
 

 

	  
     
    Near the beginning of September 2014 two eighteen 
year old girls asked if I would help them navigate the 
book of Romans. Exhausted and barely able to 
function I reluctantly agreed. I dreaded the prospect 
because I was drowning in 
loss. I had nothing left to give. 
Doing a study with someone 
requires time, mental energy, 
and focus; I had none of those 
resources. Nothing about me 
felt equipped to give these 
girls what they deserved. 
However, just five weeks prior 
Bob had said to me: “I want 
you to promise me that you 
will spend more time on 
campus this semester (I had 
recently completed 12 years 
of home-schooling). It’s what 
you love.” Plus, how does one 
say no to young people 
wanting to learn about Jesus? 
In addition, several other 
young men and women came 
to live on The Hill that fall. 
Little did I know that the 
“God of all comfort” was 
laying the foundation for how 
he would love and restore me, as well as guide us 
through the earliest days of ministry transition.  
    This spirited crew invaded my life and our neck of 
the woods like wildfire, creating countless joyful 
moments and contagious ideas. I am thankful daily 

for the wonderful gift of them. 
    They all often acted like Kelly who one afternoon 
early in that September called to ask if she could visit. 
When she arrived I could do no more than wave her 

in from my chair. I hadn’t 
wanted visitors but nor did I 
want to be alone. Looking 
back I feel so sorry for her. I 
had nothing, I could not talk, 
yet she sat in my living room 
willing to suffer that silence. 
She remained there, knowing 
I was drained, soaking up my 
sorrow.  I have often thought, 
how brave and selfless of her 
to endure that uncomfortable 
heavy atmosphere.    
    Nothing is funnier than a 
college age guy and these boys 
love their jokes and pranks 
which were mainly pulled on 
the girls, not me. However, 
one day I got caught in the 
crossfire of a scare intended 
for Jessica. 
    Benjamin called me and 
said, “Andrew’s been hurt. 
We’re coming for your help.”  

Next thing I knew all these boys were sidling up on 
my back porch. They moved through my back door 
like a tight unit, a crawling hedge, about eight of 
them.  
    “He cut himself with the chain saw,” Benjamin said, 
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“but it’s a small cut.” 
    I jumped up, declaring, “If he cut himself with a 
chain saw it’s not a small cut!” 
    I ran towards the group. They parted like the Red 
Sea revealing Andrew holding a long black snake. I 
jumped and screamed so loudly that it’s a wonder Jon 
Keith, who was standing behind me, has any toes or 
ears left.  
    Even though scaring me half to death may not have 
been the easiest path, that incident created a bond 
between us that has only gotten stronger, and 
although Andrew was by 
no means the sole 
instigator of that 
calamity, he has never 
quit apologizing.  I will 
miss these sweet, fun-
loving, good-natured 
young men terribly, not 
so much the snake. 
   The giving and 
inclusive nature of this 
group is boundless.  Age 
doesn’t matter in their 
fellowship; they’ve included us all. They’ve invited me 
countless times to hang out, they’ve often camped 
with Brent, they’ve spent many lunch hours 
deepening their relationship with one another and 
Jesus. Many times I’ve walked into the office to the 
sounds of their laughter as they’ve crowded into the 
tiny space to visit with Brent, Glenna and Jenelle. 
    And even though they’ve had access to a full 
commercial kitchen, they’ve made my kitchen a hub. 
A great example is the afternoon before our 
Christmas party this December. First, my niece, who 
has lived with me these past four years, asked if the 
oven would be free so she could bake her brownies.  
Benjamin’s contribution was to “make” crescent rolls 
straight out of the Pillsbury pop and bake package 
which he was planning to do at 5:30.  A little later I 

received a text asking if my stand mixer was free to 
mash potatoes. As the cooks began to gather, 
Benjamin with phone in hand said “Mom, the 
Georgia game is on, would it be okay if Andrew fries 
his chicken over here?”  
    “Fried Chicken?” I thought, “What 26 year old 
knows how to fry chicken?”  
    “Fine with me,” I answered.   
    Next thing I knew the party had started early as 
other friends showed up to offer their assistance. Here 
we were again, more piled up dishes, laughter and 

