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Ash Wednesday, March 6

The Mark 

As I looked at the foreheads of the congregation on Ash Wednesday, I 
couldn’t help but be reminded of Paul’s closing words in his letter to 

the Galatians when he said, “for I bear on my body the marks of Jesus.” 
In a few moments we were going back out into the world, marked with 

ashes, claiming to be disciples of Jesus, and yet in reality, within a couple of 
hours most of us would be washing this mark off and going to bed. Which 
made me wonder how any of us were going to bear the marks of Jesus on 
our lives over the next 40 days. 

Will there be marks of aching knees from all the pestering and pleading, 
like the women before the judge that Jesus spoke of, as we pray for our 
churches, pastors, congregations, or that lost and lonely soul we pass each day? 

Will there be marks of sore muscles and tired bodies that have spent 
hours cooking, cleaning, building, and discovering what it meant when Jesus 
said to be great is to serve one another? 

Will there be marks in our wallets, purses, and checkbooks where we 
have shown generosity like the Good Samaritan, where our right hand 
doesn’t need to know what our left is doing, and the only recognition we 
seek is to have done this for our Lord? 

Will there be marks of broken hearts and tear stains where we have wept 
like Jesus because once again we, as a nation, live through the horror of 
watching our children lose their lives just going to school? 

Will there be marks of boldness where we will stand up against evil, 
injustice, and oppression as we have affirmed in our profession of faith and 
baptism vows? 

Will there be marks of bruised cheeks where we have offered forgiveness 
and reconciliation only to find ourselves once again rejected and knowing 
that Christ calls us to love not by emotion but with resolve? 

Will there be marks of improvement in our souls as we walk away in 
silence and solitude as Jesus did on a mountainside? Will we reconnect as 
He did in devotion to ask, seek, and knock to hear the voice of God? 

And even in our churches, will there be marks of hospitality with a 
coffee stain on the carpet from fellowship, someone giving up a seat for a 
visitor, or those blessed children’s handprints on a freshly painted wall? 

How will our body, both individually and the church, bear the marks of 
Jesus Christ by the time we get to Easter morning? After all, it is a bit difficult 
to sing “He lives within my heart” unless you are willing to let this Christ 
put marks on more than just your forehead. 

PASTOR GLENN CONAWAY 
DELAWARE BAY DISTRICT SUPERINTENDENT 
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Thursday, March 7

Speaking and Listening 

I love the LORD because he hears my voice 
      and my prayer for mercy. 
Because he bends down to listen, 
      I will pray as long as I have breath! ~ PSALM 116:1-2 (NLT) 

There have been times in my life when I’ve desperately needed someone 
to listen to me. But sometimes the things I have to say are too shocking 

or I’m just not ready to share them with another set of ears at that moment. 
However, to paraphrase the psalmist, the Lord hears my voice and He bends 
down to listen to me. He’s unconcerned with Himself in that moment; His 
only wish is to hear what His child has to say and to hear me voice my 
struggles. He already knows my heart; therefore, He knows exactly where 
I’m coming from. 

I recently went through an extremely tough time and I couldn’t grasp 
the reason for it. I asked Him for mercy and understanding. He bent down 
as I spoke, and He listened to me intently. He listened to me voice my 
dissatisfaction with Him, my questions, my unbelief. And through it all, I 
could hear only a still whisper telling me to follow His will, to stay on the 
narrow path and not drift left or right.  

God knows our hearts. He knows we want to speak to Him, but 
sometimes we just can’t humble ourselves. All we have to do is speak. God 
will bend down from heaven just for us — to listen to our most trivial desires 
and deepest hopes. God is the one who makes the trek from heaven to earth 
to listen to us. We just have to meet Him right where we are. 

God, please give me the humility to seek you and know in my heart that you’re 
only a prayer away at any given time. 

SEAN FULLERTON 
TRINITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 
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God has infinite attention to spare for each one of us.  

You are as much alone with Him as if you were  
the only being He had ever created.  

C.S. Lewis
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Friday, March 8

What Do You Want Me to Learn, God? 

