
 

Dear CCF Community,  
 

I discovered CCF last year in May when I was lonely and consumed by anger and vexation 
with how isolated I felt on campus—no one seemed to share the same beliefs as me, but I was 
always too intimidated or nervous to to announce or even whisper my beliefs to others.  

Then I was introduced and welcomed by CCF with open arms and like-minded people—one 
of those people being Cassie.  

Despite being thrown into a new community and tossed into a Core with girls who had 
already become friends over the year, I felt at peace, like I was supposed to be where I was. 

Being surrounded by people who shared such a love for God lifted me out of the darkness 
that once enveloped me and gave me something to aspire to be: a proud, bold, unapologetic 
follower of God.  

God used this community to give me a confidence that I never knew I had, to give me a voice 
I never knew I had, and to give me a family I never knew I needed.  

That all being said, being a member of such a great group hasn’t always left me feeling 
wonderful. There have been times that I’ve gotten angry. Times when tears have welled up in my 
eyes. There were even times when I didn’t want to go back.  

I built an unexpected relationship with the entire fellowship—with relationships comes 
arguments. But how enlightening those challenging times were. I’ve learned how to depend on God 
and seek Him in all things rather than in others which has solidified my faith even more. 
It’s like I was in the honeymoon phase with my relationship with Christ and a Christ-loving 
community. Now we’re in an official long term relationship and I couldn’t be any more pleased. 

After being in CCF for about six months, I looked through my journal I bought when I was in 
that rough patch of my life. Who knew someone could go through the emo phase when they were 
twenty?  

Every entry was a search for an answer to my loneliness—“I need knew friends”, “I hate 
everyone I’m around”—my journal was littered with pleads and prayers dating back to February.  

 My last entry was in April. One month before I stepped foot into Artzen 100. 
The advise I want to give incoming freshmen or older members like myself, is to be patient 

with God. He hears your prayers and He’s working on them. It takes time unfortunately, but the 
wait it so incredibly worth it. He’s a loving Father, an understanding Father and a Father who will 
always pick up the phone when it rings.  

So call to Him, scream to Him, cry to Him, because He listens. I promise. 
 
Sincerely,  
Sammie Hunt 

 


