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Letter	from	the	editor												
	

Welcome,	readers,	to	our	inaugural	edition	of	Arise	
Magazine.	This	venture	was	born	of	a	desire	to	honor	
God	with	our	writing	and	encourage	others	in	their	
relationship	with	Him.	We	are	a	group	of	writers	that	
come	together	to	share	our	experiences	and	wisdom	
with	each	other.	It	only	made	sense	to	broaden	our	
reach	and	communicate	with	you.		
	
In	this	issue,	we	share	from	each	of	our	unique	
perspectives.	We	have	written	from	“where	we	are”	in	
hopes	that	you	may	find	yourselves	in	our	stories:	
hopeful,	hurting,	desiring	to	Arise	to	the	glory	that	God	
has	created	us	for.	Each	unique	but	knit	together	
through	the	sacrifice	of	Jesus.		
	

~April	Zoe	
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Forgiveness	
Jeremiah	Demuth	

It	sounds	so	easy	on	the	Sunday	school	flannel	graph.	
Maybe	it’s	more	difficult	when	you	don’t	grow	up	in	a	
Christian	home;	but	when	you	are	taught	from	an	early	age	
to	turn	the	other	cheek	it	just	seems	normal,	if	not	
necessarily	pleasant,	to	forgive	petty	things.		
	
But	what	about	hard	things?	
	
What	about	when	you	are	hurt	by	your	church	or	
denomination?		
	
What	about	when	you	cast	off	legalism,	or	forsake	the	path	
of	the	libertine?	
	
That’s	when	it	gets	hard	to	forgive.	When	you	have	the	best	
arguments,	and	the	burning	rage	to	launch	them	against	
any	reminder	of	the	world	you	left.	That’s	when	your	soul	
hardens	against	other	saints	for	whom	Christ	died,	and	
forgets	that	bad	doctrine	does	not	necessarily	mean	a	
wicked	soul.	That’s	when	grace	withers,	and	pseudo-
righteous	wrath	boils,	and	the	pendulum	swings	from	freely	
embracing	to	indiscriminately	rejecting	the	world	in	which	
your	soul	was	injured.		
	
That’s	when,	sometime	when	the	world	is	quiet,	and	
nothing	remains	to	rail	against,	a	still,	small	voice	whispers	
“I	still	demand	forgiveness.”	
	
That	quiet	voice	reminds	you	that	the	Lord	died	for	them,	
too.		
It	asks	“Who	are	you	to	judge	another	man’s	servant?”	
	
Then	the	fight	starts.	Oh	how	easy	it	would	be,	to	just	say	
some	trite	little	prayer	and	move	on.	
		
It’s	never	that	easy.	
	
It’s	failing	again	and	again,	and	asking	God	to	give	you	what	
you	struggle	to	give	to	another.		
	
It’s	laying	aside	your	verbal	and	mental	weapons,	and	
learning	to	see	that	caring	for	the	weaker	Christian’s	
conscience	often	means	keeping	your	mouth	shut.		
	
It’s	coming	to	terms	with	the	fact	that	you	too	are	guilty	of	
many	of	the	same	exaggerations	and	misapplications	you	
so	despise.		

	

SIFTING	
	
Lynn	Schriner	
	
Sifting	like	snow,	like	sugar.	powdered,	on	pancakes,	

on	roads	leading	home.	

Resisting	the	effort,	the	sweet,	the	coating	upon	black	

ice	terrified.	

A	ride	around	the	block	of	hearts	and	ice	without	

studs.	

It's	church	and	Christmas	Eve	

sugar	coated	people	in	distress,	a	candle,	a	crucifix,	
party	clothes,	new	shoes	

visions	of	sugar	plums	dancing	

while	children,	under	blood,	war	torn	skies	cry.	

Silent	night,	holy	night	

carve	the	turkey,	as	children	cry	for	bread	

and	men,	in	stark	wild	nakedness	of	soul,	lay	on	

streets	of	stench,	behind	trash	and	sorrow.	

