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A Case for Keeping Your Eyes Open
by Stacie Gleddiesmith, Sta� and Alumna

�e world is brighter than it was before
by Kristopher Walhof, MDiv

The world is brighter than it was before.
Waking, dawning, loving, yawning
No one walked in this place
And yet it is known
It is fully found
 
Labor and toil of no end
Birthing, worrying, loving, slaving, 
The soil knows no friend
As it was before so shall it be 
Child it was, now grown tall
 
Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachtani
Echoes die in a dark night
Love? Yearn. Listen. Learn?
Life blood, water weave
There was silence in heaven

Unveiled to a sacred morn
Archetype explores oasis
No servant, slave is owned
Master, steward, lover, friend
Resting under vine
 
To that which was before
5ÌÙÐÓàɯÎÓÈÚÚɯÙÌŘÌÊÛÚɯÈÎÌÚɯÖÍɯÈÎÌÚ
Giving eyes to see and ears to hear
"ÜŲÐÕÎȮɯÉÜÙÕÐÕÎȮɯÓÖÝÐÕÎȮɯÛÜÙÕÐÕÎ
The world is brighter than it was before.
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I have a picture of me and my brother: 
I’m about 2 years old, my brother 7, 

ÈÕËɯ ÞÌɀÙÌɯ ÉÖÛÏɯ ÚÐŲÐÕÎɯ ÖÕɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÉÌËɯ ÐÕɯ
a posture of prayer. My brother, ear-
nest in his paisley striped pajamas, sits 
with his eyes squidged shut, hands pi-
ously folded and pressed against his 
forehead. In my pink fuzzy feety pa-
jamas, pink spongy curlers in my hair, 
I imitate my brother—hands clasped 
and pressed against my forehead. But 
my eyes are open—peeking over the 
backs of my pudgy hands. I was al-
ways afraid I would miss something if 
I closed my eyes while we prayed.

It is a habit that has persisted. Niece 
ÈÍÛÌÙɯ ÕÌ×ÏÌÞɯ ÈÍÛÌÙɯ ÕÐÌÊÌɯ ÏÈÚɯ ÙÈŲÌËɯ
me out after dinner-time prayer. (Of 
course, I always point out that they 
could not have seen that my eyes were 
open if their own eyes were not also 
Ö×ÌÕȭɯ(ɀÔɯ×ÌŲàɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈàȭȺɯ!ÜÛɯÈÓÓɯ ÛÏÐÚɯ
ÊÏÐÓËÐÚÏɯ ÊÌÕÚÜÙÌɯ ÏÈÚɯ ÔÈËÌɯ ÕÖɯ ËÐřÌÙ-
ÌÕÊÌȭɯ(ɯŗÕËɯÛÖÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÝÈÓÜÌɯÐÕɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯ
my eyes open—in watching to see what 

happens, what I might have missed.
Granted, there is a time for closed-

eye concentration and focus that 
blocks out surrounding distraction. 
When I pray for a friend, when I pray 
out-loud, when I need to throw my-
self on God’s mercy, my eyes are often 
closed-tight. 

But there is also a time to open our 
eyes and look. As John is told repeated-
ly in Revelation: “Look!” For when we 
look, we see—sometimes gloriously, 
sometimes banally—what God is do-
ing when we pray. It’s an opportunity 
to be a witness of God’s movements: 
the play of emotions over a face; the 
sense of peace that 
ÚÌŲÓÌÚɯ ÖÝÌÙɯ Èɯ ÉÖËàȰɯ
the irrepressible en-
ergy of a small child; 
the posture of repen-
tance, of praise, of 
petition. 

I was reminded 
of this in chapel sev-

eral weeks ago, as we received the hos-
×ÐÛÈÓÐÛàɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ $ÜÊÏÈÙÐÚÛɯ ÈÕËɯ ÖřÌÙÌËɯ
that hospitality to each other in small 
groups. For, much as I enjoy spying on 
people while we pray, communion is 
one of my favourite times to keep my 
eyes open. 

