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- Editor’s Picks: Fiction and Poetry

VERONICA MCDONALD (COVER ART) is a poet, fiction writer, artist, and 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 her WEBSITE or
on FACEBOOK for more information.
SARAH NOBLE is an author who writes poetry, short stories, and silly rhymes. She mixes
truth and humour and writes of adventures that take place in other countries. Noble is also
an architect. She specializes in design, imagery, planning, and problem solving. Visit her
WEBSITE or INSTAGRAM for more information.
PATRICIA TIFFANY MORRIS gravitates toward inspirational messages and encourages
others to find their inner artist. An eclectic creative with a geeky-tech affinity and a poet
with three names, Morris writes fiction and prose, and aspires to illustrate children’s books.
She adores Pinterest, Instagram, and hashtags, but finds Twitter quirky. Visit INSTAGRAM
and her BLOG for more information.
BOB KIRCHMAN (SEE ARTICLES & OPINIONS SECTION FOR BIO)

POETRY
JENISE COOK is a fourth-generation Californian who has been living in Arizona for over
ten years, where the American Southwest inspires her writing and photography. She
earns a living as a corporate writer and instructional designer. Visit her WEBSITE for
more information.
MATTHEW J. ANDREWS is a private investigator and writer who lives in Modesto, California.
His poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in Funicular Magazine, The Inflectionist Review,
Red Rock Review, Sojourners, Amethyst Review, The Dewdrop, Deep Wild Journal, and
others. Visit his WEBSITE for more information.
CARLA DURBACH was raised and educated in South Africa. She worked as a therapist
and assessor for close to twenty years. Carla resides in British Columbia, Canada, with
her husband and three Jedi cats who are plotting to take over the world. Visit her on
INSTAGRAM for more information.

SARAH NOBLE (SEE ART SECTION FOR BIO)
ANDREA CANNON hails from Texas where she lives in the woods with her husband and
dogs. Her newest book, Climb, shares the story of a young girl’s struggle to overcome the
death of her mother. Visit MEDIUM and her BLOG for more information.
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CONTRIBUTORS

ART

MAED RILL MONTE is a poet hailing from Ormoc City, Philippines. He started crafting poetry at
seventeen, influenced by G.K. Chesterton, Edgar Albert Guest, and many others. He lives with his
family, books, and an unnamed dog. Visit him on FACEBOOK or email him at meedmons@gmail.com
for more information.
LYNNE FARMER (ALSO FEATURED CONTENT) lives in Stillwater, Oklahoma. She is married
and has three children. Farmer is a teacher in the Head Start program. She has been writing
since the age of thirteen and has renewed her efforts to be published. Contact her at
lynnesimaginings@gmail.com.
PATRICIA SUKORE is a lawyer and a writer. She lives in Nigeria with her husband and children.
Her works will appear in the Kalahari Review, Nigerian Writers Publication, Fiyah, Icefloe Press,
and elsewhere. Visit her on FACEBOOK and TWITTER for more information.
PATRICIA TIFFANY MORRIS (SEE ART SECTION FOR BIO)

ARTICLES & OPINIONS
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 Coop 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 him at studio@bobkirchman.com.
RUSSELL GEHRLEIN is a retired Army Master Sergeant and is the author of Immanuel Labor– God’s
Presence in our Profession, published in February 2018. Since 2015, he has maintained a blog,
“Reflections on Theological Topics of Interest.” Fifty of his articles have been published on various
Christian websites. Visit his BLOG for more information.
MARGARET ARMANIUS is an administrative assistant and makes her home in Houston, TX.
She has a passion to study and communicate God’s word by writing interactive Bible studies,
devotions, and her blog, “Ministry in Words.” She has also written numerous articles for Christian
online magazines and has been recognized for her award-winning short stories. Visit her BLOG
for more information.

NICOLE BYRUM is an independently licensed marriage and family therapist from Van Wert, Ohio.
She is the author of Remade: Living Free, a book inspired by her work with women in recovery
from substance abuse. In her free time, she enjoys running, cooking, and hosting a podcast. Visit
her WEBSITE for more information.
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TESTIMONIES & DEVOTIONALS

C O N T R I B U TO R S

MAMPHANA MOLOTSI is a widow born and bred in Lesotho, Africa. She is a Christian and the
author of three Christian books. Molotsi has a degree in entrepreneurship and gives motivational
talks in schools and holds seminars for women who want to strengthen their relationships with
God. Visit her on FACEBOOK for more information.

RUTH BLACK is a wife, stay-at-home mom, avid reader and writer. She and her family live on the
campus of a small Christian college in Kentucky where her husband serves on staff. Visit her BLOG
for more information.
TRACY EPPERSON has always tried to make sense of things that made no sense. Today, when she
really wants to process things that matter, Epperson expresses her angst on paper. Epperson is an
economist and a reformed political sourpuss.
MARY RODMAN (FEATURED CONTENT) 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 her WEBSITE or FACEBOOK for more information.

F IC TIO N
LORA HARVEY (FEATURED CONTENT) is a follower of Christ, a mother of two adult children, and
a writer and artist. She grew up in the church but fell away for many years. God used a life-changing
cancer diagnosis to bring her back to Him and her life promises to never be the same. Visit her on
FACEBOOK for more information.

MATTHEW J. ANDREWS (FEATURED CONTENT. SEE POETRY SECTION FOR BIO)
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E.P. MITCHELL (FEATURED CONTENT) 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 in 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 her on TWITTER or contact her at mbminspirationalwriter@gmail.com
for more information.

EDITOR’S DESK

unsustainable in the long term. Also, I
received some submissions that were better
suited to a format different from LPM’s very
specific vision and tone. Changing formats
would open the door to publishing a greater
variety of content. Also, one drawback to the
magazine is that readers can’t easily interact
with contributors or comment directly on
the pieces that speak to them. Our website
contains a platform that addresses these
concerns. So the decision was made to
continue publishing on LPM’s Spotlight Blog,
now renamed Lost Pen Pub. (For information
about our new submission process, please
visit our Submissions page.)

