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Amaro, Lo-Fi, Toaster, Walden, Kelvin, and 
Nashville. These are some of the most popular 
photo filters on Instagram, currently one of the 
hottest media-sharing social networks among 
young people today. Users are able to crop, 
edit, and share their photos directly from their 
mobile device with just a few taps and swipes. 
Boasting over a billion uploaded photos and 
counting, it’s apparent that for many of us, 
Instagram has quickly and easily become an 
integral part of our daily lives. 

And while it’s fun to add nifty effects, stickers, 
and drawings to our photos and share them 
with our friends, the same can’t be said when 
we bring this filtering process into other areas 
of our lives. Before meeting with others we 
use makeup to accent our best features or to 
cover up blemishes and imperfections. On the 
way to class we grab a cup of caffeine-induced 
adrenaline to fuel our weary bodies into 
movement. At church we use watered-down 
testimonies to disguise our brokenness, amped-
up hallelujahs to fool any onlookers, and 
Pharisee-style prayers to cover our tracks. How 
many times do we as Christians filter our faith 
to suit our own needs or to upkeep our ‘holier 
than thou’ image? How often have we held 
our true feelings at bay out of fear of rejection, 
judgement, or persecution? How long will we 
view the world through a lens of privilege, 
entitlement, and self-fulfillment? 

No longer. It’s time to put aside the niceties and 
come clean—starting with me. From this day 
forward, I’m going to fearlessly make known 
my excitement about the love of my life! I am 
going to be honest with myself and with others 
about both the pain and the joys of bearing the 
cross: those miserable times when it hurts so 

much I literally have to hold my heart together, 
and also the times when the encouragement and 
affirmation are so thick I could live off of them 
for years to come. And that’s what this issue 
is all about. Admitting that the love of Christ 
doesn’t need all our collages, frames, or motion 
blurs. Recognizing that the battle has already 
been fought, and that victory belongs to the 
Lord. And in reality, all that’s left for us to do 
is get out there, get real, and tell it how it really 
is. #nofilter
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Christ in me, 
the Hope of Glory

By Jessica Doong // Artwork by Christine Hwang
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I spent many years of my life striving af-
ter the wind--chasing after the proverbial 
carrot, if you will. I may not have been 
able to articulate it at the time, but there 
was a part of me that was deathly afraid 
that I was not enough and would have 
done anything to keep that feeling at bay.
 
I thought that if I tried really hard to 
please my parents, friends, and church 
leaders that they could somehow give me 
the sense of worth and acceptance I was 
seeking. And to some extent, I succeeded. 
I mostly obeyed my parents; I stayed out 
of trouble, did well in school, and got 
into a good college. Though I had to try 
really hard and faced bullying, I had a 
good amount of friends and really found a 
home among my peers at church. There, I 
served and found my niche as a leader and 
someone who could help younger girls.
 
And yet, there was a part of me that strug-
gled with the feeling that no matter how 
hard I tried to live up to the standards and 
expectations of the people around me, it 
was never, and would never be, enough. I 
chased after these ideas of who I was sup-
posed to be and would just end up hating 
myself when I didn’t measure up.
 
On top of that, there was another part of 
me that wondered if I was really saved 
and, if I was, why didn’t the Cross mean 
anything to me? And who the heck was 
the Holy Spirit? These were questions 
that would pop up occasionally in middle 
school and high school and followed me 
to college, where I finally had to face 
them.
 
Thus began the most difficult seven years 
of my life, during which I felt like the 
foundation I had built my life upon was 
shaken to the core. The identities I had 
crafted for myself around what it meant to 
be a good daughter and a good Christian 

began to unravel as I got real with myself 
and with God. I found myself face to face 
with my own sin and lack of faith, and I 
cried out in desperation for a God who 
seemed so distant. I had some high highs 
and low lows during those years, catching 
glimpses of the joy, freedom, and love He 
promises but then falling back into shame, 
sorrow, and despair.
 
In the new places where He led me, I was 
often unseen, unheard, misunderstood, 
and even rejected. I was left with noth-
ing “of worth” in my life to make me 
feel right before Him. I couldn’t even get 
myself to follow Him the way I thought I 
was supposed to. There were times when 
I wondered how much longer I could 
endure and thought it would be easier if I 
just stopped living.
 
To this day, I have no way to explain how 
I endured that dark night of the soul other 
than the fact that, though I doubted it so 
much and did not always feel it, God was 
with me through it all.
 
The Bible is no joke. When it talks about 
becoming like Christ in his death and 
resurrection, there is no shortcut. Dying 
to yourself is almost surely painful. At the 
time, I hated it. But when I look back, I 
am grateful that the Lord really fought at 
every turn to bring forth in greater mea-
sure the person He created me to be—the 
person who He could see so clearly, 
though she was buried under layers of 
who she thought she was supposed to be.
 
So, even as I was striving so hard to find 
my worth, God was making his posi-
tion on the matter very clear. Jesus did 
not die for no good reason; He died for 
me—to set me free from conforming to 
the patterns of this world that tell me I am 
nothing without them.
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These past few years, as I’ve made myself 
available to Him, God has begun an in-
tensive process of helping me to recognize 
and step out of false paradigms and over-
come fears that have ruled my life. All 
this time I thought there was something 
wrong with me for not being able to fit 
in or measure up to the standards around 
me. But it turns out that those standards 
were what was wrong.
 
I am 28 years old now, and the persis-
tent love of God continues to amaze and 
confound me at every turn. There was 
a time in my life when I believed that 
sanctification meant I would one day be 
strong enough not to need God anymore. 
But that day never came. Instead, I have 
found myself returning often, in the ebb 
and flow of life, to a place where my need 
for Him is more and more apparent.
 
I wish I could say that I humbly surren-
der to Him every time, but it often feels, 
instead, like every fiber of my being 
fights to stay in control. But He continues 
to make His position on my worth clear, 
even as I struggle to fully embrace his 
acceptance through new depths of vulner-
ability. Every time I am ready to tear my 
hair out and give up on myself, the gentle 
whisper of my Lord picks me up again 
and beckons me to trust in Him and His 
love for me.

Born, raised, and edu-
cated in the L.A. area, Jes-
sica Doong is a Taiwanese-
American who now lives 
in the small town of Globe, 
Arizona where she’s learn-
ing how to be herself and to 
live life in a way only she 
can. She loves working with 
kids, writing, drinking tea, 
and thrift store shopping.

never
too
young
//Stories from the
School Yard

Alyssa was an eighth-grade student who 
served as the teacher’s assistant for my 
math class. She was your typical “Asian” 
girl—good grades, well-liked, respectful, 
and eager to help. She was also a born-
again Christian. Through our conversa-
tions in class, she discovered that I was 
also a Christian. Our small talks went to 
a whole new level as we began to share 
common stories and experiences about 
church, youth group, worship events, and 
summer camps. I could tell she was pas-
sionate about her faith. 

