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Opportunities for Holy Week 2021 

  

Grace Church will be offering daily opportunities for worship, prayer 
and reflection during Holy Week 2021. 
  
Palm Sunday, March 28 - Live stream and limited capacity in-person 
worship (by registration only) from the Sanctuary at 10:30 a.m. and 
online worship with our 9G Praise Team anytime at peopleofgrace.org. 
 

Palm Sunday, March 28 at 3:00 p.m. - Bring your creative side and 
join us on Zoom as we honor the season of Lent by making a Resur-
rection Garden together, led by Bonnie Lewan and her family. Families 
of all ages are invited to participate! Registration at peopleofgrace.org/
parenting-lent. 
 

Monday, March 29 ï Wednesday, March 31 - A Time of Holy Week 
Prayers and Reflection, available online nightly with Pastor Daniel. 
 

Maundy Thursday, April 1 -  A digital handwashing liturgy with Pastor 
Daniel. 
 

Good Friday, April 2 - Good Friday Worship will be based on Michael 
John Trotta's captivating, fresh and riveting musical setting of Christ's 
"Seven Last Words." This digital service will be presented by the Grace 
Chancel Choir and Friends, with inspiring words from our pastors and  
visual images to enhance the message of this deeply moving experi-
ence. 

 .AJ9;N;/>7JCO 
Grateful thanks to the many people who offered their devotions to this 
yearôs booklet. The response was generous, and I am so thankful to 
each of you for reaching out to our church family and friends. 
 

It was with mixed emotions that I read your joyful and trying experienc-

es over the past year. It was made all the more poignant by the passing 

of longtime editor Merrill Litchfield, to whom this booklet is dedicated, 

as well as Danielle Keethler, also a faithful contributor. My sincere 

prayer is that, whatever comes our way in the weeks and months 

ahead, we will remain close to one another and even closer to our  

awesome God. Blessings for a safe, joyful Easter and a healthy year. 
 

Your Editor,  

http://peopleofgrace.org/
http://peopleofgrace.org/parenting-lent
http://peopleofgrace.org/parenting-lent
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Dedicated to Merrill 
This Lenten devotional booklet is a very special one in its 50+-

year life at Grace Church. It is dedicated to Merrill Litchfield, 

longtime editor and prolific contributor, who passed away last 

April. This booklet was his pet project for many years, and it was 

my honor and privilege to have gotten to know this bright and 

thoughtful man as we worked together producing it.  
 

The following devotion was written by Merrillôs son, Ted, and family. Iôd like to share 

it with you here.    ðBarb Ceruti, Editor 
 
 

T  B   Gô W  
Ted Litchfield and Family 

 

ñAnd going a little farther he fell on his face and prayed, say-
ing, óMy Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me; nev-
ertheless, not as I will, but as You willô.ò Matthew 26:39  
 

The year 2020 was hard for many of us. The pandemic induced 
many financial and health worries: income reductions, illnesses, and 
losses of loved ones. Uncertainty and suffering sometimes lead us 
to question Godôs plan. 
 

For my sister and me, the last 18 months brought the death of both 
of our parents. While under different circumstances, each passing 
led to a feeling of helplessness as we witnessed their physical and 
mental degradation. 
 

One of my dadôs favorite activities was the development of Graceôs 
Lenten devotional booklet, penning many devotions over the years. 
In one, he reflected on the time when his father was close to death. 
As he prayed for his dad to not die at that time, he was struck by 
Godôs response of ñIf not now, when?ò. It was a moment of epipha-
ny, and a reminder that Godôs plan for all of us is superior to our 
wishes.  
 

Reflecting on this devotion changes the narrative surrounding the 
death of our parents. By accepting Godôs will, my sister and I can be 
free of the feeling of helplessness and replace it with the comfort of 
knowing that their deaths were meant to be.  
 

As we all navigate 2021 and beyond, we can trust in the Lord and 
He will provide comfort over all of our earthly concerns. That is the 
beauty of Godôs will.  
 

Prayer: Lord, much like Jesusô prayer in Gethsemane, we lay 
our concerns before You, yet seek comfort in Your will. 
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Ash Wednesday, February 17  

A   C 
Dan Wagner 

 

Letôs be honest. We who were not raised Roman Catholic had our res-
ervations about Ash Wednesday. But we learn, finding truth in  
traditions we didnôt trust. As Iôve experienced many kinds of worship, 
Ash Wednesday has become one of the services in the year that I love.  
 

Traditionally when receiving ashes, we would hear the words from 
Genesis, ñFrom dust you came, and to dust you will return.ò Well, what 
kind of thing is that to tell people? Is it unduly gloomy? Or is it true? I 
believe it is an essential reality in Christianity.  
 

ñAll flesh is as grasséLife is but a vaporéman is but a few days and 
full of troubleéwe will know him in his suffering.ò Ah, but ñprecious in 
the sight of the Lord is the death of his saints! We will need no light, for 
Christ will be our Light! Sorrow and sighing shall flee away! The re-
deemed of the Lord shall return with singing unto Zion, an everlasting 
joy shall be upon their heads!ò  
 

We donôt have a faith that hides the truth. But we know ñdeath, where is 
thy sting?ò ñGrave, where is thy victory?ò We also know that the ashes 
are a symbol of dying to our old selves and being made alive in Christ. 
I need the ashes because I need Jesus. Uncertainty of life is true. We 
will all cross the cold waters of Jordan, and we need a Savior to get us 
to the other side. 
 

Come Down, O Love Divine (UMH 475) 
 

Come down, O Love divine, seek Thou this soul of mine, 
and visit it with Thine own ardour glowing; 
O Comforter, draw near, within my heart appear, 
and kindle it, Thy holy flame bestowing. 
  