D yane F orde ,
editor - in - chief
It’s been a wonderful, crazy, intense, and
beautiful ride, but this issue will be the last
full-colour and downloadable version of Lost
Pen Magazine. The decision is bittersweet. I
enjoyed the process of putting the magazine
together, meeting and interacting with
contributors, collaborating with supporters
and helpers, and, of course, talking with those
who were touched by the content. Knowing
that God took these amateur magazines and
used them to help others produces a feeling
that’s difficult to describe, even for a writer.
But it confirms to me that when we trust God
to build the dreams He has put in our hearts
anything is possible in His hands—even to
the point of encouraging or transforming a
life. That’s why it is so important that every
believer embrace their calling and does it
to the fullest: someone may be waiting for
it! Whether it’s easy or hard, whether it’s a
massive success or not (in our eyes), if we
are faithful and trust God, He will make it
work. And guess what? One day, we will hear
those incredible words, “Well done, good and
faithful servant. . . . Come and share your
master’s happiness” (Matthew 25:23 NIV).
Seriously. What could be better than seeing
the works of our hands not consumed by
flames but transformed into gold and shining
brilliantly, fervently in the light of Christ
(1 Corinthians 3:13 NIV)?
So why is LPM’s format changing? For one,
its production is arduous and, ultimately,
7

I’d like to thank everyone who has been
following Lost Pen Magazine. Your support,
prayers, and involvement have contributed
to the magazine’s growth and its ability to
fulfill its purpose. Though the change may be
extreme, I hope you will continue to support
us as we transition.
As for THIS issue, I’d like to highlight our new
Features department, which presents the
winners of the Radiant Writers’ Community’s
Fiction and Non-Fiction contests, as well as
our Editor’s Pick selections, which I handpicked myself. As always, all the pieces in
Issue 4 are beautiful manifestations of the
Christian heart and soul; they are honest
expressions about the Christian life as well as
our relationship with our Saviour. Read and
enjoy. If you are blessed by what you read,
bless someone else by sharing your favourite
pieces with them.
In Christ alone,
Dyane Forde, Editor-in-Chief

P O E T RY
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On the Brink of Hope
Jenise Cook

I see your suffering, your destiny,
if things remain the same.
I’ll come to you, become one of you
for there’s power in My name.
I whisper hope, eternal love,
I’ll give My life for you.
When days are dark My light will shine,
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hang on, My word is true.

Labyrinth
Matthew J. Andrews

With solemn feet, following
the trail of bloody footprints,
we walk the path of rolled stones,
contouring to the snake’s coil,
until we reach the head
and dig our heels into its mouth,
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striking with a prayer on our lips.

Will You
Break?
Carla Durbach
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You kneel
But do you yield,
		
when asked to love
			beyond your borders,
				measure the impact of
					your words and actions,
						consider others better
							than yourself?
							You kneel,
						and the knee
					may very well bend,
				while the spine remains
intact, inert, stiff as flint,
		
before the One who made
the Heavens.
The same goes for me,
when the storms come
		
and the wind and the waves
			
and the stakes force low
				
my knees, my feet nailed down
					as they should be,
					will I bend,
					will I yield,
					or will I break?

Fear Not

(song inspired by Joel 2:12-14)
Sarah Noble

Fear not
He is a sure foundation
Laid at the dawn of creation
Embedded, encrusted, mantle rock
Bore to depths of our selfish thoughts
Level filled with the finest stone
Set, anchored by Christ Cornerstone
Built up, lifted up, raised up
His blood a mortar He gave us
The church His treasure
The church His pleasure

Inception manifest
Christ curing, our worry
New life, a genesis
Broken and blessed
Hope we now profess

Fear not
He is a sure foundation
Laid at the dawn of creation
Everlasting Holy God
Inventor of light in the dark
Beacon of bright rays in the fog
Self sustaining,
glory guide
Filled with the
knowledge of life

Christ assuring, emerging
Inception manifest
Christ curing, our worry
New life, a genesis
Broken and blessed
Hope we now profess
Fear not
He is a sure foundation
Laid at the dawn of creation
A temple raised, then torn
Tears for years, we mourn
But our sure foundation secures
Our saint-like salvation
Fish caught
Sinners bought
Church of saints trained
in Christ’s name
Christ assuring, emerging
12
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Christ assuring, emerging
Inception manifest
Christ curing, our worry
New life, a genesis
Broken and blessed
Hope we now profess

Victorious

							 Andrea Cannon

Like paper thrown in the fire
Sin catches and roars
Hungry
Consuming
But its glory is short-lived

Just as evil begins to burn its brightest hue
The Lord steps in
Reminding us that the war
Has already been won

Satan withers
A glowing ember
Rose-like petals blackened
Singed by the eternal flame
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Cowering in defeat

You Don’t Walk Alone
The Road To Redemption
Maed Rill Monte
I can tell what you don’t see. From your safe
ground, you think I pace unguarded, shadow
threatening to forsake the frame of the body.
A flash of blades greets me along the Way.
Wind howls like wolves to the caves of our
ears. A storm brews in the distance. Teeth
gnashing, you petition that I flee from the
path chosen for me. Where is the guarantee,
after all, the storm would show me mercy?
But this is my only Way! Anyway, whatever
storm may come, a fulfilled covenant waits
to be. Troubled in spirit, you couldn’t discern
the great armour I walk in, or the legion serving
me. My force: every word that comes out of
the mouth of God manifest, holy characters
with no rest, authorities that calm the
tempest. Such is what is not revealed to the
eyes: the certainty of One walking, shut from
One—highly regarded conqueror of all things
unseen, seen to be, and yet to be seen.
14
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the uncertainty of the body, with the aid of

MUSIC
OF
THE
HEART

The sun dances upon
my window pane
set to music
heard only by me . . .
Some days it shines
through
reaching even the darkest corner
as it sings its joyous melody . . .
Yet other days
the music is much harder
to hear . . .
. . . but listen . . . the rain softly falling down
crying, oh yes, weeping
its tears of certainty . . .

Lynne Farmer

Then there are the nights of storm
pounding-pounding
its notes of fear—
anger let loose
into thundering marches
stepping in me and
through me and
out around again . . .
But—wait! Do you hear it?
No falling of rain, nor explosion of thunder
only the strains of silence
                      flowing into the room unseen . . .
Looking outside I spy
a glorious rainbow shyly peek,
then abruptly burst through the clouds
dancing with the sun high above the earth . . .

The promise of the rainbow
is always there
even through times of
unbreaking joy
and crying sorrow . . .
for the tears are
sweeter yet when
dried by the Son
and His Father . . .
15
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The rainbow’s beautiful colours
               reflect across the room
spilling out love unending
I have longed for . . .

Of All You Have Given Me,
Lost I None
Patricia Sukore

The constellations beckoned your soma,
the sea, towards its merge with the skies,
the earth, to satiate its starveling stomach,
the sun, in its verves and vivers towards
the dense herbs sitting on your quarters.
The everlasting gate springs open to receive
the zealous labour that has sprinted with you in
the lead,
screaming, “Of all You have given me, lost I none.”
You walk towards Joy, whose hands

16

Image by Kyle Cottrell

are waiting, outstretched with crowns and
medals eager to brace and embrace you.

