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Miriam 
 

 
 

Inspired by Exodus 1:22–2:10 

 

his moment will change the future for a young protective 

sister, her small Jewish family, a princess, a nation,   all 

of Egypt, and ultimately the Middle East as we know it in 

modern times. This five-minute walk to the Nile River is the 

catalyst for her baby brother’s rise to fame, exile, and eventual 

return as leader of their people. He will be the one to free the 

Jews from slavery and lead them to the land God promised to 

Abraham, their founding father. 

Today is the day God begins to change the world. Of 

course, Miriam and her mother know none of  that. 

Miriam can still hear the wails of mothers whose young 

children had been killed, and even louder is the deathly 

silence of those whose babies are under threat. Pharaoh, king 
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of Egypt, fears the growing Jewish population and demands 

the death of all newborn Jewish boys. 

She tries to keep her eyes off the silent load her mother is 

balancing on the top of her head. They regularly carry laundry 

to wash in the river as do most young girls and women of her 

town. Today’s basket is new and pitched with tar; it is 

waterproof. 

She made this walk with this particular basket once before. 

Two days ago, in a type of dress rehearsal, her parents filled it 

with rocks close to the weight of today’s cargo. She placed it 

in the water to test if it would stay afloat, and it did. Today it 

is filled with homespun wool topped with a three-month-old 

baby boy. 

He is Miriam’s little brother, Moses. 

Both Miriam and her mother do their best to appear 

nonchalant as they make their way down a  well-traveled 

path. Soon, sounds and voices coming from the river grow in 

volume. Instead of drawing any closer, the pair ducks into the 

reeds while low water covers their tracks.  

Shoving aside tall slender stalks with one hand, her 

mother walks carefully, her steps accentuated by pauses to 

listen. They near the area she and her husband had discussed; 

it is private, around the bend and upstream from chaotic 

laundering and other water traffic. More importantly, 

Pharaoh’s daughter bathes here at about this time every day. 

Soon the princess will arrive with several attendants.  

       Sobbing silently, fearful for her baby brother’s life and 
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overcome by enormous pressure to play out her role to the 

end, Miriam watches her mother’s sad face as she lowers her 

tiny son into the water.  

     Lifting the painstakingly woven lid and staring into his 

eyes for what she knows may be the last time, the woman 

playfully touches a finger to the tip of her nose, and then to 

his.  

Moses smiles up at her, unconcerned about the tears 

falling on his face. For a moment, it appears she will not be 

able to let him go. Then she stands, more stooped than 

Miriam has seen her before, and backs away slowly, eyes 

fixed on the basket containing her spirit. 

Miriam’s heart is pounding. Her mother has left her alone 

with crucial business to finish. Moses is cooing, fascinated by 

swaying reeds against the sky. She wonders what will happen 

to him.  

As he entered the world, she fetched whatever the 

midwife needed. Her hands rubbed his belly when he cried. 

Her arms hugged him tight while she ran at the alarming 

news that murdering soldiers were near. This is her one last 

chance to protect him.  

Kissing him on his forehead, she forgoes the urge to grab 

him and escape. Instead, she lowers the lid and gives the 

basket a slight shove. “I’ll miss you.” Her voice trembles. He 

whimpers. 

Back on shore, it seems surreal watching the tiny boat 

loaded with such priceless treasure floating in those dangerous  
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waters. Her timing is vital. She feels as  though  her  heart 

and lungs are stopping and simultaneously exiting her body, 

leaving a near-empty pit in their place. Pain is not the word  

to describe it; this fear goes beyond hurt. 

     Chattering! Sure enough, the princess is on her way. 

Miriam can only watch helplessly as the basket rocks between 

reeds. Moses is in a full-blown cry now. Hurry, hurry, she 

pleads in her thoughts. Please, no one but the princess hear him!    

      The women, closer now, suddenly stop as the princess 

focuses  on  something  in  the  water. Miriam  tenses, and all 

her efforts at appearing casual fail. Staring, she sees Pharaoh’s 

daughter wave her arm toward Moses. An attendant  slips 

into the river. Miriam’s hope renews watching the girl wade 

over to the basket and pull it back to shore. She holds her 

breath once more as the basket is lifted up to the princess. The 

woman with power to choose life or death for baby Moses 

motions for someone to pull open the top. 

     And smiles! 

      Reaching with her royal hands, she lifts Moses and holds 

him to her chest, comforting him. Miriam remains 

paralyzed. Suddenly, she remembers her mission and half 

stumbles her way to the commotion surrounding her brother. 

     “Excuse me, princess.” Her voice shakes. “I know a 

Jewish woman who can nurse the baby for you.” 

      Barely glancing up, the princess waves her hand in 

Miriam’s direction. “Get her, and tell her she’ll be paid,” she  
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commands. 

There is nothing casual about Miriam’s race toward 

home. Slowing only a little as she enters a clearing, her 

hopes are that no one will notice she no longer has her 

laundry!  

       She laughs. What does it matter now? Relief and joy 

carry her across the threshold to face her anxious parents. 

“Mother,” she pants, “you’ve been hired by the princess 

to care for her new son!” 
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A Little Child 
 

 
 

Inspired by Mark 10:13–16 

 

his has not happened before. Squeezing between the 

flapping coarse robes of oblivious adults, she slips 

around tiptoed feet and stretched legs to see a famous teacher. 

A mass of thousands hinders the whispering breeze from 

reaching her hot face. Voices mumble above her ears, she 

sees an ant trying to discover safety, and she wonders how 

much farther she will have to go. A kind stranger’s soft hand 

lay flatly against her back giving her a slight push, and she 

emerges to face a haphazard circle of faces. Free to see, she 

looks about, glad for fresh air. Ah, the front row. 
In the middle  resting  on  table  rock, the  man  rumored 

to be a healer and maybe even the Messiah is laughing and 

not doing much of anything else. Children play at his feet 
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circling in a race to see whose head he will pat next. To the 

little girl’s mind, they are lucky to receive such attention. She 

watches with more awe than jealousy, recognizing they are 

the winners of this world and that is just the way it  is. 

