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Hello from the Editors! 
 

Welcome to our very first issue of 

Pure in Heart Stories! We are a 

mother and daughter team who love 

poetry, stories, art, and Jesus, and 

we are excited to share with you the 

wonderful, creative work from 

writers and artists from around the 

world. 

 

The name Pure in Heart comes from one of our favorite 

beatitudes, “Blessed are the pure in heart, for they will see 

God.” (Matthew 5:8). We love pure hearts, questioning hearts, 

sad hearts, joyful hearts, and hearts that long to see goodness in 

the world.  

 

We hope you see these hearts and more in Issue #1!  

 

God bless you, 

 

Veronica McDonald 
Co-editor 

 

Co-editor 
 

 

 

What is a beatitude? 

 

A beatitude is a “blessed saying” that comes from the beginning 

the Sermon on the Mount, spoken by Jesus in Matthew 5:3-12. 

Jesus gives 9 beatitudes, each starting with “Blessed are…” 

Each beatitude talks about a blessing given to those who have a 

certain trait.
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Sunbeam 
by Theresa Donnelly 

A sunbeam caught 

me unaware 

 

as I daydreamed 

upon a chair. 

 

It warmed my feet 

and chilly toes 

 

before it settled 

on my nose. 

 

I peered within 

its golden light; 

 

witnessed a thousand 

specks in flight. 

 

Freed at last from 

pillow and chair 

 

they danced with 

energizing flair 

 

and momentarily 

reigned supreme 

 

before I returned back 

to my dream. 
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Theresa Donnelly is an Irish/Canadian poet who has been widely 

published on both sides of the Atlantic. She is the author of two books 

of poetry, one for adults and one for children. Her poetry can be found 

in the Caterpillar Magazine. She was also a judge and co-editor of the 

children’s book, Corn Has Ears.
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Bump in the Night 

by Marvin Lee 

Mom kisses my head, tucks me into bed 

but every night when the lights go out 

I see monsters everywhere. 

Hairy, scary, 

and ever so big, 

in the closet, 

under my bed. 

Are they really there? 

For I see them everywhere. 

Dad says not to be scared. 

But alone in the dark, 

I hear creaking stairs, 

I see monsters’ eyes… 

One, two, three and four, 

they’re all around… 

Then remembering what the Bible says, 

I pray, Please help me, Jesus, please keep the monsters away… 

Then one, two, three, four 

and all the monsters are no more. 
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Marvin Lee is a missionary kid and speculative fiction writer, who 

grew up with the Yanomami Indians of Venezuela. He still lives deep 

in the Amazon jungles over 200 miles from the nearest town with his 

wife and four kids. 
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Two Little Acorns 

by Amy K Radford 

 

Two little acorns 

Hanging on a tree 

Dreaming of growing up 

Wondering what they’ll be 

Two little acorns 

As the wind dances through 

Wiggle as they tumble down 

Now what will they do? 

Two little acorns 

A squirrel carries away 

They take a little trip 

To find where they will stay 

Two little acorns 

Planted in the ground 

With a comfy place to sleep 

Soon they nestle down 

Two little acorns 

Fall fast asleep 
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They enjoy a long nap 

And do not make a peep 

Two little acorns 

Awake and start to grow 

A tiny seed is now a plant 

As the sun melts the snow 

Two little acorns 

Stretch up to the sky 

Waving at a blue bird 

Who is flying by 

Two little acorns 

Shoot up more each day 

As the sun shines down 

They soak up each new ray 

Two little acorns 

Grow up big and free 

Once they were little seeds 

Now they’re each a tree 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Amy K Radford, a teacher and writer, continues to hone her skills by 

pursuing an MFA in Creative Writing. Amy’s greatest desire is to love 

God in such a way that lives are changed. A blogger for over fifteen 

years, she has taught and written for various ministries. 
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The Lonely Scarecrow 

by Linda Middleton 

I’m a lonely scarecrow 

In a field full of flowers. 

