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PREFACE

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK
The forty days of Lent run from Ash Wednesday to Holy
Saturday. They do not include Sundays, which have
traditionally been celebrated as “little Easters”, providing
moments of joy and gladness during an otherwise solemn
season.

“Lent is a time for discipline, for confession, for honesty, not
because God is mean or fault-finding or finger-pointing, but
because he wants us to know the joy of being cleaned out,
ready for all the good things he now has in store.”
-N. T. Wright

What is Lent? Traditionally, it has been a time of fasting
and abstinence in commemoration and solidarity with
Jesus, who fasted and resisted Satan’s temptation in the
wilderness for a period of forty days.
Today, while some traditions hold to the practice of fasting
and abstinence, others take this time to look inwardly at
their personal relationship with God in an effort to cast
aside other allegiances to focus more deeply on Christ.
Some may choose to give something up, something they
have become dependent on in spite of Christ. Others may
choose to take something on, like generosity or reading
more Scripture.
My hope for this devotional is that as we read the
thoughtful and faithful words of our dear brothers and
sisters in Christ, we will not only grow closer to one
another, but to God. And as we are pulled closer to God,
may we be pushed further outside our own circles to love
the strangers in our midst.

In this book there is one devotion per weekday. Every
Saturday, with the exception of one, there will be a Psalm
or a poem and a journal prompt on which to reflect and
write. On Sundays, there will be a variety of creative
activities.
Each day is listed so that this book may be used during any
year for the Lenten season. You may wish to use a
bookmark to keep your place.
How you use this book is ultimately up to you. Ideally, each
devotion would be read and reflected upon during each
weekday during Lent. You are encouraged to write your
thoughts and perhaps a prayer in the margins or wherever
they fit best.
But as we all know, life happens. If you miss one, that’s
ok. If you miss six, and you want to read them all in one
sitting, that’s ok. Make this book work for you. All I ask is
that you take it seriously. To adapt a quote from John
Wesley, “If it is a cross to you, take it up and you will find
it a blessing.”1

1

2

John Wesley, “Directions for Singing” Select Hymns (1761).

3

Week One: Ash Wednesday

“A CONSIDERABLE SPECK”
Rev. Mason Cantey

Week One: Thursday

.

“A JUST GOD”
Walt Brown

By the sweat of your brow you will eat your food until you
return to the ground, since from it you were taken; for dust you
are and to dust you will return.” -Genesis 3:19
I can’t remember if it was high school or college when I first read
Robert Frost’s poem, “A Considerable Speck.” Nevertheless, it
has always stuck with me. If you have the time, I invite you to
find it online and read it before continuing. The poem is about a
speck of what Frost thinks is dust, but what turns out to be a
little bug:
This was no dust speck by my breathing blown
But unmistakably a living mite
With inclinations it could call its own

On Ash Wednesday, we remember our mortality. We remember
that we are dust and to dust we shall return. In essence, we
are nothing but a collection of dust specks. We remember that
the wages of sin is death. There’s nothing like these little
reminders to make you feel all warm and fuzzy inside.
But we’re not dead. We have not been condemned yet. Because
although the wages of sin is death, “the gift of God is eternal
life in Christ Jesus our Lord” (Rom. 6:23). We may be specks,
but we are not inconsiderable, because God has considered us,
like Frost considers the little mite on his “paper sheet so white”.
But unlike Frost, who was content to let the speck lie there until
he hoped it slept, God will raise us up. Through Christ, we are
more than inconsiderable specks of dust, and even more than
simply considerable specks. We are beloved sons and
daughters. Nevertheless, we shouldn’t soon forget from whence
we came, and what we are without Christ.

For I delivered unto you first of all that which I also received,
how that Christ died for our sins, according to the scriptures.
-1 Corinthians 15:3

Many may know the storyline of Les Misérables, in which
the ruthless policeman, Javert, relentlessly pursues the
escaped parolee Jean Valjean, whose crime was stealing a
loaf of bread. One film version portrays Valjean old, in poor
health, tired of running, and finally giving himself up to
Javert. Javert, at last seeing that Valjean is an honorable
man who has done much good in his lifetime, chooses not
to arrest him. However, in Javert's mind the law is
concrete, and committing a crime demands a price be paid.
Thinking this his only option, he throws himself into the
nearby river, thus paying the price himself.
Our God is a merciful God, but he is also a just God. Our
sins demand a price be paid, yet he loves us so much that
he forgave us and paid that price himself through the
sacrifice of His one and only Son.
Prayer: Father, there is no greater love than the love
you have for your children. Amen.

Prayer: Most Considerate God, we know that we are only dust.
But because you have considered us, we have been made so
much more. Give us strength to repent and believe the gospel.
Amen.
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Week One: Friday

Week One: Saturday

“GOD WAS WITH ME”

“LOOKING IN THE MIRROR”

Gail Durant

My God, my rock, in whom I take refuge, my shield and the
horn of my salvation, my stronghold and my refuge; my savior,
you save me from violence. -2 Samuel 22:3

Years ago, I was in a relationship with a man who turned
out to be an alcoholic prone to anger. I had never been
around an alcoholic before and didn’t notice the signs. I
guess I was naïve. He was functioning very well during the
day.
We were traveling toward Kansas and Colorado in my car.
One day in particular, I could tell he had been drinking, but
I didn’t realize just how much. We were driving around in
Colorado in the mountains with our dog, Kritter. We had an
argument, and the next thing I knew, he was parked on
the edge of the mountain and threatening to drive over. I
was so scared. I had one hand on the emergency brake
and the other on the door handle.
Looking back, I can see God was with me during this
ordeal. I had accepted Jesus as my savior just before this,
had no church affiliation, and needed help. Shortly
afterward, I left the area alone with Kritter and got out of
the relationship. This ordeal brought me closer to
worshiping our Lord.

Psalm 51:1-6, 17

Have mercy on me, O God,
according to your unfailing love;
according to your great compassion
blot out my transgressions.
Wash away all my iniquity
and cleanse me from my sin.
For I know my transgressions,
and my sin is always before me.
Against you, you only, have I sinned
and done what is evil in your sight;
so you are right in your verdict
and justified when you judge.
Surely I was sinful at birth,
sinful from the time my mother conceived me.
Yet you desired faithfulness even in the womb;
you taught me wisdom in that secret place.
My sacrifice, O God, is a broken spirit;
a broken and contrite heart,
O God, you will not despise.
Question: Although certainly not an easy or comfortable
practice, how often do you think about your own sin? Having
taken a moment to think about it, what would you say to God
in response?

Prayer: God, thank you for being our shield and strength
in times of need. Thank you for being with me always.
Amen.
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The First Sunday

“DRAW YOUR BREATH”

Start from either the left or right side of this page and draw a
line going across as you inhale, and without picking up your pen,
hold that breath as you turn. Then, exhale as you continue the
line going back the other way.
If you’d like, you can repeat the following line as you exhale:
“Breathe on me, breath of God; fill me with life anew.”

