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I love to hear about heroes, and I don’t think I’m 
alone in this. Ever since an unknown Mesopotamian 
author thought up Gilgamesh’s quests, or Homer 
sang of Achilles’ war exploits and Ulysses’ odyssey 
to get home, people have been inspired and thrilled 
by the adventures, bravery, and wisdom of great 

champions. Others, such as composers, writers, philosophers, and so on, may 
have lived less adventurous lives, but their accomplishments set them apart as 
well.

It may seem as though heroes are hopelessly above our level, and that most 
of us don’t have a shot at emulating them. And yet, there are many people 
in our everyday lives who demonstrate heroism or perform selfless acts; for 
instance, firefighters, paramedics, advocates for the poor and needy, but also 
teachers, reporters, volunteers, and so on. 

Each of us in our own way is capable of heroic deeds. Even though we 
don’t possess Superman’s powers or Batman’s cache of gadgets or James Bond’s 
perfect poise … and even though the problems we face can be much more 
complex than the clear-cut situations found in fiction, the real world has never 
ceased needing heroic people who are willing to stand up for what is right and 
come to the aid of those in need. 

It’s been said that the opposite of a hero isn’t a villain, it’s a bystander. The 
thread that ties together the articles in this issue of Activated is that the people 
featured didn’t stand by when help was needed. They took action, whether in 
small or large ways, and left their mark in the lives of those around them.

And what does that mean for you and me? Well, luckily for us, heroism 
might be easier to attain than we imagine.

Samuel Keating
Executive Editor
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Right after graduating 
from high school, two friends 
and I decided to travel around the 
western Mediterranean. It was 1969, 
and the streets of Europe were filled 
with young people roaming and 
searching for meaning in their lives. 
We took a train to Naples in south-
ern Italy, then an overnight ferry to 
Tunis. Next, we traveled along the 
North African coast, hitching rides 
with local trucks and cars. 

On one occasion, we were 
stranded in the middle of nowhere 
with no town or village in sight. 
When night fell, we decided to go to 
the beach and roll out our sleeping 
bags on the warm sand for the night. 

Early the next morning, as 
we were packing up our stuff, an 
elderly man walked slowly toward 
us. Looking over, I saw a tiny straw 

hut a little further up the beach; we 
must have missed it in the darkness 
of the previous night. The shabbily 
dressed man was carrying a tray in 
his hand. He must have something for 
sale, I thought. However, once he got 
closer, I saw that he was bringing us 
three steaming hot cups of pepper-
mint tea. 

I was just an eighteen-year-old, 
fresh out of high school, immature 
and inexperienced, yet I was deeply 
moved. Why would this old man, who 
probably barely survived out there, 
make tea to offer to strangers? He had 
no idea who we were and had never 
met us, but he considered it his duty 
to show hospitality. 

We gratefully drank the sweet, 
fragrant tea and tried to think of a 
way to repay the man’s kindness. 
To offer money would have been an 

insult, but digging around in our 
backpacks, we found some cans of 
food which we presented to him as a 
return gift. We couldn’t talk much, 
as his French was poor and ours was 
even worse, so after thanking him, 
we took our leave and headed back 
to the road. The three of us were 
largely silent for the rest of the morn-
ing, as our thoughts were still on the 
kind man and the deep impression 
he had made on us.

He had much less than we did, 
but he had willingly shared the 
little he had. We were from differ-
ent countries and spoke different 
languages, but concern and a giving 
heart had bridged it all. 

Alexander Sichrovsky is a 
freelance photographer 
living in Taiwan. ■
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1.	 See Mark 3:13–19.

2.	 Mark 14:71 NASB

3.	 John 21:20

4.	 Matthew 20:20–24 ESV

5.	 Mark 9:33–34 ESV

6.	 See Luke 8:2.

7.	 Galatians 1:13

One thing that seems to 
be unique to the Bible is 
how the “heroes of faith”—with the 
exception of Jesus, of course—were 
far from perfect men and women. As 
the saying goes, they were portrayed 
“warts and all.” I love history, and 
if you read a lot of ancient histories 
or literature, you get used to heroes 
being lionized. Their faults, if they 
had any, seem to have been redacted. 
But not so with the heroes of the 
Bible. Personally, I think the warts-
and-all approach gives so much more 
credibility to the Bible. 

