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 Ash Wednesday, February 17, 2010 

 
 

Out of the Deep 

I write this introductory “word” about the Lenten Book for 2010, from a window 
overlooking a half acre of 30 inches of snow behind my home in Monrovia. Literally “out 
of the deep” is the experience I have been reflecting on for the past three days as the 
worst snow storm of nearly 90 years holds its pall over me, though the sun is shining 
brightly and the sound of my three grandchildren playing in the unshoveled driveway 
brings a smile to my face.  News of six to twelve more inches adds a daunting touch to 
my thoughts for the ensuing days. 

 Charles H. Spurgeon, whom I mentioned in my article for the Beacon this month, 
has written extensively on the psalms of David, particularly Psalm 130, in his work 
entitled The Treasury of David.  Though depths of whatever, snow or otherwise, usually 
engulf us in silence, Spurgeon reminds us that the mouth of the servant of Jehovah 
cannot be silenced even in such “worst places.” In Spurgeon’s words, “Deep places 
beget deep devotion.”  What Spurgeon also reminds us is that our Adonai, our Lord, is 
clearly a Sovereign, who holds pardon in His hand, and in His prerogative and delight, 
forgives freely and absolutely.  “None fear the Lord like those who have experienced his 
forgiving love,” is Spurgeon’s observation about our response when we realize our own 
sinfulness and confess.  Again, in Spurgeon’s unique spiritual commentary he lays the 
foundation for our at-one-ness with the abba Father.  “Gratitude for pardon produces far 
more fear and reverence of God than all the dread which is inspired by punishment.”   

 I wait for the LORD, my soul doth wait.  (verse 5).   This is the posture for believers in 
a God whose premier character is forgiveness and pardon.  “Expecting him to come to 
me in love, I quietly wait for his appearing; I wait upon him in service, and for him in 
faith,” says Spurgeon, “ for if the Lord makes us wait, let us do so with our whole hearts; 
for blessed are all they that wait for him.  He is worth the waiting for.  The waiting itself 
is beneficial to us: it tries faith, exercises patience, trains submission, and endears the 
blessing when it comes.” 

 Lent 2010 has been preceded by waiting, waiting for the snow to come, waiting for 
the snow to leave its full mantle, waiting for the paths that lead us to the arteries of 
connection, waiting for the snow to melt, and then we can return to the normalcy of 
living.  It must be true.  When we are in the depths, waiting in hope becomes the 
strength that characterizes our trust in the God and Father of Jesus Christ.     
 

-  Walt Edmonds     
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Thursday, February 18, 2010 
 

 
A Symphony 

 

But there is forgiveness with You, so that You may be revered. 
                                                                                        -  Psalm 134:4 

 

 
One of the attributes of Christianity is the ability for forgiveness between one another and our 
complete absolution from God.  

Forgiveness - without which, I for one, would retreat into a figurative deep hole and never dare to 
face those I have wronged.  

Forgiveness - with which there is hope enough to ask another person to forgive me and work to 
make things right. 

Forgiveness - if turned away by those wronged, to importune God, and be assured of his love, his 
mercy.  
  

. . . . hope in the Lord! For with the Lord there is steadfast love, and with him is a great power to redeem. 
It is he who will redeem (us) from all (our) iniquities 

- Psalm 130:7-8 
  

Most of humanity knows instinctively that there is a higher being. Many attempts are made to 
understand, respect and to worship it. Many of the worldõs organized religions have aspects, portions 
of truth, but only Christianity has it all, a full symphony of truth.  

Shusaku Endo, Japanõs premier writer, and a Christian, comments: 

Christianity has an infinite capacity for adaptation; and somewhere within the great symphony of Christianity is a 
strain that fits the Japanese tradition and touches the Japanese. ...it seems to me that Christianity is not a solo, but a 
symphony. If I have trust in Christianity, it is because I find in it much more possibility than in any other religion for 
presenting the full symphony for humanity.  
  
For me, the dynamic leitmotiv of that symphony is forgiveness. 

 
-  Bernardine Beall 
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Friday, February 19, 2010 
 

 

Whom Shall I Forgive? 
 

Out of the Depths I cry to you, O Lord. 
Lord, hear my voice! 

- Psalm 130 

 
 
 
Why is forgiveness such a necessity for being in relationship with God? 
 
This is the daily question with which I wrestle in my spiritual journey with God.  I have oftentimes 
been confronted with others who have had an intention (knowingly or unknowingly) of casting me 
into depths of despair.  And what did I do?  I prayed.   

Prayed for strength and guidance, prayed for others, prayed for an answer as to what and how to 
handle the situation.        

òOut of the depths, did I cry unto you oh Lord.  Lord hear my voice!!! . . .    

Yes, God does listen to us when we come to him in prayer. My soul was crushed, my spirit was 
downtrodden, my physical body ached.  I came to the Lord in prayer, asking for guidance and 
encouragement to do the right thing - to forgive others and especially ask for forgiveness for myself.  
Godõs forgiveness is real and true.    

To me, forgiveness had been just a òword,ó and now I needed to put the word into action!    
Through prayer, I realized and physically experienced the enormous spiritual uplifting to my heart 
when I forgave.  A very, very heavy weight upon my heart was removed and it opened my inner self 
to heal, to rest and to survey a better purpose in life.   
 
Whom shall I forgive?  God taught us to forgive everyone because he has forgiven our sins without 
question.  WITHOUT QUESTION AND NO STRINGS ATTACHED!  Wow, what an awesome 
God! 
 
Prayer:  

Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew a steadfast spirit within me. 
Do not cast me away from Your presence, and do not take Your Holy Spirit away from Me. 

Restore to me the joy of Your salvation and uphold me by Your generous Spirit.  Amen. 

- Psalm 51:10-13 

 
-  Donna Feuillet 
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Saturday, February 20, 2010 
 

 

òIFó 
 

If, when we declare that we want people to see Jesus in our hearts when they look upon us, 
 
If, as a community we declare that we want to demonstrate Christian love, 
 
If we really have these feelings, these emotions, these basic tenets of our faith in our heart, 
 
Then, when we hear the song it is not our cry to God, 
 
It is the cry of someone in need of Godõs love through us, 
 
It is a call for us to hear the voice, to listen, to be attentive. 
 
It is our responsibility to make sure that he or she feel forgiveness, 
 
It is our responsibility to make sure that not only is our Lordõs unfailing love felt, 
 
It is our responsibility that action accompanies that love. 
 
We need to remember that the miracle is sometimes tied to the òIf.ó 
 

 

-  Mickey Cochran 
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Monday, February 22, 2010 
  

 

Choosing the Path of Trust 

After reading Psalm 130 several times, a few things became very clear to me. The first thing is that 
human nature has not changed since the time of this writing.   God didnõt rewrite the instruction 
manual on òhow to build a humanó after the birth of this psalmist or any other Old Testament figure 
for that matter.  But gaining insight into the prelude of this writing is where the real lesson lies.   For 
some reason, the author has wound up in a position of incredible suffering at a point prior to writing 
this psalm.  Suffering has occurred perhaps from the loss of a loved one, from being mistreated, 
misunderstood, misdiagnosed, or even from oneõs own actions, or a combination of all of the above.  
A choice must be made about how to react to this suffering, and a difficult choice it is.  Itõs a choice 
of self that usually winds up being made between bitterness, trust, or the fencepost, [as in sit on the 
fencepost and do nothing.]   This is a choice that some think must be made alone.  Verse 1 makes it 
clear that this time, the road of trust was chosen over the road of bitterness or inaction.   

The fork in the road is an interesting place to be because there stands three signs. One is the head of 
the fork, and the other two are as we begin down each respective road.  Each of the three signs read 
exactly the same.  The sign at the head of the fork, and on each road, states in bold letters: Be 
prepared to suffer if you choose this road.  We carry the bitterness of suffering because of our 
human condition, which is why the sign is the same regardless of our choice or lack thereof.  If we 
choose the fencepost, or do nothing, we remain trapped in a perpetual whirlwind of suffering. This 
results in our own isolation from the world, a place that makes it impossible for us to serve God.  
Without God as a guide, we cannot serve anyone else in our lives.  We are effectively removed from 
the Game and feel unimportant, especially to ourselves.   

When we choose to walk the road of bitterness it forces us to constantly re-live the suffering that 
made us bitter in the first place. But it is more damaging, because that bitterness becomes a lens that 
we now view and respond to the world through.  Bitterness feeds bitterness and is self sustaining as 
long as we choose to let it be.   

The last choice, the road of trust, begins the same as the other two with the sign reading: Be 
prepared to suffer if you choose this road.   But, behind the sign at the head of each path is 
another sign that reads (and I quote from verse 7), for with the Lord is unfailing love and with him is full 
redemption.  You see the Lord is there on each path, suffering right along with us, and wanting to take 
our pain away if we let Him, if we choose to let Him.   

The words written on the second set of signs can be seen by all of humanity, regardless of the path 
chosen.  But the reality of Godõs perfect, unfailing, redemptive love, is only revealed to us in its 
fullness when we choose the path of trust. That process of redemption forces us to own and re-live 
the pain and bitterness of suffering one last time, before giving it to God to bear. This removes it 
from our hearts forever.  The first sign is removed and the redeeming power of Godõs perfect love is 
no longer hidden in the message of the second sign.  In fact, the thought of God recounting or 
forcing us to re-live the suffering of all of our sins proves to be a thought so destructive and crushing 
it leaves us, in the words of the psalmist, unable to stand.  The very existence of Psalm 130 means the 
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psalmist chose to trust in God even when the separation between God and the psalmist seemed to be 
beyond the point of no return. But, God is not sitting on a high point in heaven looking down at us 
in the depths of despair.  He is suffering right next to us, with us, and if we choose trust, for us.  

 

 

Prayer: 

Please teach us to use the lessons, beauty, and revealing truth of the psalms as a 
place for us to turn to during our times of suffering and adversity, 

and may they give us the wisdom and discernment needed 
to always choose the path of trust.  Amen. 

 
- Tom Conger 
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Tuesday, February 23, 2010 

 
 

Breathing Easy 

 
After we had shoveled out on February 6, I was breathing heavily and wheezing.  My chest hurt and 
my muscles ached; it was then I realized that it was the anniversary of my motherõs death from 
emphysema.  I had heard that sound before.  She had died just as my grandfather (her father) had 
died on December 9, 1985.  At the time that he died there was limited treatment options for COPD.  
My last visit to him in the hospital was difficult with all the tubes and medical equipment keeping him 
alive, but not distressing.  After all, he was 81 years old and had worked hard all his life.  Besides, I 
had survived a collapsed lung in 1982 and quit smoking, so I thought I was in the clear for any lung 
disease.  We were raising five children, I had a decent union job making good money, and I was 
involved with the local Boy Scout troop that our oldest son had joined.  At that time I was far from 
God, but every monthly campout was like going to church.  Life was good for us. 

On February 6, 2001, my mother died at age 70 from emphysema, but my life had been changed 
when I moved to Maryland in 1996, when I accepted Jesus Christ as LORD and Savior in 1997, 
through the mentoring of Philip Brake.  I remember the improvements in treatment and how they 
extended her life without all the tubes and equipment my grandfather had been on.  Her seven 
children and her grandchildren were at her bedside at the hospital and we all joined in psalms and 
hymns and spiritual songs.  It was a different experience than at my grandfatherõs bedside in 1985.  
Still life was good to us. 

