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Letter from the Editors
Hello readers, and welcome to
Issue #3! Find a comfortable place
to read and dig in because we have
put together another enjoyable
collection of poems and stories that
will make you smile, make you
think, make you cry, and hopefully
bring you closer to your Creator.
In this issue, we’ve included some new features that we’re
excited to share with you. We have our first ever crosswordpuzzle poem, our first ever comic (that will make you want to
hug your mom), and two stories written by creative kids. Please,
kids, if you’re reading this, after you enjoy going through Issue
#3, start writing and creating for our next issue! Next time, we
plan on taking jokes and riddles along with the usual poems and
stories, and we can’t wait to see what you come up with.
If you’re reading online, don’t forget to leave comments on your
favorite poems and stories. The writers and artists read them and
love to see how much you enjoyed their work.
Thank you for reading! We hope you enjoy Issue #3!
Blessings,

& Mia McDonald
Editors of Pure in Heart
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Please
by Ginger Burke
Taylor Marie
Was such a fun girl
With her glasses and flip flops
And little brown curls.
She often sang songs
Or played catch with her dad,
Biked down the sidewalk,
And helped brush her cat
She knew how to find
The bright yellow candy,
Her brother’s best toys,
Fun time with her family
Though Taylor was fun
And knew lots of things,
She couldn’t quite master
That little word “please.”
Her mom tried so hard;
She begged and she pleaded,
But Taylor forgot
And never succeeded.
One day in the car
Her favorite song played:
“Turn it up! Turn it up!”
“Taylor, what do you say?”
“Please turn it up,”
Taylor said with a smile
By the time she asked nicely
They’d gone a whole mile.
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When she finally said “please,”
Her song was ending,
And Taylor was sad
For always forgetting.
“Dad, throw me the ball,
Over here really far!”
“Mom, can we go on bikes
And not ride in the car?”
Oh Taylor! Oh Taylor!
Dear, what do you say?
When you don’t use your manners
It’s no fun to play.
“Can I have that sucker?”
“Help me unwrap it.”
“Can you find the blocks?
They’re not in my basket.”
Every day was the same
Taylor’s word list increased;
Just one word was missing,
That little word “please.”
At lunchtime one weekend
She decided to try
To practice new words
And watch the reply.
Her mom, dad, and brother
Were eating grilled cheese;
Taylor sat down and said,
“Can I have one please?”
The whole room got quiet,
And Taylor just grinned;
“Oh that was easy
I’ll say it again!”
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“Give me five,” cheered her mom,
“I’m so proud! Hooray!”
“Okay,” Taylor said,
“But what do you say?”
Please!

About the Writer
Ginger is very thankful for the life God has given her. She has lived in
several countries and has loved getting to know the peoples of the world. Her
current adventure is in Illinois with her husband and four children. Check out
her additional writings at acornplacebooks.com.
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A Visit to Nannie
by Gillian Winn
I’m off to visit Nannie,
To give Mum and Dad a break.
I’ll have to pack my suitcase,
What am I going to take?
A digger, tractor and a train,
My coat and wellies (in case of rain),
My Noo-noos—two should do,
One for night and one for day—
My new football, so we can play,
A vest and pants, a pull-up too
(In case I need to use the loo),
A jigsaw puzzle, pencil case,
A flannel for my sticky face,
My PJs for my sleepy bed,
My helmet to protect my head,
A hat and gloves, in case it snows,
Some clean socks for my little toes,
Some snacks if I am not well fed…
Oh no!
Maybe Nannie could come here instead!

About the Writer
Gillian Winn has a passion for the natural world and ecology. She is
currently studying Creative Writing with the Open University. She retired
from nursing after 40 years and now channels her creativity writing poetry
and prose. She has had poetry featured on several on-line sites and is
currently collating material for a chapbook. She lives in rural Yorkshire in
England.
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The Curse of the Wonky Eye
by Sara Watkins
It’s not a sneeze. It
feels like a sneeze,
but it’s all “ahhh—!”
There is no “—choo!”
It’s living in that part
of my nose; the part
that when you squeeze it,
you’re like a frustrated business
man saying things like, “but the
corporate merger parameters…”
Except I am not a business man,
and what is a corporate merger?
I just have seventy five “Ahh”s and
absolutely zero “Choo”s. The pain
now lives in my left eyeball; now
the unspent mucus is seeping
from my tear duct. I’m not
crying, it’s just the ol’
wonky eye, curse of
the wonky eye,
this poem
looks like
a nose.

About the Writer
Sara Watkins is an editor and author from Philadelphia, PA. She is also
the editor-in-chief of Spoonie Press, a literary magazine for disabled,
chronically ill, and neurodivergent individuals. Recent publications include
Wordgathering Journal, MASKS Literary Magazine, and Blink Ink. Contact
Sara at: www.sarawatkins.net or @saranadebooks on Twitter and
Instagram.
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Great, Now There’s Cat Fur on My
Tongue
by Sara Watkins
I smushed my face into the
tummy of a hairy cloud, and
it kissed me on the head.
I love my pets.

