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Life Goes On
By Becca Montecuollo

Just as the river flows
Life moves on
Knowing that however it flows
That’s how it will go 
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Greetings  
But blessed is the one who trusts in the Lord, whose confidence is in him. They will 
be like a tree planted by the water that sends out its roots by the stream. It does not 
fear when heat comes; its leaves are always green. It has no worries in a year of 
drought and never fails to bear fruit. (Jeremiah 17: 7-8)

 I am excited to present to you another volume of Heart Currents, the Oak Hills 
Christian College Creative Journal. We’re excited to offer Oak Hills students the 
opportunity to showcase their work and bless others with their words, experiences, 
and insights and to bring glory to the Lord. We have a talented group of students at 
Oak Hills, and this journal is an arena of opportunity of which they can practice and 
hone their skills.

 This journal is also a canvas for student photographers and artists to share a 
visual moment, whether captured with the lens, the paint brush, or the pencil. They 
share that beauty and insight into God’s world with the reader, thus enriching the 
lives of others with their art. 

 Good writing and art don’t just happen. They come from time, patience, and 
practice— and perseverance, writing or creating with determination and habit, 
having the courage to transcribe one’s imaginings onto paper and to share them 
with others with the goal of touching minds and hearts:  

“The true alchemists do not change lead into gold; they change the world into 
words.” – William Cass

“You can make anything by writing.” – C.S. Lewis

“A rock pile ceases to be a rock pile the moment a single man contemplates it, 
bearing within him the image of a cathedral.  – Antoine de St. Exupery

 “Painting is poetry that is seen rather than felt, and poetry is painting that is 
felt rather than seen.” – Leonardo da Vinci 

 At Oak Hills, we seek to encourage students to pursue God’s calling for their 
lives and to develop the gifts that the Lord has given them. We encourage them to 
seek a deeper relationship with the Creator of the Universe and to run their race 
well, pouring their hearts into all that God has called them to do.
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Into the Light By Josh O’Leary  
Winner of the 2023 Fiction and Creative Non-fiction Writing Contest  

 More than a year had passed, according to my memory, since I had prayed to God. The 
thought came to my mind as I sat at my favorite bridge, the setting sun in front of me, orange 
and red, and the cool flowing waters of the Mississippi fifteen feet below me. Birds chirped 
somewhere behind me, and water lapped gently against the shore and rippled around the 
columns of the bridge. Looking down, my reflection appeared in the cool blue ripples, and as I 
continued to gaze down at myself, I had another thought.

 The thought didn’t come from my own brain, but seemed to appear out of nowhere. 
My subconscious, maybe? I thought this as I opened Spotify and clicked on the song. A violin 
played, and a slow and rhythmic beat commenced. The singer began the first verse, his voice 
silky and sweet like milk and honey.

 I came to the world, to the wild, no place for a child.

 My childhood seemed so different, thinking back to those sweet, innocent days. The 
sun always shined down on me in the summer as I played soldier in the woods, clutching a 
stick that barely resembled a rifle in my little hands. I knew nothing else, but my imagination 
and church, where my Dad was a pastor. Awana- memories flash through my mind of a seven 
year old with every badge for Bible memorization and knowledge, the multicolored glass win-
dow of Jesus on the cross shining blood red on my face.

I then gazed up at the orange and red sky again, deep and vibrant, almost matching the 
color of Jesus’s blood from the fading memory of the child I used to be. The water was turning 
golden red, and the rays of light reflected and glistened, momentarily blinding me as I turned 
back to the song lyrics, verse two ringing out, proclaiming the singers testimony.

Running scared in between what I hate and what I need, savior and enemy are both tryna 
take my soul.

The first anxiety attack hit when I was ten years old before going to public school for the 
first time. That night was more terrifying than anything I had encountered before, and my en-
tire body shook as I was paralyzed with fear, attempting to keep what little dinner I had in my 
stomach from spilling onto the sheets.

The ensuing depression I fell into lasted from the young age of eleven until…. When did 
it end? The endless waves of abuse from my classmates in middle school for no apparent 
reason tortured me as I concealed it all, just like the faint bruise marks from the electrical 
cord I wrapped around my neck every so often in fits of agony. The only difference: One was 
concealed with silence, manifesting at home as anger, and the other with sweatshirts and 
stolen makeup.
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The anger boiled over like water on a stove left unattended, spilling and burning my family, 
and sizzling towards God. The countless times I cried to him in my tweens and early teens turned 
to curses by the ages of thirteen and fourteen. I drowned myself in fantasy, finding temporary 
escape in heroes, and in music, listening to those who felt the same as I did. I thought all of this in 
a moment, and pushed it down again, silencing the screams for attention. Then, just as the jar was 
almost closed, the memories back on the shelf, God forgotten again, the singer continued:

And I can’t hide no more.

The jar burst back open, and the memories flooded out. The days so troubling I can’t recall, 
the first unfortunate time I learned what the word “faggot” meant as it was being yelled at me 
from across the hallway, and the days I screamed at God in anger.

“Where were you?” I said, looking up to the sky, sunset peaking in vibrancy. “Tell me.”

Stumble out into the light, and raise my fists up to fight.

The words, just like the thought to play the song, seemed to appear in my brain. No, not just 
appear- were forced. Completely out of control, the words shot through my brain like a bullet:

“I was there with you. I feel your pain. I love you.”

Then I catch your eyes, so full of love. Lord, what have I done? I cry at your feet, wounded for 
me and all of the monsters and men. But here in your light, we can begin again.

The sun cast my reflection onto the bridge, the darkness behind me and the light in front 
of me. I wasn’t aware of it at the time, but the entire course of my life had been completely and 
totally changed in that moment.

