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Jesus’ Kingdom in Heaven 
By Matthew Reed 
 
His kingdom will never fall 
it will never end 
it will itself defend 
it won’t tumble 
it will not fall 
it will get more tall 
it will never crumble 
or stumble 
it will be there forever 
and every creature will live forever 
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Mirror of God 
By Lincoln Sorensen 
 
Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who is the wisest of them all? 
God is the wisest because He never falls. 
 
Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who is the strongest of them all? 
God is the strongest because He hears our call. 
 
Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who loves me the most at Church? 
God loves me the most because He can’t get hurt. 
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By Paige Schuley 
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Ice Cream 
By Paige Schuley 
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Mommys  
By Sofia Monaghan 
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#7 
By Kelly O’Toole 
 
I hear different noises now. 
The birds chirping 
bring me so much peace, 
it’s almost better than what I had imagined 
silence to be. 
 
Can He really change me 
so much? 
Or was I this way before 
all the pain and influence and living? 
Maybe this is why 
babies are the best thing. 
They haven’t changed yet. 
They still hear the birds. 
 
But I’m hearing them now, 
so that’s something. 
Sometimes I’ll have a moment 
of fear: 
I’m going to lose it! 
Please, God, don’t 
take away what You’ve given me! 
It passes though 
because I know I can’t 
do anything any how 
But what’s today. 
 
And today I hear the birds. 
And I smile. 
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#8 
By Kelly O’Toole 
 
I like being inside. 
Not because it’s safer, 
I’m not afraid at all. 
My problem is doing. 
I must do 
it all. 
 
I like being inside. 
Then I can see and feel and hear 
my rushing. 
I am defeated by 
my doing and rushing and listing and 
checking. 
 
Doing is my Idol other than the One. 
 
But I have to do 
the things I have to do. 
How do I let them not 
control me? 
How can I do 
them and simultaneously 
let them go? 
 
I like being inside. 
Not because I have more 

free time; 
I have none, 
I’m a mother. 
Although I have little 
time alone, or 
because of that, 
I feel everything more. 
 
Everything counts more now. 
 
I like being inside. 
Then I know 
the doing is 
what I’m meant to do. 
I feel Him 
with me more, 
almost constant. 
 
I pray to pause 
more, 
before every minute choice. 
He is there, 
listening and feeling and seeing 
with me. 
 
He is here. 
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#9 
By Kelly O’Toole 
 
There’s the church bells 
ringing again. A reminder. 
I breath in, my chest swells. 
I let go, I want to be a believer. 
 
So many colors everywhere. 
I’ve never seen so many flowers. 
In comparison my past is so bare. 
I’m so ever in awe of His powers. 
 
Say what? My mind is overloaded. 
The sounds and images blend together, 
Like my brain is coated 
In honey, not sure they will tether. 
 
At least I made a friend. 
I see Him in everything now. 
I feel like I’m constantly on the bend, 
Leaning over, falling, learning to bow. 
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#10 
By Kelly O’Toole 
 
I’m tired, in every way. 
Sometimes I feel guilty for being tired. 
Aren’t I supposed to be a machine? 
Keep going, it’s the American way. 
 
I’m tired, in every way. 
So, I drown my fatigue, 
that’s in my bones, it’s so deep. 
I can’t use drugs or drink, so 
cheap fake food it is, 
lately Nutella, in drippy, thick 
spoonfuls, right out of the jar. 
 
I’m tired, in every way. 
And I know covering over it 
with sugar or mindless pictorial flashes 
won’t ease my tiredness. 
There is, in fact, 
nothing for me to do. 
 
I’m tired, in every way. 
Gurus say: meditate, 
AA says: acceptance, 
The Bible says: pray. 
I do all those things to varying degrees. 
Does it help? Is it helping? 
 
I’m tired, in every way. 
I might just try feeling tired 

more. Like during my last 
labor. I let go, I couldn’t stop, 
the pain. So I said, fine, God, 
I’ll just feel it all, and let go. 
I released every muscle of my body. 
The tightness came and I relaxed 
everything else more, in my mind. 
 
I’m tired, in every way. 
The relaxing worked. 
The pain spread out, 
over my whole body. 
It felt like the pain was streaming 
through, like a faucet or my blood, 
being carried away from the center. 
And when it’s spread so thin, 
like a dieters measly smear 
of butter, it’s not so bad. 
 
I’m tired in every way. 
So, you see, it’s bearable. 
I only have to change my mind. 
To feel my tiredness slide 
down my face (it’s stored 
in my head &f ace & throat), roll over 
all the uneven bits of my body. 
 
I only have to change my mind. 
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#11 
By Kelly O’Toole 
 
I had a dream last night, 
that God looked Human. 
He said, I’m in all of you, 
the millions and billions of you. 
Didn’t you know? 
You hear me, 
yet you mostly ignore me. 
I told You, 
I’m in You, 
don’t you see? Don’t You feel It? Me? 
I’m God, He said, 
I’m moving around, in all of You, 
the millions and billions of You, 
in every place, doing everything with 
each of You. That’s why, 
I’m the living God. 
 