One day, Alyssa approached me with a 
“project.” She wanted to start a Christian 
Club on campus and needed a teacher to 
act as the club’s sponsor. It was a divine 
appointment. Jefferson Middle School 
was known as the “fun” school with a 
lot of student activities and social clubs. 
Alyssa was active in a few of those clubs: 
Chinese Club, School Spirit Club, etc. 
Why not a Christian Club?

Standing Up and Stepping Out in Faith

 by
Harry Tom // 
Artwork by 
Phoebe Shen
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Her boldness was infectious and quite 
convicting. She crafted a sincere heart-felt 
letter to the principal with her proposal 
and began to pray. The letter reflected her 
convictions and she did not hold back or 
mince words; she wasn’t concerned with 
political correctness. She described her 
recent experience at summer camp, her 
re-dedication to the Lord, and her convic-
tion over sin. Yes, she actually used those 
exact words in her letter—talk about 
#nofilter! I submitted the letter with my 
approval and willingness to open up my 
room during lunch.

I mentioned this proposal to a few of 
my colleagues over lunch in the faculty 
lounge. I recall one teacher turning to 
her neighbor and asking, “What about 
separation of church and state?” I replied 
with my own question, “Where does it 
exactly say that in the Constitution?” No 
response. I wasn’t trying to shut my col-
league down or pick a fight. I just wanted 
to clarify the misconception of the phrase 
“church and state” and how it really isn’t 
in the Constitution. Student-led Christian 
Clubs are protected under district poli-
cies. I actually made a copy of the district 
policies before meeting with the principal, 
just in case he “forgot” or was “unaware” 
(hat tip to Jay Sekulow and the American 
Center for Law and Justice). 

The club received tremendous support 
from Alyssa’s peers, along with a handful 
of active and supportive parents. Some of 
the parents held prominent positions in 
the school—one was the Parent Teacher 
Association president, and another was 
on the school board. God had his hand on 
Alyssa throughout this entire process. She 
organized, advertised, and mobilized oth-
ers to get things off the ground. I remem-
ber sitting in the back of my room during 
the meetings and seeing this young, but 
maturing eighth-grade student lead her 

peers in a time of prayer, a short Bible 
devotion, and a time of encouragement 
challenging her peers to take a stand for 
their faith.

Jeremiah 1:7-8 says, “But the Lord said 
to me, ‘Do not say, ‘I am too young.’ You 
must go to everyone I send you to and 
say whatever I command you. Do not be 
afraid of them, for I am with you 
and will rescue 
you,’ declares the 
Lord.” Just like 
Alyssa, God will 
provide the strength 
and courage you 
need to step out in 
faith.

I saw Emily every 
morning sitting by her 

opened locker as I made my way to my 
classroom.  Emily likes to sit in front of 
her locker in the mornings and have a pic-
nic breakfast while waiting for her friends 
to arrive and for the morning bell to ring. 
Our usual “good mornings” turned into 
an engaging conversation when I noticed 
an excessive beam of joy coming from 
her countenance. I noticed her camp T-
shirt from Forest Home Christian Confer-
ence Center and took a leap of faith to ask 
about her recent weekend.

“I went to a youth retreat with my 
church,” she said. Most students would 
leave it at that. She could have ended the 
conversation, changed the subject, or 
simply sit there with her great big smile 
staring back at me. What would you have 
done? Have you been in similar situations 
where you sense the door of opportunity 
opening to share your faith, “to anyone 
that would ask about the hope within 

Conversations at the Locker Bay
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you?”

Emily is in the sixth grade, and in her 
childlike manner, she began to share her 
experiences at the retreat listing the fun 
activities, times of singing, and inspira-
tional “talks.” She mentioned the life-
changing experiences and “choices” she 
made. Her infectious smile and contagious 
joy began to stir in me similar emotions 
as I began to recall the affect Christian 
camps have had on my own spiritual life. 
I was encouraged by this encounter. I 
was also deeply convicted about my own 
personal witness, and lack thereof. 

That conversation with Emily carried a 
simple lesson. If you wear the Christian 
logo, the cross around your neck, or that 
favorite shirt from camp, you better be 
ready to talk about it. And when you do 
talk about it, I pray that you would be 
as genuine and honest as a sixth grader, 
with no filter.  I Peter 3:15 says, “But in 
your hearts revere Christ as Lord. Always 
be prepared to give an answer to every-
one who asks you to give the reason for 
the hope that you have. But do this with 
gentleness and respect.” Are you prepared 
to give an answer?

Harry Tom is a 

middle school 

math teacher and 

the owner of Math-

nasium in down-

town Torrance. For 

20 years, he has 

served as a church 

youth pastor, staff and speaker for various Christian 

camps and retreats. When he’s not working, he loves 

spending time and visiting fun places with his lovely 

wife Sharie (married for 15 years!) and their two kids 

Ethan (12) and Camille (10).

they told me You could move mountains

they told me You could heal the sick
make lame men walk
let blind men see

they told me You could tell me all the things I 
ever did
know all the things I will do

they told me You could redeem the worst of the 
worst
I’m not that bad of a person
did drugs
sold drugs
bought drugs
stole drugs
I stole from the purses of old ladies
but mainly just mom’s
I lied
but not big ones
just little white ones
can You give me something 
something to fight for
live for 
die for?

they told me You could calm the raging storm on 
the sea

can You calm the storm in my soul?
I can’t sleep without these pills anymore
everything inside is turning
thrashing
waging war against itself
I want sleep
rest
peace
I dodge bullets
even in my dreams

they told me You’re a big God
a mighty King
and You command the birds
the bees
the ocean
the trees

they told me
about You

Mountain Mover
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the moon
the stars

You are I Am

they said You could love the unlovable
I’m not unlovable
I’m untouchable
unloved
unmotivated
unappreciated
unbreakable
because I’ve been hurt too many times before
too many torn relationships
burned bridges 
broken hearts

the other half of the bed is still cold
alone
empty 
they told me You could romance the wounded
I keep thinking he’s lying right next to me
but he left
gone
abandoned

can You hold my hand?
do You know me intimately enough
to caress my face with Your hands?

