




Letter from the editors
Welcome to the fourth issue of Well Thought, a collection of articles, reviews, and 
artwork by members of the Jacob’s Well community.

For this issue, we asked our writers and artists to focus on one theme: New Beginnings. 
After a long New Jersey winter, many of us found ourselves craving newness. And what 
better season to celebrate new beginnings than spring? From the changing look of the 
world outside our windows to graduations and weddings, this time of year is often filled 
with new beginnings. 

Newness of life is also at the core of Christian faith. God promises that those who are in 
Christ are new creations. “The old has passed away; behold, the new has come” (2 Cor 
5:17). This newness is paradoxically instantaneous and incredibly slow moving. On the 
one hand, those who accept Christ as their savior from sin are immediately wiped clean 
in the eyes of God. On the other hand, that acceptance doesn’t mean sinful habits and 
selfish ways of thinking immediately disappear as well. As the apostle Paul reminds 
Christian believers, “our inner self is being renewed day by day” (2 Cor 4:16). 

In this issue we want to celebrate both those big moments of newness, as well as the 
small moments that change us day by day. On the bigger side, Reid Monaghan shares 
with us how his mind was drastically transformed during his college years, and how he 
went from being a non-reader to a lover of books. Nora Devlin gives us a glimpse into her 
post-college years, and how life circumstances forced her to change her understanding 
of career paths. And Kristi McInerney brings us to the early moments of her journey as 
mother and the instantaneous joy and struggle it brought to her life.

For the slower, day by day kind of newness, Ruth Chin gives us a great example of how we 
can consume pop culture with new eyes by sharing a story of redemption found in one of 
the unlikeliest of places: reality TV. Along that vein, Scott Jones may convince you to see 
a movie that was panned by critics but caused him to realize that it may be time to call 
for a new view of art. And Becky Garcia shares how the process of training to run a half 
marathon renewed her both physically and spiritually. 

On the art side of things, we’ve got an illustration from Mat Bellino and sculptures from 
his wife, Ana. There’s also a profile of music man Frank Slingerland, and a photospread 
from Travis Barrett.

Finally, we’re always looking for newness in our writers and contributors, so if you 
have a story or a piece of art you’d like to share in a future issue, email us your ideas at 
WellThought@jacobswellnj.org.
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Reid Monaghan - Reid spent years in campus ministry with athletes and 
then in local church ministry with young adults before sensing a call to 
help plant a missional movement of churches. He and his family moved 
to central New Jersey with a small group of friends to establish Jacob’s 
Well, which launched in the fall of 2009. In addition to serving the 
Jacob’s Well community, Reid’s passion is to help others plant gospel-
centered churches that are theologically driven and culturally engaged. 
He has been married to Kasey for 17 years and they have two girls and a 
boy rounding out the family.

1 CS Lewis, The Weight of Glory, “Is Theology Poetry”, 1944, p92.

2 Selection from Romans 12:2 NIV84. 

3 I recommend beginning with the gospel according to Mark or John. Both good places to begin.

Do people really change their minds about things in life? Maybe someone will convert from a PC to a 
Mac or from an Android phone to an iPhone, but what about the really important things? The things 
that shape our view of the world? It is anecdotally true that people can get very set in their ways by a 
certain age, yet there is always the possibility for shaping new ways of thinking about life and reality. 

As a young university student 
studying physics at the 

University of North Carolina at 
Chapel Hill, I underwent this 
sort of change. I was raised in a 
family where my father was an 
Irish Catholic agnostic. Church 
did not really play a big role in 
my life, so when I went to UNC 
on a wrestling scholarship I was 
not in any way “looking for God.”
 As I began to ask some 
of the bigger questions in life, 
things really began to change 
for me. It very much started as 
a spiritual conversion. I sensed, 
in a very profound way, that 
although I was not looking for 
God, God was in a way coming 
to find me. I realized that I 
was beginning to see and to 
think differently about all of 
life. Something very strange 
happened; I actually wanted to 
read books. Don’t get me wrong, 
I was vice president of my high 
school’s National Honor Society 
and was in the top five percent 
of my class. I just liked scientific 
equations much more than 
literature.
 I will never forget when 
a Christian philosopher came 
to our campus to speak about 
the existence of God. He was a 
man who had two PhDs, one in 

theology and one in philosophy, 
both at secular universities in 
Europe. I was intrigued. Yet 
it was something he said that 
night in a private Q&A with a 
smaller group of students that 
shook me profoundly. He said 
to develop a new mind you had 
to begin to think differently by 
allowing new ideas and new 

paradigms into your world. Then 
he said “as a student at a secular 
university, this might mean you 
have to read double.” 
 As a Division I athlete 
with in a very vigorous course 
of study, I did not have extra 
time, so I cannot say this was 
an encouraging thing to hear at 
first. What he meant, however, 
stuck with me. I needed to learn 
to think and see the world as a 
follower of Jesus, because his 
way is different than the world 
around us. I not only needed 
to do my assigned reading for 
school, but I needed to read 

the Scriptures and Christian 
thinkers to have a different 
mind about things. So I stepped 
away from pursuing only 
position, power and possessions 
and began to renew my mind in 
light of the teachings of Jesus. I 
needed to see the world and my 
academic pursuits as  
a Christian.

