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We enjoy celebrating Palm Sunday. The children get to take
an active role in "big church." They wave palm branches
and celebrate. And we all love Easter Sunday! It is a happy
time, with flowers, new clothes, and the expectation of
Spring in the air.

But it is too easy and promotes too cheap a grace to focus
only on the high points of Palm Sunday and Easter without
walking with Jesus through the darkness of Good Friday, a
journey that begins on Ash Wednesday. Lent is a way to
humbly place ourselves before God. There is no price
whereby we can ourselves purchase our salvation. Lent is a
way to confess our total inadequacy before God, to strip
ourselves bare of all pretenses to righteousness, to come
before God in dust and ashes. It is a way to empty ourselves
of our false pride, of our rationalizations that prevent us from
seeing ourselves as needy creatures, of our "perfectionist”
tendencies that blind us to the beam in our own eyes.

Through prayer that gives up self, we seek to open
ourselves up before God, and to hear anew the call "Come
unto me!" We seek to recognize and respond afresh to
God’s presence in our lives and in our world. We seek to
place our needs, our fears, our failures, our hopes, our very
lives in God’s hands, again. And we seek by abandoning
ourselves in Jesus’ death to recognize again who God is, to
allow His transforming grace to work in us once more, and to
come to worship Him on Easter Sunday with a fresh victory
and hope that goes beyond the new clothes, the Spring
flowers, the happy music.

But it begins in ashes. And it journeys though darkness. It is
a spiritual pilgrimage that we must make one way or the
other for genuine spiritual renewal to come. The passage in
2 Chronicles 7:14 is quoted a lot: ". . .if my people who are



called by my name humble themselves, and pray and seek
my face, and turn from their wicked ways, then | will hear
from heaven, and will forgive their sin and heal their land."
This usually is quoted in the context of wanting revival or
renewal in the church, and the prayer is interpreted as
intercessory prayer for others. But a careful reading of the
passage will reveal that the prayer that is called for here is
not intercessory prayer for others; it is penitential prayer for
the faith community, for us. It is not to call for others to
repent; it is a call for us, God’s people, to repent. It is our
land that needs healed, it is our wicked ways from which we
need to turn, we are the ones who need to seek God’s face.

Perhaps during the Lenten season we should stop praying
for others as if we were virtuous enough to do so. Perhaps
we should take off our righteous robes just long enough
during these 40 days to put ashes on our own heads, to
come before God with a new humility that is willing to
confess, "Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner." Maybe we
should be willing to prostrate ourselves before God and
plead, "Lord, in my hand no price | bring; simply to the cross
| cling." That might put us in a position to hear God in ways
that we have not heard Him in a long time. And it may be the
beginning of a healing for which we have so longed.

O Lord, begin with me. Here. Now.

-Dennis Bratcher
Copyright ©, Dennis Bratcher - All Rights Reserved



Every Lenten season hits me between the eyes. Each year
Lent affords me the bittersweet opportunity to look in the
mirror and take stock again of the various ways in which |
am my own biggest obstacle to continued growth in Christ. |
am that broken vessel mentioned in the writings of Paul; |
am chronically normal, desperately human. | am given to
unhealthy fears, selfish and defensive postures and frequent
bouts of apathy and laziness. God, what can you do in me,
through me, with me?

God, | give myself to you all over again. How will you further
shape me in your image?

There is no shortage of answers to that prayer, but this year
one answer is coming through louder and clearer than the
others: sacrifice.

During Lent we walk, step by step, along with Christ on the
way to the Cross, the ultimate Sacrifice of the Lamb of God.
Like Paul, it is my hope to be identified with Christ in his
suffering and sacrifice.

The subject of sacrifice has become interesting to me all
over again in recent years, as | have heard and internalized
the following phrase, “God’s mind about you is made up, and
the news is GOOD!”

| am glad to report to you that I am living into the love of
God. | am enjoying God, my relationship with God, and | am
increasingly aware of the transformational power of his
intimate love for me.

If God’s mind is made up about me, if God’s love for me is
set and secure, then why sacrifice? What happens, what
changes when | participate in sacrifices like a Lenten
observance? What good am | doing when for forty days |



sacrifice something so as to be identified with the sufferings
of Christ? What is happening in me, through me, with me?

The answer is simple enough. In my voluntary sacrifices,
God doesn’'t change- | do. I've already said it- there is
something about the love of God for me that moves me,
changes me, shapes me in His image. Now that | know that,
it stands to reason that I'll not let anything get in the way or
confuse the flow of love from God to me. And yet, as soon
as | type that last sentence, | recognize that | myself can be
the greatest obstacle to the love | so desperately need and
desire.

When awash in God’s love, | am quick to believe and trust.
Even against the evidence the world would throw at me, |
can still move in companionship, toward the hope of the
gospel.

But there are other times- times when | allow my eyes to
wander away from the source of my life and hope, times
when | will opt for the world’s “therapy” and “wisdom.” It's
then that | most identify with Simon Peter who walks on
water until his eyes wander from Christ to the wind and
waves.

Upon his rescue, Simon Peter is greeted by Christ with the
following line, “Oh you of little faith....” It could have been
translated a little differently, more like a nickname for Peter-
“little-faith.”

Christ’'s nickname for Peter wasn’'t meant to belittle as much
as it is meant to measure where Peter was on the Journey.
For a brief instant, Simon Peter recognized Christ to be
source of life and hope, the ruler of all creation. But Peter, in
his own humanity, got in his own way.

A Lenten sacrifice rehearses me in better habits of listening
and receiving. | cut out the radio for awhile, recognizing that
| have a tendency to “lend” an ear to the voices of the culture



rather than training my ears for his voice. | cut out this or
that food or habit recognizing that | have used foods or
activities to comfort myself when the wind or the waves
intimidate me.

My whole body, my entire mind is engaged in a Lenten
sacrifice. As I refrain, as I live into my Lenten commitment, |
am immediately reminded of my hopes and intentions. The
inner conversation is resumed as | remember who God is,
who | am and | confess the distance between us. |
understand in that moment that | am in the process of being
re-formed, re-made. | am learning to see, learning to listen.

God, use these sacrifices to train my eyes and ears. Show
me again that your love is sure and secure. Use my
sacrifices to move me closer to a clearer view of You.

-Jon Middendorf



"Son, the doctor told me to call you and have you come
home to say good bye to Mom." Some memories bring with
them anxiety, however subtle, even with the balm of time.
On that evening, though, there was nothing at all subtle
about my sense of panic while hurrying to find a flight. The
next call gave different news. "Son, the doctor is going to try
to save her." Thus began our roller coaster ride of hope and
despair, angry bargaining and joy.

