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Ash Wednesday, March 2 
Pastor Rob

“Do you not know that all of us who have been baptized into Christ Jesus were baptized into his death? Therefore we have
been buried with him by baptism into death, so that, just as Christ was raised from the dead by the glory of the Father,

so we too might walk in newness of life.” Romans 6:3-4

What is Lent? Isn’t this something that just Catholics do? Should modern Christians participate in Lents?
What does Ash Wednesday have to do with Lent?  

All good questions for us at North Point. If you want to know the history of Lent which began in the fourth
century from a pastoral concern in a specific context, go back and listen to Sunday’s sermon. I hope it will
answer the first question about how Lent began with good pastoral intentions. It was an intentional Christian
season preceding Easter meant to help focus new candidates for baptism (and all baptized Christians) on
discipleship and growing in Christ.  

Sunday’s message also answers what happened to Lent over the centuries in the Roman Catholic Church and
in particular how it radically shifted in practice and purpose into something that we Protestants feel the need
to reject. The Reformer John Calvin wanted Protestants to focus themselves before Easter on the meaning of
the cross. So if we as modern Jesus followers can retain and adapt the original purpose of Lent to focus us on
how to follow, serve, experience, and share a Jesus centered life…and do that in a way that focuses us on the
meaning of the cross for us, then we have a great opportunity.  

That brings us to Ash Wednesday, the first day of Lent. 46 Days from today will be Easter Sunday. Our Ash
Wednesday service is intended to start our journey as a church and as a Jesus follower to better understanding
the last week of Jesus’ life and especially his suffering and death on the cross. That journey begins with a
reminder of our mortality. ‘From dust we came and to dust we shall return’ as the scripture reminds us. This
reminds us not only that all life comes from God but most importantly that Jesus’ cross holds the key to what
happens to us when we die. As Paul said, “Therefore we have been buried with him by baptism into death, so
that, just as Christ was raised from the dead by the glory of the Father, so we too might walk in newness of
life.”  

Prayer: God who gave me the gift of life, help me to begin a journey today that will deepen my relationship
with You, shape me into the person you intend me to be, and all so that I can be better used for Your
purposes in this world. On this Ash Wednesday, remind me that my time on this earth is fleeting and that
You have given us the gift of life beyond this life through the cross and resurrection of Jesus. May a journey to
better understand the cross and resurrection begin today. Amen
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Thursday, March 3 
Lent: We are Called to Be a Community
Lani Curran

“Jesus went out as usual to the Mount of Olives, and his disciples followed him. …He withdrew about a stone’s throw
beyond them, knelt down and prayed.” Luke 21:39, 40 (NIV)

We are called to be a community, one in Christ Jesus, just as He is in community with the Holy Spirit and the
Father. Two months ago our church celebrated Advent, a season expressing this unity, as together we joyously
celebrated His birth, and the promise of salvation given to all mankind. As a community, we share in hope, in
breathless anticipation of what is to come. Lent takes us to a different, a more private, sometimes even a
lonely place.

The mystery of our Triune God, three persons, three wills unified as one person, but still three is
demonstrated in Jesus’s life: he prayed to and interacted with The Father and The Holy Spirit as distinct
persons, but he also was “as one” with them. In an also mysterious way, he calls us into a holy union: Jesus
prayed, “…that all of them may be one, Father, just as you and I are one in me and I am in You.” John 17:21
(NIV). He also loves us individually and calls us to confess and turn back to Him individually. We follow
Jesus who went out into this world, into human relationships. He was often surrounded by people who
needed and wanted Him immediately, but Jesus also treasured time alone in prayer with the Father. Toward
the end, he was abandoned by those who called him “Savior.” On the cross, Jesus called to the Father, but was
given no reprieve. This sacrifice finally freed us from the constant burden of sin.

We are called to community, to be one in Christ and to act as a body. Lent calls me into a place of reflection,
repentance and sacrifice, and I do this sometimes in community and sometimes privately, for 40 days. In
solitude, I consider the loneliness and betrayal Jesus suffered, and the deep pain of the Holy Spirit and the
Father as they separated from Jesus, allowing Him to fulfill his earthly purpose of the redemption of
mankind. But I am never alone, Jesus is with me during this time, guiding me and gifting me with wisdom,
forgiveness and joy. Amen
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Friday, March 4
Favorite Hymn from Lent
Mark Lutzenhiser

 
What I like about this modern hymn by the Getty’s is that it uses scripture/God’s Word, it clearly expresses
the Gospel – clearly expressing where humanity’s only hope lies, and the lyrics speak to the entire body of
Christ so it’s especially appropriate for corporate as opposed to solitary worship. Enjoy!

 
Christ Our Hope in Life and Death

Song by Keith & Kristyn Getty, Matt Boswell, and Matt Papa
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What is our hope in life and death?
Christ alone, Christ alone

What is our only confidence?
That our souls to him belong

Who holds our days within his hand?
What comes, apart from his command?

And what will keep us to the end?
The love of Christ, in which we stand

O sing hallelujah!
Our hope springs eternal

O sing hallelujah!
 

