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Carl

C
A Focus Prayer

L

ord Jesus, please guide my thoughtlife and keep me focused on what
really matters. It will be my honor to
glorify you and witness for you. Lord, help
me to always look into my heart and bring
forth your light from it. Rid me of my human
attempts to love, and place within me your
kind of love. Give my mind your peace,
give my soul things that make it leap for joy.
Lord, please grant this one hope, that all
on my prayer list be blessed by my prayers.
You’re so great and awesome to even care
if I live or die. Thank you for the trials I go
through. As long as I learn from them and
still focus my life toward your light... I am
thankful. I’m unworthy of all of this... thank
you again for taking it upon yourself to die
for me, Mike Selvidge. I love you, Jesus!
In Jesus’ name I pray. Amen
—Michael Selvidge 1-9-15

Get the Flash in a Flash

T

his is the first issue of the Flash to be
sent electronically in a .pdf to those
who requested to get it via the web.
Not only do you save paper, ink and printing costs, but you will get your newsletter
in a flash, and you can also see photos in
color. Just send us your email address (include your name and address so we can
stop sending by mail) to cdlng@aol.com.
Thanks!
—Carroll Lang, Editor
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arl was a quiet man. He didn’t talk much. He would always greet you with a big smile and a
firm handshake. Even after living in our neighborhood for over 50 years, no one could really
say they knew him very well. Before his retirement, he took the bus to work each morning.
The lone sight of him walking down the street often worried us. He had a slight limp from a bullet
wound received in WWII.
Watching him, we worried that although he had survived WWII, he may not make it through
our changing uptown neighborhood with its ever-increasing random violence, gangs, and drug
activity. When he saw the flyer at our local church asking for volunteers for caring for the gardens
behind the minister’s residence, he responded in his characteristically unassuming manner. Without
fanfare, he just signed up.
He was well into his 87th year when the very thing we had always feared finally happened. He
was just finishing his watering for the day when three gang members approached him. Ignoring their
attempt to intimidate him, he simply asked, “Would you like a drink from the hose?”
The tallest and toughest-looking of the three said, “Yeah, sure,” with a malevolent little smile.
As Carl offered the hose to him, the other two grabbed Carl’s arm, throwing him down. As the hose
snaked crazily over the ground, dousing everything in its way, Carl’s assailants stole his retirement
watch and his wallet, and then fled.
Carl tried to get himself up, but he had been thrown down on his bad leg. He lay there trying to
gather himself as the minister came running to help him. Although the minister had witnessed the
attack from his window, he couldn’t get there fast enough to stop it.
“Carl, are you okay? Are you hurt?” the minister kept asking as he helped Carl to his feet. Carl
just passed a hand over his brow and sighed, shaking his head. “Just some punk kids. I hope they’ll
wise up someday.”
His wet clothes clung to his slight frame as he bent to pick up the hose. He adjusted the nozzle
again and started to water.
Confused and a little concerned, the minister asked, “Carl, what are you doing?” “I’ve got to
finish my watering. It’s been very dry lately,” came the calm reply. Satisfying himself that Carl
really was all right, the minister could only marvel. Carl was a man from a different time and place.
A few weeks later the three returned. Just as before their threat was unchallenged. Carl again
offered them a drink from his hose. This time they didn’t rob him. They wrenched the hose from
his hand and drenched him head to foot in the icy water. When they had finished their humiliation
of him, they sauntered off down the street, throwing catcalls and curses, falling over one another
laughing at the hilarity of what they had just done. Carl just watched them. Then he turned toward
the warm sun, picked up his hose, and went on with his watering.
The summer was quickly fading into fall. Carl was doing some tilling when he was startled by
the sudden approach of someone behind him. He stumbled and fell into some evergreen branches.
As he struggled to regain his footing, he turned to see the tall leader of his summer tormentors
reaching down for him. He braced himself for the expected attack.
“Don’t worry old man, I’m not gonna hurt you this time.” The young man spoke softly, still
offering the tattooed and scarred hand to Carl. As he helped Carl get up, the man pulled a crumpled
bag from his pocket and handed it to Carl.
“What’s this?” Carl asked. “It’s your stuff,” the man explained. “It’s your stuff back. Even the
money in your wallet”
“I don’t understand,” Carl said. “Why would you help me now?”
The man shifted his feet, seeming embarrassed and ill at ease. “I learned something from you,”
he said. “I ran with that gang and hurt people like you. We picked you because you were old and
we knew we could do it, but every time we came and did something to you, instead of yelling and
fighting back, you tried to give us a drink. You didn’t hate us for hating you. You kept showing
love against our hate.”
He stopped for a moment. “I couldn’t sleep after we stole your stuff, so here it is back.”
He paused for another awkward moment, not knowing what more there was to say.
“That bag’s my way of saying thanks for straightening me out, I guess.” And with that, he
walked off down the street.
Carl looked down at the sack in his hands and gingerly opened it. He took out his retirement
Continued next page
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Point of View