“Lazarus is dead.” There was no barter over Jesus’
pronouncement. When Jesus and the disciples arrived, the
mourners were doing what mourners do. The sisters of
Lazarus greeted Jesus with a mixture of faith, grief and
doubt, Nyquil of the soul. "Jesus began to weep," the story
continues. Some note that he was moved by this scene of
sorrow and this certainly appears to be so. Others suggest
that Jesus was grieved by the lack of faith around him. This
also rings true.

| prefer, however, to imagine that Jesus wept for the most
human of reasons. He missed Lazarus and grieved for his
suffering even though he knew what he was about to do.
And | wonder if he might at that moment have lived his own
passion and rebirth, not a flashback but a kind of
anticipation, a flash forward if you will. In short, Jesus loved
and identified with Lazarus.

Six years ago, | was deeply moved by the efforts of the
physicians and nurses who labored to bring Mom out of a
coma and back from death’s door. Her liver had failed from
too much Tylenol, medicine taken for chronic, intractable
migraine and cluster headaches. My sister and | stood
watch, both of us exercising parental vigilance laced with the
confidence born of years of combined work in healthcare.
To be honest, | was looking for someone to blame as there
had been signs of this before that other, previous doctors



had missed. Dad offered part of his own liver to save her, if
only for a few extra months. Little brother tended her humbly
and gently. | could no longer stoke my anger in the
presence of this kind of love. Did we pray? Did we petition
God for his healing mercy? Every breath, every beat of our
hearts was a prayer.

"Lazarus, come out." Lazarus heard and responded.
"Unbind him, and let him go,” said Jesus to the onlookers,
many of whom were probably mortified by what was
unfolding before their eyes.

Miraculously, Mom drifted up from death’s sleep. Little
brother was there and Mom'’s first response to any of us was
to him. It was glorious. It was wonderful. Mom kept
improving and is with us to this day. Out of her catastrophe
came better and more diligent medical attention for her pain.
Figuratively speaking, because Mom died, she is healthier
today and has greater vitality than in her preceding decade.

The truth is that physical death is not the
only way that we may find ourselves or
our loved ones in a tomb. We may be
wrapped in grave clothes woven from
yearning and love, hope and retribution,
faith and desertion. Grasping for self-
help and even religion, it is possible to
use many truly good and wonderful
things to give us solace without ever
really leaving the darkness. It is as if we believe that this is
what we deserve, our birthright. At home in a tomb, we
decorate the walls with mementos of mountain top
experiences or collections of nice Easter testimonies. These
may all be reminders of brief forays from the tomb, little mini-
resurrections. Grave clothes may become familiar and oddly
comforting. Perhaps this is all we know and all that we can
imagine ever knowing. But a tomb is a cold and lonely
place. Grave clothes are frail, like thin holiday costumes
against a late autumn frost.




It takes a God who weeps and identifies with us, who
reaches us with his body, his people, to help us to begin to
grope for something less safe and less haunting. Our grave
clothes may begin to itch and we may chafe at them,
noticing how tangled and penetrating they are. Perhaps we
hear a comforting, strangely unsettling voice inviting,
commanding. And maybe, just maybe we begin to feel
many gentle hands slowly unwinding and removing layers of
death wrap. The open air may be buzzing with life. In-
breathing may at first feel irritating. Flesh comes to life,
prodded into awakening with pins and needles after too
much cold. Rebuilding layer upon layer of burn, wound and
scar, slow and sometimes painful growth may begin. What
comes about is beautiful, the grayness of life dawning
colorful and new.

Death and a tomb are a good beginning. Today a voice is
inviting, “....come out!”

-Jim Sturgis



Fragile, | stand with my eyes closed; we sing over and over,
“How great is our God, sing with me. How great is our God
and all will see. How great, how great is our God ....” The
imagery that is in my mind overwhelms me as tears gather in
the corner of my eyes.

You see this is the first Sunday | have been in the sanctuary
for the morning church service since my fourth child was
born. The chaos in my home has been overwhelming. |
suffered with postpartum depression in the midst of this
miracle of life that God has so blessed me with. | am
thankful to be healed from this imbalance that invaded my
body. I have a new understanding and can now share in the
experience with others who will come into my life that suffer
from this unmanageable loneliness. | do thank God for that,
the ability to minister in a way | would not have been able to
before. God willing, | will walk along side of you someday in
your time of isolation....

The sermon, “Did he know exactly what went on in our home
in just the hours before | sat in the pew? The exhaustion of
having two children diagnosed with ear infections the week
leading up to this very day? That | got out of bed at the very
last moment to make it to church; my body longing for rest
from the late nights up with my infant. Is he talking directly
to me?”

| am rather certain that Pastor did not know of these current
events of my life but | know my heavenly Father was quite
aware of them. | have not talked to Him as much lately as |
would like. However, He reminded me through pictures of
the past how blessed | am even with the muddled days | live
through now. | very quickly lose sight of those blessings.
“Please forgive me, Father...”



The images flashed in front of us — a storm, destruction,
loss, hopelessness....What did this represent to me?
Financial waste, mistakes made in a moment that will cause
distress for years to come. Growing pains, | now face the
reality of how selfish | have become in the many relationship
roles that | play in my life. Pressure, self inflicted, to become
the person | dream to be — NOW! Parenting, having enough
self discipline to equip my children with skills they need to
thrive in life- happily and healthy. Spiritual, the place as a
year ago and the place | am at today are worlds apart. How
do | get back to that place where my God is big enough to
claim this storm?

B

| continue to sing, “He wraps himself in Light, and darkness
tries to hide and trembles at His voice, Trembles at His
voice...” The images in my mind so vivid the tears begin to
fall. | fight them back; I'm not ready to break. | know where |
am physically but my mind carries me back to the images
placed before me....

I’'m standing in the middle of a whirlwind, cold and dark while
the images of my life are being flung around me. | become



dizzy and unable to focus on one task to complete,
distraction. The disarray keeps me paralyzed. | can only
drop my head in despair.

Then in a flash the light breaks threw. In one swoop, God in
His entire splendor, throws His arm around me and carries
me to His throne. The storm ceases. It can’t take over my
life anymore and is forced to submit as | bow before my
Father.

“Name above all names, Worthy of our praise, my heart will
sing, how great is our God.” The tears begin to flow freely.
My heart believes my mind struggles to think in one accord.

How do | begin to get back in the game of life? How have
my roles changed? How have my relationships been
affected with my absence? How much can | commit too?

| believe the call to action is this, prayer. Praying that God
will bring order to the storms I face; financial struggle,
parenting issues, household chores, emotional peace,
spiritual growth and extended family struggles. To embark
on living a life that resembles my belief that God is big
enough to handle my storms. God’s promise is to give
strength and bless with peace. So be it...

-Stephanie Johnson
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| had someone ask me this week to look up this scripture,
read it, and explain what it meant to me. | tossed out some
glib answer that | thought would satisfy our conversation. |
really don’'t even remember what | said.

