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Introduction
I’ve always loved the hymns we sing during Lent, probably because I learned them as a
child singing them five afternoons a week in the Lenten Junior Choir at Saint James Church in
Wilmington NC. When you are a child, your spiritual pores are open and receptive, and I took it
to all to heart: giving up desserts, the 40 days when we paid particular attention to our sins,
putting money in our mite boxes for the poor children in other countries, and suiting up for the
choir every afternoon for Evening Prayer. We were not the most tuneful choir, but were encouraged to make a joyful noise, and we did. Those hymns about the cross and that routine of worship are embedded in my heart and bones. Perhaps it is why, at my advanced age, I love the Flip
Flops service at Saint James so much: you never know what a child is taking in as he or she experiences the Holy Spirit’s welcoming in the teaching, the singing, the preparing and sharing of
the Lord’s supper.
All of which is to say, glory be to Jesus who saved us at great expense, Who is an infinitely compassionate friend to sinners, Whose sacrifice is for everyone of and in every age.
Whom the angels adore to join us in singing His praises.
And it is what this book is about, us adding and lifting our voices louder and louder to
praise His precious blood. May its contents bless each author and each reader, and all to the
glory of His Name.
Glory be to Jesus, who, in bitter pains
poured for me the lifeblood from his sacred veins!
Grace and life eternal in that blood I find;
blest be his compassion, infinitely kind!
Blest through endless ages be the precious stream
which from sin and sorrow doth the world redeem.
Oft as earth exulting wafts its praise on high
angel hosts rejoicing, make their glad reply.
Lift ye then your voices; swell the mighty flood;
louder still and louder praise the precious blood.
Louise Weld
Note: the Scriptures listed at the top of every page are the from the Daily Lectionary of the Anglican Book of Common Prayer. I encourage you to take on their daily reading as a spiritual
exercise during Lent. It will nourish your soul.
Editing assistance by the beloved local author, Virginia Bartels
Cover photo of the Creek Chapel by Sonya Droze

Genesis 47

Ash Wednesday, February 17
Psalm 119: 1-24

Matthew 6:1-18

The Desert Becomes a Garden
When God’s chosen people, Israel, were trapped in slavery, what did God do? He sent
them out into the desert. When Jesus was baptized and blessed by the Father and anointed with
the Holy Spirit, what did God do? He sent Jesus out into the desert. When God wanted to get my
attention (maybe yours, too), what did He do? He sent me out into the desert of COVID 19 protocols, also a desert.
There must be a theme here. Whenever God wants to get His people’s attention, whenever He wants to reform us, remake us, renew us, He sends us out into the desert. This is not punishment. In fact, it is a blessing. Finding oneself in the desert of life is in fact to find oneself in
the undistracted presence of God. Undistracted presence. That is the key. The deserts of life tend
to remove all the distractions of life and force us, allow us to focus on God alone.
When God sent the Hebrew nation, formerly enslaved in Egypt, into the desert, the desert
became a garden for them. Now, I must admit, they had a difficult time recognizing the garden.
They complained about the food.
“And the people spoke against God and against Moses, ‘Why have you brought us up out of
Egypt to die in the wilderness? For there is no food and no water, and we loathe this worthless
food.” Numbers 21:5
When was the desert a garden for them? It was a garden when they recognized all the
provision of God. Water from a rock. Manna from the morning dew. Meat from the quail sent by
God.
You, too, may have your own desert. Has the quarantine been a desert for you? It certainly has been a desert for me. Thankfully, Jesus Christ has also turned it into a garden, the Garden
of the Lord. During this time of COVID craziness, I have had to study, pray, seek, listen, be patient (a hard one for me), and depend on Jesus’ redemption and provision. The desert of this
quarantine has been a garden for me. Don’t get me wrong. I have not enjoyed it. I would not
have invited it. But, is has been fruitful for me.
Thankfully, the Desert has become The Garden of the Lord.
How about you?
Arthur Jenkins

Genesis 48

Thursday, February 18
Psalm 119: 49-72

Matthew 6: 19-end

Job’s Steadfast Faith
There’s probably no one in all of Scripture more penitential than Job. Let’s be frank; you
almost need to take depression medication to read the book of Job, much less live it. If Job were
on a poster, the caption would read: “Job: Losing it all for the King’s glory.” Could you imagine
a movie based on Job’s life? Instead of popcorn at the movies, they would have to pass out
Zoloft. Remember, Job lost everything: his children, his property, his money, ALL OF IT! To really put the icing on the cake, Job ends up covered from head to toe in boils. As if all of that is
not enough, his so-called “friends” come to mock him about trusting God throughout all of this.
To say it in modern terms: Job’s life absolutely sucks dirt!
But, and that’s a big but, Job remains steadfast. Let’s be honest for a second; most of us
are crying because we can’t have our normal routine due to COVID-19. Just the other day I was
whining about the fact that we have to sing wearing masks. Mind you, I have a beautiful wife, a
soon-to-be-born baby, cars, shelter, food, and a good job. The Lord hasn’t taken anything from
me; rather, He has blessed me abundantly. But I have to admit, there are some trials in my life
through which I struggle to praise the Lord. Dare I say what we are all afraid to admit? I even
have moments when I ask myself, “Is this really worth it?” It’s in those moments that I am especially reminded of Job. It’s in those moments that I remember Job’s bold declaration: “Though
He slay me, yet will I hope in Him.” (Job 13:15a) Even though the Lord allowed Satan to take
everything from him, Job remained steadfast in his trust for the Lord. He didn’t waver; he just
stood.
My question is for myself, but I will pose it to all of us, is: If the Lord went so far as to
slay us, would we still trust in Him? Will we praise Him through the trials of our lives, or will we
walk away because it is hard? This Lent, I pray that we will allow the Holy Spirit to search our
inmost being and purify our hearts so all that remains is steadfastness for Jesus. I want to honestly declare, as Job did: “Even if He slays me, yet will I praise Him!”
Joshua Nobles

Friday, February 19
Genesis 49

Psalm 119: 89-104

Matthew 7

Spreading the Gospel
The Book of Proverbs is probably one of the finest books of the Bible. It gives wisdom
and knowledge and instruction on how to stay on the path of righteousness. As we enter the
Lenten Season and examine ourselves and our devotion and dedication, we might consider using
Proverbs as a guide. There are thirty-one chapters, a chapter for each day’s devotion.
We are instructed what we must do to stay on God’s path and what will happen if we do
not. It is a beautiful book of instruction. Yet, we all stray from the path at some point in our lives.
Maybe it is too boring being good all the time. We feel we miss out on the fun and excitement we
could have. Those of us who were given a good foundation as children will realize when we have
gone too far and will seek God’s help in getting back to His path. Many will return to the path
and many will not. They are lost forever, maybe.
Proverbs was written prior to the time of Christ. It was written for instruction to remain
close to God on what and what not to do to live a righteous life. But with the coming of Christ,
we were given additional guidance on how to live our lives to God’s satisfaction. We are told to
be humble, to think of others as more important than ourselves. We are told to give to the poor
and show God’s love to everyone. But Jesus gave us one more commandment. We are commanded to go forth, spread the Gospel and the Good News. We are to make believers of non-believers. We are to plant the seed of Salvation. We, as Christians, have that obligation to Jesus.
But many feel uncomfortable and unequipped to talk to others about Jesus or their own faith. We
feel that our faith is between God and ourselves. But living our faith is a testimony to others.
During our self-examination, let us ask God to give us the strength, the confidence and
the words to say to others in sharing Jesus with them. Ask for God’s help in planting the seed.
When we stand before the Judgement Seat, God will ask us what we have done to share
and further His kingdom. What will our answer be?
Bill McDaniel

Genesis 50

Saturday, February 20
Psalm 119: 129-152

Matthew 8: 1-17

From Faith to Glory
God is always with us. But there are times when we humans can’t, don’t, or won’t seek
Him. Sometimes we don’t want to listen to His voice because we’re not at all sure we want to
hear what He will have to say. Or only heaven knows, what might He ask me to do?
Yikes!
God is always good to those who know and love Him! But, being humans, we have
times in our lives when it does not feel that way. Sometimes we have to look long and hard,
over, under, and through our current circumstances to find the love, but in Him and through Him
we have an incredible hope called Faith. And the love is always there.
In the Bible, Jesus tells us that faith the size of a mustard seed can move mountains. The
key word here is “faith.” The incredible promise Jesus made to us, that by seeking Him, believing in Him as the Son of God, following Him, spreading His word, and having a faith the size of
a mustard seed, we will be with Him and “see Him face to face” in the glory of heaven!
Thank you, Jesus.
Kimberly Gibson

Exodus 1

Sunday, February 21
Psalm 118

Matthew 8: 18-end

Euthus- Immediately!
I was going to Costco for a few items. It was a chilly day. Near the entrance of Costco, I noticed
an older woman sitting on the ledge of one of the front columns. People were hurrying past her….As I
walked nearer, I sensed that something was not right. She seemed forlorn and upset, looking down. Why
would she be sitting alone on a cold column ledge on a cold day?
I said “Hello…how are you?” She looked up and then looked away. I squatted down and said
“My name is Jan. What’s yours?” She softly said “Shirley.” I asked if she was waiting for someone?
She shook her head no. I softly touched her hand and said…”Oh your hands are cold. Can I warm them
with mine? “ She looked at me while making an attempt to smile. I said, “Is there something wrong?
Can you tell me what is troubling you?” She said “I am too embarrassed to tell.” I looked into her
eyes…”You can tell me. Maybe I can help.” Tears fell and she said “I can’t find my car. I am so
embarrassed. I am waiting for the people to leave so I can find it.”
As she wiped her tears, I said “Oh my Shirley; I’ve done the same thing! It will be a long time
before all these people leave. Let me help you find your car. Do you have the keys?” She handed them
to me saying…I don’t have the clicker that blows the horn. My grandson has it. I said OK, I am going
inside to find someone to help us. Remember, I am Jan your new friend and I promise I will be right
back.
I walked into Costco…and saw this tall man with the Costco name on his shirt. (Thank you
Lord!) I asked him if he could help me help someone. He said yes. I responded that I have a new older
lady friend who needs help finding her car. His name was Joe and he walked with me and asked Shirley
where she parked and what kind of car she had. He then walked in that direction to find the car.
I helped Shirley up and we walked with our arms locked together to help warm her up and hopefully reduce stress. We walked and talked and walked… no car. Then I asked “The Cart Man” Tim to
help us out as Joe was nowhere to be found. Tim immediately started looking. The parking lot was full.
I asked Shirley if there was something unique about her car. She said the back end tail light has pink
bubble wrap around it. I gave Tim that update. It was now 30 minutes since we started looking.
I kept asking the Lord to help me find this car, and I was directed to go in the opposite direction
of where Shirley said she had parked. Within 7 minutes I found the pink bubble wrap back tail light car!
I found Tim quickly and told him I found the car and thanked him for his efforts. He said where
was it? He chuckled when I pointed in the opposite direction: “Thank goodness…lost is found.” Then I
went to Shirley and told her the good news! We walked all the way back to her car…thanking the Lord
for helping us find the car. I said this was God’s plan for us to meet like this today. She smiled and agreed
and gave me a hug.
We talked a bit more and shared phone numbers. We said a thankful prayer together that we met
each other, hugged again and I smiled and waved goodbye to my new friend. I then drove home. I left
Costco with the best gift ever….Jesus in my heart.
Mark 10:45 Reminds us for even the Son of Man did not come to be served …but to serve.
Jan Z. Temple