O let it freely burn, till earthly passions turn 
to dust and ashes in its heat consuming; 
and let Thy glorious light shine ever on my sight, 
and clothe me round, the while my path illuming. 
 

Let holy charity mine outward vesture be, 
and lowliness become mine inner clothing: 
true lowliness of heart, which takes the humbler part, 
and o'er its own shortcomings weeps with loathing. 
 

And so the yearning strong, with which the soul will long, 
shall far outpass the pow'r of human telling; 
nor can we guess its grace, till we become the place 
wherein the Holy Spirit makes His dwelling. 
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Thursday, February 18 

T  G   L 
Rev. Mildred ñMillieò Myren 

 

We are in the time of Lent, the season of the church year, the spiritual tithe of the year, 
named for the Anglo-Saxon word ñlenctentid,ò which denotes the lengthening of the 
days. Over the years, many practices have come into being as a way to move through 
these 40 days: fasting, preparation for baptism, burying the Alleluias, a time of mourn-
ing, spring cleaning and eating pretzels shaped in the form of arms crossed in prayer. 
 

As I was growing up, we did not pay a lot of attention to Lent as I remember, but as Iôve 
grown older, and hopefully wiser, I find Lent to be a meaningful time of soul-searching 
and inspirations of the heart. As a child, I went along with those who gave things up for 
Lent - candy, gum or movies were the top three for abstinence.   
 

Lent is a time of deep introspection, a time for confession, a time for re-evaluating pri-
orities, for examining the lenses through which we see God and each other. It is a time 
for daily repentance and setting aside the burdens that inhibit who and what we are 
meant to be. It is a time for laying it all on the line for God to have his way with us.   
 

We take a long look at things we have failed to do and failed to be, times we have act-
ed without love, times we have withdrawn from words and deeds of care, times when 
hurtful words have slipped from our tongues and the helpful words have been withheld.  
We repent and confess, knowing that our God is able to forgive and to assure us of 
that pardon. 
 

But I think that Lent might be a time for adding rather than subtracting, a time for living 
out new ways of love and compassion mirroring the great compassion that Jesus had 
on his way to Jerusalem as he taught and as he healed those on his way. 
 

So what might we add? This list is not original, but one which resonates in my soul: 
 

 Fast from hurting and say kind words 
 Fast from sadness and be filled with gratitude 
 Fast from anger and be filled with patience 
 Fast from pessimism and be filled with hope 
 Fast from worries and have trust in God 
 Fast from complaints and contemplate simplicity 
 Fast from pressures and be prayerful 
 Fast from selfishness and be compassionate to others 
 Fast from grudges and be reconciled 
 Fast from words and be silent so you can listen 
 

Lent is truly a gift to us. The heart can better and more fully rejoice at Easter when it 
has gone through Lent. Amen, may it be so. 
 

Rev. Myren was an ordained minister in the American Baptist Church and beloved 
friend of this editor. She passed away suddenly and peacefully on February 1, 2021.  



6  

 

Friday, February 19 
S  A 
Dayna Tarr 

 

It Is Well with My Soul 
Words by Horatio Spafford 1873 
 

When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, 
When sorrows like sea billows roll; 
Whatever my lot, thou hast taught me to say, 
It is well, it is well with my soul. 
 

I do not recall when I first came to know of this song or the cir-
cumstance that created it, but since learning of it as a young girl, 
it has been a go-to for me in difficult times. The writer of the song 
lost so much in his life and yet was able to continue on and seek 
comfort in his faith. ñSaved Aloneò was the message his wife sent 
him after surviving, but losing their four daughters in a shipwreck.  
 

On May 30, 2020, my 95 year-old grandmother passed away five 
weeks after a fall. Since coming to Illinois in early 2019 to be in 
my care, she had come to rely on my daily visits. Her sweet face 
would light up when she saw me. Her Southern accent would 
say, ñOh sugar, I didnôt know you were coming today,ò even 
though I was there almost every day. While this was a difficult 
change for me, it was one I simply fit into my daily life. You see, 
she and her Mom, my great-grandmother, raised me, my brother, 
and sister. 
 

Like many other families experienced during Covid, I was only 
able to see her briefly before and after surgery. Then, she was on 
her own in the hospital and, later, rehab. The Covid environment 
and isolation from a familiar face proved too much for her to bear, 
and four weeks later I was able to bring her back to her care facil-
ity and spend her last two weeks with her in hospice care. This 
time was full of additional challenges but also great reflection.   
 

ñSaved Aloneò are two very powerful words. They say so much. 
The song ñIt is Well with My Soulò is one of the two songs I sang 
in my grandmother's ear the night before her passing. I want to 
believe she heard them and found comfort in their words.  
I know I did. 
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Saturday, February 20 
T  R  W 

Karen Hoopes 
 

Over the years, when friends have experienced the death of a 

spouse, a child, a parent, or other loved one, Iôve always struggled 

with finding the ñright wordsò of comfort. As an elementary teacher, 

schooled in the need for finding the ñright wordsò for praising or  

correcting, the ñright wordsò when conveying information, and the 

ñright wordsò for expressing needs, word choice was always a con-

cern. What could I say to someone experiencing grief that would be 

the ñright words?ò 
 

A friend of mine died of cancer a few years ago. She had suffered 

from cancer, had become cancer-free, and then had the cancer return 

again, more challenging than the first time. I struggled to do what I 

could to help. I prayed, I called, I wrote, I prepared meals, and I did 

whatever else I could think of that might be helpful, but I always 

thought that it fell short. Again, I searched for the ñright wordsò but it 

never seemed to me that I had found them. I just didnôt feel that I had 

really been a help to her. 
 