 CS Lewis, the eminent 
literary scholar and author, said 
it this way: 

I believe in Christianity as I believe 
that the sun has risen, not only 
because I see it, but because by it I 
see everything else.1

 During that season of my 
life I began to love new things, 
think about new things and 
make new choices that took my 
life in a different direction. My 
love for math and science was 
expanded by a desire to learn 
some of the more philosophical 

things about life. I graduated 
with a knowledge of science and 
letters but from a point of view 
that had been, well, changed. 
 Most importantly, I saw 
something in my own story that 
I have since witnessed numerous 
times in others over the last two 
decades. God changes people 
when they think they cannot 
change themselves. This is, after 
all, the work of renewal that 
only God does in the hearts of 
human beings. He brings life 
and newness to us and we build 
upon these things with the 
renewal of our own minds. An 
early Christian leader  
wrote succinctly:

 Do not conform to the pattern 
of this world, but be transformed 
by the renewing of your mind. Then 
you will be able to test and approve 
what God’s will is—his good, 
pleasing and perfect will.2 

 If you think it’s time for a 
change take a look at Jesus of 
Nazareth, read of his teachings, 
his life, death and resurrection 
in the Gospels.3 Then see where 
the path might lead. You may 
just find some newness in your 
own story as you read of His.

“ God chanGes peopLe when 
they think they cannot 
chanGe themseLves.”

a new mind
by Reid Monaghan

wt



remember not the former thinGs
by Mat Bellino

Mat bellino - Mat lives in Staten Island with his wife Ana. Most days are 
spent reading or designing art for fun or hire
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“ every new  
beGinninG comes 
from some other 
beGinninG’s end”
For most of my life when I 

heard the word “career” 
I thought of a specialty or 
expertise. You know, like we 
learned as kids; if you specialize 
in science, you are a scientist or 
researcher, if you specialize in 
cooking, you become a chef. 
 For a long time, I thought 
that knowing what interested 
you meant that you knew what 
you wanted to specialize in, and 
therefore what you wanted your 
career to be. So, when I entered 
college knowing that I would 
double major in Spanish and 
Sociology, I was unconsciously 
also assuming that the rest of 
my career path would be easy to 
figure out. I imagined I might 
do missionary work (serving 
the poor in Latin America or 
similar work in the US) or get a 
PhD in sociology so I could be 
a professor (like my husband is 
doing now), but I assumed when 
the time came to find a job, one 
would just choose me.
 Unsurprisingly, graduating 
from college was a new 

beginning for me. I had recently 
gotten married, and 3 months 
after graduation we moved 150 
miles from home and started a 
new life in a new state, while my 
new husband lived the specialist 
dream: getting his PhD  
in mathematics.

 It was not long after I 
started applying to jobs in New 
Jersey (where I knew no one) 
that I realized I would be glad to 
get a single interview. Eventually 
volunteering turned to a 

part-time job. I learned about 
fundraising, non-profits, and 
marketing. When that position 
did not work out, another part-
time position turned full-time 
and I thought I had made it! 
“Finally,” I thought, “a place 
and time for me to specialize.” 

I wanted to learn more about 
social work and how to present 
myself as a professional. But in 
that new beginning, I found out 
as much about myself as I did 
about anything in “my field.” 

 It started when I realized 
that while I truly loved the 
work, the workplace was not 
meeting my needs. I did not 
feel like there was a cohesive 
team that I could work with; 
the organizational culture 
there was “every woman for 
herself.” The straw that broke 
the camel’s back was that I could 
not continue my education 
and stay in that position. I had 
to reassess, and when I did, I 
realized that I could be happy 
doing almost anything, as 
long as my needs were met. I 
struggled with the idea that 
I was going to be resigning 
from a paying job - was this not 
something only crazy people 
did? I felt like I was giving up on 
a dream - the dream of a career 
path with a title (“social worker”) 
- for an amorphous cloud of 
confusion (“What do I actually 
want to do?” “Will it pay?” “Can 
we afford it?” “How long will I 
stay at that job?”). I went back 
to the drawing board, applied 
to another 1,000 jobs and in the 

Lyric from Closing Time by Semisonic by Nora Devlin

“ LookinG back on the past few 
years i can see an amazinG amount 
of LearninG that i have attained, 
and i am incredibLy thankfuL. as a 
christian, i can aLso see how God 
used each LearninG experience 
to brinG me further aLonG a path 
that i couLd have never imaGined 

for myseLf.”



end, took a few months off of 
work to continue my education.
 I realized specialization 
had been my career “ideal,” but 
in reality wanting to specialize 
was a detriment. I tried to soak 
in this wisdom while I was 
working on school, and gave 
myself some time to rethink 
what my beliefs and values are 
when it comes to my career. 
 When I finally got another 
(part-time) job, I had decided to 
let go of my belief that I must 
specialize. Instead, I brought 
my whole self to work. The 
knowledge I have from my life 
and work experiences were all 
resources I began to draw on 
even at work. I tried to embrace 

Nora Devlin - Nora is a self-employed life, career, and executive coach 
finishing up her ICF coaching certification through Fielding Graduate 
University. She works part-time at Rutgers University as an academic 
coach. After graduating from the Templeton Honors College at Eastern 
University she moved to New Brunswick, NJ where she has lived almost 
3 years. She has been attending Jacobs Well since Summer 2013. You 
can find Nora online at noradev.tumblr.com.

every learning opportunity as a 
new beginning.
 In hindsight, I can see 
that I used to view a career 
path like a home cook following 
a recipe: you have to buy all 
the ingredients according to 
the recipe, have them ready, 
and then do each step at the 
right time in order to produce 
results. Now, I think about a 
career as a master chef coming 
into the kitchen and making 
something delicious from what 
we already have: he can look 
at the ingredients (skills or 
interests) and say, yes, we can do 
that job, or we can do this other 
job; if he finds the oven does not 
work or the f lame cannot go low 