In November of 2003, I was diagnosed with emphysema.  What a blow.  I had stopped smoking so 
long ago and I thought your lungs repaired themselves to their former state.  As this diagnosis was 
sinking in, I could not help but cry out to God.  But as I watched my grandfather and mother die 
from this disease with their faith in God still firm and unwavering, so I guess I could do the same.  
Even as Philip Brake was dying, his firm and unwavering faith showed through, despite his pain and 
suffering.  So yes I still cry out to God, but it is for peace, guidance and strength.  Iõve had to scale 
back on a lot of things, but I must still continue in all He leads me to do.  Mission trips to Nicaragua 
are out, but I can still try to be Christ to them through prayer, writing to them and sending a monthly 
prayer for the community of La Danta. 

We must all cry out to God for help and guidance.  He will show us what to do for the Kingdom of 
God despite our physical ailments and age. 

Prayer: 

Heavenly Father, we give thanks for all you have given us. 
We ask for guidance and help, as we age and become infirm, to do your will, as we are able. 

Give us peace and strength.  Amen. 
 

- Don Cosman 
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Wednesday, February 24, 2010 
 
 

When I Fall 
 

Out of the depths I cry to you, O LORDó  
~Psalm 130: 1 

 . . . . My heart and my flesh cry out for the living God.   
~Psalm 84: 2 

 
I know what it means to fall into the depths and I am sure most of you do as well.  We all have our 
times of deep sadness, of pain, of suffering and feeling lost.  We are not unique in that way and when 
I am feeling rational and good about things, I realize that it is in those moments that I actually learn 
important lessons about life and love.   

I would say that 2009 began with me finding myself in what I called the pit of despair.  It was the 
darkest, loneliness, scariest, unhappiest, and most hopeless place to discover.  I have been sad before, 
but never in such a deep, deep way.   Scottõs leaving felt like the world had crumbled around me and 
I couldnõt find my way out of the rubble.   

As I write this it has been almost exactly one year since we separated. I must admit that I am not out 
of that hole completely yet.  I know it will take time and sometimes I still feel like everything I touch 
falls apart.  But there is something within me that wants to keep going, find the good,  discover the 
resurrection out of the crucifixion, see the window that has opened, find the ònew normal,ó 
understand that change might actually be good for me, walk into the new chapter of my life facing 
and embracing the fear of uncertainty that grips me. 

Even though I still fall down, I have not felt without God, which is absolutely remarkable to me.  I 
feel Godõs presence.  I see God in the eyes of my friends who have loved me through this and given 
me the understanding that I have so desperately needed.  I have heard God in the voices of kind 
words and encouragement and in some of the lyrics to new songs that have come my way.  I feel 
Godõs touch in the hugs that are so freely given and in my gut when I cry out.   

I am so sorry that things have fallen apart, but in the falling I have learned how to allow myself to be 
caught.  I have nothing to hang on to but the merciful, unconditional love of my Maker.  I am so 
grateful for that and I know, when I know nothing else, that THAT will remain.   

I am learning a lot through this although I donõt always like what I see in the mirror or enjoy every 
part of the ride, but have I been without God?  No.  God is there ð now and forever - and because of 
God there is the everlasting hope of being pulled out of the depths, again and again. 

Prayer:   

Dear God of Life and New Beginnings,  

Thank you for your unending grace and love that is the life line to living that you give to us each and every day.   
Help me to let you lift me out of the depths so that I can be all that you call me to be, and then in turn be for 

others a reflection of your Light that lightens burdens and nurtures the life song within us.  Amen. 

 
-  Cindy Fulton 
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Thursday, February 25, 2010 

 
A Light in the Depths 

 
I think of the òdepthsó as very dark and dismal, a place that no light can penetrate.  We have all 

experienced our own personal depths, or have seen loved ones fall into these pits.  But we, as people of 
God, have faith and hope because God so loved the world.  With the knowledge of His amazing 
sacrificial love we know we have been redeemed.  We are confident then to place our hope in His Word. 

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, 
and the Word was Godé  In him was life, and the life was the light of men. 

The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it. 
ð  John 1:1, 4-5 

 A few years ago when my son was diagnosed with ulcerative colitis I felt that he and those of us 
who love him were in a very deep, scary pit of despair.  I remember crying all night that first night.  The 
next day, even though I did not want to go, I reported to school as usual.  My library co-workers could 
tell by my red eyes that I was quite upset.  I began to explain to them about this autoimmune disorder 
that had attacked my healthy, strapping 20 year-old son.  As I finished, a student who had been working 
nearby and had overheard at least part of this discussion, came up to the circulation desk and shared that 
she also had this disorder and that, in her words, òIt really is not so bad.ó  I was bowled over!  We 
continued to talk for awhile.  Laura, a high school junior, was very bright and well informed about this 
condition and the many possible treatments that were currently available.  She comforted me in a way 
that she couldnõt possibly have realized.  Over the next weeks and even months she continued to ask me 
about my sonõs progress.  I knew that God had sent her to me to help calm my fears.  It was no 
coincidence that Laura was sitting near the circulation desk in the media center on that particular 
morning.  She was the first of many over the next few months who helped shine the light of hope into 
our familyõs pit of despair. 

 When we are touched by the light of Christõs love and given a glimmer of hope we can then begin 
to see beyond our own suffering.  Hope shines forth and gives us strength. òHope changes our 
perspective so that suffering is no longer an irreducible entity wreaking havoc on our lives.ó  
(Jennifer E. Copeland, The Upper Room Disciplines 2006)  The writer of Psalm 130 also sees hope in the 
Lord and is so strengthened by his own rekindled hope that he is able to encourage others to hope in the 
Lord, as well.  In doing so, he, himself, is lifted from the depths.  We, too, encourage each other as we 
pray and work together to bring Christõs love to others.  The light of hope is passed like a torch in the 
night.  The darkness cannot overcome it. 

 The weary, anxious watchmen must keep searching the horizon for a glimpse of the light to 
release them from the depth of night.  We, as people of God, do not need to journey forth to search for 
the light.  The light has been sent from God to come directly to us and warm the depths of our souls.   

Prayer:  

Thank you, God, for being so steadfast in your love for us. 
Help us to remember that when we find ourselves, or those we love, 

in a dark place, we need only turn toward you and your light of hope will come to us. 
God let me, too, be a source of hope for others.  Let your light shine through me.  Amen. 

Marcia Hofman 
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Friday, February 26, 2010 

 
 

Pray for Mackenzie 
 
My friend Mackenzie is 13. She got brain cancer when she was 9. It has come back for the third time. 
Her family got three extra years with Mackenzie, because the doctors thought she would die at 10. 
That's how old I am, and I can't imagine dying at this age. I found out this news the day I decided to 
do this devotional. I think Psalm 130 is very appropriate for this situation in Mackenzie's family's life.  
 
Dear Lord, 

From the depths of death and despair, I ask you to help my friend who may die. 
Please be with her and her family. 

Please give her hope and healing. Amen. 
 

                                    -  Celia Hembrough (5th grade) 
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Saturday, February 27, 2010 
 

Hope, Change, Listen & Watch 
 

1-2 Help, GODñthe bottom has fallen out of my life! God, hear my cry for help!  
   Listen hard! Open your ears!  
      Listen to my cries for mercy. 

3-4 If you, GOD, kept records on wrongdoings,  
      who would stand a chance?  

   As it turns out, forgiveness is your habit,  
      and that's why you're worshiped. 

5-6 I pray to GODñmy life a prayerñ  
      and wait for what God will say and do.  
   My life's on the line before God, my God,  

      waiting and watching till morning,  
      waiting and watching till morning. 

7-8 O Israel, wait and watch for GODñ  
      with GOD's arrival comes love,  

      with GOD's arrival comes generous redemption.  
   No doubt about itñGod will redeem Israel,  

      buy back Israel from captivity to sin. 
                                                                                                                                   Psalm 130 (The Message) 

 

There was a time in my life . . . when darkness covered me.  A life-crisis was at hand, and I was 
terrified, lost, and alone.  Confusion and chaos surrounded me.  My body could not sleep, could not 
eat, could not think clearly, could not cope with daily living.  My loving community of family and 
friends were there by my side (that includes YOU, my church family), but it was hard for me to 
connect with themé with anyone.  Oddly, I felt that I was not in my own skin.   

Everything felt foreign and separateé 
é except for two things.  

One of those things: my children.  Knowing that they needed me kept me going.  And I needed 
them.  I could have easily slipped into deeper despair; but the call to pour Cheerios for breakfast, the 
need for Mommy to read Runaway Bunny for the 564th time, provide clean clothes and a clean 
environment, nurse wounds, snuggle, keep them connected to friends and to church and to Life 
beyond our front doorstep, was a saving grace for me.  

The other thing that sustained meé a Loving Forceé a Constant Presenceé a Comforteré a 
Gentle Shepherd tending to this very-wounded sheep.  Every tear that I shed, every time I cried out 
in anguish, or when I simply sat and sat and sat with my thoughts racingé or simply sat with 
numbnessé the Spirit of Love stayed with me.  The strength of that Love was felt so strongly at 
moments when I least expected it, and I look back with such gratitude.  Thank you God, for hearing 
my cry, for sending Your love.  Thank you Jesus, for embracing me with gentleness and compassion.  
Thank you, Holy Spirit, for breathing on me and breathing through me, enabling me to carry on. 
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It was from this Life Crisis that moved me into a period of great introspection.  I entered into years of 
a Lenten walk that surpassed 40 days and 40 nights.  And there is so much to share about that 
journey including BIG things . . . like forgiveness (my need to be forgiven and my need to forgive), 
acceptance, grace, understanding of myself and others, and looking deeply into my faults and frailties; 
and thatõs just for starters.  (I hope to share more with you tomorrow, as I have the opportunity to 
give a short homily on Stephen Ministry Sunday.)  

And now time for GOOD news (although I hope you heard the good news that was within the 
darkness too): Out of the depths I have come!  To think back to the time of despair and to compare 
it to where I am now is nothing less than a miracle.  And here is the kicker.  Without knowing deep 
sorrow, loss, and heartache, I wouldnõt be where I am today.  And where am I?  I am at a place of 
peace, of creativity, of hearing clearly, of following Godõs call in my life. Coming out of the depths 
has brought me to a place of becoming stronger in faith, more joyful in spirit, and more 
compassionate and loving in nature.    

I speak these things to glorify God alone. I am simply one of many, for this is a story that can be 
repeated by all those who have known Godõs redemption.  I may be just preaching to the choir here, 
for you may be able to relate your own life story to this one.  Oré you may be in a place of darkness 
and unsure of where to turn.  If you are feeling lost and alone, confused and disconnected, please 
know that there is Hope.  What you are experiencing is temporary.  It is what is happening in your 
life at this season.  There will be change.  And God is with you, caring for you in your suffering.  
Through that pain you will come, and there is more meant for you than you can imagine.  Listen.  
Watch.  See what unfolds before you and accept the caring hands that reach out to you in Love.   