Read about Sara Watkins on page 13.
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Hudson’s Choices
by Ginger Burke
My name is Hudson
It wasn’t my choice
My parents just named me
Before I had a voice
I can’t choose my sister
My birthday or height
My eye color, teeth size
Or if I’m black or white
I can’t choose the time
Of rain, hail, or snow
When the sun sets or
The wildflowers grow
So what can I do?
Do I not get a say?
What I want doesn’t matter?
I never get my way?
Well I’m glad that you asked
Because I know that it’s true
I get lots of choices
All the day through
I can choose to be mad
When I lose my best ball
Or my friend can’t come play
Or I get hurt when I fall
And I can complain
When I’m in a bad mood
And nothing is good
Not friends, toys, or food.
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But it’s not fun to be angry
And grumpy and whiny
It’s more fun to choose building
And singing and climbing
I can choose to be happy
And sometimes that’s easy
On bike rides or big slides
Or when jumping in leavesWhee!
And sometimes it’s hard,
Oh so hard, to choose smiling
When life is unfair
But I’ll keep on trying
I can choose to say “no”
To things that are bad
Like throwing my food
Or being mean to my dad
I can choose to say “yes”
To eating my veggies
Obeying my parents
Saying “thank you” and “please”
I can choose to be nice
When my friend takes my cars
Or says something mean
Or hits me too hard
And though that is tough
It’s the right way to be
I’ll be a good friend
He can learn that from me
And sometimes I’ll fail
And my choice will be bad
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Inside I’ll feel rotten
Like my heart ripped in half
When I make a bad choice
I have more choices to make
I can lie and pretend
That everything’s great
Or I can confess
And say I was wrong
This is what God loves and
The truth makes me strong
My best choice will be
Whom to serve with my heart
Will I settle for selfishness?
Or let God set me apart?
If my days give me sunshine
Or just rain and wind
I can choose to be thankful
And trust God knows the end
And when I get older
The choices aren’t done:
Whom I’ll vote for and marry,
And a name for my son

Read about Ginger Burke on page 9.
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Frog and Gate
by Don Magin
They live a simple quiet life
away from bustling daily strife.
By day they work the fertile ground
amidst God’s beauty so renowned.
Needing not the gifts of others
these two monks, these holy brothers,
as daylight fades and light grows dim
they brush the dirt and sweat from skin.
They season grain with sage and thyme
and drink brew from the fruit of vine.
After supping at end of day
their work all done, they kneel to pray.
In chapel built of wood and sod
their praises raise in song to God.
The tall one’s voice is like a frog
like bark that’s falling off a log.
The other’s voice, a rusty gate,
fingernails on a board of slate.
But every night they sing their love,
hymns of praise to the Lord above.
A caterwaul, but so sincere
with no one else around to hear.
One day as they complete their chores
a knock vibrates the abbey doors.
A handsome lad with gold for hair
seeks shelter and some bread to share.
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They take him in and offer food:
squash that’s braised, tomatoes stewed.
They ask him if he’d like to stay
and join them while their hymns they pray.
His favorite is “On Eagle’s Wings,”
with lilting voice the hymn he sings.
As sweet and clear as velvet fog
it stifled both the Gate and Frog.
The two monks hear with breath in lung
the way they think it should be sung.
So overwhelmed with awe and doubt,
they never let their voices out.
That night they couldn’t get to sleep
remembering his voice so sweet.
But as the night turned into morn,
they heard the voice of God, forlorn,
My sons, I am so very tired.
I couldn’t sleep when I retired.
No singing came to end my day.
You didn’t raise your voice to pray.
God, something must be very wrong.
Did you not hear our guest’s sweet song?
Oh, him, of course I heard his voice.
But don’t you know he has no choice.
He’s just an angel, nothing more.
I sent him on an earthly chore.
Like all angels, it’s his duty
to offer praise and songs of beauty.
Not like you, you have a choice.
You choose to offer me your voice.
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I got so used to hearing you,
all those beautiful hymns you do,
I couldn’t fall asleep last night.
I worried you were not all right.
But Father, we are Frog and Gate.
Our voices must make your ears grate!
My precious sons, you’ve got it wrong.
I love to hear your voices strong.
I made the frog and rusty gate,
I like the things that I create.
Please don’t be silent anymore,
and don’t you dare your God ignore.
They break their fast and grab their clothes,
and head to field with rakes and hoes.
They cannot wait for day to end
to sing their God to sleep again.

About the Writer
Don Magin retired from careers as research chemist and science/math
teacher. Jobs of special pride have been husband/father/grandfather/greatgrandfather, coach, tutor, and Santa Claus. He and Margaret, his wife of 53+
years, live in Bon Air, Virginia. He has stories and poems in Central Virginia
Poetry Bard Magazine, Sylvia, WestWard Quarterly, Vita Brevis (Nothing
Divine Dies Nature Anthology), and other publications. He also has a volume
of inspirational poetry and stories, Walk with Purpose, available on Lulu.
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The Master Has Need of This One
by Steve Bell
Walking back to the stable
Jack snorts and shakes off his weariness
As his mate munches a mouthful, some straw
Getting stuck in her teeth.
“How was your day, dear one?”
Asked Jenny.
“The load was heavy
Plodding, pulling, pulling,”
Replied Jack.
“I’m tired.
I’m thirsty.
I’m hungry.
“And how was your day, dear one?”
Asked Jack.
“Oh, the girls and I had such fun!”
Replied Jenny.
“Peeking in windows
Wandering about town
Savoring leaves and fruit
Offered with laughter by
Mischievous children.
“Eat and drink, dear one
The trough is full
Then we can read the Stories.”
Ah, the Stories!
The seafaring couples aboard the Ark,
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And later the beast who spoke aloud, a jackass
who rebuked the wayward prophet.
And then
Two men approached
One with a rope
“The Master has need of this one,”
Spoke one to the other.
“Where are you going, dear one?”
“I cannot say, but I’m guessing somewhere nearby,”
Said Jack.
“Here in Jerusalem, a parade of some sort.
Be back soon.” Rope cinched
Around his neck.
“Why not a horse for the rider?”
Asked Jenny.
“God only knows,”
Replied her mate
Clip-clopping away
As the rocks on the roadside
Began to sing.
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About the Writer
Steve Bell lives in Colorado with his wife Gina. He is a poet who writes for
both children and adults, and works at an elementary school in special
education. His first collection, Remarkable Things: Poems of Revelation and
Comfort includes retellings of familiar Bible stories with a modern twist.
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Radiant Rainy Day
by Kathryn Sadakierski
The rain clanks onto the roof, sounding like rumbling boots,
The thunder charges on like galloping horses
Under the shiny, water-stained sky, silver as a sheet of tin,
Rippling like a school of swimming fish
In the ocean’s swift-moving current.
I wouldn’t blame you if
You wanted to stay inside on a day like this,
Cozy by a fireplace,
With a mug of cocoa and a book you love,
Listening to a favorite story,
While the rain mumbles away outside,
Whispering the words on the page,
Writing something new
In the tracks of mud along the road,
A lined page waiting to be painted in.
But I also wouldn’t blame you if
You love to watch how radiant the world can be as it changes,
Looking out the window, you see
How life soaks in the raindrops scattered
Like seeds to grow the grass,
And how worms like pink ribbons, tangled shoelaces,
Restlessly wriggle on sidewalks and driveways,
Looking like the shapes you drew with chalk
On a sunnier day.
All the color of hope is never washed away,
A rainbow stretching like a rollercoaster
Over the trees, a bridge between the clouds
Inviting you back into the sunshine,
Where you plop your shoes into puddles,
Ready for another adventure,
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Something new to draw, to learn, to imagine,
Whatever the weather!

