
Pk’s Perspectives …	Fireworks	

	 I had the privilege of officiating an evening wedding on Saturday in the big city of 
Byron.  Upon returning to Cochran around 8:45, I went straight to my office @ the church to 
recalibrate my mind from “wedding stuff” to “Sunday stuff.”  

	 So I’m sitting in the quiet tranquility of my office reflecting on the Scripture for 
Sunday morning when an aerial attack was launched against our fair city!  One booming 
explosion after another, shattering the quiet and destroying the tranquility.  I was beyond 
startled and sat for a few seconds in the fog of surprise, wondering “What the heck?”  My 
brain finally plucked a piece of info tucked away in my memory bank:  the city was using 
the church parking lot to launch October Fest fireworks!  

	 I went outside, stood on the office porch to watch the fireworks show for a quick 
minute, and then retreated to my office to ostensibly finish reviewing my Sunday check list.  
Yeah, this didn’t work out very well; the fireworks continued exploding outside.  Not only 
could I hear them, I could feel them as I sat in my office.  The booming explosions sounded 
like they were going over the building and ricocheting between my office window and the 
city auditorium across the street.  There would come a sliver of silence as if the firework 
show was complete then suddenly, just as I was starting to relax, another volley of sky 
rockets would launch.  The whole experience was grating on my last nerve: I knew I wasn’t 
in any danger; I knew our city wasn’t being bombed; yet the constant starting, stopping, 
and starting of the explosions was creating a pocket of angst in my mind.  It was really a 
weird moment for me…so I moved over to the couch and tried to gain some perspective 
on what I was experiencing and feeling.

	 I began to think about the innocents living in places that have become war zones…
innocents that wait out the long, slow hours of the night listening for the sounds of 
incoming bombs; innocents that brace for the cascading explosions that will surely follow.  
I tried to envisage the crippling fear that surely must take root in the hearts of those 
enduring such terror.  I thought about the children growing up in places like Afghanistan or 
Libya or Palestine or Israel…in cities where the sounds of gunfire, mortar shell launchers, 
and missile explosions are part of the mosaic of daily life.  I thought how demoralizing it 
must be to walk out every morning to note what structures had been destroyed, what 
landmarks were still intact, and which neighbors were still alive.

	 My heart was heavy as I thought about the ravages of war; the countless innocents 
who have been physically and mentally scarred by both the sound and fury of bombs 
falling from the sky.  I prayed for nameless innocents who nightly endure the bedlam of war 
and face the crippling prospect of losing everything.  

	 My fireworks experience was not some deep spiritual moment…but it was 
significant to me.  My soul connected with nameless people living under skies raining 
destruction; my soul hurt for the destructive bent of human nature.  My gratitude deepened 
for the life, liberty, and safety my homeland affords to me.  Finally, my longing intensified 
for the return of my King and His reign of peace and justice.  Grace & peace, love you.  PK.  