“How about this, Paula? Before there is comfort, there is a
time of mourning.”

| think of the many times | have prayed to God, pleading for
relief and comfort, and yet trying my best to skip or shorten a
time of grief or sorrow. But through these ten words, God
says true comfort comes after living through grief or sorrow.

Over the years I've had (in my opinion) my share of loss,
sorrows and disappointments. Other people may have
looked over my shoulder and said | handled the situations
gracefully. Some have contributed thoughts and suggestions
on how | could change the situations. A few have walked
beside me and listened to my complaints and struggles.

But these have been times of true disappointment, true loss
and true hurts.

| have to confess, I'm like everyone else. | don't like those
times. I'm really not a gracious person. | try to put on a
facade so people won't worry. Behind the facade, though, |
want a way out. And if there’s no easy way out, | need and
expect comfort. Right away!



| especially don't like the idea of pausing enough to shed a
lot of tears. Just skip the tears and give me comfort.

But, sandwiched in a bunch of other blessings, Jesus
wedges in this thought. The blessing of comfort is provided
to those who truly mourn their losses.

| am in a time of mourning right now. Tears come a little bit
at a time, mostly in secret places, but they are here. I'm
taking up temporary shelter in the region of disappointment,
on the bank of grief, and my tears run into the river of
sorrow. | am reassured today that my residence is not
permanent. This verse tells me that comfort waits patiently
for me on the other side.

-Paula Meder



My nephew, Jack Garrison, passed away on November 9,
2007. | wrote this that evening.

Back in the summer of 2003, we all gathered at my parents’
house to tell them we were expecting another baby. Amidst
the joy and celebration, my brother Jon said that our new
child would have a cousin. We were all thrilled.

I'll never forget the night we got the call that the baby was
going to have to be delivered very early.

Jack was born on November 12th, 2003, at 24 weeks. He
weighed around 1.6 pounds. You couldn't imagine how tiny
he was. This precious life had to be taken out because
Alyson's life was in danger.

Then, on December 31st of the same year, Mandy gave birth
to a healthy baby girl, Reagan.

| don't know how much | buy into the belief that all things
happen for a reason or for the glory of God. | don't think God
plays favorites. Good people suffer way too much. | don't
know why | have 2 healthy kids and Jon and Alyson had
Jack, who suffered physically from day one and never had a
fair chance at life.

| do know that God gives us the power to deal with the
hardships we face. | hope Jon and Alyson have been able to
rely on the strength of God during this time.

| imagine they have, because the sacrifices and amazing
care they have given Jack don't seem humanly possible.

Kids can't choose their parents. How many kids turn into
criminals solely based on the horrible environment they grow
up in? I don't think it would have been possible for Jack to be



born into a more loving home. Sure, Jon and Alyson had
doubts and hard times and unimaginable stress and
heartache. Who wouldn't? But man, they were a witness to
me. They loved Jack like a child should be loved.
Unconditionally. Their lives were turned upside down and
they only thought of Jack.

For four years, they gave their heart and soul to Jack. | hope
they will be able to find peace with his passing. | pray they
will be able again live their own life. | know they will always
grieve his passing as | will, | just pray that they will also find
strength in knowing Jack is in heaven now, and he was truly
happy being on earth with them. Jack loved them just as
much as they loved him. He was their son, he was my
nephew, and we will all miss him!

To Jack on November 9, 2007

Hey there little bubba, we just wanted to let you know how
important you've been in our lives. From day one you touched
not only the hearts of your mom and dad, but everyone that
knew you. I'm sorry that we didn’t get to show you off to
everyone, but | know you understand that we were only doing it
to protect you from all the little germies out there. Hopefully we
were able to portray just how special and beautiful you were to
everyone. We can't wait to meet up with you again some day
and catch up and hear the tales of how as soon as you entered
heaven, you started running around and laughing, playing in the
mud, eating bugs and dirt. You can now run, you can now eat,
you can now see better than the both of us. You can now
experience anything and everything you could ever imagine.

As weird as this may sound, we already miss the sound of your
entourage....you know, your concentrator, your monitor, your
breathing treatments and your suction machine. We already
miss the moments where your face gets real serious and you
start kicking your legs, only seconds later to curl into a little ball
cause your laughing so hard, which of course caused you to
drop your oxygen stats and set off the alarm on your monitor.
What we don’t miss, is what all those pieces of equipment
represented. They represented the normal life that you would
never have. They represented the moments in the park, or the



birthday parties of other friends your age that you didn’t get to
attend.

HOWEVER, out of all those things that kept you back, the one
thing that you did for everyone you met and didn’t meet, was
spread Joy. You affected everyone you met without saying a
word. You affected 100's of people that you never even met.
Everyone has been inspired by your fight for life and how strong
you were.

The selfish parts of us want you back with us forever, but we
know that is wrong, for you are now whole. You are now walking
with other children and playing in the playground.

In the interest of not keeping everyone here for hours, I'll end by
just saying thank you, thank you for blessing our lives with your
beautiful soul and making us better people than we thought we
could ever be. Thank you for your love that you shared with us.
Thank you for the almost 4 years you gave us when you didn’t
have to give us any. Our love is with you always and we will
never forget you and your precious little smile. Jack Michael
Garrison, our son, we will see you again.

Love,

Mom and Dad

-Bill Garrison
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Recently Pastor Jon preached a sermon on chaos, which
reminded me of a Straight Shooter trip to Yellow Stone
National Park.

For those who don’t know about the Straight Shooters, it was
a Sunday school class who at one time averaged about 100

boys each Sunday and they occupied the entire third floor of
the Educational Building at the church on 6™ Street.

As was the custom, we all gathered around the altar for
prayer for a safe trip and as Dr. Williams finished his
blessing, the chaos began.

Some of the older boys began to organize the “committee”
who controlled who sat where on the bus and demanded a
vote on everything that was to happen. The adult sponsors,
Dr. Ken Rice, Gary Seaton, Harold Blankenship, Robert
Cory and of course C Ray, decided to let them play their
game. Going across Wolf Creek Pass in Colorado, we blew
an engine, but somehow God provided and we had a new
engine the next day after we were allowed to spend the night
in a city park. Things actually went fairly smooth until we got
to Yellow Stone.

The “committee” decided to vote on what we would see,
would we hike the geyser basin, see the Blue Hole, watch
Old Faithful shoot water into the air or see Yellow Stone
falls. They decided they would rather eat hamburgers and
candy. They did agree to fishing in Yellow Stone Lake for
cut throat trout. Good thing because that was probably the
best thing that we ate on the whole trip. There were many
other examples of this chaos but | think you get the picture.

One night after the boys were asleep, the sponsors were
sitting around griping about what a waste of our time it was



to spend our vacation away from our families, and about the
time, money and effort, and that it probably wasn’t worth it.