Parents observe from close by, but not hers. She is neglected, 

on her own, at age six. Picking at her ragged tunic, she tries 

briefly to scratch off imbedded mud. Glancing around once 

more, she sees a forest of babbling heads and tilted shoulders 

with necks reaching for a better view. People who are closer 

are solemn and quiet. Several men appear to be intently 

studying the teacher as he interacts with his youngest visitors. 

A woman’s voice shouts, “Lord!” Someone in the crowd calls 

him Jesus. 

Suddenly a hush rolls backward in waves as row after row, 

people realize the man is standing to speak. 

“Come here,” he says with his head turned in the small 

girl’s general direction. She pivots, wondering who might go 

to him. No one does. 

Turning back, she sees that this time, his hand and arm are 

extended as he signals for a response. 

Curiosity overtakes her, and her head bobs left to right. 

Whom is he addressing? After a few more seconds, she looks at 

him in pity, intending to let him know she is sorry no one is 

answering his call. This time, doubt is impossible. 

Why is he looking at her? 

A familiar uneasiness slows her breaths, her heart cautiously 

longing to hope but refusing to believe. He simply cannot  be 
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interested in her. Warily, she searches for movement in the 

crowd one more time. Then with her chin down, eyes peering 

up timidly, she faces this powerful and important man. Slowly 

pointing to her chest, in a whisper she says, “Me?”  

     Her brain tells her this is false, even as she sees him smile 

and hears him answer yes. More hesitation, and then she 

finds herself  in front of him; anger, mockery, and rejection 

have failed to show up in his response. 

He sits back down and pats his  knee. 

The other children are playing a game in the dirt now, 

paying no attention to her. The teacher’s eyes never waver. 

He indicates again that he is offering his lap. Tensely, she 

climbs up. 

Then the unthinkable  happens. 

He embraces her in a gentle bear hug. She has not known 

these sensations until now—a softhearted touch, tender 

strength, or being held as if she is precious. He is safe…so this 

is love. 

For a brief instant, her young spirit senses his love’s 

vastness—that each person in this massive audience is his one 

and only, including her. 

Jesus stands again, squeezing her tight, her head relaxed 

against his neck. “Let the little children come to me, for of 

such is the kingdom of God,” he says. 

For the rest of his speech, she is unaware as the first peace 

in her short life allows her to fall asleep in his arms. 
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The Tenth Leper 
 

 
 

Inspired by Luke 17:11–19 

 

t is hard to stay alive when you would rather be dead. Each 

day he thinks about it and questions, why am I here? 

      To some happier-go-lucky types, or at least to the luckier, 

this may seem little more than self-pity, a pathetic and lazy 

response to the hardships of life. Some observers might judge 

him that way, but not likely very many. 

Discomfort interrupts his sleep day and night. With little 

else to do, he wishes he could lie down and at least be dead to 

the world for several hours. Rest is elusive, his physical pain 

does not allow for it. Sleep deprivation affects his mood. 

In this meaningless place, his thoughts keep him company, 

as well as the occasional stray dog. There is no one else here 

who is not in pain, and if that is not isolating enough, even 
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this group despises him. Few ever speak to him, and not one 

wants to hear a reply. Being the only Samaritan in this leper 

colony, he is a target for pent-up anger and mob aggression. 

Home is long gone. It has been years since the day he was 

forced from the village as his family screamed and cried. His 

daughter would no longer know him, and he has heard his 

wife remarried.  

The thought of losing the two most important people in 

his life had been too much to consider when the first lump 

appeared on his right cheek. In his panic, he had done what 

he could to keep anyone from noticing, but it is impossible to 

hide one’s face for long. 

“Of what use is a mirror,” he mumbles. No doubt his face 

is so disfigured even a reflection will not reveal his true 

identity. With a single motion, he grabs a nearby stick and 

scratches at his foot. He owns nothing. His food comes from 

what scraps compassionate people drop off at the end of the 

road. It is becoming harder to fetch as his arms and legs grow 

numb. 

“Leprosy will not kill me. It is more likely my hands, feet, 

and limbs will not feel any serious injuries, or maybe when I 

become helpless, I will starve!” Shaking his head, he smirks at 

the humorless ramble. 

His are not the only hollow eyes tracing scant flurries of 

dried dirt and leaves as they are caught up in today’s scarce 

breeze. Other dying skeletons around him, like all the cursed 

who  live  with  this  disease,  had  tried  to  hide  what would 
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isolate them from family and friends. In due course, leprosy 

always won. 

Now they all wait to die. 

A foreign sound causes him to turn. Laughter? It is the 

sincere type too, not the fake, bitter tremble so familiar in this 

wretched place. Someone is speaking excitedly. 

“Jesus is in town! We are going to see him!” Swaying in 

need of sturdy support, a man whose toothless grin appears  

to be relighting his once-dead eyes, speaks to a nearby 

acquaintance. “We’re going to see the healer today. Hurry! 

He’ll be by soon.” 

Within a minute, nine fellow impoverished  individuals 

are moving toward a nearby road. Some cry out with each 

agonizingly slow step, fighting a war against resistant bodies. 

Others lean  heavily  on  makeshift  canes  and  crutches.  

One crawls. 

The noticeably uninvited man waves at them mockingly. 

“I’m not coming,” he says. 

Cynically amused, he recalls a rumor he heard about Jesus. 

The gossips claim this “healer” restored sight to a man born 

blind. Ridiculous! No one but God can do that. Jesus could 

not be from God because he broke the laws of Moses when 

he performed this magic trick on the Sabbath. He may have a 

following but is no better than a thief. 
His sarcasm entertains him. What will happen if this famous 

man can actually heal leprosy? My daughter is grown, may even 

be married by now. Would her family welcome me? Do I have 
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any old friends left? Hah! If he cures me, maybe my status as a 

respectable businessman—oh, wait! A new idea confounds 

him. Is it possible to once again worship with my people? 

Suddenly he is surprising himself by seriously contemplat- 

ing possibilities. Then he remembers he has nothing to lose. 

An hour passes. The efforts of the nine have exhausted 

them. Each is slumped to the ground. Society as a whole is 

harsh toward lepers who venture too close to the village or 

streets. That is why now that these men are close enough to be 

heard by passersby, they remain at a distance and wait. 

“He’s coming!” As if with one voice, the startled men 

shout and call out to Jesus. “Master, have pity on us!” 

