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MISSION MAG 
CKC has a new name! 

As you can tell, the CKC is 
no longer the CKC. It is 
now Mission Mag thanks 
to GJFH! Congratulations, 
GJFH! 

Want to win cool prizes 
like GJFH? All you have to 
do is submit an entry for 
the latest contest! 

A special thanks to Olly 
Molly, Talia D, Alyssa F, 
And Johnny N for their 
entries! To see what they 
picked as names, check out 
our website! 

As a child, he always loved to run.  His parents 
noticed he was different; he could outrun most 
other boys, of his age and older.  When the boy 
grew a little older, he ran in a marathon.  When 
he was still older, he participated in strict 
training that enabled him to run long distances 
without being tired.  He was thin and strong, 
ready to run when he needed to.  Then the day of 
the race came, and he waited at the starting line, 
tense and ready to run at any second.  When the 
signal was given, he sprinted and ran, pacing 
himself so that he didn’t lag too far behind, and 
so that he didn’t run out of energy either.  He 
could see the finish line coming closer and closer; 
he ran a little faster.  He passed one opponent – 
then another, and another, and another, until 
he was running in second place.  He had almost 
reached the finish line, but he was so tired…  He 
pushed a little harder, and ran a little faster, 
and flew over the finish line in first place.  He 
was given an earthly prize that day, but he knew 
there was a bigger prize to be won.  He knew there 
was a more important race to run – the 

Christian’s race of life.  Someday 
he would have a crown that 
would never go away…someday 
he would see Jesus face to face, 
and he hoped Jesus would say, 
“Well done, good and faithful 
servant.” 

By Kara S. 
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way as to get the prize.” (1 
Corinthians 9:24). He started to 
act out people. A shy girl in the 
front of the crowd got asked to 
help out, and she reluctantly said 
okay, but had a worried look on 
her face. Paul also asked my 8 
year old, hyper little sister, 
Sarah, to help out, so she gladly 
agreed. He also picked a couple 
of other people I did not know. 
He got everyone to run in a 
straight line, and when the shy 
girl won the race, she got a 
happy look on her face. Paul 
made the point to run in such a 
way to get the prize. He went on 
to tell us, “Everyone who 
competes in the games goes into 
strict training. They do it to get a 

crown that will not last; but we 
do it to get a crown that will last 
forever.”  
    He ended his teachings about 
Jesus with saying “Therefore I 
do not run like a man running 
aimlessly; I do not fight like a 
man beating the air. No, I beat 
my body and make it my slave 
so that after I have preached to 
others, I myself will not be 
disqualified for the prize.” ( 1 
Corinthians 9:26)  He then 
picked me to help act it. I was 
overly excited, and by that time 
it was late. My family, friends, 
and I rushed down the street all 
the way until we reached our 
beloved cottage. 

By Alyssa F. 

As we got ready to run the race I was 
pumped and ready to go. After long 
hours of training and hard work I 
knew I would win this race. "GO" said the 
coach. I start running with all my 
strength the other runners were 
catching up so I had to speed up. As I ran I 
felt so good knowing I was going to win. 
As I was almost there one of the racers 
was ahead of me. I knew I was gonna lose. 
But as I remembered my favorite bible 
verse 1 Corinthains 9:24, I got my 
confidence to move on. I ran faster and 
faster and next thing I knew, I had won! I 
saw my face all over the stadium. I was 
so excited! The people cheered for me with 
excitement. I looked at my trophy and 
knew in my heart this wouldn't last 
forever but that the trophy of God will 
last forever.  

By Gigglez 

    My Christian family, friends, 
and I raced down into town to 
see and hear Paul’s last 
teachings of the day about 
Jesus Christ, before we missed 
it. I had only seen Jesus once, 
but I still remember it like it 
was yesterday. His teachings 
were great, so it would be 
wonderful to hear some more 
about them, even though He 
isn’t the one speaking. 
    When we got there, Paul 
was starting to act out the 
different parts of it. He 
questioned us, asking, “Do 
you not know that in a race all 
the runners run, but only one 
gets the prize? Run in such a 
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As I gazed out of the window, at the 
snow falling, I felt happy, and content. 
It was Christmas Eve and I was writing 
a story, like I always seem to be doing, 
in my spare time. I lived on a farm 
about 10 miles from town, out on the 
country, in a white farmhouse. We 
owned a tree farm, and my Dad sold 
Christmas trees every Christmas, and I 
LOVED helping him! "Nicki!" My Mom 
called from the kitchen. "Come help 
with supper." I cleaned up my desk and 
ran down the steps. As I walked into the 
kitchen I could hear Christmas music 
playing softly from a radio station 
called K-love. My 14-year-old sister was 
washing the dishes. My Mom handed me 
the plates so I could start setting the 
table. " When will everyone get here?" I 
asked. "In about an hour," my Mom 
answered. I could not wait to see my 
cousin Audrey. We were great friends, 
and she is 12 like me, so sometimes it seems 
as if we are sisters. I asked if I could go 

A Blessed Christmas By Olly Molly 

outside and wait for everyone, and my 
mom nodded. I bolted to fetch my coat 
then, when I was ready, ran outside 
into the growing darkness. My Dad was 
shoveling the walk, as I made my way 
through the snow. I looked up at the 
sky, and thought about the wise men 
and how they followed the star. The 
night was so peaceful, and the moon 
was so bright. It was even a full moon 
tonight! Who could ask for a more 
beautiful evening? Just then I heard a 
car horn honk loudly. They were 
here!!! My cousin jumped out of the car 
and gave me a big hug, so that I almost 
toppled over! "I could eat a horse." She 
said laughing. "Me too," I agreed. The 
two of us followed the grownups to the 
house. "Merry Christmas," I said. This 
had to be the best Christmas ever. That 
night as we ate, and I looked around 
the table I thought about how just a 
few good friends and family can make 
the best Christmas of all!!!!!  
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The Golden Locket By Talia D. 

