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Nelson Senft has been pastor of a small
church in Northern Alberta for 27 years.
He is also a part time instructor at Peace
River Bible Institute. Nelson has been
married to Margaret for 34 years. They
have two married children and are
looking forward to the birth of their first
grandchild this spring. Nelson grew

up on a grain farm in Saskatchewan,
and loves to help local farmers when
they needed it. He served for twelve

years with the LaGlace Volunteer Fire ol &

Department, County of Grande Prait
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Chad Kennedy

My name is Chad Kennedy, Canadian
Armed Forces Veteran and First
Responder, I have PTSD, I know grief,
I know trauma, I have contemplated
suicide...

April T. Giauque

IGNITE Magazine

April T Giauque is a published author,
amplifying speaker, & writer. Her first
published work, Pinpoints of Light: Es-
caping the Abyss of Abuse, is her memoir
about escaping abuse, being homeless
with five children, and finding the light.
Her second book, Out of Darkness Find,
Fuel, and Live in Your Light, takes you on
a healing journey to step out of Darkness
and into the light.

As a writing coach, ghostwriter, and edi-
tor, she empowers women to move from
trauma to truth and darkness to light by
helping them uncover the heart of their
story and share it boldly through writing
and speaking.
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SHATTERED PIECES

BY EDITOR: LORIE GURNETT

Do you know what it feeling like to have the
rug pulled out from under you? Or perhaps
the wind knocked out of you? Life can be a
rollercoaster and can sometimes be very

difficult to navigate.

Have you ever dropped a porcelain bowl on
the floor? Do you recall how the pieces
shatter and scatter? My life has felt like
this many times. It is very difficult to clean
up all the shattered pieces without cutting
yourself, plus if you try to put it back
together, it never appears the same. | have
learned that when | shatter, it is not my job
to pick up the pieces. You see, | need to
trust God to pick up those shards of my life
and discard the pieces that are no long
needed. He is refining me and shaping me.
He is the great potter; | am just the clay in

His hands.

| have a strong fear of falling, what God
has been teaching me is that when the rug

is pulled out from

under me and | fall backwards, | no longer
need to fear. | am not saying that | don't
fear, but that God's protection is greater
than my fear. | can fall into His loving arms
and trust He is holding me and refining me
into something more wonderful than | could

ever imagine.

One of my biggest prayers is for God to
give me the heart of David, the wisdom of
Solomon, the faith of Samuel, the strength
of Samson, and the trust of Ruth. | want to
become a woman after God’s own heart
despite the darkness that is threatening to
destroy me. He is holding me and He has
the victory! | only need to crawl into His
loving arms and allow Him to heal me. He is
the one who is in control, | only need to

trust.

When the shattered pieces of your life
scatter, crawl into His lap and allow Him to
hold you. He will never give up on you and

He is the great protector and creator.

"Its breaking is like that of a potter's vessel that is smashed so ruthlessly that among its

fragments not a shard is found with which to take fire from the hearth,
or to dip up water out of the cistern.” - Isaiah 40:14

IGNITE Magazine
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My ]denﬂty as a

First Responder

What inspired me to do what I did:

My family and I moved to the
Grande Prairie area in 1996 where
I began to pastor a church in a
small town and have continued

to this day. About a year after we
arrived, I was invited to join the
county volunteer fire department
which I did. As a pastor who lived
in the town, I was more available
to respond to calls during the

day when many of the volunteers
were away at work. I saw it as

a challenge, and opportunity to
learn new skills and a way I could
serve the community outside of
my role as a pastor. As people
saw me as a first responder to
emergencies it gave them the
chance to see me as someone who
was concerned for the well-being
of the entire community and not
only my church family. I continued
as a fire fighter for twelve years
and considered it to be a valuable
experience that taught me many
things about life and service.

Some Things I Learned about my
identity as a first responder:

I am a member of the community
who can respond and help

In any community, it is easy to
conclude that someone else can
take the time and effort to become
a volunteer first responder. I
thought hard about that before
joining the fire department,
concluded that I had the ability,

IGNITE Magazine

Article by:
Nelson Senft
biblefel@gpwins.ca
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Station No.1 La Glace

the opportunity to serve as a responder, and
there definitely was a need in our area.

