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WHY AGAPE? 

When I was pondering ideas for this year’s devotional 

booklet last spring while sitting in the classroom where I 

do drop-in tutoring, the word agape came to me. I love 

Greek words, so this sounded good to me. 

Agape is one of four words that comprise the English word 

“love”. Eros is a romantic/sexual love, storge is a natural or 

familial love, philios is the companionable or relational 

love that is part of friendship, and agape is frequently 

rendered as “charity”. It is a soul-changing and divine 

love that transcends everything else. Fr. Paul describes it 

as a “sacrificial love”, which is fitting because it is the love 

shown by Jesus as he willingly died for our sins. It seemed 

like a fitting topic to explore this year. 

Everything is laid out the same way as in previous years. 

The passage is at the top, there is a reflection under them, 

and then a prayer at the end. We at St. Paul’s wish you a 

holy Lent and a blessed Holy Week. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

FEBRUARY 26 (ASH WEDNESDAY) 

To impeach or not impeach. To strike Iran or not strike 

Iran. To testify or not to testify.  To criminalize or to 



rehabilitate. To welcome or to deport?  Shootings—the 

challenge of those experiencing homelessness—

addiction—racial tensions. We live in a time of great 

public anxiety, deep divisions getting deeper, and 

fractures in society growing wider. And then there was 

Lent! Time to go around with sad faces, displaying a holy 

anxiety about the intensity of one’s sacrifice, hoping 

against hope that it will be sufficient to garner the mercy 

of heaven! Well, no, not exactly. We have (thank God) left 

that medieval way of thinking behind. And yet we all 

know grumpy people during Lent, whose disciplines have 

deprived them of their favorite comforts. They are no fun 

to be around, and I can’t see how they are much good for 

an anxious world. 

Whatever you choose to do as your Lenten discipline (and 

we will love you even if you are grumpy,) as a church, we 

are going to look at ways to live un-anxiously in an 

anxious world. How do we keep the chaos outside from 

becoming chaos within? 

The theme for these Lenten meditations is agape, that kind 

of self-giving love that we see in Jesus. Jesus truly gave 

himself for the world, and yet we also see him grounding 

himself outside the anxious world of his day, going 

regularly into the mountains to pray. He shows us that we 

cannot give what we do not have, and that agape love 

does not come from the world but from beyond it. Ours 



will be a discipline of detachment, of looking at ways of 

attending to the needs of the world without getting 

sucked in. If we, as a community of faith, can do that, then 

we truly have something to offer our world. 

O God of peace, your Son, Jesus Christ, promised us peace 

unlike that of the world. Bring that peace to flower in our hearts 

and lives, that we may help lead the world out of the darkness 

into your glorious light, through the same Jesus Christ, to whom 

with you and the Holy Spirit, we lift our voices in endless 

praise. Amen. 

-Fr. Paul Moore 

 

 

FEBRUARY 27 

“In your steadfast love you led the people whom you 

redeemed; you guided them by your strength to your holy 

abode.” -Exodus 15:13 

During my formation years as a Benedictine Sister, I have 

studied theology rather thoroughly. It is written that 

Moses led 600,000 Israelites out of Egypt and he was 120 

years old! God gave Moses the instructions and directions 

and Moses obeyed each and every one of them even 

though it was with great difficulty. 



Every day, God shows us, guides us and directs us but we 

don't seem to obey, even with little or no difficulty. We 

have it so easy... yet we don't always feel and accept God's 

steadfast love. 

When times are tough; poverty, war, depression, 

homelessness, we gladly open up to God. Pharoah's 

slaves; the Israelites, opened up to God when they needed 

Him the most.  Yet, they seemed to do so with conditions. 

We need to know God and accept His love and guidance 

on divine terms, not our terms. He is always available to 

us. All we have to do is listen and obey. His strength will 

guide us always. 

Holy Father, help us to listen with the ear of our heart, to trust, 

follow and exalt you in every step of our journey on earth. 

-Sister Katharine, OSB 

 

 

FEBRUARY 28 

“You shall not take vengeance or bear a grudge against 

any of your people, but you shall love your neighbor as 

yourself: I am the Lord.” -Leviticus 19:18 



Leviticus 19:18 states “You shall not take vengeance or 

bear a grudge against any of your people, but you shall 

love your neighbor as yourself: I am the Lord." 

When I choose this verse, I did not realize that we would 

be renewing our baptismal vows on the first Sunday after 

the Epiphany, January 12. The presider read “Will you 

seek and serve Christ in all persons, loving your neighbor 

as yourself?” We responded with, “I will, with God’s 

help,” and I had a flashback to one of Father Paul’s 2019 

Inquirer classes when the question was asked, “who is our 

neighbor?” There were quite a few responses: the nice 

folks next door who wave and say “hi”, or the church lady 

delivering chicken soup after you have had surgery; but 

what about the neighbor with the obnoxious barking dog? 

The smelly homeless person with their whole world in a 

shopping cart begging for money? Those who committed 

the horrors of September 11th? A parent starving their 

child to death? Races of humans persecuted because of the 

color of their skin or their religion? The answer is that they 

are all our neighbors. 

Last Monday, we celebrated the life of Dr. Martin Luther 

King Jr., a Baptist minister and scholar who led the civil 

rights movement and was “deeply committed to achieving 

social justice through nonviolent means.” In one of his 

sermons, he wrote “in the 5th chapter of Matthew's 

gospel, verses 42 and 43, we find these pressing words 



flowing from the lips of our Lord and Master: ‘ye have 

heard that it hath been said, thou shalt love thy neighbor 

and hate thine enemy.’ But I say unto you, love your 

enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that 

hate you, and pray for them who spitefully use you and 

persecute you.” 

I’ve used the word “neighbor” several times, which 

reminds me of Mr. Fred Rogers, the gentle person whose 

quotes are the perfect antidote to the hate and helplessness 

that seems to be all around us: 

“Forgiveness is a strange thing. It can sometimes be 

easier to forgive our enemies than our friends. It can 

be hardest of all to forgive people we love. Like all of 

life’s important coping skills, the ability to forgive 

and the capacity to let go of resentments most likely 

take root very early in our lives” 

Thank you, Mr. Rogers, for always starting your show 

with a song with the famous line. “Won’t you be my 

neighbor.” I will, with God’s help. 

Heavenly Father, we pray that different cultures will be able to 

care for one another and that we all could be loving and 

compassionate to all our neighbors. Amen. 

