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Before We Set Sail




In the pages ahead, you’re invited to enter a world both strange and familiar—a world where life begins underwater, where people move about unaware there’s anything more. Everything feels normal. Predictable. Until one day, a glimmer of light pierces the deep drawing you upward. Breaking the surface, you discover another place in this world—brighter, fuller. The same, yet utterly transforming. 

I created this world as a way to wrestle with my own questions—about faith, purpose, grace, and the often-challenging path of living as a follower of Christ. In imagining these stories, I found space to explore biblical truths through parable and metaphor, where characters and their journeys mirror the battles we often face, but can’t always describe.

As you journey through this world, you may find reflections of your own story. Though these parables were shaped with church leaders, ministry teams, and outreach in mind, the truths they carry reach far beyond titles or roles.

And if you feel like you’re still beneath the surface—unsure, unseen, or even stuck—these stories are for you too. There is hope above. A light breaking through. My prayer is that as you read, you will catch a glimpse of that light—and feel its warmth pulling you upward.








  
  
Pulled from the Water




This life underwater is all you’ve ever known. You didn’t choose it, but here you are. Born like everyone else, you come out crying, screaming into this great big world already in motion. You wonder who these people are looking at you and why they are happy to see you. Though for some, happiness isn’t the emotion felt. From your earliest moments, you begin absorbing everything—how to move, how to speak, how to survive—without realizing the deep waters you’re in. The currents of family, culture, and expectation sweep you along as you begin to grow up. 

At first you learn by imitation: how to walk, how to smile, how to hide emotions or mimic false ones. Eventually you’re placed into schools where the classes include others like you and the lessons are much more structured. You’re taught facts and figures, arithmetic and science, history and various truths shaped by your surroundings. You learn the things placed before you, follow the rules placed upon you and slowly make the long swim toward adulthood. Questions about meaning and purpose bubble up from time to time, but they’re soon drowned out by the busyness of life and the need to fit in.

Somewhere along the way, someone mentions another world, an “other place.” Maybe it was teacher, a stranger, or simply a story you overhear. The idea of this other place drifts through your mind, but your family doesn’t speak about such things. When you bring it up before them, you are given a polite answer, or a dismissive one. You forget about this other place, letting it fade into the background behind more pressing things, like friends, love, ambition, and purpose. 

Eventually, you move away from your family and begin choosing your people, your tribe. Together you chase after happiness and success and belonging. Your tribe says they have found fulfillment, but the more you chase after those things, the more you question why it never feels like enough. Why do you still feel empty after all this time? By all measures of the world you’ve created, you should be happy and content, but you aren’t. You know something is missing.

Then one day something changes. You’re walking into work or class or your usual routine when something catches your eye. It isn’t a thing exactly, but a light. It shines in a way nothing underwater ever has. It isn’t oppressive or demanding, but inviting. Somehow, even though you have no idea what it is exactly, you know what you are feeling from the light is real. You sit in the light, feeling it against your skin. It doesn’t burn but warms you deeply. You want to sit in the light, but responsibility pulls you away. Still, the thought of the light and the memory of its warmth lingers in your mind as you lay down to sleep at night.

You tell your friends about the light. Some laugh, while others warn you. They’ve heard stories about the light and how those who chased after it changed, leaving for another place and never coming back. You nod and listen as each friend shares a differing tale, but your curiosity grows. You need to know what this light is; you need to know about this other place.

The following days and weeks you return again and again to the light. The light doesn’t move, but the closer you get, the warmer and more alive you feel. Each time you leave the light the world seems colder and dimmer. You begin to notice just how dark the world really is, not because it changed, but because you did.

One day you decide to touch the light. Just a single fingertip at first, testing the waters. As you brush up against the light, the warmth pushes through your body like every cell in you has come alive. Without hesitation you step fully into the light, and in that moment everything changes.

