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Opportunities for the Season of Lent 2020
February 26 - Ash Wednesday

7:00-8:00am Ashes to Go for Commuters, offered by Pastor
Daniel at the Naperville Train Station.
9:00am-1:00pm The Imposition of Ashes, offered in the
Sanctuary. All are invited to come and go as you please.
5:00pm Family Service with the Children’s Choirs, a teaching
time with Pastor Daniel, and the imposition of ashes.
7:00pm Traditional Service with a Lenten message from Pastor
Cindy followed by the imposition of ashes, Holy Communion and
music led by the Chancel Choir.

April 5 - Passion/Palm Sunday Worship

8:00am with music led by the Chancel Choir.
9:00am with music led by the Grace Praise Team (Act. Center).
10:30am with music led by the Chancel Choir.

April 8 - Holy Wednesday

5:00-7:00pm - Children of all ages are invited to an evening of
worship and fellowship, crafts and food. Registration is required
at peopleofgrace.org/holy-Wednesday.

April 9 - Maundy Thursday Worship

7:00pm with Holy Communion, hand-washing and music led by
the New Life Singers.

April 10 - Good Friday

12:00-3:00pm - A time of personal reflection in the Sanctuary.
7:00pm Service of Shadows, a powerful new musical setting led
by the Grace Chancel Choir and Instrumental Ensemble.

April 11 - Holy Saturday/Easter Saturday

5:00pm with Holy Communion and music led by Vickie Wagner,
choir and brass. This is an Easter service in the Sanctuary.

April 12 - Easter Sunday

Note different times from our regular worship services!
8:00am Traditional worship with New Life Singers.
9:30 and 11:00am Celebratory worship with Chancel Choir,
Brass and Grace Praise Team. All Easter services are in the
Sanctuary.
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his year’s Lenten theme, “An Inconvenient God,”
could apply to so many things in our lives as
human beings. It is my great pleasure to share all
of our contributors’ interpretations and manifestations of this subject inside this little book. Even
more can be found on our Grace website.
First, however, I wish to credit former editor Merrill Litchfield
with the creation of this year’s theme, “An Inconvenient God.”
He generously offered six evocative devotions, three of which
are included in this book. The rest are on our website, along
with other contributors’ “extras.” How fortunate are we that so
many shared their heartfelt expressions this year!
My own pondering of an inconvenient God centers on something relatively new at Grace: the 9am Gathering in the Activity Center. As a vocalist in this worship service (led so capably by Lynn Leitzen, Dan Wagner, Pastors Cindy, Daniel and
Mark, and Nick Hoyle), I had my doubts about it.
Many of them.
But, as I would probably follow Lynn into a burning building if
she asked me to, I couldn’t say no to at least giving it a
chance. Secretly, I grumbled about the inconvenience of a
different worship space, the inconvenience of multiple planning meetings, the inconvenience of hauling even more
equipment and accoutrements, the inconvenience of arriving
earlier in the morning than I was used to, the inconvenience
of worrying that no one would show up.

But God had other ideas. Despite my internal griping, He
brought a group of worshippers together who not only show
up every week, but open up – to God and one another. They
share in worship, in song, in prayer, communion, refreshments, joys and concerns, opinions and ideas, and – yes –
in love. They experience the love of Christ…the kind He has,
and intends, for each and every one of us.
Gracious God, Thank You for the many worship opportunities Grace Church provides. Wherever, whenever Your
people of Grace come together, let us rejoice in Your
waiting and welcoming arms.
—Barb Ceruti, Editor
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Ash Wednesday, February 26
Ashes to Everlasting
Rev. Cindy Marino
“See what great love the Father has lavished on us, that we
should be called children of God! And that is what we are!”
1 John 3:1
It was about 6:00pm on an Ash Wednesday.
The service was in less than an hour and
the ashes were nowhere to be found. Panicked, one of the pastors thought it might
work to burn the paper from the shredder
in the office. So, he dumped it into a
waste basket lined with aluminum foil
and lit a match. The smell of smoke permeated the room for days. I think folks
there are still blaming the Boy Scouts
who met in the same room later that night.
Of course, the resulting ashes were not of
the right consistency, so we tried adding a bit
of olive oil, which only served to turn them into a
tar-like substance. In the end, it was the Catholics across the street
who saved the wayward Protestant pastors, meeting us halfway with
a baggie of authentic ashes, all so we could apply them to the foreheads of the bewildered Methodists – who were not accustomed to
receiving them or to hearing the words that followed:
“Remember you are dust and to dust you shall return.”
How inconvenient to begin this time of Lent with such a stark reminder
of the truth of our “createdness,” that our bodies are fragile, and our
earthly lives will come to an end.
But what an effective way to declare that, as Christians, we can freely
endure the dark and dismal side of life, precisely because we believe
that sin and death don’t have the last word. The ash smudges we
worked so hard to provide that day marked us as beneficiaries of an
act of love so astounding that, even in the midst of death, we can
celebrate everlasting life in the presence of the Inexhaustible Love of
God in Jesus
4 Christ.

Thursday, February 27
God Does Give Us Free Will With God’s Call
Rev. Doug Bowden
“Paul, a servant of Jesus Christ, called to be an apostle, set
apart for the gospel of God.” Romans 1:1
My Disciple Bible Study on Thursday mornings is a real and transforming blessing for me. Indeed, my Sisters and Brothers in Christ
are teaching me much, and I am growing in Christ with each one of
them. Here is one example of my learning and faith building.
“The Letters of Paul” is our present Disciple Study, meeting January
through March 2020. One of the first centers of grounding ourselves
in Paul is to read and discuss his conversion and call on the road to
Damascus, Syria, in Acts, Chapters 9, 22 and 26. We also find those
rare autobiographical words of Paul in his own letters, where he
shares his understanding of how, from persecuting the Church to the
moment the Risen Jesus calls him by name (Damascus Road), he
becomes “servant of Jesus Christ.”

Our excellent Disciple writers make this distinction. What happened
to Saul (Paul) on the Damascus Road was more a call than a conversion. Indeed, in Paul’s letters and in Romans 1:1 (our verse for
this devotion) and in Galatians 1:15-16, he clearly writes of his “call
to be an apostle,” one that is similar to the call of the Hebrew Scripture prophets, Isaiah and Jeremiah. So, this is a crucial distinction by
Paul.
We are each called by God in our lives, perhaps many times for certain redeeming and saving purposes. Paul is our model, mentor, and
inspiration. He knew what the call of God was in his life. Thankfully,
Paul said “yes” to God’s call. Certainly, Paul chose to use the free
will God gave to him for the divine purpose of preaching the good
news of Jesus Christ to the Gentiles.
God calls on our lives. We choose to use the free will God gives us
to say “yes” to God’s call and way.
Prayer: O God, giver of our free will, in your love for us, we pray
we will say “yes” to your call. Amen.

5

Friday, February 28
Lessons From a Saint
Dan Wagner
Who in the world thinks their mother-in-law is a saint?!
I do! We lost Vickie's mom this past fall. A person who lived
vibrantly, with a deep inner joy that was obvious to everyone
who knew her. She was radiant and present until the very
last few days of her almost ninety-nine years.
Through our sorrow, I thought long and hard about what
Ginny's "secret" was. It would be easy to idealize her and
just say she was perfect. But she would soundly reject that
idea. I could guess that it was her unconditional love. Or her
naturally joyful personality. But as I reflected on this woman
I loved as my own flesh and blood, I came to realize where
her joy and serenity came from and why she was so present
with others, making everyone feel special.
Rooted in her deep faith, Virginia's secret to joy was accepting life as it comes. She chose to reject that thing in most of
us that wants to change the things we can't change. She
chose acceptance and joy rather than resentment and
misery. I never knew her to wish for more than she had, or
for a different life.
If Virginia asked why God didn't do what she wanted, I
believe that for her it was a passing trial that didn't consume
her. "Accept the things I can't change, and change the
things I can.” The fruit of this way of living was love, joy,
peace, and much more.
One of the most misquoted and misunderstood Bible verses
is "I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me". (I can get this job, I can win this football game...)
Here's what it actually says:
...for I have learned to be content with whatever I have.
I know what it is to have little, and I know what it is to
have plenty. In any and all circumstances I have learned
the secret of being well-fed and of going hungry, of
having plenty and of being in need. I can do all things
through him who strengthens me. Philippians 4
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Saturday, February 29
Running Away
Jacalyn Green Tschirhart, Grace Church and Society Chair
•
•
•

The word of the Lord came to Jonah: ” Go to the great city of
Nineveh and preach…But Jonah ran away from the Lord…”
Bible, Old Testament, Jonah, chapter 1, verses 1-3
“U.S. Church Membership Down Sharply in Past Two Decades”
Gallup poll, April 18, 2019
“United Methodist churches that oppose gay marriage and clergy
will break away, form new religious group: ‘We came to an impasse that can’t be bridged’.“
Chicago Tribune, January 3, 2020