I get particular encouragement 
from reading about Jesus’ closest 
disciples while He was on earth.1 
Let’s start with Peter. Traditionally 
regarded as the chief of the apostles, 
Peter has the dubious distinction of 
having denied that he even knew 
Jesus on the very night that He 
needed him most. And not just 
once but three times. “But he began 
to curse and swear, ‘I do not know 
this man you are talking about!’”2 
Cursing and swearing too? That 
doesn’t sound very saintly.

John called himself in his Gospel 
“the disciple Jesus loved,”3 but 
Matthew records an incident that 
doesn’t put John and his brother, 
James, in a very good light: “Then 
the mother of the sons of Zebedee 
came up to [Jesus] with her sons, 
and kneeling before him she asked 
him for something. And he said to 
her, ‘What do you want?’ She said to 

him, ‘Say that these two sons of mine 
are to sit, one at your right hand and 
one at your left, in your kingdom.’ 
Jesus answered, ‘You do not know 
what you are asking. Are you able to 
drink the cup that I am to drink?’ 
They said to him, ‘We are able.’ He 
said to them, ‘You will drink my cup, 
but to sit at my right hand and at my 
left is not mine to grant, but it is for 
those for whom it has been prepared 
by my Father.’ And when the ten 
heard it, they were indignant at the 
two brothers.”4

This wasn’t even the first time 
the disciples had argued about who 
would be at the top of the heap. 
“And they came to Capernaum. And 
when [Jesus] was in the house he 
asked them, ‘What were you discuss-
ing on the way?’ But they kept silent, 
for on the way they had argued with 
one another about who was the 
greatest.”5 

MY 
HEROES, 

WARTS 
AND ALL

By Phillip Lynch 
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And then there was Matthew 
the publican. Publicans were tax 
collectors and were universally 
regarded as scoundrels. The Romans 
had installed the publican system as 
a way to raise taxes from conquered 
territories. They auctioned off the 
tax rights of a region to the highest 
bidder, who then promised to turn in 
that amount of money to the impe-
rial treasury on an annual basis. In 
reality, these tax farmers were free to 
collect however much they could and 
keep the surplus for themselves. They 
could essentially decide on a whim 
how much they wanted as taxes. It 
was a ruthless and thoroughly unfair 
system that ground the poor into 
poverty. Some of the biggest names 
in Rome, such as Brutus and Cassius, 
co-conspirators in the plot to murder 
Caesar, were reportedly owners of 
such companies—although they ran 
them through third parties, because 
technically, Romans were not allowed 
to engage in such a sordid business.

So Matthew was part of this 
racket, probably working as a 
subcontractor. He even seems to 
have had a choice spot at one of the 
city’s gates where he could collect 
duties on all goods going in and out. 
To pious Jews, his financial dealings 
with Gentiles even rendered him 
ritually impure. Not an upstanding 
member of Jewish society by any 
stretch of the imagination.

And the rest of the disciples? 
Andrew, Thaddeus, Philip, and 
Nathaniel (aka Bartholomew) barely 
show up in the four gospels, but we 
do know that another—Simon—was 
formerly a member of the zealot 
party of violent revolutionaries 
pledged to overthrow the Roman 
occupiers and their puppet rulers. 
And of course, Thomas’ claim 
to fame is that he doubted Jesus’ 
resurrection. Not to mention Mary 
Magdalene, who is reputed to have 

been a prostitute before Jesus cast 
seven devils out of her6—yet she was 
the one to whom He first appeared 
after His resurrection.

