
 



  



GOOD NEWS? 

 

When I pondered the idea of doing a Lenten devotional in 

December 2017, Michael Boss suggested the idea of “The 

Gospel According to ________________” as a theme. I already had 

a theme in mind for last year, but I put Michael’s idea away 

for future use. 

As I read through the Gospel readings for each Sunday, I saw 

that some of them were hard words to hear, and I thought 

about the question of “why is this good news?” Why is it 

good news that the Prodigal Son is thrown a party when he 

returned home after squandering his inheritance? Why is it 

good news that a fig tree is going to be thrown to the fire for 

not bearing good fruit until the gardener saves it and asks 

for another year to give it extra attention? Why is it good 

news that a woman pours expensive oil on Jesus’ feet and 

dries them with her hair? 

As I started reading the devotions that people submitted, I 

started thinking that a better title would be “Good News” as 

it is literally what the word “Gospel” means. The Koine Greek 

word for “Gospel” is εὐαγγέλιον (transliterated as 

euangélion), which means literally “good message”. (Our 

English word “Gospel” comes from the Old English word 

“gōdspel”.) In any language, the Gospel is “good news”. 

It *IS* good news that Jesus longs to wrap us in His arms and 

protect us like a mother hen protecting her chicks. It *IS* 

good news that God welcomes each sinner back to the fold 



when we stray. It *IS* good news that Jesus died on the Cross 

for us. 

Every devotion is laid out the same way. There is a passage 

to read, a reflection, and then a prayer at the end. We at St. 

Paul’s wish you a blessed Lent and Holy Week. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

MARCH 6 (ASH WEDNESDAY) 

 

Read: Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 

Jesus said, “Be careful not to do your ‘acts of righteousness’ 

before others (to be seen by them). If you do, you will have no 

reward from your Father in heaven.” (NIV) 

Who doesn’t love applause? Who doesn’t love being 

appreciated and thanked for doing something nice? How 

many people – friends – have we lost over the years because 

the relationships seemed one-sided? Our egos may not 

demand recognition, and yet they can be so easily bruised. I 

sit here writing this while realizing I have not sent a thank-

you note to some people who put me up on a recent outing. I 

said “thank you” before I left, of course, but Momma taught 

me one should always, always, always send a follow-up note 

– using real pen and paper (or card stock) and a stamp. It is 



the TIME we spend that says Thank you; not the paper, per 

se. 

It is nearly impossible to do an act of kindness (or 

righteousness) that won’t be seen by others. It is also nearly 

impossible to do it so “ego-free” that only God will notice. I 

read what Jesus says and I answer, “My God, that’s 

impossible!” I suspect Jesus smiles and answers, “Yes, that’s 

the point.” If we think about it, the story of Lent is simply: I 

can’t; God can; I think I’ll let him. 

I find I am happier when I realize I have fallen short of the 

ideal and have an opportunity to rectify matters. Others may 

not see it, but God does; that’s rewarding. I am happier when 

I do the right thing because it’s the right thing to do. Others 

may not see it. God does; that’s rewarding. Jesus invites us to 

let go the ego long enough to realize that (doing) that frees 

our hands. With hands free, we can place them in God’s; 

that’s rewarding – more than enough. 

God, help me learn to place my hand in yours. Thanks! Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

 

 

  



MARCH 7 

 

Read: Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 

One of my favorite authors is Father James Martin, S.J., 

known as “the official chaplain of The Colbert Report”. His 

writing is entertaining to read, and I have learned more 

about my faith from his books than from any of my seminary 

classes. 

Every year since he was in college at the University of 

Pennsylvania, several of his college buddies have 

collaborated to come up with Father Jim’s Lenten sacrifice. 

This stems from a conversation in which they decided that 

he should not be allowed to choose what he gives up every 

year. Sacrifices have ranged from orange soda to Hostess 

Sno Balls™ to oregano. I look forward to finding out what his 

buddies choose every year, and it inspired me to do 

something similar a few years ago and raffle off the chance 

to decide my Lenten Sacrifice on my blog. 

Some of the things I have been asked to do include: 

 Finding empty churches and praying in them twice per 

week 

 Praying for a different person each day and someone I 

dislike every week 

 Following a modified Coptic Orthodox fast (no meat, 

dairy, fish, or oil) 



Have I loved doing all of them? Not particularly, especially 

the Coptic fast when all I wanted was a tuna sub from 

Subway with extra pickles. Have they changed me and made 

my life better? They definitely reminded me of Jesus while I 

was doing them, and I think that is the point of all of this: to 

focus on Jesus as we journey toward Good Friday and Easter. 

Lord, help me to hold to my sacrifices this Lent and to do so 

without whining… too much. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

MARCH 8 

 

Read: Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 

As a child, it was ingrained in my person to not draw 

attention to myself. I was raised with two brothers and two 

sisters, my parents and my maternal grandmother. Grandma 

Echo was a woman who quietly raised 3 children and 

countless others in the following generations. She served 

breakfast, lunch, and dinner every day. She did laundry for 

the 8 of us with a washing machine and a clothesline. She did 

all the heavy lifting when it came to the home, as both of my 

parents worked more than full time to put food on the table 

for all of us. She took on other children (cousins and 



neighborhood kids) after school and made sure we did all 

our homework, chores and were ready for bed when dinner 

dishes were done. After dinner, she sat in a chair, next to her 

lamp and crocheted or quilted, making gifts for her family 

members. 

Growing up, I never realized how completely selfless 

Grandma Echo truly was. She never wanted anything new 

for herself, and rarely asked for help. She mended her socks 

and treated her things gingerly, so she could do more for us. 

She did all she did silently. She never saw us as a burden. She 

said that she felt lucky that she could spend so much time 

with us. We would never know how much she did for us 

until she was gone. 

When I read the passage for today, I imagine the way that we 

are instructed to serve God is the way that Grandma Echo 

served us. She did not draw attention to herself or complain 

that we were a burden for her. I know we must have been 

quite a lot, as many evenings there were 12 or more for 

dinner and there were a couple of years when we were 12 

living in 1500 square feet. There must have been real and 

daily struggle. She never showed it. Serving and giving as a 

privilege, instead of a burden is the way I strive to see my 

commitment to God, knowing that God has given everything 

I have to me, without reservation. 

Lord, thank you for the example of Grandma Echo. Give us 

hearts to serve others selflessly. Amen. 

-Bonnie Schuh 



MARCH 9 

 

Read: Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 

To see and to be seen is an American mantra. One look at 

magazine tabloids, TV, or social media and we’re bombarded 

with details of the lives of celebrities, politicians, and 

prominent citizens . . . what they’re doing (and who they’re 

doing it with). The covers and stories and posts scream: 

“Look at me! Aren’t I something?!” Most of the news is 

provocative or salacious. In addition to titillating us, these 

stories often make us Americans feel as if we’ll never catch 

up with the Joneses. Why can’t I live in a mansion? Fly in a 

private jet? Afford haute couture? As if we’re just not worthy 

enough. 

In this passage, Jesus exhorts us to do the exact opposite of 

what the world dictates. He cautions us “not to practice your 

righteousness in front of others to be seen by them,” but to 

do the stuff of our spiritual lives—to give, pray, and fast—in 

secret, so that we may be rewarded.  

And who doesn’t love a reward? 

Some of us can afford to give more than others in time and 

talents. Don’t let that discourage you. Give what you can—

it’s between you and God anyway. “Then your Father, who 

sees what is done in secret, will reward you.” 

Others are prayer warriors. When we compare ourselves to 

these living saints of the church, we fall short. Again, don’t 



let that dampen your efforts. Pray earnestly and 

transparently. God’s ears are open, and He wants to give you 

something in return. 

Still, others flaunt their piety. Avoid this practice. Wear 

sackcloth and ashes if you must, and fast if you can—be it 

from food or drink or something that's taking up too much of 

your time (Facebook, anyone?). But do it all behind closed 

doors. 

Jesus says plainly, do this, and you will be compensated. 

Something tells me this reward in Heaven will be much 

greater than anything we’ve imagined on earth.  

Dear Lord, help us to strive for heavenly rewards instead of 

earthly rewards. Amen. 

-Ashley Sweeney 

 

 

 

MARCH 10 (LENT 1) 

 

Read: Luke 4:1-13 

(In 2016, my friend Laura won the right to pick my Lenten 

penance, and we decided that I would take on the fast that 

she has to do as a Coptic Christian. This is the conversation I 



may or may not have had with God on the night of Ash 

Wednesday.) 

“Goooooooooooood!! I’m 

huuuuuuunnnngggrrrryyyyyyyyyyyy!!!!!” 

Jen, you’re whining. You were also the one who chose this 

Lenten fast, so suck it up, buttercup! 

“But I’m hungry! I only had a tofu dog for dinner tonight! 

How do millions of Orthodox Christians do this year after 

year?” 

You’re forgetting that they do this several times per year. 

You western Christians need to toughen up. 

“But you don’t understand, God. I’m 

huuuuunnnnggggrrryyyyyyyyy!!!!!” 

Jen, go read the Gospel for Sunday. 

“Fine.“  

*reads the Gospel*  

“OK, in verse 2, it talks about Jesus spending 40 days in the 

wilderness and being hungry because He didn’t eat anything. 

Then, Satan tempts Him by commanding him to turn stones 

into bread. Are you saying that you want me to starve and be 

tempted?” 

Jen, you’re always going to be tempted. You are also not 

starving, instead simply limited by your inability to plan 

meals. My Son spent 40 times longer in the wilderness 

than you have spent doing Laura’s fast. You aren’t even 



fasting completely until noon like Coptic Christians do. 

