
The church calendar affords us opportunities for navigating ordinary

time, opportunities for celebration, and opportunities for preparation for

those celebrations.  In walking through each of  these places, we are able

to experience the fullness of the Father in all seasons.

Lent is a season of preparation.  It is a season of focus.  For many the

focus has been on what we need to relinquish in our lives, and that is a

piece of it.  But when we focus on what we need to relinquish, our focus

is off.  We must focus on Jesus. 

As we focus on Him and make our way down the narrow path, we will

come to know what we must remove– what is keeping us from being

able to proceed.  We will come to know what we need to take on, what

will help us on the journey.  We will neither dread the desert nor deify

the oasis; we will rejoice in Jesus.

We begin our journey with Psalm 84, verse 5: “Blessed are those whose

strength is in you, who have set their hearts on pilgrimage.” And from

there we’ll continue on in Psalms, walking the journey together, that

God might prepare us individually and corporately, to receive our

Resurrected Lord in fullness and in freedom.  Lord, hear our prayer. . .

March 5

Blessed are those whose strength is in you, who have set their hearts

on pilgrimage.  Psalm 84:5

We begin our journey with words that instruct us to set our hearts on

pilgrimage.  Our pilgrimage is to the Father; our Lord Jesus is the

only One who can take us there.

In John 14 Thomas says to Jesus “Lord, we don’t know where you are

going, so how can we know the way?”  To which Jesus replies “I am

the way and the truth and the life.  No one comes to the Father except

through me.”

We are to travel with Jesus.  We are to “set” our hearts on this

journey to the Father by looking full into the face of our Lord.  Like a

parent coaxing a young child in his first steps, so He calls us

forth–arms extended while we unsteadily  make our way to Him.

Often even considering making the journey is more than we can

handle.  When we begin to count the cost, when we begin to imagine

the burdens or envision the obstacles, we quickly realize that we

don’t have what we need to make the journey.  And we are so very

right.  But consider the words again–“blessed are those whose

strength is in You”– it is not our strength to generate.  That strength

lives in the Father; it is ours as we are in Him.

–Lord Jesus, I enter this Lenten season longing for You.  Or

perhaps, I long to long for You.  As you walked through the

wilderness, so I want You to walk with me through the wilderness of

my heart.  That I may discard all that keeps me from You; that I

might embrace all that would draw me to You.  That when Easter

arrives at the end of this season, I may know that “I have been

crucified with Christ and I no longer live, but Christ lives in me. 

The life I live in the body I live by faith in the Son of God, who

loved me and gave himself for me.” Galatians 2:20.  Lord, hear my

prayer.



March 6

As they pass through the Valley of Baca, they make it a place of

springs; the autumn rains also cover it with pools.  Psalm 84:6

There is a sense here of being headed to the temple, of being headed

to You, Lord.  And when there is a passing through the hard places,

those places become places of springs— places of life.  

The focus is on where they are headed; they are passing through. 

How well do we live as though we were passing through?  We may

have prayerful and reflective moments when the thoughts of seeing

God face to face wash over us like those life-giving autumn rains. 

But then the circumstances that live so much closer, press into and

around us, and we can easily be pulled off of the path of our

pilgrimage.

Hearts set on pilgrimage, we must return to the path.  Sometimes we

don’t have the strength to return.  And so part of our call, as we are

headed to the Father, is to be attentive as the Body of Christ.  We are

to notice those who have stopped along the way.  We are to notice

those who have stepped off of the path.  We may be called to stop

with them, or we may be called on just ahead, that they might be

encouraged to come along, too, and remain on the journey.

What is a paralyzing part of the journey for someone else may, in

fact, be a place that I can easily navigate.  In that ease I need to be

able to encourage my brother or sister.  For another part of the

journey will prove to be terrifying for me, and I will need the Father’s

strength as it comes through others.

Only as we have our eyes on Him can we have what we need to water

hope in our midst.

–Father, often when I pass through hard times I choose to stop or

step off of the path to You.  Forgive me.  Be the fullness of my

vision In a way that gives me your strength to continue and to

encourage those along side me to do the same.

March 7

They go from strength to strength, till each appears before God in

Zion.  Psalm 84:7

I have to confess that a cursory reading of this echoes with the strain

of the prosperity gospel and makes me quite uncomfortable. 

Somewhere along the line the faith has become infused with a

designer mentality– that I might design how and when it is that the

Lord blesses me.  Truth be told, the Lord has blessed me with a

design that is bigger and more beautiful than I might ever dream of or

imagine.  It is complete. The awareness of that is humbling beyond

all measure.

But if we return to verse 5 in this psalm, “blessed are those whose

strength is in you”, then we can understand just what this verse is

saying.  It is the strength of the Father that takes us to Him.  We go

from strength to strength, from Him to Him.  Our steps may be

stumblings on a rocky path—He is our strength.  Our steps may be

firm grips on a road without obstacles–He is our strength.  We may

not be able to step, so broken from the circumstances of our

world–He is our strength.

The more that we are able to keep our eyes on Jesus as we make this

journey, the more readily we can reach up as we begin to fall.  The

more we are able to keep our eyes on Jesus, the more intimately we

can express our love as He stills our heart.  The more we are able to

keep our eyes on Jesus, the less resistance we offer as He reaches

down to carry us.

There is certainty of strength in this verse, and there is also certainty

that our destination is “before God”. Even if we have to be carried

every step from now on, we will stand before the Father in His power

and strength.

–Father, please give me the grace to exchange my own inadequate

strength for yours.  Forgive me my fierce independence and

rebellious ways.  Let me be carried in your strength, that I might

know my complete need and your complete sufficiency.  It is there

that life is found.



March 8

You forgave the iniquity of your people and covered all their sins. 

Psalm 85:2

As I am on this pilgrimage I can’t help but wonder.  I know what it is

that the Father has done for me, for us, but is this knowledge then

translated into how I live?  Do I live into the truth that He has

forgiven my iniquities?  Do I live into the truth that He has covered

all of my sins?  

If not, why not?  Why would I choose to spend my time attempting to

cover my own sins?  I have to smile when I write that, as a memory

from childhood comes in.  When I was three my parents walked into

my room and saw a huge lump in my bed.  They pulled back the

covers and there I sat, cross-legged with a half gallon of ice cream

and a spoon, and a rather doomed look on my face.  I thought I had

“covered” my sin. . .  Our efforts to do so before God are just as futile

and just as obvious.

If I don’t have to work to cover my sins, if it is true that Jesus did that

for me on the cross, then where does that leave me?  It leaves me

with the ever present knowledge of my sin juxtaposed with the

presence of the love and mercy of God–the undeserved grace that He

pours over me.  It is an excruciatingly uncomfortable place as long as

I consider the inequity.  But when I look at the Father, there is no

place else I would rather be, and I run to His embrace.

He has forgiven the iniquity of us, His people.  He has covered our

sins.  Our choice is to bathe in the cleansing waters of that truth, or

craft our own fig leaves to cover and to hide.

–Father, it is somehow painfully wonderful to consider the

completeness of your work upon the cross.  It is a place that we

cannot make our way to; it is a place where you take us as you

bring us to yourself.  Lord God, show me my sin in the light of your

glory, that I may discard the extraneous and stand in your light. 

Let me linger in your love.  That is the core of my heart’s true

longing; keep me from settling for a stop along the way.

March 9

Will you not revive us again, that your people may rejoice in you?

Psalm 85:6

There is much that we ask of the Lord.  We ask Him to protect us:

from danger or sickness or poverty, from loneliness or waywardness

or despair.  There is much we ask of the Lord, in hopes that we might

have peace and just “be”.  Don’t we long to just be?

That longing often comes because we need to be deeply revived by

the One who created us.  We need to be restored to His life, we need

to have our spirits brought back to Him.  What we believe that we are

longing for is an absence of conflict or challenge, that we might just

rest.

But the longing is deeper, and the answer all together different.  Rest

alone will not bring us to where we will find life.  Here the psalmist

writes: “Will you not revive us again, that your people may rejoice in

you?” It is actually a request for the Lord to give them breath, that

they might give that breath back to Him in praise.  Breathe your life

into us, Lord, that our breath might sing your praises.  For in those

praises there is more breath, more life.  And from that breath others

along side watch as we move from despondency to delight.  How can

they help but be intrigued by the One who brought

us from a languid repose to a place of hope and praise?

In our pilgrimage, we are called to examine our hearts, to discern our

intentions.  When we ask of the Lord, is it so that we might have

unobstructed peace and ease in our earthly life?  Or do we ask that we

might be strengthened by His hope, that we may drink deeply at His

well and gain His strength to bring others to that place of hope?

–Lord Jesus, you know that I long for peace.  You are my peace. 

Let me know that it is You for whom I am longing.  Let me gather

your strength, that my life may be a song of praise to You.  Let me

see where I am asking for ease for the sake of ease, and turn my

heart instead to remember your faithfulness.  It is a gift of life that

will turn my heart to praise.



March 10

I will listen to what God the Lord will say; he promises peace to his

people, his saints–but let them not return to folly.  Psalm 85:8 

When we begin to familiarize ourselves with the promises of God,

when we see their marvel and magnitude, we come to realize that

wisdom would call us to be attentive to the Father.

At the same time, attentiveness in this world is a deep challenge. 

Visual and auditory distractions vie for our heart and mind’s attention

with unyielding fervor.  There is a muchness in our lives that makes it

almost impossible to stop and wait or sometimes even pick out a

particular in the midst of the momentum.

But the psalmist shows us a posture of determination “I will listen to

what God the Lord will say.” You can see that a choice has been

made.  There is a recognition that attentiveness to other than God is

part of the return to folly.  There is a sense that the psalmist is

longing for and going after the peace that God has promised.

Many are the promises I know that the Father has made.  But how

many are the promises that I grab hold of and do not relinquish until I

see them made manifest in my life or the lives of those I carry in my

heart?  Do I just pick up and look and put back down again, like

someone browsing in a department store?  Or do I hear the promise

and hold onto it until I know it is my own?