I am someone who cannot fix everything but
can do something.

“V can do all things thru Christ who
strengthens me”

~Philippians 413~

Being somewhat of a perfectionist, I struggled

at times with my role as a first responder. I can
remember times when we were riding to a fire
or a motor vehicle collision and thinking, I do
not have the first clue about what to do when we
get there. This was not a good feeling! But we
were always able to help, even if all we supplied
was traffic control at a traffic collision scene or
remaining at a fire scene to put out hot spots. 1
saw that everyone’s contribution was important,
no matter how small.

Who will make mistakes and not be thanked
but will do it anyway.

IGNITE Magazine

“By God’s grace | am what 1 am”

~1 Cor. 15:10~

(;ande Prairie Rﬂﬂw Fil I did make mistakes and there were times I admit

I did not respond when I could have gone out.

I am not proud of these times, but there were
many times when I did get out of bed and go into
the night.

Sometimes the people we helped were not
appreciative of our help, quite the opposite. I
thank God that none of my mistakes caused
much harm to others, and some of the things
actually helped people.

Who will see and experience things that are hard
to forget. I have been to scenes of attempted
suicide, death, and some of the memories linger.
I have learned that someone must do the hard
things in life and that God can heal my memories
of events He never intended to happen.

Who will put other’s interests ahead of my own.

“Each ofyou should look not only
in His own interest, but also in the

interest of others.”

~Pilippians 2:4~

Although it was not the easiest experience in my
life, my time as a volunteer responder taught me
to put the interests of others ahead of my own

in very practical ways. I learned to see the pager

going off as a call from someone who needs help.

In summary: My identity was not found in being
a hero but a helper.

We do what we can do, it is never enough and
will never be appreciated fully by others.

If we are secure in who we are and secure in God,
we can face any situation with confidence.
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“A[though it was not the easiest
experience in my [ife, my time as a
volunteer Vesponder taught me to put

the interests of others ahead ofmy

own in very practica[ ways.”
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Even Though 1 Walk
Through the Vauey...

Psalm 23
Article by: Debbie Marks

I don’t know about you, but this is

where I found the solution to go through

grieving for my mom after her passing.
It is hard to explain to someone else the
hole left in your heart when you lose
two special people rolled into one, my
mom and my best friend. Mom was my

confidant, along with being there to hold

my hand. Because of her, I learned to
manage my childhood abuse.

We would talk at least 4 to 5 times a week.

Those times I needed to talk to her while
driving home from somewhere, I would
call her and we would talk until I arrived
home. I miss those talks!

Then came the time I didn’t expect. The
call that started her travels through
many trials and tribulations but also
finding peace in her life. It was with
her and my strength that we moved
forward through her life no matter what
we faced. My siblings found it very
difficult to understand and thought I
was wrong in many avenues [ went
through with her. But it did not matter
tome. Isupported my mom with her
needs and she was comfortable. But my
family and grandchildren were there to
support her by visiting her and sharing
their different excitement’s going on

in their life. You name it from sports

to boyfriends, birthdays, and their
special school activities. My mom loved
sharing her talents, with the kids and
encouraged them to do the same. During

my childhood, my mom taught me how
to sew my clothes, learn to grow our
produce, then preserve them by canning
and freezing them. I carried these
lessons through with my children and
taught them the same. To this day we all
enjoy the food we grow that is natural
and chemical-free. They love it when
the popcorn we grow is ready to collect
the cobs and dry them.

The best part is popping the first batch
smothered in butter over an open fire witl
the grandkids around us.

-

I was reaching the end of putting up

IGNITE Magazine
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a heavy harvest which I had
mentioned when I realized my
mom was now my top priority
going forward. I would become
her caregiver and I looked at this as
a proud moment in my life.

Knowing now, she did her best
during my childhood. Going
through my young adult
difficulty. Don’t get me wrong it
was not out of a sense of duty,
but the love I had for her.

“1 realized at that moment that
when 1was born, it was just my
mom and me in the de[ivery room,
now it was just my mom and me
’cogethev in her passing.”