Of course C Ray had said nothing during this whole
conversation. Finally he said “men, it's not worth it." He
then proceeded to tell us about the hundreds of street and
neighborhood kids who had been a Straight Shooter. Many
had become teachers, doctors, lawyers, missionaries,
ministers, Sunday school teachers, church board members,
etc. Straight Shooters have gone all over the world.

“No,” he said, “it's not worth it”. Needless to say, the griping
and criticizing stopped. The next day Dr. Rice, in his great
wisdom, took control and what had been chaos became
harmony.

We will never know all the things that God accomplished
through that group, but if just one person was saved | will
always believe that it's worth it.

By the way, the chairman of the “committee” became a
highly respected educator in the State of Oklahoma.

-Robert Cory



Luke 2:41-52

41 Now every year his parents went to Jerusalem for the festival
of the Passover. “’And when he was twelve years old, they went
up as usual for the festival. ““When the festival was ended and
they started to return, the boy Jesus stayed behind in Jerusalem,
but his parents did not know it. ““Assuming that he was in the
group of travellers, they went a day’s journey. Then they started
to look for him among their relatives and friends. ““When they did
not find him, they returned to Jerusalem to search for him. ““After
three days they found him in the temple, sitting among the
teachers, listening to them and asking them questions. “’And all
who heard him were amazed at his understanding and his
answers. ““When his parents saw him they were astonished; and
his mother said to him, ‘Child, why have you treated us like this?
Look, your father and | have been searching for you in great
anxiety.’ “’He said to them, ‘Why were you searching for me?
Did you not know that | must be in my Father’s house?’ *’But
they did not understand what he said to them. > Then he went
down with them and came to Nazareth, and was obedient to
them. His mother treasured all these things in her heart. 52 And
Jesus increased in wisdom and in years, and in divine and
human favour.

There are simple times that we feel abandoned: being left at
school, lost in a huge store, ignored due to other
circumstances, or just counted as unimportant. As the
youngest in the family, this feeling was fairly common: all too
often some commotion was caused in my family and | felt
utterly abandoned, because no one really paid much
attention.

The most difficult time was right after | ended my junior year
of college and | was preparing to get married. My parents
decided to come and help move my stuff out of the dorm and
into the apartment that was becoming my new home. | was
grateful for the help, but, in the end, they unloaded all the
boxes into the apartment, and then left for home. There was
no housewarming dinner, or even conversation. It was the
sign that | was on my own.



Abandoned, that's what it felt like — that there were other
things in life more important, and | was just a passing need.
Those first two weeks were the loneliest I've ever felt-wake
up, work twelve hour days, bathe, eat, go to bed. There was
little human interaction. | felt like a stranger in all ways.

Here in this story, we find that Jesus has been left by his
family for five days...five days ...in the biggest city at the
busiest time. Young Jesus probably had the feelings of fear
of being left in a strange place, and suddenly those feelings
gave way to feelings of loneliness and abandonment. No
one even thought to think of Jesus until a day later. He was
alone, wandering, trying to find a safe place to belong. In
this time of abandonment, Jesus went to the temple, and is
found in conversation with the priests. Jesus found a place
to belong in the House of God, where the Father lived.

This paints a picture of finding a place like home in the
presence of the Father. These similar cries of abandonment
come in the Garden of Gethsemane, abandoned by the
disciples, and from the cross, ultimately feeling abandoned
by God (Matt. 27:46). Itis a cry of brokenness, of
aloneness, of abandonment.

In our culture, there is a phenomenon of abandonment that
takes place in our homes and lives. We live so
compartmentalized that we find ourselves often abandoned
by family and friends, and alone in our isolation. Whether it's
the working parents and the kid at home, the overtime at a
job that takes us from family, the neglect in friendships due
to our other schedules, or ultimately the seclusion from the
community in our own individualistic tendencies, we find
ourselves abandoned. Maybe we need to find our pain in the
cries of the boy Jesus in Jerusalem, and in the dying Christ
on the cross. Ultimately we find our acceptance before the
feet of God in the resurrection of the Christ. Jesus really
isn’'t much different from us.

-Logan Kruck
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“Now turn in your hymnals to some of the new songs on the
back pages and we will sing a new song to the Lord,” the
Romanian pastor instructed his congregation.

Being invited to preach in one of the few evangelical
churches in Bucharest on Sunday was a highlight of an
annual business trip to Romania | took each year in January.
The thought expressed in Psalm 33, “Sing to Him a new
song”, seemed like a good theme for a message at the
beginning of a new year, “What new song will we sing to the
Lord this next year?”

Looking at my interpreter quizzically | whispered, “That
wasn’t what | meant by sing a new song to the Lord.”

He just shrugged and turned to a “new song” in his hymnal.

| smiled and reflected on the joys of communicating through
an interpreter, and the fact that | should not quit my job as an
accountant.

If we, along with all creation,
sing praise to God, then what
does that look like? It's
certainly more than Sunday

-@- morning hymns. Have we not
been created to sing a special song to Him flowing from who
He has created us to be, and reflecting the ever changing
seasons of our lives? He wants us to sing it in our homes,
and at our work, and school, and while we play. Though it
may have similar notes to another’s, no one else can sing
our song to the Lord. This is worship, being exactly who
God has created us to be for Him.

When reading back over some old journals last week | found
some notes that | wrote about Psalm 137:4 “How can we
sing the Lord’s song in a foreign land?”



A lamenting psalm about Israel's captivity in Babylon. As |
read those notes | reflected back on the message preached
in Romania. God has created me to sing a song to Him, but
| can’t sing that song if I'm held captive in a foreign land.

There are many reasons | might find myself in a foreign land
(and I'm not referring to Arkansas, Texas, or even Romania).
Like Israel of long ago | might be afraid to cross over to the
place God is calling me to. The giants of the land may be
too frightening. Or | may be trapped in a divided life thinking
there is a division between sacred
and secular (the word secular
should be stricken from our
vocabulary). Or perhaps pride
rather than humility is directing my
life leaving me with the inability to
be grateful and thankful.

Lent is a time to see clearly. Itis a
time to see clearly if we are
camped in a foreign land. Itis not
a time for guilt or shame, but a time to be set free; free to
sing the songs we were created for.

And our King can’t wait to hear the music.

-Mike Bell
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You may not know this about me, but | am a “to-do list”
person. Atthe end of each day, | want to make sure that |
have accomplished everything on my to-do list. Whether itis
a post-it note, a “sticky” on my computer, or a task on my
phone’s calendar — | am determined to cross off each task
before | lay me head down to sleep. Sometimes if | do
something not on my to-do list, | add it to my list and THEN
cross it off (does anyone else do this?!). As funny as that
may sound, | really do feel a sense of accomplishment when
| have done everything that has needed to get done.

Knowing all of this, I'd like to share what | chose for my
Lenten fast last year. | did my best to give up “being in a
hurry”. It wasn’t an easy task, and | wasn't always
successful, but | was constantly reminded to “slow down” —
regardless of my to-do list.