And what about the hero of the 
book of Acts? Paul was a converted 
Pharisee who, in his own words, had 
previously “persecuted the church of 
God beyond measure and tried to 
destroy it.”7

But these disciples—ordinary 
people made extraordinary by their 
faith and loyalty to Jesus—are some 
of my heroes and heroines. They are 
an inspiration to me, because despite 
their human weaknesses and lacks, 
they were faithful to God’s calling 
and did wonderful things for God 
and their fellow men.

Phillip Lynch is a novelist and 
commentator on spiritual and 
eschatological issues, living 
in Atlantic Canada. ■
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Victor was a carabinero, or 
police officer, stationed at the remote 
Chilean customs compound known 
as Los Libertadores, high in the 
Andes on the border with Argentina. 
Since Victor had received special 
training in mountain rescue work, 
he was usually assigned to dangerous 
areas like this one. He enjoyed the 
mountains, but missed his family. 

It was July 3—the heart of winter 
in the southern hemisphere—and 
a snowstorm raged outside. With 
winds of 100 kilometers (over 60 
miles) per hour and the temperature 
at -15°C (5°F) before the windchill 
factor, Victor and the 57 other 
people in the camp were bunkered in 
for the night. 

Suddenly, Victor heard a deep 
rumbling and instinctively looked 
at his watch. It was 8:38 pm. Since 
small tremors are common in that 
part of Chile, Victor didn’t think 
much of it at first, but the shaking 
grew stronger. Then the lights went 
out. 

Seconds later, the roof collapsed 
and Victor found himself trapped 
between a wall and a large piece of 

furniture. The temperature around 
him dropped quickly, and Victor 
wondered how he would ever come 
out of this alive. 

As Victor would find out later, the 
high winds had caused an avalanche 
at the top of a nearby peak and sent 
a mountain of snow down on the 
customs complex. 

Victor managed to pry himself 
free from the rubble and dig his 
way out of the snow. Once outside, 
he realized that the other buildings 
around had also collapsed. 

Then Victor heard a child’s cry and 
he dug through the wreckage until 
he found a baby girl. The child was 

wearing only a diaper and a T-shirt, 
but was otherwise unharmed. Victor 
quickly put her inside his warm 
police coat, where she could receive 
warmth from his chest. 

With no heat and almost no 
shelter, unless help came soon, the 
survivors would all freeze to death. 
Before the avalanche, the camp’s 
only means of communication with 
the rest of the world had been a 
two-way radio, and now it was dam-
aged beyond repair. Victor quickly 
realized that it might be days before 
anyone would even know of their 
predicament. Their only hope was 
for someone to walk to the nearest 

AVALANCHE! 
By Michael Sharp 
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neighbor, a ski lodge about two kilo-
meters away, and organize a rescue. 

Walking two kilometers through 
snow is normally about as difficult 
for Victor as walking across the 
room, but under these circum-
stances—through a storm and huge 
snowdrifts, in the dark, and carrying 
a baby—it meant almost certain 
death. Victor asked for volunteers to 
go with him. No one came forward, 
so he set off alone, carrying the baby 
under his coat. 

He managed to find some 
snowshoes, which helped him stay 
on top of the deep snowbanks, but 
the high winds whipped up the fallen 

snow until it seemed like a blizzard. 
Most of the time, Victor couldn’t see 
more than one step ahead. He knew 
the general direction of the lodge 
when he set out, but in the dark and 
with near-zero visibility, he also knew 
there was a very good chance that he 
could walk right past it without even 
knowing. 

Eight hours later, Victor stumbled 
into the lodge, exhausted. 

After turning the child over to 
others and then getting a hot shower 
and a quick meal, he was ready to 
lead one of the three rescue teams. 
As a result of his actions, 31 people 
were saved. 

As I listened to Victor tell his story 
some months later, one important 
detail was missing. I asked about it, 
but Victor kept evading the question. 

The next day Victor’s wife showed 
me her scrapbook of newspaper clip-
pings about the avalanche and how 
Victor received a hero’s commenda-
tion from the president of Chile. 
I combed the articles, but not one 
explained how Victor had managed 
to find the lodge in a blizzard and 
near total darkness. 