My mind flew back in time again, twenty minutes later as I sat in my room, tears flowing down 
my face.

Will I sing hallelujah, will I be able to speak at all?

I wasn’t face to face with Christ Jesus, like the artist was singing about, but completely 
speechless I was still as I attempted to formulate a thought. The tears, a gentle mist, turned into a 
thunderstorm as I was overtaken with emotion and the most divine and holy feeling of love I have 
ever felt in my life.
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An Encounter in Israel By Anna Erickson
Runner-up in the 2023 Fiction and Creative Nonfiction Writing Contest

 
 I laid my head back against the cool cushion of my pillow and closed my tired dry eyes. It 
had been a long wearying day. It’s nights like these when after I shut my eyes, my mind would begin 
to wander in a melancholic state wondering if this was all there was to life. I have purpose... I tell 
myself, but what purpose? What could my impossibly simple way of living ever afford me other than 
a peculiar day or week? I have had difficult days, weeks, and months, but rather than shed purpose 
into my life, they often made me feel even more weary.

Even if my life was involved in some exciting, dangerous work-- what was the point of it? I 
rustled impatiently, I only had thoughts like these before nodding off to sleep, so I made up my 
mind that they were only my tired brain having confused thoughts. “Sleep think,” I chuckled, “I’m 
sleep thinking.” Though I brushed the feelings aside, I knew that if I kept brushing these lingering 
thoughts aside, the more shallow and hollow I’d become. I rolled over once again. Before long I’d be 
gracefully swept away into a dream-filled sleep, then I’d awake and face another day of sameness.

I woke up to the feeling of falling. I know this feeling, I thought. It’s part of a dream, or so I 
thought. Wind blew against my face, and I opened my eyes. All I could see were puffy white cloud 
formations getting smaller and further away. Am I really falling? My heart lurched with sudden fear. I 
was falling. I would die.

Just as I had accepted my fated death, a hand grabbed hold of my wrist. The force from 
stopping was so tremendous I thought my arm would snap. I gasped for air and stood up. Wasn’t 
I just falling? How am I standing? I looked around and found myself standing in a square—not a 
literal square, but a town square. Men and women in peculiar tunic-like garbs hustled and bustled 
around. They began to bump into me while I stood, stunned, as they hurried by. I wondered why 
they didn’t notice my usual hoodie-jean apparel, but then I realized I too wore a dusty brown tunic. 

Everyone seemed to be headed in the same direction. I could see a large crowd was formed not 
far from where I stood. A man in a red robe caught my eye. He was short, and struggling to see over 
the shoulders of all the other people. “What are they looking at?” I asked the red-robed man as I 
approached.

He shot me a look of contempt which dissolved into despair, “him!” 

“Who?” Intriguing, I thought. It must be the king or some sort of celebrity who had all these 
people worked up. I remembered my celebrity crush from when I was twelve and cringed.

“He’s coming this way!” The man excitedly pushed himself forward and slipped into the crowd.



5 OakHills.edu

Suddenly there was chaos. Not just people, but animals, carts and wagons were in the 
crowd. There were at least fifteen people touching me in some way. It was suffocating. Every-
one was shouting and moving toward what I could only assume to be the mystery celebrity 
man. The sea of people nearly shoved me into the horns of a cow pulling a giant cartload of 
pots filled with what, I don’t know. Then to my great horror, I lost my balance and was half 
shoved, half tripped into the path of the cart. “Help!” I shouted, but the man leading the cart 
couldn’t hear me among all the chaos.

To keep the cart from smashing my head, I ducked lower and scrambled madly to get out 
from underneath the cart. Bad idea. The cart jolted to a near stop as it smashed my wrist into 
the rock pavement. Snap. The impact sent a pang of agony that jolted my whole body. I heard 
the crunch and crack and opened my mouth to shriek, but nothing came. 

Tears streamed down my cheeks as I lay still beside the cart, pain gripping my body. My 
arm was now free, but I had no desire to move it. Why is this happening to me? I did nothing 
wrong. I searched my mind for answers, but I couldn’t remember. I couldn’t think. The pain 
was like fire. The man leading the donkey was confused. He couldn’t see me. It felt like no one 
could.

“Bring that young one to me.” a cool calming voice pierced through the noise. It was like 
salve to my ears. All other sounds faded into silence. The next thing I knew, I was being rolled 
onto a mat and lifted up. I closed my eyes as the men carrying the mat wove through the 
crowd. It was increasingly difficult to understand what was happening.

I opened my eyes and saw what the crowd had formed a circle around. The mystery  
celebrity man looked ordinary, but his eyes were bright with compassion and his presence was 
soothing. 

“I saw you.” 

I sobbed without understanding why.

He bent down and looked into my wet reddened eyes. “Be at peace, child.” 

He touched my arm, and immediately all pain left my body. All thoughts of confusion were 
clarified, and peace filled my mind. Cradling my head, he lowered me down on the mat and I 
fell into a deep restful sleep.

I woke up to my alarm clock blaring. I was back in my own bed. As I brushed my teeth that 
morning, I remembered the face of the man who healed me. What a strange dream. It felt so 
real. I rubbed my wrist instinctively as I recalled the searing pain. Remembering the way he 
said ‘I saw you’ made me feel warm. 
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The falling snow made the world outside seem like a winter wonderland, though this was the 
first time I had enjoyed snow in a long time. I kicked the fluffy white snow with my big cloppy boots 
as I went. There was a man sitting on the corner of the street ahead. Underdressed for winter, di-
sheveled and alone. I stopped in front of him and handed him a ten-dollar bill. “I hope this helps,” 
as the words left my mouth, he looked straight into my eyes with a look of gratitude. Sheesh, it was 
only ten dollars. I smiled and patted his hand. Then I pulled away and kept walking.