My heart’s lost its smile 

And my confidence its power. 

Stuck in a deep tractor rut, 

Beneath a low grey cloud, 

Surrounded by bright blooms, 

But lonely in a crowd. 

The wind’s stealing my straw; 

I’m shrinking with a shiver. 

And the remedy is warmth 

From a sunny happiness-giver. 

Then I’ll be a happy scarecrow 

And my heart will fly so light. 

I’ll thank you for your kindness 

And twirl merrily like a kite. 
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Linda is a lifelong lover of writing and began sharing her passion for 

rhythm and rhyme last year. She is delighted to have had two poems 

published in the children’s magazine, The Caterpillar. Linda supports 

children with their learning and teaches RE in a primary school in a 

leafy corner of England. In her spare time, she enjoys wood 

wandering, beach strolling and ice cream tasting.  
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God’s Wonderful World 

by Marvin Lee 

 

God created the jungle 

filled with trees, 

and all the different shades of leaves 

The tiny, busy little bee, 

buzzing around so merrily 

The ants working day and night 

Can’t you see them? 

Oh, what a sight! 

There are so many things to see, 

like monkeys swinging through the trees 

Look at them playing and chattering, so happily! 

See the blue of the butterfly’s wings, 

as it flits and flutters, between the leaves 
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Or the capybara eating their greens, 

as the tapir swims by mightily 

The blue of the great majestic sky, 

the river swiftly running by 

These are just some of God’s creations out there. 

And the most amazing thing for all to see 

is how God created you and me. 

 

See Marvin Lee’s Biography – page 9. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What is a capybara? 

 

The capybara is a giant rodent that lives in South America. It’s 

related to the guinea pig and chinchilla. It loves to be both on 

land and in water, and is the largest rodent in the world! 

 

 

What is a tapir? 

 

The tapir is a pig-like animal with a small trunk, similar to an 

elephant’s. They live in the jungles and forests of South 

America.  
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Non Nisi Te 

by CHM Pszonka 

Non Nisi Te  is Latin for “Nothing except you,” or “Only you” 

How can this be? 

That you love with a love 

so humble and free? 

Like dew on the grass 

in the fresh breath of spring, 

bright as the first rays, 

clear as the drink 

of a doe bowing softly under the trees 

—how can this be? 

That you love even me? 

To whom shall I go? 

Who sends the thunder, 

the summer, 

the snow? 

Who hangs the stars, 

draws the sun into dance? 

Who calms the billowing sea 

with a glance? 

I am still, and know. 

Behold, my love, 

drawn under the waters, 

shown forth by a dove, 

the God of the heavens descends from above 

to gather His brood, 

to soften the tough 

stone in His hands 

into clay stretch, bathed, 

and then fired in Love. 

Only You, Love. 
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CHM Pszonka holds a BFA in Creative Writing/Publishing from 

Columbia College Chicago and is wrapping up an MA in Theology 

from Franciscan University of Steubenville. Her stories, articles, and 

interviews have been published by Hair Trigger, The Story Week 

Reader, Nostigmas, and The Publishing Lab. She currently blogs and 

shares her visual art at HeartToSacredHeart.com. 

  

http://hearttosacredheart.com/
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Lessons Learned 
by Lisa Reynolds 

 

Momma tosses flour onto the kitchen table then lifts a t-cloth 

off a glass bowl, exposing a slick ball of dough. As she scoops 

out the mound and places it in the middle of the white dust, she 

reminds me how small it had been. 

“It takes patience to rise,” she says. 

With coated hands, she kneads, while speaking of the 

transformation taking place. 

“Humble ingredients don’t magically turn into bread. They 

must be combined to create a loaf that can withstand the heat 

of the oven.” 

“Too big and the middle will be raw,” I say, “too small and it 

will burn.” 

Momma smiles. 

Our ritual continues. 
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“What if I stray from the recipe?” I ask. 