At last I persuaded Victor’s wife 
to reveal his secret. “He doesn’t talk 
about this,” she explained, “because 
he thinks people will say he’s crazy.” 
She paused for a moment—probably 
wondering if I would say the same—
then continued. 

“As Victor was walking through 
the blizzard, a bright light appeared 
off to one side, almost like a street-
light. But as Victor trudged through 
the deep snow, it moved with 
him and it lit the way, more like a 
spotlight than a streetlight. The light 
led Victor straight to the lodge. Many 
times along the way, Victor sank so 
deep into snowdrifts that he couldn't 
free himself, but each time he felt 
someone grab him from behind, pull 
him up, and set him on his way again. 

“And there’s one more thing. 
The light that guided him was no 
ordinary light. When Victor looked 
directly into it, instead of radiating 
from some sort of bulb, the light was 
coming from Jesus’ face.” 

Michael Sharp is an English 
teacher in Colombia and a mem-
ber of the Family International. ■
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[A hero is] someone admired for 
their achievements and noble 
qualities; I propose to you without 
hesitation that heroes are all 
around us. They face challenges 
each and every day, and they do so 
with integrity and humility. 
—William D. Holland

True heroism is remarkably sober, 
very undramatic. It is not the urge 
to surpass all others at whatever 
cost, but the urge to serve others, at 
whatever cost.—Arthur Ashe  
(1943–1993), African American 
World No. 1 professional tennis player 
and winner of three Grand Slam titles

Who decided … that heroes have to 
wear capes or have superpowers? 
—Josh Putnam, writing about a 
community project to take photographs 
“celebrating the everyday heroes in our 
midst.”3 

My own heroes are the dreamers, 
those men and women who tried to 
make the world a better place than 
when they found it, whether in small 
ways or great ones. Some succeeded, 
some failed, most had mixed results 
… but it is the effort that’s heroic, as 
I see it. Win or lose, I admire those 
who fight the good fight. 
—George R. R. Martin (b. 1948), 
American author of the A Song of Fire 
and Ice series of epic fantasy novels

True greatness, true leadership, is 
achieved not by reducing men to 
one’s service, but by giving oneself 
in selfless service to them. 
—Author unknown

Invisible heroes may never make it 
into our school textbooks, garner 
their own Wikipedia entries, or have 
their own YouTube video that goes 
viral. But they are all indispensable 
members of our society. These hid-
den heroes are also our most essential 
heroes.—Scott T. Allison4

The humble He guides in 
justice, and the humble He 
teaches His way.—Psalm 25:9

The longer I live the more I am 
convinced that each of us has some 
hero-like qualities. We all face 
challenges. We all face hardships. We 
all encounter, during our lifetime, 
moments when we can rise above 
our basest of animal instincts and 
become angels of a higher calling. It 
is at that time, when we answer that 
calling, that we become a hero in the 
truest sense of the word. 
—William D. Holland

Achieving 
GREATNESS

1.	 Romans 7:18 NIV

2.	 1 Corinthians 15:57

3.	 http://www.charlotteviewpoint.org/

article/2709/Celebrating-the-every-

day-heroes-in-our-midst

4.	 http://blog.richmond.edu/heroes/

5.	 See Matthew 18:4.

You may not feel great or as if you have hero-like qualities of your 
own; even the apostle Paul lamented, “I have the desire to do what is 

good, but I cannot carry it out.”1 Yet God can make more of us than 
we are, if we avail ourselves of the help of His Son, Jesus. “Thanks be 

to God, who gives us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.”2
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And if a lowly singer dries one tear,
Or soothes one humble human heart 

in pain,
Be sure his homely verse to God is 

dear,
And not one stanza has been sung in 

vain.
—Walter Malone (1866–1915), 

American lawyer and poet

No one is useless in this world who 
lightens the burden of it for anyone 
else.—Charles Dickens (1812–1870), 
English writer and social critic

