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April 8 – Seeking Peace 
Jesus said: Blessed are the meek for they shall inherit the earth. (Matthew 5:5) 

Holly Oliver 

I gave up wine for Lent. My late mother used to give it up also. It is my omage to her. My hero. I should 

feel good about it but instead I feel it's self-serving. Truth is, I've been relying on my beloved glass of 

Pinot Grigio to relax my mind for some time. Lent motivated me to stop the habit. I truly feel guilty for 

using Lent. How could I be so selfish? By the way...I'm impatient with my young kids. I roll my eyes 

waiting in the checkout line while the person in front of me searches for a coupon. I lack compassion 

when my husband complains about work. I don't reach out to my friends as much as I should. And so on. 

Each of these scenarios leave me feeling unhappy with myself and further away from God. Where is the 

Holy Spirit when I want to choke someone! I ruminate over these things, vowing to change, only repeat 

the same behaviors. The feelings return. Guilt. Shame. Repeat. 

I know deep in my heart that, through Christ, I am forgiven. I need to forgive myself over and over again. 

This is my real journey through Lent and beyond. I know the empathy, compassion and love I want to 

show others I need to give myself. 

I saw this psychologist on Oprah years ago. She suggested looking in mirror once a day and saying “I love 

you. I really love you.” to yourself. I remember it vividly because it sounded so goofy and ridiculous. I 

tried it and actually cried. I pray that everyone who struggles to be better, realizes that in God's eyes, we 

already are. 

 

April 7 – The Neighbor 
Jesus said, love others as I have loved you. (John 15:12) 

Joan Baird 

During the Lenten Season I am more aware of helping others as I think about how Jesus taught us to take 

care of one another. I would like to share with you the experience that I had the week of the blizzard in 

March when I was the recipient of the kindness and caring of others toward me. 

The week started out by having to take my husband to the Salem Hospital on Monday for chest pain and 

other symptoms of a heart attack. I was afraid to wait because of the blizzard forecast for Tuesday. He 

was put through a number of tests that showed that he did not have a heart attack, but the diagnosis 

was the result of him stopping his acid reflex medication because it inter-acted with another medication. 

My driveway is steep and long, and I needed a lot of help to be able to clear it. I asked my next door 

neighbor if he could help out, and he was happy to help. He came over and used our snow blower to 

clear the driveway and his brother came with a plow and between the two of them my driveway was 

clear. The next morning Matt came over to clear the bottom of the driveway where the plow left snow 
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that had frozen. He then sanded my entire driveway so that I could get to the hospital to pick up Tom. 

Matt and Chris were like angels to me during my time of need. 

I had surgery scheduled for Thursday morning, and did not know how I was going to get there if Tom was 

still in the hospital. My friend from Haverhill offered to pick me up early in the morning so that I could be 

there by 6:45 a.m. She was like another angel to me. As it turned out, Tom was home on Wednesday and 

was able to take me and be with me during the day. I had a rough time during the surgery because I was 

awake and felt the pain, but the nurse was there to hold my hand and get me through it. 

On Friday night we noticed that the house was cold, and it turned out that we ran out of oil. We are on 

automatic delivery so we did not think to check the oil tank because we never ran out of oil before. We 

received a small delivery after midnight to get us through the night until the next day when the tank 

could be filled. 

I am so overwhelmed with thankfulness to all of the people who were there for me, and the best 

repayment is that I take care of others the way that I was taken care of in my time of need. 

I was able to sit with a friend and take her home after surgery last week, and I was happy to be there for 

her because that is what Jesus taught us to do. I think that too often we go through life unaware of the 

needs of others. The best way that we can do what Jesus taught us is to help those in need, whether it 

be volunteering at Bread and Roses, helping to build a Habitat for Humanity House, or driving someone 

to a doctor’s appointment or surgery. The need is out there, not just during Lent, but every day. 

 

April 6 – Reach Out and Touch 

…show these people the proof of your love… (2 Corinthians 8:24) 

Dawn Colford 

I don't have any trouble taking a little quiet time for myself at the end of the day. I guess I'm basically an 

introvert and enjoy a certain amount of solitude. So my challenge is always to stay engaged. What I've 

been working on lately is pushing myself outward, finding the small things that I can do. Make the call to 

my house-bound relative. Stop by and visit the friend who's going through a rough time. Even just to text 

my senator when I feel concerned by world events. These things do not come easily to me. It's so much 

simpler to just go home and close the door. I know so many people who do too much, who overload 

their lives, and that can be bad too. It's always about the balance. Finding the room to contribute to the 

world around me, but still leaving space to breathe and regenerate. And this Lenten season, I'm feeling 

called to work on the outward part of my life, my connections to the people in my world. 
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April 4 – Living With an Open Mind 

The fear of the Lord is the beginning of knowledge. (Proverbs1:7) 

Mary Johnson 

Having spent my career in teaching, I have always felt that learning does not stop with graduation; it is a 

life-long work in progress. As I approached retirement I knew I would want to enroll in some kind of 

classes where I could keep my mind busy studying something. That was about the time my husband and 

I found Faith. It didn't take us long to join Pastor Marsha's Bible study classes. The Bible is one subject I 

knew I needed a lot of teaching in. 

My husband Doug and I like to watch Jeopardy every night (I DVR it because I have no patience for 

commercials). We like to test our knowledge in all areas, and try to guess the answers before the 

contestants. Whenever there was a Bible category, Doug did well with it, but I really struggled. A couple 

of weeks ago the final Jeopardy category was “People in the Bible”. I thought to myself that I wouldn't 

bet a lot of money on that question. When the question was shown, the first words out of my mouth 

were: “That question is so easy even I know the answer to it.” Truth be told…before I started studying 

with Pastor Marsha, I wouldn't have had a clue what the answer was. 

I truly enjoy the Bible studies, and I will keep working at improving my knowledge of it. 

 

April 3 - Who Can I Turn To? 

To you, Lord, I lift up my soul; in you I trust. (Psalm 25:1) 

Mark Luders 

I am working on TRUST. 

Trusting God – it is the hardest thing I’ve done or ever tried to do. All my life - especially throughout my 

childhood - I was taught to be self-reliant, independent and to “pull myself up by my bootstraps.” Love 

was conditional - based on what I did (my performance) vs. who I was. Did I do the chores, get good 

grades, graduate from college, get a good job? Did I close the deal with the client, bring in enough $ 

revenue this quarter because in Sales that’s how the company measures my value/worth? Do I make 

enough money to provide for my family, pay for college for my kids, and have a large enough 401K to 

retire? Push, strive, do whatever it takes to get the job done, so I can be “successful.” 

The idea of trusting God is so opposite of everything I do, so foreign to me. Yes I know the words and 

hear them but what does it really mean to “trust God.” I feel like my whole life has been turned upside 

down – ever since I had knee replacement surgery in November. Having to almost daily throw my 

expectations out the window as to all the pain I would experience post-op and how and when my knee 

would heal. This was definitely not my way or in my time. And that’s just it. I had to let go, give up 

control, and accept that this is the way it is. And I had a choice to either accept/embrace this moment 

(e.g. God’s way and timing) or not. The latter (doing it my way) which I have followed all too long 
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throughout my life has been filled with so much pain…overwhelming pain, discouragement, 

disappointment and unhappiness. What I didn’t understand was that I was causing my own pain. I was 

the source and I didn’t even realize it. God had been there all the time with me, in me and around 

me…but I didn’t recognize Him. 

I was trying to do it all by myself instead of reaching out to God (who knows me the best and loves me 

unconditionally) – where I consciously, intentionally, turned toward God and ASKED Him for His help. 

And in doing so, I asked with an open and willing heart. Open to His way and time and willing to follow 

wherever He leads. In short, TRUSTING God throughout the journey (process) and for the outcome (end 

goal). This all sounds good, however, I was stepping way out of my comfort zone where I came face to 

face with a lot of fear and uncertainty.  

It wasn't until I started reading a daily devotional book by Sarah Young titled “Jesus Calling” that I began 

to understand that TRUST is the opposite of FEAR (False Expectations Appearing Real). That the journey 

is not meant to be easy or smooth and that it is filled with overflowing opportunities to TRUST God and 

draw us closer in relationship to Him:  

“The way just ahead of you is very steep. Slow down and cling tightly to My hand. I am teaching you a 

difficult lesson, only learned by hardship.” 

“Adverse circumstances become growth opportunities when you affirm your trust in me - no matter 

what.” 

“Do not expect an easy path as you journey hand in hand with Me, but do remember that I, your very-

present Helper, am omnipotent (e.g. all-powerful, able to do anything).” 