-Mary Ann Taylor 

  



FEBRUARY 29 

“The alien who resides with you shall be to you as the 

citizen among you; you shall love the alien as yourself, for 

you were aliens in the land of Egypt: I am the Lord your 

God.” -Leviticus 19:34 

Generally, when I think of Leviticus, I tend to think of 

abhorrent rules that hardly seem in keeping with the 

Gospel Message of Christ. But as Jesus himself proclaimed 

in Matthew 5:17-20 (KJV), “Think not that I am come to 

destroy the law, or the prophets: I am not come to destroy, 

but to fulfill.” (v.17) In the case of this injunction, 

however, Leviticus is the last word in empathy. 

At the risk of verging on the political, it hardly goes 

without saying that this passage should resonate loudly 

with our country. After all, we were all foreigners at some 

time in our American sagas — unless, of course, you are 

an indigenous person. Issues of who is and who isn’t an 

American are a source of deep ideological divides in our 

country. But we should not give in to those who would 

deny not only our historic embrace of “the foreigner” 

(despite a checkered past in doing so) but our calling as 

Christians. We cannot let them prevail, and in our struggle 

against we should keep in mind the final verse in this 

reference to Matthew: “For I say unto you, that except 

your righteousness shall exceed the righteousness of the 



scribes and Pharisees, ye shall in no case enter into the 

kingdom of heaven.” (v.20) 

Lord, give us the sight to discern our fellowship in Christ with 

all who seek our land in their flight  from bondage to freedom. 

They are not “the other” — they are us. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

MARCH 1 

Many people are surprised when they find out that I am a 

convert to Christianity. Apparently, I give off the vibe of 

being a lifelong Christian who was raised in the faith. That 

could not be farther from the truth. My parents and 

brother are varying degrees of agnostic, and my extended 

family is largely the same way. 

What changed things for me? A woman named Lou Ellyn 

Griffin. 

Lou Ellyn had lived in my neighborhood since before my 

parents bought the house where I grew up. My mom 

remembers her making an effort to welcome them to the 

neighborhood, and her daughter Page would come over 

and help my mom out with my twin brother Sean and me 

when we were babies. My parents got two kittens from 



them when Sean and I were a few months old, and one of 

them, Ben, was with us for close to 16 years. 

When Sean and I were in first grade, she invited the 

elementary school kids in the neighborhood over to her 

house to bake cookies. After the other kids left, she sat 

down on the couch with a book of Bible stories and read 

us the Christmas story. Having been raised by a mom who 

read to us every night from an early age, we thought this 

was pretty cool and asked her to read more stories to us. 

She agreed and read all of the stories about the miracles 

and parables, the crucifixion, and the resurrection. 

Sean and I ended up being cat sitters for their family 

throughout our school years and engaged with them for 

various things. When I was ten years old, she started 

having me help her teach English and American customs 

to groups of exchange students that would come. She and 

her husband Gerry were never pushy about their faith, but 

she made sure I knew that I was loved and that she would 

be happy to tell me more if I ever wanted to know. The 

seed was planted in me, and I did eventually take her up 

on talking about faith issues. She rejoiced when I accepted 

Christ as a teenager, and she is very much my godmother. 

She and I are still in contact, and she is one of the first 

people I contact if I am ever in a situation when I seriously 

need prayer. 



Thank you, Jesus, for the people you put in our lives who bring 

us closer to you. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

MARCH 2 

“Hear, O Israel: The Lord is our God, the Lord alone. You 

shall love the Lord your God with all your heart, and with 

all your soul, and with all your might.” 

-Deuteronomy 6:4-5 

The Shema is one of only two prayers that are specifically 

commanded in the Torah (the other is Birkat Ha-Mazon -- 

grace after meals). It is the oldest fixed daily prayer in 

Judaism, recited morning and night since ancient times. 

The first part of the Shema begins with one of the best-

known, most fundamental expressions of Jewish belief, 

and the one from which this prayer gets its name: Shema 

Yisra'el... (Hear, Israel). 

 ְשַמע ִיְשָרֵאל ְיהָוה ֱאֹלֵהינּו ְיהָוה ׀ ֶאָחד ׃

Sh'ma Yisra'eil Adonai Eloheinu Adonai echad. 

Hear, Israel, the Lord is our God, the Lord is One. 

 ְוָאַהְבתָָּ ֵאת ְיהָוה ֱאֹלֶהיָך ְבָכל־ְלָבְבָך ּוְבָכל־ַנְפְשָך ּוְבָכל־ְמֹאֶדָך׃

V'ahav'ta eit Adonai Elohekha b'khol l'vav'kha uv'khol 

naf'sh'kha uv'khol m'odekha. 



And you shall love the Lord your God with all your 

heart and with all your soul and with all your might. 

(Source: http://www.jewfaq.org/shemaref.htm) 

While Ron was in Vietnam, I was living in Jacksonville 

Beach, Florida, and on Friday nights I sang in the 

reformed Jewish synagogue choir and on Sundays, the 

choir at St. Paul’s by the Sea Episcopal Church. Nowhere 

was the liturgy more similar than the beginning of the 

Shabbat service and the beginning of the Rite I Eucharist 

service. During that time, I grew to appreciate the 

historical context of our worship and to understand it in a 

new and deeper sense. 

“Hear what our Lord Jesus Christ saith: 

Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, 

and with all thy soul and with all thy mind. This is 

the first and great commandment. And the second is 

like it. Thou shalt love the neighbor as thyself. On 

these two commandments hang all the Law and the 

Prophets.” 

-BCP pg 324 

Holy One, help us to recognize the richness and history of our 

liturgy. Bless us as we seek to live a life filled with your love and 

grace. Amen. 

-Cathey Frederick 



MARCH 3 

“O give thanks to the Lord, for he is good; for his steadfast 

love endures forever.” 

-1 Chronicles 16:34 

King David instructed the Levites to sing this verse while 

they officiated in the national sanctuaries.  They wore very 

elaborate robes and sang with various musical 

instruments.  The instruments of that time were harp, 

finger cymbals, stringed lyre, horn and pan flute. 

It seems to me that David's time spent in places for 

worship were no different than our times of worship. We 

may not leap about, dancing and offering burnt offerings 

but we hear the same words and sing the same verses.  We 

use instruments and wear vestments. 

I often wonder if we pay attention, learn, follow and thank 

the Lord just like the people of David's time did. I'd like to 

think that we do even a bit more. 

I am amazed at the deep meaning of this simple directive.  

It has been said and sung over thousands of lifetimes.  

How can anyone not believe something so simple yet so 

profound? 

Holy Father, thank you for the beautiful Scripture verse and 

song that we use today, just as our ancestors did.  Let us hold its 



deep meaning and your steadfast love for all eternity. Amen. 

-Sister Katharine, OSB 

 

 

MARCH 4 

On a late September day in 1978, six sailor friends and I 

set off from Rockport, Maine toward Huntington, N.Y. We 

left Penobscot Bay on a stiff wind and pointed the 

compass south-southeast toward Long Island. As day 

dissolved into evening, the weather deteriorated and we 

found ourselves in the eye of a powerful Atlantic storm. 