Harvest Hope: Our Winter of Rest
Patricia Tiffany Morris

God whispers His love.
“My child, you are home.”
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The lonely red rose rustled and faltered.
Weary and ravaged
And burdened with age.
She listened with dread, with longing then rue.
Silently drooping
In fierce summer’s heat.
Decay settled in, yet lower she bowed.
Hardened and harried
Weeping her petals.
Winds whistled and howled, somber and sorrowed.
Frazzled in winter
in flurries of woe.
She willingly waved, her time had arrived.
Her duty dismissed
Reminded us all.
Acceptance loved life. Its song for the spring.
Renewal stands strong
And brings us new life.
Surely death’s coming, the time no one knows.
God as our gardener
Sings harvest and hope.
For soon we will sleep
In God’s
Winter
Snow.

A RT I C L E S & O P I N I O N S
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Alright Everybody,
Do What Jesus Does!
By Bob Kirchman

Back in the 1970s, my uncle was a university

What appeared to be insubordination on

track coach, and he was instrumental in

Mallory’s part was motivated by a deep

bringing the first Kenyan runners to American

dedication to his mission. He performed the

college

interesting

exercises with a sense of purpose—he would

experiment as these young athletes not only

not let down the village that had sent him off,

had to prove themselves on the track, but

nor would he let down the American coach

they also had to successfully navigate the

who had extended to him such a great

culture of 20th-century American campus life.

opportunity. Every exercise had to culminate

Their presence on U.S. soil was a point of great

in the best effort he could muster. Mallory was

honour to their home communities—often small

equally dedicated to his studies. Knowing that

villages—and they took their mission seriously.

those who had brought him to the university

One young man named Mallory (alias) was

expected him to contribute to their nation,

one of the first to arrive. When the track and

Mallory hit the books with the same dedication

field athletes began their workouts, a problem

with which he hit the track.

athletics.

It

was

an

arose. “Mallory doesn’t do the exercises we
do!” the American kids reported to the coach.

The American kids teased him about it. “Now

Indeed, Mallory didn’t “bounce” the usual

that you have become one of us, you have

exercises like the rest of the team. His workout

to throw us a party!” Not knowing what to do,

was quieter and looked to the others like he

Mallory went to my uncle. Two of my cousins

was slacking off.

helped him purchase party food and supplies.
They showed him what to do and helped set

In response, my uncle decided to watch him.

up the event. The night of the party, Mallory

As he shadowed his Kenyan protégé and

graciously welcomed his teammates and their

did the things he did, he made a remarkable

dates. He mingled with them for an hour or

discovery: the exercises the young athlete

so . . . and then he quietly excused himself and

performed were HARDER than those of his

went off to study! He returned for the goodbyes

American teammates! My uncle faced the

and the cleanup. His teammates, no doubt,

athletes with this newfound knowledge and

learned quite a bit about being dedicated

said with a smile, “Alright, everybody! Do what

to the heart of a mission from that amazing

Mallory does!”

young man.
19
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In the Sermon on the Mount, Jesus blesses the
meek and the broken for their hearts invoke the
power and presence of God! Unlike the Pharisees
whose actions showed outward compliance,
Jesus strove to exemplify the heart of the Law. He
expanded “thou shalt not kill” to mean that hating
someone is the same as murdering them (1 John
3:15). Likewise, with adultery, He focused on the
condition of the heart (Matt. 5:28). The Law only
governs actions. The Son of God governs the heart.
Thus, only Christ could fulfill the Law and is able to
dig deep into our beings and give our lives a firm,
righteous foundation.
Jesus fulfilled the Law in a way that only He could
through His death and resurrection. Doing that
which is impossible for man was His gift and His
mission. Jesus was sent here from a higher Kingdom,
and He was cheered on by the hosts of Heaven.
There was no way He would have let Heaven
Image by Clem Onojeghuo

down! Such was His dedication to our redemption!
If there is a thread running through all the teachings
of Christ, it is that He is the Way, the Truth, and the
Life (John 14: 6.) To the religious leaders of His day
who assured their purity by avoiding interaction
with Gentiles, He presented the Good Samaritan.
In the parable, He revealed a noble heart in the
“wrong” person. Indeed, the Samaritan, who

When Jesus came to Earth, the Son of God was

reached across the lines of culture and race to

as out of place among humans as Mallory must

accomplish a work of compassion, might be seen

have felt in a Virginian university. Like Mallory, He

as Christ Himself. That wonderful story has been the

was noticed by the religious leaders because,

inspiration for many, such as Mother Teresa, who

according to the Pharisees, He didn’t “do the

ministered in the slums of Calcutta, and thousands

exercises they did.” While they took great pains

more whose deeds will only be known in Heaven.

to avoid being contaminated by the world, Jesus

Compassionate redemption can ONLY come from

stepped right into it, befriending lepers, prostitutes,

the heart of the Divine, and it is in our midst! And

and tax collectors. Some commentators say that

Christ calls us to walk in that same grace. What can

Jesus came to abolish the law given by Moses

we say in response? “Alright, everybody! Do what

on Sinai. But on another mountain where it might

Jesus does!”

appear that Jesus was overriding Moses, He
engaged in a workout that was indeed harder.
20
20
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Jesus Fulfilled
Old Testament
Prophecy on
the Cross

Like
most
Christians
around the world, I try
to be intentional about
focusing
on
Jesus’s
crucifixion on Good Friday.
While reading through the
accounts of the cross in
all four gospels, I noticed
how frequently the writers
quoted or alluded to
the Old Testament (OT).
It became obvious that
I needed to do a little
research to address how
Jesus’s time on Earth
fulfilled OT prophecies.

By Russell Gehrlein

The Apostle John notes
this bold claim during
the crucifixion: “These
happened so that the
scripture would be fulfilled”
(John 19:36 NIV).

21
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Each of the four gospel
writers shared their unique
viewpoint
regarding
the events around the
crucifixion.
And
they
purposefully tied several
details to OT prophecy,
showing how Jesus fulfilled
them. Each fulfillment is
a powerful faith-builder,
demonstrating
God’s
perfect sovereignty in
carefully laying out the OT
events and scriptures so
they would point to Jesus.

I invite you to explore this topic with me, as
we take a deep dive into God’s word. We will
examine and discuss three OT passages that
are either quoted or alluded to in the gospels.

went on to quote in full.
Psalm 22:1 (NIV)
My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?