“This is not a path of continual success but one of multiple failures - followed by growth spurts - 

nourished by increased reliance on Me.” 

“Thank Me when things do not “go your way” because spiritual blessings come wrapped in trials.” 

“On the days when your plans are thwarted, be on the lookout for Me.” 

It has been over four months since my knee replacement surgery - a lot longer recovery that I ever 

expected. However, I can now walk without pain in my right knee and I am just about done with physical 

therapy. I am very thankful and grateful to God. I feel like a toddler who has just walked for the first time 

after many, many attempts and falls. Walking - trusting God step by step - is what I will continue to work 

on during this Lenten season. 
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April 1 - Listen Up 

Everyone should be quick to listen, slow to speak. (James 1:19) 

Kevin Maschhoff 

I am sure that no one needs (or likely wants) any reminders that this past election season and its 

aftermath have been dramatic-no matter what your political persuasions are. For my brother, sisters and 

I, this election came with this particularly perplexing twist: my father declared to me in a phone call days 

after the election his view that “the Christians” have elected Donald Trump president- and that this was 

the solid consensus of their congregation-an LCMS church in the Tucson area. 

For some added background, my father is a man who voted for Jimmy Carter-twice. So, for myself and 

for my siblings, (who are all committed Christians, but also pretty much on the same page politically 

speaking --comfortable in our slightly left-of-center bubble-shall we say), my father's assessment comes 

as a real shock to us. We are all certainly aware-intellectually speaking- that there are committed 

Christians on all sides of the political spectrum in this country. But my father's blunt assessment comes 

as a body-blow reminder on this point. 

My first reaction to my father's declaration was (of course) to whip out about half a dozen arguments to 

counter the points he was making-suggesting he and fellow congregation members re-read the Sermon 

on the Mount- for instance, or the parable of the Good Samaritan. But in retrospect, I am not sure this 

was such a great approach. Deep down, I really have no doubts that my father and his fellow 

congregation members came to their assessment in a way that was informed by their faith in Jesus-even 

though I disagreed strongly with their conclusion. 

Many of the most divisive political arguments in this country are, at root, pitting one “good” against 

another. We could be trying to understand where others are coming from-but this is usually not how we 

approach the dialog. The sociologist Richard Beck (author of Unclean and other books that Pastor Jon 

has brought to our attention to) writes about this problem in his Experimental Theology blog- in a post 

titled “Democracy and The Demonization of the Good” he wrote: 

Democracy, thus, leads to the demonization of the good, making compromise and civic discourse 

increasingly impossible. Instead of a compromise between two rival goods, the political fight is 

transformed into Good versus Evil. 

So-this is what I am working on-seeking to listen more diligently, and keeping in mind that those whose 

political decisions and positions I may completely disagree with may well have arrived at those decisions 

and positions in light of their deeply held belief -perhaps in the same Jesus that I believe in. And, if I 

don't see or understand the underlying “Good” they are seeking, it may be that I am not working hard 

enough to do so. 
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March 31 – Don't Look Back 

But one thing I do: Forgetting what is behind and straining toward what is ahead, I press on. 

(Philippians 3:13) 

Mike Clement 

I just ruminate and ruminate, thinking things over again and again. Once I make a decision I revisit it for 

weeks sometimes. I ask what if this or what if that. I also worry about things beyond my control and it is 

a needless waste of time. 

I need to learn to let it go and get on with things. 

 

March 30 – It's Just a Matter of Time 

Chris Banta 

While there are many things in my life that I pray over- Lord, make me more tolerant; Please God, make 

me more humble- I think the thing I struggle the most with is patience. To express it more properly, I am 

continually working on the right “pace” to live my life and the courage to own that pace. Breathe in, 

breathe out. Breathe in, breathe out. 

I'm reminded of the behest of Jesus to his disciples: “Therefore, be wise as serpents and harmless as 

doves”. Jesus asked his followers to eschew the extremes of being jaded or naïve, and find a balance in 

the middle. I think this ongoing quest for moderation in our lives can also be applied to patience. We 

really don't want to be either the tortoise or the hare, but something in between and something we can 

manage. 

I remember when I was just starting out in my career as a software engineer, and called my father to ask 

for his advice. I was deciding between being assigned to two different projects and wanted to bounce 

the pros/cons of each project with Dad. I guess ultimately I was trying to get his opinion on which project 

gave me the fastest track to promotion. Somewhere during the conversation, Dad interrupted me mid-

sentence. “Chris,” he said, “you know, you won't be a failure if you don't get that promotion as soon as 

possible. You aren't even thirty, and by your definition, I was a complete wash out by the time I was 

thirty.” That was pretty true- between the Depression and the ravages of World War II, my father didn't 

even know if his health would let him see thirty. He hadn't gone to college, wasn't married and had no 

children. My father continued, “The way I see it, life is a marathon, not a sprint. You have to pace 

yourself. So long as you can look back and be satisfied, it doesn't matter when you met a goal.” And 

eventually Dad had accomplished his goals in life- college, marriage, family and career success- with a lot 

of hard work, hope and a good deal of humor. 

My mother, in her own way, gave me similar advice. She saw how I approached school and then work, 

jumping in and taking on many responsibilities and assignments. I was blessed in the skills that let me 
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juggle so many things successfully, but I was also under a great deal of stress. Over coffee one day she 

said, “Back when I was working, there was a time I wasn't very happy about the long hours and it 

impacted my health. When I saw the doctor, he said, 'Erna, you are not one of those people who can 

burn the candle at both ends. You have to find your own way.'“ With that, and after a sip of coffee, Mom 

turned to me, looked me straight in the eyes and said, “I think you're a lot like me.” 

So this Lent (and every day really), I work on finding the patience to “run my race” in my own way and 

not get caught up in the “Now! Now!” mantra I see everywhere. I don't advocate being lazy or 

procrastinating, but I certainly don't need to accomplish everything yesterday either. Like the serpent 

and the dove, I need to find my own patient balance and with God's help, I will. 

I'm reminded of the behest of Jesus to his disciples: “Therefore, be wise as serpents and harmless as 

doves”. Jesus asked his followers to eschew the extremes of being jaded or naïve, and find a balance in 

the middle. I think this ongoing quest for moderation in our lives can also be applied to patience. We 

really don't want to be either the tortoise or the hare, but something in between and something we can 

manage. 

I remember when I was just starting out in my career as a software engineer, and called my father to ask 

for his advice. I was deciding between being assigned to two different projects and wanted to bounce 

the pros/cons of each project with Dad. I guess ultimately I was trying to get his opinion on which project 

gave me the fastest track to promotion. Somewhere during the conversation, Dad interrupted me mid-

sentence. “Chris,” he said, “you know, you won't be a failure if you don't get that promotion as soon as 

possible. You aren't even thirty, and by your definition, I was a complete wash out by the time I was 

thirty.” That was pretty true- between the Depression and the ravages of World War II, my father didn't 

even know if his health would let him see thirty. He hadn't gone to college, wasn't married and had no 

children. My father continued, “The way I see it, life is a marathon, not a sprint. You have to pace 

yourself. So long as you can look back and be satisfied, it doesn't matter when you met a goal.” And 

eventually Dad had accomplished his goals in life- college, marriage, family and career success- with a lot 

of hard work, hope and a good deal of humor. 

My mother, in her own way, gave me similar advice. She saw how I approached school and then work, 

jumping in and taking on many responsibilities and assignments. I was blessed in the skills that let me 

juggle so many things successfully, but I was also under a great deal of stress. Over coffee one day she 

said, “Back when I was working, there was a time I wasn't very happy about the long hours and it 

impacted my health. When I saw the doctor, he said, 'Erna, you are not one of those people who can 

burn the candle at both ends. You have to find your own way.'“ With that, and after a sip of coffee, Mom 

turned to me, looked me straight in the eyes and said, “I think you're a lot like me.” 

So this Lent (and every day really), I work on finding the patience to “run my race” in my own way and 

not get caught up in the “Now! Now!” mantra I see everywhere. I don't advocate being lazy or 

procrastinating, but I certainly don't need to accomplish everything yesterday either. Like the serpent 

and the dove, I need to find my own patient balance and with God's help, I will. 
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I'm reminded of the behest of Jesus to his disciples: “Therefore, be wise as serpents and harmless as 

doves”. Jesus asked his followers to eschew the extremes of being jaded or naïve, and find a balance in 

the middle. I think this ongoing quest for moderation in our lives can also be applied to patience. We 

really don't want to be either the tortoise or the hare, but something in between and something we can 

manage. 