Jesus sees them. “Go show yourselves to the priests,” he says. 

The small caravan begins to make slow movements toward 

town. Each is so absorbed in his own drama, no one notices a 

tenth leper joined the group and called out to Jesus. He stays 

in  the  background,  understanding  his  place,  and  remains 

behind the rest. 

“Ouch!” Used to consistent aches, several turn to see why 

one of their number has suddenly cried out in pain.“I can feel 

the stones under my feet!” The tenth leper is incredulous as 

his fingers flex easily. “Could he have…am I…?” 

His hands fly to his face and hesitate. Shaking, he reaches 

under a rag he had tied around his jaw to cover the worst 

effects of his disease. 

No bumps. 
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He is oblivious to the other nine as each man engages      

in private amazement. Their bodies are no longer hurting. 

Jumping, they begin to race toward town, to the priests who 

alone can pronounce them healed and permitted to reenter 

society. 

Yanking away his useless mask, the tenth leper tests his 

legs, bending and twirling in the direction of where Jesus 

continues to walk. Feverishly scanning his face, neck, toes, and 

torso with his now-feeling hands, he is clumsy, both running 

and staggering. His thoughts race around  his  daughter.  

Loud words tumble into the air, failing to keep pace with his 

unchained emotions and gratitude. Ecstatically, he lands on 

his knees, grabs Jesus' feet and bows to the ground. 

“I am free!” and “God be praised” manage to escape 

between sobs. 

Jesus squats. To his followers, he says, “Ten came to me 

for help, yet only this foreigner thanks me and gives praise  

to God.” 

Raising the chin of his newest believer, Jesus looks with 

shared joy into the sparkling eyes of the Samaritan. “Rise and 

go,” Jesus says with a smile. “Your faith has made you well.” 
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Eve 
 

 
 

Inspired by Genesis 3:1–4:8 

 

killed my son. 

I killed my son. 
I killed my son! 

Eve lay bent in the dirt near where Abel had been murdered. 

Her thoughts are chorusing in a tired refrain, causing anguish 

with each of four repetitive pounding words—I killed my son. 

Adam stands nearby frozen at the scene. His wife sobs. 

Puddles of blood darken at the  base  of  an  altar  where  

Abel had sacrificed a lamb. More blood smears the nearby 

trampled grass. There had been a fight for sure, and only one 

walked away. Abel’s body sprawls behind an olive tree—Cain 

is not present. 
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Adam’s mind takes him back to when none of this could 

have happened. He and Eve had walked with God each day, 

talking, laughing, and enjoying life together. Colorful fruits 

dangled from low branches while cold pure water streamed  

at their feet. Lush vines held tomatoes, olives, and grapes. 

Hidden under the dirt grew delicious surprises like carrots, 

leeks, and potatoes. Together they had pointed out and 

named strange beasts. Each bright morning renewed the 

adventure  of exploring this fresh earth and uncovering one 

treasure after another. Their richest source had been God and 

his wisdom. 

Adam sighs in deep regret. Everything is upside down 

now. Nothing makes sense. In past good years, neither he nor 

his wife had any concept of overwhelming pain. 

Eve is engulfed in bittersweet memories too. Little Cain 

had once pulled himself up by the wool of a deceptively 

patient sheep that trotted away once the boy had managed to 

stand. Cain did not cry; he smiled and began playing with an 

ant where he had landed in the dirt. Eve had adored him in 

wonder as the first toddler of the human race expressed his 

joy. She had hoped then maybe her mistake had not been so 

bad after all. 

I killed my son. 
Cain is missing, and Abel is dead. She recognizes death 

because she saw it firsthand a few weeks after she and Adam 

were required to leave the perfect garden. A baby bird had 

failed to fly, and as she picked it up to return it to the nest, 

she noticed it was not thriving. Curious, she held it a while 
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longer until it stopped breathing. No amount of coaxing 

made it move again, and she had realized the truth. God had 

promised death would come if she ate from that special tree. 

No one would be waking up Abel either. 

Eve slowly sits up, exhausted from emotions she has never 

before experienced. Staring into emptiness, she feels Adam 

sit by her side. 

“I buried him.” 

She just nods. 

“After what happened to that bear…could not watch…  

did not want to leave him…” 

“I know.” Her voice is so low that if a cricket chirps Adam 

might not hear her. As it is, it seems all nature is in shocked 

silence. Human death has entered the world, and sorrow with it.    

Eve says, “Adam, I cannot say I’m sorry often enough. I 

have regretted my impulsive decision to listen to a voice other 

than God’s, and to allow a bite of food to come between me 

and you and him. Leaving the garden was so hard, and I  was 

ashamed. You know this.” 

Adam nods. 

“I did not understand what that choice would destroy,”  

she says. 

“Eve, I ate it too.” 

Earth’s first mother is broken. Her mourning seeps into 

the soil, making its way to underground streams that will 

carry it north, south, east, and west. Grief and guilt permeate 

the world with her tears. 
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Joseph 
 

 
 

Inspired by Genesis 39:20–41:14 

 

    y   hope.  What hope?  Two  more  years  inside  this 

     impenetrable  dungeon  have  passed  since  freedom 

last teased me with hope.  

     The wine taster agreed to speak to Pharaoh concerning my 

innocence. When I heard that, my faith strengthened, sleep 

came easily, and my smile was real!  Youthful dreams again 

found me in the night, complete with all the desires and 

longings of any other. I had grown so numb as to forget how 

much I want to hold a woman and be held by her. I long to 

pour out affection and be loved in return. I want to touch soft 

skin, look into beautiful eyes, and know I am home wherever 

she is. 
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I made plans! I thought that soon the sun would splash 

across my closed  eyes and warm my face for hours. A 

sunburn seems fair trade for independence. Drenching rain 

was going to be my bath, flowers my decorations.  

Hot or cold, I would count clouds and stars. Ah, the 

freedom of sifting sand through my fingers, laughing at 

storms, climbing trees, and running into the wind! Mighty 

rivers would dare me to cross and be defeated too! 

Such a great father I was going to become! Sons or 

daughters, it did not matter. I was going to love as I had 

been—only without favoritism. 