(workplace conditions), he will 
change plans and move on to 
something else. When a project 
or dish is complete, it is a fine 
time to try something new. If 
I follow that model, maybe in 
a few years I will have a totally 
new taste for those skills I used 
to use, but if I followed the 
recipe, I’d be eating it the same 
way my whole life. Hey, even 
Jesus left his carpentry career to 
pursue his vocation of teaching 
his followers how to minister  
to humanity. 
 Looking back on the past 
few years I can see an amazing 
amount of learning that I have 
attained, and I am incredibly 
thankful. As a Christian, I can 

also see how God used each 
learning experience to bring me 
further along a path that I could 
have never imagined for myself. 
While I have always believed 
I was capable, self-aware, and 
even wise, my work experiences 
have humbled me and shown 
me how much more there is to 
learn in these areas. Because 
of this, I feel deep gratitude for 
my experiences, as I know that 
they were not to torture me, but 
to help me to f lourish. I could 
not be happier and more excited 
to be where I am today and see 
what God will cook up for  
me tomorrow.
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speciaLty coffee 
by Travis Barrett

wt

specialty coffee is best grown at altitudes between 1500-2000m 
above sea level. this is ben schellack, owner of oQ coffee in 
Highland Park, nJ, on a farm in nicaragua named regalo de dios.

there is a very small window of time to harvest. When the 
cherries are optimal for picking, orlando Paz, owner of La 
cuchilla farm near La union, Honduras, fills a basket. from there 
they go into sacks to be hauled to the mill, or “beneficio.”

Pickers are awarded a bonus percentage based on the number of 
defects found in a paddle sample. two defects or less nets a 10% 
bonus, scaling up to ten defects, which is cause for rejection of 
the whole lot.

the cherry is a delicious fruit containing the coffee pit. the 
actual beans are inside paper husks.

the beneficio quickly processes the pit 
from the fruit.



after a short rest for the fermentation process, the beans are 
washed in a manner that causes the defects to float to the top, 
increasing the final quality.

the beans are left to dry out on raised beds over the course of 
two or three days. in very high temperature climates, such as 
ethiopia, this portion can be done inside the fruit, resulting in a 
sweet, fruity flavor in your cup, without additives.

the lots are packaged for delivery to the importer companies and 
shipped to the individual roasters.

When the green coffee arrives at oQ, it is roasted in small 
batches according to a specific recipe of variable heat and air for 
approximately 10-15min, reaching temperatures as high as 420 
degrees fahrenheit.

after settling into its new flavors for a couple of days, the beans 
are ready to be ground and served to your liking. Here is ben 
serving orlando and his family their first taste of his high-end 
artisanal coffee at their local shop, café Zazzo.
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by Simon Clark photos by Brandon Rechten

Well thought: Frank, thanks 
for taking the time to talk. You 
have a reputation in Jacob’s 
Well for being such a musical 
guy, so the first question’s 
easy – how many instruments 
do you play?

Frank: Let’s see – I play the 
clarinet, the saxophone, f lute, 
guitar, bass ... and mandolin.

You play the mandolin?

Yes. I actually play in a bluegrass 
group – a Christian bluegrass 
group – and every three months 
or so we do a show.

Nice!

So that’s mandolin ... then 
there’s harmonica, and 
percussion.

And the clarinet was the first 
instrument you played, right?

Yes, actually, I got that – well, 
I got it officially, when it was 
rented through the school 
system. It was fortunate what 
they had back then – it took me 
forty years to find out it was 
really a quality instrument. 
Y’know, I’d taken it to get 
overhauled after it’d been in 
disrepair for quite a few years 
and the guy said “You know, this 
is really a good instrument.” I 
said, “Really? We got it through 
the school.” That was good – it’s 
not normally the case. Normally 
instruments you get through the 
school system are not of great 
quality.

And you’ve still got it.

I still have it, and I play  
it currently.

Do you have a favourite 
instrument? Or is that too 
difficult a question?

It depends on ... It’s like ... it’s 
like food. Y’know, how you have 
a different f lavor, a sense for 
a different f lavor? Whatever 
I’m playing, I try to make that 

weLL toLd: hittinG the riGht note
Frank Slingerland’s a man of many talents, but when it comes to music he’s in a league of his 
own. Frank kindly agreed to chat with Well Thought about music, his life, and how he got where 
he is today.



something that I’m really enjoying. I actually enjoy playing them all, 
in different situations. 

It’s obvious music plays such a large part of your life. How do 
you see that role? Looking back, and looking at where you are 
now...

I grew up in a situation where people had athletic skills, and I had 
none! And so, my parents – my mother – decided I was going to 
take a musical instrument, and I was going to get private lessons 
immediately, which was... it was very special, because we didn’t 
have a lot of money at the time. I wouldn’t say we were Grapes of 
Wrath poor or anything, but we didn’t have a car and things like 
that ... so, for them to do that, to go that route, was very unique and 
I look back, and part of the thing – I’ve always called my mother on 
the weekends and reminded her that the investment she gave for 
that, we’re still paying back. It’s kind of a method of showing honor. 
I think it’s important to let them know that that special thing, 
that sacrifice they did, was worth it. And so all these particular 
instruments, and later on after the clarinet and the guitar, they 
actually financed that.

Being so involved in bands and practice and playing at home, do 
you ever find it difficult not to let music take over too much of 
your life – or even become an idol?

It can be, and I’m very much aware of the danger of that. Sometimes 
with all kinds of people who do arts, it becomes – you used the word 
idol, and it does become their god. I just think I see it as a gift God 
has given me, and God has blessed me with skills that are beyond 
even the amount of time I put into it. I try to balance my life, but 
also recognise that it’s a gift and something God gave me.

Is playing in your bands different than worshiping? Or are 
they different ways of approaching the same thing, playing for 
entertainment and playing in the church?