As a result of the fast, | was able to have some of most
meaningful visits | have ever had. | especially remember
one particular visit | had with Ruby Fulton. 1 try to limit most
of my home visits to forty-five minutes or an hour, in hopes
that | am not over-staying my bounds. This time with Ruby, |
decided that | wouldn’t be in a hurry in any way, and just stay
with her until | felt I needed to go. | don’t know exactly how
long our visit lasted, but | do remember how special that
afternoon was. Without worrying about what | would do next
and without my to-do list hovering over our time together, it
was one of my favorite visits of the year for me, and | hope it
was for Ruby as well.

My Lenten fast last year served as a great season of
teaching for me. Of all the lessons | learned, perhaps the
most important was that my “to-do list” mentality oftentimes
leads me to be driven by productivity, instead of people. Itis
somewhat ironic, isn’t it? Most of my role at church has to
do with caring for people. YET, in my hurry to get from place



to place or from person to person, | sometimes forget about
the very relationships to which | have devoted myself. If I've
learned anything about being a part of OKC First Church of
the Nazarene it is that “It's all about relationships.” | realized
how hard it is sometimes to embody this, as the culture
around us tugs and pulls at us, now matter how noble our
intentions.

It's a great tension | live with day-by-day — | want to visit as
many people as possible, but | also want to care for them
with the care | was able to give Ruby Fulton that special day.
I’m not always skilled at carrying around this tension, but my
fast during Lent last year helped me to relearn a special
lesson God continues to teach me through our church - it's
all about relationships. Whatever you've chosen for a
Lenten fast this year, | hope that it helps you to re-learn that
same message. Whether you've chosen to eliminate a
practice of your life (perhaps given up particular food, TV,
email, or the internet) or chosen to add a new practice
(perhaps participating in Bible reading, small groups or a
social justice practice) my hope is that it propels you towards
right relationships. If you haven’t chosen a Lenten fast this
year, it is never too late. My challenge would be to examine
your life and find something (whether adding or taking away)
that at the end of your journey, you would be able to say
once again, “It's all about relationships.”

-Jason Smith
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Doug and | moved into our first home in 1993 with our two
small boys, Tyson and Dillon. Our neighbors to the east of
us were an elderly couple in their 80’s. Their names were
Joyce and George, and George was pretty much blind. We
would speak to them briefly when we saw them outside, but
we didn’t know them really well. We did know that they were
Christian believers.

Spiritually, during this time, | had grown closer to God
through quiet time-reading His word and praying early in the
morning. Before | would go to bed at night, | would set my
Bible on the dining room table
and dim the light in the
kitchen so that | would have
some light when | woke up in
the morning. My time with
Christ was intimate and
sweet; | was reassured of
God's love for me and | knew
| was valued by my Heavenly
Father. 1, in return, wanted to live a life pleasing to God by
surrendering to His will and walking in obedience to Him.
Christ showed me so many things about myself - things He
wanted me to recognize that kept me from being all that he
wanted for me.

God took me on a journey that | would never forget. He
showed me areas in my life where | had unforgiveness and
built up bitterness and resentment. He also showed me
areas of pride and selfishness, mostly in the form of self

pity. As Christ revealed these things to me, | realized that
they were keeping me from truly and genuinely loving others,
and even God.

| began to welcome God’s discipline because | knew that He
was at work changing me and freeing me from things that



kept me in bondage. My love for the Lord grew, and |
hungered for His word to feed me.

One rainy fall night my husband said, “Why do you leave that
kitchen light on all night? You should turn it off.” | decided
that he was probably right. It felt strange turning the light off
since | had been so used to it being on, but | forced myself to
turn it off.

Five days later, as | was coming home from Bible Study, |
pulled into my driveway and | sensed the Holy Spirit asking
me to go over to my neighbor’s house to visit them. | began
to wonder if the Holy Spirit was really speaking to me, and |
also worried about what | would say. | struggled with
whether | should even go at all.

Finally, | told the Lord that, since it was raining, if they had
mail in the mailbox | would take the mail to them—at least
that would give me a reason to be at their door. | checked
the mailbox and there was no mail, so | started to my house.

The urging of the Holy Spirit came stronger, and | stopped
and stood still in the rain debating what to do next. | was
then convinced that it was the Holy Spirit speaking to me, so
| decided to obey, trusting that there must be a reason that |
should go visit them.

| was warmly welcomed in their home and | remember
thinking, “Well, so far so good.” | walked in and stood there
wondering what to say next. | said, “Is there anything | can
do for you?” She said, “Oh yes, come follow me.”

She took me down a hallway to a spare bedroom and pulled
back the curtains, where you could see my house. She said,
“You used to have a light that you left on in your house.
When | couldn’t sleep | would get up and come look out my
window, and | would see your light on in your house and it
would bring me comfort. Could you please turn your light



back on? | knew that your family was Christian and it was
comforting to me to know you were there.”

| said, “Of course | will turn my light back on.” She asked me
about the light, and I told her it was the light that hung over
my dining room table and it had a dimmer switch so | would
leave the light on the lowest setting. Through our
conversation, | volunteered to fix her hair for her once a
week and a wonderful relationship began. George, her
husband, loved my kids and would bounce them on his
knees and sing songs about Jesus to them. You see, Joyce
and George only had one son and he lived in Houston,
Texas. He and his wife never had children, so my kids
became like grandchildren to Joyce and George. We had a
lot of conversations about the Lord and enjoyed learning
about my neighbors lives during our visits.

George passed on when he was 91 years old and Joyce is
now in a nursing home, but | will always cherish those years
| shared with my neighbors and how God brought us
together through “the Light” and an obedience response to
the Holy Spirit. Praise the Lord!

-Lisa Sanders



Facing the prospect of a quantum-leap change from a 28-
year career with an established company to the uncertainty
of the unknown is jarring. This passage from Isaiah has been
especially meaningful to me as | have pondered what could
be in store for me in the next couple of years as | prepare to
leave the familiar and return to the world of academia.

Honestly, this season of time in particular is more frightening
than when | first made my decision about two years ago. If |
fail, how can | continue to support my family? Can | really
trust the Lord to make a way, or will | myself be
extinguished? God certainly knows that each passing day
as | make my way to work, | feel more “quenched”...the pace
of the business world is far too fast, there is too much rush,
there is too much chaos all around. How often | have said,
“Lord, surely life wasn’'t meant to be this way, in such a state
of confusion and urgency all the time!” (True confession:
I've said this more than a few times to my long-suffering
husband as well!)

Pastor Green once spoke about the state of exile most of us
feel at one time or another in our lives. My heart wept as |
listened because | could so relate to what he was saying. In
my case, it is my growing sense of frustration and even
anger at the hectic pace | encounter every day on the job.
All of it seems so unnecessary, unproductive, unfeeling and
even selfish much of the time. Yet there is buy-in to this
lifestyle wherever | look. The weariness overwhelms me at
times.