About the Writer
Kathryn Sadakierski’s writing has appeared in anthologies, magazines, and
literary journals around the world, including Agape Review, Critical Read,
Literature Today, NewPages Blog, Teachers of Vision, and elsewhere. In
2020, she was awarded the C. Warren Hollister Non-Fiction Prize. She holds
a B.A. and M.S. from Bay Path University.
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How Did the Sky Get So Blue?
by Sara Watkins
While you were busy sleeping,
outside the world was peeking,
peering, seeking,
steadying itself for something new.
The flowers, they were speaking.
The birds set themselves to cheeping,
chirping, beeping,
preparing for something new.
The sun, well, it started rising,
and then, something so surprising:
arriving and arising,
Spring came like something new.

Read about Sara Watkins on page 13.
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Heavenly Hummings
by Elizabeth Wrobel
The beating of powerful wings,
A melody of heavenly hummings.
Notes so clear and sweet,
Only God could write this divine beat.

About the Writer
Elizabeth Wrobel writes for both kids and adults in the Northwoods of
Michigan. She’s been published in books, magazines, ezines, and online. Her
latest poems have been published in Pure in Heart Stories and The Dirigible
Balloon. When she’s not writing she’s reading and spending time with
family.
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Red Balloons
by Marion Launder Price
What hope there be
She sets it free
To god knows where, and
God knows where
Those wishes rise
On red balloons
Towards the skies
His skies, she thinks
She sends him love
She sends red hearts to all above
Her feet

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 wellestablished 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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God and Birds
by Gina Bortolussi
What do the birds know?
Do they talk with God as they go?
They must.
It’s how they are able to fly from the branches
And leave their nests
Because they know there is a place where they can rest.
Because they know that He is under their wings,
Guiding them through the air with nothing underneath but
His hand as their wings expand and they take off for greater
things.

About the Writer
Gina Bortolussi is a thirty-five-year-old woman from New Jersey. She
graduated from Manhattan College with a Bachelor’s degree in
Communications and since then she has written for numerous online
magazines such as Beyond Race Magazine and 411Mania.com. Gina hopes
to one day own a cat and name him Truman Catpote because she loves
animals and a good literary pun.
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A Child’s Psalm
by Shannon McLatchey Balloon
When things go well, and I’m happy,
When the world seems dark, and I’m scared,
When I’m all alone and feeling blue,
I will praise you.
For you, God, are my friend.
You pick me up when I fall down.
You hold my hand when I am lost.
And you hear me when I speak.
Even when the clouds roll in.
Even when the lightning strikes.
Even when the rain pours down.
I will praise you.
For you have given me so, so much.
This big, green earth I live on.
The air I breathe, and water and trees,
and my friends and family.

About the Writer
Shannon McLatchey Balloon writes poetry and books for children. A
former journalist-turned-lawyer, she now spends most of her time driving
carpool, volunteering for the school’s arts alliance, and writing creative
fiction. Her poetry has been published in Paper Lanterns Literary Journal
and Crow Toes Quarterly, and her middle grade novels are represented by
literary agent Christa Heschke of McIntosh & Otis. You can find out more
at www.shannonmclatcheyballoon.com.
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Rough Waters
by Shannon McLatchey Balloon
Jesus, be with me.
When the waters of friendship
grow rough.
When the waves of school
crash hard.
And when the world
asks for too much.
Jesus, hold me tight.
When someone I love
is mean.
When I’m tired
but can’t find sleep.
And when lies
swarm likes flies.
Jesus, be my guide.
When clouds
cover my eyes.
When the path I’m on
is winding.
And when choices
seem hard.
Jesus, carry me.
When the world
is closing in.
When I don’t know
what to do.
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And I feel like
giving up.

Read about Shannon McLatchey Balloon on page 30.
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Empty Rocking Chair
by Jason Kirk Bartley
In the corner of the living room
sits an old rickety rocking chair,
that grandpa used to rock away in
as if he had no care.
I could smell the old pipe tobacco,
as he puffed on his old pipe,
grandpa used to use it,
then he’d fuss and gripe.
I’d sit on grandpa’s lap,
the stories he used to share,
were almost as interesting as that
big ‘ole rocking chair.
He’d tell me about the 1940’s and
How everyone used to share,
I could barely hear his voice over
the creaking of the chair.
He’d play his harmonica,
with such a joyful tune.
We knew that grandpa’s days were
numbered,
and he’d be leaving us soon.
He had an appointment that he
would have to keep.
One day his rocking chair was
empty as he died in his sleep.
I sat on the empty rocking chair,
a fearless little chap.
And rocked it back and forth as if I
were still on grandpa’s lap.
The room finally became still and
empty.
All I could do was sigh,
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Grandpa left this earth so soon,
I regretted not being able to say, “Goodbye.”