Psalm 22:18 (NIV)
Next, in our chronological listing of events
that took place when Jesus died on the cross
that had connections to the OT, is Psalm
22:1. Unlike the previous one, Psalm 22:1 was
only quoted by two of the gospel writers. It is
also different in that Jesus quoted the verse
Himself, communicating that He identified
with the psalm in a personal way.

They divide my clothes among them
and cast lots for my garment.

You might find it strange to begin here. In
general, readers of the Bible know that the
wonderful collection of poetry called the
Psalms is not considered a prophetic book
like Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel, etc. However,
this particular psalm, and many others, falls
into the category of Messianic psalms, as it
clearly points to Jesus Christ.

As expected, Matthew mentions the event
since he was writing to a Jewish audience.
Matthew consistently called attention to how
the life and death of Jesus as the Messiah
fulfilled OT prophecy. In Matthew 27:46, we
see Jesus crying out to His Heavenly Father.
He truly felt abandoned while He bore the
entirety of mankind’s sin—past, present, and
future. For the first time, Jesus experienced
complete separation from God, because
He, as the only sinless human who ever lived,
became sin for us so that we might gain His
righteousness. (See Romans 4:25; 1 Peter 2:24.)

It is interesting that all four gospel writers
mention the divvying up of Jesus’s clothing,
an event that fulfills Psalm 22:18. Matthew
mentions it in Matthew 27:35 using very similar
language as the psalm. The next mentions of
the event are in Mark 15:24 and Luke 23:34.
Finally, we read of it again in John 19:24.
Here, John adds much more detail to the
account, as he was there. He observed
the soldiers dividing Jesus’s clothes into four
shares, one for each of them, and focused
on the undergarment which remained. It had
no seams, apparently having been woven
in one piece from top to bottom. John then
shared a conversation between two of the
soldiers where they agreed to not tear the
garment but to cast lots to decide who
would get it. John indicated (as he did on
two other occasions in his account) that it all
happened in fulfillment of Ps. 22:18, which he

In Mark 15:34, we also see Jesus crying out
in agony. Moyise, in Jesus and Scripture:
Studying the New Testament Use of the Old
Testament, states that Mark records Jesus
quoting the OT twenty-two times.1 Moyise
concludes that “Mark understood Psalm 22:1
as a prophecy of the Messiah’s suffering, just
as he has portrayed Jesus’ suffering as God’s

1
Steve Moyise, Jesus and Scripture: Studying the New Testament Use of
the Old Testament (Grand Rapids: Baker Academic, 2010), 13.

22

will throughout his Gospel.”2

coming victory and joy of Easter.3

I encourage you to read Psalm 22 in its entirety.
Verses 7 and 8 will also be reminiscent of the
events at the cross that are mentioned in all
three Synoptic Gospels, also known as the
gospels of Matthew, Mark, and Luke.

What are the implications?
This article was not intended to be a
comprehensive list of all the OT references
that Jesus fulfilled at the cross. In addition to
the verses mentioned, you may want to read
Psalm 69:21, which is quoted by all four gospel
writers. (See Matthew 27:34 and 48; Mark
15:23 and 36; Luke 23:36; and John 19:28-30.)
I also encourage you to read John 19:31-37,
where John quotes both Exodus 12:46 and
Zechariah 12:10 and points out that Jesus
fulfilled those OT Scriptures as well.

Psalm 31:5 (NIV)
Into your hands I commit my spirit;
deliver me, Lord, my faithful God.
In Luke 23:46, Jesus speaks His final words,
quoting Psalm 31:5. It is an OT scripture with
which He could properly identify. Interestingly,
this verse in Luke is the only place in all four
gospel narratives where we read of that
crucifixion event.

After reading those OT scriptures and gospel
verses, you might be wondering, “What do I
do with this information?”

In his “Life for Leaders” devotional, Dr. Mark
D. Roberts provides solid insights into Jesus’s
usage of Psalm 31:

I do not believe that the passages were
intended to lead us to change how we think,
speak, or act. The connections between the
OT and NT (New Testament) are meant to
amaze us at God’s holy written Word (Bible)
and His holy living Word, Jesus Christ. Jesus
perfectly fulfilled hundreds of OT passages
written thousands of years before He was
born. Without a doubt, we can trust and
follow Him.

By quoting a portion of Psalm 31,
therefore, Jesus not only entrusted his
future to his Father, but also implied that
he would be delivered and exonerated.
Jesus surely knew the full truth of Psalm
31; so he understood that God would not
deliver him from death by crucifixion. But
beyond this horrific death lay something
marvelous. “Into your hand I commit my
spirit” points back to the familiar suffering
of David in Psalm 31 and forward to the
resurrection of Jesus. Thus, the final word
of Jesus from the cross foreshadows the

2

Moyise, Jesus and Scripture, 31.
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3
“The Seventh Word: Into Your Hands I Commend My Spirit,” Life for
Leaders, accessed April 10, 2020, https://depree.org/the-seventh-word-into-yourhands-i-commend-my-spirit/.

A RT I C L E

Mutual Fund Faith
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By Margaret Armanious

I have a great idea. With so many religions
in the world, I hate to think I was wrong all
this time. Why not follow all of them? Why
not just play it safe and cover my bases by
worshiping every god, just in case?

posted vegetarian recipes to suit my Hindu
faith, added a spell or two for my Wicca
sisters, and followed that with Buddhist
prayers throughout the week. And then, of
course, I’d rest on Sundays.” That way, at
the end of my life, I would be able to say,
“God, whoever you are, I was a believer!”
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If I convert to every religion, I can stand
before whoever turns out to be god and
say, “Hey, remember me? I was on board!
Sure was busy, though. As a Muslim, I made
my way to Mecca faithfully. As a Jew, I was
at the temple every Saturday . . . when
I wasn’t working on my two-year mission
as a Mormon. I kept my Catholic rosary in
prayers and confession, and let’s not forget
about all my audits as a Scientologist! I have
a blog that I regularly overhauled. I also

Having every faith would be like having
a mutual fund. I could diversify across the
board, spreading my spiritual safety net as
far as I could.
Sounds ridiculous? Yes, but that’s what the
people of Athens did. Acts 17: 22-25 (NIV)
says the following:
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politically correct as that may sound, it
can’t logically be true. Here are some
reasons why:

22 Paul then stood up in the meeting
of the Areopagus and said: “People of
Athens! I see that in every way you are
very religious. 23 For as I walked around

- Where would you spend eternity? Would
you go to heaven, be reincarnated, stay
in purgatory, continue to various stages of
being, be annihilated, or go to hell? The
answer can’t be all of the above.

and looked carefully at your objects
of worship, I even found an altar with
this inscription: to an unknown god. So
you are ignorant of the very thing you
worship—and this is what I am going to
proclaim to you.

