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This collection of quotes that I have gathered over the last year is called “FORTY12” because it is the twelfth one of these that I 
have compiled and it is meant to be read over a period of 40 days, whether that be the season of Lent or during any other 
season of the year when you want to carve out some space for reflection and listening. These quotes are from some of the 
books, websites and blogs I have been reading over the past year, and they reflect some of the truths that I want to sink deeper 
into my heart. I read somewhere that “Christianity is one beggar telling another beggar where he found bread,” and this 
collection is my simple offering of some bread for your journey as you listen to God’s voice in this world. 
 
Ruth Haley Barton says, “Unfortunately, most people reduce the Lenten season to the question, ‘What are you giving up for 
Lent?’ The real question of Lent is, ‘How will I return to God with all my heart?’” Along those lines, my friend Susanne talked 
about Lent in this way (but I think it applies to any season we set aside to be more intentional in our relationship with God): “it 
is not about becoming lost in feelings of brokenness but about cleansing the palate so that we can taste life more fully.” My 
hope is that these quotes will nudge your heart in that direction. 
 
In Jewish culture, different numbers have different meanings. I recently learned that when the number 40 is referenced in 
terms of the Bible, it could simply mean “a really long time.” It can also represent a period of probation, trial, and chastisement. 
Eugene Peterson writes, “Forty is a stock biblical word that has hope at its core. Forty days is a period of testing the reality of 
one’s life— examining it for truth and for authenticity. The forty days in Noah’s ark was used to cleanse centuries of moral 
pollution. The forty years in the wilderness was used to train the Israelites to live by faith in the promises of God. The forty days 
of Jesus’ temptation was used to explore his calling and test his commitment. The forty days of Jesus’ appearances after his 
death was used to verify his resurrection and characterize the new life of God’s kingdom. In each case, the number forty works 
eschatologically: The last day, the fortieth day, shapes the content of the preceding thirty-nine days. Each of the thirty- nine 
days experiences eschatological pressure— the days become a womb, pregnant with new beginnings. If the span of forty days 
does its proper work, life begins in a new way” (Conversations: The Message with its Translator). 
 
Bo Lim, professor at Seattle Pacific University, writes, “In the season of Lent, we follow Jesus ‘into the desert,’ just as he spent 
40 days alone in the wilderness before beginning his public ministry. During this season of prayer, repentance, and 
contemplation, we are humbled and reminded that our life and our hope depend entirely on the power of God to raise the 
dead. In this season, we remember that the Christian life is a life of profound waiting, keeping watch for the kingdom of God 
that is coming. By focusing honestly on our own mortality and brokenness, we prepare ourselves to receive the incredible, good 
news of Easter: that Jesus Christ has been raised from the dead, and the promises of God are true.” 
 
One other reason that I call these collections “FORTY” is because Psalm 40 has continued to speak to me for many reasons. U2 
has put it to music in their classic song: 
I waited patiently for the Lord. He inclined and heard my cry. 
He brought me right out of the pit, out of my miry clay. I will sing a new song. How long to sing this song?  
He set my feet upon a rock, and made my footsteps heard. 
Many will see; many will see and fear. I will sing, sing a new song. How long to sing this song? 
 
So whatever season you are in, may these words bring you restoration, revival, and renewal. May God’s love be more real to 
you as you soak these words up over the next 40 days. 
 
Since this book is all about sharing favorite quotes, I will leave you with these two before we get started: 

• “I hope and pray that you who read these meditations will discover many connections with your own spiritual journey, 
even when that journey is very different from my own. I trust that these connections will make you aware that we are 
traveling together toward the Light, always encouraging each other to keep our eyes fixed on the One who is calling 
us home.” -Henri Nouwen, Here and Now 

• “Your job is to find your own words for what matters most and then to give yourself fully to speaking them, so that 
anyone who looks at you can see God’s own truth come to life. –Barbara Brown Taylor, Seeds of Heaven 

 
With love, Emily Huff 
 
p.s. Some people have asked why Lent is 40 days as there are technically 46 days between Ash Wednesday and Easter for those 
who are counting. Sundays in Lent are not counted in those 40 days because each Sunday represents a "mini-Easter" and the 
penitent spirit of Lent is tempered with joyful anticipation of the Resurrection on those Sundays. Regardless, don’t worry about 
being “behind” or “ahead” on the daily readings. This is not an assignment or a race! Just enjoy and listen for what God might 
be speaking to your heart whenever you can carve out the space. 

 
 



forty questions for forty days 
Joyce Rupp:  Forty Questions Our Lean-to God Asks . . . 

One for Each Day of Lent 
 

1. Will you believe without any reservations that I love you? 
2. Will you trust me? 
3. Will you let me be your strength? 
4. Will you let go of your own strong control? 
5. Will you believe in your own giftedness? 
6. Will you walk with insecurity for a while? 
7. Will you believe that I am inviting you to greater wholeness? 
8. Will you allow my grace to move within you? 
9. Will you open up your heart? 
10. Will you come to me in prayer so I can empower you? 
11. Will you be vulnerable with me? 
12. Will you look long at my love for you? 
13. Will you place your hand in mine? 
14. Will you give me your life? 
15. Will you take me to the places in your heart where you hide out? 
16. Will you drink of the living waters I bring to you? 
17. Will you unburden your heart to me?  
18. Will you take refuge in the shadow of my wings? 
19. Will you talk with me about what is really difficult for you? 
20. Will you thank me for always being there for you? 
21. Will you recognize your own weak areas? 
22. Will you take shelter in the home of my love? 
23. Will you wait patiently for me to revive your spirit? 
24. Will you say yes to the growth I offer you? 
25. Will you be there for someone to lean on today? 
26. Will you allow me to walk with you? 
27. Will your spirit open up to my consolations? 
28. Will you rest your weariness on me? 
29. Will you give me your ache so that I can heal you? 
30. Will you bring me your anxieties and concerns? 
31. Will you accept my compassion? 
32. Will you share the strength I’ve given you with someone else? 
33. Will you receive my love? 
34. Will you taste the nourishment I have for you? 
35. Will you be quiet enough to hear me? 
36. Will you trust me to raise up the good things in you that have died? 
37. Will you accept my mercy? 
38. Will you listen closely as the story of my suffering is proclaimed? 
39. Will you stand close to Calvary and learn from me? 
40. Will you believe in the power of my resurrection? 

 



day one 
 
An Examen for Ash Wednesday 
- by Joseph Tetlow, SJ adapted from Common Prayer: A Liturgy for Ordinary Radicals  
 
 
The World Is Not a Stage 
6 “Be especially careful when you are trying to be good so that you don’t make a performance out 
of it. It might be good theater, but the God who made you won’t be applauding. 
2-4 “When you do something for someone else, don’t call attention to yourself. You’ve seen them in 
action, I’m sure—‘playactors’ I call them—treating prayer meeting and street corner alike as a 
stage, acting compassionate as long as someone is watching, playing to the crowds. They get 
applause, true, but that’s all they get. When you help someone out, don’t think about how it looks. 
Just do it—quietly and unobtrusively. That is the way your God, who conceived you in love, working 
behind the scenes, helps you out. 
 
Pray with Simplicity 
5 “And when you come before God, don’t turn that into a theatrical production either. All these 
people making a regular show out of their prayers, hoping for stardom! Do you think God sits in a 
box seat? 
6 “Here’s what I want you to do: Find a quiet, secluded place so you won’t be tempted to role-play 
before God. Just be there as simply and honestly as you can manage. The focus will shift from you 
to God, and you will begin to sense his grace. 
 
7-13 “The world is full of so-called prayer warriors who are prayer-ignorant. They’re full of formulas 
and programs and advice, peddling techniques for getting what you want from God. Don’t fall for 
that nonsense. This is your Father you are dealing with, and he knows better than you what you 
need. With a God like this loving you, you can pray very simply. Like this: 
Our Father in heaven, 
Reveal who you are. 
Set the world right; 
Do what’s best— 
    as above, so below. 
Keep us alive with three square meals. 
Keep us forgiven with you and forgiving others. 
Keep us safe from ourselves and the Devil. 
You’re in charge! 
You can do anything you want! 
You’re ablaze in beauty! 
    Yes. Yes. Yes. 
Matthew 6:1-13 The Message  
 

https://www.ignatianspirituality.com/author/tetlow/
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Reflect 
I am created in the image of a God who is One. I am unique. The Father loves me personally. I 
thank God for who I am. 
 
1. Give Thanks. I thank God for this day, for my life, for all I am and have, and for His Word. 
 
2. Pray for Light. I ask the Father to let me see my day as the Holy Spirit sees it, and to show me 
what I need to see. 
 
3. Find God. I look at my day in the light of the Spirit. 
What I have done? 
Did I do what I had planned? 
What happened that wasn’t planned? How did I respond? 
What did my heart tell me? 
 
4. Anything Wrong? 
Have I been anxious? Sad? Focused on myself? 
Does something in a relationship need to be addressed? 
Have I been ungrateful? 
 
5. What Now? 
What do I need from God today? 
What do I need to do today? Tomorrow? 
 

Prayer 
When I go now to my inner room, 
God my Father, Creator of my inmost self, 
I go with ashes on my forehead and in my soul 
for what I have done and for the little love I return to You. 
Is it repentance enough that I accept as mine 
the burden laid on all of us by all of us? 
May I embrace as my own and offer to You 
the sufferings of the world that invade my day— 
the child in terror, the man without work, 
the woman wrapped in oppression and disdain? 
Let me feel the grief that weighed like lead on Jesus’ heart 
and know His unyielding love for me. 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 



day two 
 
Lenten Prayer of St. Ephrem the Syrian 
O Lord and Master of my life! 
Take from me the spirit of sloth, 
Take from me the spirit of despair.  
Take from me the lust of power and idle talk.  
Instead, Lord, give to me  
A spirit of holiness,  
Of patience and humility 
That I might serve you more.  
O Lord and King,  
Help me to see these faults of mine  
And not to judge my neighbor’s heart,  
For you alone are God. Amen.  
 
 
“What can I do to make myself more joyful, peaceful and loving?” he asked his spiritual 
director.  
“Well- as little as you can do to make the sun rise in the morning,” she replied.  
“So, what’s the use of all these spiritual exercises?” he pushed further.  
“So that you are not asleep when the sun begins to rise,” she responded.   

- Scott Owings (sermon at St. Augustine’s Church, December 13, 2020)  
 
 
Spiritual practices practice our spirit, so that we might enter into the divine creative process 
with God. 

- Bob Holmes 
 
 
The purpose of our spiritual practice is to work out what God has worked within us. It is a divine 
discovery and recovery process whereby we integrate the sacred into our everyday common 
life.   

-  Bob Holmes  
 
 
Every day has the potential of becoming the starting point for a new habit or practice, or for 
renewing a relationship that already exists but that has grown stale or conflicted.  What in your 
life could use a fresh start? 

-  David Vryhof 
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In 2017, when Lent fell in the same week as National Eating Disorder Awareness Week, Rev. 
Emmy Kegler put it this way:  “I don't want to preach a faith that can be so easily adapted to 
self-hatred and self-harm. I don't want to preach a Lent that can be easily turned into a guilt-
ridden diet plan. I want a faith that doesn't care about chocolate. I want a faith that demands 
we fast from injustice, a faith that listens to the cry of the prophet: 'Is not this the fast that I 
choose: to loose the bonds of injustice, to undo the thongs of the yoke, to let the oppressed go 
free, and to break every yoke?” 
 
 
Dwelling on this thought of letting go and handing myself over to the Spirit will bring me much 
closer to the experience of Jesus than the word “discipline” that so many of us have been 
trained to invoke at the beginning of Lent. It should help us smile at our anxious attempts to 
bring our life under control, the belt tightening resolutions about giving up this or taking on 
that. What we are called to give up in Lent is control itself. Deliberate efforts to impose 
discipline on our lives often serve only to lead us further away from the freedom that Jesus 
attained through surrender to the Spirit and promised to give. “Where the Spirit of the Lord is, 
there is freedom” (2 Corinthians 3:17). 

– Martin L. Smith, A Season for the Spirit 
 
 
Lent is about a relationship, the most important one, with God and our neighbor. 

- John Lombardi 
 
 
Reading Matthew 6:11-12 called to mind the story of Nguyễn Văn Thuận, who spent 13 years in 
prison in Vietnam, nine of them in solitary confinement. 
In his moving spiritual exercises written under the direction of Pope John Paul II, Cardinal Thuận 
recounts how he survived that long ordeal by calling to mind the intimacy of Christ at all times. 
He reminds us that most things we think we need—and certainly everything we think we 
want—come from glancing nervously around at others. Aside from food and water, the one 
needful thing is the grace of God, which is poured out to us in exactly the same amount as we 
allow God to pour it out to others through ourselves. 

- Tim Muldoon, author of Living Against the Grain and The Ignatian Workout 
 
 
I am reminded repeatedly in this season of the name they called Jesus "Emmanuel; God with 
us." God with us in our anxiety, God with us in the gaps, God with us in our grief, God with us in 
our joy, God with us in our laments, God with us in our celebrations. May we take hold and 
remember that God is with us on this journey of faith and life.  

- Phil Lewis  
 
 
 

https://sojo.net/articles/unintended-consequences-spiritual-discipline
https://www2.loyolapress.com/e/39532/tent-lld-utm-campaign-lent2020/cqs5zf/930608524?h=s0_rHt15FeSe3zNk3GaUWwFBKa-cQyqhIZsIKgOBiBE
https://www2.loyolapress.com/e/39532/tent-lld-utm-campaign-lent2020/cqs5zh/930608524?h=s0_rHt15FeSe3zNk3GaUWwFBKa-cQyqhIZsIKgOBiBE


day three 
 
People were also bringing babies to Jesus to have him touch them. When the disciples saw this, they 
rebuked them. But Jesus called the children to him and said, ‘Let the little children come to me, and 
do not hinder them, for the kingdom of God belongs to such as these. I tell you the truth, anyone 
who will not receive the kingdom of God like a little child will never enter it.’” 
Luke 18:15-17 
  
As I prayed about this passage, the word “lack” kept coming to mind. Children lack maturity, they 
lack the means to care for themselves, they lack knowledge about much of the world and how it 
works. They lack access to power, they lack the ability to influence world politics, they lack money, 
they lack the ability to plan out their future. 
  
Today, many of us are aware of what we lack. Due to our state of things regarding COVID-19, we 
lack peace of mind as we constantly make decisions about our actions that we never had to make 
before. Too many lack jobs or homes or health or loved ones. We lack depth in our sound-bite 
culture. We lack wisdom and leadership as a nation about how to heal and move forward together. 
We lack the ability to worship, work or go to school in person. The list could go on and on. 
  
And from our present condition of "lacking" as a nation and individuals, we notice how Jesus 
rebukes the disciples who somehow thought they knew better (“What on earth are you doing 
bringing these babies to Jesus? He has important lessons to teach! Important people to heal!”) 
  
To all of us today, I imagine Jesus saying something like this: “Come to me in your state of 
emptiness. Come to me, you who lack wisdom and security and health and power. The kingdom is 
here for you to enter into. Now there is room for me to fill you up. All of you, you are children even 
now. You simply forget that you have always been completely vulnerable and dependent on me. 
This pandemic reminds you of all that you truly lack, and all that I am able to fill. Turn away from 
the sound bites, turn away from fear. Allow my Spirit to fill the vacuum. It will rush in, it will 
overflow. The kingdom is here, now and not yet. Only when there is vulnerability and lack can you 
be filled.” 
  
Brothers and sisters, we are all little children. We need not strive to be LIKE children, for that is 
what we most truly are-- children of a God who is as close as your breath, who fills all that is lacking 
within and around you with what it is you truly need, if only we have eyes to see. 
  
Lord Jesus, thank you for welcoming me as a child into your kingdom. Keep reminding me that you 
are more than enough, and you will supply all that I truly need. Fill me today with your Spirit, that I 
may overflow with love. Amen. 

- Kelly Langord  
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Though we walk in the midst of trouble, You keep us safe.  
Though we walk in the midst of uncertainty, You hold our future.  
Though we walk in the midst of cynicism, You inspire our hopes.  
Though we walk in the midst of division, You knit us together.  
Though we walk in the midst of sorrow, You guard our hearts.  
Keep us safe, O God, hold our future, inspire our hopes, knit us together and guard our hearts, 
all for the sake of Your kingdom. Amen.  

- Rev. Paul Palumbo, Lake Chelan Lutheran Church  
 
 

I recall that, not more than two years into his papacy, Pope Francis proclaimed a Year of Mercy, 
reminding us that love “can never be just an abstraction” (Misericordiae Vultus) and that God’s 
mercy is manifested in his actions towards us. Likewise, in his Letter, St. James reminds us that 
faith without works is dead. 
As children of God, made in God’s image, we are called to make God’s mercy tangible for 
others. One of the ways we do this is by working for justice—working to remove obstacles and 
structures that stand in the way of people living in right relationship with one another. During 
this Lenten season, may we commit ourselves to making God’s love and mercy concrete and 
tangible by striving for justice in our homes, communities, nation, and world. May the love that 
flows from God into our hearts never be an abstraction. 

- Joe Paprocki, author of Under the Influence of Jesus and Living the Sacraments 
 
 
 

As Lent is a time to be intentional about forgiveness, these quotes below can give us guidance 
on this topic. They all come from On Being, a podcast dedicated to “pursuing deep thinking and 
moral imagination, social courage and joy, to renew inner life, outer life, and life together.”  
On Being with Phyllis Tickle  
“Forgiveness involves the grace of looking back at that from which we’ve all come and say, “Please may 
it, in some way, become an ongoing part of the kingdom of God while I’m here.”” 
On Being with Nadia Bolz-Weber 
“I say to people at our “welcome to house” brunches: I’m glad you love it here, but at some point, I will 
disappoint you, or the church will let you down. Please decide on this side of that happening if you will 
still stick around. Because if you leave, you will miss the way that God’s grace comes in and fills in the 
cracks of our brokenness. And it’s too beautiful to miss. Don’t miss it.” 
On Being with Seane Corn  
“I always pray for the people who have hurt and harmed me, and just when I think I’ve forgiven them, I 
forgive them again, because always that energy will rear its head… Otherwise, I’m holding onto that 
shadow of anger; and the inability to forgive, they say, is a poison you take hoping someone else will die.” 
On Being with Ira Byock 
“You know, Lily Tomlin, another philosopher in our time, said that forgiveness means giving up all hope 
for a better past… It involves accepting that the past cannot be changed, while recognizing that it need 
not control our future.” 
 

https://www2.loyolapress.com/e/39532/tent-lld-utm-campaign-lent2020/crdwsr/933278348?h=gL4CeKXbVsKfJqC-9Vxm8sNQICzt8gucxytGvwXVeF8
https://www2.loyolapress.com/e/39532/tent-lld-utm-campaign-lent2020/crdwst/933278348?h=gL4CeKXbVsKfJqC-9Vxm8sNQICzt8gucxytGvwXVeF8
https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=7267026253&e=acfad58990


day four 
Dear God, as we proceed through this Lenten journey, heighten, we pray, our attentiveness to 
the gentle, insistent power of your presence. Show us what we need to see in our lives – both 
to bless what is pleasing in your sight, and to change what does not honor you. Lead us in the 
way of reflection, contrition, and repentance. Strengthen us to follow the pathways of justice 
and peace, even one step at a time, beginning this day. Bring us to a place of wholeness and 
hope, a living witness to your eternal love. Amen.  

- The Rev. Dr. Sharon Watkins 
 
 
Lent is a journey. It means accompanying Jesus as he travels to Jerusalem, the place where the 
mystery of his passion, death, and resurrection is to be fulfilled. It reminds us that Christian life 
is a 'road' to be traveled, consisting not so much in a law to be observed as in the person of 
Christ himself, who must be encountered, welcomed, and followed.  

- Benedict XVI  
 
 
Lord Jesus, I draw near to you today. Through the noise of the crowd, through the tyranny of 
my task lists, I press in to touch the hem of your garment. By the power of your Holy Spirit, 
transform me. Renew my mind with your truth. Open my eyes to see where I am still bound in 
my thinking and actions, and come set me free. I want to walk in alignment with you. Make me 
attentive to the leading of your Spirit in my every step today. Amen.  

- The Repentance Project  
 
 
When we practice Lent in the spirit of Jesus, it's not about making God happy, looking spiritual, 
or repeating empty traditions. It's not a power move or a forced march. Jesus and the cloud of 
witnesses show us that Lent is about Jesus - and, therefore about love. The Holy Spirit uses 
fasting, prayer, and generosity to satisfy us with God's Fatherly love. As a result, we are moved 
to share that love with others. And that is history worth repeating. 

- Aaron Damiani, The Good of Giving Up: Discovering the Freedom of Lent 
 
 
 
Prayer is not a request for God’s favors. True, it has been used to obtain the satisfaction of 
personal desires. It has even been adopted to reinforce prejudices, justify violence, and create 
barriers between people and between countries. But genuine prayer is based on recognizing 
the Origin of all that exists, and opening ourselves to it… In prayer we acknowledge God as the 
supreme source from which flows all strength, all goodness, all existence, acknowledging that 
we have our being, life itself from this supreme Power. One can then communicate with this 
Source, worship it, and ultimately place one’s very center in it.” 

- Piero Ferrucci, Ineffable Grace 

Jason Thackston
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Simple Prayer involves ordinary people bringing ordinary concerns to a loving and 
compassionate Father. There is no pretense in Simple Prayer. We do not pretend to be more 
holy, more pure, or more saintly than we actually are. We do not try to conceal our conflicting 
and contradictory motives from God—or ourselves. And in this posture we pour out our heart 
to the God who is greater than our heart and who knows all things (1 John 3:20). 

- Richard J. Foster, Prayer: Finding the Heart's True Home 
 
 

 
Our Father in Heaven, 
Help me trust you as good father, 
Proclaim you as good father, 
Live in faith that you are good father. 
You are holy, 
and I have missed the mark. 
In your divine mercy, 
cover me with the robe of the righteousness of Christ. 
By your amazing grace, 
forgive my sin, 
that I may delight in your will 
and walk in your ways 
to the glory of your name. 
May your kingdom be established in my life; 
use me to establish your kingdom on earth 
as it is in heaven. 
Help me choose to do your will; 
Use me to accomplish your will on earth 
as it is in heaven. 
Grant all that is needed for life and ministry. 
Help me breathe in forgiveness from you 
and breathe out forgiveness 
to those who have wronged me. 
Keep me strong in times of temptation, 
deliver me from evil, 
and save me from the time of trial. 
Reveal your glory, your grace, your truth and your goodness 
to us all, and through us all. 
Amen 

- version of the Lord’s prayer by Paul Neeley 
 

 
 
 
 

http://links.breezechms.com/ls/click?upn=tQDFDhR0nEOlNZKVZKv2dDnXBGoP8PoPRWr0oChGtC5jKFXFLXprpPirFpPAeor8Ra-2BROfbAjD0QdRqkW7cq7Q-3D-3DRgj8_o1epZx5igz0XCcvNg2SFxdkMc1mECCLP6leqMJvx-2FpwarPUo7nBYefgT0VW-2BFAEfWhM0G8n5MRoB8mIvf24JnqtlOgjg98iltmHf3LWNngNmVTGxQn8ip1VJf9OHhToJHfLPANjXFUzpHGN4R4mXm4HPYGq7zVSjj-2BrxxkZxgLdSct66oPEW-2FHKJuGikHh0FMAGw6VXPeTUH8oxLAG-2B5NE1tX6sdDagGKdG5KLK-2B5cSXZtbvLeHYFEZTg4i-2Fdi-2B6VCRrLdCgBnk5RpMoWAVU3qEUJsLTd8DcCzfhN-2Fr0lsY-3D
https://globalworship.tumblr.com/about


day five 
Right after his glorious confirmation, right after being assured of his place and purpose—“This is 
my beloved, in whom I am well pleased”—Jesus faces the wilderness.(Matthew 4:1-11) 
Great assurance, followed by great difficulty. Is it possible we heard wrong our calling? Have we 
strayed from the path? Surely God does not mean for the way to be so challenging to follow. 
We are called to love and serve our neighbor, and at our best we long to rise to the challenges, 
to transform all the spaces we inhabit into places to practice love. We want to imagine 
ourselves as among those who (usually) say yes faithfully. Yet, here we are, abandoned again in 
the wilderness. Nothing seems to go smoothly. The money does not flow to support our efforts. 
People do not embrace us. Healing mercies do not pour through us. The labor is unending, and 
the rewards are scarce. Should it not be easier to walk in the light of love? 
We imagine lighter loads that would be more satisfying and sure. Other job descriptions 
promise success and power and plenty. We imagine basking in appreciation and achievement. 
We succumb to the temptation to do more, be more, have more. Wilderness strips us down 
and reveals our true motivations. Temptation clarifies our intention to keep first things first. 
Love God, love one another, love God love one another, love God. 