About the Writer
Jason Kirk Bartley is 46 years old. He’s married to his forever love, Nila.
Jason holds a Master’s degree in Ministry from Ohio Christian University.
He is a Christian.
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A Mist in the Wind
by Robert Funderburk
The Love of God is my hope, my sanctuary
His tender mercies blot out all my sin
In God alone is my trust, for he does carry
My fears without and all the doubts within
This world is a place of deepest darkness
But there’s a land that is brightened by the Lamb
His angels will guide me on my journey
To my Father, my King, the Great I AM
Be not in love with this world, it’s fairest treasures
Will pass away as a mist in the wind
Just keep your eyes on the face of our Redeemer
Until that day from the clouds He’ll descend

About the Writer
Born by coal oil lamplight in a farmhouse near Liberty, Mississippi,
graduated from Louisiana State University in 1965, served as SSgt in
USAFR from 1965–1971. Robert is now living with his wife, Barbara,
enjoying the peace of their home on fifty acres of wilderness in Olive Branch,
Louisiana.
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Made by Mom
by Connie S. Tettenborn
“Train up a child in the way he should go,
even when he is old he will not depart from it.” —Proverbs 22:6

∞∞∞∞
Could Solomon have known of
the cotton-ball ram caught in a thicket
that my mother made to illustrate
God’s provision for Abraham?
She used an egg to teach a 9-year-old
the concept of the Trinity.
I remember lessons about God
from my mother—God’s instrument.
God’s hands that offered
quinine water to cool the fever
of measles, made potato poultice
for itchy Chicken Pox.
I have a patchwork quilt of
memories that warm my heart as
I recall my favorite faux-leather jumper,
the long lilac skirt for the spring concert,
the matching blue velvet dresses
my sisters and I wore for the Easter photo—
all made by mom. Mom’s hands
taught these hands how to
knot the sewing thread,
braid my hair and make meatloaf
and a thousand other now-second-nature
everyday things
to remember everyday how
mom helped make me who I am.
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About the Writer
Connie S. Tettenborn, PhD, worked as a research scientist in biotech before
transitioning to scientific editing. She now has more time to write poetry and
create visual and mathematical poetry using watercolors or digital media. Her
artwork or poetry has appeared in the Deronda Review, Uppagus, California
Quarterly and various online venues.
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God’s View
by Ginger Burke
Creation complains
“If God loves, why the pain?
Where is justice and love?
Why the hurt; why the shame?”
But the world does not know
Your thoughts or Your ways
Your strength through the trials
Your longing to save
Your grace is sufficient
Your mercies are new
The victory’s Yours
Please grant us Your view
You’ll never abandon
Your Word tells us truth
To grieving Naomi
You provided a Ruth
In days of Elijah
A time with no rain
The widow in poverty
You blessed when she gave
Though Leah was lonely
She still praised You, LORD
And from her descendants
Jesus was born
The length of Your arm
Freed Peter from prison

39

Healed Naaman’s illness
Saved Daniel from lions
David knew guilt
And Paul had a thorn
In each of our struggles
May glory be yours
So when we are grieving
Or poor or alone
Or when we just hurt
We’ll trust that we’re known
When valleys are deep
And darkness surrounds
When the waves of each day
Threaten to drown
You were and You are
And You always will be
The same now and ever
The One in our need
Made in Your image
Redeemed by Your Son
Indwelt by Your Spirit
May Your will be done.

Read about Ginger Burke on page 9.
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The Word is _____
by Erika B. Girard
Life is a crossword puzzle
that God created for us
to solve even though He
already knows the solution.
These clues are not impossible
to figure out; after all, they were
designed with us in mind. God’s
handiwork for the work of His hands.
One down involves a clue that says
It is something or someone dear
to the heart, a beautiful word.
(7 letters)
Two across proclaims a similar idea
It is cherished and warm, given as
well as received. It is heartfelt, true.
(4 letters)
Three down changes its tune
It is granted by God and chosen by
men. Women are more apt to have it.
(6 letters)
Four across is a parallel thread
It is built through clarity of mind,
learned through clarity of heart.
(13 letters)
Five down gives us the hint
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It can be God-given or acquired
through tests, blessings, or lessons.
(8 letters)
Six down is not mind, body, or heart
related. It is a selfless act, word, or
smile bestowed with pure intentions.
(4 letters)
Seven across deals with a serious matter
It is something that must be earned
and cannot be bought. It is priceless.
(5 letters)
Eight across is the final word to find
It is more precious than gold or pearls,
and it shall always set you free. Seek it.
(5 letters)
This is a simple puzzle, yet takes a
lifetime to complete if you take
heart in learning the answers for
yourself without cheating any.
You notice in your old age as you
finish the final clue a note upon the
bottom right edge, tiny so you must
squint. You don’t know why you never
Noticed it before, but you are intrigued
nonetheless. It reads: My child, this
puzzle was designed with you in mind
because I love to teach you. Now
I have one final lesson for you. It is the
greatest of all, one you may have
overlooked: That one 5-letter word
answers every clue. F-A-I-T-H
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WORD BANK
WISDOM
GIFT
UNDERSTANDING
TRUTH
STRENGTH
LOVE
TRUST
BELOVED

About the Writer
Erika B. Girard is currently pursuing her M.A. in English and Creative
Writing with a concentration in Poetry through SNHU. Originally from
Rhode Island, she derives creative inspiration from her family, friends, and
faith. Her work appears or is forthcoming in The Alembic, Sandhill Review,
Wild Roof Journal, and more.
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Fresh as a Daisy
by Elizabeth Wrobel
Little daisy fold up your petals—close your golden eye,
Tucked in snug and tight—in the meadow where you lie.
Fall—fall—falling deep,
Fall—fall—falling fast asleep.
As the saying goes tomorrow you will be,
Waking up fresh, “fresh as a daisy!”