- Who is your true Master? Converting to
all religions does nothing if you don’t truly
believe in them, do they? Would any real
god want less than your all? Would he really
have his rightful place as “god” if he didn’t?

24 The God who made the world and
everything in it is the Lord of heaven and
earth and does not live in temples built by
human hands. 25 And he is not served by
human hands, as if he needed anything.

- Can you serve both God and Satan?

Rather, he himself gives everyone life and
breath and everything else . . .”

Saying, “No matter which god is true, I’m on
board with all of them” effectively cancels
them all out.

Paul noticed that the city of Rome paid
homage to every deity that men could
worship. He saw the shrines and relics
everywhere he went. There was even one
dedicated to an “unknown” god since they
believed there may exist a god beyond
their ability to understand, and if they didn’t
know him, they figured “better safe than
sorry” and built a shrine to him, too.

Jesus said, “I am the way, the truth, and
the life. No one comes to the Father except
through Me” (John 14:6 NKJV).
If someone claims to be the Son of God,
fulfilled prophecies, performed miracles,
rose from the dead, and made such an allor-nothing statement, shouldn’t we think
twice about His exclusive claim to deity?

Paul seized the opportunity to speak to
them right where they were spiritually. He
told them about the Creator God who
gives life to all things—the One and Only
God. God Almighty was not just a missing
piece, He was the whole picture.
That was then, but people today can also
have a “just in case” mentality about God.
Unsure which god is the true God, they
are on board with all of them. Just like the
Athenians, they subscribe to all religions
in the hopes of covering their bases. As
25
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A PERFECT CRY
Story By Lora Harvey
Pushing the damp hair from his wife’s face, his furrowed brow revealed worry. They had arrived in town a few weeks prior, and earlier that day, he’d bustled about, gathering blankets
and water from family members. Both he and his wife were keenly aware of the whispers
and sideways glances. He wished they’d offered help, but he and his wife understood his
relatives’ reluctance.
Theirs was not a traditional relationship. Nothing about their situation was traditional.
Her intensifying cries of agony escalated the already tense atmosphere.
“ Can I have a sip of water?” she whispered.
As a girl, she had frequently brought supplies to assist in births in her hometown; she
was familiar with the wails of pain. However, personal experience was worse than expected.
He lowered the cup to her parched lips, and she wet her tongue, careful not to gulp.
A red-orange haze from the setting sun filtered in, enveloping her in a warm embrace.
Taking a deep breath, she squinted up at his shadowed face and eked out a pained smile. He
squeezed her hand, an unspoken gesture of reassurance and solidarity.
She began to pray silently. Only He was going to get them through the night. This was
God’s plan, to which they had both faithfully submitted.
She could not remember the last time either of them had eaten but became acutely
aware of hunger as savoury aromas drifted under the door.
“ Please,” she begged. “ Give us the strength to endure.”
Stars began poking through the deepening shades of the sky.
Her abdomen seized, and she cried out, “ It’s time!”
Her moans echoed as the baby emerged. As instructed, he gently wrapped the child and
carefully wiped His face clean. Mary cried with relief as Joseph placed Him in her arms.

Mary cried, her voice mingling with her newborn’s. Hers were tears of joy, exhaustion,
relief, and praise. “ Glory to God.”
Nestling her child as He quietly nursed, Mary lovingly gazed into the face of the Messiah.
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She admired His perfection. Ten fingers, ten toes, and strong lungs. His voice would
reach great distances.

HAPPY PLACE
Devotional By Mary Rodman

disciple with enough faith to walk on water—a
feat none of us would attempt today.

Picture your happy place in your mind. For
some, it is a walk in the woods, a cabin in the
mountains, or a stroll along the beach. Many
people enjoy the morning silence with a cup of
coffee in their favourite chair. Possibly, it is the
view from your front porch or a leisurely drive in
your car. Wherever your happy place is, go there
in your mind.

Jesus preached, healed, taught, showed
compassion, and loved everyone. However,
not everyone liked Him in return. He was
often amid controversy with the Sadducees
and the Pharisees because He challenged
their man-made rules. It was because of these
controversies that Peter feared for his life and
denied Christ three times the night that Jesus
was arrested.

I believe Peter’s happy place was the Sea of
Galilee. This is where Jesus first asked him to
become a disciple and where Peter committed
to a lifetime of serving Jesus by building the
Christian church.

Peter had his ups and downs as a disciple, but
his love for Jesus continued grow. Despite the
good and the bad moments, he never regretted
his decision to follow Jesus.

Peter’s journey began with Jesus walking along
the shore of the Sea of Galilee. He called out to
Peter and Andrew, who were casting their nets
into the water, “Come, follow me, and I will show
you how to fish for people!” (Matthew 4:19 NLT).
Jesus had preached in the area for several
days, so Peter and Andrew already knew about
Him. There was no hesitation, no doubt, or
fear. They immediately dropped their nets and
followed Jesus.

Three years after Peter became a disciple, Jesus
was crucified and had risen from the dead.
Before ascending to heaven, Jesus once again
walked along the shores of Galilee. He saw
the disciples fishing and called out to them,
but they did not recognize Him from far away.
Jesus seized one last opportunity to teach the
disciples by performing a miracle. He instructed
them to toss their nets on the right-hand side of
the boat, and, immediately, their nets were full
and overflowing.

Peter and the disciples travelled with Jesus
throughout His ministry. Peter watched as Jesus
fed five thousand men with two fish and five
loaves. He and the disciples maneuvered Jesus
through crowds of people who were seeking
miracles and healings. Peter was the only

That day, Peter had been doing what he loved—
fishing on the Sea of Galilee. He was enjoying
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his happy place. Once they were ashore,
Christ challenged Peter by asking him
three times, “Do you love me?” Each
time, Jesus used a different Greek word
for love. Essentially, Jesus asked, “Do
you love Me? Do you really love Me? Are
you even My friend?”
Each time Peter replied, “ Yes, Lord, you
know that I love you” (John 21:15).
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Many scholars say Jesus challenged
Peter three times because Peter had
denied Christ three times.1 Jesus was
persistent because He wanted Peter to
understand true grace. He didn’t want
Peter to dwell on his past mistakes;
He wanted him to know he was
truly forgiven.
Peter’s life was never the same after that
encounter on the shore. Peter gave total control of
his life to Christ, and God used him to build the
Christian church. He went from being a fisherman
to being an evangelist. He knew from experience
that the road ahead wouldn’t be easy. There would
be times of joy and times of trial. He would need
the Lord’s strength for the journey and His peace
on days of turmoil.

you, only you can’t recognize Him. He calls to you,
and, suddenly, you realize it is Jesus. You and Jesus
are alone. He calms your fears as you relax in His
presence. There is a radiance that surrounds the
two of you, and then He lovingly asks, “Do you
love Me? Do you really love Me? Are you even
My friend?”
Jesus is longing to hear from you those same
words Peter spoke many years ago: “ Yes Lord, You
know I love you.”