Momma wipes her hands on her apron and says, “The 

adjustments you make may not give you the results you want, 

but you’ll learn as you go.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lisa Reynolds is a Canadian writer of poetry and short stories. Her 

works are internationally published in anthologies, literary journals, 

and magazines. She lives in a waterfront community east of Toronto, 

Ontario. 
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Choice of a Lifetime 

by Michelle Hanley 

 

The sky was too blue, but at least all the clouds made shapes. A 

unicorn bumped into a puppy with a wagging tail and the two 

clouds became a castle. Emmie giggled and looked around to 

see if anyone else saw the unicorn and the puppy and the castle 

in the sky. 

There was no one else.  

Emmie wasn’t scared even though she felt like she was 

supposed to be. She watched a flower float away from her. It 

looked like it was close enough to the ground to touch and 

Emmie had always wanted to know if clouds felt sticky like 

cotton candy. She took one step and stopped. 

It looked like regular grass, but it felt really bouncy under 

Emmie’s bare feet. Emmie took another step to make sure, and 

then she jumped. Up and down, again and again, she jumped on 

the trampoline-ground. Her hands touched clouds and grass 

tickled the bottoms of her feet and she wanted to bounce forever. 
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“Emmie.” 

Emmie didn’t think; she stopped jumping. Her bounces got 

smaller and smaller until she stood still.  

The air grew warm and the sky got brighter. Emmie knew that 

the thing that walked up beside her was an angel because it had 

wings. They seemed smaller than she thought they’d be, but 

when she turned to look, the angel disappeared. 

“You won’t be able to see me here.” 

“But I can see you. From the side of my face.” Emmie faced 

back the way she’d started. “You’ve got wings and they’re not 

very big but they’re white and shiny. And you’re wearing jeans 

and boots and a cowboy shirt like that man in the movie Daddy 

likes. But your hair is really long.” 

The angel made a sound that sounded a little bit like a sigh.  

“You’re an angel, aren’t you?” 

“I am.” 

“Am I in Heaven?” 

“Not quite. Sometimes people may not be ready to go to Heaven 

and when that happens, they come here.” 

Emmie looked down at her feet and pointed. “So I’m going 

down there?” 

The angel made another sound that sounded like a laugh.  

“No, child. That’s not one of your options today.”  

Standing still wasn’t one of Emmie’s best things. She let herself 

bounce a little bit since she wasn’t going to the bad place. “How 
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come you’re wearing cowboy clothes? I thought angels had to 

wear white dresses.” 

“I shouldn’t be visible to you at all. Your imagination is filling 

in the blanks.” 

“But I can see you. I really can.” 

“You either have a good imagination or you’re closer to crossing 

over than I was told.” 

Emmie didn’t understand what the angel meant, but it didn’t 

make her feel good. She thought a cartwheel would help, the 

kind that made Daddy cheer for her. He always seemed to laugh 

too, but Emmie knew it was only because her cartwheels made 

him so happy.  

“Emmie, do you remember what happened today?” 

Emmie shook her head, but all of the good cartwheel feelings 

stopped. Not even bouncing helped, so she stopped after one 

single bounce. 

“Tell me, Emmie.” 

Emmie thought hard, but her only memories were the clouds and 

bouncy grass that wasn’t very fun anymore. When a cloud 

formed into a house, she started to remember. 

“I wanted to see Daddy. Mommy said he was in Heaven, and I 

wanted to see him.” Emmie looked all around. This time, when 

she didn’t see anyone, she began to cry. “I climbed up a ladder 

and I’m almost to Heaven and I want my Daddy.” 

The air began to smell like chocolate chip cookies and 

cinnamon. All Emmie could see was shimmery white like the 

paint on Mommy’s car. She cried and cried until all her tears 
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were gone. The shimmery white disappeared, but the Christmas 

morning smells stayed. 

“I want my Daddy,” Emmie whispered. 

“We know. And if that is your choice, then you can go to him. 

