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C O N T R I B U TO R S

ART

AMY HANDS (COVER ART) is a Montreal-based 2D artist who focuses on animation and 
illustration. Visit: VIMEO and INSTAGRAM.

SARAH NOBLE writes poetry, short stories, and silly rhymes. She likes to mix truth and humour, 
and writes about adventures and mysteries that take place in other countries. Noble is also 
an architect. She specializes in design, imagery, planning, and problem solving. Visit: WEBSITE 
and INSTAGRAM.

JOSS MONZON is a brand storyteller, filmmaker, producer, and artist. Monzon has helped many 
organizations tell their stories to the world. Visit: WEBSITE.

JANIS COX has written five books. The latest is the devotional Growing Through God’s Word. She 
also has two illustrated children’s books, Tadeo Turtle and The Kingdom of Thrim. Her artwork is 
showcased in the Rails End Gallery, Haliburton, Ontario. Visit: FACEBOOK and TWITTER.

KRISTINA ELAINE GREER is a Selma, Virginia, native. She completed her first mural in high school 
and worked with Robert (Bob) J. Kirchman of The Kirchman Studio on two major mural projects: 
“Journey to Jesus” and the Crozet Trestle Mural Restoration project. Greer has completed solo 
mural projects for various groups and a myriad of other creative projects. Visit: FACEBOOK.

POETRY

AUNDRE BROWN is a poet, writer, and author of The Soliloquies of Many: The Purpose of the 
Journey. He is also one-half of PoetryHost’s husband-and-wife team, Aundre and Phillippe Brown. 
PoetryHost is an online platform dedicated to providing Christ-centred content through the use 
of poetry and spoken word. Visit: WEBSITE.  

RACHEL JAMERSON was born in an isolated area of Patrick County, Virginia. A quirky child who 
preferred being alone rather than in a group, she hated small talk, impracticality, and unclear 
instructions. She wasn’t the type to just follow directions without knowing what she was doing 
and why. These attributes, along with a love for research, evolved into a desire to write. 
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APRIL OJEDA is an educator and writer from Oklahoma. She teaches high school English and 
children’s Sunday school. She lives in the Texas Panhandle with her husband and two children. 
Contact Ojeda at eaojeda4@gmail.com. 

ROBERT M. STARR is a native Texan and is married to his wife, Alyssa. Starr briefly worked as a 
professional photographer and newspaper writer after serving in the U.S. Air Force. Starr now 
“lies for a living” by writing fiction and the occasional bit of poetry. Starr’s two published novels, 
Until Shiloh Comes and A Walk in the Wilderness, have won awards. Starr has also published A 
Turn to Windward and The Mountain Valley Wrangler. Visit: AMAZON. 

VERONICA MCDONALD is a poet, fiction writer, artist, and the editor/founder of Heart of Flesh 
Literary Journal. She became a born-again Christian in July 2016, when Jesus saved her from 
anxiety, depression, and a nihilistic worldview. Visit: WEBSITE and FACEBOOK.

CONNIE INGLIS is a missionary with Wycliffe Bible Translators. She has spent much of the last 
twenty-five years in Southeast Asia with her husband and children serving as a literacy specialist, 
teacher, and editor—always with a focus on helping minority language groups. Inglis has had 
both poetry and short stories published, and she hopes to publish a novel within the year. 
Visit: WEBSITE.

OLOWO HOPE hails from Nigeria. Hope does not consider herself a writer, but after reading Lost 
Pen Magazine, she felt stirred to write a poem. Hope later submitted that inspired work, “A New 
Me,” which is found on page 16.

TYLER WETTIG resides in Michigan. He has published two chapbooks of poetry. Visit: WEBSITE.

ARTICLES

ANN-MARGRET HOVSEPIAN has been freelancing for over twenty-five years and has 
authored or contributed text, illustrations, and lettering to several books. She is the 
managing editor of the Christian Freelance Writers Network blog. Visit: WEBSITE.

ROBERT ADAMS is a dramatist, songwriter, director, actor, musician, and storyteller. Adams has 
been writing poetry and song lyrics since 1967, and has acted in various television, film, and 
music video productions. He lives in Montreal with his wife, Claudia, and seven children. Contact 
Adams at robertandclaudia@gmail.com. 

ELEANOR MORIAH is the contributor of the opinion piece “Clean Your Hands” on page 21-22.

CAROLYN MORTON BOREN is a true Southern Belle from Mississippi with a passionate heart 
for sharing her God-given gifts of faith, hope, and love. Her goal is to be a bright light   
for Jesus by sharing goodness, promoting peace, and leading with love. Visit: FACEBOOK 
and LINKEDIN.
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INTERVIEWS

SHARICE RASCOE, interviewed by Dyane Forde, LPM Editor-in-Chief

RECYCLED RHYTHM, produced by Sheila White of Road 2 Eternity and conducted by Wendy 
L. Cunningham Barnes.

 SHEILA WHITE is an award-winning film and television producer for Road 2 Eternity. 
She is a member of a community-access television station as well as the president of 
the nonprofit organization Go On And Live which provides resources to businesses, 
individuals, and ministries. White is the vice president of LightCore Animation, which 
produces innovative animated stories, an administrator for Skyward Books, and the 
author of Discovering Your Uniqueness. White is married with three children and lives in 
the Chicagoland area in the United States. Visit: FACEBOOK and YOUTUBE. 

 WENDY L. CUNNINGHAM BARNES was born and raised in the city of Chicago. She is an 
entrepreneur, bestselling author, host of The WendyLyfe, a radio cohost, wife, and mother 
of three. Cunningham Barnes has a gift for inspiring women to believe in their own unique 
beauty, and she participates in several women’s networking groups. As an ambassador 
for the special-needs community, she encourages the families of special-needs children 
and advocates for caregiving professionals. Visit: YOUTUBE and FACEBOOK.

TESTIMONIES and DEVOTIONALS

HEATHER J. KIRK is a writer, photographer, editor, and graphic designer. She has contributed 
to various journals and anthologies, such as Behind Our Eyes, Chicken Soup for the Latino Soul, 
and Alive Now. Kirk has received a Vermont Studio Center Poetry Fellowship. Her art has been 
shown nationally and in many Arizona locations, and she has been a Phoenix Home and Garden 
Magazine Featured Artist. Visit: WEBSITE. 

ANDREA MARINO yearned to uncover the secret to life and embarked on a journey to 
discover the truth. The Hobble: From Ai to Bethel encompasses Marino’s personal victory 
from fear and bondage. When not writing, Marino loves spending time with her children and 
grandchildren. She enjoys cycling open roads with her husband, David. Contact Marino at 
rapture927@aol.com or FACEBOOK.  

JENNY FULTON is a writer, educator, wife, and mother with a passion for communicating truth 
through stories. She is currently working as a freelance writer and is a collaborative author  
for the youth fantasy book, Invisible Battles: The Quest for Hope. Fulton has three beautiful  
daughters, and when she’s not writing or taking care of her kids and home, she enjoys reading 
and being outdoors. Visit: WEBSITE and FACEBOOK.
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MARY RODMAN resides in Radnor, Ohio, with her husband, Jim. She is a farm girl at heart who 
discovered her niche as a Christian author and speaker. Her books, Bloom Where You’re Planted, 
Live Life in Full Bloom, and Mary Magdalene A Woman of Resilience, enlighten and brighten 
readers’ relationship with Christ. Visit: WEBSITE and FACEBOOK. 

JANELLE DARNAY is a published Christian writer. She is a proud Texan, married, and blessed with 
four children. Her goal as a writer is to spread sunshine, hope, and, most importantly, Christ for 
all the world to see. Visit: FACEBOOK. 

FICTION

CARISSA NORRIS is a seminary graduate and sometimes English, History, and Bible teacher. She 
is married and currently spends most of her days homeschooling her two daughters. She steals 
every possible moment to pursue writing and is presently attempting to write a publishable epic 
fantasy novel. Visit: WEBSITE. 

E.P. MITCHELL is a retired French immersion teacher living in Alberta, Canada, with a background 
in musical theatre. Over the last few decades, she has written plays, directed, and taken on 
roles in community theatre as well as Christian outreaches. She is also an amateur film maker. 
Mitchell hopes to publish her first novel, For the Love of Zoe, and is currently working on a second 
book. Visit: BLOG and TWITTER.

STELLA ROBERTS is a young mompreneur who proudly serves Christ in all that she does. 
She is a co-host of the Elle For Christ podcast and runs a small publishing business which 
assists young believers with everything from starting a business to teaching what they 
need to know about self-publishing. Contact her at kanderbooks@gmail.com or  search 
for “Stella Roberts” on social media.

BOB KIRCHMAN is an illustrator and designer of artistic architectural renderings and is 
accomplished in residential design, fine arts, and photography. He teaches art to young people 
at the Augusta County Educators Home-School Co-op and a summer program. Kirchman is the 
author of Pontifus, The Bridge Builder’s Tale in Three Parts. He lives in Staunton, Virginia, with 
his wife, Pam. Contact Kirchman at studio@bobkirchman.com.
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Come close to God, and God will come close to you. 
Wash your hands, you sinners; purify your hearts, for 
your loyalty is divided between God and the world. 

(James 4:8 NLT)

While I was considering the theme for this issue, I 
came across a verse during one of my quiet times 
that jumped out at me: James 4:8. The book of 
James is one of my favourites in the Bible. It’s full 
of wisdom and practical guidance on how to live 
a godly life, and how to serve others. I think James 
4:8’s theme of repentance and reconciliation sums 
up beautifully—and simply—what it means to live 
out the Christian life and how to live victoriously 
in the world.

The goal of this issue is to explore what repentance 
and reconciliation mean to a child of God through 
various media and written expression. Some pieces 
are cautionary, some share observations about 
real-life experiences, and some share hard-learned 
truths born out of loss and pain. This issue’s goal is 
to see the hand of God moving through life events 
that turn hearts back to Him. It’s my hope that as 
you read the stories, testimonies, interviews, and 
more in this issue, you’ll find what I have found to 
be true: we are all living, struggling, and growing 
together. No one is perfect, and no one has all the 
answers. However, God, in His grace, accepts us 
as we are, loves us however we are, and meets us 
wherever we are.

