
Sunday, March 6
Pastor Rob

Reconciled. That is the term the Apostle Paul uses to describe what God accomplished when Jesus died on
the cross that Good Friday and rose from the grave on Easter Sunday. As we journey together through this
Lenten season we are going to spend our Sunday messages unpacking what it means to be "Reconciled" to
God through Jesus Christ and what the Apostle Paul means when he goes on to say that we are His
"Ambassadors" to bear the good news of reconciliation to the world. 

 In today's message, we will come to discover something surprisingly simple about biblical
reconciliation...which is...it's not about you! Well, it is and it isn't about you. Reconciliation is indeed offered
to us because of God's amazing love, but it is not something you achieve or merit, accomplish on your own
nor add to. No, God is the 'Reconcilier' of all things which has implications not only for you and how you
choose to live, but also for your neighbors, your enemies, our community, our world, and even our cosmos. 

Come listen to today's first sermon in our "Reconciled" series which is called "Dam Questions". But as you
prepare for worship, read and pray about this passage which will be the focal point of our "Reconciled"
sermon series.

"All this is from God, who reconciled us to himself through Christ and gave us the ministry of reconciliation:
that God was reconciling the world to himself in Christ, not counting people’s sins against them. And he has
committed to us the message of reconciliation.  We are therefore Christ’s ambassadors, as though God were
making his appeal through us. We implore you on Christ’s behalf: Be reconciled to God. " 2 Corinthians 5:18-
20
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Monday, March 7
Lent: The Invitation
Jeanine Lutzenhiser

I am come that they might have life, and that they might have it more abundantly. (John 10:10 KJV)

The older I get, the more I love to be comfortable. Comfy chair, comfy socks, comfy routines. No physical
discomfort, no uncomfortable conversations, no upsetting thoughts or risky propositions, thank you very
much. But I am continuing to learn that Jesus’s promises and purposes are infinitely better than mere
comfort. Instead, His will for me, for all His children, is abundant life: that we know Him and His love, and
in knowing Him, experience eternal life of infinite joy, starting now. That is what Jesus is lovingly and
persistently equipping us for. And this equipping is frequently, well, uncomfortable, because of the trouble
Jesus warned us we would have in this world, and the effects of sin, and because we all have wounds that need
healing.  

The Lenten season is an invitation to remember the discomfort Jesus endured “for the joy set before Him” (Heb
12:2): to bring about your and my salvation and healing and eternal life with Him. He had no fixed address
and little rest from constantly-clamoring crowds of needy people. He was harassed by those in authority and
saw His closest friends betray or desert Him. Tortured and then crucified, He endured an unspeakably
painful criminal’s death. And, bearing on the cross the sin of the world, He bore the excruciating pain of the
absence of His Father’s presence—something that, thanks to Him, I will never have to experience. We do walk
through valleys of shadow—but never alone. Our loving Father and Jesus walk with us, and the Holy Spirit
(the Comforter!) equips us to make it through the valley, enjoying more and more, even in discomfort, the
abundant life Jesus promises.

During this Lenten season, will I take time daily to thank Jesus for what He did, and is doing, to give me abundant life in
Him? 

What discomfort or pain am I experiencing right now? Will I trust that Jesus is with me in it, and that He will use it to
bring about healing and more abundant life, for me and others?   



 
Tuesday, March 8
Sand in My Shoes, Love in My Heart
Connie Lord

 
Picture this: Azure blue skies over a hot and dusty land. Road signs beckon as today meets a million
yesterdays. Will we go to Caesarea, Megiddo, Cana, Nazareth, Jerusalem? Lo, before us, the great plain of past
and future battles, Armageddon. My soul shudders. Whither should we go?

Picture this: Walking along the shore of a great harp-shaped sea. Signs pointing to Magdala, Tiberius and
beloved Capernaum. Now on a boat in the middle of that sea - Kinnereth, Galilee. By any name a sea of
miracles. Looking all around, I see the very same horizon of mountains and hills which my Lord Jesus saw and
loved so long ago. I weep as I see this in my mind’s eye.