Battered by 30-foot waves, our Irwin 39’ eventually lost 

power, all radio communication, and the mast. We 

lurched from port to starboard as the vessel continuously 

tried to right itself. 

At the mercy of weather and every crest and swell of 

frigid waves, I had a choice: panic or acceptance. I chose 

the latter and descended into a state of utter calm. If this 

was my time to die, at 21, that was God’s will. As my 

friend, the captain of Liberty, sent up fizzling red flares 

into the dark sky; I sang: 

Kumbaya, my Lord,  

Kumbaya; 

Kumbaya, my Lord, 



Kumbaya; 

Kum bay ya, my Lord,  

Kumbaya,  

O Lord, kumbaya.  

Yes, come by here, my Lord, I prayed. Come by here. 

Many moments later—a few hours? A lifetime?—a 

blinding white light shone from the horizon. It was not yet 

dawn. As the light approached, the silhouette of a huge 

naval destroyer gained on us. After many harrowing 

hours, we were found and rescued, one person at a time 

ascending a Jacob’s ladder to safety onto a 448-foot U.S. 

Naval vessel. All the hours we didn’t know if anyone had 

seen our flares, they did.  

God did too. This experience taught me the power of 

God’s protection and love. While we were floundering, He 

was on the way. Another lesson? I have counted every day 

since a gift (now at 63). God is good. God is faithful. God 

is love.  

Dear Lord, help us to receive each day as a gift and abide in the 

knowledge that You are ever good, faithful, and loving. Amen. 

-Ashley Sweeney 

  



MARCH 5 

“You have granted me life and steadfast love, and your 

care has preserved my spirit.” 

– Job 10:12 

Poor Job! He has led a virtuous life. In all things, he has 

been blameless. But now, God allows Satan to put Job to 

the test: will Job still praise God if his life becomes total 

misery? “Betcha he won’t,” Satan says. “Betcha he will,” 

God counters. And Satan goes to work. Job’s livestock is 

carried off and all his servants killed. Job is suddenly 

impoverished. His ten children are killed when a house 

collapses on them. Then in Satan’s second act, Job is 

covered with loathsome sores and misery. Job’s helpful 

friends show up to point out that Job must have been a 

terrible sinner because this wouldn’t have happened to a 

virtuous man. Standard theology of the day. Fess up, Job. 

Even Job’s wife says, “Do you still persist in your 

integrity? Curse God, and die.” 

And yet Job persists. Angry? Yes. Wanting to confront 

God? Yes. But ready to back out of his relationship with 

God? Not now. Not ever. 

Things do go wrong in our lives. Terrible things happen to 

good people, things they don’t deserve. But isn’t that 

universal? I don’t know anyone who hasn’t suffered loss, 



pain, wounds. There have been extreme times when we 

were near despair.  So in tough times do we still praise 

God? In our futures will there be light in the dark times? 

Will we wonder: where is the light? Where is God? 

Jesus never said life would always be easy. But he did say 

that he, love itself, would be there with us. And he has 

been. Is now. And will be. 

If Job can confess, ”You have granted me life and steadfast 

love, and your care has preserved my spirit,” maybe, just 

maybe, you and I can do the same. 

Leonard Cohen’s song Hallelujah is a prayer that catches 

Job’s attitude. He writes... 

And even though it all went wrong 

I’ll stand before the Lord of Song 

With nothing on my tongue but Hallelujah. 

Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah. 

-Tom Worrell 

 

 

MARCH 6 

“But I trusted in your steadfast love; my heart shall rejoice 

in your salvation.” -Psalm 13:5 



I had attended a missions conference called Urbana 

during my Christmas break in 2000 with 20,000 other 

college students and missionaries, and my entire chapter 

of InterVarsity Christian Fellowship, a pan-Christian 

organization for college students, came home with 

varying degrees of bronchitis and pneumonia. I had 

already ended up in the emergency room needing 

nebulizer treatments before I even attended the 

conference, so my bronchitis was hitting me harder than 

most people. Because I was so sick, the energy that usually 

went to keeping my brain chemistry balanced was 

diverted to help my body heal, and this was causing me to 

deal with serious depression. 

That particular day, my mom had taken me back to the 

campus of UC Santa Cruz where I was finishing up my 

senior year. When she left my dorm, she handed me a late 

Christmas present, a calendar with pictures of nature 

interspersed with quotations from the book of Psalms. 

When I unwrapped it, today’s Scripture appeared on the 

picture for the month of January. I decided to look up the 

Psalm and was astonished at what I found: 

How long, O Lord? Will you forget me forever? How long 

will you hide your face from me? How long must I bear 

pain in my soul, and have sorrow in my heart all day long? 

How long shall my enemy be exalted over me? Consider 

and answer me, O Lord my God! Give light to my eyes, or I 



will sleep the sleep of death, and my enemy will say, “I 

have prevailed”; my foes will rejoice because I am shaken. 

I wept because it was exactly how I was feeling. I mean, 

where was God in this situation where I was suffering so 

much? Then, I read the last two verses and started 

weeping harder: 

But I trusted in your steadfast love; my heart shall rejoice 

in your salvation. I will sing to the Lord, because he has 

dealt bountifully with me. 

It was a reminder that we are to trust in God’s love and 

that we can approach God with the things that are causing 

us trouble. 

The lesson of that calendar page has stuck with me, and 

even on days like today when the panic and anxiety get to 

be too much, I know I can call out to God for help. As Jim 

Wallis, editor of “Sojourners” magazine said at the end of 

a podcast, “God is so much bigger than all the things we 

fear.” 

Gracious God, thank you for dealing bountifully with us even 

when we just cannot see it through the tears and the panic.  

Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

  



MARCH 7 

“Have mercy on me, O God, according to your steadfast 

love; according to your abundant mercy blot out my 

transgressions.” -Psalm 51:1 

This psalm was uttered in the aftermath of David’s 

behavior in sending Bathsheba’s husband Uriah to war 

and having him die on the front line of battle so that he 

(David) could have Bathsheba as a wife. David knew that 

he had sinned grievously, and there were consequences 

from that sin. (The story is in 2 Samuel 11:1-12:23 if you 

need more context.) 

The Greek word for sin is άμαρτια (“hamartia”) and 

according to Strong’s Biblical Lexicon, one of the 

definitions is “to miss the mark”. This jives with the 

inclusion of this verse as part of the opening words in the 

Morning Prayer section of the “Daily Devotions for 

Individuals and Families” in the Book of Common Prayer. 

