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“Joy is what we steel our lives 
in to be true Christ followers, 

no matter the circumstances or 
trials. Joy for me is minutiae in the 
ordinary coupled with gratitude.”

— Sheila Webster, President

“   To rejoice is actually a command in the Scriptures. 
How can we rejoice when life is hard? We don’t deny 

sufferings nor do we rejoice in the sufferings themselves; 
we rejoice in our Lord, who suffered and triumphed on 
our behalf. As we fix our eyes on Him, He changes our 
perspective from despair to joy.”

— Colleen McCubbin, Vice President

“Joy is a choice we can make each day, no matter what our circumstances. 
If Paul could rejoice in prison, certainly I can rejoice today as I focus on God 

and the many blessings He has given me.”

— Ruth L. Snyder, Administrative Assistant

“I believe God leaves 
little gifts of joy for 

us throughout our day. 
We only have to look 
for them.”

— Joy Bailey,  
Director at Large

“Joy only 
comes when 

we walk with God 
through life’s 
struggles. The 
more troubles 
we endure with 
Him, the more joy 
is ours to grasp. 
(A little less joy, 
please God.)”

— Marnie Pohlmann, 
Treasurer

Joy
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I was recently talking to Alan Anderson in 
BC about writing and prayer. After our 

short conversation, I added to my favourite 
quote on prayer.

E.M. Bounds said, “Don’t pray for the work, 
prayer is the work.” 

I believe, after prayer, the only thing necessary is obedience. 
That is always the basis and axis of any position or venture I 
take.

I am honoured and humbled to serve InScribe in a way I 
haven’t before, as president. Hopefully I can achieve some new 
things for InScribers and sustain the good things handed down 
to me from a long line of excellent past presidents and execu-
tive members.

In the next while, we will increase prayer coverage over our 
members and what God has laid on their hearts and equipped 
them to write. Whether those words come out in encourage-
ment notes, poems, essays, sermons, articles, books, or films.

Thanks to the push of the world challenges, we have been 
forced to connect more in virtual ways, but we meet and edu-
cate, encourage and inspire one another.

Let’s work together to decrease anxiety, low confidence, and 
fear in our individual and collective calling. Let’s communicate 
with one another on a regular basis to increase our ability to 
thrive in this new reality.

I have come to listen, to serve, and to help equip. Reach out to-
day and let me know how we can join with you in your calling.

Another year is drawing to a close. For 
many of us, the last couple of years have 

brought us face to face with challenges we 
never imagined we’d face. 

As writers, we are in a unique position to pro-
cess these challenges by pouring out our heart 

onto paper. Many of us have done so. Still others felt as if they 
couldn’t string together a coherent sentence. Understandable!

Yet, in the midst of limitations, lockdowns—and well, life—we 
have discovered reasons to rejoice. In fact, at times, God has  
graciously filled us with Overflowing Joy, the theme of this  
quarter’s issue.

We’ve discovered reasons to smile—and even reasons to laugh. 
But, far more importantly, we’ve discovered that God remains 
faithful in the darkest, most trying days. And we can rest as-
sured that he hasn’t been surprised by anything that has come 
our way.

In this issue, long-time friend of InScribe Christian Writers’ 
Fellowship, humourist and author Phil Callaway shares with us 
“Where Joy Grows Best.”

Also included, ICWF Fall Contest 2021 First Place Winners:
Joy Bailey – “First of All, Don’t Panic” (Children’s Fiction) 
Tandy Balson – “Our Bathtub Guest” (Creative Nonfiction)
Kathryn Tatsu – “The Clock” (Poetry)
Betty Taylor – “Just Pray About It I Guess” (Devotional)

We trust these pieces and the others included in the following 
pages will bring a smile to your face and joy to your heart— 
maybe even overflowing joy.

“Praise be to the Lord, for he has heard my cry for mercy. 
The Lord is my strength and my shield; my heart trusts in him, 
and he helps me. My heart leaps for joy, and with my song I 
praise him” (Psalm 28:6-7 NIV).

From the Ed itor President's Column

Sheila Webster 
Author, speaker, documentary producer, and mom. Sheila is 
passionate about identity and purpose, living out our callings, 
and people development.
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Local Writing GroupsICWF Contact List

If you are interested in sharing your talents with ICWF,  
please contact a member of the executive.
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Writing Groups
Vickie Stam
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Editorial Team

FellowScript Editor in Chief:
Steph Beth Nickel
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Columns Editor:
Carol Harrison
E: fscolumns@inscribe.org

Layout Editor:
Janelle Baldwin
E: fslayout@inscribe.org

Poetry Editor:
Carol MacKay

Provincial Representatives

Alberta: 
Carol Schafer, Athabasca, AB   
E: schaferc@telus.net

Saskatchewan: 
Janice Dick, Guernsey, SK  
P: 306-365-4742 
E: janice@janicedick.com

Manitoba:
Pat Gerbrandt, Steinbach, MB 
E: patgerbrandt@gmail.com
Ontario: 
Glynis Belec, Drayton, ON 
E: writer@glynisbelec.com
Quebec: 
Ann-Margret Hovsepian, 
Montreal, QC 
E: ann@annhovsepian.com
Maritimes:
Sally Meadows 
srmeadows@sasktel.net

BRITISH COLUMBIA
Abbotsford 
Fraser Valley Christian Writers  
Helena Weltz 
helenahw@gmail.com

Mission
Alan Anderson
caledomiaspirit@gmail.com

Taylor 
Peace Region Writers’ Group 
Marnie Pohlmann 
marniepohlmann@gmail.com

Tumbler Ridge
Ridge Writers, Tracy Krauss
tracy.krauss@gmail.com

ALBERTA
Airdrie & Area Writers 
Tandy Balson 
timewithtandy@shaw.ca

Barrhead 
Women Word Weavers  
Sharon Espeseth 
sewrites@telus.net

Bonnyville
Lakeland Christian Writers
Ruth L. Snyder
RuthLSnyder@me.com

Calgary 
South Calgary Writers  
Nicola Cameron   
frankenseeh@yahoo.com

West Calgary Writers  
Sandi Somers 
sksomers@shaw.ca

Edmonton 
Writers’ Café 
Joy Bailey 
joyousmi@hotmail.com

Fort McMurray 
YMM Story Crafters  
Dorothy Bentley
editor.bentley@gmail.com

Red Deer
ICWF Red Deer Chapter 
Marian Warkentin 
wark@shaw.ca

SASKATCHEWAN
Regina
Maryann Ward
thisnewlifemaward@gmail.com

MANITOBA
Winnipeg 
Manitoba Christian 
Writers Association 
Pat Gerbrandt & Frieda Martens    
friedamartens1910@shaw.ca

ONTARIO
Bond Head 
The Writers’ Nest 
Belinda Burston   
burstonp@rogers.com

Burlington 
ICWF Burlington Chapter 
Nikki Rosen   
blueheron123@sympatico.ca

Kitchener 
Out of  this World Writers
Susan Barclay  
writeon.sue@gmail.com

London 
Ready Writers 
Ruth Smith Meyers   
smithmeyerbooks@shaw.ca

NOVA SCOTIA
Halifax 
Metro Christian Writers
Janet Sketchley
janet@janetsketchley.ca

NOTE: Local Writing Groups are 
under the care of their own leaders 
and not the ICWF organization or 
its executive. To start a new group or 
to sponsor an event for your group, 
please contact the Writing Groups 
Coordinator:  Vickie Stam at 
vickiestam49@gmail.com
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Joy? Real Joy?
By Reno Ruth Anderson

I have struggled with insomnia over the 
last few months; well, years, truthfully. 

I tried everything, warm milk, no caffeine 
after lunch, no screens after 8 pm, and 
heavy blankets, light blankets and every-
thing in between. Not much helped for 
more than a night or two. 
What do you do when you can’t sleep? 
Sometimes I just laid there and ran 
through lists of what I needed to do the 
next week, or I prayed for my family – 
with seven grands, it takes a while. Or I 
imagined that I was able to do some of the 
things that I have missed doing in recent 
months. Usually, I managed to get some 
shut-eye by 3 or 5 am.
Jesus tells us in the gospel of John that 
in this world, we “will have trouble.” This 
world is full of crazy stuff. New restric-
tions, new provincial variants, Christian 
believers divided over events in the news, 
over whether they want to wear a mask to 
church, whether or not to get vaccinated, 
what to do if you get the delta variant, and 
asking if we are able to believe anything 
we hear on the news. 
I was made non-essential at my day job at 
the beginning of the Covid19 pandemic, 
so now I am free to write full-time. I 
even had to wait a year and a half to see 
my daughter and her family who live in 
a different province. I know you are all 
experiencing similar things. Sometimes 
that all kept me up at night. 
But Jesus also tells us if we listen to what 
he has already told us that we will have 
peace. John 16:33 says, “I have told you 
these things, so that in me you may have 
peace.” He continues, “In this world you 
will have trouble. But take heart! I have 
overcome the world.” 
Even on those few occasions when I liter-
ally stayed awake all night without one 
wink of sleep, I was always very glad when 
the sun rose in the sky. A new day, a fresh 
start, even when I am exhausted. The sun 
comes up, I can shower, get dressed, ask 

God what He expects of me that day. And 
do it with an attitude I chose because of 
who God is. 
I always remember Psalm 30:5. “Weeping 
may endure for a night, but joy comes in 
the morning.” In spite of whatever hap-
pens on that next new day, we can know 
that our great Saviour has overcome the 
world. OVERCOME the world. That’s 
HUGE. He has overcome the pandemic, 
he has overcome the bills we have to pay, 
the wandering husband, the ungrateful 
grandkids, the election results, the lack 
of paying work, the deadline to a contest 
or writing assignment, the lack of recon-
ciliation between races, the friend who 
snubbed us, the friend who has Covid, the 
car that needs new tires, the diagnosis of 
cancer or heart attack, the relatives you 
don’t speak to, the sullen teenager that 
talks back, and even a nuclear war. 