Silent	night,	holy	night	

the	light	from	yonder	window	breaks	

a	manger,	a	king,	a	baby	wrapped	in	swaddling	

clothes	

I	lift	my	tears	to	the	cross	

sifting	me	in	the	pews.	
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Sacred	Time	
Sharon	Cairns	Mann	
	
I	love	cleaning	up	after	a	party.	People	frequently	volunteer	to	stay	afterwards	and	help	me,	but	I	usually	decline.	The	
sweet	time	of	post-party	clean-up	is	my	time	to	savor	the	day,	to	remember	the	guests,	the	laughs,	and	the	
conversation.		I	perform	this	sacred	ritual	with	great	joy.	
	
Every	step	of	the	process	is	holy.	I	zip	memories	into	my	brain	as	I	zip	food	into	baggies.	I	polish	the	good	silverware,	
eager	to	use	it	again.	The	delicate	wine	glasses	need	to	be	washed	by	hand,	and	I	love	the	meticulous	care	it	requires.	
It	reminds	me	that	I	bought	them	with	dreams	of	entertaining,	and	my	dreams	have	come	true.	The	rainbow	on	the	
dish-soap	bubble	promises	my	work	is	not	in	vain.	Smoke	rises	from	snuffed	candles,	like	an	evening	offering	to	God.		
	
For	each	person	who	showed	up,	every	bite	they	took,	and	every	sip	they	swallowed,	I	give	thanks.	Cleaning	up	after	a	
party	means	I	have	engaged	in	the	rite	of	hospitality,	of	inviting	people	in	to	share	stories,	to	make	memories,	and	to	
intertwine	lives.	
	
Sometimes	I’m	fatigued	I	go	through	this	ritual.	But	it’s	the	happiest	kind	of	exhaustion	I	can	imagine,	because	cleaning	
up	after	a	party	is	sacred	time.	And	someday,	I	may	hear	the	words	“I	was	a	stranger	and	you	welcomed	me.”			
	

	Stained	Portrait	

Molly	Kennedy	
In	the	Heavenly	Art	Gallery	
hangs	my	portrait	
One	portrait	
among	countless	others	
One	child’s	face	
among	countless	faces	

Jesus	tours	the	gallery	
gazing	lovingly	
at	the	precious	masterpieces	
surrounding	Him	

Standing	in	front	of	my	portrait	
He	touches	the	frame	gently	
His	soul	hurts	
He	knows	today	what	I	have	done	
His	sacrifice	shrieks	out	
tangible	and	piercing	

Taking	my	portrait	down	from	the	wall	
He	cradles	it	against	His	chest	
and	weeps	

In	the	early	morning	
I	clutch	my	Bible	to	my	chest	
and	weep	
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I	Am	Twenty-Six	

Kallie	Garrett	

I’m	twenty-six	and	it’s	a	Saturday	night.	Maybe	I	should	be	out	with	friends,	instead	I’m	in	my	pajamas	on	my	bed	
surrounded	by	a	bag	of	Crispy	M&M’s,	Jen	Hatmaker’s	For	the	Love,	and	Celestial	Seasoning’s	Cinnamon	Apple	Spice	tea.	
It’s	my	Mama’s	favorite,	so	I	drink	it	when	I	need	a	piece	of	home.	

It	was	one	of	those	weird	days	–	an	introverted	day	for	an	extroverted	person.	I	had	breakfast	with	my	best	friend	and	then	
spent	the	day	alone.	I	sat	on	the	couch	for	a	while	and	took	turns	reading	and	watching	Netflix.	Then	I	moved	to	my	room	
and	did	the	same	thing.		