(It is on page 137 for those reading this in manuscript form 

and at https://bcponline.org/DailyOffice/devotion2.html 

for those who are reading this online.) I find its inclusion 

appropriate because I know I miss the mark with my life 

way more often than I like to admit, and I think it helps us 

to start off the day with a clean slate while reminding us 

that our God is a God of mercy.  



The agape aspect of this comes in the form of our sins 

being put on Christ who died for them, giving us life 

instead of death. God loves us so incredibly much that He 

sent His son to die for us. That is the deep-reaching and 

soul-changing aspect of why the Greek language 

distinguishes this form of love from the others. 

Gracious God, thank you so much for your mercy and 

forgiveness. Help us remember that we can come to you and 

confess our sin to you when we miss the mark with our lives. 

Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

MARCH 8 

I grew up with the childhood hymn, “Jesus loves me, this I 

know, for the Bible tells me so.” But it’s one thing to read 

about God’s love in a book, and another thing entirely to 

experience it in the form of God’s “voice.” 

My father passed away when I was in my late 30s. We did 

not have a particularly close relationship, and throughout 

my entire life, I cannot think of a single time when he told 

me he loved me. I can, however, recall any one of a 

number of very hurtful things he said. As I got older, I 

realized that he said these things not because he was a 

cruel person, but because of his own feelings of insecurity 



and fear. That said, he showed tremendous dignity and 

courage in facing death from a very nasty form of cancer.  

A day or two before he died, I was visiting with him while 

he lay in bed. He was at a point where he simply couldn’t 

get up any longer. We spoke mostly about how Mom was 

doing, and what would happen with the family business 

going forward. When it came time to leave, I walked to the 

door and turned to say goodbye. “I’ll see you later, Dad,” I 

said. As I reached the door, however, I heard God’s voice 

saying, “You don’t know that you’ll see him again. You 

have to go back in there and tell him you love him.” I did. 

And he told me he loved me. Those were the last words 

we said to one another. 

That was the first time I can really remember hearing 

God’s voice, but thankfully not the last. It is the love that 

God has expressed at those times that has enabled me to 

overcome the fears and insecurities that keep me from not 

only loving others but loving myself. 

Lord, I thank you for speaking to us. Help us to realize that your 

voice is always below the surface of our fears, and grant us the 

serenity to listen. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

  



MARCH 9 

“But I will sing of your might; I will sing aloud of your 

steadfast love in the morning. For you have been a fortress 

for me and a refuge in the day of my distress.” 

-Psalm 59:16 

David was in BIG TROUBLE! He’d made a mortal enemy 

of King Saul, who sent a band of assassins to kill him. All 

through the night (and for many more days and nights) 

David feared for his life. He called upon God for help and 

sanctuary. David pictured God as a fortress or high tower 

that would lift him up and protect him. All through the 

night and into the morning David sang songs of praise of 

God’s power, mercy, and strength. 

I’ve never feared for my life as David did, but there have 

been times in my life when I worried about the safety of 

those I care most about. Nighttime was and is always the 

hardest. When activity ceases and we are in bed trying to 

sleep, the mind conjures up worst-case scenarios. Singing 

or listening to songs of praise to God helps me interrupt 

that downward spiral and to finally fall asleep secure in 

God’s love and care. 

Dear God, help me to always remember to sing: “Praise to the 

Lord! O let all that is in me adore him! All that has life and 

breath, come now with praises before him. Let the Amen sound 



from his people again, gladly forever adore him.”1 Amen. 

-Cathey Frederick 

 

 

MARCH 10 

“Blessed be God, because he has not rejected my prayer or 

removed his steadfast love from me.” -Psalm 66:20 

As human beings, we know rejection. We know what it is 

to apply for a job and lose it to another candidate. We know 

what it is to fall in and out of love or to find our love 

rejected. We know what it is like to suffer violation of body 

or soul at the hands of those we thought were friends. We 

know what it is like to grow older and even our own minds 

and bodies fail us. 

Despite all of that, we keep the faith. Deep down, we know 

that life comes with seasons, and people can be fickle – but 

not all people. We know we are subject to disease and 

decay, but most of us have known far more health than ill-

health. We lift up our hands to God in prayer, and we may 

wonder if God listens; we may wonder if God hears; we 

may wonder if God knows; we may wonder if God will 

answer. 

 
1 Hymnal 1982, #390 



The psalmist says, “Blessed be God …” which really 

means, “I am thankful.” I thank God for not turning a deaf 

ear to my prayers or turning away from me in my time of 

need. I need not be anxious, because God’s love penetrates 

to the deepest levels of my soul – and heals. 

Thank you, God, in this time of Lent, for calling me home to abide 

in your presence. You comfort me more than I can ever know, 

realize, or repay. Thank you for your Agape love. Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

 

 

MARCH 11 

I received a formal depression and anxiety diagnosis in 

the fall of 1999 when I was 19 years old. I had been 

struggling with it since the age of 13, but I never received 

help for it because I never had the words to describe what 

was going on. I also had some trauma in my past, so I 

arrived at college with PTSD as well as the depression and 

anxiety that I was trying to hide. My first year was really 

difficult for me, and everything came to a head in 

September 1999 when I had a breakdown that I just could 

not shake. I was crying all the time, I was having a really 

hard time sleeping, and I could not keep food down. I was 



put on medication, but it took a little bit of time before that 

kicked in. 

My roommate had her own mental health issues and a 

situation was created where we were feeding off of each 

other’s stress. Eventually, we had a really bad fight one 

night, and she left the room really quickly the next 

morning without talking to me. I was feeling really 

defeated and I was in tears when I walked into the dining 

hall to find my friend Amy sitting at a table. She asked me 

why I was crying, and I explained that my roommate and 

I were fighting. She then said the magic words that bring 

me to tears remembering them 20 years later: 

“Jen, do you want to pray about it?” 

The reason those words made me cry harder and can still 

bring me to tears is that Amy was not religious. She was 

not a practicing Christian at that point, but she had been 

watching me silently praying over my food at communal 

meals with our group of friends. The fact that she asked 

me if I wanted to pray about it was her telling me through 

her actions that she knew that my faith was a huge part of 

my life, and she understood that praying about what was 

going on would be something incredibly meaningful to 

me. She closed her eyes and sat there quietly holding my 

hand while I silently railed at God about how anxious and 

depressed I was. 



Amy and I are still good friends 20 years later. When we 

lived in the same apartment during our last year at UC 

Santa Cruz, she would always ask to say grace with me if 

we were eating at the same time, and she occasionally 

went to church with me. I have told her how much I 

appreciated her that day, but I really don’t think she 

understands the gift she gave me that day. 