Now and ever we confess
Christ our hope in life and death

What truth can calm the troubled soul?
God is good, God is good

Where is his grace and goodness known?
In our great Redeemer's blood

Who holds our faith when fears arise?
Who stands above the stormy trial?

Who sends the waves that bring us nigh
Unto the shore, the rock of Christ?

O sing hallelujah!
Our hope springs eternal

O sing hallelujah!
 
 

Now and ever we confess
Christ our hope in life and death

Unto the grave, what will we sing?
"Christ, he lives; Christ, he lives!"

And what reward will heaven bring?
Everlasting life with him

And we will rise to meet the Lord
Then sin and death will be destroyed

And we will feast in endless joy
When Christ is ours forevermore

O sing hallelujah!
Our hope springs eternal

O sing hallelujah!
 

Now and ever we confess
Christ our hope in life and death

O sing hallelujah!
Our hope springs eternal

O sing hallelujah!
Now and ever we confess

Christ our hope in life and death
Now and ever we confess

Christ our hope in life and death



Saturday, March 5
Be Thou My Vision
Jann Stimac

A favorite hymn Be Thou My Vision, which comes from an Irish poem written by Dallan Forgaill, points my
heart to the victory already won for us through the cross. He is faithful to provide all that we need when we
keep our eyes on Jesus Christ.

 
Be Thou my Vision, O Lord of my heart;

Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art
Thou my best Thought, by day or by night,
Waking or sleeping, Thy presence my light.

 
Be Thou my Wisdom, and Thou my true Word;

I ever with Thee and Thou with me, Lord;
Thou my great Father, I Thy true son;

Thou in me dwelling, and I with Thee one.
 

Riches I heed not, nor man's empty praise,
Thou mine Inheritance, now and always:
Thou and Thou only, first in my heart,

High King of Heaven, my Treasure Thou art.
 

High King of Heaven, my victory won,
May I reach Heaven's joys, O bright Heaven's Sun!

Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,
Still be my Vision, O Ruler of all.
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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.



Sunday, March 13
Pastor Rob

READ 2 Corinthians 5:14-21

As I remind us so often, Lent is meant to be a spiritual journey that not only challenges us to understand the
cross and resurrection of Jesus, but nourishes our relationship with Jesus. Relationship Over Rules! 

Specifically this Lenten season, we are focusing on 2 Corinthians 5:14-21 where the Apostle Paul proclaims
emphatically what Jesus' cross means for us: RECONCILIATION. 

For most Christians, the Reconciliation of the cross is understood to be deeply personal. Jesus died for my
sins. He paid the price that I owed. He substituted himself in the place of my death. But this Sunday we will
see that the Reconciliation of the cross has far bigger implications than just Jesus Reconciling 'me' to God or
even 'us' to God. In fact, what we will discover is that God's Reconciliation in Christ is both personal,
corporate, and cosmic. 

Prayer: God of Reconciliation, Open my heart and mind Lord to how powerful, how strong, how enduring,
how wide, and how far your grace, forgiveness, reconciliation is. As You seek to put our disordered world
back into its intended order, make me an ambassador of reconciliation. Amen
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Monday, March 14
When I Survey the Wondrous Cross
Jann Stimac

Issac Watts in 1707 wrote one of my favorite songs: When I Survey the Wondrous Cross.

When I survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,

And pour contempt on all my pride.
 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ my God!

All the vain things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to His blood.

 
See from His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down!
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?

 
Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all.

When I sing this song I hear Paul in Philippians saying "More than that. I count all things to be loss in view of the
surpassing value of knowing Christ Jesus my Lord, for whom I have suffered the loss of all things, and count them but
rubbish in order that I may gain Christ..." For me my biggest loss is my pride which more times than anyone can
imagine has undone me. But it is 'rubbish' because God loves me and I don’t have to prove anything to Him.
No performance or attribute can change that love - increase it or decrease it. It is set in concrete, so to speak.



Tuesday, March 15
Holy Week in Spain
Tom and Kathy Nordlie

Spring break in Spain with our daughter! She was in Spain for a year studying at the University of Granada
and this was our only opportunity to see her.

Forces had been at work to prevent that trip, but by grace it happened, and we were on the 
road to fun adventures.  

The first part of the trip was spent in Granada, visiting friends and special places she had discovered.
After enjoying the sights, beautiful scenery, other parts of Spain and to the ‘end of the earth’ in Portugal, we
wove our way back to Granada. During that time our daughter gave us hints about experiencing Holy Week
in cities along the way.

Experiencing the smaller processions in those places was a good prelude. Christians had lined the darkened,
quiet streets where local churches were represented by marble statues of Mary and Jesus.

It was Good Friday when we arrived back in Granada, the atmosphere was overwhelming. As before, the
streets were completely lined, completely dark, completely quiet - except for this. Each step taken by the
costaleros was accented by a single drum beat. The processionals are long, they go on for many, many blocks
and as before, churches in the city were represented by costaleros, who were men of the church, carrying the
extremely large, heavy marble Pasos, of Mary and Jesus on the cross, decorated with flowers and lighted by
candles. These beautiful parade floats are the only light in the city.