Written to you in Christian Love, 
       Pam Richardson Colborn 
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Monday, March 1, 2010 
 

 

Godõs Signs 
 

While in the Denver airport, as I was returning from my recent seminary-required intercultural 
immersion trip to South Dakota, I surprisingly heard someone call my name, òLinda, Linda - I 
thought that was you.ó Unbeknownst to me, a husband and wife (Iõll call them Jim and Mary) from 
the Wash DC area were also in the airport waiting for their return flight home. I asked if they were 
there on a second honeymoon trip, and Mary offered, òI wish that were so.ó  

 Mary shared that she had wanted to call me several times this past year, since she knew that 
we could understand their struggles. Like us, they had experienced difficulties with their teenage son 
and now honestly feared for his future as a healthy person. We were the only parents they knew of 
who had experienced sending their teenager for treatment outside of the area so he could regain his 
health. The past few days, they had traveled out west to consider a treatment program for their son. 
And in their deep despair (just like us), they had prayed for a sign from God that the program they 
were considering was a good decision. Mary quickly mentioned that just seeing me in the Denver 
airport could be their sign, since they had told no one of their trip. It was then that we realized we 
were on the same flight going back to Washington, DC. Yes, we agreed, this could be their sign. 

 Just the night before, while in South Dakota, I had checked in online. So, I boarded the plane 
at my computer assigned seat of 17F. The plane was nearly full as Jim and Mary also moved to their 
pre-assigned seats right next to me ð 17D and 17E! Godõs signs were clear and could not be missed. 
Yes, I declared, òGod is good -- all the time!ó 

 So for the next three hours, I listened to Mary share her deep concerns about her sonõs life. 
Because weõve known each other for sixteen years, our shared despair poured out easily. We talked as 
only parents can who have experienced such fear, sadness and alarm over their teenage childõs 
choices. Our sonõs successful completion of his treatment last August was encouraging to Mary and 
Jim and gave them hope. Absolutely, we agreed that the three of us sitting together on this plane 
could not be a coincidence-it was a God moment! 

 Upon arrival at the airport in Washington, DC, Jim and Mary shared that they were facing 
sending their son away to the treatment center within the week. I knew how important connecting 
with them after such a heart-breaking decision would be, so I vowed to connect soon. Both of us 
promised to pray for each otherõs families. 

  I thankfully met up with my family members at the airport, and we drove back to Damascus. 
Due to hunger, we decided to make a quick stop at a Burger King on the way home. As only God 
can provide, Jim and Mary had also stopped at the same Burger King!  Mary remarked that this was their 
third sign from God in less than twelve hours!  Now, they felt assured that what they were considering for 
their son was the right thing. Recently, I spoke with Mary, and their son is now in treatment with 
guarded hope for a healthy future. Thanks be to God! 

 Little did I know that our familyõs most painful experience would offer encouraging hope to 
others. But, of course this is true, because God uses for good even those situations humans canõt see 
as redeemable during the despair.  Clearly, God already proved that; because through the death and 
resurrection of Jesus Christ, God redeemed all of humanity. 
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Because Blake is now an honest, respectful, joyful healthy young man, the ripple effects of his 
transformation continue. His daily results significantly surpass my greatest hope. So, often I pinch 
both of us to make sure we arenõt in a dream. And we give God ALL the glory for this modern day 
miracle! 
 As a result, my calling in ministry has evolved into listening to and sharing with parents who 
find themselves experiencing similar despair, fear and worry over their troubled teenager. From my 
deepest darkest moment in life, I can now offer hope in the future. This includes encouraging parents 
to turn their worries into prayers to God as they also seek professional help that best fits for them. 
By doing so, parents can determine what is needed for their teenagerõs specific concerns.  

  òOut of the depths I cried to youó expresses the prayers parents pray to God in these 
moments.  God hears our cries as we receive Holy Spirit assurance that we are not alone in our 
struggles. God graciously answers our prayers of despair through professionals, through examples of 
others and through Holy Spirit power. And after successful treatment that best fits for our loved one, 
we can gratefully join in thankful praise, exclaiming, òYes, God is good, all the time. Thanks be to 
God!ó 
 
Prayer:  

Loving God,  thank you for hearing our cries.  Help us help our troubled teens. 
We cannot do it alone, and we thank you for your Holy Spirit presence with us in our struggles.  

Thank you for the professionals you have placed in our path. 
Help us to reach out to families with struggling teens and to love as you would love. Amen. 

 
-  Linda Motter 
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Tuesday, March 2, 2010 
 

Life Lessons from the Depths 
 

When I was 18 years old my best friend Anna was killed by a drunk driver.  Not only was she killed, but her 
boyfriend who was in his first year at the University of Maryland, as well as the passenger in the other car that 
hit them.  I sank into one of the deepest, darkest holes I thought there ever could be.    

You see, I never really had a family.  Well, not a normal family anyway.  My parents divorced when I was 6 
and I was the oldest of four children.  My brother Steve, (who now lives with me) and I were sent to live with 
my grandfather.  My two younger siblings initially went to live with my father, then my mother, and then 
shifted from home to home, living with different families until their late teens.   

In one way I guess I was lucky.  At least I lived in one house most of my childhood.  But in another way, it 
was hell.  My grandfather was very abusive.  Having had two daughters of his own (one was my mother) that 
had failed him in life, and a short marriage to my grandmother, I truly believe he had come to hate women.  
He always treated my brother entirely differently than the way he treated me. 

He constantly told me I was no good.  He was quick to remove his belt and use it, and as I grew older, he 
started to molest me.  I remember sitting in my bedroom window at night, looking up at heaven, with the 
tears just flowing down my face, asking God to please help me.  At the age of seventeen I finally ran away.   

After several days on the streets and sleeping on friendsõ couches, my father found me and encouraged me to 
come and stay with him and his wife.  He didnõt ask because he really wanted me there, but just so he knew I 
was safe.  I slept on the couch and his new young wife tried to befriend me as much as possible, though I was 
in a terrible emotional and mental state.  It was my senior year of high school.  I felt alone and depressed, and 
the òresponsibleó child I had always been became a living terror.  I reconnected with the one boy my 
grandfather has always kept me away from.  Though I continued to attend school, I started doing unsafe 
things and disappearing for days at a time from my dad and his wife.  Probably one of the worse things I did 
was the hitchhiking.  I had gotten a job in Columbia Mall at McDonalds in order to have a little spending 
money, but I went to school in Ellicott City.  Sometimes I had a boyfriend that would drive me, but without a 
car, hitchhiking was the only other way I could get to where I needed to go.  I think now of all the things that 
could have possibly happened to me!!!  God was definitely watching over me!! 

By the spring of that year I had made a new friend.  Her name was Anna, short for Diana.  I remember her 
mom saying years later how most people just bring home a lost puppy, but Anna just brought home òJanie.ó  
When Anna found I was basically homeless and estranged from my family, she asked her parents if I could 
stay with them.  Even though they welcomed me with open arms, I was still shy and felt I was imposing to 
always be at their house.  They owned a motor home and Anna asked if we could sleep out there at night so I 
would be more comfortable.  Years later, her mother would tell me how Anna told her she used to listen to 
me cry all night.  She asked her mom how it was possible for someone to be in so much emotional pain.  Her 
mom replied òpeople come from all different types of families and circumstances.ó 

Annaõs family became my ònewó family, or should I say òsubstituteó family.  Her parents insisted I call them 
òMa and Pa Riley,ó and Anna also had two brothers that welcomed me warmly.  I was included in every 
special occasion and family celebration, just like I was one of them.  This was something I had never 
experienced before!  A òrealó family!  I remember how every morning when Iõd come in from the motor 
home Ma and Pa would be sitting at the kitchen counter, drinking their coffee, and looking out the window.  
They would be talking about the weather, their plans for the day, or just any old thing, as long as they were 
together.  It was absolutely fascinating to me!  Iõd never seen a married couple act like this before! 

Life was getting better and I was healing.  It was the spring of 1978 and Anna had mailed out her graduation 
announcements.  We were mostly living together, wore each otherõs clothes, and told each other all our 
secrets.  We were best friends and did everything together, or with our boyfriends.   
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Anna had met Doug who had graduated from Glenelg HS and I was dating one of his friends.  Anna had just 
told me that she thought she and Doug would probably get married after college.  We had just attended our 
prom when the accident happened.     

It was a horrible scene.  Besides being drunk, the other driver had been speeding.  He had hit Anna and Doug 
broadside and their car had immediately split in two.  Diana died instantly, but Doug survived with extensive 
burns caused when the car caught fire.  He died within hours at Shock Trauma.  The passenger in the other 
car died at the scene.  Life became a big, dark hole for me once again.  I couldnõt understand how God could 
take two such good people from my world.  Both Anna and Doug had meant everything to me.  Good 
families, both going on to college, owned cars, had friends, and they were loved.  Over 800 people attended 
their joint funeral service.  I watched as I thought I could physically see her parentõs hearts being ripped from 
their bodies.  Her brothers just wept, not talking much, but being hugged by everyone.   

After Anna died, Ma and Pa Riley sat down with me and we talked.  They said they didnõt want anything in 
our relationship to change.  I was still welcome in their home whenever I needed a place to stay, even to sleep 
in Annaõs room, and borrow whatever clothes I needed.  They even gave me her high school class ring 
because they knew I had lost mine.  Even though we remained close, things were never the same.  There was 
no Anna and I sank back into the depths of a deep, dark hole.  I couldnõt bear to be with her family too often 
and see the pain in their eyes and their hearts.  At times, I felt that I was a constant reminder that their 
daughter was no longer there. 

I know I cried for years at the loss of my friend.  There were times when driving my car that I had to pull off 
the road as the deepest wailing sound would come from inside my body.  It was the kind of sound you hear 
when a mother finds out she has just lost her child.  The kind that makes you feel like someone is reaching 
inside you and tearing out your insides.  The deepest, darkest pain I can ever imagine from inside your soul.   

 In fact, I have tears again as I write this even though itõs been over 32 years.  I will always miss her.  I still 
wonder why God sent such a wonderful friend and family into my life, only to take her away.  I now have a 
better understanding of coming out of the depths.  Just as God, Anna, and her family brought me out of the 
darkest hole of my teen years, God was there again to bring me out of an even darker hole.   

Of course I went forward in life, getting a job, a car, new friends and eventually marriage and children.  Iõve 
also fallen into other times of despair and back into that big dark hole.  Two failed marriages, the death of a 
parent and brother, physical challenges, depression, a son who enlisted, a brother almost deported for the rest 
of his life, and the latest fear of almost losing my home.  All of these things have sent me back to the òhole,ó 
but usually not for long, or as deeply.  I truly believe God has put me through these life experiences for a 
reason.  Even though I feel Iõve fallen way too often into the depths, it only continues to show me and prove 
to me that if I have faith in God, He will always be there to pull me out (along with lots of other people!). 

Iõm here, Iõm alive, and Iõm emotionally, mentally, and physically ok (well, for the most part, anyway.  lol).  I 
feel God tends to use me, with my 50 years of lifeõs lessons, to sometimes help others òout of the depths.ó  
Heõs had a reason for keeping me here, and for my experiencing the depths several times.  For that, I am 
grateful, and will continue to work on deepening my faith, trusting in Him, and helping others. 

 

Prayer: 

Thank you God for all the life lessons you have given me. 
I know when I thought I would never make it through, you had other plans for me and knew I would. 

Help me to continue to trust and believe in your love and the decisions that you make for me. 
Help me to know that you will ALWAYS be there in my deepest, darkest moments,  

to bring me òOut of the Depths.ó  Amen. 
 

-  Jane Webb 
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Wednesday, March 3, 2010 
 

 

What are your Depths? 
 