Being the favorite was fun when my father gave me gifts, 

an education, and kept me close by. Meanwhile, my half-

brothers fumed and rejected me with hostility. Reuben began 

to poke me with a stick whenever we were out of Father’s 

sight. Simeon sneered. Might as well say I had no brother in 

Asher as he refused to speak to me at all. Mother—my dear 

mother—she watched carefully and tried to protect me from 

my half-brothers as they fumed and mistreated me. 

Menacing jokes took an aggressive turn until they finally 

determined to sell me to traveling merchants!  

Sold me! Me!  

My screams of anger, fierce kicking, and even begging did 

nothing to stop them. Tied up and half marching, half dragged 

away from all I knew, betrayal pressed tears against my cheeks 

until my face was raw.  

Still, if it was  not  for  Reuben,  the others would have  
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murdered me. 

Surely the wine taster does not remember me anymore. 

Since  he  was  released  days  have  moved  slowly,  and my 

shoulders droop as if one of these walls is resting on them. To 

have had a rising hope after all these years… 

Can hope be alive while I feel so dead? 

 

My purpose. What purpose? The captain of the guard 

trusts me above all other prisoners to count heads and keep 

records, yet it is wearying to focus on being obedient and 

dependable while life outside calls to my heart. Come, run 

and dance while you are young! Build while your energy is 

strong! Love while your heart is willing! 

 

My freedom. What freedom? Doubts threaten to overtake 

my mind. It has been thirteen years since I was enslaved here 

in Egypt. Now I am falsely imprisoned. What are the 

chances anything will change now?  

In this dungeon, deep under earth’s sod, the sun has 

ceased to  rise and set, and seasons have long disappeared 

into a bland and monotonous temperature. Torches line each 

wall, flames bouncing about like dancers, creating 

unremitting shadows of art night and day. 

I sleep when they tell me, go where they direct me, and eat 

what they give me. Hunger, pain, sorrow, hopelessness, fear, 

and anger afflict me in turns, seemingly, as they please. 
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I tremble at the thought this could be endless. 

 

My identity. What identity? One day a spirited teenager  

full of dreams and optimism, the next a powerless slave. No 

one in this prison knows of my overwhelming losses or pities 

me. To them, my past is as a bound servant, empathy does 

not exist. 

I am no longer a son or brother. My father Jacob will not 

be able to pray a blessing over me when he dies. My mother 

is childless again. With no land or income, in desolation I 

will be grateful for the kindness of my masters. 

 

Well, this type of thinking does me no good. Misery  

comes of ruminating. Bitter thoughts darken even the 

blackest cell. Prison chains are the weight of feathers 

compared to a burden of resentment. Hope, purpose, 

freedom, and identity are in what I choose to think and 

believe. 

My prayer for years has been, “Please, God, may I go back 

home?” My family line proves God does not abandon his 

children. Abraham and Sarah waited until they were as good 

as dead before God gave them my grandfather, Isaac. My 

mother’s only child was long in coming too! God’s plan is 

undecipherable. While I wait,   I choose to honor him with 

what few decisions are left, even in these wretched 

circumstances. 
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Whether dreams come true or not, in heartache or joy,     

as a prisoner or free man, my purpose is to remain steadfast 

and do the will of the one true God, trusting he has not 

forgotten me. 

“Please, God, help me to hold on. May your will be done.” 
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The Wine Taster 
 

 
 

Inspired by Genesis 40:23 and 41:9–14 

 

areful.   Careful.   Do  not  choose  any   movement   or  

words casually. Enemies are all around! Faces lie,  and 

eyes deceive. Their words need not be spoken aloud for me 

to know their thoughts are twisted. Each day, each hour, each 

moment, be on alert. Always listen closely. Vigilance is all 

that can protect me now! 

Pharaoh says, “Do your job.” 

I hear, “Be on your best behavior or else.” 

Pharaoh says, “I believe you will protect me.” 

I understand his  threat. 

Caution! Do not forget! Say too much or show weakness, 

and survival is not guaranteed. 
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Many years I have stood at his side, offering my life for 

Pharaoh’s each day! My job. Laughable! Those who hate 

Pharaoh may indeed try to poison his wine. After following 

complex security measures, I am who stands between him 

and death. Me. Me! I am the one who drinks first. It is an 

honor, and yet he threw me in prison. 

How that menace, the chief of all bakers in this palace, 

used my name to provoke our king, I do not know. I can see 

now that my position as chief officer, my very life, is at the 

mercy of a whimsical ruler of Egypt who apparently does not 

reward hard and faithful work. I will just do my duty and be 

quiet. Stoic. Nothing is any of my business any longer. 

Listen! Footsteps and voices are still parading through the 

throne room like a caravan of merchants. Although fewer and 

less often at this hour, numerous advisors, magicians, and 

would- be fortunetellers are trying to interpret Pharaoh’s 

dream. Not one has been able to tell him what the fat and 

skinny cows and stalks of wheat mean, and he is in a foul mood. 

They want nothing but to be in his graces. If only they knew 

how fickle he is. 

Wait! That servant in the prison, the dream interpreter… 

he asked me to promise I would mention him to Pharaoh two 

years ago. What is his name? It is a Hebrew name. Joshua? 

No, no, it is something like Jotham…Joseph! That is it, his 

name is Joseph.   

How relieved I was to leave the prison house, yet he has 

been there longer and is innocent too! After I vowed to put a  
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good  word  in for him, he looked more hopeful. I remember 

now how much he thanked me. 

It is not my fault if he is still there. I could not take the 

chance, could I? My own skin has needed saving. Who is    

he that I should risk my standing again? Humph. This could 

turn out to my advantage; it may be an opportunity to prove 

my steadfast love to Pharaoh. 
 

 

“O Pharaoh, I know a man who interprets dreams. He is in 

prison and was able to tell that scoundrel the baker and I our 

fates after we each had dreams one night. Shall I fetch him 

for you, O Pharaoh?” 
 

 

“Joseph! Friend, I remembered you. See, I would not let you 

down! Pharaoh has had a dream, and he asked my advice.  

Of course, I told him you are the one to interpret it for him. 

C’mon, I have clean clothes and a razor ready. Hurry!” 
 

 

It never hurts to be on anyone’s good side. This Joseph  

might be able to return a favor one day. I will not let him 

forget  I got him out of the king’s prison. If this turns out 

well, I  am going to do everything in my power to become 

Joseph’s closest companion. Yes, indeed. 