Suddenly, you are no longer under the surface—you’re above it. You’re gasping, flailing, tasting real air for the first time. It’s both beautiful and terrifying. The water around you is no longer invisible—it’s heavy, salty, and foreign. You struggle to breath this new air like a newborn, coughing up years of what you thought was normal. You now know you were drowning all along.

You flail about on the surface trying to stay above the waves, but just as you think you are safe, another wall of water crashes, submerging you again. Salt water floods your lungs, stinging now, where before it was just life. You surface, sputtering and hacking up the water you took in. 

Your friends, seeing you struggle, come to help you return to the world you know. They reach for you, not to lift you up, but to drag you back down. They miss their friend and who you were. They think they are saving you, but they don’t understand what is happening to you. They hold tight, not wanting to let you go. You try to explain what you saw and experienced on the surface, but they don’t want to hear it. You change your plan and instead try to pull them up with you. If they knew the warmth of the sun and the taste of the air, they wouldn’t be fighting so hard to pull you down, but they want nothing of it. Finally, realizing your life is at stake, you have to choose. You kick at them as hard as you can, not out of anger, but out of survival. You land solid blows to their faces and arms; they sink back down to the depths, turning away from you, not looking back.

You surface again, hacking and coughing the water back out of your lungs. But there is something new on the surface: a ship is moving across the horizon circling you, large white sails billowing in the wind. A smaller boat with oars approaches. Hanging down, over the side is a man. His hand extends to you. No words. Just an invitation.

You hesitate.

The boat circles back around, the same hand outstretched, patient. You see the face of the man reaching for you, a smile. You reach out, trying to grab the hand, but can’t.

“Help me! Grab my hand!” you manage to choke out. 

He grabs your hand with a strength beyond anything you’ve ever known, lifting you up out of the water. The sun hits your skin warming you quickly. You are set down gently onto the deck of the small boat.

The large ship with billowing sails turns to meet the smaller vessel.

You collapse out of exhaustion. You are out of the water, but the journey is just beginning.  


      [image: ]When something is all you’ve ever known—even if it is killing you—it can be almost impossible to imagine anything different. We live in this place, sometimes for our entire lives, unaware we are breathing in a dead world. That is, until we catch a glimpse of something else: a light.

It isn’t just any light. This light leads us toward another way—of living, of seeing, of being. While the light feels foreign and new at first, we sense something real in it, something true. Even if we don’t fully understand the light, we’re drawn to it, we can feel there is substance to the light, there is hope in it. 

Jesus spoke of light in Matthew 5:14-16, telling His followers: “You are the light of the world. A town built on a hill cannot be hidden. Neither do people light a lamp and put it under a bowl. Instead they put it on its stand, and it gives light to everyone in the house. In the same way, let your light shine before others, that they may see your good deeds and glorify your Father in heaven.”

Simply by living in this world we affect everyone we encounter. Our friends, coworkers, spouses, children, siblings, parents, and even strangers experience something when they interact with us. The light I shine into the world isn’t my own, but one I’ve been given. My role is to reflect it into the world, into the dark depths, hoping that others see it and are guided upward toward the source, toward the surface.

Once at the surface, we all have to make a choice. We decide to call out and reach for that outstretched hand; it doesn’t force us. There is nothing any of us can do to make someone take that hand; it is in their control. What we can do is keep shining that light, shining faithfully and intentionally into the depths.

In a dark and disorienting world, the light becomes true north on a compass. A fixed point of reference for those to get back to the surface. The deeper you go, the colder and darker it becomes, and the easier it is to forget which way is up, back to the surface. But the light has the ability to break through, piercing the depths, and illuminating a path back to life. That’s why this calling to shine the light is so important. We shine the light not for others to see how bright we can be, but to point others to the surface, to a new world.








  
  
A New World




You wake in a small hammock, swaying to the gentle rocking of the ship on the water. The motion is soothing, oddly comforting in contrast to the confusion you begin to feel. Unsure of the last few hours, you lift your head, looking around. A man sits nearby reading a book. You shift and he looks over at you. 

