
Harold “Doc” Arnett 

I grew up on a dairy and row-crop farm in southern Kentucky back 
toward the middle of the previous century. My 33 year career in 
education has included seven years of teaching high school indus-
trial arts, seven years of preparing elementary and secondary teach-
ers at the college level, and seven years of being principal at an 
alternative school. Interestingly, I now find myself in my seventh 
year as an administrator at the oldest college in Kansas (Highland 
Community College, Highland, Kansas)! 

My wife of twenty years, Randa, and I enjoy traveling, hiking, re-
modeling and gardening. We also find fulfillment and pleasure in 
singing and sharing our music. I have been e-publishing my spiritual 
reflections on an almost daily basis ever since 2001. I currently 
publish those at docarnett.wordpress.com, if you are so inclined. 
For this week's theme, I chose "release." Jesus came into the world 
to free people from guilt and condemnation and from the law of sin 
and death. The "freedoms" this world offers are illusions and often 
used as masks for sin and oppression. The freedoms that Jesus 
provides are genuine and enduring. I hope this week's devotions help 
you to both appreciate and experience the release that is found 
through Christ. 
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Sunday 
November 7 Release from Nostalgia 

BIBLE READING: Ecclesiastes7:1-12 
The farmers of my youth gathered in the back of Merritt Jor-
dan’s old general store in Browns Grove, Kentucky. They 
occasionally argued about seed brands and tractors and the 
trivial matters of national policies. They were united, though, 
when it came to the subject of past and present: things were 
certainly going downhill in a hurry. “Boy, that sure wasn’t 
how we were raised.” “When I was growing up, kids did 
whatever they were told to do and they didn’t argue about it.” 
“I just don’t see how this ol’ world can last much longer; 
there’s so much more bad in it now.” 

I marveled at how wonderful things must have been for 
them, living in that Eden of Yesteryear. But later, I began to 
reflect on the true nature of their “good ole days” and notice 
some extreme selectivity. They hadn’t talked about the wars, 
hot or cold. They hadn’t talked about the abuse of minorities, 
the diseases that ravaged the world, and the infant mortality 
rate at the end of the nineteenth century.  

When we become fixated on nostalgia, we often deceive 
ourselves about the true nature of our history and we may fail 
to live in appreciation of our present blessings. On the other 
hand, if our memories focus upon the defeats, disappoint-
ments, and hardships of our own personal history, we may 
easily miss out on the present good. Faith invites us to be 
thankful for the blessings of the past and the present and to 
believe that there is always the opportunity for good in our 
lives.  

SONG: It Is Well with My Soul 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that we might embrace the 

lives we are given, with grace and thanksgiving, and trust 
both the present and the future to him who has made us. 

—Harold Arnett 
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Monday 
November 8 Release from Ingratitude 

BIBLE READING: Ecclesiastes 6:1-6 
I’ve seen children with a roomful of toys pout because there 
was nothing to play with and I’ve seen other kids whose fami-
lies had next to nothing happily banging a spoon against a 
pan. It’s almost as if some are born with an inclination of 
appreciation while others could walk through the most fra-
grant and beautiful rose garden in the world and notice noth-
ing but the thorns. 

It is well documented among psychologists, researchers, 
and armchair philosophers that the primary common factor 
among happy people has almost nothing to do with circum-
stances. Having more, newer, bigger, or brighter possessions 
affects the tax bill a lot more than it affects the satisfaction 
index. Indeed, the suicide rate is actually lower among the 
poor than among the well-to-do. What does promote true 
quality of life is the capacity to treasure whatever good is in 
our lives. 

I think about growing up on a farm in southern Ken-
tucky and how hard we had to work. When I was five years 
old, I had to get up before dawn, feed calves, and help with 
the milking. After school, I repeated the same chores. In spite 
of all of that labor, we still wore patched hand-me-downs and 
homemade clothes. I have so much more now than we had 
then. I live in a nice house in a nice neighborhood, drive a 
nice car. But it is my choices of gratitude, appreciation, and 
stewardship that determine whether or not these material 
goods are blessings or afflictions. 

