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Palm Sunday, April 5

Jesus Every Day 
They took palm branches and went out to meet him, shouting, “Hosanna! 
Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord! Blessed is the king of Israel.” 
~ John 12:13 (NIV)  
“And surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age.”  
~ Matthew 28:20b (NIV)  
Also read John 12:9-19; Matthew 21:1-11.  

Do you ever think you just don’t see Jesus in the world? Often we are 
looking for a big miracle or large majestic event, and in doing so 

we can miss experiencing Jesus in the everyday. This is not new to our 
generation.  

In the weeks leading up to what we now call Easter, the people of 
that time were not seeing Jesus as the Son of God. Many were looking 
for a military king, and they saw Jesus as that dynamic leader who was 
being sent to rule their country and rebel against the current 
government. This culminated in the Palm Sunday events with people 
waving palms and shouting, “Hosanna!” Surely some of them knew that 
He was more than just a ruler. However, most of them completely missed 
the heavenly kingdom on earth that Jesus Christ came to teach about and 
model. They got caught up in their immediate desires and wanted Him 
to be their king on earth. They didn’t realize until later that all this was 
to fulfill the word from the prophet (Zechariah 9:9). Jesus was not 
intended to be an earthly king but a heavenly King. 

Just as the crowds missed the true message of Jesus, we too often get 
caught up in the big things and miss the ways He is working continually 
in our lives. We are rightfully energized by revivals, concerts, or stories 
of miraculous healing, yet we feel a sense of letdown with the everyday.  

Look around! Jesus is still here ... EVERY DAY. Let’s not be Palm 
Sunday people who ultimately cry, “Crucify!” when the crowd mentality 
turns. Instead, let us embrace the Holy Spirit and celebrate the small 
miracles that surround us daily: tulip buds peeking out of the frozen 
ground, monarch butterflies migrating to Mexico, the daily sunrise and 
sunset, a newborn baby’s first cry, the last breaths of a dying woman, and 
the tear rolling down her still cheek as the Lord’s Prayer is prayed beside 
her bed.  

He is constantly in our presence. Let us pick up the palms and praise 
His Name — every day! 

MICHELLE KELLEY 
TRINITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 
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Monday, April 6

Have You Lost Your Mind?  

Having just left a worship service filled with a heart of peace and a 
desire to serve, it only took a mile down the road when a guy in a 

pickup truck made it all unravel. Obviously, he was not happy with my 
speed or driving skills. At the first opportunity he pulled out from behind 
me, flew by, offered an unflattering gesture, and then pulled in front, 
cutting me off. As he sped farther down the road, I pushed the gas pedal 
to the floor in an attempt to ride closer than one should and to let him 
hear my horn. As I accelerated, closing the distance between us, the quiet 
voice in the passenger seat simply asked, “Have you lost your mind?” I am 
still amazed how often God gets my attention by speaking through my 
wife. Have you lost your mind?  

When it comes to Holy Week, that is exactly what occurred. The one 
area of the Temple where gentiles could pray became the place for selling 
doves, exchanging currency, and buying souvenirs. They had lost their 
minds. Judas betrayed Jesus. Peter picked up a sword and cut off the ear of 
a servant. Later, he denied he ever knew Jesus, while the rest of the disciples 
went running off. They had lost their minds. Witnesses made false 
statements about Jesus, Pharisees stirred up the crowd, and Pilate washed 
his hands of it, thinking that this somehow made them innocent. They had 
lost their minds. As Jesus hung on the cross, the first words He uttered were, 
“Father forgive them, for they do not know what they do.” There is another 
way to translate these words: “Forgive them for they have lost their minds.” 

Is it possible that this has happened to us in the church? We attack 
someone in a Facebook post or Twitter rant. We hold onto a grudge or 
make a judgment of someone sitting in the next pew. Our minds have been 
focused not on the commandments Jesus gave or the Great Commission, 
but on our self-imposed agenda. Have we lost our minds? Maybe that is 
exactly why Jesus uttered those words from the cross, because He knows 
we need forgiveness for minds that too often wander. 

As we enter into Holy Week, with all the services, demands, and 
preparations, take the time to do what Paul asked of the Philippians when 
he wrote: “Your attitude (mind) should be the same as that of Christ Jesus: 
who, being in the very nature of God did not consider equality with God 
something to be grasped, but made himself nothing, taking the very nature 
of a servant, being made in human likeness, he humbled himself and 
became obedient to death, even death on a cross” (Philippians 2:5-8).  

Are we striving to have the mind of Christ or are we just accelerating 
down the road of life losing our minds? 

PASTOR GLENN CONAWAY 
DELAWARE BAY DISTRICT SUPERINTENDENT
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Tuesday, April 7

What Love is This? 

Read Matthew 27:32-56. 

You know the scene, hearing it so much through the years. Picture it 
now, a man lumbering through the streets of a city, half dragging, 

half carrying a huge, heavy cross. A crowd watches along the road, the 
Via Dolorosa. Some people are jeering; some are crying. Some follow 
this man, even with Roman soldiers around him. There you are in the 
thick of things, watching in disbelief. As he slowly, agonizingly, makes 
his way up the hill, you see two other men with two other crosses. 

You are on Calvary, watching the soldiers prepare for the crucifixion. 
He lies down on the cross, this man in the middle. Soldiers hammer huge 
nails into the hands and feet of the three men … into human flesh. You 
are one of the onlookers, a mixed crowd — some somber, others wailing, 
some blasé, just standing around watching this horrific act.  

The middle cross stands out to you, as there’s something different 
about this man. You know who He is. He’s up there because of love. His 
arms are open wide for you. He’s making a way for you to know Him. 
He’s thinking of you as He suffers. 

He’s reaching out to you even now. The only question is … what love 
is this, that He gave His own life for you? 

 
                  What Love is This? by Kari Jobe 
You never change, you are the God you say you are 
When I’m afraid, you come and still my beating heart  
You stay the same, when hope is just a distant thought  
You take my pain, and you lead me to the cross 
 
[Chorus] 
What love is this, that you gave your life for me 
And made a way for me to know you. And I confess 
You’re always enough for me, you’re all I need  
I look to you, I see the scars upon your hands 
And hold the truth, that when I can’t you always can  
And standing here, beneath the shadow of the cross  
I’m overwhelmed, that I keep finding open arms  
Jesus, in your suffering you were reaching 
You thought of me, Jesus, in your suffering  
You were reaching, you thought of me 
 

JUDY FRETT 
TRINITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH
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Wednesday, April 8

Psalm 84: My Life Verse/Psalm 

Read Psalm 46 and Psalm 84. 

So often we hear the phrase, “Create a work-life balance.” 
In my heart I hear, I want to know you, Lord. 
We feel so many demands on our time, our energy, our resources. 
I want to know you, I want to feel your touch, I want to know you, Lord. 
We often wonder where to begin.  
Who or what gets our attention first? How do we prioritize? What 

guides our daily decisions? Do we just coast along? Are we vegetating? 
Do we procrastinate? Are we task oriented, just getting through the day 
with a “to do” list? 

In the secret, in the quiet hour, in the secret hour I wait, only for you, 
I want to know you, Lord. 

He answers, “Be still, and know that I AM God. I am exalted among 
the nations, I am exalted in the earth! The Lord of hosts is with us; the 
God of Jacob is our refuge” (Psalm 46:10-11). 

During this Lenten season, seek God in the wilderness of your life.  
Seek His presence as your compass point, directing your daily life, 

directing your steps, ordering the moments and hours of your life, until 
you realize that from the rising of the sun to the setting of the same, He 
has been with you. You see change in how you begin the day. You seek 
Him first. You seek Him as you step forward into the unknown that is 
your life. Yet, you are confident. The God of Jacob is your refuge. You 
seek Him as decisions are made. The Lord of hosts is with you.  

In the secret, in the quiet hour, He is making all things new; He is 
guiding us forward. As we seek Him and submit to His will for our lives, 
we see progress; we see order and change as we move forward in His 
name and for His glory.  

