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Letter from the Editors 
 

Welcome to our second issue of 

Pure in Heart Stories! In this issue 

you’ll find an exciting treasure 

trove of poetry, stories, and art to 

explore. We have fun, lighthearted 

poems that will make you smile. 

We have poetry and artwork that 

will connect you with the beauty of 

nature and animals, and teach you how they point to a loving 

Creator. We have biblical adventures and intense battles. We 

also have stories that teach about forgiveness and make you 

laugh in unexpected ways. 

In this issue, we are also featuring the art and storytelling of our 

awesome co-editor, Mia McDonald (9 years old). If you have a 

child in your life between the ages of 6 and 14 who wants to 

glorify God with his or her writing, we would love to see their 

work when we open back up for submissions in February. 

In the meantime, we hope you enjoy Issue #2. Thank you to the 

wonderful writers and artists who make up this beautiful new 

edition. And thank you for reading. 

May God bless you and keep you, 

 

Co-editor 

 

Mia McDonald 
Co-editor
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Wishbone 

by Elizabeth Wrobel 

Wishbone, wishbone, 

Wish me home, 

To a table with a harvest spread, 

Thankful prayers and bowed heads. 

Wishbone, wishbone, 

Wish me home, 

To a table with a turkey packed full of stuffing, 

Cranberry sauce and many a blessing. 

Wishbone, wishbone, 

Wish me home, 

To a table with a heaping helping of family time, 

And a Thanksgiving Day of the very best kind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

About the Writer 

Elizabeth Wrobel writes for both kids and adults in the Northwoods of 

Michigan. She has been published in books, magazines, ezines, and online. 

Her poems have even been read on radio stations and sold in retail stores. 

When she’s not writing she’s reading, watching movies, and spending time 

with family.  
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Hazel’s Fiery Friend 

by Sarah Elyse Pfeffer 

Hazel missed Jug. 

Jug was her Pug. 

She’d had him since she was three. 

Last week he died, 

Now he was buried beside  

The big jacaranda tree. 

 

Mum said,  

“We all love Jug.”  

And gave her a hug. 

“He’ll always be here in your heart.” 

Dad said,  

“Come play with me, 

And chasey, wild and free, 

I’ll even give you a head start!” 

 

Gran said,  

“Let’s draw Jug.” 

And they pictured the Pug 

Full of mischief and smiles.  

Ben said,  

“Let’s sing a tune.” 

And ‘neath the tree they crooned, 

Remembering Jug for a while. 

 

Teacher said, 

“Let’s read a book.” 

And they quietly looked 

At stories about feeling blue.  

Preacher said, 

“Let’s pray 

For God’s comfort today, 

And for His Hope to carry you through.” 
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Waking today, 

The sky was grey, 

The yard was empty and still… 

Then something flashed by— 

A light from the sky, 

And landed behind the next hill. 

 

Shoes in a pair, 

Quick down the stairs, 

Find the binocs on the floor. 

A hat and a drink, 

Hug Dad by the sink, 

Then Hazel was out the door. 

 

Over the fish pond, 

Under the palm frond, 

Creak! Goes the rusty gate. 

Past tall trees, 

Past buzzy bees, 

“I hope I’m not too late!” 

 

At the top of the hill, 

She circled until 

She spotted a strange glow: 

Down at the creek,  

With feathers and a beak—  

Was it a bird? She had to know.  

 

Hazel ran very fast, 

Then slowed down at last 

And tiptoed close to the creature. 

It looked like a dove, 

But it glowed from above, 

With flames that were lighting its features.  

 

“Wow!” She breathed. 

Her face was wreathed 

With a smile of wondrous delight. 

The dove seemed familiar, 
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But she felt bewildered: 

How could a bird be alight? 

 

“I’m Hazel,” she said. 

The dove turned its head, 

Its eyes were warm and gold. 

It fluttered up high, 

Then to her surprise, 

It spoke, melodic and bold. 

 

“Your tears called to me, 

They pooled in a sea 

That sparkled with memories deep. 

Your beautiful heart 

Is missing a part; 

Lost moments are stored in the Keep.” 

 

A gust blew her hair, 

Then the dove was right there. 

Sending warmth from her feet to her heart. 

It sang a call 

And she was suddenly small; 

The dove beckoned now, eager to start. 

 

Hazel felt scared, 

Not sure she dared  

To venture into the sky. 

“Do not fear. 

I am here. 

Together we will safely fly.” 

 

Hazel grabbed hold, 

And with a streak of gold  

To the distant forest they flew. 

In the mountain’s shade 

Was a hidden glade 

With a tower of silver and blue. 

 

Stairs circled wide 
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Around the outside, 

Leading to doors of glass: 

Each room in the Keep 

Held memories sweet 

That shone eerily as they passed. 

 

At the very top 

They came to stop; 

The door opened without a key. 

Rainbow threads 

Stretched down to their heads, 

Hazel wondered what they could be. 

 

Like it knew her thoughts, 

The dove then brought  

One of the strands around: 

“Each thread you see 

Is a memory 

Once lost, but now is found.” 

 

The thread was cold, 

At her touch it dissolved, 

Misty shapes appeared with a glitter. 

The air filled with giggles  

And before them there wiggled 

A proud Pug mum and her litter. 

 

They rolled and jumped, 

Tiny tails thumped, 

Hazel joined them down on the floor. 

She laughed aloud 

As she saw through the crowd 

Her Jug-Pug, a puppy once more. 

 

Pulling each thread, 

She filled her head 

With memories of Jug over years. 

Acres of love 

Sent from above, 
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Bringing joy and happy tears. 

 

Hazel saw: 

Balloon chases, 

Park races, 

Karaoke together before bed. 

Splashing in puddles, 

Long, warm cuddles, 

Cloud gazing, head to head. 

 

Hours passed, 

Until at last, 

With her heart bursting full, 

One thread to go: 

It had a bright glow! 

Deep breath and she gave it a pull. 

 

The memory Jug 

Was on a rug 

Barking with all his might. 

In front of Jug 

Was a soft toy Pug 

Covered in dribble and bites. 

 

Jug kept going, 

He wasn’t slowing, 

He defended against the invader! 