Gracious God, thank you for the amazing people you put in our 

lives that show us how much you love us and know us. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

MARCH 12 

“My child, do not despise the Lord’s discipline or be 

weary of his reproof, for the Lord reproves the one he 

loves, as a father the son in whom he delights.” -Proverbs 

3:11-12 

This passage could be taken several ways depending on 

how you were raised. If you were raised in a family where 

discipline was pain-based and where “spare the rod, spoil 

the child” (a phrase from “Hudibras” by Samuel Butler 

that may or may not take its origin from Proverbs 13:24a) 

was taken to be an advocation of corporal punishment, 

this passage is going to be very difficult for you. It is also 



an inaccurate reading of this proverb and the one Butler 

paraphrased. (An article on the subject is at 

https://www.crosswalk.com/faith/bible-study/what-

does-spare-the-rod-spoil-the-child-mean.html.) 

The way I interpret it (and Proverbs 13:24a) is that God 

gives us boundaries out of love for us and concern for our 

well-being. If you love someone, you do not leave them in 

the bad situation in which you found them. My Catholic 

friends speak of “helping their children to heaven” and I 

absolutely love that idea. I think that part of agape is 

helping each other to heaven and that God wants that for 

us. It means that I do not allow my son Daniel to do things 

that are harmful to himself and for others because God 

does not want me to do anything that is harmful to myself. 

Lord, thank you for the reminder that we all belong to each other 

and that we are all to help each other to heaven. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

MARCH 13 

“Hatred stirs up strife, but love covers all offenses.” -

Proverbs 10:12 

It is so easy to hate. I watch the news and I find my soul 

twisting and turning and grief welling up inside. Yes, hate 

stirs up strife, and there are certainly things we can hate 



without distorting our souls too badly. I hate lies. I hate 

abusive behavior and ugly words. But love – God’s love – 

calls me to lay the cold steel of hate upon the altar and let 

God transform them into plowshares and pruning hooks. 

Then God invites us to take up those implements of peace 

and prepare the soil to receive seeds of grace and hope, joy 

and comfort, peace and justice. 

God, you know how easy it is for me to hate. I can rationalize 

my bitterness and justify my words and actions, but I also know 

you have called me to come to a higher place, as a friend – 

indeed, as your very own child!. Help me live into that vocation 

so that your love will cover all my transgressions. Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

 

 

MARCH 14 

“A friend loves at all times, and kinsfolk are born to share 

adversity.” -Proverbs 17:17 

I blush to confess that this is my first encounter with this 

particular proverb, and it immediately struck me as 

something that Shakespeare might have written for Henry 

IV. Both this selection from Proverbs and King Henry’s 

stirring speech before the Battle of Agincourt (as 

dramatized by The Bard) make a point that resonates with 



me. As I look back on my life, there are a lot of people who 

have loved me and that I have loved in return. But when it 

comes to the those who have stood with me through thick 

and thin, brotherhood is truly forged in the crucible of 

adversity — for sooner or later we all confront our own 

“St. Crispin’s Day.” This is a truth that transcends 

theology but is nonetheless an emulation of God’s love for 

us. And on that note, I leave you with Henry IV’s 

exhortation to his “band of brothers”: 

“For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 

Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition; 

And gentlemen in England now a-bed 

Shall think themselves accurs'd they were not here, 

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.” 

Lord, I thank you for the example you sent to us in the form of 

your son, our Savior, Christ Jesus, that love is given, not 

earned. It is not for us to be worthy, for Christ didn’t ask that of 

us. He simply asked us to love without condition, as God loves 

us. In that love, we are all truly brothers and sisters. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

  



MARCH 15 

What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul! 

What wondrous love is this, O my soul! 

What wondrous love is this, 

That caused the Lord of bliss, 

To bear the dreadful curse, 

For my soul, for my soul, 

To bear the dreadful curse for my soul. 

 

To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, I will sing! 

To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, I will sing! 

To God and to the Lamb, Who is the great "I AM, " 

While millions join the theme, I will sing, I will sing! 

While millions join the theme, I will sing. 

 

And when from death I'm free, I'll sing on, I'll sing on! 

And when from death I'm free, I'll sing on, 

And when from death I'm free, I'll sing and joyful be, 

And thro' eternity, I'll sing on, I'll sing on, 

And thro' eternity, I'll sing on. 

-The Hymnal 1982, #439 

  



MARCH 16 

“Because you are precious in my sight, and honored, and I 

love you, I give people in return for you, nations in 

exchange for your life.” -Isaiah 43:4 

When I was in seminary, there was a retreat day during 

my birthday weekend. My (now former) husband was 

going to be gone on a camping trip with the Boy Scouts, so 

I decided to treat myself and signed up. A fellow 

classmate gave me a ride to the church where it was being 

held, and this verse was part of a larger passage we were 

given to contemplate when we arrived. Termed “A Love 

Letter from God”, the passage comprised the first seven 

verses of Isaiah 43, and I ended up swinging for a while 

on the church’s swing set along with one of my classmates 

as we thought about and prayed through the passage. 

(Yes, I was almost 22 and playing on the swings. It was a 

nice stress release as I was a newlywed at the time and in 

that adjustment period in which one learns to live with 

one’s spouse 24/7.) 

This part of Isaiah takes place after the Babylonian 

Captivity when Cyrus had conquered the Babylonians and 

God was using him to return the captives after the Exile. 

This particular section tells Israel not to fear and that God 

is returning them home, giving other nations as a ransom 

to secure their release. Promises of being with them 



through various trials are given, and the larger message is 

that of restoration because God loves us so much. As 

much as it is a bit troubling to me that other nations and 

people groups should be captured and taken to secure my 

freedom, it is comforting to hear that I am precious in 

God’s sight and loved. 

Thank you, Lord, for the promises of restoration and your 

presence with us in times of trial. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

MARCH 17 

“For the mountains may depart and the hills be removed, 

but my steadfast love shall not depart from you, and my 

covenant of peace shall not be removed, says the Lord, 

who has compassion on you.” -Isaiah 54:10 

Almost 40 years ago, an earthquake below Mount St. 

Helens triggered the largest landslide in recorded history 

and a massive eruption that deposited ash over several 

U.S. states. The lateral blast removed 1,300 feet from the 

top of the volcano and triggered shockwaves and 

pyroclastic flows that choked the Toutle River, blanketed a 

large area with ash, and killed 57 people. I was born the 

day after the eruption, so I have a vial of the ash sitting on 



the bookcase a few feet of me that was given to me by my 

parents after they visited the area in 2005, and relatives in 

other parts of Washington saved newspapers from that 

week to give to my twin brother and me when we were 

older. 

I always think of the eruption when I read passages like 

this about the face of the earth being physically altered 

because it has been described as cataclysmic. Part of the 

mountain literally departed, and the debris from the 

lahars choked the Columbia River and reduced the 

capacity of the Toutle River by 90%. Something that 

significant happened, and yet the more important thing is 

that God loves us and has compassion on us. 