You can deal with forgoing dairy and milk on weekdays 

and Saturdays. I promise that you can do this, so knock it 

off with the whining. 

“OK, God. Over and out.” 

Jen, the word is “Amen”. 

“K. Amen. Bye.” 

Almighty God, whose blessed Son was led by the Spirit to be 

tempted by Satan: Come quickly to help us who are assaulted 

by many temptations; and, as you know the weaknesses of 

each of us, let each one find you mighty to save; through Jesus 

Christ your Son our Lord, who lives and reigns with you and 

the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

MARCH 11 

 

Read: Luke 4:1-13 

The devil led him up to a high place and showed him in an 

instant all the kingdoms of the world. And he said to him, “I 

will give you all their authority and splendor; it has been given 



to me, and I can give it to anyone I want to. If you worship me, 

it will all be yours. 

Of all the temptations placed before Jesus by the devil, I’ve 

always thought that this particular one would have been the 

hardest to resist. After all, with unlimited dominion, could 

Christ not have immediately banished evil from the world 

and ushered in the Kingdom of Heaven in one fell stroke? 

Isn’t that the vaunted end game of the Christian faith?  

To put this temptation in a more contemporary cultural 

context, I’m reminded of J.R.R. Tolkien’s “Lord of the Rings” 

trilogy, where the narrative engine revolves around The 

Ring of Power and the ultimate defeat of evil in the form of 

Sauron, who originally had the rings forged to enslave 

Middle Earth. While its denizens lust after the Ring in the 

belief that they can wield unlimited power to do good, the 

wisest among them understand the true nature of Sauron’s 

trap — and they instead choose to destroy the ring by 

entrusting it to the most humble of them all: a lowly hobbit 

named Frodo. Need I point out the Christian allegory at work 

here? 

Before succeeding in his quest, Frodo is very nearly 

destroyed by the power of the ring before casting it back into 

the fire from which it was created. In the process, he 

discovers that it isn’t Sauron whom he must vanquish, but 

the power of temptation itself. In truth, that which spiritually 

corrupts us are not the objects of wealth and power, but the 



desire for them, regardless of how we chose to rationalize 

their attainment. 

Lord, keep me mindful that your Son did not seek to redeem 

our fallen nature through power, but through sacrifice. Let me 

not place power over the world above devotion to you. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

 

MARCH 12 

 

Read: Luke 4:1-13 

“Do you want to be a bully?” The devil tests Jesus. “How will 

you use your power?”  

The Spring 19 Washington State Magazine (Go, Cougs!) 

showcases JJ Harrison. A celebrated rodeo clown, JJ takes his 

‘Don’t be a Bull-y! Be a Champion!’ campaign to school 

assemblies around the country. Known for his humor, he 

lightheartedly and seriously helps young people discern the 

difference between teasing and bullying. 

“With teasing, there’s a balance of power. When it comes to 

bullying, there is not balance; only one person holds the 

power.” 



Gracious One, help us to not be afraid to discern our own 

power. Show us how to share it gladly, graciously and wisely in 

the world around us for the good of all. Amen. 

-Vicki Wesen 

 

 

 

MARCH 13 

 

Read: Luke 4:1-13 

After his baptism, Jesus, full of the Holy Spirit … was led by the 

Spirit into the wilderness … 

When I was a child, my mother walked me to school from the 

very beginning. We were a one car family and Dad took it to 

work, so Mom and I walked hand in hand the fifteen or so 

blocks from home to school. When we arrived at my 

Kindergarten class for the first time, she stepped in, handed 

me off to a woman I had never met before, and told me she’d 

be back when class was over. I remember nothing of what I 

thought or how I felt. I am sure I was dazzled and confused 

by the new experience – being in a foreign place with a 

gaggle of barbarians in miniature. What could I do? 

I watched; I listened; I followed directions. When I went off 

in my own direction, Miss Smith did not challenge me, 

chastise me, or correct me. She let me be. She let me explore. 



When I was ready, I would wander back into the "fold" and 

participate in whatever we found ourselves doing as a class. 

I don't think I was ever afraid, sad, or lonely; I was part of a 

larger whole (as best a five-year-old can know what that 

means). 

I wonder if it is wise to focus on the temptations of Jesus as if 

that was the main part of the story. Jesus was tempted. 

Aren't we all? No, what I find myself seeing in this story is 

Momma Spirit walking alongside ol’ JC, helping him to make 

his way through to the other side. 

God, help me learn to feel your hand in mine wherever I go, 

whatever I face. I know we do it together. Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

 

 

 

MARCH 14 

 

Read: Luke 4:1-13 

15 years ago, my former husband Jon was invited to 

participate in a Lenten round-robin in which pastors of 

various Lutheran churches would swap pulpits every 

Wednesday for Lenten soup suppers. The theme was “The 

Road to…” and each pastor would cover a different passage 

from the Lenten lectionary. Jon got “The Road to the 



Wilderness” and chose to do it from the perspective of 

Satan… as a gangsta rapper. We were walking through 

Walmart the week before Lent and I found the perfect tie… 

one with flames! 

 

Our church kids thought it was AWESOME, and Jon kept the 

sermon in his back pocket to use when the appropriate 

passage came up. 

One takeaway from that sermon was Jon ending the sermon 

by commenting (as Satan) to watch our backs because he is 

always on the prowl. Jon is right in that Satan is always 

waiting in the shadows, ready to pounce on us as we deal 

with temptation. The good news is that Jesus dealt with it 

too… and is always ready to walk with us as we are in it. 

With Jesus’ help, we can overcome it. 



Thank you, Lord, for going through those forty days in the 

wilderness so that You would understand our temptations. 

Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

MARCH 15 

 

Read: Luke 4:1-13 

What do you do when your inner divinity is revealed? 

Apparently, you go out into the desert and confront your 

deepest humanity.  

First, hunger. Deep, gnawing primal hunger. I remember still 

my newborn’s tiny cries and know most intimately the depth 

of human hunger. For an infant, hunger isn't merely a cry of 

the gut. It is a scream for suckling comfort, for being held 

and nurtured; a cry to return to that state of union with the 

mother in a seamless cycle of sustenance and synchronicity.  

Nor does an infant articulate or distinguish their hunger 

particularly much. They a lack and they cry out until it is 

sated. 

I don't believe for a minute that Jesus was meant to conquer 

his hunger or to ignore it. He was sent to the desert to 



*understand* it in the most visceral way. How can Jesus save 

if Jesus does not feel the pain and constant yearning that 

haunts humanity in our infant separation from the divine 

unity? 

I also have to believe in those 40 days he came to 

understand something far deeper: if God becomes fully 

human, God must die. Perhaps upon a cross, perhaps in his 

sleep in old age, and perhaps alone in a desert having 

accomplished none of his mission.  

Jesus was not tempted to turn away from God in the desert, 

at least not directly, but from his humanity. From the endless 

gnawing craving for unity and sustenance. From the 

certainty of death and the terror of failure and obscurity.  

Only in turning towards his humanity was Jesus able to fulfill 

the scripture. And as Jesus did, so must we. We must feel our 

hunger and our fear in this Lenten time. A fear or pain 

unacknowledged is one that cannot be redeemed.  

May we in our various fasts and spiritual moments recognize 

the embodiment of our deepest yearnings. Through our 

human helplessness, may we allow ourselves to cry out from 

instinct instead of elegy. And may we have the faith of a 

newborn baby that our cries will be heard and attended to. 

Dear Jesus, you suffered temptation so that you might 

understand us better. Thank you. Amen. 

-Adella Wright 

  



MARCH 16 

 

Read: Luke 4:1-13 

In these passages from Luke, Jesus had returned from the 

Jordan full of the Holy Spirit, been led to the desert by the 

Holy Spirit where he had fasted for 40 days and was tempted 

by the Devil.  First, the Devil tells Jesus to turn stone into 

bread but although he was tired and hungry, Jesus exhibited 

his unyielding faith in trusting the sufficiency of God's 

gracious care. He would master his desire for physical food 

by subordinating them to His greater purpose of living to 

serve God. In the second temptation, the Devil offers to 

bestow upon Jesus great power and wealth if only Jesus 

would worship him. Jesus refuses the prestige, power and 

psychological need to exercise power and control over 

others and remains true to his mission of worshiping and 

serving God. As a third temptation, the Devil challenges Jesus 

to prove the existence of God by throwing himself from the 

highest point of the temple. Again, Jesus refuses to be 

tempted, knowing that if we truly believe, our faith and trust 

in God will sustain us. 

The Devil tempted, tested, opposed and worked against 

Jesus often and we would do well to remember that the Devil 

will test us as well. In a society that often focuses on material 

possessions and status, we can be tempted to abandon God 

for ways of self-fulfillment, power, and spectacle. How easy it 

is to lose control over our time and commitments, testing us 



to practice the presence of God in our life. In subtle ways, the 

world makes it easy to draw away from God and to fill our 

lives with lesser things. 

Millard Fuller, a self-made millionaire at 29, had seen his 

health, integrity, and marriage suffer as his business 

prospered and he amassed great fortune and power. With 

his marriage failing, his faith faltering and a great emptiness 

gnawing at his soul, he re-evaluated his values and direction. 