Week Two: Monday

“FACING FEAR”

Rev. James Ellis Griffeth

“Which of these three, do you think, was a neighbor to the man
who fell into the hands of the robbers?” He said, “The one who
showed him mercy.” Jesus said to him, “Go and do likewise.”
-Luke 10:36-37
A longstanding tradition of Lent is to “give up something” for
Lent. Most of the time folks have given up things that they enjoy.
Some would put aside the money they had saved by giving up
chocolate or desserts or movies or alcohol or even Coca-Cola;
then they’d donate the money to a charity.
Lately I have been pondering the possibility of giving up “fear”
for Lent. We can’t and shouldn’t give up all fear. We learn and
survive as humans in part by fearing things that are true dangers
or genuine threats and in finding ways to cope with them. But
some things that we fear, when assessed calmly, rarely pose any
threat at all. We’ve just been conditioned by our culture to fear
them.
Sadly, much of our culture tells us to fear people who are
“different.”
Some, who proudly consider themselves “not
different,” define the “different” as racial minorities, women,
LGBTQ+ persons, non-white immigrants, the poor and the
homeless.
Some even say that, if the “different” do not
change/conform, they are to be feared and rejected or even
condemned.
Some insist on disapproving persons who,
“different” or “not different,” are reconciling friends with
“different people.”
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I was raised by parents who were remarkably more accepting
and unafraid of “different” people than the parents of many of
my classmates and playmates. But I have spent my adulthood
discovering prejudices and fears that I still somehow absorbed
from the culture — prejudices that taught me to fear some
“different” people. As a senior citizen, I am still discovering and
addressing those prejudices and fears.
I know from my
experience that most of them can be given up.
One of my discoveries is that I have far less to fear from
“different” people than I have to fear from politicians, online
commentators, media commentators, and “entitled” people who
are trying to convince to fear “different” people.
Overwhelmingly, those “different” people are seeking a better
life. Some are Christians. They are trying hard to live as good
people in spite of the prejudice that encounters them daily in
their everyday life and impacts them in the decisions of
governmental and business power brokers. We do not need to
fear the “different” people as much as we need to fear the people
telling our culture to fear the “different” people.
The Good Samaritan loved in action the beaten and robbed
stranger on the road to Jericho (Luke 10:29-37). We can love
“different” people in our actions. Loving action helps remove
fear.
God loves us, strengthens us, forgives us, encourages us and
gives us the power to overcome fear.
Prayer: God of love, you are utterly faithful and trustworthy.
With you, we have no reason to fear. Therefore, help us to give
up our fear of others, especially those who may appear
“different” than us. Help us distinguish between real fear and
imaginary fear, so that we love more deeply in our actions.
Amen.
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Week Two: Tuesday

“WHY!?”

Wendy Hines

“If only I knew where to find him; if only I could go to his
dwelling! I would state my case before him and fill my mouth
with arguments. I would find out what he would answer me,
and consider what he would say to me.” -Job 23:3-5
The 2-year-old in us rears its ugly head every now and then,
“Why do I have to go to church? My bed is nice and warm.” “Why
did my friend get cancer? It's not fair.” “Why do I have to pay all
these medical bills when someone else gets everything free? It's
not fair!” Why me God? I try and be a nice person. Why not
them? They are mean. They cheat. They steal. God does not owe
us any explanations. Why do we think we have the "right" to
know?
Isaiah 55: 8-9 states, "my thoughts are not your thoughts,
neither are your ways my ways,” declares the Lord. “As the
heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways are higher
than your ways and my thoughts higher than your thoughts."
Imprisoned by Nazis for sheltering Jews during World War II,
Corrie Ten Boom cried out to her sister, Betsie, complaining
about why God would send fleas to torment them, and how she
was tired of the bites and itching. Bestie responded, "The Lord
sends the fleas to keep the guards from bothering us."

I am trying to trust God when disappointments come. Instead of
asking " why me God," I am trying to think of it more as “why not
me.” Help me, God, to see what I need to learn from difficult
times and pray for grace to find purpose instead of complaining.
We may not receive the answer to our whys this side of heaven.
Prayer: Dear Wise and Gracious God, your wisdom surpasses
all understanding. Who are we that you are even mindful of us?
Help us to trust your wisdom and compassion, that you want
what is best for us, so that when doubts arise, we cling to you.
Amen.
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Week Two: Wednesday

Week Two: Thursday

“BE STILL AND KNOW THAT I AM GOD”

“IN NEED OF RESCUE”

Written by my mother in 1984 for their Lenten devotional book.

Mary Everhart

He says, “Be still, and know that I am God; I will be
exalted among the nations, I will be exalted in the earth.”
-Psalm 46:10
I do not understand how the sun gives warmth to the earth and
causes gardens to grow and flowers to bloom, but I know it does.
I do not understand how God’s presence warms my heart and
gives me abundant life, but it does.
I don’t know where the birds learn their beautiful melodies, but
I hear them sing.
I do not understand how God’s songs of hope and praise and love
go into my heart, but they are there.
I do not understand how nature helps the trees and flowers to
survive storms, but it does.
I do not understand how God sustains me in the tempests of
anxiety and fear that seem about to overwhelm me, but He does!
I do not understand how God sustains a whole world of people in
a day like this, but I know He can.
“God is our refuge and strength.” In the midst of the cares and
tribulations of our daily lives, in the midst of war, sorrows and
disasters, He will not forsake us if we put our trust in Him.
Prayer: Dear God, I pray for a deeper understanding of your
great love. Help me to walk closer to Thee. Amen.
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Mike Webber

We escaped with our lives like a bird from the fowler’s snare,
the snare was broken, and we escaped. -Psalm 124:7
As we enter the Lenten season, we have so much to be thankful
for, but we also have a lot to be concerned about. The past two
years have been very trying for a lot of families. So much fear
and anger. So many families affected by COVID and financial
problems.
I’d like to share something that I read recently.
Walking through the valley of shadows with Jesus means we
have nothing to fear.
Psalm 124:7 reads, “We escaped with our lives like a bird from
the fowler’s snare, the snare was broken, and we escaped.”
How often you and I escape from bitter circumstances! Some are
of our own invention. At other times, we manage to survive
injury, disappointment, and moral testing that came
unbidden. Escape frequently comes in the form of divine
rescue. God’s messenger frees us from the snare we’re in. Let’s
spend this season deepening our commitment to freedom as
people of hope in a world seriously in need of rescue.
Prayer: God you are our rescuer. You break the snares that take
a hold of us, so that we can be free to obey you and you alone.
Thank you for saving us. Amen.
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Week Two: Friday

“THE BEST-CASE SCENARIO…”
Erin Smith

And yet, while we were still sinners, Christ died for us.
-Romans 5:8

What started as a regular check-up ended with the words:
cancer, chemotherapy, radiation and surgery. The days leading
up to the surgery were filled with white coats using big words
that I don’t remember. The only thing I remember with 100%
clarity is that we were sitting face to face with the best pediatric
oncologist in the upstate, and he said that the best-case scenario
would be removing her kidney and starting on an 18-month
journey through chemo and radiation. Best case scenario?!? My
thoughts immediately fly to “Well, what if it isn’t the best-case
scenario? What if something happens to my daughter’s healthy
kidney? What is she going to miss out on in her life? How are we
supposed to cope with this and manage to give everyone,
including her two brothers, as normal a life as possible, and what
would our “normal” be?”

Eventually, a nurse came in the room and asked if we were Ava’s
parents. When I said yes, she gave me a hug and said, “I had
this exact same surgery when I was her age. I have done
everything I have ever wanted to do including cheer! I am happy
and healthy and just got married.” …and her name? It’s Katie!
WOW!
Even while I was being ungrateful and selfish. Even while the
“Christian” in me wasn’t showing, God sent that angel to assuage
my fears, to take my anxiety. That moment, even while I was
turning my back on the miracle He had just given me, He loved
me. He blessed me. He cared for me. He heard my cries.
Prayer: God Who Provides, you are with us in the midst of our
darkest valleys. You can handle our anger, frustration, and
sadness, even when it is directed at you. Please give us the
faith to know that even when things look bleak, you are always
with us, so that when the next tribulation comes, we know you
are there holding us close. Amen.