I remember when I was just starting out in my career as a software engineer, and called my father to ask 

for his advice. I was deciding between being assigned to two different projects and wanted to bounce 

the pros/cons of each project with Dad. I guess ultimately I was trying to get his opinion on which project 

gave me the fastest track to promotion. Somewhere during the conversation, Dad interrupted me mid-

sentence. “Chris,” he said, “you know, you won't be a failure if you don't get that promotion as soon as 

possible. You aren't even thirty, and by your definition, I was a complete wash out by the time I was 

thirty.” That was pretty true- between the Depression and the ravages of World War II, my father didn't 

even know if his health would let him see thirty. He hadn't gone to college, wasn't married and had no 

children. My father continued, “The way I see it, life is a marathon, not a sprint. You have to pace 

yourself. So long as you can look back and be satisfied, it doesn't matter when you met a goal.” And 

eventually Dad had accomplished his goals in life- college, marriage, family and career success- with a lot 

of hard work, hope and a good deal of humor. 

My mother, in her own way, gave me similar advice. She saw how I approached school and then work, 

jumping in and taking on many responsibilities and assignments. I was blessed in the skills that let me 

juggle so many things successfully, but I was also under a great deal of stress. Over coffee one day she 

said, “Back when I was working, there was a time I wasn't very happy about the long hours and it 

impacted my health. When I saw the doctor, he said, 'Erna, you are not one of those people who can 

burn the candle at both ends. You have to find your own way.'“ With that, and after a sip of coffee, Mom 

turned to me, looked me straight in the eyes and said, “I think you're a lot like me.” 

So this Lent (and every day really), I work on finding the patience to “run my race” in my own way and 

not get caught up in the “Now! Now!” mantra I see everywhere. I don't advocate being lazy or 

procrastinating, but I certainly don't need to accomplish everything yesterday either. Like the serpent 

and the dove, I need to find my own patient balance and with God's help, I will. 

 

March 39 – Take a Stroll through Your Mind 

…the wise heart will know the proper time and procedure. (Ecclesiates 8:5) 

Eleanor Storch 

I am writing at the close of February school break and the last day of break was the most challenging for 

me. I tend to live in a cycle of work hard and then enjoy, work hard and then enjoy and that cycle works 

for me personally but I seem to impose this “way of living” on everyone in my household and boy can it 

upset the karma in our home. I am surrounded by blessings - people who care about how we operate as 
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a family. I am working on ways that I can focus more on what is on my list whether it is literal or mental 

and when focusing on others in my house leading less and letting them lead more. 

Given that today, the last day of vacation, it really hit me that I want to make a change to how I impose 

myself on others I am looking forward to reflecting on this and working on it over the course of Lent. I 

picture part of what I need to do is reach inside and find that quiet that will give me more energy to be 

quiet and listen to others. Some of the ways I have found quiet in the past is through jogging, cooking, 

and spending time by myself. I look forward to how these activities may bring me closer to my family and 

to my sense of spirituality. 

 

March 28 – Thanks to You 

Susan Greco 

My Uncle Louie is 90 years old. Last year, he decided to give me and my sisters a little money. The whole 

thing was a big secret from his family. His will was written long ago. Well. When I got the news, I 

thought, “I don't deserve this gift.” But I wrote my uncle a note, telling him how much he meant to me 

growing up. When I was little, he mailed me maple leaves. I kept them pressed in a book. My Uncle Louie 

is one reason I left Miami for New England. In my letter, I thanked him for his gift to come. But when it 

did come, I couldn't call him up. I felt so unworthy of his generosity. 

My spiritual work is to believe that God wants good things for me. That sounds selfish just writing it, so 

you can imagine how hard it's been for me to live it. But Jesus says I don't have to deserve or earn 

anything. He loves me anyway, just the way I am. He lived and died so I could have a better life. I want to 

savor that gift. 

I want to laugh more with my friends, do more with my kids. Everything could be caving in and I could 

still be laughing… if I stay close to Jesus. The best way I know is to count my blessings every day. One 

maple leaf at a time. 

Paul writes to the people of Philippi: “I have learned the secret of being content in any and every 

situation, whether well fed or hungry, whether living in plenty or in want. I can do everything through 

him who gives me strength.” 

This Lent, I'm going to call my Uncle Louie. 
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March 27 - When I Lay My Burdens Down 

Suzanne Neuman 

2016 seemed like a tough year for everyone. It was especially tough for my family. We had two dear 

loved ones suffer through terrible illnesses and leave us. We lost other family members and friends. It 

seemed bad news from our family and friends was all around us. This one lost a child, that one found out 

she had cancer, another lost a spouse. It just didn't seem to end. 

It was a difficult year for me in particular because amid all this sorrow, I was suddenly thrust into the role 

of caregiver for my aunt with dementia. “Aunty” was my father's only sibling and she never married. In 

November, I had her moved to an Alzheimer's unit in a near-by facility. 

In addition to being the main person caring for her, I keep track of her finances and bills and am helping 

my brother clean out her main house for sale. She is a shopaholic and a hoarder so her house is filthy. 

Some of the bags of junk haven't been moved since my grandmother died in 1977. You can imagine the 

dust and mold that surfaces when you move or open a bag that has been sitting for 30 years. I have 

never had bronchitis in my life. I have had an awful case of it this year. 

Never mind all the work, and time and decisions to be made causing stress, there is an emotional toll as 

well. Dementia is an awful disease. It is excruciating to watch a loved one go through it and to be unable 

to do anything. Then there is a lot of anger that my brother and I are feeling because of the poor way 

Aunty managed her life long before her dementia. Her houses are disgusting, her finances are in 

shambles and she resists anything we try to do to help her situation. Then there is the tremendous guilt 

for feeling angry and the guilt for all the times I can't go to her place when she calls. Plus the grief at 

losing a loved one. As Ron Weasley puts it in the movie Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix, 

“Nobody could feel all those emotions at once, they'd explode!” 

This situations in our lives right now are causing a lot of anxiety, depression and exhaustion. I have found 

myself ineffective in almost all of my responsibilities. I feel like nothing is getting done and what is 

getting done is done poorly. I am not the wife, mother or friend I want to be. This of course, causes more 

stress, anxiety and depression. It is a vicious cycle. What am I working on? I'm working on breaking the 

cycle and getting off the hamster wheel by working on mindfulness and living in the moment. 

To me, living in the moment means trying to quiet all the thoughts swirling around in my head and 

focusing on what I am doing now. So if I am doing a household chore, focusing on the chore and doing it 

with love and not thinking, “oh no, I have to get this laundry folded before Aunty calls, oh what will be 

her crisis today? Are they giving her meds correctly? Did her insurance problem get fixed? Etc. As a 

person whose brain works like a browser with 50 tabs open all fighting for equal attention, this is not an 

easy task. So how am I working on this? 

Ecclesiastes 3: There is an appointed time for everything. And there is a time for every event under 

heaven- 
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First I am trying not to let all the worries of some parts of my life invade other parts. I can worry about 

Auntie's insurance issues when it is time to call the insurance company. No need to worry about it while 

I'm helping Kit with her homework or grooming the dog. My daughter deserves my full attention and I 

deserve to enjoy the wags and licks from my furry friend. 

Psalm 104: 34 My meditation of him shall be sweet: I will be glad in the Lord. 

Second, to help me be in the moment I am practicing short meditations. I do this in a few ways. When I 

feel myself getting panicky when with my Aunt or at other times. I take a deep breath and repeat in my 

mind one of my favorite bible verses: “I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my 

help.” Or I simply breath and repeat “Jesus fill me with your light” (incidentally this phrase also helps 

when you have fallen for the 100th time while learning to ski). 

1 Corinthians 6:19 Don't you know that your body is the temple of the Holy Spirit, who lives in you and 

who was given to you by God? 

Next, I am trying to move more. Exercise is a natural de-stressor and antidepressant. So I am working to 

get all those steps on my Fitbit, and I have been trying to attend Pastor Marsha's Moving Meditation 

class whenever ever I can. 

Matthew 28 Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. 

Finally, I try to engage in activities that are happy and calming to me. Spending time in my craft space is 

the best medicine for stress and depression. Lately I have begun combining crafting with spending time 

with the Lord by Bible journaling. Meditating on God's word while making something pretty is wonderful 

therapy. 

I'm not always perfect at it. In fact, I am mostly imperfect. However, even the smallest effort to 

incorporate these things in my day, makes a big difference in living in the moment. 
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March 26 - I Truly Believe 

Denny Hacker 

What I am working on... 