Prayer and soul-searching led to reconciliation with his wife 

Linda and the renewal of his Christian commitment to serve 

God. He and Linda sold all their possessions, gave money to 

the poor and sought practical ways to apply Christ's 

teachings.  In 1976, they founded Habitat for Humanity, an 

ecumenical Christian housing ministry whose mission is to 

eliminate poverty housing and to make decent shelter a 

matter of conscience and action. Habitat helps families build 

their homes alongside volunteers and to achieve the 

strength, stability, and independence to build a better life for 

themselves and their families. Putting faith into action, 

Habitat now works in all 50 states and in 70 countries 

worldwide.  

Thirteen years ago, I volunteered at a Habitat construction 

site in Boise, Idaho and was overwhelmed with the 

compassion and camaraderie of the volunteers who were 

helping the Etoka family build a simple, safe, affordable 

home for their family. I have been involved with Habitat for 

Humanity ever since my soul fed with this simple act of faith 



in action. I was heeding God's commandment to love my 

neighbor as myself and to help others. I always feel closer to 

God's living presence when I leave worldly things behind, 

help those less fortunate, listen to the call of chickadees, 

watch a golden sunrise through the cedars or read a book 

with my grandsons. I prefer these affirmations of the 

presence of a loving God over material possessions, political 

divide, hostile tweets, corruption, and greed. I try to practice 

daily Psalm 46:10: Be still and know I am God.  

Dear Heavenly Father, we thank you for the gift of this 

glorious day. Help us find joy in helping others, working for 

justice, mercy, and peace for all. Amen. 

-Carol Boss 

 

 

 

MARCH 17 (LENT 2) 

 

Read: Luke 13:31-35 

Some Pharisees came and said to Jesus, "Get away from here, 

for Herod wants to kill you." He said to them, "Go and tell that 

fox for me, 'Listen, I am casting out demons and performing 

cures today and tomorrow, and on the third day I finish my 

work. Yet today, tomorrow, and the next day I must be on my 



way because it is impossible for a prophet to be killed outside 

of Jerusalem. –vv. 31-33 

When I was doing my B.A., my Senior Comprehensive 

requirement was a seminar class on the cult of the saints in 

Catholicism. My 25-page paper was on evangelism in the 

early Celtic Church, and one of the things I read quite 

frequently was St. Patrick’s Breastplate, allegedly written 

while St. Patrick was trying to escape the henchmen of 

Lóegaire mac Néill, the High King of Ireland at the time. (The 

full version can be found at 

https://www.ourcatholicprayers.com/st-patricks-

breastplate.html) 

In this prayer, also known as a caim, Patrick wraps the 

protection of God around himself like a cloak: 

I arise today, through 
God's strength to pilot me, 
God's might to uphold me, 
God's wisdom to guide me, 
God's eye to look before me, 
God's ear to hear me, 
God's word to speak for me, 
God's hand to guard me, 
God's shield to protect me, 
God's host to save me 
From snares of devils, 
From temptation of vices, 
From everyone who shall wish me ill, 
afar and near. 



I imagine Jesus longs to surround us and protect us like that 

when I read today’s Gospel. 

Surround us, dear Jesus, and protect us from all harm. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

MARCH 18 

 

Read: Luke 13:31-35 

In today’s passage, the Pharisees warn Jesus that his life is at 

risk.  But busy doing God’s work, he will not flee and is 

unfazed by the specter of murderous violence.  Jesus knows 

that he will eventually die in Jerusalem, not in Galilee at 

Herod’s hand.  He foreshadows his resurrection by telling 

them that his casting out demons and performing cures will 

be finished in two more days—on the third day.  Jesus then 

laments that the people of Jerusalem refuse divine 

protection and instead destroy the messengers from God.     

At least two lessons emerge from this reading.  The first is a 

commitment to call: concentrating on the work, not the risks.  

It requires godly courage.  When we focus on a task instead 

of how we feel about it, there's no room in our consciousness 

for both achievement and fear.  Perhaps the task is to seek 

out what God's call is for our own lives and trust that we've 



been given the talents to complete the intended work.  

Scripture reassures us we can do all things through Christ, 

who strengthens us. 

A second concept is that of divine grace:  that there is 

nothing we can do—or fail to do—that will cause God to love 

us any more or any less.  Even in calling out Jerusalem for 

her sins, as it were, Jesus suggests that God’s love is 

undiminished.  This is a concept undoubtedly easier to 

accept in the abstract than in daily practice.  How many 

times in a day do we criticize ourselves for falling short?  If 

we believe that God lives in us, then we may choose to see 

the divine in ourselves—and in each other.   

These are good news!  Embracing the power of Christ, 
knowing that we are wildly and unconditionally loved by 
God, is there anything that we cannot do for good in this 
world? 

Help us focus on your call and your grace in this Lenten 
season, Lord. Amen. 

-David Sloat 

 

 

  



MARCH 19 

Read: Luke 13:31-35 

The Pharisees said, “Get out of here or Herod will kill you!” 

Jesus replied, “Go and tell Herod I will cast out demons and 

cure people for the next three days. How often I would have 

gathered my children to me like a hen gathers her brood 

under her wings. Look! Your home is desolate, and you will not 

see me until you can say, ‘Blessed is He that comes in the name 

of the Lord.’” 

Jesus defied orders from the king! He gave reasons for doing 

so as well as examples and excuses. Yet, the Pharisees were 

so caught up in the rabble and fear that they never 

questioned what was happening and refused to listen to 

Jesus. I wonder if maybe, just one of them had doubts and 

questioned what he was doing. How often in everyday life do 

we go along with the general consensus? “Don’t rock the 

boat.” “Don’t make waves.” “Just agree with it!” “What 

difference will it make?” 

We have all been in this situation and will be again. 

Questioning Herod’s orders wouldn’t have changed the 

outcome for Jesus, but it may have changed the outcome for 

the one who might have asked, “Why?” 

Father, let each of us think clearly and wisely when confronted 

with worldly doubts and concerns. Amen. 

-Sister Katherine 

  



MARCH 20 

Read: Luke 13:31-35 

Christ’s lament over Jerusalem always touches me deeply. 

When I was a child a neighbor raised chickens. Often, I 

visited his backyard to help feed the chickens and to watch 

them scratch the dirt for grubs. Occasionally, he even let me 

help gather the eggs. Sometimes the calico barn cat would 

stalk the baby chicks and I would gaze in amazement as the 

hen collected her brood and they all disappeared under her 

wings. I tried to imagine what it must have felt like to be 

gathered together and hidden away. Somehow, I knew I 

would have felt utterly safe and loved. 

Jesus longs to gather the children of Jerusalem as that hen 

gathered her brood, and they are not willing. Instead, they 

kill the prophets and stone those sent to them. They must 

not know what they are missing. 

Dear God, help us to be willing to say "yes" to being gathered 

under your wings and feeling your warmth and love for us. 

Amen. 

-Cathey Frederick 

  



MARCH 21 

Read: Luke 13:31-35 

Jerusalem, Jerusalem, you who kill the prophets and stone those 

sent to you, how often I have longed to gather your children 

together, as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings, and you 

were not willing. 

At the risk of being branded a “hater”, I can’t honestly recall a 

time (at least prior to adolescence) when my relationship 

with my country wasn’t at least somewhat fraught. Perhaps I 

tend toward the melodramatic, but I’m more inclined to see 

America rather than Jerusalem as the “new Jerusalem”. Like 

the biblical Jerusalem, our country has a rich history of 

stoning its prophets, of placing its Jeremiahs on FBI watch 

lists, and in some cases (many of which may never be fully 

revealed in our lifetimes) engineering their downfall before 

dedicating a federal building or a day on the calendar in their 

names.  

I don’t consider acknowledging this to be an act of disloyalty, 

but rather the recognition that rendering unto Caesar that 

which is Caesar’s should not mean surrendering my 

conscience or, more to the point, the Gospel message. As a 

result, I’m troubled as a Christian by the equation of 

patriotism and godliness among some who profess my faith.  

As much as Christ revered the Holy City of his faith, he wasn’t 

about to give it a free pass when it came to honoring God. I 

feel the same way about America. Yes, we like to think of 

ourselves as a “Christian country”, but the irony is that when 



the day arrives that we can truly say, “Blessed is he who 

comes in the name of the Lord,” one of the first casualties will 

be “American exceptionalism.” On that day, we’ll be united not 

as citizens of the greatest superpower since the Rome of 

Jesus’ time, but as a brotherhood and sisterhood of sinners 

saved by grace. So I say to my flag waving fellow citizens, best 

be careful what you wish for.  

Lord, save me from the time of trial in choosing between 

devotion to country and devotion to your Word…but give me 

the courage to make the right choice should that time come. 

Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

 

MARCH 22 

 

Read: Luke 13:31-35 

“Jerusalem, Jerusalem, you who kill the prophets and stone 

those sent to you, how often I have longed to gather your 

children together, as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings, 

and you were not willing.” 

My kitten Minion is what a family friend refers to as a “tree 

kitty”. He likes to sit on top of bookcases, tables, desks, 

counters, and the railing on the second floor. The latter is 



nerve-wracking for us because it is at least an eight-foot drop 

if he falls. He might land on his feet, but that is not a guarantee. 

Frequently, I have to remove him from the railing… or 

sometimes I just give him my mama look and he will jump 

down. I would prefer that the little monster did not put 

himself in danger, but he seems to have other ideas. 

I think this is how Jesus feels in verse 34 of this week’s Gospel 

lesson. He would love to gather people together and for 

everyone to live peaceably, but that is not how things work. 

Instead, we stone those who come to bring the Gospel, and we 

all follow what our sinful hearts want. 