Exodus 2

Monday, February 22
Psalm 122, 123

Matthew 9: 1-17

A Trip Portrays God’s Creation
Genesis 1:11 - Then God said, “Let the land produce vegetation: seed bearing plants and
trees on the land that bear fruit with seed in it, according to their various kinds.”
And it was so.
In the fall I decided to visit my granddaughter in Portland, Oregon for Christmas. After
celebrating Christmas, my daughter and I planned to travel down the coast to Northern California. Both Oregon and California are totally closed down due to the pandemic, so I knew this
would not be a “normal” vacation. We could not dine in anywhere, and, unlike Charleston, there
were no tents with big heaters--only tables and chairs out in the open with little heaters if diners
were lucky. It was a dismal sight when at 7:30 one morning I looked out of my downtown hotel
window and saw only one man walking and not a car on the street. Along with the Portland
weather, it was a pretty uninviting place.
My daughter and I rented a car and traveled down the coast from Portland to Arcata, California specifically to see the redwoods. (On my bucket list.) As we started driving, I could immediately feel myself relaxing as we viewed the ocean and the beaches. For the next five days,
we experienced the vastness and beauty of God’s creation. There were unbelievable sunsets that
no artist could ever duplicate, trees that are so enormous cars can drive through them, and redwoods so tall people have to strain their necks to see the top. As we drove through the redwoods,
we could feel God’s presence. It was so quiet and peaceful, with very few people and cars, the
only sound being nature around us. At times it was as if we were the only people on earth.
Even though Covid may have stopped our usual activities or changed the way we do
things, God never changes. He provides us peace and tranquility in His beautiful creation.
So when the ugliness of the world invades your space, just step outside and listen to the birds,
smell the flowers, watch a sunset or sunrise. Relax. We have nothing to worry about because God
has us in His hands.
Thanks be to God.
Carolyn Powless

Exodus 3

Tuesday, February 23
Psalm 127, 128

Matthew 9: 18-34

Loving One Another
“Love One Another; Just As I Have Loved You” – John 13:34-35
As we have traveled through this past year with the Covid -pandemic and into this Lenten
season, I am reminded of just how imperfect I am in my love for those closest to me, much less
those we find “harder to love.” I’m embarrassed to say my temper grows short with my son at
times, I’m not always of a joyful spirit to lend a hand when my mother calls needing help with a
minor chore, and I fail to have a smile on my face at the end of a stressful day for my wife Ginger, when her day as a nurse in these challenging times easily outdistances any concerns I may
have had in my much safer work in my home environment.
I usually chalk this up to a combination of “cabin fever,” disruption of my normal work
patterns, and a general lack of patience with all that has to be juggled in what we are all living
through. And that is the key point: we are all living through it. When I step back and “check”
myself from saying an unkind word, being too abrupt, or moving to the next issue while Ginger
is still working through the discussion we are still having, COVID isn’t the issue, nor is it “cabin
fever.” It is my simple failure to follow Jesus’ commandment to love one another as He loved
His disciples.
More importantly, I am convicted by Jesus’ next words in John 13:35: “By this all people
will know that you are my disciples, if you have love for one another.” Would an outside observer looking in on these exchanges with my mother, son, or wife look at me as an imperfect
disciple of Christ, a struggling believer, or a hypocrite? I can rationalize it that these are “rare
occurrences” or “caused by stress,” but the harsh reality is that I own these responses, not anyone
else or any circumstance.
As we all live through this Lenten season together and hopefully draw close to the end of
this pandemic, we also need to draw closer to Christ’s example of Love. Each morning this
Lenten season I am praying that not only will I love those closest to me more perfectly, but that I
reflect out God’s love for me to all those around me and try each day to draw closer to how He
loves us in how I treat and love all those around me.
Jay Millen
“A new commandment I give to you, that you love one another: just as I have loved you; you are
to love one another. By this all people will know that you are my disciples, if you have love for
one another.” John 13:34-35

Acts 1: 15-26

Wednesday, February 24
Psalms 132, 133

Matthew 9: 1-17

Trusting Him
Joshua 1:9 “Have not I commanded thee? Be strong and of a good courage; be not afraid,
neither be thou dismayed: for the LORD thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.”
Let me tell you that I know first-hand God hears every prayer and sends both the Holy
Spirit to uphold you and His Son, Jesus, the mighty Physician, to heal. Proverbs 3:5-6 says,
“Trust in the LORD with all your heart, and do not lean on your own understanding. In all your
ways acknowledge Him, and He will make straight your paths.”
This past year has been hard for many, and all I can say is, “Thank you, Father God, for
walking with me, continuously giving me the ability to love and help when I thought I couldn’t
and letting me know I was never for one second alone.” In my anxious quiet times, He said, “My
Grace is sufficient for thee,” and humbly I replied, “My God, I trust thee!” Some of this was a
hard lesson, but one I was most grateful for as He made me stronger because I said yes to Him.
I told God I would do what He asked of me sight unseen. My sister was diagnosed with
stage one cervical cancer and had to have massive surgery out of town. I was allowed to be in the
hospital while she was in surgery and allowed to see her for about three minutes between recovery and rolling down the hallway to the cancer floor. My parents were home. My mom was only
a few weeks out of surgery, and my dad had just had retina surgery. God showed his physician he
was in Afib and required cardiac help immediately and would need a pacemaker.
Wow! My sister was released from Atrium Hospital, and we recovered in a hotel amid
some trying situations. My sister was given life and is healing. My dad got his pacemaker, and
my mom is doing better. Here is what I learned: Stay in His boat. Do not be afraid. God has you
always! All is in God’s timing. The peace He will give you is like no other. Trust Him.
John 16:33 “I have told you these things, so that in me you may have peace. In this world you
will have trouble. But take heart! I have overcome the world.”
Kelly Newsom

Exodus 4

Thursday, February 25
Psalm 136

Matthew 10:24-end

Being Still to Know God
Be still, and know that I am God. Ps. 46:10. If you are like me, during the past year, I
had the time to be still and know God. One of my morning devotions told of a group of young
men in a secret underground seminary during World War II who were required to meditate on a
passage of scripture for two hours a day. They reported to their professor that this was an unreasonable task with all their worries at home.
I can identify with this assignment, which I have tried many times for a much shorter period of time only to find my mind is no longer on the Scripture but struggling with something or
someone. The advice given by Dietrich Bonhoeffer, the professor, was to follow your mind
wherever it goes and when it stops, make that problem or person a matter of prayer. This made
sense to me and my wandering mind, and so I am practicing this as I read my daily Bible verse.
One of my meditations was John 14:1-3: Let not your hearts be troubled. Believe in
God; believe also in Me. In My Father’s house are many rooms. If it were not so, would I have
told you that I go to prepare a place for you? And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will
come again and will take you to myself, that where I am you may be also.
As I thought about these verses, I pictured my mother-in-law’s ashes being buried in New
Jersey. She passed away from Covid. No one was able to be present for the burial. For me, this
was so sad that her family could not come together to grieve and celebrate her 101 years. As I
turned to these verses in meditation and prayer for my grief, God spoke to me. Joy filled my
heart as I realized Grace was home in the place Jesus had prepared for her.
Thanks be to God that daily as I mediate on His Word, He opens my heart and mind to
hear and apply His message in prayer for whatever I am facing.
Mary Lane Weckenman

Exodus 5

Friday, February 26
Psalm 139

Matthew 11

Evangelizing through Our Stories
Stories have been central to civilization since the creation of man. Caves have tales told
through pictographs crudely scrawled on walls. Ancient cultures acted out their histories. Native
American tribes preserved their legends through oral traditions. Families passed down their stories, perhaps sitting with relatives on porches or beside fireplaces, to recount triumphs and
tragedies that characterized their ancestors. Many a child has been enthralled with a bedtime story dramatically read, and many an adult seeks out a great book or a movie to be captivated with
characters, plots, and themes.
Surely our Heavenly Father has made use of this inborn nature of human beings to love
stories. Therefore, He filled Scripture with people, places, problems, and passions—all to enable
us to develop a relationship with Him and thus learn to live as He would have us live to “prosper” us. The Old Testament stories of Adam and Eve, Abraham and Sarah, Jonah and the whale,
Noah and the ark have been engrained in the minds and hearts of the readers of the Word over
the centuries. In the New Testament our Father’s Son told stories—parables—that effectively
made memorable points that might not have been clarified through other means of communication. Lazarus, Peter, Timothy, John the Baptist, Mary and Martha—even Herod and Judas—are
embedded in narratives to help us understand and love our Savior more.
Dr. John B. Sorensen’s book entitled Your Story Counts is subtitled Sharing the Most Important Story of Your Life. He states that he is “amazed at how many Christians do not think
their [stories count] for much of anything.” Others know they have stories to share but do not
see how God can use those stories to benefit others. Sorensen asserts that we must be ready to
tell others why we believe as we do. To share one’s own story then enables him to share Christ’s
story. Sorensen also says that a personal relationship with Jesus is necessary to have a testimony
that demonstrates the transforming Power of the Holy Spirit. Testimonies include forgiveness of
sin, God’s mercy and love, and eternal salvation.
So how do we at Saint James share our stories? We tell members of our small group or
Bible study about a personal encounter with God. We stand in the church service and offer a
thanksgiving. We inform our family at the dinner table about that “still soft voice” leading us to
trust Him. We write a note of encouragement, including how we were encouraged by our Heavenly Father when we really, really needed it. We sit beside someone—a stranger or a loved one—
talking about our friend Jesus. We submit our 500-word entries in our church’s annual Lenten
Devotional booklets that have, by the way, been published now for over a decade. We tell our
stories. Others are eager to listen and then share theirs. God will “give us a word” to glorify His
Word.
Virginia Bartels

Saturday, February 27
Exodus 6

Psalm 140

Matthew 12: 1-21

Sanctus
Holy, holy, holy Lord, God of power and might,
heaven and earth are full of your glory.
Hosanna in the highest.
Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.
Hosanna in the highest.

