanted was an 
escape hatch.

Thankfully though, the Holy Spirit was breaking through to my hard 
heart. He was showing me of course that:

It’s not my children. It’s not my partially unpacked and disorderly house. 
It’s not the weather. It’s not anyone or anything else that’s causing these  
angry episodes.

Yeah. It’s me.
Later that afternoon I sat down with the kids and apologized to them for 

being angry and asked for their forgiveness. I won’t say I wasn’t reluctant to do 
so. I get that I have to confess my sins to God, but my kids? Really? Shouldn’t 
I be an example of holiness to them? Won’t they find an excuse for their own 
sin if they understand that Mama is a sinner too?

Well, that’s not how it worked out this time. They quickly gave me their 
forgiveness, and we had a good talk about how we all need God’s help when 
we sin and how Mama was no different.

And God blessed that little step of obedience with peace. Baby steps of 
faith bring blessing. God is not a miserly, hard-to-please father.

Here’s the point. Being a mother is hard. Dealing with other people, of 
any size, day in and day out who see your sin and you theirs, is hard. Loving 
anyone else besides ourselves is hard. We need lives of humble obedience and 
repentance, not half-hour bursts of perfection, with five-minute breaks to 
lock ourselves in the bathroom and scream. We need real confession and real 
forgiveness. Don’t let the spiral get out of control. Cut it short and repent.

amanda Mentzel is wife to Jake, and mother to Peter, lucy, iain, abraham, and 
geneva. she has a pretty cool blog about all this stuff at  
mentzelfamily.wordpress.com.
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Rachel Jankovic is a wife, 
homemaker, and mother. She 
received her bachelor's degree 
in Liberal Arts & Culture from 
New Saint Andrews College, but 
mostly reads cookbooks now to 
avoid story grip (being highly 
susceptible).  She and her husband 
Luke, have six children who know 
how to party. 
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