Moving thru the crowd was nearly impossible and it was considered rude to cross the street in between Pasos.

Our last view of the procession was that of a large, rugged, wooden cross being carried thru the street and up
a hill in silence, other than the drumbeat, in awe and reverence.

Now Jesus was standing before Pilate, the Roman
governor. “Are you the King of the Jews?” the governor 

asked him. Jesus replied, “You have said it.”
 

Matthew 27:11



Wednesday, March 16
Easter Begins with the Christmas Story
Kathy McVicker

"Jesus' parents were amazed at what was being said about him. Then Simeon blessed them, and he said to Mary, the
baby's mother. 'This child is destined to cause many in Israel to fall, but he will be a blessing to many others. He had

been sent as a sign from God but many will oppose him. As a result, the deepest thoughts of many hearts will be revealed.
And a sword will pierce your very soul'"

Luke 2:33-35
 
At the church I attended with my family before moving to Poulsbo, the different events of Lent were
observed. We would go to the Ash Wednesday service, the Maundy Thursday service, the Good Friday
service, and the celebration of Easter Sunday. 
 
The Good Friday service was a somber experience as the story of Christ's death upon the cross was revisited.
As the service drew to a close and Christ's final words were spoken, the lights were lowered and we were
asked to leave the service without speaking. It was always a moving experience. 
 
One year as we left, each family was given a large spike with a red ribbon attached. It had a message that
directed us to keep it and hang it on our Christmas tree every year, so we would relate the birth of our Savior
to His sacrifice at the end of His ministry. At the end of Easter, I put the spike away with our Christmas
ornaments. 
 
The following Christmas season as we decorated our tree, I found the large spike with the red ribbon. I
recalled that Good Friday service and told my kids how the birthday we were celebrating on Christmas was
the beginning of Christ's journey in this world. He would teach us to live and care for each other and offer us
salvation, if we had faith in Him. That spike with the red ribbon continues to remind us every year that
Easter begins with the Christmas story. 



Thursday, March 17
A Memorable Easter
Patty Skellie

For many years I had the privilege of helping to decorate a flower-filled cross for Easter Sunday! We raided
our gardens for flowers and greenery. Safeway’s floral department got a lot of our business! Garden shears
snipped stems and each flower lovingly placed until the cross was covered!

Easter Sunday morning there it stood where an old rugged cross had been on Good Friday. Transformation!
As the congregation entered oohs and ahhs could be heard. The old rugged cross, an emblem of suffering and
shame, had been transformed to show us the beauty of new life in Christ!

But, perhaps for me, the most memorable floral cross was Easter 2020 - Covid Easter. We were all desperate
for beauty! Unable to meet in person for worship was heartbreaking. But then…..loving hearts and hands
produced the flower cross that was placed outside the church doors. It was the most beautiful I’d ever seen! I
stood by it and wept for joy! It was there for all the community to see as they drove or walked past. What a
wonderful testimony to the life Christ gives when all around it had felt like sickness and death.

Truly transformative!



Friday, March 18
Our Personal Journey
Jann Stimac

One of my favorite stories in the gospels is in John 21 after Christ's resurrection and He is on the beach with
the disciples. Walking with Peter He takes full on Peter's guilt and shame from denying Him. He does not
ignore it or pretend that it is not life altering. He has a big job for Peter and the sooner this guilt is dealt with
the better.

But my favorite part is when Peter turns and sees John following behind and asks about his future. Jesus
responds with "If I want him to remain until I come, what is that to you? You follow me." God's relationship with
each of us is personal and ultimately private. Only He knows our journey and the thoughts and feelings of our
heart and soul. Yes, we live our lives with each other and before one another. That is important. But we
cannot judge one another for only God sees truly what is in our hearts. And what He calls each one of us to
do and live is unique. Different from anyone else. Thanks be to God.



Saturday, March 19
Two Gardens, Two Decisions
Tom Curran

 Consequently, just as one trespass resulted in condemnation for all people, so also one righteous act resulted in
justification and life for all people. For just as through the disobedience of the one man the many were made sinners, so

also through the obedience of the one man the many will be made righteous.
Romans 5: 18-19 NIV

How blessed I am to have a child who wanted a trip to Israel as a high school graduation gift - and who
invited Dad to come along! We had a great time and share memories of many amazing places. This Lenten
season, my thoughts turn back to the Garden of Gethsemane, at the Mount of Olives, where Jesus went to
pray and to be betrayed.

What a crucial moment in our Lord’s walk toward Calvary - and in the great story of our Fall and
Redemption. Long before, in another garden, filled with divine beauty and peace, one person would upset
God’s creation, by disobeying His one commandment. Essentially God’s children said: “Lord, not your will,
but ours.” 

The results were catastrophic and our situation seemed hopeless until, in this second garden, another man
prayed to The Father: “…not what I will, but what you will.” Mark 14:36 NIV

What a contrast. The first person comfortable and without need; the second “overwhelmed with sorrow to
the point of death” and facing punishment he did not deserve. The first, disobediently, and almost
nonchalantly, biting into a fruit that was pleasing in appearance and promising instant knowledge and power.
The second man, in torment, asking God if he really must drink this cup of Holy wrath. Jesus knew that as
terrible as death at the hands of the Romans would be, taking on the sins of the world would make his
execution immeasurably worse. 