My destination was the gas station just a couple blocks from my apartment building. The stress 
of the night made me crave cigarettes. I sighed. This will be my fifth relapse in two months. At least 
I’m trying, I told myself. 

There was a church. Between my apartment building and the gas station, there was a small 
white-walled church with graffiti on the side. As I passed by it, I noticed a sign on the wall. I decided 
to take a closer look. The sign displayed: “Sundays at 8am: Early Service, 10am: Regular Service, and 
Wednesdays at 6pm: Kid’s Club.” Why am I reading this? I turned to walk away.

After procuring my pack of cigs, I stared at my hands. I remembered the gratitude in the home-
less man’s eyes. I remembered the compassion in the mystery man’s eyes. Something feels ‘off.’ Oh, 
no lighter. Face-palm. Walking back to the apartment felt as depressing as ever.

I noticed the church again as I walked by. The more I thought over the dream, the less I under-
stood. I don’t know what compelled me, but I knocked on the door. Embarrassed, I turned to leave. 
Then the door opened. A middle-aged man wearing a brown sweater greeted me and invited me in. 

“Coffee?” he suggested.

I nodded in consent. 

He led me into a large room with tables and chairs set up. There was a coffee bar against the 
wall. The wall adjacent to the entrance hung a large painting of a man holding a lamb around his 
neck. I gasped audibly. “The mysterious celebrity is Jesus,” I spoke out loud by  
accident.

“What’s that?” the brown sweater man asked. “Oh, you like that painting?” He leaned against 
the table. “It sure does capture his compassionate and tender nature, don’t it?”

“Uh, yeah.” I felt sheepish for a moment, “Yeah, they got his eyes right.”
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I See A Dolphin On My Ceiling
Winner of the 2023 Poetry Contest 
By Faith Emerson

I see a dolphin on my ceiling
In the clouds that mar the plaster
All the waves and rippling waters surely left there by his tail
There, a mermaid right beside him
In the water up so high
Lifting raindrops, bursts of color, to an aquamarine sky
I see a ray of sunshine as it filters through the clouds
Turning grayness into white
And a smile from a frown
I see a peacock’s tail,
All around at the horizons, 
A rainbow, leaping sundogs off to fetch worship for the King
I see a dark battalion of clouds are closing in
I see a snake, he rears his head
Then disappears again
And now a hippopotamus, he joins them in the sky
To bite a crocodile on his big mean bulging eye
The storm clouds have receded now
And light is on the way
But for now its time to dance and sing in what’s left of a rainy day
Thunder’s only scary if you’re too shy to clap along
The psalm that David wrote in hardship was actually a song
I have seen all these things
In a light cast on a wall
How much more to find in life, and to praise God for them all
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I Can’t Breathe By Rachel Eastling
Winner of the 2022 Writing Contest

My eyes fluttered open to find only darkness. Everything felt wet; my clothes stuck to 
my skin, and my hair was not pulled back anymore. I peered down at my hands, but could 
see nothing but blackness. My fingers felt wrinkly, as if I’d been in the water for a while. 
Suddenly, a sharp pain shot through my chest. I wasn’t breathing. I couldn’t breathe! I 
looked around frantically, trying to find somewhere to go. Up! Go up! I thought to myself. I 
could faintly see a light shining above me, a flicker of hope.

Up, I thought. I need to go up. I started to swim, desperately reaching with every stroke. 
I didn’t know how deep under I was or if I’d make it, but I had to try. I winced as another 
surge of pain struck hard. My chest hurt, and I wasn’t making much progress. My heart was 
pounding in my chest as I struggled.

I have to make it. I need to make it.
I swam faster and harder. I could see the light slowly getting nearer.
Almost there! Almost – 

 
 All of the sudden, an unbearable, agonizing pain hit, like a sword cutting straight 
through my chest. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breathe. Everything looked fuzzy, as the light 
started to grow dim. A taste of salt coated my tongue, and water filled my lungs.

I’m going to die, I thought hopelessly. All hopes of surviving vanished as another pain 
struck. My heart was beating fast. Everything went dark.

I can’t breathe.

~~ < * > ~~ 

I sat up quickly, gasping for air and coughing uncontrollably.

Where am I? I wondered as my eyes cleared. I’m in my room? I realized, confused. As my 
eyes adjusted, I could make out the white glow of the Christmas lights that I’d hung up a 
week before. The world started to spin, and I steadied myself before I could fall off the bed.

“I guess. . . I got up. . . to quickly.” I said in between breaths. I continued coughing for a 
few more minutes. The air just wouldn’t push through. My head was pounding from lack of 
oxygen. 

It was just a dream and yet . . ., I thought, feeling the coughing start to subside, . . . yet, I 
still can’t breathe.
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by Maggie Maixner



 12Literary Journal of Oak Hills Christian College

A Delicate Mirage By Maggie Maixner
(Runner-Up in the 2022 OHCC Writing Contest) 

One fateful day I wandered into an antique store. In every corner, you could spot 
priceless objects with stories untold that sparkled and shined. The china looked pristine, the 
books well-bound, the counter was orderly, and in the middle shone a beautiful light that 
glistened off of every surface. In all of this beauty, I was at peace. It was created to bring joy 
to those who entered, and I basked in its warmth.