HE HAS OVERCOME THE WORLD. 
Weeping endures for a night, but joy 
comes in the morning. Joy is a choice; it 
is not a superficial response to a tv show, 
a flower or a cute kitten, but rather a deep 
underlying spiritual state which recog-

nizes in spite of everything that is going 
on around us, we have peace in our hearts 
and our minds and our souls because we 
have a Saviour that is ALIVE. TAKE 
HEART! Jesus does not want us to stay in 
a state of anxious weeping and distraught 
sadness. He wants us to understand while 
this world is broken, His peace is not. The 
weeping can stop. He is here with us, and 
alone that can give us peace and joy. 
Deep in your soul JOY. When I remember 
that, I can always rest in peace. Sleeping 
for a full eight hours. Resting of the pres-
ence of Jesus. †

"Reno" Ruth Doell 
Anderson has written 
Caverns of the Heart, 
Flight Patterns, Food 
from Mama's Table, 
Bible studies Fierce, 
and Moxie, as well as 
co-authoring She is Not 

Different. She currently lives in Delisle, 
SK, where her husband, The Faster Pastor 
serves. She loves to travel and find new 
ways to cook Italian food. A former English 
prof and newspaper editor, she retired as a 
Chaplain last year and is writing full-time.

Devotional
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What a privilege it 
has been to serve 

this caring community 
of Canadian Christian 
writers. As you probably 
know, I stepped down 
from the presidency at 

the AGM in October, but I’ll still be hang-
ing around as a member for a long time to 
come—Lord willing!
I truly love this organization and have 
gained so much more than I have been able 
to give since joining in 2010. I agreed to 
volunteer as Writing Groups Coordinator 
back in 2012, and it continued from there 
until I found myself at the helm—a job 
for which I did not always feel equipped 
or qualified. Yet, God was always faithful, 
especially in sending just the right people 
to come alongside. It was a joy to serve, but 
health concerns (and God’s still small voice) 
convinced me it was time to step aside and 
allow someone else to be blessed. 

I won’t lie and tell you there weren’t chal-
lenges, especially in the past year or so. The 
entire world was—and is—feeling fatigued, 
whether we want to admit it or not. Within 
our organization, changes to our operating 
systems, changes to our governance because 
we are now a society, and some techno-
logical issues resulted in some glitches and 
struggles, but we pressed on. Then there was 
the deep loss we all felt due to the death of 
Bobbi Junior, our long-time treasurer, orga-
nizational guru, cheerleader, and friend. All 
those spreadsheets she loved to create kept 
us in line! The executive missed her more 
than anyone could have imagined. 
Actually, I am very proud of the outgoing 
executive. We accomplished a lot, despite 
the difficulties. From our first ever virtual 
conference in 2020 to successful contests, 
a totally revamped website, some engaging 
workshops, a beautiful Easter anthology, the 
launch of a new—and hopefully, more effi-
cient—membership software, and so much 

more, 2021 was also a year of triumphs. I 
am so grateful for the dedicated volunteers 
who continue to make it all happen. 
Which brings me to my last point. InScribe 
needs your prayers. The executive needs 
your prayers. Individual members need your 
prayers. So much work goes on behind the 
scenes that many do not realize, and in or-
der to continue to make it happen, we need 
divine strength and willing workers. 
Thank you for allowing me to lead and 
serve. Thank you for your grace. May God 
continue to guide our organization’s steps in 
the future.

Tracy Krauss has more than thirty novels, 
books and stageplays in print. Her work 
strikes a chord with those looking for 
thought provoking romance with a twist of 
suspense and a touch of humor. It’s “fiction 
on the edge without crossing the line”. She 
currently lives in northern BC.

A Word from InScribe's Outgoing President
By Tracy Krauss

Sparkling Moments
By Joy Bailey

A skipping rope and a few 
clothespins were favou-

rite things when I was a child. 
I’d string the rope between 
two trees and hang my doll 
clothes on the line. I couldn’t 
tell you why it brought me 
such joy. Maybe it was the 
connection with my mom, as I 
watched her hang wash on the 
line; maybe it was the breeze 
fluttering colourful tea towels, 
or the sunlight shimmering 
through billowing white sheets. 
Whatever it was, that joy still 
sparkles every time I pin a few 
shirts to a clothesline. Even 
now, fifty years later.

Where does joy come from? Is 
it random? Is there any rhyme 

or reason to it? Or is it some-
thing to consciously look for?

As the world-wide pandemic 
grew ever larger, I found my 
focus honing ever smaller. Yes, 
case numbers were rising, but 
my tulips were singing, each 
velvety petal raised in praise 
to its Maker. Yes, humankind 
was erupting in anger and 

chaos, but the way the morning 
light played on my piano keys 
stopped me in my tracks.

I wasn’t in denial of the horrific 
stories in the news, but they 
needed to be counterbalanced 
lest I spiral down a hole of 
despair. So, I looked for those 
sparkling moments throughout 
the day, and when I looked for 
them, I was never disappointed.

The enchanting entanglement 
of oboe and violin in a Bach 
concerto, the cozy fragrance of 
turkey soup simmering on the 
stove, the smooth taste of  
chocolate. Each moment  
required me to be present. 

And in that presence, I found a 
comforting, life-giving Pres-
ence. After all, these moments 
were gifts from my loving Fa-
ther, and there was joy in find-
ing Him in them. Yes, His joy is 
even present on a clothesline. †

Joy Bailey is  
currently a 
Director-at-Large 
on Inscribe’s  
Executive Board 
and served as 
Contests Co-

ordinator 2021. As a gentle 
encourager, she fills her 
writing with warmth, whimsy, 
and wonder. She is married to 
The Cowboy, Mom to six, and 
Grandma Joy to five. Find her 
at scrapsofjoy.com.  
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Where JOY Grows Best
By Phil Callaway

Humour is a tricky business at the best 
of times. You scribble thoughts on 

bits of paper in some vain hope they’ll 
bring a laugh when you test them on a 
stage. Sometimes the audience snickers 
and sometimes they boo. For 28 years, I’ve 
made a living making people grin. And 
then COVID banged on the door. I was 
exhausted from a heavy speaking schedule. 
Stay home? Are you serious? Bring it on.
But a writer writes, and so, each morning 
at breakfast, I tried out new material on 
my longsuffering wife, Ramona. “Honey, 
you’ve always been there for me,” I said. 
“During the energy crisis of the ’70s, we 
met. During the recession of the ‘80s, we 
married. We weathered Y2K together. 
And the crash of 2008. And now, here we 
are hunkered down indoors, six feet apart, 
together. I may be wrong, but I think 
you’re bad luck.” Thankfully, she didn’t boo. 
She laughed. 
And, for a while, humour was easy to find. 
“One day we’ll tell our grandchildren 
about The Great Paper Shortage of 2020,” 
I said. “They won’t believe us. We’ll tell 
them how people completely lost their 
minds and began buying toilet paper like 
the virus had wiped out every tree on 
earth and our mothers said, ‘There will 
be no more paper for you. You must use 
leaves and tree bark and old Sears cata-
logues. Unless you run real fast and load 
up.’ That’s how we ended up in back alleys 
talking to criminals. ‘Hey man. Do you 
have a line on some TP? You do? How 
much? A hundred bucks? Sounds reason-
able to me. I’ll take eleven dozen. 

’ ‘Grandpa’s making stuff 
up again, Mom,’ the 
grandkids will say. ‘It’s 
time for his meds.’”  
As COVID dragged 
on, the world went 
crazier than a gro-

cery cart full of tod-
dlers. My normally 

good humour 
gave way to 
sarcasm, 

which sells but rarely soothes or sancti-
fies. “Thank goodness the government put 
away billions just for this,” I said. “Imagine 
if they didn’t have all that money saved up. 
I mean, what would have happened if they 
were in debt?”
Stay safe?
Soon 100 speaking engagements were 
cancelled and anxiety arrived—with a 
glass of whine and a side order of bitter-
ness. I even whined about hard butter. 
One night I said, “My electric toothbrush 
died, and now I have to move my arm.” 
When Ramona stopped laughing, she 
said, “We have so much to be grateful for. 
You start.” 
You couldn’t walk six steps without 
bumping into the slogan “Stay Safe.” So, 
I hand-crafted a plaque for our kitchen: 
“Stay thankful.” Radical gratitude began 
to characterize our conversations. “What 
are you thankful for?” “Food.” “My next 
breath.” “We still have toilet paper.”  
“FaceTime with grandkids.” “The chance 
to share God’s love with others on the 
radio while we’re locked down.” 
One day in late April I said, “I’m pretty 
excited about my car. I just got 43 days to 
the gallon.”
Go looking
I was four or five when I told my mother, 
“I wanna grow up and be a comedian.”
She paused from whatever she was up to 
and said, “Well, you can’t do both.” She 
was right. You can’t grow up and do what  
I do. Each day I go looking for laugh- 
worthy tidbits to share in print and on 
radio. We writers do well to go looking 
for the good. We determine so little in 
life, but we can determine our focus. And 
it is simply impossible for bitterness and 
gratitude to coexist. 
In Sacramento, California, a ticket agent 
inadvertently oversold a Women of Faith 
weekend by 1,500 seats. It was a wee bit of 
a problem. So, they exchanged the chairs 
on the main floor for smaller, plastic ones. 
It looked a bit like a boxing match, chairs 

right up to the stage. Many would have 
to crane their necks like those in the front 
row at the movies. Organizers phoned  
all the ladies beforehand to alert them, 
then re-seated them Friday night, apolo-
gizing profusely. 
But before long, the complaints arrived. 
Some were uncomfortable. Some were an-
gry. So, organizers asked the next speaker 
if she would mind apologizing again on 
behalf of the organizers. She agreed. 
Her name is Joni Eareckson. I’ve been 
blessed to spend time with her twice. Joni’s 
writings have helped shape my outlook, 
my focus, the books I have written myself. 
She is a quadriplegic. Paralyzed as a teen-
ager from a diving accident in Chesapeake 
Bay, Joni’s story is one of triumph—even 
joy—amid the trials of paralysis. 
Wheeled onto the platform, this is what 
Joni said: “I understand some of you are 
not sitting in the chairs you expected to 
be sitting in tonight. Well, neither am 
I. And I’ve been in mine for more than 
thirty years.” Then she added softly, “I 
have at least 1,000 friends who would give 
anything to be sitting in the chair you are 
in, if only for tonight.” 
A hush fell over the room. No one com-
plained after that. In fact, many said it  
was one of the most memorable events of 
their life.
I’ve spent time with Joni. I know for a 
fact that her gratitude is a moment-by-
moment decision. And joy grows best 
in the soil of thanksgiving. Always has. 
Always will.
Thanks to my wife, I’ll remember  
COVID as a season when we struggled to 
stay thankful—and often succeeded. Like 
the time I told a friend, “I just went into 
a bank with a mask on without getting 
arrested.”   †
Phil is the bestselling author of 27 books, 
the latest is Laugh Like a Kid Again (Har-
vest House). He hosts the daily radio show 
Laugh Again, which airs on 400 radio 
stations. He’d love to hear from you. Visit 
him at philcallaway.com

Special Feature
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My Gratitude Journey
By Ruth L. Snyder

“Do not be anxious about anything, but in 
every situation, by prayer and petition, with 
thanksgiving, present your requests to God. 
And the peace of God, which transcends all 
understanding, will guard your hearts and 
your minds in Christ Jesus” (Philippians 
4:6-7 NIV).