Where the toy was sent 

He excitedly went, 

Still barking many days later. 

 

Mum and Dad 

Went a bit mad 

From all of the endless noise. 

So the soft toy Pug 

Was taken from Jug, 

To a cupboard full of old toys.  

 

Hazel smiled. 
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It had been a while, 

She’d forgotten the soft toy Pug. 

Her heart overflowing, 

They must now be going  

To find this memento of Jug. 

 

As the memories finished, 

The mist diminished. 

The dove’s flames were a gentle glow. 

“Thank you” she said. 

The dove dipped its head:  

“With each storm, the flower grows.” 

 

On the flight home, 

Hazel was shown  

Some undiscovered treasures: 

A platypus paddle, 

Some wild cattle, 

And a cave to explore at her leisure.  

 

Back at her room, 

The dove sang a tune, 

Hazel grew back to normal size. 

She found the toy Pug,  

Gave it a hug, 

And wiped some tears from her eyes. 

 

“What is your name?  

Will I see you again?” 

She said with a hopeful face. 

“I’m Para: always near, 

If you call, I’ll be here,” 

Said the dove with gentle grace. 

 

A warm embrace, 

Feathers to face,  

Then Para the dove took flight. 

In a blink it was gone. 
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On the sill there shone 

A feather, glowing with light. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
About the Writer 

Sarah Elyse Pfeffer is a self-confessed science nerd and book worm who 

loves nature, chocolate and making everything rhyme, all the time. A 

follower of Jesus, Sarah is married to David and is Mum to three really cool 

kids. They live in Brisbane, Australia, in the midst of a mischievous 

menagerie of marvelous mammals… and a lot of chickens. 
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God Made Me Little 

by Elizabeth Wrobel 

Do your feet touch the floor when you sit in a grown-up chair? 

Neither do mine. My legs just sort of hang there. 

I kick them back and forth because it’s just not fair. 

My legs are dangling and my feet are floating on air. 

Can you reach anything up on that top shelf? 

I’m sure you can’t. You have to ask a grown up for help. 

Just like me. You think you’re much too small. 

You don’t like your size very much at all. 

So one night I asked Mommy and Daddy, “Why am I so little?” 

Their answer made me feel better. Their answer made me giggle. 

“God made you little,” Mommy smiled, “so I could hold you tight.” 

“God made you small,” Daddy grinned, “so I could kiss you goodnight.” 

Mommy and Daddy did their best to help me see, 

This is all part of the plan—the plan God has for me. 

One day I won’t be so little anymore. 

And one day my feet will touch the floor. 

Because God made me little, God made me small, 

God made me the right size, to grow up big and tall! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Read about Elizabeth Wrobel 

on page 9. 
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When the Cousins Came 

by Bill Dotson 

I remember a time way back when, as a country boy, I had lots of friends 

But a summer event stands out in my mind. 

Me and my brother sat in the yard, watching the lane for an uncle’s car; 

I still remember the times when the cousins came. 

When the cousins came we all played and had a good time. 

Kick-the-can and wiffle ball in Grandpa’s front yard. 

The old bean tree made a good first base, hide-&-seek or just a chase. 

Those were all good times when the cousins came. 

Spending time down in the woods, and wad’n the creek was always good. 

And when it rained we even played inside! 

Sometimes we didn’t have ‘nuff toys to share with all the cousin boys. 

Still it was a great time when the cousins came. 

When the cousins came we all played and had a good time. 

Kick-the-can and wiffle ball in Grandpa’s front yard. 

The old bean tree made a good first base, hide-&-seek or just a chase. 

Those were all good times when the cousins came. 

When the cousins came we’d catch lightening bugs at nighttime. 

And sneak a piece of candy offa Grandma’s pantry shelf. 

We’d sit in front of the old fireplace and scream like girls at a shadow 

face. 

I won’t forget the times when the cousins came. 

 

Thank you Lord for the times when the cousins came. 

 

About the Writer 

Bill Dotson is a 71-year-old former teacher, coach and administrator who 

has retired four times from different organizations. He has been married for 

51 years, has four successful sons and four wonderful grandchildren. Bill 

volunteers often and serves in several capacities at his church. He loves 

gardening, woodworking and writing. God has gifted him as a teacher, 

encourager, writer and blogger, and he wants to serve in any way he can. 
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Sisters in the Snow 

by Elizabeth Wrobel 

Sisters in the snow, 

Wondering where to go. 

Little Sister riding on the wooden sled, 

Big Sister, holding the rope, pulls her ahead. 

She squints her eyes into the winter sun, 

Shouting happily, “Here they come!” 

WHOOSH! SPLAT! 

Big Sister gets hit in the back. 

It’s Big Sister’s turn—look at it go! 

That white, fluffy ball of snow. 

BAM! The sisters can’t believe, 

Big Sister hit Daddy on the sleeve. 

Now, Mommy’s snowball is in flight, 

The sisters duck quickly out of sight. 

POP! Mommy misses—she had better hide. 

CRASH! Too slow—Big Sister hits Mommy’s side. 

This time Little Sister is much too small 

To pack and throw a big snowball. 

She wishes and she hopes with all her might 

That next year she can join the snowball fight. 

For now, she watches the snowballs fly 

Back and forth, low and high. 

On and on goes the most friendly fight, 

Until the sun disappears for the night. 

It’s time to go home—it’s the end of the day. 

Mommy and Daddy hold hands all the way. 

Little Sister rides home in style, 

Big sister pulls her along—wearing a great big smile. 

What’s the final score? Does anybody know? 

Not Mommy. Not Daddy. Not the sisters in the snow. 

Nobody kept score—nobody cares who won, 

Because the snowball fight was so much fun. 

So it’s decided—they all go home a winner, 

And they’re just in time—Grandma’s making dinner! 
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Read about Elizabeth Wrobel on page 9. 
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A Bedtime Story 

by Elizabeth Wrobel 

Daddy smiles and says to me, 

“Your teddy bear has brushed his teeth already.” 

I laugh out loud because it would be neat 

To watch my bear brush without any teeth. 

Mommy giggles and says to me, 

“Your teddy bear has zipped up his pajamas already.” 