By humility and the fear 
of the Lord are riches and 
honor and life.—Proverbs 
22:4

I long to accomplish great and noble 
tasks, but it is my chief duty to 
accomplish humble tasks as though 
they were great and noble. The world 

is moved along, not only by the 
mighty shoves of its heroes, but also 
by the aggregate of the tiny pushes 
of each honest worker.—Helen Keller 
(1880–1968), deafblind American 
author, political activist, and lecturer

The world measures greatness by 
money, or eloquence, or intellectual 
skill, or even by prowess on the 
field of battle. But here is the Lord’s 
standard: “Whosoever shall humble 
himself as this little child, the same 
is the greatest in the kingdom 
of heaven.”5—John Henry Jowett 
(1864–1923), English pastor and author

Man’s greatest actions are performed in 
minor struggles. Life, misfortune, isola-
tion, abandonment, and poverty are 
battlefields which have their heroes—
obscure heroes who are at times greater 
than illustrious heroes.—Victor Hugo 
(1802–1885), French poet, novelist, and 
dramatist of the Romantic Movement

Be clothed with humility, for 
“God resists the proud, but 
gives grace to the humble.” 
—1 Peter 5:5

Do not confuse notoriety and fame 
with greatness. Many of the titled in 
today’s world obtained their fame and 
fortune outside their own merit. On 
the other hand, I have met great people 
in the most obscure roles. Greatness is 
a measure of one’s spirit, not a result of 
one’s rank in human affairs. Nobody, 
least of all mere human beings, confers 
greatness upon another, for it is not a 
prize but an achievement. Greatness 
can crown the head of a janitor just 
as readily as it can come to someone 
of high rank.—Sherman G. Finesilver 
(1927–2006), United States federal judge

Now abide faith, hope, love, 
these three; but the great-
est of these is love. 
—1 Corinthians 13:13 ■

He who stays not in 
his littleness loses 

his greatness. 
—Saint Francis de 

Sales (1567–1622)
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“You are the salt of the 
earth.”—Matthew 5:13

As Christians, one of the things 
we strive for is to be agents of change 
in the lives of others and ultimately 
in society. That can mean making 
waves or going against the flow. Not 
everything Christians do and value 
will always be in harmony with the 
status quo.

Over a decade ago, then-Pope 
John Paul II was speaking to 
university students about overcoming 
the temptation of mediocrity and 
conformity. He said, “Following 

Christ, the crucified King, believers 
learn that to reign is to serve, seeking 
the good of others, and they discover 
that the real meaning of love is 
expressed in the sincere gift of self.” 
He stated that when life is lived with 
this spirit, the Christian becomes the 
“salt of the earth.”1 

As Christians, we are called to 
spice things up with the seasoning 
of faith we bring. In Colossians, 
Paul said, “Live wisely among those 
who are not believers and make 
the most of every opportunity. Let 
your conversation be gracious and 
attractive, seasoned with salt, so that 
you will have the right response for 
everyone.”2 

This seems to present a good 
balance of “making the most of every 
opportunity” in our witness to those 
who are unbelievers while ensuring 
that our speech is both gracious and 

SALT OF THE 
EARTH

attractive, and seasoned with the salt 
of our faith and Christian example. 
That is what Paul concludes will 
enable us to have the right response to 
everyone, or as Peter said, to “always 
be ready to give an answer when 
someone asks you about your hope.”3

Preserving the saltiness
Pliny the Elder, the first-century 
Roman naturalist and historian, 
wrote in one of his encyclopedias, 
“Nothing is more useful than salt 
and sunshine.” Jesus said, “Salt is 
good, but if it loses its saltiness, how 
can you make it salty again?” His 
answer: “Have salt in yourselves.”4

It’s up to each of us to carry those 
qualities of salt within us, so that we 
can season the world around us with 
His flavoring. The goal of having an 
alive, deep, and meaningful relation-
ship with Jesus, of manifesting a 

1.	 Address to UNIV 2002 Congress in 

Rome, as reported by Zenit news 

service, March 25, 2002.