Your depths do not look like mine, but we all have depths. The more we connect with each 
other and reach out to each other, the more we realize that everyone has struggles. We need to be 
aware that others are experiencing depths even when all seems well from our outside perspective. 
The more I think about this, the more I realize how it applies to every personal interaction. 
Everything we do and say is influenced by how our faith intersects with our personal depths and joys. 
We need always to be mindful that those we meet are also acting and speaking out of their own 
depths and joys. 

How we cope with our own struggles, or depths, is a measure of where God fits into our lives. 
Iõve been reading about endurance and peace. These are gifts from God which help us keep our 
depths and joys in balance. Just as it does in athletics, endurance only increases with significant effort. 
When we can keep our eyes on Godõs purpose for our lives, our endurance sustains our efforts even 
while it is being strengthened by those same efforts. 

For when your faith is tested, your endurance has a chance to grow. 
- James 1: 2-4 

 

Peace goes hand in hand with endurance. Peace allows us to focus clearly on our goals and 
work joyfully to get there. Peace does not mean to be in a place where there is no noise, trouble or hard work. Peace 
means to be in the midst of all of those things and still be calm of heart.      

-  Catherine Marshall 
 

Being able to tap into Godõs gift of peace enables us to be able to focus on our hopes rather 
than our fears. It allows us to persevere with tenacity and use our depths as opportunities for growth 
and witness to others.  It allows us to tip the balance in favor of the joys in our lives. 
 
Prayer:  

May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace as you trust in Him, 
so that you may overflow with hope by the power of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

- Romans 15:13 

 
 

-  Cathy Heinbaugh 
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Thursday, March 4, 2010 
 

 
 

To My Knees 
 

 
Growing up Catholic, it is my nature to pray on my knees; straight back, all ten fingers pointing 
straight to Heaven.  
 
But there have been times that Iõve been brought to my knees; slumped over, hands clasped, gripping 
for dear life. In these moments it is òout of the depths I cryó to God. I am pleading to God to òhear 
my voice!ó  My great need - is for healing, for peace, for forgiveness.  
 
With the greatest gift of steadfast love comes patience. My faith carries me through the darkness as 
òmy soul waits.ó  I have complete trust òin His word.ó   The light of the resurrection shines through 
the darkness - bringing healing, bringing peace, bringing forgiveness. Amen. 
 

-  Anonymous 
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Friday, March 5, 2010 

 
 

 
Wait, patiently??? Huhé 

 
òI wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in his word I hope; 

my soul waits for the Lord more than those who watch for the morning . . . ó 
-  Psalm 130:5,6 

 
Waiting for anything has always been a test for me.  When I was a kid, it was òwaitingó for Christmas, 
as I grew older it was òwaitingó for Mr. Right, òwaitingó for the birth of my children, òWaiting for 
the Sun to Shine,ó (thatõs actually the name of a favorite song of mine) waiting, waiting, waitingé  
 
My much loved verse in the Bible is:   

But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, 
goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and self-control. 

-   Galatians 5:22,23 

 
I imagine the reason that this verse stands out for me is that each of the òfruitsó would take a lifetime 
to master and itõs pretty simple to understand ð and for me òpatienceó is the most challenging.  Since 
patience is one of the fruits of the spirit, it must be pretty important.  Patience is about our behavior.  
Arenõt we glad that God is patient with us!   
 
We live in a drive-through world where òwaitingó is a thing of the past.  Changing my mind set from 
òwaitingó to òlooking forward toó has helped me become more patient.  Knowing that God gives me 
what I need and sometimes what I want, in His time, and Iõm learning to be grateful and joyful in the 

òwaiting.ó  I have a sneaking feeling that Iõm not alone is this struggleé J 
 
Prayer:   

Lord of all creation, I thank you that you have allowed me to òwaitó for answers, 
to òwaitó for resolutions to lifeõs problems, and to òwaitó for the Holy Spirit to move in my life 

in whatever ways you deem appropriate. 
Thank you Father for your loving kindness and 

your mercy in all things and especially for your patience.  Amen. 
-  Jan Mullinix 
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Saturday, March 6, 2010 
 
 

Let Godõs Love Flow 
 

One of the great benefits of being a Christian is the knowledge that GOD loves you and is every 
ready to be at your side in your hour of great need. 

All of us have had personal experiences when this is so important.  When a great tragedy or loss 
comes to us, we need Godõs love and comfort to more fully enable us to meet and overcome this 
challenge. 

How many countless times have I relied on GODõs mercy and love to help me more rapidly respond 
and overcome a great loss or a difficult situation. 

As I think back over a life of 79 years, I am reminded again that it was GODõs love and concern that 
helped me to mend a broken heart or overcome a tragic problem. 

Thus GOD was with me every day as I flew dangerous combat missions as an Air Force officer in 
Korea.  GOD helped me mend my broken heart when I lost my wife of 50 years who had a brain 
hemmorrage and was gone in a few minutes.  GOD was at my side as I suffered a heart attack at 
work and enabled me to make a rapid recovery. 

Out of the depths comes GODõs great love and healing power for all of us.  GOD is there when you 
call.  He is ever ready to forgive and love us and release his steadfast love and power to help us 
overcome a difficult situation. 

What a magnificent GOD we worship.  A creator that made everything on our planet and everything 
in our universe. 

Thank you GOD for responding to so many of my cries of anguish and supplication.  What a 
comfort to have GODõs love and power at my side as I face lifeõs many problems. 

I strive to know and appreciate GODõs power and love more fully by attending church, participating 
in Christian programs, reading and studying the Bible and helping others in Christian and community 
service. 

I have been blessed so many times by having GODõs love and power at my side.   I would want more 
of GODõs love and power to be more readily at your side, my fellow Christian.  Take time to know 
GOD better by church attendance, church service, and Bible study.  Be better prepared to have a 
more abundant life by knowing GOD more fully and applying his message, wisdom and power to 
your life.  Let GODõs love flow more fully into your everyday life. 

 

-  Earl Patrick 
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Monday, March 8, 2010 

 
Snow and Jobless 

 
With over two feet of snow and more snow on the way, òout of the depthsó takes a literal meaning 
for all of us shoveling out.  Sore muscles, slippery ice, slushy roads, and mountains of packed snow 
have us dreaming for the first days of spring as the earth turns green with new life.  We have faith 
that spring will come again and the depths of winter will leave us.  We have this faith because God 
has been steadfast year after year.  The earth still revolves around the sun, and at some point spring 
will come. 

òOut of the depthsó also applies to dear friends who have lost jobs and have searched unsuccessfully 
for over a year.  My friends continue to cry out to the Lord and ask for his help.  Everyone is praying 
for God to rescue them during this time of great need.  It is so hard.  Hard to wait.  Hard to have 
hope.  We know of Godõs steadfast love for us, and we have faith that God can bring good out of all 
circumstances.  Yet, it is still hard.  Fear nudges from all directions, and at times feels overwhelming.  

What can we do?  Pray, pray, and pray some more.  Then reach out to each other and show Godõs 
love in action.   One small difference Iõve been able to make is by calling my dear friends every day.  
We share our daily stories, with laughter and tears, and we are there for each other.  For the past two 
months, those daily calls have helped both of us make it through another day with hope.  We are 
seeing small, positive changes in our attitudes and in our lives.  Weõve grown so much closer and feel 
truly loved.  Being out of work is still a major issue, and we are praying constantly.  Yet, we have 
hope that God will help my friends find the work He wants them to do.   

Prayer: 

Thank you, God, 
for having patience with us during our times of fear. 

We have faith in you and you give us hope for a brighter future.  Please help 
us see what work you would have us do.  Amen. 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

-  Cathy Scarbrough 
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Tuesday, March 9, 2010 

Lead Me To The Cross 

This song helps me focus on Jesus as we prepare for Holy Week and remember Jesusõ sacrifice for us. 

-  Cathy Scarbrough 

Savior I come 
Quiet my soul remember 

Redemptions hill 
Where Your blood was spilled 

For my ransom 
Everything I once held dear 

I count it all as lost 

Chorus: 
Lead me to the cross 

Where Your love poured out 
Bring me to my knees 
Lord I lay me down 

Rid me of myself 
I belong to You 

Oh Lead me, lead me to the cross 
 

You were as I 
Tempted and tried 

Human 
The word became flesh 
Bore my sin and death 

Now you're risen 
Everything I once held dear 

I count it all as lost 

Chorus 
 

Bridge: 
To your heart 
To your heart 

Lead me to your heart 
Lead me to your heart 

 
Hillsong United, Publisher 
Brooke Fraser, Songwriter 
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Wednesday, March 10, 2010  

 
The Cardinal 

 
I recently joined Facebook and have enjoyed connecting and reconnecting with so many people from 
my past.  I saw a picture of a woman I went to high school with but had not seen or spoken to in 
over twenty years.  I remember Joie as a strong, confident, and beautiful person.  While the rest of us 
were trying to unravel the mysteries of adolescents, Joie walked through life with the confidence of 
one who knows who she is.  I had always admired these qualities and I revealed this admiration in 
one of our email exchanges.  

Joieõs response caught me completely off guard.  She explained that this past year has been one of the 
most difficult of her life.  Some of the challenges have included divorce, unemployment, foreclosure, 
and deaths of loved ones--including her beloved Aunt Helen.  Joie had been her auntõs primary care 
giver since 2000 and the pain of Aunt Helenõs passing was still very fresh. Joieõs email stated, òMy 
sense of self is non-existent.ó   

Most Facebook exchanges are light-hearted and funñI was at a loss for how to respond to such raw 
honesty without sounding shallow and trite.  I reflected on Joieõs email as I took the children to 
school.  On the way to work, I noticed a tree that looked deadñit was brown, bare, and lifeless.  
Sitting on one of its branches was a beautiful red cardinal.  It was so striking to see the bright red bird 
against the dull brown tree.  It made me think about the small signs of life we can glimpse even in the 
midst of our darkest days.   

Later as I tried to respond to Joieõs email, all that came to mind was the cardinal.  I felt I had nothing 
else to offer, so I described the natural snapshot I had seen along the road and pressed the òSendó 
button on my computer.     

Joieõs response gave me chills.  Her first words were, òDid you really see a cardinal?ó  Apparently, her 
Aunt Helen loved birds and the cardinal was her favorite.  Aunt Helenõs home was full of cardinal 
collectibles that friends had given her over the years.   

My exchange with Joie was a gift.  We both felt the presence of God in a profound way.  The 
cardinal reminded us that out of the depths, hope can be found.  Out of the depths, a Facebook 
encounter might make God seem closer than before.  Out of the depths, we unexpectedly feel Aunt 
Helenõs warm embrace.   

Life does emerge out of the depths.   

Prayer: 

Dear God, 
Thank you for using the cardinal to remind us that when we feel bare and lifeless, 

our most desperate cries are met with your steadfast love. 
May our Lenten pilgrimage bring us in closer communion with You, 

giving us the courage and compassion to be in closer communion with others.  Amen. 

                                                                                                             Karalee C. Turner-Little 
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Thursday, March 11, 2010 

 
 

The Power of Hope 
   

When I think of waiting for God, I am reminded of a family birthday party a couple of years 
ago.   

I am the oldest of 5 children, so my younger brothers have small children in their families.  At 
this particular time, seven of my eight nieces and nephews were age seven and younger.  As my sister 
cut the cake, and I put the ice cream on the plate, they were all yelling at once . . . "I want a flower, I 
want a big piece, I want "jamella" ice cream, I want, I want, I want!!".  Remembering this now, I have 
to smile, but at the time I simply said "Everybody cool it!  Aunt Laura is going as fast as she can.  
You're going to get your cake, but you have to wait."   