By nature, I’m an anxious person. I like 
to know the schedule for the day, be 

organized, and feel like I’m in control. 
God has taken me through several major 
life circumstances where I had to put 
Philippians 4:6-7 into practice just to 
survive. The past year and a half have been 
no exception.

In 2011 I read Ann Voskamp’s book One 
Thousand Gifts, in which she shares the 
story of her friend daring her to find 
things she could be grateful for every day. 
Since then, I have experimented with dif-
ferent forms of gratitude. One year I used 
a large cookie jar and left scraps of paper 
and brightly coloured markers beside the 
jar. My whole family joined me in noting 
God’s good gifts in our lives. We celebrat-
ed Thanksgiving in a fresh and meaningful 
way that year by reading through all the 
blessings we had experienced throughout 
the year.

I experimented with different ways of 
writing down my thoughts of gratitude. 
Some ways just didn’t work for me. I found 
incorporating my gratitude journaling into 
my daily devotional time worked best. That 
way I didn’t forget to do it. 

My gratitude journal is not fancy. In fact, 
the one I’m using right now is an outdated 
planner I found on sale. For me, what it 
looks like isn’t nearly as important as how 
it transforms my thinking. I discovered 
writing down at least three things I’m 

thankful for every morning, at the begin-
ning of my quiet time with God, focuses 
my mind on him. It forces me to take my 
eyes off the circumstances around me that 
cause me to be anxious. When I write 
them down, it reminds me that no matter 
how difficult life is, there are always good 
things to enjoy. I can always CHOOSE 
to thank God, starting with who he is and 
what he has done for me and my family.

The gratitude journal also influences my 
prayer time. Often, I start by praising God, 
using what I wrote in my journal. When 
life is challenging for me or those I know, 
the praise is followed by supplication, ask-
ing God to meet needs that exist. 

People have commented to me that they 
had no idea about the difficult circum-
stances I experienced in my life because I 
always seem to be at peace. Looking back, 
I can see how God prepared me to face the 
dark days by teaching me ahead of time 
the principles found in Philippians 4. I 
often tell my children, “We cannot control 
what happens to us, but we can control 
how we respond.” My prayer is that I will 
continue to respond with faith in God and 
gratitude.

Learning gratitude can take time. If you 
need support, here are some prompts you 
may find helpful:

·	 What makes you smile?

·	 Which characteristic of God do 
you appreciate?

·	 What are you looking forward to 
today?

·	 How has God answered prayer 
for you?

·	 How did someone demonstrate 
kindness to you?

·	 What have you learned lately?
·	 Which sense (taste, touch, smell, 

etc.) do you appreciate?
·	 What do you use every single 

day?
·	 What are you able to do that oth-

ers around the world cannot do?
·	 What is your favourite part of 

nature?
·	 What do you appreciate about 

this season?
·	 What have you learned from a 

difficult experience?
Here are some resources for further explo-
ration: 
Gratitude Journal Ideas
https://positivepsychology.com/gratitude-journal/
https://artjournalist.com/gratitude-journal-prompts/
https://www.developgoodhabits.com/gratitude-
journal-prompts/
https://bouncebackparenting.com/gratitude-journal-
prompts-for-the-whole-year/
Apps
https://365gratitudejournal.com
Grateful: A Gratitude Journal   †

Ruth L. Snyder is an  
author, speaker, and coach. 
She enjoys helping people 
overcome the overwhelm by 
breaking seemingly impos-
sible tasks into attainable 

goals. Her WIP is revising Learn Twitter 
and creating a course to help entrepre-
neurs and coaches serve, network, and 
profit through Twitter. Connect with Ruth 
at linktr.ee/RuthLSnyder.

Today, I am 
thankful for...

https://positivepsychology.com/gratitude-journal/
https://artjournalist.com/gratitude-journal-prompts/
https://artjournalist.com/gratitude-journal-prompts/
https://www.developgoodhabits.com/gratitude-journal-prompts/
https://www.developgoodhabits.com/gratitude-journal-prompts/
https://bouncebackparenting.com/gratitude-journal-prompts-for-the-whole-year/
https://bouncebackparenting.com/gratitude-journal-prompts-for-the-whole-year/
https://365gratitudejournal.com
https://apps.apple.com/us/app/grateful-a-gratitude-journal/id1197512462
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A Wellspring of Joy
By Caran Jantzen

Lately, words have become 
a scarcity. I wonder if I 

can or should still call myself a 
writer considering this fountain 
of creativity has all but dried 
up. And yet, there is something 
happening within the absence 
of words that is far better—
should I never write again, I 
would remain deeply satisfied.

Somewhere within the dark 
void of inspired ideas and 
clever thoughts lies a deep, 
silent, flowing calm. This invis-
ible river seems to run beside 
me and into me simultaneously. 
I am both comforted to walk 
beside it and nourished as it 
flows inside me. I know it as 
Spirit of the Living God, giver 
of life and joy. 

I have always equated joy with 
rejoice—community, noise, 
happiness and the festivities 
that arise from gathering to 
celebrate. And yet as I sit here 
typing this, I feel a joy swell 
up in my gut and rise into my 
chest. I feel peace like a moving 
wind sweep over me. I am alone 
in silence and yet I am filled 
with joyful wonder, thanksgiv-
ing, hope.

In this absence of celebratory 
rejoicing, in the dark calm my 
soul has stumbled into, there 
is a vacancy of longing. My 
heart has found its home beside 
these still, quiet waters. My 
will wants nothing other than 
to sit on the bank and bask in 
the presence of the One, where 
words are no longer necessary. 
Where being far surpasses 
doing. 

It is perpetual daybreak. The 
anticipatory light behind the 

mountains to the east illumi-
nates their snow-capped glory. 
Their ethereal glow is endur-
ing. I sit among the grasses, 
legs crossed. The starlight has 
faded beyond view. The dew has 
fallen, and yet I remain warm 
and dry. 

The beauty of God’s handiwork 
is too much for me to contain, 
and I weep in the presence of 
His creativity, majesty, mercy. I 
am His chosen one, His bride. 
With fallen tears still clinging 
to my cheeks, I make my way 
to my chamber to prepare my-
self for the lover of my soul.

I dress in the robes of His 
righteousness; my joy is made 
complete. He leads me beside 
still waters; he has restored my 
soul. I have walked through the 
valley of deepest darkness, and 
fear has not conquered me for 
His love already has!*

Now, I am ushered from this 
sacred space; His love goes 
with me. I am never alone. 
The morning light breaks, and 
bright light cascades from the 
heavens. I feel an urgency to 
go—to run, faster and faster. 
My feet slam against the hard 
earth; my lungs stretch and 
groan as they fill and exhale. 
Sweat drips from my forehead 
and blurs my vision. 

When I fear I cannot go on 
any longer, I stop and glance 
around, noticing that I am sur-
rounded by the familiarities of 
my neighbourhood. I continue 
walking until I’ve reached my 
front door and turn the handle 
to let myself in. It is the same 
house, and yet, different. The 
colours appear faded; the sur-
faces feel bare. 

In front of my computer, words 
still don’t flow as they once did. 

My morning coffee tastes weak 
as it washes over my tastebuds. 
Nothing is quite as it once was. 
For I have tasted the joy of 
the Lord; I have stood in His 
presence, and I have been filled 
with pure joy. And nothing will 
satisfy my body or spirit the 
way He satisfies my soul. †

*Psalm 23:4 (TPT)

Author of Grow. 
Cook. Eat. Share. 
A Memoir, Caran 
Jantzen and her 
family live in 
Abbotsford, BC. 
When not work-

ing around the homestead, 
Caran can be found entertain-
ing family and friends while 
serving up their homegrown 
food. Caran enjoys writing 
prose by day and poetry by 
moonlight.
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Vivid  Verses

Ambient (Joyful) Noise

I wait on words, 
wait for a whisper,  
wait for a sly elbow nudge
to point out a profound peace 
within the quotation marks of a boisterous conversation. 

But all I hear are library coughs and sputters,
paper shuffling,
the rattle of ball bearings and forced air
heat blowing dust off my flat, sensible shoes 
and just as the refrigerator kicks-in 
there’s the nudge. 
These annoying distractions
are Maslow’s hierarchy of needs:  
shelter, food, clothing.

As I wait on words, 
I am grateful for God’s provisions:
clothes flapping on the clothesline,
Greek salad on the table,
shingled roof overhead, and
the knowledge that the right words will 
come stringing along
in good time.

-Carol L. MacKay

“Ambient ( Joyful) Noise” was previously  
published in The Bible Advocate, Vol. 150,  
No. 3, May/June 2016.

Sunrise

I have revelled in the gorgeous beauty
Of many a northern sunset,
But today,
I am moving toward the sunrise!

Peeking over the trees, a soft blush of pink
Heralds the dawning of a new day,
Then gradually transforms
Into a glorious golden glow,
Ushering the sun
To smile upon me
With its warmth and light,
As I move nearer to the sunrise!

My earthly life is destined for its sunset,
But simultaneously, as I travel,
My spiritual life is moving toward the sunrise,
The dawning of a new day--eternity!
When the glorious Son
Will smile upon me
With the light of love and peace,
As I move into the sunrise!

-L. Marie Enns

“Sunrise” was previously published in The Messenger, and 
in Meditations by Peter B. and L. Marie, Guardian Books, 
Belleville, ON.

Where to Find Him

Look not for Christ upon the cross
You will not find Him there.
His work was done; His spirit He
Committed to God’s care.

Look not for Jesus in the tomb
No body you will find.
He rose, and lives forevermore,
Left death and gloom behind!

Look for Him in God’s precious Word
As you read His story there,
Learn the precepts that He taught,
Hear Him lift His voice in prayer.

Look for Him in His living church
As His followers praise His name, 
Reach out in His compassionate love, 
And publish why He came.