 I found myself drawn to return whenever I saw the store’s lit up window. On occasion, 
I would see the glass panes being cleaned, and the light would shine out even stronger 
beckoning me in. Even when everything else in the world was dreary, this little store shone 
through the fog. During my darkest days, this place managed to relieve me of my sadness.

 It became a habit for me to look for the store’s bright light every day. I longed for that 
inviting storefront that ushered me inside. It was always on when I came by… at least until 
one day. I was walking down the block, when I noticed there was no light radiating into the 
street. I rubbed my eyes and opened them just in time to see someone step in front of me. 
When I pushed past them, the light was shining once again. It must have all been an illusion, 
for how could such a warm and enduring light ever fade? That day I walked into the store like 
normal.

 This pattern continued for weeks, months, even over a year. I never noticed the light 
falter in any way after that. My mind was completely at ease. A false sense of comfort hid me 
from all other problems. I never bothered to do a careful inspection, but I wish I had. I didn’t 
even notice the absence of any caretakers inside. Everything looked good, so I assumed it was 
simply being cared for in my absence. After all, anything this beautiful has to be well taken 
care of, so my visits continued.

 I enjoyed my time there in the months to come, and this day was just like any other. 
I was nestled inside looking at all the wonderful things, when I noticed my vision flickering. 
However, on closer inspection, it was the light. I blinked twice, and suddenly, it was all fine. 
Slightly perturbed, I decided to leave in case they needed to do maintenance. I walked out of 
the door and into the street while listening for the familiar click of the door closing behind 
me. What I heard when the door clicked was far more than I ever expected. I heard the scrap 
of a lock, and then the light surrounding me was gone with the sound of shattering glass 
reverberating around me. The world was now cold and empty. Something was wrong, but I 
couldn’t get in anymore. All my efforts to peer into the window were in vain. Everything inside 
was dark, and there was nothing to give an inkling as to what happened. When I left that day, 
I couldn’t shake the fear that hung over me.
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 In the week to follow, I would walk past and see the light, but the door was never unlocked. 
Finally, I was allowed to come in again. I walked in with a new goal. Everything surrounding me 
told me to relax again, to once again bask in the warmth and peace, but I refused. I hesitantly 
approached the light to get a closer look. It appeared normal; it still glowed just as bright. How-
ever, the sound of shattering glass still echoed in my mind, so I walked around looking ever closer 
until I saw a crack. It was so small. I reached out and just barely grazed it. The light shone brighter 
in my eyes, almost like it wanted to blind me. I lost the small crack only for a moment, and in my 
efforts to find it again I lightly bumped the glass. It didn’t move, it didn’t even tip, and just for a 
moment everything was still and quiet. 

 Life was frozen in time, but in an instant, the glass fragmented. It fell down in shards, 
but the glass wasn’t breaking for the first time. Every crack and shard was falling from a delicate 
balance. I hadn’t been able to see the lines before with them being so cleverly hidden within the 
light’s rays. The very light that was now pouring out and dissipating with every piece of glass that 
fell. All that was left were the broken shards scattered around my feet. I looked up slowly from the 
wreck and was caught spellbound by a different sight. The store that once was immaculate was a 
mess. The china was chipped and shattered, the books were frayed and worn, and the counter was 
cluttered with papers and objects. 

 This place, so full of beautiful antiques, now looked burdened with the past they carried. I 
looked back to the place where the light once stood, and now shimmering there was a dark mist 
that radiated a very different aura. There was an emptiness in its glow. A pain that had long grown 
dull over time. The mist didn’t hurt anything, but it looked ever so comfortable in the disarray of 
things. Almost like it didn’t have the motivation to change it even if it could. 

 The light was out, but now I could truly see. The china showed constant abuse, something 
so beautiful that the owner couldn’t see the beauty in. The books were well read with stories that 
would please any reader, but between the headlines you could see the pain on the tear-stained 
pages. The counter itself showed the wear of carrying weight, and the papers and objects on top 
burdened it with responsibilities and tasks it could never complete. With this revelation, I realized 
I was treading on fragile ground. Everything around me wavered at the point of destruction, but it 
could still be restored. I could only do so much with my limited knowledge about these objects. I 
had to hope that whoever owned this place would take care of what was here, rather than putting 
its energy into its light for others. 

I have trampled on this ground without concern for far too long, so I will seek to do something 
for them instead. I will enter this battle, even if they don’t have the strength to join themselves, for 
this place is precious with every memory and treasure it holds.
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A Whale of a Time By John Pearson 

 The salty ocean air swept across my face when I strolled on the dirty white dock in Seward. 
Melodies of bells on the docks and voices surrounded me. Local fishermen tied down their sailboats 
with frayed rope and flaunted their largest catch of the day, which was a 380-pound halibut. Rows 
upon rows of docks protruded from the shoreline, making up the central hot spot for a multitude 
of sailboats and fishing dinghies. A small-scale cruise liner floated in the water before me. It was 
meant for taking tourists, such as myself, on sight-seeing excursions in the Kenai Fjords to show the 
beautiful Alaskan landscapes and wildlife. I had heard good things about this specific tour and how 
likely I was to see a whale, but I’d gone whale watching since I was very young and never managed 
to see one. I made my way up a ramp and followed the edge of the boat to the bow. As my hand 
skimmed the cold, wet rail, I was overjoyed yet nervous to know that I was merely in the same body 
of water as such magnificent marine mammals.