One can never be too careful. 
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The Samaritan Woman 
 

 
 

Inspired by John 4:4–42 

 

er country is despised, her race of people scorned by 

the world, while within her race, her specific  ethnicity 

is hated. As a woman, she endures severe  discrimination  

and has little voice. Divorced multiple times, she knows 

love’s rejection. Her current lifestyle draws her community’s 

judgment and condemnation. Few persons appear to be lower 

in value, and she understands this. 

Besides, she believes it too. 

Grasping the rim of a large and empty clay water jar with 

its attached cord, she peers through a tiny slit in the privacy 

wall that blocks her home’s entrance from public view. It     

is dangerous outside. Still, blasting heat at  midday  forces 

her to fetch drinking water from the village well. There  are 
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afternoons she wonders if it is worth it—if she is worth it. 

Those doubts have been more frequent as of late. 

Seeing no one, she edges around the wall. Whew! It is hot 

enough in the house, but once outside, with the sun firing its 

rays at helpless targets, it seems possible her skin could crack 

open like the dry grooves beneath her sandals. 

No one else in town goes to Jacob’s well at this time of 

day. Early mornings are abuzz with the chatter of wives and 

servants, clinking jars, and splashing water. Camels bray and 

spit,  waiting  for  drinks  as  merchandisers  and tradesmen  

load  bags  of cargo onto the animals’ towering backs. Men  

talk  business  while  children  enjoy  playful  moments of   

freedom before chores get underway. 

She is not welcome during the organized chaos of dawn as 

if her reputation is contagious. Men who may have once been 

tempted to seek her company no longer maintain interest as 

the history she drags with her threatens to undo their publicly 

respectable lives. Ostracism has its benefits, though. Today’s 

walk is uninterrupted and quick; she will have the well to 

herself. The very sun that compels her to draw refreshment is 

also protecting her from social interaction. No one calls her 

names at noon. 

Lowering her jar and watching it disappear into the deep, 

hollow darkness, she is grateful she was able to braid fresh 

cord yesterday. Her old one is threatening to break where she 

last fixed it. Smack. The jar hits bottom, and echoes of coming 

relief reach her ears. 
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“May I have a drink of water?” 

Oh! She jumps. Lost in her thoughts, she had not noticed 

anyone on the other side of the well. Her face set, and her 

breathing paused. Vigilance is automatic, and upon performing 

the mental equivalent of looking out of the corner of her eye, 

she realizes the male speaker is not coming any closer. 

Turning her head, she looks at who, surprisingly, is a Jew. 

The man with a seemingly calm voice may be thirsty, but   

her senses search for a better explanation. Societal norms  

and personal experiences align to support her wariness. Men 

simply do not address her, unless… 

“Jews do not speak to Samaritans,” she says quickly. “How 

is it you can ask me for a drink of water?” 

“If you knew who I am, it is you who would be asking me 

for water.” 

Facing the well again, she privately rolls her eyes. So this is 

his game. In his arrogance, he is making sport of her. 

“I would give you living water,” he says. 

Annoyance is gaining momentum over  her  fear.  Did  

this stranger actually suggest that he could provide for her 

better than this ancient well has? She had heard her share of 

bragging before; he might as well be promising her the moon. 

Besides, not even Jews who address Samaritan women will 

drink out of Samaritan  containers. 

“Sir,”—she tries to calm down—you have nothing I can 

fill with water.” 

He is silent. 
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“You have no jar, sir. This well is too deep to just reach in 

and grab a drink!” 

Her defenses unleash in aggravation at his continued 

silence.  

“Do you think you are better than the men who dug this 

well? This living, running stream has been available since 

Jacob discovered it centuries ago. It was enough for him, his 

family, his flocks of sheep and goats, and his herds.” With no 

measure of certainty as to where his amusement might lead, 

she tries to end  their  interaction  by  pulling  up her full  jar. 

“Everyone who drinks this water will be thirsty again,” he 

says, nodding toward her jar. “Not with the water I offer. My 

water will become a spring on the inside of whoever drinks it; 

it will last for eternity.” 

Cynicism causes her to laugh aloud. She responds with a 

joke of her own. “Sir,” she says, “give me some. Then I will not 

have to keep coming out to this well.” 

“Go,  call  your  husband,  and  come  back.”  He  says. 

Her back tenses, and once again, caution enters her eyes. 

“I have no husband,” she says. Her bravado wavers. 

“Actually, you have had five husbands. You are now with a 

man to whom you are not married. You’ve admitted the truth 

to me.” 

Curiosity swallows her initial confusion and slowly 

succumbs to awe. She asks him a question. He answers. She 

comments. He comments back. Suddenly, a woman without 

social standing, without a public voice, one rejected by her 
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world, leaves her water jar and runs, not to her home but back 

into town. 

Absorbed by a shock wave of unreality and hope, she feels 

she is outside herself, watching another woman grabbing the 

arms of one surprised neighbor, a second, and a third. This 

other person is saying, “He spoke to me. Me! He knew my 

story, told me everything I have ever done. Could this be the 

one? Is this man the one we have been waiting for?” 

Only slightly aware of sideways glances and raised 

eyebrows, she continues to make her announcement. “He’s 

here, by the well. Come see for yourselves!” Nothing else 

matters but to fulfill her mission for confirmation that what 

had occurred was possible. Did the long-awaited king   speak 

to me? 
Jesus remains in town for two days, sharing his story. 

Many believe. People tell the woman they no longer find what 

she has to say to be important because now they see him for 

themselves. Somehow, her return to excommunication is not 

so distressing. Her steps are lighter, she holds her head high, 

and joy and wonder fill the heart usually so empty of each. 

Me! The promised  king  talked  to  me. He  chose  me  to 

 introduce him to my people! 

Social status, loneliness, a lifetime of rejection, choices, 

and a sense of unworthiness are not stopping God’s love for 

her. While she does not know it, the Holy One, who has all 

options at hand, is planning for her story to represent his 

nature in the coming thousands of years. 
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So it is, through the narrative of the Samaritan woman at 

the well, we can understand Jesus has no favorites, does not 

hold to the opinions of humanity, and values the most 

marginalized of souls. 