I heard the other day in a sermon that God knew, 
long before we were born, every single sin we 
would ever do and He still chose to die for us. The 
thought took hold of me. I mean, if that is true, 
how could I ever think God would reject me? If 
I were to be honest, there are times I throw up 
my hands and complain to God about how awful I 
am because, no matter how often I repent, I keep 

messing up. But that statement from the sermon 
reminded me of the truth: God knew everything I 
would ever do, and while Jesus hung on the cross, 
His love for me was so great that He suffered in 
my place despite my sins. He suffered to destroy 
the power of sin in my life so I could approach 
Him without shame, without guilt. Without fear. 
As God’s child, covered in the blood of Christ and 
marked by the Holy Spirit as His own, how could 
I ever think I wouldn’t be good enough, or smart 
enough, or accomplished enough for Him?

Jesus died so that He, through our repentance, 
could reconcile us to God the Father. Even now, 
thousands of years later, the invitation to salvation 
still stands for those who are unbelievers. For 
believers, Jesus extends the invitation to draw 
increasingly deeper into relationship with Him.

My hope is that you will feel the love—and the 
invitation—of God in these pages. May you draw 
near to Him so He can change your life and enable 
you to walk and live in peace.

Dyane Forde’s love of writing 
began with an early interest in 
reading and words in general. 
She is a self-published author 
(Rise of the Papilion trilogy) 
and the founder of Lost Pen 
Magazine and the freelance 
writing and editing service, 
Focus Writing Services. In 

addition, Forde is a social worker. She lives in 
Montreal with her family and pets, and spends 
her free time maintaining her Japanese-language 
Duolingo streak. Visit her at LOST PEN MAGAZINE.

EDITOR’S DESK
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Aundre BrownAundre Brown

Time crawlsTime crawls
to a resounding halt.to a resounding halt.
My life’s on hold,My life’s on hold,
it was all my fault.it was all my fault.

I’m reminded by the salted tearsI’m reminded by the salted tears
cascading down my facecascading down my face
in the showering rain.in the showering rain.

My eyes lift up to God.My eyes lift up to God.
My bags are packedMy bags are packed
and my mind is made up, and my mind is made up, 
to make things right with God.to make things right with God.

I have a few coins to my name, I have a few coins to my name, 
and my debts are shoutingand my debts are shouting
from inside of the envelopesfrom inside of the envelopes
that are piled up underneaththat are piled up underneath
my living room sofa.my living room sofa.

Yet, in my darkest hourYet, in my darkest hour
my God hears my cry.my God hears my cry.

“How do I start“How do I start
to rebuild the piecesto rebuild the pieces
of my broken heart?”of my broken heart?”

LonelinessLoneliness
grows no less.grows no less.
It becomes a difficult test.It becomes a difficult test.

His Hand still holds onto mine, His Hand still holds onto mine, 
whilst I’m standing in the rain.whilst I’m standing in the rain.

Standing in 
the Rain

Im
ag

e 
by

 J
an

 F
ill

em

10

https://unsplash.com/@janfillem


Im
ag

e 
by

 J
an

 F
ill

em

A delicate vessel was created
Molded by the master’s hand
A cistern prepared for water

In a dry and thirsty land.
 

The rainbow shared its colors
With the vessel created to stand

Silently by the wayside
Placed by the master’s hand.

 
To refresh the weary traveler

As he trudged through the desert sand
To reach the life-giving water

Lest he perish in the land
 

Soon those refreshed by the water
Abused the master’s plan

Damaged his beautiful vessel
Left it broken in the sand.

 
Unable to hold the water

And no longer able to stand
The vessel grieved its damage

Seeking the master’s hand.

He gently gathered her pieces
From the dry and dusty sand
And lov-ing-ly repaired them

As only the master can.
 

Once again the beautiful cistern
Held life-giving water for man

Standing proudly by the wayside
Fulfilling the master’s plan.

 
But something had been added

A defect totally unplanned
Visible marks on the surface

Where the ugly cracks had been.
 

The cistern cried to the master,
“I do not understand

Why scars now mar my beauty
Where the painful cracks have been?”

 
The master said, as he touched her

With a soft and gentle hand,
“The scars remain to remind you

You can be broken again.”

Broken  
Cistern   

Rachel Jamerson
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Her world is a clay vessel scraped raw and dry,Her world is a clay vessel scraped raw and dry,

Exhausted and weary, she closes her eyesExhausted and weary, she closes her eyes

To troubles and sorrows and sighs multiplied,To troubles and sorrows and sighs multiplied,

This journey to Zion breaks heart, bone, and pride.This journey to Zion breaks heart, bone, and pride.

in
Poem by April OjedaPoem by April Ojeda

Art by Joss Monzon
(contributor)

Exile
Eve,

The Cross That 
Reached to Heaven

12



13

 Robert M. Starr

The Cross That 
Reached to Heaven

In a far off land called Galilee,
A man taught a way of life to me.

He taught of peace and grace and love
With a wisdom born of God above.

He spoke of a kingdom beyond my dreams,
And His words brought fear to jealous kings.

In despair and fright they cried:
“We cannot rest ‘til He’s crucified!”

So they sent their spies to follow Him,
To bring them proof of this man’s sin.

The men they sent tried to twist His words,
But truth and wisdom was all they heard.

And the wonders He worked as He walked along
Were many and great, but none were wrong.

He healed the sick, made lame men whole,
Brought warmth to the hearts of the weak and old.

Strong men learned of His gentle way,
And blind men saw the light of day.

As He journeyed to Jerusalem,
A crowd of thousands followed Him.

With praise and joy did they sing
And many there proclaimed Him king.
The frightened rulers found no guilt

In the hope that Jesus built.

His trial was a farce of wicked men,
For this man Jesus was without sin.

He was jeered and beaten and His brow was torn
By a cruel and twisted crown of thorn.

They made Him climb to Calvary,
This lonely man from Galilee.
And there He died in agony

To grant His life to you and me.

It is not here that the story ends,
For it is here that life begins.

The man who died upon that tree
Has lived for all eternity.

And those who follow where He trod,
Know He is Christ, the Son of God.

And when His blessed life was given
Upon the cross that reached to heaven,

He took the sins of every man
Into His strong and nail-scarred hand,
And gave that precious gift to me . . .

Life . . . for all eternity. . . .                      
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The yolk of the sun spills 

over me and my brothers and sisters.

We delight in knowing that in this viscous yellow 

warmth 

we are not broken

anymore.

We’ve cracked the shell.

We’ve discovered the light

that spreads over land and limbs

burning whole and perfect

beyond the giant crack. 

In it and through it He reveals

that He had been there all along 

hidden behind everything built for us

freeing us from the small black space

that encased us.

We do not sit alone in the dark

we fly as babies of light

born from tatters into sun-ship

living in the wake of His blazing glory.

Yolk
Veronica McDonald
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Idi ditioreprae. Nam dolenita ipsus volorectati ute quibus es moleni 

quibustrum, sam hillori busam, con cus vid ut et, quos aut ad estiame magnitae 

velicab orrorro ducide sum et il illandam ide as samenim poratus, quam nus ut 

etur receprem. Picitio minis aligend igentium, conseratiore natem ratquos am 

landerum aspelecatur sandictus, tectemporem eatur moloreperum re consed 

millaute rerios alictem volorio incti dolupit quodi invellab is mo omnimilis 

sunturio. Archite niet accus rem ne intem aut modis et eum quia que volupis 

doluptassum re et porem volenis accum fugiae dolo qui coriae sinvell uptatqu 

idipsuntur? Quibusda voles as mod magnis nam que earciducias solum, qui 

que voluptatur, quosam nit lab illupta tempossi ommolupit, sam, volorum aut 
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nonse et que secusciunt quas unt que praest fuga. Iqui ommoluptam volum 

faccae et etur solorat.

P O E M  
P O E M
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Nam dolenita

Blind—ambition forfeited to a beggar’s life. Unjust.
Sitting in traveler’s dust, by Jericho walls.
He, too, walled within his own night.
Lost in darkness—no light. 
No sight. Vacant eyes, vacant soul.
Shaking his bowl, for shekels. 
“Jehovah-Shammah. Where are You?”

Crowds—trampling by, like buzzing bees surrounding
A hive of One. True royalty, 
Come to redeem humanity’s frailty.
The blind inert—his ears awake, always alert,
Hears a name, not new, just rewritten. 
“Jesus. Jehovah-Shammah. 
Now Immanuel. God is here.”

“Jesus. Have mercy on me!”
Unwilling to be shushed, pushed aside,
He cries again,
“Jesus. Have mercy.”

Jehovah-Shammah hears. And sees.
Always looking for 
The blind, the deaf, the lame, the one
In pain.
The true beggar who seeks rescue
From living in darkness’s 
Shame.
  
“Behold, a light shines in the darkness, 
and the darkness has not overcome it.”*

Jesus stops, amid the throng,
And song of voices, Jesus stops. His ears
Attentive to the cries of
The repentant. 
Jesus asks a question—always question with intention,
This Jehovah-Shammah.
“What is it that you want Me to do for you?”

“Jesus. Rabbi.” 
Master of all—both great and small.
Creator of life, and lands,
Of feet and hands.
Of ears and eyes, the sight of light.
“Jesus, have mercy on me;
I want to see.”

“Go. Walk. Run. Feel the sun
On new eyes.
Your faith has healed you.”
And so he did.
Jehovah-Shammah—the Lord was there. 

I, too, cry, “Jesus—have mercy on me.”
Me—who whimpers, and whines in the dust,
Forfeiting trust
And the belief that You are Jehovah-Shammah. 
I beg for mercy, and new sight,
To see the light
Of Your Alpha to Omega presence. You come.

His light shines in my darkness and I am undone.
Immanuel—God with me. God with us.  

* John 1:5 NIV. Note: Slight paraphrase by poet.

Blind No Longer
Connie Inglis 

Based on Mark 10:46-52
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A New Me
 

Olowo Hope

In the city of destruction,

I was lost in sin and its distractions.

Realizing my burden and need for salvation,

I ran all the way, seeking remission.

Through my struggles to find redemption,

I found a cross, and on it was a man bruised for my transgressions.

Down at the foot of the cross,

My burden of sin rolled away at the realization

That the Son of God took upon Himself my sins 

and now makes for me intercession.