- Kayla McClurg, Passage By Passage, Year A 
 
 
Verse of the day:  
Finally, all of you, be like-minded, be sympathetic, love one another, be compassionate and 
humble.  - 1 Peter 3:8 (NIV) 
Voice of the day:  
Lent is a time of going very deeply into ourselves... What is it that stands between us and God? 
Between us and our brothers and sisters? Between us and life, the life of the Spirit? Whatever it 
is, let us relentlessly tear it out, without a moment's hesitation. - Catherine Doherty 
Prayer of the day:  
May the Holy Spirit bring us into a solidarity that respects our differences, celebrates our 
oneness in the love Jesus has for us, and commits us to do our best to make the lives of our 
neighbors better than our own. - Sojourners reader 

- Sojourners Daily Verse and Voice  
 
 
O God of second chances, thankfully you give us this time during Lent to be filled, directed, and 
empowered by your Spirit. As we enter fully into Lent, show us what we need to see to more fully 
follow your Gospel. What in our lives needs the anointing of your Spirit? What in our lives needs 
clarity on the direction we are being invited to? What in our lives do we need strength to feel 
empowered to go out and do in your name? We seek to be filled, directed, and empowered by your 
Spirit, O God of second chances, to overcome the temptations in our own lives as your son 
overcame the temptations in the desert. We seek to be filled and directed by your Spirit as we go 
out into our public ministries, as Jesus was directed to do after his time alone with you. 

- Becky Eldredge, author of Busy Lives & Restless Souls and The Inner Chapel 
 

https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=008b01fd2e&e=acfad58990
https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=a4ccbbb496&e=acfad58990
https://www2.loyolapress.com/e/39532/tent-lld-utm-campaign-lent2020/cq3v1p/927667732?h=CVm2a35I3lstmHxu2WLJIqs-ZKoGfmXBhkuFlcNpw_c
https://www2.loyolapress.com/e/39532/tent-lld-utm-campaign-lent2020/cq3v1r/927667732?h=CVm2a35I3lstmHxu2WLJIqs-ZKoGfmXBhkuFlcNpw_c
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I’ve discovered this year that I am desperate for this season of Lent and I am deeply grateful 
that the saints of our faith who’ve gone before us would know that we need a time of 
preparation to prepare our hearts, mind, bodies and souls for this breathtaking reality – Jesus, 
God embodied, journeyed with us – walked our earth!  Jesus entered death for our sake so that 
we would not face suffering, pain, death alone. And, death could not hold Jesus. New life is 
real!  This is news that is too much to hear only on Easter Sunday.  We need this season of 40 
days to prepare, to pause, and to turn toward God (that is what repentance means). 
 We hear so much of late that posture matters for health and well-being. During this season of 
Lent, we invite you to take seriously your posture toward God. 
For you, what might it look like to seek a posture of openness toward God?  What do you notice 
in your body, heart and mind as you give space to be with God? What invitation do you hear? 
Where do you sense a need to confess (declare) to God your desire to live differently? What 
does humility (recognizing your need) look like for you? 
 We would encourage you on a Lenten journey of 40 days (+ Sundays) to spend time with God 
and to seek a posture that is open to God.  
 A prayer for today: 
 Almighty and everlasting God, you hate nothing you have made and forgive the sins of all who 
repent. You are the source of grace and mercy.  Create in us new and open hearts eager to 
receive what you already generously give. 
Suggested scripture to read slowly, breathing in and breathing out, as you ask this 
question:  Lord, what would you have me receive from your WORD today?   

• Psalm 51, Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 (try various translations) 
I just finished reading Timothy Egan’s book A Pilgrimage to Eternity.  In his book that describes 
his spiritual pilgrimage from Canterbury to Rome, he humbly reminds us all “the way is made 
by walking.”  And, when we walk our posture matters.  
However you spend these next 40 days of Lent, we pray you will take time to "walk" with open 
eyes and at a pace of life that gives you space to be with GOD. 

- Renée Notkin  
 
 
 
In following the Spirit’s lead as best we can, we will cooperate with God’s mysterious evolution of a 
fully reconciled and joyful creation. Our personal and social visions and actions will be soaked with 
what the Spirit forms in us, always beyond our full comprehension. With childlike hearts, yet vigilant 
minds, we will ever more fully take our unique place in the wonder of creation, trusting that in the 
end, all things will be well. “Every kind of thing will be well” (Julian of Norwich). 

- Tilden Edwards, Living in the Presence 
 
 
 
 
 
 



day six 
 
Forgive us 
As we have feared others, 
And in doing so 
Have contaminated our hearts. 
Forgive us 
As we have hoarded our resources, 
And in doing so 
Have abandoned our witness. 
Forgive us 
As we have desired control, 
And in doing so 
Have not loved our neighbor. 
Comfort the afflicted among us. 
In their loneliness, provide care. 
In their sickness, provide health. 
In their weariness, provide rest. 
We grieve the contagious fear that we consume and spread. 
Soothe our anxious minds as we read viral headlines. 
And protect those who have been victims of racism and fear-mongering 
Because of our dread of the unknown. 
Protect us from the evil one 
Who aims to use each update, not to inform or guide, 
But to stoke the flames of chaos and confusion. 
We thank you for health care workers 
Who care for the sick and tend to bodies and souls 
With great compassion and commitment. 
Give them stamina. 
Give them wisdom. 
Give them grace. 
We pray for those who lack access to health care, 
Or safe places to rest their heads. 
We pray for the vulnerable: 
The sick, 
The disabled, 
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The elderly, 
The uninsured. 
For the Kingdom is theirs. 
We pray for the mother working paycheck to paycheck, 
Who worries about her children and the job she can’t afford 
To take time off from. 
For she reflects Your image. 
We pray for the chronically ill fighting invisible battles, 
Hour by hour, day by day. 
Nourish their bodies; 
Protect their souls. 
For they are never out of your sight. 
We lament our roles in an empire 
That values profit over human life 
And takes advantage of our anxious spirits. 
We acknowledge that we are not immune to the human condition, 
And we repent from ways we have benefited 
From dehumanizing systems and structures. 
We ask for your Holy guidance 
As we journey into the unknown. 
Ignite in us a spirit of generosity; 
Of hope and mercy; 
Of grace and truth; 
Of gentleness and self-control. 
Cleanse our spirits, 
Comfort our minds, 
Care for our bodies, 
And make us new. 
We give thanks that you lavish your grace onto us, 
Not pushing us into shame, but providing a steadfast comfort. 
When all else falls away, we turn to You and You alone. 
We pray this in the name of Jesus 
Who healed the sick 
And sat with the poor. 
Amen. 

- Kayla Craig  
 
 



 

day seven 
 
Verse of the day: For God was pleased to have all his fullness dwell in him, and through him to reconcile 
to himself all things, whether things on earth or things in heaven, by making peace through his blood, 
shed on the cross. - Colossians 1:19-20 (NIV) 
Voice of the day: Without justice and love, peace will always be a great illusion. - Don Helder Camara 
Prayer of the day: God, in the spaces where injustices are found and lovelessness thrives, lead us to be 
generators of your peace. 

- Sojourners Daily Voice and Verse  
 
 
Do you remember a time in your life when you had to take a strong stand for what you believe is truth? 
Those moments are not always easy. Yes- we seek to stand up for our beliefs. We do not want to be 
inconsistent choosing to waver when times are hard. We hope to be willing to stand strong no matter 
the opinions of others or the consequences in our obedience.  
In Ezekiel 22:30, God’s desire for someone to stand up for Him was made clear:  
30 “I looked for someone among them who would build up the wall and stand before me in the gap on 
behalf of the land so I would not have to destroy it, but I found no one. 
The people of God had allowed cultural and individual disobedience to control their own decisions. God 
sounded an alarm calling for men and women who would not compromise.  He commissioned the 
prophet Ezekiel to serve as a watchman, a voice, a face, a representative displaying God into the nation 
of Israel.  Today, God still calls for his people to stand as His representatives. The need, the invitation, 
the assignment was real then.  It is real today also.  Will we say yes to the calling? In a different season, 
in a different culture, in a different time of history- but still an invitation from God for His children to 
stand in the gap realizing His ways are best.  
How will we respond to this calling?  
Jesus, thank you for making something that seemed and that still seems impossible into wonderful 
reality. You had the courage to stand in the gap and offer your life. You promise of God’s spirit would 
be in each of us with one purpose to be witnesses locally and globally. Please give me the courage to 
let the Spirit reveal the God’s love to me and through me. In Your Holy Name. Amen.  
He knows you well and he knows the needs of this world well. He also knows what he can do through 
you to bring hope to this hurting world. Let him. You are called for such a time as this. Rest in knowing 
the world will be a better place because of God’s work through you.  

- Abide App  
 
 
Verse of the day: Righteousness and justice are the foundation of your throne; love and faithfulness go 
before you. - Psalm 89:14 (NIV) 
Voice of the day: You just need to be a flea against injustice. Enough committed fleas biting strategically 
can make even the biggest dog uncomfortable and transform even the biggest nation. - Marian Wright 
Edelman 
Prayer of the day: God, may we strive to step out of the confines of our comfort zones to reflect the 
example of true justice and righteousness you have set before us. 

- Sojourners Daily Voice and Verse 
 

Jason Thackston
February 24



Be joyful though you have considered all the facts. 
- Wendell Berry  

 
 
Gratitude and joy are best friends; you rarely experience one without the other. If you—even 
reluctantly—murmur a thank-you prayer, you remind your heart of something that is 
praiseworthy or good for your life. That reminder awakens the natural human response to 
good, which is joy. 
Inner developments like this can be very subtle, but I encourage you to notice the good for 
which you can give thanks. Dare to awaken the joy that rests deep within you, waiting to be 
summoned. 

- Vinita Hampton Wright, Small Simple Ways: An Ignatian Daybook for Healthy Spiritual Living 
 
 
I remembered that thankfulness is not a force (or even a feeling) generated by good Christian 
grit, but a simple response to who God is, in spite of all seemings and appearances. 

- Lanier Ivester 
 
 
Verse of the day: But when the sun came up, the plants were scorched, and they withered 
because they had no root.   - Matthew 4:6 (NIV) 
Voice of the day: If “lack” is the root of injustice, then gratitude is at the root of justice.  
- John Pattison 
Prayer of the day: Remind us today, God, of where we have rooted our thankfulness. Amen. 

- Sojourners Daily Voice and Verse 
 
 
Blessing of Hope 
So may we know the hope that is not just for someday but for this day— 
here, now, in this moment that opens to us: 
hope not made of wishes but of substance, 
hope made of sinew and muscle and bone, 
hope that has breath and a beating heart, 
hope that will not keep quiet and be polite, 
hope that knows how to holler when it is called for, 
hope that knows how to sing when there seems little cause, 
hope that raises us from the dead— 
not someday but this day, every day, 
again and again and again. 

- Jan Richardson  
from The Cure for Sorrow 

 
 

https://www2.loyolapress.com/e/39532/adv-amputm-campaign-advent2019/cc7y1x/901149019?h=EI9IAPNOcv-4jRAZqwn1WN2HIFRUo0PolliPhGjSXTI


day eight  

 I thank my God every time I remember you, constantly praying with joy in every one of my 
prayers for all of you, because of your sharing in the gospel from the first day until now. 
—Philippians 1:3-5 NRSV 
 
It is the heart that is not yet sure of its God that is afraid to laugh in His presence. 
—George MacDonald, Sir Gibbie 
 
In college I had a friend who often laughed during prayer. Those of us who were more 
accustomed to solemnity were shocked at first, but soon we couldn’t help smiling at the 
childlike, un-self-conscious delight that bubbled out of her when she was praising God. Her 
spontaneous giggle in the presence of the Holy felt holy to us. 
George MacDonald would have loved her for it. What is more beautiful, he prompts us to 
consider again and again, than the pure joy of a childlike heart embraced by the most 
loving Father? The mute, abandoned boy in his novel Sir Gibbie is so delighted upon 
hearing the story of the prodigal son that he bursts into “a wild laughter of holiest 
gladness.” 
“I wonder how many Christians there are who so thoroughly believe God made them that 
they can laugh in God’s name,” MacDonald muses, “who understand that God invented 
laughter and gave it to His children. . . . The Lord of gladness delights in the laughter of a 
merry heart.” 
But true laughter, holy gladness, requires freedom—from the weight of the world’s cares, 
from self-concern, from suspicion and envy, from regret and worry. It is the laughter of a 
child wholly at home in the arms of someone who loves her. And this, for MacDonald, is 
what it means when Jesus says we must become like little children: to trust that our King, 
the one toward whom all our prayers are bent, bends down to kiss us with the tender love 
of a perfect Father. We are free to laugh in his presence because we have nothing left to 
fear. 
Jesus, the Child in the manger, came to gather the children—the young ones and the old 
ones growing young again—and to lead us to the One whose arms are spread open wide, 
welcoming us with joy. 
 
Father in heaven, have mercy upon your child who comes before you weighed down by fear 
and sorrow. Break the chains of doubt that keep my heart from being free in your presence, 
and help me to trust that I am completely and eternally embraced by your love. Teach me 
to laugh again. Amen. 

- Jennifer Trafton  
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Give me eyes to see that You are the person in front of me who is hungry, gracious Lord.  
When I fail to see my neighbor as myself, cure my blindness.  
When I fail to hear Your voice when a friend is speaking from their brokenness, give me ears to 
hear.  
When I can’t feel empathy for the stranger who is afraid, kindle my heart to comfort.  
In all things, mold me to be more compassionate as a follower of Your ways.  
Remind me again that in loving one another, we all find our way to You. Amen.  

- Becca Stevens, Love Heals  
 
Show us how to love our walk and to give thanks for each step.  
Give us compassion for all those who walk beside us, and help us remember everyone who taught 
us how to walk.  
Let wisdom be the gift on this walk so that we can show others how to follow this path. 
You can always raise up laborers for your harvest of love; let us be sowers with faithful steps and 
boundless seeds so that love can flourish around us. Amen.  

- Becca Stevens, Love Heals  
 
Lord, you have made us in Your image.  
Teach us to see this day, every person we meet, whether on the streets or in the mirror, as Your 
incarnate face.  
All our journeys begin and end with You- now we need to learn how to travel close to You on our 
way home.  
Helps us seek and knock to find You wherever we are.  
Let us feel the cloud of witnesses that assures us of Your guiding hand. Whether we lie down in 
green pastures or walk in the valley of the shadow of death, let us feel You leading us and holding 
us fast. Amen.  

- Becca Stevens, Love Heals  
 
Prepare me, dear Lord, to start this day again.  
I am ready to keep climbing even through the mountain is steep.  
I am willing to keep searching even through the fog is thick.  
I am able to keep praying even through my words sound hollow.  
Take these offerings, and use them to open my heart to a new song.  
Remove from me all that is keeping me unwilling or unable to sing so that I can praise the wonder 
of clouds parting and Love revealed. Amen.  

- Becca Stevens, Love Heals  
 
God we make our prayer in silence, troubled by the fears in our hearts and anxieties in this world. 
Forgive all that we have yet to learn and when we feel panic and are tortured by insecurity.  We can 
be paralyzed by the thought of tomorrow and what awaits in the days ahead.  We are but children 
stumbling in the darkness and groping for Your hand.  Do not hide Your presence from us or reject 
us in our weaknesses and fear. Guide us in the darkness toward Your loving light, and help us walk 
in peace. There are so many things to fear and so many fears that keep us lonely. Let us put our 
whole trust in You and come to wisdom and understanding- and all for love’s sake. Amen.  

- Becca Stevens, Love Heals  



day nine  
 
When the brilliant ethicist John Kavanaugh went to work for 3 months at “the house of the dying” 
in Calcutta, he was seeking a clear answer as to how best to spend the rest of his life. On the first 
morning there he met Mother Teresa. She asked, “And what can I do for you?” Kavanaugh asked 
her to pray for him. 
“What do you want me to pray for?” she asked. He voiced the request that he had borne thousands 
of miles from the United States. “Pray that I have clarity.” 
She said firmly, “No, I will not do that.” When he asked her why, she said, “Clarity is the last thing 
you are clinging to and must let go of.” When Kavanaugh commented that she always seemed to 
have the clarity he longed for, she laughed and said, “I have never had clarity; what I have always 
had is trust. So I will pray that you will trust God.” 
“We ourselves have known and put our trust in God’s love toward ourselves.” (1 John 4:16). Craving 
clarity, we attempt to eliminate the risk of trusting God. Fear of the unknown path stretching ahead 
of us destroys childlike trust in the Father’s active goodness and unrestricted love.  

- Brennan Manning Ruthless Trust  

 
I am often inspired by the scriptures I read each morning as well as by the books that I am 
constantly perusing. This week has been a particularly enriching one from this perspective. A 
quote from John O’Donohue’s To Bless The Space Between Us: May the eternal in me welcome 
the wonder of this day, and Psalm 25:3 in The Passion Translation I entwine my heart with 
God’s have both firmly lodged in my brain. Each morning I sit in their presence, savoring them, 
drinking in their richness and inviting them to to take root deep in my heart. 
As I sit in this still dark, winter place I breathe in their fragrance and other words rise to meet 
them, resonating in my soul and spreading through my body.  Questions swirl though my mind 
and I invite you to join me in meditating on them: 
What would happen if I did entwine my heart with God’s every morning. 
What would it be like if I wrapped my life into God’s eternal purposes and allowed the divine 
breath to fill and inspire me?  
I wrote the words in my art journal and made a list of what came to mind. If I entwined my 
heart with God’s… 
I would not fret or fear. 
I would be attentive to every moment, to every person, and to every thing. I would notice what 
usually goes unnoticed and find joy in the simple everyday events of life. I would hold onto the 
love of God at the very center of my being. I would invite this love to govern my every action 
and direct my every step. 
It is easy for me to write these words, but hard for me to practice them. This week I will 
continue to recite what is becoming a timely mantra for me: I entwine my heart with God’s. The 
eternal in me welcomes the wonder of this day. I will sit in the stillness of these words each 
morning and allow them to penetrate my soul.    

- Christine Sine  

https://amzn.to/2TTVB5k
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The Lord’s Prayer from the New Zealand Prayer book 
Eternal Spirit 
Earth-Maker, Pain-bearer, Life-giver, 
source of all that is and that shall be, 
Father and Mother of us all. 
Loving God, in whom is heaven. 
The hallowing of your name echoes through 
the universe! 
The way of your justice be followed by the peoples 
of the earth! 
Your heavenly will be done by all created beings! 
Your commonwealth of peace and freedom 
sustain our hope and come on earth. 
With the bread we need for today, feed us. 
In the hurts we absorb from one another, forgive us. 
In times of temptation and test, spare us. 
From the grip of all that is evil, free us. 
For you reign in the glory of the power that is love, 
now and forever. 
Amen. 
 
 
God of hope, we come to You with outstretched hands.  
When our hearts feel sick with longing, give us hope.  
When our eyes can’t see the clearing, give us hope.  
When our feet are tired from falling, give us hope.  
When our hands are numb from reaching, give us hope.  
Until all our very being is fully found in You, give us hope.  
In the breaking and the yearning, in our finding and our losing,  
And in every step along this pilgrim pat, give us hope.  
Tend our fragile hearts, Lord.  
Teach us how to find our hope in You.  
Amen.  

- Elrena Evans 
 
 
Come, Holy Spirit; be with us today.  
Help us to say what you want us to say.  
Help us to do what you need us to do.  
Let us rest in your love and let others rest too.  
Amen. 

- Sojourners Daily Verse and Voice  
 
 



day ten 
 
 
The Beatitudes in Matthew 5:1-12 is one of the most moving spiritual passages ever written. It speaks 
astutely for itself, so mostly I’d like to “defer my time” and share a new translation of the text from 
the First Nations Version of The Gospels, Acts, and Ephesians (2017).  
Not only does this version share an eloquent and novel perspective on the text, but in it we hear the 
timbre of American Indian Christian voices as they read the scripture for assurance in their struggle. As 
Choctaw Rev. Steven Charleston explains in his insightful theological treatise The Four Vision Quests of 
Jesus (2015), many Native peoples when first encountering the Christ story were moved by Jesus’ life 
and teachings, and saw in him a “Wisdom Keeper.” Like their own spiritual leaders Jesus “went to the 
mountain to pray” (Luke 6:12, Matthew 14:23), he experienced spiritual visions, worked the Spirit’s 
healing power, spoke in interpretive metaphor, and revered the teachings of nature, bringing its 
elements into the most sacred ceremonies of baptism and communion. Like Jesus, vast numbers of 
Indigenous People of the American continents and beyond had to face the power and injustice of the 
Empire and died under its violence–hand in hand with the Institutional Church. But like Jesus at Easter, 
the story is not finished. Great Spirit lives! 
Matthew 5:1-12 (FNV): 
“When Creator Sets Free (Jesus) saw this great crowd, he went back up into the mountainside and sat 
down to teach the people. His followers came to him there, so he took a deep breath, opened him 
mouth and began to share his wisdom with them and teach them how to see Creator’s Good Road.  
Creator’s blessing rests on the poor,  the ones with broken spirits, 
the good road from above is theirs to walk. 
Creator’s blessing rests on the ones who walk a trail of tears, 
for he will wipe the tears from their eyes and comfort them. 
Creator’s blessing rests on the ones who walk softly and in a humble manner; 
the earth, land, and sky will welcome them and always be their home. 
Creator’s blessing rests on the ones who hunger and thirst for wrongs to be made right again; 
they will eat and drink until they are full. 
Creator’s blessings rests on the ones who are merciful and kind to others; 
their kindness will find its way back to them–full circle. 
Creator’s blessing rests on the pure of heart, 
for they are the ones who will see the Great Spirit. 
Creator’s blessing rests on the ones who make peace; 
it will be said of them, ‘They are the children of the Great Spirit!’ 
Creator’s blessing rests on the ones who are hunted down and mistreated for doing what is right, 
for they are walking the Good Road from above. 
Others will lie about you, speak against you, and look down on you with scorn and contempt, all because 
you walk the road with me. This is a sign that Creator’s blessing is resting on you. So let your hearts be 
glad and jump for joy, for you will be honored in the world above. You are like the prophets of old, who 
were treated in the same way by your ancestors.” 

- Matthias Everhope (Martin), Jubilee Church 
 
 
Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be comforted. Blessed are they for whom death is 
not an abstraction. Blessed are they who have buried their loved ones, for whom tears are as 

https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=68b961bc23&e=acfad58990
https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=6162f61976&e=acfad58990
https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=3ad277a541&e=acfad58990
https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=3ad277a541&e=acfad58990
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real as an ocean. Blessed are they who have loved enough to know what loss feels like. Blessed 
are the mothers of the miscarried. Blessed are they who don’t have the luxury of taking things 
for granted any more. Blessed are they who can’t fall apart because they have to keep it 
together for everyone else. Blessed are the motherless, the alone, the ones from whom so 
much has been taken. Blessed are those who “still aren’t over it yet.” Blessed are they who 
laughed again when for so long they thought they never would….Blessed are those who mourn. 
You are of heaven and Jesus blesses you.” 