I laugh out loud because it would be fun 

To watch my bear zipping his pajamas without any thumbs. 

Daddy laughs and says to me, 

“Your teddy bear has said his prayers already.” 

I laugh out loud and imagine this, 

My bear saying his prayers without any lips. 

Mommy smiles once more and says to me, 

“Your teddy bear is fast asleep already.” 

I laugh out loud watching my bear doze 

With big brown eyes that never ever close. 

Then Mommy and Daddy both kiss my forehead gently, 

And I thank them for telling me that very silly story. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Read about Elizabeth 

Wrobel on page 9. 
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I’m Here 

by Bill Dotson 

There I was in a very dark place, 

Surrounded by, well, who knows. 

My vision was gone, with fear on my face, 

A voice said, “You’re done, so it goes.” 

But then in the dark, I heard in my mind, 

“That’s a lie, don’t listen to fear. 

Stand up, take My hand, My peace you will find. 

I’m with you my child, I’m here.” 

 

There I was at a crossroads in life, 

Not sure of which way to go. 

I looked to the left but was filled with strife, 

It looked good but my Spirit said, No! 

I turned to the right; how could I decide? 

I needed an answer so clear. 

Then I heard that Voice from deep inside, 

“Go right. I’ll go with you, I’m here.” 

One day, as recorded, Heaven’s gates I could see. 

Inside, eternity now clear. 

Then I heard that Voice so familiar to me, 

“Welcome My child, you’re here.” 

Now, not in my mind, but before me He stood 

“Oh, thank You, You’ve always been near. 

You were with me in both the bad times and good. 

And now, look at this…I’m here!” 

 

 

 

 

 

Read about Bill Dotson on page 18. 
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Lessons for My Son 

by Christopher Matthew Thomas 

My son, listen to what I have to say, 

This is what I learned traveling the way, 

What was not known when my journey began, 

Lessons I learned about being a man. 

Don’t despise what is small, simple, or weak. 

Don’t look to be praised or stand on a peak. 

For without seeds the farmer cannot sow, 

The bee has a part in making things grow. 

Yes, meager things have a role in the plan. 

Learn how to be humble to be a man. 

Don’t be quick to speak, just so you’ll be heard. 

Don’t be slow to speak, when they need the word. 

If roosters crowed all day the people would scorn; 

He’s silent until first light in the morn. 

“Cock-a-doodle-doo,” he wakes up the land. 

Learn the timing of words to be a man. 

Don’t be in a hurry to start a fight. 

Don’t be slow to defend that which is right. 

The bear does not hunt in seasons of snow; 

She slumbers and gives her cubs time to grow. 

But when cubs are cornered, she takes her stand. 

Learn meekness and courage to be a man. 

Don’t be quick to quit or stop what you start. 

Don’t change your mind with the changing of heart. 

The sun, moon, and stars divide up the day; 

Those who are lost use them to guide their way. 

Because they’re consistent people can plan. 

Learn to do what you say to be a man. 
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Don’t believe that you’re the center of the Earth. 

Don’t forget that others share in your worth. 

For in a woman life begins to grow— 

What she has given, you will never know. 

Blessed you will be, if one gives you her hand. 

Learn to honor women to be a man. 

Don’t be angry with God when life gets hard. 

Don’t forget Him, or the Law disregard. 

For He sent His Son to die for your sin— 

Forgiveness for those who are born again. 

Blessed are those who follow the Son of Man. 

Learn to depend on Christ to be a man. 

My son, you have heard all I have to say. 

This is what I learned living by the way. 

Live by these lessons the best that you can, 

So, when your eyes shut, you’ll rest as a man. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
About the Writer 

Christopher Matthew Thomas is a bi-vocational church planter in 

Yokosuka, Japan. He works for the US military and is a former Army 

Officer. As a Soldier he completed tours in Iraq, Afghanistan, and Egypt. He 

and his wife live with a rambunctious turtle named Edamame. 
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By the Sea 

by Annie Harpel 

little yellow flowers 

speckle the bright green grass, 

dance to the music of the gentle sea breeze 

great blue heron 

walks in the warm sunlight, 

the surface of the ocean 

reflects the sun’s rays 

like glittering diamonds 

white and storm-gray clouds 

waft between here and distant rolling hills 

branches of wind-driven cypress trees 

bend and stretch over the road 

wonder found in everyday moments  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

About the Writer 

Annie was born in Illinois, grew up in Orange County, CA and now lives in 

a quiet beach town along the Central Coast of CA. She is a poet, essayist, 

fine art photographer and artist. Her poetry has been published in local 

newspapers and online literary journals including Drabble, Heart of Flesh, 

Impspired and First Literary Review – East. She has taught poetry workshops 

at several county libraries and is a member of Cambria Writers Workshop. 

She says poetry is her raft, star, song, umbrella.  
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The Post Box 

by Marion Launder Price 

Somewhere in a garden 

A red box is nailed 

To a wooden fence 

Which overlooks the farmer’s field 

And beauty 

 

It peeps out 

Through the willows 

Of a memory tree 

I can see it from my window 

I like to think 

It can 

See me 

 

Sometime in the daytime 

Small hands 

Might post a letter 

Small voices 

Skipping 

Nursery rhymes 

Of times 

A little better 

 

 

 

 

 
About the Writer 

Marion lives a quiet life deep within the hills and valleys of South Wales. 

She is a little-known writer, though she posts regularly on several well-

established poetry sites. She has recently been accepted for two anthologies. 

A quiet woman who enjoys the company of animals, she defines herself as a 

mother above all else; she has two children, one living, one deceased.  
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Night Storm 

by Annie Harpel 

rain tapped on the wooden boardwalk in the garden. Water 

streamed down from the roof onto the dirt. The cloud releases 

what it can no longer hold. In its emptying, it brings opportunity 

for flowers to bloom, grass to grow, air to become clear. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Read about Annie Harpel on page 28. 
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Tidal Song 

by Annie Harpel 

driven by the wind 

yellow clovers dance atop a cliff 

day birds chirp in accompaniment 

surf splashes against rocks 

as the moon begins its journey 

into night sky 

petals move 

in their circadian rhythm 

turning inward for the evening 

owls hoot, frogs harmonize 

moonlight reflects on water’s surface 

tomorrow’s sunrise 

awakens with a new song 
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Calling Her Name 

by Elaine Wilburt 

At dawn he speaks to her alone. 

