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What is Lent?  
 
Lent is the 40 days that precede Easter (excluding Sundays). In the 
Christian Scriptures, the number 40 relates to the period spent in 
the ark by Noah, the period spent by Israel seeking the Promised 
Land after the Exodus, and the amount of time Jesus was in the 
wilderness   after His baptism and prior to the beginning of his    
ministry. For us, the season of Lent is an invitation to 40 days of    
renewal (“Lent” means “spring”) and 40 days to prepare ourselves 

to take in the Good News of Easter through deeper disciplines of prayer, fasting and        
sacrifice. Lent begins on what is called “Ash Wednesday.” Part of the tradition of Ash 
Wednesday is to receive a mark of ashes on your forehead. Receiving the ashes reminds us 
that God’s love is triumphant over sin and death, and that God remains “in communion” 
with us, that in Christ, our mortality is overcome. Another important tradition in Lent is to    
sacrifice something or give up something for Lent. For example, some people will give up 
television, others will give up eating meat, some will give up beer or coffee, others may give 
up gossiping.  
 
 

Lent at Christ United Methodist Church  
Who, me?????                        Yes, YOU.  

 
You don’t have to “sacrifice” a bunch of stuff. Although, try it! You might like it! 
 
You can add something, too. 5 minutes a day of prayer. One random act of kindness a 
day. One hour of meditation a week. Taking walks. Following this daily devotional! 
 
Anything to remind you that this season is different. It’s important to check in with ourselves, 
develop new habits. 
 
We start taking out our coats with the sign of leaves changing colors, and we pull out the 
shovels when the cold wind bites our nose: so too we use this season of sleet and gluck and 
snow and sunshine to wrestle with our daily life practices and consider how God is a part of 
everything. 
 
Take a moment right now to breathe in, breathe out. 
 
Ask God, what do you have for me this Lent? 
 
If you don’t hear anything, that’s great. Henri Nouwen says, “In the spir-
itual life, the word discipline means "the effort to create some space in 
which God can act." Discipline means to prevent everything in your life 
from being filled up. Discipline means that somewhere you're not occu-
pied, and certainly not preoccupied. In the spiritual life, discipline 
means to      create that space in which something can happen that 
you hadn't planned or counted on.” 
 
So it takes time. Create space today. Let something happen. 
 
-CUMC Pastors and Staff 
(daily readings adapted from The Upper Room Disciplines, A Book of Daily Devotions 2017) 
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Friday, March 3, 2017 
 
Matthew 4:1-11 
1Then Jesus was led by the Spirit into the wilderness to be tempted by the devil. 2 After       

fasting forty days and forty nights, he was hungry.3 The tempter came to him and said, “If 

you are the Son of God, tell these stones to become bread.” 4 Jesus answered, “It is written: 

‘Man shall not live on bread alone, but on every word that comes from the mouth of 

God.’5 Then the devil took him to the holy city and had him stand on the highest point of the 

temple. 6 “If you are the Son of God,” he said, “throw yourself down. For it is written: 7 Jesus 

answered him, “It is also written: ‘Do not put the Lord your God to the test. 8 Again, the devil 

took him to a very high mountain and showed him all the kingdoms of the world and their 

splendor. 9 “All this I will give you,” he said, “if you will bow down and worship me.” 10 Jesus 

said to him, “Away from me, Satan! For it is written: ‘Worship the Lord your God, and serve 

him only.’ 11 Then the devil left him, and angels came and attended him. 

  
One Persistent Demand 

 
Part of being human is to experience moments of true perception about those things that 
touch you so intimately that suddenly you see…. Such moments don’t come often. Hold on 
to them. Cherish them until they become so much a part of you as to be second nature. For 
there is only one persistent demand made upon us by the Spirit. It is that we are receptive. 
That we keep our eyes open, our minds unclosed. It is, in short, that we retain all our lives our 
sense of wonder. 
 
Michael Mayne 
Source: The Sunrise of Wonder  
 

                   Contributed by Aileen Williams 

 

Saturday, March 4, 2017 
 
Read Matthew 4:1-11 (see above) 
Mission to Guatemala Journal Entry  
 
My heart is so happy. I am more content than I’ve been in maybe a year; possibly even 
two. On this day, I am quite certainly sure that this trip has been the most outstanding thing I 
have accomplished in my life thus far.  

 

“Give a man a fish, he eats for one day. Teach a man to fish, and you feed him for a        
lifetime.”  

 

This trip will not be such an accomplishment because of level of difficulty… This trip will be 
prominently significant because it’s special.  

 

“We do not feel sorry for these people…because—well—they are NOT sad, and they don’t 
want us to be sad for them. These people are so proud of their home.” ~Dr. Phil Karsell 

 

 



As I gaze off past Juan (John Lage’s Pastor friend) who lives here in Chichicastenango, in 
the hills, who has invited us to his house for the afternoon for a lovely meal, I fall into the 
thought of how honestly, seriously, contently, and overwhelmingly happy I am to be here in 
this moment of life. I have already thought about leaving this place, and how sad that will 
be.  

 

Here, with my feet on this beautifully chaotic land, I feel more fulfillment in my heart than I 
ever have….and we haven’t even started the actual clinic part yet. 

 

                             Contributed by Nikki Gensmer 

 

Monday, March 6, 2017 

 

Psalm 121 

1 I lift up my eyes to the mountains— 

    where does my help come from? 

2my help comes from the Lord 

    the Maker of heaven and earth. 

3 He will not let your foot slip— 

    he who watches over you will not slumber; 

4 Indeed He who watches over Israel 

    will neither slumber nor sleep. 

5 The LORD watches over you— 

    the LORD is your shade at your right hand; 

6 the sun will not harm you by day 

    nor the moon by night. 

7 The LORD will keep you from all harm— 

    he will watch over your life; 

8 the Lord will watch over your coming and going 

    both now and forevermore. 

 

To Dust 

 

“Pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death, 

Pray for us now and at the hour of our death”  

- T. S. Eliot 

 

My teeth ache as though I were biting ice-cream. The chill wind blows through my lips and 

circles around my incisors—it dries my eyes and freezes the condensation on my upper lip. I 

look down and continue to make my way along the English roadside. I notice the puddles 

from yesterday’s rain. No longer wet and young, they are frozen with age. Deliberately, I let 

my foot fall on one and relish the satisfying sound of puncturing the world’s surface.          

Creation, I realize, is brittle. 
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Remember that you are dust 

 

I lie still, listening to the clicks and hums as I am slowly drawn up into the tube. The song of 

moving parts and hidden magnets plays up and down my brain and spine. I rest here in my 

little mound of dust. 

 

And to dust you will return 

 

I lean forward, keeping as still as I can. The needle goes near the spinal cord. From deep 

within, she drains my nervous essence into tubes and flasks for examination. Somehow, this 

blessed cocoon of dust holds together. 

 

Turn away from sin and be faithful to Christ 

 

When we first arrived here, I saw the moon cover the face of the sun. It was vision of the 

end. The skies will darken and the ocean will recede. When the last stars fall we will see that 

all the lights of heaven were but the embers of a fire disturbed. 

 

We are what you say we are, O Lord. Do not be silent. 

 

On that day we will warm ourselves in the Lamb’s light, as the sun warms the soil. The seeds 

of faith will germinate, and the tree of life will stand tall amidst our beloved dirt. 
 

                  Steve Wright, contributor to Faith-Theology blog 

 

Tuesday, March 7, 2017 

 

Romans 4:13-17 
13 It was not through the law that Abraham and his offspring received the promise that he 

would be heir of the world, but through the righteousness that comes by faith. 14 For if those 

who depend on the law are heirs, faith means nothing and the promise is                        

worthless, 15 because the law brings wrath. And where there is no law there is no               

transgression.16 Therefore, the promise comes by faith, so that it may be by grace and may 

be guaranteed to all Abraham’s offspring—not only to those who are of the law but also to 

those who have the faith of Abraham. He is the father of us all. 17 As it is written: “I have 

made you a father of many nations.” He is our father in the sight of God, in whom he         

believed—the God who gives life to the dead and calls into being things that were not. 

 

We’d be at Food Lion, grocery shopping. 

I’d be hungry, too impatient for dinner. 

I’d spot the pastry case, that treasure trove 

of rainbow sprinkled, partially hydrogenated goodness. 

“Mom, I’m hungry! Can I pretty, pretty please 

have a cupcake? I promise I’ll eat all of it this time, 

not just the icing.” She was rightfully skeptical; 

I didn’t have the best track record. “Are you sure?” 

“Yes! If you’ll just buy one for me, I’ll show you!” 

“Okay, but only if you promise.” 
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“Oh, I promise!” 

I’d pick the chocolate cupcake with the most generous pile 

of vanilla frosting – white, swirled with blue and green food dye. 

I’d lick that fluff, that saccharine glory, with utmost diligence: 

I’d coat my tongue and paint it on the roof of my mouth; 

then I’d suck it back and revel in its cloy. 

Two minutes later, I’d look down 

at the austere cake base in my hand. 

Then, sheepishly: “Mom, I feel full. Here, 

I don’t want it anymore.” I’d extend to her 

the chocolate cake – dark, rich, substantive – 

its surface licked clean and wet with saliva. 

“Kiri, your eyes are bigger than your stomach.” 

She’d throw the cake away. 

The next time, I’d make the same promise; 

I’d even convince myself it was true. 

She’d see straight through my charade. 

But she’d buy me the cupcake anyway. 