I’ve	always	felt	that	in	some	ways	I	am	eternally	five	years	old,	and	in	others	eighty.	Today	was	an	eighty-year-old	day.	It	
was	refreshing	to	the	soul	in	a	lot	of	ways,	however	in	the	back	of	my	mind	I	always	know	that	true	rest	won’t	ever	come	
unless	I	empty	my	brain	of	the	million	words	and	feelings	that	are	white	water	rafting	around	in	there,	taking	them	to	the	
LORD	and	allowing	Him	to	help	me	wade	through	the	mess	and	beauty	of	it	all.	

I	want	to	have	a	strong	voice.	Not	strong	in	the	sense	of	the	number	of	people	listening,	but	strong	in	the	sense	of	it	having	
a	foundation	of	courage	and	belief	and	confidence.	I	want	to	speak	truth	and	love	and	grace	into	the	people	God	places	
before	me	without	hesitancy	or	trepidation.	I	want	to	put	words	to	how	I	feel	in	my	heart	about	the	God	I	follow	and	the	
people	I	love.	I	want	to	speak	clearly	and	piece	stories	together	that	inspire,	convince,	and	encourage.	

I	want	to	love	people	well.	I	want	people	to	walk	away	from	our	conversations	believing	more	in	themselves,	in	God,	and	
the	beauty	of	the	world.	To	give	people	a	reason	to	hope,	to	dream,	to	laugh,	to	trust.	I	want	people	to	hear	my	faith	in	my	
words,	to	see	it	in	my	actions,	to	feel	it	in	my	hugs.	I	want	to	listen	well	and	long	–	a	million	times	more	than	I	speak.	I	want	
people	around	me	to	feel	heard,	important,	and	whole.	

I	want	to	make	a	difference	where	I	am.	I	have	hopes	and	dreams	for	where	this	life	will	lead	me,	but	my	life	could	end	
tomorrow	(probably	will	with	the	amount	of	M&M’s	I’ve	eaten).	I	want	to	take	advantage	of	each	and	every	day,	every	
moment.	Every	conversation,	laugh,	cry,	conflict,	friendship,	celebration,	struggle	should	be	fully	embraced	and	absorbed.	
Don’t	run	from	fear	or	failure;	don’t	worship	fun	or	success.	God	is	in	it	all.	

At	twenty-six	I	am	so	deeply	aware	of	my	brokenness,	but	so	profoundly	sure	that	God	doesn’t	see	that	when	He	looks	at	
me.	I	am	so	convinced	that	He	loves	every	part	of	me;	I	am	fearfully	and	wonderfully	made	and	He	knows	that	full	well.	I	am	
bothered	at	a	soul	level	by	our	obsession	with	our	sin	and	navel-gazing	and	so	underwhelmed	by	the	idea	of	spending	our	
lives	ridiculing,	hating,	and	belittling	ourselves.	

At	twenty-six	I	so	strongly	believe	in	the	Resurrection,	and	that	it	is	the	theme	of	our	lives.	I	believe	in	what	Jesus	did	for	us,	
and	that	our	response	isn’t	a	should	or	a	have	to,	but	a	deep	excitement	and	willingness	to	follow	a	God	who	loves	us	
enough	to	sacrifice	His	one	and	only.	Life	is	a	constant	death	and	Resurrection,	brokenness	and	redemption,	and	we	grow	
and	are	made	whole	in	this	beautiful	process.	

I	have	high	hopes	and	big	dreams	–	and	I	hope	that	years	of	life	won’t	diminish	that.	I	hope	that	Kallie	at	twenty-seven,	
thirty,	forty,	and	so	on	is	always	a	dreamer,	a	hoper,	a	feeler,	a	believer,	and	a	Jesus-follower.	

Arise, Shine; 
For your light has come! 

And the glory of the LORD is risen upon you. 
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Confessions	of	a	Widow	
	
Bernadette	Pfeiffenberger	
	
Sitting	alone	in	the	waiting	room	for	the	results	of	my	
husband’s	biopsy,	questions	flooded	my	mind.		Scenes	of	
the	last	month	replayed	again.		The	brain	tumor	would	
result	in	death,	at	some	time.			