Well, yes and no. Obviously it’s a different environment, but I 
always know, no matter what I’m playing, that I’m a Christian, and 
there’s the opportunity to mix with people, and the opportunity 
– it’s a platform – just through the way I conduct myself, to be a 
witness. I think also, regardless what music you’re playing, if you’re 
a Christian musician, you’re still a Christian, and there’s something 
that comes through. 

I’ve heard you say before that you’ve seen success cause 
problems for musicians. Do you think worldly success can derail 
or consume people? Can secular success be a problem?

Very much so.

You think it damages their appreciation of music?

Oh yes, it can, it can. This can be a consuming thing. When I’ve 
come from gigs, I’ve just thanked God for what he’s given me, and 
had this conversation with God the Father, saying “Thanks, that 
was wonderful – thanks for blessing me with this.” And I think that 
puts it back into the perspective of being comfortable and not being 
overtaken by it.

So do you have any advice for new musicians? Or people who 
are taking up an instrument, or who want to?

Take your time. Enjoy it from the spot you’re at, and don’t get too 
hurried, don’t get ahead of yourself. Sometimes the biggest enemy 
of people for musical progress is they want to do too much too 
soon, and they’re not enjoying where they’re at at the moment. It’s 
a hard thing to understand. I have a student who does this, tries to 
get ahead, and I’ll say to her, “Try to do your scales, do these things, 
take the time with what you’re doing. Enjoy this – don’t speed up.” If 
you get ahead of yourself you tend to go all over the place, and that 
frustrates people. It causes them to give up, you know? Because it’s 
... it’s about the act and enjoying, the act of doing it. When you get to 
a more advanced stage, you can enjoy the beauty, the simplicity. You 
should try to make everything you play count. Nothing is simplistic.

Finally, anything else you’d like to add?

Just the one thing I’ve always felt – in the Psalms, it really speaks to 
me. It’s Psalm 37, and this is just something I feel that, keeping that 
in mind, I see this as the way God had worked. A lot of the time, with 
musical instruments, they’ve been just gifts to me, there have been 
times I’ve got musical instruments that I wouldn’t be able to afford, 
or the situation presented itself and I would say, “If God wants me 
to have this, I will,” and miraculously – it happened with the f lute, 
it’s happened with a bunch of these instruments – I would see God’s 
hand, and a series of events happened, and I was able to have them. 
I see it as a co-lesson. Just as my mother gave me the ability to learn, 
God has given me the ability to do this.

So, Psalm 37:4 – “Take delight in the Lord, and he will give you the desires 
of your heart.”

Simon Clark - Simon has been living in New Jersey for almost three years now, after he moved 
here from Britain, via Japan. He currently lives in Old Bridge and works as a writer in Warren. 
You can read more things by him, including short stories and various thoughts about writing, on 
his website - www.simonpclark.com

Brandon Rechten - Brandon is a graphic designer by day, a photographer by night and a few 
other things by accident. If he were a superhero he would gain his powers from gummy bears 
and his Kryptonite would be the song How to Save a Life by The Fray. You can check out his 
work at brandonrechten.com.

wt
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Have you ever been on a 
rollercoaster? Do you 

remember your first time? Were 
you scared? Were you excited? 
Did you throw your hands up 
high and take it all in or did you 
scream bloody murder until the 
ride was over?
Motherhood has been a 
rollercoaster experience for me. 

And I know I am not alone. It is 
extremely exciting at first. The 
baby shower, choosing names, 
designing nurseries, picking 
out the safest stroller and car 
seat, and buying cute outfit … so 
exciting!
 But the minute labor/
birth is over and your baby is 
in your arms, you look at your 
spouse and think to yourself, 
“How in the world am I going to 
parent this little person? How 
am I going to be responsible 
enough to raise a good citizen? 
How am I going to do this? 

And why in the world is the 
hospital allowing me to take this 
precious new thing home?!”
I will never forget being in 
the parking lot of the hospital 
when my husband John and I 
brought our firstborn, Julia, 
home that first day six years ago. 
We strapped her in and made 
sure the car seat was secure. 

We followed all the directions. 
We had her diaper bag. She was 
bundled up on that January 
morning and we both sat and 
stared at her in the car and said 
out loud, “We get to bring her 
home?!” It was both baff ling  
and terrifying.
 Just like a rollercoaster of 
emotions, we were so excited 
and happy in the hospital but 
the moment we brought her 
home reality set in. I wasn’t 
able to sleep because of visitors. 
Nursing was painful. Sitting 
down was painful. I was 

overtired; the happiness and 
excitement were gone. 
Motherhood is no joke. It is 
work. It is painful. There is no 
more luxury sleep.  The house 
still needs to get cleaned, meals 
need to be cooked, and this 
baby, this new baby, needs you. 
All. The. Time. And trust me 
when I tell you. I was so spoiled. 
Julia was the best baby in the 
world. She latched properly. She 
fell quickly into a rhythm and 
routine. She loved bath time. 
She did not cry. She slept all the 
time. It was me. I was so new 
at all this. I began to doubt … 
I had been teacher of the year 
for crying out loud! I had my 
Master’s degree. Why couldn’t I 
keep it all together and do this 
motherhood thing right? Why 
was I so hormonal, tired, and 
cranky? Why did I miss my life 
before kids so much? Was  
I normal?
 On my journey of 
motherhood I have found that 
each child has brought their own 
joys and trials. The rollercoaster 
ride goes pretty fast. And once 
you are on, there are no trial 

runs or time outs. You are 
committed to the ride. You are a 
mom forever.
 One minute you are 
burping a newborn and the next 
you are watching them run! The 
next thing you know you are 
enrolling them in kindergarten 
or in our case picking out 
curriculum for home school.  
One of my favorite mommy 
quotes is, “The days are long, but 
the years are short.” Isn’t it true?
It’s funny because growing up 
I always loved babysitting, I 
always taught Sunday school 
for little kids at church. Being 
an educator and teaching pre-k, 
third grade, and fourth grade 
in the classroom, I always 
thought being a mom was 
going to be a snap. If I can lead 
a classroom of 25 third graders, 
earn my Masters’ degree in 
three summers, be involved in 
missions at church, and be a 
wife, how hard could a baby be? 
Little did I know.

a sacred ride:
the motherhood roLLercoaster

by Kristi McInerney

motherhood is no joke. 
it is work. it is painfuL. 



