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My Worship at CoDR

wenty years ago was my first step into a jail or prison. To go there for a Christian
worship service was quite overwhelming and way out of my comfort zone. At first I
was very apprehensive as I entered the razor-wired prison fence but has now become
routine and I barely notice the click of the lock on the prison entrance gate.
My husband, Dennis, and I usually attend the Church of the Damascus Road at Rockwell City on Thursday nights, often calling it our date night. After so many years, I can
now attend without him and feel at ease with the respectful inmates. I have completed the
required computer class, called PREA, and have a volunteer badge, so I no longer have to
call the CoDR office for a reservation to attend worship. I enter the control room, show
my badge, sign in and visit with other outside guests until the CO (Correctional Officer)
opens the two gates for all of us to enter together. It is a short walk to a designated room
that has been transformed into a “churchy” atmosphere, complete with creative artwork
displayed from the inmates.
The other outsiders and I are warmly welcomed by inmates. We circulate around the
room to greet each other until Pastor Stone (presiding minister) calls for our attention to start
worship. The service is normally a Lutheran service of liturgy, traditional hymns, prayers,
scripture, a sermon, and communion. Inmates of any denomination or even unchurched are
welcome to attend. I enjoy watching the inmates be bold as they read scripture, share amazing musical talents and openly verbalize prayers of thanks, praise and concerns. Usually,
some inmate thanks God for the outsiders joining in worship which always makes me smile.
There is time after the service for me to visit with a few of the guys individually while
the others are clearing the room. No matter how my day has been, maybe boring, tiring,
crazy busy or just uneventful, I always feel blessed and uplifted by worshipping our Lord
and Savior with prisoners. We sing “Alabare’ a mi Senor” (I will praise my Lord). Try
worshipping with us. You will feel the same blessing.
—Candace Booth, Lytton, Iowa

Writing Poetry

I don’t write much poetry
Mostly just write a few rhymes
One thing I do while,
Doing time for my crimes

It’s the code where I come from
My word I can’t break
No matter what I have done
Or how much I ache

Running the streets
Someone dropped a dime
As always I take the heat
Those I love get a free ride

My world may be broken
May be a bit strained
No words will be spoken
I won’t place any blame

Some call me Old School
Some just call me lame
But all I got in this world
Is my name, yea just my name

Can take the trouble
Can stand in the rain
But in my people’s faces
Can’t bear one ounce of pain

— William Bell FDCF

“Time”

ne of my favorite songs of the mid60s was and is “Time, Time, Time Is
On My Side” by the ‘mossless’ ones.
I took it to mean, “Better days are
comin’.” I still hope
that is the case, but
given the state of
the world today,
sometimes hope is
hard to justify.
O u r
g u y s
in the prisons
are doing time while
they are living some
of these days of
their lives. CoDR’s
goals are to help
Pastor Paul E Stone
them use their time
to grow closer to Christ and to their fellow
Christians. Lofty and righteous hopes, but
do-able with God’s help.
Unfortunately for those inside and those
of us who are outside, it is relatively easy
to get enthused and excited about faith and
then to fall into ignore-ance of God. It’s easy
to fall back into old habits and perspectives
— for each of us.
I ask/urge all of us who are reading the
FLASH! and who care about the people with
whom we work inside or out, to periodically
spend time alone with Jesus. He wants to
renew and re-orient our perspectives. He
wants us to focus on the right stuff, His stuff.
He wants us to understand that His way is the
ONLY way to real joy and timeless peace.
And then He wants us to effectively share
His love with the rest of His creation. Big
challenge. Bigger reward/fulfillment.
God Bless you and your work,
—Pastor Paul
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Inside News

The Room Prologue

17-year-old Brian Moore had only a short time to write something for a class. The subject
was what Heaven was like. “I wowed ’em,” he later told his father, Bruce. “It’s a killer.
It’s the bomb. It’s the best thing I ever wrote..” It also was the last.
Brian’s parents had forgotten about the essay when a cousin found it while cleaning out
the teenager’s locker at Teary Valley High School. Brian had been dead only hours, but
his parents desperately wanted every piece of his life near them-notes from classmates
and teachers, his homework.
Only two months before, he had handwritten the essay about encountering Jesus in
a file room full of cards detailing every moment of the teen’s life.. But it was only after
Brian’s death that Beth and Bruce Moore realized that their son had described his view
of heaven. ”It makes such an impact that people want to share it. You feel like you are
there.” Mr. Moore said.
Brian Moore died May 27, 1997, the day after Memorial Day. He was driving home
from a friend’s house when his car went off Bulen-Pierce Road in Pickaway County and
struck a utility pole. He emerged from the wreck unharmed but stepped on a downed
power line and was electrocuted.
The Moores framed a copy of Brian’s essay and hung it among the family portraits in
the living room. “I think God used him to make a point. I think we were meant to find it
and make something out of it,” Mrs. Moore said of the essay. She and her husband want
to share their son’s vision of life after death. “I’m happy for Brian. I know he’s in heaven.
I know I’ll see him.” Brian’s Essay:
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Attention! Please Note