Picture this: A holy river which received the Man of Perfection. In this River Jordan we join in baptism and
receive our cleansing as we declare love and allegiance to our Lord. My soul soars with joy and this journey
becomes forever mine.

Picture this: Azure blue skies over a hot and dusty land. A journey to see citadels and towers of Zion but what
we really see is Jesus. Can you see Him too? As we journey through life, we need only open the eyes of our soul
to catch His blessed vistas – they are all around and lead straight to the heart of Jesus. His journey led straight
to the Cross – and to our hearts. Does your heart feel the love? Are you on the journey too? 

Psalm 48: 12-14  
 



Wednesday, March 9
Jesus Wept, John 11:35
Kathy Wulf   

The shortest verse in the King James Bible; one of the most meaningful verses in the Bible. Two little words,
nine letters total, and yet, they say so much.

In times of trouble, times of trauma, times of weakness, these two little words speak to me. Jesus wept, so
simple, so comforting. Our Lord is not only God but was also man. He lived a life, a human life. He knows
what being human is, we don’t need to hide anything from Him. He has seen it all, lived it all, felt it all.

Jesus wept, so that I can weep. I don’t have to always be strong, hold my deepest emotions in while my world
falls apart around me. I don’t have to feel shame for not having a strong enough faith. I can turn to my Father
and weep in His arms. I can tell Him all my troubles, confess all my sins, complain about this world, and even
tell Him that I am angry with Him, hurt by Him. I know He has never left me to deal with my troubles alone,
yet I complain. I complain to Him, and He lets me, He lets me weep. He comforts me.

At one of my darkest moments, I crawled out of bed, collapsed on the floor, and sobbed. I yelled at my Lord
over and over again. “Why Lord, why?” Why won’t you deliver me from this evil, save me, save my children,
why? As I sobbed, as I complained, my Father comforted me. He reminded me I wasn’t alone, He reminded
me that His Own Son had wept in His arms, had asked to be delivered, to be saved from the pain He knew
He would have to endure. My Lord and Savior wept and was comforted by Our Father. He was given the
strength to carry on and to live Our Father’s will. He died to save us, to save me, to save my children. As my
tears subsided, I drew strength from My Father and knew that I would be delivered, but not in my time, in
His.

Here I am, years later, delivered. Thank you Lord.



Thursday, March 10
Lent Bernard of Clairvaux
Barbara Carpenter

The Lenten Season provides an opportunity to focus on the suffering that Christ will endure for our sake.
How can we look upon our Lord’s willingness to go to the Cross, and not reflect on our own unworthiness?
Lent is a time to search our hearts and pray for the grace to serve our Lord with all our being. God did not
put us on this earth to make us happy; He put us here to make us holy.

Bernard of Clairvaux was a twelfth-century Cistercian abbot who sought to guide Christians on their journey
to God. Bernard’s writings show us that in the midst of our struggles with sin, worldliness and temptation we
need to learn to lean on the Lord for strength. We cannot fight against our “inveterate habits and inborn
inclinations” on our own, without the help of the Lord.

During this Lenten Season, prayer and meditation on the Word of God are a means of overcoming the
temptations and distractions of this world. The words from Scripture inspire us to continue the struggle:

“Therefore, since we have so great a cloud of witnesses surrounding us, let us also lay aside every encumbrance, and the
sin which so easily entangles us, and let us run with endurance the race that is set before us, fixing our eyes on Jesus, the
author and perfecter of faith, who for the joy set before Him endured the cross, despising the shame, and has sat down at

the right hand of the throne of God.” (Hebrews 12:1-2)

We must always seek strength from above, and the Good News is that our Lord loves to be leaned on!



Friday, March 11
 “Father, into your hands…”
Dave Young

It was Easter 1975. I was pastoring in the outer islands of the Marshalls and living on Jabor on Jaluit Atoll. The
largest portion of the Christian community lived on Jabor, though there was a small community living on Imij. I
traditionally celebrated Easter on Jabor and promised each year to visit Imij later in the day for Easter services.
Each year, some reason prevented my travel there.