The Sanctus has always been a part of our Christian Liturgy that has resonated with me.
As a very young child “suffering“ through the St. Luke’s Episcopal Church adult service I admittedly associated The Sanctus as a liturgical corner, with the boring parts of worship being in the
rearview and only communion standing between me and the delicious treats waiting at Coffee
Hour.
As I got older and began singing in our choir, I always enjoyed The Sanctus because the
variations in which we delivered it seemed ever evolving. Sometimes it was plain-chanted in
authoritative medieval drones. More often it was sung in various beautiful, and occasionally disturbing ways (beauty is in the eye of the choirmaster I suppose). Occasionally it was simply
spoken. In any case it’s short, powerful message was easy for the adolescent mind to remember
and comprehend.
Now as a parent, you can imagine my delight when Louise pulled me aside after church
last week, with the slightest welling of tears in her eyes, to say how moved she was to hear both
boys singing The Sanctus above the choir as they helped her prepare Eucharist. I explained to
her that they both love the way we sing it in our current service Pancakes and Prayers, and often
come home singing or humming it to themselves inanely as they go about their days. I went on
to add that Whitney and I took that as a nudge to interject it our home life, and regularly sing it at
night instead of our normal prayer or say it before meals in lieu of a traditional blessing. Above
all, what a special full-circle to see the holy spirit moving my children in a simple yet familiar
way it moves me. Something that I may have not fully appreciated unless Louise tasked me with
putting my thoughts to page.
Kenneth Asnip

Exodus 7

Sunday, February 28
Psalm 144

Matthew 12: 22-end

Almighty God,
you know that we have no power
in ourselves to help ourselves: Keep us both outwardly
in our bodies and inwardly in our souls, that we may be defended
from all adversities that may happen to the body,
and from all evil thoughts that may assault and hurt the soul;
through Jesus Christ our Lord,
who lives and reigns with you
and the Holy Spirit, one God,
for ever and ever.
Amen.

Exodus 8

Monday, March 1
Psalm 146

Matthew 13: 1-23

God Uses Whatever It Takes!
As most people know, I live across the street from Saint James at Bishop Gadsden Retirement Community. I have been there fourteen years. I mention this because what I am sharing in this meditation has to do with how I’ve learned to accept God’s provision for me as I get
older, not old, just older. It has even been a learning experience for me to live there and to get
older. I have always been a high energy person and always was busy doing something I enjoyed
like tennis, boating, etc. None of that now.
I really did have to learn to live at BG (as we call it), five hundred other people and me.
When the virus hit, we were quarantined to our apartments for at least two months with the staff
bringing our meals to our doors every day. During that time my special dog Tex had to be put
down because of kidney disease, and then I said to the Lord, “I guess you don’t want me to have
any more dogs.” I thought, too, that with my back problem, it would be better not to have to
walk a dog.
Well, that remained the case for two more months of being in our apartments. I began to
feel out of sorts and not very happy. We were allowed to get our mail, and when I walked into
my apartment, it seemed like a morgue. I also knew it was making me into a different person. I
prayed and prayed, “Lord, please help me handle this virus.” I really felt weird, not like I was
used to feeling when I prayed and then felt much better because I knew the Lord had a plan for
my life. This went on for quite a while, and I began to feel as if the Lord wasn’t helping me. I
began to discuss this with the Lord and waited to hear from Him. Nothing came to me. It’s not
like me to feel that way. I love the Lord with all my heart and mind. I trust Him, too. I was
walking on the dark side of life, and that needed to change.
I called my two sons, and both said, “Mom, you need to get a dog.” They had not talked
to each other about this. So I began the search after I prayed and asked the Lord if that was what
I really needed. I began to feel a heaviness leave me. I said, “Gosh, Lord, did You just speak to
me through my sons?” I had a clear feeling that was just what had happened. I googled Chihuahuas as I thought it would be a good dog to have. Tex had been so good. I found a picture of
a cute little girl named “Pippa.” I called about her, but that didn’t work out because the woman
on the line said she and Pippa were in Las Vegas. I hung the phone right up. I then called Hallie
Hill Sanctuary in Hollywood, and Jennifer said, “I have Pippa sitting right by me. She is not in
Las Vegas.” Jennifer offered to bring her to me, and I had to meet her in the security area because I could not leave BG. She also brought enough food for a month, a harness, and leash.
God was giving me a miracle because it worked so quickly for me to get Pippa, and she is so
sweet and loves me so much she wants to be in my lap all the time. She fit right into Bishop
Gadsden.
Nothing is really coincidental with God. He provided all I needed. When I went back
with her to my apartment, I felt totally different and not like I was in a morgue anymore. Pippa
weighs six pounds, and that’s six pounds of God’s Love.
Lillie McGougan

Tuesday, March 2
Exodus 9

Psalm 148

Matthew 13: 24-43

Who Am I to Share My Meditations for Lent?
As someone asks that I write a devotional for Lent, I ask my shy self, “Who am I to
share?” My eyes swell and my heart fills at the moment. I am surprised at my reaction but know
that I have always deemed myself a sinner and not worthy of bringing my “rocks” to the cross
and standing on the right side of God. Does this mean that God is asking me to take inventory of
my devotional mediation during Lent?
Being born and later baptized into the Baptist church and attending with my family, the
Lenten season was not celebrated. As a younger adult, I attended Confirmation classes and was
confirmed at Old St. Andrews Episcopal Church, but still could not give my sins to God, through
Christ who made His way to the cross to forgive me--to forgive all. Not fully with faith.
It has been during the last five to six years that my life has been most difficult with
heartache, loss, and questions. And now I am here at Saint James, sitting in the back of the sanctuary at eight o’clock, needing and bowing my head, knowing the glorious, lovely, loving presence of God. My faith comes not just in the church, but also in my daily meditations, multiple
times in the day. I feel His presence and am in His arms. And I am so thankful.
The teaching of Jesus’ journey to the Cross brings me to my journey to Jesus. I see “who
am I to share my meditations.”— I am HIS. I am loved.
The book of Joel 2: 12-13 says, “Yet even now, says the Lord, return to me with all your
heart, with fasting, with weeping, and with mourning; and rend your hearts and not your garments. Return to the Lord your God, for He is gracious and merciful, slow to anger and abounding in steadfast love, and he relents over disaster.”
My prayer: Lord, Heavenly Father, I ask You to help keep me on the journey to Jesus,
and I pray for forgiveness, comfort, and direction on Your path.
Lyn Swan

Exodus 10

Wednesday, March 3
Psalm 1, 2

Matthew 13: 44-end

A Spiritual Mile Marker
Looking backward, I recall miracles that have served as mile markers on my journey to faith. In
1957, my senior year of high school, I was, at best, a borderline believer. A deserted mining camp in Arizona was our home at the time. We had electricity, thanks to a gas-powered generator. Drinking water
came from Wenden, a five-mile trek over a dirt road. Dad and his partner, Kenny, would hitch a water
trailer to our Suburban for a periodic “water-run,” something they normally did while my younger siblings and I were in school.
One blustery winter Saturday in 1957, however, Dad invited us to tag along. At the well, Dad unhitched the trailer, leaving it to fill while we ran errands. It wasn’t until Dad and Kenny began to re-hitch
the tailer that the unthinkable happened. When the water in the tank shifted, the trailer abruptly rolled.
Dad’s hand, caught between the tongue and the Suburban’s hitch, was stripped to the bone, severing
nerves and blood vessels. Dad, normally a take-charge guy, stood in shock, watching blood flowing from
his hand. Kenny, a Korean War vet, had a PTSD episode and lacked direction.
It was then that I felt an unbelievable calm. A voice in my head expanded my limited first-aid
knowledge to meet the crisis. Use pressure to stop the bleeding. Wrapping and tying my scarf tightly
around Dad’s hand. Back to camp for Mom. The car is faster. As I helped Dad into the front passenger
seat, Kenny calmed down, getting into the driver’s seat while my siblings piled into the back seat next to
me. Blood loss. If he faints, he’ll hit his head on the dash. Standing and leaning over Dad’s seat, I
wrapped my arms around him, praying that the flow of blood would slow.
Fast forward. With Dad’s hand tightly wrapped in clean towels, Mom and I headed for Wickenburg (fifty miles from Wenden). Call ahead to save time. Taking my suggestion, Mom called the doctor
from a pay phone. Continuing to act as Dad’s human seatbelt, I encouraged him.
More miracles. The doctor, with years of trauma experience, said, “With this much damage, there
is little hope of saving the hand. High risk of gangrene. Amputation is best.”
“Just stitch me up, Doc, and give this a week,” Dad said.
A week later, feeling had returned to Dad’s fingers, and the wound was healing nicely. Six weeks
later, the horrific scar had all but disappeared.
Dad’s healing, however, wasn’t the only miracle. Though I couldn’t explain it then, the incredible
calm and guidance I had that day was nothing I’d ever experienced. In recalling God’s steadfast faithfulness, my faith-journey is paved with miracles that serve as mile markers as I’ve moved from doubt to belief.
In one of Arthur’s devotionals, he said that the Holy Spirit is with us before we become believers.
To that I can say, “Amen!”
Pat Majors

Exodus 11

Thursday, March 4
Psalm 5, 6

Matthew 14

Wind, Wildfires, and Wineskins
Recently we all prayed fervently as hurricanes and fires swept across portions of our country. As
wildfires devastated millions of acres and whole towns, we asked God to spare the wildlife, woods,
homes, and structures that men have built and maintained for ages. We particularly prayed for the lives of
residents. Grief overwhelmed us as we noted the vast destruction along coastlines and in forests, wondering how anything could be restored.
Charleston’s history has been frequented by disasters. After Hurricane Hugo slammed the Low
Country with its 138 mph winds, my family returned to James Island, first checking on Saint James and
then making our way to our house on the marsh where we began cleaning out dead fish that floodwaters
had brought into our den—to refer to only one urgent task on hand. Fires have also destroyed huge sections of Charleston time and again, for example in 1740, when more than three hundred dwellings were
burned. In fact, the first of the six churches on Saint James’ property was destroyed by a hurricane in
1730. The second church was destroyed, probably by fire, during the Revolutionary War, and the fourth
church was accidently burned by Confederate soldiers while they were rabbit hunting.
God works within His people to rebuild. He works within nature to refurbish. Today the people
of Saint James have a three-building campus. Wind and fire might sweep across it again, but for three
centuries its people prepared for the new—and they can again and again, if need be. God’s creation is
designed to renew and restore and, yes, even replace, yet He remains the same.
I save things to reuse them—paint them, patch them, repair them—but don’t throw them out. I
grew up in a frugal family where funds were always limited. I am a lover of antiques and historical sites
—wanting to save the old and not always welcoming the new. Perhaps my being like this is okay, but I
do not want to be oblivious to God’s plans that often bring change for the better.
Luke 5:37-38 says, “No one puts new wine into old wineskins. If he does, the new wine will
burst the skins, and it will be spilled, and the skins will be destroyed. But new wine must be put into
fresh wineskins.” As much as that first Saint James congregation must have hated—and rightfully so—
that hurricane which destroyed its church, a new house of worship replaced it. As much as the congregants hated losing two churches to fires in wars, the sanctuaries were rebuilt. The legal battles with the
National Episcopal Church and the medical, social, and financial battles with the pandemic have swept
into our lives with “winds and wild fires.” Left with questions, we pray, “Omniscient Father, in spite of
pain and loss, we trust You as our great Redeemer. What are You making new that will bless us in the
long run?” Perhaps He has new wine for new wineskins, even for an old pack rat like me.
Virginia Bartels