2.	 Colossians 4:5–6 NLT

3.	 1 Peter 3:15 CEV

4.	 Mark 9:50 NIV and NKJV

5.	 See Matthew 5:13–14.

By Peter Amsterdam, adapted
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Christian example and following 
Jesus’ teachings, of working in unity 
with others, has always been to be 
able to be “the salt of the earth,” 
part of “the light of the world, a 
city set on a hill” that attracts others 
to God, so that they too can come 
to know and love Him, and go on 
themselves to help others to do the 
same.5

As we strive to live and hold true 
to our Christian values, we can fulfill 
His commission to be the spice of 
life in this world, to give its full 
flavor and meaning to others, to be 
preservers of the good, and to share 
our faith—the true currency of the 
world—with others.

Peter Amsterdam and his wife, 
Maria Fontaine, are directors 
of the Family International, a 
Christian community of faith. ■

Salt is a necessity of life and is a mineral that was used 
since ancient times in many cultures as a seasoning, a 
preservative, a disinfectant, a component of ceremonial 
offerings, and as a unit of exchange. The Bible contains 
numerous references to salt. In various contexts, it is used 
metaphorically to signify permanence, loyalty, durabil-
ity, fidelity, usefulness, value, and purification.—John L. 
McKenzie (1910–1991), American Catholic theologian

1
In the ancient biblical world, salt was a precious com-
modity. It gave flavor and zest to food; it served as an 
important preservative; salt also made people thirst for 
something more. Jesus wanted His disciples to give flavor 
and zest to the world through His teaching; to preserve 
the truth as He proclaimed it to the world; to make the 
world thirst for more. … If we do this as His disciples, we, 
too, will also be “light of the world.” Being the light of the 
world means, for Christians, spreading everywhere the 
light that comes from on high. It means fighting dark-
ness due to evil and sin and often caused by ignorance, 
prejudice, and selfishness. The more we look on the face 
of Jesus, like an impressionist painting, the more light we 
see and the more we are transfigured by it. By their deeds 
the disciples are to influence the world for good.
—Thomas Rosica (b. 1959), CEO of Canada’s Salt + Light 
Television network

1
As salt seasons food by being lightly scattered upon it, 
so too Christians season the earth by being scattered 
throughout the various nations of the earth. By living in 
accordance with God’s way of life, Christians also preserve 
the earth by slowing the decay of morals in the society 
around them.—Taken from the Wiki Answers website ■
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I was watching some small 
children play soccer 
(football). They were only 
five or six years old, but they were 
playing a real and serious game. 
There were two uniformed teams, 
coaches, and a small crowd of parents 
watching from the sidelines. The 
teams seemed quite evenly matched, 
and as a casual acquaintance of one 
of the families, I was able to enjoy 
the game without too many anxieties 
about who won or lost. I only wished 
the parents and coaches could have 
done the same! 

Nobody scored in the first period. 
The young players were hilarious. 
They were clumsy and earnest as only 
children can be. They fell over their 
own feet, stumbled over the ball, and 
kicked into the air, but they didn’t 
seem to care.—They were having fun!

In the second period, the Team 
One coach pulled out what must 
have been his A-team players and put 

The 
Winner
Author unknown

in the substitutes, with the exception 
of his best player, whom he left as 
goalie. The game took a dramatic 
turn. I guess winning is important 
even when you are five years old, 
because the Team Two coach left his 
best players in, and the Team One 
subs were just no match for them.

Team Two swarmed around the 
little fellow at the goal. He was a great 
footballer for the age of five, but no 
match for three or four who were 
equally as good. Team Two began to 
score.

The little goalie gave it his all, 
recklessly throwing his body in front 
of incoming balls, trying valiantly 
to stop them. Team Two scored two 
quick goals. This infuriated the young 
goalie. He shouted, ran, dove. Even 
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yelling advice and encouragement. But 
then he became anxious. He tried to 
say that it was okay, and to hang in 
there. 

