
Kathi Perry

My name is Kathi Perry. I grew up in California, and my home church 
is Rose Drive Friends in Yorba Linda. For the past sixteen years I have 
lived in Ireland as part of Evangelical Friends Mission. I am honored 
and thankful every day that I get to work with young families here. 
Previously, I was a teacher and a social worker, and I am a recorded 
Friends minister, all of which contributes to the work I do. With me in 
the picture above is my mother, Mary Perry.

My mom is an amazing musician. She has, as they say, the ear for it. For 
decades she played the organ at Rose Drive Friends and often played 
the piano as well. My siblings and I took piano lessons, but none of us 
ever came close to her skill. As we practiced, she would shout from 
another room, “That’s a B flat! In your left hand! That’s a flat!” She was 
always right. Often she would practice the piano after we went to bed, 
sometimes with Dad singing along. I loved going to sleep with music 
drifting up the stairs.

For Christmas this year, we each received a recording of Mom’s piano 
playing. She conspired to make a CD—just Mom sitting at a piano, 
playing hymns and choruses. It may be the best gift I’ve ever received, 
and it has inspired this week of devotions. I’m listening as I write (and 
if I could, I would enclose a CD for you too).
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Sunday
October 7

Come, Thou Fount 
of Every Blessing

BIBLE READING: 1 Samuel 7:7–12

In November, I invited a number of families to celebrate an 
American Thanksgiving with me here in Ireland. We were able 
to use a local church hall, and I warned them that they would 
be asked to share something they were thankful for—it is part 
of the tradition.

November is the month that I arrived in Ireland in 2001. 
As I stood around the table with these families, my friends, I 
took a stone in my hand and wrote the word Ebenezer on it. 
And I shared this:

In 1 Samuel, we are told that Samuel took a stone and 
set it up in a place where Israel was victorious over the 
Philistines. He named the stone Ebenezer which means 
“the stone of help.” And Samuel said, “Thus far the 
Lord has helped us.” Being (remarkably!) the oldest 
person in the room and knowing that life is full of both 
wonderful and terrible things, I can testify that, “Thus 
far the Lord has helped me.” I am thankful, and this I 
want to remember: The Lord has helped me thus far, 
and I’ve no cause to expect that will change.

The songwriter says, “Here I raise my Ebenezer; Hither 
by Thy help I’m come.” As a child, I just thought that was a 
funny thing to say. As an adult, I can see how God has walked 
with me until now. “And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, Safely 
to arrive at home.”

What are your Ebenezer stones? What do these stones 
mean to you?

SONG: Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “Here’s my heart, O take and 

seal it, Seal it for Thy courts above.”

—Kathi Perry
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Monday
October 8

BIBLE READING: John 15:9–17

My maternal grandfather was not a man of many words. In 
response to almost any story I would tell him, he would pat 
me on the arm and say, “Well, how about that.” I expect this 
conservation of words also happened in prayer. He spoke to 
Jesus as he would speak to a friend. He spoke his mind, and he 
trusted God.

His favorite hymn was “What a Friend We Have in Jesus,” 
and in his final days, he liked us to sing it around his bed. 
As Grandpa got closer to heaven, he began to believe that the 
railing on his bed was a fence. He often tried to climb over 
this fence because he could see Jesus on the other side, and he 
wanted to go to him.

How does one develop this intimacy with Jesus? The 
songwriter asks, “Can we find a friend so faithful, who will all 
our sorrows share?” How does one come to the quiet certainty 
that waiting just over the fence is that friend who “knows our 
every weakness”? I believe my grandpa loved this song because 
like him, it very simply gave this answer: “Take it to the Lord in 
prayer.” I believe Grandpa did this all day long.

This song reminds me to talk to Jesus as I would to a 
friend—over the back fence. And it reminds me that this is a 
privilege that I often take for granted.

SONG: What a Friend We Have in Jesus
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Jesus, you know already how 

weak I am and the burdens I carry. Remind me today to hand 
them to you—as many times as I take them back again.

—Kathi Perry

What a Friend We 
Have in Jesus
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Tuesday
October 9 Be Thou My Vision

BIBLE READING: Psalm 139:7–12

I’ve lived in Ireland more than sixteen years. When I am in the 
States, I travel and visit Friends churches around the country. 
Often, the service will include the song “Be Thou My Vision.” 
It is well known as an Irish hymn.

I felt God drawing me toward missions when I was fifteen, 
and from that time, I longed to serve wherever God sent me. I 
first felt my heart turn to Ireland in 1999, when I overheard a 
conversation in a fast food restaurant. This longing would not 
let me go, and over the next two years, I went through the pro
cess of discernment, application, and fundraising.

In those two years, I wept for the family I would leave 
behind. I wondered how I could love the Irish so much when I 
knew them so little. I grieved with my family as we unexpect
edly lost my dad, and then my grandmother. I did my best to 
prepare for the unknown, although I did not yet fully see God’s 
vision for me.

I had been in Ireland two months when I was invited to 
the National Concert Hall. During that evening a woman named 
Máire Brennan sang “Be Thou My Vision” in the original Irish. 
The people in the crowd joined in, singing this beautiful hymn 
all around me. I began to weep. All I could think was look 
what God has done—after so much sorrow, waiting, answered 
prayer, and expectation.

If I settle on the far side of the sea, you are there.

SONG: Be Thou My Vision
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “Heart of my own heart, 

whatever befall, Still be my Vision, O Ruler of all.”