Yet, my focus must be on my trust in Him to carry me and to
look for the springs of water in the desert, because they are
surely there. And all the while he is doing a “new thing”. |
don’t want to miss it! Even if my perception of it is wrong



from time to time, | can have complete faith that this new
thing will definitely spring forth, because He has said so.
(It's funny how often we look back and realize that what we
originally thought was the lesson we were meant to learn
was actually something completely different!)

Also, if | believe that | was formed to declare His praise, then
surely He will help me to do so now, as He has helped me in
the past. | know that | will be a different person as | learn to
lean on Him more fully than | have done in my comfortable
and customary life. There may be severe discipline,
agonizing testing, and many sleepless nights of wondering if
| have made a terrible mistake, but | long for Him to shape
me into what He wants me to be, and | must realize that the
disruption that this shaping will bring about is part of this
journey.

| love you, Lord. Thank you for providing rivers in the desert
as | walk through my life. Truly my heart’s question is
this...how can | best declare Your praise? *

-Cheryl Hall

Isaiah 43:16-21
Thus says the Lord, who makes a way in the sea,
a path in the mighty waters,
who brings out chariot and horse,
army and warrior; they lie down, they cannot rise,
they are extinguished, quenched like a wick:

Do not remember the former things,
or consider the things of old.
| am about to do a new thing; now it springs forth,
do you not perceive it?

I will make a way in the wilderness and rivers in the desert.
The wild animals will honor me, the jackals and the ostriches;
for | give water in the wilderness,
rivers in the desert, to give drink to my chosen people,
the people whom | formed for myself
so that they might declare my praise.



Shout it! Let it bellow!

Let it fill the mountains and the valleys
Allow it to roll across the land!

Give it no thought; just let it go!

Speak what you will, but may it be truth
Put your heart and soul into it; don’t be afraid!
What is spoken must be heard

Shout it! Let it bellow!

For if not said, no one will ever know.
On what are you waiting; don't hesitate.
Use your voice and say it loud.

If you resist there is the chance

To lose this good news and it will perish.
Now is the time, do it | say

Shout it! Let it bellow!

Tell of the wonders of your life change
Don't lose the fire that burns so bright
May you not fall on deaf ears; may it be so
That you will help change another’s life
Remember your king, the King of Kings
Know you do this for His glory!

Shout it! Let it bellow!

-Keith D. Jones

(My family is a new member of OKC First Church of the Nazarene as a
transfer from LightChurch. We are very privileged to be a part of such a
gathering of congregations that have the same goal in mind: to bring up
a place in the far NW OKC area to allow for those in the immediate area
to be ministered of the Love of our Lord, our Saviour, Jesus Christ. This
is a great journey that we are a part of! We must tell the world of not
only our story at OKC First, but of that of the Good News of Jesus Christ!
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After wandering in the desert for forty years, the Israelites
were ready to take possession of the land that had been
promised to them by God many years before. But before
that possession could occur, God called on the people to
prepare themselves. Three things were required: Israel
must renew the commitment to the covenant given by God to
Abraham, remember God’s goodness to them throughout
their history, and reaffirm trust in God. The same
requirements apply to us today.

During the years in
the wilderness, Israel
had not practiced the
rite of circumcision
given to Abraham as
a sign of God’s
covenant with His
people. God called
Joshua to renew the covenant by restoring this rite which
was a symbol of identity and commitment. Today, we too are
called to renew our covenant with God through the spiritual
circumcision of our hearts. “In him also you were
circumcised with a spiritual circumcision, by putting off the
body of the flesh in the circumcision of Christ, when you
were buried with him in baptism, you were also raised with
him through faith in the power of God, who raised him from
the dead.” (Colossians 2:11,12) The sign of the New
Covenant became the rite of baptism.

The heart of this text is the Good News, “Today | have rolled
away from you the disgrace of Egypt, and that place is called
Gilgal to this day.” (Joshua 5:9) Israel was called upon to
remember God’s goodness and faithfulness to them
throughout their history, and affirm their trust in God’s
leadership. Gilgal means “circle”. The Israelites were
asked to come full circle, back to their beginnings, recalling



God's faithfulness and their identity as God’s redeemed
people. In the reinstatement of Passover, they enacted this
trust and identification.

We too, are a redeemed people. As we celebrate the
Eucharist, we remember God'’s faithfulness to us and
participate in Christ, Who redeemed us from certain death.
We recall our past failings, our disgrace, but we do not linger
there. Rather, we acknowledge our past, and recall how
God has been faithful to help us overcome our past failures.
We “set our minds on things above, not on things on the
earth.” (Colossians 3:2) Just as God rolled away the
disgrace of Egypt from the Israelites, so Christ has rolled
away the disgrace of our past. Christ has promised His
presence in our lives daily as we submit to His Lordship. We
should reaffirm God’s leadership, not with words alone, but
with our very lives.

During this Lenten season, may our lives reflect a renewal of
God’s covenant through remembering God’s goodness and
faithfulness and reaffirming our trust in Him.

-Sharon Dikes
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Jason & | were recently in lowa and decided to go for a walk
through the snow to kill some time before my grandmothers’
birthday party. We had heard there was a maze made of
bushes in the area and thought it sounded like fun.

Unfortunately, since we were there for a party, | wasn'’t really
dressed for the snow and had slip-on shoes. The walk to the
maze was easy enough as the snow on the road was well
packed by the cars. Even the path from the road to the
maze was okay, as there were still plenty of footsteps to
follow. The maze itself, however, was a different story. I'm
not sure how long ago it had
been since the last snow, but
most of the footprints were either
. melting into the piles of snow or
had been covered with a fresh
layer.

We decided my best option was
to follow in Jason’s steps as my
feet could fit right in his footprints
without any difficulties. We
started out wandering the maze
with Jason leading right, then
left, then straight, and then we
came to a ‘T’ in the road. Jason

' : turned right, which seemed to
lead h|m farther away from the middle. Since | thought
turning left would take me further in, | decide to venture out
on my own to try and beat him to the center.

There were more tracks going my way so | figured | could
just step in these prints and still stay dry...at least that was
my thought. The problem was the bigger footprints were too
shallow, so when | would step on those my foot would sink
deeper into the snow. And the smaller feet weren’t big



enough, so | would step in those prints but then push down
more snow on the edges to make it big enough.

My feet were getting quite wet and cold when | heard
Jason’s voice call that he had made it to the middle. Now
not only was | cold and wet, but | was also on the wrong side
of the bushes and would have to backtrack through all the
footprints that didn't fit to try and find Jason’s. And even
once | found Jason’s footprints | would have to try and follow
them through the mixture of footprints because he wasn’t
right in front of me to know which ones were his. | even
missed one turn trying to get to the middle because the
group prints all went one way and a single set went the
other.

