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Sunday, March 29

Enjoy Today 

This is the day the LORD has made; let us rejoice and be glad in it.  
~ Psalm 118:24 (ESV) 

On December 23, I went to Target. Going to a retail store two days 
before Christmas was not something I wanted to do, but I needed 

a few more presents. Near the entrance, employees were putting up a 
bathing suit display. Really? It’s two days after the winter solstice! Stores 
often look past the current holiday to begin capitalizing on the next 
holiday, but this time they looked past an entire season! Who can fit into 
these bikinis now anyway after eating pounds of cookies, cake, and candy 
canes? Shouldn’t they at least wait until January when half of the 
population’s New Year’s resolutions include losing weight? 

I am a member of a farming family, and our busy season is from June 
until November. During our busy season, I am often running around like 
crazy. I used to think, “When blueberry season is over, I can relax,” or 
“After this festival, I will have more time for myself.” I learned (and I am 
constantly relearning) that I cannot wait for work to be finished to relax 
and have fun. There will always be another problem. There will always 
be another project. I have to carve out pieces of time each day to spend 
with my friends and family, paint, take a walk, read, and so forth. Some 
days the carved pieces are smaller than others, but they are still better 
than nothing. 

So this Lenten season, let’s relax and enjoy each day. Yes, we are 
looking forward to celebrating Christ’s resurrection, but let’s not jump 
directly to Easter Sunday. Let’s prepare our hearts and grow each day. 
Let’s also not look ahead to Memorial Day or the end of the school year 
until Easter is over. Take time to enjoy today. Bikini season will be here 
soon enough. 
Dear Heavenly Father, thank you for the little joys that you give us every 
day. Please open our eyes to them so we don’t rush past them to get to the 
next big thing. 

PATTI MOOD 
TRINITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH

hg
While you help others, God will help you. 
John Wesley, August 31, 1794, Letter to Ann Bolton
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Monday, March 30

Faith 

Be on guard. Stand firm in the faith. Be courageous. Be strong.  
~ 1 Corinthians 16:13 (NLT)  

Lately some acquaintances of mine have been asking me about faith, 
and they admit they haven’t any. You know this mindset — I can take 

care of myself. Or, if God is real, why does evil flourish in the world? 
These questions started turning my thoughts to how to preach Jesus to 
the world. Keep in mind, I haven’t been good at sharing my faith.  

We face many of the same obstacles that the disciples faced. In  
1 Corinthians 1: 23-26, we see the “Jews demand miraculous signs and 
Greeks look for wisdom, but we preach Christ crucified: a stumbling 
block to Jews and foolishness to Gentiles.” The Apostle Paul confronted 
these two viewpoints in his ministry. He was a Jew among the Jews. As 
he says, he was the most learned Pharisee of his day. Yet, in his 
conversion, with the hand of God striking him blind on the way to 
persecute believers, he changed in an instant from a learned Pharisee 
theologian to a faithful believer. So in his arguments he could testify to 
his knowledge of his Judaism, but at the same time speak of the miracle 
of God that changed the course of his life. 

I find it amusing that God has a way of using our humility for 
spreading the faith. It has been so in my life. I was humbled by divorce 
after 37 years of marriage. Now, all sorts of new people come into my life 
who have been humbled by bad circumstances. It’s like a magnet that 
God uses to draw us together. These people say that they have no faith. 
They feel unworthy to their core by failure, and they ask me about faith. 
I haven’t been good at sharing my faith. But in their need (which might 
be food, blankets, a listening ear), there is opportunity for service. Some 
of the words they say might hurt Christian ears, but I’ve failed too, so I 
listen and empathize. I suggest praying to ease their pain and that they 
be willing to receive comfort from God. They say, “How can I pray when 
I don’t believe?” I say, “Just be willing.” I think about Psalm 34 and 
remember how God comforts the brokenhearted and draws them in.  

Thanks be to God who can work with our weaknesses. 
Heavenly Father, thank you that you work in our lives to build our faith and 
help us share our faith with others. Amen. 

CAROL ATKINSON 
PITMAN UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 



38

Tuesday, March 31

Words 

So all bore witness to Him and marveled at the gracious words which 
proceeded out of His mouth. ~ Luke 4:22a (NKJV) 

Most of us who grew up in Christian homes and attended church all 
of our lives have heard and read the words of Jesus many times. 

Perhaps our overfamiliarity with them has caused these words to lose 
their freshness, beauty, and grace. Since Old Testament times, and during 
the more than 2,000 years since Jesus’ birth, millions of words have been 
written about Christendom, but it remains true that “Never a man spoke 
like this man” (John 7:46). 