The name of this second garden is significant. Gethsemane is Aramaic for “oil press,” a massive stone device
for crushing the oil out of olives - oil often used in atoning sacrifices. This is a fitting image considering
Luke’s account of Christ facing the crushing burden of this moment: “And being in anguish, he prayed more
earnestly, and his sweat was like drops of blood falling to the ground.” Luke 22:44 NIV

On our own, we could never make the decision made by this “second man,” the Son of God. On our own, we
end up with that first person. But, because of what Christ decided, and what he did, we are not alone. As
Jesus prayed to The Father for our sake in that garden: “I have made you known to them, and will continue to make
you known in order that the love you have for me may be in them and that I myself may be in them.” John 17:26 NIV 

Thanks be to our God who is always with us. 
  



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

L E N T E N  D E V O T I O N A L
M A R C H  2 0 - 2 6 ,  2 0 2 2



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



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

L E N T E N  D E V O T I O N A L
M A R C H  2 7  T O  A P R I L  2 ,  2 0 2 2



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.
 
 
 
 



Sunday, April 3 
Pastor Rob Wilson

2 Corinthians 5:14-21
 

14 For Christ’s love compels us, because we are convinced that one died for all, and therefore all died. 15 And he died for
all, that those who live should no longer live for themselves but for him who died for them and was raised again.

16 So from now on we regard no one from a worldly point of view. Though we once regarded Christ in this way, we do so
no longer. 17 Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, the new creation has come:[a] The old has gone, the new is here! 18 All this

is from God, who reconciled us to himself through Christ and gave us the ministry of reconciliation: 19 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. 20 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. 21 God made him who had no sin to be sin[b] for us, so that in

him we might become the righteousness of God.
 

The Apostle Paul has made it clear that the cross of Jesus brought about a life transforming reconciliation
offered to each of us. In fact, he says that we are 'new creations' in Christ with the old things passing away
and the new coming. What are the old things, habits, ways that God is calling to let pass away and in turn
what is God doing in your character that is new, fresh, and faithful? 

L E N T E N  D E V O T I O N A L
A P R I L  3  T O  A P R I L  9 ,  2 0 2 2

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Corinthians%205%3A14-21&version=NIV#fen-NIV-28895a
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Corinthians%205%3A14-21&version=NIV#fen-NIV-28899b


Monday, April 4 
Carry My Cross
Sharon Pegany

"Whoever wants to be my disciple must deny themselves and take up their cross and follow me.” 
Luke 9:23

As a child, when I heard this verse, I imagined myself literally carrying a cross to follow Jesus. If not literal,
what did it mean? Today, as I think about these famous words in Luke 9:23, I find myself pondering the cross
itself. From the viewpoint of heaven, what is the cross that Jesus is talking about? How does a Christ follower
like me carry my cross?

What happened on the cross is regarded as the pivotal event in all of human history, one that triggered
earthquakes, ripped temple curtains, divided time and changed hearts. But this particular cross derives its
power from the person who was nailed to it. Perfect, blameless…completely innocent and full of light. This
God-man came to show the disparity between God’s ideal in the person of Jesus and man’s depravity in
habitually choosing self. Does carrying my cross mean denying myself and striving to live my life in such a
way that showcases what Jesus is like; selfless, blameless and full of beautiful life-sustaining light?

In John 3:16, Jesus said “For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son…”  The New
Testament is full of verses that cite the demonstration of God’s unfathomable love as the reason for the cross.
The cross was terrifying, painful and excruciatingly lonely. Crucifixion is still considered one of the most
barbaric ways to execute people, yet it is the brutality and public shame of it that put God’s great love on
display. One could say carrying my cross means actively seeking ways to exercise extreme love to those around
me, even to those who don’t deserve it and even when it is at great personal cost to me. 

Suffering from the cross, Jesus said, “Father, forgive them; for they know not what they do.” Embedded in the
Father’s heart of extreme love is the merciful act of radical forgiveness. Only God’s special brand of love can
forgive those who knowingly betray, hurt and even kill. It is an otherworldly selfless forgiveness that is
beyond human ability to understand. How do I waive my “right” to seek punishment for those who have hurt
or wronged me? How do I go a step further and agree to carry the consequences of that wrong without malice
and hate? The cross stands alone as a symbol of radical forgiveness. Carrying my cross means forgiving with
no strings attached.

As we celebrate this season of Lenten, I must ask myself… am I one of the innocent ones, blameless in a world
of pointing fingers and raised fists? In the heat of injustice toward me, do I whisper, “Father forgive them for
they know not what they do?” Do I stand silent before my accusers as Jesus did? Do I give up all “rights” to my
life, comfort and personal plans to allow the Holy Spirit to produce in me extreme love for all, even those
who hurt me or use me, forgiving them by letting those wrongs go and humbly bearing the consequences of
their choices as part of showing God’s extreme love?

God has promised to deal with all injustice in His time. In His perfect wisdom, He did not assign me with
that task. Instead, He designed me as a vessel through which He can pour His pure life-giving light, extreme
love and radical forgiveness. May it be so. 