After the fourth goal, I had an idea 
what was going to happen. The little 
boy needed help so badly and there 
was no help to be had. He retrieved 
the ball from the net, handed it to the 
referee, and burst into tears. He just 
stood there while huge tears rolled 
down both cheeks. Then he went to 
his knees.

As the father rose to his feet, his 
wife clutched his wrist and said, 
“Don’t, Jim. You’ll embarrass him.”

But the boy’s father tore loose 
and ran onto the field, suit, tie, dress 
shoes, and all. He charged onto 
the field and picked up his son and 
hugged him and kissed him and cried 
with him. I have never been so proud 
of any man in my life.

He carried him off the field, and 
when they got close to the sidelines, I 
heard him say, “Son, I’m so proud of 
you. You were great out there. I want 
everybody to know that you are my 
son.”

“Daddy,” the boy sobbed, “I 
couldn’t stop them. I tried and tried, 
and they kept scoring on me.”

“Scotty, it doesn’t matter how 
many times they score on you. I’m 
proud of you. I want you to go back 
out there and finish the game. I know 
you want to quit, but you can’t. And 
son, you’re going to get scored on 
again, but it doesn’t matter. Go on, 
now.”

I could tell it made a difference. 
When you’re all alone, you’re getting 
scored on, and you can’t stop them, 
it means a lot to know that it doesn’t 
matter to those who love you.

The little guy ran back on to the 
field. Team Two scored two more 
times, but it was okay.

I get scored on every day. I try 
so hard. I recklessly throw my body 
in every direction. I fume and rage. 
I struggle with every ounce of my 
being. The tears come, and I go to 
my knees, helpless. And my heavenly 
Father rushes out on the field, right 
in front of the crowd—the whole 
jeering, laughing world—and He 
picks me up. He hugs me and says, 
“I am so proud of you! You were 
great out there. I want everybody to 
know that you are My child, and I 
declare you the winner!” ■

See how very much our Father loves 
us, for he calls us his children, and 
that is what we are!—1 John 3:1 NLT

God is love. He didn’t need us. But 
he wanted us. And that is the most 
amazing thing.—Rick Warren (b. 
1954), American pastor and author 

though he did all he could, it wasn’t 
enough, and before long, they scored a 
third goal.

I soon learned who the goalie’s 
parents were. I could tell that his dad 
had just come from the office, tie and 
all. They had been yelling encourage-
ment to their son, but after that third 
goal, the little kid changed. He could 
see it was no use; he couldn’t stop 
them. He didn’t quit, but futility was 
written all over his face.

His father changed too. He had 
been urging his son to try harder, 
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Andja was born in 1962 in 
the former Yugoslavian 
republic of Bosnia and 
Herzegovina. When war broke 
out in the 1990s, Andja’s family fled 
as refugees to Vojnic, a small town in 
Croatia. Her husband was mentally 
scarred from the atrocities of ethnic 
cleansing and had to be permanently 
hospitalized, and she found herself 
struggling to raise their three sons 
alone while struggling with diabetes 
and psoriasis. She survived by 
working the land around her hut 
and through the aid of humanitarian 
organizations. And that’s how we first 
met in May 2000. 

We became friends and continued 
to visit for years. In spite of all her 
difficulties, Andja always received us 
with a smile. Her enthusiasm for life 
was so contagious that we eventually 
started bringing others suffering from 
depression to her home as therapy. 

As soon as they’d meet her, they’d feel 
much better!

 In time, Andja decided there must 
be a way she could help in return, so 
although we were bringing her aid, 
she would gather a bag of zucchinis, 
potatoes, and other vegetables from 
her garden to “give back to the 
community.” 

In 2005, the government gave her 
family a house and new plot of land; 
although unfinished, it was a big step 
up from the shack they’d lived in for 
years. She was enthusiastic about what 
seemed like the beginning of a better 
life, but her disease progressed until 
she lost her sight in one eye. The next 
year, she also lost sight in the other. 