Trusting and living in the Spirit to lead me to faithful action. 

Trusting and living in the Word as a Good Samaritan while fear reigns. 

The Good Samaritan (Luke 10) 

Just then a lawyer stood up to test Jesus. “Teacher,” he said, “what must I do to inherit eternal life?” He 
said to him, “What is written in the law? What do you read there?” He answered, “You shall love the 
Lord your God with all your heart, and with all your soul, and with all your strength, and with all your 
mind; and your neighbor as yourself.” And he said to him, “You have given the right answer; do this, and 
you will live.” But wanting to justify himself, he asked Jesus, “And who is my neighbor?” Jesus replied, “A 
man was going down from Jerusalem to Jericho, and fell into the hands of robbers, who stripped him, 
beat him, and went away, leaving him half dead. Now by chance a priest was going down that road; and 
when he saw him, he passed by on the other side. So likewise a Levite, when he came to the place and 
saw him, passed by on the other side. But a Samaritan while traveling came near him; and when he saw 
him, he was moved with pity. He went to him and bandaged his wounds, having poured oil and wine on 
them. Then he put him on his own animal, brought him to an inn, and took care of him. The next day he 
took out two denarii, gave them to the innkeeper, and said, “Take care of him; and when I come back, I 
will repay you whatever more you spend.' Which of these three, do you think, was a neighbor to the 
man who fell into the hands of the robbers?” He said, “The one who showed him mercy.” Jesus said to 
him, “Go and do likewise.” 

Today's Samaritan as viewed by some, is expected to choose those in need that do not frighten. 

o The question has been changed from: What must I do to inherit life, to: What must I do to inherit 
security? But then fear was the reason the man asked Jesus in the first place. 

o The needed action has been changed from lifting the downtrodden to a love of security 

However… 

Jesus said: A human went down the road and made no mention of worth, vetting or value of the human 
in the ditch. 

o Jesus did not question that human's decision to go down a dangerous road 

It is up to us to find the road and the ditch and the human beaten today. For us that includes not only 
thugs on the street, but ISIS victims, and governments who steal rights and deny medical care. In today's 
America seeking such care would be seen as dangerous. 
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Being left stripped by the roadside can mean the same as being driven into exile. 

Priests and Levites today include all of when we act as if our fears excuse us from our neighbors needs 

Good Samaritans were then and are now people not accepted by the powers of government and society 
but help those in need anyway. Lutheran Immigration Services does not act in fear but settles those 
refugees in need. However their funding is being threatened. Fear leads some to say we must care only 
for Christians in the ditch. 

Payment is the sticky wicket here. Our faith calls us to bear the costs. In our day we do that personally, 
through Lutheran Immigration and through our taxes willingly paid. 

Who is the real neighbor? It is clear in Matthew 25 that how we treat strangers reveals our faith in 
action. 

If this is political, it is only made so by Trump's Executive Order on refugees. My right as a Christian and 
as an American regarding my neighbors were not in conflict until January, 2017. 
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March 24 - I Give You My Heart 

Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer. (Romans 12:12) 

Barbara Payson 

I was talking to my three year old grandson, no matter what I said, he said, “WHAT”? Why does he say 

'what' to everything I say? Is he having trouble hearing me or just not listening? 

This made me think about what I am working on. I thought I was working on trying to find my quiet 

space, but I found my quiet space in my room, in the quiet of the wee hours of the morning. 

I find myself saying WHAT? Why do I say what to everything God says to me? Am I having trouble hearing 

or just not listening? I often wonder why I don't hear God when he talks to me? I ask him very often 

what is my purpose, what is my calling and why don't I hear you? I sit every morning with God whether it 

be a few minutes or an hour. I carry on conversations, but sometimes I feel my conversations are one 

sided. If I have to do something that is painful, very hard or I am not sure what to do. I try to remember 

to ask God for his help to get through it. I always thank him for helping me, but mostly when it's been 

tough. I try to remember to thank him when things are going good. 

I find myself having a great day when I have more time to spend with God. There are mornings when I 

feel selfish for taking the time, but I need my quiet times with God. I wonder if I heard him, but I did not 

realize it. Maybe I am following his directions by helping someone or just talking to a friend that is having 

trouble hearing God also. I do feel God leads me to do something. I feel good things come out of bad, 

because I tell God through my prayers to guide me, he leads the way even when I can't hear him. I realize 

this when I do what I believe he tells me. 

 

March 23 - Time after Time 

I lift up my eyes to the hills - where does my help come from? My help comes from the Lord. 

(Psalm 121) 

Erin Levental 

I have spent the last 574 days working 24 hours a day, 7 days a week as a human organ...someone else's 

human organ. I am a human pancreas for my 4 year old daughter who was diagnosed with Type 1 

Diabetes on August 4th, 2015. 

That is roughly 2,927 times that I have given her an injection of insulin. 2,927 times that I have held my 

breath and experienced the anxiety of hoping that my dosing estimate is going to be correct. Type 1 

Diabetes is the only chronic disease I'm aware of that the medication you need to stay alive can also 

have some very scary consequences. Too much insulin can cause a low blood sugar resulting in the 
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possibility of being dizzy, confused or in an extreme low, a seizure, all remedied by ingesting sugar to 

bring the low back into normal range. To little insulin will cause a high blood sugar resulting in nausea, 

headaches and an overall feeling of exhaustion which if sustained too often results in long term 

complications associated with diabetes; retinopathy, neuropathy, kidney failure. No pressure right. 

Managing Type 1 Diabetes is an art, not a science so each dose of insulin changes based on her current 

blood sugar, what she will be eating, her activity level, if she has a cold, if she is in the midst of a growth 

spurt, if it is a full moon, if the Patriots won last Sunday, etc., etc., etc... 

For Lent I am giving myself the gift of breath and peace. I will have at least 200 opportunities to try and 

be at peace in the confidence of everything I have learned over the past 574 days. Instead of holding my 

breath and being anxious, I choose to breathe and repeat my meditative mantra. I will rest in the 

knowledge that I am a child of God and he has graced me with the tools and abilities to keep my child 

safe and healthy. 

I will not be perfect at managing Type 1 Diabetes but I hope I will be better at managing my emotions 

and expectations surrounding it. 

 

March 22 - No Time 
“I was silent and still… my anguish increased. My heart grew hot within me… I meditated… Show me, 

O Lord… how fleeting is my life… Each man’s life is but a breath.” (Ps. 39:2-5) 

Heather Kuberski 

Ok, I've put off reflecting on what I need to work on spiritually for long enough. However, I have been 
pondering about it a lot. My biggest difficulty is by far “letting it go” and being still and silent. As a 
harried mother of three children, as well as pets, working part-time as an oncology nurse...I ask myself, 
“How can I do this?” 

Everything that I read about says that it is prudent to get up early, that it's the best time to hear God 
speaking to you, as it is still and quiet. Well, I feel like this assignment also needs to be realistic. I'm not a 
morning person. I never have been and I doubt I ever will be. I sleep until the last possible second, vying 
for ways to get in just a few more minutes of sleep. 

So, instead of failing myself, I'm going to try this at night instead, after the kids are tucked into their 
beds. Rather than having a mindless show on, scrolling through nonsense on Facebook and Instagram, 
I've been trying to shut down. I love to read, so I'm trying to do that in still and silence. Then take a few 
minutes before retiring to sit in complete stillness and silence. This is really hard for me, I'm realizing 
even more so that I'm really bad at sitting still! There's always something that needs to be done. But, I'm 
trying! Trying to refresh my mind. Listen for God. The quote above called to me the most when I was 
trying to find a bible verse that reflected what I was feeling. 
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Ps. 39:2-5 “I was silent and still… my anguish increased. My heart grew hot within me… I meditated… 
Show me, O Lord… how fleeting is my life… Each man’s life is but a breath. Selah.” 

This verse is perfect, as it does feel like anguish for me! I can feel my heart getting hot when I sit in 
silence. I have come to realize that this is serious work. But, I'm trying to focus on what is truly important 
to me, and take time away from my phone, the television, the daily grind...and know God more deeply 
and have him strengthen and rejuvenate me. I know I'm spiritually weary, exhausted even! I have trouble 
listening for God's voice though all the noise and distractions that life throws us. 

I love music and a couple of songs have spoken to me recently with this task you have handed me. One is 
“Noise” by Kenny Chesney. So much noise, noise, noise around us, we can't just be quiet and still. 