Have a Joyous Easter Season - He is Risen!



Tuesday, April 5 
The Holy Spirit
 Kathy Nordlie

Spring in Genesee - Taking Ernie (Ernest Magnum Wooster) the Golden retriever, for a walk in the Rocky
Mountain foothills. Looking down the road, I couldn’t believe my eyes! New bright green leaves on a small
tree, bright yellow Goldfinches filled every branch against a clear blue Colorado sky. Breathtaking! The scene
could not have been painted without looking fake. Afraid to move, standing there with Ernie looking at me
wondering why? Why are we stopping?

In the same moment a wondrous warmth enveloped us, Ernie the golden retriever, the bright green tree,
bright yellow birds, the Colorado blue sky and I. What to do, can’t get a photo... Stay still and consider this a
special gift. Why, I don’t know, but I accepted it. Unlike Ernie, who had no choice when to stop and when to
walk. I did have a choice and chose to accept.

My dad, my hero, was no longer with us this Easter. On that Sunday, my mom fixed Easter dinner for us. She
was looking forward to it. As we drove from Denver to Colorado Springs that day, that same wonderful,
warm feeling appeared on my left shoulder, the same as on the walk with Ernie earlier that week. Again,
afraid to move, just enjoying that realization.

As we walked into mom’s cozy house to a sweet table set with a bunny centerpiece, her gift to us all. It was
lovely and sad at the same time.

A person came on the news while I was thinking about writing this . He was telling about his famous father
worrying about society and where it was headed. His father had said that we need God in our lives for us to
have a conscience. It made me think, no God, no Jesus, no Holy Spirit, no conscience; no experiences for us
that I have shared with you now.

Thank you Friend, Protector, Comforter. Thank you Jesus. Amen
 
 
 



Wednesday, April 6 
Barbara Carpenter

The most meaningful Christian songs are those that follow and express scripture. During the Lenten Season, as
we contemplate Christ’s suffering, I appreciate the words of the song.
 
Knowing You
All I once held dear, built my life upon,
All this world reveres, and wars to own.
All I once thought gain,
I have counted loss,
Spent and worthless now,
Compared to this.
 
Knowing You, Jesus, knowing You.
There is no greater thing,
You’re my all, You’re my rest
You’re my joy, my righteousness.
And I love You, Lord.
 
Now my heart’s desire
Is to know You more,
To be found in You, and known as Yours.
To possess by faith what I could not earn
All-surpassing gift of righteousness.
 
O to know the power of your risen life,
And to know You in Your sufferings
To become like You
In Your death, my Lord,
So with You to live, and never die.
 
This song expresses the words of Paul in Philippians 3:7-11
 
But whatever things were gain to me, those things I have counted as loss for the sake of Christ. More than that, I
count all things to be loss in view of the surpassing value of knowing Christ Jesus my Lord, for whom I have
suffered the loss of all things, and count them but rubbish in order that I may gain Christ, and may be found in
Him, not having a righteousness of my own derived from the Law, but that which is through faith in Christ, the
righteousness which comes from God on the basis of faith, that I may know Him, and the power of His
resurrection and the fellowship of His sufferings, being conformed to His death; in order that I may attain to the
resurrection from the dead.
 
During Lent I try, in small ways, to enter into the “fellowship of His sufferings”.



Thursday, April 7 
Camille Cooper

One of my favorite parts of the Easter story is after the resurrection, when Jesus is asking Peter if Peter loves
him. I can relate to Peter here because I, too, am quick to say yes, and slow to grasp the meaning of loving
Jesus. At night, when I pray to God, asking him what role I should take in some situation facing me, I have
received the same feedback Peter does in John 21. " Feed my sheep." And so I set to counting sheep. Who are
my sheep in this situation? What kind of food do they need? These answers usually lead me in charting a
course of action. My sheep are those people God has placed in my life that day. Their needs are typically not
hard to figure out. And Jesus stands behind me imploring me to feed. And yes, Jesus, I love you. So off I go to
feed. And if we all feed just one sheep today, won't we have a happy flock!

Camille, off to feed some basketball-playing students with my support.



Friday, April 8 
Sharron Clark

The first time I was single, it seemed right and normal. Then for many reasons, I became divorced, then being
single was painful, lonely and very vulnerable. It took a long time to see Single as a Title. Over the years we
have all experienced titles. There are few titles or situations that are permeant. Lent is a season of reflection: I
found the following to be reliable and trustworthy statements of who WE are. 

I am complete in Him Who is the head over all rule and authority—of every angelic and earthly power
(Colossians 2:10).

I am alive with Christ (Ephesians 2:5).
 

I am free from the law of sin and death (Romans 8:2).
 

I am far from oppression and will not live in fear (Isaiah 54:14).
 

I am born of God, and the evil one does not touch me (1 John 5:18).
 

I am holy, without blame before Him in love (Ephesians 1:4; 1 Peter 1:16).
 

I have the mind of Christ (1 Corinthians 2:16; Philippians 2:5).
 