Hearing his voice, she comes to see 

he is her Lord, though first unknown. 

At dawn he speaks to her alone: 

a single word in a tender tone 

reveals he lives. Fears cease to be. 

At dawn he speaks to her alone. 

Hearing his voice, she comes to see. 

 

 

 

 

About the Writer 

Elaine Wilburt’s poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Puerto del Sol, 

Broad River Review, Mezzo Cammin, and Frogpond, among others. In 2019, 

Elaine received a Highly Commended Creatrix Haiku Award. When not 

writing, she bakes 8-12 loaves of bread per week and other treats for her 

family.  
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How Majestic 

by Craig Zulu 

I saw 
In the centre 
Of the forest 
A large tree 
Dark in colour 
And with dry leaves 
Birds flew to it 
One l saw 
Fly so gracefully 
Above my head 
In no hurry 
Gliding 
Black head 
And white all over 
I blessed the Lord 
Creator of Heaven and Earth 
For all His works 
Are wonderful 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

About the Writer 

Craig Zulu is a young Christian poet born in Gweru, Zimbabwe. His main 

endeavour is to use the medium of poetry to bring the hearts of many to their 

God by directing them to the many wonderful things in and around us, away 

from the temporary vicissitudes of life.  
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Ode to a Little Blind Pony 

by Rick Hoadley 

The little blind pony 

Waits all day 

His whole world is dark— 

    no chance to play. 

But he listens so careful. 

He stands so still. 

He can smell the grass, 

    and he eats his fill. 

When the sun gets hot, 

    he shuffles to the shade. 

And when night shadows fall, 

     he’s not afraid. 

If he’s lonely, I’ll never know— 

    but I always stop by 

    to say hello. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

About the Writer 

Rick Hoadley is a Master Instructor 8th Degree Black Belt in the martial art 

of Taekwondo. He is a career martial arts instructor with over 45 years of 

professional experience. He has copyrighted a teaching manual that has 

pioneered the relationship of Taekwondo to school children’s academic 

performance. Master Hoadley is a Certified Personal Fitness Trainer, and has 

co-authored “The Diet” with IFBB professional Mike Horn. This is his first 

poetry publication for children. 
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Nature Reminds Me of Your 

Greatness 

by Joshua James Cole 

Last night, I watched a moth 

click against the lamp light 

when all else was dark, 

and I remembered how your mercy, 

so lovely, 

so kind, 

attracted me. 

In a morning drizzle, 

I went for a walk 

with no destination in mind. 

I came across an abandoned chrysalis 

that dangled from a branch, 

and I recalled your forgiveness— 

how it changed me, 

from the inside out, 

and allowed me to leave all the hurt behind. 

After the rain 

a robin chirruped and 

a spider web sparkled. 

No one had instructed them to, 

they simply did 

what they were created to do. 

I had but one response: 

to lift my hands 

and worship. 
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About the Writer 

Joshua James Cole is a storyteller, poet, and artist who lives in the beautiful 

seacoast of New Hampshire with his lovely wife and two amazing daughters. 

They enjoy the New England outdoors in all seasons. His first children’s 

picture book, Painting with Words is available on Amazon.   

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0921YZT7N
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The Epic of Jah 

by Marvin Lee 

Lucifer was the guardian cherub, 

Son of the Morning, 

the most beautiful of the Heavens. 

But in his vainglory 

he did challenge God; 

a third of Heaven rallied to him, 

swords clashed, 

and oaths sworn— 

for Michael and his angels 

battled against Lucifer and his angels. 

As war raged, 

triumphantly they marched on the throne of the Most High. 

“enough” 

The word was spoken in the barest of whispers, 

but lightning streaked across the sky, 

the seas rolled, 

and darkness fled— 

the very foundation of the universe shook, 

time itself ceased to exist. 

Defeated, 

they were cast from His presence, 

the Devil and his demons, 

cursed to Hell for eternity. 

And in a garden named Eden, God created man. 
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About the Writer 

Marvin Lee is a speculative fiction writer and member of Quill & Crow 

Publishing House’s Dark Poet Society, who grew up in the jungles of 

Venezuela. He still lives deep in the Amazon over 200 miles from town with 

his wife and four kids. You can find him on Twitter, @JungleWriter.  
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Jesus—Son of David 

by Anthony J. Rubi 

Saul slayed his thousands, David—ten thousands! 

For David did triumph throughout the lands. 

This now, I will speak of marvelous things: 

How David fought, and killed—the Philistines! 

Goliath defied Israel, with dread, 

Before he met David—and lost his head! 

And as David grew, so did Saul’s madness. 

Then God made David king—to our gladness. 

But now, we do give trust in David’s Son, 

The Lord Jesus, who fought my sin—and won! 

He showed the way to defeat the Devil 

—You speak the Word, from God’s supreme level. 

Also plea the blood of Jesus, in prime, 

For it cleanses sins—and wins, every time! 
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At the Cross 

by Marvin Lee 

all you who are weary, 

downtrodden, 

and brokenhearted, 

lay your burdens 

at the foot of the cross. 

for he cares for you, 

and will help shoulder your burdens. 

if you are lost, 

frightened and alone, 

he will help you find the way. 

so lay your cares, 

your burdens, 

at the cross. 

for at the foot of the cross lies your salvation, 

so abandon yourself 

and follow him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Read about Marvin Lee on page 41. 
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Seeds of Grace 

by Kathy Watson 

Grace arrived home from school with a slump and a sigh. She 

flopped into a chair as Grandma Therese looked up from her tea. 

“What’s wrong?” Grandma asked. 

Grace pointed toward the home of her best friend across the 

street. “Narissa is mad at me,” she said. “I wanted to play with 

Jocelyn at recess. Now Narissa won’t talk to me at all.” Out the 

window, they could see Narissa sitting alone on her front porch. 

It wasn’t her fault if Narissa’s feelings were hurt, or was it? 

Grandma gently touched Grace’s hand. “I am sorry to hear that. 