My brothers and sisters, think of the various tests you encounter as occasions for 
joy. After all, you know that the testing of your faith produces endurance. Let 
this endurance complete its work so that you may be fully mature, complete, and 
lacking in nothing. ~ JAMES 1:2-4 (CEB) 

Surprise! I tried to stand up to go eat dinner one Saturday evening, and I 
could not get out of the chair without help. Hmmm. I decided to eat 

dinner and see if the problem would go away. Nope. OK, I guess it was time 
to call an ambulance. We headed to Inspira to find out what was happening 
to me. The answer came the next day — I had suffered a stroke. What were 
we going to do now?  

In the hospital, there is always plenty going on. I had a whole alphabet 
of tests — MRI, MRA, x-rays, and so on. The nurses were great, as always. 
My family and others visited. Many people were praying for me, and I prayed 
too, asking God what I should be learning from this. The entire time I was 
in the hospital, my attitude was positive. I was feeling better each day, doing 
therapy, and getting stronger. I went home four days after I was admitted. I 
still had weakness on my left side, but all things considered, I was doing 
pretty well. 

Once at home, my job, according to Jim, my physical therapist, was to 
rest and get stronger. I worked on the exercises, and they wore me out! I 
realize I am getting older, and I take a lot more naps than I used to, but I 
was not used to not being able to do much of anything. I couldn’t take my 
wife Christmas shopping. I couldn’t go help out at the church. I couldn’t do 
many of the little jobs that needed to be done around the house. All I could 
do was follow instructions — rest, rest, and more rest. I was bored and 
miserable. 

But God is always good. I had stopped talking to Him about it, and my 
positive attitude had slipped away. I forgot to keep asking what I was 
supposed to be learning from all this. It is such a slow process that I forgot 
to keep looking for the good. However, God never forgot about me, and I 
am working on remembering that every day. I do not know what the final 
outcome will eventually be, but I know that I have to trust God and His plans 
for me. 

God, thank you for the life you have given me and the plans you have for my 
future. Help me to trust you more every day. Amen. 

JOHN PRICE 
ZION COMMUNITY CHURCH  
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Saturday, March 9

Don’t Be Anxious, Pray  

Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and 
petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests to God. ~ PHILIPPIANS 4:6 
(NIV) 

About a year ago, my sister Ruth and I visited our other sister, Barbara, 
who lives in Goodyear, Arizona, just east of Phoenix. Sky Harbor 

airport is huge, and the walk from our gate to the car rental was very long. 
Ruth needed a wheelchair, so while an attendant pushed her, I followed along 
pulling both of our suitcases. By the time we got to our hotel, my left knee 
(the one I haven’t had replaced) was hurting.  

On the morning we were to return home, I woke up with my knee 
hurting. I knew the walk from the car rental to the Southwest terminal was 
going to be long, so I asked God to tell the car rental people to drive us to 
the terminal so I wouldn’t have to walk so far. (They don’t normally do that, 
but God was listening.) We returned the car and told the attendant that we 
needed a wheelchair for Ruth. We waited for at least 15 minutes, and then 
he finally returned and said they had no wheelchairs, but he would have 
another attendant drive us to the terminal!  

I remember thinking, “O, ye of little faith” because I had doubted that 
God would answer my prayer, and I was dreading the long walk. On the way, 
I told Ruth about my prayer, and her response was “Praise the Lord!” The 
driver also seemed impressed at the answered prayer, because he knew that 
his car rental agency doesn’t usually drive people to the terminal. I don’t 
know where that gentleman was in his faith, but I hope he remembers that 
God answers prayer, even little ones like mine. Besides the tip about prayer, 
we also gave him a very nice monetary tip! 

Dear Lord, thank you for the opportunity you give us to ask for anything in 
Jesus’ name. Help us not to be anxious but to remember that we can trust you 
with all of our problems and worries. Amen. 

EVELYN HANEY 
TRINITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 

 
 
hg 
 

Aim at heaven and you will get earth thrown in.  
Aim at earth and you get neither. 

C.S. Lewis 
 