About 3 hours into the 8-hour surgery, we got a phone call from
the operating room. The surgeon said they were closing her up
but something looked different than what the scans showed. We
waited for what seemed like a lifetime for them to call us to come
see our baby girl. We were standing beside this huge bed in
recovery, and as ashamed as I am to admit, my immediate
thoughts were not thoughts praising God for bringing her through
surgery. My thoughts were not praising God that the tumor was
completely in her kidney, and that she would most likely not need
chemo or radiation. My thoughts were about all the “what-ifs,”
and I was angry. Not that anyone deserves to have cancer. Not
that I would ever wish anyone to have an illness, but why was it
my baby? Little did I know that I would meet an angel in the
recovery room.
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Week Two: Saturday

The Second Sunday

“STOP SIGNS”

“CO-CREATORS”

Perry Tanksley

One Bible verse declares,
“The steps of a good man
Are ordered by the Lord,”
According to His plan.
We know God guides the steps
Of faithful women and men;
The steps! But what about the stops?
Slammed doors? Streets that dead-end?
Roadblocks? Yes, roadblocks
Exalt our God above.
Then praise Him for locked doors.
Stop signs are signs of love.

In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth. Now
the earth was formless and empty, darkness was over the
surface of the deep, and the Spirit of God was hovering over
the waters. And God said let there be… -Genesis 1:1-3
Sometimes our lives can feel formless and void, but thankfully
God helps bring order to the chaos in our lives. What “order” can
you bring to these “formless and void” scribbles?

Question: What slammed doors, dead-end streets, and
roadblocks have you faced during your life? How did you
feel about them then? How do you feel about them now?
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Week Three: Monday

Week Three: Tuesday

“A SIMPLE PENNY”

“PURITY”

Wendy Hines

Walt Brown

Aren’t two sparrows sold for a penny? Yet not one of them falls
to the ground without your Father’s consent. -Matthew 10:26

Pennies are the smallest denomination of currency in the
U.S. usually forgotten or ignored as useless. No more
penny candy. “It costs a pretty penny” really doesn’t mean
much anymore.
I’ve always picked up any money we’ve found and put it in
our “Jesus Jar” that we would donate at some point.
When Amber left 2 years ago, we had an agreement to pick
up pennies when we found them, and it meant we were
thinking about each other. The whole family does it and we
have many to give her when she comes back.
Each penny I find is a reminder to trust in God’s plan. In
fact, it’s right there on the coin, “IN GOD WE TRUST!”
Prayer: God, please help us to trust you. Please continue
to give us little reminders that you are trustworthy.
Amen.

If we say we have no sin, we deceive ourselves, and the truth
is not in us. If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just to
forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness.
-1 John 1:8-9

The process of producing finished fabric is simple, yet
complex. Woven or knit cloth from the greige mills is first
bleached white to remove dirt and impurities. It is then
moved to the dyehouse to turn the white fabric into the
ordered color. Then, finally, on it goes to the finishing
process.
Sometimes, after being finished, whether from flaws in
dyeing or the customer rejecting an odd color, the fabric is
brought back to be stripped of its finish coating and dye.
However, no matter what chemicals or procedures are
used, it's impossible to make the fabric completely white
again. The only option is to overdye the material into a
darker color, usually black. (That black t-shirt you're
wearing may once have been lime green.)
When Jesus gave his life for us, his blood removed the bad
dye job and dirt of our sins and made us as we were first
born, pure white once again.
Prayer: Lord, may we repay your gift of eternal life with
our gift of living to honor you. Amen.
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Week Three: Wednesday

Week Three: Thursday

“My God Winks”

“ALCOHOL FAST”

Wendy Hines

Tyler Newman

God has a way of letting us know we are loved and have not been
left to fend for ourselves. My pennies for Amber are a God wink.
Random rainbows, natural or from a prism, make me smile, or
finding a heart shaped rock or leaf, “I know that was you, God”
moments.
In March of 2010, I attended a Just Give Me Jesus conference in
Greenville. It was an amazing weekend that changed my life.
Worshipping with that many people at one time together.
AMAZING. Your chest thumps with the praise music and you feel
so loved by this huge group of people, yet I knew God me there
for another reason. My family has always had addictive
personalities. My dad was an alcoholic. I don’t remember any of
that because he became sober when I was young. My older
brother is a workaholic, another brother at one time it was
running. I seem to go from one bad habit only to pick up another.
Food has always been a battle. I smoked for years, but finally
quit.
But at this conference, God was dealing with me on alcohol.
Thousands of people were singing, “I Surrender All,” waving
whatever white cloth or napkin they had with them. I heard
saying clearly, “You let alcohol in your life more than ME.” Whoa!
I was stunned. I never thought of it that way before. I was
waving my white tissue singing, “I surrender all.” I never drank
any kind of alcohol again.

Do not gaze at wine when it is red, when it sparkles in the cup,
when it goes down smoothly! In the end it bites like snake and
poisons like a viper. Your eyes will see strange sights, and your
mind will utter strange things.
-Proverbs 23:29-33
I am giving up alcohol for Lent. I’m choosing to abstain from
alcohol because I feel like I am too easily tempted by it, and tend
to get carried away with it. I think abstaining from alcohol will
help my body heal and will strengthen my connection to and with
God. I’m excited to serve God in this way and see what changes.
Prayer: God, the psalmist praises you for bringing forth wine
that gladdens human hearts. But like any good thing you have
gifted us with, it is prone to become an idol. Please help us to
enjoy the gifts you have brought forth, but give us the
discernment to avoid their potentially poisonous bite. Amen.

We were sponsoring another child with the money I would have
spent on alcohol. My only requirement was her name be Wendy.
Care to guess her birthday? March 23! A big God wink. I KNOW
THAT WAS YOU, GOD!
Prayer: God, thank you for always looking out for your children.
Thank you for convicting us, and leading us into a more abundant
life with you. Please sever any tie, except the tie that binds us to
you. Amen.
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Week Three: Friday

“TUG OF WAR”
Erin Smith

Two are better than one, because they have a good reward for
their toil. For if they fall, one will lift up the other; but woe to
one who is alone and falls and does not have another to
help…And though one might prevail against another, two will
withstand one. A threefold cord is not quickly broken.
-Ecclesiastes 4:9-12

be the only one to fall? When you fall into sin, just as when you
fall into the space, you often feel alone and it can be hard to get
back up. It can take a lot of courage to stand up and move out
of the hole you are in. That first step can be terrifying. But once
you take that step, and surround yourself with people who not
only share your likes and dislikes for things of this physical world
but also your desire to follow the Lord, it is much, much harder
to be pulled in the wrong direction. You will also find that the
rope isn’t nearly as hard to pull with other people helping
you. You do not ever have to worry about falling down, because
you will always have someone to fall back on. Even if you are the
last person holding on, you don’t have to worry, because Jesus
is the one holding the rope!

I invite you to imagine an empty, blank, paved lot. But in that
lot, there is actually one single parking space painted on the
pavement. You are standing on one long side of that single spot,
facing a group of your friends, who are standing across from you
on the other long side. So, here is this empty parking space
between you. Do you see it?
Now, I invite you to imagine a rope pulling and tugging you into
the spot. How easy is it to be pulled into the parking spot if you
are standing by yourself? Maybe you can hold out for a few
seconds. Maybe you are teetering on the edge, but before much
time has passed, you are going to be pulled into the middle of
the space. You may even lose your balance and fall into the spot
from the force of being pulled.
Are you still with me? Next, we are going to imagine the same
scenario, but instead, you are on the side with your friends, and
you are all pulling in the same direction, away from the
middle. You may still fall when you tug on the rope, but chances
are, you are going to fall backwards and into your friends’ arms
and away from the parking space. Finally, imagine that the space
is labeled “SIN”.
How easy is it to be pulled into sin when we are standing alone,
or with people who do not want to pick up the rope, or with
people who may even choose to let the rope go, so that you will
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Week Three: Saturday

The Third Sunday

“CRAVINGS”

“HOLDING ON & LETTING GO”

Psalm 63:1-8

You, God, are my God,
earnestly I seek you;
I thirst for you,
my whole being longs for you,
in a dry and parched land
where there is no water.
I have seen you in the sanctuary
and beheld your power and your glory.
Because your love is better than life,
my lips will glorify you.
I will praise you as long as I live,
and in your name I will lift up my hands.
I will be fully satisfied as with the richest of foods;
with singing lips my mouth will praise you.