Kristi Mcinerney – Kristi has been married to her high school sweetheart 
for 11 wonderful years. They have three awesome kids: Julia, Mark,  
and Micah and a daughter on the way! She blogs daily at  
keepingupwithkristi.blogspot.com. She and John have been blessed  
to attend Jacob’s Well for the past 2 years.

Abby Helms, mother of Silas (2) and Ollie (3 
mos):
Well, with Silas, I was both a newlywed and 
pregnant. Things didn’t happen according to 
the plan Paul and I had set for ourselves. To be 
honest, I wasn’t too happy about that. My first 
pregnancy consisted more of fear, doubt, and 
depression than sweet anticipation. But from 
that one place, I couldn’t see very far. From 
where I’m sitting now, I am so unspeakably 
grateful that God gave us what He knew 
we needed rather than what we thought we 
wanted. My advice would be to not feel bad 
if in marriage or pregnancy or motherhood, 
you don’t always feel the way you think you’re 
supposed to feel. Be honest with God about 
these things and let Him “deliver you to your 
desired haven.” (Psalms 107:30). He has good 
plans. Plans that will make you whole, even if 
it’s hard. 

Michele Ng, mother of Jonathan (6), Hannah 
(4), Rachel (7 mos):
This transition from two to three kids really 
has been the most difficult for me. I don’t know 
if it’s just that I’m older this time around but 
I find myself really tired all the time and not 
being able to keep up with all the housework. 
It’s also been lonely at times because I’ve been 
stuck at the house with Hannah and Rachel 
due to the crazy winter we’ve had. I’m not 
really sure I have fully adjusted yet. I try not 
to beat myself up about the housework. On any 
given day there will be toys on the f loor, dishes 
in the sink and laundry that needs to be done 
and that’s OK! I try to have the attitude of, 
“It’ll get done when it gets done!” It also helps 
having a husband who is understanding and 
will help out with the chores and let you take a 
two-hour nap after working a full day!

Leah Riehl, mother of Felicity (1):
I don’t always feel it in the day to day, but I 
know that motherhood is a sacred calling.

I love what Paul Tripp says about the family 
being the primary learning community, in 
that every human being has to learn the basics 
(and not so basics) of life from their family, 
from how to tie their shoes and feed themselves 
to understanding the character of the living 
God. 

Having the opportunity to teach a little 
person about living well is such a huge gift 
and responsibility. I love seeing how Felicity 
grows and learns every day, and that I’m able 
to participate so much in that process. I love 
the slow revealing of her character qualities 
and finding out what makes her laugh, what 
catches her interest, and developing a vision 
of who she will become and what her strengths 
will be, the unique ways she’ll enjoy and 
glorify God as she grows.

Here are some words of wisdom from three awesome other mothers here at Jacob’s Well when asked about motherhood:

I have met so many wonderful moms at Jacob’s Well. I have listened to their stories, I have interviewed some for my blog and I have shared 
my struggles and joys with them. If you look around the community here at Jacob’s Well you will notice one thing: life! Lots of people are 
either pregnant, nursing a baby, holding a grandchild, or running after a toddler. I love it. 

I also loved the honesty of these women. Motherhood is a sacred calling. It isn’t always thrilling or fun. It can be downright scary. I am 
thankful that with my Savior and my awesome spouse, I am not alone. I can actually throw my hands up from time to time and enjoy  
the ride.
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ana bellino - Constantly thinking, often creating, always enjoying life 
with her husband, Ana spends her days reading, designing art for her 
online shop, or exploring.



Jesus on CNBC? Marcus 
Lemonis Rescues the 
Neighborhood Candy Store

The best reality show on 
TV these days is CNBC’s 

small-business improvement 
show, The Profit. What chef 
Gordon Ramsay is to Kitchen 
Nightmares, or designer Hilary 
Farr and realtor David Visentin 
are to HGTV’s Love it or List It, 
billionaire turnaround artist 
Marcus Lemonis is to struggling 
owners of small businesses on 
the brink of bankruptcy. The 
show offers a window into 
man-made business disasters 
of all kinds, and exposes every 
possible oddball motivation 
in the company founders’ 
own words and actions. I 
never dreamed a TV show 
about business case studies 
would be so entertaining; it 
should be required reading 
(required watching?) for all MBA 
candidates forever and  
ever, amen. 
 The April 1st episode 
entitled “Sweet Pete’s” 
introduces Peter Behringer, his 
wife Allison, and their iconic 
candy store in Jacksonville, 
Florida. In spite of several 
hundred thousand in revenue, 
the business didn’t quite cover 
its costs in 2013. The Behringers’ 
business partner Dain Baird 
owns 50% of the company, and 
only paid the husband-and-
wife pair a total of $10,000 in 