W

ithin these walls we worship regularly with liars, thieves, gossips,
backbiters, people with troubled
marriages, alcoholics, and drug users. We
welcome hypocrites and jealous, envious,
coveting, materialistic sinners, of all types,
shapes, and colors. The good news is we all
have something in common — we have all
learned that the Church, the Body of Christ,
is a hospital for sinners, not a museum for
saints. We have all learned that the Lord is our
rest, that he reaches out to save us, and that
we are the redeemed community of the saints.
We come here to worship and praise
him, and to continually plan how we might
be better agents of change, salt and light in
a darkened world that needs the good news:
that Jesus saves. You are welcome, but be
forewarned: we take Christianity seriously!
— Anonymous

The Room of Files

I

n that place between
wakefulness and dreams, I
found myself in the room.
There were no distinguishing
features except for the
one wall covered with small
index card files. They were
like the ones in libraries that
list titles by author or subject
in alphabetical order. But
these files, which stretched
from floor to 6 feet and
seemingly endless in either
direction, had very different
headings. As I drew near the wall of files, the first to catch my attention was one that
read ”Girls I have liked.” I opened it and began flipping through the cards. I quickly shut
it, shocked to realize that I recognized the names written on each one. And then without
being told, I knew exactly where I was.
This lifeless room with its small files was a crude catalog system for my life. Here
were written the actions of my every moment, big and small, in a detail my memory
couldn’t match. A sense of wonder and curiosity, coupled with horror, stirred within me as
I began randomly opening files and exploring their content. Some brought joy and sweet
memories; others a sense of shame and regret so intense that I would look over my shoulder
to see if anyone was watching.
A file named “Friends” was next to one marked “Friends I have betrayed.” The titles
ranged from the mundane to the outright weird ”Books I Have Read,” “Lies I Have Told,”
“Comfort I have Given,” “Jokes I Have Laughed at.” Some were almost hilarious in their
exactness: “Things I’ve yelled at my brothers.” Others I couldn’t laugh at: “Things I Have
Done in My Anger”, “Things I Have Muttered Under My Breath at My Parents.” I never
ceased to be surprised by the contents.
Often there were many more cards than I expected. Sometimes fewer than I hoped.
I was overwhelmed by the sheer volume of the life I had lived. Could it be possible that
I had the time in my years to fill each of these thousands or even millions of cards? But
each card confirmed this truth. Each was written in my own handwriting. Each signed
with my signature.
When I pulled out the file marked “TV Shows I have watched”, I realized the files grew
to contain their contents. The cards were packed tightly, and yet after two or three yards,
I hadn’t found the end of the file. I shut it, shamed, not so much by the quality of shows,
but more by the vast time I knew that file represented.  
When I came to a file marked “Lustful Thoughts,” I felt a chill run through my body. I
pulled the file out only an inch, not willing to test its size and drew out a card. I shuddered
at its detailed content.
I felt sick to think that such a moment had been recorded. An almost animal rage broke
Room of Files continued next page

Family is not
an important
thing. It’s
everything.
-Michael J. Fox

Get the Flash! in a Flash

T

o receive the Flash! electronically
as a .pdf, 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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Room of Files continued
on me. One thought dominated my mind:
No one must ever see these cards! No one
must ever see this room! I have to destroy
them!” In insane frenzy I yanked the file out.
Its size didn’t matter now. I had to empty it
and burn the cards. But as I took it at one
end and began pounding it on the floor, I
could not dislodge a single card. I became
desperate and pulled out a card, only to find
it as strong as steel when I tried to tear it.
Defeated and utterly helpless, I returned
the file to its slot. Leaning my forehead
against the wall, I let out a long, self-pitying
sigh.   
And then I saw it.. The title bore “People
I Have Shared the Gospel With.” The
handle was brighter than those around it,
newer, almost unused. I pulled on its handle
and a small box not more than three inches
long fell into my hands. I could count the
cards it contained on one hand.
And then the tears came. I began to weep.
Sobs so deep that they hurt. They started in
my stomach and shook through me. I fell on
my knees and cried. I cried out of shame,
from the overwhelming shame of it all. The
rows of file shelves swirled in my tear-filled
eyes. No one must ever, ever know of this
room. I must lock it up and hide the key. But
then as I pushed away the tears, I saw Him.
No, please — not Him. Not here. Oh,
anyone but Jesus. I watched helplessly as
He began to open the files and read the
cards. I couldn’t bear to watch His response.
And in the moments I could bring myself
to look at His face, I saw a sorrow deeper
than my own.
He seemed to intuitively go to the worst
boxes. Why did He have to read every one?
Finally He turned and looked at me from
across the room. He looked at me with pity
in His eyes. But this was a pity that didn’t
anger me. I dropped my head, covered my
face with my hands and began to cry again.
He walked over and put His arm around me.
He could have said so many things. But He
didn’t say a word. He just cried with me.
Then He got up and walked back to
the wall of files. Starting at one end of the
room, He took out a file and, one by one,
began to sign His name over mine on each
card. “No!” I shouted rushing to Him. All
I could find to say was “No, no,” as I pulled
the card from Him. His name shouldn’t be
on these cards. But there it was, written in
red so rich, so dark, so alive. The name of
Jesus covered mine. It was written with
His blood. He gently took the card back.
He smiled a sad smile and began to sign the
cards. I don’t think I’ll ever understand how
He did it so quickly, but the next instant it
seemed I heard Him close the last file and
walk back to my side.
He placed His hand on my shoulder and
said, “It is finished.” I stood up, and He led
me out of the room. There was no lock on
its door. There were still cards to be written.