Look for Him on the doorstep
Of your own heart within.
Then open to His knocking
And let your Savior in!

-L. Marie Enns

“Where to Find Him” was previously  
published in The Messenger.
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Write, Rejoice, Repeat
By Colleen McCubbin

When I was single, I filled 
a lot of diaries and 

journals. When I got married, 
I let go of the practice—to my 
detriment. I became very busy 
serving my new and unusual 
blended family. In abandoning 
a writing practice, I lost an im-
portant discipline and, on some 
level, my faith atrophied. 

My new husband and I spent 
several years in our church’s 
Bible quizzing ministry. It’s 
amazing to watch young people 
learn swaths of Scripture, then 
recall what they’ve learned under 
pressure of competition. It’s not 
just a game. As they hide God’s 
word in their hearts, it trans-
forms their minds and returns to 
them at critical moments. 

One year, Philippians was on the 
roster: the epistle of joy. Though 
I didn’t memorize diligently, I 
was in the Word nonetheless. 

I grew up singing the chorus 
“Rejoice in the Lord Always,” 
which came straight out of 
Philippians 4:2. It’s a round and 
the harmonies still resound in 
my head. 

A lilting tune, an uplifting 
thought, and easy to sing when 
life is smooth. 

We studied Philippians during 
my difficult season of early mar-
riage. This verse got my atten-
tion: “For it has been granted to 
you on behalf of Christ not only 
to believe in him, but also to 
suffer for him” (1:29). For some 
reason, these were not com-
forting words! Who wants to 
suffer? Even the idea of suffering 

with Christ is not a tantalizing 
prospect. 

Philippians is one of Paul’s 
prison letters. He refers to being 
in chains and writes about being 
poured out as a drink offering 
(2:17). In those early days of 
marriage and blended family, I 
felt trapped and drained.  
Unfortunately, I rarely appreci-
ated it as suffering with and 
for Christ, so resisted Philip-
pians 1:29 when the Lord first 
highlighted it for me. However, 
in grappling with the idea of 
being called to suffer, I also came 
to understand the call to rejoice. 
Paul rejoices in Christ, in the 
faith of his readers, and in their 
partnership in the gospel. 

John Piper writes about “The 
God Who Commands Our 
Emotions.”  This is certainly one 
of those commands: Rejoice! I 
especially needed it as a newly-
wed. We don’t deny sufferings 
nor do we rejoice in the suffer-
ings themselves; we rejoice in 
our Lord, who suffered on our 
behalf. 

So, how can we command our 
emotions in ways that feed joy 
and peace? Philippians offers 
many clues. Unity and gospel 
collaboration with other believ-
ers (1:5; 2:1-4; 4:2-3). Concern 
for God’s people, sharing in oth-
ers’ troubles, giving generously 
to God’s people in need (4:10, 
14). Prayer, petition, presenting 

requests to God, and doing so 
with thanksgiving (4:6). Think-
ing on higher things and putting 
them into practice (4:8-9). 

I regret letting go of my jour-
naling habit. My new husband 
didn’t need it. So, I tried to live 
without it, too. A decade later, I 
understand that I am a writer. I 
need a writing discipline to sort 
my thoughts, to record thanks-
giving and petitions, to ruminate 
on whatever is true and right 
and pure and noble and lovely, 
and from there, to put into prac-
tice what I have received.

Another song came back to me 
in this season, a ballad from my 
high school tour choir’s Easter 
musical, a musical prayer to 
know Christ, not only in the 
power of resurrection but also in 
the fellowship of His suffering. 
That’s the essence of Philippi-
ans 3:10-11. I can know him in 
power and glory, and I can know 
him in pain and grief. With 
Paul, I can say that “to live is 
Christ and to die is gain” (1:21). 
That’s worth writing about in 
a private journal, and it’s good 
news worth publishing  
everywhere.  †

Colleen McCub-
bin has a strong, 
creative heritage. 
She loves being cre-
ative and facilitat-
ing it in others. In 
mid-2020, after 10 

years as Bookstore Manager at 
Ambrose University, Colleen tran-
sitioned to full-time publishing 
with Siretona Creative. Siretona 
has brought 16 books to market 
and counting.  
www.siretona.com

“However, in grappling with the idea 

of being called to suffer, I also came to 

understand the call to rejoice. “
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Wide Open Spaces

In my previous column, we looked at the 
importance of intimately connecting 

with God and authentically connecting 
with others. Now let’s get personal. How 
are you doing, friend…really?

It’s been almost two years since the 
pandemic turned our world upside down. 
Perhaps you have thrived during the 
lockdowns and restrictions. Excellent; and 
congratulations!

But perhaps your journey is closer to mine, 
where, while occasionally breaking surface 
with positive news, I have found myself 
mostly flailing around as I navigate our 
new normal. (Moving to another part of 
the country during the pandemic only 
accentuated my loneliness, financial woes, 
and lack of direction. But I digress.)

I know full well that when I am criti-
cal of others, I am really articulating my 
self-awareness that it is me who has fallen 
short in patience, kindness, and grace. I am 
quick to complain, slow to praise (God, 
and others), and am clearly not following 
what God has called me (and all of us) to 
do, and that is to “be content whatever the 
circumstances” (Philippians 4:11). But take 
heart: “(We) can do all this through Him 
who gives (us) strength” (Philippians 4:13).

But wait a second. Haven’t we read that, 
“The joy of the Lord is (our) strength” 
(Nehemiah 8:10)? It follows that, if we 
conscientiously and intentionally take time 
to find joy in our lives and in God, we can 
find the strength to get through whatever 
we are going through more readily. Let’s 
thrive, not just survive!

I confess I’ve found it challenging to find 
and feel joy for a few years now. I know in 
my head that God wants me to move from 
glory to glory, but it hasn’t quite registered 
in my heart.

But for such a time as this (Esther 4:14), 
the Lord reminded me of several books I 

had purchased a few years ago: 99 Things 
That Bring Me Joy (a journal by Abrams 
Noterie, 2016), The Happiness Project 
(Gretchen Rubin, 2018), Think Happy 
(Karen Salmansohn, 2016), Field Guide to 
Everyday Magic (Stampington & Com-
pany, 2019), and The Positivity Kit (Lisa 
Currie, 2016).

I had skimmed through these books when 
I first bought them, but since then they 
have languished on my shelf.

It was just yesterday, before I knew I would 
be writing this column today, the Lord 
led me to really, really take the time to 
dig deep into these books, His Word, and 
myself to clearly identify what sparks joy 
for me. And then to take action.

Taking time to delight in the Lord and 
delight in your day is not a selfish pursuit. 
It’s what God calls you to do, so you can 
be the best version of yourself to yourself, 
to Him, and to others.

Let’s look at some ideas to cultivate joy in 
your life right now.

1. For as many days as you are years old, 
identify one thing each day for which 
you are grateful. Make a list; refer to 
it often.

2. Create a piece of art that incorporates 
a meaningful Scripture or positive 
saying and place it where you can see 
it every day.

3. Take time to admire the beautiful 
things you have in hand right now.

4. Make a list of things that delight one 
or more of your senses. Then indulge 
in them.

5. Create (and listen to) a playlist of 
songs that make you happy.

6. Do something for someone else with-
out expecting anything in return.

There are hundreds of ways to cultivate joy. 
What will you do today?  †

After years working in the 
sciences, Sally Meadows has 
risen up to who God has tru-
ly called her to be, in Christ, 
through the arts—writing, 
making music, doing pho-
tography, and crafting. Con-
nect with Sally at https://sal-

lymeadows.com; https://facebook.com/
SallyMeadowsMusic; https://instagram.
com/sallymeadowsmusic; and https://ins-
tagram.com/prairiegirlgoescoastal 

Finding Joy in the Everyday
By Sally Meadows

Photo: Sally Meadows

https://sallymeadows.com
https://sallymeadows.com
https://facebook.com/SallyMeadowsMusic
https://facebook.com/SallyMeadowsMusic
https://instagram.com/sallymeadowsmusic
https://instagram.com/sallymeadowsmusic
https://instagram.com/prairiegirlgoescoastal
https://instagram.com/prairiegirlgoescoastal
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Devotional
Award Name Title
First Betty Taylor Just Pray About It, I Guess

Second Carol Harrison Bridging the Gap

Third Linda Pilling The Daycare Blues

Honorable Mention Pat Gerbrandt Friends?

Creative Nonfiction
Award Name Title
First Tandy Balson Our Bathtub Guest

Second Sally Meadows Always and Forever:  
A Mother’s Love

Third Eleanor Bertin Gorilla Wordfare

Poetry
Award Name Title
First Kathryn Tatsu The Clock

Children’s Fiction
Award Name Title
First Joy Bailey First of All, Don’t Panic

Second Eunice Cooper-Matchett God is in the Storm

Third Sally Meadows Oliver and Sophie

Honorable Mention Deb Elkink The Simmering of Stone Soup

Contest Winners 2021
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Contest Winners 2021
Devotional

Creative Non-Fiction

I entered motherhood with lofty ideals 
from childhood irritations: reprimands, 

spankings, yelling, hearing “no” too often. I 
would handle things differently.
Fast forward three-and-one half years. 
Three children under four messed up 
the idyllic picture of motherhood I had 
painted. 
Tommy’s personality was bigger than his 
frame. He’d throw himself down, kicking 
and screaming. Nothing we tried deterred 
this.  His mischievousness grew, keeping 
my schedule and mind off kilter.
I looked forward to bedtime and watching 
my children in peaceful sleep. 
One night, I found my three sleepless 
angels all in the guestroom bed: open tubes 

of oil paints, six colourfully painted hands 
wiped on three pairs of pajamas and one 
set of blue and white sheets. 

What one child didn’t think of another 
would invent, but Tommy was particularly 
adept at leaving me on edge, exhausted, 
angry, and upset with myself for not being 
the loving Christian mom I had envi-
sioned. 

Words from Scripture cut to my heart: 
“Do not use harmful words, but only helpful 
words, the kind that build up and provide 
what is needed, so that what you say will do 
good to those who hear you” Ephesians 4:29 
(GNB).

“Lord,” I pleaded, “What can I do?”  

The answer: Pray with Tommy whenever 
you come across him doing something 
wrong. From then on, I helped him  
pray when trouble followed him, which 
was often.