I believe what they told me about You
but I need to know who You are
can I hear Your voice
only Your voice
for just one second

You demand the attention of everyone
everywhere
all the time
why can’t I find You?

can we stop the white noise in the background
hit mute on the TV
turn the radio off
to hear Your sweet soft whispers
in the midst of chaos and confusion

why can’t I hear You?
can You speak a little louder?

I don’t think the work You did
was loud enough for us to hear
“I love you”
falling off Your lips
I got headphones blaring music
commercials begging for thirty seconds
billboards screaming for my attention
horns blaring
lights flashing
money moving
people yelling

but You are God
God of the city
the universe
my heart

who am I to demand You show Yourself
prove Yourself
big enough to take care of my problems?

there’s so much more 
so much I can’t see
I choose not to see
not to look at
so I don’t feel so bad
about bringing my “problems” before a holy 
God

they told me You could move mountains
but I don’t need mountains moved

I need these pebbles moved
embedded gems of envy
bitterness
jealousy
excavated

I don’t need mountains moved
I need You to move me

they told me
about You

Mountain Mover
by Kari Yahiro //
Artwork by Wesley Ching

February 2014

Kari was born and raised 
in Los Angeles, and grew 
up attending a Japanese 
American Baptist church with 
her family. She never felt like 
she quite fit in at church and 
rebelled against her family, 
the church, and God, from 
junior high until her sopho-

more year at the University of Southern California. 
Jesus Christ radically transformed her life in October 
2007, and has led her to experience an epic journey of 
being sanctified by God. She currently lives in LA and 
attends Azusa Pacific University.
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I don’t like wearing glasses. It reminds me of the days when I was in elementary 
school and the other kids would make fun of me by calling me “four eyes” or “nerd.” If 
you had seen me when I was 9, you would have seen my little, crooked ears and how my 
pink frames always seemed to sit slightly lopsided on my face. I didn’t feel like a pretty 
sight at all. I remember being so excited when my mom let me get contacts the sum-
mer before I started middle school. I spent an arduous two hours in front of the mirror 
just trying to put my contacts on for the first time because I thought the kids at my new 
middle school would like me more. Back then, what my peers thought about me seemed 
so important. What they saw me as—the nerdy little Asian girl with glasses—somehow 
defined me. But on the inside, I wanted to break free of that reputation. I wanted the 
real me to shine through so people could see the true me. So what did I do? I got contact 
lenses, as if that could solve everything. 

It’s funny how we think changing things on the outside can make everything better on 
the inside. We apply a little more make-up, spend some extra money to buy new shoes, or 
even take up a new sport or learn a new instrument so that people can start seeing us as 
the “athlete”, or the “musician.” That’s not to say that any of those things are bad. Actu-
ally, they are all very good when appreciated for the gifts and blessings they are from 

Beauty in the Eyes of the Beholder
By Elizabeth Mak // Artwork by Catherine Tsai
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God showed me that he 

is concerned, “with the 

beauty that comes from 

within...which is so pre-

cious” in his sight.
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God. But when we start to use external things to deal with matters of the heart—our self-
worth, our identity, our purpose in this life—we end up heartbroken. Though I went to 
great lengths to change my appearance by wearing contacts, I still felt so ugly during my 
middle school days. I was no longer the nerdy girl with glasses, but other flaws surfaced. 
I was never pretty enough even after buying new clothes, straight-perming my hair, and 
buying all kinds of facial products to battle any pimple that dared show itself on my face 
(though I often lost!). But still, none of those things made me feel beautiful. 

I forget the day I discovered 1 Peter 3:3-4, but I know that when I began to cherish these 
words from God, something changed in me. My Heavenly Father redefined worth and 
beauty for me: 

“Don’t be concerned about the outward beauty of fancy hairstyles, expensive jewelry, or 
beautiful clothes. You should clothe yourselves instead with the beauty that comes from 
within, the unfading beauty of a gentle and quiet spirit, which is so precious to God.” 

For the first time, I realized that God saw me in a way different than how others see 
me. Especially when I was in middle and high school, everyone seemed to be concerned 
about what a person looked like on the outside, but God showed me that He is concerned, 
“with the beauty that comes from within...
which is so precious” in His sight. Acquir-
ing a “gentle and quiet spirit” became 
more desirable to me than simply adding 
to my already long list of beauty products 
that never delivered what they promised. 
But this new beauty from God was sure to 
be unfading.

So for the past few weeks, I’ve been 
wearing my glasses every day because 
somehow, I ran out of all my right-eye 
contact lenses while I still have about two 
weeks left of left-eye contact lenses. It’s 
been a humbling few weeks. Though I 
know my beauty comes from within, my friends and family members have been telling 
me quite often that I look “tired” when I wear my glasses. “Tired” basically translates to, 
“You don’t look good.” Since wearing glasses makes my head feel heavier than I’m used 
to, I’ve been getting headaches, and as a result, feeling more tired. But one thing I like 
about wearing glasses is that it teaches me to depend on something inconvenient in order 
to see everyday things like recognizing people’s faces, reading important signs, and not 
tripping over obstacles while walking. If I didn’t have my glasses, I’d be blind.

Similarly, we cannot “see” unless we depend on God’s Word. Just as I shared before, 
something in me changed when God spoke to me through His Scriptures. I began to see 
myself in a new light—understanding a new definition of beauty and self-worth through 
God’s lens, not through my own dim eyesight which I had foolishly depended on for so 
long. The Scriptures are the glasses we need to wear each day. And wearing them can 
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Hello there! My name is 
Elizabeth Mak but all my 
friends called me “E-Mak” 
growing up (and a lot of them 
still do!). I’m in my 7th year 
at Biola University, having 
graduated with my Bachelor 

of Arts in Journalism and am currently pursuing 
my Master of Arts in Christian Ministries and 
Leadership with a focus in Women’s Ministries. 
Outside of school, I work as a real estate agent 
with Faith Realty, my family’s property sales and 
management business. But in my free time, I enjoy 
spending time with people I love and running with 
Jesus.

Last fourth of July, I watched fireworks 
crackling over the small lake near my 
home. Families were camped out on the 
edge of the water, and I could see their 
faces light up in colors as explosions 
painted the night sky. As I stood watch-
ing, a solemn thought crossed my mind: I 
might have never lived to see those fire-
works. In that moment, only God knew 
my heart and the depth of sorrow that 
flooded within me. Is my life like one of 
those fireworks, sparkling only to fade 
away moments later? 