But what about your mother?” 

The Christmas smells were replaced by more good smells: the 

dirt that got on Mommy’s hands in the spring, the plants that she 

cut up and put in soup, the coffee she drank every morning. 

“I’ll see her after I see Daddy. She’ll be happy again when I tell 

her he’s okay.” 

From the side of her face, Emmie saw the angel’s head shake. 

“That’s not how it works. Once you go to Heaven, you don’t 

leave.” 

“But I climbed up here,” Emmie protested. “I’ll climb back 

down after I give Daddy a hug.” 

This time, the angel made a sound like Mommy made when she 

dropped Emmie off for her first day of school. “Emmie, people 

can’t climb ladders into Heaven. You fell, and back on Earth, 

you’re in a hospital. If you go to Heaven now, you’ll die on 

Earth.” 

“I would die?” 

“Yes.” 

“Mommy would be really sad.” 

“Yes.” 
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In the sky, the clouds still made shapes but it wasn’t any fun to 

watch them anymore. Emmie didn’t feel like bouncing and the 

grass didn’t tickle. 

“Is Daddy happy?” 

“Very much so.” 

Emmie reached up to touch a cloud that looked like a bird. It 

didn’t feel like anything.  

“You have to say the words, Emmie. You have to say if you 

want to go to Heaven or go back to Earth.” 

“I want my Mommy. Can I go back to her?” 

The blue sky changed to night-time, and the angel said, “We 

will meet again, child.” Then, even the night faded. 
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Michelle is inspired by her family, fairy tales, and those odd blurbs 

on news sites that can’t possibly be true stories. When she isn’t 

writing, you can find her on a paddleboard, fly fishing, gardening, or 

reading. She was awarded Honorable Mentions in YeahWrite Super 

Challenge #13 and the Writers Weekly Fall 2020 Short Story Contest. 

Look for her other work in Dread Naught but Time, MOJO, and 

at www.ftpdblog.wordpress.com. 

  

https://deref-mail.com/mail/client/t4HTZzH5a1M/dereferrer/?redirectUrl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.ftpdblog.wordpress.com%2F
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“Flower in pastels” by Keren Dibbens-Wyatt, inspired by the photography 

of Sei Nakatugawa, with kind permission. 
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The Parable of the Lawnmower 

by Keren Dibbens-Wyatt 

One spring there was a beautiful flower. She stood high on her 

tall and slender stalk and waved in what she knew was an 

attractive way in the breeze, for the part of the garden she lived 

in was sheltered from strong winds. Her petals were sunset pink 

with gentle streaks of white at the edges. Her centre was lime 

green and the colours all worked together to make her truly a 

work of art. But the flower did not think about who the artist 

might be and she did not look very far beyond herself and her 

many admirers. 

All the bright green grass and the less cultivated weeds around 

her looked up to her and told her how lovely she was, and she 

had no reason to disagree with them. 

“Truly,” they said adoringly, “Truly, you are the most beautiful 

flower we have ever seen.” And they were not lying. They had 

lived here in the same square of the lawn for all their short lives, 

but here in this section of garden she really was the most 

beautiful flower. The grass and weeds knew that they could 

never aspire to being so colourful. 

The flower spent many hours sunbathing and considering her 

own loveliness. She looked only to herself and gave little 

attention to those around her or thoughts of what might lie 

beyond the edges of her square-foot world. “How shiny are my 

petals,” she would think to herself, “and how wonderfully they 

glisten. The sunlight must have been made just to reflect my 

loveliness. I think the sun, that small golden circle, must envy 

my beauty, for I am far larger than him and I do not ever 

disappear behind clouds, and although I close up my petals for 

the night I do not go away. I am sure I am beautiful even in the 

dark.” And when she asked them, the weeds and the grass 

assured her that this was true. 
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One day one of the oldest grasses called out a warning. This was 

unheard of, as the garden was always so peaceful. The grass had 

to shout out several times before she took any notice of him, and 

this was only because what he said had made the grass and the 

other weeds flatten themselves to the ground in fear. The flower 

knew she had nothing to fear because she was special. 

