
 



 Opportunities for Lent 2023 
Join us in these opportunities for worship, prayer and 
reflection during the 2023 season of Lent. 

Ash Wednesday Worship - February 22 

5:00pm Family Messy Church Experience with 

Resurrection Gardens in Fellowship Hall 

5:30pm Brief Worship with Ashes in the  

Sanctuary for all   

7:00pm Traditional Service in the Sanctuary 

Palm Sunday Worship - April 2 

8:00am/9:00/10:30am with palm waving (8:00am 

and 10:30 in the Sanctuary; 9:00am in the Activity 

Center) 

Holy Wednesday - April 5 

5:00pm Family Worship Experience in the 

Sanctuary 

Maundy Thursday Worship Service - April 6 

7:00pm in the Sanctuary 

Good Friday Worship Service - April 7 

7:00pm in the Sanctuary 

Easter Sunday Worship - April 9 

8:00am with the Grace Bell Ensemble and  

Holy Communion in the Sanctuary 

9:30 and 11:00am with the Chancel Choir,  

 Grace Praise Team and Brass in the Sanctuary 

Online Lenten Opportunities 
For online Lenten experiences, see information on Facebook at 

facebook.com/gracenaperville and in our Friday Weekly  

Updates and Sunday Worship Materials via email. To join our 

email list, contact Patti Cash at patti.cash@peopleofgrace.org.  



 

My dear children, let’s not just talk about love; 
let’s practice real love. 1 John 3:18 
 
So much that’s happening in the world today doesn’t 
look like love. But there are still enclaves where the 
way of love is the way of life. When the way of love 
becomes one’s way of life, it’s a game changer.  
It shapes every decision we make, fills every experi-
ence to the fullest. That’s something we can’t keep to 
ourselves! If we’re going to love, we need to do it out 
loud! The world needs to hear it from us! 
 
The people of Grace United Methodist Church offer 
you these words to share some of their deepest  
experiences of love. As followers of Jesus, we can’t 
talk about how to love without talking about how God 
loves us, becoming one of us in Jesus Christ, inviting 
us into whatever He is doing. That’s shout-worthy 
love!  
 
I am always touched and inspired by the many ways 
the people of Grace love “out loud.” I know they will 
inspire you as well!  
 
May your Lenten season be filled with love that 
speaks loudly, lifting us above the din of a grumbling 
world and into the symphony of a more excellent  
way – the way of love.   

 
 
 
 

Rev. Cindy Marino, Senior Pastor 
 
 



 Ash Wednesday, February 22 
How Can I Explain? 

Elaine Pauls 
 

What does it mean to “love out loud”? Do I have to talk about love 
to make it real? Can’t I just “do” love and make people see how 
much they are loved, by me, by their friends, by God?  
 

Can’t I just return the love of God as Jesus showed us? By being 
there for folks in their time of need, bringing a word of cheer on 
the telephone? By bringing food for the food pantry, by supporting 
missions over the world through my church pledge, by volunteer-
ing to serve in the many opportunities available to each of us…
Feed my Starving Children, Hesed House, front desk receptionist, 
usher, Sunday morning coffee server, leader on one of the many 
church and community committees? There is no end to the ways I 
can show God’s love to others!   
 

How do I explain what God means to me in my life? I can do acts 
of kindness and caring with joy in my heart, and these actions will 
speak out loud of the joys that come from a living, growing rela-
tionship with God through Jesus Christ. I can take opportunities to 
share the ways that God has touched my life, the simple ways it 
happens every day.   
 

I can accept others on their journey to lead a Christ-filled life and 
recognize that my path might not be right for everyone. I can  
realize that, while I get much satisfaction and joy from my “good 
works,” this must not be the motive for my actions. My motive 
must be the real need and want of those with whom I am  
interacting.  
 

I can recognize that I am only the vessel of God’s love and that 
God is the one who will motivate, change, heal, or encourage  
others. I can view my actions with joy without grumbling about the 
responsibility of leading a group or how others are not doing their 
part. I can make it a priority to do this important job, and do it well.  
   
Prayer: Dear God, our guide, our protector, our everything, as 
we begin this Lenten journey, help each of us to find the ways 
that can be meaningful and part of your plan to give love and 
support to others, in your name. Amen. 



 Thursday, February 23 
Blessed to Be a Blessing 

Larry Hartman 
 

Then Jesus said to the person who had invit-
ed him, “When you host a lunch or dinner, 
don’t invite your friends, your brothers and 
sisters, your relatives, or rich neighbors.  
If you do, they will invite you in return and 
that will be your reward.  Instead, when you 
give a banquet, invite the poor, crippled, 
lame, and blind.  And you will be blessed 
because they can’t repay you. Instead, you 
will be repaid when the just are resurrected.”   

                                                                                                                Luke 14:12-14  
 

Barbara and I had a nice lunch at my cousin’s house the other day. We were warmly 
welcomed, the food was very good, and the home was comfortable. Soon after we left, 
she and I voiced the desire to “repay” them by having my cousin and his wife to our 
house for a meal in the next couple of months. Isn’t this how a lot of our social and 
family interactions occur?  Whether relatives or social connections, there is an unwrit-
ten social construct that it is normal to “repay” acts of hospitality. 
 

In the passage from Luke above, Jesus breaks this social construct regarding the poor 
and homeless. He calls on us to give a “feast” for the poor, the crippled, the lame, and 
the blind because they cannot repay us. As William Barclay asserts in his commentary 
of Luke “...if a man gives with no thought of reward his reward is certain.”  
 

Grace Church has been helping the poor through our mission at Hesed House in Auro-
ra since the early 1980s. It is the second largest homeless shelter in Illinois. Grace is 
one of dozens of churches, businesses, and service organizations to assist individuals 
and families facing homelessness. Grace provides the food and volunteers to make hot 
dinners, hot breakfasts, and sack lunches once each month for 180-200 homeless.   
 

I have had the privilege of coordinating our Hesed House support for the past five 
years. Each second Tuesday of the month, we need: 1) donations of fruit, desserts, 
and toiletries; 2) helpers to cook in the Grace Church kitchen and transport the food; 
and 3) volunteers to prepare and serve the dinner and breakfast at Hesed House.  
I am always grateful for the generosity of Grace Church toward this mission. 
 

If you are interested in helping provide a “feast” for those who cannot repay you, 
please consider being a Hesed House volunteer. Send me an email; I would be happy 
to add you to my “Hesed House Volunteer” distribution list. 
 

Larry Hartman: LEHartman@sbcglobal.net 



 
Friday, February 24 

Generosity: My Drug of Choice 
Jean Hoyle 

 

My parents were very generous people. They volunteered their time at church, 
in numerous organizations, always providing help to neighbors, family, friends 
and strangers. At holiday dinners there was always someone at the table who 
didn't have a place to go for the holiday. Throughout my life I have always tried 
to be generous with my time, talent, money, and acts of kindness to others.  
I do not expect anything in return because I get great joy from doing these 
things. I love to see the delight and smiles on people's faces when I give them a 
gift, a pat on the back, volunteer for an activity, provide a kind word, or lend a 
listening ear. It just makes my day; it’s my drug of choice!  
 

I am a realtor with a company that embodies love and generosity in all they do. 
They give back to the community, support local charities and spread their love 
to their agents, clients and employees. This creates an atmosphere of love, joy, 
generosity, and gratitude that fuels me. 
 

Real estate can be a very emotional business, as we are helping people  
purchase or sell one of the most expensive assets they have or will own.  
When I sell a home, I pay for staging and other marketing for my clients.  
 

Recently, I sold the home of an old friend, whom I adore, but this person is a 
tough business person/negotiator, pinches every penny and can be very emo-
tional. During the transaction, the seller got very upset with the buyer’s requests 
on several occasions. My seller ranted and raved, and I listened.  I gave the 
seller my opinion in a soft, calm voice, and we moved forward. After closing, my 
friend asked me why I pay for staging, as it is quite expensive, and I am giving 
money away. My response was, "It helps my homes look good, sell faster and 
makes my clients happy.  Aren't you happy with the staging I just provided to 
you and the fact that your home sold in three days?"   
 

Two weeks later, I received a lovely thank you note from my seller and a gift 
card to dinner. The note was simple: “Thank you for all that you did, we're  
happy!” 
 

Kindness and generosity can change people's perceptions and maybe even 
their ongoing attitude. So be generous. I can guarantee it will bring you joy and 
hopefully make another person's life a bit better.  
 



 

 

Saturday, February 25 
What Is Your One Thing? 

Judy Davis 
 

You may not even be aware of a talent you possess that could 
make a big difference in someone’s life. 

I have always enjoyed dining out. I came up with the idea to 
start a Saturday Night Dinner Group for widows, widowers,  
divorced and separated men and women. 

I knew that they were at a low point in their lives. These people 
without partners could benefit from making some new friends 
who could relate to their situation and feelings. I tried to choose 
restaurants that were close, moderately priced and would  
accept separate checks. 
 

Week after week, the members of our group looked forward to 
this one day to socialize. Again and again, they returned. Over 
the weeks, we became a great support group, learning about 
each other on a deeper level. We became a family of caring 
friends. I led this group every Saturday night for seven years, 
until Covid arrived in 2020. 
 

Fourteen of us remain very close. I have started a new group 
now, consisting of only these fourteen people. Once a month, 
we visit a restaurant of a different ethnicity. In the course of a 
year, we will have enjoyed the cuisine of twelve unique coun-
tries. 

How could you help others? Search your inner self and realize 
that God has given you a special gift which can truly change 
someone’s life! 
 

Prayer: Father, in this silence, I come to you in prayer. 
Show me the many talents that you have bestowed on me. 
Help me to realize how I can use these gifts to help others. 
This I pray in your holy name, Amen.  
 



 
Sunday, February 26 

Justice Is What Love Looks Like in Public 
Nadia Kanhai 

 

The devotional editor’s instructions are clear: “Please refrain from political commen-
tary or anything that might be incendiary or offensive to readers.”  
 

My story is about an act that could be considered as such, but I hope that my telling 
the story is not any more offensive than the words of those radical troublemakers 
Jesus of Nazareth or Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. 
 

It’s been over 10 years now since the sometimes-polarizing public intellectual Dr. 
Cornel West spoke in Naperville. I’d heard him speak around the country, but it was 
special to hear him locally with my best friend. As he spoke of Dr. King, Brother 
West’s words rang out: “Justice is what love looks like in public.” This immediately 
leapt to mind with our Lenten theme of “Love Out Loud” —  love is active, transcends 
charity, is public, and works toward justice and liberation. 
 

As I write, we have just celebrated Dr. King’s birthday with acts of service and hope-
fully justice. West speaks of the “Santa Claus-ification” of Dr. King — making his life 
into a story tale of service instead of public enemy #1’s struggle for justice and pro-
phetic calling out/calling in of the triple evils of poverty, racism and militarism. His acts 
of courage and truth-to-power came from a deep love for country but were perceived 
as the opposite. 
 

A few years ago, I was asked to deliver a prayer for the Northern Illinois Conference 
of the UMC’s annual King celebration. My heart was troubled. Comforting words didn’t 
flow, and my prayer grew challenging, provoking, perhaps offensive to some. I told 
myself that if this provocative, anti-racist prayer got me kicked out of the denomina-
tion, it was a chance I had to take. This didn’t come easy to a GenX Asian woman 
raised in a white-dominant society. 
 