The greatest change in Peter’s life was the moment
he understood that Jesus alone is the true meaning
of love. Three years prior, he’d committed to being
one of Jesus’s disciples. But on that special day,
he made a lifetime commitment to follow Jesus,
wherever the road led.

Give Jesus total control of your life because Jesus
alone is love. He will take you places far beyond
your happy place.
Verse for Reflection: 1 John 3:16 NLT

So are you still in your happy place in your mind?
A place where you are calm, your troubles are few,
and you have a peaceful smile on your face? Now,
look into the distance. Someone is walking toward

We know what real love is because Jesus gave
up his life for us. So we also ought to give up
our lives for our brothers and sisters.

1
*Life Application Study Bible: New Living Translation. (Wheaton, IL:
Tyndale House, 2004), page 1802 (John 21).
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E D I T O R’ S P I C K : P O E T RY

A WHISPER YET SOUNDING
Poem By Lynne Farmer

The trees whisper the magnificence
when the wind barely moves its fingers
The trees speak the celebration
when the wind flows through its settling hand
The trees shout the excitement
when the wind rages its undeniable presence
For they know as we do not the
awakening breath of the One who has never changed . . .
they feel it in the tendrils of life upon their buds . . .
upon their branches filled with songs of life
at every change of falling leaves, or none at all
Yet the whisper is felt even when its life is broken—
cut upon by blade or ax . . .
For there . . . before the defining . . .
a seed sounds off low and true
telling its story with a whisper
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of the One whose voice is true . . .

E D I T O R’ S P I C K : F I C T I O N

THE RICH
YOUNG RULER
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Story By Matthew J. Andrews

			
After thinking it over for some time while rotating a coin on the axis of his fingers, he decided
to follow the advice of the Teacher. He had his servants sell his belongings—spices, fine silks, vases,
fattened calves, and snowy lambs—and keep the profits for themselves. He cancelled his debts and
paid back more than what he owed to his creditors. He walked around the temple and dispersed
the last of his coins to every beggar and leper he encountered. With each smile of appreciation he
collected in return, each awe-struck eye directed his way, he felt the chains on his soul loosen and his
heart fill with weightless joy. When he was done, he went to find the Teacher.
“I have done as you said,” he declared. “I have sold all of my possessions and given them to
the poor!”
The Teacher was silent for a long time. The young man observed sadness welling up in the
Teacher’s eyes. The young man felt heaviness building in his chest.
“If you want to be perfect,” the Teacher finally said, “you must throw your body, your heart, and
your mind into the fire to be purified in the crucible. Then come and follow me.”
The young man was astounded. Ashen and with tears in his eyes, he walked away. Outside
the temple, he collapsed in the dirt and sunk into thought, rotating a rock on the axis of his fingers as
he wept.
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E D I T O R’ S P I C K : F I C T I O N

HIDDEN RICHES
Story by E.P. Mitchell
Spying a sucker on the chunk of octopus
tentacle in the seafood soup was enough to make
Mona’s stomach heave. If only it had been chopped
into smaller cubes, she might have dared to choke
it down. How was she going to gracefully eat the
lunch without hurting her hostess’s feelings? If she
attempted to chew on it, she was going to lose the
barracuda taco she had nibbled on. Mona decided to
nonchalantly push it aside, conveniently “forgetting”
about it, and started on the second taco.
She looked about at the children being shooed
away as they hungrily eyed the feast the matriarchs
had prepared in honour of the “Canadienses” who
had come again to build a house for a family in the
barrio of Vicente Guerrero. What unsettled Mona
was knowing that the feast had probably cost them
at least a week’s wages per family. She warily eyed
the food prepared in spaces lacking basic sanitation,
thankful for the two doses of an anti-diarrhea agent
taken before the trip. As soon as the guests of honour
were done with the meal, the youngsters would no
doubt clean up on the leftovers, including her chunk
of octopus.
Her thoughts drifted to the life she would
resume when she and her church group flew home
in two days. She and her husband had offered half
Image by Rumman Amin

a million for a rustic log home on an acre of land
outside their city—she would be crushed if the deal
fell through.
A twinge of guilt assailed her. The previous
day, a tiny woman, whose leathery face and
salt-and-pepper hair belied her third decade of life,
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had spied Mona’s video camera. As she gestured towards her cardboard hovel, her smile revealed missing
front teeth. Inside, a toddler in an oversized shirt that modestly hid the lack of a diaper, played with a mangy
and emaciated dog. Mona was shocked by the pride the woman had in her home. Mona turned on the camera,
although very little could be seen in the windowless shack. The woman seemed fascinated by her visitor’s
complexion. As Mona thanked her for allowing her to film her home, the woman gently patted her cheek.
“Usted tiene una cara bonita.” Joy radiated from eyes that had seen their share of strife. “Que Jesús
usted bendiga!”
Mona smiled as she wiped away a tear. The woman had blessed her in the Lord’s name!

That evening, the pastor and the people celebrated the kindness of the volunteers by holding an outdoor
worship service. Mona tried hard to concentrate on the testimonies and the prayers, rather than on the irritation
of a new T-shirt and jeans infused with the village’s red dust. A young woman stood nearby with twin baby girls
in her arms. Her daughters had been dressed with care in faded floral dresses. Mamá wore a clean, gingham
dress that had seen better days. All three were barefoot. Remarkably, the entire crowd rejoiced in the Lord,
despite everything. Mona knew it was more than a case of not-knowing-what-they-were-missing. They weren’t
oblivious to their difficult lives. Instead, they chose to joyfully worship Jesus just the same.
The hymn sung at the farewell service would resonate in her mind for a very long time:
Jesus paid it all,
All to Him I owe
Sin had left a crimson stain,
He washed it white as snow.1

Todo debo a Él
pues ya lo pagó
de las manchas del pecado
cual nieve me lavó.

Shame burned like a branding iron on Mona’s soul as she realized she was the one languishing in
spiritual poverty.
A week later, something in Mona had shifted. The offer on the acreage fell through, yet it wasn’t the crisis
she had expected it to be. She would be content with the house she had lived in for the last ten years.