I’ve Heard it said it all depends upon your point of view,
The happiness you get from life and how things look to you,
And the longer that I am living, I’ve really come to see,
That this is just as true a fact as anything could be.
If you always look for sorrow, then you’ll have it seven‑fold;
If you go in search of rainbows, you will find a pot of gold.
If you have no time for dreaming the days are dark and grey,
But with a little bit of hope your troubles slip away.
Don’t waste your time in sighing when the world is full of song.
Don’t live among the shadows this is not where you belong.
Lift your face and feel the sunlight, Smell the flowers in the woods,
And be grateful you are living and, Know that God is Good!
—Grace Easley

I

Extinction

was reading the prophecy about the
destruction of Babylon the other day,
and as I read the word extinct in the
Scriptures, this imagery of Dodo birds
from the animated movie “Ice Age” leapt
into my mind:
Isaiah 43:16‑17, 16Thus saith the LORD,
which maketh a way in the sea, and a path
in the mighty waters; “Which bringeth
forth the chariot and horse, the army and
the power; they shall lie down together,
they shall not rise: they are extinct, they
are quenched as tow (put out like the wick
of a candle).
And I thought about the days of Rome,
when the arena, filled with people, cheered
as the Christians were placed before the
hungry lions. Amazing, isn’t it, that the
Romans called others barbarians? But then
the truth of things begins to shed light on
the entire era of Christendom. Empirical
Rome has long been deceased. And even
more intriguing is the fact that the Romans
captured virtually all their lions from North
Africa, these were known as Barbary Lions.
They were the largest of all lion species,
and today they are extinct as well.
It appears the only thing remaining
intact from those ancient days are the
Christians. Makes one consider their own
eternity as something that is not dependent
on what is served up on any particular day.
Jude 1:12‑13, 12These are spots in your
feasts of charity, when they feast with you,
feeding (poimaino, to tend as shepherds)
themselves without fear: clouds they are
without water, carried about of winds; trees
whose fruit withereth, without fruit, twice
dead, plucked up by the roots; 13Raging
waves of the sea, foaming out (epaphrizo,
to exhibit a vile passion) their own shame;
wandering stars, to whom is reserved the
blackness of darkness forever.
Your choice is clear, to feed yourself as
did the Emperor and the Barbary Lions; or
bow before God, and ask for His sustenance
to fill us eternally, facing death only once.
‑ Michael R. Alkire 3-9-15

Carl, continued from precious page

watch and put it back on his wrist. Opening his
wallet, he checked for his wedding photo. He
gazed for a moment at the young bride that still
smiled back at him from all those years ago.
He died one cold day after Christmas that
winter. Many people attended his funeral in
spite of the weather. In particular, the minister
noticed a tall young man that he didn’t know
sitting quietly in a distant corner of the church.
The minister spoke of Carl’s garden as a
lesson in life. In a voice made thick with unshed
tears, he said, “Do your best and make your
garden as beautiful as you can. We will never
forget Carl and his garden.”
The following spring another flyer went up. It
read: “Person needed to care for Carl’s garden.”
The flyer went unnoticed by the busy
parishioners until one day when a knock was
heard at the minister’s office door. Opening
the door, the minister saw a pair of scarred and
tattooed hands holding the flyer.
“I believe this is my job, if you’ll have me,”
the young man said. The minister recognized
him as the same young man who had returned
the stolen watch and wallet to Carl. He knew that
Carl’s kindness had turned this man’s life around.
As the minister handed him the keys to the
garden shed, he said, “Yes, go take care of Carl’s
garden and honor him.”
The man went to work and, over the
next several years, he tended the flowers and
vegetables just as Carl had done.
During that time, he went to college, got
married, and became a prominent member of the
community. But he never forgot his promise to
Carl’s memory and kept the garden as beautiful
as he thought Carl would have kept it.
One day he approached the new minister and
told him that he couldn’t care for the garden any
longer. He explained with a shy and happy smile,
“My wife just had a baby boy last night, and she’s
bringing him home on Saturday.”
“Well, congratulations!” said the minister,
as he was handed the garden shed keys. “That’s
wonderful! What’s the baby’s name?”
“Carl,” he replied.
That’s the whole gospel message simply
stated.
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FDCF Brothers-in-Blue

T

he 32nd weekend at FDCF is scheduled for June 4-7, 2015. See Pastor
Stone in the Chapel for
applications. Please note that
visits are not allowed, so be
sure to notify those on your
visiting list not to visit on
that weekend. The application deadline is May 28.
Prayer in support of the weekend is one
way persons on the ‘outside’ can support
this renewal ministry.