 A rumble came to my feet and through my body as the engine revved up. The boat started to 
back out of the confined dock, and everyone on the bow faced an abrupt shift with its initial jerk. I 
regained my balance by grasping the boat’s cool metal railing which made me wish that I brought 
gloves. The liner maneuvered its way through the maze of docks with unexpected ease, dodging 
incoming vessels by what seemed to be a couple of feet. Seward was on the very tip of an inlet that 

Photo by John Pearson
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lead to the Pacific, and in no time we were headed south toward the vastness of the ocean. To the 
east and west great mountain ranges lined both sides of the inlet. The densely forested mountains 
had gradually less brush going upwards. White snowcaps contrasted with the charcoal blackness of 
the summits, and occasionally glaciers would blanket their bases. 

 Just before the end of the inlet, the liner took a right-hand turn into the Cove of Spires, 
where tall rocky islands jutted out from the teal ocean water. Chartreuse green moss and dark 
pine trees crowned each rugged protrusion, and tufted puffins along with other various Alaskan 
seabirds inhabited small cavities in the rock. Still, all of these amazing sights could not fulfill my 
lifelong dream to see a whale. Everyone on the front deck had their phones out taking videos 
and pictures of all of the sights above the water level; I found myself looking out towards the 
boundless water in hopes to see what I knew was underwater.

Salty ocean air filled my lungs as I sighed, at this point accepting the fact that I probably 
wouldn’t see anything. Leaning over the metal rail, I looked down at the loud crashing of 
white water against the side of the boat that released a constant and cold mist that gave me 
goosebumps. The muffled voice of the tour guide was speaking on the boat’s intercom, but I wasn’t 
fully listening. Throughout all of the babbling of the tour guide I heard the word “humpback,” and 
everyone rushed towards me on the bow of the boat. 

I heard the indistinct chatter of everyone around me, and from what I heard it sounded like 
the whale was apparently on my side of the boat. Immediately looking out to the ocean, I was 
fooled by so many small white caps and waves. I then noticed a sudden shadow in the water about 
50 feet away from me. I couldn’t believe what I saw next. Everyone on the boat, including myself, 
was greeted with a loud blast of mist from the whale’s blowhole. The smooth black surface of this 
gentle giant reflected the sunlight as it swam in our presence. I almost didn’t grab my phone to 
take a video, but I knew I would regret not getting proof of this moment that I waited 17 years for. 

I couldn’t help but smile to see one of God’s coolest creations up close like this. Once 
surfaced, the whale stayed above the water level for about one glorious minute (which went by 
way too fast!). The humpback whale slowly started to curve its back, so I had to savor these last 
significant seconds. Sure enough, its fluke waved me goodbye as the deep blue ocean buried it 
back into the depths.  
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String By Maggie Maixner 

 At the beginning of every puppet’s life, they are given a single set of strings 
that cannot be replaced or removed. Each puppet’s personal strings go through the 
wear and tear of life and make up the foundation of their actions. There are a total of 
five strings with names based on specific attributes, for the puppet is only as good as 
the strings guiding it.

 The starting length of twine is determined by their parents. For one little 
puppet, she was blessed to receive strong strings. Her childhood was sprinkled with 
happy memories and graceful movements. She had struggles along the way, but 
nothing her strings couldn’t withstand. She lived in bliss trying to help other puppets 
with her right hand’s string of kindness. Everywhere she went there were examples of 
her acts. However, there were those who wanted nothing to do with her love. 

 It did not put a stop to the strong network growing around her. She had a 
plethora of puppets in different life stages walking through life with her. She learned 
under those older than her and worked well with those among her peers. She felt safe 
in their presence. She extended her left hand’s string of trust, and although not always 
reciprocated as strongly, she had people around her who made her feel loved.

 As she got older, life began to grow harder. Responsibilities began to pile 
on, and problems became more difficult. With her left foot’s string of strength, she 
managed to pull through successfully despite everything. She was surrounded by 
success and had a promising future ahead of her. She also found relief in sharing 
those responsibilities with her trusted allies. She was doing well, but hadn’t achieved 
enough.

 Even with her success, there were many things that felt out of her reach. 
She had to wait for the success of her long term goals with her right foot’s string of 
patience. They were all achievable with time, and she worked towards them slowly. 
Life wasn’t perfect yet, but she was going to get there. Even as the goal would bob in 
and out of view, she was sure she could make it. Life would have to change drastically 
for her to fail.

 Throughout everything, this little puppet tried her best to maintain the most 
important string of all. This string was attached to her head and was the very core of 
her movements. It was known as humility. Throughout her success, she did her best 
to keep this in mind. She didn’t claim to be the best, despite every goal she met and 
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accomplishment she achieved. Loved by all around her, she tried her best to not grow 
proud. However, there were moments when she couldn’t help but imagine it to be true. 
She was the best.

 This desire for perfection led her to ignore many things. She blocked out the idea 
that there could be insurmountable issues. Every burden was her own to conquer, and she 
clung to toxic friendships just to take their pain. As her movements became more painful, 
she denied it. She continued to pour out kindness, but grew weary of those who abused 
it for their gain. She began to withdraw her trust from everyone in an effort to preserve 
herself. She grew weary with no one to lean upon and lost strength. In the end, all of 
those problems and emotions left her lacking the patience to deal with the life that she 
so loved. 

 Insecurity set in as everything she thought was right turned out to be lies. She 
wasn’t talented, she wasn’t loved, and she wasn’t strong enough to support the world 
around her. Everything she prided herself on came crashing down around her. The very 
thing she tried to protect, her humility, turned out to be the biggest lie of all. She needed 
to be the best, she needed to push herself farther, and she had to be loved by those 
around her at any cost.