          Are we really so different from my nieces and nephews at times?  It is hard to wait when you 
are in pain, or having a difficult time . . . but having a Savior helps.  You know that good things are in 
store for you, even though you may be going through tough times.  It is this hope and steadfast love 
that have carried me through my dark times.  I have found so much comfort and solace in the many 
scriptures that talk about hope.  One of my favorites is Romans15:13 " Now may the God of hope 
fill you with all joy and peace in believing, that you may abound in hope by the power of the Holy 
Spirit."   

Because of God's great love we are not left alone!   It is this hope that can make the difference in our 
lives, that can and does sustain us.  We all will know unhappiness, sadness, and disappointment at 
various times in our lives.  Life can and does crush some people.  They turn to drugs, alcohol, and 
other unhealthy ways of dealing with life's sadness.  It is this attitude of hope that makes waiting 
possible, makes waiting livable.  We are not consumed by life's unhappiness.  And sometimes having 
to wait makes us stronger, more determined, more peaceful.  There is a peace that comes in knowing 
that God is at work in our waiting . . . His steadfast love surrounding us.  We are not forgotten.  
Amen. 

- Angie Thompson 

  



   

 26 

 

Friday, March 12, 2010 

 
 

Whoõs Waiting for Whom? 
 
 As I read Psalm 130, I hear the anguished cries of someone who sounds to be nearly at the 
end of his/her rope.  I hear someone begging to be heard, to be respected, to be noticed by his/her 
Lord, a Lord who has been keeping the supplicant waiting.  But I also hear one who retains a firm 
belief in the ultimate power, goodness, and forgiveness of this holy Lord.  The Lord to whom the 
cries are addressed is a redeemer, and one who will save those who seek redemption, but the voice 
we hear is from one who feels almost broken by the long period of waiting for that to happen. 
 
 While I can relate to some of the emotion of the speaker in this passage, and sense his/her 
growing frustration with the waiting, I also believe the speakerõs experience, or at least his/her 
interpretation of the experience, was different from my own.  Over a fairly long and, by Biblical 
standards, very rich worldly life, I have very slowly come to learn that I have not been the one 
waiting.  Rather, by my own self-indulgence, self-centeredness, and lack of serious and focused 
attention on my spiritual life and my relationship with my Lord, I have been keeping the Lord waiting for 
me, not the other way around!  In fact, I have become convinced that my own actions, attitudes, and 
selfishness have prevented me from presenting myself in such a way and condition to signal the Lord, 
that waiting for me is no longer necessary.  In other words, I need to show the Lord that I am his 
with no strings attached. 
 
 So, as a Lenten message, I would urge all to consider the question of just who is really being 
kept waiting.  Are we waiting for our Lord, as the Psalm suggests, or are we making the Lord wait for 
us? 
 

-   Bill Walcott  
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Saturday, March 13, 2010 
 

 

The Storm before the Calm 
 
 

He is my rock and my salvation, my fortress; I shall not be shaken . . . 
Trust in him at all times, O people; pour out your heart before him; God is a refuge for us. 

 
As I sit here and look out the window at the third major snow storm this year (blizzard of 2010), I 
think of how fortunate I have been over my 70+ never years to have never seen such severe 
conditions before.  There are unbelievable conditions outside, and so many people are in need of 
heat, food and shelter. 
 
Fortunately, so far, I have heat, food and good shelter.  I am so thankful that I have these things and 
am able to function almost normally within my home.  (I still have electricity!)  I can only imagine the 
hardships some are experiencing elsewhere in the region, let alone in places like Haiti.  
. 
I wonder why this is happening.  Is God punishing us for something, or is this just nature playing a 
bad joke on us. (If so, itõs not funny anymore!)  But then I think back to other bad times and realize 
that God has always taken care of us in the long run, and we can depend on him to take care of us 
this time. 
 
But we must also look for ways that WE can help others in need, sharing our food or shelter and 
help shoveling snow for those who canõt.  We must look around us and help our neighbors as best 
we can; we are all Godõs children. 
 
But overall, what we need to do is òKeep the Faith,ó and we will be okay in Godõs hands. 
 

-  Bob Gladhill 
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Monday, March 15, 2010 
 

 
Out of the Depths  - Haiti 

 
 

Dear Lord, 

The people of Haiti have suffered so much.  Please have mercy on their poor country and all of those 
children without homes, schools, and parents.  They did nothing to cause their situation, yet they are 
the ones who are suffering.  Please be merciful, dear Lord. 

Psalm 130 

 1 Out of the depths I cry to you, O LORD;  
 2 O Lord, hear my voice.  
       Let your ears be attentive to my cry for mercy.  
 

Dear Lord, 

We know that you love all that you have created and you are always with us.  Please rescue your 
children of Haiti and give them hope. 

Jeremiah 29:11  

11 For I know the plans I have for you," declares the LORD, " 
plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future. 
 

Dear Lord, 

Your son, Jesus, suffered so much on our behalf.  He did nothing to cause his situation, yet he was 
willing to die for our sins.  Help us to love you and give thanks, even when we do not understand 
why bad things happen. 

1 Thessalonians 5 

9For God did not appoint us to suffer wrath but to receive salvation through our Lord Jesus 
Christ.  

16Be joyful always; 17pray continually; 18give thanks in all circumstances, for this is God's will 
for you in Christ Jesus. 

Amen. 
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Tuesday, March 16, 2010 
 

Will There Really be a Morning? 

The issue of mental wellness has been very strongly placed in my heart over the last several weeks.  I have 
keenly come to understand that many people struggle with mental illnesses daily, hourly, minute by 
minute. They can feel trapped and hopeless and sense that no one can understand their struggle. Therapy 
and medications may bring some resolve, but the pain must be immense and the burden very heavy.  

Richard Hundley is a wonderful American composer, and he set the following Emily Dickinson poem to 
a wonderfully lyrical and haunting melody. 

Will there really be a morning?    
Is there such a thing as day? 

Could I see it from the mountains    
If I were as tall as they? 

Has it feet like water-lilies?    
Has it feathers like a bird? 

Is it brought from famous countries    
Of which I have never heard? 

Oh, some scholar! Oh, some sailor!    
Oh, some wise man from the skies! 

Please to tell a little pilgrim    
Where the place called morning lies!  

This song has been playing in my head ð its questions about what things look like on the other side of the 
night. The story of Job has also been in my thoughts as Tom and I have led our twenty-something 
Sunday school class in discussion of this Old Testament book. Jobõs friends try to explain why such 
horrible things have happened to him ð that Job must have done something to deserve this ð that 
somehow he is to blame. A commentary by Philip Yancey in his book òThe Bible Jesus read,ó reminds us 
that Job was loved and valued by God. His suffering was not deserved or the result of anything he did or 
did not do. Yancey goes on to suggest that evil and free will in this world can create terrible situations 
that we cannot begin to understand and that God would not choose for us, though they are allowed to 
happen. 

What does all this mean? Godõs son came to earth to redeem humanity from sin, which by Adam and 
Eveõs actions has coexisted with humans from the beginning. His plan for redemption includes blotting 
out sin and evil in this world and bringing release to the captive. His plan for salvation is Jesus, his son. 
Yancey suggests that we can partner with Christ in destroying evil by choosing hope instead of despair, 
by trusting and believing in God in the worst times, not because we expect a reward for our faith but 
because God is worthy of our belief. Satan would have us blame and renounce God as we suffer. But 
God cares deeply about our belief, and when we claim hope in the midst of suffering we are sharing with 
Jesus in the work of destroying evil. 

And we know by faith that there really will be a morning ð a time when the pain and sorrow of the night 
will be gone. Psalm 130, another song about waiting for the morning, in verses 5-6 reads òI wait for the 
Lord, my soul waits, and in his word I hope; my soul waits for the Lord more than watchmen for the 
morning, more than watchmen for the morning.ó It may be a long wait, one that last years, decades, or 
even beyond our life on this earth, but there really will be a morning ð a resurrection morning ð for all 
who keep hope, who keep the faith, even in the darkest hours before dawn. 

                                                                                                         - Polly Edmonds Baldridge 
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Wednesday, March 17, 2010 
 
 

New Hope in Forgiveness 
 

At 10:00 am on Monday, October 2, 2006, a 32-year old milkman walked into an Amish schoolhouse 
in Nickel Mines, Pennsylvania, where he dismissed all the adults and the male students from the 
building, tied up 10 girls, and subsequently shot them, killing 5 and wounding 5, for no apparent 
reason.  Then he turned his gun on himself.   

People outside the Lancaster County Amish community asked, òWhere was God?ó and òHow could 
a good and merciful God allow such a tragedy to befall these innocent, blameless children?ó  But the 
people within the tight-knit, religious community immediately issued a different response.  They 
reached out to the widow and children of the shooter, Charles Carl Roberts IV, offering their 
collective love and forgiveness for the manõs transgressions.   Members of the community attended 
the funeral of Charles Roberts to comfort his family, and they invited the Roberts family to join them 
for the funerals of their children as they praised God for His goodness and paid their respect for 
their childrenõs lives.   

The Amish are a quiet, peaceful, hard-working people who radiate humility and self-reliance.  They 
are farmers who labor long hours; they are a closed community that has not embraced a modern 
culture.  They make their own clothing, produce their own food, build their own houses and barns, 
and provide for their childrenõs education.  Many do not have electricity or telephones in their 
homes.  They get around from place to place on foot or in horse-drawn buggies instead of 
automobiles.  They are a people of deep faith who study the Bible and strive to embody the teachings 
of Jesus Christ.  They understand Our Lordõs instruction to love one another as you love yourself, 
and they practice the commandment every day of their lives.  For instance, if a neighbor, Amish or 
otherwise, needs a barn repaired or built, the whole community will pitch in to help with the project.  
If a neighbor experiences a failed crop, they share their resources with the neighbor.  Although the 
Amish rarely accept monetary assistance from the outside, when regional companies and 
corporations near Nickel Mines reached out to them with contributions to help with rebuilding the 
school, with funeral expenses, and, in general, supporting families of the victims, the community, 
graciously accepted the offers.  An Amish spokesman said, òWhy should we stop people from being 
a blessing to us?ó  With characteristic generosity and goodwill, the community shared the gifts with 
the Roberts family; for indeed, they too were victims of the tragedy.   

Despite the devastating nature of this true account, I find it an inspiring example of how a 
community lives, faithfully to the way Jesus calls us to live our lives.  The violent, needless loss of 
guiltless, unsuspecting children was a vicious assault to the peaceful Amish community.  They were in 
anguish, but they were not angry; they were hurt, but they did not hate.  They did not allow the 
hostile actions of a tormented mind to hold them hostage.  Through their faith and belief and 
reliance on God, these people found a healing power in forgiveness and freedom in letting go.  The 
school where the tragedy occurred was torn down.  New Hope School stands in its place.  

And when you stand praying, if you hold anything against anyone forgive him, 
so that your Father in heaven may forgive you your sins. 

-  Mark 11:25 NIV 

   

- Bonnie Custer 
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Thursday, March 18, 2010 

 

 
Faithful Forgiveness 

 
Bear with each other and forgive whatever grievances you  

may have against one another.  Forgive as the Lord forgave you. 