“Blessed are those who dwell in thy house, ever singing thy praise! 
Blessed are those whose strength is in thee, in whose heart are the 
highways to Zion” (Psalm 84:4-5). 

You are my sun and my shield, you are my lover from the stars, and a 
highway to your city runs through my heart. 

KAY HUTCHINSON  
TRINITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 

Note: Italic phrases in the text are from a song I learned at Delanco Camp. The singer’s 
name was Robin, from Port Republic. The last phrase is a song from my college days.



47

Maundy Thursday, April 9

We Never Have to Walk This Valley Alone 
And surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age.  
~ Matthew 28:20 (NIV) 

As we are in the Lenten season, I find myself reflecting on what Jesus 
did for me and for all of us. He went into the wilderness to fast and 

fight the devil. He walked into that valley by Himself for us. In the 
wilderness He suffered 40 days of nothing but blood, sweat, and tears, 
fighting the devil just as we do every day. Just like our Lord, we can’t let 
the devil win. We are never to give up because if we do, he certainly wins.  

This winter I have been to the valley fighting the devil over health 
issues. It has been one thing after another. I have to remind myself that 
I am not walking it alone. Jesus is always with me. He told me that “I am 
with you always.” As I lay in that hospital bed, I knew the Lord was beside 
me all the time. As doctors and nurses looked after me, I knew He was 
there. “It’s not your time, Jane,” He told me. “I still have more work for 
you to do here.”  

After the last supper with His disciples, Jesus went into the garden 
where He prayed to His Father, “Take this cup from me.” His Father 
replied (my words), “This cannot be done; you are here to save the world.” 

As Easter approaches, we remember all He did for us: 40 days of 
suffering before beginning His ministry, experiencing conflicts during 
His ministry, and then the humiliation and pain as He surrendered His 
life. But best of all, His glorious resurrection! 

Friends, He did all of this for US. If you ever have to walk the valley, 
call out to Him. He will be there in a wink. Trust me on that. 
Thank you, Lord Jesus, for always being there for me. Amen. 

JANE KOPONICK 
EVANGELICAL UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 

Maundy Thursday 
On Thursday evening of what we now call Holy Week, Jesus had His last 

supper with His disciples, a reflective and tender hour of fellowship when Jesus 
shared some of His greatest insights with them. In many churches, the holy 
communion service on Thursday evening is held in memory of Jesus’ last supper.  

Sometimes the day is called Maundy Thursday, from the Latin word 
mandatum, which means mandate, and refers to the “new commandment” that 
Jesus gave his followers, “that ye love one another.” Another explanation for the 
name comes from the Latin words, mandatum novum do bovis, which relate to 
the custom of carrying gifts to the poor in maunds (hand baskets).
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Good Friday, April 10

Seven Last Words 

We have a fascination with the final words of the dying. With Jesus’ last 
words, we are not disappointed. Resounding through the ages in the 

Word of God, they stand perfect and complete. As we focus on those words, 
we look for a window to eternity, and in the process find a spotlight on our 
own soul. 
 
“Father, forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing.”   (Luke 23:34) 
Lord, I hold on to a grudge like it was a treasure, but it rots my soul. Help me let go 
of what I can’t control and learn to forgive. 
 
“I tell you the truth, today you will be with me in paradise.”   (Luke 23:43) 
Like the thief to whom you promised eternal life, I believe in your ability to save 
me. Help my unbelief. 
 
“He said to his mother, ‘Dear woman, here is your son,’ and to his disciple, 
‘Here is your mother.’”   (John 19:26-27) 

When I hurt, I think only of myself. Give me an unselfish heart to see and care for 
others who are hurting. 
 
“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”   (Matthew 27:46)  
It was for me that you were forsaken. Help me let go of the unanswered “whys” in 
my life and to find peace in knowing that you are my God. 
 
“I am thirsty.”   (John 19:28) 
Give me an unquenchable thirst to know you, my Lord. 
 