salary for 2013. Marcus Lemonis 
arrives and declares his interest 
in the Sweet Pete’s business 
and starts implementing his 
signature turnaround themes: 
people, process, and product. As 
events progress, we watch Pete 
and Allison cry out repeatedly 
for justice, and we witness 
Baird’s repeated attempts to 
exploit Pete’s confectionary 
talent and keep the business 
trapped and impoverished in 
the low-foot-traffic location 
Baird owns, while offering no 
help when the company receives 
a huge order that requires 
the company to scramble to 
find additional staff. Marcus 
Lemonis enters Sweet Pete’s 
world and becomes one of the 
team, rolling up his sleeves 
and working in the kitchen 
to help finish the gargantuan 
last-minute order. Lemonis 
identifies Pete as the company’s 
true competitive advantage, and 
redesigns the business to feature 
him in a satisfying redemption 
of the years of struggle with 
their difficult partner.  
 But Lemonis doesn’t stop 
there. Not content to watch the 
company stagnate in a location 
with no walk-in traffic, Lemonis 
declares his intention to expand 
the business and grow it beyond 
the capacity of their tiny kitchen. 
Just like Jesus, after rescuing us, 
isn’t content to let us stay the 
way we are, sets us on a journey 
to transform us into people we 

can’t even imagine. When Baird 
tries to block the deal, Lemonis 
buys their freedom with his own 
money, lending the Behringers 
an amount they could never 
afford - enough to dilute their 
exploitive partner’s ownership, 
to free them to expand the 
business, and build a future for 
their family. 

Redemption is satisfying, but 
surprises are sweetest 

 This redemption story isn’t 
over – the sweetest surprise 
comes in the episode’s final 
moments, which illustrate 
Lemonis’s fondness for the 
Behringers. He elevates them 
from freed captives to partners. 
After saving their livelihood and 
giving them new opportunities 
to f lourish, he gives them an 
extravagant gift just because 
he can. Something they never 
thought to ask for. Something 
they would have been perfectly 
happy living without. Something 
that seems lavish to Pete and his 
wife, but represents just a mere 
drop in the ocean of resources 
and business connections that 
Lemonis possesses. The expense 
of his last gift was utterly 
inconsequential to a billionaire, 
but it speaks volumes about 
his heart for his new partners. 
He goes out of his way to do 
something creative and perfectly 
suited to their needs. Is this not 
a picture of the heart of God 

toward us? A doting father who 
surprises his beloved kids with 
a perfectly-suited present he 
knows they’d never think to  
ask for. 
 Jesus left his home of 
wealth and privilege, and 
entered our world where we 
were enslaved and exploited 
with no hope of rescue. He 
thoroughly exposes and shames 
evil, and sets us free into a life 
custom-designed to turn us into 
the people He always meant us 
to become. Expansion beyond 
our wildest imaginings. He 
pays our ransom. He absorbs 
our deficit. He invests his time 
and his love in us to achieve 
his incredible purpose in this 
world. And if we keep our eyes 
and hearts open, we can spot 
the evidence of his exquisitely-
concocted surprises in our 
lives. Pretty sweet parallel, eh? 
(Sorry… couldn’t stop myself.)

If you then, who are evil, know how 
to give good gifts to your children, 
how much more will your Father 
who is in heaven give good things to 
those who ask him!  
(Matthew 7:10-12 ESV)

Watch full episodes of CNBC’s 
The Profit, including “Sweet 
Pete’s” at:
www.cnbc.com/live-tv/the-profit 

modern aLLeGories
by Ruth Chin

You may have (been forced to) read Animal Farm in school or seen a children’s picture book based 
on A Pilgrim’s Progress. Modern allegories are all around us -- we can see echoes of God’s generous 
heart toward us and disturbing examples of the zombie mind-controlling power sin has in our lives 
from stories we encounter in the media and pop culture every day

ruth chin – Ruth works in information technology at Merck and began 
attending Jacob’s Well in 2010, where she met her husband Jeff.  
The Chins live in North Brunswick with a voracious guinea pig named  
Gabbar Singh. Ruth thinks beetles and snails and Audi R8’s are  
exquisitely beautiful.
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There is a certain kind of 
person who would prefer to 

be described as a film enthusiast 
rather than as a movie buff. 
Such people favor esoteric 
foreign films to the latest 
blockbuster. Someone from 
this crowd will act especially 
appalled when you haven’t 
seen a certain documentary 
on a subject you’d never care 
to explore. I am such a person. 
Call us snobs, call us what you 
will, but we are a proud and 
oftentimes obnoxious bunch. 
Therefore, it is with some 
embarrassment – especially 
with respect to those of my 
ilk – that I offer the following 
recommendation. While 2013 
was a great year at the cinema 
(that’s one of those snobbish 
terms), there’s only one film 
that effectively brought me to 
tears on, ahem, several different 
occasions. That film is  
About Time.

 Directed by Richard Curtis, 
who also wrote Notting Hill 
and Love Actually (I’ve already 
lost some of you), About Time is 
about, you guessed it: time. Or 
rather, time travel; although 
it is far from a science fiction 
film. Stick with me here. At the 
age of 21, Tim Lake (played by 
the loveable Domhnall Gleeson) 
finds out that the men in his 
family can travel back in time. 
The ability comes with a limiting 
stipulation: you can only travel 
back to a particular scene in 
your own life. His father (the 
excellent Bill Nighy) urges him 
not to use his ability to pursue 
fame and fortune. Therefore, 
Tim turns to the next most 
logical objective (and subject of 
all Curtis’s films), love. This may 
all seem a bit contrived … and 
it most certainly is. Just watch 
Nighy - who many will recognize 
as the Mick Jagger-esque aged, 
pop icon in Love Actually - 

deliver the news with more than 
a hint of embarrassment. Still 
though, the story that unfolds is 
beautifully woven such that the 
whole panoply of relationships 
we each pursue and maintain  
is explored. 
 One night Tim meets 
Mary, a charming American girl 
(played by the always adorable 
Rachel McAdams). With help 
from several situational do-
overs, Tim and Mary fall in love. 
While this relationship gains the 
film’s greatest attention (and is 
featured on all of its publicity), 
the more compelling stuff comes 
at the fringes. In fact, I’d argue 
that the heart of the film is really 
about family. Watch Tim and his 
father as they wrestle with the 
implications of their gift. Watch 
his father get a second chance 
at a Best Man’s Speech (in fact, 
Google it … it’s worth your time). 
How many fathers would love a 
second take at such a moment? 