I didn’t know then, but my faith life would change that afternoon. My voice was clear 
as my legs trembled. As I prayed, I heard audible gasps, the wind sucked from peo-
ple’s throats, murmurs, rustling, and affirmations.  
 

Because I took that chance, ruffled feathers, and relayed the joint prayer I believed 
we needed, Conference leaders heard my love and passion for anti-racism and  
justice. They asked me to lead those projects and others. If I had not stepped out of 
my comfort zone and Loved Out Loud then, I wouldn’t have the same opportunities to 
Love Out Loud now. 



 

Monday, February 27 
Heed the Call, But Make It Too 

Barb Ceruti 
 

“By helping each other with your troubles, you truly obey the law of 
Christ”  Galatians 6:2 
 

I have a very hard time accepting help from others.  
 

Currently, as of this writing in mid-January, my name is on the Grace 
prayer list. (I am feeling better and infinitely grateful for the prayers I 
have received!) I mention this because it took me a very long time to ask 
to be on the prayer list. It seemed self-indulgent somehow, embarrass-
ing perhaps, even though I realize how very silly that sounds among 
friends and fellow Christians.  
 

I blame (credit?) my Depression-era mother for this reluctance to  
accept help. She was a hard-scrabble, do-it-yourselfer who would  
rather have taken a beating than ask for assistance with anything, 
though she was always one of the first to volunteer to help others.  
 

Shortly after my mother turned 90, her normally very healthy, able body 
began to fail her. In short, she started to fall apart. One thing after anoth-
er. Falls became frequent as well as periods of dehydration that led to 
frightening hallucinations. She was in dire need of a walker, a chair lift, 
and several other assistive implements. 
 

But she refused to use them. “People will think I’m old!” she’d protest. 
(Ahem, Mom, you’re 90!) She spent an entire night on the floor of her 
Chicago townhouse because she refused to press the button on the 
medical alert necklace we insisted she wear.  
 

Eventually, this refusal to accept help began to erode. After a few hospi-
talizations and subsequent stints in rehab, my mother finally realized 
she couldn’t live safely by herself anymore. My sister, husband and I 
helped her move (kicking and screaming) into a Naperville-based  
assisted living facility, where exactly three weeks later, she fell and hit 
her head on the corner of her dresser because she wasn’t using her 
walker. She suffered a serious brain bleed as a result.  
 

Six days later, my mother passed away at the age of 92. I often say she 
died of stubbornness. Honestly, that’s a fairly accurate statement. Yet, I 
often wonder if she lived ably to nine decades precisely because she 
was so insistent upon self-reliance.  
 

It’s hard to say. But, as difficult as it is for me not to follow in my moth-
er’s obstinate footsteps, I am trying to be more open to accepting help. 
That’s because, like her, I know how fulfilling it is to serve others in the 
interdependent family of God.   



 
Tuesday, February 28 

Love Out Loud in Our Reading and Our Actions 

Doug Bowden (Retired Pastor) 
 

“Whoever lives in love is Christ in relation to the neighbor.” 
                                               –Dietrich Bonhoeffer, Sanctorum Communio 
 

Dietrich Bonhoeffer, pastor, theologian, and martyr in the 20th century 
German Church, comes to mind as I ponder with appreciation and grati-
tude the theme of “Love Out Loud” for our Grace Church Lenten Devo-
tional in 2023. His words above, from his doctoral dissertation, led to his 
constant search for defining Christian community and for all the concrete 
ways we “love out loud,” because we are members of a Christian commu-
nity, like our beloved Grace Church, and disciples together of Jesus 
Christ.  
 

The crisis Bonhoeffer faced in Germany, 1935, was living faithfully as a 
disciple of Jesus, finding and voicing ways to form Christian community  
in courageous opposition and resistance to Hitler and his German Nazi 
authoritarian government; in particular, to speak up for and protect Jewish 
people. 
 

Confessing church were the Christian people, pastors and laity, and au-
thors of The Barmen Declaration. Bonhoeffer emerged as their leader. 
Coming home for pastoral service in London, he invited German Lutheran 
pastors to join him in forming a Christian community in Finkenwalde,  
Germany. This seminary of pastors lived together on a daily schedule of 
worship, study and prayer from 1935 to 1937. Jesus’ Sermon on the 
Mount (Matthew 5-7) was their light and path, moving Bonhoeffer to write 
in Life Together, the memoir of the Finkenwalde years, these words:  
 

“Christian community means community through Jesus Christ and in  
Jesus Christ…We belong to one another only through and in Jesus 
Christ…We enter into that life together with other Christians, not as those 
who make demands, but as those who thankfully receive.” Indeed, this 
was Dietrich Bonhoeffer’s timeless call to “love out loud.”  
 

The homeless among us, men and women, are guests of Hesed House in 
Aurora each day. Grace Church has been “loving out loud” for the last 35 
years and more, preparing and serving dinner, breakfast and lunches on 
the second Tuesday and Wednesday of each month, as disciples of Je-
sus. As a grateful and humble member of this ministry, I can testify to a 
caring and mutually grateful spirit, felt deeply by both guests and servers.  



 Wednesday, March 1 
Living Out Loud 

Judy Cornett 
 
 

The kingdom of heaven is like a grain of mustard seed 
that a man took and sowed in his field.  It is the smallest 
of all seeds, but when it has grown it is larger than all the 
garden plants and becomes a tree.  Mathew 13:31-32 
 

On this day two years ago, March 1 of 2021, my dear friend 
Sharon passed away suddenly at the age of 70. Her life mot-
to was “live out loud,” and she truly did that. She was a gifted 
potter, watercolor artist, life coach, decorator, dancer, and 
hole-in-one golfer. She was also a dedicated wife, mother 
and amazing, faithful friend. 
 

When I think of the Lenten devotion theme this year, “Love 
Out Loud,” I also think of Sharon. I am blessed to have family 
and other friends like Sharon who “love out loud” as well. 
 

I also know and appreciate those people in my life who  
quietly love out loud behind the scenes. 
 

A recent Guidepost devotional I read pointed out that it takes 
many smaller pieces of kindling wood to create a warm, large 
fire. Big logs alone won’t do it! The unexpected phone calls, 
notes, visits, smiles and hugs can make such a difference. 
 

There are many people in our church family who quietly show 
up for whatever the need is. Hesed House servers, Feed My 
Starving Children meal packers, offering counters, ushers, 
musicians, receptionists, prayer group, Sunday School teach-
ers, youth leaders, lay leaders, and so many others. 
 

Grand gifts, exotic travels, and expensive gifts can be im-
pressive. All the smaller acts of service and kindness are  
loving out loud and just as impressive. 
 

Prayer: Help us, Lord, to live according to your example 

of loving unselfishly. LOVING OUT LOUD leads to LIVING 

OUT LOUD for your glory. Amen. 



 
Thursday, March 2 
The Power of a Kind Word 

Rev. Eric Blachford 
 

Anxiety weighs down the heart, but a kind word cheers it up. 
Proverbs 12:25 
 

As we think about what it means to “love out loud,” I think that 
sometimes the temptation is to believe that to make a difference 
for the Kingdom of God, our loving out loud must be some sort of 
grand gesture. But Jesus reminds us that acts of faith as small as 
a mustard seed can grow to have exponential impact. Not every 
act of loving out loud needs to be grand and dramatic. Some-
times, something as small as a kind word can change someone’s 
entire world.  
 

Who can you offer kindness to today? Whose soul can you  
uplift simply through a gracious compliment or word of encour-
agement?  
 

We all know how one negative word can cut us down quickly.  
A genuinely positive word can lift us right back up. Share some 
kindness, encouragement, and grace today. If no one has done 
that for you in a while, I hope this devotion serves as a reminder 
that I care about you and pray for your well-being.  
 

As we seek to love out loud, may we remember that acts of love 
come in all shapes and sizes. Let’s make a habit of not forgetting 
the small ones with great impact like the kind word that restores 
peace to an anxious heart. Have a great day!  



 
Friday, March 3 
It’s All in the Squeeze 

Gaye Lynn Loufek 

                                                           

Read: Romans 8:38-39; Psalm 136:1; 1 John 3:1a 
 

Years ago, long before graphic tees were a “thing,” I had a royal blue sweatshirt with 
a wild-haired, animated boy on the front with the inscription: “I NEED A HUG.”  
The environment in which I worked at the time was quite conducive to wearing a 
sweatshirt like that, and the clients I served were often eager to share a hug. I was a 
willing recipient.  
 

My Dad gave the best hugs — I mean, the BEST — and I credit him for giving me the 
sense that a hug could pretty much fix anything. My dad would hug me to say hello, 
to give me a teasing squeeze, to just wrap his arm around my neck, or to assure me 
that everything was going to be ok. Hugs have been a part of who I am for as long as 
I can remember. 
 

Recently, on a drop-off trip to the airport, I watched and observed the power a hug 
holds. Everyone in the departures area finished the drop-off, the good-bye, with a 
hug. Some were long, some were a quick squeeze, some were almost awkwardly 
infinite (you know the kind), but all had the same sentiment: loving out loud. A hug 
speaks volumes. The physical touch, the intentional “squeeze,” the pat, the head on 
someone’s shoulder...all give way to a physical, yet often silent, way for us to love 
and be loved—OUT LOUD! 
 

God calls us to love our neighbor and gives us so many opportunities to be a listen-
ing ear, a partner in celebration, a friend who walks a journey. In all those settings, a 
simple hug can silently say, “I hear you; I am so excited for you and share your joy;  
I am here for you.”  
 

How does a simple hug say so much? It’s all in the squeeze. I hear you—the 
squeeze is intentional and calming. I am so excited—the squeeze is often on the 
shoulders of the recipient so you can push back and look them in the eyes, or so 
robust your feet sort of leave the floor. I am here for you—the squeeze usually  
involves additional pats on the back with an extra smaller squeeze at the end.  
 

We are given many ways to show our love for others, and while we have been given 
words, God has also given us actions. Close your eyes, sit, or stand still, and feel the 
strong, loving arms of Jesus giving you a hug! Don’t you need one? I do! 
 

Prayer: Gracious and loving God, we thank you for the many ways you show 
you love us. May we share that love with others, in both words and actions.  
In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
 



 
Saturday, March 4 

Love Thyself Too 

Gretchen Andsager 
 

What does it mean to love out loud? We’ve heard Jesus’ 
words: “Love your neighbor as yourself.” I think a lot of us focus 
on the first part of that sentence. Giving love to others through 
acts of kindness, like offering a gift or enjoying a cup of coffee 
together, is so beautiful.  
 

But how often do you focus on loving yourself?  
 

I recently talked with a friend who gives so much to others but 
was struggling to love himself in return. We talked about our 
need to love ourselves unapologetically. So, while loving oth-
ers, don’t forget to love yourself too. You may get caught up in 
your flaws, but you are not alone (everyone has those!). You 
are valued. You are beautiful. You are kind.  Most importantly, 
you are loved.  
 

Self-Care For Caregivers 
Angela McCurdy 

 
 



 
Sunday, March 5 

The Golden Rule 
Barbara Hoch 

 

Do unto others as you would have them do unto you. 
Matthew 7:12  
 

The first thing I thought of when the theme for this year’s Lenten 
booklet was suggested was the Golden Rule. What a perfect way 
to “Love Out Loud.” Jesus never really called His words that. But 
what He expressed was the foundation of active goodness and 
love. This is the kind of love that God shows us every day. So why 
not share this kind of love with others every day? 
 

