
Welcome to My World          12/10/2022 

As we draw closer to Christmas, I am filled with mixed emotions for various reasons.  We have had gray skies 

for more days than I can count, so that always affects my mood.  I keep my Christmas tree lit and have little 

winter trees in my room to add some 'light' to my surroundings, and it helps.  There is nothing like the sunshine 

and blue skies however, and I miss them.  This may sound odd, but I feel closer to God when I can see the sun 

shining down on me.  I'm not worshipping the sun, but it gives my mind a focal point when I speak with the 

Almighty, and frankly, I miss 'seeing him'.  I also delight in his ability to take my breath away when he paints his 

sky with a glorious sunset. 

I've finished my Christmas shopping and have even wrapped all gifts that will be going with us when we head 

down to my son's house on Christmas day.  I still need to wrap the gifts for the boys, and I better get to it next 

week since they will be out of school for a couple of weeks after that.  "Jesus, help me not kill them during that 

time."  I'm not kidding.  I love these boys so much, but they do try my nerves, mostly when they are fighting 

with each other.  This grandma can handle quite a bit, but I am a wimp when it comes to yelling, hitting, and 

throwing.  Zero tolerance there. 

With another day of gray skies and feeling a bit lonely, I have stayed in bed all morning. I woke at six o'clock 

and put on a pot of coffee. With my window shades pulled up, I turned on my little winter trees and sat up in 

bed to read for a bit. The house was blissfully quiet, so it wasn't long before I was back under my covers and 

curled up with my pillow for a morning nap.  My morning nap turned into a few hours until I was wakened to the 

sweet sounds of two boys yelling at each other, again.  I still lingered in bed, contemplating the laundry that 

needed to be done, and the soup I planned on putting in the crockpot wasn't going to prepare itself. 

So here I am.  I knew I wanted to write my blog today since tomorrow holds more obligations.  I need to study 

for a paraprofessional test that I'll be taking on Monday.  I took the same test years ago, but I don't trust my 

nearly sixty-year-old memory to save my life.  It is ironic that at this age I'm trying to find a job that has fewer 

hours and a significantly lower rate of pay!  Aside from the loneliness that has plagued me most of my life, I 

wouldn't change a thing.    

I feel absolutely and utterly blessed that I have been able to take some time off to sort things out.  I cannot tell 

you how many times God has protected me, provided funds that were needed, opened doors, held me close 

when I wasn't sure I could take another step.  I am so humbled by his goodness and provision.  Even in my 

melancholy moments, he is right here with me.  He is faithful with his promises, my dear friends, but he doesn't 

promise results based on our personal timelines.  Sometimes we must wait, and that is right where I find 

myself. 

But I'm getting better at it.  May I dare say that I'm proud of myself?  I have always had an independent spirit, 

but I think much of that was lost over the past thirty years.  I'm comfortable and caring for two little boys; 

something I would not have imagined for myself at this point in my life.  I have three grown children who are 

finding their way, but most importantly, I have a good relationship with all three. I couldn't say that just a few 

short months ago.  God is allowing me to use this time to decide new directions for my life.  I may move to a 

new town.  I may not.  It's a work in progress, and even amid the lonely moments, I am excited for what is not 

yet known.   

One warning I must share is to be careful if you're going through these bittersweet moments.  Make sure you 

have good friends who are grounded in faith, and don't be afraid to call on them if you hit a low point.  The 

enemy is on my heels all the time, reminding me of when I was not doing so well and screaming in my ear the 

things that he knows will take me under.  I have dear friends who remind me WHO I belong to, and they are 

like fresh air when I'm not sure I can breathe.  You also need to be in God's word, continually.  The Bible is 

God's love letter to us, so you must spend time with him, asking him to reveal his truths to you.  Pray.  Just talk 

to the Lord, sharing your heart.  You can tell him anything because he already knows everything about you 

anyway.  But there is something to speaking your heart out loud that is of great benefit to you.  I speak from 

experience. 



In a nutshell, today's blog is a simple reminder of the Lisa Jo tagline…"You are never alone."  I hope you find 

comfort in knowing that there are so many like you and me.  Life is hard, so very hard.  But we must 

remember, especially at this time of year, it is a precious gift.  Our job is to discover God's purpose for the life 

he has given us.  Don't give up.  If you're one of those who doesn't know where to look for a friend, I'm right 

here.  Click on the 'Contact Us' page and send me an email.  It comes straight to me. 

So, welcome to my world today. I'm still in my pj's as I write this.  I think we're going to see Christmas lights 

when it gets darker… I might get dressed, I might not.  And you know what?  It is ok. 

Blessings, 

Lisa Jo 

    

     
 

 

My world… 1.The view from my bed, 2. My trees, 3. My Nativity (special gift), 4. My desk, 5. My favorite things. 