I have the peace of God that surpasses all understanding (Philippians 4:7).
 

The Spirit of God, who is greater than enemies, lives in me (1 John 4:4).
 

I have received abundant grace and the gift of righteousness and reign in life through Jesus Christ (Romans
5:17).

 
I have received the Spirit of wisdom and revelation in the knowledge of Jesus, the eyes of my heart

enlightened, so that I know the hope of having life in Christ (Ephesians 1:17-18).
 

I have received the power of the Holy Spirit and He can do miraculous things through me. I have authority
and power over the enemy in this world (Mark 16:17-18; Luke 10:17-19).

 
I am renewed in the knowledge of God and no longer want to live in my old ways or nature before I accepted

Christ (Colossians 3:9-10).



Saturday, April 9
Tammy Rodell

Read John 13:1-17

It was just before the Passover Festival. Jesus knew that the hour had come for him to leave this world and go
to the Father. Having loved his own who were in the world, he loved them to the end. (John 13:1 NIV)

It seems the Lent season takes on a new meaning with every new life lesson experienced. When I was young, I
knew it ended with Jesus dying for our sins (though I didn't know what that meant) and the Easter bunny
was going to leave me a basket. In my teens, I knew it ended with people killing Jesus, who did nothing
wrong, and he rose again on the third day. As a college student, it was a 40-day period full of odd rituals and
others talking about what they were giving up. My 30's gave little to no thought to it at all.

It has only been recently that the Lenten season has become of great significance in my life. 40 days looking
toward the cross, taking in Jesus, remembering he is the Messiah, the son of God. What a mission he had! To
come to earth as a man, to walk among us, to experience daily life as we know it. What were his final 40 days
like? He knew what was about to happen, yet he continued healing, teaching, praying. 

This Lenten season has come just after completing the study of "What on Earth am I Here For?" By Rick
Warren. A 40-day commitment, it was designed to help discover the life God intended us to live. One
particularly powerful chapter was "Created to Become Like Christ". We were created in God's image. He
forgives sins so that we may forgive others. He was the great teacher. He was the embodiment of love. He was
a servant to many. Those are some mighty big boots to fill; I better get to work.

What does Lent mean to me? A time to reflect upon the teachings of Jesus Christ. A time to understand that
he died for me because he loves me. A time to mourn his burial. A time to celebrate his resurrection. He lives!
If he did all this for me, for ME, who am I to not honor his teachings? I was put on earth for a purpose. To
quote Rick Warren, "We are healed to help others. We are blessed to be a blessing. We are saved to serve, not
to sit around and wait for heaven." I do not intend to sit around any longer.

Heavenly Father, 
Thank you for the many blessings you bring into our lives. We look forward to your kingdom by looking
back at your sacrifice. Give us the strength to honor your sacrifice, for we cannot do this alone. Help us to see
our opportunities to serve by using the life lessons you have given each of us. In Jesus' name, amen.

Tammy Rodell

 
 
 



Sunday, April 10 
Pastor Rob Wilson

Fame is fleeting precisely because we humans can be so fickle, so self-absorbed, and so short-sighted. The
crowds that welcomed Jesus on Palm Sunday had turned on him by weeks-end. For some, being a Christian
means that they attempt to live in the Palm Sunday crowd continually by waving their good deeds before
them and sugar coating the harsh realities of sin and brokenness in the world and in their own lives. Perhaps
you grew up with such a version of the Christian life. But such Christianity is exposed by theologians like
Dietrich Bonhoeffer as an embrace of 'Cheap Grace'. 

The gospel writers tell us the hard reality of another crowd later in the week, the crowd that condemned Jesus
by persisting with their "Crucify him" chants. Jesus knew fame was fleeting and that we humans were fickle.
It's uncomfortable for us to think of ourselves in the Good Friday crowd, but the reality is we all fail Jesus and
have participated in his death. Peter denied, Judas betrayed, the friends of Jesus fled. When we come to the
hard truth that we are broken, that our sin puts us in the 'crucify him' crowd, the cross takes on its ultimate
meaning. Costly grace that forgives us our deepest sins, our worst betrayals, and our less than perfect choices.
As you begin this Holy Week, it is time to let go of the allusion that we are the Palm Sunday Christians. Holy
Week invites you into authenticity, truth-telling, and a community of fellow sinners that is more akin to a
hospital than a palace of saints. It's only when you discover Jesus' costly grace given to us on the cross that we
can truly understand the significance of what it means to proclaim "He Is Risen"

L E N T E N  D E V O T I O N A L
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Monday, April 11 
A King on a Donkey
K.T. Sim
Submitted by Bob Reister

Matthew 21:1-11

It was Sunday, the day we now call palm Sunday. Without a doubt, this wasn’t Jesus' first visit to Jerusalem.
As a devout Jew, he would have gone to the city every year for the three great feasts (Luke 2:41–42; John 2:13;
5:1). In the past three years, Christ had also ministered and taught in Jerusalem. But this Sunday His coming
into the city was radically different.

By riding a young donkey into Jerusalem at a time when thousands of worshipers were coming into the city,
Jesus was the center of attention (Matthew 21:9–11). Why would He take the place of prominence before
thousands of people went for the past three years He had deliberately kept a low profile? Why would He
accept the People’s proclamation that He was king just five days before His death?

Matthew says that this took place to fulfill a 500 year old prophecy (Matthew 21:4–5) that God‘s chosen king
would come into Jerusalem “righteous and victorious [yet] lowly and riding on a donkey” (Zechariah 9:9, see
also Genesis 49:10–11).

This was a truly unusual way for a triumphant king to enter a city. Conquering kings normally rode on
mighty stallions. But Jesus didn’t come riding a war horse. This reveals what kind of king Jesus is. He came in
meekness and lowliness. Jesus came not for war, but for peace, establishing peace between God and us (Acts
10:36; Colossians 1:20).

What kind of king is Jesus to you today? How can you honor Him as your king?

Jesus, thank you for coming into Jerusalem to reveal your mighty and humble ways. Fill my heart with your peace.



Tuesday, April 12 
 Jann Stimac

Everyone knows the story of Jesus washing the disciples feet. But let us revisit this scene. The narrative starts out
with “Jesus knowing that His hour had come....having loved His own who were in the world, He loved them to the end.” He
is near the end and will be cruelly and unjustly put to death. He IS fully God, but He is ALSO fully man. Paul
tells us in Phil. 2:6-7 that Jesus set aside His prerogative as God and lived as a full human. As a full and healthy
human I would be in terror thinking I was soon to die. But instead of focusing on fear, Jesus was all about loving
the men He had been given to love and teach. Everything was for them, but He would no longer be physically
present everyday. The high calling of loving each other was primary on His mind. He had already seen how they
could be torn apart by petty jealousies and selfishness.

Jesus, knowing that the Father had given all things into His hands, and that He had come forth from God, and
was going back to God, rose from supper and laid aside His garments; and taking a towel He girded Himself
about. Then He poured water into the basin, and began to wash the disciples feet, and to wipe them with which
He was girded........And when He had washed their feet, and taken His garments, and reclined at the table again,
He said to them, “Do you know what I have done to you? You call me Teacher and Lord, and you are right, for so I am. If I
then, the Lord and the Teacher, washed your feet, you also ought to wash one another’s feet. For I gave you an example that
you also should do as I did to you." (John 13)

The washing of feet was necessary in this day whenever one entered a home (very dusty or muddy roads with only
sandals on!), but it was done by servants or slaves, not the Lord and Teacher. But this kind of servanthood and
love was quintessential to Jesus’s life and message. 

When I first read this story I was 16. To me the lowliest job around was the cleaning of the commode in the
bathroom. I did everything possible to avoid that. Did Jesus mean this? Couldn’t be. Yet, I was starting to love
Jesus at that time and the Holy Spirit was definitely telling me that it included cleaning the commode. That was
the first of many lessons in serving others where He spoke to me about doing the hard thing. I am still learning
about doing the hard thing (the least of them is cleaning the commode), since Jesus did the most hard thing for
His disciples and for us. It’s that kind of love that changes the world. 



Wednesday, April 13 
The Holy Spirit 
Kathy Nordlie

Spring in Genesee - Taking Ernie (Ernest Magnum Wooster) the Golden retriever, for a walk in the Rocky
Mountain foothills. Looking down the road, I couldn’t believe my eyes! New bright green leaves on a small
tree, bright yellow Goldfinches filled every branch against a clear blue Colorado sky. Breathtaking! The scene
could not have been painted without looking fake. Afraid to move, standing there with Ernie looking at me
wondering why? Why are we stopping?

In the same moment a wondrous warmth enveloped us, Ernie the golden retriever, the bright green tree,
bright yellow birds, the Colorado blue sky and I. What to do, can’t get a photo... Stay still and consider this a
special gift. Why, I don’t know, but I accepted it. Unlike Ernie, who had no choice when to stop and when to
walk. I did have a choice and chose to accept.

My dad, my hero, was no longer with us this Easter. On that Sunday, my mom fixed Easter dinner for us. She
was looking forward to it. As we drove from Denver to Colorado Springs that day, that same wonderful,
warm feeling appeared on my left shoulder, the same as on the walk with Ernie earlier that week. Again,
afraid to move, just enjoying that realization.

As we walked into mom’s cozy house to a sweet table set with a bunny centerpiece, her gift to us all. It was
lovely and sad at the same time.

A person came on the news while I was thinking about writing this . He was telling about his famous father
worrying about society and where it was headed. His father had said that we need God in our lives for us to
have a conscience. It made me think, no God, no Jesus, no Holy Spirit, no conscience; no experiences for us
that I have shared with you now.

Thank you Friend, Protector, Comforter. Thank you Jesus. Amen

 
 
 



As I look back on pictures each year of our kids washing one another’s feet, I am reminded of what Jesus
spoke into His disciples lives as He wrapped the towel around His waist and knelt down to touch His dirty
friends. The theme of Grace: Jesus had absolutely no business touching something so dirty and disgusting
with His holy hands- but He didn’t hesitate to give them not just His presence, but His touch. The theme of
community: Jesus could have done this in private, one disciple at a time, but instead He chose to do this
around a communal table exposing both their collective need for a Savior, and His collective offering of
Himself to anyone who would allow His healing touch- even Judas. 