- Nadia Bolz-Weber, Some Modern Beatitudes—A Sermon for All Saints Sunday 

 
Never alone 
Every day 
there is 
so much 
strength  
and grace 
and beauty 
to be had in the 
knowledge 
that you 
are always being 
prayed for; 
that you 
are never 
outside 
the embrace 
of Divine Love 
and Compassion; 
held there 
by those 
often 
hidden souls 
who dedicate 
their lives to 
meditation 
and prayer... 
Trust me; 
you are 
never 
alone... 
- Richard Hendrick  
 

https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=c9728561c2&e=acfad58990


day eleven 
 
A holy heartbeat 
You are here, present within  
but I fail to hear you sometimes, 
so caught up am I in the daily grind. 
  
And yet you remain,  
still gently breathing out your love, 
sighing out your grace,  
whispering an invitation to every one of us. 
  
Come, come, my child,  
you call,  
come sit with me and rest awhile  
and practice listening for my gentle voice. 
  
Come lean yourself, your cares, your weary, troubled head 
against my breast and hear my holy heartbeat. 
  
It pounds continually, steadily throughout the years, 
throughout eternity itself, 
it never disappears.  
  
As you abide close to me you will receive  
heavenly joy and peace, and be given space  
for your soul to breathe. 
  
Perhaps, if we look closely enough, we might observe the essence of holy heartbeats in 
practice. It threads through our days in creation’s worshipful beauty, or in relationships, 
because that’s primarily how God manifests Himself to us. We hear the very heartbeat of God 
Himself within our souls as Holy Spirit influences and inspires how we live and love. And as we 
get to grips with the messy and thorny issues of loving and living well, they present themselves 
to us as fresh opportunities for humility and hope, compassion, forgiveness, goodness and 
grace. But it all begins with seeking to develop a greater awareness of sacred echoes in our 
minds, hearts and lives, and being responsive to God’s voice. 
“There is no part of our existence which [God] cannot touch. There is no place in our varied 
experience where He cannot meet us. His humanity is as broad as ours…. This is the secret of 
all-sufficiency —the friendship of Jesus, the indwelling life of Christ, our union heart to heart 
with One who, as no other friend could possibly do, lives out His very life in ours.” —  Tozer on 
the Holy Spirit: A 365-Day Devotional by A. W. Tozer 

- Joy Lenton  

https://godspacelight.com/team/joy-lenton/
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Psalm 46:10 says “Be still and know that I am God.” It’s such a beautiful verse and we all know 
it so well. But it’s such a hard concept in practice, isn’t it? How often have you managed to be 
still and just know that God is God and all the wonderfulness that such a reality encompasses.  
It’s a really hard concept for most of us to cover our mouth and say nothing in our current 
situations, to not try to intervene, but instead simply sit in God’s presence. It seems counter 
product on all fronts. Most of us want to act, do, resolve, and SPEAK right now. But God wants 
to teach us to close our mouth, hold our tongue, wait patiently on Him, to be still and know 
that He is God. 
 
At times it seems to be one of the most challenging commandments the Lord gives us. In the 
midst of the chaos, in the midst of the pain, in the valley of valleys, in the heart of the storm, 
when our heart is breaking and fear is overpowering, when we feel we’re drowning beneath 
the waters—that’s when He wants us to stop, to meditate, to give it all to Him. To pour out our 
heart to Him…. and that’s it. Surrender everything, let go of control, leave at His feet and then 
turn our eyes to Him, and Him only, and sit and savor His presence, give Him the glory, rest in 
the fact and KNOW He is God! 
 
Sometimes it seems nearly an impossible task—especially considering some of the 
circumstances some of us might be enduring. Yet it’s what God wants from us. In fact, it’s more 
than that, it’s what He knows we need. 
So often my mind is running in a thousand different directions, so many thoughts, so many 
concerns, so much anxiety… 
 
Be still, Ash, shut your mouth, quiet your heart, stop running to your husband or your friends, 
stop complaining, nagging, worrying, slow down, breath, BE STILL, Know that I am GOD.  
Pour out your concerns and your worries, your anxieties, your hurts that aren’t healed, your 
problems that aren’t being fixed, your absolutely unknown future, lay them at Jesus’ feet and 
trust that He’ll take them all up in His mighty hands and that He’ll make you into a better 
person, a better wife, a better follower of Him. He’ll solve your problems and ease your fears, 
He’ll sort out your future and heal your broken heart… You need only to trust that if you be still, 
if you pour out your heart before Him and seek out no other fix in your own strength, if you 
stop and wait in the quiet… He will meet you. 
 
He’s the answer to everything you’re struggling with. And that’s what comes from obeying this 
command—from being still enough to hear His very presence—it’s the realization that He IS 
God. There is nothing too big for Him, there is no distance His love can’t reach, His heart is for 
you not against you, His plans are good towards you, to give you a future and a hope. He is a 
good, good Father. He’ll never leave you nor forsake you. And the happiest place you’ll ever 
find yourself, the place where you’ll feel the most safe, the most loved, the most free—is in His 
presence. When you let go, releasing the concerns of your life and set your eyes on the One 
who calls you Beloved. The one who is God. 

- Ash Knepper 
 



day twelve 
 
Opening Prayer:  
Lord Jesus, I draw near to you today. Through the noise of the crowd, through the tyranny of my 
task lists, I press in to touch the hem of your garment. By the power of your Holy Spirit, transform 
me. Renew my mind with your truth. Open my eyes to see where I am still bound in my thinking 
and actions, and come set me free. I want to walk in alignment with you. Make me attentive to the 
leading of your Spirit in my every step today. Amen 
 
Scripture Reading:  
And there was a woman who had had a discharge of blood for twelve years, and who had suffered 
much under many physicians, and had spent all that she had, and was no better but rather grew 
worse. She had heard the reports about Jesus and came up behind him in the crowd and touched 
his garment. For she said, “If I touch even his garments, I will be made well.” And immediately the 
flow of blood dried up, and she felt in her body that she was healed of her disease. And Jesus, 
perceiving in himself that power had gone out from him, immediately turned about in the crowd 
and said, “Who touched my garments?” And his disciples said to him, “You see the crowd pressing 
around you, and yet you say, ‘Who touched me?’” And he looked around to see who had done it. 
But the woman, knowing what had happened to her, came in fear and trembling and fell down 
before him and told him the whole truth. And he said to her, “Daughter, your faith has made you 
well; go in peace, and be healed of your disease.” Mark 5:25-34  
 
Response:  
In Mark’s account of the woman suffering from bleeding, we see Jesus acknowledging a woman 
who is not only physically suffering but is being marginalized by the community around her. He 
tenderly addresses her as “daughter” (the only woman in the gospels to receive this honor), 
reminding her and us that she is loved and seen even through the years of suffering that she has 
endured. As male and female, we are all given our gender as a gift and as a reflection of the Divine. 
As we acknowledge the isolation and prejudice that so many black women still experience today, let 
us take a moment to confess our own conscious or unconscious assumptions about gender. Where 
have we sought to dehumanize or objectify another because of their gender or race? Where have 
we contributed to the theft of another’s dignity or respect by our thoughts, words, or actions? Let 
us invite God to give us his eyes to see one another as the glorious creations he has made 
 
Closing Prayer: Holy Spirit come, search me, and know me. I invite you to shine your light on any 
areas of bias or wrong assumptions I’ve made because of another’s race or gender. Bring those 
instances to mind so that I may confess them before you. Come and reveal. and allow the Holy 
Spirit to bring up those instances, then confess them.] Heal me of this disease that has crept into 
my veins. Let your love for humanity flow freely through me. Let me see with new eyes those who 
were once distorted to me. Out of the abundance of a renewed heart, let my mouth speak words of 
love and reconciliation. In Jesus’s name. Amen 

- An American Lent: Women and Slavery  
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LITURGY FOR PEACE AMIDST RUMORS OF WAR 
ONE: The Lord be with you 
ALL: And also with you (Silence) 
ONE: The Lord is with us 
ALL: Even now, God is with us 
ONE: God of love, Prince of Peace, Spirit of Comfort and Counsel, we repent of the escalating 
violence in our midst. We confess that we have clung to the false gods of security and 
entitlement. We confess that we have allowed fear to extinguish our creativity and hope. We 
confess that we have added to a system where war is embraced and praised. 
ALL: Forgive us 
Of our dread-filled justifications, we repent. 
Of our conflict-dependent politics, we repent. 
Of our idolization of power, we repent. 
Of our dehumanization of Middle Eastern peoples, we repent. 
Of our limited definitions of neighbor, we repent. 
Of taking life, we repent. 
Of ending stories, we repent. 
Of playing judge, we repent. 
Of believing in redemptive violence, we repent. 
---- 
ONE: Spirit, who hovered over the waters turning chaos into order, bring your ancient truths to 
our wretched days. As wars and rumors of wars swell, remind us of the Christ child who came 
to save the world not by force, but by love. Not by violence, but by peace. Not by taking life, but 
by laying down his own. 
---- 
ONE: Now, make us the answers to our prayers, O God. 
ALL: Give us courage and grace 
Give us creativity and vision 
Give us wisdom for organizing 
Give us resources for peace 
Give us unity in our voices 
Give us power in our movement 
Give us hope that will not disappoint us and joy though we’ve considered the facts* 
Connect us intimately and mercifully with our Iranian siblings 
Move within our world leaders that they may hunger for the common good 
Give us confidence, as you have given us each other, for such a time as this 
ONE: The Lord is with us 
ALL: Even now, God is with us 
Amen.  

- Wendell Berry 
 
 
 



day thirteen 
 
You Are the Peace of All Things Calm 
You are the peace of all things calm 
You are the place to hide from harm 
You are the light that shines in dark 
You are the heart’s eternal spark 
You are the door that’s open wide 
You are the guest who waits inside 
You are the stranger at the door 
You are the calling of the poor 
You are my Lord and with me from ill 
You are the light, the truth, the way 
You are my Saviour this very day. 
Celtic oral tradition – 1st millennium 
 
 
The Lord’s Prayer – from the original Aramaic 
O Breathing Life, your Name shines everywhere! 
Release a space to plant your Presence here. 
Imagine your possibilities now. 
Embody your desire in every light and form. 
Grow through us this moment’s bread and wisdom. 
Untie the knots of failure binding us, as we release the strands we hold of others’ faults. 
Help us not forget our Source, 
Yet free us from not being in the Present. 
From you arises every Vision, Power and Song from gathering to gathering. 
Amen – May our future actions grow from here!  

- Neil Douglas-Klotz – Desert Wisdom 
 
 
Let nothing upset you; 
Let nothing frighten you. 
Everything is changing; 
God alone is changeless. 
Patience attains the goal. 
Who has God lacks nothing: 
God alone fills every need. 

- St. Teresa of Avila 
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Come, O Life-giving Creator, 
and rattle the door latch 
of my slumbering heart. 
Awaken me as you breathe upon 
a winter-wrapped earth, 
gently calling to life virgin Spring. 
Awaken in these fortified days 
of Lenten prayer and discipline 
my youthful dream of holiness. 
Call me forth from the prison camp 
of my numerous past defeats 
and my narrow patters of being 
to make my ordinary life extra-ordinarily alive, 
through the passion of my love. 
Show to me during these Lenten days 
how to take the daily things of life 
and by submerging them in the sacred, 
to infuse them with a great love 
for you, O God, and for others. 
Guide me to perform simple acts of love and prayer, 
the real works of reform and renewal 
of this overture to the spring of the Spirit. 
O Father of Jesus, Mother of Christ, 
help me not to waste 
these precious Lenten days 
of my soul’s spiritual springtime. 

- Edward Hays, from Prayers for a Planetary Pilgrim 
 
 
For the layers of comfort and convenience that surrounded our lives and that we never considered a 
blessing but always just took for granted, forgive us. 
For we who must grieve in isolation and not in community, comfort us. 
For we who care for the sick, protect us. 
For the ability to turn off the fear-mongering and unhelpful commentary and worst-case scenario click 
bait, strengthen us. 
For the times when we are all out of creative ideas for how to get through this with cooped up kids, 
inspire us. 
For we who are now cutting our own bangs at home, guide us. 
For the grace to allow ourselves and others to just be less productive, shower us. 
For the generosity needed from those of us who have more resources, empower us. 
From our own selfish inclinations, deliver us. 
For just being your children, none of whom have done a global pandemic before, love us. 
For the days ahead, accompany us. 
God unbound by time, help us to know that you are already present in the future we are fearing. 
Amen.  

- Nadia Bolz-Weber, Sunday Prayer offered 3.29.20  
 



day fourteen 
 
One of the marks of our life as a brotherhood is worship. Some will remember Father Gross, 
who used to tell me when I was a novice that “we’d get a lot more work done around here 
if we didn’t have to eat so much or go to church so often!” But, with all due respect to 
Father Gross, the object of our life is not work, but God, and our life is shaped as it is so that 
“worship sanctifies work, continually interrupting it so that we can offer it to God in 
thanksgiving.” 
It is this constant returning to God in worship that sanctifies not only the day, not only the 
task at hand, but ourselves as well. It is for this reason that Father Benson challenges us 
when he says that “our life … must be one continual act of worship. It may vary very much 
in its features, but whatever the life of religious be externally, it must be a life of worship, 
all its acts pointing towards God with constant elevation”  
(Richard Meux Benson, Instruction on the Religious Life, Second Series, “Worship,”) 
  
This worship of God is not confined to those moments when we are praying the Office or 
celebrating the Eucharist. Our worship of God takes place every time we turn our hearts to 
God, for “the Father never ceases from seeking true worshipers to worship him in spirit and 
truth. God sent the Son into the world to heal and raise us up so that, empowered by the 
Spirit, we could surrender our whole selves in adoration and be reunited in the love of God. 
God draws us into our Society so that our calling to be true worshipers can reach fulfillment 
in the offering of the continual sacrifice of praise.” 
It is this calling to be true worshippers in spirit and in truth which invites us to “dwell upon 
the contemplation of God, to acquaint ourselves more and more with God, to fix upon our 
minds a clear apprehension of His glory, to stir up our hearts with an eager desire for His 
vision, to strengthen our hearts in the continual sympathy of His revelation, to rule our acts 
in continual obedience to His commands. Our whole life must be an act of worship. We 
come out of the world for that purpose, and for that purpose alone. We do not come out of 
the world merely under the idea that by association we may be able to accomplish certain 
plans which commend themselves to our hearts. We come out of the world in order that we 
may give ourselves to the worship of God.”  
Such a vision of worship which permeates all life is one of the gifts we Brothers have to 
offer the Church. By our life we invite the Church: “to rise up to its true calling as a 
communion of the Holy Spirit, the Body of Christ and the company of Christ’s friends. We 
are not called to be a separate elite, but to exemplify the life of the Body of Christ in which 
every member has a particular gift of the Spirit for ministry and shares an equal dignity. Fr. 
Benson taught that ‘there are special gifts of God indeed to the Society, but only as it is a 
society within the Church. The small body is to realize and intensify the gifts, to realize the 
energies, belonging to the whole Church.’ Our witness and ministry is not merely to 
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separate individuals; it is for strengthening the common life in the Body of Christ” (Rule, Ch. 
4). 
But worship at its best is a dangerous activity. It is dangerous because worship has the 
power, not simply to engage us, or draw us into the life of God, but to change us as well. In 
worship we encounter the God “who makes all things new” (Rev 21:5), including ourselves, 
as we are transformed by Christ “from one degree of glory to another” (2 Cor 3:18). As 
Father Benson reminds us, “none can come to Christ at Bethlehem and go away as they 
came … our coming to Christ at Bethlehem changes everything” (Richard Meux 
Benson, Spiritual Readings: Christmas (1886).  
This transformation from one degree of glory to another is at the heart of all worship, as we 
are slowly and often imperceptibly changed into the likeness of Christ. We may not see the 
change as it happens, but over time we become more and more the person God has called 
us to be. 
Again as Father Benson so movingly reminds us: “we must look for the development of the 
life of Christ within us. Each communion should be, as it were, adding some fresh point to 
the image of Christ within our souls. As each touch of the artist adds some fresh feature to 
the painting, so each communion is a touch of Christ, which should develop some fresh 
feature of his own perfect likeness within us. And it is not that it does this merely in some 
one direction, but as each moment of the morning adds imperceptibly a fresh glow to the 
whole illuminated hemisphere, so each communion imperceptibly should add a fresh glow, 
a fresh brightness, a fresh coloring to the sphere of the soul which it penetrates; the whole 
nature should assume a fresh glory with each communion. As the form and color of the 
landscape come out with the sun’s advance, so with each communion the form and colour 
of our spiritual life, not merely in this or that particular, but in all its complex bearings of 
form and color, is to stand out with greater clearness and beauty, each communion bringing 
its own fresh illumination, and perfecting us in the Sun of righteousness” (Richard Meux 
Benson, The Religious Vocation, “Of Communion” (1939).  
If it is true that each Communion adds a fresh touch of Christ to us, so too does each act of 
reconciliation through the exchange of the peace; each act of offering, whereby we offer 
ourselves, our souls and bodies as bread and wine on the Table; each act of sending forth to 
love and serve the Lord, in the dismissal. Each of these moments in worship has the power 
to perfect us, not just as individuals, or even as a particular community, but as the Church 
gathered in a particular time and place – and beyond all time and all place. 
Worship then is not something we simply offer to God. It is a participation in God’s mission, 
God’s purpose, God’s dream for the world, which is to reconcile all things in Christ (Col 
1:20). On my worst days, I sometimes wonder if any of what goes on in our chapel makes a 
difference. On my best days, I know that it does, because even though I cannot tell in the 
moment, I do know that it changes me, it changes us, it changes the Church. In changing us 
more and more into the image of God, our worship changes the world, bringing evermore 
into reality the dream of God for all creation. 

-  James Koester 
 

https://www.ssje.org/author/br-james-koester/


day fifteen 
 
When we call out for help, we are bound more powerfully to God through our needs 
and weakness, our unfulfilled hopes and dreams, and our anxieties and problems than 
we ever could have been through our joys, successes, and strengths alone. . . . 
Anxieties can gray the whole sky like cloud cover or descend on our whole horizon like 
fog. When we rename our anxieties, in a sense we distill them into requests. What 
covered the whole sky can now be contained in a couple of buckets. So when we’re 
suffering from anxiety, we can begin by simply holding the word help before God, letting 
that one word bring focus to the chaos of our racing thoughts. Once we feel that our 
mind has dropped out of the frantic zone and into a spirit of connection with God, we 
can let the general word help go and in its place hold more specific words that name 
what we need, thereby condensing the cloud of vague anxiety into a bucket of 
substantial request. So we might hold the word guidance before God. Or patience. Or 
courage. Or resilience. Or boundaries, mercy, compassion, determination, healing, calm, 
freedom, wisdom, or peace. . . . 
Along with our anxieties and hurts, we also bring our disappointments to God. If 
anxieties focus on what might happen, and hurts focus on what has happened, 
disappointments focus on what has not happened. Again, as the saying goes, revealing 
your feeling is the beginning of healing, so simply acknowledging or naming our 
disappointment to God is an important move. This is especially important because many 
of us, if we don’t bring our disappointment to God, will blame our disappointment on 
God, thus alienating ourselves from our best hope of comfort and strength. . . .   
Whether we’re dealing with anxieties, wounds, disappointments, or other needs or 
struggles, there is enormous power in simple, strong words—the words by which we 
name our pain and then translate it into a request to God. Help is the door into this vital 
practice of petition, through which we expand beyond our own capacities and resources 
to God’s. . . .  
Through this practice of expansion and petition, we discover something priceless: the 
sacred connection can grow stronger through, not in spite of, our anxieties, wounds, 
disappointments, struggles, and needs. The Compassionate One is our gracious friend, 
and we don’t have to earn anything, deserve anything, achieve anything, or merit 
anything to bring our needs to God. We can just come as we are. 

-  Brian McLaren Naked Spirituality  
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I’m not a great auditory learner. Give me a pencil and some paper, notes to take, equations to solve 
or some journal-type writing to clarify my thoughts… THEN information may well stick in my mind 
and memory. 
I know the truth . . .that we are all uniquely and wonderfully made.  Even so, I do feel badly in the 
middle of a great sermon and I find myself wandering off to the grocery list, a friend in need or the 
next sleepover with the grandkids.  Saturday night was no exception (we love Saturday night 
services, but we are tempted to create a T-shirt for our Sunday morning hikes that reads “I went to 
church last night!”). 
The pastor read through Psalm 23 reminding us of God’s great affection as our Shepherd. I know 
that Psalm, can quote it and have studied it multiple times over the years. Not a good set up for me, 
the “drifter”. Familiarity leads me to “tune out” even more quickly than normal. 
Amazingly, in the midst, I suddenly heard these words: “What if you turned all your ‘What Ifs’ into 
‘Even Thoughs’?”  Just as the Psalmist does in not placing focus on “What if you walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death”, but rather “Even though you…”. My whole body felt alert and I 
knew that Holy Spirit nudge was saying, “This one is for you!”. 
I’ve spent much of my life battling fear. Gratefully, its hold has lessened over the years and the 
wrestling is now more of acknowledgement when it crops up and then letting it go. Still, it’s ready 
to grab hold at the least expected moments. 
Fear is “an unpleasant emotion caused by the belief that someone or something is dangerous, likely 
to cause pain, or a threat” or “anxious concern”. My own list tends to center around health, family 
and future. For each one, instead of saying to myself, “I’m afraid of _____”, I’m really thinking, 
“What if______?”.   What if my aching back never feels better? What if something happens to my 
husband? What if our kids get in an accident?  What if my memory really starts fading (more than it 
already is!)?   
Just the words, “What If” make my heart stir, knowing any way I finish that sentence will be scary! 
No matter the focus of the “What If”, it leads me to feeling alone in my fear, pensive, unsure and 
anticipating bad things. “What If” leaves me dangling… full well knowing that something may 
happen or not, so I’m stuck feeling very insecure and unsettled. 
In His grace, God offers a better way.   Psalm 23:4 gives us a roadmap. 
“Even though I walk through the darkest valley, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; your rod and 
your staff, they comfort me.” NIV 
Not “what if” I take such a difficult journey, as we all will at some point… or many times in our life. 
But rather “even though” I take such a journey. Just attaching those two words to one of my fears… 
“Even though my back may never feel better…”, somehow physically feels like a weight rolling off 
my shoulders, a fresh breath of air and a letting go. 
The Psalmist gives clear reason for being able to speak “even though” in confidence. “You are with 
me”, “Your rod and your staff, they comfort me”. There is the Shepherd. Present. Protecting. 
Tending, Caring. Encouraging. Directing. Leading. 
I’m choosing to daily embrace a better way of thinking, a new way to battle fear. When a fear pops 
up, no matter how silly or overwhelming, my heart now says “Even though….”.  I can feel myself 
falling back into the Shepherd’s embrace and letting Him carry the weight, knowing He knows and 
that His presence is enough. 
May you purpose to grab hold of every “What If” when it hits and acknowledge the good 
Shepherd’s presence with a simple whisper back to Him, “Even though…”.   

- Sue Duby 

https://godspacelight.com/team/sue-duby/


day sixteen 
 
The God-Who-Belongs 
He told me there were typos in his prayer book*. 
Sure enough—incline Your car to our lamentations. 
I did not see that coming. After that my so easily 
distractible mind could do little else other than 
add colors to a psalmy paint-by-numbers scene of 
God in His car, leaning slightly out the window 
to hear us, hear us, hear us as we pray. 
  
I remember reading once that Walker Percy 
drove around St. Tammany Parish in one of those 
small pickup trucks, Mazda or Toyota, the kind of 
truck people drove who belonged there, people 
who worked with calloused hands and red necks. 
Walker drove that kind of pickup because it 
made him feel like he fit in, like he too belonged. 
  
So as you might imagine my finished Day 17 Psalter- 
piece incarnates the God-Who-Belongs as the 
spitting image of Walker Percy, luminous forehead 
looming above that affable smile, leaning slightly out 
the window as the humid grace of earth’s piney woods 
mixes with linguistic analysis and the lamentations 
of we who pray with calloused hands and stiff necks. 
  
(*Robert Benson, Venite: A Book of Daily Prayer) 

- John Blase 
 
Awakening 
In Louisville, at the corner of Fourth and Walnut, in the center of the shopping district, I was 
suddenly overwhelmed with the realization that I loved all those people, that they were mine and I 
theirs, that we could not be alien to one another even though we were total strangers. It was like 
waking from a dream of separateness, of spurious self-isolation in a special world, the world of 
renunciation and supposed holiness… This sense of liberation from an illusory difference was such a 
relief and such a joy to me that I almost laughed out loud… I have the immense joy of being man, a 
member of a race in which God Himself became incarnate. As if the sorrows and stupidities of the 
human condition could overwhelm me, now I realize what we all are. And if only everybody could 
realize this! But it cannot be explained. There is no way of telling people that they are all walking 
around shining like the sun. 

- Thomas Merton, Conjectures of a Guilty Bystander    
-  

https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=9ffaf4ca86&e=acfad58990
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MFor Courage 
When the light around lessens 
And your thoughts darken until 
Your body feels fear turn 
Cold as a stone inside, 
When you find yourself bereft 
Of any belief in yourself 
And all you unknowingly 
Leaned on has fallen, 
When one voice commands 
Your whole heart, 
And it is raven dark, 
Steady yourself and see 
That it is your own thinking 
That darkens your world. 
Search and you will find 
A diamond-thought of light, 
Know that you are not alone, 
And that this darkness has purpose; 
Gradually it will school your eyes, 
To find the one gift your life requires 
Hidden within this night-corner. 
Invoke the learning 
Of every suffering 
You have suffered. 
Close your eyes. 
Gather all the kindling 
About your heart 
To create one spark 
That is all you need 
To nourish the flame 
That will cleanse the dark 
Of its weight of festered fear. 
A new confidence will come alive 
To urge you towards higher ground 
Where your imagination 
will learn to engage difficulty 
As its most rewarding threshold! 

- John O’Donahue  
 
 
 



day seventeen 
When I was seven, I was at a home improvement store with my dad, buying paint supplies. He 
handed me a list of things we’d need, along with a pen. He asked that I mark off items as we 
gathered them. It was a simple but essential task, perfectly suited for my limited, second-grade 
ability to assist with this errand. I followed him to the paint counter and watched, enthralled, as 
the colors were mixed and the can was pounded shut. The employee handed it over to my dad, 
who looked down at me. “What’s next?” he asked. 
I looked at the heavy can housing the freshly mixed paint and then down at the scrap paper and 
pen I was holding. For some reason, carrying the paint struck me as a more valuable task than 
managing the list of supplies. I requested a switch of duties. My dad refused, explaining that the 
can was too heavy, but I was insistent. He eventually gave in and let me try. I didn’t make it ten 
steps before the weight of the can proved to be too much, and I dropped it. The pressure 
unleashed the cap, sending the paint out into a massive puddle in the center of the aisle. My 
determination to do it my way ended up leading to disaster.  
Years later, not much has changed. I still frequently assign myself duties the Lord never 
intended for me. In the process, I neglect the unique and perfectly suited vocation I was 
created to fulfill. When I’m open to the movement of the Spirit and my place in God’s plan, it 
isn’t difficult to recognize my own responsibilities and crosses. Whatever is not mine to bear, 
may I surrender to God’s infinite wisdom and work of salvation. 

- Elizabeth Pardi 
 
 
O God, empty me of angry judgments, 
and aching disappointments, 
and anxious trying, 
and breathe into me 
something like quietness 
and confidence, 
that the lion and the lamb in me 
may lie down together 
and be led by a trust 
as straightforward as a little child. 
Catch my pride and doubt off guard 
that, at least for the moment, 
I may sense your presence 
and your caring, 
and be surprised 
by a sudden joy 
rising in me now 
to sustain me in the coming then. 

- Ted Loder, Guerrillas of Grace 
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Forgive me that I have not loved enough. 
Forgive me so that I can love you and others, 
no matter what their sins may be. 
Forgive me that I have not fully believed 
in the possibility and power of forgiveness. 
Forgive me so that I can forgive— others and myself. Amen. 

- Maren Tirabassi and Joan Jordan Grant,  An Improbable Gift of Blessing: Prayers and 
Affirmations to Nurture the Spirit  

 
 
There is a longstanding practice in Christianity of commanding a victim to “turn the other cheek.” Jesus 
demanded it, religious leaders remind us: “Do not resist an evildoer. If anyone strikes you on the right 
cheek, turn the other also.”  Submit to your abuser; take what is coming for you; receive the blows as 
Christ received the whips and spits and mockery of his crucifiers. Pacifism and nonviolence is the way to 
true discipleship.  It doesn’t take too much historical or contemporary examination to notice that the 
church itself has been a bit hit and miss with the application of this teaching. For women who were 
abused? Absolutely. For black people under the pressured fire hoses of police? Check. But when it 
comes to nuclear disarmament or the development of unmanned drones, we are somehow completely 
fine striking back.  We don’t just resist the evildoers, we annihilate them.  Turning the other cheek is a 
poor political policy.  We’re only interested in it when it requires no sacrifice on our part, when Jesus’ 
mandate conveniently reinforces the status quo. “Turn the other cheek,” implies, “and shut your mouth 
about it.”  
The fascinating cultural story of Jesus’ time , when I sat on the text long enough, went deeper than that. 
The striker would have been right-handed—as with 85% of the population today, and possibly more 
simply from cultural expectations. For a right-handed person to strike someone else on the right cheek, 
they had to backhand them. And backhanding, in that time, was an action that a superior took on an 
inferior: a husband on a wife, a parent on a child, a master on a slave. It was more than a blow; it was a 
reminder: you are beneath me.  
But to strike the left cheek with the right hand required an open palm or a fist- a slap or a punch. And 
those were ways of fighting between equals. So to turn the other cheek was to defiantly look the 
husband, the father, the master in the eye and say: Go ahead and hit me again, but don’t forget that we 
are equals in the eyes of God. You are not above me. You may have the strength to hit me, but I will 
retain the right to hit you back—and when I do not take it, I will make it clear before heaven and earth 
who is the true superior in this moment.  I will not let your violence make me forget who I am and whose 
I am.  
I began to imagine that fearsome strength in the eyes of women who would not take another blow, who 
finally picked up the phone and said Come get me. I am worth more than this. I began to see it in the 
eyes of children and teens and young adults who refused to take their abusive parents’ condemnation. I 
see it now in the fierce and dark-shining power of the Black Lives Matter movement, who stand in 
streets and highways, who kneel at football fields, who will not bow their heads but who raise their 
voices to say Enough. Enough. Enough.   

- Emmy Kegler, One Coin Found 
 
 
By turning the cheek, the 'inferior' says: 'I'm a human being, just like you. I refuse to be humiliated any 
longer. I am your equal. I am a child of God. I won't take it anymore.'   

- Mike Signorelli  



day eighteen 
 
He said therefore, 
"What is the 
kingdom of God like? 
And to what 
     shall I compare it? 
It is like 
a grain of mustard seed 
that a man took 
and sowed in his garden, 
and it grew 
       and became a tree, 
and the birds of the air 
made nests in its branches. 
            Luke 13. 18-19 
  
In this time of Covid, a friend of mine who is an amazing poet has set aside her words and focused on 
her garden.  When I asked her this week how she was doing, she replied, "I am well.  Not writing, but my 
yard has never looked better." 
  
Those neglected winter garden beds do not appear as just dirt to her. There is deep poetry in that 
soil, that which is growing, that which is not yet ripe, that which is coming to the surface someday, that 
which needs a little care and dirt under her fingernails. 
 
A tree does not just appear full-grown, but its majesty is built in infinitesimal increments.  It starts with a 
tiny little seed, nurtured even in impossible environments, and then, there is growth.  And God brings it. 
  
This time we have been unexpectedly given is not just to be endured.  We will be changed not just by 
getting through it and moving into what is next, but by what is now.  What am I sowing today?  What am 
I planting? 
  
 "I wish it need not have happened in my time," said Frodo.  "So do I," said Gandalf, "and so do all who 
live to see such times.  But that is not for them to decide.  All we have to decide is what to do with the 
time that is given us."  -- J. R. R. Tolkien, Fellowship of the Ring 
  
God has given to us this unusual time to not just do different things, 
                   but to do the ordinary differently. 
There is nothing insignificant in God's economy,  
nothing He cannot use, 
                 no barren land,  
                               only that which has not yet visibly been transformed. 
We see but the rocky soil choked with weeds 
              or too bitterly hard to consider, 
but God, 
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           God sees immense beauty 
                                          already in the dirt. 
God grows our smallest actions, 
          even a kind and encouraging word, 
                         into a perennial garden, 
into a beautiful forest with refreshing shade 
                  and tremendous fruit, 
    an acoustic sanctuary 
            for the chorus of birds, 
                         the music of the spheres. 
  
The mountains and the hills before us 
shall break forth into singing, 
and all the trees of the field 
                    shall clap their hands. 
                                 Isaiah 55. 12 
  
I ran through the forest this morning 
       surrounded by that rhythm and laughter, 
   a thousand shades of newborn green, 
                 refreshing my soul. 
  
Faithfulness plants seeds, 
    one no less valuable than another. 
Faithfulness is not motivated 
   by the end result, 
       because we cannot comprehend 
       the million layers of outcome, 
   nor understand the deep abiding goodness 
                    that crouches underneath, 
   that someday will burst forth 
            out of the ground that everyone 
                       has given up on.  
 
What we do, 
what we do for others 
                   does something to us, 
   the strengthening of our hearts, 
   the deepening of vision, 
the bearing of fruit, 
the growing of magnificent trees 
in ways we may 
                   never recognize, 
for the glory of God that will outlive us all… 
http://nightlytea.blogspot.com/2020/04/not-just-dirt.html  
 

http://nightlytea.blogspot.com/2020/04/not-just-dirt.html


day nineteen 
 
How do we respond to disruptions, losses and uncertainties? Where do we turn for support and 
encouragement, for consolation and hope? 
In John’s gospel, Jesus speaks intimately and lovingly to his friends, knowing that he will soon 
be separated from them: “Abide in me as I abide in you,” he tells them (Jn 15:4). He knows that 
dark days are ahead. He knows their faith will be tested. He knows they will suffer. He tells 
them to “abide” in him. 
We can understand this “abiding” as an expression of deep commitment and intimate 
communion. The Greek word that is used here in the original text has a sense of toughness 
about it. It’s as if Jesus is saying, “Hang in there with me, and I’ll hang in there with you,” or 
“Stick it out with me and I’ll stick it out with you.” The word is usually translated as “abide” or 
“remain,” but it has this edgy quality about it. 
I believe his words here are meant to convey both solace and challenge. We can abide in him as 
a place of refuge and safety. His love surrounds and protects us. It holds us steady and offers a 
deep peace that enables us to face great challenges with courage and strength. He abides in us. 
We find our home in him, just as he has made his home in us. We are forever joined in love and 
communion. As St Paul says, “Nothing can separate us from the love of God” (Rom 8:35-39). 
But these words also offer a challenge. The purpose of this “abiding” is to make our lives 
fruitful. There is work to be done and Jesus tells us that we are incapable of doing this work in 
our own strength. For this reason, we need to be joined to him and to his strength; without him 
we can do nothing. 
I’ve been reflecting on these two dimensions of Jesus’ call to “abide in me as I abide in you,” 
drawing consolation from Jesus’ nearness in these confusing times and asking what he wants 
me/us to do in response to the peculiar challenges of our day. The call is to rest and to respond, 
to find solace and to find a sense of mission or purpose.  
What does “abiding” mean to you? What implications does it have for you now, in these 
disorienting and uncertain times? 

- David Vryhof, SSJE 
 

 
 
"Hagar gave this name to the Lord who spoke to her: 'You are the God who sees me,' for she 
said, 'I have now seen the One who sees me.'” –Matthew 22:36-40 
Hagar names God as “the God who sees me” during a moment of severe vulnerability in her 
life. Having fled to the wilderness to escape the cruelty of her masters, she is isolated and likely 
felt fear and hopelessness before this encounter. But afterwards, we see that she is encouraged 
and empowered by her experience of being seen by God in a way that equips her to endure 
more challenges ahead. 

- Staff at The Simple Way, Red Letter Christian Daily Email  
 
  

https://mailchi.mp/redletterchristians/gkfvdcdvo8-527555?e=9214714fb2
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If you would enter  
into the wilderness, 
do not begin  
without a blessing. 
 
Do not leave  
without hearing 
who you are: 
Beloved, 
named by the One 
who has traveled this path before you. 
 
Do not go without letting it echo 
in your ears, 
and if you find it is hard 
to let it into your heart, 
do not despair. 
That is what this journey is for. 
 
I cannot promise 
this blessing will free you 
from danger, from fear, from hunger or thirst, 
from the scorching of sun or the fall 
of the night. 
 
But I can tell you that on this path 
there will be help. 
 
I can tell you that on this way 
there will be rest. 
 
I can tell you that you will know 
the strange graces that come to our aid 
only on a road such as this, 
that fly to meet us bearing comfort and strength, 
that come alongside us for no other cause 
than to lean themselves toward our ear 
and with their curious insistence 
whisper our name: 
Beloved. 
Beloved. 
Beloved. 

- Jan Richardson, Circle of Grace: A Book of Blessings for the Seasons   
 

https://janrichardson.com/bookcircleofgrace


day twenty 
 
The Lord is my shepherd.  
In other words, I’m in the care of someone else. I’m not the one in charge. I’ve taken my kingdom 
and surrendered it to the kingdom of God.  I am living the with-God life. The Lord is my shepherd. 
And what follows from that?  
I shall not want.  
That’s the natural result. I shall not lack anything. That’s what Jesus teaches: Seek first the kingdom 
of God and His righteousness,” and everything else will be added (Matthew 6:33).  
He makes me lie down in green pastures.  
What kind of a sheep lies down in a green pasture? A sheep that has eaten its fill. If a sheep is in a 
green pasture and she’s not full, she’ll be eating, not lying down.  
He leads me beside the still waters.  
A sheep that is being led beside still water is a sheep that is not thirsty.  Jesus said to the woman at 
the well, “Whoever drinks of this water will thirst again, but whoever drinks of the water that I shall 
give him will never thirst. But the water that I shall give him will become in him a fountain of water 
springing up into everlasting life” (John 4:13- 14).  
He restores my soul.  
The broken depths of my soul are healed and reintegrated in a life in union with God: The eternal 
kind of life.  
He leads me in the paths of righteousness for His name’s sake.  
The effect of the restoration of my soul is that I walk in paths of righteousness on his behalf as a 
natural expression of my renewed inner nature.  As I walk these paths, my trust in the Shepherd 
runs so deep that I can declare:  
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil.   
A life without lack is one that carries no fear of evil. Our confidence in God soars far above wants 
and fears.  Would you like to have a life without fear, a life of soaring faith? It seems like Jesus was 
constantly saying to his friends, “Fear not! Fear not!” Imagine what that would be like. No fear of 
life, aging or death, disease or hunger, no fear of any person or creature, not even the loss of all 
your possessions.  You can live without fear even in the midst of a world dominated by far. I could 
easily have chosen “fear no evil” as this book’s theme, because we are talking about a life from 
which fear is eliminated. While the psalmist clearly knows about life’s dangers, he can still say, “I 
will fear no evil.” Why? Please read his answer out loud:  
For you are with me.  
The central truth of this book is that the complete sufficiency of the life without lack is based upon 
the presence of God, and he is most clearly and fully present to us in Jesus Christ, Immanual, God 
with us.  
Your rod and Your staff, they comfort me.  
I know from experience that the rod and staff represent the Shepherd’s strength and protective 
care. In this safe place where I have no fear, I am at liberty to enjoy the overwhelming generosity of 
my Shepherd.   
You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies.  
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Since I love my enemies, I would not feast upon a delicious meal in their presence and let them 
stand their hungry. The abundance of God’s provision and safety in my life is so great, I would invite 
them to enjoy what God has prepared for me.  
You anoint my head with oil.  
Here you might think in terms of hot showers and warm fluffy towels, things that make us feel 
clean, comfortable, and special, and how God makes that possible.  He is not only interested in my 
having something wonderful to eat, but also in blessing me with a life that is full and free and 
powerful in him—including clothing, comfortable furnishings, joyful experiences, and deep 
relationships. So much so that the abundance of God’s provision rings out from the psalmist’s pen:  
My cup is full!  
Is that what it says? No. “My cup runs over.” I have more than my cup will hold. So much that I can 
be as generous as my Shepherd without fear of ever running out.  So much so that I am convinced:  
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of 
the Lord forever.   
This is a description of the eternal life available to us now in the kingdom of the heavens; the 
abundant with-God life that comes from following the Shepherd, where we dwell and abide with 
God in the fullness of his life- a life in which all the promises of Christ’s gospel are realized.  Because 
of this, we have no reason to be anxious (Phil 4:6-7); the world is a perfectly safe place for us to be.  

- Dallas Willard, Life Without Lack  
 
 
Lord Jesus Christ,  
We are so thankful to you that you have said,  
“Fear not, little flock, 
For it is your Father’s good pleasure 
to give you the kingdom.”  
We are thankful for the ease with which you walked upon this earth,  
The generosity and kindness you showed to people,  
The devotion with which you cared for those who were out of the way and in trouble,  
The extent to which you even loved your enemies 
And laid down your life for them.  
We are so thankful to believe that this is a life for us,  
A life without lack, a life of sufficiency.  
It’s so clear in you, the sufficiency of your Father 
And the fullness of life that was poured through you,  
And we’re so thankful that you have promised that same love,  
That same life, that same joy, that same power for us.  
Lord, slip up on us today.  
Get past our defenses, our worries, our concerns.  
Gently open our souls, and speak your Word into them.  
We believe you want to do it,  
And we wait for you to do it now.  
In your name, amen!  

- Dallas Willard, Life Without Lack  
 
 



day twenty-one 
 
 
The Lord is my shepherd, 
I shall not want. 
He makes me lie down in green pastures; 
Psalm 23:1-2 
 
I am the door; if anyone enters through Me, 
he(she) will be saved, and will go in and out and find pasture. 
John 10:9:  
 
That word pasture seemed to be saying something to us Sunday morning so we looked further. 
The Greek word is νομὴν and it means pasturage, fodder, food…one shall not have want for the 
needful supplies for the true life. 
 
John 10:9 is the only time we know of that Jesus uses this word νομὴν, pasture. I wonder if He 
specifically said pasture to harken back to Psalm 23. Those good young Jewish men that Jesus 
was training surely would’ve picked up on it. As Anna and I, along with our kids go this this 
tragic experience one thing is clear, we are in the pasture. We are covered. There’s enough 
food, there’s enough space, the Shepherd has our back. 
 
Psalm 23 talks about the green pasture in verse two. The Greek word for pasture that Jesus 
uses means to not want, and verse one of Psalm 23 talks about not wanting. It’s almost like 
David is saying pasture twice in two different ways in verse one and verse two of Psalm 23. 
The reality is we are all living in the green pasture. We may not know it, feel it or believe it, but 
it’s true. Verse three of the psalm goes on to talk about how amazing life is in the pasture if we 
will dare believe we are already living there. The shepherd is leading, restoring, guiding. And 
apparently this is all going on while David is walking “through the shadow of death.” (v 4) 
From the beginning of this famous psalm, David proclaims that the Lord is his Shepherd. He has 
no other shepherd. He has no other master. His allegiance is to God alone. He believes God is 
holding him. Shepherd is an intimate metaphor. A shepherd lives with his flock and totally cares 
for each one of the sheep. I’ve heard that a shepherd literally lays down on the ground with his 
sheep. 
 
As we continue to walk through the valley of the shadow of death, we are choosing to fear no 
evil, knowing beyond a knowing that we knew was possible, that God is with us. There is no 
want, we are covered. The Shepherd has us. And part of his “having” us is having you walk 
though this valley with us. We have each other, and in having one another somehow we 
mysteriously have God. 

- Shawn Petree May 8, 2020  
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The 23rd psalm is not merely a pretty poem with charming sentiments but an accurate 
description of the kind of life that is available to anyone who will allow God to be their 
Shepherd.    

- Larry Burtoft, Life Without Lack  
 
 
Throughout this past year, I have returned to Psalm 23 like…well, a hungry sheep to good 
pasture, a thirsty sheep to quiet waters. I have prayed it at night, as part of the liturgy of the 
pillows, prayed it when my heartbeat is too loud in my head, prayed it driving to and from my 
children’s schools, prayed it as a song, prayed it half-said, prayed it under my breath and when 
making bread. And this past week I have prayed it again and again walking the half-mile lane 
that runs through our neighborhood. 
Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil, for you are with me; 
Your rod and your staff, they comfort me. 
I have prayed this Psalm standing in my children’s bedroom doorways, brushing my hand over 
the doorframes, imagining the Hebrew people in Egypt painting lamb’s blood on their 
doorposts. I have prayed for Jesus’ blood to mark our doorposts. Then I’ve second-guessed that 
prayer. ….. I pray it even more as a way to rehearse my ultimate hope whether or not illness 
finds its way to us. I pray and I plea Christ’s blood because, in Christ, judgement has already 
come. Death has been met and mastered. The worst thing is not the last thing. It is not Friday; it 
is not Saturday; it is Sunday, resurrection day. 
You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; 
The last enemy to be destroyed is death. 
You anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows. 
Death is swallowed up in victory. 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, 
O death, where is your victory? O death, where is your sting? 
And I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever. 
Today I might die. Yesterday I did not. All of my tomorrows belong to you, Lord Jesus. 

- Sarah Chestnut  
 
 
 
“Yet it was I who taught Ephraim to walk, I took them up in my arms; but they did not know that 
I healed them. I led them with cords of human kindness, with bands of love. I was to them like 
those who lift infants to their cheeks. I bent down to them and fed them.” –Hosea 11:3-4 
God’s gracious love surrounds us, nourishes us, and guides us even when we are unaware of its 
presence. When we feel hopeless and broken, the love of God meets us where we are and 
holds us with tenderness. May we remember the One who embraces us all with cords of 
kindness and steadfast love. 