I opened my bedroom door to see wide 
eyes, an amazingly straight line from top 
to bottom on my white bedspread, and a 
purple crayon in Tommy’s small fist. 

 “Oh Tommy, what is mommy going to do 
with you?” 

He shrugged. “Just pray about it I guess.” 
Kneeling beside my bed, he prayed; I con-
cealed a smile and held back laughter.

Our amazing God taught us both with the 
same solution. †

Just Pray About It, I Guess
By Betty Taylor

Our Bathtub Guest
By Tandy Balson

“There’s a what in the bathroom?” I said to my mother. My 
hand froze on the doorknob.  “Are you serious?”

Although this happened over fifty years ago, the memory is still 
fresh in my mind. 

I grew up in a rural area, about an hour from Vancouver, BC. There 
wasn’t much to keep teenagers occupied in the evening so my older 
brother Dave, and his friends Vic and Leo, would spend hours just 
driving around. The United States border was less than three kilo-
meters away and they often drove to a nearby town in Washington 
state to buy cheap cigarettes. 

This is where they were one evening when they saw something 
unusual and stopped to investigate. They were surprised to find a 
young harbor seal, in the middle of the road. 

The teenagers were concerned for the welfare of this creature. “We 
can’t leave it on the road,” Dave said. The others agreed. After 

much discussion, they grabbed a blanket from the back of the car 
and wrapped it around the seal to move it to safety. 

Now what do we do with it, they wondered. The only thing that 
made sense to them was to put it in the car and take it somewhere. 
The boys carefully lifted the young seal and placed it on the floor in 
the back seat of the car.

Vic asked, “Where do we take it?” They weren’t near enough to a 
beach to release it back into the water. It was late at night and no 
vet offices were open. The SPCA was closed. Would any of those 
places even take a seal pup? 

Dave rather impulsively said, “We can take it to my house.”

“How are we going to get it across the border?” questioned Leo.  
A plan was soon formulated. Vic would sit in the backseat with  
his feet on the blanket wrapped seal. He would use just enough 
pressure to hold it still.         Continued on p. 15
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Dave told his friends, “Let me do all the talking when we stop at 
the customs checkpoint.” They were happy to agree.

The plan worked well in the beginning. Just as the customs officer 
said they could go, the seal barked. The officer said, “What was 
that?” He looked past Dave and into the backseat. 

Vic said, “Excuse me. I have a cold.” He then proceeded to cough a 
few times. Satisfied, the officer waved them on through. 

The boys held their breath as they drove away, in case something 
else happened to stop them. A little farther down the road they 
relaxed, cheered their success and congratulated Vic for his quick 
thinking.

“I think we should give the seal a name,” Dave said. “My mom 
won’t get as mad at me for bringing him home if I can call him  
by name.” 

Leo replied, “My mom would kill me – name or not. Do you really 
think giving him a name will help?” 

“I can usually talk my way around her, but this could be tougher so 
I’m willing to try anything that might help” Dave said.

The three of them discussed names that would be appropriate for 
a harbour seal.  They tossed out lots of suggestions. Someone said, 
“Oscar” and the seal chose that moment to bark. The boys consid-
ered that a vote of approval and named him Oscar.

Due to the late hour, everyone was asleep when Dave arrived home 
with Oscar the seal. He quietly carried the seal into the house and 
put it in the bathtub with a little water.

Early the next morning my mom walked into the bathroom and got 
quite a fright. Oscar was frightened, too, and poked his head over the 
side of the tub and snapped at her. Mom grabbed a towel to protect 
herself and the seal took a bite out of her new towel! She quickly 
retreated and headed for Dave’s room. He had been the only one 
not home when she went to bed the previous night. Therefore, in her 
mind, he was the most likely to explain the seal in her bathtub.

It took some persuasion before mom agreed to let Oscar stay in our 
bathtub for the time being. The condition was Dave would call the 
Vancouver Aquarium as soon as they opened and ask if they would 
adopt an orphaned seal pup.

When I woke up, my mom stopped me before I could enter the 
bathroom. She said, “I need to tell you something before you go in 
there.” I didn’t believe her when she told me there was a seal in our 
only bathtub. She had me open the door slowly and introduced me 
to Oscar.

Big, round eyes looked back at me. He was a silvery grey with dark 
grey spots, short little flippers and the longest whiskers I’d ever 
seen. I clearly remember his appearance but was so fascinated I 
didn’t notice if there was a fishy smell.

To my little girl mind, he seemed huge. Looking back, I don’t think 
he took up much more than half of the bathtub. I wanted to reach 
out and pat him. Before I could get close, one bark sent me retreat-
ing. At least mom called the sound a bark. I thought only dogs 
barked and he sure didn’t sound like any dog I’d ever heard. I stood 
at a safe distance to watch him splash in his temporary home.

A pet seal was too good to keep to myself and I soon invited 
friends to come over and meet Oscar. Our small bathroom had 
never seen as much activity as it did that morning. None of my 
friends had ever had anything this exciting at their houses which 
made me extremely popular that day.

Mom had to force Dave to call the aquarium. 

“Can’t you call?” Dave asked. “I don’t know what to say.” 

Mom was firm when she told him, “No. You brought him here so 
now it’s your responsibility to find a proper home for him.” She 
handed Dave the phone book, watched while he looked up the 
number and stood over him to ensure he made the call. The line 
was busy and the whole scenario was repeated several times before 
contact was finally made. Dave hung up the phone and told us he 
could take Oscar to Vancouver’s Stanley Park Zoo later that day. 

I was sad when Dave wrapped Oscar in a blanket, to carry him out 
of the house. A few pictures were taken on our driveway before Vic 
and Leo arrived to help Dave put the seal back into the car and 
take him to his new home.

After a quarantine period, where his health was assessed, Oscar was 
released into the enclosure for seals and sea lions. That meant we 
could see him again.

Mom took me to visit the zoo as often as possible. We would 
always look for Oscar. When I thought I saw him, I’d call his name, 
oblivious to the strange looks from other visitors to the attraction. I 
was disappointed he never responded to my calls.

I thought everyone listened to my mom, but Oscar didn’t. On one 
of our visits my mom called out, “Oscar, you come over here and 
say hello or I’ll never let you sleep in my bathtub again.” Oscar 
never did come over to greet us and over time we stopped visiting 
him. Always true to her word, my mom never invited him to sleep 
in our bathtub again!

The story of Oscar the seal, being smuggled over the border and 
then spending the night in our bathtub has been told many times 
over the years. It’s the stuff family legends are made of. 

Dave was always known for his tall tales. His children and  
grandchildren thought this was one of them. Last year I found a 
picture of Dave and Oscar in our driveway. I sent it to my niece 
who was amazed to know the craziest story her dad ever told was 
actually the truth. Our family history really does include a seal 
named Oscar.  †

Our Bathtub Guest continued
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First of All, Don't Panic
By Joy Bailey

Target Audience: Age 2 - 6

“VROOM! VROOM,” said Davey 
as he pushed his red car. “I am the 

fastest car in the world. ZOOM!”

Davey’s car zoomed across the floor. It 
zoomed right under the fridge. 

“No! No! Oh, NO,” yelled Davey, “My 
car! My car went under the fridge!”

Davey smacked his hand to his head. He 
jumped up and down. He closed his eyes, 
opened his mouth, and yelled, “NOOO!” 

Grandma turned from the sink of soapy 
water.

Davey yelled, “Grandma, my car!  
My car!”

Grandma listened to Davey. Then she put 
her pointer finger in the air.

“First of all, don’t panic,” she said.

Her finger went to her chin, and she 
tipped her head to one side.

“Let’s think about this,” she said.

TAP, TAP, TAP went her finger on her 
chin.

“Now, what can we do to make this bet-
ter?”

Davey got down on his tummy and tried 
to put his arm under the fridge.

“My arm won’t reach,” he said.

“Perhaps something else?” asked Grand-
ma.  

Davey thought for a second, then he got 
a wooden spoon from the cupboard. He 
held the wooden spoon and pushed it un-
der the fridge. But it still wouldn’t reach.

“Nope,” said Davey.

“Hmmm,” said Grandma. 

Grandma got the broom. Then she put the 
long broom handle flat on the floor and 
swished it under the fridge. 

A few swishes, and … out came Davey’s 
red car.

“Hooray!” said Davey and Grandma 
together.

“We can always try to make something 
better,” said Grandma, “but first of all, 
don’t panic.”

Davey picked up his red car and walked 
into the living room. His favourite book, 
Dinosaurs Fly to the Moon, lay open on 
the floor.

Emmett and Archie, Davey’s little broth-
ers, were looking at it. Suddenly, Davey 
heard R-I-I-I-P! Emmett and Archie had 
ripped a page of his favourite book!

“No! No! Oh, NO,” yelled Davey, “My 
book! My favourite book!”

Davey smacked his hand to his head. He 
jumped up and down. He closed his eyes, 
opened his mouth, and yelled, “NOOO!” 

Emmett and Archie smacked their hands 
to their heads.

“No No,” they yelled together. They tried 
to jump up and down, but they just fell on 
their bums.

“Grandma, my book! Emmett and Archie 
ripped my book!”

Emmett and Archie looked at Grandma 
with their big eyes.

“Ook,” said Emmett.

Grandma listened to Davey. She looked at 
the book. Then, she put her pointer finger 
in the air. Emmett and Archie put their 
pointer fingers in the air.

“First of all, don’t panic,” she said.

Her finger went to her chin. She tipped 
her head to one side. Emmett and Archie 
tipped their heads to the side.

“Let’s think about this,” she said.

TAP, TAP, TAP went her finger on her 
chin. TAP, TAP, TAP went Emmett and 
Archie’s fingers on their chins.

“Now, what can we do to make this  
better?”

Archie gave the book a kiss. That didn’t 
make it better.

Emmett covered the book with his 
blankie. That didn’t make it better.

Grandma looked at Davey. Davey was 
thinking. He took the book and tried to 
turn the page, but it ripped a tiny bit more. 

He said, “Maybe we could tape it?”

“That’s a good idea. Let’s try,” said 
Grandma.

Davey got the tape out of the drawer. 
Grandma helped him tape up the rip.

Davey turned the pages.

“Almost as good as new,” said Grandma. 

She smiled at Davey. Davey smiled back.

“We can always try to make something 
better,” said Grandma, “but first of all, 
don’t panic.” 

Continued on page 17
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The next day, Davey came out of pre-
school. He held a picture he had made 
for Mom. It was a perfect picture of a 
dinosaur on the moon. 