“What are you saying?” she enquired at last. 

“You must listen to me, dear flower,” said the grass, relieved 

she had heard his shouts at last. “The lawnmower is coming, and 

we must keep as low as we can. Bend your beautiful head so that 

you don’t lose it!” 

“The lawnmower? What is that? How can it hurt me? I shall not 

bend my head down, for then no-one would see its beauty. What 

a ridiculous suggestion.” And she refused to hear more. 

The grass tried several times to make her heed his warning, but 

she would not listen, and so he lay himself down as flat as he 

could to the ground, full with sadness at the flower’s stubborn 

nature and what it would bring her. 

Sure enough there was a great roaring sound and the ground 

started to shake. The flower trembled right down to her roots but 

she was still quite sure that she was queen of all she surveyed 

and she did not bend her head. 

It was the work of a moment for the mower’s blades to trim the 

tops of the grass and flatten the weeds and sever the flower’s 

stem. The beautiful flower was whirled up into the collecting 

basket of the lawnmower and behind it was left a small, shaking 

plant, simply a rosette of leaves and a partial stem, cut close to 

the ground, oozing white sap. 

“Oh dear,” said the old grass, as it lifted its head. “I am so sorry, 

little flower. I wish you had listened to me.” 
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The plant that had lost its flower was unable to answer for some 

time. She was in shock. As she sat and gradually recovered the 

weeds and grasses all around her began to sit up and to see what 

had happened. Most of them too had been cut and lopped, but 

they had hunkered down into the ground like the old grass had 

told them to and had yet to flower, it being only spring, so they 

had not lost as much. 

For a long time the flower (for such she still thought of herself) 

remained silent. She realised that she was still alive, that the sun 

still shone and the breeze still came, even though her flower had 

gone. She looked around herself from this low down in the lawn 

and saw how beautifully the sunlight reflected off the bright 

green grass and the small buds on the weeds. 

She noticed how soft and colourful the moss was that grew 

wherever it could. She thought long and hard about who she was 

without her flower and realised that there was more to her than 

beauty. She began to know and feel the soil with her roots and 

all the crawly things that crept or slithered there. She started to 

converse again but this time instead of doing most of the talking 

or expecting praise, she listened to the grass and the weeds and 

saw their wisdom and beauty. 

There were so many new things to see and understand that she 

could not believe she was in the same patch of ground as before, 

when all she had seen was her own beauty and her own 

admirers. She gloried in the fact that her friends still spoke to 

her even though she no longer had a flower. Their constancy 

warmed her heart. 

After a little while, the plant stalk began to grow again and in 

the sunshine a bud began to form. The plant was surprised, for 

she had not known that this would happen, she had become used 

to being just a plant. She began to be a little afraid. 

“Dear grass,” she said to the friend whose advice she had once 

disdained, “dear friend, do tell me what to do, my flower is 

returning.” 
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“But this is a good thing, dear flower. The sun and the rain have 

been restoring you and soon you will be back to your glorious 

old self.” 

“No!!” cried the flower in pain, and the old grass and the 

younger grasses and all the weeds were astonished. 

“Whatever is the matter?!” they asked, “Surely you long to be 

the most beautiful flower again? We shall all gaze at you 

admiringly as we did once before, isn’t that what you want?” 

“No!” cried the flower again. “I do not wish to be admired. I 

have seen for myself that there is beauty in every small thing. 

Every blade of grass is a miracle of freshness, such a balance of 

straight and curved, such a perfect wholeness to be wondered at. 

Every weed is really a flower or a delicate plant with shapes and 

colours to be gazed upon. No, I do not wish to ever be thought 

of as beautiful and I do not want to become my old, small-

thinking self again!” 

The younger plants were taken aback, but the old grass gave a 

small chuckle. 