Being Minion’s human reminds me daily that I still have a long 

way to go in being the person Jesus wants me to be. 

Lord, gather us together and protect us, despite our fighting 

against you to do what we want; and please forgive us when we 

fall. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

  



MARCH 23 

 

Read: Luke 13:31-35 

Some Pharisees came and said to Jesus, “Get away from here, 

for Herod wants to kill you.” 

I was at a non-denominational church camp for college 

students many years ago with a friend. We had driven up 

toward Monte Cristo in the North Cascades (about 1970/71) 

and spent the night in my old '61 Rambler. How we made it I 

do not know; God knows! As morning light filtered through 

the trees and the noise of an awakening camp echoed off the 

surrounding rocks, my stomach turned to thoughts of 

breakfast. The cooks were doing their thing and people were 

gathering ‘round. As I drew closer, a voice rang out, "Don't 

eat the suet! Don't eat the suet!" I had the impression that 

someone had just lost their breakfast and there was 

something in the breakfast stew not suitable for human 

consumption. I didn't know what it was, but I suddenly lost 

my appetite! 

The Pharisees in the Gospel seem to be doing a good deed, 

warning Jesus to stay away. It can be argued that they were 

using Herod to keep Jesus out of their hair, for they didn’t 

much like that preacher from Nazareth. That’s possible. It 

can also be argued that, no matter how much they disliked 

Jesus, they liked Herod even less and were doing what they 

could to keep the peace. Like many of us, perhaps their 



motives were a mix of the pure with the impure. Either way, 

Jesus wanted nothing to do with their breakfast stew. 

Jesus simply reminded them, “I’m going to keep doing what 

God has called me to do: preaching, healing, and pointing out 

what God is doing all around us. Oh, how I wish I could bring 

you in, too!” 

“Bring you in, too.” That’s the Gospel. We need not fear what 

God’s got cooking. Yum. 

God, help me hear your meal-time bell and to help bring others 

within reach of your loving embrace. Also, please feel free to 

toss out the suet in my soul. In Jesus’ Name. Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

 

 

 

MARCH 24 (LENT 3) 

 

Read: Luke 13:1-9 

“He replied, 'Sir, let it alone for one more year until I dig 

around it and put manure on it.  If it bears fruit next year, well 

and good; but if not, you can cut it down.'" –Luke 13:8-9 

Jesus told the parable of the Fig Tree when the Pharisees 

were continuing to find fault with everyone except 

themselves. He told them that they had to repent, or they 



would perish just like the fig tree was going to be cut down if 

in the next year if it did not bear fruit. 

Lent is a time for us as Christians to spend time in prayer, 

reflection and study as we prepare for Holy Week when we 

commemorate the death, burial, and resurrection of Jesus. It 

is time for us to 'put our roots down deep into the Word and 

draw the nutrients needed for us to grow and bear fruit'. If 

not, we are really not very helpful in sharing the Gospel with 

others because they can see that our lives do not match up 

with our words. 

Over thirty years ago, some Church elders did an 

intervention on me and encouraged me to join Al-Anon and 

get personal counseling. I felt that I had come to a very 

critical point in my life and had a hard choice to make. Was I 

going to keep on the path I was traveling or choose the path 

of investing in the hard work of introspection and making 

serious changes in my life? The Eerdmans Bible Dictionary 

defines repentance as "a complete change of orientation 

involving a judgment upon the past and a deliberate 

redirection for the future". Choosing the latter path has 

brought peace into my life and given me a purpose and 

direction that makes me want to support those who may find 

themselves in similar circumstances and share the good 

news of Jesus.  

Lord, thank you for the second chance that you gave me to 

straighten out my life. Thank you for the strength you gave me 

to make the serious changes needed. Help us all to strive to 



bear fruit and support one another on our Christian journeys. 

Amen. 

-Marilyn Allen 

 

 

 

MARCH 25 

 

Read: Luke 13:1-9 

In verses 1-5, the death of the Galileans at the hand of Pilate 

and the accidental death of the victims of the fallen tower 

both remind me that we never know when our time on earth 

will come to an end. Wherever our life choices have taken us, 

acknowledging and confessing our errors -of any 

proportion- we will be forgiven if we are earnest in our ask. 

One sin is no less significant or worse than another. 

However, the time will come when we are called to face 

them.  

The parable of the barren fig tree tells me that God is patient 

and generous. As long as I keep praying and doing my best to 

follow his will, he keeps giving me more opportunities. 

Another chance, again. 

Dear Lord, thank you for loving and accepting me as I am. I 

am so grateful that as I struggle through life's challenges, 



making errors as we humans do, you forgive me and stay by 

my side, guiding me along the way. In your Son’s name, Amen. 

-Sherri Greenleaf 

 

 

 

MARCH 26 

 

Read: Luke 13:1-9 

This is a hard passage for many people because it seems like 

one that condemns people instead of one that speaks of love. 

In verses 1-5, we are reminded of people who perished 

through events that are not their fault, and Jesus uses the 

example to tell us to repent lest we perish as well. It seems 

like something the folks at Westboro Baptist Church would 

be preaching on, not something that we hear in a context 

that speaks of love. 

The parable that Jesus tells seems like another one where we 

are being condemned. A fig tree is failing to be fruitful, and 

the landowner wants to cut it down and plant something 

else that might produce more figs for his table and to sell at 

market. The gardener intervenes and asks for one more year 

to get the tree fruitful and promises to tend to it specially. 

However, I see the love of God in the parable. I sin and fail to 

show spiritual fruit daily as the words that come out of my 



mouth are occasionally foul, and I get irrationally angry at 

people and things. Instead of condemning me, Jesus acts as 

the gardener in this parable and works within me to change 

me and help me to bear the spiritual fruit that I need 

desperately to bear. Christ’s love transforms my heart and 

helps me to be patient with my students and with Daniel. 

Christ’s love changes me and helps me to pray for people I 

dislike. Thank God that I am loved this way. 

Dear Jesus, thank you for loving me and helping me to grow in 

the ways I need to grow. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

MARCH 27 

 

Read: Luke 13:1-9 

The beginning of this passage urges us to repent, to change, 

or to face perishing. For most of us, change doesn't happen 

overnight; it is not immediate. The deadline to change or 

perish is severe and scary. We often hear that to change a 

habit takes a minimum of 21 days, and newer research 

suggests that 66 days is a more reasonable expectation. 

The owner of the fig tree planted in the vineyard came 

looking for fruit and after three years of no fruit, he was 



ready to cut it down. The tree is saved (at least for a year) by 

the intervention of the gardener who recognizes that the 

tree could change (or perhaps mature) with some special 

care and feeding. Fig and most other fruit trees take some 

time and special attention to begin to produce. My fig tree 

didn’t produce until it had been growing for 5 years! 

Jesus intervenes for us, much as the gardener, to help us 

repent, to change so that we might live and grow. 

Lord Jesus, thank you for being patient with us as we grow and 

become mature in our faith. Thank you for nourishing us with 

your word and sacraments. Amen. 

-Cathey Frederick 

 

 

 

MARCH 28 

 

Read: Luke 13:1-9 

Jesus is warning the Jews to repent for the judgment of the 

Lord is near. 

No one knows when their life will end on earth. God gives 

everyone chances in their life to repent (turn their life 

around) and accept Jesus Christ into their life before it is too 

late. 



The good news is God is a loving Father that wants to enter 

into your life and make your life better. That is why He sent 

His Son and the Holy Spirit to guide you through life. 

Will all the problems you have go away? No, the Holy Spirit 

will guide, help, and comfort you in your time of need. You 

will never be alone. The choice is yours to make. 

Lord, give us the wisdom to call upon you. Amen. 

-Bob Johnson 

 

 

 

MARCH 29 

 

Read: Luke 13:1-9 

Jesus said, “Be careful not to do your ‘acts of righteousness’ 

before others (to be seen by them). If you do, you will have no 

reward from your Father in heaven.” (NIV) 

Who doesn’t love applause? Who doesn’t love being 

appreciated and thanked for doing something nice? How 

many people – friends – have we lost over the years because 

the relationships seemed one-sided? Our egos may not 

demand recognition, and yet they can be so easily bruised. I 

sit here writing this while realizing I have not sent a thank-

you note to some people who put me up on a recent outing. I 



said “thank you” before I left, of course, but Momma taught 

me one should always, always, always send a follow-up note 

– using real pen and paper (or card stock) and a stamp. It is 

the TIME we spend that says “thank you”; not the paper, per 

se. 

It is nearly impossible to do an act of kindness (or 

righteousness) that won’t be seen by others. It is also nearly 

impossible to do it so “ego-free” that only God will notice. I 

read what Jesus says and I answer, “My God, that’s 

impossible!” I suspect Jesus smiles and answers, “Yes, that’s 

the point.” If we think about it, the story of Lent is simply: I 

can’t; God can; I think I’ll let him. 

I find I am happier when I realize I have fallen short of the 

ideal and have an opportunity to rectify matters. Others may 

not see it, but God does; that’s rewarding. I am happier when 

I do the right thing because it’s the right thing to do. Others 

may not see it. God does; that’s rewarding. Jesus invites us to 

let go the ego long enough to realize that (doing) that frees 

our hands. With hands free, we can place them in God’s; 

that’s rewarding – more than enough. 

God, help me learn to place my hand in yours. Thanks! Amen. 

-Keith Axberg  



MARCH 30 

 

Read: Luke 13:1-9 

“‘Sir,’ the man replied, ‘leave it alone for one more year, and I’ll 

dig around it and fertilize it. If it bears fruit next year, fine! If 

not, then cut it down.’” 