“Noise” 

Wrecking balls, downtown construction 

Bottles breaking, jukebox buzzing 

Cardboard sign says “The Lord is Coming” 

Tick, tick, tock 

Rumors turn the mills back home 

Parking lot kids with the speakers blown 

We didn't turn it on but we can't turn it off, off, off 

Sometimes I wonder how did we get here 

Seems like all we ever hear is noise 

  

Yeah we scream, yeah we shout 'til we don't have a voice 

In the streets, in the crowds, it ain't nothing but noise 

Drowning out all the dreams of this Tennessee boy 

Just tryna be heard over all this noise 

  

24 hour television, get so loud that no one listens 

Sex and money and politicians talk, talk, talk 

But there really ain't no conversation 

Ain't nothing left to the imagination 

Trapped in our phones and we can't make it stop, stop this noise 
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Yeah we scream, yeah we shout 'til we don't have a voice 

In the streets, in the crowds, it ain't nothing but noise 

Drowning out all the dreams of this Tennessee boy 

Just tryna be heard in all this noise 

  

Every room, every house, every shade of noise 

All the floors, all the walls, they all shake with noise 

We can't sleep, we can't think, can't escape the noise 

We can't take the noise, so we just make noise 

  

Yeah we scream, yeah we shout 'til we don't have a voice 

In the streets, in the crowds, it ain't nothing but noise 

Drowning out all the dreams of this Tennessee boy 

Just tryna be heard in all this noise 

  

All this noise 

Can't take the noise 

Can't take the noise 

Can't stand the noise 

Can't take the noise 

 

The other song that spoke to me is, “Quiet Your Mind”, by the Zac Brown Band.  

 

“Quiet Your Mind” 

I hear the waves 

Sun beatin' down on my shoulders 

It's a near-perfect day 

Wishin' I wouldn't get any older 

They say that it's gone 'fore you know it now 
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Quiet your mind 

Soak it all in 

It's a game you can't win 

Enjoy the ride 

  

I feel the change 

Goin' on all around me 

It's strange 

How I'm taken and guided 

Where I end up right I'm needed to be 

  

Quiet your mind 

Soak it all in 

It's a game you can't win 

Enjoy the ride 

  

At the end of the water 

A red sun is risin' 

And the stars are all goin' away 

And if you're too busy talkin' 

You're not busy listenin' 

To hear what the land has to say 

  

Quiet your mind 

  

I hear the waves 

Sun beatin' down on my shoulders 

It's a near-perfect day 

Wishin' I wouldn't get any older 

They say that it's gone 'fore you know it and 

Soak it all in 

It's a game you can't win 

Enjoy the ride 
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I have to learn to do just that. Be quiet. Be still. Listen for God's voice. Enjoy my children and let the 
household messes go. Breathe in and out. I am most definitely not perfect. This is a struggle for me. But, 
at the end of the day, I'm trying. And I know that's all God asks of me. 

 

March 21 – Who Are You Chapter 2 

Create in me a clean heart, O God, and instill a right spirit within me. (Psalm 51:10) 

Alex Levental 

Staying honesty with oneself is difficult. Am I who I think I am? Am I as nice as I think I am…am I as 
thoughtful as I think I am, do I work as hard as I think I do? Am I performing at work as well as I say to 
myself I am. Do I have the relationship I think I have with my parents, wife, co-workers, friends…not sure. 

It takes a lot to be honest with yourself. When we repeat the words of our shortcomings to self, 
neighbors, heavenly father, etc., every week at church. Do we believe what we repeat…I don’t always do. 
Especially when I’m not honest with myself...I pray that I will have the strength to recognize who I really 
am, when I am, an what I do when I do it…I can do better when I see where I’ve stumbled. 

 

March 20 – You Send Me 

Sherrill Curtis 

David’s father is perhaps the quintessential American--work, work, work, for work gives purpose and 
meaning as well as a means to help support a family. So many of us find meaning only in our work, but 
without that work, we are adrift, often feeling frustrated, even useless. We, however, are more than a 
worker, more than a consumer. We are God’s redeemed people with the capacity to trust in God’s love 
and care as circumstances alter in our lives as they surely will as we grow older, retire, and seek for 
renewed purpose and energy. 

One of my favorite phrases in Scripture is found repeatedly in both Old and New Testament: “Do not be 
afraid,” or some variation of those words. Thus, I chose Luke 12:32 for the Scripture: “‘Do not be afraid, 
little flock, for it is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom.’” 
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David Kettner 

My father, Raymond, lived to work. Part of his drive came, I think, from his German Lutheran parents and 
his upbringing in a German-speaking parochial school in the 1910’s (imagine the discipline!), and also his 
reading of Genesis when Adam and Eve are tossed out of the Garden (by the sweat of your brow, etc.). 
Work for him gave his life structure, and he enjoyed his job as a metallurgist / chemist at a smelter, and 
his later supervisory responsibilities for the same company. His work ethic was very pronounced. 

Retirement was hard for him. He felt the accumulated knowledge of 42 years of experience was 
rendered useless all of a sudden, not only by retirement, but also by the fact that very sophisticated 
machines were being developed to replace what he knew how to do. The daily structure was gone, he 
had almost no interests outside work and few friends, and the time on his hands weighed heavily. The 
associated stress came out as various health problems. His spiritual life was seldom expressed and 
tended to be dogmatic. 

I think about his experience as I, too, struggle a bit to make sense of my own career and to find my own 
“place” as a retiree and a person. I retired 12 years ago, at the age of 63, after working 38 years at the 
same company. I enjoyed nearly all the various jobs I had within the company in a setting that is as close 
to a meritocracy as you can get. 

At first, I went back to work part-time for the company I had retired from, and also as a consultant for a 
friend who had started his own business. In preparation for retirement I had taken up sailing, and so the 
boat occupied our time a good part of the year, commissioning, using in the summer, and 
decommissioning. Our boys were at the stage of their lives where lots was happening – graduate 
schools, graduations, marriage, grandchildren. All this kept us busy. My own spiritual life, while changing 
occasionally, did not grow much larger. 

Now, our lives have contracted, and have gotten “smaller”. We moved into a smaller house, and the part-
time work has all but vanished. Our son’s lives are largely settled as they move into middle age. Now we 
work to find a balance between the time available (less busy-ness, fewer distractions) and building a 
spiritual life, building relationships as a grandparent, and building friendships in a new environment. 

The models I have to follow in these pursuits from my own family are scant; those from the family of my 
wife, Caroline, are better. The challenge is developing and maintaining the discipline to focus on these 
activities, in spite of the daily distractions available to all of us. 
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March 18 – Reach Out and Touch 

Sherrill Curtis 

To love the neighbor is a serious undertaking, requiring at times much from us. Too often we find that we 
don’t want to get too involved in the lives of others, especially those we don’t really know. But, in the 
Parable of the Good Samaritan, Jesus lets us know that “neighbor” is not limited to people just like us. In 
our time, we are experiencing a nation soul-searching about real neighbors whom some would declare 
unfit to be so. Who is our neighbor? There is much to do. 

 

 

 

Chris Colford 

The kids are grown. I'm still years from retirement. But I have time on my hands. I've spent quite enough 

time dabbling in interests, entertainments, distractions. The words of the Teacher, the author of 

Ecclesiastes, take on more meaning for me as I age: 

Vanity of vanities, all is vanity. The eye is not satisfied with seeing, nor the ear filled with hearing. That 

which has been is what will be, that which is done is what will be done, and there is nothing new under 

the sun. (Ecclesiastes 1:3, 1:9) 

My faith, coupled with the vague emptiness inherent in the relentless pursuit of self-fulfillment seem to 

have made me more reflective of late. I don't watch TV, save for the Patriots and a couple of BBC series 

on PBS. I like live theater. I like to read the works of various biblical scholars and, on occasion, Jane 

Austen. But I seem to prefer reflecting on life, God, all that lightweight stuff in my spare time. 

And I wonder what else I should do whilst waiting around for the inevitable call home. I figure I'm still 

here because I have more to learn. Sometimes (far too infrequently, I fear) the idea strikes me that I'm 

still here to be here for others. You know, the whole love your neighbor thing. It's all about people, other 

people, not me. That's why I'm still here! 
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That's what I need to work on in this Lenten season, and at all times: loving my neighbor. It is all about 

people, other people, not me. That's why I'm still here! That's what I need to work on in this Lenten 

season, and at all times: loving my neighbor. 

 

March 17 – I Gotta Find A Way 

For as churning the mild produces butter, and as twisting the nose produces blood, so stirring 
up anger produces strife. (Proverbs 30:33) 

Alex Taylor 

My Lenten season, is a time to reflect upon Jesus’ supreme sacrifice for me. It’s been suggested to me 
that perhaps, it doesn’t have to be about giving something up, but perhaps doing something extra. It is 
certainly very logical, and reflects the life and teachings of our Lord. 