Forgiveness is
a funny thing—
it warms the
heart and
cools the sting.
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The official publication of The Church of the
Damascus Road, a Christian Community of
Reconciliation, serving the inmate population of
the correctional facilities at Rockwell City and
Fort Dodge, Iowa.
Rev. Paul Stone, Pastor
Paul Abbott, Assistant
Carroll Lang, Editor
Anyone wishing to be on our mailing list may
send name, address, and phone numbers to the
address below, or by e-mail at: DamascusCh@
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home. Our office is at St. Olaf Lutheran Church.
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“It’s a Ministry,
Not a Program”
Donors of $100 or More Per Month, both
Churches & Individuals
Augustana Lutheran - Manson
Badger Lutheran - Badger
Bethany Lutheran - Emmetsburg
Bethany Lutheran - Laurens
Bethany Lutheran - Spencer
Emanuel Lutheran - Dayton
Emanuel-St. John Lutheran - Lytton
Faith Lutheran - Odebolt
Faith Lutheran - Spencer
First Lutheran - Algona
First Lutheran - Milford
First Presbyterian - Fort Dodge
First United Methodist - Fort Dodge
Grace Lutheran - Fort Dodge
Hands of Hope Conference WIS
Lost Island Lutheran - Ruthven
New Covenant Christian - Fort Dodge
Our Savior Lutheran - Albert City
Our Saviour’s Lutheran - Audubon
Our Saviours Lutheran - Callender
Our Saviour’s Lutheran - Humboldt
St. John Lutheran - Pomeroy
St. John Lutheran - Le Mars
St. Mark’s Episcopal - Fort Dodge
St. Olaf Lutheran - Fort Dodge
St. Paul Lutheran - Holstein
St. Paul Lutheran - Palmer
St. Paul Lutheran - Rockwell City
St. Paul Lutheran - Treynor
Ullensvang Lutheran - Thor
Zion-St. John Lutheran - Sheffield
Maurer Charities - Spencer
Paul Rothfusz Foundation
Sukup Family Foundation - Hampton
Paul & Haley Abbott - Rockwell City
Dave & Luann Bohnet - Jefferson
Dale & Nancy Bruns - Jolley
John & Marge Everts - Lytton
Lyle Hartling - Lohman, MO
Lois Johnson - Manson
Mark & Cheryl Juhl - Remsen
Rev. Carroll & Judy Lang - Fort Dodge
Troy & Karyn Leininger - Spencer
Larry Lubinus - Boone
Rev. Kent Mechler - Sheffield
Norman Nelsen - Spencer
Elwood & Lavonn Rieke - Fargo, ND
Adam & Inga Sanford - Allen, TX
Melba Shelby - Fort Dodge
Noel & Linda Singer - Webster City
Rev. Paul Stone - Eagle Grove
Charles & Mary Sukup - Dougherty
Rollin & Cleo Swanson - Fort Dodge
Christ Tostenrud - Spencer
Mark and Cindy Willson - West DSM
Leonard & Georganne Woodruff - Rockwell City

A Ministry of Assisting

J

esus was tested with a question, “Who is my neighbor?” He answered with a story about a Jew
who had been robbed and beaten (a felony), and a (hated) Samaritan who, after several of the
Jew’s countrymen passed him by without helping, stopped to help and bind up his wounds and
even put him up at an inn at his own expense. Of course, the Jew’s fellow countrymen had excuses
for not helping. One was in a hurry to get to where he was going. Another
was afraid the man was dead and touching a dead body would make him unclean. The fact that a Samaritan stopped to help was shocking to the listeners,
for the hatred was mutual between Jews and Samaritans.
The counterparts for us today are still religious, cultural and racial, and
we have those same barriers to helping someone in need. Be it a sex offender, drug user, robber, embezzler, forger, arsonist or thief, we still have
our boundaries that deter us from helping persons who we know to have been
criminals in the past. Will we be their next victims?
Most returning citizans have a sincere desire to turn their lives around. Many have never held a
job or managed their incomes, so they need help from someone with those abilities; someone who
will help them “bind up their wounds” as they reintegrate into society as law-abiding, productive
citizens needing second chances. This is where you come in.
If you are willing to form a Reentry Reintegration team in your area, contact me by phone or
email below and we will set a date for a training session.
We also need your help to form teams in places other than NW Iowa, developing more teams
around the state (and the USA). Please give me a call at 515-571-6566 or email me at CDLng@
aol.com.
—Rev. Carroll Lang, NW IA Director