If I had a nickel for every time a biblical passage left me 

feeling conflicted, I’d be tempted to bribe my way past the 

Pearly Gates. The parable of the fig tree is a prime example. 

In my dialogue with the Lord, I find myself a bit exasperated 

and slightly whiny.  

“Seriously, God? Didn’t you send your only begotten son to 

teach us love and compassion? Shouldn’t that love, and 

compassion lead us to keep putting our efforts into nursing 

that poor little fig tree into bearing fruit? How can we be so 

callous as to cut it down simply because it doesn’t yield the 

results we’re looking for in the timeframe of our choosing?” 

To which, I imagine God replying with an indulgent smile, 

“My child, both you and the fig tree grow, bear fruit, and die 

in my time, not yours. It is not for you to see when and how 

those things come to pass — for although I gave you the 

power of discernment, only I have the power of omniscience. 

My power is infinite, yours is not…so you must carefully 

choose when to cut your losses when it comes to the objects 

of your devotion.” 



And with that reply, I’m reminded yet again that just because 

we call the Gospel message “The Good News” doesn’t mean 

that it feels good. Some choices just suck, but it isn’t in our 

power to save everyone. For that, we trust in God…and God 

is faithful. 

Dear God, grant me the discernment to know when my efforts 

to do your will are truly in keeping with it, or merely vanity. 

Let me not lose you in the belief that I can save someone else 

— let me instead be an instrument of your saving grace, while 

always acknowledging the author of that power in Christ our 

Lord. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

 

MARCH 31 (LENT 4) 

 

Read: Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 

So he set off and went to his father. But while he was still far 

off, his father saw him and was filled with compassion; he ran 

and put his arms around him and kissed him. -v. 20 

We are all so familiar with the parable of the Prodigal Son.  

The son, who took his inheritance, squandered it and then 

when he found himself feeding the pigs instead of enjoying 



all the benefits of being his father's son; he repented of his 

ways and decided to go home. 

What really struck me in reading this passage is that the 

father got news that his errant son was returning and went 

out to welcome him home.  The father "was filled with 

compassion; he ran and put his arms around him and kissed 

him."  Just picture that in your mind!!!  That is how Jesus 

welcomes us when we come to Him, repenting and seeking 

forgiveness.   

As you know, St. Paul's supports Family Promise, a non-

profit that provides food and shelter for homeless families 

until they are able to accumulate the finances to rent a home 

on their own.  Once a quarter, we join with Trinity Lutheran 

church in providing dinner and chaperones for several 

nights for families in the Family Promise program.  What a 

wonderful opportunity to open our arms wide in welcoming 

these families into our midst and showing them Jesus' 

unconditional love.  Some of these families have made bad 

choices in life; others find themselves homeless due to 

circumstances beyond their control.  Who are we to judge?  

We don't.  We just welcome them into our midst and provide 

an environment that is accepting and non-intrusive.  

Hopefully, their experience with us will encourage them to 

seek Jesus in their own time. 

Jesus, show us how best to reach out to those in our 

community.  May those who enter our doors at St. Paul's find 



us a welcoming, accepting and supportive group as they 

journey through life. Amen. 

-Marilyn Allen 

 

 

 

APRIL 1 

 

Read: Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 

In the first passage, Jesus welcomed sinners and ate with 

them! What a principle to remember: Jesus welcomes every 

person (we are all sinners, after all). And He reminds us that 

His principle applies to everyone – even those people who 

might not appear to be likely candidates to respond to His 

welcome. Your cantankerous Uncle Joe, that unfair boss, the 

guy who spews hatred for other races/religions/genders, 

the neighbor who is cheating on his wife. Yes, everyone. And 

Jesus wants each of us to reflect the welcome that Jesus 

provides. After all, people come to Jesus because they see His 

life reflected in us. 

In the second passage, Jesus not only tells us a story of a 

prodigal son; he also tells us the story of all of us. The 

concept is difficult for many to grasp – we are all sinners and 

need to find Jesus! In our materialistic society where money 

and achievements are seen as the ultimate aspirations, it is 



hard for many to see that we have all sinned and fallen short 

of God’s glory. The reason God sent his son Jesus to die for all 

of us is that we all need him. All of our own achievements 

will never satisfy us and will never achieve knowing Jesus. 

Hard to convince some people? Absolutely. Many have to go 

off & try it on their own before finally realizing that they 

need to accept Jesus as the missing piece in their lives. They 

may see that ‘found’ life in you – let them see the difference 

Jesus makes in you. 

Help us to be a reflection of You, God, to the people who need 

to see it most. Amen. 

-Barb Cheyney 

 

 

 

APRIL 2 

 

Read: Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 

In 2004, my parents adopted two kittens after their cat 

Bessie passed away. Homer was a grey cat, and Jethro is a 

tiger cat. The boys had the run of the backyard and the house 

but were never allowed in the front yard. Jethro stayed in 

the backyard, but Homer learned to climb the fence and was 

soon out on “adventures”. 



One day, Homer never came in. 24 hours passed and he still 

was not home. My dad took his picture door-to-door, but 

nobody had seen him. My mom was beside herself, having 

just lost Bessie earlier in the year. My twin brother and I are 

trolls, so we referred to all of this as “Homer’s Odyssey”. 

Four days after he disappeared, Homer appeared on the 

front porch wondering why people were fussing over him. 

There was much petting, cuddling, and ear-scratching when 

my dad brought him into my mom’s office. 

If this is how much we love our cats, how much more does 

God then love us? Jesus tells us how much in our Gospel 

reading from Sunday. In asking for his inheritance early, he 

was telling his father that he wished his father was dead. 

When he came back a broken and starving human being, the 

father ran to greet him and gave him a lavish welcome. How 

crazy is that?!?!?!? 

The younger son did not deserve the welcome he got. He was 

welcomed warmly anyway. How amazing is God’s love for 

us! 

Thank you, Lord, for reckless love and our prodigal cats 

coming home. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe  



APRIL 3 

 

Read: Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 

When I was growing up, I could REALLY relate to the older 

brother. As the firstborn with a younger brother, I was the 

one who followed the rules. I did as I was told; I tried to live 

up to my parents' and teachers' expectations. But my 

younger brother!!! ARGH!!! He was always up to mischief, 

playing tricks on me and my friends, listening in on my 

phone calls, never following directions from our parents and 

destroying my books and toys. There were times when I 

wished he would go to some far-off land. 

I never was able to relate to the younger son in this parable. 

However, when I became a parent, I could relate to the 

father. Both of my boys were (and still are) so precious to me 

that I can truly and deeply understand how the father 

rejoiced at the return of the younger son. The two sons were 

very different and his love for each of them was strong and 

abiding. When someone you love seems lost to you and then 

returns, that is truly a celebratory event. So, I grieve for the 

older son who was unable to join the celebration and hope 

that at some point he became a father and was able to 

understand. I am thankful that my younger brother and I are 

now close and have forgiven one another for the problems 

we caused one another while we were growing up. 



Dear God, thank you for loving us, caring for us, and 

welcoming us home when we stray. Amen. 

-Cathey Frederick 

 

 

 

APRIL 4 

 

Read: Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 

"‘My son,' the father said, ‘you are always with me, and 

everything I have is yours. But we had to celebrate and be glad 

because this brother of yours was dead and is alive again; he 

was lost and is found.'" 

Tell me how you respond to the grievances of the older son 

in this parable, and I can probably tell you whether or not 

you had siblings — and if so, whether or not you were the 

first born. Of all the New Testament parables, the “return of 

the prodigal son” serves as one of the most enduring 

touchstones on issues ranging from family dynamics to one’s 

sense of fulfillment. One thing for sure is that I can’t imagine 

anyone reading it with a sense of indifference — perhaps 

because it is so relatable, whether we’re talking about 

Christ’s time or ours. Like the man said, “The fundamental 

things apply as time goes by.” 



More profoundly, I think that how you respond to this 

parable will likely tell me whether or not you’re a parent. It’s 

very clear to me that the older brother is not. If he was, we 

would already know some things his father does. The first of 

these is that the question of loving your children “equally” 

should never be conflated with loving them “fairly” — in the 

sense that “fair” is equated with “the same.” Even as a kid, it 

seemed obvious to me that if my parents loved my siblings 

and me in exactly the same way, it could only be because 

they somehow failed to recognize how different we were. 

And we were very, very different. 

But for me, the most profound knowledge that the father of 

the prodigal son possesses is that there is more to be 

celebrated in redemption than in never straying from grace, 

to begin with. Looked at from a father's point of view, who is 

more to be envied: the child who remained in the light of his 

love, or the one who fell into darkness? To celebrate the 

prodigal's return is to be assured that God's love is constant 

and unconditional — the source of its holy power. I feel 

sorry for the older brother, not because he has been treated 

unfairly, but because he fails to feel the abiding joy of his 

father's grace. Of course, as fallen creatures, we have a hard 

time seeing this from a divine perspective…at least until we 

ourselves become parents. 

Heavenly Parent let me be always and everywhere mindful of 

your unconditional love and let me be always ready to 



celebrate anyone’s awakening to it, that we may all grow as 

brothers and sisters in your grace. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

 

APRIL 5 

 

Read: Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 

I am a convert to Christianity, so the griping of the Pharisees 

in the first part of this week’s Gospel grates at me. 