How amazing is that! 

Gracious God, thank you for the assurance that parts of the 

earth could give way and yet your love for us surpasses the 

amazingness of that. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

MARCH 18 

My earliest childhood memories do not include having a 

father. My parents divorced when I was a baby, and I’ve 

often said that if I ran into my biological father on the 



street, I wouldn’t know him. Sadly, he wouldn’t know me 

either. As a father myself, I find this a disorienting concept 

— as though you are forever disassociated from some part 

of yourself. 

I believe that as a child, that sense of disassociation was at 

the core of my anxieties. I do know that throughout my 

life the feeling of abandonment has loomed large — even 

when surrounded by people who love me. It wasn’t until I 

became a parent, however, that I really ran up against the 

barrier that chronic anxiety can place in the way of the joy 

we should all feel as the creations of a loving God. Just as 

any disability teaches us coping skills, mine were typically 

expressed as brazen self-confidence and extroversion. 

That’s more than just an imminent front, as I’m a pretty 

optimistic person by nature, but anxiety still rears its ugly 

head, and I sometimes find it hard to summon the energy 

to push back on it. 

What becoming a Christian has done for how I cope with 

anxiety has been to remind me that there is a difference 

between walking a tightrope 30 feet above the ground 

with no net, and knowing that should you fall there will 

always be something to catch you. That something is 

God’s love, as revealed by Jesus. The ever-present proof of 

God’s love in the world takes a lot of pressure off me and 

my ego. 



Lord, thank you for your love, and for being the net we can fall 

into when our fears and anxieties disrupt our balance. Your 

grace is proof that although we can never be assured we will not 

suffer, we know we will never be abandoned. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

MARCH 19 

“For God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, so 

that everyone who believes in him may not perish but 

may have eternal life. Indeed, God did not send the Son 

into the world to condemn the world, but in order that the 

world might be saved through him.” 

-John 3:16-17 

The Gospel of John, verses 16-17 are well-known in the 

New Testament. 

For Christian believers, this scripture brings joy and peace 

for we know there is something better to look forward to 

when we cease to exist on this earth. 

For the nonbeliever, you live this life, and when you die, 

that is all there is. 

Other religions believe you have to strive to be perfect in 

order to be acceptable to God. 



In the Old Testament, the Jews sacrificed animals to have 

their sins covered (not forgiven) by the blood of animals. 

Jesus Christ sacrificed Himself on the cross that when we 

sin, God the Father only sees the blood sacrifice of His son 

Jesus Christ which makes us acceptable to Him. 

Our sins are forgiven, not covered. 

John 3:16-17 does not teach "universalism": that all people 

will be saved. 

Thank you, Father, for sending your son to die on the Cross so 

that we might live eternally with you. Amen. 

-Bob Johnson 

 

 

MARCH 20 

“Who will separate us from the love of Christ? Will hardship, or 

distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or 

sword? As it is written, 'For your sake we are being killed all 

day long; we are accounted as sheep to be slaughtered.' No, in 

all these things we are more than conquerors through him who 

loved us. For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor 

angels, nor rulers, nor things present, nor things to come, nor 

powers, nor height, nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, 

will be able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus 

our Lord.” -Romans 8:35-39 



I don’t feel much like a conqueror. I feel lucky if I’ve made 

it through the day without killing myself or someone else. 

I realize the Bible tells us nothing can separate us from the 

love of God, or the love of Christ, and I guess it’s true – or 

they wouldn’t have said it. Still, I know myself well 

enough I have to at least stop and ask the question: Is it 

true? Is it really true? And if it is, what should I do? 

My go-to answer is simply this. I shall arise each morning 

and thank God for a new day. I shall do what needs doing 

throughout the day to the best of my ability, and when the 

day is done, I shall go to bed thanking God for the day 

now ended. I think if I focus more on giving thanks as the 

parentheses that encapsulate each day, God will take these 

virtual grammatical marks (…) and convert them into 

genuine hugs. That which God embraces will NOT come 

unhugged by any force we will ever face – and for that, I 

give thanks. 

God, I know within my head that your love passes all 

understanding, and I know that whatever I may do or fail to do 

will not cause you to drop me like a hot rock from your cupped 

hands. You hold me tight. You always have and you always will. 

We have your word on it, and that’s really all we need. Thank 

you. Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

  



MARCH 21 

"...and it is no longer I who live, but it is Christ who lives 

in me. And the life I now live in the flesh I live by faith in 

the Son of God,[a] who loved me and gave himself for 

me." -Galatians 2:20 

Absolutely! I have felt God’s love profoundly over the 

past three years when several Christian friends have 

committed to checking on me every night (yes, every 

night) to make sure I climbed out of the tub safely. They 

wait for my text message at a certain time; if I don’t text, 

they try to text me; if they can’t reach me by text, someone 

from the group comes to my house & comes in to make 

sure I am OK. Thanks to Vicki, Helen, Arlene, & Cathey 

for showing Christ’s love.  

Dear God, I profoundly thank you for your love expressed to me 

in the Christian friends who love me enough to make sure I am 

safe. Amen. 

-Barb Cheyney 

 

 

MARCH 22 

Come down, O Love divine, 

Seek thou this soul of mine, 

And visit it with thine own ardor glowing; 



O Comforter, draw near, 

Within my heart appear, 

And kindle it, thy holy flame bestowing. 

O let it freely burn, 

Till earthly passions turn 

To dust and ashes in its heat consuming; 

And let thy glorious light 

Shine ever on my sight, 

And clothe me round, the while my path illuming. 

And so the yearning strong, 

With which the soul will long, 

Shall far outpass the power of human telling; 

For none can guess its grace, 

Till Love create a place 

Wherein the Holy Spirit makes a dwelling. 

-The Hymnal 1982, #516 

 

 

MARCH 23 

“See what love the Father has given us, that we should be 

called children of God; and that is what we are. The 

reason the world does not know us is that it did not know 

him.” -1 John 3:1 



The early Christian community split, divided, disagreed 

about how to be Christians. 

The writer of I John appeals to the community to 

remember who they are, to remember how they are loved, 

to remember what it looks like to be a follower of Jesus. 

He exhorts them: “Look, see, how much God loves!” 

I was raised to be a scientist. I majored in Bacteriology. A 

newlywed, I worked in a soil microbiology lab on the 

campus of NCSU in Raleigh. When I took a break for the 

birth of our daughter Marca, I intended to return to State 

to pursue a doctorate degree to teach and do research at 

the university.  God had other ideas because that all 

changed as I tried to learn what it meant to be a parent 

and how human beings are formed. I became interested in 

the church library. My Girl Scouts at the school for the 

blind taught me about trust and love. Gradually, I realized 

I might be being called toward ordination. 