Read about Elizabeth Wrobel on page XX.
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Amelia Earheart’s Love Story
by Ava Clay, age 12

I stood at the opening of the plane waving goodbye to my
family. I was sad to go but excited, and ducked down and
crawled to my seat, glancing at my copilot, Fred Noonan—a
pretty nice guy but flirts badly.
“So are you ready to take off, princess?” Fred asked, winking.
I shot him a look and said, “Yes I am, and don’t call me
princess.”
“Well then let’s go!” He said that as the plane zoomed forward
and lifted into the air. I switched on the controls and steered.
An hour later, I must have fallen asleep because when I woke
up there was an ocean below us.
“Morning, sleeping beauty.”
I yawned a response, and my eyes adjusted to the surroundings.
I pulled out my Bible and opened to the book of Luke and read.
A while later, the plane shook. I looked up to see a giant storm,
lightning and thunder booming everywhere.
“Oh my!” I let out a scream as something took out an engine.
“Turn back! Turn back!” I jumped into my seat and helped turn
the plane. “An engine was hit, the plane is falling, plan A2!” I
kept yelling instructions, and looked at Fred, swooning. I
whispered under my breath, “Not bad.” Fred turned around to
say something then caught me red-handed, staring. He laughed,
and I turned to look out the window, embarrassed, just before
we hit the ground.
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I woke up with my head throbbing. Sitting up, I saw sand, and
the plane falling into the water! I leaped to my feet, dizzy, and
dove into the plane grabbing so much stuff and tossing it out. I
looked to see in horror Frank was still in the plane’s seat. I
rushed over and unbuckled the complicated strap and struggled
to pull him out of the plane. Setting him on the sand, I rushed
back in to grab food. I leaped out almost slipping, and turned to
see as the only way to get home fell with a big splash into the
water.
I looked at what I had and grabbed a tarp, sticks, two cots,
pillows and blankets, clothes, the cooler and stuff I ripped out
for a radio. I put the tarp over a tree branch and held it up with
sticks, making sure it was sturdy. I grabbed the cooler and set it
on the inside of the tarp to keep it down. Putting up the cots and
making them, I set the clothes on a chest for easy access.
Stepping back to see my work, I said, “Nice.”
Fred woke up as I was cooking meat on the fire. I rushed over
to help him stand up and get over to bed.
“How are you doing?” I asked as I pulled his shoes off to make
him more comfortable.
He answered, “Fine, just need to get started on getting us home
and build a radio.” He looked around, seeming worried.
“Where’s the plane?”
I turned, “First of all, you are not doing any work till you eat
and rest, and second, the plane fell in the water.”
He bolted upright. “What? The water! This is insane!” I rushed
over, handing him water and getting him to sit down.
“Don’t be worried, trust in God. I got all the supplies and stuff
you can use for a radio.” I got a plate of food and handed it to
him. “Here, eat.”
He mumbled, “Thanks.”
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After a while he fell asleep. I took a dip to get the sand off and
dried my hair getting into my PJs. I pulled the blanket back on
the cot and crawled in adjusting. Pulling out my Bible, I turned
to Luke to get some advice and read for a long time, drifting to
sleep.
I had a rude awakening from a loud noise. I sat up looking at
Fred’s cot, empty. I got out of bed and got dressed quickly and
went out of our mini-home to find a plane. “What on earth,
Fred?” I was so happy and nervous.
“Surprise! I built a radio early this morning and they came very
fast. We can go home now.”
After eating we got all our stuff and hopped in the plane for a
safe ride home.
On the ride home, I got some more reading done. Fred, a
nonbeliever, asked to read, too. I was happy and held it out and
scooted closer. When we landed, I gazed out the window happy
to be home, and Fred said he wanted to start going to church!
Fred helped me down, and as I was about to walk off he grabbed
my hand and got on one knee and said, “Amelia Earheart, ever
since I met you I’ve said I’m gonna marry that girl no matter
what. So will you make me the happiest man on earth and marry
me?”
I started crying, “Yes, I will!” I jumped into his arms and kissed
him.
A month later, the wedding came. I was so nervous about
messing up or tripping, I started walking out in my white dress
handmade with pearls and diamond studs. All my nerves went
away as I saw Fred.
“Fred Noonan, do you take this woman to be your lawfully
wedded wife, in sickness and in health through sadness and
sorrow?”
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“I do.”
“Amelia Earheart, do you take this man to be your lawfully
wedded husband, in sickness and in health through sadness and
sorrow?”
“I do.”
The priest continued. “Does anyone object to these two?” No
one moved. “Then you may kiss the bride.”
Fred lifted the veil and kissed me.
A year later a baby was born. I looked at my new son in the
hospital room and said, “Welcome to Earth, Luke Noonan.”
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Out of Small Things: A Noah’s Ark
Story
by Coriel Stay, age 14