- Katey Zeh  
 



 

day twenty-two 
David Powlison writes an Anti-psalm 23: 
I’m on my own. 
No one looks out for me or protects me. 
I experience a continual sense of need. Nothing’s quite right. 
I’m always restless. I’m easily frustrated and often disappointed. 
It’s a jungle — I feel overwhelmed. It’s a desert — I’m thirsty. 
My soul feels broken, twisted, and stuck. I can’t fix myself. 
I stumble down some dark paths. 
Still, I insist: I want to do what I want, when I want, how I want. 
But life’s confusing. Why don’t things ever really work out? 
I’m haunted by emptiness and futility — shadows of death. 
I fear the big hurt and final loss. 
Death is waiting for me at the end of every road, 
but I’d rather not think about that. 
I spend my life protecting myself. Bad things can happen. 
I find no lasting comfort. 
I’m alone … facing everything that could hurt me. 
Are my friends really friends? 
Other people use me for their own ends. 
I can’t really trust anyone. No one has my back. 
No one is really for me — except me. 
And I’m so much all about ME, sometimes it’s sickening. 
I belong to no one except myself. 
My cup is never quite full enough. I’m left empty. 
Disappointment follows me all the days of my life. 
Will I just be obliterated into nothingness? 
Will I be alone forever, homeless, free-falling into void? 
Sartre said, “Hell is other people.” 
I have to add, “Hell is also myself.” 
It’s a living death, 
and then I die. 
Powlison writes: 
The anti-psalm tells what life feels like and looks like whenever God vanishes from sight. As we 
hear about Garrett and the others, each story lives too much inside the anti-psalm. The “I’m-all-
alone-in-the-universe” experience maps onto each one of them. The anti-psalm captures the 
driven-ness and pointlessness of life-purposes that are petty and self-defeating. It expresses the 
fears and silent despair that cannot find a voice because there’s no one to really talk to. 
. . . Something bad gets last say when whatever you live for is not God. 
And when you’re caught up in the anti-psalm, it doesn’t help when you’re labeled a “disorder,” 
a “syndrome” or a “case.” The problem is much more serious: The disorder is “my life.” The 

http://www.boundless.org/2005/articles/a0001827.cfm
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syndrome is “I’m on my own.” The case is “Who am I and what am I living for?” when too 
clearly I am the center of my story. 
But, he says, the anti-psalm needn’t tell the final story. 
It only becomes your reality when you construct your reality from a lie. In reality, someone else 
is the center of the story. Nobody can make Jesus go away. The I AM was, is and will be, 
whether or not people acknowledge that. 
When you awaken, when you see who Jesus actually is, everything changes. You see the Person 
whose care and ability you can trust. You experience His care. You see the Person whose glory 
you are meant to worship. You love Him who loves you. The real Psalm 23 captures what life 
feels like and looks like when Jesus Christ puts his hand on your shoulder. 
Psalm 23 
The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not be in want. 
He makes me lie down in green pastures. 
He leads me beside quiet waters. 
He restores my soul. 
He leads me in paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. 
Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil, for you are with me. 
Your rod and your staff, they comfort me. 
You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies. 
You anoint my head with oil. 
My cup overflows. 
Surely goodness and mercy will follow me all the days of my life, 
and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever. 
Powlison continues: 
Can you taste the difference? 
You might want to read both anti-psalm and psalm again, slowly. Maybe even read out loud. 
The psalm is sweet, not bitter. It’s full, not empty. You aren’t trying to grab the wind with your 
bare hands. Someone else takes you in His hands. You are not alone. 
Jesus Christ actually plays two roles in this most tender psalm. First, He walked this Himself. He 
is a man who looked to the Lord. He said these very words, and means what He says. He 
entered our predicament. He walked the valley of the shadow of death. He faced every evil. He 
felt the threat of the anti-psalm, of our soul’s need to be restored. He looked to his Father’s 
care when He was cast down — for us — into the darkest shadow of death. And God’s 
goodness and mercy followed Him and carried Him. Life won. 
Second, Jesus is also this Lord to whom we look. He is the living shepherd to whom we call. He 
restores your soul. He leads you in paths of righteousness. Why? Because of who He is: “for His 
name’s sake.” 
You, too, can walk Psalm 23. You can say these words and mean what you say. God’s goodness 
and mercy is true, and all He promises will come true. The King is at home in his universe. 
Jesus puts it this way, “It is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom” (Luke 12:32). 
He delights to walk with you. 

- Justin Taylor  

https://www.esv.org/Psalm%2023/
https://www.esv.org/Psalm%2023/
https://www.esv.org/Psalm%2023/
https://www.esv.org/Luke%2012%3A32/


day twenty-three 
 
I’m awake in the wee hours of the night. The house is dark. I walk gently so that the creak of 
these old floors won’t rouse those I love. I step onto our back porch and gaze at the starlit sky, 
breathing clean air. For weeks, this weeping world has writhed and groaned with the wounds of 
violent history and raging pandemic and a thousand shades of anguish.  
But the world’s quiet now, for this one moment, with only the sound of crickets and frogs and 
the distant rumble of a train. I stand on the porch, wanting to know that this beautiful, aching 
world holds fast, that she’s still here, that we have not finally destroyed her—and each other 
with her. I need to know that she remains held by the mercy that has watched over us all from 
the beginning, cradled by the love that has carried us through so many toils and snares. I need 
to know that we are still nurtured by the kindness that—in spite of our persistent ignorance 
and foolishness and wickedness—refuses to let us go. Relentless mercy and love and 
kindness…in spite of us. It’s a wonder, isn’t it?  
And here I sit, and I see that the hour is Lauds—that ancient, before-dawn office of prayer. 
Maybe all this has been a prayer. A groaning prayer too deep for words. But I’m searching for 
words now. 
Help us, God. Some of us are unable—or unwilling—to see the evil we’ve done. Some of us 
despair, no longer believing the evil can be undone. Some of us turn cold toward those who 
weep. Some of us can’t stop the tears. Some of us have abandoned justice and righteousness. 
Some of us have abandoned mercy and hope. Some of us fear what repentance might ask of us. 
Some of us fear what love might require.   
But all of us—all of us—are in desperate need for the mercy. God, hold us and renew us and 
show us our foolishness, the destructive ways we do not want to acknowledge, the clear-eyed 
freedom we’d know if we’d just relinquish whatever we hold with our iron grip. Teach us that we 
need not fear. Show us how to live whole and free and joyful. We’ve proven absolutely incapable 
of doing any of this on our own. I’m going to try to sleep now, again. I trust that the world will 
keep breathing, the stars keep twinkling, the crickets keep chirping, that the three I love in this 
house remain under your care, that this world I love, and all my sisters and brothers, rests under 
your care. 
Amen. Goodnight. 

- Winn Collier  
 
 
 “Can a woman forget her nursing-child, or show no compassion for the child of her womb? Even 
these may forget, yet I will not forget you.” –Isaiah 49:15 
When my daughter was an infant, the sound of her cry—or frankly any baby’s cry—would cause 
a physiological reaction. Even if my mind was distracted, my body was always on high alert, 
ready to tend to her needs. God’s love for us is the same. God is deeply attuned to us because 
we are inseparable from God. 

- Katey Zeh  
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Prayer 
O Divine Lord, 
Calm my clamoring thoughts 
Of grief,  
and anger, 
That in the quiet, 
I may abide with them 
And come to abide in You. 
May the ins and outs of my breath 
Connect me to the Holy Spirit, 
Dwelling deep in my soul 
In the very still place 
Where lives Your wisdom, 
peace and comfort. 
So the deep pain, in and around me. 
May be etched on my very heart, 
That You divinely crafted 
As you have All Your children,  
in Your creation; 
Your Beloved,  
whom You know by the hairs of our heads. 
Bind us together, Lord, in You. 
“Creator Divine” 
How you weep with us 
Show us the way to lament, 
The pain in our hearts. 
Show us how to breathe 
That your indwelling Spirit 
Be felt in our bones. 
Your reassurance 
That we’re worthy of your love, 
Humbled on our knees. 
Whisper from our hearts 
That our minds may awaken 
To your Divine love 
That belongs to All 

- Caroline Lu  
 
 



day twenty-four 
Dear God,  
My heart is a mess. 
Sometimes it doesn’t feel like it will ever be the right size. 
There’s just more suffering and loss and fear in the world than it can hold right now. Help me 
not let so much news in that I have to put the “closed” sign up in the door of my heart, because 
my family and friends need it to stay open. 
Sometimes my heart doesn’t really trust love.  
When my heart is full, help the anxious thoughts and feelings that poke a hole and empty it 
again come more slowly (or preferably not at all). 
Sometimes the old girl does unhelpful things to protect herself. 
When my heart is broken, help it not also create an emotional auto-immune disorder – 
attacking as pathogen what is actually harmless. 
But sometimes, sometimes I’m surprised by my heart. 
It can be more deeply in love than I ever knew possible. 
It can be gladdened by increasingly simple everyday things. 
It can hurt for people I don’t even like very much. 
It can heal from things I used to think would destroy it. 
It can long for you, God. But in ways that look less like piety and more like friendship. 
It’s confusing, having a human heart.  
So help me remember that while my heart may break, expand, hurt, heal, close, open and 
overflow - none of it affects my soul. None of it can get to the part of me which bears your 
image; the part of me that contains the divine, inextinguishable spark. And for that I am 
thankful. Because, as stated earlier, my heart is a mess. 
AMEN. 

- Nadia Bolz Weber  
 
 
This day is already past.  
I surrender it. 
When I think about tomorrow,  
I surrender it too. 
Keep me this night.  
With You 
And in You I can trust  
not knowing anything. 
I can trust incompleteness as a way. 
Dark with the darkness, silent with the silence, 
Help me dare to be that empty one—futureless, 
desireless—who breathes Your name even in sleep. 

- Gunilla Norris, Being Home 
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The steadfast love of the LORD never ceases; 
his tender mercies never come to an end; 
they are new every morning; 
great is your faithfulness. 
~ Lamentations 3:22 
In our restoration, 
we cease being the experts, 
the professionals, the ordained, 
so that we might begin again with God. 
We thought we had it all together, 
but God smiles as we fall apart 
into the wholeness 
that heals us. 
God's love is new every morning 
as we begin again, 
tasting as if for the first time. 
The fragrance 
of God's presence 
in the ebb and flow of our lives. 
Change is the constant 
on this canvas of life. 
So as artists, 
create with our Creator 
in the vast choreography of God. 
Such grace astounds us. 

- Bob Holmes  
 
 
With fumbling words, we give ourselves to prayer: 
We want to be rid of that which comes between us and Thy vision. Teach us how. We are but little 
children stumbling in the darkness. Do not reject even our weakness, O God, but accept us totally as 
we are. Work over us, knead us and fashion us until at last we take on the character which is Thy 
Spirit and the mind which is Thy Mind… Amen. 

- Howard Thurman, The Inward Journey 
 
 
But God’s power is unlimited. Jesus demonstrated this when he was faced with the challenge of 
feeding thousands of hungry people, having only five loaves and two fishes (Mark 6:32-44).  What 
did he do? He produced matter- enough loaves and fishes to feed them all and still have leftovers. 
Suppose he had not had those five loaves and two fishes to start with. Do you think he could have 
still produced a few of them out of thin air? Of course he could. But he wanted to give us an 
indication of God’s exceedingly ample power to meet our needs even though we have very little.  So 
he took the very little and he multiplied it.   

- Dallas Willard  
 



day twenty-five 
 
It is good to be tired and weary from fruitlessly seeking the true good, so that one can stretch out 
one’s arms to the Redeemer.”  

- Blaise Pascal, Pensée 631 
 
 
The Flying Rodleighs are trapeze artists who perform in the German circus Simoneit-Barum. When 
the circus came to Freiburg two years ago, my friends Franz and Reny invited me and my father to 
see the show. I will never forget how enraptured I became when I first saw the Rodleighs move 
through the air, flying and catching as elegant dancers.  
The next day, I returned to the circus to see them again and introduced myself to them as one of 
their great fans. They invited me to attend their practice sessions, gave me free tickets, asked me to 
dinner, and suggested I travel with them for a week in the near future. I did, and we became good 
friends. 
“One day, I was sitting with Rodleigh, the leader of the troupe, in his caravan, talking about flying. 
He said, ‘As a flyer, I must have complete trust in my catcher. The public might think that I am the 
great star of the trapeze, but the real star is Joe, my catcher. He has to be there for me with split-
second precision and grab me out of the air as I come to him in the long jump.’ 
‘How does it work?’ I asked. 
‘The secret,’ Rodleigh said, ‘is that the flyer does nothing and the catcher does everything. When I 
fly to Joe, I have simply to stretch out my arms and hands and wait for him to catch me and pull me 
safely over the apron behind the catchbar.’  
‘You do nothing!’ I said, surprised.  
‘Nothing,’ Rodleigh repeated. ‘The worst thing the flyer can do is to try to catch the catcher. I am 
not supposed to catch Joe. It’s Joe’s task to catch me. If I grabbed Joe’s wrists, I might break them, 
or he might break mine, and that would be the end for both of us. A flyer must fly, and a catcher 
must catch, and the flyer must trust, with outstretched arms, that his catcher will be there for him.’ 
“When Rodleigh said this with so much conviction, the words of Jesus flashed through my mind: 
‘Father into your hands I commend my Spirit.’ Dying is trusting in the catcher. To care for the dying 
is to say, ‘Don’t be afraid. Remember that you are the beloved child of God. He will be there when 
you make your long jump. Don’t try to grab him; he will grab you. Just stretch out your arms and 
hands and trust, trust, trust.’ “ 

- Henri Nouwen  
 
 
Trust is the basis of life. Without trust, no human being can live. Trapeze artists offer a beautiful 
image of this. Flyers have to trust their catchers. They can do the most spectacular doubles, triples, 
or quadruples, but what finally makes their performance spectacular are the catchers who are there 
for them at the right time in the right place. 
Much of our lives is flying. It is wonderful to fly in the air free as a bird, but when God isn’t there to 
catch us, all our flying comes to nothing. Let’s trust in the Great Catcher. 

- Henri Nouwen 
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Devote yourselves to prayer, being watchful and thankful. Colossians 4:2 
“Let’s say I interviewed ten people, asking each the same question — “Do you trust God?” — and each 
answered, “Yes, I trust God,” but nine of the then actually did not trust Him. How would I find out which one 
of the ragamuffins was telling the truth? I would videotape each of the ten lives for a month and then, after 
watching the videos, pass judgment using this criterion: the person with an abiding spirit of gratitude is the 
one who trusts God. 
The foremost quality of a trusting disciple is gratefulness. Gratitude arises from the lived perception, 
evaluation, and acceptance of life as grace — as an undeserved and unearned gift from the Father’s hand. 
Such recognition is itself the work of grace, and acceptance of the gift is implicitly an acknowledgement of 
the Giver. The grateful heart cries out in the morning, “Thank you, Lord, for the gift of a new day.” And it 
continues to express its gratitude as the blessings unfold.” 

- Brennan Manning Ruthless Trust: The Ragamuffin’s Path to God  
 
Gratefulness grounds our lives in the world and with others, always reminding us of the gifts and grace that 
accompany our way no matter how hard the journey. Gratitude is an emotion. Gratitude is a practice, a 
disposition, an awareness, a set of habits. But ultimately, gratitude is a place – perhaps the place – where we 
find our truest and best selves.  
To know the mystery of life is to be grateful in all things. In. 
In all things. With all things, through all things. 
Sometimes the world turns on a preposition. To be grateful in these days is an act of resistance, of resilience, 
of renewal. We may not be able to gather around familiar tables. We may not meet with friends and family. 
We may not have the usual bounty of Thanksgiving. We may be worried about what lies ahead. We are NOT 
thankful for any of this. But the mystery of it all is that we can still be grateful as we make our way through it 
all. 
Give thanks. 
A Thanksgiving prayer*: 
GOD, there are days we do not feel grateful. When we are anxious or angry. When we feel alone. When we do 
not understand what is happening in the world or with our neighbors. When the news is bleak, confusing. 
God, we struggle to feel grateful. 
But today, we choose gratitude. 
We choose to accept life as a gift from you, and as a gift from the unfolding work of all creation. 
We choose to be grateful for the earth from which our food comes; for the water that gives life; and for the 
air we all breathe. 
We choose to thank our ancestors, those who came before us, grateful for their stories and struggles, and we 
receive their wisdom as a continuing gift for today. 
We choose to see our families and friends with new eyes, appreciating and accepting them for who they are. 
We are thankful for our homes, whether humble or grand. 
We will be grateful for our neighbors, no matter how they voted, whatever our differences, or how much we 
feel hurt or misunderstood by them. 
We choose to see the whole planet as our shared commons, the stage of the future of humankind and 
creation. 
God, on this day, we do not give thanks. We choose it. We will make this choice of thanks with courageous 
hearts, knowing that it is humbling to say “thank you.” We choose to see your sacred generosity, aware that 
we live in an infinite circle of gratitude. That we all are guests at a hospitable table around which gifts are 
passed and received. We will not let anything opposed to love take over this table. Instead, we choose grace, 
free and unmerited love, the giftedness of life everywhere. In this choosing, and in the making, we will pass 
gratitude onto the world. Thus, with you, and with all those gathered at this table, we pledge to make thanks. 
We ask you to strengthen us in this resolve. Here, now, and into the future. Around our family table. Around 
the table of our nation. Around the table of the earth. We choose thanks. Amen. 

- Diana Butler Bass  

http://biblehub.com/colossians/4-2.htm


day twenty-six 
 
What is Biblical Hope? 
For thou art my hope (tikvah), O Lord GOD: thou art my trust from my youth. (Ps. 71:5) 
We typically think of hope as a feeling that something desirable is likely to happen. Unlike a wish or longing, hope 
implies expectation of obtaining what is desired. In Hebrew, hope is the word tikvah (teek-VAH). Strong’s defines it as a cord, 
expectation, and hope. It comes from the Hebrew root kavah meaning to bind together, collect; to expect: – tarry, wait (for, on, 
upon). 
Did you notice the concrete idea of a woven cord? While hope in English is abstract, hope in Hebrew provides a strong visual. A 
bound cord, rope, or thread cannot only be seen with the eyes, but it is something one can grasp hold of with their hands. In 
other words, hope is something real enough that we can cling to it. Hope is not something out of our reach. 
The first occurrence of the word tikvah in the Bible is in the book of Joshua in the account of the two Israelite spies and the 
woman Rahab of Jericho. 
The men said to her, “We shall be free from this oath to you which you have made us swear, unless, when we come into the 
land, you tie this cord of scarlet thread in the window through which you let us down, and gather to yourself into the house 
your father and your mother and your brothers and all your father’s household. (Jos. 2:17-18) 
She said, “According to your words, so be it.” So she sent them away, and they departed; and she tied the scarlet cord in the 
window. (Jos. 2:21) 
While the Hebrew tikvah is used here in its literal sense as a “cord or thread,” it also reveals the figurative picture of hope. The 
scarlet thread was Rahab’s hope. It was her only guarantee that her household would be spared by the Israelites. Though the 
physical cord had been tied to ensure their safety, Rahab still had to WAIT for the realization of the spies’ promise. 
This is where the root of tikvah, kavah, becomes relevant to our understanding. We can typically relate to hope. But we too 
often forget that hope is rooted in waiting. Being patient and waiting for an expected thing or outcome is very difficult for the 
majority of people. There are numerous examples of Biblical heroes that struggled with waiting, sometimes with devastating 
consequences. Think about Abraham and Sarah’s impatience with producing an heir. They eventually agreed to use the 
surrogate Hagar that produced Ishmael. The effects of their impatience can still be felt today through Ishmael’s offspring, a 
persistent enemy of Israel. 
So, the real question is how do we cling to hope? How do we keep from growing restless? How do we keep doubt from over 
taking us? 
The truth is that we can cling to the hope we have in the promises of Elohim (God). Like grasping onto a strong rope, our hope 
is tangible and secure. Nevertheless, we must wait for their fulfillment and not grow weary. But what about the myriads of 
issues in our daily lives that do not have a direct reference of promise in Scripture; is our hope real when we are trusting that 
YHWH will intervene in these affairs? 
Life isn’t black and white. There are many “grey” areas as we only see “dimly” most of the time. Our nature seeks certainty and 
absolutes no matter the issue or subject. Hope lives in the greyness and uncertainty of life; it can seem fuzzy. But, if we 
continue to cling to it, the sharp clarity of black and white will emerge into focus and with it the full technicolor of life. Yet, this 
realization isn’t why I’m writing. I want to be able walk steadily in the fuzzy grey path I currently find myself meandering. 
Some of our travels and seasons on this journey of life with YHWH don’t make sense to our natural minds. What appears in the 
natural to be unfair, trying, or even wrong are in fact the very place He desires us to be. How else would learn to lean on our 
faith, trust, and hope in His promise to never leave us or forsake us? Nevertheless, that doesn’t mean that we won’t feel that 
He has. But feelings aren’t a reliable gauge of truth. Feeling empty, dry, or deserted only causes us to cry out to the Almighty. 
When everything is hunky-dory we typically don’t cry out. 
My family is in a place in the wilderness where we are continually crying out. It seems as if the desert is going to consume us… 
but this is where I must CHOOSE to see with spiritual eyes and stand on the promises of my MASTER. He really is in control. And 
if I can only relinquish my every anxiety over to Him, I will find that shalom I so desperately am seeking. If you are in a similar 
place of desperation, join me in taking courage although it seems the sky is falling all around you. 
Wait for the LORD; Be strong and let your heart take courage; Yes, wait for the LORD. (Ps. 27:14) 
Even when the Word doesn’t speak directly to your situation or perhaps even appears contrary to a promise you’ve been 
standing on, know that YHWH is love. No matter the problem, issue, or situation, in the end His will and purposes ARE without a 
doubt being met. We must simply release our façade of control and be willing vessels no matter the cost. 
This brings me to the question that I HOPE I can answer in the affirmative: 
Can I let go of what I think is supporting me when I can’t see where I will land? Do I trust Him to catch me or throw me a rope? 
There is a precious scarlet cord that runs not only throughout the Bible, but through each of our lives. But in order to see it, we 
must do just what I’ve been writing about. We must let it go of ourselves and tenaciously take hold of His rope. That is our only 
real HOPE. 
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I suppose my (and many other people’s) problem is the feeling (there’s that word again) that we aren’t worthy of being 
caught. We all know that we deserve nothing. Perhaps this limbo like desert is really a place of remembrance. We must 
remember what YHWH has already done in our lives. He is not a fickle Greek god. He is trustworthy and He changes not. 
This is what we must do when fear, doubt, and even restlessness tries to overtake our hope. 
We must think about that tangible woven cord that was plaited just for us. Perhaps this is the very reason Rahab’s cord 
was the color red or scarlet. It is to remind us of our scarlet sins and the scarlet blood that washes them away white as 
snow. Like Rahab, we don’t deserve to be spared. We aren’t worthy, yet He still loves us. He still forgives us. We mustn’t 
try to force or work our way around our situation. Real hope waits on the Master to provide the way, all we have to do is 
walk as He leads. 
Can we hold onto this hope in the midst of swirling chaos? 

- Kisha Gallagher 
 
 
“For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, says the Lord, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you a 
future and a hope” Jeremiah 29:11 (NKJV) 
“For there is hope for a tree, If it is cut down, that it will sprout again, And that its tender shoots will not cease. 
Though its root may grow old in the earth, And its stump may die in the ground, Yet at the scent of water it will 
bud. And bring forth branches like a plant.” Job 14:7-9 (NKJV)  
There is hope. There is hope for a tree that has been cut down by life’s storms and trials, that it will sprout again 
and grow new shoots and leaves. There is hope for a dream that has been cut down by many tests and hardships 
that it will sprout again, as God can breathe new life into those dry bones. He can make a way, where there seems 
to be no way. Your dreams have potential to grow, despite multiple setbacks. No matter what you facing right now 
in your life or how impossible a dream looks, you can trust and put your hope in a God who brings life and 
restoration.  
You serve a faithful and true God who offers hope and new life in the midst of pain, loss, tragedy and confusion. 
He’s the God of second chances. He can redeem anything and restore anything. He will never leave us nor forsake 
us in the fire, however He is also faithful to bring deliverance in His timing. No matter what current situations or 
circumstances look like right now, it doesn’t define the future that God has planned for your life. You may be 
wondering to yourself, “Well, then why is God allowing this?” It’s important you come to the revelation that God 
sees the bigger picture and He knows what He is doing. You may not understand the process, but that is where 
faith and trust comes in. Trusting God and putting your faith in Him is a vital part of the process.  
Sometimes it can be hard to trust God whilst waiting for a breakthrough or promise to come to pass, when it looks 
impossible to come to fruition. There even maybe certain situations that keep reoccurring which can cause a lot of 
pain and grief in some cases. But Jesus is close to the broken-hearted. He is close beside you everywhere you go. 
And whilst you’re struggling to see the breakthrough, it’s in these moments that God is testing your faith and 
preparing you for those dreams that He has given you. For it’s in these certain waiting seasons that God wants you 
to walk by faith not by sight- relying on what He has spoken to you rather than what you see. Jesus will never let 
you down. Choose to hold onto hope in the waiting. Choose to hold onto His Word and Promises during many 
trials and tests. Don’t allow the enemy to discourage you from believing what God has spoken to just because you 
are not seeing it yet or if it is taking a really long time.   
“Hope deferred makes the heart sick, but a dream fulfilled is a tree of life.” Proverbs 13:12 (NLT) 
It’s important to have hope in the waiting, but if you are find that you’re getting really discouraged by what 
appears to be circumstances that seem impossible right now, ask God to remind you of the plans that He has for 
you. Ask God to expose any lies that you have been believing and replace them with His Word, His Truth and His 
Promises. Ask God to help you see things how He sees things. He is faithful to respond to you when you ask for His 
help, wisdom and perspective on your situation. So trust Him. Trust God that He can bring about new beginnings 
and new life to your dreams, because He can and He is faithful too. No weapon that the enemy forms against can 
hinder God’s perfect plan for your life. No obstacle has the power and authority to hinder God from doing what He 
has promised to do in your life. You worship an unstoppable God. Trust that God has it all in His hands. He knows 
the beginning from the end, and the end from the beginning. God is the Alpha and Omega, the Beginning and the 
End.  