- Colossians 3:13 
 

 
We forgive by faith, out of obedience. Since forgiveness goes against our nature, we must forgive by 
faith, whether we feel like it or not. We must trust God to do the work in us that needs to be done so 
that the forgiveness will be complete.  

I believe God honors our commitment to obey Him and our desire to please him when we choose to 
forgive. He completes the work in his time. We must continue to forgive (our job), by faith, until the 
work of forgiveness (the Lord's job), is done in our hearts.  
 

- Anonymous 
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Friday, March 19, 2010 
 

 

 
What is your ôdepth?õ 

 

Out of the depths I cry to You, O Lord. 
O Lord, hear my voice. 

Psalm 130:1ð2 

 
When I prayed about what to share for this yearõs Lenten devotion, one experience kept coming to 

mind, so I guess I got my answer. J  What is your ôdepth?õ  Grief?  Pride?  Selfishness?  Shame?  
Greed?  Discontent?  Envy?  Dishonesty?  Aggression?  Discord?  Impatience?  Evil? 

On Wednesday, May 14, 2008 at 12:30 pm, I received a phone call that changed my life from that 
point forward.  My otherwise-healthy, 64-year-old father was not where he was supposed to be.  He 
was supposed to be getting off an airplane in Pensacola, FL to play in an annual golf tournament with 
his best friend, Terry.  But it was Terry that was calling, saying that he was at the airport in Florida to 
pick up my dad, but he didnõt get off the plane.  Terry found out that my dad never got on the plane 
earlier that morning at Dulles. 

Now, for anyone who knew my dad, there is NO way he would miss this (or any) golf outing.  I 
knew something terrible had happened.  My fears were confirmed when I arrived at his house to find 
his car still in the garage.  The police entered his house first and found my sweet father in his bed as 
if asleep.  To say that I felt as if the rug had been pulled out from under me would be a gross 
understatement of the devastation and despair I felt then, and still feel today. 

There are so many details of that day and the days that followed that are etched in my memory 
forever.  I can recall them with amazing clarity.  But to understand the depth of my grief, pain, and 
sometimes oppressive sadness, I would have to explain my fatherõs huge presence in my life. For the 
sake of brevity, I will not recount the entire experience here. 

I wouldnõt say my father was a conventional parent, but he was a constant source of strength, 
encouragement, support, optimism, and most importantly, someone who loved me unconditionally.  
My dad was one of the few people with whom I could be completely myself.  He was fiercely proud 
of me and my brother and of our children, Julia, Emma, Charlie, and Sara. 

I am grateful for the years I had with him and cling to my memories.  To say that I miss him would 
be a shameful description of the huge void I feel since losing him so suddenly and unexpectedly. 

In the grand scheme of things, I have nothing to be so upset about.  I am thankful that I had a father 
whose whole essence was love.  What an amazing example and foretaste of the love my Heavenly 
Father has for me! 

I find great comfort in music and recently Matt Redmanõs song ôYou Never Let Goõ has ministered 
to my broken heart: 
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And I will fear no evil 
For my God is with me 
And if my God is with me 
Whom then shall I fear? 
Whom then shall I fear? 

 
Oh no, You never let go 
Through the calm and through the storm 
Oh no, You never let go 
In every high and every low 
Oh no, You never let go 
Lord, You never let go of me 

 
Yes, I can see a light that is coming for the heart that holds on 
A glorious light beyond all compare 
And there will be an end to these troubles 
But until that day comes 
Still I will praise You, still I will praise You. 

 
So, right now, in this stage of my life, one of my ôdepthsõ is grief.  I share this story with the hope that it will 
minister to you in your ôdepth,õ whatever that may be.  I have been ôcrying outõ since that day in May, 2008, 
and I thank God that He hears our cries.  He will never let go of meéor you.  Ever. 
 
Read:  Romans 8:37-38 
 
Prayer:   

Father God, thank You for the life of my father, C. Fred Reed. 
Thank You for the love he shared with so many. 

Thank You for choosing me to be his daughter.  Please comfort us who mourn. 
In this season of Lent, help us to be mindful of the ôdepthsõ of others. 

Help us look toward Easter with the knowledge of renewal, rebirth, growth, healing, and hope. 
In Your holy name I pray. Amen. 

 

-Kelly Reed Bratburd 
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Saturday, February 20, 2010 
 

 
Harvesting Godõs Promise 

 
I wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in his word I hope; 

my soul waits for the Lord more than those who watch for the morning, 
more than those who watch for the morning. 

        -  Psalms 130:5-6 

 
Why do we hope? Because God has given us the right to do so. 

The life of a peasant farmer is a good example of hope and waiting (which comes from the same root 
word in Spanish). Every May, a peasant farmer rises around 3 am to yolk their oxen, sharpen their 
machete, and head to the field. They cut the weeds by hand, plow the field, and wait for the first rain 
to come. Then another act of hope occurs: the farmer gently places seed after seed into their nests in 
the ground. The farmer knows that waiting for the miraculous act of a crop doesnõt mean sitting 
around and waiting for the final result. Day after day, he tends to it; removing weeds, putting down 
fertilizer, and warding off diseases. And he does all this rain or shine, with the hope that rain will 
come, the plant will produce, and he will have food for his family.  

Usually this hard work pays off and there is a good crop. However, there are also droughts and 
floods to contend with, sometimes for many planting seasons in a row. It doesnõt affect the 
campesino farmerõs faith, however. Each season the farmer will once again begin to prepare the earth 
with the hope that the miracle of seed, to plant for food, will once again bless them.  

The campesino farmer knows that in order for a miracle to happen, this is what he has to do. He has 
to create the conditions and give the space to God to be able to work.  

Antonio Beltran, a peasant farmer from La Danta, is always so proud to take people out to see his 
fields. Heõll take you out there at 5 in the morning, when there is still dew on the ground. òI donõt 
need rain,ó he shows, pointing to the damp ground. òGod knows what I need; I need a crop.ó 

Where do we put our hopes? If Antonio was so focused on waiting for just rain, he would have failed 
to notice the effects of the dew. Likewise, we so often let our thoughts run away with us that we lose 
sight of basic, everyday miracles. For example, if I ask God for good health, the thought process 
begins. òI need a good job, to have good health insurance, to see a good doctor, to receive good care, 
to have good health.ó We begin to forget that our health wasnõt that bad to begin with. Simple 
miracles occur every second, but we complicate our lives to the extent that they are no longer easily 
visible.  

As Antonio explains, òI donõt ask God for just rain, because itõs not specifically rain that I need. I ask 
God to give me a crop, and the Lord knows what needs to be done for that to happen.ó 

Prayer:  

God, please help me to see the miracles all around me, 
and teach me to actively prepare my soulõs soil for Your seeds. Amen. 

       With hope during this Lenten season, 
Memo Dominguez, Amanda Jones, and Eduardo Valdez 

       Between Cultures (Entres Culturas) 
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Monday, March 22, 2010 
 

 

Holding Strong to My Faith 
 
Recent events in my life have forced me to make some very bold, but very necessary, decisions.  The 
day I came to the realization that my current surroundings were not the right ones, I didnõt want to 
admit this awareness to myself for fear of having to make a change.  Itõs so easy to get caught up in a 
comfortable routine.  I could easily talk myself through what was happening in my head while 
remaining composed, but to say it out loud to family and friends presented the opportunity for 
vulnerability and recognition that this was for real. 
 
I had made a choice, said it out loud, cried, cried and cried some more, and talked yourself through 
an action plan to get our of my surroundings.  Itõs a hard fact to face that maybe a decision you made 
wasnõt the right one; but then, how do you know itõs not the right decision until you follow through 
with the choice you made to know it didnõt work out the way you had anticipated?  Iõm a learn-by-
doing kind o gal; guessing leaves too much unknown.   
 
Upon returning to the surroundings I grew up with and knowing I would be welcomed home at 
anytime, I felt safe.  I felt as though the last year of my life was a bad dream and I could start over.  
But after a few weeks of settling in, it turned out that the bad dream really wasnõt a dream at all.  I felt 
so lost and wondered if I had made the right decision to leave that place.  Yes, of course I did; stop 
second-guessing.   I went back and forth between feeling confident and depressed. 
 

Out of the depths I cry to you, O Lord.  Lord hear my voice! 
. . . . I wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in his word I hope. 

 
Well, I was certainly crying out (maybe not knowingly), and I was definitely waiting (though not with 
much patience) to feel better about myself.  I was too caught up in feeling depressed and sorry for 
myself that even if God was standing right in front of me, I donõt think I would have noticed.  I 
wasnõt ready to receive or welcome help until I had grieved in my own way, and God knew this.   
God also knows that I know he is waiting for me when I am ready to build my relationship with 
Him. 
 
I know that God is in my life everyday because each day gets better.  I landed a full-time job which, 
for the first time as a young adult, allows me to pay my own bills and feel accomplished!  I already 
feel that Iõm in a better place and state of mind than I was just a few months ago and am so happy 
that I still have my entire life ahead of me to do what I want.   What Iõve learned from my bold 
decision is that I need to do what makes me happy.   I spent many years molding my choices into 
ones that please my parents and friends, which is fine to an extent, but there are ways of pleasing 
others while holding strong to what I know is right for me  . . . . and thatõs where God comes in. J 
 

- Anonymous  

 

Tuesday, March 23, 2010 
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Trusting in the God who is at Work in all Things 
 

Out of the depths I cry to you, O Lord.  Lord, hear my voice! 
Let your ears be attentive to the voice of my supplications! 

If you, O Lord, should mark iniquities, Lord, who could stand? 
But there is forgiveness with you, so that you may be revered. 
I wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in his word I hope;  

my soul waits for the Lord more than those who watch for the morning,  
more than those who watch for the morning. 

O Israel, hope in the Lord!  For with the Lord there is steadfast love,  
and with him is great power to redeem. 

It is he who will redeem Israel from all its iniquities. 
-  Psalm 130 

 
This is one of those psalms that has no specific person designated as the author.  But one thing we know, 
whoever wrote these words had gone through, or was going through, a very difficult time.  The details that 
brought about this feeling are not given to us.  And, in a way, thatõs probably a good thing.  It means that we 
can all relate to the psalm, because we all face times when things we are confronting bring about those intense 
feelings of despair or hopelessness.  Sometimes it is guilt over our own actions; sometimes it is the feeling of 
being alone or abandoned; sometimes we are caught up in worry and care over circumstances we canõt do 
anything about.  Often it is the pain of watching our children or grandchildren deal with hurt, illness or a 
disability, and we so wish we could òfix itó for them.  The list could go on and on.  Who cannot relate to 
times when we have found ourselves in the depths of despair?  I know I can. 

How often we wonder if it is not some failure of ours that has brought about the situation and, like the 
psalmist, we pray and ask for forgiveness, hoping that maybe that will bring about a change in things.   

How often we have waited for the morning, hoping against hope that things would be different when we 
wake up; that it would all go away; when it would magically and wonderfully be changed, only to find that the 
circumstances are still the same.  Nothing has really changed. 

