There was only one
school I always swore
I would never go to—
Andrews University.
I was born in Berrien Springs, I went to
high school in Berrien Springs, I was literally first runner-up to Miss Berrien Springs,
and I desperately wanted out of the only
town I had ever known.
My freshman year of college I received
a track scholarship to a small Christian
school in Indiana. It wasn’t Florida, but
it also wasn’t Michigan, and so I took my
place in the cornfield. I found out really
quickly, however, that I wasn’t going to
qualify for the Olympics, and so while
I had been running track competitively
for six years, I needed to start putting my
education before my athletics. My mother
was working in Student Financial Services
at Andrews at the time, so I came back to
the only town on earth that has a pickle
parade—Berrien Springs.
I was 19 years old, I was motivated to
make something of myself, and I was determined to serve out my remaining three-year
sentence in undergraduate education as
quickly as possible. I rushed through everything. I rushed through lunches, I rushed
through exams, and I rushed through
community. I was so focused on making
something of myself that I forgot to be
present on that same journey. I forgot that
the Heather who would be a professor and
author in 2019 had to make choices that
would build her work ethic, character and
empathy in 2007. Before you can be a professor, you should probably be a student.
The only thing I was studying, though, was
how to move on.

Campus Community

I finished my BA in 3.5 years and took
about 23 credit hours a semester. Something happened at the start of my graduate
program at Andrews that I hadn’t intended
on. I decided that I had to stop waiting for
myself to decide that I was happy. I had
to stop being so concerned with my future
that I never made any memories for my
past. And so, at 21, I started having lunch
with friends in the cafeteria, I wrote articles
for the school newspaper, and I had professors who opened not just their offices but
their homes to my restless soul. Somewhere
in between 6 p.m. night classes and 7:30
a.m. morning lectures, Andrews stopped
being a place where I was getting an
education and became the building blocks
of my own personal growth. The biggest
thing I tell students at Andrews today is to
stop waiting for tomorrow. Every choice we
make right here in our present is what sets
the pace for where you are trying to go.
I met God for myself on Andrews University’s campus. Not the God my parents told
me about, not the Jesus pastors tried to sell
me in chapels—I met a personal, loving,
intentional Savior who asked me to be still
when I wanted to run and whispered while
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I shouted. I met a God who made me grow
roots. A God who promised to take me
where I wanted to go, if I would promise to
come back to where I came from.
In Nehemiah chapter 2, we find that
Nehemiah, while in exile, has achieved a
pretty high position—he is cupbearer to the
king of Persia. When people ask me why I
decided to come back to Andrews University and teach, I can’t help but think about
Nehemiah chapter 2, verses 1–5 (NIV).
1
In the month of Nisan in the twentieth year
of King Artaxerxes, when wine was brought for
him, I took the wine and gave it to the king. I
had not been sad in his presence before,
2
so the king asked me, “Why does your face
look so sad when you are not ill? This can be
nothing but sadness of heart.”
I was very much afraid, 3 but I said to the
king, “May the king live forever! Why should
my face not look sad when the city where my
ancestors are buried lies in ruins, and its gates
have been destroyed by fire?”
4
The king said to me, “What is it you
want?”
Then I prayed to the God of heaven, 5 and I
answered the king, “If it pleases the king and
if your servant has found favor in his sight,
let him send me to the city in Judah where my
ancestors are buried so that I can rebuild it.”

Nehemiah has achieved a pretty
high-level job in Persia. He has been more
successful in exile than most of his fellow
Jews. He can even ask favors of the king.
And yet, when he got to where he was going, he went back to where he came from.
He wants to go back to rebuild Jerusalem
and, specifically, to go back to rebuild the
walls. Jerusalem was in bad shape—there
were breaches in the gates and walls that
were meant to protect God’s chosen city.
For 52 days, Nehemiah works to set up
guards and to fix the breaches in the
walls. He succeeds.

I am a writer for the Barna Group, the
largest evangelical research institution in
the world. The evangelical church in North
America has a breach in the walls. We
are losing young people at massive rates.
Young adults are less and less likely to
attend church. Generation Z is setting itself
up to be the most agnostic generation the
world has seen since the medieval period.
And so I came back. I came back because
I believe in this church, and I want to give
back to the community that built me. I want
to encourage my students to be guards of
the house of the Lord, and I want to aid
my fellow faculty in mending the gates. I
want to rebuild the walls of Adventism, not

“Every choice we
make right here
in our present is
what sets the pace
for where you are
trying to go.”
to keep anyone out but to sturdy those of
us who are committed to staying within.
I want to help create a safe space where
people can rest their hands. I want to patch
our walls, and I am praying to inspire a
generation of young adults to join me.
Because when you get to where you are
going, you should go back to where you
came from.

Heather Thompson Day is an interdenominational
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ince I was 6 years old, my goal
in life was to become a professional soccer player. It was my
passion and my talent; if I was not
playing on the field, I was playing
FIFA, watching soccer, or talking
about it. So when God told me to
leave it behind, I was devastated
and confused.
One summer when I was 17, I
was reading this story of the rich
young ruler, and the spirit of
God spoke to me. He impressed
me with this thought: “The ruler
did everything right. He went to
church and knew the commandments, but he loved money more
than God. That is soccer for you.
Soccer is your idol. You need to
quit.” The more I tried to shake the
thought away, the more I understood that it was God speaking
to me. My clear direction in life
began shifting, leaving me lost.
Although I had been attending
church all my life, there were
unanswered questions in my faith
and Christianity. I always believed
in God, but mustering up courage
and faith to place my life in God’s
hands was not easy. However, as I
submitted everything to God and
his plans, He began to transform
me. All aspects of my life—my
time, talents, resources, relationships, entertainment, music,
sports, clothes, etc.—started to
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change. The things that I used to
love lost meaning, and I started
to love the things that mattered
most: God and ministry. More and
more, I dedicated my time and
talents to God, preaching, evangelizing and doing mission work.
A group of us started a ministry organization called IMPACT
when I was 19. Since launching
in 2009, it has spread to nine
countries with hundreds of young
missionaries sharing the Gospel
and reflecting God’s love in their
communities. God transformed a
17-year-old who knew nothing but
soccer into a ministry leader.
We often fear that we are
unequipped to serve. With God, it
is not so much about ability but
rather availability; He qualifies
all those he calls to do his work.
Leaving my life’s plans behind
was difficult, and I didn’t completely understand at the time,
but I never regretted my decision!
I now look at the plans He had for

me with gratitude and awe and
am reminded of His love daily.
Completing religion classes
online helps me impact my community through several ministries.
While studying through Andrews
University, I am also qualifying
as an electrician. These skills are
opening doors as I make friends
with people in need of electrical
work. Through friendships, trust
develops in talking about eternal
matters. Being able to finish my
BA in religion online makes it
possible for me to continue with
ministry and electrician work here
in Bergen, Norway.
God always has something
bigger to offer us than what we
seek for ourselves. My dream once
was to play soccer and win games,
but God knew my purpose was
incompatible with His. He called
me to something much greater,
more meaningful and exciting: to
win souls for His Kingdom.
Joakim Hjortland

H

igh school was ending, and
I had to make a decision
to go to college somewhere. It
was hard to decide because
I was so comfortable where
I was. I had a solid group of
friends, I was in a relationship,
I was doing really well. I was
refusing change. A month or
two before graduation, all the
doors to come to Andrews
opened up, so I decided to just
go with it and see where life
took me.
I remember getting into the
car at the South Bend airport
and driving to Andrews University. It was one of the longest
car rides of my life. I wasn’t
sure what I was doing—I didn’t
understand my purpose. I
remember being so incredibly
scared and asking God why I
had to be here.
Orientation week was one of
the hardest weeks of my life. I
moved to a different country,
I didn’t know anyone, I was
unsure of my major, and I was
going to be in an education
system I knew nothing about.
I remember craving a typical
Hispanic dish: rice and beans.
The Thursday of orientation
week, I remember waking up

and praying that God would
give me a sign to show me
there was a reason I had to stay
here because I was so ready to
pack my bags and go home.
I walked into the department orientation breakfast
and found the education table
(I was an education major at
first) and met a few different
people who told me about this
little place called the Gazebo.
They told me all about the
“cheap” prices and the really
good quesadillas. I asked my
mom if we could go and try it
out. And as I walked into the
Gazebo, I saw the TV screen
advertising rice and beans for
$2.27. This was the sign I needed. This was God talking to me
and showing me how he would
provide for me.
Three years later, I can
definitely see my purpose.
I can tell how much I’ve
grown. I can tell how much
the environment around me
has influenced my personality
and who I am on a day-to-day
basis. I am forever grateful for
everything that has happened
at Andrews and all the opportunities I’ve been provided.
Ale Pineda