I’ve got life restoration

Through His abundant grace and compassion;

Through my faith in the Son, His death, and resurrection.

Now I stand a new man free from damnation,

No more awaiting destruction,

Free from sin’s bondage and oppression

‘Cause the Lamb of God has become, in His love,

My covering, my offering, my substitution; 

All I can give is my life in appreciation

To the One who made possible my liberation.

In Him, I have faith, sanctification;

Through Him, I’ve been made righteous, I’ve got justification.

Now awaiting His awesome descension,

To take me where glory dwelleth:

His everlasting habitation.

AMEN.

Art by Sarah Noble (contributor)
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Once in a great while, my wife asks me
to write a poem about her. This poem, my
dear—dear friends, readers—will not be so;
for you see, it is already written.
 
Yes, poems, innumerable, are the very
aches of my feet, back, wrists by each new dawn;
yellow of the nails and toes: the sun;
and tomorrow: my own Christ’s Peter in
the lake, his bliss: “It is the Lord!”

This tells me, by first and last light, that I
am still a poet, or just alive.
Or maybe, God of this world, I’m just dumb
now,
             and forevermore.

Emmaus
 Tyler Wettig
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A R T I C L E S
( O P I N I O N S )
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Dum Spiro Spero: ”While I breathe, I hope.”

Just three short words in Latin—thirteen letters in all—yet they say so much. Some days, it’s hard to 
get up and get going. The weight of the world seems to press down on us. It may be a global crisis or 
a personal setback, such as sickness, debt, or a broken relationship. Fear and frustration can set in. 
Where do we turn? The Bible says in Isaiah 40:31 (NKJV):

Those who wait on the Lord 
Shall renew their strength; 

They shall mount up with wings like eagles, 
They shall run and not be weary, 

They shall walk and not faint. 

Every morning we wake up is a gift from God and another opportunity to choose to trust Him. We 
may feel afraid, we may feel angry, we may feel sad. But as it says in Hebrews 10:23 (NLT), we can 
still have hope: “Let us hold fast the confession of our hope without wavering, for He who promised 
is faithful.” 

Illustration and text by Ann-Margret Hovsepian
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Reconciliation, Inc.
Robert Adams 

Editor’s note: The writer uses the metaphor of a 
“business enterprise” to illustrate the message of God’s 
redemption strategy. It is not intended to represent 
the full spectrum of the salvation message.

Our Dad has recruited us, the redeemed, into His 
business enterprise. Upon salvation, He gave us 
the family business as an inheritance; by heredity, 
our future is secure. 

Dad is not in the garment or farming industry. 
He is in ministry—the ministry of reconciliation. 
It is what He has been doing since He created 
the world. It is His greatest passion, and He is 
determined to expand the business far and wide 
to make it a global, multinational success.

Can everyone benefit from reconciliation? The 
simple answer is, yes. Let’s take a look at why.

Even before Dad founded His enterprise, He 
was keenly aware that mankind was in need of 
something essential to its survival since the fall 
of man. Relational breakdown ran rampant. 
People held grudges and multiplied their offences 
against one another. The breakdown extended to 
mankind’s relationship with the Father Himself. 
People refused to speak to Him, to deal with Him, 
or to thank Him for His provision and kindness 
toward them. So, Dad sprung into action to 
provide the ultimate solution. 

Dad’s answer was to send our oldest brother, Jesus 
the Firstborn, to deal with our problem (Romans 
8:29). He was perfect for the job: He was flawless 

in expertise and impeccable in every way. He is 
just like Dad! He gave His life to make things right 
again between Dad and His people: us.

Jesus didn’t have it easy. He and Dad had to 
make huge sacrifices for the plan of reconciliation 
to work. Jesus told everyone about it and asked 
people to trust Him and to make a choice—
accept Dad’s offer or reject it. Though death and 
the resurrection took Him away for a bit, He had 
told everyone beforehand that it was necessary 
for Dad’s plan to work. He also said they shouldn’t 
worry because He would come back when the 
time was right. 

The plan worked! Those who chose to accept it 
began to talk to Dad again. They also patched 
up their differences between one another and 
started passing on the message of reconciliation 
to anyone willing to hear about it. Not everyone 
who heard the message came on board, though. 
And even today, there is a lot of work to do. That’s 
where we come in.

Those who aren’t ready for the plan wonder what 
changes they would have to make to come on 
board. They think there is a “list” of things they 
have to stop doing, or a “list” of things they must 
start doing to buy their way in.

The simple truth is, all that is needed is to believe 
what Jesus said and to trust in Him. That’s it!

Reconciliation is a great business. No pressure 
sales. No scams, or guilt trips, or catches. Just like 
Dad, we are in the ministry business, the ministry 
of reconciliation!

20
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Eleanor Moriah

Clean Your 
Hands

Editor’s note: the following is an opinion piece,  
and, therefore, presents the writer’s perspective 
on the topic.

Since the coming of COVID-19, we’ve heard 
over and over of the importance of washing 
one’s hands and avoiding touching our faces. 
We’re told that the virus is “out there,” and 
that as long as it doesn’t enter our bodies 
we’ll remain healthy. For me, those messages 
draw parallels with God’s instructions on 
living a pure life in fellowship with Him—a life 
untainted by the world. The world is full of 
things meant to entice the flesh, but we are 
urged to “abstain from sinful desires, which 
wage war against your soul” (1 Peter 2:11 NIV). 

The pandemic gave rise to a range of reactions, 

such as individuals overstocking on goods 
and adopting intense cleaning regimens 
akin to those considered “germaphobes.” 
To some, overstocking on items, even those 
counter-intuitive to the type of pandemic we 
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public and private places. Customers have 
depleted shelves of certain staples, such 
as personal-hygiene and home-cleaning 
products. Cleanliness became a top priority 
on people’s minds. 

In a time of high risk, regular cleaning 
isn’t sufficient. More frequent and more 
thorough cleaning is needed. Should we not 
view sin and its capacity to inflict spiritual 
harm in the same way? 

Shouldn’t holiness and the purity of our 
souls and minds be our top priority?

The verse selected for this issue’s theme 
is fitting: “Draw near to God and He will 
draw near to you. Cleanse your hands, you 
sinners; and purify your hearts, you double-
minded” (James 4:8 NKJV).

Yes, we must cleanse our hands. Not 
merely in the physical sense to deflect 
viruses that attack the body, but more 
importantly, we must  be zealous to be 
washed from our sins which carry spiritual 
and eternal consequences.

Remember, Friends: “For we do not wrestle 
against flesh and blood, but against 
principalities, against powers, against 
the rulers of the darkness of this age, 
against spiritual hosts of wickedness in the 
heavenly places” (Ephesians 6:12 NKJV). 
The real concern is not a virus that attacks 
our bodies, but an invisible one that attacks 
our souls. Therefore, be eager to repent, so 
that you may be reconciled to the only one 
that offers you eternal life, Jesus Christ. And 
He will draw near to you. 

are facing, may have helped ease anxiety by 
performing a practical gesture that led to 
them feeling better equipped. 

As Canadians go through the pandemic and 
adjust to the “new normal,” I think of the 
human-God relationship and the directives 
given to believers regarding a “virus” called 
sin as well as the fear that drives certain 
behaviours. Regarding the latter, believers 
are not called to act out of anxiety. Instead, 
God’s word tells us: “Be anxious for nothing, 
but in everything by prayer and supplication, 
with thanksgiving, let your requests be made 
known to God; and the peace of God, which 
surpasses all understanding, will guard your 
hearts and minds through Christ Jesus” 
(Philippians 4:6-7 NKJV).

Many people, including the influential—
namely, celebrities—encourage others to do 
the  things needed to protect themselves from 
COVID-19. In social media groups, people 
have come up with innovative ways to do so, 
like compiling lists, diagrams, graphics, and 
even cartoons, so that the right information 
is spread in relatable ways. 

Similarly, as Bible believers, we should be 
ready to give a reason for the hope that lives 
in us with gentleness and respect (1 Peter 
3:15). We are called to inform the world of 
the virus of sin, to encourage people to be 
cleansed from it through Christ, and to help 
one another, in innovative ways, to stay away 
from sin-prone situations.

In response to COVID-19, we’ve increased 
the frequency and degree of cleaning in 
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Nam dolenita
repentance, and, eventually, reconciliation. 
Surely that rebellious son had to reach rock 
bottom before he made the humble trek back to 
the loving arms of his father! Luke 15:20 (NLT) 
says: “So he returned home to his father. And 
while he was still a long way off, his father saw 
him coming. Filled with love and compassion, he 
ran to his son, embraced him, and kissed him.” 
Verse 21 adds: “His son said to him, ‘Father, I 
have sinned against both heaven and you, and I 
am no longer worthy of being called your son.’”  

Here is repentance at its best! But would the 
father forgive him? Would the son be welcomed 
back into the fold by his brother? Yes and no. 
The father forgives, but the brother seethes 
with jealousy. (Read Luke 15:11-32 for the 
whole story.) The lessons in this parable apply 
as much today as they did then, showing that 
the road to repentance is not always easy. But 
repentance is worth it. It leads to reconciliation 
and back to the loving arms of our joyful Father! 

Repentance leads us home. Our Shepherd’s 
voice softly and sweetly calls us by name. 

Heed the call!  

Reflections on James 4:8
Carolyn Morton Boren

Come near to God and 
he will come near to you. 

Wash your hands, you sinners, 
and purify your hearts, you double-minded.

(James 4:8 NIV)

Do you ever wonder why our first plea for God’s 
help has to be our first cry?

Could it be because He wants us to realize that 
we desperately need Him to fill our lives and 
lungs with the Breath of Life? To completely 
surrender our needs to His willingness to feed 
our souls through faith? Our very existence 
is contingent on us turning from “I can do it 
myself!” to “Help me, Lord! I can’t find you!” 
We are often like scattered sheep who have 
wandered away from the Shepherd because of 
our way of thinking and acting (Isaiah 53:6). 

The Holy Bible gives us many worthy examples of 
repentance that lead to reconciliation. Luke 
15:11-32 shares the parable of the lost son, 
or as we know it best, “The Prodigal Son.” 
There are valuable lessons to glean from this 
fantastic story about resentment, rebellion, 
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Interview with 
Author & Illustrator

Sharice Rascoe

Lost Pen Magazine (LPM): Can you begin by 
telling us a little about yourself? 