During the second half of 2020, I found myself in the midst of cancer 

testing. With each test came an inconclusive result, with the doctor 

ñramping upò to the next more invasive test. Each time, there was the 

waiting period to have the test, the waiting period for the results, and 

then on to the same for the next test. Finally, I had a surgical biopsy 

and a subsequent surgery to remove the cancer. 
 

As a result of the tremendous outpouring of support that came in 

many forms, I learned that saying the ñright wordsò was not the im-

portant thing. It was the fact that there were ñwordsò directed toward 

me - written, spoken, and even unspoken words that lifted me up and 

gave me strength and hope. Words of faith, words of caring, words of 

empathy, words of support in whatever form were the blessings that 

carried me through and enabled me to go forth! ñWordsò said in  

Christian love and fellowship are the ñright wordsò! 
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Sunday, February 21 
 

F  M  W  H 
Elaine Johnson 

 

For years, my church attendance has been spotty. Abysmal, actual-
ly. I blamed my allergies, which often flare up in the morning hours. 
I blamed my 7:00 a.m. work schedule and the need to catch up on 
sleep during weekends. I rationalized that nature was my church or 
that following the service in my prayer book was almost as good as 
being there.  
 

My familyôs church attendance started to decline when my oldest 
entered middle school. By the time he was in high school, he was 
on the speech team, which required 6:00 a.m. wakeup calls every 
Saturday during the season. Sunday became his sleep-in day and it 
became our opportunity as a family to have one lazy day a week. 
 

But it troubled me to lose my connection with the church. And I felt 
guilty for allowing my children to also take a years-long miss. After 
a long period of faithful attendance, teaching Sunday School, serv-
ing on the vestry and participating in various activities and commit-
tees, we had joined  the ranks of ñChreastersò - members who 
would show up for Christmas and Easter services, but were other-
wise rarely seen.  
 

I deeply missed the community of our neighborhood church - a real-
ization that dawned over time, but became crystal clear after my 
mother died and we held her funeral in our church. I believed that I 
would finally put my poor attendance behind when I felt the depth of 
care, comfort and sacramental grace the church provided at one of 
the saddest times of my life. After that, I would feel it tugging on my 
heart every time I drove past. But still I struggled to join Sunday 
services, in part because I felt so out of step.  
 

Then COVID changed everything.  
 

It was as churches closed to congregants and virtual services be-
came the norm that I finally found my way home. I no longer had an 
excuse not to join in - not allergies, not poor sleep, not a lack of 
time or will to put on my Sunday best. And as the months passed, I 
began to feel like a member again and to stretch myself to partici-
pate in ways I hadnôt in years - through online prayer sessions and 
a community service project. 
 

I now look forward with confidence to rejoining my congregation 
post-vaccination, having seen how in all things - even pandemics - 
God is working for the good of those who love him. (Romans 8:28) 
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 Monday, February 22 
H  L , L ? 
Jacalyn Green Tschirhart 

 

ñéHow long, Lord, how long?ò  Psalm 6:3.  

ñGod is our refuge and strength, an ever-present help in trouble.ò 

Psalm 46:1  
 

Is this truly ña time like no otherò?  
 

In the midst of our personal privations - be they health-related, finan-

cial, or we simply miss our family and friends - this is not a time like no 

other. This is certainly not the first epidemic.  
 

Mankind has been plagued with a range of infectious diseases period-

ically over the ages: the ñBlack Death,ò a.k.a. bubonic plague (1346-

1353), killed between 75-200 million people, an unimaginable 25 to 60 

percent of the population.  
 

Almost exactly one hundred years ago, another global pandemic took 

place: the 1918 flu pandemic, better known as the ñSpanish flu.ò Just 

as WWI ended, enabling service members to return home, many inad-

vertently carried the flu back with them.  
 

Then, as now, the United States had a variety of responses to the epi-

demic. In Philadelphia, leaders blithely hosted a large parade that re-

sulted in a huge outbreak. In contrast, leaders in St. Louis rapidly insti-

tuted school closures and other measures to reduce the transmission. 

Thus, St. Louis was able to achieve 1/8th the death rate of Philadelph-

ia. We see currently a similar range of attitudes towards Covid-19. 
 

So, are times different? Not really. Though, this is the first time we 

have experienced these events: pandemic, fear, futility, loneliness, 

hardship, griefélike then, now. Some people follow the rules; others 

flaunt them. And, as the Psalms show us, suffering and death are part 

of life. And the one constant in this world is God, our creator, our com-

forter, our redeemer.  
 

Prayer: Dear Lord, While we know that this difficult time is not 

new to you, it is new to us. Please walk with us, comfort us, keep 

us and our loved ones safe. Give us strength and fortitude to  

realize that this too shall pass and that you are always with us. 

Amen.   

 



10  

 

Tuesday, February 23 
F  J  S   T   T 

Barbara Hoch 
 

òWho can say but that you have been placed here for just such a time as this.ó 
Esther 4:14 
òThose who are wise will find a time and a way to do what is right, for there is 
a time and a way for everything.ó  Ecclesiastes 8:5-6 
 

Last year, as I parked my car in front of the nursing home, I prayed as I always do 
that God would give me the right words of encouragement and love for the person I 
was going to visit. But, when I went to the door, it was locked. I was quite surprised, 
so I tried opening it again. Still locked. Then my eye caught the sign taped to the 
door: ñBecause of COVID-19 no visitors are allowed inside this facility.ò I went back 
to my car and used my cell phone to call my friend. She said she didnôt realize they 
wouldnôt let people in because she and the others were all confined to their rooms 
and their food was sent up on trays left outside their doors. 
 