I gave my mom the chance to
visit places and see the ocean.

There is nothing like eating we might have had to go through. We
pizza and having a beer while looked at each situation, talked, and
watching the ocean water beat laugh, then we would handle whatever
against the shore. The sunsets it was and Complete it with a checkmark
were breathtaking and just jaw- midair and say “DONE.”

droppingly amazing. We even
had fun going whale watching
in the Atlantic Ocean, near
Plymouth Rock. Have you ever
looked over the side of a boat

To this day, I have so many fond memories
that we created together, even though they

were just between the two of us, has helped
so much during the grieving period.

right into the eye of a whale Because we looked at things this way, I
swimming alongside? Wow! found I was able to find my way through
Taking roads signed “Not a the last week of her life. We talked about
Through Road” and seeing what our travel memories and watched rerun
is at the other end? Ohio State games. Three days before her

passing the music therapist that visited
the home had my mom sing two of her
favorite Christmas carols. While my mom
sang the songs, the women recorded them
for my mom to give to me as a Christmas

gift.

If you have not guessed, we loved
our travels. She loved being

able to visit with her friends and
elderly family members. Even
though, despite her disabilities,
we made the most of any valleys
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By the way, I still have them.
I might not have listened to
them during the past years,
but I know they are still there
for my listening pleasure any
time.

Then three days later, on
December 20, 2015, I held
her hand for the last time.

I realized at that moment
that when I was born, it
was just my mom and me
in the delivery room, now
it was just my mom and me
together in her passing.

I have a comforting poem
that has given me the
strength to carry on with my
life and live up to her lessons.

“Gone From My S'Lght”




Gone from Ty %%Jyéfj

D

Jenghh
%ﬁﬁﬂ#«?ﬂ o White o e
Yhe ser pdtheskycome
?ﬂ;‘y}:ﬁwffémm— - - o
“Jhen Sormeone at msSide sy, ——
“There, Jﬁﬁngﬁ” :
Gone where? =% ~
L)"rw@;..qfﬁf That bak. S35
She 45 ust as Jarge i mast and hwlf- —

and Spar as she was when she
Side, ﬁz’ EJH Jéffmwﬁ& #ZC’Z'

=3 ek . .'-';_:; Her diminished size is in e, #ﬂfﬁh‘gﬂ'
e ettt waﬁm.rm
Do Xed. Jn;é.ffy.r %J&H

Fhere are ofher WZ
and ﬂ%fﬁm{f’:
%Jﬁzﬂmﬂfﬁﬁwﬂ%

h e R ﬂﬁnﬁ;mnm hmrmm L
e -t - d i 2T el St -




Ar Inter Py
Are you te estgd %
In Writing An Aricle? zﬁa

q
Q
)

Connected with Law o
inforcement, EMS Y/ M

Firefighters;‘ T ETNN.
Or Military _

Reach out today!

b

Topics we cover: %

|dentity, PTSD, Complex PTSD, Suicide, Grif >,

Trauma, Communication. and Marriage. oy 4 .
N\

Reach out for more details:
lorie @ authorloriegurnett.com
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Raising Awareness to PTSD
Article by: Chad Kennedy

“When all you know is ﬁgh’c or

My name is Chad Kennedy, : :
Canadian Armed Forces Veteran flight, ved flags and butterflies
and First Responder, I have PTSD, all fe el the same.”

I know grief, I know trauma, I have _ '
contemplated suicide... ~ Cmdy Cherie~

Diagnosed in 2018, I would keep my
“demons” at bay with medication,
allowing me to “function” and keep
my fight or flight in check while
working. A member of the Alberta
Sheriff Highway Patrol, I have been
exposed to numerous traumas over
the past 15 years, the tipping point
for me was the Icefields bus crash
in Jasper National Park on July 18,
2020.

On August 2™, 2020, I was in a

dark and lonely hole. The first time
in my life, suicide seemed to be

the only option, a bottle of rum, a
backyard fire, and a plan. Though
most would find that drinking their
sorrows away leads to bad decisions,
my plan shifted from suicide to

the drunken decision to walk across
Canada to raise awareness of PTSD
amongst our Public Safety and
Military personnel.