Friday, March 5
Exodus 12

Psalm 9

Matthew 15: 1-28

Drawing Strength from God
As the year 2020 unfolded, none of us knew how our lives would be changed. I didn’t
know the things that God would call me to do, but He knew. In Psalm 139:16 we read that all
our days were formed by Him and written in His book before one of them came to be, and Jeremiah 29:11 tells us that He has plans for us. However, God does not tell us that our days will be
easy. In the difficult times, we must draw our strength from Him who is always with us.
Isaiah 41: 10 says, “So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed for I am your God, I
will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous hand.”
During all the changes that were taking place in my life in 2020, God was with me and
upholding me. He was strengthening me by drawing me closer to Him. One way that He did this
was by calling Virginia Bartels and me to write weekly devotionals to keep the Friday Morning
Bible Study Group connected. Researching material for these devotionals and writing them
helped to prepare me for other calls on my life during the year by blessing me, comforting me,
and strengthening me.
I would need all of those things, especially the strength as my role as a caregiver for
Mack increased. Just as David found strength in the Lord when he was stressed (I Samuel 30:6),
I, too, found my strength in the Lord. When I was weary, I was able to cast all my anxieties on
Him (I Peter 5:6-7). I could say that “I can do all things through Him who gives me strength”
(Philippians 4:13).
As the Parkinson’s disease began to take more of a toll on Mack’s body, I prayed that he
would not become totally disabled by the disease. My prayer was answered. Mack suffered cardiac arrest on December 2nd. Though his body was growing weaker, he was not totally disabled.
Looking back, I can see God’s hand in the events leading up to Mack’s death and afterwards. I was standing beside him when he suffered the heart attack and was with him when he
went home to be with Jesus. Mack did not suffer, and the Lord provided compassionate medical
personnel and Arthur to comfort me.
God continued to comfort me in unexpected ways. The Friday morning after Mack’s
death, I was reading the last chapter of Max Lucado’s book, You Are Never Alone. I found solace
when I read the words, “You won’t live a day longer or less than I intend,” words based on verse
16 of Psalm 139.
About a month later as I was making the bed, God gave me another word of comfort.
God told me that He knew I would not be able to take care of Mack much longer so He needed to
take care of him.
There are still stresses in my life in the year 2021, but I know that with God’s help I can
face them. I do not have to be afraid for my Lord my God goes with me; He will never leave me
or forsake me (Deuteronomy 31: 6).
Maxine Swafford

Exodus 13

Saturday, March 6
Psalm 8, 11

Matthew 15: 29-16: 12

Song Lyrics for Lent
On May 17, 2020, as the COVID-19 pandemic was waning but we were still not allowed
to worship freely, our masterful choir director Chris Walchesky chose Nettleton’s melody from
“A Repository of Sacred Music, Part II,” published in 1813. The lyrics are Robert Robinson’s
(1735-1790). The song references courts and farm terms like “fetter.” How far we are from the
poverty of everyday 18th Century life when a great majority of men and women rose each day
with little margin in food security, scratching out life on a farm or relying weightily on local
farmers to produce what was needed nearly daily!
Lent was a season of fasting out of as much physical necessity as spiritual. Meat, even
smoked and hanging above the hearth, was just about all gone – consumed - fresh vegetables
nearly exhausted, and spring promising hope of new life in the soil, most importantly.
The reference to courts struck me most. What the average person might have imagined
was available to royalty and servants of the courts must have been dreamlike. Thus, folks ascribed to God Almighty heavenly court terms, for good reason. Compared to the meager, near
deadly precipice of existence -- Thomas Hobbes’ “State of Nature” famously described in The
Leviathan as “solitary, poor, nasty, brutish and short”-- we live in wanton splendor, in an overabundance and in perverse plenty. It keeps us from feeling the need for the Lord more. Shame be
upon me for that, Lord.
Gloria in excelsis Deo! He is risen indeed!
Fred Whittle

Exodus 14

Sunday, March 7
Psalm 12, 13, 14

Matthew 16: 13-end

Trees
He gave us eyes to see them,
And the lips that we might tell,
How great is God Almighty,
Who has made all things well.
(All Things Bright and Beautiful by Cecil Francis Alexander)
Since the stay-at-home order went into effect, I tried to walk several times a week. The
walks provided me with undisturbed time with the Lord and with the physical exercise I needed.
During these walks as I observed nature, my mind turned to God the Creator. I saw his
creation in the beautiful flowers, the smell of the jessamine, the grass, the trees, the Ashley River,
the marsh, and the sky. I heard the birds like the woodpecker and the seagulls.
Trees especially got my attention on these walks. I live in Huntington Woods where there
are a lot of them. They range from the smaller ornamental trees to the large live oaks. When I
began my walks, many of the trees were just beginning to put out their leaves, but as the days
passed they became arrayed in their foliage. These trees provided me with a picturesque view
and something to think about as I walked.
I thought about the leaves that are so different in size, shape, and color. I have always
thought that green must be God’s favorite color. Next time you are outside look at all the different shades of green exhibited by nature.
Trees are mentioned more times in the Bible than any other creation except people. Trees
are mentioned in the first chapter of Genesis. In Genesis 1:11 God says “…Let the land produce
vegetation: seed bearing plants and trees …”. Again, trees are written about in the last chapter of
Revelation. Revelation 22:2 says “…On each side of the river stood the tree of life, bearing 12
crops of fruit, yielding its fruit every month. And the leaves of the tree are for the healing of the
nations”. The Bible begins and ends with the mention of trees, and trees are associated with
many people and events throughout both the Old and New Testaments.
The most important tree in the Bible for us is the one associated with Jesus. Jesus gave
up his life on that “old rugged cross” that we might be cleansed of our sins and have everlasting
life.
As we haver gone through and continue to go through these unprecedented times, we can
look to the cross made from a tree with the knowledge that our future is secure. Also, we can
look at the trees around us and know that as they change during each season of the year so too
will the events around us. We will not remain where we are permanently.
How great is God Almighty,
Who has made all things well.
Maxine Swafford

Monday, March 8

Exodus 15

Psalm 18:1-20

Matthew 17: 1-23

The Sacrament of the Closet
What is a sacrament? “A sacrament is an outward and visible sign of an inward and spiritual grace. God gives us the sign as a means by which we receive that grace concerning and as a
tangible assurance that we do in fact receive it.” Anglican Catechism, page 54.
We derive our understanding of the Sacraments from Jesus’ own method of teaching. He
taught using earthly illustrations to make a heavenly and spiritual point. For example, “The
Kingdom of God is like a mustard seed.” (Matthew 13:31). His point? A small thing may become something huge and include all who will come.
We hold the sacraments of the Church as holy and precious. Holy Baptism and the Holy
Communion are just two of the seven sacraments. With that, may we also recognize some of the
very ordinary things in lives may be used sacramentally to teach and to be an earthly illustration
of a spiritual reality.
Take my closet for example.
My closet so easily and quickly becomes a chaotic mess. I have learned that the chaos in
my closet often illustrates the chaos and mess in my spiritual life. What must I do? My first inclination is to go clean up my closet. Now that would help me find my shoes, but would it really
help my spiritual life?
After many attempts to organize my closet, I have learned that if I bring order to my spiritual life, the order in my closet will usually follow.
During our Forty Day journey in Lent, maybe you will want to look for the sacrament in
your closet? Or in your pantry? Or in your computer? Or, wherever…?
Arthur Jenkins

Exodus 16

Tuesday, March 9
Psalm 19

Matthew 17:24-18:14

Connectedness
Recently I took an online course in nature and conservation as viewed from a personal
perspective. Among the many takeaways was that individuals can and must play a major part to
stop the rapid decline of wildlife and restore it for future generations. There were lots of startling
revelations of decline in the world of God’s creatures, great and small, and lessons in how you
and I, who were charged in Genesis with caring for them, had by and large caused the demise.
One thing I had not fully realized was to what extent God had woven interdependence
into nature. If one small thing disappears, the whole chain suffers. Even the despicable tomato
hornworm that chows down on my most hardy tomato plants has its place in God’s plan. Copperhead snakes help control the mice and rat population. The most prickly or poisonous vine
provides sustenance or shelter that some critter cannot live without.
That got me thinking about how that applies to us humans. Numerous times in the Bible
we are admonished to love our neighbor as ourselves. What about the prickly, unpleasant people
He sends our way? I think God means we should return their barbs with a genuine, kind word,
offer a friendly smile, lend a helping hand, look for ways to fill their needs and warm their
hearts, not once but over and over. As social beings, we need nurturing from others, and we
need the satisfaction and connectedness that comes from helping someone. Connections. That’s
how God works. Truly, “all things work together for good for those who love the Lord.”
Joyce Wichmann

Exodus 17

Wednesday, March 10
Psalm 22

Matthew 18: 15-end

Give Us This Day Our Daily Bread
I am a planner—checking off items on my to-do lists, writing events in my calendar, organizing my days and weeks and months, and even stockpiling a myriad of things that I am sure
I will need, well, things that I might need. I am anxious when I am unprepared. In fact, I have a
reoccurring dream that takes on different scenarios but has the same frightening theme—I am not
prepared. My classroom is chaotic because I have no lesson plan for the day. I have a part in a
play but have not memorized my lines. I get a job but do not have the work schedule.
Then I feel convicted when I pray this part of the Lord’s prayer, “Give us this day our
daily bread.” Give me my daily bread. Give me what I need just for today. It is worded emphatically, “Give.” We can say it to God because that is how He taught us to pray. We need His
bread daily. Note the word daily. Not periodically, sporadically, haphazardly, occasionally, but
daily!
We begin this prayer so beautifully and appropriately, praying to God, calling Him “Father,” indicative of a close relationship with Him. We praise Him: “Hallowed be Thy Name.”
We submit to Him, saying, “Thy Kingdom come; Thy will be done.” We ask to be forgiven and
to forgive others, absolving us from our trespasses and trespassers. We ask that He spare us from
temptation and deliver us from evil. We glorify His Kingdom and power for ever and ever.
But in the middle of the prayer is, “Give us this day our daily bread.” Our basic day-byday physical need for food is “sandwiched” right in the middle of the praise and the glory for the
Almighty. Recall the Irish potato famine, the soup lines during the Depression, the skeletal
frames of Holocaust victims. We need our daily bread to stave off hunger, weakness, malnutrition, even death.
But there is another hunger besides a physical one. As humans we also know the pain of
being spiritually malnourished. Each and every day we need His Word, His presence, His love.
God wants to feed more than our bodies; He wants to feed our minds, our hearts, our souls—daily—each and every day of our lives. Our Lord and Savior is our “bread of life.” (John 6:35)
Also embedded in this prayer is the emphasis on trust. So much might be lacking in my
tomorrows. However, I will walk with Him today, knowing that He will give me what I need
when and where I need it--today. He will perform miracles, He will send His angels, He will be
omniscient and omnipotent as He sees to my needs --today. I will walk by faith, not by sight-today. (2 Corinthians 5:7) We, His lambs, whether we are lost, hungry, endangered, or afraid-prepared or unprepared--can trust that our good Shepherd is prepared to provide for us day in and
day out. (Psalm 68:10)
Virginia Bartels