And the Pharisees and the scribes were grumbling and 

saying, “This fellow welcomes sinners and eats with 

them.” – v. 2 (NRSV) 

UC Santa Cruz, the school I attended for my B.A., is a 

notoriously secular school, and I heard the people at my 

college church talking frequently about how hostile it was to 

the Gospel. Dane, Kathy, Gordon, Joan, and Laurie, the 

leaders of our college group, did something about it, 

however. Every week, they came up on campus and chose a 

different dining hall every week in which to meet us for 

dinner. It was the highlight of my week and we were always 

encouraged to bring our friends. My friends, most of whom 

were not Christians, loved eating dinner with them. They 

would always have conversations with my friends about 



their classes and interests, and this was really wonderful for 

some of my friends who were sometimes fighting with their 

own parents at that moment. During finals, my church held a 

study hall, and Gordon would help people out with their 

math classes while Dane would tackle Biology. They held 

monthly games nights to which anyone could come, and they 

made lunch for us after church every week. They came to our 

(plural) graduations, and all five of them were at my 

wedding. 

Why did they do this? They understood that college is a 

really hard time and it would be helpful to have someone 

who would listen. When I was fighting severe depression, 

Laurie took a day off of work and came on campus to help 

me get my meds straightened out with the school clinic. We 

then went down to the beach and talked for a few hours. 

When I needed someone to talk to, all of them were a phone 

call away. Dane and Laurie were both converts to 

Christianity, and they were there for me when I was really 

trying to figure out who I was and what I believed. 

In 2013, Gordon was murdered as he sat in his office. His 

funeral was standing room only in the biggest church in 

Santa Cruz, and many of those attending were the students 

he had worked with over the years. I still keep in touch with 

his widow Joan and the others. Laurie never married and 

had a family, so all of her “college kids” leave her Mother’s 

Day messages on Facebook. 



Apparently, “eating with sinners and tax collectors” does 

some good. 

Lord, thank you for the example of Gordon, Joan, Dane, Kathy, 

and Laurie. May we be a light to Mount Vernon in the way they 

were a light to the students of UC Santa Cruz. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

APRIL 6 

 

Read: Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 

I once received a tape from the Southern Poverty Law 

Center, which had a story about a black woman whose son 

had been beaten to death by a young white man.  She 

attended the white man’s trial, and after he had been found 

guilty, he was allowed to speak to her, saying, “I am so 

sorry.  Can you ever forgive me?” The grieving woman 

answered, “I already have, my son.” Then she embraced him. 

The father of the prodigal son did likewise, forgiving before 

the son confessed. That is our God. Always ready to forgive, 

even before we ask. All that we need to do is turn to God and 

accept that wonderful love and forgiveness.  



In return, we are asked to forgive each other, even our 

enemies. How difficult it is. Yet I find that the sooner I 

forgive, the easier it is, and the relief on both sides is 

immense. Perhaps that is what God has in mind for us all. 

Gracious God, thank you for forgiving us even before we ask. 

Help us to do the same. Amen. 

-Penny Worrell 

 

 

 

APRIL 7 (LENT 5) 

 

Read: John 12:1-8 

Ten years ago today, my son Daniel was born prematurely 

when I developed HELLP Syndrome, a variant of 

preeclampsia. As a way of dealing with the trauma of his 

birth, I started speaking out about my story and 

participating in the Promise Walk for Preeclampsia, which 

raises awareness and money for preeclampsia research.  

In 2015, after using my 35th birthday as a fundraiser for the 

Preeclampsia Foundation, I was approached by a family 

member and asked if it wasn’t time for me to move on to a 

different cause and stop harping on my story because it was 

embarrassing to them. I was livid. Daniel and I had almost 



died from HELLP Syndrome, and me telling my story had 

saved the lives of several friends who went to their doctors 

immediately when symptoms started. Because they caught it 

in time, they were able to avoid the inevitable emergency c-

section or early induction of labor by controlling it with diet 

and bed rest. Additionally, preeclampsia is the second 

leading cause of maternal death in the world, and I 

considered my speaking out to be what I could do to prevent 

the deaths of more women. 

That conversation reminds me a lot of this week’s Gospel. 

Jesus is having dinner at the house of Mary and Martha, and 

Mary pours a jar of pure nard on Jesus’s feet before drying 

them with her hair. “Nard” is short for “spikenard” and it is 

an essential oil derived from the Nardostachys jatamansi 

plant grown in the Himalayas. It would have been used in 

embalming in the time of Jesus, and its rarity combined with 

the amount of the plant needed to produce a jar of oil would 

make Mary’s actions quite foolish in the eyes of those like 

Judas who were only interested in the money it was worth. 

Not to mention, a woman touching a man, especially with 

her hair, would have been quite embarrassing to everyone 

present. Pull yourself together, Mary! 

Instead of rebuking her for doing something so foolish and 

wasteful, Jesus tells Judas to leave her alone. Seeing the love 

behind her actions, Jesus also knows that his death is 

looming and tells the others this information in a fairly 

cryptic way. I do not know for sure if Mary understood what 



Jesus was saying, but I do think that she likely was touched 

that Jesus understood the love behind her actions. 

Heavenly Father, thank you for the gift of Daniel and how he 

has changed the world during his ten years on earth. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

APRIL 8 

 

Read: John 12:1-8 

In this passage, there is good news because in your life you 

always have to remember that Jesus is above all and we live 

every day for him. Just like Mary in this passage where she 

realizes that this is her God and taking care of him and being 

there for him is what she feels in her heart is right. Especially 

after Jesus rose her brother from the dead that really proved 

to her that this was who she had to put above everything. 

This is also not saying that taking care of your family or 

taking care of yourself is not important because it is, but this 

passage is telling us that it is right to be like Mary and to 

want to be like Mary, our goal should be to be like Mary 

because she loved Jesus and it was not a waste to pour 

expensive perfume on whom she loved.  



Another topic that I think is important is when one of Jesus 

disciples who later turns on Jesus asks why the perfume was 

not sold and the money given to the poor. The only reason he 

asked, this is because he was a thief and keeper of the money 

bag and he would steal money, and this really reminds me of 

a lot of the things that are going on in this country, especially 

in politics where many politicians don’t care about what can 

affect people and will only care of how they can earn more 

money or they will do something that they say will benefit 

the people and let them keep more of their money when in 

reality they will be keeping more of the money than anyone 

else. 

Almighty God, you alone can bring into order the unruly wills 

and affections of sinners: Grant your people grace to love what 

you command and desire what you promise; that, among the 

swift and varied changes of the world, our hearts may surely 

there be fixed where true joys are to be found; through Jesus 

Christ our Lord, who lives and reigns with you and the Holy 

Spirit, one God, now and forever. Amen. 

-Marialy Lopez, La Iglesia Episcopal de la Resurrección 

 

 

  



APRIL 9 

 

Read: John 12:1-8 

Here’s the scene: Jesus is having dinner with good friends.  

Martha is, of course, serving.  Lazarus, who had recently 

spent four days stone cold dead in a tomb, is at the table.  

And Mary, who with Martha had bitterly wept over Lazarus’ 

death until Jesus took action, gets out the expensive nard 

perfume and anoints Jesus’ feet, and then dries them with 

her hair. 

Judas Iscariot makes an ethically practical complaint: that 

stuff could have been sold to help the poor – what are you 

thinking!  I can understand that complaint. 

Have you ever been at an awesome majestic cathedral, one 

that took decades or centuries and who-knows-how-much 

wealth to construct, all for God's glory?  And there on the 

steps leading into the cathedral are the elderly women in 

rags begging.  What's wrong with this picture? 

What are our priorities?  Extravagant worship?  Or the 

compassionate dedication of our resources for the needy? 

It’s not properly an either-or choice, though.  Mary and 

Martha had lost their brother Lazarus.  Dead.  Four days 

dead.  And Jesus raised Lazarus and gave Lazarus and Mary 

and Martha the impossible.  How could Martha not make this 

the best celebratory meal ever?  And how could Mary not 



worship Jesus, not bless him with the best she had to offer?  

How could she not? 

We have our own personal experiences of new life in Christ.  

How can we not say “thank you” with the best we have to 

offer?  Yet Jesus reminds us, quoting from Deuteronomy, the 

poor are always with us.  His hearers knew the next line: we 

are to be open-handed.  It’s not simply either one or the 

other.  It’s both.  So, what’s the best I have to offer? 

Jesus, help us to give you the best we have to offer and to 

honor the gifts of others. Amen. 

-Tom Worrell 

 

 

 

APRIL 10 

 

Read: John 12:1-8 

Then Mary took about a pint of pure nard, an expensive 

perfume; she poured it on Jesus’ feet and wiped his feet with 

her hair. And the house was filled with the fragrance of the 

perfume. 

I will confess that little irritates me as much as a miser. I 

shouldn't do such things, but when I look at a person drop 

coins on a table after a meal in a restaurant, I judge them. It's 



not my place to judge them, but I do. I harrumph (internally, 

of course, for I am an Episcopalian, and that means I am 

polite), and then I make sure I tip extra. I don't do it for the 

reward (of other people watching), but to try to make up for 

the one who was less generous. I don't want to be 

judgmental, but by golly, I am. It is in my nature. That's why I 

look to God for help because left to my own devices, I am a 

jerk! 

Mary pours a boatload of perfume on Jesus' feet and covers 

them with her hair in what surely would have been about 

the most obscene manner one could imagine in that day and 

in that culture and, we are told, the disciples were aghast; 

speechless; dumbfounded; confounded; completely beside 

themselves. What on earth!?! And Jesus responds, “What is 

that to you?” 