I had recently been considering how much longer I could do all the activities I had 
been doing to serve my Lord. Now, suddenly, that question was being answered for 
me. I couldnôt visit anyone, and it wasnôt even safe for me to go out to the store. I felt 
God was telling me strongly that my way of serving him was going to drastically 
change. I had always found such joy in reaching out to others, especially when I had 
my therapy dogs at Edward Hospital. Now, I realized I could help others find that 
same joy. The T.V. was full of reports of all age groups wanting to help people in all 
sorts of situations and in many different ways. I could see God working to establish 
His purpose of the kingdom of God here on earth through these many acts of kind-
ness to others. 
 

I began to let neighbors help me by dropping off home-cooked meals. I let my friend 
who enjoyed seeing the orioles in my yard feeding on grape jelly pick up jars of jelly 
for me when she shopped. For my birthday, when none of my own family could 
come in person to celebrate with me, my neighbors showered me with cards and 
waves when I was out walking another friendôs dog for her. I have one neighbor who 
brings me a plate of goodies whenever she bakes for her family. I hope that some 
neighbors and their children experienced as much joy as I did when they stood in my 
driveway and sang Christmas carols for me. Now, as I write this devotional, I can 
hear another neighborôs snow blower clearing snow from my driveway. That person 
Iôm sure will feel much joy after their act of kindness to me. 
 

Prayer: Dear God, Thank you for the loving way you are using this time to 

teach us the importance of loving our neighbors. Help me to be grateful when 

others are kind to me so that they can experience joy. The joy that comes  

when we òdo unto others as they would have them do unto themselves.ó 

Amen.  
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Wednesday, February 24 

Rev. Bill Bryan 
 

W  A  Y  L 
 
Where are you Lincoln? 
Rise up and heal this ache in 

the nationôs heart. 

It is said that you are a saver of 

nations, 

  that you tear down walls ï 

spindly, bearded man of  

   woods and prairie ï  

Rise up now from your mystic 

solitude and  

  call us back to sanity,  

Speak to us again of malice 

toward none and charity for all.  

On a day long past at the 

Springfield station you said 

farewell 

  not knowing when or whether 

ever you would return. 

We need you now. 

Bind up the nationôs wounds, 

care for the widows and  

orphans, 

  and all those shoved aside by 

a misnamed progress. 

Our divided house can not 

much longer stand. 

Give us your hope ï and faith.   

We need you now.          

 

 
 

S  
 
   In the cold first light we  
gathered, 
  
 huddled together, whispering.   
 
Each told how the dreaded 
news came; 
  
  one confessed a painful guilt,  
  
  remembering words of  
thankfulness ï  
  
  even love ï   
 
 conceived inside and growing,  
  
 but never brought to birth 
   
 through silent lips, 
   
 words now pointless, devoid of 
hearer. 
   
 And in that futile rush of words, 
  
  meant to lift our heavy hearts,   
   
  no one noticed for a time 
   
 The Sun had risen! 
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Thursday, February 25 
B  Gô C  

Linda Fronk 
 

Considering ña year like no other,ò Ephesians 4:11-13 comes to mind. This scripture 
references how God equipped each of us differently to do His service and build up 
the church. Apostles, prophets, evangelists, and teachers are roles that are men-
tioned, while many others are implied. 
 

John Wesley certainly made it obvious about our role in strengthening our church 
and fulfilling the Second Commandment when he implored us to ñDo all the good 
you can, by all the means you can, in all the ways you can, in all the places you 
can, to all the people you can, as long as ever you can.ò (For the scholars reading 
this, I am aware that quote is nowhere to be found in Wesleyôs writings and is an 
improper attribution, even by the famous Bartlettôs. But to my thinking, it appears so 
in line with Wesleyôs writings that he would approve of the attribution.) 
 

It was in this spirit that some 35 years ago, Bill and I conceived an idea that is now 
known as Grace Community Builders at our church. To date, this program has had 
50 groups and over 130 different individuals participating (some people have been 
in several groups). This is especially important to the life of our church, which has 
multiple services to connect people who might not cross paths.  
 

But itôs equally important for people who may have shared the same study time 
together for years, but never really interacted on a one-to-one basis. 
 

I have marveled at my husbandôs commitment to the program in 2020. When many 
people were questioning how to get on with life and church and were often dropping 
programs and commitments, Bill decided it was time to double down on the GCB 
program to stay connected. People could still meetéthey could walk outside, meet 
online or at church in the gathering space. The diligent recruiting work of Judy  
Cornett and Bill resulted in GCB having 12 groups, some of which are currently 
finishing up. 
 

The leadership and health of the church was never meant to be left solely to paid 
clergy. We each have a role to fill and are necessary to Godôs work. 2020 has 
thrown us challenges but, following Biblical direction, we can use them as opportu-
nities. 
 

Prayer: Heavenly Father, may we be open to opportunities to know those 
around us so that we might find ways to strengthen your church and to carry 
out your work within our families, community and our world. 
 

For more information about Grace Community Builders, contact 
wcfronk1@gmail.com, noting GCB in the subject line.  
 

mailto:wcfronk1@gmail.com
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Friday, February 26 
                          L  U  B  G  N                                         
           Ellen Burrows 
 

Yesterday was a good day! I had some cards from friends telling me 
what they had been doing. It made me sad to think I was doing less in 
my life than they are. Why was I not as busy and doing so much less? 
I am the same age, have the same amount of time ï yet I could not 
show what I had done with my 365 days and nights. 
 

What had I done with all my time? Had I helped my neighbor whose 
eyes are not as good as mine? Had I taken her to the bank when I 
went? Had I read her mail to her? Had I been friends and talked with 
her? Had I done anything for anyone? 
 