- Christy Grace Arnold-Milston 
 



day twenty-seven 
 
How to Practice Breath Prayers 
Breath Prayer is an ancient form of prayer and it is easily adaptable. Simply choose one or two lines to 
meditate on and inhale and then exhale through them. 
The most common form of breath prayer is known as The Jesus Prayer. 
So with that as an example, you would do this: 
Inhale. Fill your whole self with breath. 
Feel air in your lungs. And then say: 
Lord Jesus Christ, son of God,  
Exhale slowly and fully. 
Have mercy on me, a sinner. 
And simply repeat this practice. Start with ten good breaths in and out, with the words. 
(Consider switching the word “sinner” for “your beloved child” and notice how your body and soul 
responds to the change.) 
Try to breathe through this prayer for five quiet minutes.  
 
A Centering Practice to Begin 
Become aware of your body. Sit in a way that is comfortable for you, a 
position that will allow you to take a deep breath in and out. Close your 
eyes. 
Then imagine a room or a place where you feel safe, your own 
sanctuary: it can be a real place or one that exists in your imagination. 
Imagine yourself in that sanctuary. Imagine the way the air smells and 
the way the light feels. 
Breathe slowly and deeply while holding that place in your mind for a 
few moments, until you have all the details of it around your soul. 
You’ll enter into your time of prayer or meditation from within that 
sanctuary. 
This is where you are now, you and God, gathering you as a hen gathers 
her chicks under her warm, kind, capable wing. 
Breath Prayers for Anxious Times 
Within that sanctuary, begin to breathe through a prayer you’ve chosen 
as we discussed above. 
These are a few lines from Scripture that I have prayed over the years. 
You could also use your own words or lines from a poem or a song.      
(From Matthew 11:28-30) 
Inhale: Humble and gentle One,  Exhale: you are rest for my soul.  (From 
John 15) 
Inhale: True Vine and Gardener,  Exhale: I abide in You. (From Romans 
8:38-39) 
Inhale: Nothing can separate me, Exhale: from the love of God. (From 
Psalm 46:10) 
Inhale: Be still Exhale: and know you are God. (From Matt. 6:10) 
Inhale: On earth Exhale: as it is in heaven. (From 2 Cor. 12:9) 
Inhale: Your grace Exhale: is enough for me. (From 1 John) 
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Inhale: There is no fear Exhale: in your Love. (From Psalm 23) 
Inhale: I will not be afraid Exhale: for You are with me. (From Psalm 
46:1) 
Inhale: You are our refuge Exhale: and our strength. (From Psalm 
74:16) 
Inhale: Both day and night Exhale: belong to You. (From Psalm 91:1) 
Inhale: I find rest Exhale: in Your shelter. (From Psalm 103: 4-5) 
Inhale: You surround me with love Exhale: and tender mercies. 
Inhale: You fill my life Exhale: with good things. (From Philippians 4:7) 
Inhale: Peace of Christ, Exhale: guard my heart and mind. 
Start with ten good breaths in and out, with the words that are most 
meaningful or steadying to your soul. 
And then: 
When you are finished, imagine yourself slowly leaving that sanctuary. 
Transition slowly from prayer to rising. 
May the peace of God give you renewed hope and wisdom, 
May you find the strength you already carry within you to be enough, 
May the grace of God be sufficient, 
May you find a deep breath when the air around you is thin, 
May you grow in compassion in these days, 
May you love well, not in spite of these anxious times but because of 
them. 
-Sarah Bessey  
 
 
Breathe in the breath of God 
Breathe out your cares and concerns 
Breathe in the love of God 
Breathe out your doubts and despairs 
Breathe in the life of God 
Breathe out your fears and frustrations 
We sit quietly before the One who gives life and love to all creation, 
We sit in awe of the One who formed us in our mother’s wombs 
We sit at peace surrounded by the One who fills every fibre of our being 
Breathe in the breath of God 
Breathe out your tensions and turmoil 
Breathe in the love of God 
Breathe out your haste and hurry 
Breathe in the life of God 
Breathe out your work and worry 
We sit quietly before the One who gives life and love to all creation, 
We sit in awe of the One who formed us in our mother’s wombs 
We sit at peace surrounded by the One who fills every fiber of our being 
-Christine Sine  
  



day twenty-eight 
Franz Gutmann: Weeping Christ 
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The Weeping Christ of Münstertal 

Black Forest, Germany 
 
In a very small village tucked into the western edge of the Black Forest of Germany is a simple stone 
“fountain” or sculpture that has deeply touched me during my many visits over the years. This piece of 
art is located in front of the St. Trudpert Monastery built in the 9th century. This former Benedictine 
monastery now houses the Sisters of St. Joseph in honor of St. Trudpert, a 7th-century Scottish-Irish 
missionary who was martyred while bringing Christianity to the region’s Germanic tribes. 
  
The statue is a stylistic head of Christ and his open hands. What makes it so unique (and meaningful to 
me) is that it constantly “weeps”—one “tear” at a time. Each tear falls through Christ’s hands and 
returns to the earth. Over the many years of viewing this simple work of art, these tears have spoken to 
me of the tears of our Lord as he wept over Jerusalem; at the grave of his friend Lazarus; and in the 
Garden of Gethsemane. But I have also been comforted by Christ’s tears in the midst of my own grief. I 
am also challenged by Christ’s tears for the peoples and cultures of our spiritually dark world. 
  
This weeping Christ has accomplished what so many works of art strive to do—reach the deepest of 
emotions of the viewer. For me it truly evokes “sensations too subtle for words,” as artist Robert Henri 
declared. At my last visit to this small, insignificant village I found myself on my knees in front of this 
statue and crying out to God, “Forgive me, Father, for how seldom I weep with Christ over the needs of 
the world.” All in response to a simple piece of public art. 
  
The role of art to “express the inexpressible” continues to be crucial in this world of confusion, fear and 
sorrow as caused by the current pandemic. It is comforting to be reminded that while we may weep, we 
are not alone. In the design of this statue Christ’s tears trickle down to water the earth, to bring forth 
the renewal and redemption of nature. It is a beautiful picture of God’s unique ability to bring beauty 
from brokenness. May the tears of Christ comfort and sustain you today and in days to come. 

-  Dianne B. Collard  

http://www.artway.eu/
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This is our God. Not a distant judge nor a sadist, but a God who weeps. A God who suffers, not only 
for us, but with us. Nowhere is the presence of God amidst suffering more salient than on the cross. 
Therefore what can I do but confess that this is not a God who causes suffering. This is a God who 
bears suffering. I need to believe that God does not initiate suffering; God transforms it. 

- Nadia Bolz-Weber, Pastrix: The Cranky, Beautiful Faith of a Sinner & Saint 
 
 
Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ! By God's great mercy God has given us a new 
birth into a living hope through the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead, and into an inheritance 
that is imperishable, undefiled, and unfading, kept in heaven for you, who are being protected by the 
power of God through faith for a salvation ready to be revealed in the last time. In this you rejoice,  even 
if now for a little while you have had to suffer various trials,  so that the genuineness of your faith—being 
more precious than gold that, though perishable, is tested by fire—may be found to result in praise and 
glory and honor when Jesus Christ is revealed.  1 Peter 1:3-7 
Some translations of 1 Peter present an almost Nietzchian view of suffering, as having come “so 
that” faith will result in praise to God; suffering sent to build character. On my rudimentary reading 
of the Greek (and checking a few other translations), it seems this misses the point. “So that” seems 
to refer to our response, not to our suffering. In other words, Peter seems to actually be saying that 
when we are able to rejoice in the face of suffering, it is our rejoicing that gives praise to God. The 
message is not that God makes us suffer to test our faith, rather it is that our faith in the face of 
suffering bears witness to God. 

- Dr. Billl Caley, Red Letter Christians  
 
 

 
 

SHOW ME THE WAY, O Christ, 
to care for those who are hurting, 

and weeping, and starving. 
Teach me the way, O Christ, 

to forgive those who are lying, 
and wounding, and excluding. 

Be light in the dark 
and bread for the journey 

that I might become 
a living prayer for you 

in the world. 
Amen. 

- Pam Hawkins 
The Awkward Season 

 
 
 



day twenty-nine  
But he passed through the midst of the crowd and went on his way. . .” —Luke 4:30 
The cacophony of voices stirs reactions, especially in a political season. A strident voice meets 
another strident voice. A passionate opinion counters another passionate opinion. And part of 
this is how democracy and decision-making works: the contest of ideas, the clash of visions, the 
proposals and counter-proposals. 
I’m not speaking about media coverage during an election year. I’m referring to the mind’s 
incessant jostling of thoughts during prayer. In Centering Prayer, one basic inner move is to 
“release thoughts.” Whether it is a despairing or glorious thought, the teaching, derived from 
the 14th century The Cloud of Unknowing,is to let it go. The anonymous mystic of that text tells 
practitioners to put both holy and profane thoughts alike under a “thick cloud of forgetting.” 
Thoughts are not bad, in and of themselves; but they are not who we are, and they are not 
God. The releasing gesture of thoughts during Centering Prayer reminds us that there is a 
freedom available beyond our thoughts, and our tendencies to flee, fight, or freeze. 
Inside, we react. We get angry or feel sad. We become exultant or afraid. Jealousy fills us, or 
denial. We must be right and the other person wrong. We believe, often in the secrecy of our 
hearts, that our advancement must come at the defeat of someone else. We clutch our various 
partial identities with an either/or fevered grip: we are Democrats or Republicans, 
Congregationalists or Catholics, Red Sox or Yankees fans. We think these labels constitute our 
identities, and when we sit down to be silent, the voices of these partial identities are loud. 
Our thoughts persist. They are so loud, in fact, that it is difficult to hear the voice of God. 
Luke’s gospel tells that Jesus passes right through the frenzied midst of a crowd in Nazareth, 
witnessing peaceful presence as the people rage. Applied to our inner lives, our thoughts join 
with the crowds in relentless cheering and jeering. They are relentless. To make any headway, 
we must be willing to walk through their frenzy with a firm intention for peace and surrender. It 
takes silence, practice, and time.   
One minute the crowd is full of false praise as Jesus delivers his first sermon. The next, they are 
chanting slogans, spewing hate speech, and driving him off a cliff. It would have been 
exceedingly easy for Jesus to fight them, to claim the righteous upper hand. Equally, Jesus could 
have fled. Instead, Luke simply says that Jesus passes through the midst of crowd and goes on 
his way. 
Silence is the pathway of peace in the middle of chaos. 
Whatever thoughts are jostling in our mind, the practice of silence loosens their grip and over 
time heals our inner divisions. In Centering Prayer, we speak a sacred word as a gesture of 
“letting them go.” Through lives of prayer and spiritual practice, we become able, like Jesus, to 
pass through the roiling waves of each day with more stability, less reactionary energy, more 
kindness, and more appropriate confidence. Slowly, we become able to witness life’s frenzy 
instead of joining it. This is the life-changing possibility of silence and contemplation. 

- Mark Longhurst 
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St. Gregory of Nyssa proclaimed, “the only thing worthwhile is being God’s friend.”  
- Sara Miles, Take this Bread  

 
 
 
There’s a hunger beyond food that’s expressed in food and that’s why feeding is always a kind 
of miracle. It speaks to a bigger desire. 

-  Sara Miles, Take this Bread  
 
 
 
O God of abundance, you feed us every day. Rise in us now, make us into your bread, that we 
may share your gifts with a hungry world and join in love with all people, through Jesus Christ 
our Lord.  

-  Sara Miles, Take this Bread  
 
 
 
A Christian fellowship lives and exists by the intercession of its members for one another, or it 
collapses. I can no longer condemn or hate a brother for whom I pray, no matter how much 
trouble he causes me. His face, that hitherto may have been strange and intolerable to me, is 
transformed in intercession into the countenance of a brother for whom Christ died, the face of 
a forgiven sinner. 

- Dietrich Bonhoeffer, Life Together 
 

 

The human soul is like a fine wine that needs to ferment in various barrels as it ages and 
mellows…Growing up and maturing is precisely a process of fermentation.  It does not happen 
easily, without effort and without breakdown.  But it happens almost despite us, because such 
is the effect of a conspiracy between God and nature to mellow the soul.  

-  Fr. Ron Rolheiser, Sacred Fire  
 

 

The artist is always the contemplative—the one who sees what is there. The uninhibited three-
year-old, stopping with enthralled gaze to watch an insect, or some activity in the street, is also 
a contemplative. If we could recover that lost capacity to look, which we all once had, we might 
be able to penetrate to the heart of matters. 

- Elizabeth O’Connor, Cry Pain, Cry Hope 
 
 
 
 

https://inwardoutward.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=838944ee48d7a9d35dcce6d60&id=ba2853b187&e=acfad58990


day thirty  

 

Father, we turn our hearts to you. We rest in you. We find our strength in you alone. Any work we do apart 
from you will be fruitless. It will amount to nothing. But we come to you and ask, by the power of your Holy 
Spirit, to produce the fruit of repentance within us. In the perfect and redeeming name of Jesus we pray. 
Amen. 

  

 

Then Jesus went with them to a place called Gethsemane, and he said to his disciples, “Sit here, while I go 
over there and pray.” And taking with him Peter and the two sons of Zebedee, he began to be sorrowful and 
troubled. Then he said to them, “My soul is very sorrowful, even to death; remain here, and watch with me.” 
And going a little farther he fell on his face and prayed, saying, “My Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass 
from me; nevertheless, not as I will, but as you will.” And he came to the disciples and found them sleeping. 
And he said to Peter, “So, could you not watch with me one hour? Watch and pray that you may not enter 
into temptation. The spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak.” Again, for the second time, he went away 
and prayed, “My Father, if this cannot pass unless I drink it, your will be done.” And again he came and 
found them sleeping, for their eyes were heavy. So, leaving them again, he went away and prayed for the 
third time, saying the same words again. Then he came to the disciples and said to them, “Sleep and take 
your rest later on. See, the hour is at hand, and the Son of Man is betrayed into the hands of sinners. Rise, let 
us be going; see, my betrayer is at hand.” Matthew 26:36-46 

 

We are close to our journey into Holy Week, a time of reflecting on the suffering, death, and ultimate 
victory of Christ for each one of us. As we find Jesus in the Garden of Gethsemane, we find a companion in 
our suffering. Our Messiah was “… despised and rejected by men, a man of sorrows and acquainted with 
grief; and as one from whom men hide their faces he was despised, and we esteemed him not” (Isaiah 53:3). 
In the garden, Jesus urges his disciples to watch and pray with him amidst his pain. But, staying awake to 
suffering is difficult. In Matthew 26:36-46, we are given two ways of reacting to the suffering of the world, 
both in our own lives and in those around us. We can fall asleep as the disciples did or we can pray for God 
to keep us awake and show us his will in it as Jesus did. Jesus chose “obedience through what he suffered; 
and once made perfect, he became the source of eternal salvation to all who obey him” (Hebrews 5:8-9). 
 
The Rev. Dr. King, when preaching on this passage, says that life’s central test is making the transition from 
“let this cup pass from me” to “nevertheless.” Choosing not our will but God’s will in the midst of suffering: 

 

“I can hear even Jesus himself…standing amid the darkness of the cross. And out of the pain and the 
agony and the darkness of that cross we hear him saying, ‘My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken 
me?’ But then, in the midst of that he turns to God and he keeps his eyes on God…that isn’t the last 
word that we hear from the cross for out of the midst of the darkness…we hear something else, we 
hear a voice saying, ‘Not my will, but thy will be done.’ Now you got to learn that, my friends, and 
when you learn that you can stand up amid any condition because you know that God’s with you no 
matter what happens. You can stand up amid despair. You can stand up amid persecution. You can 
stand up amid disappointment. You can stand up even amid death. But you don’t worry because you 
know God is with you. You have made the transition. You have faced life’s central test…‘Not my will, 
but Thy will be done.’ And when you can cry that, you stand up amid life with an exuberant joy…Even 
though you stand amid the giant shadow of disappointment, you don’t despair because you know 
God is with you” (King 1957). 

 

- Rev. Erin Clifford 

https://repentanceproject.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=c0f6f35bab76b8711ccb2c3e4&id=06ef79a7c3&e=48d4844642
https://repentanceproject.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=c0f6f35bab76b8711ccb2c3e4&id=579383ff2b&e=48d4844642
https://repentanceproject.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=c0f6f35bab76b8711ccb2c3e4&id=2d13cef653&e=48d4844642
https://repentanceproject.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=c0f6f35bab76b8711ccb2c3e4&id=9799942962&e=48d4844642
https://repentanceproject.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=c0f6f35bab76b8711ccb2c3e4&id=6246354988&e=48d4844642
https://repentanceproject.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=c0f6f35bab76b8711ccb2c3e4&id=6153fa3c64&e=48d4844642
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In these holy days let us stand before the Crucified One and let us ask for the grace to live in order 
to serve. May we reach out to those who are suffering and those most in need. May we not be 
concerned about what we lack, but what good we can do for others. –Pope Francis @Pontifex 
during Holy Week 2020  
 
There are always times in life when we fall, each one of us is a sinner. But what matters is our 
attitude before God. We ask for the grace to persevere in service and, when we fall, the grace to 
weep as Peter wept.  –Pope Francis @Pontifex during Holy Week 2020  
 
Dear young people, feel called yourselves to put your lives on the line. Do not be afraid to devote 
your life to God and to others; it pays!For life is a gift we receive only when we give ourselves away, 
and our deepest joy comes from saying yes to love, without ifs and buts.  
–Pope Francis @Pontifex during Holy Week 2020 
 
Jesus experienced total abandonment in a situation he had never before experienced in order to be 
one with us in everything. He did it for me, for you, to say to us: “Do not be afraid, you are not 
alone. I experienced all your desolation in order to be ever close to you”. 
. –Pope Francis @Pontifex during Holy Week 2020 
 
Gaze upon the outstretched arms of Christ crucified, let yourself be saved over and over again.  
-Pope Francis @Pontifex on Good Friday 2020  
 
Let's think of the little Judas that we all have within ourselves. Every one of us is capable of 
choosing between loyalty and self-interest. We are each capable of betraying, of selling, of making 
choices based on our own interests. Where are you, Judas?  
–Pope Francis @Pontifex during Holy Week 2020  
 

To repent means returning to faithfulness. Today let us ask for the grace to look beyond our own 
security, and to be faithful even before the tomb and the collapse of so many illusions. Remaining 
faithful is not easy. May the Lord keep us faithful. -Pope Francis @Pontifex 
 
Tonight we acquire a fundamental right: the right to hope. It is a new and living hope that comes 
from God. It is not mere optimism; it is a gift from heaven, which we could not have earned on our 
own. -Pope Francis @Pontifex on Holy Saturday 2020  
 
In this night, the Church’s voice rings out: “Christ, my hope, is risen!”. This is a different 
“contagion”, a message transmitted from heart to heart – for every human heart awaits this Good 
News. It is the contagion of hope: “Christ, my hope, is risen!” -Pope Francis @Pontifex on Easter 
2020  
 
Jesus' resurrection shows us that death does not have the last world; life does. Christ has been 
raised, so it is possible to have a positive outlook on every event of our existence, even the most 
difficult ones and those charged with anguish and uncertainty. -Pope Francis  @Pontifex  



day thirty-one 
 
For the following meditations, you will get to read through the text of the Stations of the Cross from 
2020 led by Pope Francis.  
 
Introduction 
The meditations on the Stations of the Cross this year were prepared by the chaplaincy of the “Due 
Palazzi” House of Detention in Padua. Fourteen people were invited by Pope Francis to meditate on the 
Passion of our Lord Jesus Christ, bringing it to bear on their own situations. Those invited included five 
prisoners, a family that was the victim of a murder, the daughter of a man given a life sentence, a prison 
teacher, a civil magistrate, the mother of a prisoner, a catechist, a volunteer religious brother, a prison 
guard and a priest who was accused and then finally acquitted after eight years in the justice system. 
Accompanying Christ on the Way of the Cross, with the raw voices of those who live behind the walls of 
a prison, is an opportunity to view the great battle between life and death, to discover how the threads 
of good and evil inevitably intertwine. Contemplating Calvary from behind bars is to believe that an 
entire life can be played out in a few moments, as happened to the good thief. All it takes is to fill those 
moments with truth: contrition for sins committed, the realization that death is not for ever, the 
certainty that Christ is the innocent man unjustly mocked. Everything is possible for those who believe, 
because even in the darkness of prison there resounds the proclamation full of hope: “For with God 
nothing will be impossible” (Lk 1:37). If someone holds out to them a hand, those capable of the most 
horrendous crimes can undergo the most unexpected resurrection. We can be certain that “even when 
we tell of evil, we can learn to leave room for redemption; in the midst of evil, we can also recognize the 
working of goodness and give it space” (Message of Pope Francis for World Communications Day 2020). 
In this way, the Via Crucis becomes a Via Lucis. 
The texts, compiled by the chaplain, Father Marco Pozza and volunteer Tatiana Mario, were written in 
the first person, but it was decided not to attribute names, for those who took part in this meditation 
wanted to lend their voice to all those throughout the world who are in the same situation. This 
evening, in the silence of prison, the voice of one wishes to become the voice of all. 
Let us pray. 
O God, Almighty Father, 
in Jesus Christ your Son 
you assumed the wounds and sufferings of humanity. 
Today I have the courage to beseech you, like the good thief: “Remember me!” 
I am here, alone before you, in the dark of this prison: poor, naked, hungry and despised, and I ask you to 
pour out upon my wounds the balm of forgiveness and consolation, and the wine of a solidarity that 
strengthens the heart. 
Heal me with your grace and teach me hope in the midst of despair. 
My Lord and my God, I believe; help my unbelief. 
Merciful Father, continue to trust in me, to give me fresh opportunities, 
to embrace me in your infinite love. 
With your help and by the gift of the Holy Spirit, I too will be able to recognize you and serve you in my 
brothers and sisters. 
Amen. 
 