In order to even be that determined, I must be as determined to wait

and to listen.  Not to be drawn astray by the alluring voices of the

world, but simply to wait on the Father.  Again, this is one of the

places where we need the encouragement of one another.  It is much

easier to wait, and keep on waiting, in the presence of others who also

wait.

–Father, my heart longs to be able to stop and be attentive to You

alone and not to all of the other noise of my life.  It is not an easy

task.  Reveal to me the passion of your promises, reveal to me the

depth of your peace, reveal to me the people with whom I can wait

for You.

March 11

Surely his salvation is near those who fear him, that his glory may

dwell in our land.  Psalm 85:9

I wonder how often I am really aware of the transforming power of

the salvation we receive.  If I’m honest, I would have to say that

probably, on most days, I am more concerned with the small

packages–the “how do I live this out?” pieces that are important but

so small a part.  In being so concerned, I am the child who longs for

her own beautiful horse and, upon receiving that gift, spends all of

her time admiring the hooves.

Transformation is huge; it is all encompassing.  And when those

whose lives have been changed walk on this earth, they are

accompanied by a display of God’s glory.  It is a display that is

deeply visible to those who are not a part of God’s Kingdom.  We are

told in scripture that for some it is detestable, for others it is life.

As those who have received salvation in Jesus, God’s glory is with

us.  When we are able to take our eyes off of ourselves and receive

and respond to that truth, we are like one who would clean the

saltwater film from off of a lighthouse window.  And if we listen, we

will hear stories of shipwrecks of the soul that were averted by the

clarity of that light.

We do not have to generate the light– the glory– it is with us.  We are

to, by the power of the Holy Spirit, be about letting that light reach to

the far expanses of this world.  And again, we are to look for others

on the journey whose light we can guard and who can shelter us from

the wind and wounds that would attempt to put out the light that we

hold.

– Lord God you have chosen to put your light, your glory in me.  It

is a choice that amazes me.  Lord rather than focusing on my own

inadequacy, let my eyes fall on your adequacy.  That rather than

being concerned with my own display of light, I might long with

your heart for the display of your glory in this earth.



March 12

Have mercy on me, O Lord, for I call to you all day long.  Psalm

86:3

What cries out to me in this verse is the picture of focus.  The

psalmist calls out to God “all day long”.  This reflects such a picture

of certainty–such a posture of knowing.  It brings to mind the first

verses of Psalm 121: “I will lift up my eyes to the hills–where does my

help come from?  My help comes from the Lord, the Maker of heaven

and earth.”  The psalmist knows, and so remains before the Father.

My heart is pierced when I read this, as I consider all of the places

that I go to look for help, for mercy, for relief from the pressing in of

this world–all of the places other than the Lord.  Oh they may be

godly places, but they may also be distractions.  When I sit at His

feet, He may instruct me to look or go elsewhere.  But that instruction

is coming from Him and not from my own impatience with waiting.

Sometimes, however, we are so beaten down by the circumstances of

life and heart that we can go nowhere else but to Him, and remain

there.  We want to be able to go whole, but often we can only go

broken.

I long to find ways on this journey to remain with Him.  Being one of

many words, I am forever talking with Him, but even that may be

deceptive.  I may be talking and feigning obedience, but you can bet

that I am checking around the corners on my own, seeing if I might

“figure out” more quickly on my own.

My prayer would have to be “Have mercy on me, O Lord, in order

that I might even be able to call on you all day long.”  But He hears

that, and He honors that.  And the longer that I keep my gaze on Him,

the more He will captivate my heart.  And the more of my heart that I

give to Him, the less appeal the “treasures” of the world.

–Lord Jesus, have mercy on me.  When I am fully broken, I may

stay by your side.  But all too often I make my request and then

embark on my journey of designing my own salvation.  Let me let

You grow within me.  Let my imaginings be of You.  Let me seek

your heart and remain.  That it is You and You alone who give

breath to my soul.  Lord, hear my prayer. . .

March 13

Teach me your way, O Lord, and I will walk in your truth; give me

an undivided heart, that I may fear your name.  Psalm 86:11

Psalm 86 is a prayer for God’s help.  The psalmist pleads for God’s

mercy, protection, and strength. But interspersed with the requests are

proclamations of the goodness, the faithfulness, the love of God.  The

psalmist knows that God can help him, and so we can read the

affirmation of God’s attributes as deep encouragement that the help

will come.

In verse 11 there is a shift, an addition.  Where before there has been

such a cry for help, it is as if when the psalmist is focusing on God,

he then begins to long for more of the Father.  He asks God to teach

him God’s way and give him an undivided heart.  As ends of their

own?  No, but that the psalmist might walk in God’s truth and might

fear His name.

It is as though his heart is so woven into the Father’s, that the

possibility of union with God becomes his heart’s desire.  Yes he

longs for deliverance from the trouble he is in, but then even looking

at the Father generates a longing of another sort–for more of Him.

How wonderful to be distracted from anguish by glory.  How

wonderful to come to the Father for deliverance from others and end

up longing more for deliverance from self–that we might be more

given to Him.  How wonderful to have a Father who just wants to be

with us, and waits for us, whether we come in request or

relinquishment.

–Lord Jesus, it is often the places of fear that bring me to your side. 

But then when I get there, I see You.  I am too long distracted by

looking elsewhere.  I deplete my own strength.  But You are right

there, waiting for me.  Lord Jesus, give me an undivided heart, that

I don’t wander between You and the world.  I long to live in the

shelter of your wings.  “Prone to wander”, keep me near.



March 14

As they make music they will sing, “All my fountains are in you.” 
Psalm 87:7

Again we are presented with such a picture of focus.  But there is a
progression to that focus that we see here.  First we see worship, and
then a recognition of the fullness of God’s provision.

Music and song can be either an offering of the overflow of the heart,
or an offering in order that the heart might be able to overflow.  A dear
friend once said, when speaking of marriage, “sometimes we kiss in
order to feel like kissing.”  Sometimes we worship in order to feel like
worshiping.

Worship takes us beyond ourselves to the One who our eyes are upon. 
It seems to breathe away the mist that can keep us from seeing Him in
His fullness.  And then, when we see, there is the “ah, ha!” that brings
us to that glorious place of recognizing that all life, all goodness, all
hope and strength and provision lie in the Father.

What constitutes the music of our lives?  To what or to whom are we
singing?  We are often deceived into thinking that to sing to godly
things is to sing to God.  It is not so.  We may think that to sing to the
ones He has given us is to sing to Him.  It is not so. Or even that to
sing in response to His creation is to honor Him.  It is not so.

“Every good and perfect gift is from above, coming down from the
Father of the heavenly lights, who does not change like shifting
shadows.” James 1:17

That we might make music and sing to our Father; that we might
recognize that life itself is from Him.  That we might not step away
from the Fountain of life but remain at the source of his life and his
love.

–Father God, my head knows that all of my life, my resources, my
hope are in you.  But my life lived out often strays from that place. 
Give me your discipline to offer my heart to you– the music of my
soul.  That in doing so I might not only see but be washed and
cleansed by the fountain of your life.  Cleanse me, Father; that the
fountain you have put within me might flow as well.

March 15

You have taken my companions and loved ones from me; the
darkness is my closest friend.  Psalm 88:18

We have to be willing to be real.  An amazingly insidious symptom of
the Christian life is refusing to expose and examine the content of our
hearts.  While the reality of our hearts may or may not be true reality,
to subdue rather than confess will only block the very passages that
need the Lord’s breath to clear them.

This whole psalm is one of anguish.  Probably every one of us has
known the anguish of the soul, the feeling of isolation, the death of all
that seems viable, the burying of hope itself.  And what we find in this
verse may or may not be truth.  But it is, nonetheless, what the psalmist
is experiencing.

Receiving the circumstances of our lives and acting upon those
circumstances can be deeply dangerous.  So what are we to do with the
things that churn within us?  We are to offer them up to the Father. 
We are to speak to Him what it feels like inside.  We are to name the
feelings, the responses to life’s experiences, the hurt and pain.  We are
to hand these things to Him as one might lay out treasures.  As we lift
these things into His light, we may find them accurate or erroneous. 
But they will be in the light, a light that will enable us to see these
things through His heart.  And while we are looking, we will see Him. .
.

If we are not real, then we may respond by retreating or “dutifully”
carrying on.  But as we harbor the pain in the darkness, as we clutch
the hurts so close to our hearts, there will be no room to embrace the
spaciousness the Lord would have us embrace.  There will be no
ability to reach for His arms as He is reaching for us.  Darkness truly
will be our closest friend.

–Father, I have my pictures of how life should be.  They are of my
own design.  And when all is well, I am fine.  But when my pictures
come up against life’s negatives, I find myself bitter and torn.  God I
need for You to be my picture of how life should be; I need for You to
be the soil in which my hope grows.  Open my heart and my hands,
Lord, that I may receive your embrace.



March 16

Lord, you have been our dwelling place throughout all generations. 
Psalm 90:1

Is this a reminder to God or a reminder to us?  The Old Testament calls
us to “remember”, that our minds might be pulled from the darkness
that gnaws at the edges of our souls.  

It is such a necessary reminder to us.  One of Satan’s greatest ploys is
to get us to feel that we are alone–that even though “God is with us”,
there is no one else to help us navigate the waters of life.  When we
buy into that lie, we begin to drift towards helplessness.  We need the
voices of those who have gone before and those who are on the
journey with us.  We need to be willing to be voice to those God puts
on our paths.  Not in search of some new, seemingly-profound
revelation, but in giving voice to the truths that have lived throughout
time.

Each week as we gather for communion, I am deeply struck by the
revelation that we are at the end of a table that stretches through
eternity–that those who have gone before us and for whom He has
been dwelling place gather with us to receive life from the Body and
Blood of Jesus.

The Lord has been our dwelling place throughout all generations.

Not our rest stop or our campground till we head out for our next
destination, but the place where we dwell–the pillar of cloud by day
and the pillar of fire by night.  Our protection, our covering, our home.

Knowing that to be so, knowing that Jesus is the same yesterday,
today, and forever, we may bask in the communion of saints, we may
find the sustenance we need to continue the journey, and we may carry
life for those who will come behind us.