When I think of inconvenience in relationship to the Bible, Jonah
comes immediately to mind. Though called to God’s service, Jonah
tried to run away but soon found that one cannot run away from God.
When I think of inconvenience now, I think about the current events in
the global United Methodist Church. In May 2019 the General Conference of UMC delegates discussed the official position of the UMC
with regard to LGBTQ members, and decided to deny ordination of
openly practicing gay clergy and marriage of same-sex couples.
Some people see acceptance of the LGBTQ community as the moral
equivalent of facing racism fifty years ago; others see homosexuality
as a sin. Both “sides” are equally compelled by their sense of moral
right. In this time of dwindling church membership, it is a frightening
idea to contemplate discussing such ideas. What if members leave?
On either side of this issue?
Regardless of where one stands, and even if the “don’t’ ask, don’t tell”
approach seems most attractive, Grace must face this issue. Depending on the path forward, our congregation may need to make some
decisions. We should do this with knowledge. We need to remember
that our church is composed of every one of us. We need to share
stories, listen to one another, and learn.
Grace will be initiating video studies and discussion sessions on
LGBTQ issues, scripture and the Methodist church. Please prayerfully
consider being involved in these activities!
Prayer: Dear Lord, Thank You for nurturing our church through
the years. As You guided Peter and Paul in the early years of the
Church, when they faced many important decisions, please
guide us as we face this new decision. And, please help us to
remember the lesson that Jesus taught us: “Thou shalt love thy
neighbor as thyself.” Amen.
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Sunday, March 1
An Inconvenient Request
Rev. Cindy Marino
As he was setting out on a journey, a man ran up and knelt before him, and
asked him, “Good Teacher, what must I do to inherit eternal life?” Jesus,
looking at him, loved him and said, “You lack one thing; go, sell what you
own, and give the money to the poor, and you will have treasure in heaven;
then come, follow me.” When he heard this, he was shocked and went away
grieving, for he had many possessions. Mark 10: 17, 21-22
Our Holy Communion liturgy offers this inconvenient declaration to God on our
behalf...in remembrance of these, your mighty acts in Jesus Christ, we offer ourselves as a holy and living sacrifice in union with Christ’s offering for us...
We can easily slide over these words without regard to what they are truly asking
of us. Our friend, the “rich man” referred to in this passage from Mark, is invited to
offer all that he has.
It seems he is quite willing to give some of what he had. He had been faithful to
the law throughout his life; his intentions are directed toward an appropriate end.
As he is “setting out on a journey,” he notices Jesus. How convenient that Jesus is
right there! Perhaps the rich man sees this as an opportune time to gain a blessing, a quick nod of approval from this popular young rabbi. After all, rabbis are
good for that.
But Jesus doesn’t give anyone a quick nod. Jesus is less concerned with helping
this man feel blessed and more concerned about how he loves others. Jesus asks
that he not only give to the poor, but that he become poor. Giving to the poor is
one thing; offering ourselves as a living sacrifice, to become one of them? Good
luck with that one, Jesus.
Jesus invites us to the table in an act of sacrificial love and invites us to participate
with Him in that act of sacrificial love. This is the truth—and it is hard to hear. It’s
inconvenient. It’s love in action. It’s offering our whole being in response to Christ’s
offering for us.
Prayer: Gracious God, give us the grace to become one with You, one with
each other and one in ministry to all the world, that we might hear these
inconvenient words and struggle with their call upon each of lives.
In Your name, Amen.
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Monday, March 2
Make Us Uncomfortable
Sandy Bray
Above all love each other deeply because love covers over a
multitude of sins. 1 Peter 4:8.
Lord, I am listening to the evening news.
Fires are raging in Australia and the Philippines.
Severe storms are popping up everywhere.
Our planet is fighting for its life.
Our Country is divided.
Peace is diminishing.
Violence and poverty are increasing.
Faith is being pushed into life's background.
Greed, power, moral decay are taking center stage.
What’s it all about, God?
Aren't we supposed to be kind to one another?
Aren't we supposed to live for more than ourselves?
Aren't we supposed to give more than we take?
Aren't we supposed to love more than we hate?

Are your truths just becoming an inconvenience to us?
Have we begun to shut the door on them?
This I pray, Lord….
Open our hearts, our minds.
Make us uncomfortable,
Turn off the white noise of complacency.
Remind us that without you we do not exist,
That our very breath is a gift from you.
That our eternal salvation rests within you.
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Tuesday, March 3
Feed My Starving Children
Ruth Allison
I was hungry and you gave me food to eat. I was thirsty and
you gave me a drink. I was a stranger and you welcomed me.
Matthew 25:35
It was 1978,
and Bob and
I were looking for a
church to
join nearer
to our Lisle
home. We
wanted a
church that
cared about
us and had
people studying the Bible. We found Questors, and we have been members ever since.
Questors asked us to join them in volunteering at Feed My Starving Children this year. Through Grace, I have traveled to Kenya,
where I saw starving children. I have learned about the children of
North Korea through reading the book The Girl with Seven Names,
by Hyeonseo Lee.
How could I have been too busy to serve all those times when Ray
Seidlitz organized a group of Questors to do just what God calls us
to do? How do you tune into His calling?
More recently, there was a call from Jill Rye. She had done some
research and found children living in their cars. Jill asked if I could
find some Grace families to provide fun experiences for them.
As I head over to Grace to put up their thank you letters, I’m so
glad that this church listens and gives to help those so needy…
even in Naperville!
Thanks for listening…and for your giving.
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Wednesday, March 4
Lessons From My Niece and Son
Bonnie Lewan
“I miss Sammie,” he said.
“That’s fair,” I replied.
“It’s not fair.”
My son was three when my four-year-old niece died of cancer.
Sadly, he had come to understand an Inconvenient God faster
and more clearly than I had in my 40 years. It wasn’t a question.
It was declarative. It’s not fair. He was right.
During the early days of her diagnosis, there was bargaining with
God: “Dear God, if you just give us a benign tumor, we will work
together to take care of her; we will put aside ourselves and our
selfishness; we will make this work, if only you just give us a
benign tumor.” But this was our plan; it was not God’s.
Then there came the anger, the questioning. “Why God, why is
this happening? She is only four years old. She is at the beginning of her journey, at the start of her life.” But this was our
view; it was not God’s.
There was so much distress and frustration, clouding the air
among my family and making it difficult to see straight or even
breathe freely. But this was our fear; it was not God’s.
It was less than nine months from Samantha’s diagnosis to when
God, inconveniently for us, called her to Him. It’s been a little
over a year since she’s been, inconveniently for us, gone. I still
struggle with understanding God’s view, God’s plan, God’s will in
all of this.
It does seem that He can be a very Inconvenient God. I’ve
prayed for clarity, for answers. I have not yet found them. But my
son reminds me that although He is an Inconvenient God, He is
a loving God.
“Mommy – I miss Sammie. But she’s still in my heart. Jesus is in
my heart, too.”
Nothing inconvenient about that.
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Thursday, March 5
Lessons From My Nephews
Bonnie Lewan
“Sammie and I are having a baby brother!” my nephew Spencer shouted, although the sentence made no sense to me.
My niece Sammie had died just eight months before. The tear
in my heart was still raw, nowhere near healed, certainly nowhere near able to love and nurture a new nephew. I had nothing left to give at this point. This was very inconvenient, for me.
I’m ashamed to admit, these were my first thoughts. And as
my sister’s midsection expanded with new life, my heart twisted and turned, searching for the path God was laying out –
how does one walk the line of anticipation and hope while still
navigating the road of loss and longing? How does one reconcile the emotions of sorrow with expectation, search for the
missing pieces of a broken family, while preparing to add another, new part? Where would he fit?
Why now, God?
To make things even more inconvenient, this baby was due at
the end of December, right in the middle of the hardest holiday
season for families struggling with what they look like after the
storm.
Why this, God?
The answer was found in Spencer’s eyes as he smiled for the
camera, proudly cradling his brand new baby brother, Simon,
whose name means “listen” in Hebrew. A perfect answer to his
angel sister Samantha, whose name in Hebrew means “God
heard.”
A baby was born in Bethlehem, and we celebrate on December 25. Simon was born here, on December 26. Inconvenient?
Possibly. But when I first held my new nephew, I had my first
glimpse at His path, His plan for us as a family. I don’t understand the whole of it yet. It still feels uncomfortable, inconvenient even. But…
“…(His) Will be done on Earth, as it is in Heaven.”
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Friday, March 6
God’s Invitation
Barbara Hoch
“Lord, you have examined my heart and you know everything about me. You
understand all my thoughts. You chart the path ahead of me. Your knowledge
of me is so deep it is beyond my understanding.” Psalm 139:1
When I looked up an inconvenient God in my study Bible, it referred me to Luke
14:15-24 and the parable of the Great Feast. A man planned a great feast and sent
out many invitations. But everyone turned down the invitation because the timing
was inconvenient for their plans. I know there have been times in my life when I have
begged off a task for not very worthy reasons. But when are our plans more important than God’s plans?
I remember once, I thought I had my plans all worked out, and then God invited me
to accept a special opportunity instead. When our second child was born, I began to
notice he seemed developmentally delayed in several areas. By the age of three we
finally found help for him at the Easter Seal Center. Then, thinking we had a plan in
place for him, we decided to add to our family. After our daughter was born, we noticed she was showing the same developmental delays that her brother had.
This was not part of “our” plan. I remembered from Psalm 139 the greatness of God’s
character and the reality of our human experiences. God created me, he knows me,
he’s with me and he charts the path ahead of me. So, I accepted God’s invitation and
found it be a very important event in my life, no matter how inconvenient it seemed to
be at the time.
As an occupational therapist, I decided God wanted me to use the gift he had given
me and go to work for the Easter Seal Center. Because I had two special needs children, they put me in charge of the parent support group. I was able to see why God
needed me there; I was able to give sincere encouragement to other parents. I found
God’s call (or invitation) was not inconvenient for me at all.
As a result of my obedience I was able to care for a deaf infant with hydrocephalus
while his parents took his two teenaged siblings to a special event in Washington,
D.C. I was able to care for a girl with cerebral palsy when her mother remarried and
went on her honeymoon. One time, a child with polio stayed with us when her parents needed to fly out East for a job interview.
Prayer: Dear Lord, Thank you for knowing me so well you can invite me to
obey your will. Thank you for letting your Holy Spirit guide me to share your
love with those in need of your kindness. Amen.
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Saturday, March 7
He Answers, But Do I?
Ellen Burrows
Hymn #593 “Here I Am, Lord”
Is God always ready for us, or are we never ready for him? That is
the basis for my thoughts for 2020.
Is God convenient and there for me, if only I call him? My phone and
my caller signal tell me who is on the line. If I am not wanting to talk
then or even later, I do not answer. It is the caller’s choice to leave a
message or call at another time more “convenient” for both of us.
How great the modern phone of 2020!
Does God have a 2020 line, and can he make such decisions? Will
he be there when I call? Or will he just see who it is and say, “I am
too busy!” Is he a convenient God only to regular callers? As long as
all goes well, there is no reason to call on him. Should I need to call
on him, will he be there? Does he have a slow day? What are his “in
hours”? Is he like Grace Church, closed on Fridays at noon until Sunday morning?
Of course, if it is an emergency, leave a message and some person
will call to offer assistance. Does God have “office hours”? Is he a “9
to 5” God? Is he a “never call at night” God? Is he a God who only
answers to regular givers? Or big givers? How convenient is he?
How convenient are we, or Grace Church? Is God in my phone book
as a “friend”?
The song “Here I Am, Lord” seems to
suggest to me a time limit, and let me
believe there should be none! Should
God answer and ask, “What are you
doing for Grace Church, for others?”,
would I have a “canned” response?
Thus, who is “convenient”? Him or me?
Call my number for my “in times.”
“Here I am, Lord.” Please check in at a
time during my phone hours!
God, you answer…but do I?
I am not sure.
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Sunday, March 8
An Inconvenient Pain
Rev. Cindy Marino
Mark 10:32-52 “Blind Bartimeaus”
Have you ever felt like a “bruised shin”? I realize that’s a strange
question, but stay with me.
I occasionally find myself with a spurt of energy and I begin checking
things off my list of chores. But sometimes, in my whirlwind approach, things happen. While changing the bed sheets, I might
whack my shin on the corner of the bed frame.
Perhaps that has not been your experience, but it has been mine,
more than once. And when it happens, I find myself not feeling very
compassionate or patient with myself (or my shin). Instead, I get
angry. I am angry at the bed frame for being in the way, and even
more so, I am angry at my shin for hurting, for slowing my momentum. I ignore the stinging shin as much as possible and soldier
onward. After all, this energy spurt isn’t going to last forever.