I knew of nothing I had done. What then could I say in a devotion to 
account for all those days and nights? We are told to be a good 
neighbor.  
 

Do I really know my neighbors? God says we are all neighbors. If I 
needed help, who would I call? I do not know my neighborôs name or 
her phone number. I need to knock on her door and get to know her. I 
need to be a friend and a good neighbor! 
 

Prayer: Dear God, Help me to be a good friend and a good  
neighbor. Amen.  

                                  

                                 W ô I   W ? 
          Bruce Derylo 
 

This is about different translations of Bible words, specifically in 
reference to I Corinthians 13:13. One translation says "Faith, 
Hope, and Love," whereas another translation reads "Faith, 
Hope, and Charity.ò They don't seem to be quite the same.   
My dictionary defines Love as Affection, Attraction, or Tender-
ness. Charity is defined as Help. 
 

Are Love and Charity the same? Not according to my diction-
ary. But I put this to a litmus test. I told my wife of over 50 years 
that I charitied her.   
 

Her response was "Huh?". 
 

Translation on a one-for-one basis is impossible, due to the 
complexities of different languages. There are bound to be dif-
ferences, as we see here. These differences bring out nuances 
which help us to better understand the meaning. 
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Saturday, February 27 
    G ô T  

   Kathy Carey 
 

ñIf you remain in me and my words remain in you, ask  
whatever you wish, and it will be done for you.ò John 15:7 
    
My mother, Darlene, 
was having problems 
getting around, even 
to go to the later 
10:30 church service. 
Instead, we would 
take her to Saturday 
night services. She 
liked the communion 
part, but really 
missed the organ in 
the Sanctuary.  
 

Mom had her own 
little organ she prac-
ticed on, as sometimes she would play for her own home church.  
She loves Fanny Crosbyôs hymns, especially ñBlessed Assur-
ance.ò 
 

At the beginning of the summer, she shared with me that she had 
been praying from the first of the year to get better so she could 
return to church. 
 

The pandemic hit, and we were home-bound. Grace started hav-
ing online church. Kelly had figured out how to hook up her com-
puter to the television using a special cord. That way, we didnôt 
have to huddle around a computer and the little screen. 
 

We had mom come into the family room. She seemed surprised to 
have a service on the T.V.; later, I found out why. Mom said she 
had been praying to get better to go to church. Instead, she sat 
with church on the T.V. God had church come to her instead of 
her coming to church!    
      

We talked about how God answers prayers, even during a  
pandemic...just not in the way she was asking. 
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     Sunday, February 28 
S  T 

Paul Ceruti 
 

My daughter was born in a locked down city during the 
first week of Advent. A week, fittingly, themed on hope. 
The expectancy of parenthood throughout 2020 provided 

welcome milestones over a stretch of weeks and months 
otherwise defined by haphazard closings, re-openings and re-

surgences; injustices laid bare; tragedy more immense than our political vocabu-
lary can account for. Many speak of 2020 as a lost year, as a time in which each 
day was to be endured rather than lived. I was certainly no exception to this mind-
set, in spite of the hope fixed on my horizon.  
 

Parenthood has now entirely uprooted my relation to time. I am very fortunate to 
be on long-term paid leave, freeing me to care for my wife, daughter and pet dog 
full time while the pandemic limits all other in-home support. This hands-on work 
is constant but manageable, and often gratifying. Diaper changes, though some-
how popularly held to be the worst thing short of labor, are accomplished simply 
enough through muscle memory. However, itôs the work that falls just beyond our 
own control that tests our patience most: the feeding, soothing and putting down 
to sleep. (You can lead a horse to water...) This greater endurability, throughout 
all the latchings at the nipple and cradlings in the arm, extends across both body 
and soul.  
 

In the dim hours before daybreak, I have encountered something at the soul level. 
While rocking my daughter to sleep on my chest, exhausted beyond comprehen-
sion but vested by nature to continue rocking anyway, I feel eternityôs presence 
come over me. It comes as a dancing white light beneath my eyelids, clearer in 
memory than all streams of consciousness I can recall. Through some outside 
grace, I am transported beyond myself to a place touching thousands of genera-
tions of parents and children. Here I endure in the strength that bore all bearers 
when they too were very young.  
 

Ecclesiastes 3:11 reads, ñHe has made everything beautiful in its time. He has 
also set eternity in the human heart; yet no one can fathom what God has done 
from beginning to end.ò From this verse, I draw the lesson that the beauty of our 
present time can only be witnessed through acts of the heart. We wonôt be better 
off in 2021 by virtue of the calendar, but the love that sustained us throughout the 
past remains just as accessible to us today. 
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Monday, March 1 
G  S  U 

                                       Gaye Lynn Loufek 
 

òIf you remain in me and my words remain in you, ask whatever you wish, and it will 
be done for you.ó   John 15:7 NIV    òBut if I were you, I would appeal to God; I would 
lay my cause before him. He performs wonders that cannot be fathomed, miracles 
that cannot be counted.ó   Job 5:8-9 

 

In leading youth ministry, I often share that God answers prayer in one of three ways: 
ñYes,ò ñWait,ò or ñI have something better in mind.ò Typically, we pray hoping (and, if weôre 
honest, expecting) for the ñyes.ò 
 

For several years, a loved one has been paying for an amenity/activity package they have 
not utilized, required by homeowners in the neighborhood. Though often a burden on said 
loved oneôs budget, the payment has been made religiously (with much bemoaning and 
groaning, I might add). 
 

Early on a January day, the phone rang and not one, but two opportunities were given to 
receive a COVID vaccine. One was from a group of friends whose church was offering the 
vaccine. The other call came from the ñclubhouseò - the place the dreaded payment had 
been going for years without evidence of merit. 
 