–Lord God, give me what I need to dwell.  I respond so quickly and
so completely to things that compete for my affections; let me dwell. 
Let me look to those who have come before and find rest.  Let me
draw near to you and stay near, that those who come after might find
your encouragement and life.  Lord God, give me what I need to
dwell with You.

March 17

Satisfy us in the morning with your unfailing love, that we may sing
for joy and be glad all our days. Psalm 90:14

We awaken hungry.  And whether consciously or unconsciously, we go
in search of sustenance.  Where do we go?  There have been mornings
when I have jumped from bed to shower, and while washing my hair
have “figured out” the design for my day.  And often those days are
continually barraged by conflicting efforts and motives, often ending in
frustration and disappointment.  The design was my own.

We are on a journey to the Father.  At day’s beginning we are to bring
ourselves before Him.  The thoughts and plans will have already begun,
but there are fewer of our own to lay before Him.  And as we put them
before Him, He will take what matters, what is to be done, and impress
it on our heart.  Even a seemingly mundane task can carry with it a
sense of delight, because we know it is a task God has chosen for us.

What is so rich about His ordering of our days, is that we can see what
we might have considered interruptions as divine opportunities.  God
does not only bring us people with deep problems to counsel and walk
along side; He knows who needs a smile, and He brings it to our face. 
He knows who needs a kind “hello” or a “God bless you” before
hanging up the phone on a business call.  The work He gives us to do is
not always laborious, but is covered with His signature.  And even
seeing that signature brings a sense of joy, as we know we are
connected to the Father.

The psalmist lets it be known that God’s love satisfies.  It doesn’t “tide
us over” or get us by; it satisfies.  And when we go into our day with a
sense of being satisfied, we are not ravenous, so we can listen more
attentively and respond more in accordance with the heart of our Lord.

–Father, I need your grace and courage to open my hands and
relinquish my own plans.  I need your strength to empty myself of
myself, trusting that you will be all that I need.  I need to come to be
with You, rather than attempting to be the architect of my own life. 
Turn me from independence, turn me from rebellion, give me your
grace to yield.  And I know, that from that point, I might sing for joy
and be glad all of my days.



March 18

Surely he will save you from the fowler’s snare and from the deadly

pestilence. Psalm 91:3

It was time for winter camp, and one of the pastors had a vision.  He

looked at his son in church and saw a van off the side of the road. 

Finding out that the youth group wasn’t hiring a bus to take the kids to

camp, but rather renting vans, the pastor reluctantly told the youth pastor

and other staff of his vision.  And so we all prayed, and continued

praying for their safety.

It was a windy day when they left; we prayed.  Several hours after they

had left, my husband and I arrived home to a phone message from our

oldest son: “We got here and everyone is okay.  We were just a bit late

because the van went off the road in the snow.”

Our eyes widened, and quite honestly my first inclination was to begin a

conversation with God that would have begun with: “God, I prayed for

them to be safe!!!”  But before my words even began a trip heavenward, I

realized, they are safe.  Yes, they went off the road and had to stand in

the cold while help was sought, but ultimately God kept them safe.

I realized then that it is all a matter of design.  Not only have I asked for

an outcome, I also often have a suggested means of arriving at that

outcome.  Had I been the architect, the van would have stayed on the road

without incident.  But how do I know that there was not another vehicle

that strayed over the yellow line in that time they were off the road–a

straying that could have ended in disaster?!

Trust is so big on this journey, and all too often my faith so small.  I don’t

have the whole picture; I know that I would be paralyzed if I did.  When

God prompts me to pray, whether it makes sense or is a felt passion or

not, I am to pray.  When God prompts me in some other way, I am to

respond.  He knows the beginning from the end and holds it all, us all, in

His hands.  It is not about our understanding; it is about our obedience. 

And in all things, living or dying, we are safe in His hands.

–Lord God, again I ask your forgiveness for my repeated attempts to

design my life and the lives of those around me according to my heart

and mind.  You who knitted me together in my mother’s womb know

better than I just what I need in order to be able to lean into you and

remain leaning, which is–in fact–the only safe place to be.

March 19

“Because he loves me” says the Lord, “I will rescue him; I will protect

him, for he acknowledges my name.  He will call upon me, and I will

answer him; I will be with him in trouble, I will deliver him and honor

him.  With long life will I satisfy him and show him my salvation. 

Psalm 91:14-16

Love is a response; it is a recognition and response to another.  When we

love God it is in response to His love first coming to us.  Loves shows that

we see Him, that we see who He is and what He has done for and in us.  It

is the most natural response to the divine overwhelm of the God of the

universe coming to earth to live and die for us.

God loves us, and we respond. And then we see in these verses that He

responds out of his love.  He rescues us–how many, many places from

which we need to be rescued!  He protects us–most often from ourselves

and our own sinful ways.  He answers us–not leaving us to ponder a great

cosmic silence when we have bared our souls.  He will be with us–we are

not forever seeking where He might be; He is right beside us.  He is with

us in trouble; He delivers us; He honors us. God honors us.  Sit with that

one for awhile; it is huge.

We don’t have to muster up love for God; we need only look at Him.  We

need only “remember” His faithfulness–in our own lives, in the lives of

those around us, in the lives of the saints we read of in scripture.  As we

retell the stories, it is all the more profound that this verse begins:

“Because he loves Me. . .”

However, we also need to be honest with ourselves before the Lord.  If

love is not coming easily when we look at our God, we need to ask why

not.  There may, in fact, be places and things from which we need to

repent.  The world is always tugging, and we so easily slip into a posture

of feeling entitled to God’s blessings.  When those blessings come in other

clothes or perhaps don’t come at all, we often pull back and find ourselves

resentful.  Then even the blessings of rescue, protection, answering, being

along side, deliverance, honor and salvation can have a bit of a bitter taste

to them.  

–Lord God–so rich the blessings, so unworthy your servant.  I long to

love you without distance.  Give me the grace to repent of the steps I

take away from you and the life I live apart from you.  That I may love

you with my words, my thoughts, my life.



March 20

Unless the Lord had given me help, I would soon have dwelt in the

silence of death.  When I said, “my foot is slipping,” your love, O

Lord supported me.  When anxiety was great within me, your

consolation brought joy to my soul.  Psalm 94:17-19

The psalmist has no doubt of his total need of the Lord.  We need the

same assurance.  It is not just for the big things, although it is for the

big things.  It is not just for the little things, although it is for the little

things.  It is for all.

At times like this on our pilgrimage, when we are praying for more

attentiveness to the truth of our condition and the truth of the nature

of God, there is a clarity to life.  For any who have done any rock

climbing, on rope or off, you have undoubtedly known what it was to

have someone “talk you through” what steps to take, what moves to

make, to keep you from danger.  And then, when you stopped at a

safe place and looked back down, your breath was taken away as you

saw just how close to danger you had been walking.

God is our safe place.  He will not always take us through safe places

or keep us from danger, but He is our safe place.  What we

desperately need on this journey is an eternal perspective.  There are

some rock cliffs that we will not navigate successfully; and from a

temporal perspective we will seem to have failed.  But this is, as we

have said, a journey, and God is our destination.  He is holding on to

us, and His help, His love, His consolation will bring us to Him.

May we, by His Spirit, be willing to recount to one another the stories

where “self” failed but God was there.  May we be willing to look

foolish to the world, that the magnitude of the Father’s love and

attentiveness may be seen.  May we be willing to know that, no

matter the earthly outcome, we are eternally His.

–Without you, Lord, I have nothing, I am nothing.  But that’s okay;

it really is.  Because I am not without you, your help, your love, or

your consolation.  I pause now, Lord, to give you thanks.

March 21

For the Lord is the great God, the great King above all gods.  In His
hand are the depths of the earth, and the mountain peaks belong to
Him.  The seas is His, for He made it, and His hands formed the dry
land.  Psalm 95:3-5

You know, there is just no way around the bigness of God.  David
speaks to this in verses 7-10 of Psalm 139: “Where can I go from your
Spirit?  Where can I flee from your presence?  If I go up to the heavens,
you are there; if I make my bed in the depths, you are there.  If I rise on
the wings of the dawn, if I settle on the far side of the sea, even there
your hand will guide me, your right hand will hold me fast.”

And you know what else, the true and deepest longing of our hearts is to
not be able to escape His presence.  We long to be found; we long to be
known.  Ironically, we build walls and fortresses to keep anyone from
getting in, but that is not the true desire of our hearts.  We long to be
known, that we might lay down the masks, the pretending, the roles, and
be who He has made us to be.

But we continue on this journey weighed down with our props and our
facades, trying to fit in while truly longing to just “be”.

We need one another.  We need to look together at the expansiveness of
the Father.  We need to dream God-sized dreams and be willing to go
after those dreams.  We need to cheer one another on, to carry the Word
for one another, to be on our knees for one another.  

There is no way, with our finite minds, that we can begin to grasp the
magnitude of the Father.  But if we come together with others who also
seek Him, we will be shown different ways of looking, we will be taken
to places of different perspective.  We are each made to be in
relationship with Him, but when we come together, it seems that more of
the expansiveness can fill our hearts.

–Father, sometimes it feels as though you’re so big that I can’t even
approach You.  And then You come to me in such a tenderly intimate
way, and I know that it is You who has approached me.  Thank you
that you cross the gaps that I cannot.  Thank you that you bring me
others who take me across other gaps and pray me on my way to you. 
Bless those ones who come to mind right now. . .



March 22

Come, let us bow down in worship, let us kneel before the Lord our
Maker.  Psalm 95:6

When we get even a glimpse of the magnitude of God, there is no other
posture than to bow down in worship.  Philippians 2:10-11 says: “at the
name of Jesus every knee should bow, in heaven and on earth and under
the earth, and every tongue confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the
glory of God the Father.”  Not every knee will bow voluntarily–it is not
that all will respond to Jesus, but all will know His Lordship.

So the fact that we would be among those who bow willingly is at the
heart of the blessing.  But the question that must come to us often, is
where are we unwilling to bow?  Where are we attempting to maintain
Lordship over our lives?  Where are we not struck by His holiness? 
Where are we so distracted by our own comings and goings that we
don’t even turn to Him?