In reading the scripture above, I wonder if the blind man named
Bartimaeus ever felt like a bruised shin – a pain that impedes the progress of those on their way to bigger and better things, an inconvenient pain.
Jesus was certainly on His way to bigger and better things. He had
resolved to turn His face toward Jerusalem, where He would give
Himself up for us all. That’s a mighty big thing. But on the way, hearing the cries of the blind man, Jesus “stood still” (v. 49). Jesus stops
to address the “bruised shin.” Jesus doesn’t see Bartimeaus as an
inconvenience, as does most of the community, but as a child of
God, one more opportunity to model God’s love on the way to the
cross.
As I rub the bruise on my shin the next time – and there will be a next
time – I will think of the depth of God’s love.
Prayer: Gracious God, give me the compassion and patience to
tend to the “bruised shins” in our midst, that we might know
that loving each of your children as you do is the destination.
In the name of the one who stops for us, Jesus Christ, Amen.
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Monday, March 9
Count Your Blessings, Name Them One By One
Merrill Litchfield
Read: Philippians 4:6-7
Consider: The Prayer of St. Francis UMH 481 “… O Divine Master, grant that I may
not so much seek to be consoled, as to console; to be understood as to understand;
to be loved as to love….”
It will not come as a surprise to most when I mention the death of my wife of 54 years,
Barbara. It only happened a few months ago, in late August. These thoughts will probably not
summarize our life together; they’re too soon. What they may do is share a few of my early
findings, as I stumble down the path of getting used to a “new normal.”
I have greatly appreciated all those who have approached me gently, wondering how broken
up I might be. I hope I haven’t offended too many expectations when I find myself having to
admit my grief (such as it is, so far, anyway) has not come out in many tears. My looks back
at Barb’s and my life together have not been burdened with “Wow, why did that have to
end?”, but have been remarkably filled with “How wonderfully we were blessed!” And, yes, I
do have to confess, I grew up in the “big boys don’t cry” era, which sometimes gets in the
way. Needlessly, I now think.
The odds against Barb and me even getting together were pretty long in the first place. It
wasn’t until the night before she was to leave town for a year (at least) that God booted me
out of my easy chair, and sent me to confess that I thought her very special (it must have
been hard to get those words out; we had known each other for a three-year span, though
two of those years might not have counted, since we were living in different states). The story
of our getting married was not just a tale of the two of us; it also involved welcome help. A
timely pregnancy, close to the end of my student deferment, kept me out of the Vietnam draft,
and close to my growing family. Two loving children, the job of my dreams becoming available...these, too, have filled our years, along with the loving spouses our two children found,
and the grandchildren which have also appeared.
My twenty-five years of serving as a paramedic not only paid (most of) our bills, but gave me
the experience of being present when death happened, and let me learn the difference
between tragedy and a timely deliverance. My reading, done in the hope of helping my patients, also readied me for when it became my turn to grieve. As the later mileposts of Barb’s
life began appearing, we were able to see where it was leading. And as the closing events
happened, all within one month, we could bless both the vision we had of what to expect, and
the sense of completion when the end came.
We were wonderfully treated; what more could we have asked? I praise and thank God,
whose mercy just might be visible to someone outside my family, as I share these words,
hoping they may be a symbol of the love He longs to give all of us.

Prayer: (Continued, from St. Francis): “…for it is in giving that we receive, it is in pardoning that we are pardoned, and it is in dying that we are born to eternal life.”
Lord, I love St. Francis’ prayer; let me pray it in my heart, always. Amen.
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Tuesday, March 10
Christ Can Be Found Anywhere
Landon Goad
“For where there are two or more gathered in My name, I am
there with you.” Matthew 18:20
I had an unexpected experience a couple of weeks ago that turned
out to be quite satisfying.
Louise and I were on a 16-day cruise to the Panama Canal (and other ports). We were on the “Rotterdam” of Holland America, a nice
ship. We got aboard on Saturday, January 7. That evening, I noticed
that “Protestant Services” would be held Sunday morning at 8:00 am
in a designated room.
Upon arriving there about 10 minutes early, I noticed a group of
about 24 or 25 passengers quietly waiting. At 8:00 am or later, no
one had shown up to lead the service. We all looked at each other,
waiting for someone to take charge. After a few moments, I had a
strong feeling that I should do it. I did.

I used the song/scripture book provided as a guide to share scripture
readings and sing several songs. The group was very agreeable and
seemed to enjoy the event. We were together for about 40-45
minutes. All of the people were strangers at that point, having just
come aboard the day before. I noticed several introducing themselves to each other after the meeting as they did me, also thanking
me for volunteering to take the lead. Several of them came up to me
later on during the cruise for a friendly chat, which gave me a very
warm feeling.
This same group met again the next Sunday morning and, fortunately, someone else had the pleasure of leading us through the service.
The message of this story is that no matter who you are, no matter
where you come from, if you have Christ in your life and want to
share it, you can find other like people to do so most anywhere.
Prayer: Father, I thank you for all of your many blessings this
day and in the past. Please forgive me for all of my many sins
and help me to be a better person. In Jesus’ name I pray, Amen.
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Wednesday, March 11
Hiding Under the Covers
Vera McDonald
On Sunday mornings, I struggle to get to church. No matter how
service times may change, I always go to the latest service. And
even then, I’m often a few minutes late. Sometimes I don’t make
it to service at all, or similarly, I don’t show up to a small group
meeting.
You see, I’m a textbook introvert. On top of that, I suffer from
major depressive disorder and anxiety. Mentally preparing myself
to face the world, especially group settings, is difficult, sometimes
impossible.
Entering a social situation feels like I’m about to sing Puccini on
stage while wearing a chicken costume. And once I am “on
stage,” it’s hard fighting the urge to run off the stage as soon as
possible. People may be surprised to learn this about me because I can be such a chatterbox when I am with people. But it’s
the truth. Sometimes it’s all I can do to slip in and slip out of
service.
But our father in heaven calls us to be together, not to isolate
ourselves – to gather in love for each other, to support each
other in difficult times, the darkest times, because going it alone
is so much harder. Whether it’s getting through a long-term hardship or just the next ten minutes, a hand to hold is always better
than the tightened fist that forms without it.
So, especially on Sunday mornings, I ask for his help - to get out
of bed, to put on my clothes, to
brush my teeth, to put my shoes
on, to start the car, to breathe and
to take each step, however small,
closer to his loving people and to
him.
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Thursday, March 12
Why I Go to Church
Bruce Derylo
I have always wanted to submit a piece to the Lenten devotionals.
This past Christmas brought to mind a subject worth thinking
about.
Why do people go to church? I sure can't answer for others. But I
am eminently qualified to answer for myself.
I go to church every Sunday, except:
When I am sick
When I am traveling
When there are weather issues
A curious thought: my number one reason is for the sermon.
Others include:

Feeling closer to God
Learning to be a better person
Feeling better about myself
Just plain enjoyment
Good scripture lessons
A feeling of calm and peacefulness
A feeling of reverence
Good socializing with neighbors and friendships
Informative and interesting Sunday school discussions
It's just the right thing to do and makes me feel good about myself.
We are fortunate to have some of the best pastors around. They
give terrific sermons. And after these sermons there is something
else…
Yep, coffee and donuts!
See you in church.
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Friday, March 13
Sighs Too Deep for Words
Elaine Johnson
You never really know how you will react when your comfortable life is upended. We Christians like to think—or hope—
we’ll put our trust in God and go forward in his peace no
matter how many obstacles are suddenly thrown across our
paths, or for how many miles.