I know you love your friend.” Then, she smiled. “I have an idea 

to brighten your day.” Four colorful packets sat on the table. 

“You can plant them wherever you want.”  

The pictures of marigolds, zinnias, daisies and pansies made 

Grace think of spring. But Narissa would see her if she went to 

the flower bed in the front yard! Maybe the backyard would 

work. It was just a sidewalk, an old sandbox and a patch of thick 

weeds, but Grace stepped out the door to try. 

Grace opened a packet of daisy seeds and remembered the day 

Narissa moved in. She gave Narissa a bouquet of daisies and 

their friendship bloomed instantly. Grace knew the flowers in 

her seed packet had a long way to go. 

Glancing around, she saw sunflower seeds spilled from the 

birdfeeder. They were getting a lot of sun on the sidewalk. She 

sprinkled a few daisy seeds beside them. Swoop! Three sparrows 

spotted the tasty seeds. Grace tried to shoo them away, but her 

waving arms launched seeds everywhere. She did her best to 
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gather them, then peeked around the corner of the house. Narissa 

was on her front porch hugging her mom. 

Safely hidden in the backyard, Grace decided to find a better 

place for the marigold seeds. The old sandbox looked good. She 

sprinkled and swirled the feathery seeds with a plastic shovel. 

They did not stay where she wanted and sank in the loose, dry 

sand. Her seeds were lost again and she was running out of 

places to plant without Narissa seeing her! 

Grace pulled out a packet of zinnias. The bright blooms looked 

like a warm sunset. Did Narissa remember all the fun they had 

running in the yard until it was too dark to see? Maybe the 

dandelion patch had strong soil where the zinnias could grow all 

summer. Kneeling on the ground with the packet, Grace could 

see her friend bouncing a ball alone. Narissa did not look in her 

direction. Grace realized how much she wanted her friend back 

as she squeezed seeds between tangled roots. She knew instantly 

her flowers would not grow there with weeds blocking the 

sunshine and stealing the water. 

Determined, Grace pulled the last packet from her coat. They 

were violet pansies. She loved the color and how easy they were 

to grow. Grandma always said they were forgiving. They would 

get plenty of rain and sunshine in the rich soil of the flower bed. 

But her seeds were still missing one thing. 

Grace smiled. She clutched the packet and ran across the street 

toward Narissa’s house. 

With a little work, she hoped the love of a friend would help her 

flowers grow. 

About the Writer 

Kathy Watson lives in Arkansas, where her family loves to spend time 

outdoors. Her first picture book, MY CITY IS A FORT, was published in 

May 2018 by Gatehouse Media/Times Record Books. She also writes essays 

for adult Christian readers and has been featured on the Catholic 

website, Bellator Society.   
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Pedro and the Belt Buckle of Truth 

by Joshua James Cole 

 

Pedro liked telling his teachers far-fetched tales because he 

thought they made him sound cool and seem brave. His teachers 

liked to say he was allergic to the truth. 

At school, Pedro was not the first to raise his hand in class. 

During recess, he did not win any of the races. In gym class, he 

certainly wasn’t the strongest; The strongest was Ricki Lobo, 

the new kid, who was also the meanest, ugliest, and smelliest 

kid at Poco Cactus Elementary. So the only thing Pedro was 

good at was lying. That was why he found himself in the 

principal’s office. 

He didn’t mind visiting Mrs. Anciano. Though Mrs. Anciano’s 

skin was more wrinkled than a raisin, and her hair was grayer 

than a storm cloud, which frightened most of the children, Pedro 

found the secret was to just listen. Or at least appear to be 

listening. Mrs. Anciano’s office was adorned with all sorts of 

interesting trinkets and artifacts, not to mention degrees, 

certifications, and family photographs. 

“Pedro?” 
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“Yes, Mrs. Anciano?” 

“Were you listening to a word I said?” asked Mrs. Anciano. 

“Of course. I was hanging on every word,” said Pedro 

confidently. 

“Then you wouldn’t mind telling me—” 

“It’s just that I was wondering who that was?” Pedro pointed an 

index finger at a picture of what looked like an unwrinkled Mrs. 

Anciano with brown hair standing next to a man in a military 

uniform. 

“Wha…” Mrs. Anciano spun around in her chair and stared at 

the photograph. “Oh… that.” She made a noise that was between 

a coo and a chuckle. “That was my first husband, Pablo. He was 

a very brave man.” 

Pedro noticed that Mrs. Anciano put a slight emphasis on the 

word first. Pedro knew he shouldn’t ask, but he wanted to know 

what made the man so brave, so he squeaked out, “what happen 

to him?” 

With her back still toward him, Mrs. Anciano removed 

something from a drawer in the desk below the framed 

photograph. “He died in the war.” 

“Oh,” said Pedro and he knew enough not to make eye contact 

with Mrs. Anciano when she turned back around in her chair. 

“And though dying for a noble cause in a war is very brave,” 

she continued. Her face was soft but emotionless. “Going to war 

does not suddenly make someone brave. He was the bravest man 

I ever met long before he ever went to war.” 

Mrs. Anciano paused and peered at Pedro over the light blue rim 

of her cat-eye-shaped glasses. Pedro’s mouth was agape like an 
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Apache trout reaching for a worm. Her next question hooked 

him, “and do want to know what made him so brave?” 

Pedro nodded. 

“Every morning he would put this on.” Mrs. Anciano slid a 

shiny golden square across her desk. Pedro raised an eyebrow. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“A belt buckle,” she answered. 

“A belt buckle,” Pedro said in a tone that suggested he had 

opened a very big present on Christmas morning only to find it 

filled with clothes. “But—” 

“But what does a belt buckle have to do with bravery?” Mrs. 

Anciano anticipated Pedro’s question and then answered it. 

“Everything. He called it his ‘Belt Buckle of Truth,’ and there’s 

nothing braver than telling the truth.” 

“Oh boy…” Pedro rolled his eyes; he had a feeling he knew 

where this conversation was going. 

“I want you to have it,” Mrs. Anciano said. 

“You do?” said Pedro surprised. “But… but I don’t wear a belt, 

ma’am.” Pedro lifted his oversized t-shirt to reveal his shorts as 

evidence. 