What are you holding on to that may be mentally, spiritually, or
physically unhealthy? Maybe it’s self-doubt, anger, alcohol,
shame, etc. How can we ask God to help us let those things go?
What have you let go of that may be good for you mentally,
spiritually, or physically? Maybe you let go of time with family,
friendships, exercise, eating well, self-care, etc. How can we ask
God to help us hold on to these things?
Below are two hands. In the left hand, you’re invited to write
healthy things you want to hold on to. In the right hand, you’re
invited to write unhealthy things you want to let go of.

On my bed I remember you;
I think of you through the watches of the night.
Because you are my help,
I sing in the shadow of your wings.
I cling to you;
your right hand upholds me.
Question: What do you most often crave? Can you easily
discern between what it is you want vs. what it is you need? Do
you ever think about yourself craving God? Why or why not?
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Week Four: Monday

“THE ONE WHO SEES ME, PART I”
Rev. Maggie Cantey

Genesis 6:1-16
I like spending time outside hiking, camping, and sitting in the
sun. The word wilderness seems exciting and full of adventure.
That is only true, though, because I am in a position in my life
where I get to choose when I spend time outside and when I get
to leave. When it rains, I can leave the back yard and head
inside. When I’m getting sun burn at the beach, I can pack up
and call it a day. If I run out of toilet paper or food camping, I
can return home. Safety and security are always promised
somewhere close by if things start going wrong.

the Lord called her by name, listened to her, told her the Lord
had heard her misery, and then sent her back to Sarai. Before
going back, she calls God a name that means, “the One who sees
me.”
She is the first person in the Bible to name God. She doesn’t
have any special authority. She isn’t a prophet or priestess, but
a slave girl from Egypt, and yet, she sees God clearly and
experiences him fully. Even though things aren’t going perfectly,
Hagar still gives God this wonderful name. Instead, things were
really at their worst. But she had received a promise from God
that gave her hope that things might look better one day.
So, from this first part of Hagar’s story, we learn that even when
we feel alone in the wilderness, God sees us there. He sits with
us, listens, and He gives us hope that one day our surroundings
will look better than they do today. If you are sitting with Hagar
in the wilderness right now, know that God is sitting with you,
He sees you, and know that this isn’t the end of your story.
Prayer: Lord, please sit with us in our wilderness. Help us see
you in truth rather than through the lens of our circumstances,
and help us believe that you are the God Who Sees. Amen.

Then there’s the wilderness that we can’t escape. The things in
our life that provided security and safety for us like relationships,
jobs, health, money, social status, and routine get snatched
away and we are left feeling vulnerable and raw. We can begin
to feel like everything in our lives are going wrong, and maybe
that is exactly what is happening. The longer we sit there, the
rawer and more desperate we feel. When we spend too much
time in these places we may begin to wonder, “Does God even
see me? Does he even care? Am I important enough to gain his
attention if others have it worse?”
Why don’t we ask Hagar what she thinks?
God came to Abram and Sarai, and told them they would have a
child, and that he would make a great nation from his offspring.
But Sarai couldn’t become pregnant, so she decided to take
matters into her own hands. She gave her servant, Hagar, to
Abram so that they might have a son through her servant. When
Hagar became pregnant, Sarai became jealous, which caused her
to despise and mistreat Hagar. Hagar fled to the wilderness and
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Week Four: Tuesday
“THE ONE WHO SEES ME, PART II”
Rev. Maggie Cantey

recognize your surroundings. Maybe the pandemic has weighed
more heavily on you than you care to admit. Maybe you read
Hagar’s story and haven’t experienced exactly what she did, but
you have felt the pain and fear she felt on a personal level. If you
aren’t in that position now, praise God! Chances are, though,
we’ve all felt this before on some level. It’s also likely we, like
Hagar, will all be there again, sitting in the wilderness, wondering
if God will show up…again.

Genesis 21:14-19
We left off with Hagar in the wilderness. Fast forward a few
chapters in Genesis and we see that Hagar has returned, Sarai
and Abram became Sarah and Abraham, and their son was born.
A few years passed and Sarah expressed worry about Abraham
and Hagar’s son receiving a share of their son, Isaac’s,
inheritance. With reassurance that God would provide for his son
and Hagar, Abraham sent Hagar and her son into the desert with
a bit of food and water.
Hagar, once again, found herself in the wilderness, not knowing
what the next day would hold. She was worried, stressed about
their future, and exhausted in every sense of the word. Then the
water ran out. She placed her son under a bush so that she
wouldn’t have to watch him die. Imagine being in the kind of
wilderness where being used, despised, and treated poorly
sounds better than your current state. She began sobbing along
with her son, but the ‘God Who Sees’ heard their cries. God told
her not to be afraid, that He had heard her cries. He then
comforted her. He told Hagar to take her boy by the hand, and
reminded her of the promises He made to them last time she
found herself in the wilderness. Then, He opened Hagar’s eyes,
and she saw a well of water where she was able to give her boy
a drink.

If we were to ask Hagar if God sees us in our wilderness, and if
he cares, I believe she would tell us this: “My God, the God Who
Sees and hears, saw my pain and affliction, heard my cries, and
came to me. Me! A slave girl! He let me taste hope as I sipped
the water and he made me promises that would quench my
future needs. Neither my actions nor the actions of others could
stop the promises God made me in the wilderness from
happening, because God keeps every single promise he makes.
So yes, friends, God sees you and he cares deeply about you.”
Be encouraged; God sees you, and He is here. Remember the
promises God made to you throughout scripture: to love you, to
be your refuge, to bless you, to be merciful, that He is for you,
and that He will bring upon you the good He has promised you.
Sip the water, and hope.
Prayer: Lord, when we only have a few drops left in our cup,
show us your well and lead us to drink from it freely. Then when
we are filled, help us lead others to your well. Amen.

Maybe you have found yourself in the wilderness with only a few
drops of water left to keep you going. Maybe you have lost loved
ones. Maybe you feel things are out of your control. Maybe the
way things used to be have changed so much that you barely
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Week Four: Wednesday

Week Four: Thursday

“SURFACE PRESSURE”

“LOOKALIKES”

Fear not, for I am with you; be not dismayed,
for I am your God; I will strengthen you, I will help you,
I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.
-Isaiah 41:10

But made himself of no reputation, and took upon him the form
of a servant, and was made in the likeness of men: And being
found in fashion as a man, he humbled himself, and became
obedient unto death, even the death of the cross.
-Phil 2:7-8

MerriElizabeth Cable

Recently, I watched the Disney movie, Encanto. In it is a special
family, the Madrigals. They were given a miracle, so at a certain
age, each child is given a special power that is supposed to help
the town. One family member, Luisa, is given amazing strength.
But we find that she is under a lot of pressure. She wants to
protect her family and keep them safe, but she ends up feeling
a lot of pressure from being relied on so much. She wonders if
she will break!
If you have all that pressure, you can really suffer if you try to
take care of it all yourself. Eventually, Luisa has a breakdown
from all the pressure. She becomes really weak and doesn’t know
who she is any more. Now, I get that our families aren’t magical,
and that everybody doesn’t have a power, but we can still relate
to Luisa. Like as a middle school student, I may not be moving
mountains, but the stress of trying to get good grades, make
friends and be successful at sports can be tough.
We may not be given a magical gift, but we are promised by God
if you bring it to Him, he will give you strength. We don’t have
to let the pressure take control. We can ask God to give us the
support we need.