	
Scripture	says	to	pray	without	ceasing,	pray	at	all	times	for	
everything.		Why	couldn't	the	prayers	come,	only	tears?		
Rearranging	schedules	and	a	probing	question	of	how	
would	our	finances	be	met	over	the	unknown	time,	
pounded	at	me.			

	
Without	praying,	the	Lord	answered,	“Do	not	be	concerned,	
your	finances	are	taken	care	of.”	

	
Later,	I	sat	in	our	dining	room	looking	up	at	the	single	bulb	
hanging	from	the	ceiling.		So	many	needs	were	being	met,	
but	this	one	thing	was	bothering	me.		It	was	so	out	of	place,	
so	undone	and	no	funds	to	purchase	the	fixture.		So	trivial	
to	pray	for	when	the	Lord	had	answered	so	many	prayers.		
Yet,	out	of	the	blue	two	days	later,		a	friend	gifted	us	with	a	
beautiful	light	fixture	and	installed	it.	

	
Two	lessons	learned	here.		Nothing	is	impossible	with	God	
or	too	trivial	to	pray	for.		God	knows	our	needs	and	our	
hearts.	

	
	

Those	lessons	taught	this	widow	to	pray	continually	and	for	
everything.		So,	when	I	got	my	car	in	2005,	it	was	not	odd	
for	me	to	pray	for	the	angels	who	ride	with	me	in	my	car.		
They	are	brave,	I	am	distracted,	at	times.	Also,	to	pray	for	

2

God’s	angels	to	protect	me	and	all	who	ride	with	me	while	
driving,	and	that	my	car	would	run	forever.			

	
For	years,	those	angels	have	been	present	through	
numerous	long	rode	trips,	boy	scout	outings,	
camping/rafting	trips,	two	Great	Danes,	driving	through	3	
feet	of	snow,	t-ball	lessons,	piano	lessons,	lots	of	naps	and	
several	near	miss	accidents	on	the	road.		Once	my	son	and	I	
were	protected	as	I	stepped	out	of	my	car	looking	at	five	
police	officers	holding	and	pointing	their	guns	at	me	
because	of	a	false	and	misidentification.		Later	my	son	
thought	that	was	pretty	cool.		I	was	grateful	for	God’s	shield	
of	protection.	

	
Prayers	are	the	only	way	I	can	explain	so	few	repairs	or	the	
first	time	I	had	to	replace	my	brakes	at	65,000	miles.		Or,	
better	yet,	when	my	excellent	mechanic	said,	“Bernie,	I	
think	your	care	needs	a	tune	up	after	255,000.”		

	
	

What	a	wonderful	surprise	when	my	mechanic	offered	me	a	
loaner	car	while	my	car	was	being	repaired.		A	surprise	
similar	to	Cinderella’s	ride	to	the	ball	-	a	Cadillac Escalade	-	
white-pearl,	leather	seats	and equipped	to the	hilt!		Nice!  

 
It	was	fun	to	drive,	but	so	large.	I	prayed	on	my	way	to	my	
dulcimer	class	I	wouldn't	have	to	parallel	park	it.		
Thankfully,	the	Lord	opened	a	three-car	space	for	me	right	
in	front	of	the	building	of	my	class.	

	
The	Cadillac	ride	was	nice	for	a	day,	but	I	was	happy	to	get	
my	faithful,	reliable	car	back.		I	am	blanketed	with	the	
Lord’s	presence	there,	like	so	many	other	places	in	my	life.		I	
continue	to	pray	my	car	runs	another	255,000	miles.		I’ll	
wait	with	expectancy.	

Cras	faucibus	tempor	magna.	Maecenas	dapibus	sodales	erat.	

Aenean	sem	felis.	
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Arise for our help, 
And redeem us for Your mercies’ sake. 