“It’s a Ministry,
Not a Program”

Jesus’ Blood Covers it All

I

f you just read “The Room of Files” you are possibly wondering if your whole life is on
such cards. There are good deeds and bad deeds, good times and bad, all the emotions
mentioned in the story. I know it would make me uncomfotable to have my life in a
card catalog for all the world to see, especially Jesus, how about you?
When Jesus died on the cross for us, God forgave all the items on
those lifetime cards. It does no good to try to open a file and read about
the past, it is a fruitless endeavor. It’s time to move on, in gratitude for
the new “lease on life” Jesus won for us. We will want to write new
cards with good things written on them, right?
To those who have been incarcerated for years, their time of realease
for many is a time to try to create better content for their “card file.”
Most of them truly intend to change their game plan and be law-abiding,
Rev. Carroll Lang contributing citizens.
If they have enough will power, they will make it happen, but, just like us, there are
those “triggers” in day-to-day living that irresistably divert us from our best intentions. So
we confess our sins at every worship service and are assured that we are, indeed, forgiven
and encouraged to respond to God’s love and forgiveness.
Perhaps, when Jesus said, in Matthrew 25, “I was in prison and you visited me”, and,
knowing the future, might have added, “I was an addict, and you encouraged my recovery”
as well.
Maybe we, who are not addicted, can’t fully empathize with our brothers or really
understand what they are going through, but saying words of encouragement and praise
will go a long way. We can assure them that no matter what, God has forgiven them for all
past sins, present sins, and the future as well. Maybe their “card file” will begin to have
drawers full of good times and experiences.
One of the biggest reasons our brothers relapse is from being alone and lonely. and
feeling put down by society. Many teams have a schedule for team members to regularly
contact their returning citizen, and it’s always a good thing to think about more ways we
can celebrate and rejoice with those who are successes in their journey to reintegrate.
—Rev. Carroll Lang

Summer Social

Attention All Reentry Reintegration Teams and Families

You Are Invited
What: Potluck picnic, rec time, fellowship
When: Sat.urday, August 10, 2019, 12:30pm
Where: Sac City, IA Chautauqua Park, Stone Shelter
Last year, in 2018, several reintegration teams met in a Fort Dodge
park for a potluck picnic and an afternoon of socializing. Many
requested we gather again this summer so a date and place has been set.º
It will be at Chautauqua Park in Sac City, IA on Saturday, August 10 in the Stone
Shelter. Potluck lunch will be at 12:30pm. Drink and paper products will be provided. The
park includes playground equipment, disc golf, fishing and plenty of grass for an activity
of choice for the afternoon. All teams and families are invited.
It will be a time to share some positive social connecting. Mark your calendars.
—Candace Booth

Invite the Pastor

Artists’ Corner

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.

James Rainer FDCF 2018

O

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. 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 or email <DamascusCh@aol.com> to arrange for a visit.
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CHANGE SERVICE REQUESTED
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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

Johnnie Tharp -Pres/ST.... David Robbins-VP
Terry King................... Marcus Washington
Chad Burmester-Sec/ST............Jared Owens
Joseph Chapman............ Michael Goehring
Nathaniel Kaisand................Phillip Church
Ramon Nelson................... James Rainer-ST

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

6:30pm Wednesdays...... Holy Communion
6:30pm Fridays........................ Bible Study

Weekly Schedule

www.codrcare.org
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CoDR
on FaceBook
he Church of Damascus Road is now on

T

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

FDCF Church Council

Kline Goeders-Pres/ST............Chad Lindsey
Terence Walker-VP/P&W..........Keith Taylor
Leland Littsen III-Sec/Lib/ST........Tim Smith
Dustin Suppi.......................... Steven Klein
Travis Moseley..............Jeremy Werneburg
Joshua Escrift.................... Jacob Gallauger

Reintegration Steering Committee

Dennis Booth-Pres............ Judy Lang-VP/Treas
Candace Booth-Sec........................ Kelli Glasgo
Mark Juhl....Doug Rossbach....... Mike Malvesti
Pastor Kim Wills............................ Diane Vavak
Pastor Paul Stone.................... Carroll Lang-Dir

Outside Church Council

Mark Juhl-Pres.........................Diane Vavak-VP
Judy Lang-Treas................. Doug Rossbach-Sec
Dennis Booth...Mike Malvesti....... Kelli Glasgo
Pastor Jeff Ungs..................... Pastor Paul Stone
Carroll Lang..Candace Booth.Pastor Kim Wills

Weekly Schedule

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.
Thank you for your support.
— Pastor Paul Stone