Doing something extra for someone else, is a sacrifice that benefits others. When I give up sweets, I’m 
healthier because of it, so the sacrifice seems only to be benefitting me. The challenge of the “something 
extra” for me however, is that it’s easy to make it to the end of the day and having neglected to do so, 
while, I am reminded throughout the day of the sweets that I am forgoing. And that is why I choose to 
give up sweets, because I am reminded throughout the day of the sacrifices that Jesus made for me. 

This year, I am trying something different. I am still foregoing sweets, but in addition, I am trying to 
engage daily in non-complementary behavior, reciprocating anger with kindness. Below is a link to a 
short, and very interesting video. This is how Jesus lived his life, I am presented regularly with the 
opportunity to practice, and doing so benefits not only me, but the other party. I think I may have found 
a substitute for my “Lenten fast” and one that I hope to continue long past Easter. 

 

https://aeon.co/videos/kindness-as-self-defence-the-power-of-non-complementary-behaviour 

https://aeon.co/videos/kindness-as-self-defence-the-power-of-non-complementary-behaviour
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March 16 – Everybody Needs Love 

As God's chosen people, holy and dearly loved, clothe yourselves with compassion, kindness, 
humility... (Colosssians 3:12) 

Sharon Saline 

About 7 years ago, a friend suggested that each year we select one word to work on. I printed off the 
entire list and posted it where I see it every day (when I look). Some words I have selected several times. 
I think I needed more work on those. Here’s the list: 

Attention...Compassion...Delight...Generosity...Effortlessness...Wealth...Gratitude...Abundance...Harmony 

Listen...Remember...Strength...Believe...Eternity...Honesty...Live...Respect...Blessings...Hope...Prosper 

Truth...Ritual...Order...Clarity...Pioneer...Peace...Laziness...No/Yes...Deliberateness...Commitment...Savor 

Integrity...Listen...Consciousness...Exuberance...Journey...Light...Meditate...Wander...Wonder...Breathe 

Dance...Faith...Imagine...Passion...Purpose...Sing...Unity...Cherish...Happiness...Rejoice...Smile...Wisdom 

Creativity...Willingness...Change...Growth...Freedom...Mastery...Kindness...Health...Presence...Acceptance 

Courage...Confidence...Love...Action...Forgiveness...Forgive...Release...Trust...Knowing...Patience 

Friendship...Fun...Grace...Laughter...Love...Expansion...Exploration...Adventure...Openness...Discipline 

Awe...Awareness...Risk...Gentleness...Choice...Spirit...Prayer...Power...Allow...Attention...Beauty...Joy 

Focus...Heal...Healing 

I have picked Compassion for this year. To me that means to really try to SEE others. To start where THEY 
are. To try to understand what THEY are feeling. And to do something about it. 

We have a unique opportunity this year; we have a host daughter who is from Nigeria and raised in a big 
American city. We did not raise her in our family. Her dreams and values and world-views are different 
than ours. We can learn from one another. 

I wonder: What is it like to be a 16 year old girl in 2017? How does she feel about living away from her 
family and friends? What is it like for her to live and go to school in a town so different from her own? 
One in which she is in a minority. What challenges does she face? What opportunities? How can we 
support and encourage her? How can we help empower her?  

I am trying to increase my compassion and response, with her. That’s just a start. There are so many 
people I meet in my life with whom I could be more compassionate. I could try to approach them more 
from their perspectives. Awareness and empathy are also a part of this daily work. 
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March 15 - Who You Gonna Run To 

Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find. (Matthew 7:7) 

Tom Baird 

I read a chapter of the bible every night before going to bed and keep find myself going back to the 

Sermon on the Mount and reading it over and over. I must have read it 100's of time by this point. 

Somehow I feel it has all the lessons we need to live a good life in those few pages. “Ask”, “Seek and ye 

shall find”, “Knock and it shall be opened”. 

Many saying we still hear in daily conversation originated there, “Give the shirt of your back”, “He's the 

salt of the earth”, “Going the extra mile”. I've found that I've read these things over an over so many 

times that I've been conditioned and instinctively find myself living my life according to these teachings. I 

haven't given up anything for lent. But instead have made decision to follow Jesus's example and try to 

live that way every day and in every interaction I have with everyone around me. 

 

March 14 - Stop To Love 

Sherrill Curtis 

Kindness and patience go together. A follower of the way of Christ acts with regard for others even when 
the things going on around us might distract us or turn us cynical. Cynicism is ever-present in this 
country particularly at this time. But, we are called to be a “royal priesthood, a holy nation, God’s own 
people…” Let us not give into despair or become chained by inaction. 

In Luke 8 Jesus was explaining the parable of the sower and in verse 15, he concludes with words I 
believe appropriate for Frank’s Lenten thoughts: “‘But as for that in the good soil, these are the ones 
who, when they hear the word, hold it fast in an honest and good heart, and bear fruit with patient 
endurance.’” 

 

Frank Longenecker 

Over the past year, I have witnessed what feels like an erosion of humanity and social awareness. 
Everyone seems to be in a hurry, self-absorbed and grumpy. Then if you watch the news during the 
election and even after the election, the mistrust, racial divides and negativity are so “front page news” 
that I find myself all caught up in it. But is this really reality? 

I am working on patience and not only self-awareness but social awareness. 

Over the past several months I have done the following: pulled my car over on 125, stopped traffic and 
picked up a turtle that was crossing the road, that was not going to make it. I was in a suit for work and a 
woman slowed down, smiled and said that was the nicest thing she had seen in a while. 
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I helped a senior at the Stop and Shop put her groceries in her car(even though I needed to get to an 
appointment); I offered a man who was holding up a “I need money for my family” sign, groceries; I 
picked up a legal pad for a woman at Staples who could not bend down to get it; I have held and will 
continue to hold the door open for all genders and races (without even noticing gender or color of skin); 
and I advised a woman (who only had three items) during the snow storm that she didn’t have to wait in 
line for 20 plus minutes to check out of the store and if she goes to the lottery ticket cashier she could 
check out (she did and I got a hug after she checked out and I stood in line for 20 plus minutes)!! 

During all these encounters, I learned that slowing myself down and finding patience and social 
awareness within myself caused me to notice other people’s struggles or needs. I also found out that I 
want/wanted to help those people and in turn felt good about myself. Once I had helped them, their 
gratitude and just pure friendly emotion on their faces poured out and I think it made them feel good as 
well. I think in its own way the turtle thanked me also!! 

Finally, I am learning that the news is not my reality. I plan on continuing to work on my patience and 
self-awareness which in turn affects both humankind and nature. 
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March 13 – Small Things...Used in A Great Way 

Karen Hacker 

What Am I Working On? 

Quilts! I love making quilts for friends and family. Working in my sewing room, as I listen to audio books 
or music, I am swept away in my thoughts as my hands cut and stitch. I enjoy the way the small pieces 
can come together in an attractive comforting whole. 

Over the years, I have also made hundreds of quilts for Project Linus. This national organization 
distributes quilts and blankets to seriously ill and other traumatized children. Before recently turning in 
28 new quilts to a local chapter I had my husband take a picture. He also took pictures of some of the 
individual quilts so I could remember how a particular pattern turned out. I posted these on Facebook, 
as I occasionally do with my quilts. 

I immediately got far more responses than usual for such a posting. Apparently, the bright colors and 
lively patterns caught people’s eyes. I wonder, however, if it was also that people were happy to see a 
small positive gesture in this time of divisiveness and discord, a reminder that not all that is happening 
now is discouraging. The blankets are given to children facing some difficult situation, regardless of 
religion, ethnic background, or some other factor that separates “us” from “them”. I’m reminded of 
Matt. 25:40: “…Truly I tell you the truth, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and 
sisters of mine, you did for me.” NIV 

About the same time, I finished reading Jodi Picoult’s Small Great Things. The title refers to a quote by 
Martin Luther King, Jr. where he says, “If I cannot do great things, I can do small things in a great way.” 
My quilts are my “small things” which carry a message of hope and inclusion and standing together in 
trying times; I trust that God uses these small things in a great way. 
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March 11 – It Only Takes Minute 

Sherrill Curtis 

I now consider Lent as reverently as communion and take my commitment to a sacrifice with serious 
dedication to both a humble remembrance of His sacrifice and a rededication to Jesus Christ. 

Lent emphasizes discipline, attentiveness to God’s grace and mercy from which come our peace. 
Proverbs speaks of Wisdom. 