Watch Tim as he anguishes over 
his beloved sister, Kit Kat, and 
considers how best to use his 
gift to alter the trajectory of her 
life. Watch the love of an aging 
husband and wife maintain its 
vitality to the very end. One of 
the most poignant moments 
in the film comes when Tim’s 
father has grown ill and his 
mother comments, with both 
sadness and rage, “I am so 
uninterested in a life without 
your father.” As in his previous 
films, Curtis renders these 
relationships with color and a 
roundness that allows us to both 
identify with and delight in  
the characters. 
 Throughout the film, there 
are brief moments of revelation 
that heighten the sense of 
delight in the banal that is a 
signature of Curtis’ work. In one 
of my favorite scenes, Tim - now 
a successful lawyer in London - 
is rushing toward a courtroom 

weLL approved: about time
by Scott Jones

In this recurring section, we will commend the best of the best - at least according to us - in the 
world of film, music, television and who knows what else. In so doing, we hope to provide a little 
enrichment through entertainment in all of our lives. These are, you might say, a few of our favorite 
things.



to change the outcome of a trial 
he’s been working on. He and 
his friend are sprinting through 
the foyer of the courthouse – for 
the second time, at least in Tim’s 
experience – when he brief ly 
pauses and calls his friend’s 
attention to the beauty of the 
venue. Rather than cheesy or 
cute, the moment comes off as a 
rebuke. To those of us too busy 
to allow ourselves such moments 
of pause, the movie begs for us 
to pay attention. So too does the 

smile of an infant as her father 
puts her down to sleep, a father’s 
trash talk at a Ping Pong table, 
and the absent-minded Uncle’s 
response to the announcement 
of an engagement. All of these 
moments have specificity – 
they are details that can only 
happen once, given certain 
circumstances and certain 
people involved – and hint at 
a latent vigor in the midst of 
normal life. The sort of vigor 

we can only see with eyes wide 
open. In Tim’s words, the film 
calls us to recognize that which 
is extraordinary in our  
ordinary lives.
 The reception this film 
received among critics is equally 
worthy of comment. In short, 
About Time was trashed in the 
media. What’s most notable is 
why. Most critics point to the 
very details I’ve mentioned 
above as evidence that this film 
is not appropriately grounded 

in reality (and they’re not 
referring to the time travel 
piece). Rather they are quick to 
dismiss the film’s belief in the 
simple pleasures of mundane 
life and relationships. The call 
to see beauty in normal life is, it 
would seem, repulsive. Critics 
especially resent the positive 
portrayal of Tim’s family, as 
though families by definition 
must be back-biting and callous 
toward one another. While 

family harmony of the sort 
portrayed here is admittedly 
rare, to dismiss the possibility of 
such accord is cynical  
and unsettling. 
 The response to About 
Time, I believe, betrays a deeper 
issue in our culture. It reminds 
me of a famous visual artist’s 
comment about the massive 
shift in the perceived role of 
art over the last half century. 
For centuries, art primarily 
depicted the beauty of the world, 
highlighting the splendor in 
even the most familiar scenes 
(think of the 16th century still 
life movement – artists painting 
bowls of fruit and other “plain” 
things - or of Degas’ gorgeously 
rendered ballet dancers.) Now, 
however, art is primarily focused 
on exposing the brokenness of 
our world. Go to any museum 
of modern art and you’re more 
likely to leave exasperated or 
enraged rather than refreshed 
and inspired. Surely there’s 
a place for both reactions 
and motives. However, the 
pervasiveness of cynicism and 
suspicion may just be eating 
away at our souls. When all we 
watch are murder procedurals 
and zombie apocalypses, when 
we get all of our news from 
either shouting pundits or biting 
satirists, is there any place left 
for mundane hope? Must even 
the faintest hint of delight in 
everyday life be cast off as corny 
and insincere?
 As a Christian, I 
am necessarily called to 
acknowledge both the profound 
brokenness of this world and the 
profound hope bursting forth 
through God’s intervention in 

that broken story. To paraphrase 
the Apostle Paul – an early 
Christian missionary who wrote 
much of the New Testament – 
when there is evidence of light 
breaking through the darkness, 
we are seeing something of 
cosmic significance. In fact, 
we are beholding nothing less 
than a new creation emerging 
through the asphalt of human 
brokenness, cynicism and 
despair. What began at Easter 
– God Himself emerging 
victorious over sin and death in 
the person of Jesus – is extended 
to the world as good prevails 
over evil, hope over despair and 
beauty over brokenness. We 
must, then, be looking for and 
working toward such signs. A 
family that loves well, a child 
responding to the nurture of 
a parent, the aesthetic appeal 
of so much we’re unaware of 
each day: behold, we ought to 
say, new creation! About Time 
is not likely to make very many 
critics’ top ten lists. However, if 
you’re looking for a little burst 
of grace (without the oftentimes 
attendant kitsch or saccharine 
sentimentality) this may be 
the place to turn. I’ve come 
to understand the title of the 
film not only as a description 
of its content. It also stands as 
an admonition to those of us 
who would too easily cast aside 
this sort of movie, and turn 
back to another bloody zombie 
apocalypse. Like Tim stopping 
his friend mid-sprint, once in a 
while we must stop and let our 
eyes behold the simple glory 
around us.