The importance of this self-examination is multi-faceted.  Most
important is that we are willing to allow His light into our lives in a way
that shows us where we need to repent.  Without repentance there is no
ability to receive in fullness what the Lord has for us.  That light also
shows us the people and things in our lives that have been in positions of
idolatry–that we might bring these things down and turn back to Jesus. It
also causes us to be honest with ourselves and before our God.  It’s
always painfully ironic to me the diligent work that I can do to hide
things from God–God who knows my thoughts even before I do.

In the posture of kneeling, we assume our right position.  We relinquish
our attempts to stand in our own strength.  We offer ourselves to our
Lord, and it is He who enables us to stand again.  As we worship Him,
as we are focused on Him, His strength fills us and sends us on His way.

–Loving Father, I bow before you–some days of my own accord, some
days because I have fallen, some days because you have knocked me
off of my feet that I might bow.  Lord God, let me remain bowed down
in worship as long as I need to be–not trying to hurry or move on, until
it is You who are moving me.  And let me return in worship, again and
again, forever.

March 23

For he is our God and we are the people of his pasture, the flock

under his care.  Psalm 95:7

We are his.  It is his pasture.  We are under his care.  Those simple

sentences, given breathing room in our souls, have the capacity to fill

every longing of our heart–if we will let them.  I wonder why it’s

such a substantive “if”.

In our minds we can easily say that being His is a good thing.  I mean

if you’re going to depend on anything or anyone, God is definitely a

good one to lean into.  But there is a fierce independence that burns in

our souls, making it so hard to build a life of dependence.

Our Western culture is about possession and accumulation.  So this

“his pasture” wording certainly flies in the face of that posture.  And

yet probably any one of us could attest to the weight, and the burden,

that can accompany possession and accumulation.  The things that we

gather in search of freedom often burden us more deeply.

His care is also something that makes all the sense in the world.  He

created us; He knows what we need.  But again that independence,

that “I can do it myself” that is perhaps one of the earliest phrases we

learn as children.

It is not a matter of preference that this verse refers to; it is a matter

of truth.  He is our God; He provides the home for us (He is the home

for us); He has ultimate care of us.  Our choice is in how to respond. 

Will we pour our hearts into attempts at autonomy, or will we yield to

the Father?  Upon learning the freedom of dependence, will we keep

it to ourselves or will we be willing to encourage others along the

way?

–Father, I repent of wanting my own pasture, wanting to be

independent, wanting to be able to care for myself.  I was bought

with a price, and I am not my own.  Give me the eyes to see You,

and to be so taken by You that the thought of being cared for in the

ways that You do makes my soul dance.  And Lord I ask that my

ability to respond to You may be encouragement to others who

struggle with the same conflicting desires.



March 24

Today, if you hear his voice, do not harden your hearts.  Psalm 95:7b-
8a

There are often many conversations that go on in my head.  I am
unquestionably an expert at justifying what I am not doing but should be
doing.  And then I will hear a definitive voice inside saying: “Methinks
you protest too much!”

In the past year, however, I have committed myself to meeting weekly
with a fellow pilgrim on the journey as a means of accountability.  I
have certainly learned that when one tells God to “have at me!”, one had
better be ready to be “had at!”  

What I have also learned is that when we make the decision to respond
to the Lord as He calls us forth, there is something different that happens
inside.  It is almost as though we are unable to harden our hearts.  When
we lean into the Lord, we are close to Him.  Who He is becomes
amplified in life-giving ways.  And so when we hear the quiet prompting
(His preferred way of speaking with us, I believe), it is as though we
have to respond–as though we are gratefully trapped in obedience.  It is
a trapping of a yielded heart, and actually it feels wonderful. (The things
of God often make no sense to this world).

Often within me it triggers such a sense of repentance that I have been
having my own way for so long.  And then, still leaning it, I watch as He
shows me how to do what needs to be done.  And I try it–sometimes
successfully, sometimes stumbling–and there is a deeper breath within
me and a stirring of hope, that perhaps I really can live a life pleasing to
the Lord.

So it’s more than just hear and obey.  That in itself could easily become
legalism.  It is leaning into the Father, getting close enough to find that
his heart is so much more appealing than any of our desires, and
following his heart with your obedience.

–Father, I need you to reach in and replace my heart of stone with a
heart of flesh.  I need to lean in close enough to be drawn to your
whisper, to trust your goodness, and to be captivated by your love. 
That I might repent and turn full of heart to You, Lord, You who are
my life.

March 25

Sing to the Lord a new song; sing to the Lord all the earth. Psalm

96:1

When my boys were little, some nights I would sing to them before

they fell asleep.  So often I would long to sing a song just for

them–with words that were just for them.  And many times, God in

His graciousness would give me words for a song.  The words would

be new, and the tune would be new, and I would just sing.  But more

often than not, about two lines into the song I would begin to worry. 

What would that word rhyme with?  Where was I to go from here? 

Soon self-consciousness would replace God-consciousness and I

would lose my song.

I believe God wants us all to sing a new song.  I believe that He

would like for us to be willing to break the patterns that have taken us

captive.  I believe that He would like to take us captive.  It is not

easy: new habits, new heart designs.  And it is really not possible as

long as our focus is on the songs we have always sung.  We must

look to Jesus.

Again, when we draw near to our Lord, there is a deep transformation

in our souls.  When we draw near enough to hear his whispers and

know his strength, then words of love arise from our hearts and find

their way to his heart.  There is no thought of what has been sung

before, because there is new birth in our hearts.  

Our neighbors just had their first baby, and right now there is a huge

sign in their front yard, proclaiming their daughter’s name, birthdate

and weight.  New birth takes us to a place of proclamation.  We have

been captivated by the love of Jesus, and we want everyone to know! 

That all the earth might sing to the Lord.

–Loving Lord Jesus, I am so self-aware.  I am so self-conscious. 

And because that is so, I stumble so when I try to draw near to you. 

Lord I ask that you become my vision, that I might see you as

irresistible and be able to receive the new song that you have for my

life.  And that as I begin to sing that song, that it will be a song of

proclamation of the wonders of your love.  Lord, give me voice.



March 26

Declare his glory among the nations, his marvelous deeds among all
peoples.  Psalm 96:3

There is no limit to the expansiveness of the Father. There is an obvious
limit to our ability to comprehend that expansiveness.  I am certainly
guilty of responding many times in a very cautious way to verses such as
this throughout the scripture.  I was unable to see how I could be
obedient other than taking on a nomadic lifestyle.  But our Father is so
very creative. 

In His weaving, He is continually bringing people into our lives who we
have an opportunity to influence.  We are called to live the gospel. 
There is no way in our maximum creativity that we could see who is
going to go where and touch whom. And so our call, rather than grand
design or figuring out connections, is to be faithful.  We are to be
faithful to the promptings we find on our hearts–understood or not, to be
faithful in giving reason for the hope that lies within us, to be faithful in
prayer for those we know, for those who have been brought to our
attention, for those we will never know but can lift before the Father.

What a glorious command, to be able to see the Lord’s hand, to be
drawn close to the Lover of our soul, and to go tell people.  A sincere
heart that is overflowing can be an amazing means of encouragement
and calling forth.  We don’t need to worry about the who; we need to be
attentive and we need to be obedient.

And then, as is so often so with God, we will have stories come back to
us about how even a very cursory sharing or distant connection provided
life-giving encouragement.  May we be intentional in our own lives
about sharing those stories, as well.  There is a world–next door and
beyond–that is dying to know Jesus.   

–Father, forgive me my calculating.  Forgive me the places where I
hesitate rather than obey in sharing You with others.  Forgive me
when I become cynical about my part in the Kingdom.  Give me
glimpses of how creatively and extensively you use even the smallest of
connections as a means of really saving and giving life.  Increase my
faith and my joy in sharing, that You may be glorified.

March 27

Ascribe to the Lord the glory due his name; bring an offering and

come into his courts.  Psalm 96:8

What is due the Lord?  Everything.  So that pretty much modifies any

plans to go through our treasures and find some “really nice”

offerings that we can bring the Lord, while keeping others for

ourselves.  We saw that in Genesis 4: “Now Abel kept flocks, and

Cain worked the soil.  In the course of time Cain brought some of the

fruits of the soil as an offering to the Lord.  But Abel brought fat

portions from some of the firstborn of his flock.  The Lord looked with

favor on Abel and his offering, but on Cain and his offering He did

not look with favor.”

The nature of love is response.  When we first fall in love, we are

clamoring to find ways and things to give to the one we love.  If we

find ourselves thinking of God and not wanting to pour out

everything, then chances are that there is distance, that we are not

close to Him.  

We read in this verse: “bring an offering and come into His

courts”–there is proximity.  If we read scripture from a heart

distance, see what we’re do to and begin to be about it, in time we

will begin to feel resentment.  It is a duty and not a delight.  But when

we are there in the presence of God, when we see his otherness, when

we see Him, then we want to give Him everything and keep on

giving.

The way to know the glory due to God is to know Him and to be with

Him. It is to pour over scripture and see who He is and what He has

done throughout all humankind.  And as we remain focused on Him,

the offering will be no less than all of us, which He will take and

make into His own, in a way that allows us freedom and delight.

–Father, there is much that I hoard.  There is much that I hold

onto, not believing that to give it to You is to find a fullness greater

than I’ve ever imagined.  I know that the only way for me to become

open-handed is to keep my eyes and heart fixed on You.  Father

take me beyond myself, that I might not remain captive to my own

ways of living, but so that I might fall into the hands of the living

God. 



March 28

Let those who love the Lord hate evil, for he guards the lives of his
faithful ones.  Psalm 97:10

We cannot afford to be casual about evil.  We cannot afford to be blind
to evil.  We can only afford to have our hearts transformed into the
likeness of our Lord.

Before I came to faith I was student teaching at a middle school in the
mountains.  On Halloween morning a ninth grader came into the school
in costume: with torn clothing, a woman’s stocking over his face, and a
cowboy hat that had a sign on it that said: “n_______ beater”. My
insides recoiled. Even though it was only a costume, there was a
palpable sense of evil before me.  As it turned out, one week later that
same 15 year old  murdered a 60 year old woman who owned a record
shop in town, for the sum of $76.

Not all evil is as evident; not all evil reveals itself in full bloom.  But as
Christians we know; there is a response in our spirit and we have a
choice.  We can respond to it or we can press on ignoring– perhaps
uncomfortable with noticing and not wanting to “cause a scene”.

When we reside in the presence of God, when we are intentional about
remaining with Him, then the faces of evil are all the more hideous as
they rob people of life–spiritual, physical, mental. One of my sons has a
visceral response when he is in the presence of evil; it is a response that
manifests itself in his actually feeling physically sick.  While it’s
certainly not a pleasant response, it gets his attention and sends him
another direction.  We should all pray for the same.  God’s protection is
upon us, and free will is given to us.  As long as we stay in the field of
the Lord, we will be under His covering.  But when we begin to tolerate
or entertain evil, we are opening ourselves in ways that can destroy us.   

–Father God, I may feel good about the choices I make in my life, and
I give you thanks for the grace to make those choices.  But I need your
light to show me the places where I am tolerant of evil.  Be it out of
ignorance or just not wanting to cause a stir, grab a hold of my heart,
please Father.  That I may see evil for what it is, that I may respond
with your heart.  Give me such a heart for You and your people that I
am not afraid to stand–more so afraid to not stand.

March 29

Light is shed upon the righteous and joy on the upright in heart. 
Rejoice in the Lord, you who are righteous, and praise his holy
name.  Psalm 97:11-12

God responds to us.  He often responds to us in ways other than what
we might ask, but out of His infinite wisdom His response is the very
heart of life.

God responds with light; He is light.  Darkness fills our world. 
Darkness leaves us without definition.  When there is no definition,
when there is no clarity, there is much unknown.  And when there is
much unknown, there is much fear.  Our times in darkness leave our
imaginings in fertile fear, and often we are immobilized.  God’s light is
defining, and clarifying.  While we might not like what we see, to be
able to see it and know what we are up against allows us to know how
to proceed.

God responds with joy.  Nehemiah 8:10 tells us: “Do not grieve, for
the joy of the Lord is your strength.”  I have to confess that I rarely ask
for joy in the midst; I ask to please be delivered out of the midst and
quickly!  But God knows better; He knows that joy will sustain me and
also give me the hope that I need to find my way out to Him.  He is
ever before me, but when I have to find my way out I can come to
recognize the path that has taken me into grief or darkness–that I
prayerfully might not travel it again.

That we might see and that we might have hope, both are cause for us
to rejoice in the Lord.  Both are the very fuel of praise, which also
opens our eyes more clearly to the light and joy.  And there is a
certainty that our Father is with us, that He is attentive to where we are
in life, and that He is forever about the work of calling us to Himself.

–Loving Father, forgive me the darkness I have chosen.  Forgive me
the joy that I have relinquished because I just wanted out.  Thank
you for shedding your Light into my darkness; thank you for
planting your joy in my heart. . .that I might see clearly, that I might
bear hope, and that I might bring to others that light, that joy, that
hope.  Be with me, Lord, and enable me to see You rather than the
disappointments of the dark.



March 30

The Lord reigns, let the nations tremble; Psalm 99:1

You know, we just don’t know the power of the Lord.  Oh, I believe

we have glimpses, places in our own worlds where there is a change

of heart, a physical healing, hope where there was none before.  But

when we speak of power, it is as though it is packaged, contained,

almost like a box of instant mashed potatoes where we can pour out

just the amount we need, and if more comes out we can pour it back

into the package.

There is nothing about God that can be packaged, or boxed, or

contained– try as we might.  It’s kind of like the words to the

children’s song “Little Jesus meek and mild”.  It was not a meek and

mild Jesus who pulled me from death into life; it was not a meek and

mild Jesus who hung on the cross for me, for us.

Consider the description of God found in Jeremiah 10: “But God

made the earth by his power; He founded the world by his wisdom

and stretched out the heavens by his understanding.  When He

thunders, the waters in the heavens roar; He makes clouds rise from

the ends of the earth.  He sends lightning with the rain and brings out

the wind from his storehouses.”

We tend to want to hold God at bay; we cannot.  Instead we need to

come to grips with what there is in us that wants to be able to control

Him.  It is his power and passion that brought us into being.  It is that

same power and passion that holds our hope as we navigate a world

that is teeming with darkness and evil.

The Lord reigns; let us know that, let us tremble, and let us glory as

He moves in power in strength on behalf of those for whom our

Savior died.

–Father God, I ask your forgiveness for the places in my life and in

this world where I would have You less than You are.  I ask your

forgiveness for how I try to control you, my own life, the lives of

those around me.  Father, take me to a place of marveling at how it

is that You show yourself in this world.  And please don’t let my

calculating keep me from being firmly in your midst.

March 31

My eyes will be on the faithful in the land, that they may dwell with
me; he whose walk is blameless will minister to me.  Psalm 101:6

I love this verse of David’s.  I love it because, to me, it is the key to
making this earthly journey in the way we were created to live.  We
know that we are called to focus on Jesus, but in order to be consistent in
that focus, we need one another.  

We don’t just need people in general, we need brothers and sisters in
Christ who are disciples of Jesus–who are living their lives with their
eyes on Him.  That way, when we go astray, we can look to them as they
are looking to Jesus, and our gaze can be recaptured.

David writes that not only will his eyes be on the faithful, but that the
faithful will dwell with him.  Again the recognition that the challenges
of this world require more than a cursory “check in” with one another;
there needs to be a commitment, an accountability, the mutuality of
hearts inclined towards Jesus.  It flies in the face of our fierce
independence–our inclination to present ourselves as if we “have it all
together.”

But when we know our human condition and our sinful inclinations, and
when we put that knowledge along side what we know of God and His
goodness and mercy and love, then we can say, like David, that we will
let others minister to us.

Where do we find the faithful in the land?  They are the light-bearers.  It
is not just that they are the ones doing things in the Kingdom, but their
eyes hold a transformed look that pronounces with unquestionable
certainty that they have been with Jesus.  And not unlike Elizabeth at
Mary’s arrival, our spirits leap within us.

–Lord God, please humble me.  Show me so much of Yourself that I
am able to lay down my striving, my concern for myself and my
appearance before others, my needs for importance or position.  Lord
God, please humble me, that I may see you in the eyes of others, and
that in that seeing I may find more breath, more spaciousness, more
life–all from you, Lord.  And then that I might also be
transformed–more and more into the likeness of you.  Lord, hear my
prayer. . .



April 1

Do not hide your face from me when I am in distress. Turn your ear

to me; when I call, answer me quickly.  Psalm 102:2

Is this a wife chastising her husband?  Is it a child crying out to his

parents?  That is what I really love about the psalms–they are

excruciatingly real.  Yes there is praise, but even the praise is often

born from the ever important ability to be totally real with God.

It’s always so interesting to consider why we feel we can’t be real

with God.  But often we come to Him with religious sounding

requests, pious prayers– as though we have to earn his response. 

Were it not for Jesus, there is no way in the world we could even get

God’s attention.  But we have it, and it is an attentiveness like we

have never known and will never know on this earth.

And so not only can we be real, we need to be real.  Because when

we are being real, then we are able to delve into the real heart issues

that torment us.  We are able to not be so painfully distracted by

symptoms.  And when we are being real, then we can really hear the

Father.

There is always a feeling of urgency in the midst of a request: “When

I call, answer me quickly”.  We feel ourselves perilously close to the

edge, and even if nothing is done, we need to know that God is

there–right there.  And He is.

His attentiveness is complete.  His love is unconditional.  His heart is

inclined towards us.  And when we cry out, we find this.  Initially we

may be more distracted by the tumultuous circumstances, and it may

be hard to see where He is.  But He is not hidden, and as Jeremiah 29

tells us : “Then you will call upon me and come and pray to me, and I

will listen to you.  You will seek me and find me when you seek me

with all your heart.  I will be found by you. . .”

–Lord, I call upon You!  I pray to You.  I cry out!  I seek You with

all of my heart.  Lord, be found by me; I am dying for your life.

April 2

Let this be written for a future generation, that a people not yet
created may praise the Lord.  Psalm 102:18

Oh that the stories of God’s redemptive work on this earth would be
captured, kept, and remembered.  There is such an incredible vision in
this heart desire.  

I have a friend whose father was a pastor, with a life full of stories of
God’s work in his life and the lives of countless others.  My friend
grieves that those stories were not recorded before his father died; he
grieves that what were so many deeply encouraging acts of God on
behalf of His people are lost.  They are obviously not lost in the
blessing that the original act imparted, but they are lost to those beyond
that generation.

Our faith is built up by hearing the stories.  We are lifted from places
of despair by the hope that was breathed into those who went before
us.  We need people to “talk Jesus to us”.  We need to be telling the
stories, that we might be encouraged to look beyond the ordinary to
just how the Father is working.

And it is so important for us to have an eternal perspective.  We are not
temporal beings.  What happens to us now, what we share with others,
has the potential of carrying on throughout eternity.  It sounds big, and
He is.

What I love about the focus of this verse is that it is not about
something being written so that people can know me and know what
God did for me.   But rather “that a people not yet created may praise
the Lord.”

Eyes that are fixed upon Jesus in love look for every way possible to
take that love into the world–to let the whole world know.  Eyes that
are fixed upon Jesus catch glimpses of glory that others pass by.  But
still those whose hearts are after Him will try to catch those who
missed Him and let them see Him, too.

–Lord God, I want to see you.  I want to see you in every situation of
my life.  And as I see you, I want to tell people.  Spoken or written, I
want the word to be preserved, “that a people not yet created may
praise You,” and that your glory may be seen by all. 



April 3

Praise the Lord, O my soul; all my inmost being, praise his holy
name.  Praise the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his benefits–
who forgives all your sins and heals all your diseases, who redeems
your life from the pit and crowns you with love and compassion, who
satisfies your desires with good things so that your youth is renewed
like the eagle’s.  Psalm 103:1-5

Isn’t that amazing?!  Look at what the Lord has done for us.  Isn’t it
amazing?!  But also amazing is that we have to be intentional in
remembering to praise Him.  We have to call out to our souls for the
praise.  Praise is more than gratitude; it is the overflowing of a heart
that recognizes who we are and who He is, and that He would choose
to love us.