Whatever it was that this good person was dealing with, I am so glad that he or she found the strength and 
courage to end the poem with such a strong note of encouragement.  Here it is:  òO Israel, O People of God, - 
Hope in the Lord!  Hope in Godõs word and Godõs promises.ó   And thatõs the bottom line, isnõt it?  As people of 
faith, there is one to whom we can turn ð òhope in the Lord and in his word.ó  And, why should we do that? òfor 
with the Lord there is steadfast love, and with him is great power to redeem.ó 

At the bottom of it all is our confidence that we are bound to God by the greatest power in all of creation: the 
power of Godõs Unconditional Love.  And that out of that love, God can and will act in redeeming ways.  Not that 
we will always understand the ways in which God acts, not that God will always act in the ways that we think 
God should act, but that we hold on to this ð that whether we see it in this life or not; whether it looks like it 
or not; whether things appear to be changing or not ð we seek to rest in the hope that somehow God is working in 
redeeming love even in the circumstances that have brought about our despair.   

Prayer:   

God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, 
The courage to change the things I can, 
And the wisdom to know the difference. 

Thy will, not mine be done. 

-  John Poole 
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Wednesday, March 24, 2010 
 

 
From Deep To Deep 

 
Out of the depths I cry to you, O Lord.  Lord, hear my voice!  Let your ears be attentive to the voice of my 
supplications! 

Such despair, such longing, such needé..are in those words and those words are a saving grace to me as I say 
them and repeat them and repeat them again.  Right now, deep in my heart is a motherõs anguish and a 
grandmotherõs prayer as a daughter with three children struggles with the potential break up of a marriage.  
There is great pain in the lives of all who are in this little family.  I see my daughterõs eyes, hear her sobs, listen 
to her heart.  Though these three little ones donõt express their grief in the same ways, I know that they too 
are hurting beyond hurt.  

It is hard to get to a place of calm in such a circumstance.  Of course, I want to rush in and try to fix 
everything.  But I know that I canõt.  I know that it isnõt my work to do.  Itõs just that itõs so hard not to try to 
make everything okay for those you love with your very life.  In these past weeks as Iõve struggled with how 
best to be a help in this situation,  my daughter and I are beginning to gather the puzzle pieces together and 
come up with a plan that will be supportive to her.   

Scott Peck said it so well when he opened his well-read The Road Less Traveled, with the line ð òLife is 
difficult.ó  I could repeat that line a thousand times.  So could you.  There isnõt one of us who doesnõt face 
really painful circumstances in our lives.  Yet, as I look back over the decades of my life and the great number 
of vicissitudes that have accompanied them, I am so very grateful.  Those hard times have taught me things I 
never could have learned except by going through them.  Iõm sure you agree. 

When the storms of life assail us, we look desperately for an anchor, a solace, a place of rest.  I am so 
fortunate. I was introduced to the 23rd Psalm when I was a child.  The scriptures were revered in our 
household. I attended church. I sang the consoling hymns.  I was told stories of heroes and heroines in our 
family who had weathered difficult times and had come out of them victorious. 

As I set out on my own life with my own set of challenges, I knew where to turn.  I knew to recite the psalms.  
I knew to sing the hymns.  I knew the prayers to pray.  How grateful, how thankful I am that I was able to get 
through those times. 

And now, here it is again, another heart-wrenching time to get through.  I am praying the serenity prayer, the 
prayer of St. Francis, I am memorizing psalms, I am singing in my musically-challenged voice the hymns that 
soothe my soul.  I am more and more a little each day coming to find a place of rest in this time.  Yes, the 
anchor is here.  I see that God does care.  I know His hand is on my daughter and her little ones.  I am able 
to let go just a little more.  I am so very grateful to this God who has been here every step of the way.        

As I write this, I know I will get through this deeply difficult time.  I know that my daughter and her family 
will also.  A year from now things will be much different.  I have chosen to write about this very personal 
time because I want to share with you the spiritual consolations that have sustained me throughout my years. 
God is so powerful!  The Holy Spirit is so faithful! 

   

-  Nancy Poole 
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Thursday, March 25, 2010 
 

Be Still and Know that I AM God 
  
            Psalm 46:10 immediately came to mind as I began to think about this yearõs Lenten devotion. 
How many times have I called on God to assist me, only to be led to a quiet stillness that enabled me 
to think and look at a situation before deciding a course of action.  By nature I am an impulsive 
person and learning to think before I act did not come easily. I call on God for his help so often. 
Sometimes my prayers are for specific outcomes, but most of the time I am seeking Godõs direction 
as I deal with day to day relationships and struggles.  

            This poem is one of Godõs answers to my prayers: 

                                    Sometimes I ask the question, 
                                      òMy Lord, is this your will?ó 
                                    Itõs then I hear you answer me, 
                                       òMy Precious Childébe still.ó 
                                    Sometimes I feel frustrated, 
                                    cause I think I know whatõs best. 
                                    Itõs then I hear you say to me, 
                                       òMy Busy Childéjust rest!ó 
                                    Sometimes I feel so lonely and 
                                       I think Iõd like a mate. 
                                    Your still small voice gets oh 
                                                so clear and says, 
                                       òMy Childé please wait!ó 
                                    òI know the plans I have for you, 
                                     the wondrous things youõll see; 
                                    If you can just be patient, Child, 
                                                and put your trust in me. 
                                       Iõve plans to draw you closer. 
                                         Iõve plans to help you grow. 
                                       Thereõs much I do you cannot 
                                    see and much you do not know. 
                                    But know this, ChildéI LOVE YOU. 

                                 You are Precious unto Me. 
                        Before I formed you in the womb, 
                             I planned your destiny.  
                             Iõve something very special  
                                  I hope for you to learn. 
                             The gifts I wish to give to you 
                                    are gifts you cannot earn. 
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 They come without a price tag, 
                                    but not without a cost;  

  at Calvary, I gave My Son,  
  so You would not be lost. 

                        Rest Child, and do not grow weary 
                                    of doing what is good. 
                        I promise Iõll come back for you 
                                    just like I said I would. 
                        Your name is written on my palm, 
                            I never could forget ;  

   Therefore, do not be discouraged  
  when my answer isé  òNot Yet !ó                                                      

                                                         -  Author Unknown 
  

Prayer:  
Heavenly Father, 

when my spiritual vision is foggy, help me find my way. 
When my understanding isnõt complete, open my mind and increase my patience. 

When indifference blocks my senses, touch my heart. 
When worries or fears raise their voices, speak to my faith. 

May your Spirit permeate my living and my loving. 
In the name of your Son and my Savior, Jesus Christ. Amen. 

 
- Anonymous 
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Friday, March 26, 2010 
 

Out of the depths I cry to you, O Lord. 
Lord, hear my voice! Let your ears be attentive to the voice of my supplications!ó 

-  Psalm 130 in part 

Remember 

In thinking about this Psalm, I realized that, for me in my faith journey, there have been different 
levels to the depths that I have experienced. I also realized that my awareness of God, during those 
times, has not been the same. 

At a point in my life years ago when I was at the deepest level of despair, I cannot remember really 
calling on God to help me out. Although I was in counseling with a Minister at the time and was not 
going through those tough times alone, I did not pray for Godõs help in the way the Psalmist did. 
Yet, a change took place within my heart. It was not an immediate change. It took a couple of 
months of living in the depths to begin to rise out of it. Thankfully, along with God, I had someone 
willing to walk that veiled path with me. 

In the years that have passed, that personal depth of suffering has not returned. Have there been 
other depths of suffering? Absolutely. I relate to it more often now in terms of grief, when I can 
distinguish a trigger to the feelings. 

As my faith journey has continued, I have been more aware of my need to depend on Godõs help. 
Looking back, God was with me through those days even though I didnõt really acknowledge it. 
Thatõs the only explanation I have for my change of heart and movement toward healing. These days, 
I make more of an effort to be in dialogue with God. I pray to be open to Godõs leading through the 
times of grief. I say that particularly, because I am in the depth of grief now. Moving away from 
friends in Maryland and DUMC has been and continues to be a great loss for Rick and me. We feel 
such a deep, deep appreciation for the love and encouragement we received while living as part of the 
DUMC family. That depth of love takes time to mature and takes time to find ways for us to live 
without it. However, we both feel the presence of God and that God has been actively involved in 
leading us along this different path.  

It is only the steadfast love of God that has sustained us. Couldnõt it be considered a miracle that 
God is indeed with us in the depths of pain even though we donõt acknowledge God? Can we even 
understand that level of love? I donõt pretend to understand it, but I am a witness to it. I have 
experienced it. I believe it is from that depth of love for the Lord that the Psalmist cries out.  

Let us work to remember the One who is with us at every depth of crying and know we are not 
alone. 

Prayer: 
Gracious God, it is with a keen sense of Your presence with us 
that we offer our thanks and gratitude for Your steadfast love. 
We pray that especially in the depths of yearning for wholeness,  

we remember it is only You who pulls us out to life. 
Our faith will make us whole if we but remember and believe. Amen. 

-  Dakota Kenney 
  



   

 43 

 

 
 

Saturday, March 27, 2010 
 

 
The Pine Tree Crosses 

 
Last April on a Sunday we took one of our 
ònowhereó drives, my husband was quietly 
driving a back road.   I was occupied in the 
front passenger seat watching the scenery. 
 

I noticed out of the corner of my eye that my 
husband was straining to look out my window.  
This startled me, since his eyes should be on the 

road in front of him.  I asked him what he was looking at out the windows, and he quietly replied, 
òNothing.ó  His eyes went back to the road in front of him. 
 
After a few minutes, I looked over at my husband and noticed a tear running down his cheek.  I 
asked him what was wrong.  This time he told me, òI was just thinking about Pop and a story he had 
once told me.ó  Of course, because it had to do with his Pop I wanted to know the story, so I asked 
him to share it with me. 
 
He said, òWhen I was about 8 years old, Pop and I were out fishing and thatõs when he told me that 
the pine trees know when it is Easter.ó  I had no idea what he meant by that, so I pressed him for 
more information. 
 
He continued on  . . . the pine trees start their new growth in the weeks before Easter ð if you look at 
the tops of the pine trees two weeks before, you will see the yellow shoots.  As the days get closer to 
Easter Sunday, the tallest shoot will branch off and form a cross.   By the time Easter Sunday comes 
around, you will see that most of the pine trees will have small yellow crosses on all of the tallest 
shoots.ó 
 
I turned to look out the window and I couldnõt believe my eyes.   It was a week before Easter, and 
you could see all of the trees with the tall yellow shoots stretching to heaven.  The tallest ones shone 
in the sunlight like rows of tiny golden crosses. 

Author Unknown 
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Monday, March 29, 2010 
 

 
Scattered Thoughts & Words to Ponder  

 
òHere is a test to find whether your mission on earth is finished: If youõre alive, it isnõt!ó 

What words might possibly be written that could make a difference in a personõs life? This is not 
complicated. We may find words of wisdom from the scriptures, or words of encouragement, or a 
story of a happy or tragic life. 

Words with power are found in the Bible. From personal experience I discovered a teaching, and as I 
fasted and wrote scriptures verses, I received a healing. [Matthew 17:19-21] 

òEvery person, all the events of your life are there because you have drawn them there.   What you choose to do with 
them is up to you.ó 

-  Do you need a changed life? It might take some faith, and itõs not possible unless the scriptures are 
read. òSo then faith comes by hearing, and hearing by the word of God.ó [Romans 10:17] 

òAre you telling me I have to read the Bible?ó 

Yes, the Holy Spirit will help you understand the scriptures.  

-  You can receive a healing. To heal the body, you must first heal the spirit. 

òWhy is that?ó What lives inside a person is detrimental to healing. Healing can be physical as well as 
emotional. Awareness is the first step. If we are unforgiving, unloving, uncaring, could this be an 
obstacle? 