Our loved one chose the clubhouse, based on information given. Upon driving to the club-
house, a long line of people waiting in the inclement weather was noted at the site of the 
friendsô church. At the clubhouse, however, a kind person came with a golf cart for shut-
tling from the parking lot. No one else was in the room, and strict observation was required 
for 30 minutes following the vaccine.   

 

God hadnôt been responsible for the hardship of the mandated payment (people had done 
that), but clearly, He had been in the midst of the good that was going to come of it. He 
was hearing the prayers; He was just saying ñwait.ò 
 

We canôt know Godôs timing. We donôt know how God will show grace and mercy upon us. 
We canôt know where weôll be when God shows up in big and small ways. What we can be 
sure of is that God will never forsake us. He will never require anything of us that is not for 
our good. He will always show up, and Heôs always ready to hear our voice when we come 
to him in prayer. 
 

May God show up for each of you in both big and small ways. May you all come to know 
Godôs ultimate plan and see His goodness, even in the tough times. May you all experi-
ence blessings in abundance. 
 

Prayer: Heavenly Father, we are an impatient people.  Forgive us when we donõt 
trust Your timing, when we come to You expecting a quick òyesó instead of relying 
on Your wisdom for our lives. God, we are grateful to You for always showing up, 
and for Your grace and mercy. May we serve You in big and small ways, and in  
everything, may we bring glory to Your name.  Amen. 
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Tuesday, March 2 
H  M  M 

Jacalyn Green Tschirhart 
 

ñHonor your father and your mother.ò  Exodus 20:12  
 

ñLove is patient and kindélove édoes not insist on its own 
way; it is not irritable or resentfuléLove bears all things,  
believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things.ò   
1 Corinthians 13: 4-7   
 

Three years ago, my 87-year old mother reluctantly moved from 
New York state to Naperville into an independent living apartment. 
Simple acts of daily living were increasingly difficult. It was a bless-
ing to see her frequently and to participate in her medical care.   
 

The pandemic has been incredibly hard on my mother, as with all 
seniors. She enjoyed the communal meals at her facility, which en-
couraged her to eat more. One of the earliest impacts of Covid was 
the closure of the dining rooms. Alone, my mom ate less, and her 
weight dropped to below 100 pounds.  
 

In June 2020, my mom fell, shattering a shoulder and a knee, lead-
ing to joint replacements. She eventually regained her ability to care 
for herself. On New Yearsô Day 2021, she fell again, breaking her 
other knee, necessitating another joint replacement.   
 

Moreover, my mother suffers from short-term memory loss and con-
fusion that increases at night. With each move to a new place, be it 
the hospital or rehab, my mother becomes confused and combative. 
 

I struggle with my patience with her, as she does not remember what 
to do for her own welfare. I struggle with myself, as I balance the 
pros and cons of the decisions that must be made: whether we 
should try to enable Mom to be more independent, or commit her to 
what she dreads - a nursing home. For me, my guilt and fear of mak-
ing the wrong decision have been the most difficult aspects of the 
pandemic. 
 

Prayer: Dear Lord, please help us to care for our beloved par-
ents and grandparents; guide us to be patient and loving and to 
make the best decisions for their well-being and comfort. Amen. 
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 Wednesday, March 3 
U   D 

Scott Worthington 
 

As a sales professional for the last 25 years and a person who has 
been experiencing advancing hearing loss for the last decade, I came 
into 2020 more reliant than ever on my ability to read lips as the tool of 
choice to compensate for my shrinking auditory processing capabili-
ties...and I had learned to do it well. Situations where I could only cap-
ture 30 percent understanding of what was spoken through sound in-
flated to 90 percent when I had the ability to see the speaker, read 
their expression, see their lips move, and watch their eyes. 
 

Enter the pandemic. Add masks, mix in online meetings; shake well. 
 

These are the days of struggling with bad computer audio while re-
viewing a proposal with a school board in a Zoom, masked facility 
managers mumbling something unintelligible to me in loud mechanical 
rooms, and mousy teenage cashiers inquiring in a whisper if I have a 
rewards card from behind a plexiglass panel - with a mask on - while 
Led Zeppelin screeches in the background. 
 

A couple of months ago, I found myself really retreating. I was going to 
some lengths to avoid catching the eye of someone I know in the gro-
cery store, pretending I donôt recognize them behind their mask so I 
donôt have to suffer the ignominy of asking them to repeat themselves 
over and over, while I died a little more inside. I would avoid the chat-
ter of the lunchroom at the office and wave and retreat when it ap-
peared someone was coming to speak to me at the gym. It was start-
ing to feel so isolating. I was cheating myself out of the human con-
nections that we all need. By protecting myself from embarrassment 
and awkwardness, I was depriving others and myself. 
 

Iôve made a tangible pivot in my approach lately, and it feels so right 
and hopeful. I try to walk towards connection, rather than away. I have 
learned I can recognize smiles when I can only see eyes, and when I 
canôt, Iôm just visualizing them there. Iôll ask you to repeat yourself in a 
loud voice because I donôt want to miss anything youôve said. 
 

There is an end to the pandemic on the horizon, and for that I am 
thankful, for the loss and suffering for so many dwarfs the minor dis-
comfort and isolation that has been my experience. There may one 
day be a great unmasking and un-distancing and dismantling of hand 
sanitizer stations, but until that day, I am going to do the best I can to 
stimulate the human connection experience so critical to us all.  
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 Thursday, March 4 
N  - M  L  

Emma CushmanWood Ceruti 
 
 

My light was born teetering between love and hope 

A welcome borderlands 

Even during the darkest days 

I welcome the night 

The night is full of longing and tenderness 

Of sacred embraces  

Coos into the silence 

 And smiles into winter winds 

   Like the moon in the black and white movie 

                 on Christmas Eve 

                 I am tethered to you 

                 a lasso around my heart 

 
ñW  Wò 

Rev. Dr. Darren CushmanWood 
 

Years to come, when folks talk about how awful 2020 was, I will always say that 
one good thing happened that year: the birth of my granddaughter, Nora.  
 