My husband couldn’t imagine it. We both knew our lives 

would drastically change. I would ask him to consider 

taking just one more step in the exploration. All the way 

through, over a period of 7 years, he reluctantly agreed 

that we would take just one more step. Those steps led me 

to my final year of seminary at VTS in Alexandria, 

Virginia. I took the train home every 3 or 4 weeks. Don 

and the kids came up a few times. In March of that endless 



year, Don came up to visit. He stayed in the men’s dorm 

per seminary rules. One morning we shared coffee on the 

bench outside our dorms. Don blurted out, “ You can tell 

this is a Gosh Darn (actually the language may have been 

a little stronger) seminary. There’s no graffiti on the men’s 

room walls!”  We burst out laughing. In that moment I 

understood the gift of sacrificial love. “For God so loved 

the world…” Don, the love of my life, put aside his plans, 

his hopes, his misgivings about the church and the role of 

women in the church, for me. 

Gracious One, in whom we live and move and have our being, 

thank you for showing us how to trust your love, that we may be 

that love for others. Amen. 

-Vicki Wesen 

 

 

MARCH 24 

“Little children, let us love, not in word or speech, but in 

truth and action.” -1 John 3:18 

And here we go! On the surface, to love “in truth and 

action” seems clear enough. But whom are we to love in 

truth and action? And how? That’s when the monumental 

implications can strike us with dismay. 



The admonition in 1 John follows Christ’s leading – “he 

laid down his life for us” – and then insists that we too are 

to love every day, every way, at all times. “How does 

God’s love abide in anyone who has the world’s goods 

and sees a brother or sister in need and yet refuses help?”  

(1 John 3:17) 

When Jesus said, “The poor you will always have with 

you,” he was pointedly reminding us of what was 

required in the Torah:  

“For the poor will never cease out of the land, 

therefore I command you, You shall open wide your 

hand to your brother, to the needy and to the poor, in 

the land. (Deuteronomy 15:11) 

We live in a broken world. And should we enjoy “the 

world’s goods,” we are called to act in love for those who 

do not. It’s not just about money. We all have something 

to give to meet the needs in our world. But which needs? 

You probably are already doing charitable financial giving 

and are already working with others to restore the 

balance, to help lift those who need what you can offer.  

You cannot fix everything out there that needs fixing.  But 

you cannot excuse yourself from the action of doing your 

part, either. 

Refugees in Syria? Neighbors in Need in Skagit County? 

Wilderness protection?  Research for solutions to diseases?  



Abandoned pets? Undocumented families in the U.S.? 

Political action to support the forgotten ones? Earthquake 

preparedness for your community? Volunteering in 

schools? Helping out at Friendship House? Habitat for 

Humanity? Places of refuge for the abused? Foodbank 

donations? And so much more! You can’t do everything. 

But you can follow your heart, and in so doing, restore the 

world. 

We pray for God’s leading. 

-Tom Worrell 

 

 

MARCH 25 

A couple of years ago my family suffered a devastating 

shock, one of those moments when the course of life 

changes on a dime. No warning, inexplicable- things will 

never be the same again. One of the most important things 

I learned from this time was that feeling anxious is a 

perfectly normal reaction to grief. The body and mind 

brace for "what might be next", the next unexpected thing 

around the corner. Everything seems like something to 

fear. 

Although it's hard to put into words, the greatest love that 

was shown to me/my family during this time was offered 



by a couple close to us. While there was never going to be 

a "fix" for this situation, they showed up and sat shoulder 

to shoulder with me, 

prayed for me, and sat 

with me through many 

difficult moments. The 

act of physically 

surrounding me on 

either side meant so 

much- it felt like the 

only thing grounding 

me in this time of tremendous change when there really 

was no "normal" left for my family. I began to think of 

them as my "guardrails"- they kept me moving forward 

and safe on the road I was about to travel. 

May we all remember that just showing up--without the 

right words to say or a solution--is proof of our love for 

each other. Standing shoulder to shoulder with someone 

suffering or anxious is a physical demonstration of 

emotional support, proof that we are not alone. 

Lord, I ask that you quiet my mind during this time of prayer so 

that I can look back and give gratitude for those that stood with 

me during troubled times. Thank you for the gifts of friends and 

family who took time to be present despite their own struggles 

and challenges. Lord, help me to honor you and learn from their 

examples and be present for those that need me now and in the 



future. Amen. 

-Lara Cole 

 

 

MARCH 26 

“Beloved, let us love one another, because love is from 

God; everyone who loves is born of God and knows God. 

Whoever does not love does not know God, for God is 

love.” 

-1 John 4:7-8 

People show love in so many ways. Those who serve 

others, with love for them and love for the work that they 

do, seem to be the happiest people that I know. In every 

ministry, affiliation and career, we are reminded that we 

are to love one another. As I look at people who really 

love their jobs, I see that they really love the people they 

serve as well as the work that they do to serve their 

customers or clients. In my work as a teacher, I have to 

take actions sometimes that look a bit unloving and harsh 

from the outside. These actions are really taken out of 

love. The students need to be held to a high standard, and 

I believe that having a high standard for the students and 

knowing that they can reach this standard shows that I 

love them and want them to be all they wish to be. 



Children need us to love them and believe in them, even 

when they don’t believe in themselves or love themselves. 

If I did not love the students, I would not care for them so 

much. It would make my job so much easier if love for the 

students was not there. I could teach a science lesson, give 

assignments, grade them and not worry about how they 

perform. I could leave school at the end of the day and not 

think about my job until I returned in the morning. I 

wouldn’t wonder whether my students ate breakfast, were 

well-rested, or if their homes were safe. I wouldn’t be sad 

when the end of the year came, and they moved out of my 

class. I don’t know any teachers that can do their jobs well 

without love first. 

Gracious God, thank you for all the teachers in our lives and the 

ways in which they do small things with great love. Amen. 

-Bonnie Schuh 

 

 

MARCH 27 

“God’s love was revealed among us in this way: God sent 

his only Son into the world so that we might live through 

him.” -1 John 4:9 

One of my favorite lines from the 1896 Book of Common 

Prayer reads: 



 If … the Minister shall know any to be an open and 

notorious evil liver … he shall advertise him … 

I don’t know of anyone who considers themselves to be an 

“evil liver” – notorious or otherwise – but the command to 

advertise them as such seems a bit much. I am glad we are 

past the age of naming and shaming those who do wrong, 

for the temptation (for me) in doing such a thing is to 

think that would make me a better liver. Well, I’m not. I 

tromp the same mud each day as the rest of us, and I come 

to church by God’s gracious invitation and not by my 

capacity to clean up the outside all nice and spiffy. 