Proverbs 3:17 “Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace.” 

 

Anonymous 

Stillness and quiet are rare in my world. I'm a mother of a 3-year-old energetic boy, wife to a well-
meaning husband, daughter to a mother matched by no other, and mom to two very fun, yet cranky 
dogs. I haven't even gotten to the part where I work full time and commute into the City daily or that I 
have two sisters. 

In all that commotion and responsibility, it is very easy to lose myself. I have lost myself for many years.... 
this year, or I should say this day I choose stillness and quiet. Over the last week, I've added in daily 
meditation on my lunch break - 10 minutes, and daily affirmations on my lunch break - 20 minutes. I've 
set up an affirmation list for when I wake and when I go to sleep (I notice a difference when I do AM/PM, 
however I'm not as good about getting to them). I've also created a place/space in my home with my 
husband's help for running on the treadmill and yoga. I have found that I-myself- not mother, daughter, 
wife, employee.... but I am craving peace, stillness, time to breathe. So, I am working on creating the 
space, time, choice, and priority to be still, learn what it means to be salt, and just breathe. With each 
fresh new breath in, I am able to live with peace throughout. 

I have found, when I create this space I am calmer, a better mother, a better wife, and even a better 
daughter. I understand and see the world differently at work and even driving to and from. The world 
doesn't feel as harried as long as I choose to breathe and be still. That small choice is within my grasp. A 
lot of other goals may not ever come to pass; I am learning to accept and be excited about the small 
changes. I hear small changes add up over time. Perhaps they will and a large goal will be met one day (I 
could run a mile or two); however today I am happy... 

I AM HAPPY to be still and quiet. I choose space and peace. Thanks, be to God for awareness and 
mindfulness practice so we/I might be able to experience even a modicum of peace. I hope and pray 
these habits I can form and pass along to my son, for they make all the difference. 
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March 10 – The Preparation 

Sherrill Curtis 

We remember that Lent is preparation for the Passion of Christ. Sacrifice is the theme of Good Friday, 

but Jesus sacrificed much before that moment. When we dedicate our time to serving our brothers and 

sisters, one may see that as a form of sacrifice. When we give of our time and wealth, we may see that 

as a form of sacrifice. But, to what do we dedicate our lives as a living sacrifice wholly acceptable unto 

God, and not just in Lent, but in our whole life? 

Scripture: Romans 12: 1-2: “I appeal to you therefore, brothers and sisters, by the mercies of God, to 

present your bodies as a living sacrifice, holy and acceptable to God, which is your spiritual worship. Do 

not be conformed to this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your minds, so that you may 

discern what is the will of God – what is good and acceptable and perfect.” 

 

Tim Ede 

Our Lord spent forty days and nights in a very difficult environment. Matthew, Mark, and Luke all 

describe it as a "desert". In my catechism class, we were encouraged to make a sacrifice during Lent. 

I rarely made a commitment to "giving something up" and when I did it was about as successful as a New 

Year's resolution. 

Then I visited the desert where Christ spent the 40 days. It was not a sandy barren land such as we think 

of when someone mentions the Sahara. Instead it was an extremely rocky, mountainous, very arid 

region, upon which it was difficult to even walk, let alone "survive". It was then that I realized it was 

again another great sacrifice that Jesus made for us. His sacrifice prepared him for his ministry. 

 

March 9 - Looking for Life 

Sherrill Curtis 

Tom writes of life occurring in the “in-between times.” As a pastor, I discovered that the meaningful 

moments often take place in talking to someone in the church parking lot or in the grocery store. They 

happen when we are not thinking about them and when we least expect them. That adds considerable 

weight to our need to pay attention to our words, our time, and those serendipitous moments. Tom was 

fortunate to find out years after just how helpful his attention and kindness were to a child who was 

unhappy and homesick at camp. 
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Scripture: Galatians 6:9-10: “So let us not grow weary in doing what is right, for we will reap at harvest 

time, if we do not give up. So then, whenever we have an opportunity, let us work for the good of all, 

and especially for those of the family of faith.” 

Tom Schauer 

Have you ever walked a beach and haven't found any pieces of sea glass? But then you stopped and bent 

down and just examined the square foot of beach in front of you and found many pieces of sea glass? I 

think that is how “life” can be sometimes. If you look at life from the outset it could be looked upon as 

going from one-time chunk to the next. But then if you look closely, there are so many layers. There is a 

wealth of “precious nuggets” once you examine the part you are at, and peel back all the layers. I am 

working on many things nowadays, but this practice in living is one of them. 

Many years ago, I worked at Camp Calumet as a counselor in the summer. As you get up there in ranks 

you are given more responsibility. One year, I made it to be Program Director for the entire camp. This 

sounds regrettable to me right now, but it is the truth. There were many summers that I didn't look at 

the lake. I was too busy. I mean I saw the lake in passing, but I didn't look at it. I was too busy looking 

forward to what was going to happen next. Too busy pushing things forward or pulling things my way. 

One afternoon I remember distinctly, I got the assignment to take a camper to North Conway to get an x-

ray on her broken hand. I had seen her around camp, sitting on the office steps and stuff and it seemed 

like she was spending more time in the office that week than with the rest of the other kids. I was a little 

bummed at first, because this assignment would take away from camp for my whole afternoon. You 

would have to get a vehicle, pack up stuff, stop at the nurses, drive up there, wait in line, get back home, 

etc.… We wouldn't get back until dinner time and this was a whole afternoon away from my work. I 

distinctly remember saying to myself, “Well, if you got to do this, you might as well go crazy with this.” 

And that is what I did. I took this kid on the grand tour of Camp Calumet from the office to the nurse's 

office. I would say stuff like oh that councilor talking on the pay phone is doing this… Or that counselor 

sitting on his bunk is going to be teaching this class next week. This nurse is known to give out the best 

treats, but don't go to this nurse because she may eat you. Stuff like that, just really crazy stuff. I kept it 

up the whole way to North Conway and really through the whole afternoon. Just talking about stuff. 

Peeling away layers. Talking about stuff that in my mind a 10-12-year-old camper would want to know 

about. We all want to know something; we are just waiting for someone to tell us. Kids are no different. 

Turns out it was successful. 

Years later, that camper became a counselor. Then many years later she became a Wilderness Counselor. 
I was the Wilderness Dept. Head that year. One night during devotions, she recounted how when she 
was a camper, this one guy took her up to the hospital and told her everything about camp along the 
way. “That girl on the pay phone is talking about that…” It seems that had been a turning point for her. 
She was having a miserable time that week and was very homesick and desperately wanted to go home. 
Because of a little attention and empathy, she was able to go back to her cabin, have a successful week 
and keep on coming back year after year. 

She is now married with two kids and has a Doctorate in Environmental Science. She started hiking the 

4000 footers in NH. What if I had just seen that afternoon as transition from one time chunk to the next? 

What if I had just kept going on with my own agenda? What if I had never really stopped to see this 
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person as an individual? Peel back the layers. That is where the mining opportunities exist. That is where 

the “life” is. Next time you are in the grocery line, try smiling at the cashier. Your neighbor who you see 

sometimes, ask them a question. What have you got to lose? That is where the “life” is. The in-between 

time chunks are where “life” happens. 

 

March 8 – Falling 

I John 1: 5-7 proclaims that God is Light and Truth. We do not walk in darkness. 
No, we are the people of the Light with new life. 

 

Pat Meredith 

 

 

I John: 5-7. This is the message we heard from Jesus and now declare to you: God is light, and there is no 
darkness in him at all. So, we are lying if we say we have fellowship with God but go on living in spiritual 
darkness; we are not practicing the truth. But if we are living in the light, then we have fellowship with 
each other, and the blood of Jesus, his Son, cleanses us from all sin. 

Many of us live in darkness we use things to provide us with what we perceive as light, bigger house, car 
you name the things. It isn’t till those things are stripped away and we take an honest reflection of 
ourselves that we begin to see the light. For me it has been the falling and failures that eventually lead 
me to see the light. I find my light in the power of silence. When I meditate, and allow the power of God 
to enter my life, I begin to feel the peace of God. Then I can hopefully be a beacon for others to see. 
There is a saying “If everyone lit just one little candle what a bright life it would be”. May you allow God 
into your life so you can be a candle to others. 
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March 7 – Cherish 

Sherrill Curtis 

When we serve our neighbor - it is a form of love and, yes, a form of sacrifice. When we give of our time 
and possessions - yes, this, too, is a form of sacrifice. In Lent we remember Jesus gave his life to reveal 
the depths of God's love for us. 