I was born and raised in the Bronx, New York. 
I’m the second oldest of my three siblings. I’m 
an entrepreneur, and I used to do face painting 
for kids’ parties, but now I just create paintings. 
I’m a pretty private person, so that’s all I feel 
comfortable sharing right now.

LPM: What is your educational and spiritual 
background?

I have a Bachelor of Science in Business from 
Mercy College in 2015. I’ve been going to church 
with my family since I was small, but I personally 
got saved when I was about nine years old. I 
officially joined a church on my own at around 
fifteen years old.

LPM: What do you write about, and why are you 
passionate about it?

I wrote a middle-grade chapter book for kids that’s 
loosely based off of my life growing up having two 
siblings diagnosed with autism. I chose to write 
about this experience because I know there are 
other kids who are feeling the way I felt and 
wanted . . .  them to have a book they could relate 
to. Support is important for kids growing up with 
that type of family, so I wanted them to see they 
aren’t alone. I want other kids to read it as well 
and get a better understanding of what it’s like to 
have family members with special needs.

LPM: Do you think God has a purpose for your 
work? If so, what?

Yes. Unfortunately, there just aren’t a lot of books 
available for kids to read that deal with this 
subject. I know there are some, but, to me, it’s not 

Sharice Rascoe, author

https://unsplash.com/@othentikisra


26

enough. I saw a quote online from Beverly Cleary 
that said, “If you don’t see the book you want on 
the shelf, write it.”1 I saw that a story like mine 
needed to be told in order to help spark empathy 
in people for families and kids going through what 
I did, so I wrote it myself. I had the assurance from 
God that I was the best person to do this because 
I’ve actually lived it.

LPM: What are the biggest lessons you’ve learned 

1 “16 Memorable Beverly Cleary Quotes,” SporcleBlog, May 

8, 2018, https://www.sporcle.com/blog/2018/05

/beverly-cleary-quotes.

about yourself and/or the writing business since 
walking this path?

I’ve learned not to underestimate myself and 
that I should never say never. For years, I’ve told 
myself that I’m not a good writer, and I hated 
doing writing assignments in school, so I was 
convinced that I’d never be able to write a book. 
Through this process, God showed me that He 
shows up strong in the areas that we are the 
weakest in. Now it’s easier than ever to write a 
book and self-publish because there are so many 
resources available to help you out.

LPM: How do you hope your readers will respond 
to your book?

Well, I’m hoping the response will be a positive 
one. I hope that the kids growing up like I did are 
not only inspired and encouraged but that kids 
who have never even heard of autism get a better 
understanding of what it is and how it affects an 
entire family.

LPM: What do you find is the most difficult 
aspect of writing and publishing and how do you 
cope with it?

One of the most difficult aspects for me was the 
editing process. I’ve had several editors help me 
out with it, but I still found myself going back into 
the manuscript and adding more things to the 
story and changing some of the edits that were 
made, because I didn’t feel they were necessary. 
Working with my illustrator was another difficult 
obstacle and that took several months to 
complete. She had to keep making adjustments 
to the same illustration several times so that it 
looked the way I wanted it to. I’m very meticulous, 
so I know it was tough for her. But she hung in 
there and got the job done, so I’m grateful for that.
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LPM: What advice would you give to 
aspiring writers?

If it’s in your heart to tell a story, just know that you 
can do it. There are many people in the world who 
have a great story that they should write about, 
but very few actually do it, so don’t be afraid to 
at least try. Reach out and ask others who have 
written books before for advice. Having mentors 
and writing professionals there for you to talk to 
and ask for help is important. You also have to 
know what your motive is for writing a book. If it’s 
just to get famous and make a lot of money, then 
maybe becoming an author isn’t for you.

LPM: Can you tell us about your future goals? 

Right now, I’m looking at writing a second book 
that will be a continuation of my first one, and, 
hopefully, I can publish it a few years from now. I 
think the process will be much easier the second 
time around since I’ll already know what to do 
and who I should reach out to. Again, I have 
more goals, but that’s the only one I want to 
share right now.

LPM: How can readers contact you?

Readers who want to contact me can just email 
me at shainasworldbook@gmail.com. I’m also 
on GOODREADS, AMAZON, and my book has two 
social media pages, INSTAGRAM and FACEBOOK.

Shaina’s Family

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/20263645.Sharice_Rascoe
https://www.amazon.ca/Shainas-World-My-Family-Autism-ebook/dp/B084SWCWYC
https://www.instagram.com/shainasworldbook/
https://www.facebook.com/shainasworld/
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Road 2 Eternity (R2E): When did you start 
drumming?

AJ Maland (AM): Well, my grandpa is actually 
in a blues band, and he got me started at the 
age of three.

R2E: How did your charity, Recycled Rhythm, 
come about?

AM: About a year ago, I was diagnosed with 
autism spectrum disorder, and I wanted to 
use my diagnosis as a way to help other kids 
with the same diagnosis [by] using music. 
Music got me through my diagnosis, and it 
helps me communicate to people. I found out 
that giving music to other kids with the same 
diagnosis also helps them communicate to 
their family and also focus more in life.
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Interview with AJ Maland, 
Founder of Recycled Rhythm

by Wendy L. Cunningham Barnes of The WendyLyfe, 
produced by Road 2 Eternity
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Interview with AJ Maland, 
Founder of Recycled Rhythm

R2E: When you give drums to someone with 
the same or other diagnosis, how does it 
make you and the recipient feel?

AM: The first drum set that I gave was my 
personal drum set that I actually played on. 
The kid actually saw me at Morris Cornfeast, 
and he didn’t like loud noises, but he really 
liked the drums. So, I let him come up on 
stage, and my dad ended up working with 
his parents and we got in contact with them, 
and I gifted them my actual drum set that he 
played on at the show, [and] he loved it; it [not 
only helped him to] communicate more, [but] 
also helped him with school work.

R2E: So, tell us about the sticks. 

AM: There’s a stick company out of 
Bensenville [Illinois] who endorsed my 
corporation and is working with me for every 
single donation. I put their [recipient’s] name 
on the sticks with the charity name, and they 
[stick company] laser engrave the names on 
the sticks.

When people donate [to] or sponsor us, we 
give them a medal saying “Thank you for 
donating,” and if they’re a proud sponsor, 
then we get them a trophy with a medal on it.

R2E: Tell us about your parents. How do they 
help you with your charity?

AM: My parents have actually helped me 
a lot with my charity. They’ve gotten me 
incorporated, and they just now got me a 
501(c)(3), so I now accept cash donations, 
and I can give them [donors] a tax-write off 

when they donate.

R2E: Your parents told me you had an issue 
with bullying when you were in school before. 
How’d you overcome that?

AM: I was bullied in elementary school. I was 
always called “gay,” I was always told that I 
was down, and I ignored them and I pushed 
through. And now, I am an honour roll student 
and started a charity to help other kids with 
the same diagnosis and help people who get 
bullied push through their lives and overcome 
their fears.

R2E: Besides playing drums, what else helped 
you get through?

AM: Every time I got angry, I took it out on my 
drum sets. You can beat your drum set and 
you can’t hurt it. You could always replace 
a drum head. It’s better to take it out on 
something you could always replace and not 
take it out on someone you can’t replace.

R2E: I heard that the football team helped 
you always. How did you get with the 
football team?

AM: I got into advanced placement 
strength-training classes. So, I strength train 
with all the football teams.

R2E: How did you get introduced to the 
football team to start working out with them?

AM: I applied for a leadership [position] to lead 
freshmen classes, and I looked at my schedule 
and I got put into advanced placement with 

https://unsplash.com/@sandym10?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
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us about that story.

LeAnn Maland (LM): He was diagnosed with 
ADHD when he was five. His pediatrician 
noticed a little hyperactivity happening 
more so than other kids, so we took him to 
a pediatric neurologist for diagnosis and 
he was diagnosed with ADHD. He was put 
on meds, he was put in an IEP (Individual 
Education Plan) at school, so he was in an 
inclusive classroom, always. We didn’t get 
him into that until first grade; they don’t really 

the football team. I knew some of the football 
team because I’ve talked to them since 
freshman year, and I sat with them every day; 
but now I’m with them every day lifting and 
doing all of their exercises.

R2E: We have now added the whole Maland 
family. We have mom, LeAnn; Todd, dad; 
and little brother, Jackson. But I wanted to 
start with you, LeAnn. Let’s talk about the 
beginning when he [AJ] was younger and 
you knew something was just different. Tell 

The Malands



do anything in kindergarten unless they were 
brought in with an IEP. The only real services 
he had with his IEP was extra time on tests, 
and he had forty minutes a week with a social 
worker because his problems were with social 
skills. He did not have the same social skills 
the other kids had at his age. He was hitting 
milestones early, but he would talk to adults 
[and] he would not talk to children his age, 
his own age. We just kind of always thought 
that there was something more than ADHD 
because those quirks are not really ADHD 
things. I actually went to school for early 
childhood education, and I had taken the 
classes with teaching an exceptional child, 
so I kind of knew a little bit. We did ask our 
pediatric neurologist if it could have been 
Asperger’s or autism. So, we did have a 
pediatric neurologist psyche testing done and 
it ended very poorly. We got a diagnosis of 
him being mentally retarded with poor motor 
skills. Our pediatrician told us never to show 
it to the school. So, we just kind of put it off 
to the side and then asked again and again 
for another test, and it took until sophomore 
year in high school (ten years later). So the 
whole time, he was being treated as a person 
with ADHD. We tried a series of different 
meds and finally found one that worked for 
him. We’ve taken him to a few psychologists 
and things like that, but nothing was really 
helping. He was still in an IEP with school and 
still having a lot of problems with social skills 
and a lot of problems with bullying. He never 
liked the things that the other kids liked. He 
didn’t like the music they liked; he liked oldies. 
He always excelled at everything, too, which 
is another thing that kids didn’t like. He could 
walk in and never know how to bowl and be 

the top bowler in the league.

R2E: OK, Dad. When you’re going through 
this ten-year period of the misdiagnoses, 
how are you coping?

Todd Maland (TM): Well, as a family, we all 
just kind of got together and coped and 
just supported him through everything that 
he did through school and everything else. 
And, luckily, we got involved with the school 
through P.T.O. (Parent Teacher Organization), 
so we were physically there and visible.