“My dear flower,” he said reassuringly, “dear one, you will 

never be the same again, you are a plant, you GROW. The things 

you once thought you knew are now changed. The things you 

think now that seem so certain will also be changed. The more 

you grow, the longer you live, the more you learn, and the more 

you change. This is the pattern of a good life.” 

The flower began to understand. She let her bud unfurl and she 

was truly again the most beautiful flower in that small patch of 

garden. But she did not think of herself that way and instead of 

focussing on herself, she used the height of her new flower to 

see further. She learned that the sun shone on all the other 

flowers too, and that he must be much bigger and greater than 

she had first imagined. She learnt that further off there were 

places that were not lawn, and there were trees and flowers that 

far surpassed her own loveliness. She watched through the 
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summer as her dearest friends brought forth flowers which were 

all amazing to behold, however tiny and pale they might be, and 

she encouraged and admired them so that they too knew they 

had worth. 

Then one day, the old grass cried out, “Here comes the 

lawnmower!” for he had seen it in the distance.  

The flower had the wisdom to bow her head, and though she did 

not save her flower this time either, she did not mind, because 

she knew it would return and that it held only part of her value. 

Several times that first summer the lawnmower came again. The 

flower learnt the trick to keeping herself very low to the ground. 

But as the golden leaves began to fall and the sun’s warmth was 

waning, the flower knew it would soon be time to sleep for the 

winter. She did not cry, nor pity herself, for she had heard the 

old grass tell about springtime’s return. She gathered her 

resources into her roots which were deeper now than ever 

before, and put her mind to thinking on the things she had 

learned and was learning; on how to enrich the soil around her 

and take nourishment from it, on how to give and to receive, on 

how to reflect well the glory of the sun and his maker. 

The following spring and every year after that, she became more 

and more wise, and more and more beautiful. 

 

 

 

Keren Dibbens-Wyatt is a chronically ill writer and artist with a 

passion for poetry, mysticism, story and colour. Her writing features 

regularly on spiritual blogs and in literary journals. Her latest book is 

Recital of Love (Paraclete Press 2020). Keren suffers from M.E. 

which keeps her largely out of the trouble she would doubtless get 

into otherwise.   
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The Bleeding Heart Lady: 

4 Photographs 

by Karen Boissonneault-Gauthier 

 

 

The Bleeding Heart Lady 
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Did you know? 

Bleeding Hearts are pink and white, heart-shaped flowers, 

native to Japan but grown throughout Asia, Europe, and 

America. 

 

 
 

Tears of a Bleeding Heart 
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Sun Dots on a Bleeding Heart 
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Crowned 
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Karen Boissonneault-Gauthier is a writer and photographer. Most 

recently she’s been a cover artist for Arachne Press, Pretty Owl 

Poetry, Wild Musette, Existere Journal, Vine Leaves Literary Journal, 

Gigantic Sequins, Ottawa Arts Journal and more. When she’s not 

walking her two huskies, she’s also designing with Art of Where. 

Karen now uses some of her artwork on non-medical face 

masks, hoping to be a better global citizen.  

See www.kcbgphoto.com to find out more.

https://deref-mail.com/mail/client/3XevzL71EDk/dereferrer/?redirectUrl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.kcbgphoto.com%2F
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Wonders of a Betta Fish 
by Veronica McDonald 

 

 

 

 

Veronica McDonald edits and publishes Pure in Heart Stories with 

her daughter, Mia. She loves to write stories and poetry, paint pictures, 

and play outside with her three children. She and her family live in 

Mobile, Alabama with two black cats that are always causing trouble. 
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https://www.oldbookillustrations.com/illustrations/butterflies/
https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/6ad45298-a0ab-e375-e040-e00a1806159b
https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/6ad45298-a0ab-e375-e040-e00a1806159b
https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/6ad45298-a0ab-e375-e040-e00a1806159b
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Our next reading period begins August 1, 2021. 
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for KIDS! 
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