Romans 12:1-2 – Do not be confirmed to this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your minds, 
so that you may discern what is the will of God - what is good and acceptable and perfect. 

Pause... give thanks. 

 

 

 

Bronwyn Boyle 

A colleague sent me some photos of his daughter's work trip to Burundi, Africa. These pictures 
motivated me. Seeing the photos, I am captivated at the sheer beauty and joy on these children's faces. 
They have so little materially and financially, but they have so much more than most of us spiritually and 
emotionally. That is what I am working on. To see the beauty and joy in each day and just live in the 
moment. The problems are here and others will come, but continuing to worry about them causes me to 
miss this beauty. These photos are a reminder to me. 

 

March 6 – My Choice 

Sherrill Curtis 

One element of lent is thinking of others, seeking their well-being, and kindling hope and joy in them. 
Jesus said: (John 10:10) “ I have come that they may have life and have it abundantly.” 
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Doug Ranalli 

I’m working on shaping my thoughts and internal dialogue to visualize a world where great success is 
possible for anyone and everyone. The world seems filled with thoughts of fear, anxiety, anger, mistrust, 
and stories of actual or impending failure.  

I don’t believe that God intends for us to live in a state of failure but somehow the world we’ve created 
seems to trend inexorably towards a bad outcome. Why is this? Why is a bad outcome more likely than a 
truly fantastic outcome? What role do we play either intentionally or inadvertently in moving towards 
failure instead of moving towards greatness; greatness in our relationships, in our work, our health, our 
lives.  

During Lent I will try to channel my thoughts and guide my dialogue with those around me to open up 
the possibility of fantastic success. Success that is far beyond what even seems possible. Who knows, 
perhaps opening my heart to the possibility of great success in this life and in this world can bring me 
closer to my friends, family, co-workers, community - and closer to God. I wish greatness for all of us! 

 

March 4 – Pause 

Sherrill Curtis 

Karin has chosen her scripture verse - a very powerful one, too. To be silent and to know that God reigns 
no matter what the state of the world. Let us marvel at those all too few moments when we are still and 
know that God loves us, has showered us with a glorious creation, and has given us time to rejoice… 
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Karin Pantleon 

One of my favorite passages is Psalm 46:10, “Be still and know that I am God”, so I am working on finding 
times to just be still. I was recently on vacation and since I have trouble sleeping in, I decided to get up 
early enough to watch the sun rise over the water. The view was absolutely beautiful and gave me a 
feeling of stillness and awe. It helped me start the day on a calm note and reminded me that I need to 
take the time to watch the sunrise or sunset more often, not just on vacation. 

I am also working on being present in the moment by taking Tai Chi classes. The various Tai Chi moves I 
am learning have not been physically difficult, but do require focus. A couple of weeks ago, I was actually 
doing well with the move I was working on because I was mindful of literally taking one step at a time. 
However, as soon as my mind wandered to something I needed to do the next day, I made a misstep in 
the Tai Chi move. I no longer remember what task I was thinking of at that moment, but do remember 
that I was not present in the moment. So, what I really learned that night was the importance of being 
present and not to worry about the past or think about tomorrow. 

 

March 3 – What is Good? 

Jesus taught: Love the Lord your God with all your heart,  

with all your soul and with all your mind (and) 

love your neighbor as yourself. (Matthew 26:37) 

Swanna Champlin 

The other day I heard someone say that we need to get back to “religious morality”. This person was an 
American and he went on to say that if people would only turn to religion we would gain back a moral 
code. I am working on how to define morality. If a Muslim was talking about “religious morality”, what 
would he/she mean? None of the world's major religions, for example, call for violence yet violence is 
what we see on the evening news around the world and witness in our daily life here at home. 

It seems to me morality has to relate to the “common good”. I know someone who has given up using a 
computer because of the dangerous chemicals that are mined to create them and then those same 
chemicals cause damage to little children who try to salvage parts from discarded computers that have 
been dumped in the developing world. That is a huge step! 

I am working to develop within myself a morality that springs from what would make for the common 
good, that is, the good of all. Perhaps then I would be more charitable and not buy wine when some in 
the world don't have clean water to drink. Maybe I would have less and share my excess more readily. 
Maybe I would ride a bike instead of driving a car and contributing to the pollution of the environment. 
Maybe I would be more open to others I run across in daily life and try to learn their stories. Maybe I 
would reach out to someone who is lonely. I am getting ready to retire soon and it scares me. I won't 
have the income I have now and I don't know how I am going to be able to live on so much less. Is saving 
social security more important than funding programs for the mentally ill? How can I be happy for what I 
have instead of worrying about what I won't have? What do I do next that will make a difference to 
people who are homeless or refugees or school dropouts or addicts or abused or, on and on? How can I 
be a moral person working for the common good? I don't know, but I am working on it. 
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March 2 – Where Is The Sketch Pad? 

(O Lord) direct my footsteps according to your word... (Psalm 119:133) 

Ramson Gambiza 

I am working on a better blue print for living my life. This is what it means to me: 

It means acknowledging and knowing every day that my life is a gift from God. 

It means using my life to do good in God's eyes.  

It means deeply appreciating each day, no matter what that day brings. 

It means being mindful and intentional each day instead of living life reactively. 

It means acknowledging and deeply appreciating my family all the time. 

It means being thankful for the wonderful people in my life, especially my brothers and sisters at Faith 
Lutheran. 

It means taking the focus off myself but to focus on the needs of others. 

It means to take some time to pray and read the Bible every day. 

 

March 1 – Go When You Can 

Cara Longenecker 

My sister issued me a “24 Mile Challenge” when she came up from Virginia for Thanksgiving… “Let’s walk 
or run, a mile a day, for 24 straight days, starting Dec 1st, and ending on Christmas Eve.” Ok, I thought, I 
can do the distance, and the time, well—17 minutes of my day, tops—if that is a problem, I really have 
issues, but 24 days, in a row?! During one of the busiest months of the year?! 

Since high school, I have had a love/hate relationship with exercise. Love it when I’m in shape, hate it 
when I’m out of shape. Although how I get out of shape, after working so hard to get in shape, I’m not 
sure…I think some people are born with the drive to exercise; it’s easier for them. Others, like me, have 
to work really hard to stay motivated. Or, at least, that is what I had originally thought.  

Over the last decade or so, I have struggled with time…my job, our children, my commute, our families, 
the laundry, the dishes, the bills…I could go on and on—the busier I am, the lower on the list of priorities 
goes the event known as exercise. And I’ve always made it an event—I’ve got to change into workout 
clothes, plan some sort of focused form of exercise, then shower and resume my real life. It has to be 
perfect, to really make it count. And I don’t have that type of time.  

I got a reality check in the fall; my doctor informed me that my cholesterol was a bit high, and exercise 
and losing some weight was the first step to fix that. So, when my sister offered me the challenge, I took 
it as a sign.  

I come from a family of athletes, and they all have more motivation in their pinky fingers than I have in 
my whole being, but she and I took the challenge together, day by day. Commiserating. She calls it 
“checking in”. We are both working moms. She would get up at 5am to squeeze in her mile, I would text 
her at 10pm finishing up my mile. It occurred to me somewhere along the challenge in December that 
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maybe it is actually really hard for everyone to stay motivated, to squeeze in some physical activity. 
Maybe we are all in this together. Maybe we are all working on it. 

We celebrated our success together during the Christmas holiday—24 miles in 24 days! And we built a 
new challenge for January, 20 minutes a day for 20 days. And February, 30 minutes for 20 days. Now 
truthfully, February has been a tough month: I’ve faltered a bit and may not meet my goal—but I’ve also 
expanded my activity palette with a snow shoe hike, skiing, and a trampoline park, so I’m still happy with 
my progress.  

I realized to some degree each time in my life that I stopped exercising it was likely because the situation 
wasn’t perfect—the weather, the schedule, the timing. These personal challenges with my sister’s 
encouragement have forced me to see that. I can now throw on my sneakers while still in my pajamas 
and push out a mile in between making lunches for the kids and showering for work. Just because it isn’t 
perfect…it is still ok.  

I am resigned to the fact that I need to take baby steps here. My sister is training for a half-marathon—
she is on a bit of a different track. I’m training for a healthy life as I enter into middle age. From 
recognizing the little signs, to acknowledging things don’t have to be perfect, to moving exercise up on 
the list of priorities, I’m still working on it…each and every day.  

My Lent Challenge begins on March 1st: 30 min of activity for 30 days, and no desserts—now THAT’S a 
challenge! 

 