Walt Brown

A few years ago, I read somewhere that throughout the world
there are at least six people who look exactly like me. I imagine
there are more than six, since in the looks department, I'm pretty
non-descript—average height, brown hair, brown eyes, ruddy
complexion. I think, from a distance, a tall tree stump might be
mistaken for me. During my Clemson years, I often had people
tell me they saw me at Sonny's or The Pad, Myrtle Beach's two
prominent hangouts in those days. I replied that was pretty hard
to do, since I was two hundred-fifty miles away. Since these
conversations were always with friends who knew me well, I
figured this individual must be pretty close to looking exactly like
me. I hoped that one day I'd run across him, but that never
happened.
That being said, while I may look like many other men, the God
who knows the number of hairs on my head sees me as a special
individual, unlike no other, and for whom He would give His Only
Son, so that I may have eternal life.
Prayer: Father, thank you for loving me as your child, and
blessing me as if I was your only child.

Prayer: Strong God, you are our strength. Life has many
pressures that tend to add up over time. Like a drip, drip, drip,
that never seems to stop. God, please help us to find our strength
in you. Give us the strength to not only face the challenges, but
to admit when we may need help. Amen.
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Week Four: Friday

“CLEANING OUT THE FRIDGE”
Rev. Mason Cantey

Repent, then, and turn to God, so that your sins may be wiped
out, that times of refreshing may come from the Lord
-Acts 3:19
It seems to me, one of the toughest things to keep organized is
the fridge. No matter how hard you try, that leftover lasagna will
get pushed to the back of the fridge where it will slowly transform
from a delicious dinner into a monster so vicious even the Ghost
Busters wouldn’t dare to go near it. Before you know it, there are
several of these monsters, looming in the depths of that frigid
universe, whether it be the unreachable abyss that is the back of
the fridge, or the “drawer of good intentions” AKA the produce
drawer.

not only ourselves, but the people around us as well. Until finally,
people can’t stand to stick around us for long.
Cleaning out the fridge seems like a perennial task. And it will
continue until Jesus returns and we are cleaned once and for all.
O how I look forward to that day. But in the meantime, I will
continue the work of cleaning out the fridge—repenting—because
I keep pushing things to the back.
Prayer: Dear God, we know you have already made us clean
through the sacrifice of your only begotten Son, Jesus. But we
also know we are still dealing with the effects of sin in our lives.
Please help us to continually look within to see what needs to be
cleaned out. Help us repent by throwing those things out, and
believe in the Gospel, by putting good and wonderful things in.
Amen.

But pretty soon, you have no choice but to face these beasts and
clean out your fridge, lest your kitchen and house become
uninhabitable from the putrid stench.
Having cleaned out the fridge is a good feeling. Having cleaned
anything is a good feeling, really. However tedious and odiferous
the process itself may be.
What if we thought about Lent as an opportunity to “clean out
the fridge”? Over time, we have pushed bad habits and sin to the
back of our hearts and minds where they have lived and festered,
as we continually refused to acknowledge them. Sometimes they
become so bad that the very idea of acknowledging and
removing them is too painful to bear. But we must acknowledge
them. We must clean them out.
Because just like the monsters in your fridge will soon spoil every
good thing in your fridge with their bacterial stench, the sin in
our lives will soon drift out of its neat little container, and affect
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Week Four: Saturday

The Fourth Sunday

“A PURIFICATION”

“30 CIRCLES”

At start of spring I open a trench
In the ground. I put into it
The winter’s accumulation of paper,
Pages I do not want to read
Again, useless words, fragments,
errors. And I put into it
the contents of the outhouse:
light of the suns, growth of the ground,
Finished with one of their journeys.
To the sky, to the wind, then,
and to the faithful trees, I confess
my sins: that I have not been happy
enough, considering my good luck;
have listened to too much noise,
have been inattentive to wonders,
have lusted after praise.
And then upon the gathered refuse,
of mind and body, I close the trench
folding shut again the dark,
the deathless earth. Beneath that seal
the old escapes into the new.

In this “exercise,” set a timer for 3 minutes. Fill in as many circles as
you can with different doodles in those 3 minutes. Quality is not the
goal, but rather, quantity. Ready. Set. Go!

Wendell Berry

Bob McKim

Question: There’s something cathartic about confession, and
being able to “close the trench” on certain things that we really
don’t have good use for. You are invited to confess your sins
below. Then, tear this page (or just the bottom half) out, rip it
to shreds, and bury it in the ground.

Do your drawings have anything in common? Is there a theme? Or are
they random? What else do you notice about them?
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Week Five: Monday

Week Five: Tuesday

“I’M SUPPOSED TO DO WHAT?”

“JESUS LOVES ME”

For where you treasure is, there your heart will be also. Matthew 6:21

My grace is all you need. My power works best in your
weakness. -2 Corinthians 12:9

Frances Allen

Growing up in the Baptist church, we never observed the Lenten
season. It was only after I joined the Methodist church that I
learned what it was, and even then, I didn’t really know what it
was all about. The Lenten season, to me, is a time of selfreflection, a time to deny ourselves of things that keep us from
living the life Christ wants us to live. It’s a time to reflect on my
life, and to concentrate on making my life more meaningful as a
Christian. I didn’t grow up knowing I was supposed to “give up
something” for Lent. What does that even mean…giving up
something?
I think it means giving up things in my life that interfere with my
close relationship to God, something that is not good for me
spiritually or even physically. I’ve tried giving up different things,
such as sweets, caffeine, gossiping, etc., and I usually fail. On a
more positive note, I am going to try to be a more positive
person, a more dedicated Christian, read my Bible more and give
up negativity and gossip, and try to abstain from anything that
separates me from a close relationship with God.

Karen Brown

When you were a child, if you had any association with the
church, the first song you learned was probably, “Jesus
Loves Me.” This hymn in all its simplicity says so very
much. In the first verse you are assured four times that
Jesus loves you and you can believe it because God's book
tells you so. You are also told that you are His, and when
you are weak, He is strong! In this world of pandemics,
violence, and division, you may feel helpless, weak, and
afraid. When things seem all wrong, you can trust Jesus to
be your strength and shield. Let us all hold His hand in
childlike trust. He gave His all for us.
Prayer: Father, thank you for your unfailing love and
protection. Amen.

Jesus fasted and prayed for 40 days in the wilderness, and was
eventually crucified. I want to follow his example, and fast from
all unhealthy and unclean things in my life that interfere with my
close relationship to God.
Prayer: Dear God, please help us to shed the things that drive
us away from you. Give us the strength to resist temptation and
become more dedicated to you. Please remove anything in our
lives that separates us from you, so that we can have as close a
relationship to you as possible. Amen.

36

37

Week Five: Wednesday

Week Five: Thursday

“FEAR IS A LIAR”

“SON OF THE FATHER”

Do not fear for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am
your God. I will strengthen you; I will uphold you with my
righteous right hand.” -Isaiah 41:10

For he hath made him to be sin for us, who knew no sin; that
we might be made the righteousness of God in him.
-2 Corinthians 5:21

The popular song by Zach Williams declares, “Fear, he is a liar.”
Satan will do anything to get us to take our eyes off Jesus. I think
fear and worry are his favorite tools. “Do not fear”, or verses like
it, are mentioned more than 365 times in the Bible. One time for
each day of the year…and yet, I worry.

In ancient Israel, on Yom Kippur, the high priest would
stand before the people with two goats, identical in
appearance, one at each side. He would draw a lot in each
hand from a container and place one on each goat's head.
One lot would determine which goat would be sacrificed
and the other which would be set free. Recall that before
Jesus was sacrificed, Pilate presented Him before the
people, along with the rebel Barabbas. One would be
sacrificed. One would go free.