She is the one he chose. 
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A Pharisee 
 

 
 

Inspired by Matthew 23 

 

ike a torrential river sliding down a mountainside, the      

 Pharisee’s   attitude   spills  relentlessly  over  Jesus'  

 audience, wetting down the aura of enthusiasm with his 

sneer. His focus is on one particular young man whose 

reputation within religious circles, if true, makes him guilty of 

a capital offense. Humph. I see you over there. You think you 

have escaped notice. I have seen you in the temple courtyard 

and have heard what you do when you think no one can 

know. Your worship is but a mockery. When will you ever 

behave right?  Never. I guess never. 

Jesus continues to address the crowd, fully aware of who 

is present. “Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees, you 

hypocrites! You appear to people as righteous, but on the 

inside, you are full of hypocrisy and wickedness.” 
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A fellow Pharisee leans to whisper into the first one’s ear. 

“Are we supposed to put up with this attack?” 

“His time is coming. Just wait and see.” 

As Pharisees, these men are powerful religious and 

political leaders, a fraternity consisting of those who through 

heredity carry the right to belong. They are scholars and 

scribes, and as such are considered experts at the Law of 

Moses. They instruct others to be strict adherents to its finest 

details, insisting their legalistic rules based on tradition and 

misrepresentation of the Torah are more important than the 

scriptures themselves.  

Jesus is not the only person who does not see the 

Pharisees as good men. He is, however, one of the few to 

challenge them. Instead of reverencing their authority, he 

calls them names like “Vipers.” 

Silent barbs from the Pharisee continue shooting toward 

his despised target. You bring with you your past, a dogged 

history of lies and sin. If it were not for people like you, this 

temple would be a more sacred place. 

Pharisees believe in their right to judge because they are 

knowledgeable and self-identify as discerning. In dressing 

like no other Jew, stopping in the middle of whatever they 

are doing to pray at specific times of day, and wearing a 

small number of scripture verses on their foreheads and 

arms, they enjoy a respectable image while feeling 

spiritually superior. 

Pharisees    receive   honor   regardless   of    individual  
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reputations. They consider themselves separate, above all 

other Jews. While some of this hypocrisy is noticeable, 

people dare only whisper about it in private. 

Jesus reacts to the presence of these authorities and 

publicly warns everyone about them. “Everything they do is 

done for men to see: they decorate their clothes with 

scripture head bands and long tassels; they love a place of 

honor.” 

I will not be sitting in places of honor much longer if  you 

continue to sway the people. The Pharisee’s face grows more 

serious. He resents this Jesus insulting him. Does not this so-

called Son of God know what powers he is aggravating? Our 

plot to kill him is falling into place. Go on and brag, “king of 

the Jews.” Your end is coming. 

He returns his attention to the man whose name he has 

heard mentioned discreetly in high places. You should not be 

here either. I am tempted to ask you to leave, but it would do no 

good for me to create a scene. Besides, you are not worth it. 

“Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees,” Jesus says. 

“You clean the outside of the cup and dish, but inside they are 

full of greed and self-indulgence.”  

Suddenly, he turns to speak directly to the hateful 

schemer. “Blind Pharisee! Pay attention! That is like you! 

First, clean the inside of the cup and dish, and then the 

outside also will be clean.” 

Jesus places his hand over the head of the one judged so 

harshly in the Pharisee's thoughts, continuing to scold their 
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shared enemy.  

      “Woe to you, hypocrite! You shut the kingdom of heaven 

in men’s faces. How will you escape being condemned to 

hell?” 

That is easy. The Pharisee nearly snorts at the implication. 

His  eyes  are  on  the  scandalous character with whom  Jesus  

is now speaking. 

     Thank God I am not like him! 
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Paul 
 

 
 

Inspired by Matthew 23:15, 

2 Corinthians 11:21–12:10, and Philemon  3:4–15 

 

aul of  Tarsus,  formerly  Saul  of  Rome,  sits in his cell,   

his body aching for lack of movement. In the past, he 

has been beaten, jailed, flogged, and the victim of stoning 

until he was almost dead. His body bears the scars of tested 

contentment. Pain is no stranger. 

Near him sits Micah, a thirty-four-year-old man who had 

once joined a large audience where Paul was preaching. He 

had been curious and listened as the story of Jesus and God’s 

plan to save the human race was shared in detail. That same 

night, he shared this news with his brother-in-law who 

promptly and angrily began to persecute him. 

Now teacher and convert face each other, having never 

met before. 
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Micah speaks softly so as not to be heard by others. “I 

know Jesus too because of you.” 

Paul smiles; he is old, his wisdom hard earned. “That is good 

to know, brother,” he says. After a moment, he sighs. “You have 

a long life still ahead of you, God willing. I am almost done.” 

“I want to be like you.” Micah is fervent in his whisper.  

“I can only hope to have your strength of courage, your 

faithfulness! I am not that good.” 

“I am not good either.” Paul stretches his back and groans. 

“Made the mistake of thinking I was once.” 

“I know you used to be a Pharisee.” 

“Son,” Paul says, “I smirked and felt superior for being 

extraordinarily good at my religion. I greeted the rich and 

ignored any poor who came to the Temple. Performing was 

my talent, playing the part of one who knew everything.” 

His tone flattens and eyes close, deep in regretful reverie. 

“Oh, I’ve turned broken people away—shooed them on 

because they didn’t agree with the ‘right’ teaching. People 

confessed their sins, and I thought, ‘I’m glad I don’t have to 

do so.’ When young peasant Jews did not change their ways 

fast enough or as old ones stood on outdated principles, I 

played judge. After all, I had understanding. I knew God and 

his will!” 

“But that is all in the past. You have lived an honorable 

life!” Micah is intent on praising his hero. 
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“A blind beggar once stopped me on the street and asked if 

there was anything for which I had trouble forgiving myself.” 

Paul shakes his head, and looks at the ground. “God help me, 

I was denying my sins so strongly that I said no even as I 

refused to give him any money for food.” 

Both men are silent. Micah scratches at his beard, ponder- 

ing the confession that is adding more heaviness to the already 

dank air. Paul wipes a tear from his deeply creased face. 