memories. I’ll surely find 
splatters of potatoes, 
chicken grease, and 
brownie batter for 
months to come, but for 
the rest of my days I will 
smile and cherish the life 
and joy these folks have 
brought into my home.   
    As we approach their 
departure I feel like a 
parent standing, eyes 
flooded with tears, mind 

crowded with concerns. How will they stay alive 
without me? Can they remember to separate darks 
from whites to keep their socks from turning dingy 
gray?  Do they realize the tiny slivers of green atop a 
frozen pizza are not real vegetables? And texting while 
driving—I sure hope they remember it really is a big 
deal!   
    As these precious souls move on to their next great 
adventure, Brent, Glenna, and I will most likely be 
standing in the driveway, Kleenex in hand, 
wondering: Will they remember God not only loves 
them, He likes them—a lot. So much in fact, He, 
desiring to live with us as a family, provided a way 
through the life and death of His Son, Jesus?  Will 
they remember His mind and heart is accessible to 
them through a book and how reading, studying and 

One of the many pranks played among the college stud-
ents at The Hill. 



 

 

meditating upon its pages will enrich their lives? 
 

For the word of God is living and 
active, sharper than a two edged 
sword.  (Hebrews 4: 12)   
 
All scripture is God-breathed and is 
useful for teaching, rebuking, 
correcting and training in 
righteousness, so that the servant of 
God may be thoroughly equipped for 
every good work.  (2 Timothy 3:16-
17) 
 

Will they keep close the knowledge that what they do 
is not who they are, but who they are has a 
tremendous impact on what they do?  When fear or 
thoughts of failure paralyze them, will they listen as 
the Holy Spirit whispers, “Nothing can separate you 
from my love” (Romans 8:39) and “There is therefore 
now no condemnation for those who are in Christ 
Jesus” (Romans 8:1)?  And did they catch the fullness 
of the gospel through the hours of conversation, 
walks, laughter, study, and living life during the 
flicker of time we had together? 
 
     
     

    Thankfully it’s not our responsibility to carry that 
burden. Thus, we leave them and that task in the 
hands of One who loves them far more than we ever 
could.    
    To Hill residents, Jon Keith, Jordan, Alex, 
Benjamin, Jessica, Nick, Jason, Cole, Josh, Conner, 
Andrew, Meredith, Danielle, Jesse, Amanda, and 
Kelly…and all the others who have visited, 
participated, or have been part of these past four 
years, thank you for being such a beautiful expression 
of the Father’s love. 
 
I’m glad we have all eternity together, 

Kim

____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

A New Retreat At The Hill 
Initiated by Jon Keith Collins 

 
Fellowship Retreat, February 22-23, 2019—“Seeking 
and finding the peace of the Holy Spirit is the sweetest 
pursuit I have experienced. Being in the company of 
others who love the Spirit elevates that joy.  Fellow-
ship at The Hill always rests on the foundation of 
knowing the heart of the Creator and as a result is 

treasured by me and many others who attend retreats 
and events here.  But those moments can be fleeting.  
Spontaneous discussions are often cut short by the 
responsibilities of a retreat or camp and the time 
requirement for the planned study sessions.” 

Girls from The Hill on a recent outing. 