There is a box of “Get Well” cards in my 
room. To tell you the truth, I never read 
them when I was in the hospital. I just 
tucked it away for me to read some other 
day. At the time, it felt like those cards 
were addressed to the wrong person. Peo-
ple would write to me, “You’re a fighter! 
“God is with you” “Be courageous!” “You 
are strong”. Most days, all I could do was 
just breathe, cry, sleep, and then wake up 
to do it all over again. I didn’t feel like a 
fighter, or courageous, at all, and I wasn’t 
sure how to trust in God in times when I 
felt abandoned by Him. 

People would tell me that God knew that 
I was strong enough to handle cancer, so 
He allowed it to happen; I quickly learned 
that this was not entirely the case. We are 
burdened with so many things that we 
cannot endure, real life problems. I can 
tell you right now, cancer was something 
I could not endure. That is why God 
beckons us to come and find rest in Him. 
He knows we’re weak and He knows that 
He is our only hope. 

The unfiltered Christian life is not only 

Jasmin Izumikawa [on left] graduated from Biola 
University in 2011 with a B.A. in English. She 
is a dedicated gardener and spends much of her 
time either baking, taking photos, tending to her 
garden, or writing. Jasmin is currently working on 
a children’s book and works as a wedding photog-
rapher with her sister Laura (http://lauraizphoto.
com). She blogs to share her journey with cancer 
at jasminotebook.blogspot.com and is a survivor 
of Non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma.

Sparkle & 
Fade
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By Jasmin Izumikawa // 
Photo Edit: Shirley Lu

February 2014

be inconvenient. We actually have to sit 
down and pay attention to what we’re 
reading or hearing. We have to spend 
time in Bible study with fellow believ-
ers instead of maybe going out to see a 
movie with friends or using that time for 
homework. And most certainly, believ-
ing God’s Word will make us unpopular 
in this life since most people reject His 
Word. But Jesus Christ, the Word of God, 
is the only one who can truly change us to 
become the people He created us to be—a 
people of worth, loved by God, and with a 
greater purpose than we could have ever 
imagined.  
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about the struggle, although it may seem so. Through my period of sickness and my now 
slow recovery, I have seen that the cross-carrying life is also a joyful one even in the 
discomfort and setbacks. There is joy because we can trust the LORD in spite of cancer, in 
spite of our brokenness, and all the muck we trudge through in our lives because we really 
believe “God so loved the world,” that He sent Jesus to die in our place and to take our pun-
ishment. If only we trusted Him more with the big things in life! 

Through my darkest hours, His mercy and grace found me. In the isolation of my hospital 
room, I often cried out, “Jesus, remember me! Don’t forget me. Don’t leave me” and He 
quieted my restless soul. I have learned more about trusting—that He is watching, listening, 
refining, loving, redeeming, and healing in ways He sees fit. Just because we don’t physi-
cally feel or see or hear the presence of God, that doesn’t mean He has abandoned us or that 
He has given up on us; He could have by not sending Jesus to die on the cross but He did, 
and that is why we call it amazing grace. What a joy, even in the greatest struggles, in light 
of what Jesus Christ has done for us.   

In sicknesses and struggles, we can endure and trust in the LORD because He is unwaver-
ing in His grace and mercy, overflowing with love and abundant in understanding. Even the 
stars in the Heavens sparkle and fade, but each one is created for His glory and pleasure just 
as each person is placed according to His divine plan. Our lives on earth will eventually 
come to an end, but the great news is that we will spend eternity with Him. Courage is this: 
surrendering to His grace, trusting Him, and remaining close to Him regardless of the pres-
ent circumstance. He cannot forget you, He will not abandon you, He always remembers 
you. Quiet yourself and He will remind you, “I am with you now and always.”

February 2014



When you lit this match,
Lord, did you know I would sputter?
 
My heart yearned for him, says the Sh-
ulamite, and staring out
The window at midnight I think of you.
Lean towards your love as if the cool glass on 
my cheek
Is your touch.
 
“I don’t know you”,
I said,
When you first entered the room,
“But I want to.”
Cast into the void, I choose,
Not knowing. 
The hope of
Flying.
 
I am Found forever.
Standing your watch
Striving to burn.
Fit me in to your puzzle –
With delicate, deliberate grace, and unrelent-
ing
Strength.
Strip me
Down to bone and cinder
Down to the spirals that swirl on my soul.
 
Once I gave a boy up
Because he heard no sorrow in the wind or in 
the psalms’ keening.
No grace of prayer or bent knees.
I ran.

When you lose, Lord,
Do You grieve? Do you know what
It means?
 
Tell me that the way the world tilts

On its axis and makes everyone fall down 
rabbit-holes
Will end. That the ground will stop giving
Under me when I step outside the door.
I’m bruised and I think it’s time for You to
Wake me up.
 
I’m here, I’m here.
This is no nightmare, only a dream
You’re having and it’s called reality.
 
When the sun rises, when the light comes
The life I’ve given you to live will be bright.
Be still and know.
On your knees, the world is clear.

Claire Hellar recently graduated from UCLA with 
a degree in English. She has been part of Freedom 

By Claire Hellar // 
          Illustrated: Rebecca Chen

and Fashion for three years as 
the Magazine Editor-in-Chief. 
She grew up in Papua New 
Guinea as the daughter of 
missionary parents and loves 
Nutella, Korean dramas, and 
the color red.
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fearless
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I peeked at my roommate again. She was 
innocently flipping through her notes, 
studiously preparing for class the next 
day. I turned my attention back to the 
empty Word document on the screen in 
front of me. Nervously, I shifted positions 
and rearranged her MacBook more com-
fortably on my lap. One whole excruciat-
ing minute passed...then another...and 
another...

“I can’t do this.”

“Just tell me,” she responded.

“But...I can’t.”

“Oh, Pho...” She looked at me with a 
smile and changed the subject.

“How was it tonight?”

“It was good.” I answered almost reluc-
tantly, searching for the strength to just 
take the plunge. I couldn’t let her kind-
ness dissuade me. As much as I wanted to 
just let this pass, I knew that for whatever 
reason, God had spoken to me at the 
conference that night, and he wanted me 
to tell her. And if I didn’t do it that night, 
I would never find the resolve to bring it 
up again. 

“So, in high school...” I started. “I liked 
someone...”

“Mmhmm” she encouraged.

“And...” I trailed off.

She waited.

“...it was a girl,” I whispered.