Suddenly, Davey tripped. Down went 
Davey. Down went the perfect picture of 
the dinosaur on the moon. 

“OOF!” said Davey. 

He stood up and wiped himself off. He 
bent down to pick up his crumpled picture. 
Just then, a boy ran by and stepped on it. 

“Oops. Sorry kid,” said the boy. He picked 
up the picture and handed it to Davey. 
Then he ran off.

Now there was a big footprint across the 
perfect picture of a dinosaur on the moon. 

“No! No! Oh, NO,” yelled Davey, “My 
picture! My perfect picture!”

Davey smacked his hand to his head. He 
jumped up and down. He closed his eyes, 
opened his mouth, and yelled, “NOOO!” 

Davey took a deep breath. He put his 
pointer finger in the air.

Quietly he said, “First of all, don’t panic.”

He put his finger to his chin, and he tipped 
his head to one side.

“Let’s think about this,” he said.

TAP, TAP, TAP went his finger on his chin.

“Now, what can I do to make this better?”

Davey thought and thought. Then he got 
an idea. 

“Mom, here is a picture I made for you.  
A giant stepped on it, but I saved the  
dinosaur’s life.”

Mom gave Davey a big hug. 

“This is the best picture of a dinosaur on 
the moon ever. Thank you, Davey.”

Davey smiled at Mom. Mom smiled back. 

“We can always try to make something 
better,” said Davey, “but first of all, don’t 
panic.” †

Don't Panic continued

Poetry

The Clock
By Kathryn Tatsu

The forgotten vintage clock sat stoically 
on the worn, wooden mantel.

Its solemn face observing 
the ever changing surroundings.

Its hands faithfully moving
 hour after hour,

 nudging the days along.
Tick tock.  Tick tock.

 Intriguing scenes observed over the years,
  favorable, brimming with content,
coupled with joy and expectation.
Others sorrowful and low spirited,

 absorbed with melancholy and regret,
Tick tock.  Tick tock.

If only advice could be offered,
Would it help?  Would it hinder?

What would advice look like?  
Would it even be received?

Perhaps it is far better to just sit, 
  quietly observing,

Ticking away the minutes of life, 
Nudging the days along.

Tick tock. Tick tock.
 Tick tock. 

Congratulations
Belinda Cater Burston for winning the Editor's Choice Award for your 
article, "Simply Story".

Honorable mention:  "A Mosaic of Inclusion and Hope" by Emily Duffield.

Barnabus Award Winners 2021
Karma Anderson
Sheila Webster
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Immeasurably More
By Terrie Todd

I confess. I’d been spoiled. 
Worse, I didn’t even know 

it. My first three novels were 
published by a traditional 
publisher who provided 25 free 
author copies plus an advance 
that more than covered the cost 
of books plus a big launch party 
at which to sell them. Know-
ing nothing different, I thought 
that was normal.

When that publisher discon-
tinued its fiction line, I wasn’t 
too worried. Surely, with the 
success of my first three novels, 
my agent would have no trouble 
finding another publisher. I was 
wrong.

Four years passed with noth-
ing but rejections. When I 
finally landed a contract for my 
most recent novel, it was with 
a smaller house that did not 
pay any advance or provide free 
author copies. Further, royalty 
payments would not go out for 
six months, as opposed to the 
monthly payments to which I’d 
become accustomed.

So, back in June, when I 
ordered my author copies of 
Rose Among Thornes, I thought 
I’d have a solid month to sell a 
bunch before the credit card bill 
came due for them. Then there 
was a delay in the printing. By 

the time they arrived, only two 
weeks remained. I did some 
math. I prayed, “Lord, I don’t 
see how you’re going to pull 
this off without a public launch 
party, but in order to pay that 
bill on time, we need to sell 84 
books by August 15.” 

I didn’t hear God say, “Hold 
my beer,” but he must have 
expressed a similar sentiment. I 
began selling books out of my 
home, and on August 14, Book 
#84 went out the door. 

“Now to him who is able to do 
immeasurably more than all we 
ask or imagine, according to his 

power that is at work within us, 
to him be glory in the church 
and in Christ Jesus throughout 
all generations, for ever and 
ever!” (Ephesians 3:20 NIV) †

Terrie Todd is a 
faith and humour 
columnist, play-
wright, author of 
historical novels, 
a blogger at 
www.terrietodd.

blogspot.com, winner of six 
Word Guild Awards and recipi-
ent of the ICWF 2018 Janette 
Oke Award. Terrie lives with 
her husband, Jon, in Portage la 
Prairie, Manitoba, where they 
raised their three children.

Fear and Faith
By Sylvia Engen Espe

“Dear Lord,” I prayed, “help me to 
believe that they will not find any 

trace of cancer.” My daughter was in the 
operating room. Her surgeon was remov-
ing a growth from her kidney. I felt my 
heart throb rapidly within my chest. My 
hands, fingers tightly clenched, revealed 
taut, white knuckles. An intense feeling of 
anxiety and distress consumed my entire 
being.

“Why,” I asked myself, “do I expect the 
worst outcome?” I was fearful and frus-
trated with my lack of faith. I moved 
uneasily in the straight back chair in my 
daughter’s hospital room. My legs, tense 
and rigid, felt numb and heavy. The empty 
bed beside me heightened my strained 
emotional state.

Then a verse of scripture came to my 
anxious mind, “So do not fear, I am with 
you; do not be dismayed for I am your God; 

I will strengthen you and help you; I will 
uphold you with my righteous hand” (Isaiah 
41:10 NIV). A deep feeling of guilt and 
remorse over came me. I fervently prayed, 
“Forgive me, Lord, for my lack of faith.” 
I realized that God alone could give me 
peace and assurance of answered prayer 
according to His will. A feeling of calm-
ness and acceptance brought tranquil 
thoughts to my mind. I breathed a prayer 
of thankfulness to my almighty Father for 
His loving presence with me in that lonely 
hospital room. 

“I am happy to inform you that the growth 
on your daughter’s kidney was benign,” 
reported the surgeon. “There was no sign 
of cancer.” 

I had waited for this report anxiously. 
Confirmation of the result that I had 
prayed for brought joy unspeakable to 
a concerned mother. “Thank you, God. 

You alone are to be praised for answered 
prayer!”

The sun shone more brightly. The clouds 
brought forth an array of moving softness 
in a sea of blue each day. The sky at night 
portrayed a glow of peaceful tranquility. 
God gave me hope and peace. “Thank you, 
Lord. You answered my prayer for good 
health for my daughter.”
My heart overflowed with joy. I was 
blessed!  †

Sylvia Engen Espe, retired 
from a career in Health Care, 
lives in Camrose, Alberta. 
She recently published her 
second book, “Walk With Me 
Through Stories of Faith.” 
She has had numerous 

nonfiction articles published in various 
periodicals. The joy of this ninety-three-
year-old is her children, grandchildren, 
and great-grandchildren.
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Fun Connections
By Carol Harrison

We can write fantastic 
books, but if we don’t 

connect with potential readers 
in order to market our work, 
we don’t get the words into 
the hands of those who want 
and need to read them. In 
person or through newsletters 
and social media, we have the 
opportunity to let others know 
about us and our writing. Posts 
on Facebook might reveal our 
newest book with a trailer, a 
book launch, or multiple posts 
on it. Do readers grow weary 
of hearing about our writing or 
book promotions?  

I received a challenge from 
another writer in the sum-
mer of 2020. Do one week of 
positive Facebook posts. They 
could be inspirational, creative, 
or entertaining as long as they 
did not try and promote our 
books or writing.  

After accepting the challenge, 
it meant figuring out what to 
post for the next seven days 
without talking about my 
books. As the week concluded, 
I chose to continue to post 
positive posts at least three 
times each week. I reserved 
Monday for inspirational posts 
including photos and thoughts 
about how they challenged 
and inspired me. Wednesdays 
I planned to showcase the 
gifts of family and friends. But 
Friday I decided could be a 
fun post to help readers smile, 
chuckle, or maybe even laugh 
out loud. 

Offering an option to enjoy 
a fun post could counter the 
discouraging posts or the ones 
that cause us to shake our 
heads. Pausing to enjoy the 
little things in life gives us the 
opportunity to be inspired and 
relish the Creator’s work as we 
praise Him. He is the Giver of 
all good gifts, including true joy.  

However, at other times, we 
need to pause and pull out our 
imagination—and not just 
when we sit to write our books 
or short stories. So, each Friday 
I post something fun, complete 
with a photo of a stuffed bear 
named Mr. Patches, although I 
never call him by name in the 
posts. You never know what 
this little bear might be up to. 
These posts simply read, “It’s 
Friday and time for some fun. 
Write a caption or use this as 

some sort of creative prompt 
or just enjoy.” 

Preparing for the photos to 
accompany the Friday posts 
means allowing my inner child 
to come out and play. I take 
the bear with me to a variety 
of places and posing him to 
get a shot. To be honest, at 
first, I wondered what others 
might think of this grandma 
playing with a stuffed bear and 
no grandchildren in sight. Yet, 
others have enjoyed the fruits 
of these fun times. So, I persist.  
I give him a voice so we can 
pretend he is real and enjoy 
a chuckle or two at my own 
expense as I experiment with 
poses and voices. 

Sometimes family and friends 
think up scenarios for Mr. 
Patches to be photographed in 

and a story to go with them, 
although those stories remain 
for them alone since I want 
others to have fun with this 
prompt as well. 

The number of responses varies 
each week, with some being 
more popular than others. Yet, 
many have told me they might 
not comment or even click that 
Like button, but they wait to 
see what the bear is doing each 
Friday. I’ve seen others post 
pictures on their posts of a fa-
vourite bear or one that goes on 
an adventure or two. They bring 
smiles to our faces and lighten 
the mood as we play. 

In the NIV, Proverbs 17:22 
says, “A cheerful heart is good 
medicine.”  

Taking time from our busy 
schedule to play and have 
some fun helps improve our 
mental health; allows our 
imagination and creative juices 
to flow; and gives us oppor-
tunity to smile, chuckle, or 
sometimes have one of those 
deep belly laughs. When we 
share those times with others, 
we spread the joy. Have some 
fun. Go and play.   †

Carol Harrison 
lives in Saska-
toon. She wears 
many hats from 
wife, mother, and 
grandmother to 
writer and speak-

er. Looking for the inspiration 
in the simple things, she tries 
to take time to play with her 
paper crafting and her bear’s 
adventures. 