 

 

     
    The sole purpose of this gathering will be to spend a 
few days immersing ourselves in the fellowship we 
often find so elusive, to have no pull of responsibility, 
no rush to finish a thought, to spend time solely 
following the voice of the Holy Spirit with each other.  
To have the opportunity to take what God has poured 
into us through the teaching of others, the knowledge, 
the experiences, the memories, the love, joy, peace, 
and rest, and just throw it up into the air and let it 
come down on whomever is there, in any form it 

takes; singing, 
discussing, laughing, 
crying, praying, and/or 
telling stories.” —Jon 
Keith Collins 
 
    Jon Keith has been a 
student resident at The 
Hill for over three 
years.  He graduated 
from Murray State 
University this month 
with an Ag degree.  
His retreat idea developed after a group rented the 
Quiet Cabin for the sole purpose of gathering for 
fellowship.  We thought it sounded like a fun time 
and hope you do too.  Please join us if you can. 
    We’ll gather at The Hill around 5:00 pm on Friday, 
2/22/19, and go in groups to eat.  If you can’t make it 
by then, join us when you can.  We have the entire 
weekend set aside for fellowship.  As plans develop 
we’ll add information to our website. 

____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

Upcoming Events 

 
Rooted & Grounded (formerly, Winter College 
Retreat), January 3-6, 2019—This is an expanded 
version of previous Winter College Retreats after 
feedback from the Rooted & Grounded Conference 
we hosted last May.  This retreat is an annual 
gathering of students who are hungry for truth, a 
deeper relationship with Jesus Christ, and fellowship 
with others in a similar pursuit.  They come to spend 
time with the Lord, to be encouraged, to expend 
themselves in worship, and to be a part of blessing 
others. 
    Our speakers this year are Greg Northcutt, Brian 
Crall, and Clay Jones, author of Why Does God Allow 

Evil.  You can learn more about them and register on 
our website: lifeonthehill.org. 
 
Winter Youth Retreat, January 18-20, 2019—This is 
an annual event held at The Hill specifically for 
middle and high school students (age 13-18)–39 
hours filled with the Word, laughter, friendship, 
worship, fun, and a little bit of sleep.  
    We have some of our youth camp favorites coming 
back to teach, Chris Holloman and Dave Gibson, 
along with Ralph Harris, author of Life According to 
Perfect.  You can find out more about the teachers 
and download the registration form on our website: 
lifeonthehill.org. 
 

Fellowship will be the main focus of this retreat. 
Jon Keith Collins 



 

 

Testimonies 
 
    Almost weekly we hear testimonies of how the Lord 
has transformed lives through the teaching of His 
word.  We thought you might enjoy reading a couple 
of them.  
    
    About 10 years ago, I believe I heard God very 
distinctly say one word, “Isaiah.”  Discouraged after a 
period of trying to read and understand it for myself, 
I asked the Lord to help me find the right teacher.  I 
searched for “CD study of Isaiah” on my computer 
and there it was.  I ordered a set from The Hill and 
became a captive audience each day on my one and a 
half hour commute to work and back.   
    Wow!  I laughed, I cried, I LEARNED.  It was 
incredible getting to know the book of Isaiah through 
Bob Warren.  I can’t begin to tell you everything 
Bob’s Bible studies have done in my life and the lives 
of those around me.  The ripple effects are wonderful! 
—Julie from Idaho 
 
    Thank you again for this ministry. I cannot tell you 
how much it has changed my walk with God, prayer 
life and spiritual maturity.  It has done the same for so 
many of my Christian friends as well.—Alan from 
Kentucky

 

Wedding Reception at The Hill 
 
    This past summer Benjamin Warren asked Miss 
Oakley Thurmond to marry him.  She said yes!  
Saturday, November 17th was a joyous celebration 
and time of worship as they were joined in marriage 
at First Missionary Baptist Church in Benton, KY.  A 
great night of fun followed at the Manna House on 
The Hill.   
    Oakley is the daughter of Jeff Thurmond of 
Greensboro, Georgia and Amy and Farrett Boswell of 
Watkinsville, Georgia.  Benjamin is the son of the late 
Bob Warren and Kim Warren.  
 
  

 

Newlyweds, Ben and Oakley Warren 

2018 College Christmas Party 
 

Newlyweds, Ben and Oakley Warren 



 

 

 

 
 
The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you all (2Thessalonians 3:18), 
 

Your friends at The Hill 

Ben and Oakley leaving their reception at The Hill November 17, 2018 
 