R2E: Tell us a little about what that means: 
“sticking together.”

TM: We’ve always been there to support each 
other through everything that any one of [us] 
has been through as a family, and it brought 
us extremely closer in everything. Through 
work incidents, life incidents, such as himself, 
or even Jackson, too, we’ve always just been 
there. And, like I was telling you earlier, he [AJ] 
just has a huge heart.

R2E: Tell us about the tornado and how you 
guys helped out with that.

TM: The first tornado that went through the 
Coal City area was around his [AJ] birthday, 
around Thanksgiving, and he came to us and 
said, “I don’t want any gifts.” He [just] wanted 
to go down there and volunteer, working at 
Clothes Closet. So, that’s what we did. We 
honoured his wish and went down there as 
a family, and he worked in Clothes Closet 
literally all day on his birthday.
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R2E: So, as a family, because of his huge 
heart, you’ve become more giving and more 
philanthropic in what you do. Now, you were 
telling me some cool stories about the drums 
that you give away. Tell us about the one 
young person who received the drums.

Jackson Maland (JM): So, we got in contact 
with someone whose friend’s kid has autism, 
and he actually can’t speak, he’s nonverbal. 
So, we got there and we donated the set, and 
he set it up in front of his mirror, and he was 
playing the Beatles, and he can only talk and 
sing to Beatles songs.

R2E: So, Jackson, as the little brother in all 
of this, how does it feel to have AJ as your 
brother and what you go through with him?

JM: I like to help out people a lot, so I like 
helping out with the charity and getting to 
clean sets and stuff, and getting to tell people 
how I changed people’s lives.

R2E: What do you want to do when you grow 
up, AJ?

AM: I want to be a fireman, so I applied for 
the dual cleric program at our school, and I 
got into it. So, when I graduate senior year, I 
will have about a half a year done of college 
and I’ll leave with an EMT (Emergency Medical 
Technician) licence.

R2E: So, what are some of the things that 
people who haven’t been around someone 
with autism should know?

LM: I think one of the biggest problems we 

have is that he looks normal. So, when he has 
one of his meltdowns or something like that, 
people look at him like he’s a bratty, spoiled 
kid. Not all disabilities can be seen, so we’ve 
just kind of taught them [AJ and Jackson] 
to just treat people like people because you 
never know someone’s story, even if it’s not 
a disability. You never know what someone’s 
going through.

R2E: Todd, I want you to speak to the dads 
because, as a woman, all I know is men see 
a problem and they want to fix it. So often 
it’s hard for a man to be presented with a 
special-needs child because you can’t fix the 
child, you just have to tweak your life to give 
them the best life. So, as AJ’s dad, what does 
it mean to you to be a part of this? 

TM: It means a lot seeing how he has grown 
as an individual, and, in return, seeing how 
he’s blessed the recipients. He does keep in 
touch with the kids he donates the drums to. 
He’ll get little videos, or he’ll get texts from 
them. Our first recipient, Cole, talks frequently 
with AJ. His mom will send messages to him 
[AJ], and she even says that his [Cole’s] life 
has been so much better. He comes home 
from school, and if he does good in school, 
he’s allowed to play on the drum set for thirty 
minutes, so he does good in school cause 
that’s his ambition to come home and do it 
[play the drums].

R2E: How can people learn more about 
Recycled Rhythm?

LM: [Find] Recycled Rhythm on FACEBOOK or 
Recycled Rhythm Inc. on INSTAGRAM.
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When my handyman and friend pried 
open the vacuum to replace the broken 
belt, I was surprised at how dirty it was 
inside. He responded, “That’s the nature 
of the thing.” He then let me know that I 
had bought the wrong replacement belt. 
When I later installed the proper belt, I had 
time to ponder his astute insight: to make 
something dirty clean, the clean thing must 
become dirty.  

The rag I used to wipe down the inside of 
the vacuum quickly darkened. Much of 
that dirt transferred to my hands which 
then smudged the faucet. When I scrubbed 
the faucet clean, the dirt flowed down 
the drain. 

As a thing becomes clean, it transfers filth 
to the next thing it touches. The filthy water 
that went down my drain went somewhere 
to be “treated.” What happens to the filth 
then? It’s removed from the treated water 
and is sent to a landfill, at which point the 
water is clean—until it is used and becomes 
dirty again. When does the cycle stop?

To make the dirty clean, the clean must 
become dirty. This reminds me of myself. 
No matter how hard I try to clean up my 
own “stuff”—bitterness, pride, anger, 

The Nature of the Thing
Heather J. Kirk

lust—I shuffle it around or bury it in my 
heart only to pick it up again later. And it 
reminds me of my Saviour, who, being pure 
and free of guilt and shame, allowed all my 
sin to be transferred onto Him; He, being 
clean, became dirty to make me clean in 
the sight of the Father. Yet, miraculously, 
my dirt is not recycled. It is gone, forgotten, 
and completely removed. And if I return to 
bathe in the mud pond, when I repent of it, 
Jesus removes that dirt too.

Ultimately, the cycle ends with my 
contrite heart and my desire for Him to 
make me brand new, laid bare before 
God’s “Super-Duper, New and Improved, 
Ultra-Bright White, Non-Allergenic” brand 
of mercy and forgiveness. 

Why would Jesus do this for me, even 
though I continue to sin (Romans 5:8)? To 
put it simply, it’s in His nature.  

Now, if only the carpet would stay clean!
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Heather J. Kirk

Every person in the world is born with a serious 
problem. Sin is a bend towards wrongdoing, 
and God will not lodge with evil. Why should 
He when He has given everything to provide 
the way of escape from sin through His Son? 
While the evidence of sin is clear in our world, 
personal sin is not so detectible. Or, at least, 
it’s not something we like to acknowledge.

I had a problem with this type of blindness. 
From so-called “virtuous living” to denying 
something was wrong with me, I needed to see 
the reality of sin in my life. God never leaves 
anyone in the dark as to who He is and what we 
do in our foolishness. Whatever it takes for the 
Lord to get my attention, I say, “Better I limp 
into His Kingdom than not at all.”1 Jesus was 
the mysterious stone that I had to stumble over.

Despite feeling as if I had been cheated out of 
life, handing over what remained of myself was 
the best thing I could have done. It was also 
the only thing I could have done. And it allowed 
God to begin making me into the image of His 
Son. Jesus is beautiful. Perfect. And He is “the 
more” I had been looking for. The time came 
for me to “get real,” to remove the mask, and 
to see the truth about myself. It wasn’t a pretty 
sight. Still, it was the start of discovering what 

1 Paraphrase of the original William Ashley quote “Better limp 

all the way to heaven than not get there at all.”

I didn’t know, specifically about what was most 
important: eternal life. In hindsight, pursuing 
what I wanted kept me from possessing the 
best, while maintaining control over my life 
actually spun me out of control. Addictions, 
obsessions, compulsions, oh my!

One morning, while focusing on the spots on 
my windowpane, I heard the Spirit say, “Look 
out. Beyond your nose.” Funny, but those were 
His exact words. The view I was missing! Cherry 
blossoms in full bloom! God longs to reveal 
the hiding places we run to. Satan has his 
playgrounds. We can easily fall prey to enemy-
type thinking: that God is not good and cannot 
be trusted and believe the lie that He is not the 
all-powerful One. Monsters under the bed and 
things that go bump in the night paralyze us 
with fear. But faith leads over our demons. It 
was God who split open the sea and broke the 
heads of the monster, Leviathan. The day is 
God’s, as is the night. He established the sun 
and moon and set all the boundaries of the 
earth (Psalm 74:14-17).

John 1:18 tells us that no one has ever seen 
God, but that God was revealed by way of Jesus 
Christ. I describe my journey as such. And in 
the words of Hebrews 1:1-2 (NKJV), “God, who 
at various times and in various ways spoke in 
time past to the fathers by the prophets, has in 
these last days spoken to us by His Son, whom 

The Hobble from Ai to Bethel: 
A Testimony

Andrea Marino
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He has appointed heir of all things, through 
whom also He made the worlds.”

His Majesty found me and let me know 
He saw me during a time I believed I was 
invisible. It was personal for me. He said I 
had more value than any celestial galaxy 
of His making. Breaking the iron bars of 
my prison walls, tearing open the curtain 
of separation between the Father and 
me, Jesus set me free. He is my Hero, my 
Rock, and Dwelling Place. I don’t know if it’s 
only a gal thing, but it thrills me to think 
about being in the arms of the Lord. This 
is not religion. This is a relationship of the 
most intimate kind. Life is hard; yet our 
momentary, light afflictions are producing 
an everlasting weight of glory far beyond 
comprehension. Therefore, we cannot 
focus on what is seen. For what is seen is 
temporary, and what is unseen is eternal (2 
Corinthians 4:17-18).

There really are silver linings around the 
clouds above the mountains we face. I 
asked God for a miracle: physical healing. 
While it didn’t manifest immediately, I can 
tell you the day I began to see the possibility. 
I was shovelling snow. The sky was thick 
with grey clouds and the surroundings 
were dominated by the typical deadness of 
winter. Just as my gloom was peaking, the 
evergreens, bowed beneath heavy snow, 
caught my eye. I started poking one of the 
bushes with my shovel. Little by little, the 
snow fell off and the bush began to spring 
up. That is an illustration of the work God 
was doing inside of me. Difficult as the 
prodding was, He was removing the burden 
of my sin along with its guilt and shame. 
God’s truths cause us to stand upright. Making crooked things straight is what the Lord does. Even so, my 
greatest joy has been encountering Him. There is nothing better than knowing in your heart that you are 
deeply loved by the King.
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It began as a good desire for a good thing. 
However, when my excitement morphed into 
pride and controlling behaviour, a precious 
relationship was threatened.

“What do you think about 
going to a Camp Logos 
training sometime?” my 
husband, John, asked.

I initially said I’d love to, 
but then I thought of our 
young girls. Chloe was 
four and Sophia wasn’t 
yet weened. “We should 
probably wait until 
Sophia is a little older. 
And then we’ll need to 
find someone to stay 
with them.”

We agreed to bide our 
time and to periodically 
check the website for 
future dates and locations that might work.