In my teenage years I would squeeze 
my eyes tight, hoping to be caught in 
a vain display of piety, hoping to be 
acknowledged for my soul-searching 
ÐÕÞÈÙËɯÎÈáÌȭɯ (ɯÏÖ×Ìɯ (ɀÔɯÈɯ ÓÐŲÓÌɯÞÐÚÌÙɯ
now, as I sit with my eyes open and 
watch the body of Christ come to life. 

Quotable
For you shall go out in joy,

and be led back in peace;
the mountains and hills before you

shall burst into song,
and all the trees of the �eld shall 

clap their hands.
Isaiah 55:12 (NRSV)

See Eyes Open, p. 3
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We Did Not Recognise Him
by Matthew van Leeuwen, editor

Yes, you are always everywhere. But I,
Hunting in such immeasurable forests,
Could never bring the noble Hart to bay.

- C. S. Lewis

It has been a long road, but we are al-
most there. The trees are beginning 

ÛÖɯ ÉÓÖÖÔȭɯ 3ÏÌɯ ËÈàÚɯ ÈÙÌɯ ÎÌŲÐÕÎɯ ÓÖÕÎȭɯ
Christ has risen. We are almost at the 
end of another school year.

Throughout this year we have been 
walking along with the resurrected Je-
sus and he has opened up the Scriptures 
to us. He, the source of all that is true 
and good and beautiful, has walked 
with us along this year-long path. But 
we have not recognised him.

He has listened to us. He has asked 
us, “What are you talking about as you 
walk along?” 

And we have replied with faces 
downcast, perplexed, joyful, angry, 
“Surely you have heard of all the things 
that have happened in these days?” 

And he has asked us, “What things?” 
What are these things that have bur-
dened us, made us laugh, made us 
weep, made us think. What are these 
things that have made us question and 
ËÖÜÉÛȮɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÏÈÝÌɯ ŗÓÓÌËɯ ÖÜÙɯ ÏÌÈÙÛÚɯ ÛÖɯ
ÖÝÌÙŘÖÞÐÕÎȳɯ

And we have told this man whom 
we do not recognise about our fear for 
the future, about the uncertainty we feel 
over future jobs, future loves, future 
homes. We have told him about our 
grief at the loss of those we loved. We 
have told him of our joy at the miracle 
of new birth. We have told him of our 
disorientation as our worldviews have 
been dismantled. We have told him of 
our weariness at the end of a term, of 
our inability to write another word or 
read another chapter.

He has listened to us. And has re-
plied, “How foolish and slow of heart 
you are.” This reply from this man 
whom we do not recognise is jarring, 
perhaps even violent. Us, foolish? 
Have you no compassion, stranger? 
Have you not actually be listening to us 
as we walk along? We have been strug-
gling, limping along here, stranger, 
and you call us foolish?

And then, this man who we do not 
recognise begins to explain to us who 

the Man Jesus really is, the Man who 
we have come to Regent College to 
study and learn about. Beginning with 
Moses and the Prophets, with the cre-
ation and the fall, with promises and 
covenants made, with slavery and 
exodus, with law and prophecy, this 
stranger explains to us who Jesus the 
Christ is.  

But we have not recognised him.
Or have we?
For we have invited this man in to 

ÖÜÙɯÏÖÔÌɯÈÕËɯÏÌÈÙÛȭɯ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÖřÌÙÌËɯ
hospitality to this man who just a short 
time ago called us fools. And in the 
breaking of bread, in the sharing of a 
meal, here, we have recognised him. 
Him all along. This is Jesus, who walked 
along with us and seemed to not know 
about us, our experiences and hurts, 
who acted as a complete stranger. So 
this is why our hearts burned strange-
ly within us throughout this journey, 
throughout this year. Christ has been 
with us all along, even speaking to us 
and teaching us and we did not recog-
nise him.