On the Road Again

A
His Promise

He wants to say I love you,
For you to know how much he cares.
A promise to make you happy,
A happiness he wants to share,
Give him all your burdens, transgressions, too,
No matter how big or small,
He promises to always pick you up
If ever you should fall.
Yes, he wants to share your life
Through all the good or bad,
He’ll be there to wipe away those tears
Whenever you are sad,
A promise to do all he can
In everything that you do,
So you will never doubt.
This promise he’s made to you,
So make your promise to him
And accept him in your life.
His final promise he’ll make to you
Is the gift of eternal life.
—Shawn Anderson 3-26-15

pril was busy. April 17-21 I attended
Ecumenical Advocacy Days in
Washington, DC with 1,000 Christians
representing about 25 denominations from
across the U.S. We learned about mass
incarceration (the U.S. has 5% of the world’s
population, but we have 25% of all the
incarcerated). We also learned about the U.S.’s
immigration/detention practices for which we
pay to detain 34,000 people per day, including
women with children. On the 20th we went to
our respective senators’ and representatives’
offices to urge action.
Paul Abbott was an integral member of
the team at the Newton Brothers in Blue April
23-26.
At the end of April I attended a Prison
Congregations of America board meeting
in Nashville, TN. Again I am amazed at the
knowledge, wisdom and commitment of the
board members and Executive Director Mary
Mortenson. We discussed starting 3 new
congregations across the country, including one
at Anamosa, and grant procurement to expand
PCA’s ministry inside and beyond prison walls.
We worshipped at the new “Church of Another
Chance” in Nashville led by recently-ordained
but experienced pastor, Scott Jamieson.
What a Spirit-encountering experience.
Overall, it’s great to represent CoDR beyond
Iowa.
—Pastor Paul

Mark Morris NCCF 3-12-15

Artists’ Corner

O

Invite the Pastor

ur worship services are on
weeknights so that people on the
outside can worship with the inmates and not miss worship in their own
congregations. And this enables the pastor to
visit congregations on Sundays. He can give
a brief update on the ministry, a sermon, a
children’s sermon, an adult forum, a crossgenerational class session, or any or all of
the above, and is open to suggestions. He
just needs time to prepare.
Call 515-955-3579 or write to: The
Church of the Damascus Road, 239 N 11th
St, Fort Dodge, IA 50501, email <DamascusCh@aol.com> to arrange for a visit.

Y

Inmates:
ou can have your original artwork in
this space in the Flash; simply hand
your art to Pastor Stone. It will be
scanned and then returned to you.

The Church of the Damascus Road
239 North 11th Street
Fort Dodge, IA 50501
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All Readers: Send Contributions

T

he editor of this newsletter is inviting
ALL READERS, inside and outside to
send in articles, poetry, art work, and opinions for the newsletter. So don’t be bashful.

NCCF Church Council

www.codrcare.org

CoDR on FB

T

O
ad ur
ea dre web
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fin ier t s is
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he Church of Damascus Road is now
on Facebook. There are currently a
few videos and pictures and will be
updated when more are available. Also check
for updates for upcoming events. To LIKE us,
log into Facebook with the link https://www.
facebook.com/thechurchofthedamascusroad

Robert Pate-Pres....................John Wey-VP
Brett Graham-Lib/ST......Thomas Belz-Sec
Kirkland Reynolds-ST...... David Whitlock
Dylan Russell.............................. Terry Hill
Jimmy Johnson................ Michael Graham
Alan Walker..............................Jay Jermier
A note to secretaries and pastors—

Copy Me, Please!

W

e send our newsletter primarily to
congregations. It’s printed on
white paper so it can be copied to
include all or portions of it in your newsletter or bulletin, or simply made available to
members of your congregation.
-- Pastor Paul Stone

FDCF Church Council

Chris Fevold-Pres...............Kevin Reid-VP
Chad Burmester-ST/Sec............. Tim Smith
Randalle Cross-Clerk/ST......... Eddie Jones
Michael Graham.................Gary Trueblood
Darwin Cobeen....................... Henry Jones
Phillip Stenwall.......................... Sam Velau
Eddie Jones

Worship & Bible Study
FDCF Fort Dodge

6:30pm Wednesdays...... Holy Communion
6:00pm Fridays.......................Prayer Team
6:30pm Fridays........................ Bible Study

NCCF Rockwell City

6:30pm Tuesdays..................... Bible Study
6:30pm Thursdays.......... Holy Communion