And then, tragedy struck.

In August of 2017, I had my first miscarriage. 
My second happened four months later, in 
December. In late January, I learned I was 
pregnant yet again. Every day carried the 
unspoken fear: Would I lose this baby, too?

Letting Go in Order to Grow
Jenny Fulton

That’s when I saw the perfect Camp Logos 
schedule for April. Sophia was old enough 
to be left with a trusted babysitter. We could 
attend the training, then travel north to spend 

a few days in the Blue 
Ridge Mountains.

“This is it,” I heard God 
say. “This will be good for 
you. You need this.” 

John reluctantly agreed 
to let me purchase our 
spots, but his hesitance 
scared me because 
reserved tickets are 
easily ignored.

“He’ll come around,” I 
thought. “I’ll just bring it 
up later.”

In February, Sophia got 
second degree burns on 

her arm after she reached for the counter and 
dumped a hot bowl of noodles all over herself. 

We put any further discussion about the trip 
on hold.

In March, after it was clear our little girl 
was healing well, I decided to nail down our 
vacation plans.

Art by Janis Cox (contributor)
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“We must book our flights and hotel 
rooms,” I urged.

John hesitated. “Maybe it’s better if we don’t 
go. Who would watch the girls?”

“I’ll take care of that. Don’t you want to go?”

John shook his head. “I don’t think it’s the 
right time.”

“Come on! We need this. Don’t worry about 
the girls. They’ll be fine.”

Our frustration with each other mounted. 
I continued to push. Why couldn’t he have 
faith like me? Why was he being so stubborn?

We went to bed angry. The morning wasn’t 
any better. For the first time since we’d been 
married, we barely spoke. Deep inside, I knew 
there was something about my behaviour 
I wasn’t grasping, but couldn’t figure out 
what it was. All I could see was John’s fear 
and lack of faith. I knew God wanted this 
trip for us. I knew it would be good for us. 
Why couldn’t he understand that?

Later that afternoon, after many tears and 
prayers, God confronted me with my fault in 
the matter.

“If you truly believe this trip is of Me, why 
are you trying so hard to control it?”

The truth left me without an excuse. John 
wasn’t the only one suffering from a lack 
of faith.

That evening we spoke again.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I shouldn’t have tried 

so hard to force the issue. I should have 
listened to your concerns. I still believe this 
trip would be good for us, but I don’t want to 
go if you’re not comfortable. So, if you want 
us to cancel it, we can.”

Much to my surprise, John began to sob. “I’m 
worried about our girls,” he said. “Sophia 
is still recovering. What if something else 
happens while we’re gone?”

How could I blame my husband for caring so 
much about our daughters and for wanting 
to protect them? Though disappointment 
weighed heavily on me, I prepared myself 
for the reality that this longed-for vacation 
wouldn’t happen.  

A few days later, we began the 
heartbreaking process of separation from 
our church. As a result, the need to get 
away and gain perspective became greater 
than John’s fears. While he made the final 
arrangements for the trip, I contacted friends 
and family who could stay with our girls.

Looking back, I’m amazed at God’s grace. He 
knew the pain and confusion we’d be faced 
with. He knew our fears and needs. Though 
His words to me about the trip proved true 
and my desire was good, I erred when I 
tried to do God’s job by forcing my husband 
to agree with my perspective, regardless 
of his feelings. The moment I recognized 
my error, chose to respond differently, 
released control, and truly listened to John’s 
perspective, everything changed. Whereas 
my sin prevented me from connecting to 
my husband, my repentance enabled us to 
reconcile, and God ultimately worked things 
out far better than I could have hoped 
or attempted. 

Mary Rodman
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I still remember the phone call I received 
from my sister while on vacation several 
years ago. She called to inform me that our 
nephew Heath had embezzled money from 
the family farm to support his addiction to 
prescription narcotics. Though many of us 
were suspicious or even knew there was 
a problem, we ignored the signs. We did 
not realize how horrible his addiction had 
become. Now, several years later, if you ask 
Heath about that day, he would describe it 
as the worst and best day of his life. 

The Fall: The moment Heath’s world crashed 
down when the truth was revealed. At the 
time, Heath’s sin seemed huge. But ever 
since Adam and Eve ate of the forbidden 
fruit there has been sin in the world and we 
all fall short of the glory of God. You and I 
are no exception.  

The Fall and The Rise
Mary Rodman

As the day unfolded, we gave Heath two 
options. He could leave the family farm and 
admit himself to rehab, or he could face 
criminal charges. At the unbelievable grace 
showed to him, he wept with relief. His drug 
addiction and embezzlement were finally 
out in the open, and he could get the help he 
knew he needed. The opportunity for rehab 
was right in front of him. 

The Rise: The moment grace was extended  
regarding his addiction and theft. He wanted 
help. He chose rehab, or in this case, the 
grace that we, his family, had extended to 
him. Before Heath left for rehab, he prayed 
the most heartfelt, tearful prayer he had 
ever prayed. He gave his life to Christ on the 
back deck of his home, asking forgiveness 
for his sins. 
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Grace appeared for this lost world the moment 
Christ gave up His life on the cross, defeated 
Satan, and rose again.

The Faith: Confession of sins followed by blind 
faith. Heath had no idea what was in store for 
him at the rehab center. No idea of the pain 
he would experience from withdrawal or the 
emotional roller coaster ahead. Yet he walked 
by faith through those doors and admitted 
himself to rehab, knowing Christ was with 
him. “Faith shows the reality of what we hope 
for; it is the evidence of things we cannot see” 
(Hebrews 11:1 NLT).

We rallied around him with prayer as he walked 
the path to recovery. We knew drug addiction 
was difficult to overcome, but not impossible. 
Everyone reacts differently in situations such 
as these, so emotions raged in our family for 
months. Yet I am a firm believer that time 
heals or, at least, mellows the heart when you 
allow love to enter. 

The Hope: There is hope for all situations, and 
Heath found his at the foot of the cross. Though 
rehab was a necessary part of his recovery, his 
hope was in Jesus Christ. Christ reached down 
and took his hand the day he gave his life to 
the Lord. Jesus Christ lifted him out of the pit 
and set his feet on solid ground. I have seen a 
strong faith emerge in Heath as he walks daily 
with Christ, knowing his strength comes from 
the Heavenly Father above.

The Love: The moment Heath’s faithful 
wife, Trisha, realized she could love Heath 
unconditionally because God loves her 
unconditionally. She stood by him through 
that difficult time, sometimes going through 
the motions and sometimes glimpsing the man 
she married. Her faithfulness to their wedding 
vows paid off as love emerged and triumphed 
once again.

Six years later, Heath and Trisha’s journey has 
taken them to a new life, a new state, and a 
new business. They also have a new battle as 
Trisha was diagnosed with bi-polar II disorder. 

Trisha and Heath recently knelt on the carpet 
in their home in Kentucky, and she prayed 
a heartfelt, tearful prayer similar to the one 
Heath had prayed years prior. She asked for 
forgiveness, for healing, and for God’s will to 
be done. God wrapped them in His arms of 
comfort and gave them peace.

Christ gives us all faith, hope, and love. 
Through the ups and downs of rehab, 
counselling, drug addiction, marital struggles, 
and disagreements, love prevailed. Heath 
continues to stand by Trisha’s side, just as 
she had for him a few years before. Though 
their journey has been difficult, their example 
of unconditional love is a testimony to a lost 
world fraught with addiction and mental 
health issues. They share their story because 
Christ is love, and without Christ there would 
be no hope for a hurting world. 

Three things will last forever—faith, hope, 
and love—and the greatest of these is love.

(1 Corinthians 13:13 NLT)

Points to Ponder
- The Fall: What situation in your life caused 
you to fall away from Christ?
- The Rise: Did you come to Christ at that 
moment and ask for forgiveness? If not, why 
not do it today?
- The Faith: Even faith as small as a mustard 
seed can change your life (Matthew 17:20). 
What small seed of faith do you have to 
overcome the difficulties in your life?
- The Hope: How can you allow God to be your 
source of hope for every moment?
- The Love: We all express love differently, 
but Christ’s love for us never changes. Recall 
a moment in your life when you knew God’s 
love was real and steadfast. Focus on Christ’s 
love as you allow Him to help you overcome 
the fall.

Fellowship With Christ
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Social media. If anything, 
I participate out of habit 
or curiosity. When I’m on 
it, I see pictures with faces 
grinning during vacations, 
family reunions, and other 
outings. People share 
aspects of their lives. A 
smattering of “Likes” 
and “Loves” with a few 
comments here and there 
sometimes follow. Those 
images greeted me daily as 
I observed new postings on 
my page.
 
The term social media should give people a sense of 
belonging. Of fulfillment. Of joy. Shouldn’t it?
 
Instead, I felt alone and unseen. So, I took a social 
media reprieve.
 
During the break, I read the books that had taken a 
back seat.  I picked up my photography a bit more. 
The latest pictures I took were of a cute little frog 
outside my house and a beautiful sunset woven 
within and behind one of my front yard trees. My 
writing also started to flourish in ways that thrilled 
me. There was even a recipe for shortbread cookies 
I thought I’d try.
 
The reprieve meant taking a sabbatical from the 
internet noise. Instead, I prayed. It did not matter if 
it was either a short or long prayer, if it was random, 
or if it was simply listening to God whispering words 
of love and encouragement. All of it was precious in 

Fellowship With Christ
Janelle Darnay

its own way.

Here’s the most tremendous 
part. Not once during 
prayer did I ever feel alone 
or unseen.

Yes, I value the friends and 
family on my contact list. 
However, I realized that 
while I was scanning the 
pages of social media, I 
was actually seeking joy, 
fulfillment, and belonging 

from the wrong source. Jesus Christ is our divine 
source of those shining elements. He is our ultimate 
and faithful companion. And when the presence of 
Christ is lacking, we feel incomplete.
 
1 Corinthians 1:9 (NIV) promises, “God is faithful, 
who has called you into fellowship with his Son, Jesus 
Christ our Lord.” 
 
Somewhere amid the consuming maze of social 
media and the busy lives of other people, I lost track 
of myself and what I needed the most—fellowship 
with Christ, which brings happiness and peace. The 
best form of that fellowship is prayer.
 