—Kathi Perry
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BIBLE READING: Matthew 6:25–34

It is early summer as I am writing. We have had a long, cold, 
dark winter that included both a hurricane and a blizzard. When 
the sun comes out in Ireland, everyone is outside. It seems that 
everyone is cheerful and friendly. The days are long, and we try 
to enjoy every hour of daylight that we have.

I have inherited from my grandfather a love of the mystery 
of growing things. My garden is coming alive with potatoes, 
beets, strawberries, carrots, and more. Anemones, clematis, 
poppies, and lavender add color. I am astonished every day 
when I walk out the door that this beauty lives all around me.

There is a whole crowd (not the official word) of sparrows 
that live in the hedge bordering the garden. They can go through 
the contents of the feeder in less than two days. Larger birds on 
the ground gobble up what the sparrows don’t eat. Watching 
them come into the garden with their adolescent young and 
feed them in front of me is delightful. Truly.

A friend calls my garden my sacred space—a description 
that I love. My heart meets God there. “Then sings my soul, my 
Savior God to Thee, how great Thou art!”

I hope you have a sacred space where your heart can 
expand into the greatness of God. Have you stopped there 
recently? How can you worry for a single thing when you are 
there?

SONG: How Great Thou Art
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Draw my attention today to the 

beautiful way you have created the world around me. Remind 
me of your care for the least of your creatures, and how much 
more you care for me.

—Kathi Perry

Wednesday
October 10 How Great Thou Art
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BIBLE READING: Psalm 23

I have a very clear memory attached to this song, yet I know 
the memory isn’t mine. I picture a dimlylit room where my 
aunt rocks my baby cousin during the night. It is the night that 
follows the day my uncle died very suddenly. As she rocks 
her child, she sings, “Sometimes on the mount where the sun 
shines so bright, God leads his dear children along; Sometimes 
in the valley, in darkest of night, God leads his dear children 
along.”

I know this isn’t my memory. I was six years old, and we 
were camping when my uncle died. I was told this story much 
later, but the heartbreaking beauty of it lives so clearly in my 
mind. “Some thru the water, some thru’ the flood,…some thru 
great sorrow, but God gives a song. In the night season and all 
the day long.” Holding a baby who doesn’t know what he has 
lost. Passing the hours until her toddler awakes and doesn’t 
understand why his daddy isn’t coming home.

My aunt sings this song as a prayer over a child too young 
to understand; I feel the ache of that night when I hear this 
song. And I feel a bedrock beneath the grief, that leads us out 
of the valley again.

SONG: God Leads Us Along
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, whether we join another in 

the dark or walk it ourselves, we thank you for leading all the 
way.

—Kathi Perry

God Leads Us Along
Thursday
October 11
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BIBLE READING: Philippians 1:20–26

About nine years before my paternal Grandma (Grama) died, 
she had a heart attack. The family gathered at her bedside. She 
spoke elegant and eloquent goodbyes. She was so ready to go 
to heaven—and then she didn’t die. This made her angry. It 
took some time for her to accept with peace the extra days God 
granted her.

As I sat outside the hospital, prepared to say goodbye to 
Grama, this song was playing in my car: “My Jesus, I love Thee, 
I know Thou art mine.…I’ll love Thee in life, I will love Thee 
in death, and praise Thee as long as Thou lendest me breath.” 
I was in tears. As much as I didn’t want to say goodbye to 
Grama, I knew that this song gave voice to her life and faith.

In the years that followed, Grama descended into demen
tia. When she couldn’t remember us, when she couldn’t remem
ber what year it was or that her husband had died thirty years 
before, she remembered the name of Jesus. I can still hear her 
calling out to him as I walked away from my last visit with her.

As a hospice social worker, I often heard the last words 
that people could remember, held in some worn pathway of 
their mind. I wonder, with some trepidation, what will my 
mind hold on to? I hope they will be kind words.

I hope I will say, “If ever I loved Thee, My Jesus, ’tis now.”

SONG: My Jesus, I Love Thee
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Jesus, may my first thought each 

day be of you, and my first words be your name.

—Kathi Perry

My Jesus, I Love Thee
Friday
October 12
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BIBLE READING: Psalm 61:1–5

The first time I heard the chorus “I Love You, Lord,” I got the 
words wrong. I sang, “Take joy, my King, in what you hear, let 
me be a sweet, sweet sound in your ear.” I still sing it this way.

I recently came across a copy of the first page of my grand
mother’s will. It started like this:

My greatest possession on earth is the loving salvation 
given to me by my Lord Jesus Christ. By the loving sac
rifice of His blood, He has taken my sins upon Himself, 
and I shall live forever within the Glory of My Lord God 
in Heaven. This great gift and possession I cannot leave 
or bequest by this Will.

The psalmist says, “For you, God, have heard my vows; 
you have given me the heritage of those who fear your name” 
(v. 5). I know this is not everyone’s experience. Whatever the 
past has been, God can redeem it. If you need to, you can design 
a new heritage for your family. Your life can be a living testi
mony of God’s faithfulness, and a sweet, sweet sound in the ear 
of God.

My heritage quite literally contains a sweet, sweet 
sound—the piano playing in the next room still echoes in my 
heart and memory.

My grandmother’s will went on to say that if anyone did 
not have this great gift, then, “I leave to you the Word of God, 
which has sustained me through many worldly trials, and my 
prayer” that others would show the way to Christ.

SONG: I Love You, Lord
PRAYER SUGGESTION: I love you, Lord. Let my life be 

the sound that draws others to you.

—Kathi Perry

I Love You, Lord
Saturday
October 13