SONG: Revive Us Again 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that you and other believ-

ers might always be grateful for material means and eager to 
use those to bless others. 

—Harold Arnett 
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Tuesday 
November 9 Release from Inverted Priorities 

BIBLE READING: Zechariah 4:1-10 
Not long after we started work on our home here in Missouri, I 
began to wonder if we’d made a good choice. The entire west 
yard sloped right toward the house and every time it rained, 
the basement collected a few inches of water. Even though I’m 
neither an architect nor an engineer, I knew that the first step 
toward a dry basement was turning water away from the 
house instead of toward it. I suppose we could have opted for 
a self-replenishing indoor swimming pool, but that hardly 
seemed practical. 

Instead, I decided to build a retaining wall near the 
property line and level the yard with a slight slope away from 
the house. We’d end up with a dry basement and a croquet 
court, both of which I believed I would enjoy. 

After several hours and moving tons of dirt, I was ready 
to begin building the stone wall. What struck me as remark-
able was that the greatest satisfaction was not with all the 
moving and digging and leveling; it was that first shovelful of 
gravel I threw into the footing that told me, “This is going to 
happen. It is going to happen and it is going to work. This is 
going to completely change this property.” 

The first moment of faith, the first notion of repentance, 
the first insight into the reality of Christ, the first deliberate 
choice of good over evil, of compassion over indifference, of 
forgiveness over bitterness—these small things are monumen-
tal in their significance and in their power. Let us ever cherish 
them, regardless of to whom they belong. 

SONG: Standing on the Promises 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that we will remember the 

glory of the ordinary and power of small things. 
—Harold Arnett 
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Wednesday 
November 10 

Release from Fear of  
Lack of Provision  

BIBLE READING: Matthew 6:25-27 
The winter of 2010 was the bitterest in memory for most peo-
ple living in northwest Missouri. Record low temperatures 
seemed to become the routine across much of the Midwest in 
January. After a fire ruined one of our apartments, my brother, 
Paul, flew out from Ohio in spite of the cold to help us with 
cleanup and repairs. He and I walked out of the basement 
entrance on one of those bitter mornings and saw something 
that surprised us both: a group of bluebirds loosely huddled 
above the snow in the low branches of a honeysuckle bush.  

Their colors seemed brilliant against the frozen white; 
orange chests and blue backs, all fluffed and puffy. “They look 
huge,” I commented. “Yeah,” Paul replied, “all fluffed up 
trying to stay warm.” 

Fifty feet away, another small group of dark gray birds 
with black heads and beaks caught breaks of early morning 
sun, sheltered by a clump of old limbs and branches stacked 
on the sloping bank beneath the trees. Some sat still, some-
how warmed by a frozen sun while others flitted among the 
tangle of brush. None of them looked weak or worn or the 
least bit concerned. 

In a world where even the wild birds find shelter from  
–30° wind chills and some place of protection in the midst of 
winter, how much more blessed are we who not only have the 
provisions of this life but also have the very Spirit of God 
living within us! 

SONG: His Eye Is on the Sparrow 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that all followers of Christ 

might trust in him for daily provision.  
—Harold Arnett 
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Thursday 
November 11 Release from Fear and Worry 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 6:28-34 
As we rode over toward Highland Monday morning, it seemed 
that clear skies were forming: the last clouds from Sunday 
night’s storm could barely be seen in the eastern sky, having 
passed beyond us. Then, from the eastern crest of the Wolf 
River Bottom, we could see mist hanging above the river and a 
dense fringe of gray slumped around the western ridge. As we 
came up the hill, the chill of that air began to coat the wind-
shield with silver droplets. At the top, it seemed that we had 
driven into a Stephen King novel. 