Photo: Carol Harrison, Facebook
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What is joy? Really. Is 
there a secret to know-

ing overflowing joy, even in dif-
ficult times? After a few weeks 
of pondering, I’m still at a loss 
for what I’m supposed to share. 

Maybe it’s this: We must 
fight for joy. If that statement 
confuses you, then I suggest 
reading John Eldredge’s book, 
Walking with God. He talks a 
lot about joy—that we need 
to be intentionally protecting 
God’s joy in our lives because 
at every turn, the enemy will 
resist our desire for joy. Prov-
erbs 4:23 says, “Guard your 
heart.” May I also add, “guard 
your JOY!” 

How do we do that? I like 

what the Jesuit priest, Brother 
David Steindl-Rast says: “It is 
not joy that makes us grate-
ful; it is gratitude that makes 
us joyful.” Gratitude plays a 
significant part in guarding 
our joy. 

Gratitude. Not thankfulness. 
There’s a difference. “Being 
grateful is an action. Being 
thankful is a feeling.” https://
www.psychmc.com/articles/
difference-between-gratitude-
and-thankfulness How do 
I put gratitude into action? 
One of my favourite ways is 
through music. Music lifts me 
up, brings my focus back to 
God, and helps me fight for 
joy. King David did the same. 
Psalm 27:6 says, “And now my 

head shall be lifted up above 
my enemies all around me; 
Therefore I will offer sacrifices 
of joy in His tabernacle; I will 
sing, yes, I will sing praises to 
the LORD.” I especially like 
how the psalmist repeats the 
phrase “I will sing,” showing its 
significance.

The other difference between 
gratitude and thankfulness 
is this: Gratitude involves a 
benefactor. Of course, that’s 
God our Father, who offered 
His Son Jesus to pay our debt 
in full. But it’s also the Father 
who displays His kindness in a 
million little ways throughout 
our day. Do we see Him? And 
are we grateful? 

The act of gratitude puts us 
into the thick of the spiritual 
battle as we fight for joy—
God’s joy. Not a smidgin of joy 
but an overflowing well of joy. 
Let’s choose that place, with 
hearts of gratitude.  †

Connie Inglis has 
lived life to the 
full with her fam-
ily overseas as a 
Bible translator, 
literacy worker 
and teacher. 
She is passion-

ate about serving minor-
ity language groups, being 
a grandma, and writing. Her 
experiences are a testament 
to God’s goodness and she is 
thankful each morning for the 
gift of life. 

How is it that simply moving my bed-
room furniture can bring me such joy?

A few weeks ago, I decided to enlist my 
hubby to help me rearrange the bed, 
dressers, chair, coffee table, television, and 
bedside tables in our room. In order to do 
so, we had to pull out the old couch.

This couch was an oldie but a goodie. It was 
one of those couches that you sink into—
perfect for watching TV, writing longhand, 
or reading. But it was a challenge to get out 
of. Once you were in, you were in to stay. I 
both loved and hated that. 

I wanted this old couch to go to a good 
home. So, I listed it in a Facebook group 
for free. My hubby offered to drop it off 
with his truck, and we were thrilled when a 
young family asked to have it that same day.

With the couch gone, I was free to move 

the other items wherever my heart saw fit. 
I pivoted the bed and positioned it in front 
of the dresser. From this new angle, we both 
had a view outside our elongated windows 
to see the treetops in the forest behind our 
house. Oh, what joy to lie in bed and watch 
the birds fly from branch to branch!

We moved the coffee table under the win-
dows and positioned my seagrass baskets 
full of books on top. The drawers now faced 
outwards. So, I could easily pull out a pen 
for sudoku, my pencils for colouring, or 
my spiral pad for writing. Oh, what joy not 
to have to fight with the drawers in the lim-
ited space between my kneecaps and  
the table!

We moved the television set to the corner. 
So, now I could relax in my Lazy Boy chair 
or lie in bed to binge watch Downton Ab-
bey. Oh, what joy to have options of posi-
tions to relax and enjoy my space!

With the couch gone, my hubby no longer 
cried out in the night from stubbing his toe 
on the way to the bathroom. And I now 
had ample floor space to stretch out on 
my exercise mat and perform my regular 
strength training workout. 

It was simple really. No paint, no wallpaper, 
no construction...just moved furniture. 

Oh, what joy!  †

Kimberley Payne is an 
award-winning author. Her 
writing relates raising a 
family, pursuing a healthy 
lifestyle and everyday experi-
ences to building a relation-
ship with God. Kimberley of-

fers practical, guilt-free tips on improving 
spiritual and physical health. You can visit 
her website at www.kimberleypayne.com

The Fight for Joy
By Connie Inglis

Oh, What Joy!
By Kimberley Payne

https://www.psychmc.com/articles/difference-between-gratitude-and-thankfulness
https://www.psychmc.com/articles/difference-between-gratitude-and-thankfulness
https://www.psychmc.com/articles/difference-between-gratitude-and-thankfulness
https://www.psychmc.com/articles/difference-between-gratitude-and-thankfulness
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Small Things
By Kim Louise Clarke

I sit with a large coffee on the patio in the 
crisp autumn air, and my mind travels 

across the ocean to Paris in 2012. Ah yes, I 
remember it well. 

I had six days on my own in Paris before 
meeting up with my daughter, Hannah, for 
another three days. After checking in at my 
hotel, I explored the Parisian neighbourhood 
till early evening to deal with jetlag. During 
my walk, I found the historic Bon Marché, 
a high-end department store where fashion 
and home furnishing displays resembled 
art galleries. The female clerks and cashiers 
stood stoically in their severe navy suits. I 
grew increasingly uncomfortable as several 
watched me with no sign of greeting or hint 
of a smile.

Mercifully, I spotted a bargain bin of fabric 
pieces and forgot my surroundings. I chose 
two bundles of quilting fabric known as “fat 
quarters,” both approximately one-by-four 
inches and both having whimsical turquoise 
and lavender swirls against a sky of orange 
and white.  I proceeded to the cashier. She 
smirked at my measly purchase and stared at 
my casual attire. Clearly, she found both me 
and my purchase unimpressive.

Having entered the store at five-foot-three-
inches tall, I was not about to leave feeling 
an inch high. At a café on the level above, 
I settled myself at a table overlooking the 
street below. I ordered a coffee, expecting 
a big mug of steaming brew. The pleasant 
waiter brought me the tiniest espresso. I 
couldn’t help but smile at him and, within 
seconds, had enjoyed all three sips.

Emerging from my reverie, I reposition 
myself on my patio chair. I sip more coffee 
and return to my thoughts about my Bon 
Marché purchase. 

When I arrived home from Paris, I gave one 
fat quarter to a quilting friend and placed the 
other on a shelf in my sewing/storage/junk 
room that few people entered. The tiny fabric 
roll, with its Bon Marché tag facing forward, 
sat displayed like a Royal Doulton figurine 
or Swarovski crystal collectable. It sat there 
for eight years, seen only by me. 

Then, one day in the spring of 2020, 
Hannah, now an experienced emergency 
nurse, sent me a photo of her recent online 
purchase—a scrub cap, the fabric design hav-
ing silhouettes of dark Eiffel towers against 
a beige background. Prior to the onset of the 
coronavirus pandemic, her work in the ER 
did not always require the wearing of scrub 
caps, masks, face shields, and gowns. But as 
the pandemic worsened, nurses donned their 
extensive protective gear every shift. Many 
found that wearing scrub caps at work not 
only helped keep the virus at bay but also 
allowed them to not have to wash their hair 
after every shift. 

A lightbulb went on in my head, followed by 
the one in my sewing room. I found scrub 
cap patterns online and went to work, sew-
ing four of them from my bountiful quilting 
materials. Having gained some confidence, 
I took the Royal Doulton-Swarovski fabric 
roll down from the shelf. Its time had come. 
I washed, dried, measured, cut, and sewed 
this piece of fabric—this pièce de résistance. 
It would be the cap to cap all caps. With a 
joyful sense of accomplishment, I gave Han-
nah the five scrub caps, which she greatly 
appreciated.  

Even now, as I continue drinking my coffee 
and the virus continues to plague the world, 
Hannah could, at this very moment, be 

saving someone’s life while wearing her Bon 
Marché scrub cap. My insignificant purchase 
had become useful and appreciated. I had 
helped, however slightly, in this global crisis.

I like the small things in life. Jesus even 
points out the importance of small things 
and what they can become. Two small cop-
per coins. Two small fish. Five small barley 
loaves. Little things can become great when 
we offer them to God. 

As I finish my coffee and head inside, my 
thoughts take a fanciful turn to the stoic 
cashier. I imagine her lipstick-ladened lips 
breaking into a smile and I hear her com-
mending me on my purchase. I get carried 
away and even imagine her laughing and 
quoting Zechariah 4:10a, “Who dares de-
spise the day of small things” (NIV).  †

Kim writes devotional travel 
memoir stories to reflect 
her love for Christ, in hu-
mourous, informative, and 
inspirational ways. She loves 
travelling with her family, 
and lives with her husband in 

Calgary, not far from the airport. You can 
read about her two published books, set 
in Paris and Thailand, at www.kimlouise-
clarke.com
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You Might Be a Writer If...
By Allison Lynn

We’re a strange bunch, aren’t we?

Writers, and artists of all sorts, have always 
moved on the fringes of society. It’s where 
we get the best vantage point, the perfect 
angle to watch the world when nobody else 
is looking.

It’s a fun way to live, but let’s be honest; it 
can make us a little quirky! 
Here are some ways to tell if you’re part of 
this unique tribe.

You might be a writer, if …

Your house is swimming in pens.
Pens from hotels. Pens from your favourite 
stationery store. That pen your friend lent 
you that “accidentally” ended up in your 
purse. (No judgment! I’m sure she has one 
of yours, too!)

Despite all those pens, you also have your 
Favourite Pen.
Perfectly weighted. Easy flow. Ink in your 
favourite shade of midnight black or ocean 
blue. Just holding it draws you to the page.

You’ve written ideas on serviettes, enve-
lopes, and the back of your hand.
Dolly Parton famously keeps Ziploc bag in 
her purse to store song hooks. Do whatever 
it takes to grab that idea before it finds 
another writer!