I would continue to work as if nothing
was bothering me, no conversation of
suicide, no conversation surrounding
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DOCTOR.”

I took my Sergeant’s advice, I went

to see my doctor, truly a phenomenal
man who not only knows me, but
understands PTSD. I would be put off
work indefinitely. I am fortunate to have
received amazing help through WCB, my
psychologist, my occupational therapist, 8
weeks with THE NEWLY INSTITUTE in
Calgary, support from friends and family,
and now help through Veteran’s Affairs.

April 27 2022, along with my support
team, would start the cross Canada walk
east from Cranbrook B.C., ending the
first leg in Montreal on September 2™,
2022. Numerous talks with multiple
agencies from recruit to the highest ranks

the “bus crash”, NO CONVERSATION
surrounding being f**ked up! I was
scared and like most didn’t know how to
ask for help... the last help I had received
was back in 2018, it wasn’t a good fit and
I had formed the opinion that the psych
world had no idea what we as public
safety personnel face.

February 3™, 2021, evening shift, as usual
I was an hour early, squaring things

up paperwork wise from the last shift,
uniform on... I would head to my patrol
car, duty bag, lunch bag, and keys, ready
toroll. Ifroze, my heart racing, my hands
shaking, every sense was tingling, I felt as
if though something bad was to happen.
Hypervigilance was in overdrive. I was
scared!

“Dreams are made gf peop e only try. 1

I called my Sergeant; I told him something
wasn’t right. His words: “Chad, you believe in miracles... 1 have to... Because
have a lot on your plate. You haven’t
dealt with the bus crash, you announced
you're walking Canada, and you're going ~Tewy Fox~
through a separation. GO SEE YOUR

IGNITE Magazine Page 16
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all revolving around mental health...
PTSD isn’t a me thing, a here thing, a
there thing, it knows no boundaries, and
never discriminates. It is an issue that
isn’t only here in Canada, but an issue that
encompasses the globe. YOU ARE NOT
ALONE!

As we gear up for the second leg of the
walk on June 2™ 2023 in Quebec, know
that I continue to attend therapy on a
regular basis, speak openly about PTSD
and suicide, and work hard at selfcare &
mindfulness.

The bus crash in Jasper as horrible as it
was, was a moment that changed my life
for the better, for without that moment, 1
would never have had that drunk moment
around the fire.

IGNITE Magazine
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“Strength doesn’t come from the
un@fovm we weay, it comes ﬁrom
within, and by Iaeing true to
yourse f, you’ﬂ ﬁnd strengths you

never knew you had.”

~Chad Kevmedy~
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The Three Steps | Took to
Deal with My Trauma

> FOINTS Ol
Article by: April T. Giauque l

et

1rhe Speakers

APRIL TRIBE
GIAUQUE April 26th
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homeless, but not hopeless. We fought for
justice to protect ourselves. I was able to
get a protective order and used it each of
the seven times he violated it. We were
given peace in that justice, but it was not
enough.

We were protected and stayed hidden for
twelve years. Unfortunately, I watched
nine more women become victims at

his hands. I felt helpless for them. Think
about it. If I stood and spoke up, that
would tell *Bob where we were. He would
go after my children-again. What could I
do? I sought prayer, fasting, and wanted
answers.

First Step in Dealing with my Trauma by
Finding Justice was Through Sharing the Story

We had our piece of justice when we were
given the protective order in December
2006. I used it to keep us safe, but nine
other victims did not have this. Here was
the pattern: Bob would commit a crime
(violation of the protective order, stalking,
soliciting sex, groping, exposing himself,
sexting, and more ). Then the victims
would take him to court. Eight out of nine
times my Bob would be able to get the
charges dumbed down in plea deals. He
would only serve minimum jail time. Then
he would get out, violate his probation,
find a new victim, and start the cycle again.

For nearly twelve years, nine of us (his
victims) went through this revolving door
in courts. We had to take time out from
work, paying lawyers, seeking protection

“We were protected
and stayed hidden

for twelve years.”
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SREATH OF LIFE GIvs
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