But then, just in that moment when 
things are beginning to make sense, he 
disappears from our sight. The noble 
Hart will not be brought to bay. 
 ÚɯÞÌɯÙÌŘÌÊÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÐÚɯàÌÈÙȮɯÔÈàɯ

we see that the resurrected Christ has 
walked with us all along. May we hear 
the words he has spoken to us, not as the 
words of a stranger, but as the words of 
our best, our heavenly Friend.

And even though he has disap-
peared from our sight in the moment 
of recognition, may we go out from 
here with joy, proclaiming, “It is true! 
We have seen the risen Christ!” At the 
end of this week we will depart from 
Regent, perhaps for a month, perhaps 
for the summer, perhaps forever. May 
we leave with eyes to see how much 
brighter the world is now that Christ 
has risen. May we hear the mountains 
and hills bursting into song and the 
trees clapping their hands at this good 
news. And may we speak and act this 
good news to a world which struggles 
and does not recognise.

“We have seen the Lord!”
Come, Holy Spirit, Come.

A Final Note from the Editor:
It has been an honour and a privilege 

to serve you this year as editor. It is hard 
ÛÖɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯàÌÈÙɯ ÐÚɯÖÝÌÙȭɯ(ɯÈÔɯŗÓÓÌËɯ
with a mixture of relief, joy, pride (the good 
kind, I hope), satisfaction and disappoint-
ment. I would like to express my thanks to 
you for your contributions, your encour-
ÈÎÌÔÌÕÛÚȮɯ ÈÕËɯ àÖÜÙɯ ÈŲÌÕÛÐÖÕȭɯ 8ÖÜɯ ÏÈÝÌɯ
indeed been trusty companions to me as we 
walked through this past year together. A 
special note of thanks are in order to those 
who contributed more than regularly: to 
#Üřàɯ+ÖŲɪ&ÐÉÉɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÙÕÌÙɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ ÙÛÚȰɯ
to Sarah and Elly for their weekly soup ar-
ÛÐÊÓÌÚȰɯÛÖɯ,ÈŲɯ,ÈŲÖÖÕɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÚɯÊÈÙÛÖÖÕÚȰɯÛÖɯ
1ÜÚÚÌÓÓɯ /ÐÕÚÖÕɯ ÈÕËɯ )Ìřɯ 2ÕÌÓÓÌÙɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÛÏÌÐÙɯ
ÉÙÈÐÕÊÏÐÓËȯɯ3ÙÜÌȮɯ%ÈÓÚÌɯ ÖÙɯ'ɯ1ÖÚÚȰɯ ÈÕËɯ ÛÖɯ
Rudi Krause and KC Flynn for constant-
Óàɯ ÚÌÕËÐÕÎɯ ÔÌɯ ÞÌÓÓɪÞÙÐŲÌÕɯ ÈÙÛÐÊÓÌÚɯ ÈÕËɯ
thought-provoking quotes. Thanks to Cur-
ÛÐÚɯ.áÐÙÕÌàɯÈÕËɯ-ÌÙÐËÈɯ/ÈŲÖÕɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÓ×ÐÕÎɯ
ÚÖÓÝÌɯÈɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÓÖÎÐÚÛÐÊÈÓɯÐÚÚÜÌÚȭɯ3Öɯ+ÜÊÐÈɯ
+ÈÔɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÙËɯÞÖÙÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ&ÙÌÌÕÚÏÌÌÛȭɯ
3Öɯ)ÖÏÈÕÕÈÏɯ6ÌųÌÓȮɯÓÈÚÛɯàÌÈÙɀÚɯÌËÐÛÖÙȮɯÍÖÙɯ
ÏÌÓ×ÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÖřɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÍÖÖÛȭɯ ÕËɯÈɯ
big thanks are in order for Fariba Chaman-
pira and the folks at CopySmart for their 
ÏÈÙËɯÞÖÙÒɯÈÕËɯÈŲÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯËÌÛÈÐÓɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÈÓ-
lows us to fully engage in the physicality of 
the printed page.

Have a blessed and restful summer, 
everyone!