“I had it all, son. Had it all. Prestige, respected parentage, 

deeply traditional upbringing—I was a skillful representative 

of obedience to the rules. No one could fault me for not 

protecting Yahweh’s name and the Law while I hunted down 

and murdered his Son's followers! 

“No, I am not good. My pride turned young Jewish 

converts into twice the sons of hell I was. I have a lot for 

which to be ashamed, not the least of which is saying one 

thing and living another.” 

Micah is trying to absorb each word from this distin- 

guished apostle. Paul had traveled extensively, built numerous 

churches, and brought the message of salvation to countless 

crowds. He represents strength and boldness. Why, Paul is 

Christ-like! The greatest Christian of all! 

Paul recognizes in Micah’s demeanor a familiar idealizing. 

People drawn to his celebrity status and power are just as he 

had been as a child observing the Pharisees. It is different with 

Micah though. He is a true disciple of Christ, concerned to 

make certain his loyalty is to the Lord.  
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Paul looks at his ardent counterpart who is already 

suffering for the faith.  “My religion shielded me from 

truth,” he says. "When Jesus exposed what I had been doing, 

and who he actually is, that wall fell down. No longer can I 

teach or worship without an intense appreciation for mercy 

because I am able to perceive that empty judgment seat of 

Paul. I ask God every day not to allow me to go back there. 

“Five times I have received thirty-nine lashes. Five! Three 

times I have been beaten with rods. People have thrown 

stones at me until I was nearly dead. Many days I have lived 

without food, water, sleep, clothes, or shelter. I continue  to 

be jailed for no wrongdoing on my part. Compared to all the 

torture and threats I have endured, nothing pierces my heart 

like the memory of being good.” 

Sounds of coming guards cause the two men to sit up 

straight. However, Paul earnestly presses his last point. 

“Until Jesus stopped me, I had not been the broken one, 

son. My Lord made me blind so I would want his eyes, weak 

so I would ask for his strength. Then he forgave me, and that 

is grace.” 
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Rahab 
 

 
 

Inspired by Joshua 2:1–21 and Matthew  1:5–16 

 

he closes the door with a counterfeit smile as the corner 

of the last coat passes from shadow to dawn. The traveler  

had left behind scents of sweat and the cold feel of cash in 

her palm. Sleep deprivation and guilt challenge her ability to 

care, to feel anything this moment. She returns to her bed, 

this time to sleep most of the day away. 

She is a victim of circumstance, a prostitute without 

options, she tells herself, laying her head on her pillow. 

Having no husband or children in this society means poverty 

for a woman. Clasping tightly her coins, she closes off her 

mind until they each fall, clattering onto the  floor. 

Knock.  Knock. 

Knock. Knock. Knock. 
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It is not time yet, her foggy mind tells her. She peers at 

her window. She is right, the new day is not over as the sun 

has not yet drifted below the tops of nearby hills. What could 

anyone want? 

Two young men stand outside in the early evening heat. 

Rahab recognizes immediately these are not ordinary custom- 

ers; they are Israelites. Fully awake now, she sees her chance. 

“Come in, quickly. Did anyone see you?” 

They shake their heads. 

“Wait here.” 

Quickly climbing the narrow ladder leading to her roof, 

her thoughts focus. This is my chance. This is my one 

opportunity. Do not waste it! Nervously, she listens. The 

visitors’ voices are whispers, but at least she knows they are 

still there. Do not leave! 

Harvest had ended only a few days earlier. Fresh flax with 

which to cover her roof is still resting in the daylight to dry. 

Grasping one stalk after another, Rahab  organizes  them into 

a makeshift hedge, double-checking to leave no holes a 

neighbor could see through. Confident her flax has formed a 

complete wall, she descends into her house to face the 

strangers. 

“Go to the roof. I have made it private. Lie down there 

until I give the word.” 

The city of Jericho sits on a nine-acre mound surrounded 

by desert. It is because of a ceaseless spring that the founders 

built a town here at all. It is the source for drinking, washing, 
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and irrigating. Because of this water, most houses have jars 

overflowing with fresh postharvest grain. Essentially, they are 

prepared to hold out for years in the case of a siege. Still, 

rumors fly about those Israelites whose army is defeating 

city-kingdoms at a fast rate. Fear grips the hearts of men      

in Jericho. 

Rahab knows her neighborhood. This is where the poor 

find space in an increasingly crowded city. Where she lives, 

no one wants to be. The back of her home is against the 

city’s six-foot-deep protective wall. If anyone wants to 

attack Jericho, he will have to find a way to climb the 

twenty-foot fortification and somehow avoid the arrows of 

Jericho’s best sharpshooters. 

Her house and those of others in low circumstance are 

vulnerable because this is where any attempt at a takeover will 

happen. Rich people do not live against the wall. Only 

society's "disposables" make their homes here. 

Desperation of the kind known only among the hopelessly 

hungry and ill causes normally good people to commit acts 

they would not consider under better circumstances. No 

doubt, someone saw these men enter her house and seized 

the opportunity to gain a few coins or favor from the king by 

turning them in.  

It is no surprise when some of the king’s men pound on 

her door and shout for her to come outside. 

“Bring out the men who  entered  your  house, for  they 

are spies!” 
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Rahab is brave. “True, the men came to me, but I did not 

know where they were from and do not know where they 

have gone. They left only a few minutes ago. Pursue them 

quickly and you will overtake them.” 

The king’s men set out, and the city gate shuts behind them.    

The Israelite visitors had remained quiet for over an hour. 

They needed to escape Jericho. Ushering them back inside, 

Rahab pleads, “We know  who you are and why you are 

here. The men of Jericho have spoken of little else for weeks. 

We have heard how your God leads you to victory after 

victory, and great fear has numbed our  entire  city.  I'll help 

you out,  but when   you   return  with  your  army,  please 

protect me and my family.” 

“Have a scarlet cord tied in the window, and make certain 

all of your loved ones are in this house.” 

She agrees. 

Wrapping a strong rope around a  beam  and  crawling 

one by one through the thick hole in the wall that passes for 

Rahab’s window, the men climb down to the open field. 

Rahab retrieves the rope. 

This is my chance at survival and my  last  opportunity 

to become the kind of woman I long to be. Once out of Jericho 

and among the Israelites, maybe I could marry and have 

children! Perhaps their God will grant me joy.  Rahab’s  hopes 

for happiness are not new. 