After the first of the year, I headed up to Toronto to help my daughter and son-in-
law adjust to being parents. Because the Canadian government requires a 14-day 
quarantine, I was restricted to their one-bedroom apartment, a small price to pay 
to see Nora. I paid for my room and board by assisting with the laundry.  
 

Come laundry day, which comes more frequently with a newborn, the entire apart-
ment is strewn with clothes getting them ready for the laundry room in the base-
ment. My job was to rinse out the babyôs clothes, blankets, and burp cloths in ñThe 
Wonder Wash.ò The Wonder Wash is a hand-cranked tub that resembles a manu-
al ice cream maker.  
 

In short, I went to Canada in January to do laundry in a bucket.  
 

One of the themes of Lent is forgiveness of sin. In Psalm 51:7, the writer asks God 
to ñwash me and I shall be whiter than snow.ò Trust me, the Wonder Wash never 
got Noraôs clothes whiter than snow, but I like to think of Lent as the season when 
God loves us so much that He turns the crank of forgiveness in our lives.  
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Friday, March 5 
P  R 

Ruth Allison 
 

ñPeacemakers who sow in peace reap a harvest of  
righteousness.ò  James 3:18 
 

As we returned from celebrating our 50th wedding anniversary in 
Hawaii, Bob told me to pack our bags and that we were moving 
temporarily to our 100-year-old home in Castle Park, Michigan. 
Here is where, in the past, the Oz reunion groups would meet for 
their conventions.  
 

L. Frank Baum was from Macatawa, and the castle where I was to 
volunteer inspired him to write the Wizard of Oz books. It was like 
a dream come true. I grew up wanting to live there. Every day as 
Bob headed out to the tennis court, I headed to organize the cas-
tle library. Delivering care packages to children, organizing a talk 
about making a blueprint for oneôs future, and leading book dis-
cussions highlighted my work there.  
 

It was during this time that I realized how much Grace Church  
truly means to me. It was through Sisterôs Bible Study, Grace 
Movie Group, and online church services that I grew closer to 
God. Inside the quietness of this park and inside the lonely walks 
in the breathtakingly beautiful woods, I began to hear God.  
 

Perhaps it was through the sunsets or the chance encounters with 
people my family had known through the generations that I could 
see his handiwork.  
 

Questors, our Grace 
Sunday School 
class, continued to 
meet through Zoom. 
The classes seemed 
to resonate perfectly 
with where I was at 
that moment. Seeing 
their faces, while 
living in Michigan for 
seven months, was 
strangely wonderful. 
 

A bit like that castle 
in the Land of Oz.  
 

Photo credit: Mike Sonnenberg, Lost in 
Michigan 
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Saturday, March 6 
B , B  N  F 

Barb Ceruti 
 

ñ...for God does not show favoritism.ò  Romans 2:11 
 

Like everyone, Iôve had quite enough of the isolation, trace back 
fears, social ñbubbles,ò boredom, and general malaise the COVID 
pandemic has imposed upon us.  
 

Unlike so many, however, I have not been subjected to illness or 
unemployment, nor have my husband or three grown sons (as of 
this writing).  

 

For those mercies, I am beyond grateful. Never in my life have I 
been so aware of my ñblessings.ò  
 

I put that word in quotes because I am loath to use it in reference to 
people. I feel it implies that if some people are blessed, then others 
are not; or worse, they are ñcursed,ò as if some divine popularity 
contest is going on.  
 

At the root of it, I am humbled by the virus. It is yet another clear 
and present example of the random, indiscriminate effects of a  
negative event on society. There are endless extenuating circum-
stances that determine how a global pandemic may impact any one 
individual.  
 

Indeed, oneôs practice of safety measures plays a significant role in 
a contagion. And, though I speak of random indiscrimination, I do 
not for one minute believe that the Divine Spirit has created a com-
pletely haphazard universe.  
 

Chaos surely is not the ruling force, or our planet wouldôve hurtled 
itself into oblivion eons ago. One has only to look at the perfect 
symmetry and rhythm of nature to see that there is indeed a higher 
plan. 
 

But to ignore the fact that the COVID has wreaked havoc on some 
lives and not others would be tone deaf and gravely insensitive. I 
am struck each day by this stark reality. 
  
I pray that with every passing day, we grow closer to a solution that 
benefits us all. When that will be, no one can know for sure. But 
one thing is certain: no matter our earthly circumstances, Godôs 
love is perfect and just.  
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Sunday, March 7 

H  

Rev. Cindy Marino 
 

ñIf I go up to the heavens, you are there; if I make my bed in the 

depths, you are there. If I rise on the wings of the dawn, if I settle 

on the far side of the sea, even there your hand will guide me, your 

right hand will hold me fast.ò  Psalm 139: 9-10 
 

Iôm headed out to pick up new glasses today! I have been squinting a bit 

more than usual and having a hard time finding that sweet spot on my 

computer screen; you know the one, where you can distinguish the 

words without straining your neck to use the bottom part of your  

lenses ï one of the joys of getting older.   
 

Although I will experience improved vision with my new glasses, I doubt 

that anyone else will know the difference. The new frames I chose are 

almost the same as my old ones. Why, you might ask? I just didnôt feel 

like subjecting myself to any more change. Weôve had quite enough of 

that this past year!  
 