 

 

— 

 

Lord, you are Mom. 

That cupcake is your love. 

And me? I am still me. 

 

 

                                             Kiri Sunde 

 

Wednesday, March 8, 2017 

 

Genesis 12: 1-4 

The LORD had said to Abram, “Go from your country, your people and your father’s       

household to the land I will show you. 
2 “I will make you into a great nation, and I will bless you; 

I will make your name great, and you will be a blessing. 
3 I will bless those who bless you and whoever curses you I will curse; and all peoples on 

earth will be blessed through you.” 
4 So Abram went, as the LORD had told him; and Lot went with him. Abram 

was seventy-five years old when he set out from Harran. 

 
Prayer of Saint Francis of Assisi 

 

Lord, make me an instrument of thy peace! 

That where there is hatred, I may bring love. 

That where there is wrong, I may bring the spirit of forgiveness. 
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That where there is discord, I may bring harmony. 

That where there is error, I may bring truth. 

That where there is doubt, I may bring faith. 

That where there is despair, I may bring hope. 

That where there are shadows, I may bring light. 

That where there is sadness, I may bring joy. 

Lord, grant that I may seek rather to comfort, than to be comforted. 

To understand, than to be understood. 

To love, than to be loved. 

For it is by self-forgetting that one finds. 

It is by forgiving that one is forgiven. 

It is by dying that one awakens to Eternal Life. 

 

                Saint Francis of Assisi 

 

Thursday, March 9, 2017 

 

Matthew 17:1-9 

After six days Jesus took with him Peter, James and John the brother of James, and led 

them up a high mountain by themselves. 2 There he was transfigured before them. His face 

shone like the sun, and his clothes became as white as the light. 3 Just then there appeared 

before them Moses and Elijah, talking with Jesus. 
4 Peter said to Jesus, “Lord, it is good for us to be here. If you wish, I will put up three shel-

ters—one for you, one for Moses and one for Elijah.” 
5 While he was still speaking, a bright cloud covered them, and a voice from the cloud said, 

“This is my Son, whom I love; with him I am well pleased. Listen to him!” 
6 When the disciples heard this, they fell facedown to the ground, terrified. 7 But Jesus came 

and touched them. “Get up,” he said. “Don’t be afraid.” 8 When they looked up, they saw 

no one except Jesus. 
9 As they were coming down the mountain, Jesus instructed them, “Don’t tell anyone what 

you have seen, until the Son of Man has been raised from the dead.” 

 

 

We, unaccustomed to courage 

exiles from delight 

live coiled in shells of loneliness 

until love leaves its high holy temple 

and comes into our sight 

to liberate us into life. 

 

Love arrives 

and in its train come ecstasies 

old memories of pleasure 

ancient histories of pain. 

Yet if we are bold, 

love strikes away the chains of fear 

from our souls. 
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We are weaned from our timidity 

In the flush of love's light 

we dare be brave 

And suddenly we see 

that love costs all we are 

and will ever be. 

Yet it is only love 

which sets us free.  

                 Maya Angelou 

 

Friday, March 10, 2017 

 

Romans 4:1-5 

What then shall we say that Abraham, our forefather according to the flesh, discovered in 

this matter? 2 If, in fact, Abraham was justified by works, he had something to boast about—

but not before God. 3 What does Scripture say? “Abraham believed God, and it was credit-

ed to him as righteousness.” 4 Now to the one who works, wages are not credited as a 

gift but as an obligation. 5 However, to the one who does not work but trusts God who justi-

fies the ungodly, their faith is credited as righteousness. 

 
Be Lost in the Call 
 
Lord, said David, since you do not need us, 
why did you create these two worlds? 
Reality replied: O prisoner of time, 

I was a secret treasure of kindness and generosity, 

and I wished this treasure to be known, 

so I created a mirror: its shining face, the heart; 

its darkened back, the world; 

The back would please you if you've never seen the face. 

Has anyone ever produced a mirror out of mud and straw? 

Yet clean away the mud and straw,  

and a mirror might be revealed. 

Until the juice ferments a while in the cask, 

it isn't wine. If you wish your heart to be bright, 

you must do a little work. 

My King addressed the soul of my flesh: 

You return just as you left. 

Where are the traces of my gifts? 

We know that alchemy transforms copper into gold. 

This Sun doesn't want a crown or robe from God's grace. 

He is a hat to a hundred bald men, 

a covering for ten who were naked. 

Jesus sat humbly on the back of an ass, my child! 

How could a zephyr ride an ass? 

Spirit, find your way, in seeking lowness like a stream. 

Reason, tread the path of selflessness into eternity. 

Remember God so much that you are forgotten. 

Let the caller and the called disappear; 

be lost in the Call.              Kabir Helminski 

 

 



Saturday, March 11, 2017 
 
John 3:10-15 
10 “You are Israel’s teacher,” said Jesus, “and do you not understand these things? 11 Very 
truly I tell you, we speak of what we know, and we testify to what we have seen, but still you 
people do not accept our testimony. 12 I have spoken to you of earthly things and you do 
not believe; how then will you believe if I speak of heavenly things? 13 No one has ever gone 
into heaven except the one who came from heaven—the Son of Man. 14 Just as Moses      
lifted up the snake in the wilderness so the Son of Man must be lifted up, 15 that everyone 
who believes may have eternal life in him.” 
 
Today 
 
It is a moment of light surrounded on all sides by darkness and oblivion. In the entire history 
of the universe, let alone in your own history, there has never been another just like it and 
there will never be another just like it again. It is the point to which all your yesterdays have 
been leading since the hour of your birth. It is the point from which all your tomorrows will 
proceed until the hour of your death. If you were aware of how precious it is, you could 
hardly live through it. Unless you are aware of how precious it is, you can hardly be said to 
be living at all. 
 
"This is the day which the Lord has made," says the 118th Psalm. "Let us rejoice and be glad 
in it." Or weep and be sad in it for that matter. The point is to see it for what it is because it 
will be gone before you know it. If you waste it, it is your life that you're wasting. If you look 
the other way, it may be the moment you've been waiting for always that you're missing. 
All other days have either disappeared into darkness and oblivion or not yet emerged from 
them. Today is the only day there is. 
 
                  Frederick Buechner 
 

Monday, March 13, 2017 
 
Exodus 17:1-3 
The whole Israelite community set out from the Desert of Sin, traveling from place to place 
as the LORD commanded. They camped at Rephidim, but there was no water for the      
people to drink. 2 So they quarreled with Moses and said, “Give us 
water to drink.” Moses replied, “Why do you quarrel with me? Why 
do you put the LORD to the test?” 3 But the people were thirsty for   
water there, and they grumbled against Moses. They said, “Why did 
you bring us up out of Egypt to make us and our children and       
livestock die of thirst?” 
 
“What if, instead of being afraid of even talking about death, we 
saw our lives in some ways as preparation for it. What if we were 
taught to ponder it and reflect on it and talk about it and enter it 
and rehearse it and try it on? What if, rather than being cast out and 
defined by some terminal category, you were identified as someone 
in the middle of a transformation that could deepen your soul, open 
your heart, and all the while-even if and particularly when you were 
dying-you would be supported by and be part of a community?”   
 
~Eve Ensler, In the Body of the World     
 
                   Contributed by Nikki Gensmer 
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Tuesday, March 14, 2017 

 

Read Exodus 17: 1-3 (see previous page) 

 

Here I am, trying to think of the times "when I have seen God work  

and bring new life."  Those times are always times when  

"the last become first and the first become last."  

 

Like the man, a client when I was a legal services lawyer, who was unable to walk  

or even communicate clearly, rolled his wheelchair into the library  

for the first time after he led the movement to make the Winona library and  

the city hall accessible to the handicapped. (Over the vehement protests 

of local media and officials). Or the time residents of an Olmsted County 

mobile home park organized to insist on decent water and sewage, or  

when a group of low-income tenants in Dodge County spoke up and got a judge to order 

that their landlord had to get rid of the pervasive mold in their apartments.  

 

On the other hand, I have felt despair when I met with clients in jails  

all over southeast Minnesota, who are disproportionately people  

of color, almost invariably poor, caught up in a criminal justice system, 

 which dehumanizes people and leaves them with little opportunity 

 or support. 

 

If God is love, or a prophet, or good, she is with these people, 

 struggling to assert their dignity. When I was privileged to work with  

these brave people, I've seen God working.  

 

                Contributed by Candace Rasmussen  

 

Wednesday, March 15, 2017 

 

Psalm 95 
1 Come, let us sing for joy to the LORD; 

    let us shout aloud to the Rock of our salvation. 
2 Let us come before him with Thanksgiving 

    and extol him with music and song. 
3 For the LORD is the great God, 

    the great King above all gods. 
4 in his hand are the depths of the earth 

    and the mountain peaks belong to him. 
5 The sea is his, for he made it 

    and his hands formed the dry land. 
6 Come, let us bow down in worship, 

    let us kneel before the LORD our Maker; 
7 for he is our God.  
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    and we are the people of his pasture, 

    the flock under his care. 

Today, if only you would hear his voice, 
8 “Do not harden your hearts as you did at Meribah 

    as you did that day at Massah in the wilderness, 
9 where your ancestors tested me 

    they tried me, though they had seen what I did. 
10 For forty years, I was angry with that generation 

    I said, ‘They are a people whose hearts go astray, 

    and they have not known my ways.’ 
11 So I declared an oath in my anger,  

    ‘They shall never enter my rest.’” 