I am still on this glorious respite and can express with 
certainty that I am glad to be here. How long I will 
remain is uncertain. Only my Heavenly Father knows 
the duration of the heart and spirit’s healing. But one 
factor is not a mystery to me: social media will never 
measure up to blessed fellowship with Christ.
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A rough rag scoured Simon’s feet, raking across every bit of skin, and still, the dirt remained an 
ever-present stain. Clumps of filth clung to his toes even when He’d rubbed them raw. The rag 

plunged repeatedly into a bowl of water, yet the water remained clear—until crimson droplets plunked 
against its surface.

Simon jerked his feet away and stared wide-eyed at the One who had been trying to wash him. Liquid 
red leaked from the Man’s brow and hands and feet. The bowl of water tinted scarlet as a pungent, iron 
scent clogged Simon’s nostrils.

The Man kneeling in front of him crumpled, and a nail-pierced hand caught the bowl, tipping it over. 
Simon scrambled backwards as the bloody water sloshed towards him in a violent wave. . . .

Simon bolted upright from his mat and pressed a hand against his ribs. The walls of the dim room 

Carissa Norris
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closed in on him, stifling every breath. He staggered to his feet and scrambled through sleeping forms, 
fleeing through a doorway. Weak sunshine fell on his shoulders as he stumbled up to the roof’s parapet and 
leaned over to brace his arms. He fought for breath, sucking air in short gasps.

Three days had passed since the rabbi had succumbed to the inhuman torture of a Roman cross, and 
still, he couldn’t sleep. Every time he tried, memories of the Man he’d left everything to follow fused with 
the horrors of the Friday before. Simon dragged a hand over his eyes and tried to control his quivering 
chin. He warred with his mind, silencing the sickening dream to recapture the unsullied memory of his rabbi 
audaciously kneeling before him to wash his feet. Jesus’s words echoed back to him: “You won’t understand 
what I’m doing now, but you will understand later. . . . A man who has bathed only needs to wash his feet 
and is completely clean. You are clean . . .”1

“You said I’d understand,” Simon murmured. “I don’t. I’m not clean. I’m as dirty as I ever was.” Even 
dirtier. Only the worst of sinners would deny their rabbi not once, not twice, but three times.

Footfalls pattered in the street below. Simon’s heart leaped into his throat: soldiers had come for them 
at last! No. It was only Mary Magdalene. He peered over the lip of the roof to watch her urgently shove open 
the door to the house. He pushed to a stand and worked to compose himself as he hurriedly descended the 
outer stairs. When he passed through the door into the room below, he found John along with Mary. “What 
is it? What’s happened now?”

John looked at him with distress. “The rabbi’s gone.”
“Gone?”
Mary’s eyes brimmed with tears. “We went to the tomb to cleanse His body, but it was empty. Someone’s 

stolen Him away!”
“What?” 
John grasped at Simon’s cloak and tugged him towards the street. “Come on.”
“Wait—”
“I know where his tomb is,” John said and dashed out the door.
Simon ran after him.
Simon kept John’s back in his sight as he dodged through the streets. His friend had never outrun him, 

and yet here Simon was, losing out to the man for the first time. Made sense, though. John must be as upset 
as he. Who would take the rabbi’s body? Hadn’t killing Him been enough?

Simon’s pounding footfalls faltered. He remembered a time Pharisees and scribes had come to scrutinize 
Jesus, and the rabbi had spoken in symbols again, mentioning Jonah’s three days and three nights in the 
belly of the great fish. The statement had been strange, no doubt, but Simon was used to Jesus’s ways 
by then. Now, though. . . . Hadn’t Jesus followed the story by saying He would rest in the earth that long? 
Would the religious leaders violate the tomb and display His body to prove him a liar?

Simon cursed as he redoubled his pace to catch up to John, who had just passed through a city gate. 
Then John weaved into a garden, a place that had been kept green and alive out of respect for the honoured 
dead. Joseph of Arimathea, a wealthy follower, had buried Jesus in his austere tomb. John pulled up short 
several yards ahead and bent over, hands on his knees as he gulped in breaths. Approaching, Simon slowed 
his gait. He’d never intended to go near this tomb.

Simon hesitated next to John, recovering his breath a moment before glancing to his left. A gaping hole 
marred the rock face. The stone that should have covered the entrance had been rolled back.

John stammered. “He’s . . . He’s . . .”
Simon steadied John with a hand on his back, blood pulsing in his ears. What if Mary had seen the tomb 

open and simply assumed the body was taken? What if the corpse was still inside? Simon stepped into the 
darkness and blinked several times to clear his sight. He found the shelf where his rabbi should have been.

1 Paraphrase: John 13:7-10.
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Simon clutched a hand to his chest, shielding his hammering heart. Footsteps shuffled behind him and 
John pushed around him.

“He is gone,” John breathed.
The linen cloth that had encircled the body lay without form in a deflated pile, but the head wrapping had 

been oddly separated and neatly rolled. Simon’s hands balled into fists as he imagined the religious leaders, 
or more likely their servants, toting away the bruised and battered body of His rabbi, naked and exposed.

“I thought Romans were guarding Him,” Simon growled.
John stepped up to the shelf and lightly fingered the wrappings like they were precious gold. “So strange, 

unwrapping the body.” He spoke quietly, lifting his eyes to meet Simon’s. “What if . . . they didn’t take Him? 
What if . . . He’s alive?”

“That can’t be possible.”
“The little girl who came alive. The widow’s son. Lazarus. Being made alive isn’t impossible.”
“He raised the dead. He can’t raise himself.” Could he?
“I remember now. He said He’d rise.”
“Those were just words.”
John laughed shortly. “Words? Simon, we walked with Him and listened to Him and watched Him. At any 

time were His words just words?”
Simon yanked a hand through his hair. “But why die? If He could stay alive, He wouldn’t have let them 

kill Him in the first place!”
John touched the rolled-up head wrapping. “He said His body would be given for us, that His blood 

would be poured out for us—like the Passover lamb . . . dying for us to cleanse us.”
“That doesn’t make any sense!”
“Doesn’t it? A final sacrifice, and it’s the Messiah. The Messiah, Simon! He has the power of God. Certainly, 

He can conquer His own death!”
Simon stepped back towards the tomb’s entrance. “Then where is He now?”
“I don’t know. Maybe if we look for—”
Simon turned and sprinted away, ignoring John calling after him.

Simon wandered, taking a longer route back to the house, dredging up from his mind every word their 
rabbi had spoken about His resurrection. Jesus had made such statements, yes, but Simon had considered 
them symbolic, like His parables. If Jesus had truly meant them, then He would come to them soon, to him 
soon, and then. . . .

Simon reached the house. He stared at the front door a moment before pushing a shivering palm 
against it. If the rabbi was inside. . . . A relieved breath gusted from Simon’s mouth. The room was empty. 
He sank onto a stool set inside the door, leaning over to brace his elbows on his knees. He closed his eyes 
and covered them with his hands. An acidic knot of shame clenched his stomach as he imagined the gaze 
once brimming with brotherly love from the One who loved him, now spearing him through with disgust 
and rejection.

Footfalls entered the room. Probably John. Simon didn’t open his eyes. He had no desire to discuss 
John’s hope. The beloved disciple wouldn’t understand. He’d been faithful. Simon had been faithless.

Something made of clay thumped against the floor, and Simon’s sandals were removed from his feet. 
“Leave me be,” he whispered. Curse John for being so kind at a time like this! I don’t deserve it.

Simon’s feet were lifted and warm water welcomed them. Gentle hands began to scrub, washing away 
the grime from his trip to the tomb and back. 

Blasted man! He could wash his own feet. The act of servitude reminded him too strongly of his harrowing 
dream and of the last meal they’d shared with the rabbi when He’d played the servant to him, a horrible, 
sinful man.
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Simon opened his eyes, intending to push John away, but his sight had blurred. He stared through welling 
tears at the hands steadily going about their work. They didn’t look like John’s hands. Another disciple’s? Or 
maybe their host’s? The hands finished washing and set aside the bowl tainted with filth. His feet were covered 
with a towel and tenderly dried, then the towel joined the bowl.

“Peter.” 
Simon’s heart stuttered, his blood froze. Time stilled. Slowly, blinking, he raised his head. Tears leaked onto 

his cheeks. Familiar eyes met his, eyes that pierced his soul. And on the mouth, not a frown or a reprimand, but 
a smile.

Simon lost all strength and pitched forward. Jesus caught him and encircled him with His arms. His grip was 
solid, as strong as it had ever been. Simon’s chin rested on his rabbi’s shoulder, and he sobbed. Jesus let him 
weep, speaking not a word.

“R-abbi,” Simon finally forced out.
“You’re forgiven.”
“But I betrayed you! I denied You. I didn’t believe!”
“I have seen these things.”
“I’m a sinner. I’m wicked!”
“Peter,” Jesus whispered, firmly, calmly. “I’ve washed you clean.”
“I’m not clean. I’m not.”
Jesus’ chest reverberated as he chuckled. “And who gets to decide if I’ve cleaned you or not. You?”
His rabbi’s embrace loosened, and He pushed Simon back, meeting him eye to eye. “I chose you by the Sea 

of Galilee. I choose you now. You are My rock.”
Simon’s lips quivered and fresh tears sprang up. “I’m weak.”
“You have been. You will be no longer. You are My rock, and you will be My rock. You will do much in My 

name and will honour Me above all.” Jesus stood. “I am safe in your hands.”
“Rabbi!” Simon stumbled to a stand. One of Jesus’s scarred feet had already stepped outside the door.
“I will return. Tell the others you’ve seen Me. Help them believe. Be the rock I have made you to be.”
Jesus left the house. Simon staggered out the door, peering up and down the lane, but the rabbi had disappeared.
“Simon!”
Simon turned to his right. John was hurrying toward him.
“I tried to follow you,” John said, stopping in front of him, out of breath once more. “What I said at the 

tomb . . . I was thinking aloud. I didn’t mean to hurt—”
“I saw Him.”
John turned his head to the side. “You what?”
More tears crowded the corners of Simon’s eyes. “He was here. He talked to me like you are now. I saw Him.”
“He’s really alive?”
Simon nodded.
“What did He say?”
“I’m His rock. I’m still Peter . . . and . . .”
“And what?”
Simon peered down at his pristine feet. “And I’m clean.” Simon clasped John’s forearm. “Clean forever. I 

think we all are.” 
John lifted a quizzical eyebrow. 
Simon grinned. “Come on! I’ll explain when we tell the others!”
Simon Peter bounded up the steps to the upper room two at a time. John had to lengthen his stride to 

keep up.