Scott Jones – Scott lives with his wife Sara and sons Drayton and 
Cameron in Princeton. Scott works as a campus minister at Princeton 
University with an organization called Christian Union and is one of the 
elders at Jacob’s Well.

“ as a christian, i am 
necessariLy caLLed to 
acknowLedGe both the 
profound brokenness 
of this worLd and the 
profound hope burstinG 
forth throuGh God’s 
intervention in that 
broken story.”
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Last month, I ran my sixth 
half marathon in two years. 

Lest you think I’m bragging, let 
me share another truth: I ran 
them very slowly. I didn’t finish 
in last place, but I’ve been way 
closer to last place than I really 
want to admit.  
 In all honesty, I waiver 
between being immensely 
proud of myself for running 
those races, and feeling pretty 
ashamed of my slow pace and 
lack of improvement over 
the course of two years. But 
that tug between honor and 
embarrassment has turned out 
to be an incredibly fruitful battle 
for me.  
 When I began running 
two years ago, it was at the 
encouragement of my friend, 
Carrie, who had taken up 
running a few years before and 
felt her life change because 
of it. There are, of course, the 
physiological benefits—if 
you train correctly then you 
will exercise regularly, pay 
attention to what you eat and 
how it fuels you, and make sure 
you’re getting enough rest and 
recovery time. More exercise, 
a healthier diet, and a bit more 
sleep would improve the lives of 
most Americans.  
 But what Carrie had 
discovered years before, and 
what I began to discover as 
I started running, was that 
somehow lacing up my sneakers 
and pounding the pavement day 
after day not only strengthened 
my physical heart but also had a 
profound effect on my  
spiritual heart. 
 This was, in fact, what I 
had hoped for. I signed up for 
that first race just two weeks 

after my 30th birthday, and I 
knew it was a risk. I am not a 
naturally athletic human being; 
the Puerto Rican physique 
that my father gifted me bares 
no resemblance to the ideal 
runner’s body. But I had recently 
come to realize that I was (am) 
an extreme perfectionist. A 
trusted confidante had pointed 
out that my desire to excel 
at everything meant that I 
never took any risks, never 

tried anything new. If there 
was a chance I might fail at 
something, then I wouldn’t even 
give it a shot. “Don’t you think 
you might be missing out on 
some great things?” he asked. 
The thought bothered me, so 
when Carrie asked if I would 
consider training for a half 
marathon, I saw a chance to take 
a risk and try something new. At 
least I would have a friend by my 
side through the process.  
 Training was hard. 
Training is hard. There are 
moments of exhilaration and 
moments of despair. The first 

time I ran seven miles in a row 
I couldn’t believe I had done it, 
I called my mother to celebrate 
(she was dutifully impressed, 
and still is every time I tell her 
I’ve run any distance over four 
miles). But the next weekend 
I went out to run eight miles 
and it went terribly. Just over 
halfway through the run I was 
completely out of gas, miles 
from home, and in tears that my 
body was not cooperating. I had 

the option to give up and walk 
home, or to push through the 
frustration and pain and finish 
the run, however slowly my body 
wanted to go. I chose to run 
home that day, and I’ve chosen 
to keep running, despite such 
setbacks (and there have been 
plenty more). 
 I’ve got six half marathons 
under my belt now, but when 
I’m lining up at the start of a 
race I still sometimes feel like 
a sham. I worry that the tiny 
athletic people surrounding me 
must be looking at my hips and 
my weight and shaking their 

heads in disbelief that I think 
I can run 13.1 miles. But every 
single time I reach the end of the 
race I realize nobody is thinking 
like that. Everybody is running 
their own race, challenging 
themselves in their own way, 
and when you cross the finish 
line there is nothing but joy, 
whether you finish in the top 10 
percent or the bottom  
10 percent.  
 The emotions I’ve 
experienced since I started 
running have proven to be a 
profound microcosm of life in 
general. On the one hand, I’ve 
been continually reminded 
that I am not as powerful and 
in control and perfect as I 
think I am. Running regularly 
shows me how weak I can be, 
and proves to me that I cannot 
be my own God and have my 
life go exactly as I desire. And 
no matter how hard I try, I am 
never going to be particularly 
good; I’m just not naturally built 
for it. 
 On the other hand, taking 
up running has also been the 
most empowering experience 
of my life. I may never post an 
impressive finish time, but the 
very fact that I can run that far 
is a victory in itself. Running 
reminds me of a larger truth: if 
I can humble myself to take part 
in the race (despite my f laws), 
at the finish line I’ll be met 
not with eyes of judgment and 
evaluation but with eyes  
of Grace.

the race before you
by Becky garcia

“ Let us aLso Lay aside every weiGht, 
and sin which cLinGs so cLoseLy, 
and Let us run with endurance 
the race that is set before us, 
LookinG to jesus, the founder 
and perfecter of our faith, who 
for the joy that was set before 
him endured the cross, despisinG 
the shame, and is seated at the 
riGht hand of the throne of God.” 

heb 12:1-2

becky Garcia – Becky is a New Jersey native who runs her own creative 
business from home. She thinks every day should include comfy jeans, 
delicious food, bright colors, and a podcast or two. She’s been attending 
Jacob’s Well since the fall of 2009. 

wt






	Letter from the Editors
	A New Mind by Reid Monaghan
	Remeber Not the Former Things by Mat Bellino
	Every New Beginning... by Nora Deviln
	Specialty Coffee by Travis Barrett
	Well Told: Hitting the Right Note by Simon Clark
	A Sacred Ride: The Motherhood Rollercoaster by Kristi McInerney
	New Beginning by Ana Bellino
	Modern Allegories by Ruth Chin
	Well Approved: About Time by Scott Jones
	The Race Before You by Becky Garcia