 

 

God of history and of my heart, 

so much has happened to me during these whirlwind days: 

I’ve known death and birth; 

I’ve been brave and scared; 

I’ve hurt, I’ve helped; 

I’ve been honest, I’ve lied; 

I’ve destroyed, I’ve created; 

I’ve been with people, I’ve been lonely; 

I’ve been loyal, I’ve betrayed; 

I’ve decided, I’ve waffled; 

I’ve laughed and I’ve cried. 

You know my frail heart and my frayed history –and now another day begins. 

O God, help me to believe in beginnings 

and in my beginning again, 

no matter how often I’ve failed before. 

Help me to make beginnings: to begin going out of my weary mind 

into fresh dreams, 

daring to make my own bold tracks 

in the land of now; to begin forgiving 

that I may experience mercy; 

to begin questioning the unquestionable 

that I may know truth 

to begin disciplining 

that I may create beauty; 

to begin sacrificing 

that I may make peace; to begin loving 

that I may realize joy. 

Help me to be a beginning to others, to be a singer to the songless, 

a storyteller to the aimless, 

a befriender of the friendless; 

to become a beginning of hope for the despairing, 
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of assurance for the doubting, 

of reconciliation for the divided; 

to become a beginning of freedom for the oppressed, 

of comfort for the sorrowing, 

of friendship for the forgotten; 

to become a beginning of beauty for the forlorn, of sweetness for the soured, 

of gentleness for the angry, 

of wholeness for the broken, 

of peace for the frightened and violent of the earth. 

Help me to believe in beginnings, 

to make a beginning, 

to be a beginning, 

so that I may not just grow old, 

but grow new 

each day of this wild, amazing life 

you call me to live 

with the passion of Jesus Christ. 

 

                Guerrillas of Grace by Ted Loder  

 

 

Thursday, March 16, 2017 

 

Romans 5:9-11 
9 Since we have now been justified by his blood, how much more shall we be saved from 

God’s wrath through him! 10 For if, while we were God’s enemies, we were reconciled to him 

through the death of his Son, how much more, having been reconciled, shall we be saved 

through his life! 11 Not only is this so, but we also boast in God through our Lord Jesus Christ, 

through whom we have now received reconciliation.  

 

“Choose Something Like a Star” Robert Frost 

 

O Star (the fairest one in sight), 

We grant your loftiness the right 

To some obscurity of cloud – 

It will not do to say of night, 

Since dark is what brings out your light. 

Some mystery becomes the proud. 

But to be wholly taciturn 

In your reserve is not allowed. 

Say something to us we can learn 

By heart and when alone repeat. 

Say something! And it says "I burn." 

But say with what degree of heat. 

Talk Fahrenheit, talk Centigrade. 

Use language we can comprehend. 

Tell us what elements you blend. 

It gives us strangely little aid, 



But does tell something in the end. 

And steadfast as Keats' Eremite,* 

Not even stooping from its sphere, 

It asks a little of us here. 

It asks of us a certain height, 

So when at times the mob is swayed 

To carry praise or blame too far, 

We may choose something like a star 

To stay our minds on and be staid. 

 
                     Contributed by Alisha Nelson 

 

Friday, March 17, 2017 

 

Romans 5: 6-9 
6 You see, at just the right time, when we were still powerless, Christ died for the                      

ungodly. 7 Very rarely will anyone die for a righteous person, though for a good person 

someone might possibly dare to die. 8 But God demonstrates his own love for us in this:     

While we were still sinners, Christ died for us. 
9 Since we have now been justified by his blood, how much more shall we be saved from 

God’s wrath through him! 

 

 
I’ve always been jealous of people who have an epic “call story”. Like, they heard God 
speak to them clearly, like a voice in their head. 
 
I think if I heard voices in my head, I would assume I needed to see a doctor before I turned 
to God. 
 
There have been a few moments in my life where I feel that eerie, goose-skin-bumps        
wide-eyed sense that God is at work. My best friend and I chose to travel to Israel together 
through a school summer class, for pretty much no reason at all. We came back from       
separately lived days with applications in our hand. We were in a phase with some tension, 
a phase where we weren’t spending as much time together, so we didn’t really talk through 
the decision beforehand. I couldn’t really find Israel on a map before our trip started. I had 
no interest in church history or the middle east. We groggily watched the sun rise over       
Jerusalem after our red-eye from Zurich to Tel-Aviv, and I felt like Moses, a “stranger in a 
strange land”, wondering what I had gotten myself into. 
 
After that trip, I was hooked on church. On the mystery, on the complexity, on the simplicity, 
on the wildness of Jesus. I change my major to biblical-theological studies and started going 
to a nearly 2-hour Sunday service at the local Anglican church. I wanted all the smells and 
bells I could get. 
 
Later that year I was asked to share a prayer in front of our 2,500 students at a chapel        
service. I hated public speaking. But I said yes, and shared the prayer. I liked it. I didn’t feel 
scared when I was thinking about God, not about myself. My friends jokingly complimented 
me on being such a good pray-er. I took them seriously. I applied to be a student chaplain, 
so I could help lead worship more often and meet with our head chaplain regularly. I got 
the job. 
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The rest is history. Since then, I haven’t had a lot of those “clear signs.” I chose a seminary 

and moved to New Jersey and then Rochester without a ghostly looking pointer finger   

coming from the sky and leading the way. Dietrich Bonhoeffer says we are given those    

special spiritual moments so we can be encouraged, but those are rare: we will spend most 

of our lives living on faith. I am thankful for the ways I’ve been called, for the clear signs as 

well as the more subtle moments, which force me to slow down and listen and lean towards 

adventure rather than security. 

 

                Contributed by Pastor Katy  

 

Saturday, March 18, 2017 

 

John 4:39-42 
39 Many of the Samaritans from that town believed in him because of the woman’s           

testimony, “He told me everything I ever did.” 40 So when the Samaritans came to him, they 

urged him to stay with them, and he stayed two days. 41 And because of his words many 

more became believers.42 They said to the woman, “We no longer believe just because of 

what you said; now we have heard for ourselves, and we know that this man really is the 

Savior of the world.” 

 

 

 

Love the quick profit, the annual raise, 

vacation with pay. Want more 

of everything ready-made. Be afraid 

to know your neighbors and to die. 

And you will have a window in your head. 

Not even your future will be a mystery 

any more. Your mind will be punched in a card 

and shut away in a little drawer. 

When they want you to buy something 

they will call you. When they want you 

to die for profit they will let you know. 

So, friends, every day do something 

that won’t compute. Love the Lord. 

Love the world. Work for nothing. 

Take all that you have and be poor. 

Love someone who does not deserve it. 

Denounce the government and embrace 

the flag. Hope to live in that free 

republic for which it stands. 

Give your approval to all you cannot 

understand. Praise ignorance, for what man 

has not encountered he has not destroyed. 
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Ask the questions that have no answers. 

Invest in the millennium. Plant sequoias. 

Say that your main crop is the forest 

that you did not plant, 

that you will not live to harvest. 

Say that the leaves are harvested 

when they have rotted into the mold. 

Call that profit. Prophesy such returns. 

Put your faith in the two inches of humus 

that will build under the trees 

every thousand years. 

 

Listen to carrion – put your ear 

close, and hear the faint chattering 

of the songs that are to come. 

Expect the end of the world. Laugh. 

Laughter is immeasurable. Be joyful 

though you have considered all the facts. 

So long as women do not go cheap 

for power, please women more than men. 

 

Ask yourself: Will this satisfy 

a woman satisfied to bear a child? 

Will this disturb the sleep 

of a woman near to giving birth? 

Go with your love to the fields. 

Lie down in the shade. Rest your head 

in her lap. Swear allegiance 

to what is nighest your thoughts. 

As soon as the generals and the politicos 

can predict the motions of your mind, 

lose it. Leave it as a sign 

to mark the false trail, the way 

you didn’t go. Be like the fox 

who makes more tracks than necessary, 

some in the wrong direction. 

Practice resurrection. 

 

                   Wendell Berry 
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Monday, March 20, 2017 

 

1 Samuel 16:1-5 

The LORD said to Samuel, “How long will you mourn for Saul, since I have rejected him as king 

over Israel? Fill your horn with oil and be on your way; I am sending you to Jesse of            

Bethlehem. I have chosen one of his sons to be king.” 
2 But Samuel said, “How can I go? If Saul hears about it, he will kill me.” 

The LORD said, “Take a heifer with you and say, ‘I have come to sacrifice to the LORD.’ 3 Invite 

Jesse to the sacrifice, and I will show you what to do. You are to anoint for me the one I     

indicate.” 4 Samuel did what the LORD said. When he arrived at Bethlehem, the elders of the 

town trembled when they met him. They asked, “Do you come in peace?” 
5 Samuel replied, “Yes, in peace; I have come to sacrifice to the LORD.                                

Consecrate yourselves and come to the sacrifice with me.” Then he consecrated Jesse and 

his sons and invited them to the sacrifice. 

 

 

A Little Child Shall Lead Them 

(Isaiah 11:6) 

 

Actually, for me it was two little children.  I was living in San Antonio, Texas with my husband 

and 3 year old twins. I was working part-time as a family doctor, and my husband was     

driving 20 miles to and from his assignment as an Air Force psychiatrist. We were busy, but 

life had settled down a bit from the incessant needs of babies. 