- Jesus died for our sins. òOkay, so whatõs a sin?ó 

 Most intelligent people know the answer.  Itõs wrong thinking! [John 8:34] 

How many times have we heard this Bible verse? òFor God so loved the world that he gave his only 
son that whoever believes in him should not perish but have everlasting life.ó [John 3:16]  We are 
spirit beings living in a material body in this world, trying to get it right.  

òWhy do we have so many terrible things happen to us? Did we do something wrong?ó No - some of 
those problems are created by us to strengthen our spiritual growth. [Romans 5:3] 

òArgue for your limitations, and sure enough, theyõre yours.ó 
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-  Jesus died on a cross. [John 19:30]. We need to remember what happened next?  The most 
extraordinary event in history.  He returned to this life. [Luke 24:1-5] 

òWhat do you mean he returned? Came back from the dead?ó 

Yes, he returned to this earth and visited with many of his friends in a transformed body. [John 
20:19-20] 

òHow could that happen?ó 

An unknown power in the Bible - a story of triumph. òHe has risen from the dead and was found 
walking down a road.ó  [Luke 24:13-35] 
 
* * *  
Bible quotes: New King James Version 
Italic quotes: Illusions, Richard Bach 

- Ethel Ashe-Frear 
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Tuesday, March 30, 2010 

 
 

Just Like Me 
 

 

Dear Lord, forgive our yielding to temptation; 
Forgive our pride, our love of worldly things. 
Have mercy on our love of sensual pleasure, 
Compassion on the sins that self love brings. 

It must be hard to understand us sometimes; 
So very different is your heart and mind. 

But wait, I just remembered that you do know 
What itõs like to be a part of humankind. 

You suffered just like we do, and you were tempted. 
You lived with us so you could comprehend 

The things that we go through each trying day, 
So you could give us mercy, and be our friend. 

Thank you for compassion and forgiveness; 
Thank you for your love and empathy. 

Thank you, Lord, for coming down from heaven 
To experience lifeõs trials, just like me. 

 

- By Joanna Fuchs 
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Wednesday, March 31, 2010 
 

 

The Blizzard of 2010 
 

The blizzard of February, 2010 was a graphic reminder of what it means to be in the depths 
and what it means to come out of the depths. I am thinking especially of the Wednesday I spent 
sitting by my picture window watching the wind hurl snow in every direction.  There was already 
20+inches of isolation on the ground. Now more and more was falling from the sky, only to be 
whipped one way and another by a relentless wind. The trees bowed to the power of the wind. 
Nature was sculpted into unknown vistas. Just to be sure that humans knew who was in charge, the 
wind howled and wailed to insure that we pay attention.  

As I sat watching Mother Nature throw a huge temper tantrum, my feeling of isolation grew. 
My family, my friends, even my closest neighbors were unreachable. For me this was a distressing, 
sinking feeling.  At that point all I could do was wait for the fury to subside, pray that the house and 
utilities would stand up to the power of the storm and that I would have the strength and resources 
to deal with the aftermath. Guess what, the storm did finally play itself out.  The next morning was 
dreadfully cold and windy, but bright. My neighbor appeared with his snow blower, and I have used 
shoveling as a strength building exercise. It took two days of concentrated effort, but my little HHR 
finally left my driveway! After many cancellations and re-schedulings, life is beginning to find a hectic 
normalcy again.  

 It occurred to me that there have been times when my life was in a major blizzard, just not 
the snowy kind.  Ideas, feelings and circumstances blew furiously from every direction. Catastrophe 
piled on top of catastrophe while powerful uncontrollable forces stirred the whole thing up keeping 
my life in turmoil. At the time of my òlife blizzardó I was isolated and could see no clear path out. 
Most of us have experienced such a life storm and maybe more than one. 

Just at the moment our minds tell us that our own special blizzard will never end, Psalm 130 
speaks to us: 

I wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in his word I hope. 

All this waiting doesnõt mean that we donõt have to snow-blow, shovel and plow our way out 
of the aftermath of a storm, whether it is a winter storm or a life storm. It does mean that his word 
brings us hope that we will have the resources to handle what comes our way. A few weeks before 
the òbig storm of 2010ó Pastor Walt preached a sermon entreating the congregation to Stand by the 
Book. The Bible is filled with encouragement and hope for a stormy world. We need to listen. 

Out of the depths I cry to you, Oh Lord . . . .  
For with the Lord there is steadfast love, and with him is great power to redeem. 

It is this steadfast love and the expression of this love that gives us all the hope and power to 
move forward. It is love that lifts us from the depths. Thank God for the power of hope and the 
power of neighbors with snow blowers.  

 

-  Hazel Strahorn 
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Thursday, April 1, 2010 
 

 
Quit Worrying About the Destination  

and Just Enjoy the Ride 
 
 
 For many years I wondered what it really meant to accept Christ as my Savior.  Sure I could 
say the words, but how did I know I really meant it?  What could I do that would be acceptable to 
God and prove to both Him and me that I truly meant it.  What could I do to have God accept me 
and consider me a òkeeper?ó  Unknowingly, I was getting the cart before the horse. 

 About five years ago Walt asked me to write and produce a play about Martin Luther for 
Reformation Sunday.  In the process of gathering information on Dr. Lutherõs life and writings, I 
came across his òTreatise on Truth.ó  In this writing, Luther pointed out that thinking that good 
deeds make you a Christian was like thinking a beautiful building made an exceptional architect.  It 
was the talented architect that created the beautiful building.   

 The same applies to becoming a Christian.  It is not the good acts I do that make me a 
Christian.  It is the fact that I am a Christian that moves me to open my eyes and heart to the needs 
of others.  Because I am a Christian, I am compelled with great joy to attempt to meet those needs 
whenever I can. 

 From that point on, I have never given a thought as to whether I am going to Heaven or not.  
I accept Christ and let His love work through me.  Itõs a done deal - a totally liberating experience in 
some ways; on the other hand, when I donõt help someone I should, it bugs me for days. 

Lutherõs perspective has made me feel very close to God.  I feel as though I can talk to Him 
anytime, and I do.  Usually itõs a short thanks for something - a good day, someone in my family, a 
particular friend or friends, the opportunity to serve Him.  Sometimes itõs to help me overcome pain.  
When my husband was ill two years ago, my conversations with God usually began with, òNow what 
do I doé?ó  Sometimes His answer was immediate, at other times it took a few hours or weeks, but 
He always answered me.  And the deeper the depths of despair in which I found myself, the more 
steadfast was His presence and love. 

 My experiences are unique to me, but my relationship with God is open to everyone, and itõs 
simple.  Accept Christ as your savior, open your heart to him, and enjoy the ride. 

-  Julie Sain 
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Friday, April 2, 2010 

 

Trust in the Lord 
 

Behold, God is my salvation; I will trust, and will not be afraid; 
for the Lord God is my strength and my song and he has become my salvation.  

- Isaiah 12:2 
 

A friend and I were dealing with a very stressful situation at work.  My friend was very distraught, 
actually very devastated by a turn of events.  I tried to comfort her during this time and assured her 
that everything would be all right.  However, no matter what I said, nothing changed her mind.  She 
was determined that she would lose her job, reputation and face public humiliation.  She was in the 
òdepthsó of despair.  òWhatever happens, everything will be all right,ó  I assured her.  She looked at 
me with a determined look in her eyes and replied, òNo, it wonõt.ó  She shook her head at whatever 
else I was telling her.  She also shook my faith.  She told me with such conviction that she didnõt 
believe it would be OK.  Did she know something that I didnõt? 
 
Her disbelief threw me off guard for a minute.  She was a Christian woman.  She certainly had had 
her share of troubles in the past that God had helped her through. I thought, òHow could she believe 
in God and not believe in His mercy?ó   I thought about how Godõs presence had made a difference 
in my life when I was faced with difficult times.  Many times when I thought things would not go the 
right way, God would turn things around for me.   

Out of the depths I cry to you, Oh Lord . . . . 

I wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in his word I hope . . . . 

When I was injured in a car accident, God saw me through that. He even gave me a song to sing as I 
was freed from the car and taken to Baltimoreõs Shock Trauma Center via helicopter.  òGod has 
smiled on me, he has set me free.ó  I didnõt know for sure if I would be OK, but I knew that God 
would take care of me.  As I continue to experience medical conditions and ailments from that 
accident some twenty years later, I know that God is still with me.  He brought me out of the depths.  
Heõs given me a new song to sing ð òI will trust in him and not be afraid, for the Lord is my strength 
and my sure defense and He will be my salvation.ó (The First Song of Isaiah)  I know in my heart 
that He really is my strength and my salvation through whatever storm I may face.  Iõve learned that 
God will make everything all right.  It may not turn out the way we want it to; but God knows how it 
should be and makes it so.   

    
Prayer:    

Lord, help us to put all our trust in you, no matter what, 
and know that you are our strength, our song and our salvation. Amen. 

-  Angela Dillon 
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        April 3, 2010 
Easter Saturday 

 
My soul waits for the Lord 

More than those who watch for the morning, 
More than those who watch for the morning. 

- Psalm 130, Verse 6 
 

When we òwatchó for something, even the break of day, we should be òwatchingó for something 

good, rather than òwatchingó against an approaching evil.  òThey that watch for the morning wait but 
for the rising of the sun to free them from darkness that hinders their sight; but I wait for the rising 
of the Son of righteousness to dispel the horrors of darkness that affright my soul.ó (Charles 
Spurgeon from The Treasury of David.)  These words are the perfect invitation to the third day of 
Jesusõ accomplishment of the abba Fatherõs work of redeeming all the world. The òJesus-watchó of 
Easter is meant to give us the òDayspring from on Highó that removes us from any òseat of 
darknessó or òshadow of death.ó  Remember St. Paulõs words in I Corinthians 15:54 and 55.  òWhen 
the perishable has been clothed with the imperishable, and the mortal with immortality, then the 
saying that is written will come true: Death has been swallowed up in victory, ôWhere, O death, is 
your victory? Where, O death, is your sting?õó  This waiting for the Lord is obviously more powerful 
and more joyful than even the òwatchó of a rising sun on an Easter morning! 

 In 1830 on the night preceding August 1s, the day the slaves in the West Indian Colonies were 
to come into possession of the freedom promised to them, many of them  never went to bed at all.  
Thousands, tens of thousands, we are told, assembled in their places of worship, praying and singing 
to God, òwatchingó for the first streak of the light of morning on the day which was to make them 
free.  Some were sent to the hills, from which they might glimpse the first view of the day, and by a 
signal, intimate to their sisters and brothers down in the valley the dawning of this truly new moment 
of new life - no longer chattel - now souls meant to live in freedom forever.  Imagine their waiting.  
Imagine their watching. Obviously, their waiting and watching were òfar more than they who watch 
for the morning.ó    

 As our Lenten season ends for 2010, of any people in history, we should be the most joyful 
òwatchersó of the resurrection.  For we are the newest generation of slaves to sin brought into the 
glorious Light through the liberating resurrection of our Lord Jesus Christ. May our òwatchó this day 
be one of love, confidence and cheerful hope - a good and godly watch, if you will!  

Prayer:  
Lord of All Life, 

You take us from the òdeep,ó and raise us to the òheight.ó 
We are grateful beyond words for your imperishable and immortal love for us. Amen. 

 
Walter G. Edmonds 


