
Sunday, March 27
Pastor Rob Wilson

"When Jesus saw him lying there, and knew that he had already been a long time in that condition, He said to him, “Do
you wish to get well?”" John 5:6

I've always thought this a strange question for Jesus to ask the "invalid" gentleman of John 5. I want to shout
through the centuries, "Of course he wants to be made well Jesus!". But perhaps I'm jumping too quickly to the
response I think the man should give when instead I need to do what Jesus did in listening to the deep needs
inside his soul.

As we have examined the different aspects of "Reconciliation" in 2 Corinthians 5 where Paul summarizes the
work of the cross, we have seen the personal, cosmic, and relational dimensions of living a life of
reconciliation. But today in our Sunday message we ask Jesus to look deeply into our own souls as he did that
man of John 5, allow him to examine our past sins for any areas where we have struggled to forgive and bring
reconciliation to the most difficult person to forgive...to ourselves. And when those areas are found out by
Jesus, he will turn to us and say "do you want to be made well"?, "do you want to be reconciled"? We may
discover we have more in common with this man in John 5 than we realize. For if you read on, you'll see that
he never really does answer Jesus' question for that would mean he would have to face some difficult realities. 

Lord, thank you for being the Reconciler of all things and making me an ambassador of reconciliation in the world. Now,
open my heart and mind, my eyes and ears, to the place inside of me where I need reconciliation the most. I know You
will forgive me, give me the courage to forgive myself. Amen
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Monday, March 28 
Easter with Family
Bob Reister 

I was remembering Easter in my younger years (6, 7 & 8) in Lemmon, South Dakota. Some years there was
snow and in other years the weather was nice and spring like. 

We had company every Easter from my mom’s side: her sisters and brothers from Jamestown North Dakota.
Our 3-bedroom house was full; 6 in our family and 10 others. We slept everywhere. 

Our company brought eggs, bacon, baked breads, cinnamon rolls, coffee cakes, potatoes, beef roast, huge ham
for Easter dinner, hamburger, fish as we all pitched in to cover meals. Oh, coffee and milk too. We didn't go
hungry.

I remember coloring hard boiled eggs. Mom boiled eight dozen eggs. Eggs were inexpensive then. Our
neighbor had a big hen house; they were always giving us eggs as long as the hens were laying. 

We played card games and other games together. When we got tired, we took naps in shifts. We all heard
stories of past Easters and of course "grampa’s" stories about what was done on their farms. The neighbor’s
milked our cows so we could spend time visiting with our family.
 
We all dressed up on Easter Sunday for church The ladies usually had new dresses, and a few had bonnets.
Men wore new shirts and ties and pants. Grandpa had to wear a new pair of coveralls and he insisted "no tie"
because he was a farmer!

There were Easter egg hunts for the young ones. Boy, did I get tired of hard-boiled eggs, and it got windy in
the house if you know what I mean.

After a big Easter dinner and naps, Uncle Reionald played his guitar. He sang all kinds of songs and told
really good stories about: snowstorms, thunder and lighting, tornadoes with large hail stones and winds that
would blow you out of North Dakota. Ahhh he was a great storyteller, guitar player and had a great voice for
singing!

On Monday morning we said our goodbyes, tears came when family headed for home. Maybe we will have
Christmas in Jamestown next year, weather permitting. We all had a great time. We didn’t have a TV then
and didn’t need one.  

Thank you, heavenly Father, for giving us past Easters to remember and for you son dying on the cross to free us from
out sins, an all that you provided for us all year. Amen 



Tuesday, March 29
A Lenten Season
Alane Basco-Yu 

 
As a child, Lent always marked the season where we had to give up something. My father would have my
sisters and I take time to think about what that would be and whether or not it was appropriate. This was
further supported by our CCD classes on Sunday at the Catholic church, where we would complete
worksheets or discuss in groups with our classmates the meaning of Lent and what it meant to “give up
something.”

 
Sometimes it was chocolate. Sometimes it was soda. Always it was something small and trivial, but in my
child mind I felt dutiful. Noble. I was so proud to give up my favorite candy if it meant I was fulfilling my
duty as a good Catholic. 

 
Years later I found myself sitting in a new Catholic Church in the middle of the Lenten season. I was young
and newly separated from my first husband. I had a toddler in tow. It had been awhile since I had been in
church and I knew tough times were ahead. I was desperate for an anchor. During this particular service
though, all I found was sadness. In this period of Lent where I had been taught to think about the things we
would give up so that we could bring ourselves closer to God, all I could think about was how much I had lost
and would be losing. My marriage, the house we had just bought together, a picture perfect family. By
communion time I had come up with the conclusion that I was also losing the Catholic church! Divorce is a
sin after all. I remembered learning that a divorced person is technically excommunicated from the church.
No longer a Catholic. As soon as I received the body of Christ, we left the church quickly so that I could cry
quietly in my car. 

 
Some friends invited me to their church for Easter Sunday. It was a Presbyterian Church, a Korean Church
that had recently hired an English speaking pastor to shepherd the adult and teen children of the
membership. The service started with lively music, there was a small band playing. I thought the order of
service was unstructured, more like a fun class. Listed to a few more songs, and then some welcoming prayer.
The Easter service sermon was celebratory. HE IS RISEN. I felt that in my heart, it resonated through me. A
weight was lifted off of me. The spaces where I had felt empty were filled as I realized how naïve I had been to believe
there would be any circumstance that God would not welcome me. 