 

I received the nudges of the Holy Spirit telling me to return to church.  At that time, I had 

been away from any church for 12 years. I wanted to introduce my children to Jesus and 

God, and become reacquainted myself.  I thought about returning to church for several 

months.  Did I really want to devote some of my precious free time to church activities? 

 

I attended church by myself for awhile. When "Jesus Love Me" had me crying in the pew,  

this children's song helped me acknowledge my desire for a deeper relationship with Jesus. 

The pastors were kind, persistent, and not pushy. They got to know me, and were              

welcoming. Then I started taking the children to church with me.  The 3-year-old Sunday 

School teacher was so genuinely warm that the kids and I felt loved, and special.   

 

It was enjoyable, and not burdensome to be a part of the church. Within a year my       

skeptical husband and I were taking a Disciples Bible study class. 

 

Becoming connected with God opened a door I had closed. I have New Life in knowing 

that God loves me, and that God is everywhere in the world, and in my life. I still marvel at 

the miracle that showed me there was room in my busy life for God! 

    

                 Contributed by Connie Williams 
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Tuesday, March 21 2017 

 

1 Samuel 16:6-7 
6 When they arrived, Samuel saw Eliab and thought, “Surely the LORD’s anointed stands here 

before the LORD.”7 But the LORD said to Samuel, “Do not consider his appearance or his 

height, for I have rejected him. The LORD does not look at the things people look at. People 

look at the outward appearance, but the LORD looks at the heart.” 

 

GIFTS WITHOUT SEASON 

 

Lord,  I would thank You for these things: 

 Not sunlight only, but sullen rain: 

Not only laughter with lifted wings, 

 But the heavy muted hands of pain. 

 

Lord, there are gifts of brighter gold 

 Than the deepest mine or mint can yield: 

Friendship and love and a dream to hold, 

 The look that heartened, the word that healed. 

 

Lord, I would thank You for eyes to see 

 Miracles in our everyday earth: 

The colors that crowd monotony, 

 The flame of the humblest flower’s birth. 

 

Lord, I would thank You for gifts without season: 

 The flash of a thought like a banner unfurled, 

The splendor of faith and the sparkle of reason, 

 The tolerant mind in a turbulent world! 

 

                Joseph Auslander 

                   Contributed by Aileen Williams 

 

Wednesday, March 22, 2017 

 

Psalm 23 

 

The LORD is my shepherd, I lack nothing. 
2     he makes us lie down in green pastures 

he leads me beside quiet waters, 
3    he refreshes my soul. 

He guides me along the right paths 

    for his name’s sake. 
4 Even though I walk 

    through the darkest valley, 

I will fear no evil, 

    for you are with me; 

your rod and your staff, 

    they comfort me. 

 



5 You prepare a table before me 

    in the presence of my enemies. 

You anoint my head with oil; 

    my cup overflows. 
6 surely your goodness and love with follow me 

    all the days of my life, 

and I will dwell in the house of the LORD 

    forever. 

 

 

Backstory: For years I was too busy for God.  In the winter of 2016, I found myself surrounded 

with people but very alone.  That’s when I started to seek a relationship again.  I was living 

with my best friend who was pregnant with her 3rd child, in which I was incredibly lucky to 

share many experiences during this time with her, her boyfriend and kiddos.  As an only 

child this relationship is much more than a friendship, she is my sister, I am her children’s 

“auntie”. Her family is everything to me.  

 

Life does not promise perfection; there are no guarantees.  May 10th, 2016, is a day that 

everything changed.  I received a message that at nearly 39 weeks gestation, my sweet  

niece no longer had a heartbeat.  Broken hearted does not even scratch the surface.  I 

spent the afternoon hugging, holding hands, and trying to give an ounce of comfort to her 

sweet parents.  My dearest best friend and the love of her life went into the hospital later 

that evening to start the labor process.   

 

Her family and I spent time with them, watching the progression, and then it was time.  I was 

given a precious gift to be in the room supporting my friend during delivery.  The room was 

silent.  Mixed feelings of intense grief and curious nervousness engulfed everyone.  This baby 

was so loved and anticipated.  In the early morning of May 11th, a day that has left an     

imprint on my life for eternity, Kyla Joy Stulen was born.  My heart ached.  I was looking at 

my best friend, in awe, taking deep breaths as a quiet sobs filled the room.  I could hear my 

tears dripping onto the hospital linens, at that moment with eyes closed I raised my face 

and said a silent prayer, “God, we need you here, right now.”  But God did not answer that 

plea.  The moments following will forever be burned into my mind, it was slow motion.  I held 

Kyla Joy so close, examined her exquisite features, felt pain that simply cannot be             

described.  All I could think was what a beautiful tragedy.  I will not lie; it was hard to feel 

God in that moment, it was painful to be angry with God.  I struggled with the why and 

how, I still do.  I bargained with God, hoping to just “wake up” from the nightmare.  That is 

not what happened.  Grief was heavy, it remains heavy today.  In the days and months 

that followed, being a broken, fragile person, I prayed.  Through the anger and grief I found 

that it was all I could do.  That time with God rooted in my heart, made that deep sense of 

loss feel like something else, perhaps love?  I can’t do this alone, it is too much, too hard, 

simply impossible.  Coming up on our beautiful girls first birthday, I reflect to the moment’s 

right after her birth.  The thought being abandoned by God pained me.  But I see it            

differently these days.  We were never alone.  It was a lesson of beauty.  It was a divine    

moment, because with immense heartbreak, we experienced something many will         

never, the birth of an angel.  Kyla Joy, you are a piece of heaven, and I will be spending my 

time on this earth in your honor.  Love you every day.   

 

~Auntie Elizabeth                                                                      Contributed by Elizabeth Newman 
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Thursday, March 23, 2017 

 

Read Psalm 23 (see above) 

 

Reasons for Courage 

Reflections on Psalm 118 

 

God’s love is forever. 

God’s love is from before past and beyond future. 

Give thanks, the Lord is good! 

 

In the midst of noise that some call information and facts, O God, you bring harmony in 

chaos.   

God is unfathomable love. 

 

Our daily life’s ups and downs are undergirded by your Law and Grace.     

God’s love is galactic. 

 

Over and under and beyond the call to “greatness” of world leaders and claimants of our 

allegiance, your enduring love works in and through your children rejected, powerless, 

stateless, marginalized...even those being murdered.   

In our uncertainty and fear, your creative love moves to uphold and embolden our work for 

justice. 

O God of compassionate love, we celebrate your empowering presence. 

 

What our USA culture finds weak and laughable, you, the Foundation of all, work through 

grace and provide a strong relationship for life and witness. 

 

What some call fake and meaningless, your Word often infuses truth and fullness of life. 

God’s love is Truth and Life. 

 

God of day and night, past, future and present, you now provide us with assurance and 

hope.  We can rejoice, laugh, overflow with mirth and trust your everlasting love in Christ. 

Joy is God’s love. 

 

What our society rejects as truth, knowledge and  trustworthy, is becoming the cornerstone 

of political hope and life: your saving love in Jesus’ life, death and resurrection. 

 

God is working God’ will among us.  How wonderful is our Lord’s work.   

Let us open our hearts and minds to God’s presence and strength. 

 

We thank you Lord. 

We praise you our Lover. 

We rejoice in you our Creator. 

Give thanks!  The Lord is good. 

Before us and after us, God’s love endures forever. 

 

Contributed by Gary Lueck (2-19-2017) 
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Friday, March 24, 2017 
 
Ephesians 5:8-13 
8 For you were once darkness, but now you are light in the Lord. Live 
as children of light 9 (for the fruit of the light consists in all               
goodness,righteousness and truth) 10 and find out what pleases the 
Lord. 11 Have nothing to do with the fruitless deeds of darkness, but   
rather expose them. 12 It is shameful even to mention what the          
disobedient do in secret. 13 But everything exposed by the light becomes 
visible—and everything that is illuminated becomes a light.  
 
 
I am feeling this anniversary. 
 
A year ago at this time, my mother was touchable. 
 
A year ago at this time my mother Barbara Jane Fawcett Macaulay Forrest 
had determined that the pain and the ongoing struggle of remaining  
alive was no longer her calling.   
 
A year ago my mother turned toward death. 
 
My siblings and I and our children gathered by her side over the course of four months.  We 
respected her sense of her own life and her own death.  She had trained us well in this 
way.  We wanted to hold onto her with all that we had:  Her wonderful laugh, her titanic 
power, her tiny frame.   
 
The way she cleared her throat, her soft hands, her delight in savoring morning coffee and 
the newspaper, and dearest of all gifts, the way she took us all in with her eyes and 
heart.  My mother was the center of our family.  No question, ever. 
 
She had a gentle death.   
 
And of course, it was a death for us all when my mother passed into resurrection life. 
 
No more are we children of a living parent.  There is no grandma to mend and fuss and     
offer correction.  There are no bran muffins and no one standing by the window to mark our 
comings and goings.  I cannot pick up the phone to share with her a sunrise or a heart 
break. 
 
But oh, the ways she lives and the ways we live are forever more the fruit of her                  
being.  When we gather together, she is in our midst.  When I pray for courage or strength, 
she is one of the guardians who amplifies my prayer.  I catch glimpses of her in my mirror 
and see her in the creping of my hands. 
 
Throughout Lent this year, I will be thinking much about “Who Me?” as I walk with Jesus the 
Christ. 
 
How is it God sparked me in the womb of my mother?  How is it we raised each other?  How 
is it I learned so much and chafed so much and wrangled so much and was blessed with so 
much through being her daughter? 
 