 No matter what, she couldn’t attain perfection. It wasn’t for lack of trying, but for 
lack of string. She couldn’t move anymore; damaged by the toxic world she had tried so 
hard to maintain. Each string was frayed and broken; a mere fraction of the length it had 
been. The only thing she could do was survive. Her life was in tatters, and she didn’t know 
how to fix it. They say time heals all wounds, but it has already hurt for so long.  All I wish 
for is to dance once again as when I was a child.
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Every Wave
By Aura Petrick

In every wave 
you can hear the breath 
of God’s promise, I am here
The tide comes in 
and the currents pull 
God says “I am in control
The power of the sea is mine alone 
to raise or fall the waters.
Long long ago when the world was young I 
opened up the sky above.
Then I washed the wicked world for the sin 
I saw in the eyes of men.
Forty days and forty nights the storm raged 
Until the mounts were below
The waters stilled and the flood came down. 
The world was made new.
In every wave this is my promise to you.”
For your sin you must die 
lest wrath of God be satisfied,
In perfect death of Jesus Christ who delivers you. 
Remove the sin from your eye and let God be glorified. 
Plunge beneath His Holy flood Ghost Father Son the three in one. 
In Christ you are made new.
With every wave this is His promise to you.
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Prayer
Poem for Two Voices

By Aura Petrick

You died on the 
cross for me You wake me 

from my slumber

Give me this day

My sin was heavy 
you paid the price 4.75 for my life 

line on ice

Give me hope for tomorrow

I need you to 
change me to 
be more like you

I need you to 
keep me sane

Help me live a better 
life I pray these things 

For Coffee 
Sake

In Jesus 
Name 
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Forged form Chaos By Deacon Bock 
Story Excerpt

 
 Loaktin listened to the dwarvish oarsmen rhythmically chanting an ancient dwarvish 
song. They emphasized each first word with each stroke of the oars, followed by the rest 
of the line while resetting the oars. This rowing song was a plea to the stars to bring them 
home. They then finished the plea with four chanted words, each with emphasis, before 
resetting for the next set of strokes. The rhythm of the chanting was slightly out of sync with 
the beating of the waves under the boat’s keel, but this didn’t seem to bother the crew as 
they set to their song and their work.

Loaktin Eshtiarabik was a dwarf who lived in the kingdom of Lobridium. That night he felt 
a sense of anticipation as he gazed across the glassy water of his home harbor at Braktas, 
and he swayed in time with the waves. 

Today was a significant day in astronomy; the Iron Star, Aranora, was going to come 
into glorious view that night. Aranora was said to be the brightest star in the sky, ruler of 
all others. This star was usually visible, shining a blue-gray; however, this one night marked 
an event which only happened once every century. Aranora would flare up into a brilliant 
reddish blue. Astronomers debated why the star would do such a thing, but it had been well 
documented in dwarvish lore, and it happened with regularity. 

It was a great day to witness such an event; the silky black sky was devoid of any clouds. 
The dark expanse cloaked the celestial canopy, giving optimal contrast to the multitude 
of little pinpricks of light shining out from it. These stars gave the darkness a purpose, 
highlighting their beautiful presence within the heavenly expanse. 

Loaktin’s thoughts on the heavens were interrupted by the pilot of the vessel, an old, 
stout dwarf with a trim silver beard. 

“Eshtiarabik, have you lived up to your name yet? Find any stars up there?” 

Loaktin was used to this kind of teasing; his fellow dwarves often made fun of him for 
the meaning of his name. My parents were a little too on the nose with my name Eshtiarabik, 
“star finder,” he thought to himself wryly, shaking his head. What an odd name. 

As their dwarvish chanting continued, Loaktin tossed a small pebble into the harbor. 
It was enveloped by the waves, swallowed whole with a quiet thwop. Loaktin was in a 
particularly philosophical mood that day, and began to speculate, “Some translate chaos 
into the word waters because water opens its jaws and consumes those who fall into 
its mouth. We can consume water in small doses and retain our identity; however, if it 

Eshtia, Narth Erak Ra 
Lakdia, Dant Nu Brak 
Borgia, Ra Nu Krood  
Nokia, Borgia, Mordia, Dia 
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consumes us, we become part of it. There is joy and wonder in observing it, but once you’re 
truly inside of it, it is no longer a thing of beauty. It is a thing to fear and flee.”

 Loaktin smirked at his own wit before a voice broke into his thoughts, “Don’t tell me 
you’re lost again.” 

This quip once again came from the captain, who was waving his hand in front of 
Loaktin’s face and invoking the meaning of his first name. “Hey mister ‘lost wanderer,’ what 
are you looking at?”

 Loaktin turned slowly from the inky black waves lapping below him. Looking the old 
dwarf in the face again he responded, “I’ll never wander too far as long as I can find the stars. 
They’ll guide me.” 

Loaktin had an uncommon name; he knew that. His parents were extremely religious, and 
they sought to impart meaning to his life by his name. The lost wanderer was taught from a 
very young age to look to the celestial bodies to guide him in life. This upbringing brought 
him to a career in the priesthood here in Braktas. 

 The captain snorted as he turned his attention back towards the harbor; the boat 
was now slipping into the calmer waters of the port. Loaktin was returning from a trip to 
the capital of Lobridium, Crolis, where he had been speaking at the university there. He was 
coming back on this very special night to join his fellow priests in celebration and witness the 
flaring of the star Aranora Lobri. Scanning the night, he located the star of interest; it wasn’t 
difficult to find, as the blue star contrasted with every other star in the sky. Aranora Lobri had 
special significance to the dwarves of Lobridium, the dwarven kingdom on the continent of 
the Westerlunds. Lobri meant brightness, and purity was part of their identity. Their ancestors 
named Aranora Lobri millenia ago, before coming over the sea to the land of Lobridium; 
however, when they saw the sites of the future quarries with their shiny white stone, they had 
to use the name of the respected star. 