“That’s OK. You can keep it in your pocket. I see you have two 

of those.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” Pedro reluctantly stuffed the buckle into his left 

pocket. 

“Do you know why telling the truth is so brave?” asked Mrs. 

Anciano, but she did not wait for Pedro to respond because he 

looked like he would rather have watched paint dry than 
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continue the conversation. “Because it’s almost always the 

hardest thing to do. Anyone can lie. Telling lies is easy. Telling 

the truth… that’s rare, and that’s why it’s so special. It’s kind 

of—” 

“Like a unicorn?” Pedro asked with renewed interest; who 

didn’t like a unicorn? 

Mrs. Anciano shrugged and then tilted her head to the side as if 

something occurred to her. “Tell me,” she said, “were you 

listening to me before you asked about my late husband?” 

“No, ma’am,” Pedro said despite himself. 

Mrs. Anciano smiled. “You may return to class now, Pedro.” 

Pedro fell more than slid out of his chair and casually walked to 

the glass door. Then he turned suddenly and asked, “What if I 

lose it?” 

“You won’t lose it.” Mrs. Anciano replied. 

“What if I wanted to lose it?” Pedro asked. 

“Do you want to lose it?” Mrs. Anciano asked. 

“No,” said Pedro, without thinking. He had been more honest in 

the last two minutes than he had in the last two years of his life. 

At first, he didn’t believe the buckle was anything special. He 

couldn’t believe it. He wondered if Mrs. Anciano had 

hypnotized him in some way. Did she have a degree in that, too? 

He couldn’t recall. He decided to test the buckle out. 

Charlie, a pudgy little boy who preferred to be called “Churro” 

because he loved to cook fried dough, quick-stepped toward the 

bathroom when Pedro rounded the corner, and started down the 

hallway to his third-grade classroom. 
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“Churro,” Pedro called. “Come here, quick!” 

“Oh,” Churro whined. “What is it? I really have to pee.” 

“It will be quick, I promise,” Pedro said, and he meant it. He 

handed the buckle to Churro. “Try to tell me something that’s 

not true.” 

“What?” Churro wiggled and pressed his knees together. 

“Just make something up,” said Pedro. 

“Oh, you’re good at that, not me,” said Churro. 

Technically that was true, Pedro thought. Still, he wanted more 

proof. Then he saw an opportunity. The new kid, Ricki Lobo, 

was being escorted from the classroom by the school 

psychologist. 

“Churro, it’s easy. Just say something like, Ricki smells better 

than lavender,” Pedro said loudly. 

Ricki leered at them and continued down the hall next to the 

petite psychologist. It was like a curly blonde lamb guiding a 

rhino. 

“But she doesn’t,” Churro said, and his body began to bend 

forward involuntarily. “Come on, Pedro, I really have to go!” 

Churro shoved the buckle into Pedro’s chest and lunged into the 

boy’s bathroom. 

“Did you say something about me, pipsqueak?” Ricki Lobo 

asked. Her huge frame towered over Pedro. 

Pedro stared at the buckle in his hand. “Um… yeah.” 

“And…” Ricki said. She leaned in so close Pedro could smell 

the food stuck between her teeth. 
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“… and I said you smelled better than lavender.” Pedro smiled 

and closed his fingers over the buckle. 

“Is everything OK?” asked the school psychologist. 

“Is that supposed to be a joke?” Ricki growled. 

“… Actually,” said Pedro, and he tried to force himself not to 

share anymore, but he knew telling only half of the truth was 

still telling a whole lie. So he continued in a whisper, “it was a 

lie because you smell worse than—.” 

“OK. That’s enough you two,” interrupted the psychologist. 

“Come along now, Ricki.” 

“I’ll see you at recess,” said Ricki, too low for the psychologist 

to hear. 

Ricki lumbered away behind the psychologist and Pedro stared 

down at the buckle. He now had his confirmation. 

By lunchtime, the entire school had heard of what took place. 

When the bell rang for recess, Ricki sought out her target like a 

great white shark, and the students skirted away from her like 

minnows. Pedro would have liked to run, too, but found his legs 

frozen to the pavement. He considered yelling for a teacher, but 

was transfixed on the hulking figure that moved toward him. 

Pedro grabbed the buckle from his pocket. If he dropped it, then 

he could make up any story he needed to and maybe survive 

recess. It was that easy. Then Mrs. Anciano’s voice echoed in 

his head: Telling the truth… that’s rare, and that’s why it’s so 

special. 

Ricki grabbed a handful of Pedro’s shirt at the collar and hoisted 

him off the ground. “You gotta problem with me, pipsqueak?” 

A hush fell over the onlookers. 
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Pedro clasped the buckled and replied, “Yes!” 

Again, the crowd gasped. 

Ricki seemed a little confused. Her prey usually begged for their 

lives when in her grasp. She wasn’t exactly sure how to proceed. 

“What?” She bellowed in her most intimidating manner. 

“I said, ‘yes’!” Pedro replied. “You pick on all the little kids, 

and you’re a menace to the teachers!” 

Ricki chuckled. “So what!?” 

“And another thing,” yelled Pedro as loud as he could. “Your 

hygiene is horrible!” Everyone’s eyes in the crowd grew as large 

as frisbees. At that comment, Pedro realized he may have gone 

too far. He tried to explain, “For those who have to sit next to 

you it’s really… disgusting!” 

The explanation didn’t help. Ricki’s face grew crimson. She 

raised a sledgehammer-like fist high into the air. 

“What’s going on here?” Hollered a teacher on recess duty. 

Ricki dropped Pedro, who landed hard on the pavement. The 

buckle sprang from his hand. He went to reach for it, but the 

teacher pulled the two kids apart. 

“I said ‘what’s going on here’?” It was Ms. Gomez the gym 

class teacher. She held each of the kids by the shoulder with her 

muscular arms. 

“He started it,” said Ricki. 

Ms. Gomez turned toward Pedro. “Is that true?” she asked. 
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Pedro eyed the golden buckle on the pavement and thought of 

something. Then he looked at Ms. Gomez and said, “I was just 

telling the truth.” 

“And that was…?” asked Ms. Gomez. 