If all of my being is not praising Him, it isn’t true praise.  And how
easy it is for my being to be headed in all sorts of different directions! 
God calls us to come to Him early in the morning–at that time of day
competing affections are at least a bit less vocal.

But there is a discipline involved – a very intentional discipline– to
bring all of our being to Him in praise.

So the psalmist reminds us of what it is for which we praise Him.  Just
looking at that list is deeply profound.  It is the very list of life itself.  It
is a reminder of the magnitude of change that the Lord has brought
about within us.

I love the image of our youth being restored, not because that is the
mantra of our culture, but because each one of the things the Lord has
done for us has lifted a weight inside and one can feel giddy with
thanksgiving–easily mimicking the light-heartedness of youth.

 It is amazing, indeed.  Our challenge is to keep our hearts and minds
in the place where we are continually looking at our Lord and watching
Him watch us in love.

–Lord God, I bless you for your faithfulness, for your love, for You. 
I ask for the grace to pull my affections from lesser things to You.  I
pray that the words of my mouth and the meditation of my heart may
truly and always be pleasing in your sight.

April 4

As far as the east is from the west, so far has he removed our

transgressions from us.  Psalm 103:12

This is the reality.  It is more than just an expansive illustration of the

fact that God forgives us.  This is His reality.

For some reason, this is a place where we get tripped up easily.  The

thinking usually goes along the lines of: “I know that God forgives

me, but I just can’t forgive myself.”  The problem here is that there is

nothing in scripture that tells us to forgive ourselves.  And by

refusing to receive God’s forgiveness as full payment for our sins, we

are saying that what He did on the cross is not enough.

It sounds harsh, but it truly is a place that causes people to stumble. 

Unconditional love isn’t easy for us to receive, forgiveness isn’t easy

for us to receive, grace isn’t easy for us to receive.  But it’s not about

ease, it’s about truth.

How would our lives be different if we didn’t wrestle with this?  How

would they be different if, when the old tapes come back to “remind

us” of our unworthiness we could simply respond “Yep, I’m

unworthy, but He did it anyway, and I am so grateful!”

What is the mileage we get from not receiving this truth?  Is it an

excuse to remain somewhat on the spiritual sidelines?  Is it a means

of attempting to project humility?  Is it a way of getting reassurance

from others?  These might be good questions to sit with, but what is

even more important to sit with is the fact that Jesus died for our

sins–and they are forgiven.

What that truth can do to the posture of our hearts is profound–not in

how we see ourselves but in how we see our Lord.  And when we can

see the depth of what He has done for us, we can look at others

differently as well, as we stand side by side on the level ground at the

foot of the cross.

–Lord God, I ask for your grace to receive the truth of your

forgiveness.  That I may be drawn farther into the life-giving

wonder of You. 



April 5

I will sing to the Lord all my life; I will sing praise to my God as

long as I live.   May my meditation be pleasing to him, as I rejoice

in the Lord.  Psalm 104:33-34

When my husband was in seminary and our kids were very young, I

remember having a neighbor say to me: “You know, there is always a

song on your lips.”  I thought about it at the time and realized that,

yes, it seemed I always had a song of praise in my head.  And I was

deeply grateful.

I have remembered my neighbor’s comment from time to time in the

ensuing years, at times when I have noticed that there is no verse, no

song of praise running through my head or being sung out loud as I

am about my day.  And when I have noticed that, I have taken it as a

grab back into reality.  What is it that is happening in my life to take

away my song of praise?

I remember when my husband and I were dating and I was first

realizing my love for him.  There were not many minutes in the day

when I wasn’t thinking about him.  I would think about who he was,

about his heart.  I would think about the times we had already spent

together–reliving each detail,  and I would imagine times to come.  I

would go about the “dailyness” of life and bring him into all of  those

places, albeit only in my mind.  Needless to say, my whole heart and

mind were filled, and they were occupied.

That is the same kind of attentiveness that we are to give to God.  He

is to be the object of our affections and brought into all of our lives. 

And as that happens, who He is will grow much larger in our hearts,

and from our praise will come a secure intimacy– able to hold us no

matter how strong or erratic the storms of our lives.

–Lord Jesus, much of the song of my life is not of praise to You.  I

am easily distracted and easily responsive elsewhere.  Let me let

myself be totally captivated by You, Lord.  That You fill my

thoughts, that You are the words of my song, that You are where my

longing heart finds rest and delight and a calling forth.  Lord Jesus,

be the praise in my heart and the song on my lips. . .forever.

April 6

Look to the Lord and his strength; seek his face always.  Psalm

105:4

How many times have I looked down at my hands and felt helpless,

wishing somehow for them to be able to fix what was broken in my

world.  How often have I lain awake at night, mentally sorting

through a messy pile of circumstances and trying to figure out my

role to change things?  And then how many times, as I’ve poured

over whatever resources I might have found, have I remembered that

I never even asked God what He might think or what He might do?

It might do us well to post a verse like this in strategic positions all

over our homes and offices.  Because we do have to be reminded; we

do have to be brought back from the fields of our own imaginings.  In

some ways it’s like teaching a teen to drive–there are continual

reminders–often the same things but applying to different situations

or intersections.  How many “intersections” do we come to in our

daily lives, and how often do we make our directional decisions

without even considering God?

To “seek His face always” is to recognize His love for us, to

recognize that every good and perfect gift comes from Him, to know

that He has everything we need to live this life, and to know that He

is not going to hide from us, but He wants to be found by us.

To “seek His face always” is to develop a heart habit that will begin

to inform how we approach the mundane as well as the monumental. 

And as that habit is developed, there will be fewer times when we

feel so helpless as when we are trying to move forward in our own

strength.  Sometimes we will lose the focus of the overwhelm all

together, and get lost and found in the One we are seeking.

–Lord God, you know my propensity to strike out on my own, to

discern from my own experiences how I should move forward.  And

while the desire of my heart as I move out on my own may be  to

move towards You, the only way to really move towards You is to

move with You.  Draw my heart to yours, Lord; show me your

tenderness and your strength, that I may draw near and be your

own.  Let me seek your face always.



April 7

We have sinned, even as our fathers did; we have done wrong and
acted wickedly. When our fathers were in Egypt, they gave no thought
to your miracles; they did not remember your many kindnesses, and
they rebelled by the sea, the Red Sea.  Yet he saved them for his
name’s sake, to make his mighty power known.  Psalm 106:6-8

Why is it that it is so difficult in our culture to articulate those first three
words: “We have sinned”?  Why is it that we want to look at the love of
God without also looking at our sinfulness?  To say we are sinners
reflects our identity.  It is a statement of fact.

If I don’t see my total and complete need for God, then His love isn’t
that big of a thing.  If I can get what I need elsewhere, then He is really
no more than an option–one among many that I can choose, like how I
feel when I am standing in the middle of the cereal aisle.

The refusal to accept our identity as sinners keeps us from the very life
we seek.  When I accept that fact, then I can take all that is within me
that separates me from God and offer it up to Him.  If I am not willing
to empty myself of the things that keep me from God, then there is no
room within me for receiving what He has for me.

The refusal to confess the honest condition of our hearts causes them to
harden.  And then it is all too easy to not remember God’s many
kindnesses, because they seem to be acts in the midst of many
resources.  It is all too easy to give no thought to God’s miracles, which
are, in fact, the very things that build hope within us.

We have sinned, and God has forgiven us.  And where that realization
leaves us is very close to the One who has known our heart since before
time began.  He calls us to lay down all of our efforts and works.  We
have sinned, and Jesus went to the cross–that we may come before the
Father and be received as His own.  There is an eternal freedom in
confession; may we not stand back in pride.

–Lord God, You know my heart, You know my ways.  You know
where I am vulnerable before You and where I work to hide.  Let me
confess my condition before You–let me come in humility and
awe–that You may replace this heart of stone with a heart of flesh. 
Lord, hear my prayer.

April 8

But they soon forgot what he had done and did not wait for his
counsel.  Psalm 106:13

The dictionary gives us a definition of wait as :”to remain in
expectation”.  I read that and think of Olympic swimmers posed,
leaning forward, waiting for the gun to send them into the water and on
their way.  Every time I watch those races I know that I would be in
the water a million times before the gun went off!

In our culture, “wait” is a four letter word.  We stand poised for
momentum, which allows us little time to reflect and listen.  And in our
posture of momentum there is the assumption that all must be done
now.  Our timing is “here and now”!  God’s is not.

Another important piece of being groomed to be able to wait is to
receive more of an eternal perspective.  We must realize that what
happens now is affected by what has happened before, and that now
will impact the future.  So to think that everything is here and now is
really to separate this time from all eternity.

Isaiah 30: 18 tells us: “Yet the Lord longs to be gracious to you; He
rises to show you compassion.  For the Lord is a God of justice. 
Blessed are all who wait for Him.”  It seems so odd that we would be
insistent on doing our own life-designing when waiting will afford us
the graciousness, the compassion, the blessing of God.

Again we also need to remember our need to tell the stories, and to
listen to others tell the stories of how our God has walked through and
worked in this world.  What that remembering does is to quiet some of
the urgency that gnaws at our heart, making it easier to wait when we
know the heart and nature of the One for whom we are waiting.

–Father God, forgive me my impetuous heart; forgive me my
inclination to step into the momentum and go, irregardless of what I
might be hearing from You.  Give me your grace to remember
You–the inclination of your heart and the goodness of your grace. 
That I might be willing to wait, no matter the temptations, knowing
that in You I have everything I need.  And even when I wait for You,
I am waiting with You.



April 9

In the desert they gave in to their craving; in the wasteland they put

God to the test.  Psalm 106:14

The desert is a tough place.  There is very little to distract us from

what might be going through our minds.  And since there is very little

distraction, there is often very much longing.

When we look at what we don’t have, that is what fills us.  We

examine the vacuum and can articulate our emptiness with

astounding clarity.  We know what we don’t have, and we want it,

and our wanting increases as our lack of distraction remains.