My long walk began when my husband unexpectedly lost his
job. It was so easy, at first, to consider that setback a minor
bump in the road. It turned out to be a long, fraught, uphill
path through darkening woods.
Two years later, he was attempting to build a consulting
practice when, within two months, his mother and my parents died. That was when life grew very dark, indeed. He
spent long hours in front of his computer, but no work was
completed.
At night, I would pray, begging God for help. I just wanted
my old life back. But with every month’s bills, I watched more
of our life savings melt away. Over the next year, my anxieties spiraled to the breaking point while my husband sank
deeper and deeper into depression.
Where was my faith? Where was my grace-filled acceptance
of our new state of affairs? God seemed very far away and I
struggled to trust that he still had a plan for us. My faith grew
cold, and our days were full of anguish.
Then, suddenly, a call came from out of the blue. A few
weeks later, my husband had a job again after five crushing
years of unemployment. I immediately recognized the hand
of God, reaching down in the midst of my frailty. And it occurred to me that in my weakness, not knowing how to pray
as I ought, the Spirit had interceded with sighs too deep for
words.
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Saturday, March 14
Learning to See People Through Jesus’ Eyes
Melva Casillas
Have you ever experienced wisdom—God’s divine wisdom—even if
it wasn’t what you thought you wanted?
Walking on the busy streets of life, my prayer is to see the world
though Jesus’ eyes and act accordingly as he would.
I enter the coffee shop and immediately see two people. One is a
homeless man in raggedy clothes, but with bright eyes and the
biggest smile on his face. The second person is a well-dressed man
with the saddest eyes I have ever seen and a crooked smile, trying
to hide a heart full of sorrow.
The homeless man was easy to be kind and friendly to, I thought.
I can buy him a nutritious meal and perhaps talk to him and show
him the love of Jesus.
But the second man, the well-dressed, seemly successful and educated man...how do I begin to approach him? I pray in silence for
God to heal his heavy heart and his sorrows that grip my heart from
across the room.
I felt satisfied with that and ready to continue my day. But God
immediately answered my prayer, and it was not what I wanted to
hear. God answered, “I send you to him; see him through my
eyes.”
I closed my eyes, and this time I prayed to see the man through the
eyes of Jesus and act accordingly. When I opened my eyes, I didn’t
see a well-dressed man; I saw a man in need of compassion and
the unconditional love of God.
His heavy heart and sad eyes reminded me of the tax collector in
Luke 18:13, who seemed to have everything. Yet, he had nothing
but emptiness and sadness in his life.
I smiled at the second man and gave him a cup of coffee with a
written note that said “The Lord is near to the brokenhearted and
saves those who are crushed in spirit.” Psalm 34:18.
My prayer for you and me this Lenten season is that we see people
with the eyes of Jesus and act according to his will, not our wants,
and experience God’s divine wisdom.
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Sunday, March 15
The Parable of the Wicked Tenants (Mark 12:1-12)
Rev. Dr. Daniel Cochran
The Parable of the Wicked Tenants is found in all three of the Synoptic Gospels (Matthew,
Mark, and Luke). Like all of the parables, this one is rich with many layers of meaning. We
begin by noting that Jesus is speaking not to the disciples but to the chief priests, the
scribes and the elders of the temple who question the divine authority of Jesus at the end of
the previous chapter (Mark 11:27-33). When read as a response to the cynical questions of
these religious elite, the Parable of the Wicked Tenants emerges as a strong condemnation
of hypocrisy and idolatry. These religious leaders have not only ceased practicing what their
commandments preach, they have also elevated their desire for land, wealth, and power
over their commitment to God. They are willing to go to great lengths to maintain their position, beating and then killing the messengers and even the son of the landowner.
During this Lenten season, the Parable of the
Wicked Tenants challenges us to prayerfully
consider and then repent of the times in our
lives when we have
acted like the tenants. In
The Wicked Tenants, James B. Janknegt (2008)
Genesis 1:26, God
charges us with being
stewards of creation: when and how have we abused this great gift, acting recklessly out of
self-interest? In both John 13:34 and 15:12, Jesus charges us with loving one another:
when and how have we allowed the temptation to possess land, wealth, and power to neglect this commandment? These are uncomfortable questions to ask and downright unsettling to answer, especially since we participate in a global economy that does great harm to
both creation and our neighbors. Now is the time to identify our role as tenants, to repent or
have a “change of heart,” and to recommit to following the way of Christ.
But we may also read this parable from the perspective of faithful messengers sent by God
to preach Good News to a broken world. The painting by James Janknegt helps us approach the parable in this way, as we can easily picture ourselves as the young man who
departs home in a red truck only to be expelled from the city, tossed away with refuse like a
broken computer and a flat tire. Much like Jesus and the apostles, we encounter resistance
from the current tenants of God’s creation: the politicians, the business executives, and
even the religious leaders who have a vested interest in keeping things the way they are
now. As I write this devotional, we are celebrating a secular holy day set aside for the Rev.
Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., a man who was vilified and imprisoned for literally preaching
about God’s inclusive Kingdom in the midst of a society torn apart by racism. During this
Lenten season we renew our commitment to being faithful disciples, not because the road is
easy but because we have faith in the Kingdom that God has established in Jesus Christ.
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Monday, March 16
The Definition of Prayer
Gaye Lynn Loufek
“Rejoice always, pray continually, give thanks in all circumstances; for this is God’s will for you in Christ Jesus.”
1 Thessalonians 5:16-18 (NIV)
Many years ago, as a graduation gift from eighth grade, I received
a small plaque. The sentiment on the plaque was this: “A prayer in
its simplest definition is merely a wish turned Godward.” Brooks
To a 13-year-old girl, that explanation made great sense. Of
course, if I needed something in my life, if I wished things to be
different, if I hoped for something, I could/would pray about it and
God would provide.
Though not always theologically sound in my praying, I found that
plaque’s inscription to remind me to be in conversation with the
One who kept me from being alone in times of darkness, Who celebrated with me in times of triumph, and Who comforted me in
times of sorrow.
Many of those conversations were filled with 13-year-old phrases
like: “God, please let this test go well,” “God, it’s me again, please
stop those kids from being so mean,” “God, will you guide Mom
and Dad to let me…” Sometimes God’s answers were spot on with
my thinking. Other times, I found his timing to be oh so inconvenient. Certainly, there were prayers that sounded like I’d just blown
out the 13 candles on my birthday cake, merely making a wish.
What I’ve learned as years have passed is this: one of God’s
greatest joys is to be in conversation with us. Even when our conversations are one-sided, hopeful, humanly wishful, or sometimes
angry, God knows our hearts and loves to hear our voices. The
words we choose don’t really matter. If we are intentional about
being open and allowing God’s will to be done, He will hear the
words we intended, even if they aren’t the ones we use in our
prayer.
That plaque remains on a shelf, prominently displayed, as a reminder of the dear one who gifted it, and an even greater reminder
of my growing faith journey.
May we remember to be in conversation with God in both times of
joy and concern. The sound of our voice is never an inconvenience to Him. Thanks be to God!
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Tuesday, March 17
God’s Faithfulness
Pamela Hoch Crabtree
“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord,
“plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give
you hope and a future.” Jeremiah 29: 11
Living alone in Florida, I’ve had many concerns: What if this
happens or that? My fertile imagination supplied endless ideas.
In 2017, the Lord answered all my questions – at the same time!
While I was in excruciating pain from a herniated disc, my air
conditioner had to be completely replaced. And while I was recuperating from surgery, Hurricane Irma necessitated my evacuation to a safer zone. I was in pain, didn’t know if my home would
survive, and didn’t have enough money to afford all the repairs.
I believe the Lord intentionally allowed these “worst case scenarios” to happen concurrently. To get over my fears, He showed me
that absolutely nothing is too hard for Him. And it worked:
Everything that needed to happen was taken care of – by family,
friends, church and even strangers.
My pain took one year instead of three months to heal because
of all the activity from the hurricane. Friends had to care for my
guide dog when I couldn’t bend over without screaming in pain.
And the air conditioning company had a charitable foundation
which gave me more time to pay for my repairs and also forgave
some of the expense. God provided everything I needed over
time.
I used to worry about the unknown things in my future. Not anymore, because I know that there is no limit to God’s ability to
care for all of my needs. No matter how inconvenient, scary, or
overwhelming my circumstances ever become, God will take
care of everything perfectly.
Prayer: Lord, thank you for all of your perfect plans for my
life. Amen.

24

Wednesday, March 18
God’s Wisdom
Kathy Carey
“To the only wise God be glory forevermore through Jesus
Christ! Amen.” Romans 16:27
We had decided to sell our house and move so that I would be
closer to school. We searched and finally found a house we
liked. The owner was selling the house himself. We said we
would take it, but we had to sell our house. Our house was not
selling. The owner called and said he couldn’t wait any longer
and would have to find someone else.
We were upset, but found another house. Or, I should say GOD
found us a better suited house! It was not on a busy street, had
bigger bedrooms, a family room upstairs, attached garage, in
addition to other features.
And, even better, we were on a block where we made friends
with our neighbors. We had parties and interacted with each other quite often. We had next-door neighbors who moved in about
the same time. We had keys to each other’s houses.
There was a flat area in front of the garage where the neighborhood boys played basketball. Now they had to let Kelly, a girl,
play with them. Lauri had a red wagon loaded with a sheet,
books, paper, crayons and anything else she could fit in it. She
went down the street to a neighbor and played with her twin girls.
Donna loved having her come to occupy them.
It was amazing, once God found this house. Then he saw to it
that our house sold. What was extra special was that the night
someone came to buy our house, there were dirty dishes on the
table because Kelly had a softball game and we had to hurry and
eat.
You know how you are to keep your house cleaned up in case
someone comes to look? I guess God made it look just like
home!

25

Thursday, March 19
Witnessing the Presence of God Part I
Danielle Keethler
Always find something to be thankful for, even in the hard
times! 1 Thessalonians 5:16-18
The plans had been over six months in the making. Getting a family
of five from California to Naperville for a week’s vacation was no
small task.

On the Naperville end of things, Bob and I had been preparing for
the visit, too. We scoped out points of interest for the family. We
placed new Mickey Mouse pajamas on their beds and Cubs hats on
their pillows. We cooked as much as possible. We had other house
guests we needed to entertain during that last week before the big
arrival. But, we weren’t worried…we were fairly organized. My friend
Alice was even arriving to spend the night on her way to California.
During all these preparations, I noticed that something seemed off.
I couldn’t drive very well. I mixed up the steps in my dance aerobics
class. I was more emotional than ever. I got lost. Twice. But, we had
just returned from a long and difficult trip to Europe and had something that could only be compared to post traumatic stress.
We had become lost on public transportation in Hungary and again
on the train in Prague. We couldn’t find the right hotel on multiple
occasions. It was a relief to come home. I had agreed to meet my
Stephen Ministry care receiver at the international terminal at Midway Airport and accidentally went on the wrong day. Looking for her
for hours triggered another emotional reaction. I felt like I was becoming unhinged.
Always a creature of habit, I returned to my dance aerobics class on
Monday. I struggled with the steps. What was happening to me?
Moments after returning home from class, the doorbell rang. A friend
from class, who was also a nurse, burst through the door and said
that I needed to see a doctor immediately. She saw red flags in my
behavior. But how could I? My family from San Diego would be arriving within a few days. Maybe when they were gone. But she was insistent. This couldn’t wait.
I called a doctor I had only seen once and explained the intervention
from my friend. He agreed to see me even though he wasn’t taking
new patients. This was the second intervention I received. This one
was from God himself.
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Friday, March 20
Witnessing the Presence of God Part II
Danielle Keethler
(Continued from previous page)
Meanwhile, God was working. He knew what was coming. The doctor agreed to see me on Monday morning. Once Alice saw my face,
all she could say was “You look terrible. You can’t let Katie [my
daughter] see you like this.”