Over  the  next  three  days,  she  informs her family. In  
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keeping with the promise, Israelite soldiers attack Jericho but 

rescue Rahab  and all  who  have jammed into her tiny house. 

It is yet another act of gracious forgiveness and love that 

God leads Rahab to her future husband and gives them a  

son. Her great-great-grandchild is David, the king of Israel. 

Several generations later, her bloodline produces Jesus, the 

promised Messiah, Son of God. 

Whom God favors includes the poorest of our poor, most 

sinful of our sinners, and the least of our least. He welcomes 

all who believe into his family. Consider Rahab. While 

God’s one and only natural Son lived on earth, he had the 

DNA of a foreign  ex-prostitute  running through his veins. 

God’s love rejects no one. 
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Job 
 

 
 

Inspired by Job 1:1–3, 42 

 

n  old  man groans playfully  while  a  small boy climbs 

onto his knee. On the floor are six more energetic youth 

of varying heights and maturity. The man has called them to 

come and listen to what he hopes will one day be as profound 

for each of them as to him. His name is Job (pronounced 

Jobe), and he is sharing a moment with his  great-

grandchildren. 

He clears his throat in mock preparation. “Well, once 

upon a time there was a young man named Job.” 

The children giggle. 

“I was happy. I had a wife, my own business, and loved 

God. When I was  a  little  older,  successful  people  started 

to come to me for advice  on all  sorts  of things—business, 
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religion, and even fatherhood.” Job tousles a five-year-olds 

hair. “I thought I was smart.” 

“And then you learned your lesson!” Ten-year-old Nabid 

teases. He elbowed his sister to boast. 

Job’s eyes brighten as he laughs with the precocious boy. 

“You know those seats by the city gate? That is where I used to 

spend all my time. My days were a mix of running my 

business and giving advice.” 

“Sounds boring,” a teenage girl says, tossing her hair over 

her shoulder. 

“It was a busy place, much like now. It was not boring to 

me because I taught people about matters of life and faith!    

I thought I understood God. I believed as long as I lived a 

good life, made wise choices, did not hurt anyone, and earned 

respect for my opinions, I was not going to suffer. This 

untruth sheltered me.” 

Job pauses for a full minute, choked with memories. His 

eyes are suddenly wet. “I lost all ten of my sons and 

daughters in a terrible accident.” 

“That’s when you got sick.” Sympathetic nods circle the 

group. The adolescent boy who spoke put his arm around his 

little brother's shoulders.  

“Yes. All I owned was taken through crime and natural 

disaster. Disease spoiled my place of authority. People who I 

had believed thought me important ran away. I was helpless. 

Finally, it was I in need of support instead of me being the 

one who offered it. 
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“I wondered who this God I had always worshiped is.  

Why did he allow this to happen? I was surprised life did not 

continue as I knew it,” Job says.  

“I did learn, Nabid.  Nothing in God’s world is a mistake. 

We cannot, I cannot, understand this. It is beyond me even 

though I am very old. Because I cannot grasp this truth, I 

sometimes confuse who is the author of my pain.” 

Job lowers the fidgeting child from his lap. 

“God is not confused. Yes, I thought I knew him, children. 

Truth emerged that my beliefs were shaped by what other 

people wanted me to hear.  I thought to do what he expects 

would always  lead to rewards. Turns out he owes me nothing.  

"I thought I was capable of keeping up a righteous life.  

After trying so hard, it became clear I am powerless. I do not 

control anything, including God’s plan for me.”  

Job takes a deep, contented breath. “Yes, I thought I knew 

him. It took great suffering for me to see he is God and I  am 

but a man. 

“Children, hear and ponder this—it is joy to know that 

only God can understand exactly what we need. Go now, and 

think on that.” 
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Mary, Mother of Jesus 
 

 
 

Inspired by Luke 1:26–29 and John 19:16, 25 

 

oth young and old  congratulated  me  on my firstborn. I 

knew he chose me to be his mother. 

Friends would say, “He looks like you.” I could only hope 

to represent him well one day. 

Women used to look at my little son and see a boy playing 

in the dirt. I saw the one who created me out of  dust. 

Men watched my son learn his father’s carpenter trade. I 

pondered the one promised to rebuild  Israel. 

Neighbors took special notice of the brilliant young man 

who had so early outgrown me. I witnessed the omniscient 

One becoming a human  adult. 

A nation observed my son’s miracles and wondered what 

was going to happen. I saw his  mission and  knew my soul  
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would soon be pierced.  

A nation observed my son’s miracles and wondered 

what was going to happen. I saw his mission and knew my 

soul would soon be pierced. 

Curious people gaze at my son as he hangs on a cross— 

flogged, beaten, and dying. I see my heart outside my body, 

as he bears and loves, struggling and determined. 

 Religious arguers whisper that my son has been a good 

man, a heretic, a prophet, a liar, a teacher, or a self-made 

god creating a blasphemous religion. I remember well what 

the  angel Gabriel said about him, “He will be called the 

Son of God.” 

Sympathizers weep because they see only a grieving 

mother. I realize what they do not—he has never lied to me. 

He promised to return, and I know he  will. 

A crowd points and stares. They do not understand that 

my tears are for the love of my Savior, and for the honor of 

his trust in me to protect and to let go. I was lent the King of 

Kings but for a brief moment. 

Mourners assume my anguish because my head is bent 

toward the ground. I know, and my son Jesus knows, I am 

worshiping my Lord. 
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Always The Fight Ministries: 
 

Displaying compassionate love for those fighting mental 

illness, addiction, and abuse. 

 

 

Nancy Virden is a Christ-follower, author of three books,  

Mental Health and Recovery advocate, and founder of 

Always The Fight Ministries 

 

Contact Nancy 

 

Website: http://www.AlwaysTheFight.com 

Social: http://Facebook.com/AlwaysTheFightMinistries 

https://www.linkedin.com/in/nancyvirden/ 

 

Email: NancyVirden.hope@gmail.com 
 

 

 
Nancy Virden 

https://nancyvirden.com/schedule-an-event/
https://alwaysthefight.com/
http://facebook.com/AlwaysTheFightMinistries
https://www.linkedin.com/in/nancyvirden/