Jesus was tempted in the wilderness. In Mark 1 we read the words:

“At once the Spirit sent Him out into the desert, and He was in the

desert forty days, being tempted by Satan.  He was with the wild

animals and angels attended Him.”  In other accounts we read of the

specific temptations that Satan voiced to Jesus, and each temptation

was responded to with the Word of God.  And then Satan leaves Jesus

for the time being.

Jesus was attended by angels; we are attended by the Holy Spirit who

lives within us.  We choose our focus, and in so doing we choose our

temptations.  I remember once hearing someone say that you can’t be

tempted by anything if you don’t focus on it.

That has certainly played out in my own life.

The desert is a tough place to be left with our longings.  By the power

of the Holy Spirit and by the life that exists in the Word of God, we

are able to notice that cactuses have blossoms and sometimes even in

the parched places, there is water.  Jesus is with us in the desert: “If

anyone is thirsty let him come to me and drink.” John 7:37

–Lord Jesus, You know where I am dry and where I am tempted.  I

give such thanks that You don’t leave me in those places.  But often

I leave You.  Lord I need eyes that notice life, even in the midst of

dryness.  I need a heart that courts hope rather than despair.  I need

You.  I am thirsty, Lord, let me come to You and drink.

April 10

At Horeb they made a calf and worshiped an idol cast from metal. 
They exchanged their Glory for an image of a bull, which eats grass. 
They forgot the God who saved them, who had done great things. 
Psalm 106:19-21

People in Moses’ day didn’t wait well either.  Impatient with the
amount of time Moses was spending on Mount Sinai with the Lord,
they approached Aaron with a plan to expedite the process of moving
on.  Aaron’s response to Moses when questioned about the creation of
the golden calf always make me cringe—clearly in recognition: “They
said to me, ‘Make us gods who will go before us’. . .So I told them,
‘Whoever has any gold jewelry, take it off,’ Then they gave me the gold,
and I threw it into the fire, and out came this calf!” Exodus 32:23a, 24

As this psalm says: “they exchanged their Glory.”  There is such
anguish to that phrase.  I remember as an elementary school child really
wanting to buy things from the school store, for myself and for others. 
My parents wisely wouldn’t give me money for my impulses, but I
impetuously stole the money from them.  I took quarters that they had
in a glass bottle and used them to buy things for myself and my friends. 
The quarters, it turned out, were special silver quarters, worth much
more than just 25 cents apiece.  I had exchanged something valuable for
items of impulse.

We are tempted to make those exchanges not only in monetary means
but also spiritually.  We may give God a token few minutes in the
morning and feel that our “obligation” is completed.  But rather than
waiting to hear from our Father, we will have allotted just enough time
for Him to hear from us.  We may back down when others question our
faith, not wanting to seem too overzealous, and not even certain we
want to spend the time it might take to walk this person down the road
to Jesus.

They forgot their God.  Where are we forgetting?  For what temporal
possessions have we exchanged eternal possessions?  

–Lord God, forgive me.  You know the places where I begin to listen to
You but then want faster results and so I exchange your Glory for the
conveniences of this world.  Bring me this day to a place where I am
face to face with your Glory, and don’t let me leave until my spirit is
transformed.  You alone, Lord, You alone. 



April 11

Save us, O Lord our God, and gather us from the nations, that we

may give thanks to your holy name and glory in your praise.  Psalm

106:47

I love that God is a gatherer.  We see this image tenderly in Isaiah

40:11: “He tends His flock like a shepherd: He gathers the lambs in

his arms and carries them close to His heart.”  That the God of all

power would not just “ZAP” us into His presence but would gather

us, carrying us close to His heart–there we see the power of His

passion.

The heart motive of the psalmist is, of course, a longing to be saved. 

He is confessing in this psalm Israel’s propensity towards rebellion

towards God.  And he is asking God to come gather them from all of

the places to which they have been scattered.  But at the core of his

heart is the longing to praise God: “that we may give thanks to your

holy name and glory in your praise.”

One might argue that the longing was more deeply to be saved; God

can purify motives!  But when we enter into praise, when we can, as

the psalmist writes: “glory in your praise”, then whatever brought us

to that place pales in the life that is ours in that place of praise.

Even individually, we are scattered.  Our allegiances do not begin and

end with Jesus but instead find home in so many different places. 

When we love the Lord, we at least try to make the allegiances godly

ones–but godly can be a world away from God.

The cry of our hearts, which may very well need the encouragement

of the Body of Christ, needs to be “Save us”.  Then from glorying in

His praise we can discover the road of obedience that brings us back

to the field of our Father, that we may be gathered in his arms and

carried close to his heart. . .now and forever. . .

–Lord God, even though I run the other way at times, the deepest

longing of my heart is to be gathered in your arms–to be held–to be

safe.  Give me the grace and the humility to run to rather than run

from.  That I might find your life.

April 12

Then they cried to the Lord in their trouble, and he saved them from
their distress.  He sent forth his word and healed them; he rescued
them from the grave.  Psalm 107:19-20

God waits for us to cry out for Him.  I am embarrassed to think of the
number of other people and things I have cried out to before Him. I am
saddened to think of the ways that I try to navigate the waters on my
own without even a raft!  And I’m floundering, almost going under, and
then by grace I remember. . .and I cry out.  And He saves me from my
distress.

That darn free will.  Actually I really am grateful for it, because I have
come to know the wonder of how it feels to actively choose God– to
therefore choose life.  The point of choosing can be excruciating, but
once the choice for Him is made, it is as though the desert begins to
bloom with wildflowers and streams begin to pour through the dry
ground.  Life emerges.

The other piece of this passage is “He sent forth His word and healed
them.” There is power in the Word of God; it reveals Him, it chronicles
the path we are to travel to find Him, and it gives us access to Him,   So
often in my own life I look for everything but the Word to help people,
to heal people, to encourage people.  There is a bit of searching of my
cleverness to see if “God and I” can do something for them.  The healing
is in His Word; that is to be what I am to offer.

And then He rescued them from the grave.  He rescued me from the
grave; He seems to do that often.  When things get tough, I tend to head
back to the familiar–the road that I can walk in the dark I know it so
well!  That is because it is a road away from Him, so it is dark.

Oh that we might learn to cry out to Him; that we might receive the life
He gives us; that we might receive His Word and remain with Him as
He walks us out of darkness and into His light.

–Lord, you know my heart.  You knitted me together in my mother’s
womb.  Where I am silent in distress, give me the humility to cry out;
where I see You coming, let me run to You rather than away from You. 
Where I encounter your Word, let me let it change me.  And where I
long to hide in darkness, let me be drawn to your Light.  Lord, hear my
prayer.



April 13 - Palm Sunday

Praise the Lord.  Praise, O servants of the Lord, praise the name of the

Lord.  Let the name of the Lord be praised, both now and forevermore. 

From the rising of the sun to the place where it sets, the name of the

Lord is to be praised.  Psalm 113:1-3

Praise can come when we are worthy of it and when we are not.  Praise

can come when we are understood and when we are not.  These verses

from Psalm 113 show us that we are to praise God at all times; He is

worthy.

“A very large crowd spread their cloaks on the road, while others cut

branches from the trees and spread them on the road.  The crowds that

went ahead of Him and those that followed shouted, ‘Hosanna to the Son

of David!’ ‘Blessed is He who comes in the name of the Lord!’  ‘Hosanna

in the highest!’  When Jesus entered Jerusalem, the whole city was stirred

and asked, ‘Who is this?’  The crowds answered, ‘This is Jesus, the

prophet from Nazareth in Galilee.’ “ Matthew 21:8-11

On Palm Sunday we watch the Triumphal Entry of Jesus into Jerusalem. 

We watch with eyes that can almost– but not quite– get lost in the wonder

of such a response, for we know that Friday is coming.  Jesus knew that,

too.  Our praises may be misguided, our understanding of our Lord not

really clear, but still we are to offer praise.  Our hearts may be heavy with

the wonder of what it was for Him to walk through this week, and that He

did it for us.  We are to offer praise.  From the rising of the sun, to the

place where it sets, we are to praise Him. . .that we might know. 

Praise is the act of lifting up all that we know and don’t know, all that we

understand and don’t understand, all that is comforting and all that brings

anguish; praise is the act of lifting up all.  And in that offering, a sweet

aroma rises to the heart of the Father, and He draws near.  Not always

with answers or with explanations but with Himself.  We need nothing

else.

–Lord God we enter this week perhaps reluctant to offer praise.  Our

own circumstances or those of others around us may be a stumbling

block.  Our own inability to understand why this week had to happen in

the life of Jesus may silence our praises.  We may need your strength

and grace to even open our mouths in praise.  Honor us in our

weakness; fill us with your strength.  That the name of the Lord be

praised, both now and forevermore.

April 14

The Lord protects the simplehearted; when I was in great need, he
saved me.  Psalm 116:6

To be simplehearted is to be childlike in the way that we lean into the
Lord.  As we begin to walk through this Holy Week, there is a deep need
for each one of us to find that posture in our hearts.  We are
remembering the events of this week as we have come to know them,
but we are also experiencing them anew.  And it is in approaching that
experience with a willingness to receive anew, that God can breathe His
freshness into our spirits.

With our hearts and minds fixed on Jesus, our imaginings can follow
Him through this time.  Life was still happening for Jesus; He was not
like the death-row inmate living out his last week before execution in
isolation.  There were still many demands coming His way.  And yet He
knew.

How often are we about life but still knowing?  Knowing that our
marriage is falling apart, knowing that the lump we feel is more than a
cyst, knowing that if we don’t stop a particular sin we are soon to be
found out at great cost.  How often do we know our need and choose to
submerge it?

Yet in this verse we are told–“when I was in great need, He saved me.”
Very simple, but life itself.

What we are “knowing” will be heavy for very different reasons than
why what Jesus knew was heavy.  But Jesus also knew His need to be in
continual communion with His Father.  Do we know that we have the
same need?  Will we cry out or stuff in?

The Lord protects the simplehearted.  Can we learn to lean before we
fall?  Can we allow the wonder of the Father to grow bigger than the
agony of the circumstances?  Will we, like Jesus, set our faces towards
Jerusalem, certain in our hearts that all life is found in God alone?  God
grant us the strength.