As we go through this season of Lent, it is a good time to refresh our 
minds and examine some of Jesus’ words. Jesus did not use His words 
for merely winning wordy battles against opponents, He used His words 
to further His Father’s message to the people of this world — to help us 
understand and begin a new mission. We can take His words as armor 
as we go into the world. Our present world needs Christian answers to 
its many problems. These answers are found in the words of Jesus. 

For example, when the Pharisees plotted to trick Jesus with the coin 
with Caesar’s head on it, they asked Jesus if it was lawful to pay taxes to 
Caesar or not. He answered, “Render unto Caesar the things that are 
Caesar’s and to God the things that are God’s” (Matthew 22:21).  

We often shy away from sharing God’s Word because we don’t want 
to stir up anything. But we need to share these words of truth that judge 
evil and falsehood. In the heat of debate, we need to focus on our mission 
as soldiers of Christ in a lost world. In these situations, many times the 
words that come out of our mouth will be the only biblical truth that 
some people will ever hear. It’s our Christian duty and privilege to give 
Bible-based answers.  

We can equip ourselves for this duty with daily prayer and Bible 
study. With kind words of truth combined with a humble and loving 
heart, we can make a difference to the people we encounter in our daily 
walk through Lent — and through life! 
Dear God, help us prepare ourselves for our journey through Lent and our 
entire life by using your words and the words of Jesus, your Son, to bring 
honor to you. 

TOM BENNETT 
PITMAN UNITED METHODIST CHURCH
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Wednesday, April 1

A Time to Heal 

When Jesus came into Peter’s house, he saw Peter’s mother-in-law lying in bed 
with a fever. He touched her hand and the fever left her, and she got up and 
began to wait on him. ~ Matthew 8:14-15 (NIV) 

While recuperating from a broken bone in my foot, I felt a bit down 
about all the chores left undone and the activities that I couldn’t 

enjoy. Yet God showed me a panorama of joys right in my backyard.  
From my back porch, where I spent most of my time while 

recuperating, I was able to view so many of God’s gifts. I could see a tulip 
tree, hosta, Solomon’s seal, bleeding heart, “volunteer” arborvitae, a fig 
tree, roses (both ours and our neighbors’), pine trees in new growth, a 
blueberry bush, a butterfly bush, herbs, colorful dianthus, feverfew, many 
succulents, sweet bay magnolia, and coral bells.  

And the squirrels! They were always digging or dashing about as they 
chased each other. They were always climbing high in the trees. Then 
there were the birds in those trees, chirping and often just flying silently 
across the lawn. I had never really given them much thought. I even 
noticed our lawn ornaments — some were gifts and some were from yard 
sales. I hadn’t really paid them much attention before this. 

The Lord truly gave me the time to quiet my soul and become 
involved in His creation. I felt the quietness, the gentle breezes, the warm 
sunshine. I could sit and read God’s Word while having a second cup of 
coffee. Thankfulness filled my heart for all of these things, including 
prayers, cards, gifts of food, and visits from friends. 

From early May until the end of July 2017, I experienced two casts, 
a surgical boot, and a Roll-A-Bout knee scooter (hubby Dave came up 
with innovative ways to deal with that). Then the happy news arrived: 
the bone had mended by the power of Jesus, the Great Healer — no 
surgery needed. 
Heavenly Father, thank you for the many everyday blessings you give us, but 
especially for special health needs and for the comfort we find in your Word. 
Amen. 

BETTY ANN WARNER 
EVANGELICAL UNITED METHODIST CHURCH
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Thursday, April 2

Inadequately Adequate 

God has chosen the foolish things of the world to put to shame the wise, and 
God has chosen the weak things of the world to put to shame the things 
which are mighty. ~ 1 Corinthians 1:27 (NKJV)  

Have you ever felt inadequate or overwhelmed by the task you’ve 
accepted? When I was called into pastoral ministry, I had a hard 

time believing it, even though I was comfortable preaching the Bible. 
Visitation was easy from my 30 years as an Avon lady. I’d been teaching 
a home Bible study for years, and I had administrative experience from 
being chair or president of organizations and committees. 

However, every year at my “grilling” evaluation by the District 
Committee, I imagined I’d be ousted by their “humbling” approach. The 
first year my husband, Al, wanted to buy me a robe, but I viewed it as 
“money wasted.” Eventually Al bought the robe, and I wore it humbly. I 
can honestly say even though I knew God had called me to this ministry, 
I always felt inadequate (as one district superintendent informed me I 
was). Serving God isn’t for sissies. 

I may have seemed like a know-it-all or someone with self-
confidence, but I continually prayed that God would always use my 
words. I always believed when I said “yes” to God that He would gift me 
in any area for which He called me — and He did (1 Peter 4:10-11). 
Thank You, Lord, for placing my “claimed Scripture” in your Word. (Read 
1 Corinthians 1:25-2:5.)  