So, this year I was committed to sharing Easter with the community on Imij! Like other years, however, it did not
look like that was going to happen. The day before Easter, we received a call from Ebon Atoll. A child was in
desperate need of our island doctor. So, we sent the mission schooner, the St. Joseph, off to Ebon with the doctor.

No trip to Imij for Easter. No transportation. But after quick negotiations with one of the islanders, Kaname, who
had a little 16’ wood motorboat…I provide the gas and he would provide the boat…the trip was on!
After a joyous Easter celebration on Jabor, Kaname and I headed to Imij for an equally joyous Easter celebration.
We departed Imij late afternoon with plenty of time to get home.

On the way home to Jabor, we saw a “wunak”…a gathering of birds feeding on fish. We were instantly fishermen.
Crossed the reef and surged through the surf. Lines out we were catching tuna over and over again…enough to feed
the whole island of Jabor. We were not attentive to the weather and suddenly found ourselves in a fierce storm of
wind and waves. We were in trouble. A huge wave hit us and suddenly we were both in the water clinging to some
floating 5 gallon containers.

We knew no one would begin to miss us and look for us until tomorrow. We were going to spend the night
floating somewhere in the Pacific Ocean. It was a beautiful night with the stars out. It was a horrible night cold
and fear filled. We prayed together and alone. I was initially angry with God. Why me? I was just doing his work.
So much anger.

Morning came. By noon my eyes were on fire. My lips were swollen and bleeding. But, then, we saw a seaplane on
the horizon. The Navy on Kwajalein had sent out a SAR (Sea Air Rescue) flight. Surely, they were looking for us.
Good news. After an hour, they disappeared…and did not return.

By late afternoon, my worst fear…shark fins began to appear around us. More anger on my part with God. I did not
want to die eaten by a shark. I even tried a little bargaining with God. Seemed to work. God sent porpoises…
hundreds of them…and they chased off the sharks. Temporary relief.

After another terrible night in the Pacific, sun and a new day came. The sun and heat were now blistering our skin.
I thought the end was near. We were so weak. And my thoughts turned to Jesus, hanging on the cross with his end
near. I thought of his last words…”My God, My God, why have you forsaken me.” These words were now my mantra.
But then, I remembered, they were not his last words. His last words were…”Father, into your hands, I commend my
spirit.” I was good. I was at peace. I was in his hands.

An hour before sunset, I told Kaname I could smell diesel. Could he smell diesel? No. But then I could hear the
rhythmic sound of a diesel engine. And, then, there beside was the St. Joseph returning from Ebon.

Kaname built a new little boat. We still fished together occasionally. But we often prayed together. And always, we
prayed “Father, into your hands, I commend my spirit.”



Saturday, March 12
Easter Season Memories
MaryLou Reister

When Jesus spoke again to the people, he said, “I am the light of the world. Whoever follows me will never walk in
darkness but will have the light of life. John 8:12 NIV

It is 1962 and the Easter season. My boyfriend is going to sing in the Easter Sunrise Service in the school choir
and has invited me to attend. I have never been.

That particular morning was foggy, damp and chilly. I was dressed warm and seated at the Mountain View
Memorial Park Cemetery, waiting for the service to begin and did not know what to expect. 

There is an organ prelude and at 6:30 the trumpets begin to play from each side of the cemetery. It is Easter
dawn; the sun rises bright and the fog lifts just as it might have been when our Lord ascended into Heaven.
You can’t help but have goosebumps and such a feeling of peace. 

The Clover Park High School Choir sings and then we later sing with them. Christ the Lord is Risen Today…
Such a Joy the Holy Spirit is present! 

The same feeling of that morning is still there when I think of that Easter service. The Spirit of the Lord is
alive. I still have the program from that morning. And by the way that boyfriend is Bob Reister who has been
my husband for 57 years.

Jesus! He is Alive.