–Lord God, I ask for the grace and the strength for myself and for my
brothers and sisters in Christ to become simplehearted, and to press in
to your heart.  That while we know the weight of the circumstances of
our lives, we know better still the life we have in You.



April 15

Be at rest once more, O my soul, for the Lord has been good to you. 

For you, O Lord, have delivered my soul from death, my eyes from

tears, my feet from stumbling, that I may walk before the Lord in

the land of the living.  Psalm 116:7-9

Rest, here, is footnoted as “a state of unthreatened well-being”.  It is

not implying that the world is safe, that faith is unchallenged, or that

human or even spiritual resistance has fallen by the wayside.  What is

said, instead, is that the soul may rest because the of the Lord’s

goodness.  It is not a matter of the world being in the right posture; it

is a matter of the heart of the Father.

Psalm 62 begins with the words: “My soul finds rest in God alone.” 

Jesus knew this as He walked this earth; how often we read of Him

tucked away with the Father.  We know the words, but how often our

lives are lived out in frantic opposition to this?  Where else do we

look?

The psalmist continues by listing the wonderful and tender things

God has done for us:  “Delivered my soul from death, my eyes from

tears, my feet from stumbling,” so I can be alive, not cry and not fall? 

No, so “that I may walk before the Lord in the land of the living.”

To walk before the Lord is to be in the stance in which we were

created to be.  As we see by our Lord’s life, to walk before the Lord

will not always put us in safe places, but we will be with Him.  To

walk before the Lord will not guarantee success or prosperity, but

there will be an incomparable steadiness of spirit in which true Life

will flow.

–Lord God, my soul does find rest in you alone.  But so often the

rest is found and then forfeited in pursuit of a seemingly greater

glory.  Turn my eyes to Jesus.  Let me look at His earthly walk as a

model.  He was forever seeking to be with You—so much so that He

was willing to go to the cross.   I want to walk before You in

righteousness; I have no righteousness of my own.  In this week as I

remember your journey, may I have your strength to stand at the

foot of the cross and receive the righteousness that was poured out

for me.

April 16

How can I repay the Lord for all his goodness to me?  Psalm 116:12

Grace is unmerited favor, and in some ways it drives us nuts!  It

drives us nuts in that there is no way that we can repay it; we don’t

have anything comparable to offer.

But as we walk through this week, as we look at our Lord and know

what is soon to happen to Him—willingly– we can begin to see how

we might repay our Father.

The word to be dealt with here is “willingly”.  How can we repay

God?  We can yield our wills to Him.  We know, we really do, the

things that He is asking of us.  Sometimes we may allow life to get

very loud when He begins to make requests of us, and so we might

miss the specifics.  But even the increase of activity and volume

indicates to us that He is speaking, and we are not yielding.

Often we land on the ten commandments, take them one step at a

time, and really feel pretty good about our accomplishments.  But it is

more.  It is about the posture of our hearts as we love Him; it is about

the generosity of spirit that we offer or withhold; it is not just about

the words we don’t say–careful not to dishonor God–it is the words

we hold back when they could have carried life for another.  It is not

only about what we are called not to do; it is also about what we are

called to do.

How can we repay the Lord?  We must come before Him; we must let

Him fill our vision, that our hearts and our minds might be changed

from self to other.  We must remain with Him, noticing His signature

on our lives, hearing His whisper as He calls us forth.  How can we

repay the Lord?  We must be His and no one else’s–willfully, daily. 

And life will open in more wonder and fill us with more awe and

delight than we ever could ask or imagine.

–Father, I tend to say “no way could I repay You!” and stop there. 

Forgive me.  Let me give my life,  pouring myself out for You; I

learn how by watching You.  Let me meditate day and night on your

goodness–the goodness that gives me life.  That the goodness I see

would move my heart to serve You alone.  Lord, hear my prayer.



April 17 – Maundy Thursday

I will lift up the cup of salvation and call on the name of the Lord. 

Psalm 116:13

There is no verse in scripture more revealing to me than the verse that

accompanies this day before the crucifixion of our Lord.  It is found

in John 13: “Jesus knew that the Father had put all things under His

power, and that He had come from God and was returning to God; so

He got up from the meal, took off His outer clothing, and wrapped a

towel around His waist.  After that, he poured water into a basin and

began to wash His disciples’ feet.”

On this eve of His crucifixion, Jesus–the greatest of all–washed the

feet of His disciples, a service done by servants not Kings.  How

could He?  He could make this offering to His disciples because He

knew where He had come from and He knew where He was going. 

So do we. . .

To be certain of these things is to be set free, especially set free to

serve.  We don’t have to worry about what others think, how they

will respond, or anything for that matter.  We belong to God; we have

come from God—and we will be returning to Him.  Therefore all of

the promises that we read in scripture are for us.  What especially 

comes to mind in light of this is 2Peter 1:3-5 : “His divine power has

given us everything we need for life and godliness through our

knowledge of Him who called us by His own glory and goodness”

Everything!

Jesus lifted the cup and said: “This cup is the new covenant in my

blood, which is poured out for you.” Luke 22:20   We are the “you”;

we are the recipients of life from the death of our Lord.  May we

humbly hold that treasure as we walk in these days.

–Lord Jesus, You poured out for me that I might pour out for

others.  Give me your grace to hold onto the knowledge that I have

come from God and will be returning to Him, that I might wash the

feet, the hearts, of those you so graciously and purposefully put on

my path.

April 18 – Good Friday

Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of His saints.  Psalm
116:15

A dozen or so years ago, when the husband of a new acquaintance died,
I remember the way people described his last hours.  Friends and family
were gathered around his bedside, singing hymns and praying tenderly
over him.  They said it was holy ground and that really, nonbelievers
need to be along side to watch as Christians die.

I didn’t understand that then.  Since then I have had the tender honor of
being at the bedside of two different friends as they left this world.  We,
too, sang songs, read scripture and prayed around these gentle men.  It
was so profound with each one to really be escorting him to the edge of
this life, to be cheering him on in his  letting go.

And there was an inexplicable sense that they knew something we didn’t
know, that they could see something that we couldn’t see, and so
relinquishing was easy for them–much easier than the battle they had
been fighting on earth.
  
People who do not know the Lord need to know that death for a
Christian is multi-dimensional.  For those left behind there is obviously
deep grief.  The body which housed the soul who was loved has died. 
But scripture tells us: “We do not want you to be ignorant about those
who fall asleep or to grieve like the rest of men, who have no hope.”
1Thess4:13 .  So even in our grief there is a hope that accompanies us.

God is with us in life, in dying and in death.  He is with us because of
what this day is and because of what His son was willing to do.  When
we look upon the cross, when we stand below our Lord and feel His
blood hitting down on us, we are left not as hopeless but as those who
have found life.  We must stand and look straight into the face of this
day–that we might see straight into the heart of God.  By His grace we
are able to stand together.

–Lord God, let me gather this day with believers.  Let me stand at the
foot of the cross and weep with my brothers and sisters–
heartbreakingly aware that my sins thrust my Lord onto that cross. 
And that He, fully human and fully divine, would receive death that I
might have life.  Let me come together this day with all throughout
time, the great cloud of witnesses, all of whom are alive by His blood
poured out this day.



March 30

The Lord is with me; I will not be afraid.  What can man do to me? 

Psalm 118:6

It really is a day of emptiness—a silent Saturday.  I can only imagine

the hearts and the minds of the disciples on this day of silence, the

heart and mind of the Lord’s mother and all whose lives had been

touched, healed, turned inside-out.

I can only imagine that every word Jesus had spoken would have

been remembered and mulled over with amazing attentiveness.  What

had He really meant?  Was there more?  Did we miss something? 

Wasn’t it real?

But the day remained a silent Saturday.  We read in the gospels that

they observed the Sabbath that day; the lack of work would have

made for a more accentuated, more excruciating silence.

We have all had those silent Saturdays.  That day, those days, those

months when it seemed as though God was silent;  When we have

been thrown from the path we were on without explanation–feeling

abandoned and feeling that perhaps this pilgrimage was never worth

it from the beginning.

Doubt becomes a taunting companion and the silence remains.

Sometimes God gives us others with whom to sit in the silence;

sometimes we must sit alone.  Alone except for what we read in this

verse: “The Lord is with me; I will not be afraid.”  Felt or not felt,

known or unknown; this is our truth.

And while we so long for closure to this heart of uncertainty, we will

not be able to determine the time.  

Our choice on this day, be it a day or longer, is to turn to the One who

is with us and to remain.

–Lord God, I am terrified of this kind of silence, save that you are

with me.  Let me remain in the silence this day–if not my own, then

on the behalf of my brothers and sisters who are truly in such a

season.  That I may keep watch for them, for the rising of the Son. .

.

April 20 – Easter Sunday

The stone the builders rejected has become the capstone; the Lord

has done this, and it is marvelous in our eyes.  This is the day that

the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be glad in it.  Psalm 118:22-

24

“The Lord is risen indeed!!” 

Our season of preparation, of refocusing, of examination, and of

relinquishment has brought us to this day!  Our Lord has brought us

to this day.  We have stepped out of the wilderness, out of the silence,

and we are standing before the truth that our Lord Jesus was

crucified, died, and was buried, and now He has risen and sits at the

right hand of the Father.

This is the day to drink deeply of all of this.  This is the day to come

together in heart and mind with believers from all over, that we might

remember.  And that in our remembering we might see Jesus anew.

For some the circumstances of life have not relented, and this day

will only be a seed of hope.  But it will be a seed, His seed planted,

and the Body of Christ is called to put prayerful protection around

that seed for those who are broken–known or unknown.  Let us not

neglect our prayerful duty.

For some the Lord has just begun a work in these weeks, and there is

still much more to be revealed that true freedom may begin; we are to

come along side one another here as well.

For some it may be a true celebration—a celebration of having

arrived at a place where we are repositioned and steadied before our

Lord.  Let us rejoice with these as well.

For all, this is truly the day that the Lord has made; let us rejoice, and

receive, and be glad in it.

In fullness and in freedom and in Him. . .Alleluia!!