I

first heard about the whole Noah’s Ark thing from a
caterpillar. A caterpillar, for pity’s sake! Incessant busybodies,
the lot of them. Never keep their noses out of anyone else’s
business. And don’t even get me started on butterflies. Mom
taught me never to trust those fancy-dancy show-offs.
But that’s not important. What is important is what the
caterpillar said to me as she crawled along a leaf, chattering on
about something or other. I wasn’t watching—I read lips, what
do you expect from a guy without ears? —until I realized she
was thrilled about something. Her smell was going crazy.
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Excitement smells like basil. As I started focusing on her, she
mentioned the name Noah.
Now, everyone has heard of Noah, the human who talks to
animals and prophesies about earth-ending rain. Sounds crazy,
right? Well, he’s doing it. When I focused on the caterpillar’s
comments, it all sounded so far-fetched I thought I’d missed a
word or something.
“…so my cousin once removed on my mother’s side, name’s
Christy, good friend of mine, she said to me, ‘Hey, Gabs’—
that’s my nickname, you know—‘Hey, Gabs, me and my dude
Carl got invited to this big gathering—and Noah’s hosting! He’s
SOOO cool. All the Big Important Animals are getting invited,
and it’s the biggest hurrah of, like, the year!’ And I was like,
‘Oh my kaleidoscope, seriously? Is that why everybody’s been
gossiping about that huge flood?’ And then I said—”
“Okay, good for you,” I cut in. “But what does this have to do
with me?”
“Umm, I just thought you’d like to know, since it’s, like, totally
going to flood, and you live in this valley, which would be the
first place to go when it does flood, so, yeah. But getting your
house flooded would serve you right. Humph.” And the crazy
caterpillar crawled away.
So, I started thinking. Maybe the valley would flood. Maybe she
was right. Who knew? Even a blind squirrel finds a nut once in
a while. That’s a saying I got from Mom. She definitely would
have approved of finding a safer place to stay.
I started heading east. Every animal knows where Noah lives.
Some love him, like Gabbers or whoever, but I used to stay
clear. I’m not big on company, and I definitely didn’t need the
company of some cuckoo human prophesying about a
cataclysmic flood. Humans are so annoying.
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I continued onwards, inching along on my slime trail, feeling
and smelling for any danger.
I slid for hours, contracting and releasing, each muscle straining.
I wasn’t the most long-distance snail, more of a homebody. But
my curiosity had been roused, and I had to know what was
happening.
Mom would’ve thought that was crazy. She’d been extremely
cautious, always teaching me how to avoid humans and other
dangerous animals. I missed her wise advice.
As I pushed away the sad memories, I noticed the scent of rain
increasing. I’d been noticing it for the past few hours, but now
it was intense. Luckily, I was nearly at Noah’s place. A little
rain is great—keeps me moist—but it’s far too easy to drown
when you’re so small.
What was that other smell?
All at once, the grass parted, and I was staring at a behemoth of
a structure. It was so big the top was shrouded in fog—or
perhaps it was my own bad vision. This hadn’t been here before.
Then again, I hadn’t been this direction for a few weeks, and
humans are known for doing things without warning.
Now that grass aromas weren’t distracting my tentacles, I could
smell waves of scent practically rolling off the structure. I’d
never even encountered some of the odors. This must be where
the gathering was. I had made it.
Just in time, too. As I sucked onto the sheer, vertical, wooden
wall of the construction, the rain began.
It started as a light drizzle, perfect for keeping me nice and
moist. I hoped it would stay light, but within a few minutes of
my fastest sliding, it started really pounding.
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I had to battle to stay on the wall. My shell was filling with
water. Could I make it? Would I really drown this close to
safety? That would be annoying.
A sliver of light opened above me. I pushed myself harder.
Almost there. I finally slid my way inside…
…only to wish I hadn’t. I can’t hear, so the screams, hoots, and
roars I could see didn’t bother me. But the smell?
It was like getting punched in the tentacles. An array of musk,
urine, and chemical displays assaulted my delicate sensors. I
quickly cut off the blood flow to them, and they whipped back
into my head. I turned around to flee and take my chances with
the rain, but the door was closed, and no way was I getting that
thing open.
And my day just got worse from there.
Stalking straight towards me was a veritable mountain of
tangerine-colored fur, practically radiating smugness (smells
like wood fires). But I didn’t care about the scent. I cared about
getting away from the huge feline as it slunk along. Something
that big could crush me, despite my shell, and not even notice a
thing. Probably too self-absorbed to notice someone as small as
me. Mom would’ve disapproved.
I slid away as fast as I could, faster than I’d ever slid in my life.
At the last second, retracting into my shell was all that saved me
from the enormous paw, which made not a sound to show it had
almost crushed me. And then the tiger just kept walking.
The scent of lilies filled my sensors: fear. My heart was
pounding as fast as the rain outside. I stayed retracted into my
shell, wishing I could rest forever in the warm, cozy darkness.
But not even my shell would save me from another encounter
with some animal’s foot.
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I cautiously stuck my head out of my spiral home, eye stalks
first, reluctant to leave my shelter. There were still animals
running, crawling, climbing, and otherwise locomoting
everywhere, but I had my own bubble of space. For now.
If I could get to the edge of the room, I’d be safe. Or, well, safer.
Ripples flowing down my body, mucus trailing behind me, I
began the long journey. My body was tired. Crawling takes a lot
out of an animal. All those creatures with four legs that can just
walk around have it so easy.
I didn’t have time to dwell, though, as a gargantuan figure came
stomping my way. Each step shook the ground. This figure gave
off a heavy scent of sage: pride and arrogance. Even if she
stepped on me, I doubt she would mind. A second one came
along just behind her.
But I had no time for noticing much more about them. I had to
get out of their way. With the way they were shaking the ground,
they’d have no problem squishing an inattentive snail.
Suddenly, I heard a strange rumbling. Without warning, the
entire structure heaved and bucked. The whole thing lifted,
tipping to one side, then the other. I was lucky for once, as
nothing crushed me in the mayhem of animals falling over each
other. To my astonishment, I actually escaped unscathed, my
slime anchoring me in place until the rocking had settled into a
gentle side-to-side motion that no one seemed to mind.
What had happened? Had the rain finally made a sea, like Noah
said it would? Everyone was speculating wildly. Everyone, that
is, except me. I had only one thought in my mind: escape. I
couldn’t stand one more minute in this place.
I continued moving, furious with my terrible luck. Already
today I’d been annoyed by a caterpillar, gone on an hours-long
journey, nearly drowned, been overpowered by smell, and
escaped death by a whisker (no pun intended). Now, to top it all
off, I was getting seasick. And no one cared! No one had noticed
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me. Not a single animal had the kindness to help a poor little
snail.
I finally arrived in a dark corner and anchored myself to the wall.
I wasn’t moving for anything. I retracted my head into the
warmth of my shell and thought about sealing myself off with a
thin mucus layer, just like I would if I was sleeping.
But before I could, warm hands gently removed me from the
wall. Even through my shell I could sense a calm cedarwood
fragrance that I hadn’t smelled for a long time: love. Sticking
my sensors out the tiniest fraction, I felt a solid, warm surface
with a smooth texture. As I poked my head out, full of caution
and a touch of fear, I saw human hands. Humans usually just
shoo me out of their fields and crops, but the cedarwood smell
was soothing, and the hands were gentle.
Slowly, I reached my whole head out of my shell. I looked up
into a kind face. Several woody fragrances mingled together,
bringing me back to my early months with my mom. I was such
a curious little snail then, so excitable and carefree.
The human—it must be Noah—brought me closer to his face.
He was talking… to me.
“What are you doing over here, my friend?” he asked. He didn’t
try to over-enunciate, despite my lack of ears, and I mentally
thanked him for it. Then I realized he’d asked me a question.
“I—uh—urk—gak,” I said eloquently.
He smiled a broad, gentle smile, the happy smell of lemon
mixing with the other scents.
“It’s okay, my friend. What is your name?”
I composed myself and got out the word: “Chike.”
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“A beautiful name, Chike. You seem frightened. Why is that?”
He was so kind, just like my mother had been.
I tripped out the whole story, full of stumbles and falters. I
hadn’t spoken this much in a long time. He listened patiently
while I told him what I’d gone through that day: the fear of being
harmed, the overwhelming exhaustion, the feelings of
insignificance.
“Oh, my friend. I am so sorry for all that you’ve gone through.
You have been very brave, Chike. You have done things you
should be very proud of.”
I held my head higher under his praise.
“I will gather the animals. We will have a meeting and offer a
prayer unto our God for his blessings upon us this day. And we
will tell them your story. Come, Chike. Sit upon my shoulder.”
Sitting on Noah’s shoulder was exhilarating. We moved among
the animals without fear. Noah spoke to animals from rats to
camels to hippos, and they all listened. How amazing!
When Noah had called all the animals and humans to attention,
a huge crowd of huge creatures stood before us, all listening in
a hushed silence. Listening to me. As Noah held me out on his
hand, I spoke as loudly and clearly as I could, telling them my
story. The elephants and tigers looked particularly ashamed.
At the conclusion of my tale, Noah spoke.
“My friends, as you have heard, Chike has had a trying time. I
know you’ll try harder now to notice those you used to overlook.
There are always people—or snails—out there who just need a
friend.”
The animals nodded vigorously, including one beautiful blackand-white-shelled snail I hadn’t noticed before.
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Noah smiled.
“Well, we’ve finally gotten underway, and even though there’s
been a huge flood, we are all safe here together.”
And the celebration began.
I’m glad Noah said what he said. I really needed that. I know
not everything will be sunshine and rainbows from here on out,
but at least I’ve been noticed. At least there’s hope. And one
cute snail.
Maybe caterpillars aren’t so bad after all.