God blessed me with the gift of love for His precious cats and 
dogs. I shared this love with others when my long-haired dachs-
hund, Lumpi, was a therapy dog at Edward Hospital. Now I share 
that love by caring for friends’ pets when they travel and need a 
place where their pets will be loved and cared for until they return. 
 

This past November, Steve Andsager gave a very compelling  
appeal at Grace Church. He explained how we could all help  
balance the church budget if each of us would meet a $100  
November challenge love gift. Even on my fixed income, I realized 
I could do that. Caring for others’ pets, I could easily earn enough 
to meet the November challenge for my church. 
 

I mentioned my plan to a friend from church when they picked up 
their dog from its weekend visit with me. I reminded them that dog 
spelled backward is “God.” So, the love gift I received from caring 
for their pet would be returned to God as my love gift to the church. 
They thought it was a good idea, and we both followed that sug-
gestion. Later, I discovered that several others were able to meet 
their November challenge, too, because of my example.  
 

Dear Heavenly Father: I pray with a very grateful heart for all 
the blessings you have given me. Thank You, Lord, for show-
ing me how to continue to share Your love and glorify Your 
name. Amen.  
 



 
Monday, March 6 

Love Is Global 
Jan Cosgrove 

 

I felt a deep personal calling in 2010 and again in 2012 and 2016 to 
serve Kenya in mission, helping and working side-by-side with our 
Kenyan brothers and sisters. The overwhelming love felt by those of 
us serving to build an AIDS orphan home, complete numerous hos-
pital projects, teach and work in rural schools, along with medical 
and dental clinics, is a feeling we will never forget.  
 

As a certified NICU registered nurse, I was blessed to help set up a 
NICU at Maua Methodist Hospital, teach at the school of nursing, 
and deliver a beautiful new life into this world. At the Methodist 
Church in Maua, we all taught Sunday School and actively partici-
pated in worship services in English and Kiswahili. There’s a strong 
presence of the Methodist Church throughout the country, including 
a university, hospital and churches.  
 

Why mission in Kenya instead of locally? I left the decision to God 
and felt the guidance and love to lead these teams. My heart was 
pulling me to help those in such need. In listening to God’ love, we 
made a difference to those ravaged by the AIDS epidemic by build-
ing a house for the affected families and providing much needed 
medical care and educational opportunities. We learned from our 
Kenyan brothers and sisters much more than we thought possible.  
 

Love is global. It knows no skin color or differences. We are all 
God’s children, and we are unconditionally loved. 
 
United Methodist Hymnal #593 Here I Am, Lord 
 

I, the Lord of wind and flame, 
I will tend the poor and lame, 
I will set a feast for them. 
My hand will save. Whom shall I send? 
 

Here I am, Lord 
Is it I, Lord? 
I have heard you calling in the night. 
I will go, Lord, if you lead me. 
I will hold your people in my heart.  



 
Tuesday, March 7 

Shout It Out! 
Phyllis Pepiot 

 

But let justice roll down like waters, and righteousness like an ever-flowing 
stream. Amos 5:24   
 

Paul writes to the Philippians, “Treat others as you would treat yourselves.” (2:4) 
 

The CROP Hunger Walk/Church World Service is one of my passions. In the 40 days 
leading up to the 40th walk on October 16, 2022, I posted daily reasons why we should 
donate to this cause. At another walk, we handed out pre-printed cards with a picture 
and story of someone who had been served by funds raised. When the emcee asked 
the crowd who they were walking for, everyone shouted out the name of the person on 
their card.  Literally “Love Out Loud!” 
 

Another passion of mine is United Women in Faith (formerly United Methodist Women).  
Locally, this organization will learn about Riverwalk Adult Day Services on March 7 
(that’s today, if you wish to join us at Grace at 9:30am!), study the Lord’s Prayer on May 
2, visit the Naperville Police Department on September 5, and hear a special speaker 
from Women at Risk International on December 5.  These programs will urge listeners 
to “Love Out Loud!”  
 

United Women in Faith members bake, create and donate to fundraisers and offerings 
throughout the year in support of the various projects above. We are also active in child 
advocacy, giving on behalf of persons in mission, legislative affairs, human rights  
issues, combating racism, reading programs, and service to the local church and com-
munity. We “Love Out Loud”! 
 

I receive communications from Just Energy for All and other organizations detailing how 
I can protect God’s creation and those who are disproportionately affected by global 
climate change. This is one of United Women in Faith’s core principles. These commu-
nications lead me to send emails and take other actions. A United Methodist website 
offers tips for caring for the environment such as this: Moving or decluttering? Keep in 
mind that 146 million tons of solid waste go into landfills in the U.S. every year…Located 
in “someone else’s backyard,” landfills are notorious for environmental injustice and for 
methane, which contributes to global warming…Alternatives: Donate, rehome, or recy-
cle instead of trashing. Visit umcreationjustice.org and uwfaith.org to join in the shout.  
You don’t even have to leave your house! 
 

Prayer: Almighty God of us all, thank you for your creation.  May we each do our 
part and love it, including all persons, as we love ourselves. In the name of Jesus, 
Amen. 



 Wednesday, March 8 
My Grandmother Would Kill Me 

Linda Fronk 
 

Read: Luke 15:11-31 
 

“How could I live so long and be so dumb? This is just a stupid  
suburban mistake,” was the thought running through my mind. I was 
trying to free my snow- and ice-encrusted Suburban Forester from 
three nights of sitting on East 57th Street near the University of  
Chicago Hospital where Bill had his back surgery. 
 

I had no ice scraper or brush in the car. Furthermore, I had no 
gloves!  Ah, but I had a long umbrella with a pointed metal end. This 
was going to have to do. Turning the defroster on high, I began at-
tacking the iceberg to free the buried wipers. The wind was blowing 
against my wet, bright red hands. Several U of C students strolled 
by, none of them interested in assisting a female septuagenarian in 
distress. Just as my raw hands were telling me I needed to give up,  
I heard a voice say, “Could you use a snow brush?” 
 

Turning around, I saw a young African American man in a pickup 
with a knowing smile.  “Absolutely!” I said. The next thing I knew, he 
was cleaning my car, blocks of ice falling to the ground. I asked for 
his name and address because I didn’t have my purse, and I wanted 
to give him some money to repay his kindness. 
 

He replied, “My grandmother would kill me if I took your money; she 
would never forgive me if I hadn’t stopped to help you.” I said I must 
have looked pretty ridiculous using an umbrella on my windshield. He 
said it was actually my bright red hands that caught his eye. I 
laughed and told him that his grandmother raised a fine grandson. 
He gave me his business card and went on his way with my sincere 
thanks. 
 

As I drove home, I thought of the People to People organization Bill 
and I belonged to in Kansas City. It was started by President Eisen-
hower and Joyce Hall, founder of Hallmark Cards. Eisenhower felt if 
there was ever to be peace in this world, it would not come from gov-
ernments but from people knowing and understanding other cultures.   
 

Prayer: Creator God, help us to respond to those divine nudges 
to “love out loud” so we can continue being all that you have 
created us to be. In Jesus’ name we ask it, Amen. 



 Thursday, March 9 
A Year of Service for a Lifetime of Change 

Emma CW Ceruti 
 

After completing my bachelor’s degree ten years ago, I served as a Young 
Adult Volunteer (YAV) through the Presbyterian Church. The YAV program is 
an ecumenical, faith-based year of service, and after a long application and 
interview process, I was chosen to join six other YAVs in Belfast, Northern 
Ireland, developing peace and reconciliation projects between Protestant and 
Catholic youth.  
 

I was placed at East Belfast Mission, a congregation of the Methodist Church 
in Ireland as well as a social outreach center. I helped run an afterschool 
homework club, a mom and tots group, a young adult Bible study, and youth 
drop-in. I have always loved working with children. The babies and young 
children were easy and enjoyable for me, but the youth were a challenge.  
 

Generations of trauma could be seen in the way the youth acted and spoke 
about the Catholic neighborhood nearby. The heights of sectarian violence 
known as the Troubles seemed like history by the time I arrived, but of course, 
the full history stretches back centuries. I was supposedly there to build bridg-
es between communities, but I was met with obstinance and unruly behavior. 
Smoking, drinking, sexual misconduct, violence towards each other and them-
selves; it was more than I had signed up for. I soon became disillusioned with 
myself and my program. The motto of the YAV program is “a year of service 
for a lifetime of change,” but here I was making zero change in the lives of the 
youth I served. How could I live up to such an expectation?  
 

Perhaps I wasn’t there to change, but to be changed. At first, I was convinced 
that my year of service hadn’t changed me at all. Certainly, a lot of changes 
had happened that year—most of all, my engagement to my now-husband. 
But I didn’t feel spiritually changed. Looking back, I realize I was hoping for 
change in all the wrong ways. I was trying to pin down change, expecting it to 
rebuild me and everything I stood for. But like reconciliation, change isn’t al-
ways so clearcut. Most change, I now believe, reveals itself down the road 
whether or not I’m there to witness it. Perhaps one of the youths in Belfast will 
remember me, will remember how I spoke about peace, justice, and loving 
your neighbor, and my words and kindness will sit with them until it bursts out 
and changes another.  

 



 
Friday, March 10 

Love Is a Circle 
Jacalyn Green Tschirhart 

Children’s children are a crown to the 
aged, and parents are the pride of their 
children.  Proverbs 17:6  
  

Children are the heritage of the Lord.  
Psalms 127:3  

 

When I think of the different forms of love languages, I think of 
my mother and donuts. When we were too young to leave 
home alone, my younger brother and I would accompany our 
mother on errands: grocery shopping, Kmart. (Our least favor-
ite were the fabric stores — she sewed all our clothes).   
 

If we behaved, the trip would invariably end with a stop at the 
village bakery where we would choose a treat: my mother and 
I always picked the same thing, a Boston cream donut. I loved 
the sweet, pudding-like center and the rich chocolate frosting. 
Even today I think of my mother when I pass a Dunkin’  
Donuts.  
 

Years went by, and eventually I had my own children: a 
daughter and a younger son. I would take them with me to 
various stores, and I too found myself stopping to get donuts. 
As my daughter grew up, she would sometimes stop by our 
house and bring a couple of Boston cream donuts and we 
would share a treat and coffee. Nowadays, a mother herself, 
she and I sometimes share our love with coffee and a donut. 
 

Last Easter we took a four-generation photo of the women in 
our family, ranging in age from baby Raven to my mother.  
In our family, the circle of life is reflected in the shape of a  
donut. I am looking forward to when I can share one with  
Raven!  
 

Prayer: Dear Lord, Thank you for the gift of family, for 
mothers and daughters, and the hope and the love that is 
shared in babies. Amen. 
  
 



 Saturday, March 11 
Remembering the Fruits of the Spirit 

Sandy Bray 
 

You, my brothers and sisters, were called to be free. But do not use your 
freedom to indulge the flesh; rather, serve one another humbly in love. For 
the entire law is fulfilled in keeping this one command: “Love your neighbor 
as yourself.”  Galatians 5:13-14  
 

Many years ago, I was in a shop on Cape Cod and spotted a silver bracelet with 
the fruits of the spirit etched into it. I bought that bracelet and over the years have 
taken it out many times and read the words: love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, 
goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control.  
 

For me, trying to live my life by these words is the way I strive to love out loud.  
I try to love others as I love myself…not an easy task. I try to work for peace and 
be patient when times are difficult…not always successfully. I try to be kind to all, 
even those who sometimes cause me pain…very hard to do. I try to work for good-
ness by serving others in any way I can and helping those less fortunate both 
close and far away…I could do more. I try to be gentle and practice self-control in 
all aspects of my life, but too often I fail. I know in my heart that to remain faithful 
to our Lord and experience true joy, it is necessary to keep trying to live by the 
fruits of the spirit. My bracelet is a constant reminder to me of this truth.  
 

                       The Orchid 
                             Ruth Allison 

 

If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels,  
but have not love, I am but a resounding gong or  
a clanging cymbal. 1 Corinthians 13:1 
 

For the past three years, Bob Allison and I have been  
hiding from Covid during the summers in our cottage home 
in the woods of Castle Park, Michigan. We returned home 
to Lisle this year to find crowded streets, empty shops, 
and a new beginning. On November 5th, I got Covid. I was so sick, thinking I 
would surely die. I turned daily to God and prayed for a chance to start life again. 
Then came the orchid from my Grace Church Questors ladies walking group. 
Throughout Covid when able, we united at the Morton Arboretum. I found a love 
that unites us. I thank them for the orchid. Here we also shared ways to give back 
to our church community.  
 



 Sunday, March 12 
Let Your Light Shine 

                                            Lisa Borton 
 

So don’t hide your light! Let it shine brightly before others, so that the com-

mendable things you do will shine as light upon them, and then they will give 

their praise to your Father in heaven.  Matthew 5:16  
 

It all began when my daughter’s Grace Children’s 
Choir was in need of an accompanist. Eight-year-old 
Sarah promptly volunteered, “My mom plays the  
piano!”. Technically this was true; she frequently 
heard me playing in our living room, as that was my 
favorite stress release.  
 

However. Although I had taken lessons for many 
years as a child, I had never played for anyone other 
than family who just happened to be listening. I had 
not even participated in recitals as a child.  
 

So. When Lynn Leitzen reached out to me, following 
up on Sarah’s announcement, I was hesitant to say 
the least. I hadn’t really practiced in years. Would I be 
able to handle the songs? I had a  
4-year-old at home. What could I do with him during 
rehearsals? Could I afford the time required? So 
many questions, but something made me say yes.  
 

Fast-forward to today when I am serving as one of 
the keyboardists for the Grace Praise Team. It has 
become one of the most enriching experiences of my 
life. To even refer to it as “serving” seems wrong 
since I benefit so much from being part of this team. 
GPT is a group of professional, semi-professional and 
“could be professional” musicians.  
 

These very talented people have accepted me, and 
through the years, my skills have improved and my 
confidence has grown.  

 

Before I joined the Praise Team, I received so much joy from the music they made each 
Sunday morning. And now, I can provide that joy to others while serving the Lord.  
What a gift! 
 

Painting by Lisa Borton, who says: 
“At times I try to paint subjects  
other than flowers, but somehow I 
always come back to them.  
I marvel that when viewed at a 
distance, a field of flowers appears 
to consist of masses of the same 
flower. But when you get close 
enough to see the detail, each 
bloom is unique and beautiful.  
Just like people, right?”  (See this 
beautiful painting in color at  
peopleofgrace.org/lent) 



 Monday, March 13 
My Dear Brother, Kyle 

Trudy Andsager 

How do you know what your life will be like tomorrow? Your life is 
like the morning fog; it’s here a little while, then it’s gone. What 
you ought to say is, “If the Lord wants us to, we will live and do 
this or that.”  James 4: 14-15 
 

I come from a big family. There are six of us, three girls and three boys, 
and we’ve always been very close. My dad passed away in 1995 and 
my mom in 2010.  
 

Ever since then, my oldest brother, Kyle, has been the patriarch of our 
family. Kyle was a big guy, strong and healthy, fiercely loyal, would do 
anything for anyone. On October 14, 2022, everything changed. After a 
month of not feeling quite like himself, he was diagnosed with cancer.  
 

All of a sudden, my life stopped. Nothing else was more important to 
me than getting three hours downstate to see him and visit with him 
every chance I could. Those final two and a half months of his life, I 
tried to squeeze in all the missed opportunities of the past. Suddenly, 
time was very precious and filled with doing anything I could to cele-
brate his life and make sure he knew how much he was loved. Sadly, 
on Christmas day, Kyle lost his battle with cancer and went home to be 
with Jesus. We were all there that final day to say our goodbyes.  
 

As I reminisce about those extremely fast two and a half months, I am 
reminded that every single day on this earth is a precious gift from 
God. None of us knows when our last day will be. I thought to myself, 
how many times in my life have I have heard myself say that I’m going 
to do this or I’m going to do that, or I’m going to reach out to this per-
son or go see that person? Yet, time gets away and it never happens. 
 

It is a good reminder to cherish each day as if it’s our last and to  
always tell those we cherish that we love them. We need to make the 
time today to do what is important – fostering relationships. May we all 
be good to each other and let those around us know how much they 
mean to us. 
  

Prayer: Dear Lord, Thank you for the gift of this day. I pray 
that you will continue to nudge me to reach out today to show 
others how special they are. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

  



 Tuesday, March 14 
Emissaries of Comfort 

Janet Anderson 
 

Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be comforted.  
Matthew 5:4 
 

When my mother passed away, in addition to mourning her death and 
dealing with all the attendant emotions, we had, like most, a myriad of 
details to address. Planning her memorial service was chief among 
them. With the help of her wonderful pastor, we planned the service, 
chose the music, Bible verses, determined who would offer remem-
brances, etc., etc. But who was going to take care of all those small  
details like ushering, passing out bulletins, helping those unfamiliar with 
the church find their way around, and, finally, manage the repast at the 
church after the service? 
 

Tiny details, to be sure, but important to me as I wished to honor my 
mother in a dignified way, with all the moving parts of the day seemingly 
working like clockwork. Thankfully, the church had a group of wonderful, 
gracious volunteers who stepped in and handled all these tasks, leaving 
my family and me to concentrate only on remembering my mother and 
celebrating her life. As a serial “planner” (I’m known as the Cruise Direc-
tor on family vacations), this was a major relief to me. I felt loved and 
cared for by these individuals at one of the lowest points of my life. I truly 
felt they were God’s emissaries sent to help us through a tough time.   
I’ll never forget their compassion, service, and devotion to their tasks.   
 

Shortly thereafter, I was asked to serve as a Deacon at my church, a 
ministry of care, compassion, and hospitality. Asked if there was a partic-
ular area of this ministry where I might like to serve, I said I wanted to be 
part of the Memorial Service team. I had such a positive experience  
being on the receiving end of this kind of service, I felt called to offer this 
care to others experiencing the loss of a loved one.   
 

I’ve now served in this role at numerous memorial services. Some with 
hundreds of mourners, others with just a few. Some followed by big 
luncheons, others with just a few cookies. No matter the size, however, 
there has been one constant – the heartfelt appreciation of the families.   
 

I believe if I can offer even the tiniest bit of comfort and support to those 
going through one of life’s most emotionally charged moments, I am 
serving them and, in turn, God. Jesus Christ asks us to be His disciples 
on earth. This is one small way I’ve tried to fulfill His charge.   
 



 Wednesday, March 15 
Extraordinary Gifts 

Judy Davis 
 

“You have so many extraordinary gifts; how can you expect to 
lead an ordinary life?”                                        —Louisa May Alcott                                                                                         
 
 

It was New Year’s Eve, and my family was going to enjoy a wonderful 
meal and play in downtown Chicago. We could never have imagined 
what was going to happen when we arrived home. The phone rang, 
and because it was so late, we assumed it was someone calling to 
wish us a Happy New Year.  
 

It was our niece from Knoxville, Tennessee. She was crying, trying to 
say, “We haven’t seen our dad in four days, and we can’t find him any-
where!” Carrie was a senior in high school. Her sister Rachel was 14, 
brother Matt was 12, and Henry, 10. Their mother had terminal cancer 
when she was pregnant with Henry and died soon after he was born. 
At that time, my brother-in-law asked me if I would take baby Henry 
while he worked and cared for the other children. How could I say no? 
 

We had just bought a new car, but we had to trade it for a seven-
passenger vehicle to accommodate everyone, including all our dogs. 
We left for Tennessee immediately and got a court order from a judge 
to obtain temporary custody of the children. 
 

A few days later, the children’s father was found dead. The shock was 
tremendous. We enrolled all of them in school here in Naperville and 
added a sixth bedroom and a fourth bathroom to our house. We 
bought them clothes, groceries and other necessities. Later, when 
they were teenagers, we bought computers and cellphones, put them 
through driver’s training, one after another, and drove them to and 
from sports practices. Each room in my house was dedicated to a dif-
ferent subject for homework every night. I helped one with Spanish in 
her bedroom, one with Shakespeare in the living room, spelling in the 
kitchen, etc. Curfews were set, friends were vetted.   
 

We all went to counseling on a weekly basis for quite a while. None of 
this was easy. Now the kids are adults, and the girls have jobs and are 
married with children of their own. The boys have their college de-
grees; one is a traveling nurse, the other an accountant. 
 

I pray that my good intentions made a big difference in each of their 
lives. If you sit silently and ask God what you can do for him –  
and really mean it – you can help change the world. 



 Thursday, March 16 
Lessons From Bea 

Barbara Hartman 

I’ve always loved dogs and had one as a 
pet most of my life. But as our children grew 
and eventually moved out, Larry and I dis-
covered more freedom when we didn’t have 
a pet. I learned to get my “dog fix” from vis-
iting with the neighbors’ dogs. Then the 
pandemic hit and I, like many others, 
longed for a canine companion. 
 

Through an Internet search I found a 
schnauzer rescue located in Indianapolis, 
IN, and submitted an application. An email 
reply a few weeks later included a photo of 
an adorable 7-year-old dog schnauzer 
named Bea. She had been used for breed-

ing but was now living with a foster family in Indianapolis where we 
could meet her. So, Larry and I then took a little road trip.   
 

We soon realized upon seeing her that Bea was not an ordinary 
dog. She showed no interest in meeting us or interacting with the 
foster’s other dogs. The foster parents explained that before living 
with them, Bea had never been on a leash or walked on grass!  
Before being rescued, she was housed in a small pen and was not 
treated kindly. Bea had to learn how to drink from a bowl. She was 
afraid of almost everything!  
 

We’ve had Bea for two and half years now. It has been interesting to 
see her transformation. She has gone from a very shy, frightened 
dog that had to be pried out of her crate to one that loves to snuggle 
next to us. She still has some quirks that we may never understand. 
For instance, why does she cower and shake when she hears an 
aerosol spray? We may never know why she behaves in this odd 
way. She has been a blessing to us. Through this little dog, we 
learned the following life lessons: 
 

Accept others as they are and be patient. You do not know their 
past and how it may have affected their present behavior. Always be 
kind. Rejoice in progress, no matter how slow it may be. Accept oth-
ers’ quirks; no one is perfect. Time and love can help heal pain. 
 

Writing this short list reminds me how God loves and accepts us as 
we are and how we, in turn, are to treat others.  



 Friday, March 17 
Compassion, One Child at a Time 

Betty Long 

With “Love Out Loud” as our Lenten theme, I thought perhaps it was 
time to speak about something I have not talked about previously. 
About eight years ago, Questor Linda Saville led a class about her 
experiences with Compassion International. For many years, she 
has been sponsoring children through this group. It is a Christian 
organization that partners with churches and denominations around 
the world to give children in poverty the opportunity “to rise above 
their circumstances and become all God has created them to 
be.” Compassion International is Christ-centered, church-driven and 
child-focused. Sponsorship involves “adopting” specific needy child
(ren), contributing a monthly fee toward their support, and exchang-
ing letters with the child.  
 

That Sunday Linda inspired at least 
two Questors class members to 
adopt. I chose a six-year-old girl in 
Tanzania. For eight years now, I 
have provided an automatic monthly 
donation that helps pay for Ushindi’s 
schooling and programs at her local 
“Compassion Center.” Adoptees love 
getting letters, and especially pic-
tures! We’ve exchanged many back 
and forth. She is now 14, and I have 
shared in her growing up. During 
COVID when schools were closed 
there, I was particularly impressed 
that the local Compassion workers 
visited the children in their homes. 
They ascertained what the family 
needed in support of the child and 
directed funds towards basic things 

like seeds to plant, cooking oil, and fabric to make clothing. Normal-
ly, siblings and parents/caregivers may receive additional or indirect 
benefits from the program, but Compassion’s focus is the one child. 
 

How do you share God’s love? Would you help one child? If you are 
at all inspired, I direct you to the Compassion International website 
to learn more: www.compassion.com.  

Ushindi, age 8, with the 
ducks Betty Long gave her 
for her birthday.  



 
Saturday, March 18 

Glimmers of Happiness 
Trudy Dartt Walters 

 

John Locke wrote, in order “to seek true and solid happiness” 
we need to learn to distinguish real happiness. The happiness 
of others that bombards us online or that we witness in person 
adds to our longing for immediate cheer that we often feel we 
have not yet achieved.  
 

Yet, happiness can and will surprise us by coming in small 
glimmers while moving through all or part of our day. Upon 
reflection, I realize at the end of the day that these small  
moments are unintentionally overlooked, shadowed by strong 
remembrances of the more difficult parts of the day.  
 

To lean more into remembering the glimmers, I am learning to 
purposefully take time to note what happened in the moment 
and to express my gratitude!  At the end of each day, I am 
working to recall each moment of happiness and to celebrate 
them with a smile as my head rests on a comfy pillow. I am 
upping my game of happiness recall by trying to remember 
additional glimmers I may have missed. My days are brighter 
and my nights more restful when I practice focusing on the 
glimmers of happiness I experience. 
 

My act of service is to share my prayer for the people of 
Grace. We all have happiness glimmers. May our life be lifted 
in spirit as we learn to see, name and remember the brightest 
parts of our day to calm our mind, heart and soul at day’s end. 
Within each glimmer, we may see the face of the Triune God 
and in turn say, “For this we give thanks.” 
 

In the words of John Wesley, “Do all the good you can. By all 
the means you can. In all the ways you can. In all the places 
you can. At all the times you can. To all the people you can. 
As long as ever you can.”  
 
 

 



 Sunday, March 19 
Giving Is a Gift 
Elaine Johnson 

 

Charity is something I had to learn. So caught up in fulfilling the needs of 
my family and discerning my own purpose, my acts of service were for 
years sporadic and reactive. Sure, I’d sign up to provide dinners if some-
one in the neighborhood was sick or laid up. After all, I had been similarly 
cared for when I spent six weeks on bedrest before my second baby was 
born. And once, after our family plans fell through, we and our young chil-
dren helped serve our church’s community Thanksgiving dinner to those 
who otherwise would have none. But aside from a few years teaching 
Sunday School and a few more volunteering in elementary school class-
rooms, I limited my charitable efforts to writing an occasional check for a 
worthy cause. 

My comfort zone was on the sidelines—a place well suited to a journalist 
who was more intent on observing social problems than seeking solutions 
for them. But I am older now, and I’ve come to understand that, as James 
2:17 instructs, “Faith by itself, if it is not accompanied by action, is dead.” 

I’m fortunate to have many examples of Christian goodness and mercy in 
my church and community. I’m thinking of the women who brought food 
and necessities to the homeless who took shelter in our town’s parking 
deck…of the people who regularly prepare and distribute hot meals for 
those who need them…and of the team of volunteer gardeners who 
plant, tend and harvest healthful vegetables to enhance the diets of the 
food insecure.  

I’m also thinking of the women at my church who knit prayer shawls and 
offer daily prayers for those suffering in body or spirit, and of those who 
simply, in the moment, take up whatever task needs doing, no matter 
how mundane.  

In recent years, these good people have gently challenged me to join 
their efforts—simply by their example. And slowly, I have learned to give 
more generously of myself. Not occasionally, but on a regular basis.  

I still have a long way to go before I fully incorporate generosity and char-
ity into the fiber of my life. But I now understand that giving is a gift, and 
responding to the needs of others is transforming. It exposes a deep well 
of subterranean compassion that, once uncovered, changes our perspec-
tive and connects us with the heart of God.  



 Monday, March 20 
Sacred Encounters With Compassion 

Mollie Ledwith 
 

More than anything else, we humans share the need for compassion and the need to 
give compassion.  If we inventory our lives with honesty, we would likely see sacred 
encounters from the times when we gave or received compassion, thereby acknowl-
edging our interdependence and interconnectedness. We live by our kindness, some-
times meted out randomly, along with our capacity to be vulnerable to one another.  
Hearing with compassion the stories of others places us in the middle of the river of life, 
susceptible to the flow, taking us where we would not know, but changing us and the 
other person in the encounter.  
 

Compassion rests solely in and emerges from the heart, allowing in time-released  
doses, or quick spurts, or sudden eruptions, or gentle constancy. Its power to change 
and transform others and us is unparalleled. Compassion is a “yes that is pure in moti-
vation, open ended in intent, and calm in confidence.” (Richard Rohr) Compassion 
moves us to parts unknown inside ourselves.   
 

We are put on the road to healing in other’s compassionate presence. We learn the 
gentle constancy of compassion from the way our lives unfold, as we spin the tales that 
are the leading edge of insight and healing, namely, the stories of our lives.  
   

We frequently say: how can I, being only one person, make any difference in the 
world?  But God has only our hearts and hands to work God’s Grace. It is all too easy 
to hide behind another’s suffering, saying, “What can I do that will really make a differ-
ence”? Our open hearts, our kindness and our presence is a rich testament of making 
the difference. Richard Rohr says, “Don’t waste any time dividing the world into the 
good guys and the bad guys. Hold them both together in your own soul—where they 
are anyway—and you will have held together the whole world. You will have overcome 
the great divide in one place of spacious compassion. God takes it from there, replicat-
ing the same pattern in another conscious human life.”  
 

Gandhi said, “You must be the change you wish in the world. In a gentle way, you can 
shake the world.” 
 

Shakespeare says it best. Parentheses are mine. 
 

”The quality of mercy (compassion) is not strained; 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blest; 
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes.” 

Photo of spring crocus by Betty Long 



 Tuesday, March 21 
The Way of Wayne 

Linda Fronk  
 

Read: 1 John 4:8 and 1 John 4:16 
 

When I heard the focus of our Lenten booklet, “Love Out Loud,” my 
mind immediately when to the Celebration of Life service held for our 
good friend, Wayne, in Kansas City last October. The minister’s theme 
for his remembrance was “Legacy.” He spoke about how many things 
Wayne had done for his community and his church, all motivated by 
his love of and belief in what God would have him do during his life.  
 

The reach of Wayne’s “loving out loud” was evident with a full church 
and the many people watching online. Wayne turned his love of bicy-
cling into a bike rally that started in 1974 and became an annual event 
called Bike Across Kansas. It eventually had more than 3,000 riders 
every year. This gathering of bicyclists is not a race. It’s about bonding 
with other riders, enjoying the unique history and countryside of Kan-
sas and the small towns there. Wayne’s gift of being inclusive shone 
through his initiative to identify people in nursing homes along the way 
who had few visitors and gather volunteers to visit them.  
 

The idea that the ride should go through small Kansas towns and bring 
business to the local shops and build relationships with owners reso-
nated with Wayne. Being an entrepreneur himself, he tried to support 
locals as much as possible. Often, Wayne became their good friends.  
He had a way of creating family not only with his own kin, but with 
friends within the church and in business and community dealings.   
A week before his own death, Wayne attended the graveside service 
of a longtime friend to say a few words on his behalf. Wayne was al-
ways finding ways to “love out loud,” especially at Christmas, but at 
other times as well. He was known to give $100 to someone in a store, 
usually with children, who he felt was having a hard time economically. 
 

Wayne was certainly not perfect. He had his foibles that irritated his 
wife. He was on his third marriage and had his “doubts” about religion. 
Yet, through it all, he had a strong abiding faith that God calls each of 
us to do our part for God’s kingdom in whatever way we have been 
gifted. He knew that God is love and each of us has been called to  
reflect that love…to “Love Out Loud.” 
 

Prayer: Heavenly Father, may we go through each day with our 
eyes wide open to see ways that we too may “love out loud” in 
big and small ways to your glory. Amen. 



 Wednesday, March 22 
My Home Again 

Mike Ceruti 
 

My favorite act of service over the years has been volunteering 
with Grace Church’s Side-by-Side missions, which often work 
with Habitat for Humanity. My first such endeavor came after 
Hurricane Katrina struck my hometown of New Orleans, where I 
still have lots of family. I made three trips to the area for week-
long trips over the years, traveling with my fellow congregation 
members as well as my sons to help rebuild homes. 
   

There are so many wonderful stories I could tell, but my favorite 
occurred on our second trip. We arrived at an older woman’s 
home in the Gentilly neighborhood that had sustained major 
damage, including a tree crashing through her roof, causing wa-
ter damage throughout the home. Previous volunteer teams had 
come over the course of a year, gutting everything down to the 
studs, repairing the structural damage, and re-wiring everything.  
   

Upon our arrival, it looked like a construction zone, with 2x4 
walls and scraps of materials in the rooms. Our job was to hang 
drywall, something most of us had never done. The homeowner 
tried to stop by each day to thank us and offer us water and 
food. On the first day, we made slow but steady progress on the 
first large room but as the week went on, we found our rhythm 
and completed more and more each day.    
 

Late afternoon on the fourth day, the homeowner stopped by 
again on her way home from work and walked upstairs to the 
bedrooms we had just finished. She stopped in her tracks and 
gasped. I’ll never forget her words: “Oh my God! This looks like 
my home again!” Coming back to her home that went from a  
disaster area, to a gutted shell of a structure, to a congested 
construction zone and seeing white walls again revived the  
emotional bond she had with her home. She gave huge hugs to 
me and the kids in that room, wiping back tears of joy.    
 

I’ve been hooked on the experience ever since and gone far and 
near to help people repair, maintain, and build from the ground 
up. It’s a truly fulfilling act of service. 



 Thursday, March 23 
Our Suffering God 

Rev. Dr. Thomas Aldworth 
 

One of the greatest problems facing all of us is the place of suffering in 
our lives. All of us wonder from time to time why good people suffer. 
Why do innocent children often endure unspeakable hardships? Why 
so much war and sickness? Must we always endure pandemics and 
unrelenting violence? 
 

I do not know the answer to these questions—but I would like to 
plunge into them nonetheless. I also caution everyone to be wary of 
anyone claiming to know the answers. These questions have only in-
complete answers. We only get glimpses of possibilities, never  
certitude, in this impenetrable dilemma. 
 