Your friends have said, “Are you listening 
to me?” 
A good friend will know the correct ques-
tion is actually this: “Are you writing in 
your head right now?” A best friend will say, 
“The conversation can wait. I know you’re 
writing right now.”

You have a very specific collection of phone 
apps.
Dictionary, thesaurus, rhyming dictionary, 
Kindle, Goodreads, and every possible no-
tetaking app. And don’t forget a few word 
games for good work-play balance! 

When you meet a new person, you think, 
“I need to write about her!”

Her squeaky laugh, the pet chinchilla, 
and her job at the local wedding boutique 
are all prime fodder for your next micro-
fiction.

You’ve sat down in the middle of the side-
walk to capture those perfect next lines.
Sure, it’s dangerous, but isn’t it more dan-
gerous to lose that great idea?

Your brain thinks in rhythm and rhyme. 
A dead giveaway you’re a poet, songwriter, 
or greeting card writer!

Your favourite smell is “new book.”
Sigh! Bonus points when it’s “your new 
book.”

At dinner parties, you hide in the bathroom 
so you can finish your latest paragraph.
Please tell me I’m not the only one.

Good penmanship makes you swoon.
Neat little letters. Straight lines on unlined 
paper. That perfect little slant. The curl on 
the end of a “y”.  Dreamy!

Your collection of bookmarks needs its own 
bookshelf. 
And somehow, you still end up using an old 
receipt from last week’s Chinese takeout.

You judge people by what’s on their book-
shelves.
Even worse: when they have no book-
shelves at all! How do people live like that?

You have an entire crate of empty journals 
because you never want to run out of them.
Just like pens and books, there’s always 
room for one more journal! Which leads to 
our next point… 

You have an entire closet of filled journals 
that you need to keep because “the perfect 
idea is in there!”
Also pairs nicely with the phrase, “One of 
these days, I’m going to go through those 
and edit all the best pages.” 

You obsessively notice typos in the local 
newspaper. 

Arrrrrrrggggggggg! Seriously? Hire a 
proofreader, already!

You’ve asked a bookstore owner if you 
could please sleep overnight in their store. 
Mine was the dream-worthy Café Books 
in Canmore, Alberta. The owner shook her 
head, but sweetly added, “You’re not the 
first to ask!” 

You’ve snuck out of bed at 3:00 AM because 
an idea hit and you just had to write it down.
Let’s be honest, this is just the grownup 
version of hiding our book and flashlight 
under the blanket so Mom and Dad 
couldn’t see us reading.

You wish you could memorize the dictionary.
Mahaveer Jain of India can recall over 
80,000 entries complete with sequence and 
page numbers. Anyone want to top that? 

You’ve questioned friendships when they 
said, “Yeah, I’d rather just wait for the 
movie.”
Life is short! Find new friends! These are 
clearly not your people.

You’re the only friend in your circle who ac-
tually sends handwritten thank you notes.
And you do a happy dance when someone 
returns the favour! 

And finally, you might be a writer, if …
You see pictures dancing in words, stories 
drifting in the wind, and melodies soaring 
in the sound of conversation. It’s a strange 
way to move through the world, but let’s 
be honest… Would you really want it any 
other way?  †

Allison Lynn is drawn to the 
power of story to grow hearts 
and communities. Allison 
and her husband, Gerald 
Flemming, form the award-
winning music duo, Infinitely 
More.

Allison’s writing has been featured in The 
Anglican Journal, St. Catharines Tourism 
Blog, and the anthology, “Easter: Stories & 
More”. www.InfinitelyMore.ca
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Where Can We Find Joy
By Tandy Balson

If I were to rely on newscasts 
and social media posts, I’d 

think joy was either elusive or 
nonexistent. Negativity bom-
bards us. 

Joy is still present in my life. 
Much of my writing focuses on 
it. I wondered, however, how 
others were feeling. To deter-
mine if joy was alive and well, 
I asked on social media, “What 
has brought you joy recently?”

Within minutes, responses 
were streaming in. Some 
people left a few words. Others 
left paragraphs. Photographs 
of family members, children, 
fun with friends, pets, vaca-
tions, scenery, and renovation 
projects were also sent. Over 
100 people took the time to 
share their joyful experiences 
with me. 

Times with family and friends 
were talked about the most. 
Due to the pandemic, many 
had not been together in over 
a year. The joy of seeing each 
other in person, hugging them, 
and listening to the chatter 
reinforced the importance of 
family to our wellbeing.

One of the most joyful sounds 
I’ve heard is the laughter of 
children. Many shared of 
times spent with children 
and grandchildren. Stories of 
snuggles, playing games, bak-
ing together, introducing fresh 
garden produce for the first 
time, and observing the special 
bond between siblings made it 
clear that children are a source 
of joy. 

One woman talked about 
attending the home delivery 

of a granddaughter. In her 
words, she “experienced the 
ultimate joy of witnessing and 
participating in the birth of 
this amazingly beautiful little 
human.” 

Weddings and baby showers 
were mentioned several times. 
Long-term relationships were 
represented by this statement: 
“Joy is the butterflies my 
husband still gives me after 
35 years.” 

Memorial services might seem 
like an unusual place to find 
joy, but these were mentioned 
in comments such as these: 
“We often only reflect and 
celebrate a person after they 
have passed away. The reflec-
tion brings joy.” “Memories of 
his antics brought a smile to 
my face.” “Spending time with 
family at a memorial gave us a 
joyful trip down memory lane.”

Many found joy in animals. 
I heard about chickens and 
calves in farmyards; hum-
mingbirds, orioles, and jays 
in backyards; watching deer 
explore the water of a nearby 
lake; playing with kittens; and 
the excited greeting of dogs 
when returning home. Some-
one told me, “I have a large, 
outdoor guard dog. She has 
recently started coming in the 
house when I get home from 
work. She sits quietly in the 
kitchen while I unpack my bag. 
I tell her about my day, and 
she listens intently. After a few 
minutes, I open the door and 
she walks out. It has become a 
joyful event in my day.”

Physical activities and nature 
often went hand-in-hand. 
Walks in the sunshine, a hike 
to a waterfall, horseback rid-
ing in the mountains, boating 
on a lake, golfing, and long 
bike rides were all mentioned. 

The beauty of flowers and the 
changing colours in the sky as 
the sun rises or sets bring joy 
to my heart as well as to many 
others.

Joy was also found in teach-
ing. Whether in classrooms, on 
sports fields, or in the kitchen, 
helping others learn new skills 
brought happiness.

One response summed up the 
benefit of joy. “I find myself so 
busy, sometimes consumed by 
the negativity of the world we 
live in. I’m starting to find joy 
in moments of peace. Smell-
ing the grass, seeing the beauty 
of a seed grow into a flower, a 
stranger smiling, even a cloud 
shaped like an ice cream. I’m 
finding the joy I had in my 
childhood. Sweet and simple 
things. Life is too complicated 
not to appreciate the miracles 
of everyday life.”

A source of joy we can all 
experience, despite our circum-
stances, was expressed in one 
word, Jesus.

Yes, my friends, joy is alive 
and well. I am grateful for the 
opportunity we, as writers, 
have to share it with a hurting 
world.  †

Tandy Balson is 
a wife, mother-
grandmother, 
friend, volunteer 
and observer of 
life. She and her 
husband have 

recently downsized and she is 
using the new found freedom 
to explore creative pursuits 
while awaiting the day they can 
load up the RV and hit the road.
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A Creative Journey

Many different interests, experiences, 
and skills fill my creative journey. 

If I have let the randomness overwhelm, it 
creates confusion and procrastination. If I 
work with the variety, I learn and grow in 
unexpected ways. Since I know I am part of 
God’s wonderfully complex creation [Psalm 
139, Genesis 1], the pieces must fit together 
somehow. Yet many times the reading I 
have done and advice I have received led 
me to wonder why my path could not be 
superimposed over some “correct” path.

One of my interests is hiking. Just as each 
hiking trail is different, so is each writer’s 
path. Even when the shape of the trail is 
similar the experience is not. Prairie trails 
have one set of characteristics while forest 
trails have a different set. If you hike a 
mountain trail you can expect there will be 
some steep climbs. Similarly if you write a 
textbook, research and example questions 
will be required. Each type of writing has 
its own requirements.

Summer 2021, I hiked a short section of 
trail at the edge of the Canadian Shield in 
northern Saskatchewan. It had a variety 
of characteristics that could also be found 
in prairie or forest trails but the blend is 
unique to that geography. I started thinking 
about lessons from that trail as they apply 
to my creative journey.

In order to succeed in traversing the trail, 
preparation was needed. My trail bag and 
my husband’s bag contained different things 
based on our interests, but we both had  
water and sturdy shoes. Every writer’s 
preparation, such as outline or no outline, 
is different but as Christians we all have a 
strong foundation in Christ and the refresh-
ing presence of the Holy Spirit.

Our hike took us through forest and over 
large granite rises where the sun beat down 
on us and reflected up off the stone. The 
beauty found in the forest sections dif-
fered from that on the rock as did the skill 
needed to navigate them, just like on a cre-
ative journey. The transition from cushioned 
forest floor to unmoving rock required a 
careful climb, choosing our footing well. 
However, one of the biggest differences 
was with how the trail was marked. With 
only a handful of trees growing out of 
the cracks in the rock, the trail across the 
rise was unclear in places. Some areas had 
steep drop offs and other dangers. Other 
hikers had come this way before. They 
set up inukshuks to mark the way. These 
guided us, leading us away from dangers 
and pitfalls. We have the opportunity in 
life and art to learn from those around us 
and their journey so far. The more I write, 
paint, and draw, the more I recognize both 
where others have guided me and that I too 
have something to offer others who follow. 

Some areas across the granite did not have 
markers. We could see around the few trees 
and unsteady rock to where the two paths 
rejoined. Both directions had the same end 
point. As writers, our paths may diverge in 
style or genre but they can reach the same 
goal, bringing glory to God.

We did not reach our destination that day 
before the heat made us turn back. When 
I stumble around with words and images, 
I am tempted to give up. Sometimes I just 
need to regroup and try again. On our next 
attempt not only did we reach the edge of 
the lake, we also had opportunity to explore 
a trail spur. The view was amazing. A gift 
for not giving up.  †

Lorilee Guenter is a writer 
and artist living in Saskatoon, 
Saskatchewan. Her curiosity 
leads her in many directions. 
She enjoys finding life lessons 
in the unexpected.

Connecting the Pieces
By Lorilee Guenter
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