Thursday, March 11
Exodus 18

Psalm 25

Matthew 19: 1-15

Witness to the Light
Sometimes the simplest things can actually be quite profound......Think of the song “This
Little Light of Mine, I’m going to let it shine.......” What is that light that we sing about? It’s the
powerful Light of the Risen Christ, alive in us!
Shall we “hide it under a basket?” NO!!
As followers of Christ, our job description is to “Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine!”
Jesus said, “I am the light of the world. Whoever follows me will not walk in darkness,
but will have the light of life.” (John 8:12)
“(John) came as a witness, to bear witness about the light, that all might believe through
him. He was not the light, but came to bear witness about the light.” (John 8:7,8)
We, like John, can be a witness to the light if we determine to let His light -- His life -shine out from us to bear witness about Him. Each of us, in our own lives, in our everyday words
and actions...we, too, can bear the Light of Christ and share it with those with whom we come in
contact.
🎵 This little light of mine, I’m going to make it shine.....
Hide it under a basket? NO!
I’m going to let it shine! Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine!🎵
Please, Lord, from this moment may I be a disciple of Yours that shines Your Light and
exhibits Your character into this dark, hurting, and hungry world, drawing others to You and
bringing You honor and glory. Amen.
Pam Dickson

Friday, March 12
Exodus 19

Psalm 26, 28

Matthew 19:16-20:16

What NOT to Give Up This Lenten Season
Jeremiah 29:11
We have all been in a bleak season for most of this past year, and as we approach Lent
this year, my typical Lenten promise of giving up alcohol, or chocolate, or some other material
want seems empty at best and absurd in honest reflection. So many of our neighbors, co-workers,
and friends living at a distance have struggled to live without much more during this pandemic,
and I have been inspired by many of them about what NOT to give up – hope.
The uncounted Blessing in this past year for me has been to draw closer to those I am
closest to, pray more frequently and more fervently for those I can’t be with, and to realize the
abundance of God’s Blessings especially in these trying times. These Blessings remind me of the
prophet Jeremiah’s exhortation to the Israelites:
“For I know the plans I have for you, declares the Lord, plans for welfare, and not for evil, to
give you a future and a hope.” Jeremiah 29:11
When we despair during these trying times this Lent, whatever you choose to give up, do
not give up hope. I have caught myself drifting into a negative “the sky is falling” narrative that
our secular world and news continues to broadcast around us as we move into 2021 in much the
same way we left 2020 in this country. And when I do drift towards this negative view, I try to
stop and reflect on God’s mercy and the wonderful journey I have had thus far, with a short
“break” during COVID.
Despite the challenges we all face, we are blessed to live in a community of faith, a
church of believers, and a land that prospers in comparison to those we see on the television
news around the world. Many are in need and pray for wisdom and discernment about what gifts
you may share this Lenten season, hope amongst them, to those all around us.
I chose to not give up Hope this Lenten season.
Jay Millen

Saturday March 13
Exodus 20

Psalm 29, 30

Matthew 20:17-end

The Comfort of People’s Prayers
What a comfort it is to know God’s people are praying with you!
After much discussion and prayer, we came to the decision that heart ablation was the
way to go with Ernie’s Afib problems. He could continue feeling bad, having no energy, and
praying he would not have a stroke. OR he could take the risk of having a stroke, blood clot or
possible damage to his heart during heart ablation. As more and more people talked with us
about their experience with this problem, we felt God was telling us to choose surgery.
Ernie had to be at the hospital at 6 am for the ablation, and I could not stay with him because of Covid restrictions. I was told the nurse would call me at the beginning and during the
procedure, and the doctor would call me afterwards. When at 1 pm I still hadn’t heard anything
from them, I began to worry.
During this uncertain time, I received emails and calls from members of Saint James and
friends telling me they were praying. Coincidence? I don’t think so. These were examples of divine intervention. I can’t tell you how much this meant to me knowing Ernie was covered in
prayer throughout his procedure. I love our Saint James family and all the love and care that is
shared among us.
P.S. Either Ernie or someone in the admitting office had recorded the last two numbers of my cell
phone backwards, so no one on the hospital staff could get through to me during the surgery.
However, everything went well, and Ernie is doing great, thanks be to God!
Sonya Droze

Exodus 21

Sunday, March 14
Psalm 34

Matthew 21:1-22

Gracious Father,
whose blessed Son Jesus Christ came down
from heaven to be the true bread
which gives life to the world: Evermore give us
this bread, that he may live in us, and we in him,
who lives and reigns with you
and the Holy Spirit,
one God, now and forever.
Amen

Monday, March 15

Exodus 22

Psalm 32, 36

Matthew 21: 23-end

My mother, Jeanne Baskin, loved and wrote poems, but rarely shared them. I was fortunate to inherit her cherished poetry when she went to be with the Lord in 2016. While recently
perusing her poetry, I came upon a poem titled "Sunday," written in 1973. This poem, written 48
years ago during a tumultuous time in the world, remains appropriate all these years later during
a similarly tumultuous time. It could have been written today, without a single change, as it was
so long ago.
Sunday
What has happened to Sunday, quiet and still?
You once could hear birds chirping on your window sill.
Women and children all in their Sunday "best”
All attending church so they could be blessed.
A day for families and friends, a good hearty meal, that was the trend.
But times have changed, as they have in the past,
and somehow Sunday just cannot last.
For Sunday is no longer quiet and still
it is often treated as just another day, by people’s will.
Women and children not in their Sunday best,
and only the church mouse will be blessed.
Family and friends now go their separate ways,
and Sunday doesn't always feel like the holiest of days.
The one day of the week we should put aside
and give to God, oh can't we abide?
He gave us his life,
can't we give him one day?
And hope the trend comes back to stay.
Jennifer Baskin

Exodus 23

Tuesday, March 16
Psalm 37:1-17

Matthew 22: 1-33

2020 Vision
I've rarely had any trouble believing the Scripture. When I was in high school, I heard
Billy Graham say he'd send you a free Bible if you called a certain phone number. I was all about
"free" stuff, so I called and got my first Living Bible. It was way better than the old King James,
which I only knew about then. Billy Graham also said he read Psalms and Proverbs every day.
So, I decided I would, too.
Suzy McCall is a missionary to Honduras. She used to attend Saint James when she was a
student at the College of Charleston. We were friends in college, and my husband and I have
supported her mission work for many years. She was speaking one time and said she got up at 5
am every morning to spend time with the Lord before the children got up. So, I decided I would,
too.
I started these habits because I have the highest regard for these two Christians. I keep
doing it because it has fed my Spirit to recognize my Savior and Lord, Jesus who taught me how
to live in His grace and forgiveness and be His bride.
During 2020 we all faced unprecedented circumstances. The entire world was affected,
and I found myself calm, not fearful, but spending more and more time listening to faithful men
and women who had words of prophecy and faith rooted in scripture -- what God had done before.
I have heard Arthur Jenkins say many times over the years, "If you want to know what
God is saying, you need to know what He has said." This I believe is true also, and it has helped
me be joyful to know what is coming. It isn't hard for me to believe the prophets. I know what
God has said before.
I believe we are about to see the biggest move of God in the history of the church in the
US and over the globe. I believe God has His hand on the United States of America, One nation
under God, indivisible with liberty and justice for all. I believe God will bring justice and reveal
corruption that has been operating in darkness for a very, very long time in our government and
other areas of influence over people.
I join in agreement with many in prayer for God's will to be done on earth as it is in
heaven in my family, my church, my community and this world. I have the clearest vision of my
faith because 2020 has been a huge test, and I have joy and peace for what is coming. Thanks be
to God!
Scooter Barnette

Exodus 24

Wednesday, March 17
Psalm 40

Matthew 22:34-23:12 13

Be Still My Soul
Psalm 62:5: Yes, my soul finds rest in God; my Hope comes from Him.
“Be still, my soul, thy best thy heavenly Friend, through thorny Ways, leads to a joyful
end.” What peace, what blessed assurance these words bring in such difficult times—the divisions of our country, the pandemic, and in our family the sickness, surgeries and job loss.
Recently, I was talking to one of my dearest friends, and she said, “My theme for 2021 is
simply I Surrender All. I said simply, “But actually it is beautiful and powerful. If uttered in
prayer, these words give a true sense of peace and release, and enable the light of His presence to
enter as we beseech the Lord to heal our land.”
Even in this current turmoil, we must praise His name and rest in the comfort that He is
on His Thrown. So, Lord, I will lift my soul to You, the Shepherd of my soul, and be still.
Kings 19:12 “A great and powerful wind tore the mountains apart and shattered the rocks, but the
Lord was not in the wind. After the wind, there was an earthquake, but the Lord was not in the
earthquake. After the earthquake there was a fire, but the Lord was not in the fire. And after the
fire came a “gentle whisper.”
So Be Still My Soul, and listen…….
Pat Bozard