I ask:  Who Me? 
 
I encountered the living Christ in the company of the woman who gave me life. 
 
Thanks be to God.                          Contributed by Pastor Elizabeth 
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Saturday, March 25, 2017 

 

John 9:1-23 
13 They brought to the Pharisees the man who had been blind. 14 Now the day on which     

Jesus had made the mud and opened the man’s eyes was a Sabbath. 15 Therefore the 

Pharisees also asked him how he had received his sight. “He put mud on my eyes,” the man 

replied, “and I washed, and now I see.”16 Some of the Pharisees said, “This man is not from 

God, for he does not keep the Sabbath.” But others asked, “How can a sinner perform such 

signs?” So they were divided.17 Then they turned again to the blind man, “What have you to 

say about him? It was your eyes he opened.” The man replied, “He is a prophet.” 18 They still 

did not believe that he had been blind and had received his sight until they sent for the 

man’s parents. 19 “Is this your son?” they asked. “Is this the one you say was born blind? How 

is it that now he can see?”20 “We know he is our son,” the parents answered, “and we know 

he was born blind. 21 But how he can see now, or who opened his eyes, we don’t know. Ask 

him. He is of age; he will speak for himself.” 22 His parents said this because they were afraid 

of the Jewish leaders, who already had decided that anyone who acknowledged that     

Jesus was the Messiah would be put out of the synagogue. 23 That was why his parents said, 

“He is of age; ask him.” 

 

 

this forgotten Gospel 

that finds us here 

this peculiar grace 

that gives & takes 

quiet me before 

this ever-present mystery 

that conceals & reveals 

quiet me here 

this eternal beauty 

that frees & tethers 

quiet me on this day 

this incredulous paradox 

that lives & dies 

this pain bearing love 

the cross is a chrysalis 

three in one and one in three 

unity that invigorates 

this butterfly effect 

now soars within souls 

this divine life 

now sharing striving synergizing 

with those who serve and thirst 

this peculiar grace 

that heals & aches 

quiet me forevermore 

Chrysalis, Dale Frederickson 

 

 



Monday, March 27, 2017 

 

Psalm 130 

Out of the depths I cry to you, LORD; 
2     Lord hear my voice 

Let your ears be attentive 

    to my cry for mercy. 
3 If you, LORD, kept a record of sins, 

    Lord, who could stand? 
4 but with you there is forgiveness 

    so that we can, with reverence, serve you. 
5 I wait for the LORD, my whole being waits, 

    and in his word I put my hope. 
6 I wait for the Lord 

    more than watchmen wait for the morning, 

    more than watchmen wait for the morning. 
7 Israel, put your hope in the Lord 

    for with the LORD is unfailing love 

    and with him is full redemption. 
8 He himself will redeem Israel 

    from all their sins.  

 

 

I am blessed in so many ways and I gasp at times in awe.  One of my blessings are those 

who I meet in my work.  Many of the patients I see in the hospital share their stories with me 

which reinforces the power of the  One Divine.  Through these stories, my life is enhanced 

and in turn, I may share these blessed stories to enhance another’s life. No matter what our 

faith tradition, color of our skin, our country of origin, language we speak or how we live, we 

all have a story to tell which includes the thread of the Divine.    

 

When I see a nurse hold a patient’s hand, I know the Divine is present. When I see some 

people who must live in the hospital so they can receive the needed organ transplant to 

live, I know the Divine walks beside them and helps them to stay on course. When I work 

with a patient and their  family who, based on sciences and research, should not be alive, 

we talk of the Divine and the miracles they have experienced.  When I see family members 

surround their loved one during illness and recovery, we share the wonderment of the       

Divine and the strength received to endure. When I am present with someone as they take 

their last breath and observe  the circle of life, I thank the Divine for that person’s life and 

my ability to witness this miracle. When I get to go home at the end of my work day, I thank 

the Divine for helping me and giving me one more day. 

 

We are all blessed in unique ways and when we are able to thank the Divine for these   

blessings, we have moved one step further in our life’s journey.  

 

Contributed by Ann Loth 
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Tuesday, March 28, 2017 

 

Romans 8:6-11 
6 The mind governed by the flesh is death, but the mind governed by the Spirit is life and 

peace. 7 The mind governed by the flesh is hostile to God; it does not submit to God’s law, 

nor can it do so. 8 Those who are in the realm of the flesh cannot please God. 
9 You, however, are not in the realm of the flesh but are in the realm of the Spirit, if indeed 

the Spirit of God lives in you. And if anyone does not have the Spirit of Christ, they do not 

belong to Christ. 10 But if Christ is in you, then even though your body is subject to death     

because of sin, the Spirit gives life because of righteousness. 11 And if the Spirit of him who 

raised Jesus from the dead is living in you, he who raised Christ from the dead will also give 

life to your mortal bodies because of his Spirit who lives in you. 

 

Go Into All Four Rooms 

 

There is an Indian proverb or axiom 

That says that everyone is a house 

with four rooms - a physical, a mental, 

an emotional and a spiritual. 

Most of us tend to live in one room 

most of the time, but unless we go into 

every room everyday, even if only to 

keep it aired, we are not a complete 

person. 

 

From a Hopi Newspaper 

Contributed by Elaine Bauman 

 

Wednesday, March 29, 2017 

 

Psalm 130 (see previous devotional) 

 

Lent. 

 

This word, Lent, brings to mind many thoughts.  Often we think of it as a time of giving up 

something – desserts, chocolate, snacks, and a host of other things we find in our daily lives.  

It can be a time of denial.  It also directs our thinking to the agony of Good Friday and the 

ecstasy of Easter Sunday morning.  We remember the story of Jesus being driven out into 

the dessert for forty days and his meeting with Satan who tested him three times.  What if we 

think of the temptations that we face in our lives?  The list would be very long.   

It might be characterized as to what we need and what we want.  As an elderly lady once 

told our Appalachia mission group, “God will take care of my needs but not my wants.” 

Lent gives us a time to examine our lives and look for temptations that we could resist.  The 

forty days gives us an in-between of the past and the future.  We might look at as a gift, a 

gift of using this time for self-examination. 

 

What does Lent mean to you?   

Contributed by Ken Bauman 
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Thursday, March 30, 2017 

 

John 11: 38-44 
38 Jesus, once more deeply moved, came to the tomb. It was a cave with a stone laid 

across the entrance. 39 “Take away the stone,” he said. 

“But, Lord,” said Martha, the sister of the dead man, “by this time there is a bad odor, for he 

has been there four days.”40 Then Jesus said, “Did I not tell you that if you believe, you will 

see the glory of God?”41 So they took away the stone. Then Jesus looked up and 

said, “Father, I thank you that you have heard me. 42 I knew that you always hear me, but I 

said this for the benefit of the people standing here, that they may believe that you sent 

me.” 43 When he had said this, Jesus called in a loud voice, “Lazarus, come out!” 44 The dead 

man came out, his hands and feet wrapped with strips of linen, and a cloth around his face. 

Jesus said to them, “Take off the grave clothes and let him go.” 

 

 

My Reflection in the Word 

(Genesis 1 and 3) 

 

“God said, ‘Let us make humankind in our image’....male and female he created them....it 

was very good.” 

 

In my earliest memories I saw myself reflected in God’s declaration of being created in 

God’s image and affirmed as good.  I am a person of worth. 

 

I lived in that reflection, but I also began to look around at other mirrors. 

 

I soon found mirrors that reflected only my self.  Humankind,  others of God’s creation like 

me, male and female, were crowded out.  My reflection of who I am was becoming 

cracked. 

  

The mirror of good, delight and desire became my myopic choice.  I even heard in my mind 

“God knows that when you eat of it your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God, 

knowing good and evil.”  O what greatness! 

 

The distortion continues.  Even so, I recognize God is not created in my image.  Yes,  O what 

a relief it is, I am created in God’s image. 

 

The fog is dissipating to a recognition that even when my reflection is distorted, I am still    

created in God’s image, that God declares me good, that God loves me so much to even 

clothe me in the garment of Grace. 

 

               Contributed by Gary Lueck 
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Friday, March 31, 2017 

 

Ezekiel 37:1-14 

The hand of the LORD was on me, and he brought me out by the Spirit of the LORD and set 

me in the middle of a valley; it was full of bones. 2 He led me back and forth among them, 

and I saw a great many bones on the floor of the valley, bones that were very dry. 3 He 

asked me, “Son of man, can these bones live?” I said, “Sovereign LORD, you alone know.” 
4 Then he said to me, “Prophesy to these bones and say to them, ‘Dry bones, hear the word 

of the LORD! 5 This is what the Sovereign LORD says to these bones: I will make breath enter 

you, and you will come to life. 6 I will attach tendons to you and make flesh come upon you 

and cover you with skin; I will put breath in you, and you will come to life. Then you will know 

that I am the LORD.’”7 So I prophesied as I was commanded. And as I was prophesying, 

there was a noise, a rattling sound, and the bones came together, bone to bone. 8 I looked, 

and tendons and flesh appeared on them and skin covered them, but there was no breath 

in them.9 Then he said to me, “Prophesy to the breath; prophesy, son of man, and say to it, 

‘This is what the Sovereign LORD says: Come, breath, from the four winds and breathe into 

these slain, that they may live.’” 10 So I prophesied as he commanded me, and breath en-

tered them; they came to life and stood up on their feet—a vast army. 
11 Then he said to me: “Son of man, these bones are the people of Israel. They say, ‘Our 

bones are dried up and our hope is gone; we are cut off.’ 12 Therefore prophesy and say to 

them: ‘This is what the Sovereign LORD says: My people, I am going to open your graves and 

bring you up from them; I will bring you back to the land of Israel.13 Then you, my people, will 

know that I am the LORD, when I open your graves and bring you up from them. 14 I will put 

my Spirit in you and you will live, and I will settle you in your own land. Then you will know 

that I the LORD have spoken, and I have done it, declares the LORD.’” 