 The boat was still a few minutes from the dock, so Loaktin continued to gaze 
heavenward. He found another heavenly body, Sariffa Trovg. The opposite of Lobri, Trovg 
meant pitch black. No shine, no sparkle - this was a spot of death. The rest of the shimmering 
sky seemed to shun the solid circle of silenced color. That was Sariffa. Legend had it that 
he was a fallen star. Instead of shedding light, he stole it from those around him. That theft 
created the dark spot in the canopy of the universe that could be noticed by the naked eye. 
Tonight it appeared as if Sariffa moved to steal from Aranora. This wasn’t actually uncommon; 
it seemed the two celestials moved freely along the heavens.

Priests of Lobridium referenced the two celestial titans as being the embodiments of 
order and chaos. The two cosmic forces vying for control over the world: order looks to light, 
to create; chaos looks to destroy and is incapable of creation, only corruption. 
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Loaktin’s mind landed on the ideas of corruption and chaos, and they brought troubling 
thoughts with them. Recently, zealots had been appearing all over Lobridium, proclaiming that 
freedom came from within chaos. Proponents of this philosophy called themselves “Followers 
of the Golden Ascension.” This name came from a piece of literature which had become 
popular in poor communities. This philosophy attempted to throw away centuries of tradition 
and structure. In its place, the Ascension pushed its followers to embrace their true self, their 
impulse; only by giving in and embracing their basest instincts would they ascend to the next 
level of being. The poor who lacked access to fulfilling their desires looked for ways to justify 
their actions, and latched onto the philosophy. 

The boat began to lose momentum as the old captain expertly guided the vessel parallel to 
the long wooden dock. With a soft bump, the boat came to rest. Not even waiting for the craft 
to be lashed, Loaktin stepped quickly off and strode down the wharf towards the shore. It was 
dark, but darkness didn’t bother dwarves, whose eyes adjusted easily to low light. 

Suddenly, a flash of fiery light ahead overwhelmed his dark vision and made him turn his 
head away. A wave of sound crashed over his ears, further disorienting him and causing him to 
stumble backwards a few steps. He looked up: fire, lots of fire! Loaktin’s instinct to help took 
over, and he sprinted towards the building which had just erupted into flame. 

“No, no, not the school!” he cried as he rounded a corner, and the burning building came 
into view. The engulfed building was rapidly losing its structural integrity. He heard a scream. 
Looking up, he witnessed a young dwarf throwing himself off of the roof of the burning school. 
Before he could react, the act had been completed, and the young dwarf’s body crashed to the 
ground, and blood stained the street. Loaktin was in shock. Where is everyone else? 

Almost as if in answer, he heard a haunting chant, “Bria eshtia nuk ra.” Somewhere, 
someone was calling out to summon the star of chaos. Loaktin moved to the body of the 
student, crumpled and broken. His hands were trembling with rage and sorrow, but there was 
nothing to do here. The chanting was growing louder, so he took off in the other direction; as he 
went, he hastily flipped up the hood of his dark cloak and tried to keep to the shadows. 

He ran along the street and started to see splatters of blood and more bodies along his 
path, the gore creating a horrifying contrast with the polished white stone streets. He looked 
up. The stars were no longer visible; instead, thick smoke filled the air, creating a hellish scene. 
The fire reflecting in the blood on the ground shimmered grotesquely, and the smoke trapped 
the fire light in the city, making it menacingly bright and leaving few shadows to hide in. 

The orange-yellow light shone around Loaktin as he pushed up the street. The smoke was 
making it hard to breathe and visibility was getting poor, but Loaktin knew where he was going. 

 “The temple, I’ve got to make it to the temple,” he gasped. Then, up ahead a tall 
structure materialized out of the smoke and flying ash, the gleaming domed roof of the temple. 
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The white stone building loomed, an imposing building-sculpture of dwarven culture, a monument 
to their values. The dwarves for untold generations had stood for tradition, truth, family, and order. 
Those virtues had been drilled into him as a child, and they were what he taught countless others as 
a priest. As he got closer, he saw that the temple had been desecrated. Many words had been painted 
in blood along the side: slander against the priests, “new laws,” and obscenities were all smeared 
crimson along the large white wall stones. 

Loaktin slowed down and approached the temple carefully. Silently sneaking towards the temple, 
Loaktin made his way to a window. Peaking in, he witnessed more of the ravages of the chaos which 
had been unleashed on the city of Braktas. Rubble from the destruction was strewn about on the 
floor. He saw working tables flipped and lying on shattered glass and pottery; pieces of the broken 
altars covered the ground. 

Turning in place at the window, Loaktin focused all of his senses on his surroundings. There 
were cries coming from the city, and flames shooting skyward from the school as well as many other 
buildings. Compared to the chaos of the city, the damaged temple was oddly still and silent. 

He pulled himself through the broken window, being mindful of broken glass and trying to stay 
quiet so as not to disturb the silence he was intruding on. Dust hung in the air, lit up by the firelight 
coming through all the shattered windows. Somewhere in the surmounting silence that surrounded 
him, he heard the soft sound of sobbing. It was coming from a back room, the sacristy, where only 
priests were allowed. He moved quickly and efficiently through the debris to get to the holy room. 
He reached it, but it was no longer holy; it had clearly been debased. The chaos had claimed another 
victim of holy order and purpose. The dust of destruction hung in this room too. Illumination spilled 
in from the sanctuary, creating an eerie silver light. 