 

http://www.vatican.va/content/francesco/en/messages/communications/documents/papa-francesco_20200124_messaggio-comunicazioni-sociali.html
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First Station 
Jesus is condemned to death 

  
(Meditation by a prisoner serving a life sentence) 
Pilate addressed them once more, desiring to release Jesus; but they shouted out, “Crucify, crucify him!” 
A third time he said to them, “Why, what evil has he done? I have found in him no crime deserving 
death; I will therefore chastise him and release him.” But they were urgent, demanding with loud cries 
that he should be crucified. And their voices prevailed. So Pilate gave sentence that their demand should 
be granted. He released the man who had been thrown into prison for insurrection and murder, whom 
they asked for; but Jesus he delivered up to their will(Lk 23:20-25). 
Many times that cry, “Crucify him, crucify him!” is shouted out in court-rooms and in newspapers. It is a 
cry I even heard against me: I was condemned, together with my father, to a life sentence. My 
crucifixion began when I was a child: when I think back I see myself curled up on the bus that took me to 
school, sidelined because of my stutter, with no friends. I started to work when I was small, without 
having a chance to study: ignorance prevailed over innocence. Then bullying stole what was left of 
childhood from this boy born in Calabria during the 1970s. I am more like Barabbas than Christ, yet the 
harshest condemnation remains that of my own conscience: at night I open my eyes and I desperately 
search for a light that will shine upon my story. 
Alone in my cell, when I re-read the pages of the Passion of Christ, I burst into tears: after 29 years in 
prison I have not yet lost the capacity to cry, to feel ashamed of my past history and of the evil I did. I 
feel like Barabbas, Peter and Judas in one single person. I am repelled by my past, even though I know it 
is my story. I have lived for years under the restrictive conditions of Article 41b of the Prison 
Administration Act and my father died under the same conditions. Many times at night I heard him 
crying in his cell. He tried to hide it, but I knew. We were both plunged into deep darkness. In that non-
life, however, I was always searching for something that would be life: strange to say, prison was my 
salvation. If, for some, I am still Barabbas, that does not make me angry: I know in my heart that the 
Innocent One, condemned like me, came to find me in prison to teach me about life. 
Lord Jesus, despite the uproar, we glimpse you among the crowds shouting for you to be crucified; 
perhaps we too are among them, blind to the evil of which we are capable. From our cells we want to 
pray to your Father for all those who, like you, are condemned to death and for all those who would 
substitute their own for your supreme judgment. 
Let us pray. 
O God, lover of life, in the sacrament of Reconciliation, you always give us a new opportunity to 
experience your infinite mercy. We ask you to grant us the gift of wisdom so that we can see every man 
and woman as a temple of your Spirit and respect their inviolable dignity. Through Christ our Lord. 
Amen. 
 



day thirty-two 
Second Station 
Jesus takes up his Cross 

  
(Meditation by two parents whose daughter was murdered) 
The soldiers led him away inside the palace (that is, the praetorium); and they called together the whole 
battalion. And they clothed him in a purple cloak, and plaiting a crown of thorns they put it on him. And 
they began to salute him, “Hail, King of the Jews!” And they struck his head with a reed, and spat upon 
him, and they knelt down in homage to him. And when they had mocked him, they stripped him of the 
purple cloak, and put his own clothes on him. And they led him out to crucify him(Mk 15:16-20). 
During that horrible summer our life as parents died together with that of our two daughters. One of 
them was murdered along with her closest friend by the blind violence of a ruthless man; the other, who 
miraculously survived, was forever deprived of her smile. Ours was a life of sacrifices based on work and 
family. We taught our children to respect others and to value serving the poor. We often ask ourselves: 
“Why did it happen to us, this evil which engulfed us?”. We find no peace. Nor is justice, in which we 
had always trusted, able to relieve these deep wounds: our condemnation to suffering will never end. 
Time has not eased the weight of the cross placed upon our shoulders: we are unable to forget our 
daughter who is no longer with us. We are elderly, more and more vulnerable and victims of the worst 
pain that can exist: surviving the death of a daughter. 
This is difficult to say, but at the moment in which despair seems to take over, the Lord in different ways 
comes to meet us, giving us the grace to love one another as spouses, and to support one another, hard 
as it is. He invites us to keep the door of our home open to the poor and the despairing, welcoming 
whoever knocks, even if only for a bowl of soup. The commandment to perform acts of charity is for us a 
kind of salvation: we do not want to surrender to evil. God’s love is truly capable of renewing life 
because, before us, his Son Jesus underwent human suffering so as to experience true compassion. 
Lord Jesus, it pains us to see you struck, mocked and stripped, an innocent victim of inhumane cruelty. 
On this night of sorrow, we plead with your Father and entrust to him all those who have endured 
violence and evil. 
Let us pray. 
O God, our justice and our redemption, who gave us your only Son and glorified him on the throne of 
the cross, instil your hope in our hearts so that we can recognize you present in the dark moments of 
our life. Comfort us in every affliction and support us in our trials as we await the coming of your 
kingdom. Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 
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Third Station 
Jesus falls for the first time 

  
(Meditation by a prisoner) 
Surely he has borne our griefs and carried our sorrows; yet we esteemed him stricken, struck down by 
God, and afflicted. But he was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our iniquities; upon 
him was the chastisement that made us whole, and with his stripes we are healed. All we like sheep 
have gone astray; we have turned every one to his own way; and the Lord has laid on him the iniquity of 
us all(Is 53:4-6). 
It was the first time that I fell, but for me that fall was death: I took someone’s life. It only takes a day to 
pass from a blameless life to committing an act which encompasses the violation of all the 
commandments. I feel like a modern version of that thief who implored Christ with the words 
“Remember me!”. I imagine him less a penitent than someone conscious of being on the wrong path. 
From my childhood I remember the cold and hostile environment in which I grew up. All it took was for 
me to figure out someone’s weakness in order to transform it into a kind of entertainment. I was looking 
for real friends, I wanted to be accepted for who I was, but I was unable. I resented the happiness of 
others, I felt hamstrung, they asked of me only sacrifices and to obey the rules: I felt like a stranger to 
everyone and I sought revenge at all costs. 
I hadn’t realized that evil was slowly growing inside me. Until, one evening, my own hour of darkness 
struck: in a second, like an avalanche, the memories of all the injustices I had suffered in life exploded. 
Anger killed my kindness, I committed an evil immensely greater than any of those that I had received. 
Then, in prison the ill-treatment by others led me to self-hatred: I was close to ending it all, I had 
reached the limit. I had also ruined my family: because of me they lost their name and respectability; 
they had become merely the family of a murderer. I make no excuses and seek no reductions, I will 
serve my sentence to the end because in prison I have found people who have given me back the faith I 
had lost. 
My first fall was failing to realize that goodness exists in this world. My second, the murder, was really 
its consequence, for I was already dead inside. 
Lord Jesus, you, too, fell to the ground. Perhaps your first fall was the hardest because it was entirely 
new: the impact was hard and left you shaken. We entrust to your Father all those who are so caught up 
in themselves that they are unable to acknowledge the sins they have committed. 
Let us pray. 
O God, you raised mankind up when we had fallen. We ask you to come to help us in our weakness and 
to grant us eyes to see the signs of your love everywhere in our daily lives. Through Christ our Lord. 
Amen. 



day thirty-three 
Fourth Station 
Jesus meets his Mother 

  
(Meditation by the mother of a prisoner) 
Standing by the cross of Jesus were his mother, and his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and 
Mary Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother, and the disciple whom he loved standing near, he said to 
his mother, “Woman, behold, your son!” Then he said to the disciple, “Behold, your mother!” And from 
that hour the disciple took her to his own home(Jn 19:25-27). 
Not for a moment was I tempted to abandon my son in the face of his sentence. The day he was 
arrested changed our entire life: the whole family went into prison with him. Today people’s judgment 
remains implacable: like a sharp knife, fingers pointed are against all of us, increasing the suffering we 
already bear in our hearts. 
The wounds grow with each passing day, they take our breath away. 
I feel Mother Mary close to me: she helps me not to give into despair and to cope with the pain. I’ve 
entrusted my son to her: only to Mary can I confide my fears, since she herself experienced them on the 
way to Calvary. In her heart she knew that her Son would not escape human evil, yet she did not 
abandon him. She stood there sharing in his suffering, keeping him company by her presence. I think of 
Jesus looking up, seeing those eyes so full of love, and not feeling alone. 
I would like to do the same. 
I blamed myself for my son’s sins. I asked forgiveness also for my own responsibility. I beg for the mercy 
that only a mother is able to experience, so that my son can return to life after having paid for his crime. 
I pray constantly for him, so that day by day he can grow into a different man, capable once more of 
loving himself and others. 
Lord Jesus, meeting your mother on the way of the cross is perhaps the most moving and most 
sorrowful of all. 
Between your eyes and hers, we place all families and friends who feel pained and helpless before the 
fate of their loved ones. 
Let us pray. 
O Mary, Mother of God and Mother of the Church, faithful disciple of your Son, we turn to you and 
entrust to your loving gaze and to the care of your maternal heart the cry of all humanity which awaits 
with anguish the day when every tear will be wiped away from their faces. Amen. 
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Fifth Station 
Simon of Cyrene helps Jesus carry the Cross 

  
(Meditation by a prisoner) 
As they led him away, they seized one Simon of Cyrene, who was coming in from the country, and laid 
on him the cross, to carry it behind Jesus (Lk 23:26). 
With my job I helped generations of children to believe in themselves. Then one day I found myself lying 
on the ground. It was as if they broke my back: my job was the pretext for a shameful conviction. I 
entered prison: prison entered my home. Since then I have become an outcast in the city: I have lost my 
name, I am now known by the crime of which I have been charged, I am no longer the master of my life. 
When I think about it, that child with worn-out shoes, wet feet, secondhand clothes comes to mind: that 
child was me, I was once that child. Then, one day, my arrest: three men in uniform, a rigid protocol, the 
prison that swallowed me alive in its concrete maw. 
The cross they placed on my shoulders is a heavy one. Over time I have learned to live with it, to look it 
in the face, to call it by name: we spend many nights keeping each other company. Inside prisons, Simon 
of Cyrene is known by everyone: it is the second name of volunteers, of those who mount this Calvary to 
help carry a cross; they are people who reject the law of the pack and listen to their conscience. Simon 
of Cyrene, too, is my cellmate: I met him my first night in prison. He was a man who had lived on a 
bench for years, without affection or income. His only wealth was a box of candies. He has a sweet 
tooth, but he insisted that I bring it to my wife the first time she visited me: she burst into tears at that 
unexpected and thoughtful gesture. 
I’m growing old in prison: I dream that one day, I will be able to trust others. 
To become a Cyrenean, bringing joy to someone. 
Lord Jesus, from the moment of your birth to the time you met a stranger who helped you carry your 
cross, you wanted to depend on our help. We too, like the Cyrenean, desire to be close to our brothers 
and sisters and to help in offering the Father’s mercy that breaks the yoke that oppresses them. 
Let us pray. 
O God, defender of the poor and comforter of the afflicted, strengthen us with your presence and help 
us to bear each day the easy yoke of your commandment of love. Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 
 



day thirty-four 
Sixth Station 
Veronica wipes the face of Jesus 

  
(Meditation by a catechist) 
My heart says to you,“Your face, Lord, do I seek”. Hide not your face from me. Turn not your servant 
away in anger, you who have been my help. Cast me not off, forsake me not, O God of my salvation! (Ps 
27:8-9). 
As a catechist, I wipe away many tears, letting them flow: they flood uncontrollably from hearts that are 
broken. Many times I meet despairing souls who, in the darkness of prison, try to find a reason for the 
evil that to them seems infinite. Their tears are those of defeat and loneliness, of remorse and lack of 
understanding. I often imagine Jesus here in prison in my stead: how would he wipe away the tears? 
How would he ease the anguish of these men who feel trapped by what they have become in yielding to 
evil? 
Coming up with an answer is hard, often impossible within the limits of our petty human logic. The way 
pointed out to me by Christ is to contemplate, without fear, those faces marred by suffering. I am asked 
to remain there with them, respecting their silence, listening to their pain, and seeking to look beyond 
prejudice. In the same way that Christ looks at our own weaknesses and limitations with eyes full of 
love. Everyone, including those in prison, has an opportunity each day to become a new person, thanks 
to Christ’s look which does not judge, but gives life and hope. 
In this way, the tears that fall can become the seed of a beauty that was difficult even to imagine. 
Lord Jesus, Veronica had pity on you: she encountered a suffering person and discovered the face of 
God. In prayer we entrust to your Father the men and women of our times who seek to wipe away the 
tears of so many of our brothers and sisters. 
Let us pray. 
O God, true light and source of all light, in weakness you reveal the power and radicalism of love. 
Imprint your face in our hearts, so that we can recognize you in all human suffering. Through Christ our 
Lord. Amen. 
 

Jason Thackston
March 29



Seventh Station 
Jesus falls for the second time 

  
(Meditation by a prisoner) 
Jesus said, “Father, forgive them; for they know not what they do”. And they cast lots to divide his 
garments (Lk 23:34). 
In the past, whenever I walked past a prison, I looked the other way: “I will never end up in there”, I said 
to myself. The times I did look, I felt sadness and darkness: I felt like I was walking past a cemetery of the 
living dead. Then one day, I ended up behind bars, together with my brother. As if that wasn’t enough, I 
also brought my father and mother in there. From the foreign country it had been, the prison is now our 
home: we men were in one cell, our mother in another. I looked at them and I felt ashamed of myself. I 
no longer feel like I am a man. They are growing old in prison because of me. 
I fell twice. The first time was when evil attracted me and I gave in: peddling drugs, in my eyes, was 
worth more than the work of my father, who was breaking his back ten hours a day. The second was 
when, after ruining the family, I began to ask myself: “Who am I that Christ should die for me?”. The cry 
of Jesus – “Father, forgive them; for they know not what they do” – I saw reflected in my mother’s eyes: 
she took on the shame of all the men of the house to save the family. And I saw it in the face of my 
father, as he secretly despaired in his cell. Only today can I admit it: in those years I didn’t know what I 
was doing. Now that I know, I am trying to rebuild my life with the help of God. I owe it to my parents: 
years ago, they sold all that we had of value because they didn’t want me to live on the street. I owe it 
above all to myself: the idea that evil can continue to guide my life is intolerable. This is what has 
become my way of the cross. 
Lord Jesus, once again you have fallen to the ground: crushed by my attachment to evil, by my fear of 
not being able to become a better person. In faith we turn to your Father and pray for all those not yet 
able to break free from the power of Satan, from all his allurements and his manifold seductions. 
Let us pray. 
O God, you do not leave us in the darkness and shadow of death. Strengthen us in our weakness, free us 
from the bonds of evil and shield us by your power, so that we may forever sing of your mercy. Through 
Christ our Lord. Amen. 



day thirty-five 
Eighth Station 
Jesus meets the women of Jerusalem 

  
(Meditation by the daughter of a man sentenced to life imprisonment) 
There followed him a great multitude of the people, and of women who bewailed and lamented him. 
But Jesus turning to them said, “Daughters of Jerusalem, do not weep for me, but weep for yourselves 
and for your children. For behold, the days are coming when they will say, ‘Blessed are the barren, and 
the wombs that never bore, and the breasts that never nursed!’ Then they will begin to say to the 
mountains, ‘Fall on us’; and to the hills, ‘Cover us’” (Lk 23:27-30). 
How many times, as the daughter of someone in prison, have I been asked: “You love your father: do 
you ever think about the pain he inflicted on his victims?”. Over these years I have never failed to 
answer: “Of course, it is impossible for me not to think about it”. But then I ask them this question: 
“Have you ever thought that, of all the victims of my father’s action, I was the first? For twenty-eight 
years I have been serving the sentence of growing up without a father”. For all these years I have lived 
with anger, restlessness, sadness: his absence is a heavy burden to bear. I have travelled throughout 
Italy, from south to north, to stay with him: I know its cities not for their monuments but for the prisons 
I have visited. I seem to be like Telemachus when he went in search of his father Odysseus: my journey 
takes me to Italian prisons and loved ones. 
Years ago, I missed love because I am the daughter of a prisoner, my mother fell prey to depression, the 
family collapsed. I was left, with my small salary, to bear the weight of this sorry story. Life forced me to 
become an adult without ever being a child. In my home, everything is a via crucis: Dad is one of those 
sentenced to life imprisonment. The day I got married, I dreamed of having him beside me: even then he 
was thinking of me, though hundreds of kilometres away. “Such is life!”, I say, to encourage myself. It’s 
true: there are parents who, out of love, learn to wait for their children to grow up. In my own case, for 
love, I wait for my Dad’s return.For people like us, hope is a duty. 
Lord Jesus, we see your words to the women of Jerusalem as a warning to each of us. Those words invite 
us to conversion, to pass from a sentimental religiosity to a faith rooted in your word. We pray for those 
who are forced to bear the burden of shame, the suffering of abandonment, the lack of a presence. And 
for each of us, that the sins of parents may not fall on their children. 
Let us pray. 
O God, Father of all kindness, you do not abandon your children in the trials of life. Give us the grace to 
be able to rest in your love and to enjoy forever the consolation of your presence. Through Christ our 
Lord. Amen. 

Jason Thackston
March 30



Ninth Station 
Jesus falls for the third time 

  
(Meditation by a prisoner) 
It is good for a man that he bear the yoke in his youth. Let him sit alone in silence when he has laid it on 
him; let him put his mouth in the dust – there may yet be hope; let him give his cheek to the one who 
strikes him, and be filled with insults. For the Lord will not cast off forever, but, though he cause grief, he 
will have compassion according to the abundance of his steadfast love (Lam 3:27-32). 
Falling down is never pleasant; but beyond the fact that it is unpleasant, falling over and over again 
becomes itself a kind of condemnation, as if one is no longer capable of remaining standing. As a man, I 
have fallen all too many times: I have also gotten up many times. In prison I often think about how many 
times a child falls to the ground before learning to walk: I am coming to think that these are 
preparations for all the times when we will fall as adults. As a child, my home was like a prison: I lived in 
fear of punishment, alternating between the melancholy of adults and the carefreeness of children. Of 
those years I remember Sister Gabriella, the only happy image: she was the only one who saw the best 
in me. Like Peter, I have sought and found many excuses for my mistakes: the strange fact is that a 
fragment of goodness always remained alive in me. 
I became a grandfather in prison: I didn’t experience my daughter’s pregnancy. One day, I will tell my 
granddaughter the story of only the goodness I have found and not the evil I have done. I will tell her 
about the one who, when I lay fallen on the ground, brought me the mercy of God. In prison, the worst 
form of despair is to think that life no longer has meaning. It is the greatest suffering: of all the lonely 
people in the world, you feel like the loneliest. It is true that my life was shattered into a thousand 
pieces, but the wonderful thing is that those pieces can still be put together. It is not easy, but it is the 
only thing that still makes sense here. 
Lord Jesus, you fall a third time to the ground and, when everyone thinks that this is the end, once again 
you get up. We confidently put ourselves in the hands of your Father and entrust to him all those who 
feel imprisoned in the abyss of their errors, so that they may be granted the strength to get up and the 
courage to let themselves be helped. 
Let us pray. 
O God, strength of those who hope in you, you give peace to those who follow your teachings. Sustain 
our staggering steps, raise us when we fall through our unfaithfulness. Pour the balm of consolation and 
the wine of hope on our wounds. Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 



day thirty-six 
Tenth Station 
Jesus is stripped of his garments 

  
(Meditation by a prison teacher) 
When the soldiers had crucified Jesus they took his garments and made four parts, one for each soldier; 
also his tunic. But the tunic was without seam, woven from top to bottom; so they said to one another, 
“Let us not tear it, but cast lots for it to see whose it shall be.” This was to fulfill the Scripture, “They 
parted my garments among them, and for my clothing they cast lots” (Jn 19:23-24). 
As a teacher in a prison, I see people entering jail deprived of everything: stripped of all dignity because 
of the crimes they have committed, stripped of all respect for themselves and for others. Every day I see 
how they become more and more dependent behind bars: they need me even to help write a letter. 
These are the unsettled lives entrusted to my care: helpless, frustrated by their weakness, frequently 
deprived of even the ability to understand the wrong they have done. At times, however, they are like 
newborn babies who can still be formed. I sense that their lives can start over in another direction, 
definitively turning away from evil. 
My strength, however, is fading day by day. Encountering daily all this anger, pain and hidden malice 
ends up wearing down even the most experienced of us. I chose this work after my mother was killed in 
a head-on collision by a young drug addict: I decided to respond immediately to that evil with good. But 
even though I love this job, I sometimes struggle to find the strength to carry on. 
In so sensitive a service, we need to feel that we are not abandoned, in order to be able to support the 
many lives entrusted to us, lives that each day run the risk of ruin. 
Lord Jesus, when we gaze at you stripped of your garments we feel embarrassed and ashamed. 
Beginning with the first man, in the face of the naked truth we started to run away. We hide behind 
masks of respectability and clothe ourselves with lies, frequently with the threadbare rags of the poor, 
exploited by our greedy thirst for money and power. May the Father have mercy on us and patiently 
help us to become more simple, more transparent, more authentic: ready to abandon definitively the 
weapons of hypocrisy. 
Let us pray. 
O God, you set us free by your truth. Strip us of our interior resistance and clothe us with your light, that 
we may be the reflection of your glory in the world. Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Jason Thackston
March 31



The Eleventh Station 
Jesus is nailed to the Cross 

 
(Meditation by a priest accused and later acquitted) 
When they came to the place which is called The Skull, there they crucified him, and the criminals, one 
on the right and one on the left. And Jesus said, “Father, forgive them; for they know not what they do”. 
And they cast lots to divide his garments. And the people stood by, watching; but the rulers scoffed at 
him, saying, “He saved others; let him save himself, if he is the Christ of God, his Chosen One!” The 
soldiers also mocked him, coming up and offering him vinegar, and saying, “If you are the King of the 
Jews, save yourself!” There was also an inscription over him, “This is the King of the Jews”. One of the 
criminals who were hanged railed at him, saying, “Are you not the Christ? Save yourself and us!” But the 
other rebuked him, saying, “Do you not fear God, since you are under the same sentence of 
condemnation? And we indeed justly; for we are receiving the due reward of our deeds; but this man 
has done nothing wrong”. And he said, “Jesus, remember me when you come in your kingly power”. And 
he said to him, “Truly, I say to you, today you will be with me in Paradise”(Lk 23:33-43). 
Christ nailed to the Cross. How often, as a priest, have I meditated on this page of the Gospel. When 
later, one day, they put me on a cross, I felt the full weight of that wood: the accusation was made in 
words as hard as nails, the ascent became steep, suffering weighed me down. The darkest moment was 
seeing my name pasted outside the courtroom: at that moment I realized that I was a guiltless man 
forced to prove his innocence. I hung on the cross for ten years: my Way of the Cross was populated 
with dossiers, suspicions, accusations, insults. Each time I was in the courtroom, I looked for the crucifix: 
I kept my eyes fixed on it as the law investigated my story. 
For a moment, shame led me to think that it would be better to end it all. But then I decided to remain 
the priest I always was. I never thought of lessening my cross, even when the law permitted it. I chose to 
submit myself to a regular trial: I owed it to myself, to the young men I taught during the years at the 
seminary, to their families. While I was climbing my Calvary, I found them all along the way: they 
became my Cyreneans, they bore the weight of the cross with me, they dried my many tears. Together 
with me, many of them prayed for the young man who accused me: they never stopped. The day on 
which I was fully acquitted, I found myself happier than I had been ten years before: I experienced first-
hand God working in my life. Hanging on the cross, I discovered the meaning of my priesthood. 
Lord Jesus, the love you showed us to the end led you to the cross. Dying, you still forgive us and give us 
life. We entrust to your Father all those innocent men and women who throughout history have 
suffered unjust condemnation. May your words resound in their hearts: “Today you will be with me in 
Paradise”. 
Let us pray. 
O God, source of mercy and forgiveness, who reveal yourself in the sufferings of humanity, enlighten us 
with the grace that flows from the wounds of the Crucified One and grant us perseverance in faith 
throughout the dark night of trial. Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 



day thirty-seven 
The Twelfth Station 
Jesus dies on the Cross 

  
(Meditation by a civil magistrate) 
It was now about the sixth hour, and there was darkness over the whole land until the ninth hour, while 
the sun’s light failed; and the curtain of the temple was torn in two. Then Jesus, crying with a loud voice, 
said, “Father, into your hands I commit my spirit”. And having said this he breathed his last(Lk 23:44-46). 
As a civil magistrate, I cannot crucify a man, any man, to the sentence he is serving: that would mean 
sentencing him a second time. He has to pay for the wrong he did: not to do so would mean trivializing 
his crimes, justifying the intolerable actions he carried out that caused physical and moral suffering to 
others. 
True justice, however, is possible only through a mercy that does not crucify an individual for ever, but 
becomes a guide in helping him to get up and to realize the goodness that, for all the wrong he has 
done, is never completely extinguished in his heart. Only by finding his own humanity again will the 
convicted person be able to see himself in others, in the victim to whom he caused such pain. As much 
as his path of rebirth can be tortuous and the risk of falling back into evil remains always present, there 
is no other way to try to rebuild his own personal and communal history. 
The severity of a sentence puts a person’s hope to a hard test: it helps him to reflect and question 
whether the reasons for his actions might become an opportunity to consider himself from another 
perspective. To do this, though, he has to learn how to recognize the person hidden behind the crime 
committed. In this process, it sometimes becomes possible to glimpse a horizon that can instil hope in 
that person and once his sentence has been served, to return to society and hope that people will 
welcome him back after having rejected him. 
For all of us, even those convicted of a crime, are children of the same human family. 
Lord Jesus, you died as the result of a corrupt conviction, handed down by unjust judges terrified by the 
irrepressible force of the Truth. We entrust to your Father all magistrates, judges and lawyers and ask 
that they may be upright in carrying out their service to the State and its citizens, especially those who 
suffer the effects of poverty. 
Let us pray. 
O God, King of justice and peace, you heard in the cry of your Son the cry of all humanity. Teach us not 
to identify the person with the wrong he has done and help us to see in everyone the living flame of 
your Spirit. Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Jason Thackston
April 1



The Thirteenth Station 
Jesus is taken down from the Cross 

  
(Meditation by a volunteer religious Brother) 
Now there was a man named Joseph from the Jewish town of Arimathea. He was a member of the 
council, a good and righteous man, who had not consented to their purpose and deed, and he was 
looking for the kingdom of God. This man went to Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus. Then he took it 
down and wrapped it in a linen shroud, and laid him in a rock-hewn tomb where no one had ever yet 
been laid (Lk 23:50-53). 
Prisoners have always been my teachers. Sixty years ago, I went into prisons as a volunteer friar and I 
have always blessed the day when, for the first time, I encountered this hidden world. Seeing their faces, 
I came to realize with clarity that I could have been in their place, had my life taken a different direction. 
We Christians frequently fall into the illusion of feeling that we are better than others, as our care for 
the poor allows us to stand as judges of others, condemning them as many times as we want, without 
any appeal. 
In his life, Christ willingly chose to take his stand with the least: he travelled the forgotten peripheries of 
the world in the midst of thieves, lepers, prostitutes, scoundrels. He wanted to share the experience of 
poverty, solitude, anxiety. I have always thought that that was the real meaning of his words: “I was in 
prison and you came to visit me” (Mt 25:36). 
Passing by one cell after another, I see the death that lives within. Prison continues to bury individuals 
alive: theirs are stories that no one wants to hear any longer. Each time, Christ says to me again: “Keep 
going, don’t stop. Take them in your arms again”. I cannot help but listen to him: even within the worst 
of persons, he is always there, however obscured is their memory of him. I just need to halt my hectic 
pace, stop in silence before those faces marred by evil and listen to them with mercy. This is the only 
way I know to accept that person, and avert my gaze from the mistake he made. Only in this way will he 
be able to trust and regain the strength to surrender to God’s goodness, and see himself differently. 
Lord Jesus, your body, disfigured by such great evil, is now wrapped in a shroud and consigned to the 
bare earth: here is the new creation. To your Father, we entrust the Church, born from your pierced 
side, that she may never give up in the face of failure and appearances, but persevere in bringing to all 
the joyful message of our salvation. 
Let us pray. 
O God, beginning and end of all things, in the Passover of Christ you redeemed all humanity. Grant us 
the wisdom of the Cross that we may abandon ourselves to your will with a spirit of joy and gratitude. 
Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 



day thirty-eight 
The Fourteenth Station 
Jesus is laid in the tomb 

  
(Meditation by a corrections officer) 
It was the day of Preparation, and the sabbath was beginning. The women who had come with him from 
Galilee followed, and saw the tomb, and how his body was laid; then they returned, and prepared spices 
and ointments. On the sabbath they rested according to the commandment (Lk 23:54-56). 
In my mission as a corrections officer, every day I experience first-hand the suffering of those who live in 
prison. It is not easy to be faced with someone who yielded to evil and inflicted immense harm on 
others and their lives. In prison, an attitude of indifference can create even further harm in the history 
of someone who has failed and is paying his debt to justice. A colleague, who was my mentor, 
frequently repeated: “Prison changes you: a good person can become a sadistic one. An evil person can 
become better”. The result also depends on me and a firm resolution is essential for achieving the goal 
of our work: that of offering another possibility to someone who did wrong. To attempt this, I cannot 
limit myself to opening and closing a cell, without doing this with a touch of humanity. 
By respecting each person’s tempo, human relations can once more flourish little by little within this 
oppressive world. It happens through gestures, attitudes and words that can make a difference, even if 
spoken in a low voice. I am not ashamed to exercise the permanent diaconate in wearing the uniform of 
which I am proud. I know suffering and despair: I experienced them as a child. My small wish is to be a 
point of reference for those I encounter behind bars. I work hard to keep hope alive in people left to 
themselves, frightened at the thought of one day leaving and possibly being rejected yet again by 
society. 
In prison, I remind them that, with God, no sin will ever have the last word. 
Lord Jesus, once more you are in the hands of men, but this time, they are the loving hands of Joseph of 
Arimathea and some pious women from Galilee, who know that your body is precious. Their hands 
represent the hands of all who never tire of serving you and making visible the love of which human 
beings are capable. It is this love that makes us hope in the possibility of a better world. We need only 
be willing to let ourselves be met by the grace that comes from you. In prayer, we entrust to your 
Father, in a particular way, all prison guards and all those who work in various capacities in prisons. 
Let us pray. 
O God, eternal light and endless day, fill with your blessings those who devote themselves to your praise 
and to the service of those who suffer in the countless places of human pain and sorrow. Through Christ 
our Lord. Amen. 

Jason Thackston
April 2



There’s a burnt and charred Cross that hangs over my desk, like the whole world’s kinda on fire and has 
come to the foot of the Cross. 
Like a whole blistering world of us has come with all the scorched dreams for our people and the 
torched hopes of our former lives. 
Come with our soot-smeared relationships and the cinders of the story that now won’t ever be. The 
people lost to us, the prospects gone up in flame, the longings for things that now seem long gone. 
Come straight through the haze of smoke burning the eyes and searing our vision of the way we’d 
imagined our lives would look: Our tables without any achingly empty places, our landscapes without 
any freshly dug graves, all the grace of our days without any unbearably deep cuts of the sharp edge of 
grief. 
Come with more than our own stories, but come with each other and the injustice of all the starved 
and parched, come with the collective heartbreak of the fragile and fractured, come with the weight 
of a whole world of bruised and ruined. 
Come with the heavy ashes of plans that are now all powder in the wind. 
Come with the incinerated bits of your one smoldering heart. 
Come to the Cross because there is nowhere else in the world to go with this lament of all our 
cremated hopes. 
Because in all the world: 
Only the Cross is stretched wide open enough to hold and embrace an ache like ours. 
Only the Cross can breathe life across the dying embers of our dreams because He is working in more 
ways than it seems. 
Only the Cross says that what feels like darkness-at-noon moments can be part of destroying all of the 
dark. 
Only the Cross says what looks wrecked can resurrect. 
Only the Cross says that there is a Way through, but it won’t look the way we’d thought, but in every 
one of His ways, He’s working in a thousand other ways. Trust all of His ways. 
And Good Friday says believe in the better mysteries: 
Believe death killed death. 
And the born can be reborn. 
Sin can be consumed by Love, 
Debt can be erased by Grace, 
And The Nailed One can nail it, kill it and resurrect all of it better than our wildest dreams because His 
new Kingdom right now is defeating any evil’s venom. 
Because only this King on this Cross can become the lever that turns the cosmic axis of this world and 
our lost souls right around and begin a revolution. 
Good Friday doesn’t just change our own story — Good Friday changes the whole world. 
In a world that desperately needs good news — there is Good Friday and a revolutionary Sunday 
morning coming with a new world order and that is the realest news. 
The world outside our doors is on fire this year and through the veil of smoke, this is the year of 
clearest 2020 vision: 
The Cross is our only Hope. 
On Good Friday morning, through the searing haze of these days, I see —  really see — and I reach out to 
touch that charred Cross over my desk and feel it: 
Come to the Cross and the passion of the Christ, and let the heart ignite with a love that cannot be 
razed, our love song rising far higher in a glory blaze of its own. 
-Ann Voskamp  
 



day thirty-nine  
1. Good Friday: The day of death. We all are grieving. Perhaps it's the death of a dream, a relationship, a desire, a 
loved one... perhaps it is the death of our entire world's sense of normalcy. What death am I grieving right now? 
Whether large or small, it matters. It means something to God and it is essential I bring my honest emotions to the 
same One who brought himself unedited to Father in the Garden of Gethsemane. The day of death is piercing and 
inky black; there is fear and desperation and a black hole of sorrow. The initial sting and weight of it all is heavy, 
right up until the night falls. The night of loss is particularly long, and the dawn cannot come soon enough.  
2. Silent Saturday: Beyond the initial blow of death there is the "next day"... I am struck by the fact that the 
morning after a great loss is often filled with a disillusioning silence. How does one go on the day(s) after a death? 
When the crowds have cleared and you are left alone...What does a new normal even look like? Grief is weird and 
undulating and disorienting. Even when there is hope tucked away like a little seed under all the darkness, it can be 
painful to hold both grief and hope together. But we must. It is the only way to ride the waves of this 
unpredictable season. Because the God who birthed the earth has the ability to bring forth life out of chaos...it 
won't be the first time.  
3. Resurrection Sunday: There comes a day when beyond your wildest expectations, the sun rises.  It creeps 
up after a long night and peeks through clouds you thought would forever blot out the sky. A giddiness in your 
toes begins to crowd out the confusion and pain, arousing hope that had tenderly been tucked away. The 
explosion of light brings surprise and celebration and a revelation of new life that at one point you never imagined 
could be! The only way for resurrection to be this glorious reality is for death to have been embraced - Saturday 
served its purpose because life bursting forth causes for the most abundant JOY.  The celebration is good and holy! 
This is Sunday!  
4. The Day of Doubt: "The day after." When we wake up the day after the world changes, it's impossible not to 
acknowledge the questions that rise with the sun.. is it really true? Did it really happen? Could my dream, this 
hope, my prayer in fact have been resurrected? There is a desire to "get back" to normal... only you can never go 
back. What was back there died; and the new normal being birthed is messy and uncomfortable and ill fitting. The 
elation of Sunday is tempered as we step gingerly forward into Monday because for all the time we dreamed of 
the new, it wasn't this. And we wonder if it could be true or good... Could this be what I hoped for? Are we really 
on the "other side". I thought it would look different, feel different. How do I go forward from here?  
              Even those who witnessed the resurrected Christ reserved doubts. The word in Scripture for them is 
believer-doubters. This is all of us, isn't it? I find comfort knowing that Jesus can handle all of me, and that I'm in 
good company. 
              As a world, I find we are in a long silent Saturday, holding hope in our pocket, subtly aware that nothing 
will ever go "back" the way it was, stretching our imaginations to capture a new normal that we hope will be 
better.  I trust that we are in the midst of a great sifting - of our priorities, our pace, of how we bind together as 
humanity, of how we see each other and love more authentically and collectively heal. 
I think Saturday matters. I often wonder why God didn't jump straight from Friday to Sunday. Why the day in 
between?! If you are going to resurrect, then let's get on with it! Boom! Rise!  ... But we have to trust there is 
purpose in the middle. It is the day we reflect. It is the day we grieve. It is the day we observe and prepare. It is the 
day we lean in and get honest. It is the day we slough the things of the past that need to stay dead and hold onto 
hope for what truly matters to rise again. It is the day we embrace and cry and hope. Saturday is what makes 
Sunday so very sweet.  
                And when all is said and done, we will use what we gleaned on Saturday when Monday dawns. Saturday's 
discoveries build the roadmap for the way forward. We will need new ways of seeing. We will need to have let 
some things stay dead for different things to rise. With all of its horror, all of its discomfort, all of its despair, all of 
its potential to drive us to numb or to disengage, we need Saturday.  
I am convinced that the way I stay awake to Saturday is to trust Sunday is coming. That Hope will rise. The beauty 
of where we sit in history is that the One who empathizes, who grabs are hand, who IS the way through IS very 
much alive. He IS the way through death and into new life.  Jesus invites our doubting fingers to touch his pierced 
hands so we might find the way forward together.  

- Emily Jamieson  

Jason Thackston
April 3



Holy Week begins with Palm Sunday and culminates in the greatest celebration of all: Resurrection 
Sunday. Some churches offered special Maundy Thursday online services which included feet washing-
representing Jesus’ last night and reckless act of love and humility with his disciples. 
Good Friday grounded us in the pain of the crucifixion. 
What about Saturday? In churches, Saturday is now filled with virtual Easter Egg Hunts and hopeful 
anticipation for the Resurrection (or a delicious Easter ham). 
Yet that’s not the emotion the disciples and followers of Jesus expressed on the day after their leader, 
teacher, and friend was executed. Only four verses in the whole Bible give us a picture of what 
happened on Saturday. 
In Matthew 27:62-66, we read that the religious leaders of the time went to Pilate on the Sabbath 
(Saturday) to ensure Jesus’ tomb had extra guard and protection. 
Ironically, the same people who crucified Jesus are breaking the Sabbath by traveling and working on 
that day. 
Those who condemned Jesus for doing healing on the Sabbath earlier, are now breaking the Sabbath 
themselves to do everything they can to be sure his body remains in the tomb and isn’t stolen by the 
disciples. 
What the religious leaders don’t know is that the disciples aren’t plotting a way to steal Jesus’ body, 
but instead wallowing in the silence and unanswered prayers of that Saturday. Jesus is still dead. He’s 
still in the grave. They are probably terrified that they are next; that the mere association with Jesus will 
lead to their crucifixion. 
They’re grieving the loss of a friend and teacher. They’re humiliated they really believed that he was the 
Messiah–the savior of the world. Doubt creeps in. 
We get a little peek into how the disciples were feeling before the realization of the Resurrection in 
Luke 24:19-21: 
A disciple named Cleopas and another disciple are walking on a road out of Jerusalem on Sunday. They 
don’t recognize a man who begins to walk next to them who doesn’t know what has just happened. So 
he sums up the last few days for the man in this: 
Verse 19-21: “About Jesus of Nazareth,” they replied. “He was a prophet, powerful in word and deed 
before God and all the people. The chief priests and our rulers handed him over to be sentenced to 
death, and they crucified him; but we had hoped that he was the one who was going to redeem Israel. 
And what is more, it is the third day since all this took place. ” 
It’s interesting to note that these disciples are on their way home-leaving the city the first chance they 
get once the travel restrictions are lifted after the Sabbath (and one day our travel restrictions will lift 
too!). The disciples are collapsing because of the confusion, grief, and disappointment in what happened 
on the dark day that was Good Friday. 
The disciples must have forgotten about a conversation Jesus had with them just a couple days earlier. 
When talking to his disciples on Thursday, Jesus takes time to warn them about the grief, 
disappointment, doubt, and silence they would encounter during the days to come. 
John 16:20-22 records Jesus saying, “I tell you the truth, you will weep and mourn while the world 
rejoices. You will grieve, but your grief will turn to joy. A woman giving birth to a child has pain because 
her time has come; but when her baby is born she forgets the anguish because of her joy that a child is 
born into the world. So with you: now is your time of grief, but I will see you again and you will 
rejoice, and no one will take away your joy.” 
Today is a holy day, a sacred invitation to think about what you're thinking about, to pay attention to 
what you're paying attention to. The Lord whispers, "It's okay to grieve, I grieved too." 
Have you ever considered the five stages of grief in regards to Holy Week? The disciples experienced 
them all--denial, anger, bargaining, depression, acceptance--and the sixth: meaning. 

- Margaret Feinberg  



day forty 
Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to the tomb, where 
Jesus had been laid, and saw that the stone covering the tomb had been removed.* So begins 
today’s gospel reading. Mary’s world and the hope that she and the disciples and many people had 
in the life of Jesus had been shattered, crucified. Yet the story continues. Death, as real as it is, is 
not the last word. Resurrection happens. 
I still have a vivid memory of reading from the letter of Paul to the Romans at my father’s funeral 
mass over seven years ago. It was the part in chapter 8 that included: 
“What will separate us from the love of Christ? Will anguish, or distress, or persecution… No… For I 
am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor present things, nor 
future things, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creatures will be able to separate us 
from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.” 
As I looked out into the faces of loved ones and spoke those words, I knew beyond reason and in 
every cell of my body that my dad was still “alive.” Love is and always will be, and that is the stuff of 
who we are and what matters. 
The weight of these times is as heavy as the stone I imagine covering Jesus’ grave. The scope of 
suffering and instability is overwhelming. Like a heartbroken Mary or the confused and fearful 
disciples, we may not recognize yet the blessing in the face of such disorientation and change. What 
Easter invites is deep, profound trust in an abiding Presence who calls us, each by name, to 
liberation and reconciliation and new levels of creativity, connection, compassion, and unity – and 
joy. 

- Trish Stefanik, Overlook Retreat House at Dayspring 
 
 
Life may feel like a cruel joke today, but Jesus Christ is risen. You may not feel like Easter, but allow 
those faithful women who went to the tomb early, on the first day of the week, as the sun was 
dawning, and a new day was breaking, to carry you along with them. You may not feel like Easter, 
but allow those faithful women to show you what they saw. You may not feel like Easter, but run 
with those faithful women, who ran with fear and great joy. You may not feel like Easter but 
through your tears and sorrow, your fear and worry, your dread and anxiety, look for risen Jesus 
who stands before you, saying Greetings! 
It may not feel like Easter, but still Jesus Christ is risen today! Alleluia! 

- Br. James Koester SSJE 
 

We teach our children to memorize their addresses and phone numbers. Why? So that if they ever 
got lost, they’d have a way to find home. All my past Easters—they were rehearsals for this. I had a 
way Home…… What if all our Easters were practice for an Easter like this? Like forms in martial arts, 
we have rehearsed this Truth, training our muscles to memorize the shape of the resurrection for a 
day when we need it. The moment when we need it most is usually the moment when we’re least 
prepared. Have we absorbed so deeply the story of our hope that we respond instinctively?   

- Grace Chin Huang  
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God loves the world. God loves the people of the world, each one. When God created the 
world, God made it so that it would be a place of shalom and flourishing for all creation, for 
each and every person. The design was not for division and oppression among peoples, but 
rather for the people of the world to be one family, God’s family, a community of diversity 
marked by and living in love. 
But that’s not the way the world turned out. When sin entered the world and the fall 
happened, everything broke, and we’ve been suffering the ravages ever since. 
God could have left us to our own devices, but he didn’t. In the words of one of the old prayers, 
the Great Thanksgiving, “When our disobedience took us far from you, you did not abandon us 
to the power of death. In your mercy, you came to our help” (Book of Common Prayer 2007, 
373). 
In love, God the Father sent Jesus the Son so that sin, and greed, and death would no longer 
have the last word, but rather that God’s great design and hope could once again be realized. It 
was the cross that enabled our forgiveness. And it is the resurrection that makes “thy Kingdom 
come” now possible. 
Thanks be to God! 
It was Pope John Paul II who said, “We are an Easter people, and Hallelujah is our song!” (Paul, 
1986). So today we say… 
Christ is risen! The Lord is risen indeed! 
The resurrection of Jesus changes everything. Yes, it offers us the hope of eternal life and is a 
pledge and portent of our resurrection too. And yes, it means that the powers of darkness, 
brokenness, division, oppression, and death have in fact been defeated. It may be that it will 
take much time for that victory to be made final, but that it can be and will be is now assured. 
The resurrection also means that we, frail and weak and human as we are, are invited—called 
actually— into Jesus’s great work of “thy kingdom come.” 
It’s a stunning statement he says to his disciples, “As the Father has sent me, so I am sending 
you.” 
Really? Now we share in the vocation and the mission of the resurrected Christ? There’s no 
other way to read his words. What the Father sent Jesus to do, now we are called to as well. 
Jesus came into the world to intentionally confront the effects of the Fall, to take on the 
suffering of the world upon himself, and by the power of God redeem it, with his body being a 
conduit of God’s grace and the revelation of his glory. 
And that’s what we are to do. 
As followers of Jesus, and his very body on earth, we are to intentionally confront the effects of 
the Fall, take the suffering of the world upon ourselves, and by the power of God redeem it—
with our very bodies being a conduit of God’s grace and the revelation of his glory. 
He breathed on them and said to them, “Receive the Holy Spirit.” 
This task is too much for us. We cannot do this in our own strength. This is why Jesus breathes 
on his disciples: to empower them with the Holy Spirit, his spirit. At Pentecost, that same Spirit 
is given to all the disciples, and is now given it to us as well. 
We have a mission. We have a calling. We have a task. We have work to do. 
And we’ve been given the power of Jesus himself to do it. 

- An American Lent: So I Am Sending You The Repentance Project  
 

https://repentanceproject.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=c0f6f35bab76b8711ccb2c3e4&id=d8fcb5b11c&e=48d4844642


easter season 
Did you know that we are still in the Easter season – it extends all the way to Pentecost as we celebrate with 
joy and praise the wonder of the Risen Christ. 
This weekend I realized something startling but profound – we don’t come to Jesus; Jesus comes to us. 
So often we talk about “coming to Jesus” as though we are the ones in control of what happens. But we 
aren’t. Jesus comes to us. The work of resurrection, revelation and transformation lies squarely on his 
shoulders. And he knows what I need. Nothing is asked of us except a willingness to listen and be willing to 
walk with him on a new journey into a new way of life. 
As I have read the accounts of Jesus post resurrection appearances this week I was stunned by the messages 
that I can so often and so easily gloss over. Messages that seem so appropriate for the COVID-19 world in 
which live. 
I look at the disciples and Jesus followers and I am reminded that Jesus comes to us, the presence of love 
comes to us, when we are in the place of grief and despair and draws us into the light of a bright and shining 
day. It doesn’t mean that life is the way it was before, but it does mean that change and transformation are 
possible because Jesus is still with us. 
Jesus comes in resurrection glory: 

 When I grieve and am full of despair 
 When I am full of fear 
 When I am confused 
 When I am filled with guilt 
 When I doubt 
 When I have lost my faith 
 When my hopes have been shattered. 
 When I feel lost and alone 
 When I do not understand 

Jesus comes in unexpected places and to unexpected people: 
 he come to us when we weep in the garden 
 he waits in the empty tomb when all our hopes and expectations have been turned upside down 
 he comes to those whom no one will believe 
 to those who walk on a journey of confusion and bewilderment 
 he penetrates beyond the locked doors of our hearts 
 he meets us on the beach when we are going about our ordinary everyday work and asks us to start a new 

journey 
Where has Jesus come to you this week? What are you struggling with in this turbulent situation in which we 
all find ourselves that you need to feel the presence of Jesus in your life? 
Close your eyes. Take some deep breaths in and out and Allow Jesus to enter into your soul. 
Sit still, 
Let the presence of Almighty God 
Embrace you. 
Breathe deeply 
Allow the love of the Glorious One 
To still the turmoil of your soul. 
Listen carefully with an open heart. 
Hear the words of eternal truth. 
Let them bring you life 
In the midst of chaos. 

- Christine Sine, Godspace blog, April 2020 
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