Growing up as a “PK”, or pastor’s kid, 
and the daughter of extremely well-edu-
cated Chinese parents, I felt like I had a 
lot to live up to. Even as a child, I felt the 
immense weight and burden to uphold my 
father’s reputation as a ministry leader. 
Convicted by 1 Timothy 3:4-5, which 
clearly describes one of the qualities of a 
church leader as being able to “manage 
his own household well, with all dignity 
keeping his children submissive, for if 
someone does not know how to man-
age his own household, how will he care 
for God’s church?” I felt it was my filial 
duty to be the perfect Asian student and 
pastor’s daughter that the world took me 
for. Naturally I failed, and I failed in a big 
way. 

It was my sophomore year of high school 
when I realized I had same-sex attrac-
tions. At first, I was surprised: 

How did this happen? I’m not a bad per-
son, my parents don’t fight. Why me?! 

Not knowing what to do with this new-
found revelation, I simply ignored it until 
things got out of hand. The next year, my 
junior year, although I didn’t tell anyone, 
my classmates became suspicious and 
began to increasingly distance them-
selves from me. I was crushed by this 
turn of events and cried myself to sleep 
every night for one week. Afterwards, I 
buried my emotions and busied myself 
with schoolwork and video games, still 
determined to never ever tell anyone. By 
the end of the school year, I had recovered 
most of my friends and was on track to 
graduate within the academic top ten at 
my school. By God’s grace, after almost a 
decade of constantly switching churches, 
my family finally settled down at a 
church during this time, and gradually, as 
my involvement within my new church 
increased and my relationship with Christ 
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deepened, I was able to overcome my ho-
mosexual attractions and find healing in 
Christ. However, there was one thing that 
still lingered on my mind and my heart. 
It was a raw, naked, stark fear of being 
judged by the Christian community. 

This fear would follow me long after 
my high school graduation and into my 
undergraduate years at UCLA. In fact, 
despite forming lifelong friendships with 
some of the most passionate and God-
fearing people I have ever met, it was not 
until my senior year at UCLA, after the 
first night of attending Fight! Conference, 
a three-day gathering seeking spiritual 
revival for the college campuses, that 
I was led to share the whole truth with 
my roommate. To my surprise, instead 
of judgment, disbelief, disappointment, 
disgust, or fear, I was met by one thing 
and one thing only: the love of Christ. In 
that singular moment, when I was finally 
willing to bring my weaknesses to light, 
I found grace, grace to the full. After all 
those years of hiding and lingering doubt, 
God showed me the depth of His love 
through the reaction and steadfast love of 
my friends. 

Just a few months later, I had the oppor-
tunity to share my story with a girl I had 
known for less than three months. I was 
petrified. This friend had become so very 
dear to me, and I couldn’t imagine losing 
her. Nevertheless, I wanted someone so 
important to me to know the whole truth, 
so I took the risk and suddenly realized 
that I never had anything to lose in the 
first place. Instead, I was the one who 
was desired. I was the one the Lord de-
sired for His own: 

“Fear not, for I have redeemed you; 
I have called you by name, you are mine.”
Isaiah 43:1

Today, that girl is my best friend and the 
love that I have experienced from her 
and her continued unwavering support 
in every aspect of my life has firmly 
convinced me that my failure, the big 
way that I failed, was not that I had 
same-sex attractions, and it was not that 
I continued to be subject to fear’s reign 
even after experiencing freedom in 
Christ. The big way that I failed is that 
I never realized how true, how deep, 
how wide, how high, and how abundant 
the love of Christ for me really is. That 
it could overcome all my fears, that it 
would be stronger than all my failings, 
that it would outlast all my sorrows and 
heartache, and that it would lead me to 
friends who would love me uncondition-
ally—friends who would allow me to 
love them in turn, never questioning 
my sincerity but understanding that this 
perfect love comes from Christ.

Fear not, 
for I have 
redeemed 
you; 
I have 
called 
you by 
name, you 
are mine.
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If we could live this kind of love. Breathe 
it in. Speak it into motion. Let it flow 
through our veins, flood our churches, 
our communities, our families. Imagine 
the radical change in the way people will 
respond to the unfiltered love of Christ. 
Imagine the kind of transformation that 
will grip the lives of those who encoun-
ter such a rare, authentic affection for 
the body. Can you see it? We were made 
to be the love of Christ to one another. 
This is our purpose. And I am no longer 
afraid. Are you?

COMING 
SHAME
OVER

As Asian-Americans, we have strong 
group ties. While many of us grew up in 
America, we still retain a lot of our Asian 
strong-group culture. Whether it be hang-
ing out with friends or spending time with 
family, we often think about ourselves as 
part of a group, and not just as individu-
als. We share our food and our resources 
with one another. Our parents have a 
strong influence over us, and we desire to 
honor them with our career paths. Often 
times, the only options are to be a doctor, 
lawyer, or engineer, and choosing some-
thing outside of these options is difficult. 
Because of this strong group dynamic, we 
also live in a shame-based culture, where 
our community’s standards are important 
to us and our family. We want to make 
sure that we honor our parents, and that 
we don’t bring dishonor to our fam-
ily by making sure that we have a good 
reputation. Yet, we also feel an “internal 
badness,” or a feeling that we aren’t good 
enough in our attempts to live up to the 
standards that are placed on us.
            We try hard to do well in school, 
so that we can bring honor to our fam-
ily. We’ve all heard it before, our parents 
telling other parents about how well we 
are doing in school, and getting brag-
ging rights on our behalf. We’re scared of 
failing, because we don’t want to be that 
kid who brought dishonor to their family. 