It was so weird. To see God, 
sort of having fun? Was this 
a game to Him? Each life. 
He was walking in the 
millions and billions of us. 
Doing all the things we do. 
Not robots, we make the decisions, 
but He was there, seeing it all 
through our eyes. 
Like a tiny piece of our brain 
is God. It was very syfy, very surreal, 
very Dali in image to see. 
 
This showed me three things. 
Listen to God, or that voice 
I hear (you hear it too, right?). 
Not the nasty, critical voice 
of my upbringing, but that soft voice, 
that isn’t really words, but mostly 
a knowing without any actual 
proof or reason. It’s the gut, 
the intuition, the third eye, the Holy Spirit. 
It’s never wrong. Whenever I’ve 
listened, it’s right. Right doesn’t 
mean easy or pleasurable, 
which is what I usually want. 
I also get very vivid images 
with no sound. Only when I’m 

awake. I will be picking up toys 
or turn a corner and all of 
a sudden, I will have a 
full on movie going on 
right across the front of my head. 
It’s usually the not so far future. 
It’s always right. 
 
Then, if God is in me and 
in you, even if you are the 
meanest person I’ve ever met, 
you still have a little God, 
even if you don’t know it. 
Maybe I shouldn’t get so angry. 
 
Then, if God’s running all over 
the World in these millions and 
billions of people He’s made, 
I’m like such a minuscule part 
of it all. Get over yourself, I 
think. You probably won’t 
do much. Very few are made 
for greatness. But that doesn’t 
mean I’m not useful or important. 
 
God made me for this tiny speck of 
time and place for some reason, 
that fits into His whole design. 
If I’m following my pictures, 
my unspoken Guide, even 
if that means I don’t do much 
on the list of societal goals, 
it’s enough. 
 
Oh, and say thank you, 
over, and over, and over, 
because I can see with my eyes 
now, and I’m not sure we can 
after, in the same way, or see 
the same things, and really 
He made so many outrageously 
interesting, amazing, beautiful, insane things. 
 
But, like I said, it was a crazy dream. 
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#12 
By Kelly O’Toole 
 
Schloss Schwetzingen, the palace, 
back in the caves, 
the sounds of the water dripping, 
a maze like my dreams. 
Thank you for being 
my Hippocrene today. 
The naiads call to me 
more than Apollo. 
I guess it’s because of my love 
for water, and what little girl didn’t wish 
to be a mermaid when she was swimming? 
 
Life is but a dream, 
I told myself repeatedly. 
It helped calm me.  
The end of the world 
looked like it was glowing. 
I wish I could have run 
right down the hall, my arms out 
like a child. First, I’d run to it, 
touch it. Then run all the way back 
to start and try to stop at the right moment 
when the glow began to fade. 
 
The worn walls, 
how many hands have touched 
you? I hold mine there, for a moment  
too long, hoping to feel something, 
see a picture of the past 
play on the inside of my forehead. 
But we must move on, 
no time for dreaming now. 
 
I keep on working, 
forgetting it’s just a dream. 
I took off today 
from 12:30 on. 
I don’t even want to go 
outside. I’m trying to 
listen more. It’s hard 

when you haven’t done it 
for 30 years, but the 
silence and prayer is working  
because I’m seeing more.  
 
A bright, cheery peach 
is enlivening. 
I’ve liked that color 
since I saw a room covered in it, 
even the door, in Nylon magazine 
with some dark haired woman with pouty 
red lips  
and impossibly thin limbs  
that I had wished I was.  
Another dream, keep rowing. 
 
It’s always a trade, 
isn’t it? A giving up, 
a giving away, a sharing but it 
never feels positive, or well, 
rarely. Would it have been 
better to be Emma or Jane or Elizabeth? 
A simplicity, a lowered expectation, 
more of what I actually like 
to do for less freedom for all. 
Sometimes it doesn’t seem 
so bad. My daydreams 
would seem more 
real then, more frequent. 
 
Bare bark, endless, countless  
branches, a place to hid,  
covered under your wings,  
is how I feel. Petite white cup,  
shaped like a star, I wish I could drink  
out of you, but your petals  
would only melt. 
I dream of you every time 
I fall asleep. At the beginning  
anyway.  
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#13 
By Kelly O’Toole 
 
I am Sisyphus of the crumbs 
wiping on hand 
and knees. What portion of 
my life will be with a rag in hand? 
Still, I’m usually not 
bothered. It’s a moving meditation  
for me. 
 
Do you ever just let 
your feelings guide your 
direction? I like to do it. 
It’s kind of like a  
test for God, or 
really like a test of 
my faith. I try not 
to test Him. That’d  
be silly.  
 