Exodus 25

Thursday, March 18
Psalms 42, 43

Matthew 23:13-end

David’s Psalms
There’s a personal identity we have with David as he writes many of his Psalms. It’s the
part where he starts out in trouble and winds up remembering who the Lord is and knowing that
his worries and fears are already handled. I don’t know about you, but lately I get bogged down
somewhere in the middle. There’s that no-man-land that seems to overtake us for a while.
Take Psalm 6. We know from the headnotes that David wrote and even dictated how it
was to be sung. We read that it is sung in the lowest register of men’s voices with stringed instruments. Think about those tunes and instruments – probably sounding like a Chinese opera
today. Then, add the low, low registers of bass voices. I imagine it’s in a minor key. Ugh! Honestly, it probably does sound like groaning, or worse, approaching gloom and doom!
Here’s verse 6: “I am weary with my moaning; every night I flood my bed with tears…”
David is tired of being in despair and pleading for the Lord to show him a way out of his funk.
Sound familiar?
Aren’t we all just worn out? Our hearts are moaning. We go to bed every night wondering
what is going to happen next to our health, our families, our communities, our church, our government, the fate of Christianity. What is God up to?
Thing is, the times in which we live lend us to all sorts of groaning and moaning about
isolation, close quarters, short tempers, short paychecks, change/no change, power struggles,
precautions, mourning deaths without loved ones around, etc. This helpless feeling today spreads
itself to about all the world’s population. Just how long can the people of the world go on without
groaning and moaning? Really, we’re like David -- just tired of it.
In verse 9 David finally looks up and reaffirms what he already knows and what we already know, too. “The Lord has heard my plea. The Lord accepts my prayer.”
Thank God for that! If we can just look up and give thanks that the Lord does hear our
pleas, our heartaches, our worries, our fears and pain, then we can sleep and be assured that He’s
with us and handling it all.
Where else would we go but to Him?
Jenny White

Exodus 26

Friday, March 19
Psalm 45

Matthew 24:1-28

Jesus Loves Me, This I Know
Every Thursday Saint James Church Day School & Mother’s Morning Out has children’s
chapel for all 100+ little lambs. We read a Bible lesson; we dance and we sing “Jesus loves me,
this I know…”; we create a craft to teach mom and dad about our Bible lesson at home. We share
our boo-boos and our thoughts about God.
One Thursday I was teaching a lesson on using our talents that God gave us. One of our
littlest lambs said that "God gave him the talent to be a good friend”! He said he helps his
friends by being a good friend. I thought how simple and how so true. Then we talked about
what does it look like to be a good friend? Like the good Samaritan, we take time to see each
other when in need. We care for each other even when we have different viewpoints.
We talked about loving each other because that is what Jesus did for us!
Will you take this simple and sweet message today to love like Jesus? To call someone
who needs a friend? To love the hard-to-love? To be a good friend?
Out of the mouths of babes, Jesus loves me this I know, for the Bible tells me so…
Love someone today like Jesus!
Cyndee Cave

Exodus 27

Saturday, March 20
Psalm 47, 48

Matthew 24:29-end

Lessons from St. Cuthbert
2 Corinthians 6:1-10
As God’s servants, we prove ourselves authentic in every way. We have great endurance in hardships and in persecutions. We don’t lose courage in times of stress and calamity (verse 4, The
Passion Translation).
On March 20th, we celebrate the feast day of St. Cuthbert, a holy, humble monk and later
Bishop of Lindisfarne (in northern England) in the 7th century. Even while he was leader of a
monastery, Cuthbert would leave the relative comfort of his community for a month at a time and
wander the far-flung hills and hollows to minister Baptism and Holy Communion to many. As
they confessed their sins, he wept for them and assured them of absolution and pardon in Christ’s
Name. Through prayer he healed and delivered many from sickness and evil spirits. Cuthbert patiently evangelized and discipled those on the margins of society, enfolding them into Christian
community. He zealously sought to care for the poor. When invited to become a bishop, he declined until civil and church authorities came to him, begging him to accept the call – and then
he served only for a short time, retiring to an island as a hermit in constant prayer for his remaining years.
In the “Open Treasures” exhibit in Durham Cathedral, I stood transfixed in the hermetically sealed room where several items belonging to Cuthbert were on display in glass cases: his
pectoral cross, vestments, coffin, and portable altar, among others. This tiny portable altar resembled a small laptop: two oak panels with carved crosses, once held together by leather straps,
gilded with silver. I imagined Cuthbert opening this altar, placing sacred vessels on it and celebrating the Eucharist in remote places, with the sick and dying. How many people did he touch
and heal? How many did he reach with the Gospel? For some time I stood very still in that holy
and thin space, pondering Cuthbert’s call and his faithful response to the Lord. Deep within, I felt
God saying, “I call you to go out like Cuthbert, to be a healer, teacher, pastor, and reconciler, to
dwell on the margins, to stand under the cross, to reconcile the opposed, to pray constantly.”
In what ways is God calling you out of comfortable places into wild, windy, or well-worn
places -- to go and make disciples, to heal, to reconcile, and to pray?
The Rev. Dr. Sandi Kerner,
Director of Programs and Chaplain
Camp St. Christopher

Exodus 28

Sunday, March 21
Psalm 50

Matthew 25:1-30

Finding Joy
Early in January, I had the pleasure of being invited to a Charleston Symphony Orchestra
performance that included Beethoven’s Pastoral Symphony, one of the first classical pieces I ever
came to love. I still have the vinyl recording my mother gave me, and I was excited at the chance
to hear it performed live. I wasn’t disappointed! It’s been a long time since I’ve been to a live
concert, and this one was a delight. The music is an ode to country life and summons images of a
gurgling stream, birdsong, a village celebration, all culminating in a sudden thunderstorm. It is a
lilting, happy piece and a wonderful escape into another time.
Many of us are familiar with another composition, Ode to Joy, which Beethoven adapted
from a poem by Friedrich von Schiller to use in his 9th Symphony. It’s in our hymnal, and the
first line is, “Joyful, joyful, we adore Thee, God of glory, Lord of love!” But although
Beethoven’s exuberant music is often associated with happy occasions like weddings and the
beauty of nature, his own life was difficult and fraught with struggles.
Beethoven’s first music teacher was his father, who treated his son harshly in his attempts
to mold his career, sometimes beating the boy when he made mistakes. Beethoven never married,
and a mysterious letter to his “Immortal Beloved” hints at a lost love. And cruelest of all,
Beethoven the masterful musician began to go deaf in his 20s. How could he continue to express
his joy and gratitude for the gift of music? How do any of us find joy in the midst of hard times?
The past year has taught us much about what is most valuable in life because our lives
have been turned upside down. We wonder if it is possible to recover what has been lost: political stability, jobs, lives, freedom to gather and to travel. What is there to be glad about?
Paul the Apostle was another whose life was forever changed when God spoke to him on
the road to Damascus. He lost his old life (in a good way) and found faith. Then his freedom was
taken and he was imprisoned for his work spreading Christianity. Here is what he said about being content when all around him was turmoil:
“…for I have learned in whatever situation I am to be content. I know how to be brought low,
and I know how to abound. In any and every circumstance, I have learned the secret of facing
plenty and hunger, abundance and need. I can do all things through him who strengthens me.”
Philippians 4: 11-13.
And this from David, in Psalm 30:
“Sing the praises of the Lord, you his faithful people…For his anger lasts only a moment,
But his favor lasts a lifetime; weeping may stay for the night, but rejoicing comes in the morning.” So it is simple but not simplistic. Turn your worries into worship and rest easy. God is with
us through whatever comes.
Gwen Corinth

Exodus 29

Monday, March 22
Psalm 52, 53, 54

Matthew 25:31-end

Forgiveness and Love
I’m reading The Hiding Place by Corrie Ten Boom. Corrie marvels at her sister Betsie’s
faith -- especially when she prays for those who harm her. Her stories of Betsie’s forgiveness remind me of a time in my life when God showed me how essential it is for me to forgive those
who hurt me and then, of all things, to pray for and love them.
Several years ago, I was struggling with how to deal with someone whom I found to be
very difficult. This person, I knew first hand, had been deeply wounded in her past, so I understood why she was unpredictable and inclined to lash out. I felt sorry for her. However, I was unprepared for the day she asked to speak with me privately. Once we were alone, she said that she
needed to tell me how much I had hurt her. I didn’t know what she was talking about and told her
so. She forged ahead, chastising me as I sat there dumbfounded. She seemed to think that I
should appreciate her frank truth-telling in order to clear the air. Whether knowingly or unknowingly, she was mixing a grain of truth with a lot of untruth. It was abusive, manipulative and controlling, and aimed at me. I left the room shaken, hurt, angry, and scared. Now what? I had to see
her regularly -- sometimes twice a week. How was I going to cope?
I shared what happened with a trusted friend who prayed with me and helped me separate
truth from fiction. Next, I did what you’d expect. I avoided all private contact with the woman. I
wasn’t going to get cornered and lambasted again. Despite my best efforts, it happened a few
more times. I was very unsettled but continued to pray for God to help me deal with this woman.
With each encounter, I was less apt to take her “honest” criticism, but I was still afraid of being
alone with her. She was not safe. So…
… God decided to intervene. As Lent approached, I asked God which bad habit He wanted me to work on in my life. To my horror, He said, very plainly, pray for that person in love. He
asked me to pray that God would bless her, care for her, love her, provide for her, and nurture
her. I was aghast. How in the world was I going to do that? God said, I could do it with His help,
one day at a time. Every day of Lent, I was to pray for her -- truly. Although I didn’t want to, I
promised that I would do it, and that I would do it truthfully. So, I did. It was very hard. I had to
renew my commitment every day. To my utter astonishment, by the end of Lent that year, I was
no longer afraid of her. I had forgiven her, and, incredibly, I loved her.
Before that Lent, I had felt some compassion for her but not love. She was too hard to
love -- too prickly, unkind, hurtful -- unworthy. Yuck! God revealed to me my ugly pride and
condescension. I deserve God’s wrath and condemnation for the sinful person that I am. BUT
God, in His amazing grace and mercy, sent His son to die on the cross to pay the price for my
sins, for our sins, so that we can be in His presence at the last day and for eternity.
After Lent, I saw the woman just as often as I had before. But now, I loved her and continued to pray for her out of that love, not obedience. It was amazing. God helped me see her
through His eyes and gave me a heart to love her. I understood better than I had ever understood
before that God loves the unlovable -- me, and her, and you. AND He asks us to love each other,
to forgive one another. Thanks be to God!
To God be the Glory!
Jane Read

Exodus 30

Tuesday March 23
Psalm 56 57

Matthew 26:1-30

Worshipping His Name

I love being in church at Saint James.
It gives me a feeling of safety, love, the presence of the Holy Spirit. The Third Sunday of Epiphany we sang the song Tremble, and it spoke to me.
Your name is a light that the shadows can’t deny
Your name cannot be overcome
Your name is alive forever lifted high.
Your name cannot be overcome
How powerful it felt to me to believe, to know that this is true, to have this to hold
onto when life is not going the way I want it to. This song resonates to me for 2020 and
2021.
Jesus, Jesus, You silence fear. I say this a lot with the world we are living in today.
Praise God for Saint James!
Marcia Porter

Exodus 31

Wednesday, March 24
Psalm 59

Matthew 26:31-56

God Cares about What I Eat!
I recently realized God has a successful health plan to keep me on track to accomplish my
weight goals. My purposeful prayer selects the tone for positive actions towards a healthier me.
When I seek God first, I begin to see the light and stop overindulging and begin to enjoy a
healthier me. Digging in deeper encourages my growth with nutritional knowledge and spiritual
depth as I reflect through silent prayer and listening to Saint James’ virtual Sundays.
The more I explore in seeking a relationship with Him, the more I become inspired to
control my weight for a longer life span. I want to avoid a weight that would lead to a path of
greater susceptibility to illness, causing diseases producing daily pain and uncomfortableness and
hence, a poor quality of life: ungodly!
Personal weight is a complex issue, God sees nothing wrong with me wanting a more
pleasing figure which leads to living a healthier, fuller life, a life lived longer than one of obesity
that succumbs to diseases. How does God feel about my weakness when I make unwise choices? Will He punish me if I fail in struggling to shed the pounds? I believe, when we try, God understands. He created me to maintain and improve every part of me, including my size. As
uniquely as I was created by Him, I am obligated to maintain my unique physiology in a healthy
manner for service to God.
I Corinthians 11 26: “For as often as you eat this bread and drink the cup, you proclaim the
Lord’s death until He comes. Whoever, therefore, eats the bread or drinks the cup of the Lord in
an unworthy manner will be guilty concerning the body and blood of the Lord. Let a person examine himself, then, and so eat of the bread and drink the cup. For anyone who eats and drinks
without discerning the body eats and drinks judgment on himself. That is why many of you are
weak and ill, and some have died.”
God cares about our every thought and action, even about what we eat. He directs and
provides every good thing, including decisions about our food. How could we doubt His unconditional love? Whatever our physical features or mental capacity, God watches over us and
wants us to tend to our bodies and minds that He gave us, but we must show appreciation for our
perfections and perceived imperfections. Everyone’s life is precious in God’s sight. I can prove
my love to Him by forfeiting unhealthy food!
Pray with thankfulness this Lenten Season.
Robert Dickson
Excerpts from God’s Diet Plan by Linda Ross Shoaf

Exodus 32

Thursday, March 25
Psalm113. 138

Luke 1:26-38

The Power of the Spirit
“May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in believing, so that by the power of the
Holy Spirit you may abound in hope.” Romans 15:13
The power of the Holy Spirit! I’ve always been a believer in God, but I have never
known the power of the Holy Spirit. That is not until the year of 2020. The year of the pandemic,
sickness, joblessness, panic, fear, loss, and loneliness.
Like many others, I was sitting at home alone because my job was forced to close. I
found the morning devotionals by our precious pastors at Saint James to be so comforting. They
were my lifeline. I was learning so much by listening to them and by reading my Bible. I found
that I was so excited by what I was learning that I couldn’t get enough. I would read the focus
verses, and then I would find myself reading beyond and even exploring. I was excited about
God for the first time in a very long time.
We lost our 29-year-old son two years before all of this. I had been lost, and I didn’t
know how much I needed the Holy Spirit. Spending time learning about God made me hungry to
learn how to communicate with Him. I wanted to hear Him. Then Pentecost Sunday changed
everything. I was listening to our church service that was so moving, when I suddenly FELT the
Holy Spirit. I was moved to tears of joy. Through much reflection, I have experienced a peace
that I had been searching for since our heartbreaking loss. The power of the Holy Spirit filled me
with joy, peace, and hope.
“Be still and know that I am God.” Psalm 46:10
Spending quiet time at home and studying the word of God have given me so much hope.
I thought that I would never hear God’s message, but I just had to be still and listen.
Donna Wooten

Friday, March 26
Exodus 33

Psalm 61, 62

Matthew 26:57-end

Tribute to Noel Ferguson
On June 12, 2020 our dear brother in Christ, Frederick Noel Ferguson, died at the age of
98. We saw little of Noel as his last months came, and COVID-19 shut us out entirely at the end,
but we saw much of Noel in the years prior. I met him in early 2015, after making Saint James
my church home. Noel was easily one of my favorites.
Noel rode his bike much: 3,000+ annual miles, from 1980 to 2012, and when his mid-90s
age arrived, the risk grew too great to pedal, even to cross Camp Road from his Bishop Gadsden
abode to attend our Sunday 10:30 AM Traditional Worship. He loved to read Scripture for us,
showcasing his near perfect diction and elocution and using no reading glasses! Noel’s agonizingly slow and deliberate steps from his pew to the lectern challenged the best hearted man’s patience. Thus, imagine my impatient foot tapping while waiting his mounting the right pulpit.
But, it was always worth the wait!
Whenever I greeted Noel on Sunday and when visiting him at Bishop Gadsden, I would
start the conversation with “You are the First No-el…I ever met.” He was a Yale undergraduate
in English, a member of the Class of 1943 and returned to Yale after serving in World War II to
have the law school registrar’s administrative assistant state, “You will not get into this law
school just because you finished your BA here!” So, Noel shipped off to Harvard Law School.
Yale’s loss. His entire law career was spent in the service of his country’s Agricultural and later
Interior Department, where he wrote regulations for the National Park Service, among other
wonderfully needed federal projects, such as the Alaska Pipeline and mineral rights on Indian
lands. His wife Faith’s kin brought them “home” to Charleston in 1999.
I wanted Noel to come speak to the 7:00 AM Men’s Friday Prayer Breakfast group, but
his earliest hour for such activity was 9:00 AM. Given his noble stature, I would not press him.
Not able to make an accommodation, and his not being willing to rise early, he never spoke
there. Thus, we did not receive what I dreamed would be our most entertaining talk in living
memory. I wanted him to tell us about his US Army Combat Engineer days in France and Germany, his building the engineers pontoon Bailey Bridge at the famous “Bridge at Remagen” site,
and the crossing of the Rhine River into Germany in March 1945. Ten days after the furious battle for the captured Remagen Bridge, it collapsed into the waters below.
A thinking man of courage who never lost his Faith in the living Triune God. Now, that’s
a man after my own heart!
I know that Noel Ferguson is at Home with the Lord and just imagine him gratefully
chatting on about his wonderful life!
Fred Whittle

Exodus 35

Saturday, March 27
Psalm 68: 1-18

Matthew 27: 1-16

Relax Renew Rejoice
Recently I was on my way to church when I found myself behind a pickup that I thought
was going to slow. It was a curvy road and I couldn’t pass so I began to get frustrated. So I said
to myself, relax, God is looking out for you. A few miles down the road we passed a patrolman
waiting for speeders. Ticket avoided.
Three years ago, Hunter, who has a young family, was recruited to a new career as a
model. He put in many hours of work and travel and with time his career began to flourish. He
represented Brooks Brothers, Lands End, Joseph a Banks and others. He was in magazines and
poster boards. Then COVID hit and it all came to a complete stop in one day. Months passed
with not even a call for work. Almost a year later, he has partnered with a friend and opened the
only gym of its kind in his hometown.
Harrison was happy in his 9-5 job until he won over a million dollars in the lottery. Now
he is untrusting and doubtful of others. John tragically lost his young son. He had many negative emotions until he began to understand what it means for his son to be in Heaven. For most
of us, life does not always go as planned. When it doesn’t, the question really is not “why” as
much as it is “what”. What are you going to do now?
Many times we immediately start thinking of actions to take or who to blame or how we
will fix it. All the while, our emotions are rising, muscles are tensing, and patience is shortening.
Instead of turning to ourselves in such a state, how much better it might be just to pause a moment, take a deep breath, relax the tensions, and turn to God. Be it something small like rushing
past a slow moving truck or something more serious, if we relax our mind and body, we can better receive Divine help.
We receive that Divine help by renewing communication with God. We don’t have to go
anywhere or dress differently, we just relax and renew ourselves with Him. Let His love surround us. The more we talk with Him, read the Bible, pray, and seek His will, the more we are
likely to have peace and direction. We may never know “why” to some things but we will better
know how to live with our limited understanding. Aren’t we better being closer to God?
So the next time something unplanned happens, let’s try to relax, renew and rejoice. Yes,
rejoice because God loves us. He always knows and wants what’s best for us. He is always
available to hear us. He is always there for us. We can trust His plan for us. The closer we are to
him, the more blessed our life will be. Amazing grace!
Lee Glover

Exodus 35

Sunday of the Passion (Palm Sunday), March 28
Psalm 69:1-18

Matthew 27: 27-56

Almighty and everlasting God,
in your tender love for us you sent your Son
our Savior Jesus Christ to take upon himself
our nature, and to suffer death upon the Cross,
giving us the example
of his great humility: Mercifully grant that we
may walk in the way of his suffering,
and come to share in his resurrection:
through Jesus Christ our Lord, who lives and reigns
with you and the Holy Spirit, one God,
for ever and ever,
Amen

Exodus 36

Monday of Holy Week, March 29
Psalm 66

Matthew 27: 57-28-3end

Giving All to Him
Most, no I think all of us, go through difficult times in our lives. These times, though they
may be of varying degrees of struggle and pain, can all be accepted from the hands of Our Father. While I am not saying He causes our troubles, I believe with all my heart that He uses these
times for His good purpose. It is in suffering that He draws us closer to Him and provides us an
opportunity and means by which we can endeavor to become that for which we were created.
The only purpose for our lives is to give all to Him. To be whatever He had in mind when
He thought us into being, be it small and insignificant or some great and admirable feat. He joyfully accepts from us whatever we offer as long as it is done for Him alone. In doing this, in giving our lives totally to Him, we give up nothing but gain all.
For almost three years I struggled and suffered from circumstances in my life, certain that
nothing would ever be good again. But through it all He never left me alone. He continuously
sent me signs that He was always right there beside me, and in His infinite wisdom and love, He
sent someone to accompany me on this journey. He knew I needed someone to guide and help
me to see and understand His hand in what was happening in my life and at times, hear what He
was telling me. I have come to realize that regardless of my circumstances, He is in control of
my life, and that's all I need to know.
Now that He has led me out of that awful misery, I have come to understand that I would
never have reached this place of peace had He not given me the blessing of holding a very small
part of His cross and as best I could, help Him to carry it. In return, He gave me forgiveness and
life everlasting. But He also gave me something else. He gave me a treasure for which I need
not wait. He gave me the overwhelming desire to give Him my entire life. My only wish is to do
everything for Him. He also is showing me that everything and anything I do, regardless of how
small and insignificant, can be done for Him alone.
Do not misunderstand me. I am not there by any means. It's a long hard and rocky road,
but He is my traveling companion, teaching me as we go, helping me up when I stumble and fall.
The wonderful thing about all of this is that we can never out-give God. In giving all to
Him, I have received a joy that surpasses all other. It is my prayer that each person reading this
may know that regardless of what he or she might be going through right now, Our Father is
there beside you, holding you. Just know that beyond any doubt, He has a purpose and His purpose is GOOD.➕
Carol Shue