Ps 44:26 

Salt	Over	My	Shoulder	
	
Sherryn	Hensley	
	
“Don't	look	back.”	
God's	warning	to	Lot	and	his	wife	rang	in	my	ears	one	morning.	
“What,	God?	Why?”	
“Your	tears	will	become	so	plentiful	that	you'll	turn	into	salt.”	
“A	pillar	of	salt”,	I	mused.		Lot's	wife.	
Salt.	Secreted,	immovable,	fragile,	eroding,	poisonous.	Salt.	
	
“Don't	look	back	or	your	tears	will	turn	you	to	salt.”	It	all	made	sense.			
	
This	word	from	God	straight	to	my	heart	was	timely.		I	had	been	looking	back	lately.		In	fact,	I	had	spent	the	last	few	years	
looking	back.		Three	years	of	looking	back	at	my	marriage	and	my	dreams	of	family,	my	regrets	and	slights,	had	turned	into	
an	additional	three	years	of	whist-fully	looking	back	on	my	health	and	those	days	of	ignorant	bliss.		My	dreams	had	shifted	
from	optimism	to	regret.	
	
"Maybe	God	gave	me	this	word	because	He	knows	that	I've	learned	from	my	mistakes",	I	thought,	with	a	tinge	of	pride	and	
a	healthy	dose	of	"it's	about	time	He	noticed!"	
"I	didn't	say	that",	God	rebuked	my	heart.	
"What	do	you	mean?		We're	supposed	to	learn	from	our	mistakes...	what	is	that	quote	'those	who	do	not	learn	from	history	
are	doomed	to	repeat	it?;"	
"That	wasn't	me.		That	came	from	Man."	(Ok,	probably	Reagan,	FDR	or	Abraham	Lincoln,	internet	quotes	are	iffy.)	
"Well,	what	about	the	time	when	you	said...	or...	but	there	was	that	time...		I've	got	it,	God,	you	turned	Lot's	wife	to	salt."	
"It	wasn't	because	she	didn't	learn	from	her	mistakes,	she	was	not	willing	to	leave	the	past	behind	and	follow	me."	
"Ok,	what	about	when	you	sent	the	Israelites	into	captivity?"	
"Again,	I	never	asked	them	to	learn	from	their	mistakes,	my	desire	was	for	them	to	stop	sinning	follow	me.		Just	like	the	
lame	beggar	by	the	pool,	the	man	who	was	blind,	the	woman	at	the	well."	
Now	God	was	making	His	point.	
"I	never	said	'I	hope	that	you	learn	from	your	mistakes',	I	said	'go	and	sin	no	more'.	"	
	
It	clicked	(I'm	a	slow	learner).		While	it	is	important	to	learn	from	our	past,	and	understanding	the	past	patterns	in	our	
careers	and	relationships	are	helpful	for	moving	forward,	"learning	from	our	mistakes"	is	not	a	prerequisite	for	living	
abundantly	with	our	God.		God's	desire	for	our	lives	is	that	we	keep	moving	forward	with	him,	not	look	back	at	all	of	the	
mistakes	that	we	have	made.		God's	desire	is	for	us	to	live	without	regret	or	shame.		God's	desire	for	us	is	to	"go".		Christ	
himself	did	not	stay	dead,	but	rose	again.		He	didn't	remind	Peter	that	cutting	off	the	temple	guard's	ear	may	not	have	been	
the	best	move.		While,	true,	He	didn't	even	bring	it	up!		Instead	He	told	Peter	and	the	other	disciples	to	"GO".			
	
We	were	not	meant	to	live	our	lives	as	pillars	of	salt:	living	our	lives,	looking	back	at	our	past,	even	in	hopes	to	"learn	from	
it".		God's	desire	is	for	us	to	move	forward	with	Him.		If	we	attempt	to	move	forward	while	looking	back,	we	fall	flat	on	our	
faces.		My	hope	is	that	when	a	dream	turns	to	regret,	I	take	a	moment	for	self-reflection,	and	remember	that	I	can	let	that	
experience	turn	me	into	salt,	or	I	can	throw	that	salt	over	my	shoulder	and	keep	moving	forward.		GO.		Go	in	peace,	Go	with	
confidence,	Go	with	God.	



