
Doc (Harold W.) Arnett 

I grew up in the farmlands of southwestern Kentucky. My wife of 
over twenty-two years Randa and I now live in northeastern Kansas. 
We both work at Highland Community College where Randa teaches 
Spanish and I am the director of institutional research. 

I've been writing poetry seriously for nearly thirty years. This series 
of devotions is focused on our relationship with God as reflected in 
the geography of this part of Kansas. I see such constant reminders, 
lessons, and testimony in God’s handiwork in this world. 

Readers of The Fruit of the Vine can join me at my blog: http://
docarnett.wordpress.com 
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Sunday 
August 19 

Tangled Testimony (Moving  
Toward Perfection…and Rest) 

BIBLE READING: Philippians 1:3-11 
The gray trunk of the catalpa tree just outside the window 
crooks and sways its way toward the heavens. Its branches 
rise and dip, twist and droop. Loops and knurls catch bits of 
the whirling snow, wild growth sprawling and spiraling to-
ward sky and earth and all sorts of in-betweens. 

Like that tree, our lives catch the wind, and we turn, 
slowly spinning between moments of clarity. We tumble, 
stubborn and focused, knowing that we are caught for now in 
this struggle of flesh and spirit. Even though our nature is car-
nal, we remember that we are nonetheless only a little lower 
than the angels. 

We carry the weight of this world and this flesh, yet 
yield to the work of a greater hand; we show the tensioned 
shape between what we are and what we were intended to be. 
Even the apostle Paul talked about the warfare between the 
nature of the flesh, the body, and the more noble desires of 
our spirits. 

And yet—by the working of the God who loves us—we 
find that even in that constant struggle between dirt and glory, 
we still bear our way upward, enduring the bone-bruising 
cold and the fiery fevers of this world. 

By his power, by his grace, by his love, we will receive a 
new body and be—finally and eternally— as he is. 

SONG: We Will Dance 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray for all believers who  

struggle, yet endure. 
—Doc Arnett 
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Monday 
August 20 

Stormy Morning 
(Enduring the Testing) 

BIBLE READING: 1 Peter 1:3-9 
There is nothing strange about the sound of strong winds in 
northeastern Kansas. In fact, it’s just part of the gestalt of 
northeastern Kansas. But wind and thunder in February—
now, that’s another matter altogether. Snow storms, yes. Bliz-
zards, occasionally. But thunderstorms don’t normally come 
around this time of year. The two inches of rain predicted by 
the National Weather Service is definitely not the sort of 
storm we normally expect the day after Groundhog Day. 

In ways more significant than the state of the weather, 
life sometimes brings us something unexpected. Sometimes, 
that unexpected thing is also undesired. We rarely welcome 
those things, preferring very much to continue with our 
“normal” lives uninterrupted by sickness, disaster, calamity, 
etc. 

In many situations, we know that if we endure the tem-
porary of something other than our expectation, life has its 
way of turning back to the ways that need less explanation. 
Unexpected trips to the doctor for children’s stitches may be 
an annoyance; a diagnosis of leukemia is something else en-
tirely. 

But in those other situations, like tornadoes and cancer, 
we sometimes learn that our strength is greater than we 
thought and comes closer to the faith that we initially had. 
Many times, the very thing that we would never choose brings 
us the greatest strengthening, the greatest growth, the greatest 
increase of faith. 

SONG: I Will Praise You in This Storm 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that the testing of our faith 

will yield its fruit of strength and character. 
—Doc Arnett 
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Tuesday 
August 21 

The Ancient of Days 
(Drawing Near to God) 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 145:17-21 
As I walk out across the yard, heading toward the horse shed, 
I ponder at the low light of a slight crescent moon that barely 
shows through the thin clouds of this January morning. The 
cold crust of the earth lies below in the darkness of a day not 
yet fully formed. 

It is cold, and I am grateful for a warm place to sleep and 
for warm clothes to wear. In these quiet moments of morning, 
when there is less traffic on the road and in my head, I have a 
keener sense of God’s presence. It is not the same as the ex-
perience of worship when surrounded by a congregation of 
believers; but there is a fine, reassuring sense, nonetheless. 
These encounters with the creation renew my longing to draw 
near to my Creator also through the study of his Word and in 
quiet time of devotion and contemplation. 

As I finish the feeding and turn toward the house, I look 
back toward the east. Beyond the bluffs and the bare-branched 
ridge, in the thin cut between the overhanging shroud and the 
blackness of frozen ground, a thawing sun sends its warming 
orange light—a glowing promise of what endures, a comfort-
ing reminder of pure love that holds our lives beyond the cold 
and darkness and beyond the cloud and storm. He who has 
formed us is always near to those whose hearts yearn for him. 

SONG: Still 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray for those who are discour-

aged. Pray that the Spirit of God will come close to them with 
comfort and reassurance, stirring up hope within them. 

—Doc Arnett 
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Wednesday 
August 22 A Strengthening Hope 

BIBLE READING: John 15:1-6 
As I sit at the computer and look out the north window, I can 
see the morning sky as it sags, heavy and gray, drooped 
around dead trees and grass like a heavy shroud. On the old 
elm tree, broken branches hang, caught in twisted strands 
from the ice storm three years ago. 

