
Sunday, March 20
Pastor Rob Wilson

Sometimes there are phrases we read in the Bible that sound so poetic and inspirational that we frame them
on walls with beautiful portrait backgrounds, post on social media as personal mottos, or memorize them as
slogans. But the reality is that these phrases are gritty to live out, difficult to do in authenticity and
challenging in every day life. 

One such phrase comes from the Apostle Paul who writes in 2 Corinthians 5 that: "from now on we regard no
one from a worldly point of view" and "Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, the new creation has come: The old has gone,
the new is here!  All this is from God, who reconciled us to himself through Christ and gave us the ministry of
reconciliation". In fact Paul concludes this section by saying that we as Jesus followers are Christ's ambassadors
for reconciliation in the world. Easy to say, very hard to do. 

If you don't believe me, bring to mind a person with whom you have deep disagreements with. I'm talking
personal, political, religious disagreements. How am I to live out Paul's call for me to be an ambassador of
reconciliation in that relationship? 

Today's sermon at North Point will look at the what bearing being an ambassador of reconciliation has on
our everyday life and how to those first few difficult steps. None of us get it perfect and as I'll share, us
pastors...or at least this pastor, must remind myself that this is a daily task. 

Prayer: Lord, as a person who has experienced Your amazing grace in my life, been reconciled with God
through the cross of Jesus, and made a new creation every day by the power of the Holy Spirit, help me today
to live out this new reality as an ambassador of reconciliation in all of my relationships and especially when
this mandate is hard, humbling, and even sacrificial. Amen
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Monday, March 21
Jann Stimac

"They have taken away the Lord out of the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid Him" Peter therefore went
forth, and the other disciple, and they were going to the tomb. And the two were running together; and the other disciple
ran ahead faster than Peter, and came to the tomb first. And stopping and looking in he saw the linen wrappings lying
there; but he did not go in. Simon Peter therefore also came and entered the tomb; and he beheld the linen wrappings

lying there and the face cloth, which had been on His head, not lying with the linen wrappings but rolled up in a place by
itself. So the other disciple who had first come to the tomb entered then also, and he saw and believed. 

John 20: 2-8

The detail in this story is amazing. John wants us to be clear that this was not made up. And he and Peter
would both give their lives for its authenticity. I am also reading between some lines here to imagine what
they were feeling. Going from the depths of despair to earth shaking joy in seconds. In my life there have been
some similar moments, but certainly not earth shaking. To me they might have been and I am grateful that
God gets that. In fact I know He gets that because of this story. He was alive and lives today for all of us. He
is with us in our highs and lows and rides every wave that comes long beside us and in us through the Holy
Spirit. Thanks be to God.



Tuesday, March 22
"On a hill far away, stood an old rugged cross..." 
Pastor Rob

Deb Copenhaver was a champion bronc back rider who was inducted in the National Rodeo Hall of Fame:
https://www.prorodeohalloffame.com/inductees/saddle-bronc-riding/deb-copenhaver/

For most people he will be remembered for his 'cowboying' and rodeo days fame. 

But for me, I will remember him for his gravelly voice singing one of his favorite hymns at one of the many
funerals I officiated at during my time in Wilbur, Washington. Whether this local legend sung it in a church
or at the graveside, in our Presbyterian church or his home 4 Square congregation across the street mattered
little. Everyone who knew Deb Copenhaver and had heard him sing "The Old Rugged Cross" knew he wasn't
just singing a hymn, but rather was enraptured in the moment that changed his life forever. Deb was the first
to tell you that although it was his rodeo career that people knew him for, he was lost in his wild cowboy
lifestyle in those days. No, it was the appeal of an old rugged cross that changed Deb's life and I think he cried
every time he sang the hymn. 

The old rugged cross means to stand as the defining event in all of our lives. But that is the question isn't it? Is
the old rugged cross the defining event of my life or are there lesser things, identities, accomplishments,
possessions that define who I am or how I live? Sing through the old hymn now and hopefully you'll hear an
old cowboy's gravel voice singing back from heaven. 

https://www.prorodeohalloffame.com/inductees/saddle-bronc-riding/deb-copenhaver/


Wednesday, March 23
The Light of Christ
Heidi Rose

“In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. He was in the beginning with
God. All things were made through him, and without him was not any thing made that was made. In him was life, and

the life was the light of men. The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it.” 
John 1:1-5

In the summer of 1975, I moved with my parents to Tahoe City, California. As we left our home in Southern
California where I had lived my whole life, I looked forward to starting my senior year at the high school in
beautiful Lake Tahoe and all the new adventures that awaited me there.

Having been raised in Presbyterian churches, it was a big switch for me and for my parents to find ourselves
becoming members of the nearby Lutheran church. I enjoyed the new (to me) traditions of a liturgical church
and remember the impact of that first Lenten season there.

The Good Friday Tenebrae service was very impactful for me in my young faith. It was a solemn service with
the lights slowly being dimmed and candles one by one being extinguished, until the only lit candle left was
the “Christ Candle” on the center of the communion table.

At last, the pastor carried the Christ candle out of the small, vaulted and paneled wood sanctuary. We all
followed him out in silence, but I remember lingering in the darkened room, signifying the darkness of the
tomb, without the light of Christ to illuminate it. For I moment I felt afraid. For a fleeting moment I
imagined a world without the light of Christ.