By Grace Sangalang // Artwork by Tammi Yu

Phoebe Ng graduated from UCLA 
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Grace Sangalang 
received her B.A. in 
English at UCLA and 
her M.A. in Bible 
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University’s Talbot School of Theology. She loves 
listening to a variety of music—from classical, to 
indie, to bluegrass—and enjoys attending concerts 
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ing, Disneyland and the minions from Despicable 
Me.
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Shame often motivates the things we do. By excelling in school, we think we will avoid 
shame, and avoid not being accepted.
            It’s often hard to talk about our real feelings, because our culture doesn’t really 
give us the space to do so. It’s difficult to talk to others when we struggle, and often 
times, it’s really difficult to ask for help when we need it. We don’t want to be a burden 
to others, so we keep many of our struggles inside. We often feel like it is shameful to 
show and admit our weaknesses, so we try to hide and cover our flaws, to show that we 
are O.K. This hiding and covering also translates to our relationship with God as we feel 
shame in showing God our weaknesses and struggles.
            Shame was a result of the Fall. At the beginning of creation, God created a perfect 
world, where there was no shame between Adam and Eve. After Adam and Eve ate from 
the forbidden tree of the knowledge of good and evil, they realized their nakedness, and 
wanted to cover their nakedness with fig leaves. Feeling ashamed by their nakedness, 
they sought to hide not only from each other, but also from God. This shame created a 
relational distance between Adam and Eve, and with God. They also started blaming 
others, instead of taking responsibility for their own actions. In this way, shame makes 
us hide and cover since we do not want to be seen. We also try to blame others as it’s 
difficult to admit to our own wrongdoing. Shame is a result of how sin entered into the 
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world and shame 
disrupts our rela-
tionships.
      While shame 
came into the 
world because of 
sin, Jesus takes 
our shame and 
transforms it. 
Through His life 
and death, we see 
how He hangs out 
with those who 
are rejected. He 
hung out with the 
outcasts of society 
– the people who 
were on the fring-
es. Because of His 
love for them, He 
welcomed them 
into his commu-
nity. Ultimately, 
through the cross, 
Jesus transformed 
shame and turned 
the whole notion 
of shame on its 
head. Crucifixion 
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was one of the most shameful ways to die, 
and God the Father even turned his back 
on the Son. Jesus Christ experienced full 
abandonment from the Father as He cried 
out, “Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani?” which 
is translated, “My God, My God, why have 
You forsaken Me?” (Mark 15:34). In this 
way, Jesus experienced the ultimate act of 
shame by being abandoned by the Father.
      Yet, Jesus also transforms our notion 
of shame by making this place of shame a 
place of victory over the power of shame 
and death and darkness. When Jesus cried 
out, “It is finished!” (John 19:30), He 
gained victory over the cross and eternal 
death. Through the resurrection, Jesus 
defeated death and the cross becomes a 
place of honor. As Hebrews 12:2 says, 
“Fixing our eyes on Jesus, the author 
and perfecter of faith, who for the joy set 
before Him endured the cross, despising 
the shame, and has sat down at the right 
hand of the throne of God.” Jesus despised 
shame on the cross, and gains victory over 
shame. Jesus ultimately transformed his 
shameful death on the cross into the place 
of greatest honor by gaining victory over 
death and hell for all of mankind. Jesus is 
now honored at the right hand of God.
       Because Christ transformed shame 
into honor, we no longer have to live 
bound to this shame, but can now experi-
ence the freedom that we have in Christ. 
Our new identity as believers is to be in 
Christ. Instead of living in shame, our 
new identity in Christ is that we are a 
new creation (2 Corinthians 5:17). For 
believers, honor replaces shame because 
we have Christ’s righteousness. Indeed, 
the place of shame becomes the place 
of greatest honor, because our shame 
is transformed through the saving and 
transforming work of Christ. The gospel’s 
work of salvation for eternal life does not 
just begin when the believer dies, but it is 
the power of God to save, to heal, and to 
start the transformation of lives now here 

on earth.
            We can experience the transforma-
tion from our shame through experiences 
of grace. Safe relationships of uncon-
ditional love and grace counter shame 
because we are offered love and grace 
instead of condemnation for the bad that 
we feel inside. Feeling accepted in our 
brokenness brings freedom and healing. 
While the Lord tells us in Scripture that 
His love is unconditional and that He fully 
accepts us, He also uses community and 
people to show us His love in a tangible 
way. There is great power in authentic 
communities of love and grace for finding 
the healing we need from shame. Since 
the fear of being rejected lies behind 
shame, the acceptance that comes from 
grace is what brings freedom from shame. 
When we are able to show ourselves to 
others, even the messy and broken parts, 
and still be accepted, there is great heal-
ing and freedom in those places. Having 
communities of grace and acceptance 
are powerful in countering and overcom-
ing shame. Since our communal culture 
provides a place where people are not 
left alone in isolation, it can be a place of 
redemption and restoration as people live 
in community with one another. While 
our communal culture can be a place 
of shame, Christ’s transforming work 
changes our communities into a culture 
of honesty, vulnerability, acceptance, and 
grace. If there is an others-centered focus 
where we seek to care for one another like 
a family, then people are not left behind. 
Jesus can redeem and restore our culture 
to become a place of great flourishing as 
we live out His gospel of love, grace, and 
acceptance in an already community-
oriented culture.
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Raw Fish 
& Relationships

By Geoffrey Hughes //
Artwork by Miles Schlenker
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“There’s good news, and 
there’s bad news,” my friend Trevor 
told me when he picked me up from the 
airport in Sapporo, Japan. The good news 
was that I was about to have the best sushi 
I had ever tasted in my life. The bad news 
was that I’d never have it again unless I 
came back to Sapporo.
 
Raw fish from Hokkaido, the north island 
of Japan, is what makes Sapporo’s sushi 
some of the best in the world. Its sashimi 
is prized so highly that it is sent through-
out  the country to the finest restaurants 
Japan has to offer. The fact that I got to 
eat sushi in Sapporo meant I got to taste 
some of the freshest and therefore best 
raw fish in the world.
 
Throughout my 3-week stay in Sapporo, 
it became more apparent to me that eating 
sashimi from its source is comparable to 
how valuable it was just getting to interact 
with my friend Trevor face-to-face and 
witnessing Trevor’s life in person. 
 
From the first day, Trevor—or ‘Tre’ as 
his friends in Japan call him—helped 
me understand what life was like as a 
foreigner in Japan. It was a very insightful 
trip, helpful, and fun—mostly because we 
did so much together. Though I saw some 
of his video blogs in the past, and I even 
got to meet up with him when he came to 
California and recounted what his life was 
like in Japan, it wasn’t the same as being 
with him there. 

When it comes to being friends online, it’s 
not the same as interacting with a friend 
in person. Facebook, for example, is more 
like an anonymous interaction with a pic-
ture, that is often chosen and selected to 
make that person look the way they want. 
But when it’s face to face, you’re reaching 
out to a specific person, with all their fa-
cial expressions, and body language. You 

can relate with the other person on a basis 
that involves their spirit when you are near 
them or in their presence. Online, relation-
ships are largely public and superficial, as 
multiple people come and go from mes-
sages and pictures when they please. 

In cyberspace, there is no mutual agree-
ment about when an interaction should 
stop or how it should go, because the 
simple act of being present with another 
person is partly forsaken in that realm. As 
a result, it’s very hard to be yourself be-
cause of the limits put on you to describe 
or represent yourself with a picture, a 
description, and bunch of things you like. 
It is very easy however, to be a fake person 
when it comes to online personas. 

Only when you see a person face-to-face 
can you experience being present with the 
other person fully or personally. Natu-
rally because of this, there is a tendency 
for individuals to look longingly at other 
peoples’ pictures online and try to feel 
like they are somehow present with them. 
Without being with others, body language 
and eye contact are omitted and, you can 
make your own identity or say whatever 
you want. 