“Awake?” he asks, glancing up.

You nod.

“Nothing to worry about. Let’s have a look. I’m the ship’s doctor.” He saves the place in his book and walks over to you.

“Where am I?” you ask.

“On the ship. Do you remember being pulled aboard?”

You nod again.

“Well, it is a ship like many others, out here in your former waters.”

“The man who pulled me out?” 

“Yes?” The doctor reaches for some water, handing it to you.

“Who is he?” you ask.

The doctor chuckles. “I know that seems like a simple question, but there is so much to Him that it’s hard to distill down to a few words. He, at one time or another, pulled each of us from the water.”

“You?” you ask.

“Myself included.” The doctor reaches over and grabs a small booklet off the shelf. “This should help. Read it when you get a chance.”

You thumb through the booklet, glancing at some pictures and reading a few of the words. The doctor waits a moment for you to finish.

“The captain would like to see you if you are feeling up to it.”

“I guess.” You swing your legs out of the hammock and find your footing. 

“Great, follow me. Make sure to use the rails as we go. It is hard early on without them.” The doctor leads you down a narrow corridor and up a small staircase. You grip the rails, just as instructed. At the top, a hatch opens onto the deck. The cool air hits your face, and you take a deep breath. The doctor points toward an upper deck where a man stands at a large captain’s wheel.

You climb the remaining steps. A broad-shouldered man with a reddish-brown beard stands behind the wheel, holding it on course against the wind and the waves. He smiles as you approach, taking his eyes off the horizon to look you over.

“How are you feeling?” he asks. “Different?”

“I think so. I mean yes, but…” You hesitate.

“You could jump back into the water in an instant?”

“Yes!” you blurt out and then wonder if that was the wrong answer. The captain smiles as he holds fast to the wheel.

“Don’t worry. Everyone feels that, some after they have been out of the water a long time. It was home for the better part of your life.”

You nod your head in agreement like you understand. You look around the deck, several people are moving about, performing little jobs, keeping up the ship. You keep looking but don’t see who you are looking for.

“The man that pulled me from the water, can I see Him?” 

The captain thinks about the request for a moment. “In time… You’ll see Him again. Don’t worry about that.”

From the sails above, a young boy comes swinging down onto the deck, letting go in time before flying over the edge of the ship.

“Heya, Cap! Is this the newbie? Nice to meet you. My name’s Carson.” The boy, maybe twelve, thrusts his hand out to shake yours. You grab it, still in shock from this ball of energy that flew out of nowhere.

“Carson, I’d like you to give the tour of the ship, but you have to promise to slow down. Nobody can understand you when you get like this.”

“I can’t help it, Cap. I love this, all of it! It is a-mazing.” He spins with joy.

“I know, Carson, but please try. Nobody needs to be overwhelmed on their first day.”

“Yes, Cap.” 

Carson grabs your hand and with more strength than you thought possible pulls you toward the stairs to the lower part of the deck. He releases your hand so he can slide down the railing. At the bottom he looks back up at you.

“They tell you about the rails?” Carson asks.

“Yeah, always have a hand on a rail if there is one there, when moving about the ship.” You hold the rail as you move down the stairs. “Why is that?”

“The waves can get pretty big at times; the more contact you have with the ship the less chance you have of falling and getting hurt. At least that was what I was told, but it just slows me down.”

Carson runs ahead to where a group is washing the deck. He plants his feet and slides on the wet surface till he comes to a stop.

“Carson, did you mend the sails yet?” A new voice rings out, sweet and refined. The woman it belongs to looks up and your eyes meet. 

“I’m giving the tour!” Carson responds.

“I’m sure you let the captain know that you hadn’t finished your task yet before you agreed to the new one?” Already knowing the response, she asks the question anyways. “I’ll keep an eye on…” She looks to you for your name.

You stumble, thinking about your own name, but come back with it.

“Then you can give the rest of the tour,” she tells Carson.