Artwork by Coriel Stay.
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Fish for Two
by Alysia C. Anderson

My feet dangle off the dock as I watch small waves splashing
drops of water. Today has been long and hot, but the heat don’t
bother me none. I ain’t ready to go home just yet. I like sitting
alone on the dock with my fishing rod.
Taking a deep breath, I lean back and relax. It’s always nice to
get away from what drags you down. Everybody’s got their
special spot. I guess it all depends on whether or not you like it
quiet or loud. For me, it’s the dock.
Feeling my line tug, I sit back up and jerk my rod. I hooked one.
I just know it. I stand up slowly reeling my line in, trying to keep
myself from falling into the water. It’s a pretty tough fish. My
prize flops around in the water in front of me. I don’t ever
remember fighting so hard for one like this before. Grinding my
teeth, I lift up a big redfish onto the dock.
The fish fights me, and I grab it and hold it down. My hands
slide, but I manage to keep it pinned. I ain’t never caught one
this big before. Its tail lifts up and down, and its mouth bobs
slowly until it surrenders to me. With the battle won, I remove
the hook from its mouth.
Taking my hands off the fish’s slimy body, I stare at it. No
movements. No nothing. It’s dead. I pick it up carefully by the
gills, knowing it might have a few more twitches left and put it
in my bucket. Its tail hangs out, but it will do until I get home.
My bare feet walk along the dusty road back to my house. I take
my time, not in any hurry to be there any time soon. My fish
feels like it’s getting heavier every minute. This fish must be a
record for me. I wonder if Grandpa ever caught one this big
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before. I wish I could show him, but I suppose he already saw
from Heaven. I’m sure God would tell him if he missed it, too.
At home, I lean my rod against the shed and drag myself towards
the house. I hear the screen door squeak and look up to see my
grandma standing there in her apron with her hands on her hips.
“Where you been, boy?” Grandma demands me to answer as I
walk up the steps of the porch.
“Out fishing,” I reply, and she lets me in. “I caught a big one.
My biggest one yet,” I say, proud of my fish in the bucket.
“That’s no excuse,” she fusses and takes the bucket from my
hands. “I’ve been worrying sick about you. I don’t need you
running around everywheres like your momma done to me.”
“I was just at the dock,” I answer. I sit down at the table and
hear her slam the bucket on the counter. “I was at Grandpa’s old
fishing spot.”
Grandma pulls out my big catch and lays it across the counter. I
know she heard me, but Grandma always has a way of avoiding
talking about my grandpa. I don’t really understand why she
refuses to talk about him. I know she’d feel a lot better if she’d
just talk, but no sense in forcing her. It’s hard without him
around. He was the man of the house. Now, it’s just me.
“This is a nice one,” Grandma says to me as she digs for a knife
to clean it. “It’ll make a good supper.”
I nod watching as she sharpens the knife and scrapes the scales
off. She works so fast, making my head spin. I forgot about all
the times she’s done this before.
I set my chin down on the table and close my eyes. With one
swoop, she slices the fish’s head off, causing me to jump. Then,
she chops off the back fin.
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“What you so jumpy for?” she asks me.
“Nothing.” The fish head stares at me.
“You dreaming again,” Grandma says as she scrapes the scales
off. “You up there in your own little world.”
I don’t answer her. I can’t hide nothing from her even when I
say nothing at all. She just has to look into my eyes and know
I’m holding something back.
“Boy, what I tell you about that?” Grandma starts fussing at me.
“You need to get your head out the clouds and start seeing
what’s right there in front you.” She shakes her head and lowers
the knife. “You just like your momma. Everywheres but here.”
I ain’t like my momma. I know how to stay around. I’m a man,
or as much of one as I can be for now. I get up and walk over to
the counter and poke the fish’s head that keeps staring at me.
Grandma turns to me and gives me a stern look. I shrink back
and walk to the table, wishing I was at the dock again.
“Go get yourself cleaned up while I’m getting supper ready,”
Grandma says to me as I linger around the table.
I stand there for a few minutes not ready to move at all. Then, I
hear Grandma sigh. It was long, loud and purposely drawn out
to let me know that she meant now. I quickly move my feet and
head outside to avoid getting her any angrier than she already
was.
I pump water into a bucket and wash my hands with the cold
water. I grab the soap and scrub my hands, watching its white
bubbles turn black. I wash off the dirty suds and look at my
hands. They always stay dirty even when clean, like I’m cursed
or something. There’s still dirt under my nails, and my hands
still smell like fish, but it never seems to bother me none.
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I dry my hands off on my dirty blue jeans and walk back to the
kitchen, seeing Grandma dipping strips of my fish into some
flour. Fried fish is one of my favorite things to eat. I can hear
my stomach growling already just waiting to get my hands on
some.
“What you standing there for?” Grandma fusses at me as she
lays a piece of fish in the grease. I hear it fizz and pop as it begins
to cook. I can almost taste it. “Do you hear me boy?” she fusses,
raising her voice.
“Yes, ma’am,” I reply, standing up straight.
Grandma stares at me, trying to read my thoughts. Then, she
orders, “Set the table.”
I don’t argue with her and get my feet moving. I open the kitchen
cabinets and pull out two plates. It’s been the two of us for the
past year. It gets boring seeing the same person staring back at
me every time I eat. Sometimes, I wish my momma would come
back home and eat with us, but I know that’s just a dream.
I place the plates on the table and grab two forks. I lay one beside
each plate and do the same when I get glasses to drink from.
Then, I go sit down in my seat and rest my chin on the table. I
know if I stay like this long enough, I will fall asleep.
A while later, I hear the grease quiet down, and I open my eyes.
Grandma puts the fish on a plate, and I see the grease making a
small puddle under the strips. As she lays a few pieces down in
my plate, I look up to her. I see her smile just for a moment, and
then she serves her own plate.
After blessings, dinner is quiet. We each got a way of keeping
to ourselves when supper is involved. I ain’t sure if it’s just
because we are hungry or there is just never anything to say. We
just sit and eat until supper is done.
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Later that night, I climb into my bed after cleaning up. I still
smell like fish, but it doesn’t really matter. Grandma tucks me
in and kisses my forehead. She doesn’t know it, but I can see
into her eyes, too. She is proud of me. She walks over to my
door and turns. I catch her smile again before she steps away.

