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Intro – The Torch Beyond the Fence

“The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because He has anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor; He has sent me to heal the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives and recovery of sight to the blind, to set at liberty those who are oppressed.”
— Luke 4:18 (Amplified Bible)
Grace does not stop at the chapel door or end at the edge of the river. It flows through walls, over fences, and beneath wire.
Flow Beneath the Wire opens a new movement in The Torch Beyond the Fence series—where the story of faith continues inside places forgotten by many but never forsaken by God.
Reverend Lira Callahan, known inside the yard as Chaplain C, walks the same path once taken by the saints of prisoners—those who saw light in the darkest corners of the world. Like Saint Dismas, the penitent thief who found mercy beside Christ on the cross, and Saint Leonard of Noblac, patron of captives and the falsely accused, she believes redemption is not earned by innocence but discovered through grace.
When Sterling Rivers’ torch fell silent, Lira carried its flame beyond comfort and into calling. This is her testament—a chronicle of the small resurrections that happen when the forgotten dare to believe again.
Every day inside the walls, she stands before those who’ve lost everything but hope.
Her sermons are simple: You are seen. You are not beyond grace. The river still moves.
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Chapter One – Arrival Beneath the Wire
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The hum of the razor wire sounded almost like water—a current she couldn’t see, whispering just beyond the fence line.
Lira Callahan adjusted her badge, though it still felt foreign against her chest. Chaplain C was what they called her now, a name that seemed to fit the uniform better than it fit her heart.
It had been three months since Sterling Rivers collapsed mid-sermon. Three months since she watched the congregation scream and pray as paramedics tried to restart his pulse. Three months since his notebook, filled with half-written parables, fell from the pulpit and fluttered like a white-winged flock down the aisle.
He had been her mentor, her steady current—and the silence left behind had not stopped ringing.
Now, standing under the punishing Florida sun outside Marion Correctional, Lira felt the air thicken around her like a warning. The concrete shimmered. The gate buzzed and clanked shut behind her, a sound that carried finality.
“Welcome to Marion, ma’am,” a guard said from the booth, his tone half courteous, half indifferent.
She nodded. “Thank you.” The word caught on the dry air, barely audible.
In her pocket rested a smooth river stone—Sterling’s. He had pressed it into her hand at a revival two years ago, saying, The river flows where it’s needed most, not where it’s comfortable.
The stone pulsed faintly against her palm, or maybe that was her heartbeat. Either way, the message was clear: Flow still.
The small chapel sat near the east fence line, its white paint peeling in layers that reminded her of old sermons—weathered, but still standing. A few inmates lingered near the steps, their uniforms faded from years under the same relentless sun. One of them, a man with weary eyes and a Bible tucked under his arm, nodded toward her.
“You the new preacher?” he asked.
“Chaplain,” she said softly. “Chaplain C.”
The man smiled. “Guess the C stands for calm. We could use that around here.”
She almost smiled back. Almost.
Inside, the chapel smelled of dust and candle wax. The pulpit bore scratches from decades of restless hands. Behind it hung a wooden cross, unvarnished, humble—a cross like Sterling would have built himself.
She set down her worn leather bag and exhaled. The quiet was heavy, but it wasn’t empty. Something shimmered in it—memory, or maybe grace.
Her voice trembled as she whispered, “Lord, if You led me here, help me to see the reason.”
The fluorescent light flickered once, then steadied. Outside, thunder rumbled in the distance though the sky was still blue.
She looked up toward the cross. For a moment, she could almost hear Sterling’s voice: You don’t have to see the river to believe it’s still flowing.
Tears blurred her vision, and she laughed softly through them. “Still preaching, huh?” she whispered.
That night, in the small cottage by the fence, Lira unpacked her Bible, Sterling’s old torchlight, and a photo from Seminary—the two of them smiling in a hallway of books. The photo curled slightly at the edges, as though time itself were trying to hold it closer.
She turned off the lamp, but the torchlight on the dresser flickered once on its own—a warm pulse, gone as quickly as it came.
She breathed in the silence. The hum of the fence outside was almost a lullaby. The air smelled faintly of rain.
And somewhere, deep beneath the wire and concrete, she thought she heard it—a river still moving.
––––––––
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Scripture Notes

1. Luke 4:18 (AMP) — The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because He has anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor.