Wendy Hines

I really like what Corrie Ten Boom said about worry: “Worry does
not empty tomorrow of its sorrow. It empties today of its
strength.” And then there’s Dale Carnegie’s take: “Today is the
tomorrow you worried about yesterday.”
I am a worrier, always have been. I like to think the more I
mature spiritually the less I tend to worry and fear. Trying, with
God’s help to be more of a warrior, and not a worrier. Jesus said,
“In this world you will have trouble. But take heart. I have
overcome the world” (John 16:33).
I want to leave you with this. There is a book called, Don’t Sweat
the Petty Stuff. But I like this phrase better, “Don’t sweat the
petty stuff and don’t pet the sweaty stuff.”

Walt Brown

Jesus was the Son of God, the Son of the Father. Barabbas'
name comes from two Hebrew words: bar, meaning son,
and abba, meaning father—Barabbas means Son of the
Father. So, at least in one way, Jesus and Barabbas were
identical.
In order to take our sins upon himself and pay the price for
them, God had to become human, identical to us.

Prayer: Dear God, you created the universe and all that is within
it. You are more than worthy of our trust. Yet, we continue to
worry. We worry about things that are out of our control, and we
are worse off for it. Please help us to not “sweat the petty stuff”
so that we can enjoy today and tomorrow. Amen.

Prayer: Father, you made yourself in our image to save
us. Let us see you in each other. Amen.
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Week Five: Friday

Week Five: Saturday

“SO. MUCH. STUFF.”

“A CROWN OF THORNS”

Mary Ann Hipp

All who believed were together and had all things in common;
they would sell their possessions and goods and distribute the
proceeds to all, as any had need. -Acts 2:44-45
I recently saw a suggestion for a Lenten observance on the
internet. The idea was that every day during Lent, you were to
choose one thing in your home that you could donate to someone
in need. At the end of the 40 days, you would have quite a pile
of things to give away and your own home would be noticeably
less cluttered. As many of you know, I live in a house that was
built with essentially no closets. When this house was built about
140 years ago, people only owned a couple sets of clothes,
maybe two everyday outfits and something a little nicer for
church on Sunday.
If you believe the home improvement shows on TV, now people
need room-sized closets to hold all their possessions. And when
that’s not enough, you can rent space at any one of a multitude
of storage businesses for the overflow. When did our “stuff”
become so important to us? This year, as we experience the
season of Lent, let’s take a look at the priorities in our lives, and
make sure we are putting our emphasis on loving God and our
neighbors rather than acquiring material goods.
Prayer: Gracious God, help us to remember that our possessions
shouldn’t be so important that we ignore the needs of those
around us just to be able to acquire more “stuff” for ourselves.
In Christ’s holy name, Amen.
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Walt Brown

Then the soldiers of the governor took Jesus into the common
hall, and gathered unto him the whole band of soldiers. And
they stripped him, and put on him a scarlet robe. And when
they had plaited a crown of thorns, they put it upon his head,
and a reed in his right hand, and they bowed the knee before
him, and mocked him, saying, "Hail, King of the Jews."
-Matthew 27: 27-29
When you see a picture of Jesus on the cross, what are your eyes
drawn to? His bleeding side? His pierced hands? The crown of
thorns?
Did you ever wonder why Jesus had a crown of thorns placed on
His head at His crucifixion? Of course, crucifixion was a terrible,
extremely painful means of execution, and to the Roman soldiers
in attendance, this was just one more way of adding to that pain.
But was there possibly another reason?
A crown is a symbol of royalty, usually made of gold and
encrusted with jewels. So, why thorns? Remember in Genesis,
after man was cast out of Eden, the land would grow thorns and
thistles as a sign of a fallen world. Thorns brought pain, blood,
and tears. When the thorn wreath was jammed upon His head,
Jesus bore our pain and heartache and became the King of
Thorns, having authority over all they symbolize. Because of his
love, all who believe in him are redeemed by his blood.
Prayer: Heavenly Father, because Your Son died, we live.
Because He lives, we live forever. Amen.
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Palm Sunday

Holy Week: Monday

“HAIKU (HI-KOO)”

“BEING HONEST TO GOD”

A Haiku is a traditional style of Japanese poetry. What makes
Haikus so great is anyone can write them. They consist of three
lines and they don’t rhyme. The first line contains 5 syllables, the
second 7 syllables, and the third 5 syllables again. Here are two
examples:
Haikus can be fun
All you have to do is write
Lines: five, seven, five
One week ‘til Easter
Devotions almost over
But don’t be too sad
Give writing them a shot using the spaces below. You might be surprised
by how fun they are to write once you get the hang of it! You can also
try writing some Lenten or Easter Haikus.

Erin Smith

I do not listen to the radio in my car. As a matter of fact, my kids
didn’t know that my radio even worked for many years! I found
when they were little, the time I spent in the car with them
strapped in car seats, usually napping, was the perfect
opportunity to let my mind wander and figure things out. As they
got older, the car became less crowded on these mental breaks,
but the calming effects of the rides did not change. Eventually, I
realized that these moments were the best moments to have the
honest, humbling conversations with God that I needed to
have. It is easy to pray with my kiddos on the way to school,
before meals and bedtimes, but what I found on my drives was
different. It was a few moments that I could acknowledge the
“ugly” I didn’t want anyone to see in me. I could be angry,
jealous, selfish, doubtful, and proud. I didn’t even call it praying,
I just called it clearing my head.
One day was particularly hard. I was thinking about Audrey
Grace. Audrey Grace lived on this earth for 91 days. We spent
91 days fervently praying for her tiny heart and for the doctors
who were working so hard to keep it beating. While it was not
God’s plan to heal Audrey Grace on this side of heaven, her
passing was an opportunity for God to bring my faith to an
entirely different level. I was having one of “those” conversations
with God in my car, and I was sad, confused, and very angry. I
thought to myself, “I would ask him for a rainbow to show me it
is going to be ok, but it’s not even raining.” The sky was blue
and the sun was shining, and it made me even angrier that it
was pretty and I could not even ask for the comforting feeling I
get from His promise in the rainbow.
Then I drove around a huge curve in the road, and saw the most
beautiful rainbow I have ever seen. I sat on the side of the road
for what seemed like hours, and I cried. It was at that exact
moment I got a small glimpse of exactly how big God is. See, He
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didn’t need all of the conditions to be “perfect” to show me that
He HEARD what I FELT in my heart but never uttered out loud.
He heard me when I was ugly and pouting, and He showed me
grace and gave me peace. There will always be circumstances
that don’t line up with how we feel they need to be, but our ideas
and plans are not what God needs to do His thing.
Prayer: God, thank you for kept promises. Please help us to see
through the hurt, pain, and suffering we experience in this world.
Help us see through these things to your promise of redemption.
The disciples waited for what must have felt like ages for
something to happen after Jesus’ death on the cross. Now, we
are in the midst of our period of waiting. But as we wait, remind
us of what awaits us when that time finally comes. Amen.