When it comes to suffering, we hold onto some strange notions. Many 
of us cling to the unhealthy idea that suffering is a punishment from 
God. If we sin, then we must pay some price as atonement. This belief 
invalidates our doctrine of Christ’s absolute, all-encompassing atone-
ment. God does not punish us with sickness and suffering. Such a 
view of God borders on blasphemy. It is an antiquated, outdated view 
of suffering. This unholy idea was shattered by Christ 2000 years ago. 
 

God does not want us to suffer. God does not “give” us sickness.  
God does not “give” us trials and tribulations. Some of us, though, 
want to believe our sufferings come from God’s hand. I remember a 
woman in Louisiana who told me that God obviously loved her very 
much because of all the troubles she had been “given.” I told her I 
hoped God wouldn’t love me that much. 
 

God does not want us to suffer. Yet God is with us in our sufferings.  
As a matter of fact, God has chosen to suffer with us. This initially 
sounds very strange. Is God capable of suffering? Isn’t God perfect?  
How can a perfect God suffer? God suffers because of his love for us. 
Loving someone deeply always causes pain because we experience 
the suffering of our beloved as our own. This is what has happened to 
God in Christ. 
 

Many of us experience terrible suffering. Many of us are crushed  
under the weight of agony and cruelty. Yet we must hope in the God 
who walks with us in our pain and our troubles. As Moltmann writes: 
“…If we discover where God is, and sense his presence in our suffer-
ing, then we are at the fountainhead — the source out of which life is 
born anew.”  May we all find ourselves at such a place of grace! 



 Friday, March 24 
The $2,500 Lesson 

Bonnie Lewan 
 

I am a Chicago Bears fan by marriage, but was born and raised in 
Buffalo, NY, home of the Buffalo Bills, a member of the “Bills  
Mafia” from birth. As the team has improved in the last few years, 
they have been featured more frequently on TV, making it easier 
to follow them from Chicago. My seven-year-old also happens to 
share a name with the Bills’ quarterback, giving us added incen-
tive to cheer them on. (That, and the Bears didn’t give us much 
incentive this year, unfortunately!) 
 

So it was that my husband, son and I were watching intently that 
Monday night when a 24-year-old, healthy player died for a few 
minutes and was brought back to life by a combination of medical 
skill and miracle.  
 

Many of us know what happened next: a country collectively 
prayed and worried and watched and waited, and Damar Hamlin 
ultimately made an amazing recovery.  
 

Damar Hamlin…a second-year NFL defenseman many did not 
know existed before that Monday night. Prior to that night, his goal 
was to raise $2,500 for a children’s charity very near to his heart. 
This goal seems so meager and humble; most multi-million-dollar 
football players would barely blink at it. But a rookie player com-
mitted to a goal in earnest that I’m ashamed to admit is larger than 
any goal I’ve ever set for myself. Four days after that Monday 
night game, Damar’s $2,500 promise raised over $7 million. 
 

This reminds me that acts of service don’t need to be large-scale 
or flashy; they need to be born of love and commitment. I’m re-
minded that even a small stone can start a large ripple effect in 
the pond, that loving out loud can start quietly at home and grow 
to include an entire country of football fans.  
 

I’m also reminded that we don’t have to do it alone, that “…we are 
God’s handiwork, created in Christ Jesus to do good works, which 
God prepared in advance for us to do.” (Ephesians 2:10)  



 Saturday, March 25 
Love Out Loud in the Movie “Till” 

Doug Bowden (Retired Pastor) 
 

As their story is told in the 2022 movie “Till,” Mamie Till-Mobley 
and her 14-year-old son, Emmett Till, along with their extended 
family, are becoming for me life-changing examples of “love out 
loud,” our 2023 Lenten booklet theme.  
 

Indeed, our response as disciples of Jesus is to learn from and 
overcome the evil tragedy of Emmett Till’s lynching in the Missis-
sippi Delta on August 28, 1955, and to “love out loud” like Mamie 
(played in the film so movingly by Danielle Deadwyler) who, in the 
birth of the Civil Rights Movement, chose in her anguish and pro-
found grieving for her son to raise her voice, first in the Mississippi 
courtroom at his trial and then everywhere, for racial justice and 
equality until she died in 2003. She becomes, for me, a voice of 
“loving out loud” in our beloved community.  
 

Emmett’s cousin, the Rev. Wheeler Parker, was with him on that 
early Sunday morning in the Sumner, Mississippi, cabin from 
which he was abducted by two men, lynched, and put in the river. 
Like Mamie’s, Rev. Parker’s life is one of “loving out loud”; his life-
long journey has been to tell the truth about what happened to 
Emmett.  
 

“I survived a night of terror for a reason, a purpose,” wrote Rev. 
Parker in his book A Few Days Full of Trouble: Revelations on the 
Journey to Justice for My Cousin and Best Friend, Emmett Till.  
“I feel blessed that my purpose was revealed to me, even as it 
was through the pain and suffering of tragic loss. Now I feel chal-
lenged by that purpose every waking moment of my life. And I am 
determined to live on purpose.” 
 

Louise Barnard and I talked with Rev. Parker, Pastor of the Argo 
Temple Church of God in Christ in Summit, IL, at Anderson’s 
Bookstore on January 11, 2023. We encouraged him to see the 
movie “Till.” He thanked us for our encouragement and told us he 
would see it. In an interview with Brandis Friedman on PBS’ 
“Black Voices,” Rev. Parker said that serving humanity was the 
best justice that can be found for Emmett Till. Loving out loud,  
indeed. Amen and amen.   



 
Sunday, March 26 

Look For the Subtle Messages 
Judy Davis 

 

I was 27 years old. How would I ever think I would lose my mom? I was 
an only child, and she meant everything to me! Mom had a great sense 
of humor. She said, “You know how the dog can be sound asleep but if 
we say, ‘Tammy! Squirrel!’ she runs through the house barking? Well,  
if there is any possible way that I can communicate with you after I die,  
I will.” 
 

Five months after her death, I was holding my brand newborn baby girl, 
looking out the window at the deep January snow. A bird feeder was  
directly in front of me. It did not have any seed in it, but a squirrel was 
sitting absolutely still on top of it. No fidgeting or twitching. What is even 
more astonishing is that this squirrel was completely bald! 
 

I wondered if this was Mom’s way of giving me a sign? She had re-
ceived chemotherapy treatments and had lost her hair. I held up my  
baby and showed her to the squirrel. “Mom, if that’s you, this is your new 
granddaughter! We named her Christina, and her middle name is your 
maiden name.”  
 

I will never know if Mom was truly trying to communicate with me, but it 
gives me a sense of peace and closure to think that she broke through 
the barrier. If anyone could, it would be her! The night she died, as I left 
the hospital and lifted my head to pray, I saw four white doves encircling 
the hospital spire with a flood light shining on them. Four doves at 
11:00pm? 
 

On another occasion, I was placing Christina in her car seat, when a 
very strong but silent voice said, “Don’t Go!” I decided to go; I would just 
be very careful driving. I arrived at my destination safely and had nearly 
forgotten about the warning. Then, just before dusk on another outing, 
for no reason, my car went airborne, landing in a deep ditch. I could see 
the police officer’s shoes above my head. Christina and I were com-
pletely fine. Could mom have saved us? 
  

When I was growing up, I sat between my mother and father in the 
church pew. My mother always wore a beautiful pinky ring on her right 
hand, and in church we would interlock our fingers as we sang from the 
hymnal. I wear that every day in her honor. 
 

Are guardian angels placed in our life to ward off danger, to be there for 
us when we need them the most? I believe so. One thing is for certain: 
God is always with us and uses many ways to communicate with us.  



 
Monday, March 27 

Joy In Unexpected Relationships 
Bill Fronk 

 

The Bible is resplendent with verses about the importance of love. One of my favor-
ite verses is 1 Corinthians 13: 1-13, starting with “If I speak in the tongues of men 
and of angels, but do not have love, I am only a resounding gong or a clanging 
cymbal.” The rest of this chapter is the most beautiful love poem in the Bible. That is 
why it is used so often at weddings.  
 

Mark 12: 28-31 says, “One of the teachers of the law … asked him (Jesus), ‘Of all 
the commandments, which is the most important one?’ ‘The most important one,’ 
answered Jesus, ‘is this: Love the LORD your God with all your heart and with all 
your soul and with all your mind and with all your strength. The second is this: Love 
your neighbor as yourself. There is no commandment greater than this.’” 
 

One of the key things about love of neighbor is the need to know that person better. 
It is a natural progression that the better you know someone, the more you care 
about them and empathize with them. That is one reason why Grace Community 
Builders (GCB) is so important for our church. The 192 individuals who have partici-
pated in GCB have gotten to know others in our church better. As a result, there is a 
natural growth of “sense of community,” which leads to more caring and love of 
neighbor. 
 

I wrote the following poem about the beauty of unexpected relationships and the joy 
that comes from love of neighbor. 
 

Crystal Flakes on Magnolias 

Magnolia blossoms are not  
Supposed to know snow. 
 

The two met this Spring — 
Warm, delicate petals 
Lightly touched by cold, white crystals. 
 

It was unusual and beautiful. 
Both knew it wouldn't last long, 
But, they enjoyed the meeting — 
 

Both grew more vibrant, 
Having met the other. 
 

Life offers these opportunities each day, 
When things that aren't supposed  
To happen, do. 
 

When strangers make their entrance 
Or difficulties and challenges greet us. 
 

As each new year ages, 
Our lives become fuller, richer, 
As we experience and embrace 
The meetings that come when we're 
Not really prepared 
To relish the moment, 
But, do. 



 Tuesday, March 28 
Answering the Call 

Jacalyn Green Tschirhart 
 

I sought the Lord, and he answered me; he delivered me 
from all my fears.   Psalm 34, verse 4  
 

The first week of November 2022, we got the call every par-
ent dreads: our daughter’s family was in a crisis. Following 
rapid development of acute and confusing symptoms, our  
son-in-law Dan, a highly fit, 31-year-old fireman, was diag-
nosed with sudden onset heart failure and dispatched to a 
large hospital in Austin, Texas.   
 

The hospital didn’t allow babies, and with no family nearby, 
Erin had to choose between the needs of her baby and her 
acutely ill husband. She called us, and within 15 minutes, 
Bob was driving me to the airport. I arrived around midnight 
to find friends sitting in the house with our granddaughter, 
Raven. Erin was at the hospital because Dan had had a mild 
heart attack that evening. Over the course of the next three 
days, he suffered from multiple renegade blood clots: a 
stroke, clots in both legs requiring surgery, and some renal 
damage.  
 

I spent several days alone caring for Raven and praying for 
Dan’s improvement. It was a blessing to immerse myself in 
her daily life, to feel her melt into my body when giving her a 
bottle. It was also comforting to know that so many of our 
friends were prayer warriors for Dan’s medical care and his 
healing and recovery. 
 

Erin’s diligence in remaining with Dan and her advocacy for 
his care were paramount in his survival. Today he is home 
and can walk and talk, and while he has a few cognitive  
issues, Dan is doing well. We are grateful to all who kept our 
family in their prayers.  
 

Prayer: Dear Lord, Thank you for the hope of prayer and 
the support of friends and family, who are your hands in 
this world. Amen.  
 