“That she’s a big, stinking bully!” said Pedro confidently. 

“Ricki, are you bullying kids?” Ms. Gomez looked quite angry; 

the school had a strict no-bullying policy. 

Ricki opened her mouth, but before she could speak Pedro 

kicked at the ground in front of her. To most, it would look like 

a tantrum, and it made Ms. Gomez reaffirm her grip. To Ricki it 

seemed like Pedro was trying to attack her, so she stepped 

forward to meet the challenge, and unknowingly stepped on the 

buckle, which Pedro had purposely kicked forward. 

“You just earned yourself detention, Pedro!” Ms. Gomez 

snapped. “Now, Ricki, answer my question: have you been 

bullying kids?” 

“Yes…” Ricki found herself admitting. 

“Oh?” said Ms. Gomez, just as surprised. 

“The other kids don’t understand me, Ms. Gomez,” Ricki 

continued. “I can’t help it that I’m so big. I don’t want people to 

be afraid of me. That’s why my mom pulled me out of my old 

school. Well, that and because Poco Cactus has an amazing 

choir program. I’m a really good singer.” Pedro checked to see 

if Ricki was still standing on the buckle. Sure enough, she was. 

“Oh… um… Well,” said Ms. Gomez who was clearly caught 

off-guard. “I really appreciate your honesty, Ricki, but you do 

know about our no-bullying policy. There’s going to be quite a 

bit of detention in your future.” 
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Ricki nodded sullenly. 

“But afterward,” said Ms. Gomez. “We’ll see about the choir.” 

Ricki’s frown turned into a big toothy grin. 

Detention with Ricki wasn’t as bad as it could have been for 

Pedro. Not only did Ms. Gomez help Ricki join the choir, but 

she also introduced her to deodorant. 

After that day, Pedro no longer told far-fetched tales. Instead, he 

looked for kids like Ricki, and himself, who had found it easier 

to live a lie than live truthfully. He used the buckle to help them 

tell the truth, and be who they were created to be. So in the end, 

Pedro, by telling the truth, became more famous and braver than 

he ever had been when he told his many lies. 
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On Growing Up and Shoes 

by Dawn DeBraal 

 

By the end of every summer, the bottoms of my feet were like 

leather. I hated the thought of having to put shoes on to go back 

to school. I swear my feet had grown a size or two since my 

current shoes felt like prisons on my feet. 

I looked over my legs, seeing the red-brown scrapes from falling 

off my bike, a few mosquito bites, and white scratches from my 

fingernails on dry skin. I was the picture of summer, and sad to 

see it go. I thought about last year, about school and the bus ride. 

Live Oak Elementary school was three miles from our house. 

My brother Pauly and I walked the dusty driveway to the main 

road every day to wait for the bus. We always rode in the 

morning but never at night, for we were the last kids on the bus. 

To ride at night meant we’d be on the bus for over an hour to 

get home. 
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We learned some of the foulest things in that hour. The evil 

older kids in the back taunted and teased us, saying things we 

didn’t understand. I faced forward, turning red with anger. Pauly 

pretended he knew what they were saying, relieved when those 

naughty boys got off the bus before us. Most days, we preferred 

to walk home from school. I wanted to cry on the days it rained 

or was too cold to walk. Not so much for me, but for my brother 

Pauly, who took the taunting in stride. I admired how he kept 

his cool. 

On a cold day last January, we made the fateful decision to ride 

the bus. Pauly sat in the seat behind me, and the boys in the back 

started in on my brother. I spun around and called them the bad 

name. I didn’t know what it meant, but the boys got riled up.  

When Pauly and I got off the bus, he hollered at me. “Why did 

you call them that, Jen?” 

“They were saying it to you!” I defended myself. 

“You’ve made it worse.”  

I felt terrible for my brother. Until he showed his anger toward 

me, I was proud of myself for coming to his defense. 

They showed up on their bicycles. 

“Run, Jen!” Pauly told me, and I did. The boys circled my 

brother, poking at him with sticks they had picked up along the 

way. He used his books on a strap to fend them off. I ran for my 

mother. Pauly was on the ground at the end of the driveway, and 

the boys were hightailing it out of there by the time we reached 

him. 

“Pauly, are you alright?” Mom knelt. Pauly was in pain rolling 

in the dirt. Mom pulled his hand away from his eye. It looked 

terrible. Those boys likely poked his eye out. 

*** 
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Dad led Pauly to the comfortable chair in the living room and 

sat him down. Pauly was a little woozy having his eye taped 

over with a large bandage, and the trauma of having a doctor 

probe it while shining a bright light into it. We’d just come home 

from the emergency room. The doctor hoped when the swelling 

went down, Pauly would regain his full sight. 

Dad already talked to the sheriff’s department, and we were able 

to give them the names of the boys who attacked Pauly. My 

brother didn’t want our father to call; he thought it would make 

things worse. 

“They have crossed a line,” Dad told him.  

Pauly was out of school for over a week while we waited for his 

eye to heal. I got his assignments from his teacher and rode the 

bus home every night. The mean boys had been kicked off. 

Everyone seemed happy about that. 

I was sick to my stomach thinking about my brother. Pauly went 

to a specialist about his eye, and I hoped they had good news for 

him. I walked down the dirt drive from the highway, praying 

that my brother’s eye would be normal again, asking for 

forgiveness for saying the bad word that provoked those 

naughty boys. Somehow I knew if I’d kept my mouth shut that 

day, Pauly would still have an eye. I was the one that crossed 

the line, and I felt guilty. I wished it had been me who got the 

stick in the eye. Pauly pushed me out of the way and took the 

punishment for me… for my big mouth. 

I could see my brother outside, and I broke into a run. He was 

waiting for me without an eye patch. Did that mean they healed 

him? I heard the sound of elation leave me as I hit the porch 

seeing he was looking at me with both eyes. 

“Are you good?” Pauly nodded yes, and I did something I don’t 

usually do. I hugged my brother. “I am so sorry. It’s all my 

fault.”  
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Pauly looked at me. “What are you talking about?” 

“They came after you because I called them the bad word.” 

“Jen, they shouldn’t have come after me even if you called them 

the bad word.”  