As I look out at the small pasture, I see lumps of 
sloughed growth spread across the field and backyard of an 
abandoned house—its windows dark, black in the bleakness 
of this morning’s limpid light. 

And yet, there is a growing tinge of green screened by 
tufts from last year’s dying growth, faint but filling in the 
burned spaces of the pasture and along the ditch bank. I know 
that a seasonal freshening is coming, with ancient roots ad-
vancing the renewal of spring, filling in the barren patches of 
winter’s scourging. 

In my life I have often seen in the aftermath of the trial, 
in the following of those things that try me and test me, there 
is a great blessing of growth and change. Even from those 
branches that have been twisted by the testings of life, new 
sprouts emerge and new growth occurs. In our souls and in 
our spirits, God uses all things to shape us to be more like 
himself, to bring forth the light that he has placed within us. 

SONG: I Am the Vine and Ye Are the Branches 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray for God's Spirit to reveal 

the dead and unfruitful branches in your life, asking that he 
will prune you so that you may bear much fruit. 

—Doc Arnett. 
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Thursday 
August 23 

Slow Morning 
(Doing Our Duty) 

BIBLE READING: Ephesians 2:4-10 
I hate those nights when insomnia breaks its way into my in-
tended resting. Sometimes, even when it seems my body is on 
the brink of exhaustion, I find my thoughts keeping me awake. 
I hate such nights, but I really dread those mornings that come 
inevitably after. 

Most likely, if I am able eventually to get a couple hours 
of sleep, I’m going to wake up with a killer headache. My 
whole body is going to feel achy, and I will have trouble fo-
cusing on any particular task, especially during the first few 
hours. 

What I’d really like to do on those days (fortunately, 
they’re pretty rare) is just stay in bed, pull the covers up over 
my head, and disappear. Maybe by noon—or early after-
noon—I’ll feel like joining the rest of the human race. Maybe. 

There are days that feel like that spiritually, too, when I 
just don’t feel like being kind, compassionate, understanding, 
forgiving, and gentle. Frankly, on those days, I’m more likely 
to act like a bear than to be forbearing! 

In all honesty, my devotion to and imitation of Christ on 
such days is more likely to be born out of duty than out of 
enthusiasm. But even when my service is rendered as obliga-
tion rather than joyful sacrifice, following through in my duty 
to Christ is far better than neglecting it. 

SONG: Let the Beauty of Jesus Be Seen in Me 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that all believers will  

ake to heart the admonition of the Lord that his followers  
be committed to doing "all things whatsoever I have  
commanded you." 

—Doc Arnett 
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Friday 
August 24 

Burning the Pasture 
(Preparing for God's Planting) 

BIBLE READING: James 1:16-22 
I love this ancient ritual of spring burning—clearing fields of 
the dead growth from last year. I start the fire at the end of the 
field opposite of the way the wind is blowing, then beat down 
the tall flames with the back of the rake. 

Smoke etches my eyes, bringing tears while I stand in 
patches of fire for a moment or two. The wind switches sides, 
and I am able to work along the line of the posts, getting most 
of the fire fodder pulled away before the posts catch fire. With 
a firebreak blackened, I start the burn along the southern side 
of the pasture, spreading the edge with the rake, letting the 
wind take the work. 

The moon hangs brightly above the smoke; long, thin 
streaks of clouds line the northern sky. The creeping red rim 
feeds in the stubble, slipping around the matted flatness from 
winter and the horse’s walking. 

It is midnight before I finish the field, flames dying in 
the damp nap of the sod. I walk the field carefully, crushing 
the remnants of fire beneath soot-covered boots. I think about 
how both faith and hate can cling to the least red ember, 
catching in the tinder of grass and flashing out into life again. 
With both good and evil, whatever we nurture bears its own 
full fruit. 

SONG: Change My Heart, O God 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that God will root  

out from your heart any bitterness or desire for vengeance, 
replacing it with love—even for those who have wounded  
you deeply. 

—Doc Arnett 
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Saturday 
August 25 

Walking in the Cold 
(Drifting from God) 

BIBLE READING: Hebrews 6:1-8 
My breath pushes out in front of me in the distinct steam that 
shows on a cold winter morning like this. It carries a few feet 
in this harsh wind, then trails off into nothing. In my youth, I 
imagined it was like the puffing of a dragon too young to 
breathe fire. 

It takes less than two minutes for me to reach the shed, 
but the skin of my face is already tingling. I can see white frost 
caught on the hairs of the horse’s face where his breathing has 
frozen in the negative thirty degree wind chill. 

By the time I've finished the feeding, the watering, and 
the shoveling, my fingers have moved past the tingling into 
that mingling of aching and numbness. I don’t want to imag-
ine what they would feel like without these thick gloves. 

Since I was a child, I haven't walked in such winter 
without wondering what it would be like to freeze to death. I 
wondered about the initial pain, the long aching, the uncon-
trollable shaking, and the final giving in to that numbing 
sleep. 

I know that drifting away from God is much like this: a 
stepping out into a vast emptiness and a last sting of con-
science when we either turn back to the hearth of faith and 
love or walk numb and lifeless in the track of our own choos-
ing. 

SONG: Light the Fire Again 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Pray that all believers may be 

on their guard against the temptation to become indifferent to 
God, and pray that those who have drifted may turn back to 
Christ. 

—Doc Arnett 
 