No one has to tell me about my failures. I know they are numerous, 
but I have learned from them and have been called to share them to help 
others. When I admit, confess, and ask forgiveness for my failures to God 
(though He already knows), they are forgiven. When I fail again, and I 
will, I always have His love. Nothing can separate us from His love 
(Romans 8:37-39). God sees all and loves me anyway because He sees 
me through Jesus, and only my heart is revealed. And Jesus is more than 
adequate. 
Precious Lord, thank you for your gifts and patience with us as we struggle 
to do your will and pray to glorify you. In Jesus’ name I pray, amen. 

PASTOR SHERRY ZAPPOLA
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Friday, April 3

Restored Hope 
Praise be to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ! In His great mercy 
He has given us new birth into a living hope through the resurrection of Jesus 
Christ from the dead. ~ 1 Peter 1:3 (NIV) 

I had two funerals to attend, a day apart. Both were men, both were in 
their mid-to-late fifties, and both had lost their battle with cancer. It 

affected me personally, having experienced my husband’s passing at that 
age, also from cancer, but I knew I would find comfort in attending the 
funeral services. It would reaffirm my belief in life eternal, and through 
stories shared by friends and loved ones, I would come to know and 
understand the departed a little better. 

On the day of the first funeral as I was preparing my breakfast, I was 
thinking of the men and their families and feeling sad and melancholy, 
not only for them, but also for myself. I cut a wedge from an apple and 
turned to slice it into my bowl of oatmeal. When I turned back, I saw the 
remaining three quarters of the apple. One lone appleseed had loosened 
from the core and rested against the flawless flesh of the fresh apple. My 
hope was restored as words from the beautiful Hymn of Promise filled 
my mind: 

In the bulb there is a flower; in the seed, an apple tree; 
In cocoons, a hidden promise: butterflies will soon be free! 
In the cold and snow of winter there’s a spring that waits to be,  
Unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 
There’s a song in every silence, seeking word and melody;  
There’s a dawn in every darkness, bringing hope to you and me.  
From the past will come the future; what it holds, a mystery,  
Unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 
In our end is our beginning; in our time, infinity; 
In our doubt there is believing; in our life, eternity, 
In our death, a resurrection; at the last, a victory,  
Unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 

Later that morning during the funeral service, the minister asked 
everyone to stand and join in the singing of “Hymn of Promise.” 
Coincidence? I don’t think so. 
Thank you, Lord, for your sacrificial love, salvation, death, and resurrection 
that leads us to eternal life with you. Amen. 

DIANA CLARK 
TRINITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 

 
Hymn of Promise by Natalie A. Sleeth (1930-1992) © 1986 Hope Publishing Company 
380 South Main Place, Carol Stream IL 60188 (800-323-1049) Used by permission.
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Saturday, April 4

Manna: What Is It? 

Remember how the Lord your God led you all these forty years, to humble 
you and to test you in order to know what was in your heart, whether or not 
you would keep his commands. He humbled you, causing you to hunger and 
then feeding you with manna, which neither you nor your fathers had known, 
to teach you that man does not live on bread alone but on every word that 
comes from the mouth of the Lord. ~ Deuteronomy 8:2-3 (NIV, 1983) 

While visiting friends a number of years ago, a casual remark 
sparked the telling of a Bible story … in reverse. 

During light conversation, I made a passing comment about “manna 
in the desert.” Our friend questioned, “What’s manna?” His wife, my 
husband, and I were all a little perplexed; our friend is a man to whom 
information seems to stick naturally. 

Recovering, I replied, “You know, it’s the food God sent daily to feed 
the Israelites when they were in the wilderness.” No, he didn’t know. 

“Well,” I asked him, “remember how the Israelites were slaves in 
Egypt, and Moses led them through the Red Sea on dry land when God 
parted the water?” Still no sign of recognition. I tried again: “Moses was 
the Hebrew baby whose mother hid him in the bulrushes when Pharaoh 
ordered the Hebrew babies to be killed at birth.” No. “Okay, have you 
heard of Joseph and his ‘coat of many colors’?” Still, we had nothing that 
was familiar.  

Not only had the rest of us been taught these stories as children, but 
we were of the generation when the Bible was read daily in public school 
and Bible characters were used for illustration and comparison. Our 
friend had attended Catholic school and yet these essential Bible stories 
— common knowledge to us — were new to him. 

That evening and its revelations have lived on in our memories, but 
for me they served a special purpose. Although I knew these stories, all 
of the people, and the events, this backward telling somehow illuminated 
the wholeness of it all. Everything fit together purposefully, in the unity 
of God’s word, and for the first time I saw the flow of history in the Bible. 
Dear Heavenly Father, thank you for the gift of revelation in your word. 
Please give us eyes to see, ears to hear, and hearts ready to obey. 

JANE HARRE 
PROVIDENCE ORTHODOX PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH


