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Approaching his tenth wedding anniversary, a man
realized that, in his wife's eyes, one of the things

that made his love for her so unique was the poetry
he had written in appreciation of her. And so, as he
pondered what to give her as a gift to mark this

occasion, he had an idea....

From 2004's "A Treasure" to 2015's "This God-
Giv'n Joy," this volume contains every poem Jeff
Jones has written in appreciation of his wife, Erin.
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This God-Giv'n Joy

Poetic Reflections on Ten Years of Marriage

Ten years ago, a reluctant
and unlikely poet was, by
the grace of a wonderful
God, joined in marriage to
the woman who had stolen
his heart. Only a few
months before, after trying
to impress his new
girlfriend with what he
thought was a sappy poem,
he had found (to his relief)
that she viewed his work a
lot more positively than he
did. So, he wrote more for
her, first into their
engagement, and then
during the first ten years of
their marriage.

Here, for the first time all
together and in print, are
all the poems Jeff Jones
has written for his wife,
Erin.
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Dedication

To my beloved wife, Erin, for whom all these poems were written. I love you 
with everything in me. 

Above all, to our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, who gave us to one another as 
a display of his mercy and goodness. To him be the glory both now and to the day of 

eternity. Amen. (2 Peter 3:18)
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Preface

Love does funny things to a man.

I never fancied myself a poet. Indeed, though I was an avid reader 
growing up, there was no genre of literature I so utterly loathed and 
detested as I did poetry. When I was assigned poetry to read in grade 
school, it was a chore. When directed to write it? Torture. The idea that 
I would, one day, not only go out of my way to create poetry, but do so 
cheerfully and willingly, would have been laughable to me in my younger 
days.

Many years later, contemplating the end of an Army career, I was a “new 
man,” developing a newfound passion for biblical study. God’s Word is 
certainly full of poetry, to be sure. And certainly the influence of biblical 
poetry can be seen in the pages to follow. Yet that was not why I began 
writing in verse. Indeed, it was well before I began studying biblical 
genres and Hebrew literature when I scratched out the first poem found 
in this little volume (“A Treasure,” on page 27).

It was no long-held appreciation for verse that moved me to write that 
first work. Nor was it an affection for the forms of Scripture and a 
desire to imitate its holy melodies, though that certainly does drive me 
now. No, it was that most mysterious, most irrational, most funny 
motivation: love.

Love for my perfect match, for the other half of myself. Love for “my 
little girl,” Erin Jayne.

Erin’s not perfect. (Perhaps the most persuasive evidence for that 
statement is the fact that, in a moment of madness, she consented to 
marry me—and remained in that state long enough to see that fateful 
decision carried through!) And I’m not perfect—you need only ask Erin! 
But even though we were and are not perfect, a perfect God had a 
perfect plan to make an imperfect man and an imperfect woman a 
perfect match for one another.

Very early on in our relationship, I found, as many love-struck young 
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men do, that mere words simply could not suffice to express and 
describe the joy I felt in Erin’s company. And as insufficient as words 
are, words in prose form are even less suitable. Prose works well for 
more technical pursuits: the details of history; the intricacies of theology; 
the fine points of strategy, tactics, and the operational art of war; the 
minutia of administration and bureaucracy; even the broad sweep of a 
skillfully written epic story. But when it comes to matters of the heart, 
when it comes time to express the joys and sorrows and exultations and 
frustrations of love, prose lacks the capacity to convey raw affections 
and emotions the way that poetry can.

It’s probably no coincidence that, around the same time that God in his 
providence was stoking the new fires of my affections for him, he was 
also fuelling a love for Erin. And in those days, as I found myself 
longing to respond to the new glories being unveiled before my eyes in 
God’s Word, I also found myself aching to express my growing 
appreciation for the manner in which those glories found reflection and 
expression in this woman he had created. 

Christ’s Bride, the Church, has from the beginning recognized this God-
given impulse to praise her Groom by expressing her affections through 
song. Thousands upon thousands of hymns have been written in 
worship of the triune God over the past two millennia, and no doubt 
countless more will be added to their number in the endless ages to 
come. And so my desire to acknowledge and broadcast the perfections 
of the Almighty found fulfillment in worship, as I joined the Church 
each Sunday in praise. 

But for the man who longs to reflect and imitate that worship in how he 
loves his own bride, as Paul in his letter to the Ephesians reveals is the 
purpose of marriage, it is somewhat different. When a Christian sings to 
his Lord or recites the ancient words of a creed or confession, while he 
may be following words written by another, the object of his praises and 
affections remains the same as the author’s. For a man in love with a 
woman, to, say, take the praises written by another and relay them to her 
wouldn’t be the same. Not only are those not his words, but they were 
not written for her, or about her. That’s why, I think, Hallmark cards 
and the like have always felt insincere and artificial to me—a feeling that 
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I know Erin shares as well. Sure, I use them myself, and I appreciate 
those who send them to me on special occasions. But for the holy task 
of loving my bride as myself, using another’s words simply fails to 
convey my own feelings appropriately.

It was for these reasons that I first put pen to paper and wrote “A 
Treasure” for Erin. And the way my feeble words, arranged in poetic 
form, so moved Erin in response showed that this was a most special 
way that I could convey my own unique and special affections for her. 

And so it was that I found myself playing the poet, and even, against all 
my expectations, enjoying the work of writing! Yet, work it was. In 
Erin’s eyes I may be a passable poet, but it certainly does not come 
naturally to me. Each of the poems in this volume took far more effort 
than I expended writing this introduction. That, plus the ever-increasing 
complexity and busyness of our lives, has meant that my poems to Erin 
have been all too infrequent and scarce. That is to my shame; she 
deserves better.

Indeed, she deserves more than I could ever write.

My hope and prayer is that my love for Erin, imperfect as it is, will be 
seen in these pages for what it was appointed to be from before all ages: 
a reflection of the love Jesus Christ has for his Bride, the Church, of 
which I am a part.
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Introduction

I will be the first to admit that I really know very little about poetry. 
Indeed, I almost certainly know more about ancient Hebrew poetry than 
I do about its ancient and modern English counterpart. 

That’s why I felt that the best way to arrange these poems is in 
chronological order; I do not really feel competent to attempt some 
other form of organization. That said, I have chosen to present these 
poems not in the order that I wrote them, but rather in reverse order 
from newest to oldest. This is simply because I’ve taken the opportunity 
to add a couple poems that, up until this printing, Erin has never read. 
This way, she can enjoy something fresh and new before reminiscing as 
she re-reads the old.

I’ve prepared this book as a gift to my wife on the tenth anniversary of 
our marriage. It’s probably best to clarify here, up front, that the subtitle 
of this book (“Poetic Reflections on Ten Years of Marriage”) isn’t 
meant to suggest that these poems all are about our tenth wedding 
anniversary; they aren’t. Rather, I’ve collected all the poems I’ve ever 
written to Erin as a collective reflection on our relationship. Also, the 
subtitle isn’t meant to suggest that all the poems were written during our 
marriage. Indeed, some of these poems predate our wedding. I’ve 
included them because I believe they have great bearing on the ten years 
we’ve spent as husband and wife, given that they have each contributed 
in great and small ways to building and strengthening that relationship.

As for style, again, I am no poetic expert. I have no aspirations to poetic 
greatness! I don’t make any claims to have accomplished anything 
literarily noteworthy or new. I don’t even really feel qualified to offer any 
kind of literary commentary on my own writing! I will, however, give a 
few very basic reflections on what I’ve written so far.

The works that follow are somewhat eclectic. From the beginning, I’ve 
tried to make each poem a rather unique work. I’ve sought to vary them 
in length, so some (like “Ten to One,” page 15) have been quite short, 
while others (like “A Treasure,” page 27) have been relatively longer. 
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Similarly, I’ve tried to diversify their tone; thus, the reader will find 
lighthearted and playful fare (such as my lame attempt at a humorous 
tribute in “My Excellent Wife,” page 11, which is a re-write of Proverbs 
31), alongside deeply serious content (such as “What A Friend,” page 
18). I’ve at least once disregarded rhyme (see “Journey,” page 25), 
though most of my poems include it. There’s even a song I wrote 
(“Song of my Heart,” page 23) which I used to propose marriage to Erin 
on September 17, 2004! 

As a pastor, one of my most important responsibilities is to study the 
Scriptures and seek to understand them more fully. As such, I’ve tried in 
various ways to apply lessons learned in my biblical studies. This is 
probably most evident in “A Birthday Meditation” (page 14), which was 
a conscious effort to reflect two forms common to Hebrew poetry in 
the Old Testament. First, it is an acrostic poem, where the first letter of 
each line is deliberately chosen to follow a pattern (I’ll let the reader take 
a look and figure it out!). Second, it is also structured in parallelism. This 
form is perhaps the signature feature of ancient Hebrew poetry, but my 
take is a little different than its inspiration. Hebrew poetry rarely rhymes, 
choosing instead to parallel similar or contrasting thoughts or ideas. I 
took “the easy way,” deciding to parallel similar sounds instead. So, the 
first and last lines rhyme, the second and second-last, and so on until the 
“heart” of the poem, the centre line, which stands alone for emphasis.

All this is not to boast or claim any remarkable accomplishment. Rather, 
my hope is that it helps the reader understand just a little about how I’ve 
approached writing these poems. What’s far more important, though, is 
the two central themes, or vital strands, running through virtually all of 
my work: my love for Erin, and my desire to see God glorified in that 
love. I’ve tried throughout to unpack my deep sense of unworthiness, 
both of the love Erin has shown me and more fundamentally of the 
grace in which I stand before God, accepted and forgiven. I’ve sought in 
all of these to bring out my deep conviction that not one moment of my 
life with Erin has been an accident or a coincidence, but was rather 
“written in God’s book” before all ages, and each step established by his 
sovereign power at the proper time. I’ve attempted to reflect Paul’s 
“mystery” that marriage reflects, displays, and points to the union 
between Jesus Christ and his Bride, the Church, a “mystery” that Erin 
and I have deliberately and self-consciously sought to make known from 
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the very beginning of our marriage, in the biblical text read at our very 
wedding. 

So this is my twofold aim: that all might see displayed the love I have for 
my wife Erin Jayne—in order that all might know the love our Saviour 
has shown us in saving us and uniting us with himself for all eternity.

Soli Deo Gloria
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This God-Giv’n Joy

They say time flies
When having fun
Well, all the days
We've spent as one

Have seemed that way 
I can't say why
But ten short years
Have just blown by

Like yesterday
Was when we met
You asked me to
Your birthday fête 

I found this girl
I barely knew
Had character
A heart that's true

Mere friends at first
We were, but soon
As months passed by
That friendship grew

When, thoughtless, I
Said hurtful things
Barbed words struck you
Out from my sling

I wrote to you
Apologized
That left a mark
You realized
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Despite my lack
Of care in word,
You strangely felt
Your heart being stirred

You took your thoughts 
Across the sea
And mulled them o'er 
As poverty

And war around 
You loomed, yet still
Of me you felt
A strange new thrill

When you returned
That's when you called
And changed my life
When I, enthralled

Heard you say you'd 
Not say no; should
Ask you out, I
Dared, you would

I was amazed
That, after all
I'd done, still you
Forgave my fall

The months flew by
And then we wed
Since that time
The years have fled

Some days it seemed 
We'd climb'd to heav'n 
Life shared with one
B'came life with sev'n
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Giggles, laughter
Filled our home
As six small blessings
'Round us roam'd

What a mother
You proved to be!
What a wife!
I came to see.

At times it felt
Like being drown'd
As every day's
So tightly wound

That every time
Small problems rose
E'en loving kids
Seemed mortal foes

And minor bumps
Or problems small
Loomed in our path
As tow'ring walls 

But still, you smile
And laugh with me
As messes spread
And children scream

For deep within 
Your soul, you know
God's there to fight
Your every foe

And all the trials
He's made us face
Will be as mist
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When, by God's grace

He takes us home
To live with him
Our hope's beyond
This world of sin

So, screeching babes
Or stacking bills
Mounting chores
And clashing wills

Are passing storms
That can't subdue
This God-giv'n joy
I've found with you.
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Evergreen

Evergreen

The soaring pines stand covering
God's mighty mountain walls
Their hues of jade against grey stone
And silv'ry waterfalls

Summer sunshine, winter snow
Don't change their myrtle shades
The trees stand firm against the time
Deep-rooted in their glades

'Twas in such forest canopies
Surrounded by tall peaks
God placed me in this busy world
His glorious will to seek

O'er time I've shifted many ways
I've grown and learned and changed
I moved from place to place, and yet
Those trees remained the same

Evergreen

God's mercy's been, like western trees
Lush, steadfast, colorful
A velvet glove o'er'top the steel
Gauntlet of his will

He sought me out while I was lost
A convict to reprieve
He tracked me down and seized my heart
He moved me to believe

No human words, no feeble poem
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Can offer proper praise
For unchanging, un-earned love
Amazing, sov'reign grace

One precious sign of God's great love
Was Erin as my wife 
So constant grace, still growing,
Has flourished in my life

Evergreen

Now sheltered fast behind the heights
Of God's preserving grace
And guarded from the world's storms
Beneath his watchful face

New life has taken root upon
The ageless rock of faith
Our love for one another's grown
By mercy been kept safe

We've seen how constantly the Judge
Of all the earth does right
Anchored in this shared foundation
Growing t'ward the light

I know now that this love for you
Was given by God to me
My pray'r for us is that by grace
This love will always be

Evergreen
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A Limerick Most Lame

There once was a damsel named Eppy

Who married a fellow named Jeffrey

She hoped for five kids

And wound up with six

Now’s hooked on "eff-vees" from the Timmy's
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My Excellent Wife

An excellent wife, I have found!
She is far more precious than shares in Apple or downtown 
Calgary real estate.

 
My heart does trust in her,

and I have had no lack of children.
 
She has done me good, and not harm,

all the 3571 days of our marriage.
 
She seeks yarn for loom-knitting,

and changes diapers with willing hands.
 
She is like the choo choo trains;

she brings us her hekka and tacos from afar.
 
She rises while it is yet night

and provides countless bottles of milk for her babies and dry bums 
for her twins.

 
She considers a piece of furniture on Kijiji and buys it;

with the seeds she selects at Canadian Tire, she plants a garden.
 
She dresses herself with strength,

and makes her arms tough with repetitive lifting of small children.
 
She perceives that her Value Village transactions are profitable;

her washing machine and dryer do not cease at night.
 
She puts her hands to the ball of yarn,

and her hands hold the pink plastic knitting loom.
 
She opens her arms to the poor baby whose twin just beat her over the 
head,

and reaches out her hands to the toddler in need of a snack.
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She is not afraid of snow for her household,

for all her household are clothed in skipants and parkas and hats 
and gloves and boots.

 
She makes warm tuques for herself;

her clothing is fine knitting.
 
Her husband is known in the labyrinthine bowels of the church

when he sits on Thursday nights in a drab, windowless office 
among the elders of Calvary Grace.

 
She makes knit garments and gives them away;

she delivers hats to glad family members and friends.
 
Strength and dignity are her clothing,

which is good not only because she has more than enough laundry 
to do.

 
She opens her mouth with wisdom,

and the teaching of kindness and Bible and Language Arts and 
Math and Social Studies and History and Art and Health and 
Physical Education is on her tongue.

 
She looks well to the ways of her household,

and does not eat the bread of idleness (or even breakfast, if I don’t 
remind her).

 
Her children rise up and call her “the best Mommy ever,” for she is;

as do I also, and I praise her:
 
“Many women have done excellently, 

but you surpass them all.”
 
Charm is deceitful, and beauty is vain,

but a woman who fears the Lord—like Erin—is to be praised.
 
Let her have a well-earned rest,

and let her works praise her on Facebook and Twitter…
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(My apologies to King Lemuel)
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A Birthday Meditation

Every morning, God, to me, displays his mercies new.

Radiant, warm, a woman marked by tenderness and care–

Indeed, to me, a tender rock and conscience you have been.

No gift I’d give could ever match the one
in you I’ve found:

Joy unmatched, embodied in this 
wife God gave to me!

And now another year’s gone by. More 
challenges abound.

Yet through it all, fatigue and pain, you’re still my closest 
friend.

Now, we, blessed with foretaste of our hope, life’s trials bear:

Endless happy years with Christ, reflected here with you.
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Ten to One

Ten short years I’ve known you, Erin 
Been blessed to call you friend 

Nine of those we've been a pair 
Hearts to each other bent 

Eight years (soon) of married joy 
I've treasured by your side 

Seven summers shared beneath 
This big Alberta sky 

Six spent learning how on earth 
These little kids we'll raise 

Five provinces you crossed with me, 
for me--I'm still amazed 

Four God-giv'n gifts whose tireless feet 
Unholy hours roam 

Three towns now we've hung our hats 
Sunk roots, worked, made a home 

Two pasts, two different worlds, now joined 
In Christ one destiny 

One love, one faith, one road we share 
One Lord who gave one girl for me
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Eight Christmas Days

So here we are, at Christmastime,
Again we pause to note

The day of our dear Saviour’s birth
To whom we all devote

Remember all his gifts
The mercies undeserved

Deliverance from wrath
Eternal life preserved

The promise of unending joy
New heavens and new earth

Endless ages with our Lord
All come from Jesus’ birth

What blessings we’ve been given
What gifts God’s sent our way
 
And as we come to Christmas now
It fits to count the days

Seven Yules shared as man and wife
As friends in love, we’ve eight

It seems so strange to count that way!
So odd, to add eight years…

Just yesterday, it feels, we walked the aisle;
Bound through joys and tears

Yet here we are, with three small babes!
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Nay, four; we’ve one to come.

O, how the months and years flown
Since West we made our home!

And through it all, you love me still
Despite my many faults

You’ve stood by me through highs and lows
And weathered life’s assaults

Words can’t describe my love for you
Nor salve the pain you bore

But thank you for eight Christmastimes
I pray for many more.
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What a Friend

New views, new scenes 
New friends, new life  
You don't know how you'll do
 

New roads, new streets  
New job, new home
It's harder than you knew  

And even with your doubts 
Yet still you tough it out 
And look how proud I am of you 

What a friend you were, my love 
What a gift God gave 
What a partner you'd become 
I'd never been so proud  

A sleepless night 
A tortured rest
It echoes through the walls 

A little voice  
A tearful cry  
You stumble down the hall

You hold her to your chest
You calm her till she rests
And then you try to sleep once more 

What a friend you were, my love 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What a gift God gave 
What a mother you'd become 
I'd never been so proud 

Another chore
Another bill
It never seems to end 

Another need
Another trip  
And so you go again  

You're always on the run 
You somehow get it done
And I don't see the half of it
 

What a friend you were, my love 
What a gift God gave
What a helper you'd become
I'd never been so proud  

Through it all, you've been right there 
My rock, my strength, my love
A wife of quality so rare 
The hand of God above
 
What a friend you are, my love
What a gift God's given  
What a wife you've always been
I've never been so proud
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Gift

A man once stood
Alone and cold 
Shiv'ring in the night  

All by himself,
With no one there
To help him in his fight 

A soldier, he
Was trained for war
But try with all his might  

He could not find 
E'en one to help  
Him navigate his plight 

His future lay
Before him, dim
Uncertain, full of fear  

His dreams were lost
His body pained
And yet, amidst his tears  

Naught did he know
Of God's great plan
For hope was very near  

His life would change
Great blessings flow  
All in one short year 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His Father saw
His wayward child 
And said, "It's time he turned,"   

And so within 
The soldier's heart 
A new fire kindled, burned

Born of Spirit
Baptized, saved 
God's Holy Word he learned

Even so, God 
Had prepared  
Another gift, unearned

For God, in His
Great mercy said
"For Jeff to be alone   

"Is not my will, 
So here I give 
A partner matched by none."
 
Oh, the bliss!
The joy he found 
In his beloved one 

Like morning's sun  
Or cool spring rain 
Her love his heart won   

What a treasure!
What a friend! 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The soldier thanked his Lord

For, deep down 
He knew he'd ne'er
Merit such reward
 
A priceless gem
Embodied love,
All of this toward

The man, who knew
At last, he'd found
The one girl he'd adore...
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Song of My Heart

Every time I see you
My heart leaps in my breast
I think of all I’ve ever done
My times with you were best
My God has been so good to me
In you I have been blessed
Yet with all that you have done for me
I still have one request….

You… are the song of my heart
You… are God’s own work of art
You… are the song of my heart
And I thank God for you
You’re the song of my heart

Life is never easy
But with you it seems so right
I’ve leaned on you, and cried with you
You’ve always held me tight
You’ve been right there when times were tough
With me through every fight
God has answered all my prayers
And so I’ll ask this night….

You… are the song of my heart
You… are God’s own work of art
You… are the song of my heart
And I thank God for you
You’re the song of my heart

The thought of facing life without you
Cuts me like a knife
You’ve stuck with me through good and bad
Through sorrow, joy, and strife
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Now I know I’ve found the one
With whom I’ll share my life….