1

Lyrics: “Jesus Paid it All,” words by Elvina Hall, 1865, hymnary.org, accessed Dec. 1, 2020, https://hymnary.org/text/i_hear_the_savior_say_thy_strength_indee.
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DEVOTIONAL

Christ Alone: Cornerstone
Nicole Byrum
My hope is built on nothing less
Than Jesus Christ, my righteousness;
I dare not trust the sweetest frame,
But wholly lean on Jesus’ name.
On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand;
All other ground is sinking sand,
All other ground is sinking sand.

As a child, I always enjoyed the catchy hymn,
“My Hope is Built on Nothing Less,”1 but as an
adult, those beautiful words pierce my soul. For
if nothing else, 2020 revealed my desperate
need for hope
and a firm
foundation.

face now—racism, violence, abuse, injustice,
hatred, hard-heartedness—are all found
in the first book of the Bible. But the truth is,
they are not simply “problems”; they are sin,
which has its
origins in the
third
chapter
of
Genesis.
The
moment
mankind bit into
the forbidden
fruit was the
moment
sin
was
birthed
and our need
for a Saviour
began.

I find comfort
knowing there
is nothing new
under the sun,
and I often
remind myself
that the trying
times we’re
currently
experiencing
exist as new
forms of old
problems.
The issues we
1
All lyrics from: “My Hope is Built on Nothing Less,” by Edward Mote,
hymnal.net, accessed Dec. 1, 2020, https://www.hymnal.net/en/hymn/h/298.

But sin did not
take God by
surprise.
From
before
the
creation of the
Art by Bob Kirchman (contributor)
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world, God had already planned for a most
amazing salvation. 2 Timothy 1:8-9 (NLT) says:

imagined! Only God could design such a
magnificent hope.

8 So never be ashamed to tell others about

But how quick we are to overlook the greatest
gift ever given. Instead, we aimlessly seek
answers to the problems sin has created by
placing our hope in other humans. We look
to politicians to save us, falsely believing
they have the answers to the world’s hurts.
We put faith in gurus, modern psychology,
mindfulness, and affirmation to settle our
unrest. And far, far too often, we turn to
ourselves, mistakenly thinking we can fix our
sinful nature on our own.

our Lord. And don’t be ashamed of me,
either, even though I’m in prison for him.
With the strength God gives you, be ready
to suffer with me for the sake of the Good
News. 9 For God saved us and called us to
live a holy life. He did this, not because we
deserved it, but because that was his plan
from before the beginning of time—to show
us his grace through Christ Jesus.

Jesus Christ, God’s son and our Saviour, is the
cornerstone of our salvation, faith, and hope.
Our salvation is entirely dependent on Him.
The Apostle Paul summed this up perfectly in
Acts 4:10-12 (NIV):

Take a moment to pause. Ask yourself: “In
what (or whom) am I placing my hope?” If your
answer is anything other than Jesus, stop and
pray. Ask God to forgive you and to realign
your focus onto the one true Cornerstone.

10 then know this, you and all the people

Jesus Christ is the solid rock on which we
stand, in whom we live and move, and have
our being (Acts 17:28). Any other foundation
is not a foundation but shifting sand
(Matthew 7:26-27). If you haven’t already,
put your trust in the only One by which we are
saved. Then you can sing with confident joy:

of Israel: It is by the name of Jesus Christ of
Nazareth, whom you crucified but whom
God raised from the dead, that this man
stands before you healed. 11 Jesus is
‘the stone you builders rejected,
which has become the cornerstone.’
12 Salvation is found in no one else, for
there is no other name under heaven given
to mankind by which we must be saved.

When He shall come with trumpet sound,
Oh, may I then in Him be found;

In love and submission to the Father, Christ
gave His life as the atoning sacrifice for our
sins. The act cancelled our debt and justified
us before a holy God. And not only that! On
that old rugged cross, our iniquities were laid
upon Him and His righteousness was given
to us. It is the most beautiful salvation ever

In Him, my righteousness, alone,
Faultless to stand before the throne.
On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand;
All other ground is sinking sand,
All other ground is sinking sand.
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TESTIMONY

Christ Alone:
Our Destiny to Real Life
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B y M amphana M olotsi

Not every journey we have taken has been through God’s will. There are paths we have
chosen to satisfy our own interests despite knowing that God knows us best and has our
best interests at heart. This may explain why painful things happen: to redirect us to Christ
in order to attain the better things God has in store for us.
Sometimes God removes things and people from our lives because they stand in the
way of His purposes for us, and He does this with impartiality. This truth gives me hope for
the day I see my husband rejoicing with the angels when Christ comes to establish His
Kingdom on Earth; the pain endured when he passed will one day become a blessing.
Attaining the destiny God prepared for us depends on how we view life’s tribulations. Trials
are challenging, but deciding to overcome them depends on the defence mechanism we
use to battle out of the pain. A positive focus on the promises of God is the surest stronghold,
and, if applied appropriately, can induce a better understanding (or acceptance) of
why certain things happen the way they do.
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God’s plan for us is to lead fulfilling lives,
and achieving them involves transitioning
from a state of comfort through stormy,
painful,
lonely, and miserable paths to
reach a predetermined destination: our
transformation. The route to Christ requires
endurance, perseverance, and selflessness
which allow us to treasure the victory that lies
ahead in the Kingdom of Christ.

going through, but about us strengthening
our relationship with Christ to soldier on. It is
about understanding that we have been
redeemed and all things are possible in Christ
alone, and nowhere else.
In the real world, things often do not make
sense. However, during those baffling,
difficult times, we can find salvation and
fullness in Christ. Nothing good is reaped from
wallowing in tears and self-pity; nothing good
is achieved by giving up. We may have lost
people we loved, unique opportunities, or our
dreams and plans, but for reasons known by
God alone, He allowed them to free us up to
see the greatness of Christ and to embrace
Him. God’s goodness and provision lead to
true hope and real life.