 

 

The way is long, let us go together. 

The way is difficult, let us help one another. 

The way is joyful, let us share it. 

The way is open before us, let us begin. 

Native American Blessing 

 

 

 

Contributed by Elaine Bauman 
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Saturday, April 1, 2017 

 

Ezekiel 37:1-14 (see above) 

 

Love is sovereign here, all evidence to the contrary, I promise you. The current fever dream 

has no chance against the forces of love. Love is a spotlight on the dark stage that you can 

go stand in, right this minute, or later today, maybe after lunch, as soon as you remember 

and decide to. 

 

Love is the truth. The truth is Love. Love is supernatural, oceanic; love is a shared tangerine. 

Divine love looks most flagrantly like the way you and your dogs and cats feel about each 

other. (Well...dogs.) Forgiveness is ultimate love but Grad school, so let's stay in kindergarten. 

It will be enough to save us: Love is gentle if amused warmth for annoying and deeply       

disappointing people, espcially ourselves. Love is affectionate awareness, and compassion 

stirring in our hearts and hands and eyes. Love is tenderness in your soul. Love is someone to 

cry with. Love is little kids giving away a Twinkie. 

 

Love is service and charity to strangers, giving away freely what you have been so freely 

given, no matter if you have tiny opinions on their pit bull or personal hygiene. This will heal 

you and fill the well. Love is beauty and light, beauty and light are love. Gardens are love 

school, where we learn that love includes mess and microbes and hard pebbly soil and rot 

and (gack!) spiders, that turn It All into beauty and food and carpets of grass, or lily-of-the-

valley (This is a sneaky subversive Jesusy reference to the greatest anti-anxiety prescription, 

in Matthew, "Consider the lilies-of-the valley. They don't toil or spin, yet are beyond beautiful 

and tended so, so lighten up, dude--you'll will be fine, or at least semi-fine"--oops. I may be 

paraphrasing now. Sorry--back to groundcover.) With water, light and love, rocky pebbly 

soil grows lacey white alyssum. Also, metaphorically, literacy projects, food pantries, and   

ever-so-slightly tense family reunions. It's David Blaine on steroids. 

 

How to have loving feelings? Do loving things. The quickest ways are to flirt with old people, 

and to rub lotion on your cellulitely and deeply discouraging thighs and tummy. You can 

put feet to love by walking with hideously slow people, who need walkers or your arm to 

hang on to, while you could be burning off lots of calories or arriving somewhere important. 

You can put feet to your love at rallies for truth and justice and equality. You can put feet to 

your love by stepping outside without your phone, and looking up. Love is looking up,       

although gazing at your huge homely achey feet with gratitude is also love: the places they 

have taken and steadied you! 

 

(Gratitude is love, a rich magnetized energy that changes the world) 

Love is what you are made of and what you were made for, even though some days are 

just too long. Your love, and our love for you, cannot help but heal you, the poor, and 

America. You cannot help but be love, and be loved. You might as well give up on shutting 

down, staying armored or buttressed, refusing to be a part of this love thing, because it is 

going to win. Trust me on this. You are doomed. Yikes, and Hallelujah. 

 

       Anne Lamott 
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Monday, April 3, 2017 

 

Psalm 118 

Give thanks to the LORD, for he is good; his love endures forever. 
2 Let Israel say: 

    “His love endures forever.” 
3 let the House of Aaron say: 

    “His love endures forever.” 
4 Let those who fear the Lord say: 

    “His love endures forever.” 
5 When hard pressed, I cried to the LORD; he brought me into a spacious place. 
6 The Lord is with me, I will not be afraid.  

    What can mere mortals do to me? 
7 The Lord is with me; he is my helper. 

    I look in triumph on my enemies. 
8 It is better to take refuge in the LORD, than to trust in humans. 
9 It is better to take refuge in the Lord 

    than to trust in princes. 
10 All the nations surround me 

    but in the name of the LORD I cut them down. 
11 They surround me on every side 

    but in the name of the LORD I cut them down. 
12 The swarmed around me like bees 

    but they were consumed as quickly as burning thorns; 

    in the name of the LORD I cut them down. 
13 I was pushed back and about to fall, but the LORD helped me. 
14 The Lord is my strength and defense 

    he has become my salvation. 

 
Don’t Quit 
 
When things go wrong as they sometimes will, 
When the road you’re trudging seems all up hill, 
When the funds are low and the debts are high 
And you want to smile, but you have to sigh, 
When care is pressing you down a bit, 
Rest if you must, but don’t you quit. 
Life is queer with its twists and turns, 
As every one of us sometimes learns, 
And many a failure turns about 
When he might have won had he stuck it out; 
Don’t give up though the pace seems slow– 
You may succeed with another blow, 
Success is failure turned inside out– 
The silver tint of the clouds of doubt, 
And you never can tell how close you are, 
It may be near when it seems so far; 
So stick to the fight when you’re hardest hit– 
It’s when things seem worst that you must not quit. 
  
Edgar A. Guest          Contributed by Julie Plunkett 
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Tuesday, April 4, 2017 

 

Isaiah 50:7-9 

Because the Sovereign LORD helps me, 

    I will not be disgraced. 

Therefore have I set my face like flint, 

    and I know I will not be put to shame. 
8 He who vindicates me is near. 

    Who then will bring charges against me? 

    Let us face each other! 

Who is my accuser? 

    Let him confront me! 
9 It is the Sovereign LORD who helps me. 

    Who will condemn me? 

They will all wear out like a garment; 

    the moths will eat them up.  

 

 

 

Black then white are all I see in my infancy. 

red and yellow then came to be, reaching out to me. 

lets me see there is so much more 

and beckons me to look through to these infinite possibilities. 

As below, so above and beyond, I imagine 

drawn outside the lines of reason. 

Push the envelope. Watch it bend. 

Over thinking, over analyzing separates the body from the mind. 

Withering my intuition leaving opportunities behind. 

 

Feed my will to feel this moment urging me to cross the line. 

Reaching out to embrace the random. 

Reaching out to embrace whatever may come. 

 

I embrace my desire to, I embrace my desire to 

feel the rhythm, to feel connected 

enough to step aside and weep like a widow 

to feel inspired, to fathom the power, 

to witness the beauty, to bathe in the fountain, 

to swing on the spiral, to swing on the spiral, 

to swing on the spiral of our divinity and still be a human. 

 

 



With my feet upon the ground I lose myself 

between the sounds and open wide to suck it in. 

I feel it move across my skin. 

I'm reaching up and reaching out. 

I'm reaching for the random or whatever will bewilder me. 

Whatever will bewilder me. 

And following our will and wind we may just go where no one's been. 

We'll ride the spiral to the end and may just go where no one's been. 

 

Spiral out. Keep going… 

 

         Contributed by Cole Ebertowski 

 

Wednesday, April 5, 2017 

 
Luke 8:1-3 

After this, Jesus traveled about from one town and village to another, proclaiming the good 

news of the kingdom of God. The Twelve were with him, 2 and also some women who had 

been cured of evil spirits and diseases: Mary (called Magdalene) from whom seven demons 

had come out; 3 Joanna the wife of Chuza, the manager of Herod’s household; Susanna; 

and many others. These women were helping to support them out of their own means.  

 

 

 

In the gospel of Luke, we hear that Jesus is ministering to the sick. He is healing them of     

diseases; emotional, physical and spiritual.  

 

 Those familiar with the culture of the time note at least three surprising aspects of this Jesus 

of Nazareth. For one thing, he brings healing to men and to women. Secondly, he brings 

healing to those who are of the Jewish faith and those who are not. Third, we find out that 

women were involved in his work of healing and proclaiming the reign of God. 

 

Just after Jesus had healed the woman who anointed his feet with oil, we are told that     

Jesus and his followers were traveling throughout the countryside. The group included the 

12 disciples as well as some women. These women, we are told, had been cured of evil  

spirits and infirmities.  

 

They included Mary Magdalene, Joanna, the wife of Herod’s steward and Susanna.  The 

women provided for Jesus and his followers out of their resources. Since the beginning of   

Jesus’ ministry women were an integral part of this movement of healing and hope. They 

had experienced the gift of healing and they wanted others to have that same opportunity 

for new life. They used their talents to support Jesus in his teaching and healing ministries. 

They used their resources as well to support him. 

 

Jesus couldn’t have done what he did without the women doing their part. 
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The role of women in Jesus’ ministry doesn’t strike us as unusual in our time, but it was very 

different in the time in which Jesus lived. In the Jewish tradition of the time, men prayed a 

prayer of thanks that they had not been born a woman. Women could be slaves and even 

those who weren’t slaves could be discarded easily. Such women had an extremely hard 

lot in life. 

 

Yet Jesus included women in healing and in ministry. We as followers of Jesus are also         

included in healing and ministry. 

 

Who me? Isn’t that just for doctors and nurses? Isn’t that just for pastors and church staff? 