Only when you 
see a person 
face-to-face can 
you experience 
being present 
with the other 
person fully or 
personally.
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Because Sapporo was familiar to him, 
Trevor knew where to take me and was 
able to show me around. He was famil-
iar with Sapporo and its characteristics 
because he endured its changing seasons, 
and the bouts of loneliness, confusion, 
frustration, and other hardships that came 
along with living as a foreigner in Sap-
poro firsthand. But his commitment to 
living in Japan and being present with the 
people there showed his new friends how 
authentic he was and how real his love 
for them was. Trevor wasn’t living with a 
filtered lifestyle. Instead, he was raw and 
real with the people he lived among in 
Japan, working toward building a com-
fortable bond between him and others so 
they knew they could be safe to be who 
they are with him.
 
When the time came for me to leave 
Japan, I soon realized that it was indeed 
bad news that I had gotten to taste the best 
sushi in my life. I knew that I would never 
be able to find such a comparable dish 
back in Southern California. Similarly, 
relating with people I met and became 
friends with in Japan via long-distance 
would never be the same as interacting 
with them face-to-face. An online interac-
tion can never replace what it’s like to be 
with a person where they are. So I know 
that it will never quite be the same, unless 
I go back.

Boldly
Transparent

By Jennifer Strong* // 
Artwork by Phoebe Shen

I went 
with a 

simple 
prayer:

God, 
please 

use 
me.
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Studies minor. His goal is to someday work 
with youth in educational and outdoor settings.
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“Turn your cell phones off and 
place them in the back room. Keep 
the door closed. Even if your cell phones 
are powered-off, they can still be used as 
listening devices.”

“Really?” I whispered to the girl the day 
before. I couldn’t believe the Chinese gov-
ernment had that kind of power.

In China, everything you text, email, 
Skype, QQ chat and say, might be moni-
tored. Facebook is banned and Google is 
unresponsive. This is a place where mem-
bers of the most prominent government 

political party, the Communist Party, must 
openly declare, “There is no God.”

When I went to teach English in China, 
I didn’t know all the rules. I went with 
a simple prayer: “God, please use me.” I 
asked God to bring me people with whom 
I could share with and build deep relation-
ships. I wanted to tell people about Jesus 
because in Him, I found something real.

My passion to live transparently as a 
Christian began after my junior year of 
high school. I had been a Christian since 
age four, but I struggled with many doubts 
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about God’s existence. After questioning 
and seeking answers, I decided my senior 
year of high school, I would stop hiding 
my faith. Don’t worry—I didn’t design 
a personalized, “I’M A CHRISTIAN, 
WHY AREN’T YOU?” T-shirt. Instead 
I decided to stop conveniently editing my 
answers to everyday questions. “What did 
you do this weekend?” could be answered, 
“I saw a movie with friends and then ate 
a burrito,” or, “I went to church in the 
morning with my family.” In little ways, 
like talking about the meaning of my 
favorite song or explaining something I’d 
heard at youth group, I began to confi-
dently identify myself as a Christian.

I brought this same attitude with me to 
China. I wasn’t allowed to talk about God 
in the classroom, but, that was okay. I was 
allowed, and even encouraged, to invite 
students over to my home. In my home, 
we could talk about any questions they 
had, and I could share about God. I had 
phrases from verses saying, “Love is pa-
tient and kind” and “Do not be anxious…” 
written on my wall. As people started to 
know I loved God and believed in Him, 
they felt free to ask me questions.

Sometimes I failed to be open about God. 
My best friend Lisa came to me after 
someone she knew died. Lisa told me 
she wasn’t actually afraid to die, she just 
felt bad for the family she would leave 
behind. I knew that wasn’t right—she 
should be afraid to die because she doesn’t 
know Jesus. But, I was afraid to speak 
up. I didn’t want to offend her, so I didn’t 
say anything about God. I should have 
spoken truth in love. After all, what is 
more loving? To pretend there isn’t eternal 
suffering for those who reject God? Or to 
lovingly explain God has rescued us?

Thankfully, God provides grace and gave 
me another chance to be bold. In my first 

two weeks of living in China, a fresh-
man girl walked up to me and introduced 
herself. “Hi, I want a foreign friend and 
would like to practice my English.” I 
was a little taken aback. However, we 
exchanged numbers. Despite an awkward 
first meeting, we continued to hang out 
and eat dinners together over the next few 
months. I asked her questions about her 
beliefs in God and she responded with 
genuine curiosity. I soon realized she 
was open and very excited to learn about 
Jesus, so I asked her if she wanted to read 
the Bible with me. After a year of reading 
God’s Word and talking to other believers, 
she decided to give her life to Jesus. God 
used me not because I was extra special or 
good at talking, but simply because I was 
willing to be used. When the time came to 
be brave and to invite her to read the Bible 
with me, I asked for boldness and asked 
her to read.

Sometimes identifying yourself as a 
Christian has a cost. My friend, Erica, 
explained to me she was planning on join-
ing the Communist party. The first time 
I heard this, I thought joining the party 
meant becoming a politician. Instead, 
joining the Communist party is similar to 
having a special certificate or extra letters 
after your name on your diploma. Almost 
every Chinese person wants to join the 
party because if they are part of it, they 
receive higher-paying jobs. A Chinese 
person has to take a special class, partici-
pate in activities and finally pass a test. 
Erica’s mentor told her if she continued 
to spend time with foreigners worshiping 
God, she couldn’t join the party.

Erica wanted to please her parents and to 
gain a good job, so she stopped coming 
to worship with foreigners. It was disap-
pointing, but understandable. She stayed 
away for almost two months. One week, 
I was surprised to see her come in and sit 
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down. She told me, “I don’t care now. I 
know God is more important.”

Sometimes, like Erica, believing in God 
means disappointing your parents and 
losing a good job. One of the greatest 
mysteries of Jesus’ life was the amount he 
suffered. He tells his followers they must 
also suffer. However, it is not as if Chris-
tianity is just a long grind of exhaustion 
and futility. Sure, suffering is inevitable, 
but hope, strength, joy and miracles are 
always there. I love the work I get to do, 
and honestly, it’s simple: tell your friends 
the truth. Tell them what you really think 
about getting drunk or making sexual 
jokes or lying to your parents. Honesty 
brings the truth, and the truth is Jesus. 
Jesus gave everything for us—I want to 
give everything for him.

To be afraid, or to not be afraid?