I hadn’t realized I looked that bad, but it was clear to Alice. She and I
had a wonderful night. We stayed up most of the night talking. As the
hours went by, my head began to throb. By the time morning came, I
could not even join Alice for breakfast. I called Bob to pick me up at
the airport. I went home and slid into bed, waiting for the hours to
pass before my doctor appointment.
On Monday morning, I came armed with a type-written summary,
lovingly written by my neighbor. She wrote down all the things she
had noticed about me that were not consistent with who she knew
me to be. That list prompted the doctor to order a set of scans to be
given immediately. Ten minutes after the end of the last scan, my
phone rang. The doctor had bad news. I had a very large, fast growing mass in my brain. I was to go to Edward Hospital immediately. I
was not allowed to stop for a toothbrush. Thus began a series of adventures that included three surgeries and two blood clots, a round of
radiation and four hospitals.
In the mean time, the presence of God was unmistakable. He walked
beside me. He gave me the power to testify to my faith. He is sustaining me through my year-long immunotherapy. At the end of January, I completed four of the 12 treatments. I feel loved and supported.
I am not alone, and I am beyond grateful.
Prayer: Gracious God, Thank you for giving me a reason to bear
witness to your presence through adversity. I am so grateful for
all you have done for me and through me. Amen.
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Saturday, March 21
Reflections on the Parable of the Long Spoons
Pastor Mark Himel
From The Unbound Spirit, author unknown
One day a man said to God, “God, I would like to know what Heaven and Hell are like.” God showed the man two doors. Inside the
first one, in the middle of the room, was a large round table with a
large pot of vegetable stew. It smelled delicious and made the
man’s mouth water, but the people sitting around the table were thin
and sickly. They
appeared to be
famished. They
were holding
spoons with very
long handles and
each found it possible to reach into
the pot of stew
and take a spoonful, but because
the handle was longer than their arms, they could not get the
spoons back into their mouths. The man shuddered at the sight of
their misery and suffering. God said, “You have seen Hell.”
Behind the second door, the room appeared exactly the same.
There was the large round table with the large pot of wonderful
vegetable stew that made the man’s mouth water. The people had
the same long-handled spoons, but they were well nourished and
plump, laughing and talking. The man said, “I don’t understand.”
God smiled. “It is simple,” he said. “Love only requires one skill.
These people learned early on to share and feed one another.
While the greedy only think of themselves…”
Sometimes, thinking solely of our personal gratification, we tend to
forget our interdependence with everyone and everything around
us, so much so that we stop caring about them.
But, as the parable makes clear, in forgetting, not only do we not
help others overcome their suffering, we’re also unconsciously
harming ourselves. As our Trinitarian Graceful God cares for each
of us, so should we care for all others on earth.
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Sunday, March 22
See All the People
Rev. Cindy Marino
Mark 12:41-44
God has this great habit of seeing all people, from greatest to least to
everyone in between. Never was this more evident than the day
Jesus stood in the Women’s Court of the Temple Mount, named as
such because it was as far into the temple as women were allowed to
go. Of course, women were allowed to make tithes and offerings, so
that’s where the receptacles for donations were located. Convenient,
right?
On this particular day, Jesus was watching the people place their
offerings into the receptacles. One woman caught his eye, a “poor
widow.” He watched as she gave all she had. Widows in the second
century remained on the fringes of society. They were usually on the
verge of starvation and homelessness. Daily life was completely
uncertain, as they lived hand to mouth.
Many times, we use this passage as an illustration of how we should
discern our level of giving. But, perhaps, the lesson for us is less
about the widow’s giving and more about the fact that Jesus noticed
her, valued her, lifted her as one we should see. Who is it in our community, our world we’ve failed to notice? May God give us eyes to see
all the people. And may those who see, like Jesus, bring them to our
attention that we might bless them and be blessed by their presence
among us.
Prayer: Gracious God, you see those among us and those apart
from us. Bring us together as you see us, all parts of the same
beautiful body of Christ, working to reconcile the world as we
learn from one another the meaning of love in Christ’s name,
Amen.
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Monday, March 23
The Drowning Man
Cheryl Ameiss
There is a story about a drowning man. I am sure most of you have
heard it. In case you have not, here is a paraphrase:
There is a flood and a man is sitting on his roof. A row boat, motor
boat and helicopter all offer to rescue the man, but he refused,
saying, “I’m praying to God. He will save me.”
Well, he ends up drowning. When he finally meets God, he says,
“I had faith you would save me but you let me drown. I don’t understand.” God replies, “I sent two boats and a helicopter. What else
did you expect?”
Is this an example of us “telling” God what to do? I want you to
save me from the flood by stopping the flood. I don’t want to tell
God what to do. I am to serve Him. So, when do I know what God
wants me to do? I am not asking for a burning bush!

Is it a feeling? Is it someone else telling me how to do something?
Is the answer in the Bible? Sometimes I can hear Him, but lately, as
life has gotten busy and complicated, it is hard to hear Him. When
do we know what to do and how to do it?
There is no “right” answer, and the answer will be different for each
person in each situation. I have a feeling God wants us to struggle
with this our entire lives to strengthen us. I like to think He is molding us for something bigger in heaven by finding the solutions ourselves.

How is God molding you? Can you tell what He wants?
Prayer: Lord, You are amazing! Your guidance comes in so
many different ways. Thank You for being there with us
through everything life gives us. Amen.
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Tuesday, March 24
Under His Wing
Sue Anderson
“O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, killing the prophets and stoning
those who are sent to you! How often would I have gathered
your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her
wings, and you would not!” Matthew 23:37 (RSV)

Following His triumphant entry into Jerusalem, Jesus goes to the
temple and teaches some very scathing lessons, only to end with
the big chicken analogy: Jesus likening Himself to a mother hen.
When I was eight or nine, my brother and I took a bucket into our
grandma’s chicken yard to pick the ripe Queen Anne cherries that
clung to an old tree.
The pail was about half full when we turned to the southwest,
where the sky had turned a menacing greenish black. The wind
picked up, the chickens scurried to the henhouse, and we
dropped the bucket and ran to the house.
Hail crashed on the roof and sidewalk and branches broke from
trees surrounding the house. The storm was short-lived, and we
ventured out to collect hail stones and to retrieve our bucket.
Beyond the overturned bucket, we spotted a hen, flattened on the
grass and covered with cherry leaves. We ran to get Nannie, who
came quickly and picked up the broken and dying hen. Under her
wings were five dry, fuzzy yellow chicks…peeping hungrily.
Years later, I would
understand what Jesus was
saying in Matthew 23:37.
“What Wondrous Love is
This”
“Under His Wings I Am
Safely Abiding”

Now these old hymns
make sense, too.
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Wednesday, March 25
How Long Does It Take for Truth to Be Revealed?
Merrill Litchfield
Read: Genesis 22:1-14 “The fire and the wood are here,” Isaac said, “but
where is the lamb for the burnt offering?” Abraham answered, “God
himself will provide the lamb for the burnt offering, my son.” Gen. 22:7b-8
I have a friend who likes to avoid reading the Old Testament; he believes it’s too
crude, too focused on the raw power of God. This incident from Genesis 22 may
well seem to support his willingness to “go somewhere else.” But I’ve come
back, again and again, to this time of testing, because it figures hugely in John
Claypool’s Tracks of a Fellow Struggler, his book that happened out of the
death of his 10-year-old daughter, Laura Lue. The book itself is composed of
the four sermons he preached when 1) Laura Lue was first diagnosed with
leukemia; 2) first fell out of remission; and 3) passed away. The fourth was
given about three years later, to provide a wider perspective. This test of
Abraham’s faith was the text John preached from for number three.