 Wednesday, March 29 
Opening the Door to the Help of Strangers 

Nick Hoyle 
 

Last year I developed severe arthritis in both my hips. It was so painful, I 
needed to have both my hips replaced. I had to wait three months before I 
could have surgery on my left hip and three more months for surgery on 
my right hip. As the months progressed, I used a cane, then crutches 
and, finally, a walker.  
 

The first acts of service occurred within my own family. My son continued 
to mow the lawn. When Thanksgiving arrived, both my sons took over the 
cooking of the turkey. When Christmas came, they put up the outside 
decorations. They had always helped me in the past, but now I had to sit 
there and watch. I wanted to be out there doing it. I was frustrated, but 
very proud they stepped up and did the jobs I could not. 
 

With family, you expect them to jump in and help. What really surprised 
me was the help I received from total strangers. Young, old, male, female, 
black, white, or brown…it didn’t matter; they wanted to help. At first, I  
didn’t want them to. There was one older gentlemen who rushed around 
me to open the door to a store. I told him I did not need him to do that;  
I could open my own door. The look he gave me told me I was wrong –  
I did need help opening doors. This caused me to question why I didn’t 
want the help. In the past, I had always helped others and did not need 
others to help me. But now I needed help, and I needed to be gracious in 
accepting it.  
 

As the months continued, I began looking for these acts of service to me, 
and they were numerous. People opened doors for me, helped me shop, 
took packages to the checkout counter, even took them to my car and 
loaded them in. I made sure I said thank you and told them how much I 
appreciated their help. I don’t think anyone walked away with a frown; 
they all walked away with a smile and joy on their faces. Some people 
asked me what was wrong. Was it my knees, hips, back? When I told 
them it was my hips, they told me of their own physical struggles. Two 
strangers sharing their struggles and both walking away feeling better…
the air was a little warmer, the sun a little brighter, and life a little easier.  
 

This experience has renewed my faith in humanity. There are a lot of 
good people who want to help. We just have to let them.  



 Thursday, March 30 
Ultimate Service, Untold Secrets 

Barb Ceruti 
 

As timing would have it, several of the men in my family went to war. My great-
grandfather served in the Civil War, my grandfather in WWI, and my father and uncle 
in WWII. My brother, 17 years my senior, went to Vietnam. Indeed, as these old news 
clippings attest, the Brewers are “A Real Typical Go-to-War Family.” 
 

My Dad was a 6’2” tail gunner in a bomb squad with the 8th Airforce Flying Fortress. 
He flew 25 missions over Germany in a cramped B-17. He survived, but his older 
brother, a 26-year-old married father of two, did not. A pilot, Uncle Bill died in China 
when his plane exploded upon takeoff.  
 

Separated by great distances and spotty communications during their service, my 
father did not know of his brother’s death until weeks later, when a letter he received 
from his mother referenced Bill’s demise in passing. Imagine my father’s grief and 
shock. 
 

Imagine. That’s really all I can do, because I 
didn’t ask my dad nearly enough questions 
about his service in the war. I was 23 when he 
died of a sudden heart attack, and the furthest 
thing from my young mind was to ask my father 
to tell war stories.  
 

Not that he would want to, even if I did.  
A bit enigmatic by nature anyway, my dad (like 
many veterans) did not volunteer tales of war, 
nor did he say much the few times I did inquire 
about his experiences in Hitler-ravaged  
Europe. Even as a young person, I could see 
that this was an inner war he still waged.  
 

So many veterans carry the battle scars of  
war – literal, psychological, or both. As we 
rightfully acknowledge and revere their ultimate 
acts of service, let us remember that these 
men and women carry hidden wounds, even as 
they go about their post-war lives, squarely in our midst.  
 

I would venture to guess those wounds follow them to the grave. Alas, as the last  

veterans of WWII will soon depart this earth, their secrets will go with them.  



 Friday, March 31 
Raised to Serve 

Jenn Wills 
 

From everyone who has been given much, much will be  
demanded; and from the one who has been entrusted with 
much, much more will be asked.  Luke 12:48 
 

Someone once asked me why I do so much volunteer work.  
I thought it was an interesting question because I haven’t ever 
known anything different; I was born into a family that serves.  
 

One of my earliest memories is being in the Navy Chapel in 
Groton, Connecticut, and being excited because I got to use “a 
real hammer” to break open the plastic “Love Loaves,” banks 
that looked like loaves of bread. My brother and I went running 
up the center aisle in the chapel to the altar where our Navy 
Chaplain was waiting for us, my mom calling after us to 
“remind” us that “you don’t run in God’s house.” Mr. Jones (our 
Chaplain) chuckled and in his deep bass voice said, “Oh Ruth, 
God loves nothing more than to hear children’s running feet in 
His house.” This was my first memory of service to others. 
 

Throughout my childhood, our family found different ways to 
give back, whether it was going to Lake Louise in Michigan for 
the “all church weekend” to ready the camp for the kids who 
would attend that summer, working at the local blood bank 
where we served meals to the donors after they had given 
blood, working at Vacation Bible School, going on mission trips 
(particularly Side-by-Side), and the list goes on. It was in these 
times that I not only felt closer to my family, but also closer to 
God. Being able to do for others because of what God has gift-
ed my family has made me realize how fortunate I have been in 
my life. The relationships I have made through these acts of 
service have been impactful and nothing I would ever be willing 
to give up or change. 
 

I am thankful that my parents gave us so many opportunities to 
volunteer in many different capacities over the years. Those  
opportunities laid the foundation for what has become one of 
the most important parts of my life. 



 Saturday, April 1 
He Asked: Why Waste Your Time Creating Poems? 

Glenna Holloway 
 

I write them, I said, to delve, to wonder, 

to make the loud world be still awhile.  

But create them? More likely they infect me, 

colonize in me, take over. I can feel 

their cells dividing to claim space 

like squatters. It may take weeks to coax 

them to surface, work them out of my system. 

Still, I’m a volunteer host if the season 

is right for certain strains to flourish. 

 

Some poems taunt me; tentative and wary, they 

scuttle off like scorpions, stingers raised. 

I go after them with a torch and a bare hand, 

no creator, not even a capturer, 

just a wanter of them, a willingness to suffer 

their strikes for the power they transmit: 

Spring loaded with chemistry, cornered 

in earthy niches. Potent instruments 

of thrust, animate with ways to disturb 

old apathies. Not meant to finalize 

breath or beat—but maybe to make each tremble— 

if only for a moment.  

 

Glenna Holloway was a prolific, prize-winning poet and writer 

and a 40+-year member and major benefactor of Grace United 

Methodist Church. She passed away on September 4, 2015, 

but her memory lives on in her beautiful writing and in the sig-

nificant renovations Grace Church has enjoyed, thanks to her 

generosity.  



 Palm Sunday, April 2 
Walking the Path of Grace Together 

Rev. Lisa Telomen (Grace UMC 2005-2014) 
 

Some 12 year ago my husband Rodney was found to have tonsil cancer 
that had spread to lymph nodes in his throat. He had surgery, then 
chemotherapy, then radiation therapy. His surgery and treatment took 
four months, recovery another two months. We were blessed to be part 
of the people of Grace at the time. Between the church helping us with 
life day to day and Rodney’s colleagues providing him with six weeks of 
their paid leave to cover some of his time off, it was pure grace and 
compassion, love out loud, poured into our lives to carry us through.   
 

There were also those who stepped in to care for our junior high-aged 
son. Rodney’s mother was living was with us then, Harry Pepiot and Les 
Pauls gave him rides, watched games, and waited through  
music lessons. Pastor Bob and Marlene Atkins treated us to vacation 
with them at their lake home when Rodney was too weak to camp. We 
all grew into our better selves by rising to meet and surmount the obsta-
cles and struggles of those days. We hold you all in our hearts and still 
give prayers of thanksgiving for your help in our living of those days.  
Thirteen years later, Rodney is still cancer free! Hallelujah!   
 

In so many ways the people of Grace have shown up to love out loud, to 
do goodness in the midst of the messes of life: at Hesed House, through 
scholarships for students of color at North Central College, through 
cleaning up the river. You have risked something big for something good 
and met the myths of the world with the truth of love. You and I are bet-
ter, greater people for daring to walk side-by-side with people in Tennes-
see, New Orleans, Oklahoma, Aurora, Naperville, Kenya, and Russia.   
 

Love in deeds, not just words, is to love out loud. Being the heart and 
hands and voice and feet of Christ is our calling, not just to read or 
speak his words. The wonders of his love become joy to the world as we 
channel our lives into being agents of Jesus’ compassion, loving others 
out loud.   
 

May God bless us as we walk this path of grace!     
 

Prayer: May God give you the grace to never sell yourself short; 
grace to risk something big for something good; and grace to  
remember the world is now too dangerous for anything but the 
truth and too small for anything but love.  
 

William Sloane Coffin, Riverside Church, New York, 1983 
 
 



 
Monday, April 3 

Living Lightly On Mother Earth 
Jean Ives 

 

My language of love is living more lightly on the environment. Learning this language  
requires that I recognize that every living thing is sacred, and then acting as though I 
really believe it. It means reducing my participation in a consumer society. It means 
listening to the voices of other people, animals, and nature. It means living small as 
opposed to living large. It means recognizing when I am being complicit with consum-
er culture simply out of habit. And if living smaller weren’t difficult enough in and of 
itself, it’s even harder to live this way without judging how others live. Jesus said don’t 
judge, but I do. 
 

To make matters worse, I must come to terms with how much of my so-called commit-
ment to smaller living is just babble. As I started to write this year’s devotion, I thought 
it would be interesting to look back at what I wrote in 2022. I was totally disheartened 
to find that I’d written “I still want to fix things. But I’m 
working hard on letting go of expectations, and I am 
especially working hard on detaching myself from an-
ger and sadness that result from what I perceive as a 
lack of progress—because who am I to judge what is 
progress and what is not?” 
 

Maybe for this year’s devotion, I should have just writ-
ten “Ditto.” Does that mean I have just treaded water 
for the past year? Not made any progress at all? Yes, 
pretty much. My aspirations are the same as they were 
before, and so is my judgmental nature. Writing a new 
Lenten devotion gives me the opportunity to affirm that 
my aspirations are still consistent with my values, and 
that’s a good thing. And realizing that I still want every-
one else to change and live in the way that I think is 
best for all of us is just being honest with myself.  
 

Acknowledging my judgmentalism doesn’t necessarily have to be a bad thing if I rec-
ognize it and move on from it and not dwell on it. Moving on means learning more 
about ways to achieve degrowth* and finding new ways of living into a smaller foot-
print. And I will pray for strength that I don’t find myself writing the same Lenten devo-
tion next year as I wrote last year. 
 

*Degrowth broadly means shrinking rather than growing economies, so we use less of 
the world's energy and resources and put well-being ahead of profit. The idea is that 
by pursuing degrowth policies, economies can help themselves, their citizens, and the 
planet by becoming more sustainable. (www.weforum.org) 

Natural Grace Garden 



 Tuesday, April 4 
The Four Coolest Things About Acts of Love 

Mary Browning 
 

Do everything in love. 1 Corinthians 16:14     

For 65 years, I have given and received acts of love. Some have been 
small, some huge, some intentional, some without any forethought 
whatsoever. Acts of love can be well planned or spontaneous. They 
can be expensive or free. They can take up great amounts of time or 
mere seconds. But there are at least four really cool things about acts 
of love. 
 