That is the question most of us face today. 
Is our faith something we need to hide 
from the world? Or is it something we 
should be proud of and be free to show 
to the world? I know there are many 
believers out there who can relate to this 
dilemma. The world looks at Christians 
and treats them as if they are from a dif-
ferent planet. To them, we are a weird, 
crazy, and unstable group of people. We 

TO BE 
AFRAID, OR 
TO NOT BE 
AFRAID?
BY MARK LIU // Artwork by
BENJAMIN TONG
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all hate being labeled as these things and 
we would rather have others see us in a 
positive way. So our solution is to hide. 
To be free of judgment from the world, or 
sometimes even peers within the Church 
(who may not share the same passion for 
the Lord as you do) so we may be free of 
conflict with others. We don’t want to be 
the person that is left out from the rest 
of the group. Some of us will even go to 
great lengths to put a covering over our 
spiritual identity so that we will be ac-
cepted by others. 

There were times in my life where I put 
on a persona to keep other people from 
thinking that I was a Christian, and I truly 
thought that everything would be okay. 
But as I continued to uphold this persona, 
there was an unsatisfying groan that 
began to grow inside me. This groan that 
came straight from my heart 
was the longing to become 
true, not only to myself and 
others, but also to God. I final-
ly realized that it was not okay, 
and the Lord began to speak to 
my heart about this issue. 

He knew that I loved Him, but 
I struggled with a fear I felt 
like I couldn’t get over. The 
Lord said to me, “I am your 
friend; you do not need to be 
afraid.” Though He is high and 
lofty, He humbled Himself by 
becoming a man to show us 
the richness of His compas-
sion, gentleness, and kindness 
towards us. Why? Because He 
wanted to be our friend.

When I think about this, I ask 
myself, “Is there any good 
reason why I should hide my 
friend from the entire world?” 
I get excited about introducing 

my friends who are friendly and kind to 
other people. If that is how I feel about my 
earthly friends, how much more excited 
should I be about the One Friend who 
calls Himself “perfect in love”?

God is on a mission to look for friends in 
the world not because he is lacking some-
thing, but because He is perfect love and 
wants to give that love to all that He has 
created so all will know His goodness. 
We have been given a privilege to partner 
with Him in this great adventure. We, 
who were once enemies of God, under 
condemnation and shame, were tossed left 
and right by the evil powers of this world, 
But now, having being given the oppor-
tunity to be called friends of God and 
to experience Him as our Savior, we see 
that to live and die without ever knowing 
the goodness of God is a terrible tragedy. 
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We all know that the world is in need of 
a Savior and Jesus is the answer. We’ve 
been given an opportunity to partner with 
our Friend today, who wants a deeper 
relationship with the whole world, so why 
not extend that goodness to others so they 
may live in Christ and call Him friend 
too? 

We truly do not have to be afraid to share 
this newfound life with others. Every one 
of us who has faith in Jesus has the privi-
lege to walk in freedom. This freedom 
liberates us to walk wholeheartedly with 
Jesus. Fear is no longer our master. We 
walk in boldness and confidence knowing 
that Jesus has overcome fear and con-
demnation. Sometimes we forget or don’t 
know that we can choose not to be scared. 
What is there to fear anyway? You are in 
the Lord, the most powerful being that 
ever existed. So our identity is in Jesus, 
not the world. 

Whatever the world may say about me 
or you has no power over us, because 
we have a Father in Heaven who loves 
us with an unconditional love. That is 
where we have all our hope, trust, and 
confidence. If the voices of the world are 
too loud in your heart, then simply look 
towards Jesus. Sit with Him and talk to 
Him about your issues. It’s very important 
to be real with God. Ask Him what He 
thinks about you, and not what the world 
thinks. Believe me, He is not there to 
condemn you: He is there to remind you 
that you are much more than what the 
world says you are. Let His words be your 
strength instead. Let Jesus’ voice roar 
in your heart and you will no longer be 
afraid about what the world thinks about 
you. You will be bold, you will be confi-
dent, and nothing will be able to hold you 
back from being 100% real about Jesus in 
your life. 

In Matthew 5, Jesus said that we are the 
light of the world. We don’t hide under 
tables and we don’t cover ourselves up 
in ditches. We stand on a hill and shine. 
Though darkness will come and attempt 
to overcome the light, the light that 
shines will expose that darkness and beat 
it back. Light illuminates everything. 
This is the dream of God’s heart: that we 
would shine for Him in all that we do! He 
has made a way for us through the death 
of His Son, so that we would stand con-
fidently and boldly say, “I am a follower 
of Jesus. Everything that I do is for His 
glory and no matter what the world says, I 
am proud of it!” 

The light is not only a description of 
believers, but also the Kingdom of God 
itself. A time is coming when God will 
have the world completely to Himself. He 
alone will be the only authority and His 
light will go out to the nations with ever-
lasting peace, justice, and righteousness. 
It is an honor and privilege for us, as hu-
man beings, to be chosen to partner with 
God in bringing His Kingdom to frui-
tion. No matter what the world, demons, 
angels, or powers may say or do, nothing 
can stop this promise from becoming a 
future reality. Though you may endure 
pain, sadness, and hardship now, your 
future life will experience these things no 
more. If you take the time to ponder these 
things with God, at the end of it, ask 
yourself, “Should I be afraid?”

Mark Liu serves on staff at 
Faith Hope Love House of 
Prayer in Columbus, Ohio. He 
has a heart for the nations of 
Asia and has served on mis-
sions in Taiwan many times. 

His desire is to see the young and old of Asia sur-
render their lives for the upward call of knowing 
Jesus. His hobbies are reading history, hiking, and 
sitting before the Lord.
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Photo Blurb
As a videographer, there are 
certain restrictions to what can 
be done with light captured by 
the lens. Taking a photo enables 
me the option to manipulate an 
image in time that can’t be done 
with a video medium without 
post editing the frames. But in 
regards to our theme #nofilter 
there weren’t any changes made 
to the image.

Just like missing out the per-
fect chance to capture a shot or 
record that special moment, it’s 
easy to lose focus and sight on 
what our intentions are in life, 
but our true reality is knowing 

Hey everyone, this is Calvin (:D) 
My life has pretty much been 
involved in the church and after 
college God has provided me 
a way of serving the ministry 

through music and the arts. I’m grateful to contrib-
ute to this family that loves Jesus and pray that we 
live out radically eternally through the truth of the 
gospel as one body in Christ, amen!

that the Lord is always there 
for us. Praise God that He 
graciously gives us these op-
portunities to make whatever 
situation we’re in be centered 
on the cross of Christ, amen! 
†<3c(‘-’c)
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