I suppose most people who don’t avoid this story cling to the “TA-DAA! Nick of
time” happy ending (as I did) for a picture of God’s compassion, in addition to
His right to make a heavy demand. But for me, those many re-readings finally
grew into a full fruition of this story as I slowly realized: this story was not history
alone; it was PROPHECY! This story, old as it is, does not come into completion until Jesus trudges up Golgotha—and there is no ram in the thicket. The
story of Abraham’s beloved son is only a foreshadowing of the story of God’s
Beloved Son, told early on so we might know from long before of God’s purposing—that Calvary was no accident.
As I was (early on) reacting against God’s demand of Abraham: “Take your son,
your only son, Isaac, whom you love….” I did not realize God was readying me
to discover in all three Synoptic accounts of Jesus’ baptism the importance that
God claimed Jesus as “…my beloved Son.” Perhaps that was why God specified to Abraham, “your only son, Isaac, whom you love.” Otherwise, the similarity to Jesus, the Beloved Son of God, might have been lacking.
Prayer: Loving God, Living God, how we, Your children, love stories.
And how richly You have given us stories, stories that teach us to love,
to forgive, to obey Your perfect will. Help us to share those stories with
those who are hungry to hear. We ask in Jesus’ precious name, Amen.
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Thursday, March 26
Light in the Darkness
Vickie Wagner
As I sang with the Chancel Choir one recent morning at church, I was drawn to the words of
our anthem and found them particularly meaningful. The anthem was called "He Comes to
Us," by Jane Marshall and coincided beautifully with the scripture for the day from Matthew
4:12-23, where Jesus called His first disciples. The text of the anthem was the following quote
from Albert Schweitzer:
"He comes to us as One unknown, without a name, as of old, by the lakeside He came to
those men who knew Him not. He speaks to us, He speaks the same word: 'Follow! Follow
thou me!' and sets us to the tasks which He has to fulfill for our time. He commands. And to
those who obey Him, whether they be wise or simple, He will reveal Himself in the toils, the
conflicts, the sufferings which they shall pass through in His fellowship, and, as an ineffable
mystery, they shall learn in their own experience who He is." Albert Schweitzer (1875-1965)
As those first disciples were called to follow Jesus and leave everything, so, too, Jesus calls
us to surrender our lives fully to Him - giving Him our all - our whole lives. As we do this, no
matter if we are "wise or simple," Schweitzer says, Christ will reveal Himself to us. Schweitzer
could have easily put himself in the "wise" category, but here reminds us that Christ makes no
such distinction. Jesus will reveal Himself to any and all who surrender their lives and follow
Him. This is a wonderful promise - the God of the universe wants to live in relationship with us
because He loves us, if we will just give up control of our lives and give ourselves to Him.
Then out of that relationship, He gives us tasks and a purpose for His kingdom that He wants
us to fulfill in the power of His Spirit. The next part is what particularly captured my attention.
The text says that Christ will "reveal Himself in the toils, the conflicts and the suffering which
we pass through in His fellowship." This really resonated as true to me. Although God can
and does reveal Himself in all sorts of ways, many of them joy-filled and beautiful, I have
found that it is often through the difficulties and hardships of life that Christ has revealed Himself to me in a deeper way. He has ministered to me and shown me He is with me in the hardships by speaking to me through His Word, through my prayer life and even through dreams.
The beautiful thing about going through those "toils, conflicts and sufferings" is that we pass
through them in "His fellowship." This means we don't have to handle the sadness, difficulty
and heartbreak alone, but we walk through those dark times with Him. And in so doing, a
great "ineffable mystery" is revealed to us out of our own personal experiences. We learn
"who He is." God beautifully redeems life's difficulties and uses them to show us more of
Himself.
So then, we can be thankful for those dark times because in them and through them we see
the true Light - Jesus Himself. What could be more wonderful than that? My prayer is to seek
Jesus each day and in every circumstance, so that I may grow in love and in relationship with
Him. May we all seek to know Jesus as Lord and Savior more and more each day throughout
this season of Lent and in every season of our lives.
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Friday, March 27
Environmentalism Is Inconvenient
Jacalyn Green Tschirhart
"In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth...
God saw all that he had made, and it was very good."
Genesis 1:1, 31
"The Lord God took the man and put him in the Garden of Eden
to work it and take care of it." Genesis 2:15
"The earth dries up and withers, the world languishes and
withers, the heavens languish together with the earth. The
earth lies polluted under its inhabitants; for they have transgressed laws, violated the statutes, broken the everlasting
covenant. Therefore, a curse devours the earth; its inhabitants
suffer for their guilt." Isaiah 24:4-6
It is clear from these quotes that God made the earth, that it is our
duty take care of our home, and if we don’t take care of it, the earth
will no longer support our life. But what does that mean in this modern world?
My grandparents grew up on farms and told stories of hoeing
gardens, feeding chickens, and looking for eggs. I also heard about
how chickens were killed for Sunday dinner and how butter was
churned. In contrast, my children saw me shop at the grocery store.
In a few generations, we have removed ourselves from direct
knowledge of where our food comes from.
But even if we don’t grow our own food, with the direct appreciation
of how our sustenance is linked to the earth, we can do small things
to maintain and nurture our connection. As we have dramatically
seen recently from the fires in California as well as in Australia,
ignoring our stewardship can be devastating. Little steps can raise
our stewardship: we can buy energy-efficient appliances, turn off
the water while brushing our teeth. We can use reusable bags for
our groceries, strive to buy just what we need and throw out less.
We can pack our lunches in reusable containers. We can try to
carpool more. It may be inconvenient but is part of our faith (and
every little bit helps!).
Prayer: Dear Lord, Thank you for this Earth, the source of our sustenance. Guide us in our actions, that we might make the decisions that
care for and honor your creation, our planet, our home. Amen.
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Saturday, March 28
Our God in the Midst of Strife
Linda Fronk
Know therefore that the Lord your god is God, the faithful God who keeps covenant and steadfast love with those who love Him and keeps His commandments,
to a thousand generations. Deuteronomy 7:9
Cast all your anxieties on Him because He cares for you. 1 Peter 5:7

What does one do when told that a walnut-sized tumor has become almost avocadosized in three weeks and this news arrives days before you are to leave for a long trip
to Italy? It could be benign or, at worst, cancer. The patient is your seemingly hale and
hearty son, who is married and has three children. How do parents process that kind
of news? What do we say to our God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob, who was incarnate in Jesus the Christ? What do we expect of Him, and He of us?
First, it comes at a really inconvenient time for such a terrible thing. But then, when is
it convenient for such a devastating problem? Next question: why our son? Realistically, why not? People get cancer all the time, and our family is not bulletproof just because we are believers. After much consultation and agonizing with family and doctors, we left Chris with his loving wife and family and headed to Italy knowing there
were many believers here praying for him. We also knew that by staying in Chicago
we could do nothing to help in these early days. We went knowing there is no distance
in prayer.
Shortly after our return, we learned what we feared the most. It was a rare form of liposarcoma; only 200 cases are reported annually in the U.S. Half of these patients are
dead by the age of 58, and the other half do not live long lives. Our son is 47.
Weeks of radiation followed as well as tumor removal surgery and reconstruction of
the cavity in the upper arm, followed by weeks of physical therapy to restore normal
movement and rid the body of edema.
So where was God in all of this? Holding the entire Fronk family in the palm of His
hand. He was there for the diagnosis, surgery, recovery, and He remains with us as
we await the results of each quarterly scan. Chris is one year in remission, and we are
thrilled. When and if the cancer returns, it will likely be more devastating. Meanwhile,
we have seen our extended family grow closer, and Chris has become a more loving,
caring son, husband and father. The God of Abraham who stood with Jesus on the
cross stands with us as we face the ugly reality that our son could die before us.
God holds our future; our time with our son and our extended family is treasured.
With God’s help, we are making the most of that gift.
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Sunday, March 29
Keep Awake!
Rev. Dr. Daniel Cochran
“Keep Awake!” Mark 13:1-8, 24-37

You Could Not Watch One Hour With Me? James
Tissot (1886-94)

The lectionary reading for this Sunday
contains many important passages,
from Jesus foretelling the destruction of
the temple to the lesson of the fig tree.
All of these teachings have to do with
the unpredictable, inconvenient, and
even cataclysmic coming of God’s
Kingdom. What will be a joyful celebration for many will be a day of reckoning
for others. Indeed, for those who have a
high stake in the way the world is now
will feel like they have lost everything
when this world passes away to reveal
the world as God intends.

Mark concludes this thirteenth chapter of his Gospel with Jesus calling for his disciples to
“keep awake” or remain vigilant, for they do not know when God will bring about the fullness
of this Kingdom. Jesus describes this experience using language that recalls the Parable of
the Wicked Tenants (Mark 12:1-12) explored in this booklet on Sunday, March 15. In the
parable, Jesus made clear that the current keepers of God’s commandments (the priests,
elders and scribes) had abused their authority. In our story for today, Jesus encourages the
disciples to consider themselves new tenants (slaves and doorkeepers, in the language of
the day) whom God puts in charge while on a journey.
The passage foreshadows the episode from the very next chapter: Jesus instructs Peter,
James, and John to “keep away” while he prays in the garden of Gethsemane. Jesus returns
to the disciples three times, and each time he finds them sleeping! The episode concludes
with a “distressed and agitated” Jesus declaring that “the hour has come; the Son of Man is
betrayed” (14:41). The betrayal unfolds while the disciples are sleeping.
I am reminded of the famous phrase attributed to either Edmund Burke or John Stuart Mill:
“The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.” The Gospel
cannot be reduced to our mere actions (doing or even being good), but the sentiment may
lead us deeper into these Gospel passages. During this Lenten season of repentance, we
seek the solitude of prayer to discern where we too, like the disciples, have failed to keep
watch. We recognize that Jesus addresses us and our shortcomings when he asks, “You
could not watch one hour with me?”, as in the painting above.
And yet we find hope in the forgiveness that he repeatedly extends to his disciples. There is
more betrayal yet to come (the denial of Peter), and yet, despite these failures, despite the
crucifixion, Jesus rises again on Eastern morning! God’s ultimate act of sacrifice and triumph
proclaims that we are forgiven. With joy in our hearts, let us keep awake together!
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Monday, March 30
I Do Believe God Has a Plan For Me
Rev. Doug Bowden
“We know that all things work together for good for those
who love God, who are called according to his purpose.”
Romans 8:28 (NRSV)
I gratefully remember that these assuring and hope-filled pastoral words of the Apostle Paul to Jewish and Gentile Christians in the house churches in Rome are from one of the earliest verses from the Bible that I learned. And I realize now, as I
celebrate my 74th birthday, that it became a core foundational
truth for me.
Indeed, in my childhood memories with my grandmother,
Letitia Quaife, and my pastors and Sunday School teachers in
the first Methodist church on North Woodward Avenue in Highland Park, Michigan, I found real meaning in Paul’s words.
As young and limited as I was in understanding and discerning, I began to believe that, in the language reworking of Pastor Karen Chakoian, “God makes all things work together for
good with those who love him.” Yes, God in my life would
bring good of all I choose to do.
Is, then, my sure belief grounded in the Apostle Paul’s words,
that God has a plan for me in my life? Helpfully, this is one of
the essential questions to ponder in this Lenten devotional
book for Grace Church in 2020.
So, with all thanks and glory to God, my answer based on the
blessings God has given to my life, is yes. God, in His love for
me, has led and guided me and, when needed, forgiven me.
All in all, He has blessed all the events and days of my life for
the good, I pray of God’s precious people.
Believing in God’s grace, I ponder the many sins I have committed and the many things I wish I could go back and do in
more loving and reconciling ways. I believe, as I first learned
as a young child, that God does have a plan for me in my life,
and in God’s merciful loving plan, all works for the common
good.
Prayer: O God of all mercy and Hesed steadfast love,
continue to guide, help, forgive, and bless all the things I
do, in response to your call, to heal and help my neighbors and refugees in need. Amen.
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Tuesday, March 31
Stepping Out in Faith and the
Transforming Power of Obedience
Chamus Burnside-Savazzini
Philippians 4:13
Philippians 4:13 tells us that we can do ALL things through Christ
who strengthens us, and yet, there are things I have not done
because I lack the faith to believe it is possible sometimes.
That changed for me in 2019 as I watched two islands in the country of my birth get destroyed and completely flooded by Hurricane
Dorian. I have never felt so hopeless, afraid and guilty, all at the
same time. Not because I thought I had the power to stop it, but
because I did not know how to respond.
I thank God today for not allowing me to be paralyzed by my fear
and confusion. Sometimes this is the normal response when tragedy strikes, but this time, God turned that fear into responding in
love.
This was not an immediate reaction; in fact, God sent many faces
and voices to me, and they all had the same questions: “Are you
going to do anything?” and “What can we do to help?” This was the
energy and reaction that made me believe I could effect change in
this situation.
After traveling and safely delivering three pallets of generous donations to Freeport, Grand Bahama, I realized that I could only have
done that through Christ! The icing on the cake was those who
went with me in spirit and helped make the trip happen.
During the second visit to support those who were displaced and
sent to Nassau, I realized that mission work requires a missionfocused individual or team, a mission field and resources. When
God says yes, He ensures that it will happen. Christ died on the
cross because he knew His Father had plans for Him.
I pray that our faith is bigger than our fear as we appreciate
God working in His timing, not ours.
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Wednesday, April 1
How to Get Off the Mountain
Merrill Litchfield
Read: Psalm 30:1-12 You turned my wailing into dancing; you removed my
sackcloth and clothed me with joy, that my heart may sing to you and not be
silent. O LORD my God, I will give you thanks forever. Psalm 30:11-12
I shared in an earlier devotion how John Claypool had used the story (from Genesis 22) of God’s testing Abraham, when he, John, had to find the words to preach
after his 10-year-old daughter, Laura Lue, had died. But, in a sense, that’s only
partially true. Only the first portion of the sermon followed Abraham in obeying
what he did NOT want to obey. But, as Abraham and Isaac got to go down the
mountain joyfully, John said, “I can no longer learn from Abraham, lucky man that
he is. For that is my daughter, and not a ram, there on that altar.”
The essence of John’s sermon from there is asking his friends in Christ, his congregation, to help him find a way down off that mountain of loss. But he starts by
cautioning that of the three possible roads he’s seen, two of them are dead ends.
“Don’t tell me to quietly accept this.” Stoicism may occasionally be admirable, but
it’s not Christian. Followers of Christ are expected to “Ask, Seek, Knock,” not necessarily endure without a murmur. “Don’t try to give me a one-size-fits-all answer.”
Philosophy may also be admirable, but it, too, is human and fallible, and doesn’t
match what God can do.
The road that John thought offered the most help was the way of gratitude, and it
was this he asked his friends to help him walk. He strongly affirmed, “Life is a gift;
birth is windfall.” He said he never deserved to have Laura Lue, not even for a
moment, let alone ten wonderful years (even if the wonder seemed to run a little
thin in her suffering in the last 18 months and ten days). And he affirmed the best
way to handle a gift “is with the open hands of gratitude.” Funny thing, if your
hands are open in gratitude, there’s no way to hang on to that which must fade
away. John said, not in the book, but when he was here in person, that he got
good help from Gerhard Von Rad’s Commentary on Genesis, when it raised the
question (not spoken by God, but implied) to Abraham: was Isaac a gift or a possession? And, to a thoughtful man like John, the same question re-echoed: what
was Laura Lue to him? Possessions we try to defend, sometimes even desperately; gifts may sometimes be returned freely, maybe even thankfully, to the Giver.
Prayer: Loving God, all we think we have, all of it was given by You. We owe
You praise and thanks beyond our thinking, our saying, our singing. “Thank
You” hardly even begins it, but it’s where we can start. Thank You, too, for
the promise of eternity, where we’ll never run out of time to bless You, or
grace to thank You for. Amen.
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Thursday, April 2
5-7-5
Barb Ceruti
I’ve always been intrigued by the haiku, a Japanese poem of 17
syllables: five on the first line; seven on the second; and five again on
the third. While writing them is a bit “inconvenient,” given their strict
format, I always enjoy trying. Somehow, haikus are both limiting and
freeing in their ability to express feelings and evoke imagery. Here are
a few that recently came to mind:
Gift from my brother
I loved my stuffed koala
So long ago now
Candle flickers low
Inside my inky closet
Here is where I pray
Why, I rage, why, why?
How could You let this happen?
Who’s weak, me or You?
I wait long for sleep
Turn in my bed like a dial
Elusive slumber
Mother is gone now
Maybe father is with her
Oh, I hope, I hope
Katie, Golden girl!
Velvet ears, lashes silky
O’er the Rainbow Bridge
Is heaven so far?
Surely, it’s here in bird’s flight
Dotting gold-washed sky
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Gorgeous blue planet
Have we another to waste?
We live like we do