The first is that they don’t need to be grand gestures. Sometimes, 
the smallest acts of love are the ones that stay with us and sustain us. 
Very recently, my younger brother passed away. I was touched by the 
many acts of love bestowed upon me, but one will forever stay with 
me: a co-worker stopped by my house unannounced two days after 
my brother’s death to bring me a hot cup of chicken noodle soup. I 
may never know how he knew I needed that comforting cup of soup 
that day, but his kindness is forever etched in my mind. This was not a 
grand gesture in the true sense of the term, but to me, it was the most 
needed, cherished, and appreciative act of love I received. Now, don’t 
get me wrong, I’m not opposed to grand gestures. After all, God gave 
us the biggest grand gesture of all, his only son, Jesus Christ!!         
 

The second cool thing about acts of love is that they stay with you!  
I’m sure that everyone reading this can recall an act of love when they 
need an extra shot of sunshine in their lives. What did someone do for 
you that brings a smile to your face every time you think about it?   
 

The third cool thing about acts of love is that they feed the soul of 
both the giver and receiver. In giving love, we receive love in return.  
 

And finally, the fourth cool thing about acts of love is they have a  
ripple effect! A stone being tossed in the water causes ripples that go 
well beyond where it was initially thrown. So it is with acts of love. Just 
one can lead to more and more and can affect people far away, even 
those we don’t know.  
 

I hope in the days of Lent and beyond you are reminded and comfort-
ed by the greatest act of love of all – Jesus on the cross for us. 

 

 
 



 
Holy Wednesday, April 5 

Go Where You Fit 
Paul Ceruti 

 

Since my Sunday School days, no Bible verse has endured as strong-
ly for me as "love thy neighbor as thyself." It is the alpha and omega 
of my faith, and over the course of my spiritual education, my strong-
est lessons have come from volunteering. Although really, I ought to 
say volunteering has allowed my best habits to emerge. Habits 
against avoidance, habits toward action when God calls upon me, and 
most importantly, the habit of paying enough attention to hear this call 
in the first place. There are no neat little takeaways I can offer here, 
other than to say that every act of service has strengthened my com-
mitment to further service. It’s more like muscle memory than moral  
theory. 
 

Grace Church has provided the majority of these service opportuni-
ties, including collecting for the Loaves and Fishes food pantry,  
Side-by-Side trips, and more extensive missions to post-Katrina New 
Orleans and a three-week journey throughout Meru County and Nai-
robi, Kenya. Now that I'm a grown adult, I have a newfound apprecia-
tion for all those who organized these efforts. All I had to do was show 
up! I feel I owe it to these organizers to create similar opportunities for 
the next generation. But where to start? The question alone makes 
me anxious and doubtful of myself. I’m not a planner by nature. I pre-
fer to go by intuition and improvisation, and if you feel likewise, let me 
share a metaphor I’ve thought up recently.  
 

Imagine that you have half a dozen clothespin-sized pegs. Don’t wor-
ry about how you got them or where they came from. They’re unmis-
takably yours, each one unique and intricately shaped. Key-like, but 
not a key per se. Your task is to find a hole in the world the exact size 
and shape of each peg in your possession. You could never hope to 
hunt them down; these holes are oh-so-small and the world is so very, 
very big. You’d just as well go about your business while keeping one 
eye open. Do this carefully – we’re talking blink-and-miss-it level 
smallness. But most crucially, don’t get too stressed about finding the 
holes. Take it on faith that wherever they are, that’s where you’re 
meant to be. It’s not so much a matter of patience as curiosity, the 
way any child would be if these pegs were toys in their playroom.  
The real work is this: pay attention, always. 
 



 
Maundy Thursday, April 6 
In Humble Service, Love One Another 

Rev. Eric Blachford 
 

A new commandment I give to you, that you love one another as I have loved you.  
John 13:34  
 

Today is Maundy Thursday. There is much that is remembered on this Holy Day of Holy 
Week. However, perhaps the most important reminder comes in the name of the day 
itself. “Maundy” is related to Jesus’ “new commandment” or “mandate.” The one he 
would offer after demonstrating his meaning by washing the disciples’ feet. 
 

The foot washing happened in an Upper Room with Jesus’ closest friends, and one of his 
worst enemies. As the disciples were eating their last meal together, they started to  
argue among themselves about who was the greatest. Frustrated by their conversation in 
the midst of their final moments together, Jesus stood up. The disciples wondered what 
Jesus was doing. Jesus took off his outer garment while taking a towel from the table.  
He wrapped it around his waist. The towel was most likely the towel of a servant who 
would normally wash the feet of the disciples as they entered the room. Why that didn’t 
happen that night is unclear. Had Jesus instructed the servant not to? Was his washing 
of the disciples’ feet the plan all along? We don’t know for sure. Regardless, Jesus took 
the towel and wrapped it around his waist. 
 

Jesus then took a pitcher of water and poured it into a bowl. Afterwards, he proceeded to 
wash the disciples’ feet, one by one. The arguing disciples became quiet, very quiet.  
No one spoke a word. After the foot washing came to an end, Jesus told them, “A new 
commandment I give to you, that you love one another as I have loved you. This is my 
new mandate, my only requirement, that you love one another.”  
 

This is what we remember today. We remember that Jesus' final request to the disciples 
was ,“If I have washed your feet, you also ought to wash one another’s feet.” Then he 
goes one better. “If I have laid down my life for you, you also ought to lay down your lives 
for each other.” He says, “I give you a new commandment, that you love one another,” 
but in the next phrase he says, “Just as I have loved you, you also should love one an-
other.”  For “No one has greater love than this, to lay down one’s life for one’s friends.”   
 

Jesus’ final words to his disciples, his final words to us, are love one another. Jesus was 
saying, “Do not be afraid to stoop down and offer the most humble service imaginable to 
one another. It is no more than I have done for you.” Jesus’ call to us is humility, service, 
and love. It is a call that we both succeed and fail to fulfill.  As we come to Maundy Thurs-
day once again, may we reflect upon the ways in which Christ has cleansed and washed 
us, the ways in which we have known God’s love. May we reflect upon the ways in which 
we have been called to serve, repent of our failures to love God and others, and recom-
mit ourselves to serve and love as Christ first served and loved us.  



 Good Friday, April 7 
Good Friday?  

Rev. Dr. Thomas Aldworth 
 

When I was young, I believed God the Father wanted his Son to die 
on the cross. I believed the cross was meant to atone for the sin of 
Adam and Eve. I now know such an idea was misguided. God the 
Father did not want his Son to die this way. Yet, he willingly sent his 
Son to us, knowing full well how we would treat him. God wanted us 
to know how far his love was willing to go. His love was willing to go 
to the cross. 
 

Good Friday is good — it is life-giving — because in Christ on the 
cross, we witness the almighty action of an all-consuming love.  
We witness a Love willing to be nailed to a tree, a Love willing to be 
wounded for us, a Love able to be pierced asunder with a soldier’s 
lance, a Love willing to be killed for the sake of love. It is this love 
which saves us. 
 

Did the Father want the Son to hang upon the cross? No, of course 
not! How could we worship a God who would father in such a fash-
ion? How could we pray to a God who demands such a price, such a 
punishment? Yet we so easily cling to such an awful portrayal of God 
as Father. Something unwell deep in our souls idolizes a punishing, 
wrath-filled God. Adoring such a malevolent Maker enables us to  
revel in our own maliciousness. A God perpetually judging, a Creator 
constantly condemning, gives us free reign to judge and condemn 
one another. 
 

Our judging and condemning always lead to cruelty. Our cruelty  
always leads to crucifixion. Without the Wounded Love of Calvary,  
all that awaits us is an inhuman inferno of suffering and death.  
The cross is meant to teach us — to reach us — with a message of 
life-giving love.   
 

As we all gently gather at the place of our salvation, as we arrive at 
Good Friday, let us open our eyes to what is before us. If the sight of 
Love-Crucified does not convert us, then we cannot be converted.   
If this scene does not break us open, then we are unbreakable. If the 
agony of Good Friday does not change us, then we are unchangea-
ble. If these love-willed wounds do not save us, then we are beyond 
salvation. If this Love does not cure us of selfishness and cruelty, 
then we are incurable. Good Friday? Yes, Good Friday!   



 Holy Saturday, April 8 
We Serve Others as Our Response to God’s Love and Grace 

Pastor Mark Himel 
 

Matthew 23:11: The greatest among you will be your servant. 
 

Mark 10:45: For the Son of Man came not to be served but to 

serve, and to give his life a ransom for many.  
 

1 Peter 4:10: Like good stewards of the manifold grace of God, 

serve one another with whatever gift each of you has received. 
 

Philippians 2:4: ...not looking to your own interests but each of you 

to the interests of others.  
 

1 Samuel 12:24: But be sure to fear the Lord and serve him  

faithfully with all your heart; consider what great things he has 

done for you.  

 

Questions to Ponder 
 

• Do you believe that where you spend your time is where you 

have decided what is more important in life?  
• Do you subscribe to this priority chart in life? God     Family 

Work     Recreation? 
• Do your life decisions say that God is the most important thing 

in your life? 
• Do you want to know what it means to turn your life over to God 

and become His servant? 
• Do you know and believe that God’s love and grace are always 

with you? 
 

Grace is central to our understanding of Christian faith and life. 

Grace can be defined as the love and mercy given to us by God 

because God wants us to have it, not because of anything we have 

done to earn it.  



 Easter Sunday, April 9 
We Have a Generous Lord! 

Gay Craig 
 

For by grace you have been saved through faith, and this is not 
your own doing; it is the gift of God—not the result of works, so 
that no one may boast. For we are what He has made us, created 
in Christ Jesus for good works, which God prepared beforehand 
so that we may walk in them.  Ephesians 2:8-10  
 

Ephesians 2:8-10 is a uniquely powerful Bible verse. It is the basis of 
Luther’s epiphany that ultimately gave rise to the Protestant Refor-
mation and is key to my personal Christian theology. This Scripture 
tells me out loud that I am loved by my Creator. This is how I interpret 
these verses: 
 

Jesus’ sacrifice on the cross wiped away my sins. I am not tied to the 
requirements of the Mosaic Law (God’s covenant with the Israelites) 
for my salvation because my soul was ransomed by Christ’s act of 
love and mercy at Calvary (new covenant). I am not unique. Jesus 
saved all humanity, and His grace is available to all who believe.   
I have a generous Lord! 
 

There is nothing I did or could ever do to earn salvation. Boasting 
would be arrogant, but sharing the good news of the Gospel is disci-
pling, as we are commissioned to do in Matthew 28:19-20. Jesus lived, 
spoke and demonstrated God’s love for His people. Indeed, he en-
dured crucifixion with love in His heart, even pleading forgiveness for 
His enemies with His dying breath.   
 

We are created in His image, yet we are different from one another. 
The works God planned for me are not unique, but my imprint on them 
is. Good works should align with God’s will for bringing His kingdom 
into existence on earth as it is heaven. Works are the deeds, actions 
and words I do and say as a member of the Body of Christ, walking in 
The Way of Jesus. 
 

Bible experts might (probably) differ with my interpretations, and I 
would accept their views. We would agree, however, that we are  
beloved children of our Creator. 
 

Prayer: Eternal Father, on this glorious Easter Day, we thank You 
for Your extraordinary gift of salvation.  Please shape the new life 
of Christ in us so that we may give glory to You through Him.  
Amen. 
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