I imagined the fear, emptiness and sorrow of those first Christ followers as the stone was rolled, sealing the
tomb. Of course, we all know how the story turned out and that Christ really IS alive, not dead! We do not
need to be afraid, knowing that the light of Christ is ever present, even in the darkest night. A pandemic. The
outbreak of a war. The tragic death of a loved one. These are things that can convince us that the light is
gone.

Early that Easter morning at my home, I woke up early, climbed out of bed and stood at the window,
watching the sun slowly rise up over the snowy mountains and reflecting on the lake. To say that sunrise was
beautiful would be a huge understatement! It took my breath away and filled me with such joy as I was filled
with a fresh awareness of God’s love for me.

At the Easter service at church that morning, our Pastor carried the Christ candle in, placing it back on the
center of the table. The light had been there all along, we just couldn’t see it. Keep faith…Christ’s light is
always with us.



The Agony in the Garden
The Scourging at the Pillar
The Crowning with Thorns
The Carrying of the Cross
The Crucifixion and Death

Thursday, March 24
Barbara Wilson

The Sorrowful Mysteries

We turn to the Lord, who knows our suffering and longs to give us his comfort and peace. 
Yet it was our infirmities that he bore, our sufferings that he endured.

Isaiah 53:4a

Growing up in the Roman Catholic tradition, Lent was the time of the year that my faith became a daily
practice. It was easy as a child and teen to think of "Faith" as something that took place at Mass (whichever
we rarely missed ) on Saturday evening or Sunday morning; however during the season of Lent it was
intentional on a daily basis. 

Giving up something, not eating meat on Fridays, going to Confession weekly, and participating in the
stations of the cross were part of this practice and all of these were meaningful even if difficult to carry out
consistently; but praying the Rosary was something I looked forward to. I can still picture the coffee table
where we had the booklet and a collection of rosaries - some newer, many gifts from first communions,
confirmations and birthdays and some handed down from family. Kneeling around the table, reading the
scriptures and saying the prayers was one of those "thin moments" in where I felt connected to God, to Jesus,
and to those who were there during Holy Week; I grasped the enormity and solemnity of this time and I was
in awe to be a part. 

 I am grateful to my Mom for instilling the rich tradition of prayer, scripture reading and Lenten practices
into my early faith. If you are looking for a way to incorporate scripture and pray during Lent I suggest
reading through the Holy Week narratives in these Chapters of the Gospel writers: Matthew 21-28 , Mark 11-
16, Luke 22-24 and John 12-21.



Friday, March 25
Homecoming
Kent Lord
 

 “In Jesus Christ the reality of God entered into the reality of this world.” *
 
 “Welcome home, Son. It’s so good to see you back, although you never really left, did you. Except for that one
time.”

“Yes, Father. During my ministry you were with me the entire time. I spoke your words, followed your path
and remained true to you to the end.”

“I know, Son. I’m proud of you. Now I need to hear about the bad time that was so painful for both of us.”

“Right. It’s hard to describe. Being scourged, wearing a crown of thorns and being nailed to a tree was painful
but bearable, knowing you were there with me. But with my last breath, I felt you leaving me. I felt
completely alone for the first time. Darkness enveloped me. A blackness from which there was no return. For
the first time, I experienced complete and utter abandonment.  

“Yes, I know. The shedding of your blood was necessary. However, to complete your ministry, you had to
truly die on the cross. Being separated from me is death. Without your death, your resurrection would be
meaningless. So with your death and resurrection, our ministry on earth is complete for now. For with your
resurrection, there is hope for mankind.”

“Your word, my Son, has covered this world. So those who believe in the reality of You and Me will never die,
but will experience eternal life and a joyful reuniting with us and with those whom they have loved.”
 
*From “Bonhoeffer- Pastor, Martyr, Prophet, Spy.” by Eric Metaxas page 469



Saturday, March 26
Pastor Rob

I don't believe we mention them enough during Holy Week. I'm talking about the women who surrounded
Jesus during his ministry and especially during this dramatic week. Although we speak often of Peter's
threefold denial, Judas' betrayal, and John being the only Apostle who was present at the cross, it was the
women in Jesus' life that experienced the crucifixion and resurrection unlike any of the others. 

The gospel writers spare us the brutal physical description of crucifixion for the most part, but they do give
honor to the brutal emotional scene for Jesus' mother who is there as he suffers. In fact, it is unimaginable
when we ponder it from a parent's point of view. But she was there. 

Salome is another woman whom we are told was at the cross. The mother of John and James who once asked
Jesus for her sons to sit on his right and left; who probably cooked meals for Jesus; and possibly supported
him financially. She must have wondered what fate awaited her sons now as Jesus hung there dying. But she
was there. 

And notice it was the women who arrived at the tomb early as the sun rose on Easter morning. They did not
come in Easter hats and new dresses but wearing their deep devotion to Jesus and crippling sadness as they
carried spices to care for a decaying body. But they were there. 

So today let us thank the women who loved Jesus in his life and literally at his death. And may we be
encouraged when our faith is tested, when someone we love dies, when life gets tough, when all seems lost,
when death seems to be winning...that we need to do what they did...show up dressed in deep devotion and be
there with Jesus.

Lord Jesus, today we give thanks for the women who knew You best in Your life and were there to suffer with
You in death.  May their devotion and willingness to "be there" encourage us when we are tempted to flee or
to fight, to rage or to run when life deals us its harshest's blows. Thank you for the women that "were there".
Amen