Friday, April 3
Use Me, God, In Your Time
Nadia Kanhai
God answers prayer, but in God’s own way and time. We never
know how or when God might use us.
I’ve been elected, “chosen” (pastor friend’s word), to serve the
church for such a time as this. I have the honor and privilege of
representing you as a Northern Illinois Annual Conference lay delegate to the United Methodist General Conference in Minneapolis
this May.
A small part of me wants to run away and scream—why would
God burden me with the turmoil and mess of our current global
United Methodist Church? Another part of me embraces the challenge and opportunity to dream of a new, inclusive and equitable
church.
Recently, I reminisced with someone who led my first visit to General Conference in Baltimore when I was a youth observer from
Wisconsin. I don’t remember what legislation passed at that year’s
Conference decades ago, but I remember what didn’t pass.
I remember God’s children I met there and which of them were not
welcomed—a side of the church I had been shielded from. My
eyes were opened to an injustice previously invisible to me.
I have sometimes felt invisible in the church, or possibly I’m the
white elephant in the room. I’ve known I had a calling. I’ve had
wonderful mentors. But I’ve also taken the scenic route in my life
journey, as many racialized people do, leading to missed chances.
Over the years, it seemed my prayers to serve the church went
unheard and I was still invisible. I didn’t realize it was not yet my
time (late bloomer!). God had something BIGGER in store. Pray
for me.
Prayer: Loving God, thank you for not being a convenient
God, bending to our human whims. Grant us patience and
courage in anticipation of answered prayer. Amen.
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Saturday, April 4
To God Be the Glory
Zink Sanders

“In My Father’s house there are many mansions: if it were not
so, I would have told you. I go to prepare a place for you.”
John 14:2 (KJV)
Martha and I love the barns and farms of Northwestern Illinois.
As the pictures show, the same barn can need repair or be wellmaintained. The message is clearer after some care and repair.
Clearly this family believes in giving God his due. But what happened
before that? There were obviously some years of “deferred maintenance.” Perhaps it was “inconvenient”?
There is a supposed Jewish curse: “May you live in interesting
times!” We certainly do and will continue to in this new decade.
Our world, our nation, Naperville, and even our churches are divided.
It seems that neither side is willing to listen to the other and both resort to blame, generalizations, and even name-calling.
John Wesley warned us to believe in things central to our faith and in
others to “think and let think.” Somehow, we have moved away from
that direction into secular actions that belie our faith in God.
It seems “inconvenient” to live a God-guided life. In this Lenten
season, perhaps we could take a few steps back toward that ideal.
STOP sweeping generalizations of ANY group with whom we differ.
LOOK deeper into situations, attempting to find ALL the relevant
factors.
LISTEN to those with whom we disagree and do not quickly rebut
their ideas.
PRAY for God’s guidance in accomplishing these three.
Jesus came to save us all, not just the chosen ones. Likewise, he did
not come to deliver only the downtrodden, but to have us find a common ground where all could indeed prosper.
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Palm Sunday, April 5
Jesus’ Triumphal Entry Into Jerusalem (Mark 11:1-11)
Rev. Dr. Daniel Cochran
Palm Sunday seems like a preposterous day.
It’s easy enough to get caught up in the celebration
of Jesus’ triumphal entry into Jerusalem (who
doesn’t love a good parade? Especially a triumphal
parade?!). But when we start to look a little closer,
we realize that this is not an ordinary entry. In the
Roman world, any leader worth his salt would enter
a city perched high upon a mighty war horse. This
is surely how Pontius Pilate entered Jerusalem
when he arrived as governor. But in the Gospel
story we find that Jesus specifically requests a
young colt or a donkey; the result is an almost
comical situation where Jesus, a grown man and
supposed triumphant Messiah, enters Jerusalem
with his feet almost dragging on the ground.
Palmesel statues, such as the one pictured here from the 14th century, capture
the absurdity of this entry. Mounted on a wheeled platform, this statue was an
integral part of Palm Sunday processions in medieval Germany. In many parts
of the Christian world, similar statues are still used today! But why? Why visualize and recreate such an embarrassing situation? Well, because it’s a powerful
reminder that God’s ways are not our ways. Jesus seizes upon this moment—
his much anticipated “triumphal” entry into Jerusalem—to remind his disciples
and to demonstrate to the entire city that the Messiah, the King of Kings, the
Prince of Peace, does not look very much like the governors and emperors of
our world. He cares not for power and prestige and detests the violence that
was used to keep the great Roman Peace intact (and that is often used to keep
our modern societies “safe” and “secure”). Here is an Emperor who came to
serve, rather than be served (Mark 10:45) and who gave his own life for others
rather than expecting them to give their lives for him (John 15:13).
And so, on Palm Sunday, we celebrate what seems to the world an absurd display of power and kingship. We celebrate with our Christian brothers and sisters
around the world that God’s way are not the ways of the world. And we celebrate that one day God will bring about the fulfillment of the divine Kingdom and
all the nations that rely upon warhorses “will beat their swords into plowshares
and their spears into pruning hooks. Nation will not take up sword against
nation, nor will they train for war anymore” (Isaiah 2:4). Thanks be to God!
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Monday, April 6
Love Beyond Reason
Ray Seidlitz
Several questions to ponder for this year’s Lenten book had to do
with God’s will. I’ve always had a little trouble with the subject of
God’s will. But I once read an article on this subject that I found
worthwhile.
It asked if you have ever found yourself in the midst of unimaginable grief, pain, heartache, or despair, wondering how you are going to make it through another day? Your world has crumbled beneath you and you are left feeling shattered, empty, and hopeless.
And then a well-meaning friend or family member comes along
and drops the infamous “Everything happens for a reason” bomb.
Or the “It must be God’s will” bomb. You smile kindly and nod.
Everything does not happen for a reason!
Sometimes bad things happen for no reason other than we are
human beings having a human experience. Pain, heartache, grief,
loss, disease, and death are inevitable parts of the human experience. And struggle is an innate part of the human experience.
None of us are exceptions to this rule. We all struggle. We all suffer. We all experience pain, heartache, and loss. And sometimes,
there’s just no reason other than we are human, and pain is a part
of the process.
God’s will is never for someone to have cancer. God’s will is not
for an innocent child to be brutally murdered. God’s will is not for a
teenage girl to be raped. God’s will is not chronic pain, illness, or
disability. God’s will is not an event that happens to us; it’s how we
respond to what happens.
God’s will for us is to walk with Him through the cancer. Through
the abuse. Through the death. Through the illness. God’s will is for
us to draw close to Him in the midst of pain. God’s will is for us to
use our painful life events to carry His message of hope, grace,
forgiveness, and mercy.
Not everything happens for a reason. But in everything that happens, there can be a reason to bring hope and healing to others.
God can use our pain for a greater good if we choose to let Him
in.
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Tuesday, April 7
The Loving Father
Gay Craig
“I believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy catholic church, the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of
the body and life everlasting.” Amen (The Apostles Creed)
For many years, the well-known parable of the prodigal son puzzled
me, but not anymore.
A son selfishly asks for his share of a future inheritance while his
father is still living. The father agrees to the gift, and the son leaves
his family and squanders the gift. Penniless, hungry and humbled,
the son returns with the intent of offering himself as a servant on his
parent’s property. Seeing the son in the distance, the father runs and
embraces him—not to shame, blame or banish, but to welcome the
son and celebrate his return. No reprimand or estrangement by the
father! Why not? Who would do that?
The older son, who remained at home, worked hard and faithfully
took care of the family business, is jealous of his brother’s reception.
Of course, he’s jealous; who wouldn’t be? The father, however, feels
differently and says that this son is no less loved than his young
brother; furthermore, everything the father has is also this son’s.
This story is about a father and his two sons, and it’s about me.
Through baptism, I am God’s chosen and beloved child. He has
blessed me with an inheritance (the ransom for my salvation paid by
His Son, Jesus, Who died on the Cross on Good Friday).
God also gave me free will, and with it, I have made foolish, willful
choices in my lifetime. When I repent and confess to the Lord, I am
forgiven and restored by His grace. No shame, blame or banishment.
Christ rose from the tomb on Easter Sunday to be with the Father,
and when Jesus returns after preparing a place for me in His
Father’s house, I will rise with Him. The older brother will also rise
because everything the Father has is also the son’s.
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Holy Wednesday, April 8
A Summer’s Walk
Cheryl Ameiss
Taking a walk in mid-summer, I focused on bird calls to take my mind
off the heat. I heard the very familiar “Hi Sweetie, Hi Sweetie” whistle of
the chickadee. He was very close and relentless. It made me smile.
As I was passing the tree he was in, I heard a higher “Hi Sweetie”
further away. He found his mate; I smiled again.

Now I know the birds are not really saying “Hi Sweetie.” It is something
the ornithologists have created to help us remember and identify the
birds, such as the “Cherrio” of the robin you hear when the sun is just
coming up in the morning, or the “SeeeEEE” from the goldfinches, or
the “Pretty, pretty, pretty” of the cardinal. There are many, many more.
What got me thinking was how great it made me feel. Someone saying
“Hi Sweetie.” It made me feel special and loved. This is God’s love for
us—the different bird calls, the wonderful fragrances and colors of the
flowers, the powerful and majestic trees that gave me temporary relief
from the beating sun, even the twinkling of the ponds and rivers in the
sunlight. God is amazing. In the hustle and bustle of our society, we
drive right by, never seeing or hearing His glorious creation.
What do you think would happen if we always greeted anyone we see
with a smile and a happy saying that shows God’s love? Could we
make someone having a bad day feel a little better? Could we spread
God’s love
throughout the
world? I am certainly going to try.
Prayer:
Dear Lord,
You are incredible. Thank you for
all the reminders
and guides you
give us in nature.
Give us the
strength to show
your
love to
“On the mountain height of Israel I will plant it, that it may bring forth
others—
boughs…And birds of every kind will nest under it; they will nest in
always.
the shade of its branches.” Ezekiel 17:23. Bible verse selection and
Amen.
photo of cardinal’s nest courtesy of Zink Sanders.
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Maundy Thursday, April 9
Washing Disciples’ Feet
Rev. Dr. Daniel Cochran
John 13:1-17
Talk about an inconvenient
God! The theme of this
year’s Lenten devotional is
perhaps most easily experienced through the act that
takes center stage in today’s scripture reading:
washing feet. Would you be
willing to have your feet
washed by someone else?
Would you be willing to
wash the feet of your friend
or a complete stranger?

In my experience, congreWashing Disciple’s Feet, He Qi (2007)
gations rarely jump at the
opportunity for a good communal foot washing. And yet, during Holy Week, there is an entire day
dedicated to this event: Maundy Thursday. The name refers to the commandment or mandatum (Latin) that Jesus gives to his disciples: “I give you
a new commandment: that you love one another. Just as I have loved you,
you also should love one another” (John 13:34).
This commandment follows the act of foot washing—an act of humility and
servitude that Jesus models for his disciples. Just imagine: the Messiah,
the Christ, God’s Son, Love’s True Light, bending down to wash the dirty,
gnarled feet of his disciples; those feet had seen some adventures, they
showed evidence of the miles upon miles walked with Jesus…and yet
Jesus calmly takes those feet in his hands and washes them with water.
He insists upon it! “Unless I wash you,” he tells the defiant Peter, “you have
no share with me.”
Jesus was pretty serious about this inconvenient act of washing feet! The
very fact that such an act makes many of us uncomfortable is surely part of
the point: that we might all love our neighbor to such a degree that we will
take their sweaty feet in our hands to wash them! That’s our mandatum—
the call to an uncomfortable, inconvenient discipleship of self-giving love in
Christ’s name.
47
Let’s wash some feet!

Good Friday, April 10
Walking Through the Good Fridays of Life
Dan Wagner
When we cry, “Abba! Father!” it is that very Spirit bearing witness with our spirit that we are children of God, and if children,
then heirs, heirs of God and joint-heirs with Christ—if, in fact, we
suffer with him so that we may also be glorified with him. I consider
that the sufferings of this present time are not worth comparing
with the glory about to be revealed to us. Romans 8
"I don't go to Good Friday services. They're too depressing." I've never forgotten this honest statement from a very
active and enthusiastic member of our church years ago.
He was someone who people looked up to as an example
of one who lived a vibrant faith. But I couldn't help but feel
that he was missing a crucial part of the Christian reality.
I was more puzzled than anything. It was easy to be
caught up in the "positive thinking" theological fad of the
80s. I was aware that we all respond to worship and discipleship through the foggy mirror of our life experiences
and expectations. And I've hoped over these many years
that he might have grown toward a more realistic and biblical understanding of what it means to follow Jesus. We all
wonder at times why following Jesus doesn't feel good,
happy, or convenient.
We boldly ask for God's blessings. We rightly pray that
God would prosper the work of our hands. We properly
ask for God's guidance and protection for our loved ones and ourselves.
We beg God to remove the defects in us that so easily cause us to
stumble. Yet we struggle.
If our question is only "why doesn't God do what I want?", we have
missed a real and comforting part of the Christian life. There will be
suffering. There will be trials and tests. There will be disease, death, and
loss. We live in a fallen world. But those who choose to walk through the
Good Fridays of our faith begin to find the richness of the presence of
Jesus right there in the heart of suffering.
We must sit with Jesus in the garden when he prayed "not my will, but
thine be done.” Knowing him though his and our suffering is a path to
peace, joy and deeper faith.
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Holy Saturday, April 11
Death Shall Not Conquer
Gaye Lynn Loufek
“Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, the new creation has come: The old has
gone, the new is here!” 2 Corinthians 5:17 (NIV)
“For God so loved the world that He gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in Him shall not perish but have eternal life.” John 3:16 (NIV)
If you have ever experienced the death of a friend or family, you are all too familiar
with the stages of grief. You also know that those stages come in no certain order,
and some can hit you at the most inexplicable, inconvenient times. In grief we often find ourselves talking to God, often crying out for one more sound of our loved
one’s voice, one more hug, one more glimpse into the life we shared.
God’s response to our prayers during our grief can seem like He is beyond the
shadow of a doubt an inconvenient God. We often question the timing of the
death, the illness, the accident, the “why.” We ask God to clearly show us how we
will move forward, how we’ll survive without our loved one. Sometimes we are
angry, and we blame God. We wonder why he doesn’t have answers, why he
won’t fix our pain, why he took the one we loved so dearly. We are certain the timing was all wrong. We bargain, we become angry (with God, ourselves, our loved
one for leaving—countless scenarios); we are beyond sad, we are lonely, the quietness is deafening. Death is hard, and yet, we know that it is a part of life: supported theologically, biblically, and spiritually.
As Christians, and especially as United Methodists, we celebrate the resurrection
of our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. However, if we stop to consider Mary as she
watched her Son being crucified, we must contemplate her nature as a human
mother. She may have wanted to cry out for her Son to be spared and give her
own life instead. She had no idea that in just a couple of days she would once
again speak with her Son as He defied death and rose from the tomb. What a day
of rejoicing that must have been!
Lent is a time for learning, experiencing, and renewing our commitment to ridding
ourselves of our old ways, making room for new growth in our spiritual journey and
in our relationship with God and His Son, Jesus Christ. While the pain and anguish
of the death of a loved one will remain as we journey through the stages of grief,
we can be certain that the promise of eternal life belongs to each of us and, like
Mary, we will one day rejoice and reunite with those we love.
On this day before Christ’s resurrection, may God comfort the hearts of those who
are experiencing grief and may His promise of everlasting life bring hope to all.
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Easter Sunday, April 12
The Conquering Child
Rev. Bill Bryan
Come forth from your manger tiny Child
Come look across the world
See all who torture, hate, and kill
And think to gain by crucifixions
Then look beyond the hobnailed heel
For there in faces painted, pale
Despair is hidden deep in saccharin smiles.
Can you be born in a world like this?
With power and pain so strangely mingled?
Of course, you say! There is no other world
Where my star makes such striking light;
Where else could meekness so gloriously conquer?
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This beautiful drawing was done by Linda Fronk (see her devotion on
page 35). The sunflower is the symbol of sarcoma survivors.
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Grace United Methodist Church
300 E. Gartner Road ∙ Naperville, IL 60540
630-355-1748 ∙ www.peopleofgrace.org
Worship at 5:00pm on Saturdays and
8:00am, 9:00am and 10:30am on Sundays
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