Two minutes earlier, we’d been driving through the 
clear of a Kansas morning. Now, we drove in dense fog. Heavy 
gray closed off the light of day. Toward either side, we could 
see nothing beyond the road bank. Perspective of distance 
vanished; familiar landmarks disappeared. 

It’s not that unusual that we encounter similar situations 
in life. In one moment, we are rolling along in comfort, confi-
dent of where we are going and of when we will get there. In 
another, even that which was close by seems distant, hidden, 
distorted. In such times, we must learn to rely upon him who 
has made our path, to trust in his hand to keep us in the way 
of safety and still moving toward our destination. We must 
abandon the illusion of the clear day that suggests that we 
control our way, and allow him to guide us through the fog of 
our grief, our pain, our anger, our wounding. We must travel 
in a faith that is greater than our seeing, trusting in the vision 
that still sees beyond the storm. 

SONG: Trusting Jesus, That Is All 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray for greater trust in God’s 

great love. 
—Harold Arnett 
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Friday 
November 12 Release from Our Past 

BIBLE READING: Ephesians 2:1-10 
More than 30 years ago, I inherited a refrigerator. Well, more 
accurately, one was left in an old house I bought. Whoever left 
it there also left everything that was inside it a few months 
earlier when they vacated the premises. I’ll spare you the most 
disagreeable details. Your imagination is probably already at 
work, anyway. Let’s just say it was the most offensive, nause-
ating, disgusting thing I’d ever encountered and I’d grown up 
on a farm with chickens, hogs, and cattle. Cleaning that refrig-
erator filled with rotten food topped all of those things on my 
list of quease-inducing activities. With the help of a friend, I 
moved the refrigerator out into the yard. Without the help of 
that friend, I got everything out, turned a garden hose on it 
and began the cleaning part. 

I remembered that little pleasure not long ago when 
Randa and I had to clean out and clean up the kitchen in one 
of our apartments. It took the better part of a day for us to 
clean the stove, refrigerator, counters, cabinets, and floors. 
Carelessness in a kitchen can sure lead to lots of work for 
someone! 

There’s a simple explanation for all of those hours of 
scrubbing, scraping, cleaning, and scouring; it’s the only way 
there is to get rid of the grease and grime and make those 
things look new again. The only way. And that is the same 
explanation for why God decided to send his Son to earth and 
make him the atoning sacrifice for our sins.  

There was no other way. 

SONG: Jesus Paid It All 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Give thanks that through grace 

we have been rescued from death and made alive with Christ. 
—Harold Arnett 
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Saturday 
November 13 Release from Fear of Abandonment 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 28:16-20 
From time to time in his walk with men, the Carpenter would 
spend some time in solitude. Away from the crowds; away, 
even, from his closest friends. In the wilds of Israel, amidst 
the stone and brush, he would lay down the rush of life. For a 
while, he would leave the knife-edged press of duty and de-
sire, rekindle the fire of meaning, restore the closeness he 
needed with Father and Spirit. 

We also need such time for solitude, time to reflect, to 
absorb, to be cleansed, refreshed. There are ways God’s Spirit 
ministers to us in these times that are not possible in crowded 
lives and schedules. But while we need such moments, our 
lives were not intended for the insulation of living alone, 
unfeeling and withdrawn. 

We sometimes walk too fast, feet not quite touching 
earth, face not quite touching wind, fingers kept just short of 
touching others. In ways that seem strange and perplexing, we 
move along so crowded we cannot extend our arms, yet with 
such distance that we avoid all contact. We are sometimes 
lonely in this shell that keeps us safe and sometimes the lone-
liness is the danger. 

Some of us are meant to be torches, shining in the night, 
yielding light along the path. Others are meant to be coals, 
glowing together as one, yielding warmth and comfort. None 
of us were meant to be alone even when our walk calls us to 
serve without company. Even in the gathering of only two or 
three souls, Jesus comes into our midst. 

SONG: Closer to Thee 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that all believers might 

draw close to God so that he might draw close to us. 
—Harold Arnett 

 