What is that to you? That’s the question. It’s not my place to 

oversee the generosity or miserliness of others. That fills the 

room with the foul stench of judgment – skunk-juice! Mary’s 

act of generosity filled the house with the sweet fragrance of 

love – more than making up for the smell of a bad attitude! 

God, without you I can do nothing pleasing in this world or the 

next. Pour your nard upon this nerd, that your house may be 

filled with the sweet smell of love. Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

  



APRIL 11 

 

Read: John 12:1-8 

Last March, my grandmother took a fall and ended up in the 

ER at Skagit Valley Hospital. As one of the people with her 

medical Power of Attorney, my mom rushed to be with her, 

and that meant that Daniel had to come to church with me. 

OK… not a problem. I loaded up his backpack with Cheerios, 

both of his tablets, and his charger before setting out to grab 

the coffee I needed to make it through the rest of the 

morning. 

Worship was going beautifully. Keith Axberg and Vicki 

Wesen were subbing in because Helen was sick, and it came 

time for me to go up front to sing with the choir for the 

Offertory. It was “Fall Slow Tears, a beautiful choral piece 

based on Psalm 51 with an amazing alto part, and I was in 

the zone singing it. 

When I looked up to take a breath toward the end, I caught a 

glimpse of Daniel dancing in the aisle. I was singing this 

beautiful piece, and MY KID WAS DANCING IN THE AISLE!!!!! 

I was so embarrassed! What would people think?!?!?!? Little 

did I know that people thought it was adorable and that I 

would hear about how wonderful it was that my child was 

dancing in the aisle and *gasp* ENJOYING HIMSELF IN 

CHURCH! 



I am saddened to say that I could identify partly with Judas 

in this week’s Gospel. He found Mary’s behavior to be a 

complete and utter embarrassment. What a spectacle she 

was making of herself! She, a woman, was touching a man… 

AND WITH HER HAIR!!! That nard could have been sold to 

raise money for the poor (or more likely, Judas’s pockets)! 

Thank heavens that Jesus is the Messiah, and not Judas or 

me. Jesus got the meaning behind the act and knew that 

Mary meant to do something in love to honor him. Her action 

foreshadowed Jesus' death in ways that I don't know that 

she understood, but that did not matter at the moment. She 

wanted to do something in love… so she did! 

Dear Jesus, thank you for kids dancing in the aisles of churches 

and women stepping out and acting in love. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

APRIL 12 

 

Read: John 12:1-8 

What an image! The house reeking of expensive perfume; a 

woman rubbing her hair on Jesus' feet. 



I can't help but sympathize with Judas' scandalized response, 

despite the special care taken to cast aspersions on his 

motivations. Surely, he's got a point. A year's worth of wages 

could have fed quite a few people. Jesus’ feet hardly needed 

anointing in any palpable way. It was, in many regards, a 

frivolous, even indulgent and sensual, act.  

But then, I think of 1 Corinthians: "If I have faith so as to 

remove mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing. If I give 

away all my possessions and if I hand over my body so that I 

may boast but do not have love, I gain nothing." 

The "keeper of the money bag" may have done the “greater 

good” towards more people even after skimming money from 

donations, but his actions were devoid of love, and therefore 

a pale shadow of the holy teachings. 

The extravagant and almost comical way that Mary expressed 

her love and gratitude is not the essential element to me. 

Instead, it's that she was expressing love wholeheartedly and 

without care for appearances. 

It's indubitably important to try to maximize our resources 

and help those in need. But our Christianity is bound 

primarily *in love*. In seeing Jesus in each other and rejoicing 

at our glimpses of god-in-man that we experience every single 

day in the ones we love. We can spread the deepest heart of 

Christianity merely by greeting every person in our lives with 

unrestrained joy. 

Hold and celebrate your loved ones. 



Jesus, help us to be lavish in our care of others. Amen. 

-Adella Wright 

 

 

 

APRIL 13 

 

Read: John 12:1-8 

Jesus, the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness fills my breast; 
But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 
 
Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 
Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than Thy blest Name, 
O Savior of mankind! 
 
O Hope of every contrite heart, 
O Joy of all the meek, 
To those who fall, how kind Thou art! 
How good to those who seek! 
 
But what to those who find? Ah, this 
Nor tongue nor pen can show; 
The love of Jesus, what it is 
None but His loved ones know. 



 
O Jesus! light of all below! 
Thou fount of life and fire! 
Surpassing all the joys we know, 
And all we can desire. 
 
No other source have we but Thee, 
Soul-thirst to satisfy. 
Exhaustless spring! the waters free! 
All other streams are dry. 
 
Jesus, our only Joy be Thou, 
As Thou our Prize wilt be; 
Jesus, be Thou our Glory now, 
And through eternity. 
-Hymnal #642 
 
 
 

APRIL 14 (PALM SUNDAY) 

 

Read: Luke 19:28-40 

In this familiar and powerful passage, the Pharisees taunt 

Jesus on His triumphal entry into Jerusalem. 

“Teacher, rebuke your disciples!” the Pharisees scream, 

after Jesus’s followers shout, “Blessed is the king who 

comes in the name of the Lord! Peace in heaven and glory 

in the highest!” 



“I tell you,” Jesus replies, “if my disciples keep quiet, the 

very stones will cry out.” 

Keeping quiet has never been my strong suit. And a 

penchant for social justice is stamped into my DNA. In 7th 

grade, when the entire class took a career aptitude test, my 

friends’ results came back with possible matches for careers 

as teachers, nurses, lawyers, or bankers. Some friends had 

multiple suggestions for future career paths. My results 

came back with one entry only: Peace Corps.  

So, when I graduated from college, I served for a year as a 

VISTA volunteer, the domestic arm of the Peace Corps. That 

year I lived below the poverty level, slept at a gospel mission, 

used food stamps, and worked on behalf of abused mothers 

and their children. It was an eye-opening glimpse into the 

underbelly of our neighbors’ lives in 20th century America. 

Now, more than ever, we Christians must use our voices to 

rise above the rabble and to be “living stones” fighting for 

and demanding justice for all people in all places—and also 

for rights and issues that affect the oppressed (including 

abused women and their children, homeless families, 

orphans, widows, un- and under-educated, refugees, and 

LGBTQ peoples, to name a few).  

As we raise our palms high today to celebrate Jesus’s 

triumphal entry into Jerusalem, let’s ring out our Hosannas 

loud and clear.  



Dear Lord, help us to risk raising our voices to be living stones, 

true Jesus people. Amen. 

-Ashley Sweeney 

 

 

 

APRIL 15 

 

Read: Luke 19:45-48 

One of my favorite Internet memes is this one: 

 

I love it because of its snark but also because I like the idea 

that Jesus is not some meek teacher, but instead an authority. 

I also love the fact that Jesus is taking on the religious 



establishment and changing the ideas of what is allowable or 

appropriate. 

In our passage today, Jesus drives out those who are selling 

from the Temple because in His words: 

It is written,‘My house shall be a house of prayer’; but you 

have made it a den of robbers.  

– v. 46 (NRSV) 

What should have been a house of prayer where people 

could worship was instead a place where moneychangers 

hung out and people sold unblemished animals for sacrifice. 

People’s donations and sacrifices were being discounted and 

made out to be inappropriate by the rules of those in control 

of the Temple. 

Do we do this today in our churches? Do we discount the 

gifts and talents of those who offer them? 

Lord, help us to recognize the gifts and talents of those who 

offer them and help us to not discount them just because they 

do not look like what we think they should. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

  



 

APRIL 16 

 

Read: Luke 21:1-4 

The Gospel of Luke, Chapters 19. 20 and 21, finds Jesus in 

Jerusalem teaching in the temple every day. He is causing 

quite a ruckus and I imagine the Temple Priests, religious 

scholars and Sadducees are pulling their hair out trying to 

find out ways to trip him up and make him look foolish. If we 

were somehow transported back in time to the space where 

Jesus was speaking, I would imagine it would be very noisy 

with people praying, animals bleating or doves cooing and 

perhaps grand offerings of cash and yet, Jesus notices “an 

impoverished woman, a widow, putting in two copper coins 

and says she is giving every penny she had to live on”. 

When my son, Bayard was growing up, a Christmas Eve 

tradition was the reading of The Littlest Angel by Charles 

Tazewell. The story is about an unhappy four-year-old angel 

whose wish is granted, a retrieval of a treasure box under his 

earthly bed. Now, Jesus is about to be born and all the other 

angels and residents of heaven have piled up many glorious 

gifts at the throne of God and our poor little cherub offers 

the only gift he has, an ugly box filled with earthly items and 

guess what, God chooses the cherubs “lowly gift and turns it 

into the shining star of Bethlehem”. 



Are you getting a stewardship message here? Well, maybe I 

was trying to sneak in a few giving thoughts so here goes my 

last reflection, a line from one of my favorite Christmas 

hymns, “In the Bleak Midwinter”. "Yet what I can I give him. 

give him my heart”. 

Oh, by the way, every time I read the angel book to my son, I 

cried and when I read the book for this reflection, I grabbed 

the tissues. 

Lord, we give you our hearts. Transform them for You. Amen. 

-Mary Ann Taylor 

 

 

 

APRIL 17 (SPY WEDNESDAY) 

 

Read: Luke 22:1-6 

Now the Festival of Unleavened Bread, called the Passover, 

was approaching, and the chief priests and the teachers of the 

law were looking for some way to get rid of Jesus, for they 

were afraid of the people. 