“It is finished.”   (John 19:30) 
I can never add to what you have done for me. My salvation is complete. Help me 
know the joy of your grace as I serve you. 
 
“Father, into your hands I commit my spirit.”   (Luke 23:46) 
I want to surrender everything in my life to you. Teach me what that means for 
each new day, and give me the will to do what I know I need to do. Amen. 

 
From Christ in Easter: A Family Celebration of Holy Week, Charles Colson, Billy Graham,  
Max Lucado, Joni Eareckson Tada, Navpress, Colorado Springs, Colorado, 1990. 
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Good Friday, April 10

Nails 
And they brought Jesus to a place called Golgotha. (Golgotha means skull.) 
Wine drugged with bitter herbs was offered to him there, but he refused it. 
And then they crucified him — and threw dice for his clothes. It was about 
nine o’clock in the morning when the crucifixion took place.  
~ Mark 15:22-25 (TLB) 

A nail is a small spike driven in with a hammer to hold things together. 
It is an innocent item used to build or attach items together so they 

don’t come apart, so they stay where you put them. There are all kinds of 
nails: roofing, framing, box — all common nails. 

Nails are not meant to attach human flesh, yet we know that 2,000 
years ago, nails were used to attach a young man to a cross. Not any man, 
but God’s only Son, Jesus Christ. 

You or I wouldn’t choose nails to be used to attach our flesh to a 
beam of wood, but Jesus made that choice. He chose those nails so we 
wouldn’t have to. 

But if you look very carefully between His hand and the beam of 
wood, there’s a list, a long list of all our sins — our mistakes, lusts, lies, 
and so forth. You might say it’s an itemized catalog of all our sins in broad 
daylight for all of Heaven to see. But the list God has made cannot be 
read. It can’t be deciphered. Our mistakes are covered. The sins are 
hidden. Some are hidden by His hand; the rest are covered by His blood. 

Are you carrying around a load of guilt, worried that your sins are 
too deep for forgiveness? Jesus places His nail-scarred hands on your 
shoulders and whispers, “You are forgiven, and I want your list!” 
Heavenly Father, thank you for sending your Son to take the punishment 
that was meant for me. Take my list of failures and forgive me of my sins 
that are now covered by the blood of your Son. I ask Jesus to come into my 
life right now and be my Savior. In Jesus’ name, amen. 

AL ZAPPOLA 

hg
I asked [Peter] Bohler whether he thought I should leave 
[off preaching] or not. He answered, “By no means.”  
I asked, “But what can I preach?”  
He said, “Preach faith till you have it; and then,  
because you have it, you will preach faith.” 

John Wesley’s Journal
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Holy Saturday, April 11

Reunited with Our Father 

And the peace of God, which passes all understanding, shall keep your hearts 
and minds through Jesus Christ. ~ Philippians 4:7 (KJV) 

My 93-year-old beloved father, George B. Anderson, passed away on 
Monday, January 13, 2020. As he released his last breath, I was 

honored and privileged to pass him into the arms of our Lord and Savior 
Jesus Christ. What a blessing! What an indescribable joy! My tears that 
flowed were happy ones. 

Many years ago I attended the funeral of my brother-in-law where 
the minister likened our grieving and sadness to the darkness of Good 
Friday but reminded us that those who pass on have experienced their 
own personal Easter! To be reunited with our Father in the heavens above 
is to be celebrated, not mourned. 

So I take comfort during this season of Lent that even though my 
dad has passed away, I know where he is — in the loving arms of Jesus! 
And we will be reunited someday. Happy Easter, Dad! 
Heavenly Father, I am so grateful for your love and mercy, for knowing our 
needs even before we do. I thank you for your gentle loving care and praise 
you for your goodness and mercy for me, my dad and family — for all 
humanity. In the precious name of Jesus, amen.  

KATHY CHANDO 
ZION COMMUNITY UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 

hg

Do all the good you can, 
By all the means you can, 
In all the ways you can, 
In all the places you can, 
At all the times you can, 
To all the people you can, 
As long as ever you can. 

John Wesley’s Rule 