2. Isaiah 61:1 — The Spirit of the Sovereign Lord is upon me, because the Lord has anointed me to proclaim good news to the poor.

3. Hebrews 13:3 — Continue to remember those in prison as if you were together with them in prison.

4. Psalm 69:33 — For the Lord hears the needy and does not despise His captive people.

5. Matthew 25:36 — I was in prison and you came to visit me.
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Chapter Two – The Men and the Morning Bell
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The morning bell at Marion Correctional didn’t ring—it shuddered. It came through the pipes, a low vibration that hummed against the walls like the sound of metal remembering fire. Lira had already been awake for an hour, listening to it in the dark, her hands wrapped around a chipped mug of instant coffee.
By the time she reached the kitchen, steam rolled thick from the industrial pots. The men worked with the weary rhythm of habit—hands moving fast, eyes down, conversation held just below the guards’ hearing. The air smelled of bleach, sweat, and something faintly sweet, like rotting fruit.
“Morning, Chaplain,” one of them called, his voice rough but not unkind.
“Morning, Carter.”
He nodded toward the serving line. “You sure you wanna be in this early? Ain’t much grace floating in this room before seven.”
She smiled faintly. “Maybe that’s why I’m here.”
The guard near the door rolled his eyes but didn’t speak. He’d learned that trying to silence the chaplain usually took more energy than letting her talk.
Lira moved between the men, asking small questions—how long they’d been up, who was taking GED classes, who had family visits soon. Simple things, steady things. But something in the air felt off that morning, like a held breath before a confession.
It happened fast. A corporal barked an order, two guards moved toward the back pantry, and within seconds came the scrape of a crate dragged across the floor. A sour, yeasty smell filled the air—the unmistakable stench of Buck, the homemade alcohol that circulated through the prison like forbidden communion.
“Who’s responsible for this?” the sergeant demanded. No one spoke. The men froze, heads lowered, faces blank.
Lira’s heart clenched. She’d heard the whispers about Buck—the “brew of sorrow,” some called it. A desperate man’s escape, poured into a plastic bag and hidden under the floor grates.
The sergeant kicked the crate open. A stream of cloudy liquid spilled across the tile, running toward the drain. “You think this is a joke?” he shouted. “You think you’re gonna get drunk on my watch?”
He ordered two men to carry the crate outside. The others followed, silent, to watch the punishment unfold in the yard. The guards dumped the Buck into the dirt, and the smell rose—sweet, sour, heavy. The men stood behind the fence line, watching what might have been their one comfort sink into the dust.
One muttered, “That was my brother’s batch.” Another whispered, “That’s six weeks gone.”
Lira stayed back by the chapel door, torn between duty and ache. She wanted to pray aloud, but the words wouldn’t come. All she could think was: So much sorrow for something so small.
When the men returned, the kitchen was quieter. The guards lingered, pretending to inspect shelves, but really they were waiting for someone to speak. Lira finally broke the silence.
“Would it help,” she said softly, “if we made something else? Something to cool down the heat of all this?”
Carter blinked. “Like what?”
She opened the freezer and saw the half-empty jug of fruit punch concentrate. “Freezy cups,” she said, remembering the summer church picnics she and Sterling once organized for neighborhood kids. “Juice and patience—that’s all they take.”
Some of the men laughed, a low, surprised sound. “You serious?”
“Dead serious,” she said. “Nobody’s drunk off sugar, right?”
They looked at one another, uncertain, then shrugged. Within minutes, someone had poured the syrupy punch into styrofoam cups, another man slid trays into the freezer, and for the first time that day, laughter rose—not loud, but real.
Lira smiled, feeling something shift in the air. Grace, sneaking in through the cracks.
By noon, though, the kitchen sergeant stormed in, clipboard in hand. “Chaplain C,” he barked, “what exactly do you think you’re doing in here?”
“Just keeping spirits up,” she said carefully.
He jabbed a finger at the freezer. “You’re not here to play cafeteria mom. You’re crossing lines, giving them treats like they’re at summer camp. You want to preach? Preach. But don’t blur the rules.”
She swallowed hard. “It was just juice.”
“Juice turns into favors,” he said flatly. “Favors turn into trouble.”
He wrote her up on the spot—“Unauthorized commissary engagement,” it read—and told her to report to the warden’s office next week.
That night, back
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