What are your gifts? What are your talents? What do you most like to do? How can your gifts 

be used to bring healing and hope? Sharing our gifts feels great! 

 

Who Me? Yes you, male, female ,young old, black, white, rich, poor, all of us. Jesus is calling. 

Jesus is calling for you and for me. 

 

Let us bring ourselves to be used by God to bring the good news to one person at a time. 

 

Contributed by Rev. Nancy Wheeler-Handlon 

 

 

Thursday, April 6, 2017 

 

Psalm 31:9-16 

Be merciful to me, LORD, for I am in distress; 

    my eyes grow weak with sorrow, 

    my soul and body with grief. 
10 My life is consumed in anguish 

    and my years by groaning; 

my strength fails because of my affliction, 

    and my bones grow weak. 
11 Because of all my enemies,  

    I am the utter contempt of my neighbors 

and an object of dread to my closest friends— 

    those who see me on the street flee from me. 
12 I am forgotten as though I were dead 

    I have become like broken pottery. 
13 For I hear many whisperings 

    “Terror on every side!” 

They conspire against me 

    and plot to take my life. 
14 But I trust in you, LORD; 

    I say, “You are my God.” 
15 My times are in your hands 

    deliver me from the hands of my enemies, 

    from those who pursue me. 
16 Let you face shine on your servant 

    save me in your unfailing love. 

 

 



Mission to Guatemala Journal Entry 

 

Today we spent a day in the clouds.  

 

I’m not even kidding. We were at 9,000 some 

feet all day today.  

 

Today I laughed all day long and I didn’t   

notice until I recognized a pain in my          

face-starting in my jaw and working its way 

up to my forehead- after returning to the bus. I’ll tell you 

what— that’s an intense smile if I’ve ever felt one. 

 

These “mountain children”…they are beautiful and feisty and 

nearly fearless and I was so happy to have a significant 

amount of time with them today.  

 

“If you don’t know what you’re doing, pray to the Father. He 

loves to help. You will get his help and won’t be conde-

scended to when you ask for it. ASK BOLDLY, BELIEVINGLY,       

WITHOUT A SECOND THOUGHT.” James 1:2-7 

 

Also…“It’s dangerous business, Frodo, going out your door.”  

 

But, we go. We step out the door. And we try our best to change the world as we can. We 

ask boldly and we believe and we do not second guess ourselves, because there is simply 

no time for it.  

 

“A tiny spark can set a great forest fire.”  

James 3:5  

 

I’ll continue to set as many fires as I possibly can in this place.  

 

Contributed by Nikki Gensmer 

 

 

Friday, April 7, 2017 

 

Matthew 26:14-16 
14 Judas Iscariot was one of the twelve followers. He went to the religious leaders of the 

Jews. 15 He said, “What will you pay me if I hand Jesus over to you?” They promised to pay 

him thirty pieces of silver. 16 From that time on Judas looked for a way to hand Jesus over to 

them.  

 

WHEN GOD SPEAKS 

 

I often forget to listen after I have been busy letting God in on what I’m thinking at the      

moment. Prayer is so often difficult, even after all these years. Listening is still the biggest 

challenge, though. Then there was that one day when both came readily. 
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My husband, Dwight, and I had been retired from ministry for about ten years. We were 

happily living in Owatonna in our beautiful new house when the phone rang. Dwight was 

being offered a half-time position at the St. James United Methodist Church in southwestern 

Minnesota. His father had been the pastor there for 18 years when Dwight was growing up.  

It was home for him. But not for me! 

 

I tried every reasoned argument to convince him that this was a crazy idea. I wanted to 

stay put, continue my beloved Norwegian rosemaling in my brand new studio and enjoy a 

quiet retirement. Nothing stuck! He was in a dream of returning home, of standing in his     

father’s pulpit and serving the people whom he had known all his life. He was 75, so that 

had been a very long time. 

 

In final desperation, I decided to plead with the Highest Power, to beg God for an              

intervention. I went down to my studio and plunked myself into the soft blue rocker and 

burst into tears. My words flowed on and on with every tear for a long time. I understood 

why God would want Dwight to go there. The church was desperate and ready to close its 

doors. The people looked at Dwight as their only earthly savior. 

 

But why would God want me to go there? Well, to support my husband, of course. But I was 

not satisfied with that role. There had to be some reason beyond that before I could let go 

and leave the certainty of where we were. 

 

Finally, I had exhausted myself. Still sniffing and dabbing my face with tissues, I became    

quiet. It was so still. Was I breathing yet? Then I heard it: “You will be heard.” Uh, what? 

Again it came, “You will be heard.” I had no idea what that meant, yet my rebellion was 

gone. All gone. 

 

The first weekend that Dwight was to preach, he wound up, at midnight, in an ambulance 

taking him from Mankato to St. Mary’s in Rochester. I drove back to St. James and at 1:00 

am, began writing a sermon, which I delivered the next morning. 

 

“You will be heard.” Ah. Yes. I remember. I was heard many more times over the next 5 

years as Dwight and I shared the ministry there together, including preaching. We were 

both heard. 

 

We left St. James November 4, 2012 and moved to Rochester. The doors of the St. James 

United Methodist Church are still open. 

 

Contributed by Rev. Martha Hendricks 
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Saturday/Palm Sunday, April 8, 2017 

 

Matthew 27:11-14 
11 Now Jesus stood before the governor; and the governor asked him, “Are you the King of 

the Jews?” Jesus said, “You say so.” 12 But when he was accused by the chief priests and    

elders, he did not answer. 13 Then Pilate said to him, “Do you not hear how many                

accusations they make against you?” 14 But he gave him no answer, not even to a single 

charge, so that the governor was greatly amazed.  

 

 

 

We plow the fields and scatter the good seed on the land.. 

But it is fed and watered by God's almighty hand.. 

He sends us snow in winter, the warmth to swell the grain... 

The breezes and the sunshine, and soft refreshing rain... 

All good gifts around us 

Are sent from Heaven above 

So thank the Lord, oh thank the Lord for all his love... 

We thank thee then, O Father, for all things bright and good, 

The seedtime and the harvest, our life, our health, our food, 

No gifts have we to offer for all thy love imparts 

But that which thou desirest, our humble thankful 

hearts! 

All good gifts around us 

Are sent from Heaven above.. 

So thank the Lord, oh thank the Lord for all his love.. 

I really wanna thank you Lord! 

 

Lyrics of Godspell: All Good Gifts 



Page 34 

Monday, April 10,  2017 

 

Beginning of Holy Week 

 

John 12: 1-11 

Six days before the Passover Jesus came to Bethany, the home of Lazarus, whom he had 

raised from the dead. 2 There they gave a dinner for him. Martha served, and Lazarus was 

one of those at the table with him. 3 Mary took a pound of costly perfume made of pure 

nard, anointed Jesus’ feet, and wiped them with her hair. The house was filled with the      

fragrance of the perfume. 4 But Judas Iscariot, one of his disciples (the one who was about 

to betray him), said, 5 “Why was this perfume not sold for three hundred denarii and the 

money given to the poor?” 6 (He said this not because he cared about the poor, but        

because he was a thief; he kept the common purse and used to steal what was put into 

it.) 7 Jesus said, “Leave her alone. She bought it so that she might keep it for the day of my 

burial. 8 You always have the poor with you, but you do not always have me.” 9 When the 

great crowd of the Jews learned that he was there, they came not only because of Jesus 

but also to see Lazarus, whom he had raised from the dead. 10 So the chief priests planned 

to put Lazarus to death as well, 11 since it was on account of him that many of the Jews 

were deserting and were believing in Jesus. 

 

 

 

HOLY WEEK 

 

I saw the yellow green willows yesterday 

fanning against the grey brown earth. 

The first slow signs of spring in this land, 

the grass with hints of snow  

is greening 

before my eyes. 

A new season dawns. 

 

Contributed by Peggy Rollins Milbrandt 

 

 



Tuesday, April 11, 2017 

 

1 Corinthians 1: 26-31 

26 Consider your own call, brothers and sisters: not many of you were wise by human      

standards, not many were powerful, not many were of noble birth. 27 But God chose what is 

foolish in the world to shame the wise; God chose what is weak in the world to shame the 

strong; 28 God chose what is low and despised in the world, things that are not, to reduce to 

nothing things that are, 29 so that no one might boast in the presence of God. 30 He is the 

source of your life in Christ Jesus, who became for us wisdom from God, and righteousness 

and sanctification and redemption, 31 in order that, as it is written, “Let the one who boasts, 

boast in the Lord.”  

 

Google/Youtube the Taize song “Let All Who Are Thirsty Come”: or meditate upon these 

words without the music for 5 minutes today. Let all who are thirsty come, let all who wish   

receive. The water of life freely: Amen, come Lord Jesus. Amen, come Lord Jesus. 
 

Wednesday, April 12, 2017 

 

Isaiah 50:4-9 
1 4 The Lord GOD has given me 

    the tongue of a teacher, 

that I may know how to sustain 

    the weary with a word. 

Morning by morning he wakens— 

    wakens my ear 

    to listen as those who are taught. 
5 The Lord God has opened my ear 

    and I was not rebellious, 

    I did not turn backward. 
6 I gave my back to those who struck me 

    and my cheeks to those who pulled out the beard; 

I did not hide my face 

    from insult and spitting. 
7 The Lord GOD helps me; 

    therefore I have not been disgraced; 

therefore I have set my face like flint, 

    and I know that I shall not be put to shame; 
8     He who vindicates me is near 

Who will contend with me? 