Just then, Jimmy Spader came into our yard riding his bike. My 

brother put me behind him. “Jimmy, why are you here?”  

Jimmy put his bike on the ground and walked onto the porch. 

“I’m here to say I’m sorry for my part in your eye.” Jimmy 

handed my brother a rabbit’s foot on a chain. Pauly turned it 

over in his hand. 

“You didn’t have the stick. The other two did.” 

“Yes, but I came with and didn’t stop them. I was scared, and I 

feel ashamed to let them bully me into the stuff I did. Will you 

accept my apology?” I watched my brother as he stood silent. I 

know he was reliving the whole event. 

“Seventy times seven,” I said, referring to the Bible verse from 

Matthew where Jesus tells the man to forgive someone who’s 

done him wrong that many times. And then I saw my brother 

extend his hand like a grown-up would, and shake hands with 

Jimmy. My heart swelled. 

As I sit in the sun, pining about losing summer, there is a tiny 

part of me excited about going back to school and seeing my 

friends again. I’d found a pair of penny loafers in the 

Montgomery Ward catalog. There is a place where you can slip 

a penny in a leather band across the top of the shoe. I would look 

so grown-up if I could get them. I am tired of wearing stupid 

saddle shoes. Penny loafers would be another sign of my 

growing up. Every year the slow change. Like last year, I 

learned not to get people angry at you, and to turn the other 

cheek. 
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I spent the summer watching my brother and Jimmy, once sworn 

enemies, splashing in the creek trying to catch frogs. I was 

grateful that my brother didn’t lose his eye and that he’d made 

a new friend. 

Though sad to see another summer go, I sense a new beginning 

just around the corner, and I am ready to face it, hopefully 

wearing my new penny loafers. 
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The Test 

by Mia McDonald, 9 years old 

 

Inspired by Psalm 135:1 

Lilly watched the birds play out the window. She wished she 

could watch them more, but of course, she had homework. 

There was a really big test on Friday and teachers were loading 

them with homework. Lilly was never really good at Math, but 

her mom always told her to try her best. 

The day of the test, Lilly remembered a verse: “Praise ye the 

name of the Lord; Praise ye the name of the Lord; Praise Him, 

O ye servants of the Lord.” Then Lilly prayed. She asked for 

God’s guidance on her test, then the teacher passed out the 

paper. 

The next day, Lilly saw her grade. She got a ninety-eight! 

Lilly immediately started dancing and praising God. She knew 

God was watching over her, even on her test.  
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Big Sur Horse 

by Annie Harpel 
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Elephant Seal 

by Annie Harpel 
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Flowers 

by Annie Harpel 
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How Beautiful… 

by Katrina Joyce Leal 
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Freely You Have Received… 

by Katrina Joyce Leal 
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Hidden Love 

by Katrina Joyce Leal 
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Stand Firm… 

by Katrina Joyce Leal 
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Solitude 

by George Wilburt 
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He Still Does Miracles 

by Veronica McDonald 

About the Photographer 
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Who is God? 

Do you have questions about who God is? You’re not alone. All 

of us at one time or another have wondered about the mysteries 

of our existence. 

Here is what the Bible tells us about God: 

God is real. He created the universe, the Earth, and everything 

in it (including you). He is the creator of life. As your creator 

and designer, He knows you, your mind, and your heart. He 

knows everything about you. He loves you (He is love), and He 

wants a relationship with you. 

Here’s the problem: there is distance between us and God. This 

separation exists because, whether we know it or not, we choose 

our own way of living instead of God’s way. This is called sin. 

Sin is choosing to say, think, or do things that are against God’s 

will. Everyone sins, without exception, and it keeps us from 

getting close to a good, pure, and perfect God. We cannot get 

rid of our sinfulness by our own efforts – not by trying to be a 

good person or performing good deeds. But sin must be 

acknowledged and dealt with in order for a relationship with 

God to begin. 

So, in order to restore the broken relationship with humanity, 

the Author wrote Himself into His own story… 

God came into His own creation, and lived as a man. As a 

human, He helped us to know His character and showed us how 

to live. He shared in our humanity, but never sinned. After 

teaching people about the ways of God, He allowed Himself to 

be falsely accused by religious leaders and arrested by Roman 

soldiers, then brutally executed. He did this to make Himself a 

sacrifice, so that all of the sin of humanity (past, present, and 

future) could be placed on His shoulders and be punished once 

and for all. 
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After He died, He came back from the dead three days later. 

This miracle proved that He had power over life and death, and 

confirmed the truth of all His teachings. He told us that whoever 

trusts Him will be given life – real life – and will one day live 

with Him forever in a paradise untainted by the sin that corrupts 

our world. He made a relationship possible again. His human 

name is Jesus (Yeshua in Hebrew). Many people often refer to 

Jesus as their “savior” because He literally saves us from the 

dire consequences of sin – which are destruction, death, and 

separation from the love and goodness of God. 

If you want to know the God who loves you, there’s nothing you 

have to do. You don’t have to go to church first and you don’t 

have to start making promises to be a good person. Just come to 

Him as you are, imperfections and all. Talk to Him, wherever 

you are. While you’re talking, recognize who He is. Ask Him 

for His forgiveness for your sins. Ask Him to take your life and 

make it new. And because He loves you, and because He is 

good, He will do just that. 

Bible References: 

• “for all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God” 

(Romans 3:23) 

• “If we say we have no sin, we deceive ourselves, and 

the truth is not in us.” (1 John 1:8) 

• “But God shows his love for us in that while we were 

still sinners, Christ died for us” (Romans 5:8) 

• “For God so loved the world, that he gave his only Son, 

that whoever believes in him should not perish but have 

eternal life. (John 3:16) 

• “For the wages of sin is death; but the gift of God is 

eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord.” (Romans 

6:23) 
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• “if you confess with your mouth that Jesus is Lord and 

believe in your heart that God raised him from the 

dead, you will be saved.” (Romans 10:9) 

• “If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just and will 

forgive us our sins and purify us from all 

unrighteousness.” (1 John 1:9) 

• Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, the new creation has 

come: The old has gone, the new is here! (2 

Corinthians 5:17) 
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