You know that itôs been a time like no other when you try to hold tight to 

whatever seems to be within your control. Perhaps this year weôve 

learned that we have less control than we once imagined. And perhaps 

we can learn to be less disrupted by that truth.   
 

With our hope planted firmly in Christ, everything around us can shift 

and shake, but we are held fast in Godôs love.  
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Monday, March 8 
S  G   O 

Cheryl Ameiss 
 

"Love one another; as I have loved you."   John 15:12 
 

For a couple of years now, I have been doing ñpaint by num-
bersò on my iPad. Some of the pictures are so beautiful, and 
the sayings are wonderful encouragement. I was trying to 
find things I could do with them. 
 

Davidôs niece, Cassie Ameiss, is going to have surgery this 
April. I started sending pictures and sayings to her mother 
with support and encouragement, hopefully creating a smile 
on their faces. (I am still doing it.)   
 

This past summer, Dawn shared with the bell choir what she 
and Tom were going through. I contacted her and asked if 
she would like me to send her daily encouragement. She 
said many times, it really helped her through several crises.  
 

It made me feel good to know I was helping someone going 
through a tough time during a tough time. Hopefully, I made 
their day a little brighter or gave them encouragement and 
strength to believe that things will get better. They all say it 
helps. 
 

God has told us to love one another as He has loved us.   
I know I donôt have the powerful love He has, but the little bit 
I was able to give felt so very good to me and the people re-
ceiving the paint-by-numbers pictures.   
 

We are not done with this pandemic. There may be many 
more months, and the reconstruction will be difficult. We 
canôt stop the drive to continue reaching out to others in cri-
sis (which, if you think about it, is all of us) and make a day, 
an hour, or even a minute feel a little more enjoyable for 
someone else.   
 

To whom will you reach out? 
 

Prayer: Heavenly Father, Your love is wonderful. Help us 
find ways to spread that love and offer support to others 
all the time. Amen.  
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 Tuesday, March 9 
I  D  I  II  

       John Bodine 
 

DEVOTION #1 - òExamine yourselves, to see whether you are in the faith. 

Test yourselves.ó  2 Corinthians 13:5  
 

With the pandemic lockdown now a year in, our normal routines have faltered 
and crumbled. The needs we all have to gather, to be with others, to socialize 
in some fashion and nurture relationships have been frustrated. Our journey of 
discipleship with a faith community involves worship, learning, giving, serving, 
and sharing, but that is a tall order during a lockdown. Interestingly, though, 
while the pandemic challenge has been unsettling and difficult, it has also 
caused us to find new ways to carry on. We can gather ñvirtuallyò and over the 
year we have come a long way in making it work. Connecting now from any-
where at any time, we can perhaps more readily challenge ourselves to be con-
scious and intentional in how we live and act in the world, how we impact and 
influence those around us. Let us be intentional disciples. 
 

Prayer: Lord, guide us in these difficult times to find new ways to relate to 

friends and neighbors, and to keep those bonds strong and vital. Help us 

to keep steady in our trust of you so we can keep a steady course 

through stormy seas. Amen.  
 

DEVOTION #2 - òFor the Spirit God gave us does not make us timid, but 

gives us power, love, and self-discipline.ó  2 Timothy 1:7  
 

On our Christian faith journey, weôre called to be disciples, to be followers and 
emulators of Christ. But how do we stay true to that calling? Itôs easy to say the 
words, but itôs another thing to live out the meaning. We are tossed about by 
everyday challenges and, especially in recent times, by very threatening con-
cerns for well-being and safety. We are plugged in to a global information sys-
tem where distinguishing fact from fiction is not easy and our emotions are tar-
geted, sometimes for dark purposes. We are social and emotional creatures, 
subject to fears and alarm when cultural habits no longer maintain the status 
quo, and change can be perceived as more of a threat than an opportunity.  
If we can remain clear on our role in the world as Christians, however, we can 
embrace change for the good it can enable. It can happen when we are recep-
tive and confident in our sense of purpose. We can be influencers rather than 
being buffeted by random events. 
 

Prayer: Lord, strengthen our trust that we walk on your path and give us 
confidence that love for others and the world around us will fulfill the  
vision of our Faith. Amen.  
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 Wednesday, March 10 
O   S 

John Bodine 
 

ñBut ask the animals, and they will teach you; the birds of 
the air, and they will tell you; ask the plants of the earth, and 
they will teach you; and the fish of the sea will declare to 
you.  Who among all these does not know that the hand of 
the Lord has done this?  In [the Lordôs] hand is the life of 
every living thing and the breath of every human being.ò  
Job 12:7-10   
 

I recently finished reading Braiding Sweetgrass by Robin Wall 
Kimmerer, a series of reflections that relate and bring to 
life indigenous wisdom, scientific knowledge, and the teachings 
of plants.  
 

Much of our training in science drives us to understand the 
ñmachineryò of organisms and processes - how things work.  
On the other hand, a simple walk through the woods can spark a 
wonder of how an ecosystem can self-sustain and evolve adap-
tively, serving and being served by all of the varied components.  
 

Indigenous wisdom holds that we as people are an integral part 
of the world, being served by plants and animals, but also obli-
gated to serve them as well.  
 

The obligation to serve includes respecting our surroundings, our 
environment and avoiding imbalances that can be destructive. 
This concept resonates with our Christian teaching as disciples. 
Every day and in every way we are responsible to live in harmo-
ny and with respect for the world 
around us. We are obliged to live 
with awareness and intentionality. 
 

Prayer: Lord, we ask for wis-
dom and insight to understand 
and sustain our role in the 
world as nurturers of your  
creation. Help us fulfill our  
responsibilities to live sustaina-
bly and with mutual respect for 
all living things. Amen. 
 


