
STUDY NOTES FROM KAREN HOERDEL'S 
BEING BROKEN TEACHING SERIES 

 
 
Being Broken 
 
 
"Not I but ChrIst" - " 
 
For I am crucified with Christ, nevertheless I live, yet not I, but Christ liveth in me; and 
this life I now live in the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God Who loved me and 
gave Himself for me." Galatians 2:20 
 
 
BROKENNESS 
 
Matthew 21:44 "He who falls on this Stone will be broken in pieces, but he on whom it 
falls will be crushed." 
Job 16:12 - God has broken me asunder 
Job 17:11 - my, my, my 
Psalm 34:18 - the Lord is near to the broken 
Psalm 51:8, 17 
Psalm 147:3 - He healeth the broken in heart 
Isaiah 45:9 - Does the clay say, "What are you making?" 
Isaiah 64:8 - We are the work of Your hand 
Jeremiah 48:11-12 
Ezekiel 6:6 - that your works may be abolished 
II Corinthians 1:8-10 - death to self 
II Corinthians 4:7, 16-17 
 
Our proud self must be broken. 
 
Only then can Lord Jesus, Who lives in our hearts, fully reign in our hearts. Only then 
can He fully show Himself through us. 
 
Our own self must give up its rights. 
 
The self must give up its own way. 
 
It must give up all its glory. 
 
It must confess that it is wrong. 
 
The self must bow to God's will. 
 
This is only possible as we receive the Love which was willing to be broken for us on the 
cross. 
 
 
 



DYING TO SELF 
 
When you are forgotten or neglected, or purposely set at naught, and you don't sting or 
hurt with the insult or oversight, but your heart is happy, being counted worthy to suffer 
for Christ,  
THAT IS DYING TO SELF. 
 
When your good is evil spoken of, when your wishes are crossed, your advice 
disregarded, your opinions ridiculed, and you refused to let anger rise up in your heart, 
or even defend yourself, but take it all in patient loving silence,  
THAT IS DYING TO SELF. 
 
When you are content with any food and any little amount, any offering, any raiment, any 
climate, any society, any solitude, any interruption by the will of God,  
THAT IS DYING TO SELF. 
 
When you never care to refer to yourself in conversation, or to record your own good 
works, or itch after commendation, when you can truly love to be unknown,  
THAT IS DYING TO SELF. 
 
When you can see your brother prosper and have his needs met, and can honestly 
rejoice with him in spirit and feel no envy nor question God, while your own needs are far 
greater and in desperate circumstances,  
THAT IS DYING TO SELF. 
 
When you receive correction and reproof from one of less stature than yourself, and can 
humbly submit inwardly as well as outwardly, finding no rebellion or resentment rising up 
with your heart,  
THAT IS DYING TO SELF. 
 
Are you dead yet?  
 
In these last days the Spirit would bring us to the cross,  
 
"That I may know Him…Being made conformable to His death."  
 
We must die to self in order to live for Christ. 
 
 
A Severe Mercy 
 
The Fall 
 
Gypsy, a furry, wheat-coloured collie, found herself in possession of several hundred 
acres of hills and woods, full of good things like rabbit trails and streams and intriguing 
burrows, and she delighted in it all. She was given a comfortable bed and good meals. 
Perhaps she rather took it all for granted. Of obligations there were few, and they not 
heavy. She was, to be sure, supposed to worship her Master and be right joyous to be 
with him. She knew she must not chase the chickens. While she must obey certain 
commands-to follow, to come, to lie down-there were no unreasonable ones, and no 
tricks. After all, to obey and to worship were natural to her dog nature. 



There came a day when, as Gypsy was prowling on the far hill past the springhouse and 
pasture, two things happened at once: the Master called her and a rabbit fled across the 
hill. Gypsy wheeled and raced toward the Master, as she had always done. Then she 
stopped. It entered her mind that she didn't have to obey. Perhaps the Master didn't 
understand about that rabbit. Anyhow, these were her hills. The rabbit was hers, too. 
Very likely it was all lies - the story of everything, including herself, belonging to her 
Master. How did she know that the food in her dish came from him? - Probably there 
was some natural explanation. She was a free dog and that was the end of it. These 
thoughts went through her mind swiftly while she stood irresolute. Again came the 
Master's command; the rabbit crossed the hilltop. Gypsy whirled and raced after the 
rabbit. She had made a choice. She was free to choose. 
 
Hours later she came home. She saw the Master waiting for her, but she did not rush 
gladly to him, leaping and frisking, as she had always done. Something new came into 
her demeanour: guilt. She crept up to him like a snake on her belly. Undoubtedly she 
was penitent at the moment. But she had a new knowledge-the knowledge of the 
possibility of sin-and it was a thrill in her heart and a salt taste in her mouth. 
Nevertheless she was very obedient next day and the day after. Eventually, though, 
there was another rabbit-and she did not event hesitate. Soon it was the mere possibility 
of a rabbit. And then she dropped the rabbit thing altogether and went her way. 
 
The Master loved here still but trusted her no longer. In time she lived in a pen and went 
for walks with a rope round her neck. All her real freedom was gone. But the Master 
gave her, from time to time, new chances to obey of her own free will. Had she chosen 
to obey she would once again have had perfect freedom to wander her hundreds of 
acres. But she did not return to the obedience. She always chose, if she were out of 
reach, to run away. The Master, knowing hunger would bring her back to her pen, let her 
run. He could have stopped her: the rifle that would have ended her rebellion with the 
crack of doom stood in the corner. But while she lived she might still return to the 
obedience, might still choose the obedience that was freedom. 
 
One day, during a journey by car, Gypsy and her good little daughter, Flurry, were taken 
into the edge of a wood. Always Gypsy had limited her disobedience to her own hills. But 
now, coming back to the car, she suddenly felt the old thrill. She turned and fled. The 
Master called her with a note of sharp urgency. Flurry, with the courtesy that always 
ruled her, came at once. Gypsy, her ears dulled to the meanings of the Master, 
continued her rush into the dark forest. After hours of search and calling, the Master 
sadly abandoned the lost one and, with Flurry beside him, went home. 
 
There Flurry continued to live in freedom under the obedience. She was right joyous to 
be with the Master and gay when she did a thing that pleased him. She knew that in his 
service was perfect freedom. She obeyed gladly of her own free choice. 
 
But lost Gypsy, if she still lived, wandered the woods and roads an outcast. She became 
dirty and matted with burs. No doubt stones were thrown at her and she was often 
hungry, but she had lost the way home. If she had puppies, they, too, and their children 
had lost the way home, for Gypsy's perilous and bent will to disobey must infect them; 
and the comforting hand of the Master will be unknown to them, except as a tale. This is 
the way Gypsy chose on the day of the Rabbit and continued to choose until, suddenly, 
there was no more choosing. 
 