“Fine, I’ll be back in a flash,” Carson reassures you before flying up the nearest mast toward the sails that need mending.

You both watch as he disappears up above.

“That kid is aaa-mmmazing. You can’t help but be excited around him, but man can it be draining. I’m Stella,” she says, holding out a hand for you to shake.

“Nice to meet you, Stella,” you say. “How long have you been…?” 

You pause, worried that may not be a normal question.

“Out of the water? A few years now, with this ship ever since,” she responds without missing a beat.

“What is this place?” you ask, unsure if it is the right question.

Stella smiles at the question, one she is familiar with herself. “The ship is the Koinónia. It floats on the waters of the world you knew. Think of it as two worlds: one below the water and this one above.”

“Does it have a name?” you ask, thinking it would be different than what you knew before.

“If it does, I’ve never heard anything other than the world. It’s the same but different. Obviously you can see the big differences: one is wet, the other is dry. You breath oxygen in both places, but one pulls it out of the water around you, while up here you pull it out of the air around you.”

You sit down for a minute on a nearby stool, thinking.

“Then why here? Why did he pull me out? Why this place over where I was? Why now? Why me?” You unload a moment, rapid-firing all the questions as they come to you.

Stella sits down next to you.

“You remember asking Him to pull you out?” she fiddles with a small piece of rope lying nearby.

Thinking on it for a moment, you recall the way it all went down, the fresh air, breathing. The outstretched hand that you asked to grab you.

“Yeah, I do.” You sit up.

“He pulled you out because you asked Him to. Why you? Maybe you saw the light, maybe you felt the warmth of the sun above. Why the above versus the below?” She stands up and walks over to the railing. “Come stand with me in the sun.”

You get up and walk over to the railing with the sun hitting both of you. 

“Now close your eyes, and hold your arms out wide,” Stella instructs.

You question her with a look but comply with the instructions. You close your eyes and lift your arms from your side to let the sun hit all of you.

At first you feel silly standing there, but the sun begins to pierce into every cell it hits, the energy from it is intense yet soft. It is different, you are different, everything is different.

You open your eyes back up to see her watching you. 

“Sorry. There is something refreshing about watching someone experience this for the first time. Not that it gets old for us, but sometimes we forget the wonder of it all.” She looks back to the water and the sun.

“All done!” Carson bounds back, panting.

You put your arms down and turn to see Carson half out of breath from hurrying through his task.

“Enjoy the rest of the tour. You’re in good hands with this one,” Stella says as she returns to the group washing the deck, now toward the bow of the ship.

“Thank you!” you call out after her.

Carson grabs your hand again ready to show you everything you could ever need to know in this new world.

“Come on!” Carson yells, and off he goes, dragging you with him.


      [image: ]An awakening. I’m describing a spiritual awakening, but we’ve all experienced some sort of an awakening. The information you gained that changed the way you’ve viewed something the rest of your life. You were one way, you believed a thing, you always did something a certain way, and then it all changed. The purpose of this chapter is to describe how we cross a threshold into a new understanding, a new place mentally, physically, emotionally.

Children—babies even—are masters of awakening. They meet the world with relentless curiosity and no fear of failure. They see everyone walking on two feet, so they pull themselves up and try to walk. They fall, but do they then never try to walk again? No, they fall over and over until they get it, and, as any parent knows, they never stop. They see another way to move through this world, and they want to experience it. 

Jesus’s encounters with people throughout the Bible were all about this. The woman at the well (John 4), Mary and Martha after Lazarus’s death (John 11), and the many He healed whose faith made them whole, each awakened to God’s grace, His presence and His love. 

But not all awakenings are joyful. Consider Jesus’s encounter with the rich young ruler (Matthew 19:16-22; Mark 10:17-27; Luke 18:18-23). The rich young ruler asked Jesus how to inherit eternal life and claimed to have followed every commandment. 

Yet Jesus said: “You still lack one thing. Sell everything you have and give to the poor, and you will have treasure in heaven. Then come, follow me.” 

The rich young ruler walked away sorrowful, awakened to the truth that eternal life was not about checking boxes, but surrendering his heart.

The career man or woman who sacrificed family for the corporate ladder now questions if that is the life they wanted. The young man who realizes his father is not invincible, but human and fallible. The young woman told her value was defined by her beauty and she placed all her effort into it, only to find her worth existed so much deeper, in something that lasts. Such moments can shake us, or save us. 

Choosing to always ask questions and be a lifelong learner will set you up to experience many awakenings, both good and bad. It is what we do with the new information that matters most. Learning about the new world you’ve discovered and your place in it will come with many amazing experiences, memories, and opportunities, but not all of them will be happy. You’ll learn things about yourself and others that you may wish you hadn’t. And sometimes, you’ll come to a crossroad where understanding alone isn’t enough. You’ll need something more. I call that something faith, faith that there is more above the water than below.




Now faith is confidence in what we hope for and assurance about what we do not see.


Hebrews 11:1









  
  
The Life Bringer




Weeks pass and before you realize it, you’ve been aboard now for over a month, long enough to lose the title of “newbie.” It’s nice to no longer be the center of attention. The urge to return to the water remains in the background, but you still have so much to learn that you are distracted most of the time. Everything is so new and exciting; it is hard to contain your enthusiasm about the things you’ve learned and done in such a short amount of time. 

You’ve been shadowing the riggers on the ship, learning everything about the masts, the pulleys, the ropes, and maintaining all of them. Like any new task, it felt complicated at first— everything had a weird name—but you’re picking it up and learning.

With time came your sea legs. Moving about the ship became easier, and flying up the masts was like second nature—still nothing like Carson of course, but you could hold your own.

You have friends now too: Derek and Stella, Carson and Thomas, when he isn’t in a mood. The captain has taken more time with you than he has with others in the past. You’d been told that is because you ask good questions, but none of them feel that great. They’re just things you want the answer to.

Early this morning as the sun had come up over the horizon, you saw a shape flying through the sky off in the distance.

“Derek! Something is in the air,” you yell over at your deck watchmate, while pointing toward the spot in sky.

He traces through the air where you are pointing and squints to see what you are talking about. Once he finds it, he knows what to do and runs over to the deck bell, giving it ten rings.

“All hands on deck!” Derek yells followed by ten more rings of the bell.

“What do I do?” you ask Derek after the bell fades. 

“When the bird lands, you’re going to remove the message it’s carrying on its leg, careful not to injure it, then hold it for the captain till he arrives at the helm.”

You look back at the giant avian specimen that continues to grow the closer it gets.

The rest of the crew surfaces from below, each moving to their designated spot for a major course correction.

“That’s a bird?” you stare in disbelief.

“An albatross, largest bird out here,” Derek says as he clears the back deck so it can land. “Be quick about it when it lands and feed it these.”

He hands you a small bucket of fish that doesn’t smell quite fresh, but you’re sure the visitor will enjoy them.

The bird is close, and the shape is apparent now that it is so near. As it approaches, its huge wings begin to push hard against the air to reduce its windspeed. It makes a pass around the boat as if ensuring this is the vessel it was supposed to find. The second pass around it lands right where Derek said it would, toward the back of the ship by the helm. Despite the weight and size of the great bird, its landing is silent. 

You place the bucket down for the bird and grab the message tied to its leg. Nervous, your hands shake and untie it, but you get it loose around the same time the bird has finished its bucket of fish.

It looks at you, then at the message in your hand. Satisfied that its job is done, it takes off again back the direction it came.

You watch it as the ship has come alive all around you. The captain climbs the stairs to the helm and watches the bird from behind you.

“What do we have?” he asks, waiting for the message.

You hand it over. He unrolls the paper, reading every word and soaking it all in. A smile comes across his face about halfway through and doesn’t leave even after he finishes reading.