Holy Week: Tuesday

“A LITTLE CHILD SHALL LEAD US”
Karen Brown

For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son,
that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have
everlasting life. -John 3:16
Like most loved babies, our children were each born with a thirst
for knowledge and a trusting heart. They wanted to see, touch,
smell, and taste everything. Their senses of wonder, excitement,
and beauty were contagious. Seeing the world through their eyes
gave us more love and appreciation of everything.
When our little boy asked, "Mommy, does it hurt the flowers
when you cut them?" he showed such compassion. When our
little girl believed her daddy when he jokingly said that when he
was congested, he breathed through his toes, she exhibited
complete trust.
We too were born with these wonderful traits. Unfortunately,
over time, disappointments and challenges may have robbed us
of these beautiful qualities. The good news is that Christ assures
us that through Him, we can be born again. He gave His life to
give us a new life, and life eternal. May we accept His gift by
sharing the good news and living the Christian life of love,
forgiveness, faith, hope, and gratitude.
Prayer: Father, thank you for children and for reminding us that
each one of us is your child. Amen.
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Holy Week: Wednesday

“YOU’RE GETTING COLD!”
Sue Owens

Now Peter was sitting out in the courtyard, and a servant girl
came to him. “You also were with Jesus of Galilee,” she
said. But he denied it before them all…
-Matthew 26:(69)-75
How well I remember Easters of my childhood! We’d get all
dressed up on our brand-new Easter dresses, white anklet socks,
and new patent leather shoes. We have pictures of my sister and
me standing in front of a bank of blooming azalea bushes in our
front yard early on Easter mornings. We have big smiles on our
faces because the Easter bunny had been there. We were on our
way to church. Mom took our pictures before church because,
knowing my history of activity, my dress would probably never
be the same by the time I got home from church.
After lunch, the big event of the day would be an Easter egg
hunt. Daddy would go into the backyard to hide the eggs while
Mom kept a close eye on us so that we wouldn’t sneak a peek.
After what seemed like hours but was probably only a matter of
a few minutes, we would be let loose in the backyard. These were
special eggs that we would be hunting. We had heated vinegar,
dropped special tablets into it, stirred the vinegar until the tablets
dissolved, and gingerly placed freshly boiled eggs into those cups
of color, using those specially made wire egg holders that came
with the dye. It was a tedious process, as we didn’t want to leave
them in the dye too long in one position as the dye would not be
evenly distributed. And when they came out of the dye, we had
to be careful to make sure that they were placed just so in order
to prevent a spot of no color to appear where the egg had rubbed
up against a napkin, removing the dye.
As we would look high and low all over the backyard for these
much sought-after eggs, we would be given hints as to our
closeness to one of them. As we would get closer, Daddy would
say, “You’re getting warmer!” Or, “You’re hot!” when we would
be almost on top of it. If we took a wrong turn, we’d be told,
“You’re getting cold!” This let us know that we were headed in
the wrong direction and needed to turn and go the other way.
Needless to say, what with all of the help we got, Daddy rarely
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hid an egg that couldn’t be found. When all the Easter eggs had
been placed securely in our little baskets, we had a warm feeling
that we had accomplished something special—that the
separation from our Easter eggs had only been temporary.
On the night of the Last Supper, Jesus had gathered his disciples
around Himself. Peter was sitting there, with feelings of warmth
in his heart that he had been included in this last meal with his
Master. Then Jesus said something strange. He told Peter that
before the cock crowed, Peter would deny him three times. How
strange Peter must have felt. All of the warmth he had felt before
must have drained from him as he refused to accept that he
would ever turn his back on Jesus. After Jesus was taken away,
Peter did deny that he knew Jesus—not once, not twice, but three
times. And the cock crowed. Then Peter remembered what Jesus
had said. He went outside, by himself, and wept bitterly. What a
cold feeling he must have had in his heart at that time.
We, in many ways, are like Peter. As long as everything is going
our way, we share Peter’s warmth in our hearts. We feel close to
God. But as trials of everyday life begin to pull us away from
God, our hearts go cold. We feel alone. We cry out in agony, to
no one in particular. We know, deep within us, that God is still
there to comfort us but we seem to turn in the wrong direction,
getting colder and colder instead of turning toward the warmth
of God. Remember the bumper sticker, “If you don’t feel close to
God, guess who moved?” Isn’t it nice to know that our separation
from God is only temporary? Isn’t it nice to know that we only
have to reverse our direction to feel the warmth of God’s love
again? He awaits us, though seemingly hidden at times. As we
get closer to Him, we can almost feel the sensation of getting
warmer and warmer—we have once more found what was once
hidden from our sight.
Prayer: Our Heavenly Father, we acknowledge our shortcomings. We hunger for the warmth of your love, but often
wander away from it. We ask your forgiveness for turning our
backs on you. Warm our cold hearts. Guide our thoughts toward
your teachings and away from our sinful natures. Thank you for
always being there. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

47

Maundy Thursday

Good Friday

“MMM, MMM, GOOD!”

“TRUSTING THAT ALL WILL BE WELL”

Rev. Andrew Wolfe

Rev. Maggie Cantey

On the first day of the Festival of Unleavened Bread, the disciples
came to Jesus and asked, “Where do you want us to make
preparations for you to eat the Passover?”
-Matthew 26:(17)-30

Many years ago, I was serving communion at my local church. As
people began to come to the front to receive communion, I
noticed that one of our new families had come forward. Unknown
to me at the time, this would be their five-year-old’s first
communion. This young man received a piece of bread, ate it,
and then went to drink from one of the small cups containing
grape juice. To the joy of the congregation, and to the
embarrassment of his family, he loudly exclaimed, “MMMMMM!
This juice is good!”
On Maundy Thursday, we remember Jesus washing his disciples’
feet, and the Last Supper. On the night in which Jesus gave
Himself for us, he gathered around with his closest of friends,
and began to tell the story of God saving God’s people from the
hand of the Egyptians. However, this night, Jesus had a different
salvation story in mind. Jesus took a loaf of bread, broke the
bread and gave it to his disciples saying, “This is my Body broken
for you.” When the meal was over, he took the cup and said,
“This is my blood poured out for you and for many for the
forgiveness of sins.”
The disciples had no way of knowing what this sacramental act
really meant. Soon they would learn that through the body and
blood of Christ we are offered hope and salvation. This day we
remember that the body and blood of Christ is indeed
good. Thanks be to Jesus for the gift of himself on this Maundy
Thursday.
Prayer: May the gift of the body and blood of Christ be made real
for you this day and always. Amen.
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When the soldiers crucified Jesus, they took his clothes, dividing them
into four shares, one for each of the…Near the cross of Jesus stood his
mother, his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary
Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother there, and the disciple whom
he loved standing nearby, he said to her, “Woman, here is your
son,” and to the disciple, “Here is your mother.” From that time on,
this disciple took her into his home. -John 19:23a, 25-27

Julian of Norwich was a saint of the Church who knew great
suffering and helped others in their suffering from the window of
her room as an anchoress in the 1300’s. She is known for having
visions of Jesus on the cross saying “All will be well.” Although
Mary, the mother of Jesus, and Julian of Norwich—often called
Mother Julian—never met in person, I invite you to imagine with
me for a moment what it might have been like if they had.
***
I see Mary looking up at her son, Jesus, with tears filling her eyes
as she can scarcely look at his body, each cut and bruise causing
her to flash back to seeing Him being beaten and tortured. O
what pain she must have felt. As she stood there she probably
thought of his face as a baby, holding him as a toddler, his
mannerisms as he matured, and of his miracles and teachings
that inspired many to love God more deeply. How could He be
put to death? And in such a gruesome manner?
I then see Julian of Norwich stepping beside her and softly
placing her hand on Mary’s back, her eyes also fixed on the
suffering Savior. Julian of Norwich knew pain very well, so she
knew there were no words that could possibly console Mary. They
stand in silence contemplating it all. After some time passes,
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Julian repeats to Mary the words she heard Jesus say in a vision
she once had, “All will be well. You will see yourself that every
kind of thing will be well.”

Holy Saturday

“WHAT NOW?”
Rev. Mason Cantey

***
Notice that Julian of Norwich doesn’t say “all is well” but “all will
be well.” The Lord’s suffering was real, just as our tenderness is
real when we think of His great suffering on our behalf. But his
power to cleanse us of our sin is also very real, so can you trust
that all will be well?
Hear Jesus asking you this same question He asked Julian of
Norwich in her vision of Him on the cross: “Are you well satisfied
that I suffered for you?”
Now, hear the Lord’s response.
“If You are satisfied, our Lord said, then I am satisfied. It is a Joy
and a bliss and an endless delight to me that ever I suffered my
passion for you, for if I could suffer more, I would.”
Prayer: Lord, when our sorrow overcomes us, remind us that all
will be well. When we come to you for forgiveness, remind us of
your sacrificial love for us. Amen.