Scanning the space, he sought the person who had successfully secured his attention. His eyes 
landed squarely on a sorrowful sight; someone was sprawled and bleeding heavily in the sacristy. 
Loaktin sprinted up to the victim and saw next to him a large, jagged shard of shattered stained glass. 
The pure white glass was marked impure by the presence of the blood which coated it.

He recognized the bloodied dwarf as Kimak Lormat; he was a young painter, native to Braktas. 
On the dwarf’s shoulder was a large mark, an evil sigil, which had been carved into his flesh. It was 
a small circle, with three lines coming out from it in different directions, much like a shiny star - a 
bloody, shiny star. The mark seemed to be his primary wound and the source of a majority of his 
bleeding, though there were minor gashes here and there on his body. Loaktin propped Kimak against 
the wall, tearing the younger dwarf’s bloody shirt as he attempted to bandage the shoulder wound. 
Kimak’s head rolled to look at Loaktin; his eyes were heavily bloodshot, and tears left trails on his 
dirty cheeks. 

Kimak spoke in a harsh whisper, his voice cracking as he did, “I gave all I had…  
(This is an excerpt from a longer work.)
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The Challange By Josh O’Leary  

The sky was a light grey, swirls of clouds rolling in waves obscuring the deep blue beyond. 
The world was painted ashy and white. The snow was white and icy, the path to the bridge 
trampled down by cross-country skiers and hikers. Pine trees covered with snow dotted the 
forest, which was mainly populated with lifeless poles of wood jutting out of the ground  
reaching for the silver clouds above. I wondered when they would come back to life again-  
April, May?  

The world seemed dead around my group of friends and me, but inside, we were more  
alive than we had been all winter. Adrenaline flooded our systems, and our hearts raced in  
anticipation. Our frozen breaths blowing in our faces, we continued to walk the trail through 
the woods until we arrived at the bridge. Our shoes already filling with snow, we stumbled 
and crunched our way down to the river’s edge. The snow in my boots stung my toes and sent 
shivers down my spine, and I looked at my friends, who were wide-eyed in anticipation and  
apprehension.  

The river flowed slowly, cold and deadly, ready to freeze anybody who would dare to take 
a swim. The world seemed still, except for the chirping of a few small birds that fluttered above 
us, yelling for us to yield. But we weren’t going to give up that easily. 

We had begun following the teachings of a man deemed “The Iceman.”  He had climbed  
Mount Everest shirtless, swam a mile in the Arctic Ocean without a wetsuit, and sat in a tub of  
ice for hours. With his techniques and training, we felt confident we could last ten minutes in 
the water as we began to strip to our underwear. First the shirt, the biting cold hitting my ex-
posed, pale skin. Then the shoes, socks, and pants. We laughed nervously as our feet began to 
sting more intensely from the wet snow between our toes.  

Then, we walked, tiptoed even, off the edge of the ice and splashed into the freezing cold,  
dark water of the Mississippi River. The icy rocks slipped around my feet, and I almost fell on  
my back as I sucked in a deep breath of shock. My mind screamed for me to sprint out of the 
water, to assure my safety, but another voice in my mind reassured that I would be fine. Sucking  
in air, my nostrils and throat freezing, I sat down up to my neck. My body exploded in tingles  
and sharp stabs of pain, eventually morphing into one constant drone of pain, like a million  
needles were digging in and out of my skin.  

A song played from the bright blue speaker sitting on the shore, and I focused on the  
repeating beat and booming voices as my body shook. One minute, two, three. The sound of 
the drum beat comforted me as I closed my eyes and focused on it, blocking out the world 
around me. Bum, Budum, Bum Bum.  
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The pain, the flowing of the water around me, and the beat became the only things 
that existed in reality. The icy water flowing through my toes, hands, legs, around my arms. 
The pain began to fade, and I sang the song out loud and strong. My mind felt isolated, like 
nothing else  was around me, the rest of the world disappearing.  

I opened my eyes, and the brightness of the sun reflecting off the snow blinded me. The  
sun had peaked through the clouds, shining down on me and my friends. Four of the five 
were on the shore, wrapped in blankets, heavy goose-down jackets, and towels. I looked to 
my right, and saw my friend sitting near one of the bridge posts, eyes still closed, a look of 
complete resignation on his face. We had overcome the challenge. 

As I stood up, my legs felt weak, as if they were about to give out. The world seemed  
more colorful, brighter. It may have been just my head, but I felt more positive, as if I had  
truly conquered winter itself. Maybe I had, maybe I hadn’t. But I knew one thing for certain:  
In that moment, I felt invincible. 

Goodness surrounds me
By Anna Erickson

Goodness surrounds me like the smile of a rosy cheeked child.
Goodness surrounds me like a delightful chat at midnight.
Goodness surrounds me like twelve potted plants on my windowsill.
Goodness surrounds me like the best grade I ever received on an exam.
Goodness surrounds me like the memory of a cheerful pup when I come home.
Goodness surrounds me like the sobs that come after hugging my mother.
Goodness has surrounded me, overtaken me, and overwhelmed me. 
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Cadere ad Vitam
By Deacon Bock

Destruction, O man 
Observe the omen 
Death sits on the throne 

God came to dethrone 
Death is in any body 
God comes to anybody 
Salvation, a man 
Preserve all, amen

“O, My Child”
By Deacon Bock
(vaguely based on Psalms 4, and Matthew) 

O, my child, my child, why do you run? 
Why seek truth where there is none 
The faithful are set aside for the sun 
Turn back, turn back, evil thou shun 

O, my child, my child, what do you seek? 
The kingdom is inherited by the meek 
Ignore this wisdom, your future is bleak 
Listen then, listen then, hear the Lord speak
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