“Set a course north-northeast! Get as much wind in these sails as we can.” He takes the paper with him as he departs, nodding to Derek as he goes.

Derek takes the wheel and plots the course as you move down to assist your team with the ropes.

Sometime later, the captain reappears from his cabin. He’d changed into workman’s garb much like the rest of the crew wore. 

“How are we fairing?” he calls to Derek, still at the wheel.

“We’ve been making fifteen knots when we catch the wind right, but I’d say averaging thirteen,” Derek replies.

“Good, good,” the captain responds watching the ocean ahead for signs of something. “Should be able to see her soon.”

At that everyone moves toward the front of the ship, watching the horizon.

“What is that?” You gasp as the large shape appears far out.

The captain beams for a moment, “That is the Life Bringer.”

“Life Bringer?” You continue to stare into the distance.

“It’s a ship,” Stella answers. “One of the biggest around. They need our help.”

“Again?” Thomas pipes up from the background.

“Now, Thomas, they have the best kind of problem to have,” the captain corrects.

Thomas skulks into the background.

Waiting for an answer, you pipe up. “What kind of problem is that?”

“They have more than they can handle!” Carson swings down from the mast. “It’s still far out, but I think there are thousands, Cap!”

“You all know what to do. Man your stations!” The captain moves back toward the helm, relieving Derek, and grabs the wheel with both hands. “Derek, I want you to orchestrate the rescues, keep an eye on him.” The captain nods toward a sullen Thomas going about his work. “I don’t want him getting in His way.”

“Aye, Captain,” Derek replies.

Like clockwork, everyone scrambles to their stations. Carson climbs back up the mast like he was born there. Several crew members throw rope netting over the sides, and as soon as it unravels, they climb over with it. Thomas, shuffling about, catches Derek’s eye.

“Thomas, can you help Doc below? He’s going to need help prepping every cot we have. I would appreciate it,” Derek requests.

Thomas pauses, wanting to give some reason why this whole event was stupid but decides against it.

“Will do,” Thomas responds. He moves below deck to ready cots and recovery stations with everything needed to assist the transition.

You stand, waiting to assist in some way, but feel out of place in the chaos. The captain, seeing you hesitate, says, “Up here. I need your help.”

You double-climb the steps to the helm. The captain hands you the wheel. 

“Keep us pointed as best you can to that section off their stern, the rear of the ship. We’ll anchor there and assist with the rescue.” The captain readies himself, saying a quick prayer and moving to the side of the boat to have a better view. Yelling up at one point, “Carson! Keep an eye out for any life rafts. We don’t want to run any down.”

“Aye, sir!” Carson replies. “Straight ahead should be perfect.”

The boat courses through the water, each turn of the wheel bringing it back into alignment where the captain said he wanted it.

As the ship gets closer, the captain handles all the commands to the rest of the crew to take in the sails and prepare to anchor. The life rafts surrounding the giant ship are moving about picking up more people reaching out of the water.

“There!” the captain yells, pointing toward a life raft without anyone in it yet, manned by a single individual. 

The crew lets out the sail to gain a little speed toward the raft before taking the sails back in. The crew on the anchor drops it to lock the ship in place. 

You move down, closer to the edge where the nets went over, watching the crew members set up a makeshift dock that floats next to the side of the boat. A ramp leads up into the side of the ship where the recovery cots are. 

“Down here!” the captain yells up to you. 

You climb over and move down the netting to the platform.

“I need you to climb across this plank to his raft and help hoist the people in that He has grabbed.”

They lay a plank across the gap, and you look unassured at the stability of the makeshift bridge. 

“You’ll be fine. Hurry across now.” The captain helps you step.

You place one foot in front of the other, trying not to focus on the ocean below. Before you know it, you are across and in the boat, staring into the face of the only man on the raft.

“How can I help?” you say, not knowing what to do.

“Any minute now, they’ll start surfacing. Be ready to assist them into the boat when they do,” the young man says.

You watch the water in anticipation, unsure where the first one will be. A bubbling starts near one side of the boat and then another, and before you know it, there are bubbles all around the boat.

Over the edge, you hear the first one. “Please help me,” the young woman says.

Without any warning, He is there in the boat with the two of you. The same one Who pulled you from the water. He reaches down and grabs her hand. You help her into the boat from there, grabbing a blanket to wrap around her, trying to help her dry off and get her warm.

Another one calls out from the water, and He again reaches for the hand of the next and pulls a young man into the boat. The young man and woman know each other and hug each other crying together as they share the blanket.

These two lead to several more coming out of the water, old and young alike. He grabs one hand after another pulling them into the boat. You begin readying some of them to cross the same small plank back to the ship, ensuring they can walk fine and someone on the other side can assist them. 

You lose count at one point and focus on caring for those in the boat. When it is all said and done, you are exhausted, helping what felt like 150 people transition from the water. You slip down into the boat, collapsing for a moment. The young man in the boat does the same thing.

The One Who pulled them all out stands at the end of the boat smiling back at the two of you nodding His head in thanks.

“I’m Collin, by the way,” the young man says, and you both laugh realizing you never exchanged pleasantries. You share your name with him and sit for a bit. Looking back to the end of the boat you see He is gone, the one Who pulled them out.

“Is that all then?” the captain hollers.

“Yes, sir. Collin and I were just taking a moment,” you reply.

“Collin! Is that Maureen’s boy?” the captain asks.

Collin stands up.

“Aye, Captain. The same.” He beams, a knowing nod and silent exchange between them.

“That’s good then, Collin. Truly great to see you.” The captain nods again and departs back up the side of the ship to the deck.

“We need to get moving, see who else needs help,” Derek calls to you.

You look to Collin, who nods for you to go. You move toward the plank to leave.

“If it only saves one,” Collin says as he holds out his hand to shake. 

You grab it unsure if there is something else you are supposed to do.

“It’ll be worth it,” Derek says, finishing the ancient reply for you.

“It is worth it,” you say and head across the plank back to the ship, waving goodbye to Collin as he rows on to see where else he is needed.


      [image: ]Have you ever had the opportunity to be a part of something bigger than yourself? A moment where people united under a shared mission, setting aside personal goals for something greater? That’s what this chapter captures: the beautiful surrender of our individual callings, at least for a time, for the sake of a larger one. 

It’s a truly selfless decision to put aside your own mission to assist others in theirs. This recognition that another person’s purpose aligns with ours, and if their mission’s fire is already burning hot and bright why wouldn’t we throw our wood on their fire—rather than trying to build our own.

When we lived in Virginia, our church had the means to create several social programs for the community—but chose not to. Why? Because many already existed nearby and were run exceptionally well. So instead, we partnered with them. Partnering with the local food pantry, we dedicated entire services to supporting them. We would meet, be encouraged, and then head out to buy non-perishables, returning with carloads for a semi-truck headed to the pantry. We knew we wanted to help the community, and we found organizations that aligned with us in that mission. We also didn’t need our name being on a banner with the organization, because it wasn’t about the recognition or our ego. It was about the mission.

The final sentiment of this chapter is that a single life changed makes any amount of effort worth it. That is how I feel about this book. If a single sentence or chapter helps someone navigate a storm in their life, then the writing was worth it. But of course, we hope for more—dozens, hundreds, generations changed.

The mission of the ship was to help transition people to this new life—a mission that the Life Bringer shared. When called upon to help, the captain answered without hesitation because he knew it served the mission of not only the Life Bringer, but of him and his crew and ultimately the One who sent them, the Harbormaster. Helping a single person in their most vulnerable moment step into something new and better—whatever that may be—is what we all should aspire to.




Do nothing out of selfish ambition or vain conceit. Rather, in humility value others above yourselves, not looking to your own interests but each of you to the interests of others.


Philippians 2:3-4
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