My feelings took me 
to a little Italian place 
tonight, thank God, 
because I just trusted He’d  
take me to where I needed 
to go. I kind of opened my eyes 
but at the same time closed them. 
I could see, obviously, but just 
looking for a knowing, a this 
is where to turn, ah yes, 
it’s a left here. No, no, keep 
going straight. Right here,  
nothing is here, I’m holding my breath, 
but my feeling eyes say go straight 
so I do. And there it was, 
at the corner, on the right. 
And it was perfect, 
just what we needed,  
when we needed it. 
 
And you know, 
it works, I think it works, 
when I can really tap 

in, when it’s not for me at 
all, but for us, or them 
or he or she, 
but usually not me. 
I’m okay with that. 
It like a breeze, 
a gentle little wave, 
this way, this way, 
It whispers. 
 
Sometimes, though, it is 
not a whisper. It is not 
a shout, because I can’t  
actually hear anything,  
but it is rooted deeply, 
and when it’s that strong 
of a feeling, I will not 
change my mind. 
I do it, even when it’s  
not at all what I wanted  
to do, not what I planned. 
 
Lately, I feel drawn to 
water. All I want is to 
float and swirl in the  
ocean, any ocean.  
I wish to be one of 
Ran’s daughters, 
melting into the waves. 
The pull is so strong, 
I could have lept into 
the murky green pool 
the penguins were swimming in 
at the zoo. It would have been 
lovely. I’m not sure why God 
is calling me there, 
but the North Sea isn’t so far. 
Maybe it’s something for me? 
A break from my crumbs? 
We shall see. 
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In Love 
By Craig Adderley 
 
I am in love...but this time I know it won't fail me 
I am in love...I've been redeemed, I love the one that has saved me 
I don't quite understand this Love..I've heard some say its amazing 
What really gets me about this love is that it's wholly unchanging 
 
This love, this love, this love, this love...my life its been rearranging 
It's stretched and pulled me out of comfort zones that I've been containing 
And when I fall or lose the strength to go, it somehow maintains me. 
This love convicts and sternly disciplines me, but never profanely. 
 
Guess I'm in training... 
Cause every day He's explaining... 
The truth about His love, The kind of love that's always unfailing. 
The kind of love that you can bank on; the kind that's never constraining 
I'm thinking daily bout' this love, that I'm so often restraining! 
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The Scarlet Act 
By Philip Szobody 
 
Enter the Theatre of Life, 
Observe the acts and scenes fly by. 
See the Playwright enter His own stage, 
And the Actress learn her parts. 

 
He listened 
To her audition: 
The first dark chapters of her script. 
 
She entered his stage 
In the role of Aoife, 
The Scarlet Warrior Queen. 
 
He responded as the Turquoise King 
Upon the stage where 
Their stories would merge in aesthetic 
exchange. 
 
She stood alone in a full-moon room, 
He observed her, thirsty, 
Lapped by unmerciful oceans. 
 
She was forever in character, 
Always in garb, 
A costume smile covering her face. 
 
She'd rehearse her act 
Before leaving her boudoir: 
The sad act, mastered over time. 
 
Yet no stage makeup could hide 
The shades in her eyes 
And the plea of her being: 
 
I long to be free and take off this mask, 

To observe my reflection and say 
 �This is me. � 
 
As the Turquoise King, 
He saw her silent soliloquy 
And extended his sword-hand in 
friendship. 
Off-stage, he removed his crown for 
her, 
And she revealed to him her 
Prologue, her footnotes. 
 
The backstage lights 
Hummed in soothing revelation of 
The actress behind the Scarlet Queen. 
 
In transcending operatic duets, they 
infernoed 
The cameo, feeding turpentine and 
matches 
To the masks. 
 
With wings of trust 
Built by kingly concern, 
She cleaved the manacles of her act. 
 
Instead of her scarlet warrior mask, 
He gifted her with the new blue wings: 
Not made for fleeing - crafted, instead, 
for freedom. 
 
She will fly over the oceanic mirror, 
Now a Ruby Dove: 
Still a warrior, no longer fighting herself. 
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The Church, together 
By Henry and Ruth Will 
 
During the pandemic, Hillside church pulls together 
With the Lord, this storm we will weather 
 
We worship online to glorify the Lord 
So, we are all in one accord 
 
Bruce and Erick preach the word 
Our fears are overcome by what we've heard 
 
The words of hope, help us to grow 
Because it's the gospel that we know 
 
we also have daily devotions and weekly prayer 
Together with Vinnie, it's like we're all there 
 
The beautiful music, so we can sing along 
combined with the message, it makes us all strong 
 
Sabrina teaches the children the Bible to know 
So, in the Lord, they too can grow 
 
We get together with each other in 3C meetings 
until we can see face to face and give each other greetings 
 
God Be with you until we meet again! 