    Let us stand up together. 

Who are my adversaries? 

    Let them confront me. 
9 It is the Lord God who helps me  

    who will declare me guilty? 

All of them will wear out like a garment; 

    the moth will eat them up. 
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My husband and I are hoping to be grandparents someday, but we are patient and we 

love our daughters’ lives the way they are right now. We are retiring, but we want to       

contribute to something larger than ourselves. Community means a lot to us. 

So, with great trepidation, we took on the job of teaching Sunday School to 1st and 2nd 

graders this fall, every other week.  

 

OH MY!!! It’s a lively age!!!  And I feel inadequate at times, as my knowledge of the Bible is 

sketchy. There are 6 and 7 year olds that astound me with their Biblical insights.  

And furthermore, it has been a little embarrassing carrying that big red paper flag with 

“Grades 1 -2” printed on it, high in the air as we leave the sanctuary with an entourage of 6 

– 13 short people following.  And I always have the feeling that the lesson just might not go 

well or that the kids might be bored.  

 

But the time has been magical for us, even if we need a nap afterwards. Children have a 

way of giving harsh feedback at times and having an agenda that may not match the     

lesson plan. But the humor is priceless and what a joy it has been to develop relationships 

with these people who are decades younger than us. They are the future of our church and 

of our world. 

 

Thank you, God, for new experiences and new relationships. Thank you for children and 

their parents. Thank you for touching our hearts with their energy and affection. Amen 

 

Contributed by Bobbi Nichols 

 

Thursday, April 13, 2017 

Maundy Thursday 

 

John 13: 12-17 

12 After he had washed their feet, had put on his robe, and had returned to the table, he 

said to them, “Do you know what I have done to you? 13 You call me Teacher and Lord—

and you are right, for that is what I am. 14 So if I, your Lord and Teacher, have washed your 

feet, you also ought to wash one another’s feet. 15 For I have set you an example, that you 

also should do as I have done to you. 16 Very truly, I tell you, servants are not greater than 

their master, nor are messengers greater than the one who sent them. 17 If you know these 

things, you are blessed if you do them.  

 

 

 



A pebble. 

A blooming flower. 

A breath-taking sunset.  

A vast body of water crushing waves onto a shoreline. 

Rain.  Thunder.  Lightning. 

A person:  born – living – dying. 

This – This is how I know God. 

Every S I N G L E day of my life I think of God’s little and HUGE works of art – the day, the 

night, the animals, the humans, the existence of all of it tied into what we call Earth.   

This is how I believe - in God – who or what else could have possibly created something this 

amazingly intricate where we live and breathe and survive?  Something scientific – yes of 

course!  God is the mad scientist behind all of this!  Allah? Buddha?  Whichever name you 

reference as God is who created this miracle.  He put us all here to figure out life together.  

Once we are working on it, all hands in – no matter who you are, what you are - just ALL       

TOGETHER at the same time, then comes Earthly peace.  Until then, we have a daily           

obligation to serve, to share what we know is God to others who may need a hand finding 

the way.   

I’ve lost my way several times and then I remember:  

A pebble. 

A blooming flower. 

A breath-taking sunset. 

A vast body of water crushing waves onto a shoreline.   

Rain.  Thunder.  Lightning.   

A person: 

born:  my son and my daughter – wailing, gasping for breath, kicking and flailing, and 

then……. finally…………calming down to momma’s voice and touch. 

living:   us learning, teaching, serving, crying, yelling, laughing.   

dying:   my mom – uttering her last words on earth, “I love you, I love you, I love you.”  “I 

have FAITH.” 

This – This is how I know God. 

 

        Contributed by Gwen Ravenhorst 
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Friday, April 14, 2017 

 

Good Friday 

 

John 19: 38-42 

38 After these things, Joseph of Arimathea, who was a disciple of Jesus, though a secret one 

because of his fear of the Jews, asked Pilate to let him take away the body of Jesus. Pilate 

gave him permission; so he came and removed his body. 39 Nicodemus, who had at first 

come to Jesus by night, also came, bringing a mixture of myrrh and aloes, weighing about a 

hundred pounds. 40 They took the body of Jesus and wrapped it with the spices in linen 

cloths, according to the burial custom of the Jews. 41 Now there was a garden in the place 

where he was crucified, and in the garden there was a new tomb in which no one had ever 

been laid. 42 And so, because it was the Jewish day of Preparation, and the tomb was   

nearby, they laid Jesus there.  

 

 

my god, my god 

why have you forsaken me? 

i’m a busted tambourine 

a banjo with broken strings 

a cacophonous symphony  

i’m a wallflower with two left feet 

my god, my god 

i’m a professional auctioneer  

my voice is hoarse 

from my urgent prattling 

do you hear me? can you help me? will you heal me? 

you don’t raise your hand your inattention is baffling your silence unsettling 

my cry for help is routine rhythmic pattern that swells again and again 

do you love me? do you love me? do you love me? 

don’t you see i’m suffering? 

my god, my god 

i’m the orphan 

can’t you feel my pulse? 

sighs of neglected nurture 

silences of love misshapen 

cries from wounds that will not heal 

your eyes look away 

you pay no attention 

your unconcern unnerves me 

my god, my god 

why have you forsaken me? 

i’m a refugee 

my body is here but 

my heart is buried 

i’ve been uprooted and 

anxious fears grip me 
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these pains won’t let go 

my bones are bending 

i can’t stand this aching 

will you do nothing while everything is breaking? will you do nothing while everything is 

breaking? 

how does your heart not break? 

eloi, eloi, 

lama sabachthani 

my god, my god 

why have you forsaken me? 

my protest is prayer my heart’s a bruise 

who can fix this dusty tambourine? 

who can make this banjo resound again? 

is there any bounce for my two left feet? 

i thought you were the one who turns chaos into grace and beauty? 

am I wrong that you promised never to leave? 

why even speak of a love that could heal everything? 

my prayer is protest 

my cry reverberates 

from David in Jerusalem to Jesus on Calvary everyone who’s felt offbeat  

my god, my god 

why have you forsaken me?   

 

Dale Frederickson, CO Pastor and poet 

 

 

 

Holy Saturday, April 15 

 

Matthew 27: 62-66 
62 The next day, that is, after the day of Preparation, the chief priests and the Pharisees    

gathered before Pilate 63 and said, “Sir, we remember what that impostor said while he was 

still alive, ‘After three days I will rise again.’ 64 Therefore command the tomb to be made   

secure until the third day; otherwise his disciples may go and steal him away, and tell the 

people, ‘He has been raised from the dead,’ and the last deception would be worse than 

the first.” 65 Pilate said to them, “You have a guard of soldiers; go, make it as secure as you 

can.” 66 So they went with the guard and made the tomb secure by sealing the stone.  
 

 

More Water— Reflections on Exodus 17:1-7 

 
“Give us water to drink.”  Is it a request?  a declaration?  an accusation?  a demand?  a 
complaint? 
 
My home life was ideal.  Schooling was enjoyable and rewarding. Travel and life in           
Germany was exciting.  New relationships blossomed into love and into marriage.  Seminary 
opened new and challenging doors to life.  Ordination provided work and witness and    
shelter and food.  Two congregations were formative and affirming. Yes, God has been 
grounding and blessing my life. 
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Why, then, this dis-ease at the telephone call berating me with questions and  
explicatives?  Why are you celebrating the death of Martin Luther King?  Were there many 
more upset members?  Was it a populist movement?   Where was God when I needed the         
Almighty? I was thirsty for support and affirmation. The people Israel had been led by God 
through thick and thin, over dry land and through the water of the Reed Sea. They had 
been set free from slavery and monotony. They were a free people now responsible for their 
lives.   But now they are thirsty with no water to drink.  The populists rose up in anger and fear 
and self-protection and complaint.  “Give us water to drink.”       
 
Moses wonders to himself:  What’s wrong with these people?  He cries to the Lord,  “What 
shall I do?”   And God answers, in the Lord’s time, ‘Take some of the people and elders and 
go strike the rock at Horeb...and water will come out of it, so the people may drink.’  More 
water than enough was given. I still depend on God’s renewing water and power to        
persevere and hopefully to persist in speaking truth to power and to friends.  I need God’s 
water of life to refresh and strengthen me for daily life.  The empowering Spirit water is      
necessary for me to maintain balance and hope in the face of our national difficulties and 
seemingly overwhelming odds. God’s water is wearing away the stumbling rock of hate, 
domination, control, and abuse of law.  
 
So with Moses, I choose to go to the rock at Horeb and strike the rock in prayer and hope 
and trust and love.  God the Holy One, Helper and Presence, gives the water of life; more 
water than I ever will need. 
 

Contributed by Gary Lueck 
 

Join us at CUMC for this Season of 

Lent as we explore: “Who, me?????” 

 

Maundy Thursday April 13 

7:00 PM Sanctuary 

A service naming our connection and brokenness 

  

Good Friday April 14 

12:00 Ecumenical Service at Zumbro Lutheran Church 

7:00 Sanctuary service 

Naming betrayal and crucifixion 

  

Pre-Easter Party April 15 

All of Creation 

10 AM – 12:00 PM 

Intergenerational celebration of new life 

  

Easter Sunday April 16 

9:00 AM and 11:00 AM Sanctuary Worship 

Featuring children, brass, song and the Arise worship 

band (11:00 AM service only) 