Darling, will you be my wife?
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Journey

The road we're traveling, like any other, has hills and valleys; 
Bumps and holes that trip us up from time to time.
Traveling this road means risking that
We'll share pain along the way.
 

I'll do my very best to guard you, 
And protect you from harm and fear.
I'll pray for you, and hold you tight,
And stand to fight your battles for you.  

But I'm no angel, and perfect I am not. 
And sometimes I'll wind up causing you 
Pain and hurt and regret. 
All I can do is ask your forgiveness and soldier on...
 

For as Paul said, "Love always hopes  
And always perseveres." 
And so I will, for I want to see this road 
To its end, together, with you.   

For this journey has been so unforgettable, 
And your companionship so wonderful,
Our Guide and Lord so faithful,
That I'd rather be nowhere else. 

No one else could make me feel
So happy and fulfilled inside. 
As I prepare to face life's storms and battles 
You are the one I want standing beside me. 

We're approaching a steep, hard hill
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We'll have to climb it in the weeks ahead.
The nature of this mountain is such that
We'll be climbing it by ourselves. 

But shining from behind the dark shadow of that hill  
Is a light so bright and beautiful. 
Our future lays ahead, beyond this hill,
And when it's climbed I'll look for you, the girl I love so much... 

That happy day, I'll take you in my arms 
And we'll continue together down this same road.
And at the end of this road we're on, 
Is a life together with you, in God's love.
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A Treasure

It's been a strange, but happy year
And as the days go by
Everywhere I turn, I see
God's blessings multiplied   

It's like He came to me one day
And whispered in my ear
He said, "See here, a priceless gem,
A treasure I hold dear."

He showed me what He held within 
His hand- a source of light  
Shining like an evening star 
A matchless jewel, so bright

He said, "I've placed a fire within
My treasure, meant to be  
A flame that burns for Me alone, 
And shines for all to see.  

"And like a diamond, I have made
This jewel strong- imbued 
With My strength, to keep it safe 
And always to Me, true.

See how sharp its lines are carved! 
Reflecting from each face,
Intelligence and wisdom in 
This, My gem, I've placed."

Colours danced within the gem 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Like music in the air
The beauty of those sparkling shades-
Oh, nothing could compare! 

God smiled, and said, "Those colours are
A love so full and sweet,
It cannot be contained, but
Overflows on all it meets."

God held His treasure out to me- 
I dared not think it wise  
To take it, for I did not trust
Myself with such a prize.  

"Trust Me, Jeff," was God's reply,
"Please hold this- I'm still here, 
I want to show you something else,
I'm with you- never fear."

He placed His jewel in my hand- 
How warm it was to touch!  
I looked to God, who answered, 
"That's A heart that cares so much, 
 

"It shares its warmth with all it meets; 
And comforts those in need.
No mere stone- this is a heart
So tender, and so sweet,   

"This heart I've made, I've set inside
Another child of Mine  
One I love so dearly that
For her, like you, I died.

"I'm leaving Erin here with you 
According to my plan
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It will, to you, be clear in time;
Someday you'll understand.  

"I'm trusting you to keep her safe,
To love and care for her. 
Trust in Me and keep Me first- 
I'll guide you- you be sure."  

You're such a treasure- such a joy! 
Oh, how His blessings flow! 
I'll never comprehend just why
With you, He trusts me so.

But in the end, it's all God's will
What will be, I can't say...
But I thank Him for my time with you,
And treasure every day. 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Afterword
As I close this work, I’m forced once again to acknowledge, as I did in 
the Preface, that this book is woefully short. There’s perhaps nothing I 
do for Erin that she finds more romantic than writing her poems, and 
yet in ten years of marriage I have only these to show. Again, this is to 
my shame, and she deserves better, and more.

So my hope and prayer is that, if God permits, I’ll one day revise this 
work, or write a sequel. I’m not triumphantly “tying a bow” on my 
poetic endeavors with this book, in other words. Rather, I see it as 
motivation to carry on.

No matter what happens, though, I’m thankful beyond words for the 
time God’s given me with Erin, and for the opportunity I’ve had to 
show my love for her in this way. It’s been a foretaste of heaven, indeed, 
to have her as my wife. And what a privilege it’s been seeking to see the 
glory of marriage, the image of Christ’s love for his church, displayed in 
this marriage. This has been, and will be, my most important and most 
vital ministry. May God continue to bless us in it and be honored by it.

Jeff Jones
May 7, 2015
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