
Peace, be still
Every mark on the map was starting to look the same, lines blending into each other, doing 

less to show Rhonda (Bloss ’02) Cahill  where they were and where they should go, and more 
to confuse and frustrate her about this whole navigation challenge in the Sahara Desert. 
Rhonda was exhausted. She knew she and her teammate were lost in one of the map’s 

mountain ranges, but she couldn’t find a route through a mountain pass and she wasn’t even 
sure what direction they were supposed to be headed anymore.
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Look up.

She folded the map, prayed, and 
then surveyed her surroundings. 
They were at the top of a narrow, 
windy road, looking down the side 
of a mountain. She had no idea how 
to get down.

Look at the sun.

The sun was setting. Navigation 
wouldn’t be possible once it passed 
the horizon. Desert nights really 
were pitch black. Rhonda knew from 
the map that their final checkpoint 
was north. Drive north, she told her 
teammate. keep the sun on your left.

When they made it to camp, pulled 
through the lit pathway, and took 
their truck through the check-in, 
Rhonda was berating herself. She 
couldn’t believe she’d gotten them 
lost on day three.

It’s not about the race.

True, but still …

I need you to be ready.

Rhonda heeded the still small voice 
and shifted focus. She and her team-
mate were competitive, but they 
were racing for more than pride. 
Their truck advertised their purpose 
in capital letters: STOP CHILD 
SEXUAL ABUSE. Their common his-
tory and, now, common passion had 
brought them to Morocco for Rallye 
Aïcha des Gazelles, a nine-day navi-
gation challenge through the Sahara 
– the world’s toughest women’s 
off-road competition.

Rhonda headed to the food tent. In-
side, a woman pulled her aside. “Can 
I talk to you?” They found a spot 
away from everyone else.

“I can tell,” the woman began, “that 
you’ve genuinely healed from sexual 
abuse, but I don’t know how.”

Ready?

Her eyes don’t have to be closed for 
Rhonda to remember the night-
mare. She had the same one for 
nearly two decades, three to five 
times a week, sometimes more than 
once the same night, waking her in 
a cold sweat with a sick taste in her 
mouth.

“I was in my home when I was 
little,” Rhonda said. “There was a 
babysitter that came over and, all of 
a sudden, my [two older] brothers 
disappeared. The babysitter would 
take me to the bathroom and … the 
details of it I don’t think matter, but 
your mind can explain.”

Three-and-a-half. That’s how old she 
was when it happened, but for years 
she thought it was only a bad dream 
that wouldn’t go away. 

It wasn’t until her junior year at 
Taylor, when she told her roommate 
Emily (Sjostrom ’02) Starzynski 
about the nightmare, that she was 
challenged to consider maybe this 
dream was a memory. “It was the 
first time I didn’t want to fight it,” 
Rhonda said.

To learn the truth, she had to tell 
her parents about the dream. She 
went home for Christmas break 
planning to do so.

In the back of her mother’s custom 
framing art gallery, fitting a frame 
together, Rhonda told her mother 
the dream.

“You remember that?” her mother 
said, shocked.

Had Rhonda been holding glass, it 
likely would have shattered. That 
was real? she wondered, as her moth-
er went on, saying she and Rhonda’s 
father had never known what hap-
pened. The kids were acting weird 
when they came home and saying 
things that didn’t make sense, so 
they didn’t use that babysitter again 
and left it at that. Four weeks later, 
they learned the girl’s father had 
gone to jail for abusing her and her 
sisters.

Rhonda’s father was a former ex-
plosives expert in the Army who’d 
spent years in law enforcement. 
He’d raised his kids to protect them-
selves, telling them repeatedly, “I 
love Jesus, but if anyone ever hurts 
you, I’ll kill them.” When Rhonda 
told him about the dream in the van 
on the way to the Christmas tree 
farm, he didn’t respond, just drove 
silently, parked the car, and said, 
“Ready to get a tree?”

Rhonda didn’t push the issue. 
When she brought it up to her older 
brother of four years, Aaron ’03, he 
remembered the night. “The baby-
sitter had actually locked him and 
my other brother in a bedroom away 

from me,” Rhonda said. 
“I’ve got to be honest, 
Rhonda,” she remem-
bers him saying, “I’ve 
lived in torment won-
dering what happened 
to my baby sister that 
night.”

The nightmare held 
the truth: the worst-
case scenario, outside 
of death, had actually 
happened.

Since the day she 
brought it up to her 
family, the dream 
hasn’t revisited 
Rhonda, but accepting 
the truth was only the 
beginning. The path to 
healing required hu-
mility and the willing-
ness to let bitterness go.

Almost two years 
after that first step, 
after marrying Scott 
Cahill ’00, graduating, 
and having their first 
child, Rhonda began 
going to counseling an 
hour each week. Every 
week, her counselor 
helped her talk things 
through, showed her in 
Scripture the neces-
sity of forgiveness, and 
encouraged Rhonda to 
not only forgive those 
who’d hurt her – they 
made an entire list – 
but also to bless them.

“I need to forgive you 
so that I can be set 
free,” Rhonda said, 
and though she hasn’t 
seen the babysitter in 
person since she was a 
toddler, she finds her-
self praying for her.

set. go.

“Forgiveness,” Rhonda 
told the woman in the 
black Saharan night. 

“Forgiveness?” the 
woman questioned, 
incredulous.

“Is there something 
you want to tell me?” 
Rhonda asked, gently.

“No,” the woman sput-
tered, but moments 
later, she told Rhonda 
of the abuse she’d suf-
fered repeatedly at the 
hands of her grand-
father and how her 
family had ordered her 
to keep quiet and not 
shame them, even as he 
continued abusing her.

“It’s been years of anger 
that I’ve been able to 
stay safe – not forgive-
ness,” the woman said.

Pre-forgiveness, Rhonda 
had to control her envi-
ronment. She was angry, 
always on edge. When 
people got to know her, 
they walked away. It 
was the same for this 
woman.

“Do you have repeti-
tive nightmares about 
the situation?” Rhonda 
asked, her second-to-last 
question.

“I don’t sleep.”

“Tell me,” Rhonda said, 
“what has anger pro-
tected you from?”

Peace, be still. 

“I can tell,” 
the woman 
began, “that 
you’ve 
genuInely 
healed from 
sexual abuse, 
but I don’t 
know how.”
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