And the theme of authenticity: I am sure that the disciples had many moments of hiding in their three years
together and, like all families, I’m sure they struggled to be authentic and honest even as they lived beside
Someone who knew them inside and out. But as they sat around that table, having one of the dirtiest parts of
their bodies touched by Holy hands, the Savior of the world exposed not just their filth, but His acceptance
of them just as they were. They didn’t have to hide or posture, or make jokes and tell stories (which had
probably filled so much of their three years in ministry together) all they had to do was sit there as they really
were…and let Jesus love them. 

As we prepare for another “Last Supper Dinner,” that is what I long for most for my kids, not just from this
night, but from their childhood as a whole: That our children would look back on their years in this imperfect
house, with their sinful and imperfect parents, who had a front row seat to their equally sinful and imperfect
little hearts, and know that because of who Jesus is, as the God of the basin and the towel, we saw them and
heard them and lived in the mess that fills each of our foot basins, and loved them still. And that they would
know that Jesus…who knows them even better…loves them most.
 

 
 
 

Every year on Maundy Thursday, our family has a special “Last Supper”
Dinner. Each year, after dinner, we read John 13 and then take turns
washing each other’s feet and sharing things we love and appreciate about
the person whose feet we just washed. It’s the same ritual every year, but
I’m always struck by the rich meaning of this moment. Even if our kids
had just gotten into a sibling squabble, they encourage one another and
wash those feet like they are serving someone VERY special. And
especially when they get chosen to wash the “parents feet”, they consider
this the biggest honor of all. I love how this ritual reminds our kids that
Mom and Dad equally need Jesus to wash our feet and cleanse our hearts.
And I love how it reminds them that they too have the power to serve and
encourage one another just like Jesus did for those who knew Him best,
and often showed Him their very worst.

Thursday, April 14 
Lenten Devotional 
Misty Zeller



Friday, April 15 
 Jeanine Lutzenhiser

As someone from an unchurched background who has spent most of her Christian life in less-formal
Protestant settings, I have very little experience with Lent. Last year, for the first time, Mark and I dipped our
toes in the water with Lenten devotional readings. And this year, with some trepidation, we decided to also
give something up for the 40 days before Easter. We knew we didn’t want it to be legalistic, and we haven’t
talked about it much except with each other. But we trusted that God would work in our hearts through this
small gesture, the meaning of which we only imperfectly understood.

And now, several weeks in, I think I’m beginning to see the point. When I have thought about that small
thing which I enjoy but have chosen to mostly go without, my thoughts have often turned to what Jesus chose
to forego, and undergo, for my sake. He traded the glory of His Father’s presence for messy and painful
human life. He underwent unimaginable physical, emotional, and spiritual torment to make me, and you,
members of His family for all eternity. Observing this ancient practice has deepened my gratitude and my
love for Him. In a wonderful way, it has also made me feel connected to our brothers and sisters throughout
the centuries who have followed a similar path to remember Jesus’s sacrifice and grow in Him.

Lord Jesus, thank you for what you gave up to give us eternal life. Please deepen my understanding of your
sacrifice. And please let my gratitude show itself in greater love for those around me. Amen.



Saturday, April 16 
I know that He exists. 
By Emily Dickinson

Scripture: John 12:20-33

Very truly, I tell you, unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a single grain; but if it dies, it
bears much fruit. John 12:24

Here Jesus compares his coming death to a grain of wheat falling to the ground, “dying,” and thereby giving
rise to a new plant, and so “bearing much fruit.” His opponents (and his friends!) may think they are burying
him forever in a grave, but they’ll actually be planting him for a new round of fruitfulness and growth: the
resurrection and birth of the church to come. 

There’s almost a playfulness, a trickster’s mischief in this image, this recruiting of his unwitting opponents
into the salvation process itself, as if to say, Ha! You think you’ll be killing me, but you’ll actually be planting
me! You think you’ll put an end to the movement, but you’ll actually be making it more fruitful than ever! For
“unless a grain of wheat falls…” 

Dickinson’s poem can help us catch sight of this divine playfulness, a spirit too often obscured in many all-
too-serious religious circles. Dickinson herself was critical of the solemn Congregationalist style in which she
was raised, and here she paints God as a hidden, playful presence, “fondly ambushing” us when we least expect
it, the better to elicit a blissful, joyful “surprise.” But if our search for God becomes too “piercing earnest,” if
our joy “glazes” over into a solemnity reminiscent of a corpse’s “stiff stare” – then we’ll have missed the playful
point entirely. Our good-humored hide-and-seek will have become a grim, funereal “crawl.”

I know that He exists.
Somewhere – in silence –
He has hid his rare life
From our gross eyes.

 
’Tis an instant’s play –
’Tis a fond Ambush –

Just to make Bliss
Earn her own surprise!

 
But – should the play

Prove piercing earnest –
Should the glee – glaze –

In Death’s – stiff – stare –
 

Would not the fun
Look too expensive!
Would not the jest –
Have crawled too far!

 