As I'm backtracking (yet again) to get to the single set of
prints it came to my mind that this was an example of my
Christian life. | start out following Jesus step by step, but
then come to a crossroads and think a different turn would
be better. | try following different footsteps to get me to the
destination, but only end up at dead ends. Yes there were
more footprints going the wrong way, but I've learned it’s
because everyone that goes that way has to come back.
And even once I've found my error and turn back the right
direction, | can’t always find the right footprints to follow
through all the distractions.

The distractions of life with having a job, keeping up with a
house, and family/friends make it hard to spend time with
Him daily through Bible readings, devotional times, and
prayers. Especially when he has turned down a solitary path
and you are still trying to look through the distractions to find
Him. But when | do finally make it to the middle, | do my
best to follow Him step by step through the rest of the maze
of life.

-Amy Ayers



Last year during the Lenten season, Pastor Green
challenged us to look at Christ, look at ourselves, and then
confess the difference.

Even as Nazarenes, as a holiness people, it seems that we
seek to avoid this kind of confession. Perhaps it is because
we are fearful of the kind of suffering that Christ endured.
We recognize Isaiah Chapter 53 as perhaps the greatest Old
Testament prophecy regarding the nature and mission of
Christ. But Isaiah 53 straightforwardly paints a bleak picture
of him: bearing griefs and sorrows, scorned, afflicted,
despised, rejected, misunderstood, cast out.

We are temped to soften the revelation of the sufferings of
Christ by explaining them as part of a "divine plan" worked
out between the God of Heaven and Jesus of Nazareth.
This idea imparts suffering solely upon Jesus as a process
of atonement for the sins of mankind. Then, through God's
grace, our participation in this plan only requires us to ask
God for His forgiveness, freely given to all mankind, and



become "born again.” Thus we relish stories of miraculous
salvation and deliverance. We are enamored with the
Biblical promises of "abundant life."

But narrowing the gap between Christ and ourselves
involves much more than just being the recipient of a free
gift. For Christ himself taught that the way we live our lives
matters.

In The Politics of Jesus, John Howard Yoder eloguently laid
out a series of missions for those who truly seek to be
disciples of Christ. Those missions, which are the
embodiment of crucifying our own sinful nature, include
forgiving others as God has forgiven us, loving and serving
others as Jesus loved and served them by freely giving of
ourselves, and voluntarily giving up power and dominion in
exchange for servant hood.

As my spiritual journey progresses, | have begun to see
clearly that these are the true marks of rebirth and
sanctification through the power of the Holy Spirit. | also
understand that we will suffer scorn and ridicule when we
love and lift up those that the world has cast aside, and
when we choose not to use power or influence when it will
inflict suffering upon others.

As Holy Week comes this year, let us continue to recognize
and confess the differences between the model of holy living
exemplified by Christ and the sinfulness of the powers at
work in our world, and endeavor to follow His example more
closely each day.

-Mike Laprarie
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Sometimes our suffering, and especially the suffering of
others, makes us call out to God in bewilderment. The
painful death of my father from cancer deeply bewildered
and confused me. But | testify that God hears when we cry
out in distress, and answers, through the illumination and
comfort of the Holy Spirit! Scripture reminds us that we are
not to ‘hoard’ our comfort, but that we are to comfort others
with the comfort we ourselves have been comforted with. So
| want to share this very personal story.

My father’s suffering seemed senseless and overwhelming,
especially in the last weeks before his death. Although he
never mentioned such bewilderment, | think he too was
crying out to the Lord in confusion. When | was with my
parents in Dad’s last days | was privileged to be included in
our Father’s illuminating of my father. Mom was reading
Psalm 138, from the lectionary passages for the day. The
last verse begins, “The Lord will fulfill his purpose for me.”
Dad stopped Mom and asked her to reread that verse three
times. He sighed, “That's comforting!”

In what turned out to be the last weekend of Dad'’s life, | was
desperately crying out to God, crying out for mercy for Dad,
and crying out in bewilderment. The Lord especially spoke
to me through two passages (also lectionary readings—not
that following the lectionary is essential, but to say that | was
not searching the Scriptures, as Dad and Mom had not been
earlier either, but simply ‘doing/reading the next thing.’)

Hebrews 5 reminded me that somehow Jesus himself,
although Son of God, “learned obedience through suffering.”
| still don’t at all understand what that means. Did God
require Jesus to suffer? No, we Wesleyans don't believe
that. Nor do | believe that my father’s suffering was ordained



by God. But the Lord gently opened my eyes to see that if it
could be true for Jesus, how much more ‘scope’ is there in
us for the Spirit to be working, moving and redeeming in our
suffering! Was Dad’s suffering senseless? No, it was
redeemed !

The other passage was from Job 23. Here Job is lost in the
darkness, looking for God. He searches to the north, the
south, the east, and the west but cannot find God to present
his case. Still lost in the dark, Job yet affirms God’s
awareness and presence: “He knows the path that | take,
and when He has tried me | shall come forth as gold.” The
Holy Spirit tenderly illuminated and appropriated this very
personal word to me: Judy, your father shall come forth as
gold!

| e-mailed my family these references, with a strong sense of
our comfort being meant in turn to comfort others. My dear
sister-in-law Kathy had called to thank me, for they indeed
comforted her. But God graciously and tenderly affirmed this
word to us yet again! Just after Kathy received the midnight
call of Dad’s passing, thankful yet in tears, she absent-
mindedly turned her “verse-of-the-day” calendar to the next
day, All Saints’ Day, only to read these words, “He shall
come forth as gold!”

Together we again march toward the cross with Jesus this
Lenten season. Many of us find ourselves this year sharing
his sufferings in a bewildering way. But we never do so
alone; we are never apart from the loving presence of our
Father Who works redemptively in ALL things for good!

-Judy Cox
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One of my favorite Lenten season songs is Via Dolorosa.
The song describes the path (way of sorrows) upon which,
according to tradition, Jesus carried his cross through
Jerusalem toward Golgotha on Good Friday. It speaks of
the crowds pressing in to see Christ bleeding, beaten, and
bearing the scorn of the world. The most powerful phrase of
the song is “but He chose to walk that road out of His love
for you and me.” Can you imagine? He spent the previous
night in Gethsemane agonizing over this choice of
obedience to His Father or submission to his humanity and
He chose obedience.

The second verse of the

a slightly different twist to '::;__}‘-. e
it. Translated literally, it E

says that Christ wanted to
walk that road out of his
love for you and me. : £
Wow! His walk to the cross went beyond sheer will- power to
obey the Father and became the desire of His heart. Christ
wasn'’t just pulling himself up by his bootstraps and enduring
the cross because he knew it would save the world—it had
become His desire to empty himself and become our
Redeemer.

| remember the first time | realized what this song was
actually saying and felt so completely ashamed by my own
lack of commitment to the calling of God. When God calls
me to do something | don’t want to do, | will very often do it
but | don't allow myself to be emptied. | will congratulate
myself on doing God’s will even though I did it with a
martyr’s posture. This year, my prayer is for God to place
His desire in my heart so that whatever task he gives me no
longer becomes “my cross to bear” but my “joy to be part of
God’s redeeming work in the world.”