	

	

		

2721	Sunnywood	Ave.	

Woodland	Park,	Contest!!! 
If	you	liked	what	you	read,	please	consider	submitting	a	poem,	short	story,	or	essay	for	our	next	issue!	

Guidelines	for	submission:	1.	Must	be	in	Word	document	format,	2.	Must	not	exceed	500	words,	3.	Must	adhere	to	our	
next	issue’s	theme	of	“Sacrifice.”	

The	winner	will	have	their	piece	highlighted	in	the	next	issue,	a	short	author	bio	will	be	included	in	the	magazine,	and	
receive	a	free	entrance	to	next	year’s	Writer’s	on	the	Rock	Conference!	

Please	email	submissions	to	magazine@writersontherock.com.	Submissions	are	due	March	30,	2017.	Winner	will	be	
announced	April	15,	2017.80863	

Are	You	Gonna	Squat	or	Soar?	
	

Laura	Shaffer	

Picture	a	cold	winter	day.	There	is	a	white,	icy	bed	of	snow	on	the	ground,	ice,	creeping	slowly	across	the	lake.	Your	eye	
moves	from	the	white	of	the	ground,	to	the	gray	of	the	freezing	water,	to	the	haze	of	the	sky,	hemming	in	the	horizon	
with	a	veil	of	frosty	air.	The	sun	is	only	a	bright	spot	in	the	gray	blanket	of	low,	snow	clouds	tucked	in	around	the	lake.	
Not	much	is	moving	as	you	gaze	out	across	the	expanse	of	grayness.	

There	are	groups	of	ducks	and	geese,	tightly	tucked	and	asleep	on	the	ice.					Another	group	of	nondescript	white	birds	
is	clumped	together	near	the	water.	But	there	is	none	of	the	clucking	and	chatter	that	usually	accompanies	their	
presence.	Not	a	sound	is	heard.	The	frigid	air	threatens	to	stop	any	communication	cold,	as	it	freezes	every	breath	
taken.	

Then,	above	the	lake,	a	bird	appears:	silently	soaring,	in	seemingly	slow	motion.	Its	graceful	wings,	stretched	to	its	
farthest	reach,	give	it	a	look	of	majesty	as	it	hangs	upon	the	air.	It	is	joined	by	another.	They	turn	twice,	together,	and	
are	joined	by	a	third.	The	mid-air	ballet	continues	for	several	moments	before	they	separate	and	go	in	three	different	
directions.	As	one	flies	towards	you,	you	can	see	the	graceful	curve	of	its	pure	white,	broad	wings,	and	the	delicate	
black	tips	that	reach	out	to	capture	the	air	that	lifts	it	higher.	

You	recognize	this	bird.	It’s	the	same	kind	that	you	noticed	before,	squatting,	clumped	together	with	others	like	it	in	a	
huddle	on	the	ground.	This	same	little	nondescript	bird	that	blended	in	so	plainly	with	the	frozen	background	displays	a	
Godly	majesty	when	flying.	But	of	course!	Flying	is	exactly	what	God	created	it	for!	

Soaring,	is	what	God	created	you	for.	What	is	keeping	you	squatting	in	the	snow?	It’s	so	easy	to	stay	on	the	ground	
with	our	friends,	huddled	against	the	circumstances	of	our	lives,	fearing	the	cold,	the	wind.	But	the	air	is	warmer	higher	
up.	And	the	wind	lifts	you.	And	God	has	prepared	you	to	enjoy	using	the	gift	of	soaring	He	has	given	you!	And	His	glory	
and	majesty	that	you	reflect,	will	inspire	others	and	honor	Him.	

But,	the	choice	is	yours.	Are	you	gonna	squat?	Or	soar?	
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