Read the last seven words in that passage and dwell on this 

question: Who were the chief priests and teachers of the law 

(aka, “the establishment”) afraid of? Not Jesus…certainly not. 

As they subsequently proved, and as has always been the 



case, killing one person is easy enough to do. Killing an idea 

that motivates many to challenge the prevailing power 

structure — well, that’s not so easy. In the case of 

Christianity, we can all judge from history just how well that 

worked for the Romans — and ponder the divine irony of 

the seat of the “Roman” Catholic Church being located in the 

very center of power of the empire that once attempted to 

suppress it.  

Having come of age in the tumultuous ‘60s, I tend to have a 

problematic relationship with authority figures. If their 

power devolves from an organizational structure, that’s one 

thing. You can at least hope for some rational context for 

how that power is wielded. My issue is with demagogues and 

populists — those who derive power by exploiting the worst 

fears and most venal instincts of those around them.  

But even if you terrify a population into submission, there is 

always the possibility it will turn on you. Which is why the 

chief priests and teachers of the law were fearful. Had they 

come into their office with a servant’s heart, they would have 

had nothing to fear from Jesus — the ultimate servant. As it 

was, they instilled their own paranoia and cynicism on those 

whose spiritual well-being they were accountable for.  

Once again, the Bible has as much to tell us about the times 

we live in as it does about the times Jesus lived in. As Jesus 

proved, fear may be a time (dis)honored way to harness the 

power of the masses, but love is ultimately stronger…and 

certainly more enduring. 



Lord, grant me a servant’s heart that I may lead others to the 

love of Christ…and may that love leave no room for fear of 

anything but the absence of God in my life. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

 

APRIL 18 (MAUNDY THURSDAY) 

 

Read: Luke 22: 7-35 

Oh, those (we) disciples! They (We) go right from wondering 

who among them (us) is going to betray Jesus to arguing 

who will be greatest among them (us). They (We) just didn’t 

get it, so Jesus explains again that the concern is not who is 

greatest, but rather who is the least. 

Graham Kendrick, in his song, “The Servant King” 

summarizes Jesus’ message to disciples then and now. (You 

can listen to it at: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7VeQrWmvCms) 

From heav’n You came, helpless Babe, 
Entered our world, Your glory veiled; 
Not to be served but to serve, 
And give Your life that we might live. 
 
This is our God, the Servant King, 



He calls us now to follow Him, 
To bring our lives as a daily offering 
Of worship to the Servant King. 
 
There in the garden of tears, 
My heavy load He chose to bear; 
His heart with sorrow was torn, 
‘Yet not my will but Yours,’ He said. 
 
Come see His hands and His feet, 
The scars that speak of sacrifice; 
Hands that flung stars into space 
To cruel nails surrendered. 
 
So let us learn how to serve, 
And in our lives enthrone Him; 
Each other’s needs to prefer, 
For it is Christ we’re serving. 

 

Thank you, Jesus, for loving us so much that you came into this 

world to give your life for us. Help us to share your love and 

serve those in need. Amen. 

-Cathey Frederick  



APRIL 19 (GOOD FRIDAY) 

 

Read: Luke 23:1-49 

It was Good Friday 2009. Several days earlier, I had given 

birth to my son Daniel at 29.5 weeks after developing HELLP 

Syndrome. The trauma of the emergency c-section to save 

our lives had left me with PTSD, and I was having horrific 

postpartum depression as well. Daniel lay down the hall in 

the neonatal intensive care unit (NICU), and we did not 

know if he was going to live and if he was going to have any 

side effects from being born so prematurely. 

That particular morning, I woke up vomiting and with a mild 

fever. It put me in an even worse mood, and I was a sobbing 

mess when I came into the NICU. To make matters worse, 

Daniel’s neonatologist decided to tell me that the two of us 

were not supposed to survive the c-section, which was 

information that I did not need to hear at that moment in 

time. When I left the NICU, I found out that my obstetrician 

had already done rounds. I dissolved into sobs again, and the 

maternity ward clerk paged him to come back to the unit 

and calm me down. God bless him because he drove back 

across Great Falls to sit at my bedside and talk me off my 

figurative ledge. 

As he sat on the side of my bed and held my hand, he 

commented that today was a serious day in Christendom as 

God’s son was on the Cross, trying to appeal to my faith to 

calm me down. I was livid and may have commented that 



God was not the one with a baby down the hall in the NICU. 

(That week is a bit of a blur due to how sick I was. If I did not 

say it, I was definitely thinking it.) I was so completely 

gobsmacked by everything that was going on that I could not 

formulate the words to pray. It was at least another month 

before I could come up with the words to tell God how 

furious I was at what I was being put through with Daniel. 

When I was a bit less irony-impaired, I realized that God 

watched Jesus die that day almost 2000 years earlier. God 

understood how much horror and anger I was feeling. God 

was there with me in the midst of my pain, even though I 

was too inwardly-focused to understand. 

We baptized Daniel that day with my mother and my uncle 

present. Jane, my favorite nurse, was there too. I had been 

apprehensive about baptizing him because I was afraid that 

Daniel would die if we did that. My mom was the one to 

convince me to do it, reminding me that Daniel had 

overcome so much and that it would be a celebration of how 

strong he was turning out to be. The picture of my small 

scarred hand resting on Daniel with my former husband 

Jon’s hand remains a favorite of mine to this day. 

How wonderful it is that we have a God who understands the 

pain of watching a child fight for their life! 

  



God, thank you for sending your Son to die for me. Thank you 

for putting yourself in a position of understanding what it is to 

watch your child suffer. Help me to never forget that I am 

never alone in my pain. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

 

APRIL 20 (HOLY SATURDAY) 

 

Read: Luke 23:50-56 

A godly man went to Pilate and begged for the body of Jesus.  

He took it down, wrapped it in linen and put it into the tomb.  

The women who were at the crucifixion accompanied Joseph 

on this mission to see where the body would be taken.  Then, 

they all went to their homes because the next day was the 

Sabbath.  There they rested according to the 

commandments.  

What if the women hadn't obeyed the commandment to rest 

on the Sabbath?  What if they had taken their oils and spices 

to anoint the body that day instead of the next? 

“What ifs” are only voids.  They never happened and never 

will.  I firmly believe God has a plan for all of us.  Jesus rose 

again as God had planned.  He guides us through our lives by 



what happened in His life.  We must hold dearly to the 

concrete evidence and not to the “what ifs.” 

Everything happens for a reason and only God knows why.  

By faith, we live and follow what He has done.  He has shown 

us how to live, in love and peace.  Obey the commandments, 

the results are Godly! 

Father:  Help us to accept “what is” and not dwell on the “what 

if.” Amen. 

-Sister Katherine 

 

 

 

APRIL 21 (EASTER SUNDAY) 

 

Read: Luke 24:1-12 

There is a Polish saying that goes something like, “Learn a 

second language, earn a second soul.”  Europeans are 

notoriously multilingual and get the meaning behind this 

saying instantly. Language is not merely code for our 

sensory experience, it is a code system for a worldview. As 

one crosses cultural boundaries, one finds that the 

expectations for what ought to be and the rules for how 

things work change. Learning a second language earns you a 

glimpse into another world. We have been studying about 

culture and faith all throughout Lent, both in Sunday 



sermons and on Wednesday evenings. My hope is that it has 

been an exercise in learning a second cultural language. I 

hope you have gained a deeper understanding of what it 

means to be an Anglo and a Hispanic in the US today. 

One could say that this passage of Scripture tells the story of 

the greatest cross-cultural experience of all. Two women, 

locked in their culture's prescription for grief and mourning, 

make their way to the tomb of a loved one. There, their 

carefully constructed world crashes headlong into another 

one. The angels' message gives them a glimpse into that 

heavenly world where death works by different rules, and 

mourning is turned into joy. Peter is also locked in his 

culture's world that discredits a woman's testimony, but he 

goes anyway. He finds that Jesus is not in the tomb where his 

world says he ought to be. He cannot understand it and he 

cannot deny it.  He has glimpsed another world. What will 

become even clearer over the next weeks of his life is just 

how profoundly different that other world is. He will recall 

that Jesus had been giving them glimpses all along when 

people were healed of diseases, the lame walked and the 

blind saw, and the dead were raised. 

The most profound difference between our world and the 

heavenly one lies in the source. Our human cultural worlds 

are constructed over time by common consensus among a 

given group of people in a given environment that shifts and 

changes as that environment changes. The world of heaven 

is rooted in eternal truth, is true in every environment, and 



is accessible to every human being. What we are invited into 

is not just another system, but the System behind all 

creation. When we venture into that world, relativity is 

relativized, and we find ourselves standing on bedrock. 

So, what is the language of this strange, new world? It is 

compassion. It is truth. It is beauty. We as a church, sister to 

a Hispanic congregation and living in an incredibly diverse 

place, have the fantastic adventure before us of discovering 

how each of the worlds in the people around us appreciates 

compassion, truth, and beauty, and sharing with them our 

own in humble wonder. Yes, we will be perplexed, but we 

will not be undone—we will be resurrected ourselves. 

God of Truth, Beauty, and Goodness, how grateful we are that 

you broke into our world and learned our language, that we 

might begin to learn yours. Open our hearts to the truth of 

ourselves, of our world, and of your vision for the world, that 

we might find grace to rise from our self-constructed worlds to 

love the world as you have loved us. We address you through 

Jesus Christ, the great revealer of the Father by the power of 

the Spirit. Amen. 

-Fr. Paul Moore  
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