Down the Via Dolorosa

In Jerusalem that day

The soldiers tried to clear

The narrow street

But the crowd pressed in to see

The man condemned to die on Calvary

He was bleeding from a beating
There were stripes upon His back
And He wore a crown

Of thorns upon His head

And He bore with ev'ry step

The scorn of those

Who cried out for His death

Down the Via Dolorosa

Called the way of suffering
Like a lamb came the Messiah
Christ the King

But He chose to walk that road
Out of His love for you and me
Down the Via Dolorosa

All the way to Calvary

The blood that would cleanse
The souls of all men

Made its way

To the heart of Jerusalem

Down the Via Dolorosa

Called the way of suffering
Like a lamb came the Messiah
Christ the King

But He chose to walk that road
Out of His love for you and me
Down the Via Dolorosa

All the way to Calvary
©1983 Meadowgreen Music
Author: Billy Sprague and Niles Borop CCLI 49156

-Kim Rosfeld
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“It was the best of times. It was the worst of times.”

This line of Charles Dickens from the opening sentence of A
Tale of Two Cities referred to the time of the French
Revolution. Beyond its original context, it also hints at the
reality of the now and the not-yet tension inherent in God’s
Kingdom.

Hear the continuation of his thought, “It was the age of
wisdom, it was the age of foolishness; it was the epoch of
belief, it was the epoch of incredulity; it was the season of
Light, it was the season of Darkness; it was the spring of
hope, it was the winter of despair; we had everything before
us, we had nothing before us; we were all going directly to
Heaven, we were all going the other way." Whether we
admit it or not, each of us in the human experience is all too
familiar with that tension — the battle between two opposing
kingdoms. The best of times and worst of times somehow
co-exist in the mix of experiences that make up the mixture
of our lives. Not only do we feel it: the simple truth is that at
times we get caught up in it and feel powerless in that
cosmic struggle.

Take Jesus’ good friend Peter for instance.

Jesus told him in advance (Mt 26:34) Peter would deny him.
Peter simply could not believe it would happen. Yet, just a
few short hours later he was overcome with shame to realize
that before the rooster crowed he had, indeed, denied Jesus
three times (v. 75). It happened innocently enough, at the
Palace of Annas the High Priest. Peter sat among the
servants at the fire, but his body was restless, and his mind
raced. Next came that unsettling question from the maid,
“Weren’t you also with that Nazarene, Jesus?” What must
have gone through his mind? Was he afraid of being
implicated? Was he afraid of being dragged into court to
testify against Jesus? Did he simply not want to answer



because she was a woman who had no legal right to an
answer?

Sigmund Brouwer reflects on Peter’s thought process.

“Peter justified, then denied. There is something peculiar
about human nature. In almost inverse proportion, the more
off-kilter our stance, the more strenuously we defend it —
justification requires further justification for the self-deception
to survive. We can understand why Peter, with every
additional denial, added more bricks to build a higher wall of
defense—a wall . . . that was being built not between him
and his accusers but between him and Christ.”1 Finally the
realization of this was too much. Peter went out and wept
bitter tears of shame and remorse.

Despite our best intentions, we are no better at this than
Peter. We, too, deny Jesus in big or little ways, as this
cosmic battle rages in and near us! Growing up, | was never
into outward rebellion. | was a compliant preacher’s son
who never seemingly tested the boundaries.

| did all the good things Christian kids should do, and some
would say | even led an exemplary youth, but | denied Jesus
in times of testing just as surely as Peter did. Some of the
bad ideas, presuppositions, and attitudes -- if not behaviors
— | picked up along the way to adulthood remained
unexplained and unexamined in my Evangelical Protestant
mind and heart. In quiet and mostly unintentional ways, |
denied Christ’'s power and authority by not pressing forward
through the swirling doubts and ambiguities for solid
answers.

By my mid 20’s, | lived in a kind of complex and inescapable
avoidance of the very issues that mattered most -- even as |
held firm to Christian faith. It worked for awhile, but
eventually deep questions about life overtook me and
unnerved me to the very core, threatening my health and
well-being. In earlier years | did not see a problem, but in
reality God knew | was going to have to eventually face a



type of testing | had never known before. That testing has
become my journey across the past dozen years, and this
brings me to today. Thankfully, life is not over for me yet,
and | have begun to face those old questions with the grace
of Christ by my side. We must be on guard, because each
new day presents additional opportunity to deny Christ.

Today, by writing
these very words, |
have to choose once
again if | will deny
Christ’s power by
succumbing to my
own self-
consciousness and
quietly hold this
vulnerability within
me, or if | will bring glory to the Christ of the Cross by
sharing His powerful healing grace at work in my life.

As we journey to the Cross, we must recall that all Christians
are rescued from the pit, and we must not hold back in giving
God the glory for the redemptive grace of the Lord Jesus
Christ in our lives. Thanks be to God!

-John Martin

1 Sigmund Brouwer, The Carpenter’s Cloth, Word, 1997.
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Wednesday, February 5, 2008 — 7 p.m.

ASH WEDNESDAY

Scripture: Isaiah 58:1-12, 2 Corinthians 5:20b-5:10
Matthew 6:1-6; 16-21

Sunday, February 10, 2008
Symbol: Coins Scripture: Matthew 4:1-11
Sermon Title: “Who Makes the Rules?”

Sunday, February 17, 2008
Symbol: Crown Scripture: John 3:1-17
FAITH PROMISE SUNDAY

Sunday, February 24, 2008
Symbol: Whip  Scripture: John 4:5-26, 39-42
Sermon Title: “What is This Living Water?”

Sunday, March 2, 2008
Symbol: Nails Scripture: John 9:1-13, 28-38
Sermon Title: “What Does It Mean to be Blind?”

Sunday, March 9, 2008 (Time Change Sunday)
Symbol: Sign Scripture: John 11:17-44
Sermon Title: “Who is Lord of Life and Death?”

Sunday, March 16, 2008 —PALM SUNDAY
Symbol: Palms Scripture: Matthew 21:1-11
Sermon Title: “Are You Really the King?”

Thursday, March 20, 2008-MAUNDY THURSDAY, 7 pm
Eucharist

Scripture: John 13:1-15

Sermon Title: “My Feet?”

Friday, March 21, 2008-GOOD FRIDAY, 8 pm

Sunday, March 23, 2008-EASTER
Sunrise Service, 8:30 am / Breakfast, 9:30-10:15 am
Worship Service, 10:30 am
Sermon Title: “Now What?”
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