The pain is intense. Giving in seems to be
the only solution. Confidence is lost. Every
door shuts, and hope—a job, a fiancé, or a
property—disappears, leaving nothing to
cling to or to look forward to. In the worst
cases, suicide may seem like the only means
of escape.
Many people are on a heart-breaking
journey that appears meaningless, when
in fact it leads to Christ, humankind’s true
destiny. On that devastating journey, there is
nothing to embrace, no peace of mind, and
no hope. The glimmer of sunlight that brings
joy to others brings sadness to you. The spring
freshness that symbolizes a new beginning
for others leaves you shattered to pieces.
Nothing makes sense. Even Christ seems
not only beyond reach, but also not worth
the pain.
I know what it feels like. I am that person.
Hit from all directions, I have been robbed
of pride and confidence, and stripped of
dignity and my self-worth. But even in this,
Christ is my Redeemer, and I know He lives.
He died for my predicament and yours. He
returned to life on the third day to lift us from
the trash. It’s not about the situation we are

38

TESTIMONY

In the Waiting
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By Ruth Black

I always knew I wanted to get married in my early

to feel concerned. There was no man on the

twenties and have four or five kids. When I was

horizon, and I returned home with no idea what

probably fifteen or sixteen, I dedicated my single

to do next.

years to serving God without distraction until I
was twenty-three. I don’t know why I chose that

Then I turned twenty-five. Still no man. Another

age. I guess it sounded noble to wait two whole

year came and went, and it was the same story. I

years past twenty-one to marry Prince Charming!

turned twenty-seven. No change. More concern.

I was in Bible college the year I turned twenty-

At twenty-eight, I really began to worry.

three. At twenty-four, I graduated, and I began
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During those years of singleness, I had many

loves me. The most basic teaching of Christianity

frustrating thoughts. Was it my fault? What was

captivated my heart, and I went home nestled in

wrong with me? Was I too shy or too bossy? Was I

the loving arms of my Heavenly Father. Lacking

too heavy? Was my personality too bland? I sank

a husband did not equal a lack of God’s love

into despair because, honestly, I didn’t know how

for me. My lonely nights and restless days did not

to fix things, and I didn’t know who to change for.

reflect an unkind God. Despite the trials, through

What if I changed who I was only to find out that

the pain and longing, God was holding me. He

special person would have preferred the real me?

loved me. I’ve never forgotten the experience
of being swept away by the magnificent love
of Jesus.

Those were hard, painful years. I discovered things
about myself I didn’t like—areas of sin bubbled to
the surface as did my misconceptions about God

When I met the man I would marry, I was three

and about life. I discovered I envied women my

months away from my twenty-ninth birthday. We

age who were married with babies. I also learned

met in February, were engaged in May, and were

that I struggled with anger and resentment

married the following January.

toward God. Why didn’t He change my desires
Since our wedding, I thanked God for those

for marriage or give me what I desired?

years of singlehood. I do not take my husband for
I ended up going back to school for my master’s

granted. I enjoy marriage. And I am in awe daily

degree. I emerged with a degree in counselling.

that I really am married! God didn’t have to give

During those two years, God shifted my focus

me the gift of a sweet, loving, godly husband; He

quite a bit. I sought help and accountability and,

chose to do it out of His goodness.

therefore, grew spiritually.
On the other hand—and this is the lesson I am
However, when I walked across the stage with my

learning more and more—He didn’t have to give

new diploma in hand, I had no idea what was

me the gift of singleness, but He chose to out of

next. I continued to struggle to remain content

His goodness.

during the months that followed.
My single years gave me empathy for single
I began to think that a life of singleness was God’s

women and made me aware of the temptations

plan for me, and I hated that idea. What’s more,

singles face. I also learned that God is enough. If I

I fell back into old habits and patterns of thinking.

had married straight out of high school or college,
I would have had a hard time connecting with

God used a humbling experience to bring me

unmarried women who just want to know that

back to where I needed to be. The change

they are normal and complete and that there is

didn’t happen overnight, but I gained freedom

nothing wrong with them. Receiving God’s love

from many of my struggles with envy, resentment,

made the waiting worthwhile and meaningful. I

and lust.

finally understood that God and His love are all I
ever really, truly needed.

Then, at a women’s conference that following
autumn, I was overwhelmed by one thought: God
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U nwinding

the

D ouble M ind

By Tracy Epperson

Jesus has many names since He is Lord of
all things and people: Jehovah Jireh (my
provider), Jehovah Rapha (my healer),
El Shaddai (God Almighty), amongst
others. Today, a special one comes to
mind: Jesus the Morning Star, who provides
direction, vision, and light when we are in
darkness. It is the name used when people
reach the end of themselves and truly turn
to Christ, usually after all other options are
gone or have failed. It’s the name I call on
when I reach that point in own my life.
Every morning, I drink out of a cup that says,
“Be still and know that I am God.” I wonder
if I’m doing it wrong. When things don’t go
my way, I bargain and try to reason with
God. I wrestle with Him, believing that
I know what’s best for me. After all my
kicking, screaming, and crying don’t work,
and after I’ve trusted in people only to be
rejected, betrayed, and abandoned, then
I cry out, “Please God, be who the Bible
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says You are. Luke 1:37 (NKJV) says that
nothing is impossible with God.”
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While floundering in a deep well without
a ladder or a rope, I want God to perform
a miracle . . . but I want to choose the
miracle. When there’s no answer from God, I
compromise one or two items on my miracle
“must-have” list, yet the Morning Star yields
no light or answer. I continue treading water
in increasingly turbulent eddies but can’t
shake the belief that I’m being ignored and
rejected. It’s the feeling of abject loneliness.

We must fully surrender to the truth of the
Bible because Christ alone is our hope. Not
even death can stake a claim on us, for
Jesus conquered the grave and rose on the
third day. Because of Christ’s death and
resurrection, believers will never be separated
from the Heavenly Father. John 3:16 (NIV) says,
“For God so loved the world that he gave his
one and only Son, that whoever believes in
him shall not perish but have eternal life.”

I know God isn’t working on my timeline. But,
sometimes I wonder . . . God, do you even

I am a poster child for double-mindedness, so
I pray for His mercy when I wrestle the reins
from Him. I take solace in knowing that my
life and my future are being tenderly and
carefully written by the Master Creator.

hear me? If I were honest, I suppose I think
God should be at my beck and call, and the
source of my problem is that I don’t trust God.
When I’m in trouble, the only real choice is
to accept what is and what will be—to
surrender to the outcome. To figuratively tear
up the unsigned contract with God outlining
the date, time, and details of my miracle.
God has the power to part the Red Sea so
that I can walk through it, and so in Christ the
Morning Star alone will I trust.
God, I’m sorry for acting like a spoiled brat.
I’m sure there are hundreds of millions of
Christians ahead of me with bigger problems.
I realize that hope in Christ is not like believing
in a magic pill, but rather believing in a higher,
loving power—the Creator of the universe—
and to surrender to His will. Jeremiah 29:11
(NIV) says “‘For I know the plans I have for
you,’” declares the LORD, “‘plans to prosper
you and not to harm you, plans to give you
hope and a future.’” So I must believe in
God’s goodness.
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