The Lover of My Soul
E.P. Mitchel
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The Lover of My Soul
E.P. Mitchel

The LORD appeared to us in the past, saying: “I have loved you with an everlasting love; 
I have drawn you with unfailing kindness.” 

(Jeremiah 31:3 NIV)
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This was the first Valentine’s Day in decades that Eppie had been kissed so 
passionately. She smiled wryly as the owner of the monstrous dog slunk away in 

embarrassment while chastising his canine friend.
A minute earlier, the dog had bounded toward her on the off-leash trail, followed by 

his master. The beast had leapt up and placed his snowy paws on her chest as he licked 
the side of her mouth. 

 Somewhat stunned, she had managed to find her voice. “Quite the affectionate dog, 
isn’t he?”

 Eppie fought her disgust as she thought about the “nether region” on the creature’s 
body where its tongue might have recently visited. She made a point of not licking her 
lips until she could do a thorough scrubbing at home. She felt like Lucy on the seasonal 
TV show A Charlie Brown Christmas who spat violently when she became the object of 
Snoopy’s indiscretions.  “Ugh! I’ve been kissed by a dog! I have dog germs! Get hot water! 
Get some disinfectant! Get some Iodine!”1

 Eppie had definitely experienced an “Ugh!” moment, but a noteworthy one, since one 
of God’s creatures had lavished affection on her. Her heart warmed despite her revulsion.

 On this Valentine’s Day, like those of years past, Eppie keenly felt the absence of 
unconditional love of the human kind. Thirty-one years in an abusive marriage had 
left her soul in tatters and destroyed any hope of ever being cherished by her former 
husband, let alone any man.

 Despite this, Eppie had never forgotten, or turned away from, the Lover of her soul. 
At the age of twenty-seven, she had made the decision to go forward during an altar call 
at a Christian concert, courageously ignoring the daggers in her husband’s glower. 

 From then on, Eppie had endured greater emotional and mental cruelty, but she had 
been able to live victoriously by hanging onto her dear Saviour and Lord. She went to His 
throne of grace daily. She pleaded for His mercy. Jesus never abandoned Eppie, and she 
was aware of His loving presence. Strengthened by Jesus’ unconditional love, she had 
soldiered on in her battle to love a husband bent on crushing her.

 Now approaching the age of sixty-four as a single, ageing woman, the Lord continued 
to sustain her. As she spent more time reflecting on His promises in the Bible and talking 
to Him throughout the day, Eppie became more intimately acquainted with the One who 
promised to be “A father to the fatherless, a defender of widows” (Psalm 68:5 NIV).

One day soon, the One she loved and adored by faith would become the Bridegroom 
she would love and adore by sight.

1 “A Charlie Brown Christmas,” Quotes, The STANDS4 Network, February 17,  2020, https://www.quotes.net

/mquote/964445.

His Love Made Perfect 
in Her Weakness

 Stella Roberts
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She found out the truth, but it broke her into pieces. 
A very dark cloud of bitterness and resentment overwhelmed her. How could they 

be so lost? So inconsiderate? So heartless? Driven by the desire to expose the darkness 
within them, she considered the things they had done and formulated a plan to dismantle 
their system. 

Before she knew it, darkness consumed her; hate formed in her heart. The unclean 
growth of malicious intent spread into a cancerous tumour. 

Her desire for justice concealed her love for Jesus. On her self-appointed quest to 
prove her devotion, she denied Him by becoming like the self-righteous men who had 
condemned Him.

Rebellion took root as she isolated herself from her people. She ran from God’s 
plan as the pressure deafened her understanding. Blinded by pain, she lost all feeling. 
Unbothered by the smell of her own sweat, she lay in bed desiring nothing. Depressed. 

Wedding bells ringing, she ran down the aisle into the arms of her new love. Forgetting 
all the brokenness, she enjoyed that one day of happiness. Vows, feasts, drinking, and 
dancing the night away—the perfect getaway. 

Reality settled in quickly as the Uncreated One began to tug on her heartstrings. As 
the Sower sowed and provided an increase, a button of joy formed. A child was born. 
Unconditional love, discovered. The heart of God, revealed. 

The Father taught His daughter how to love beyond measure. By giving her a son, 
He showed her that all was not lost and anything could be forgiven. Inch by inch, He 
filled her temple with an all-consuming fire that burned away every hurt and pain. He 
exchanged heartache for fiery desire. He showered her in His glory and allowed her to 
know His will as He led her into a path of righteousness. 

Red-pilled, she could not ignore the things she now knew; she had learned too much 

His Love Made Perfect 
in Her Weakness
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to remain askew. She put on her big-girl pants, wiped her tears, and stood tall and 
strong. With Him was where she belonged.

As she arose, the chains that bound her shattered into millions of pieces. What had 
happened to her would not become her. She chose to let it fuel her in the right direction. 

Bitterness turned into compassion. Resentment turned into understanding. Malice 
became hope, and the darkness that once consumed her was flushed away by the Light 
of the World, a beacon of light that exploded from the core of her being. He saved her 
from herself by giving His life for hers. All things were made new. New mission, new 
passion, new hope. Purposed to pursue the Living God with abandon. 
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Editor’s note: the following is fiction inspired by The Chronicles of Narnia by C. S. Lewis.

Tearfully, she held the family photo close and remembered the happy times. Indeed, 
there had been joyous times with her three siblings in their small London home. 

Then followed the terrible sirens and explosions. Neighbours perished and gaping holes 
smouldered in once-quiet neighbourhoods. The evacuation came next, which meant 
leaving Mum and Dad behind; we siblings boarded a train and headed for the safety of 
the countryside and extended family. 

“Don’t love anything too much,” she had whispered to herself back then. “It will be 
taken away from you.” She missed Mum and Dad terribly but held it in.

Gradually, she and her siblings found adventure in the great, countryside house—
particularly, in one great, wondrous wardrobe—but a seed had been sown: people and 
the things you love go away. That held true many years later when, growing up way too 
fast, she had believed a young man loved her. But he, too, went away, taking a part of 
her with him. 

Her teachers at school had told her that reason was a virtue and belief in unseen 
things was folly. She resisted at first, but, gradually, she embraced the notion that reality 
was composed of what could be seen. Reason was something one could get their hands 
around. Faith was fickle. 

“Is there a fine line between faith and foolishness?” she wondered. 
Her thoughts went to the latest stir over the Cottingley Faeries. Two young girls had 

borrowed a camera and gone down to a creek where they photographed what they 
said were faeries. She’d seen the photographs. They looked like paper cut-outs to her. 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, creator of the master detective Sherlock Holmes, believed the 

Further Up 
and

Further In
Bob Kirchman



52

Lori Harvey

Art by Kristina Elaine Greer (contributor)



53

faeries were real. Many other adults were fooled as well. 
But what of her fantastic adventures with her siblings and that wardrobe? They 

could only have been the product of an elegant myth—one they had created as 
children to ease the stress of war.

“Youth,” she mused, her thoughts turning to more contemporary events. “Joys 
are fleeting. Only life’s sorrows last.” 

Indeed, what people in London simply referred to as “the wreck” had come as 
a shock. A signal malfunction had set two British Rail trains on the same track, 
destined for a horrible head-on collision. Coaches crumpled into one another, and 
many were killed. Susan had lost not only her parents in that wreck but all of her 
siblings as well. 

The accident had left her quite alone. She caressed the photograph. Everything 
warm and wonderful in her home had been reduced to black and white. That, too, 
would fade with time. 

A distant aunt had taken her in, but she soon went off to university. More logic 
and reason were taught in the lecture halls. She felt empty, but neither did she 
have an antidote. 

She visited a church but found it dry. Yet, the new world developing around 
her offered different experiences, and a new myth would embrace her and bring 
true happiness. Myth, she would discover, was not an untrue fantasy so much as 
a vehicle for inexpressible concepts. 

She had ended up registering for Medieval Literature to fill her schedule. She 
had done so with an inward groan. 

“This stuff will be colossally boring,” she had confided to her friend Alastair. 
He had readily agreed. “I’ll bet the professor is some horrid old goat who smells 

of tobacco and brandy!”
When the class commenced, the two freshmen were surprised. The “old goat” 

turned out to be a young woman who seemed not much older than they, but she 
must have been. She was the kind of teacher who brought her material to life. She 
painted book covers on the wall of her classroom and took her dog on long walks 
around the campus lake. Susan and Alastair met her one day, and they walked 
together. This became a regular thing. 

One day, Susan said to her professor, “It is a shame that all the great myths are 
just that. MYTHS! None of them are true!” 

“Oh, but they are, for they communicate great truths!”
“How can that be?” Susan wondered. As they walked along, a bit of wind lifted 
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some leaves, sending them spiralling in flight. 
“Unseen truths need a special language of their own,” the professor answered.
Susan’s change of heart towards the world of the unseen was not quick, but, 

like many great thinkers, the change was gradual. Dying gods, heroism, and 
unconditional love were the stuff of things imagined. But her professor had said 
that if one could imagine something in this world, the possibility must necessarily 
exist for its fulfilment. 

Her thoughts turned to lions and then the fact that, for one who was not so 
athletic, she was a fine archer. That puzzled her. The stories of her youth, though 
myth, still felt more real than the things she was chasing after in everyday life. 
But, were those youthful experiences, like the Cottingley Faeries Sir Doyle felt were 
only visible to virginal young girls, no longer possible for her? 

“Surely, it is too late. For me, truth must be simply that which I see before me. 
Reconciliation with the Divine cannot be possible.” 

The silence engulfed her. But, was that a growl she imagined? No, it was a 
voice, a kind, low voice! 

“The Lord is not slack concerning His promise, as some count slackness, but 
is longsuffering toward us, not willing that any should perish but that all should 
come to repentance” (2 Peter 3:9 NKJV).

She could choose the silence and loneliness. But, might there be the promise 
of another—hidden—path? Clearly, the truth was more complex than it seemed. 
Cracking it would require some hard examination.
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