About the Writer
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University, where she teaches freshman composition and American
literature. Her short stories have been published in Tulane Review, Louisiana
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Fabric
by Daria Kluender

I had such a beautiful piece of fabric. It was so soft, so intricate,
so sweet and fragile. My fabric was to be used to make the most
wonderful, cherished things for my home. It was soft and lovely.
I used to hold it against my cheek and thank God for it. It flowed
and danced when I spun around with it, enjoying its beauty. Its
colors were rich.
One day, Satan came, and seeing how I thanked God for my
lovely fabric and how much I loved it, he came and snatched it
from my hands. While I cried, he ripped it to pieces in front of
me. In one blow he tore it apart. Sneering, as he relished his
catastrophe. My fabric lay twisted and shredded in rags on the
floor.
As I fell to my knees, “Jesus, no. Please, no. Not this piece. Any
other, but please, not this one.”
Jesus came. He knelt on the ground with me, my chaos around
me.
Piece by piece he ever so gently picked up those shreds. He held
up each piece to the light. He studied it with His loving gaze.
This will go this way and that will go that way.
With needle and holy thread, He began to place the pieces of my
beautiful fabric together. A straight stitch here, a basting stitch
there. Here a small mend, there a larger one. Here a square piece,
there a round one. Here a jagged edge smoothed, there a tear put
together.
Stitch upon stitch, layer upon layer, he began to pick up each
torn piece and place it lovingly back together. Smiling as He
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went. “Daria don’t cry. I am making something useful and
lovely. Just wait and see.”
And so, the mending and sewing went on and on. The gazing,
the studying, the placing, the stitching…the smiling. I watched
as He worked, so patiently and quietly. He dried my tears as He
went.
The holy thread He used, so scarlet and deep. Could it truly be?
It was dyed red from His own blood shed for me.
One day Jesus stood up. In His hands my fabric. Once whole
and unused, then shredded, now became the most beautiful,
patched quilt I had ever seen.
“Daria, you see, in my hands your fabric lives. Now it is
something useful and warm, beautiful and purposeful.”
As I looked, streams and streams of crimson red thread held
together the mismatched, yet somehow perfectly placed pieces.
Once tattered, now whole, once lost now found. A patchwork
quilt held strong by His shed blood. This now… is my life in
Him.

About the Writer
Daria Kluender lives in Long Island, New York. She loves Jesus with all
her heart. Her only hope is that God is glorified in her writing.
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Victorious Lion
by Ginger Burke

Read about Ginger Burke on page XX.
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Proverbs 15:4 Comic
by Laura Morfett

66

About the Artist
Laura Morfett lives in Belfast, Northern Ireland with her husband and two
children. She enjoys drawing and has had short comics published in a number
of anthologies. Laura also produces animations and motion graphics for
Precious Life, a charity in Northern Ireland.

67

68

69

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 doing good deeds. But sin must be 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 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.
After He died, He came back from the dead three days later.
This miracle proved that He had power over life and death, and
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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 call Jesus
their “savior” because He literally saves us from the
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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