Madison fingered the golden locket dangling on her neck. It had been from her 
grandmother Roselyn – when she was alive, anyway. Now she was gone, and if 
Madison had the chance, she would erase all of the mistakes she had made. 

Madison didn’t like to admit that her and Grandmother Roselyn and fought. Madison 
wanted to follow all of the trends, and she certainly did not want to hear about 
Grandmother Roselyn’s rules of etiquette or her talk of ‘faith’. Madison wasn’t 
interested – at all – in some supreme deity or anything like that. But Grandmother 
Roselyn was, and Madison remembered her exact words when she had passed two 
months before. "Madison, Dear," she had said. "Yes, Grandmother?" Madison said, 
walking near her grandma’s bed, where Grandmother Roselyn was laying there, 
looking like an angel with white hair and an adorable, wrinkled, grandma face, 
which wrinkled even more when she smiled just then. "I’m going to be with my Creator 
soon," she said. She’s happy about dying? Madison thought. Crazy! "And before I go, I 
want you to have something," she said. She unlatched the necklace from her own neck 
and handed it to Madison, who studied it thoroughly. It was heart-shaped and golden, 
with a picture of Grandmother Roselyn and her diseased husband, Grandfather 
Jackson. Madison put it around her neck. "Thank you, Grandmother," she said with 
gratitude. Grandmother Roselyn nodded. "It was from my mother," she said, "and now I 
want to give it to you." Madison nodded. "It’s lovely," she said. Grandmother nodded. "I 
hope you will treasure it always." She paused, then said, "And Madison, please remember 
this, no matter what happens." Madison listened intently. "Remember that God loves 
you, and he always will." That was the last thing Grandmother Roselyn had said to 
Madison before she died. Madison hadn’t known how special the golden locket was 
then, but she did now. 

One morning, her mother said, "Madison, look at this." She slid a letter into Madison’s 
hand. "It’s for you," she said. Madison hiked upstairs to her room to read it. She gasped. 
It was from Grandmother Roselyn. 

It said: 

Dear Madison, 
I know you have never been fond of my chatter of etiquette and of faith, but I want 
you to know something: I only did what I did because I love you and want what is best 
for you. I want you to have faith because without it I am nothing. God has given me 
new life – life that you can have, Madison Joy. All you have to do is accept the free gift 
of life that he is offering. God sent his one and only Son, Jesus Christ, to come to earth 
as a baby and die on a cross – a horrible death – to take the punishment for our sins. 
But, you know what? He rose again three days later, and is now alive in heaven, 
preparing a place for me! He wants to make a place for you, too. Will you accept him? 
I beg that you do not put this decision off. We do not know how much longer we have on 
this earth. God is coming back soon, and I want you to make that decision right now, 
Madison. Please, choose God’s way. You can decide to follow him by praying a prayer 
like this, or in your own words: 
God, I’m sorry for all the bad things I’ve done. I know that you died on the cross for me 
to take the penalty for my sins, but that you’re alive today in heaven, and that I can 
put my trust in you. I’d like to do that right now, Jesus. Please come into my heart and 
change me. Thank you for loving me and for being just. In Jesus’ name I pray, Amen. 

I pray that you will say this prayer, dear Madison. 
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The Golden Locket Continued… 

God loves you and I do, too. 

Love, 

Grandmother Roselyn 

Madison had heard the words before, but they had different meaning now. She silently 
cried as she whispered the prayer. She smiled. She knew she had new life, and she knew 
that when she died, she would see Grandmother Roselyn and Grandfather Jackson – 
and also Jesus Christ. 

Mission Mag now has it’s own email! 
Contact us to submit entries, enter 
contests, or just say ‘hello’! We’d love 
to hear from you! 

themissionmag@gmail.com 

New Email! 

 

Do you have a contest idea? Then 
we want to hear about it! Email 
us at themissionmag@gmail.com! 

Hi everyone! 

I hope you all had an awesome Christmas and New Year! I know I did!  
Being surrounded by loving friends was amazing. The best Part – My dad 
had a kidney transplant on February 3rd! That means that my whole 
family was away from our warm cozy home for about two weeks to go 
live up in Pennsylvania. We are so thankful for My Dad’s living donor 
and brother in the Lord, Mr. Bruce and his wife, Mrs. Kathy. Please be in 
prayer for the recovery of them both. It is such a blessing to know that 
someone is willing to give up one of his kidneys so my dad can have life to 
the fullest! I am almost tearing up now as I write this! I love you all, and 
keep the submissions coming! 

Sarah, Editor 

A Note From The Editor 
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Mission Mag 

Contact us or send your submissions to our new 
email! 

themissionmag@gmail.com 

or find us on the web at: 

www.illuminatingtexts.com/sarahn/mmpage.html 

Art Corner 

Ever wonder what 
would happen if we 
treated our Bibles 
like our Cell Phone? 
What if we carried it 
in our pockets or 
purses? What if we 
flipped through it 
several times a day? 
What if we turned 
back to go get it if we 
forget it? What if we 
used it to receive 
messages from the 
text? What if we 

treated it like we 
could not live 
without it? What if 
we used it when we 
traveled? What if we 
used it in case of an 
emergency?  
Unlike our cell 
phones, we do not 
have to worry about 
our Bible being 
disconnected - Jesus 
already paid our 
bill.  

Bibles And Cell Phones 
By Olly Molly 

Heart By Kara S. 

 

Butterfly 
by John N. 