Andja was taken to a hospital on 
a number of occasions between 2005 
and 2012. Her prospects of survival 
were slim, but joy and zest for life won 
the battle, and although she eventually 
lost both legs, she would still eagerly 

join in songs and discussions. As one 
17-year-old boy put it, “She has the 
ability to see her cup half-full, even 
when it’s practically empty!” 

A few months ago, Andja passed 
on quietly in her sleep, “like a but-
terfly” we were told. It was impressive 
to see the number of people who 
gathered for her funeral. After all, she 
was “only” a simple refugee woman 
who had lived in that town for a few 
years, yet obviously she had touched 
many people’s lives.  

Anyone who had the privilege of 
meeting Andja cries upon remembering 
her, but smiles at the same time, because 
Andja has now become a legend.

Anna Perlini is a cofounder of 
Per un Mondo Migliore (http://
www.perunmondomigliore.org/), 
a humanitarian organization 
active in the former Yugoslavia 
since 1995. ■

Tribute to a 
Butterfly
By Anna Perlini
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It could be said that 
there are many types of 
heroism. First, the everyday 
heroic acts that are performed by 
unsung heroes that step in to save 
the day in ways that we infrequently 
hear of. Second, the famous heroes 
we admire—pioneers in medicine, 
defenders of peace and justice, rescu-
ers of the lost, champions of faith. 
And then, in a league of His own, is 
the Superhero of all time: Jesus, who 
conquered death for Himself and all 
who believe.1 

Unlike most fictional superheroes, 
Jesus doesn’t keep His powers solely 
for His own use, but also shares them 

with His followers. “He who believes 
in Me, the works that I do he will do 
also.”2

This thought brings us full circle 
to our everyday lives. Where can we 
find courage under fire? Whether the 
fire comes in the form of sickness, 
financial difficulties, relationship 
breakdown, disability, loss of 
employment, bereavement, or any 
of the other myriad challenges on 
life’s pathway, it takes heroism to 
keep going in these circumstances, 
keeping faith, continuing our work, 
helping others despite the turmoil in 
our own lives. 

We may admire famous heroes 
from history and be inspired by their 
example. But to find strength for this 
type of everyday heroism, we need 
the assistance of our Superhero who 
promises, “My grace is sufficient for 
you, for My strength is made perfect 

COURAGE 
UNDER FIRE

Quiet Moments
By Abi May

1.	 See 1 Corinthians 15:25–26; John 5:25; 

11:25–26.

2.	 John 14:12

3.	 2 Corinthians 12:9

4.	 Ephesians 1:19 GNT

in weakness,”3 or as the apostle Paul 
expressed it, “How very great is his 
power at work in us who believe.”4

Dear Jesus,
May Your peace enable me to endure 

my challenges; 
May Your compassion empower me 

to care for those around me; 
May Your joy encourage me; 
May Your example inspire me to 

serve;  
May Your kindness energize me to be 

considerate of others; 
May Your determination embolden 

me to make the most of my life. 
Give me Your courage under the fire 

of difficulty,
And may Your saving grace bring me 

to peace with God.

Abi May is a freelance writer 
and educator in Great Britain. ■
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From Jesus with Love

My special 
creation
I remember when I formed you. With great care and special attention 
I handpicked each talent, each gift, each characteristic, each fiber of 
your being, until the combination and proportions were exactly right 
and each was perfectly in sync to accomplish My purpose.

I also remember the moment when I breathed into you the breath 
of life. Love welled up so intensely inside Me that I could not contain 
it, for I knew the joy you would bring Me and those whose lives you 
would touch while on the great journey of life.

My eye has been on you from the very beginning. I have been with 
you every step of the way. I have watched you, loved you, cared for 
you. You have never been out of My sight.

I love you from everlasting to everlasting. Listen to My voice in 
your heart, and I will show you My great, great love for you—a love 
that is greater than the ocean, that stretches further than the horizon, 
that the whole universe with all its stars and galaxies cannot contain, 
love that stretches beyond understanding into infinity and eternity!