 
Things got more difficult for me before they got better in that period of my life, but I never forgot this
particular season of Lent and remember it as a significant time of reconciliation and renewal. Praise God. 

 
 



Wednesday, March 30 
Pastor Rob

READ GENESIS 9

As I continue to devotionally read through Genesis this Lenten season, I continue to marvel at the interaction
between the first book of the Bible and how it walks us to the cross of Jesus. As you read Genesis 9 today, did
you see and feel the path to Calvary? Noah walks off the ark almost as if someone walking into a newly built
home: a fresh start, a blessing from God: be fruitful and multiply, along with a divine promise that we call a
covenant. There will be some changes in the newly dried up home of Noah and his descendants: animals will
be available for food and the value of life is to be re-emphasized. All seems well and I can almost hear the
music of 'Little House on the Prairie' to usher in this awesome new beginning between God and God's people. 

And then it happens. It happens to all of us. Our intentions are good and our spirit is willing…but our darn
flesh is so weak. Our human nature brings chaos. If the chapter had only stopped half way through we could
have closed the scripture and rested. But instead we were put on the road to Calvary. Noah plants a vineyard,
makes wine, drinks of the wine in excess and needs his family to carry his drug induced body into the tent
and cover his nakedness. Waking with a hangover produces more dysfunction as he condemns Canaan and all
his descendants to be slaves. What humans have done with this passage is even more dysfunctional as is
chronicled in the movie "Mississippi Burning", where a woman reports that in her racist upbringing her white
Sunday School Teacher taught that this text was the rationale for African American slavery. A chapter that
starts with hopeful new beginnings ends with a story of personal and relational dysfunction. We end up on
the road to Calvary. A rock band named the "Crash Test Dummies" wrote a cover song for an album called
"And God Shuffled His Feet". The song came to mind as I prayed over this chapter. God must have shuffled
his feet, shook his head, and knew the universe could not be made right without the road to Calvary. God
must have wept. 

And for you and I today. We too see, and experience, and even participate in personal and relational
dysfunction just about every day. No matter how hard we try to live the start of chapter 9 of Genesis, we end
up in its final verses. Where are you seeing, experiencing or even participating in personal and relational
dysfunction today? Pray, for you too are on the road to Calvary. We will be there soon. There awaits a cross…
there awaits Jesus.



Thursday, March 31
The Last Time I saw My Grandfather
Jeremy Kramer

The last time I saw my grandfather was Easter 1990. I was 10 years old and there he was laying in his bed at
the nursing home. The cancer had taken its course and this larger-than-life man was not as large.

He was a small-town fire chief; he also taught at the local high school and owned the local gas station. He
knew everyone in town, and everyone knew him. In fact, I’m pretty sure you can still go to that small-town,
mention his name, and someone would have a great story about him.

But my stories aren’t from the fire chief, the teacher, or the small-town business owner. Mine are from
grandpa. I remember him and my dad taking me to my first Mariner’s game back in 1986. In fact, I still have
the glove I got as a giveaway. I remember him going to as many Little League games that he could. I remember
Sunday dinners and him, my dad, and my uncle pitching horseshoes in the yard (a sport that I would pick up
as a teenager and become quite passionate about).

It amazes me, even after 32 years, every time I smell a certain type of pipe tobacco, I can still remember him
sitting in his living room in his old yellow chair with a pipe hanging off the side of his mouth.
My grandpa passed away four days after Easter. There’s not much I remember about my grandfather’s
memorial service except a story about a fire training he did with his crew, and his favorite bible verse, John
3:16 “For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not perish but
have eternal life." There is no doubt in my mind that my grandpa is up in heaven, smoking that pipe and
pitching horseshoes with my uncle.

Even though grandpa was only with us for a short time, he touched a lot of people and got a lot in in his 63
years here on this earth. I figure if I can accomplish half of what he did, I will consider myself fortunate.



Friday, April 1
40 Days of Blessing: A Sacred Trust
Pastor Tom Dabasinskas

The people around us are a gift from God that have been entrusted to us. God desires for us to invest our
lives in these people in ways where together we grow into a fuller understanding of who God is and who we
are as His beloved children. I find this is easier to do with the people who are similar to me. It is more
difficult with the people with whom I don't have a lot in common. Yet with both groups when I get past the
surface level of personalities and interests, I discover people -who like me - are in process of discovering all of
who God is and who they truly are. Together we do a better job of uncovering life as God intends it to be. 

Let the message of Christ dwell among you richly as you teach and admonish one another with all wisdom
through psalms, hymns, and songs from the Spirit, singing to God with gratitude in your hearts. And
whatever you do, whether in word or deed, do it all in the name of the Lord Jesus, giving thanks to God the
Father through him.
Colossians 3:16-17

Blessed to be on this journey with you,



Saturday, April 2
“For Lent, 1966”
By Madeleine L’Engle

It is my Lent to break my Lent,
To eat when I would fast,

To know when slender strength is spent,
Take shelter from the blast

When I would run with wind and rain,
To sleep when I would watch.
It is my Lent to smile at pain

But not ignore its touch.
It is my Lent to listen well

When I would be alone,
To talk when I would rather dwell

In silence, turn from none
Who call on me, to try to see

That what is truly meant
Is not my choice. If Christ’s I’d be

It’s thus I’ll keep my Lent.
 
 
 
 