Exodus 37

Tuesday of Holy Week, March 30
Psalm 71

Mark 1: 1-13

Hardships and Healing Prayers
People all over the world have endured many hardships during 2020: Illness (Covid 19),
death of a loved one, fire, hurricanes, tornadoes, floods, financial loss. Everything happens for a
reason, maybe to bring change in that person, to heal, or maybe to use our suffering to comfort
others. Jeremiah 29:11 states, “For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to
prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.” God loves us all, and my
experience with any hardship or illness is that through prayer and reading Scripture, anyone can
be healed.
I was diagnosed with a very aggressive stage two cancer in August of 2019, which required an acute treatment of chemotherapy, surgery, and twenty-eight treatments of radiation,
along with ongoing medication that keeps cancer from coming back for the next five years. I
trust God completely and feel the Holy Spirit during every test and procedure, allowing me to
pray more and talk to God at every opportunity. Soon a forty-minute test seems like only five
minutes. John 6:20 teaches us: “It is I; do not be afraid.” Just as Jesus told the fisherman to trust
Him as He walked on the water during a storm, my storm was cancer. I know God has healed
me and still has a plan for me, maybe to help others going through treatments or just helping
people with a service.
The people of Saint James, Daughters of the Holy Cross in Ruth Chapter, and prayer
teams have continued to pray for my healing. James 5:14-15 says, “Is any among you sick? Let
him call for the elders of the church, and let them pray over him, anointing him with oil in the
name of the Lord. And the prayer of faith will save the one who is sick, and the Lord will raise
him up.”
I remember before having surgery last January, Arthur and Louise prayed over me in
front of the 8 am congregation, and I felt a peace over me. The next day was my surgery, and
after five hours, I had no pain or discomfort. It has been over a year, and I thank God every day
that I am cancer free.
Don’t be afraid to ask the elders to pray for you during a service, and speak to God at
every opportunity. Always pray for others, especially in a quiet place. Matthew 7:7 says, “Ask
and it will be given to you; seek and you will find. Knock and it will be opened to you.” My
door opened with a renewed relationship with our Lord Jesus Christ. God is always listening;
ask for healing and direction during any illness or hardship.
Tina Thompson

Exodus 38

Wednesday of Holy Week, March 31
Psalm 74

Mark 1: 14-31

The Heart of God
When pondering exactly what the heart of God is -- maybe so that I could understand why the
Lord called David a man after His own heart (Acts 13:22 and 1 Samuel) and perhaps arrogantly
wanting God to feel that way about me too--I began a word search for specific Biblical references to the actual “heart of God.” Surprisingly, I could find no such literal words in my Bible
as to a description. References were always related to my heart, our hearts...the condition of the
human heart. What does it mean to have a heart after God’s own heart?
We are to live a pure and blameless life. (Philippians 1:10)
We are to be perfect as He is perfect. (Matthews 5:48)
We are to do justice, love kindness, walk humbly with our God. (Micah 6:8)
We are to hope in the Lord, renew our strength, soar on wings like eagles, run and not grow
weary, walk and not be faint – even youths grow tired and weary, stumble and fall. (Isaiah 40:31)
We are to obey His commandments put on our hearts, then impress them on our children, talk
about them at home and as we walk along the road -- even when we lie down and get up.
(Deuteronomy 6:6-7)
We are to stay daily in His Word. Why? Whatever you have learned or received or heard from
me, or seen in me, says Paul, put it into practice. (Philippians 4:9)
The written Word is in and of itself a precious gift to us, God-breathed, so that we CAN know
His heart, His heart laid out before us from the beginning to the end of Scripture. We are to love
as Jesus loved – with love so freely given -- yesterday, today, and tomorrow.
Jesus has said we are the light of the world. He tells us to let our lights shine before others
(Matthew 5:14) - that the world may know... (John 17) - that their hearts may be changed by the
power of the Holy Spirit, that they, too, may be saved and have eternal life.
Oh, that our hearts would come alive with a desire to show others the heart of God in all the
ways that He shows us His heart through His Word - even if not any one word or specific group
of words are all encompassing! His Heart is far beyond anything we could ever imagine.
Lord, we pray to have hearts like Yours, hearts to see what You see, hearts that can be broken for
You, hearts that realize that only through You can we be part of Your plan to draw all men to
You. Let us shine, Father. Let us shine with flames that cannot be extinguished by the things going on around us. Unite our hearts across this land. Let us shine only and always for You, Lord.
Amen.
Martha Jerman

Daniel 9

Maundy Thursday, April 1
Psalm 41

John 13: 1-20

Arriving Home
To say this past year has been hard is an understatement. We’ve all been affected in one
way or another. I suffered two big losses within a four-week period. My dad passed from complications due to Covid and then my beloved mini daschaund, Daisy, crossed over the rainbow
bridge while I held her in my arms. Grief upon grief. The sadness has been overwhelming at
times.
My own grief has made me more sensitive to the grief of millions of others who have
also lost love ones in the last year due to Covid. It’s led me to consider afresh what it means to
have an eternal perspective and to ask myself what I value in this life…this fleeting life that appears as a mist for a little while and then is gone. (James 4:14) We all mostly live our daily lives
avoiding the truth that we’re not promised tomorrow.
The apostle Paul reminds us that the believer’s citizenship is in heaven. (Phil 3:30) Our
life on earth is just a prelude of what is to come…unending life in paradise, our true home…the
new heaven and earth that will be established. This is our destiny and yet we mostly live as
though our earthly life is all there is…and we work and strive to grab up material things in order
to feel secure and of value. It’s hard to see life any other way, especially if we do not know
Christ and we don’t have a genuine hope in what is to come.
Yet. our brief life on this planet is a blessing. Even though it is fraught with pain and suffering, it’s also full of joy and beauty…found in meaningful relationships and in God’s glorious
creation. Many will miss this. They will fail to see that “our present troubles are small and won’t
last very long. Yet they produce for us a glory that vastly outweighs them and will last forever!”
2 Cor 4:17
The challenge for us is to remember from day to day, when we are tempted to chase after
the things the world chase after and to worry about how to live…that it’s a waste of precious
time, as Jesus preached in the sermon on the mount. Seek His rule and reign in your life and
you’ll have everything you need. (Matthew 6:25-34)
When I imagine myself leaving this earth and entering into the heavenly realms where I will see
the Lord face to face, I think my first reaction might be…”Why did I waste all that time worrying and chasing after what the world values?” And Jesus will smile and say, “I told you…”
Jesus, let me take your Word to heart and value only what you value…to love the Lord
with all my heart and to love my neighbor as myself…and to serve people you send my way,
shedding abroad the love of Christ. Nothing else matters. And then when I see you face to face,
my first reaction will not be regret for wasted time…but will be delight in having finally arrived
home.
Elizabeth Bumpas

Lamentations 3: 1-36

Good Friday, April 2
Psalm 40

John 18

Lessons from Alexander Solzhenitsyn
Alexander Solzhenitsyn (A.S.) wrote a few works while in Soviet prison labor camps,
which earned him a Nobel Prize in Literature BEFORE his magnum opus “The Gulag Archipelago” flowed into the West in 1973. Over 1,900 pages of this prose chronicle the evils of
socialism – coercive enforcement of wrong-headed rules by a ruling class of thugs upon the innocent “rabbits” (to quote the author) yearning to breathe free. How easily A.S. wrote of the
ocean of abuses wrought by Lenin first, then worsening under Stalin for three decades, lasting
even to the present day however abated.
Towards the end of his second of three volumes, A.S. becomes more circumspect about
evil, which begs us to reflect upon our own sin nature. Lent is a traditional time to take stock in
this regard. “It was granted me to carry away from my prison on my bent back, which nearly
broke beneath its load, this essential experience: how a human being becomes evil and how good.
…It was only when I lay there on rotting prison straw that I sensed within myself the first stirrings of good. Gradually it was disclosed to me that the line separating good and evil passes not
through states, nor between classes, nor between political parties either–but through every human
heart–through all human hearts. This line shifts. Inside us, it oscillates with the years. And even
within hearts overwhelmed by evil, one small bridgehead of good is retained. And even in the
best of all hearts, there remains…an un-uprooted small corner of evil.”
Reflecting on his time as an artillery officer in the Red Army, pushing west through East Prussia
in 1945, just prior to his arrest for criticizing Stalin’s leadership in a letter to a friend, he wonders
if he was any better than the Germans they were fighting and the cruel Soviet bureaucrats who
later tortured and executed A.S.’s prison mates. “And that is why I turn back to the years of my
imprisonment and say, sometimes to the astonishment of those about me: … ‘Bless you prison,
for having been in my life!’”
The wisdom of Job and of the Apostle Paul echoes in this gratitude for the trials of life. It calls
us to a heart of gratitude in all things, to the suffering of Christ Jesus and for His sake in our own
lives.
Solzhenitsyn wrote the following final stanza of a poem about finding God again in prison:
“And now with measuring cup returned to me,
Scooping up the living water,
God of the Universe! I believe again!
Though I renounced You, You were with me!”
Fred Whittle

Lamentations 3: 37-58

Holy Saturday, April 3
Psalm 88

Winter Woods
Slug the forlorn fields, enter the woods
every tree on the brown hillside a somber view
of things as they now stand. Leaves sodden and slippery,
rotting the secretive creek; catastrophe of fallen oak,
black walnut bent double in a last gasp.
The wounded everywhere,
propped against their own sorrows:
great or spindly trunks; arthritic joints,
bark hanging in tatters from their bones,
the skeletal fatigue of refugees.
And among the tripping roots, the cracked and severed linden,
so many black and abandoned entrances.
It is a solitary and brittle time
to stand in the cluttered ruin;
this bleak country of mourning:
brown, brown the muted day
sorrow, sorrow the rueful branches:
lost hope, lost memory, failure to thrive, present forgetfulness.
And why shouldn’t the One who came to earth to remind us
of ourselves, why shouldn’t He give us
a taste of what He had to put up with?
Lost, the glitter and shimmer of the splendid green canopies
the sweet wind making a chorus of the leaves
the preening trees, squirrels and birds chitting
their claims to one another; inquisitive leaping deer,
creeping fox; provocative small violets and blinking invitations
of nests and nuts, all that can be seen and lovely, even
all that is hidden in the mossy crevices, tantalizingly, from view.
Oh, the shame, the grief of it! Oh broken and breaking world.
Oh necessary seasons. Oh plain sight
of His relinquishing: this mangled view,
the hands of Him who entered His own dark wood
who made of His own scarred surfaces this map of the known world;
and even in this time, breeds
the warm and broody wind.
Louise Weld

Hebrews 4

Easter Day
The Lord is risen!

He is risen, indeed!

Almighty God,
who through your only-begotten Son
Jesus Christ overcame death
and opened to us the gate of everlasting life:
Grant that we, who celebrate with joy
the day of the Lord's resurrection,
may be raised from the death of sin
by your life-giving Spirit;
through Jesus Christ our Lord,
who lives and reigns with you
and the Holy Spirit,
one God, now and forever.
Amen.
Alleluia