As evening approached, there came a rich man from
Arimathea, named Joseph, who had himself become a disciple
of Jesus. Going to Pilate, he asked for Jesus’ body, and Pilate
ordered that it be given to him. Joseph took the body, wrapped
it in a clean linen cloth, and placed it in his own new tomb that
he had cut out of the rock. He rolled a big stone in front of the
entrance to the tomb and went away. Mary Magdalene and the
other Mary were sitting there opposite the tomb.
-Matthew 27:57-61
Anyone who has experienced the death of a dear loved one
knows the pain of laying them to rest. When my paternal
grandfather—affectionately referred to as “Pa-Pa” by us
grandchildren—passed away, his death didn’t feel real to me until
I watched him being carried out of the sanctuary in a casket to
be buried. I wept.
In chaplaincy, we learned very quickly that everyone grieves
differently. I wonder how Jesus’ mother, the disciples, and the
women grieved as they prepared Jesus’ body and laid him in the
tomb. I imagine the permanence of death may not have set in
until they saw that giant stone slowly rolling into place. They had
not understood Jesus when he said in three days, he would raise
“this Temple” up again. His death was shocking. It was real.
Holy Saturday is the day we observe and reflect on the darkness
that not only came over the land, but likely came over Jesus’
followers as well. What was the point of it all—the teaching, the
healing, the ministry, the prophetic words—if the Messiah is
really dead? They may have even begun drifting into a hopeless,
listless, aimless depression. “What now?” they may have thought
scathingly.
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What do you do the day after a loved one dies? One hopes to be
surrounded by friends and family to ease the pain of waking up
to find that your worst nightmare was not a nightmare at all, but
something much, much worse—reality. That is how Jesus’
mother felt when she awoke on Saturday, if she slept at all. That
is how Jesus’ disciples felt when they woke up on Saturday. “How
are we supposed to move on?” they may have begged. How do
you move on?
Prayer: God of Both Darkness and Light, there is nowhere your
light cannot reach. Yet, we experience the grief and sadness that
comes with death. Although we know lasting death is not a part
of your perfect plan for your creation, we cannot help but weep.
We know how the story ends, with joy. But today, we sit along
with the disciples with our heads hung low, in solidarity with all
those who grieve today. Perhaps tomorrow we will find reason to
lift our heads up. Amen.

Easter Sunday

“BLOOM AT WINTER’S END”
Phyllis Alexander

“Why do you look for the living among the dead?
here; he has risen! -Luke 25:5-6a

6

He is not

I love spring! The lengthening daylight and the warming air
brings out the abundance of flowers that makes the season so
bright, colorful, and welcome after the cold, dark of the winter
months. The first peeks of daffodils along with the bright greens
of the new leaves on trees and shrubs warms my soul. Each
species of tree bursts with a different shade of green to show us
that winter is finally over and a new season of growth has finally
arrived.
Springtime, at least in our climate, always coincides with the
Easter season. We may often hear the question, “When is Eater
this year?” Easter is always between March 22 and April 25,
making it a part of our spring experience. We celebrate by using
the beauty of nature along with colored eggs and bunny rabbits.
We enjoy them all with great joy.
The original Easter season began with Jesus’ arrival in Jerusalem.
It was a joyful event. He was celebrated as He entered the city
on what we now refer to as Palm Sunday. Crowds were
triumphant. But the celebration soon turned to great darkness
just days later. Jesus’ crucifixion was brutal, painful and filled
with indignities. His suffering was for us. He gave his life so that
all would have the gift of love and forgiveness. The enormity of
this gift is difficult for us mortals to fully understand. It was and
is an overwhelming gift.
On that Easter Sunday, the women went to Jesus’ tomb only to
find that He was not there. Their despair would be turned to
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rejoicing, because He had risen from the dead. The great
darkness that occurred on Good Friday had been replaced with
even greater light.
Christ’s death and resurrection, with the promise of eternal life,
is renewed each spring as we experience the newness of God’s
creation taking bloom at the end of winter. This reawakening of
nature is the yearly reminder of God’s love for us and His
unbounded grace. As with all other blessings from God, we are
grateful.
Prayer: God of the Resurrection, we joyfully celebrate your
steadfast faithfulness and love for us, your children. We have
denied you time and time again throughout history, but time
and time again, you have been faithful. Today we celebrate the
epitome of that faithfulness through the death and resurrection
of our Lord, Jesus Christ. We recognize that in our baptism we
die with Christ, and look forward to the day when we are raised
with Him. In the midst of the suffering we experience, may we
find abundant joy in the arms of the Risen Christ. We raise our
Hallelujahs to you once again! Hallelujah! Amen! Amen! And
amen!

The Monday after Easter
It can be tempting to let Easter exist only on Sunday, as a one-day, one-time
celebration. But like many holidays in the church, Easter is a season. The day
after Easter Sunday is in some ways just as important as the day itself, because
today we have the answer to the question, “what now?” So, in the spirit of “what
now?” here is one last devotion. – Rev. Mason

“THE POWER OF SMELL”
Wendy Hines

Jesus said to them, “Come and have breakfast.” None of the
disciples dared ask him, “Who are you?” They knew it was the
Lord. Jesus came, took the bread and gave it to them, and did
the same with the fish. -John 21:12-13
Scientists have discovered just how powerful our sense of smell
really is. Memories tend to come flooding back with certain
smells. My mom’s chicken gumbo, Old Spice cologne, and the
smell of the Christmas tree in my mom’s living room with a fire
burning in the fire place.
All my dad ever wore was Old Spice. I’m not sure if he liked it or
just wore it because that’s what us kids could afford. A fire nearly
burned our house when I was young. That’s a smell linked with
bad memories.
The Bible mentions a charcoal fire twice in the New Testament.
In Matthew 26:75, Peter is warming himself by a charcoal fire as
he denies Christ three times as Jesus foretold. He weeps bitterly
remembering Jesus’ words. His clothes must have smelled of this
smoke for days, reminding him of his betrayal.
Eventually, Peter went back to being a fisherman, the only job
he had ever known before Jesus called him to be a disciple. While
out on the lake, after a night of fishing with no success, a man
from the shore calls and asks, “Children, have you caught any
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fish?” They respond, “No!” The man tells them to cast on the
other side of the boat. I’ve often wondered why they obeyed this
command, because at the time they were not aware it was Jesus.
They caught so many fish that the nets began to break. Peter
realized it was Jesus and, Peter being Peter, strips off his outer
garment and jumps into the lake.

SPECIAL THANKS TO OUR CONTRIBUTORS:

When he arrives to the shore, Jesus has a charcoal fire read to
prepare breakfast. That smell must have hit Peter hard, and
perhaps suddenly he was transported back to that other fire. The
shame and guilt surely consumed him. But Jesus didn’t condemn
him, nor did he shame him. He asks three times, “Simon, son of
John, do you love me?” Then finally he tells Peter to follow him.

Wendy Hines

Fire is used to refine gold and silver. This fire was used to refine
Peter. Instead of shame and guilt, Jesus gave Peter mercy and
grace. We all have fallen short, but Jesus invites us all to come
to the fire of mercy and grace. So, we can come to the restoring
fire of forgiveness and redemption.
Prayer: God of Mercy and Grace, we do not deserve the
forgiveness you have given us. We have denied you time and
time again. But you have remained patient and faithful. We
celebrate our Risen Lord and Savior Jesus Christ who has set us
free from the grips of sin and death. As we live in forgiveness,
may we forgive others just as earnestly as you have forgiven us.
Christ is risen. He is risen indeed! May this truth guide our
breath, every word, every action. Hallelujah! Amen!
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