When I was conceived, I lay in my mother’s womb for a 

spell. I was nourished by her and kept safe by her so that 

in the fullness of time I would be born – a new creature. I 

believe this life finds us, through the miracle of baptism, 

gestating within the divine womb of God until the day 

God delivers us from the womb, through the tomb, and on 

to new life. We will be transformed from being evil livers 

to being holy livers. That’s why we pray: Good Lord, de-

liver us! 

God, you know us all so well. You conceived us, nurtured us, 

tended to us through thick and thin, and despite all we do that 

may frustrate you to no end, you hang onto us and call us your 

beloved children. Help me to believe you believe that about me, 

and help me live into the reality towards which you are leading 

me and guiding me. I ask this in the Name of the One who has 



delivered me from evil. Amen. 

-Keith Axberg 

 

 

MARCH 28 

“In this is love, not that we loved God but that he loved us 

and sent his Son to be the atoning sacrifice for our sins.” -1 

John 4:10 

I could write you a very lengthy list of all the ways that 

my love falls short of the Gospel message, should you 

have the time and inclination to read it. Out of everything 

on that list, however, the expression of love that I cannot 

imagine, let alone emulate, is sending my children (or 

grandchildren) into the world as an atoning sacrifice for 

my sins. But seeing as how the sins of the fathers are 

visited upon the sons (and daughters), isn’t this essentially 

what we do as parents? 

The hard truth is that if we ever hope to bring about the 

kingdom of God on Earth, what choice do we have? And 

what choice do our children have if not to atone in some 

way for the sins of their parents’ generation? It’s either 

that or learn to live with those sins — and I hope for the 

sake of my children’s children that they don’t make that 

choice. Rather than dwell on the sacrificial nature of this 



passage from 1 John in an Abrahamic sense, I find greater 

comfort and hope in a line passage from a pop culture 

icon of my youth, Khalil Gibran: 

You are the bows from which your children 

as living arrows are sent forth. 

The archer sees the mark upon the path of the infinite, 

and He bends you with His might 

that His arrows may go swift and far. 

Lord, thank you for the blessings that are my children and 

grandchildren. Keep me ever mindful that our children come 

through us, but not from us. That they are with us but do not 

belong to us. They are in your hands, as are all  

 

things, and we ask your blessing upon them. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

 

 

MARCH 29 

It was January 12, 1997. A few weeks earlier, my friend 

Kyle had asked if I wanted to go to church with him at the 

Episcopal Church in Almaden. Having accepted Christ 

into my heart a few years earlier and not having a church 

of my own, I said “yes”. It terrified me to walk into the 



church that morning because I am incredibly shy, but I 

knew in my heart that I needed to be there. 

Over the next few weeks, my shyness started dissipating 

and I started getting to know more and more people. I was 

welcomed as a member of the church on May 18, 1997, 

which happened to be the day before my 17th birthday, 

and I was invited to join the choir that fall. Margaret 

Kvamme, the choir director, was a professor of music at 

UC Santa Cruz, and I ended up singing under her baton as 

a member of the Women’s Chorale during part of my time 

there. Andy Kerr, the director of the Folk Choir, recruited 

me as a member and even invited me to play special 

music at one of the Christmas services when he 

discovered that I was a classical pianist. 

Perhaps the person who had the biggest influence on me 

was Winnie Jackman, one of the sopranos in the choir. I 

stood next to her every Sunday morning and I learned the 

liturgy, including all four of the Eucharistic Prayers in the 

Book of Common Prayer, by heart from hearing them 

spoken in my ear every Sunday. She and her husband Jack 

would sometimes give me a ride home from choir 

practice, and I would occasionally run into Jack when I 

was walking home from school. They were at my wedding 

at the church in March 2002, and Winnie remarked that 

she had not cried at her daughter’s wedding, but she had 

cried at mine. 



In June 2014, I received an email from Margaret. Winnie 

had passed away after a ten-year fight with dementia, and 

her funeral was to be at the church that Saturday. I was 

living in central California at the time and was in the 

process of moving down to southern California with my 

former husband and my son Daniel, but I knew I needed 

to be there. My mom offered to watch Daniel for me, and I 

walked into the building for the first time in 11 years. The 

funeral was all familiar music, and it was good to see 

many of the people again. 

As I was walking out the door to head back to my parents’ 

house, I heard Andy’s voice behind me. 

“Jen, I expect you to be at folk choir practice tomorrow 

morning.” 

I smiled. It was good to be home again. 

Thank you, Lord, for churches that adopt 17 year olds and 

welcome them back with open arms. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

MARCH 30 

“No one has ever seen God; if we love one another, God 

lives in us, and his love is perfected in us.” -1 John 4:12 



I make it a habit to engage, complement, and encourage 

strangers in public places. I don’t go out of my way to do 

so, but don’t let an opportunity pass by. In line at the post 

office. Waiting for a light to change at a street corner. In 

passing on a dock or in the aisles of the grocery store. At 

the very least, I make eye contact and smile or nod. I don’t 

do this for any ulterior motive or for self-aggrandizement. 

It comes from somewhere deep within, a soul-to-soul 

connection, even if we never see that person again. And 

often the blessing bounces back to me. 

Two examples stand out in my memory of being 

particularly touching. And neither of them involved 

words. 

The first was on an airplane trip to New York from Seattle 

on a hot, muggy August day in the late 1980s seven 

months pregnant with my third child with my four-year-

old son in the seat adjacent to me, and my two-year-old 

daughter on my lap. Seated in the bulkhead row for more 

room, we shared the space with a Muslim woman in full 

traditional dress, only her eyes showing. She, too, was 

pregnant with two small children. Although we didn’t 

speak the same language or adhere to the same religion, 

we shared a mother moment (for five and half hours!) 

Although I couldn’t see her mouth, her eyes smiled. I 

smiled back, mother to mother.  



The second instance occurred this past fall while visiting 

the Sistine Chapel at The Vatican. In the utter silence and 

pressed on all sides with a sea of humanity, a toddler in a 

stroller next to me dropped her bottle on the marble floor. 

I bent to pick it up, tapped her mother on the shoulder, 

and handed the bottle back. The mother smiled and 

nodded her thanks. Not five minutes later, I felt a tap on 

my shoulder. It was the same woman. In her hands was a 

sweater that had dropped from my arm. Now it was my 

turn to thank her with a smile and a nod.   

Whether we rely on words or not, it’s touching one 

another’s humanity that speaks volumes. 

Dear Lord, help us to see the humanity in everyone we meet, 

regardless of gender or religion or political persuasion. Amen. 

-Ashley Sweeney 

 

 

MARCH 31 

“There is no fear in love, but perfect love casts out fear; for 

fear has to do with punishment, and whoever fears has 

not reached perfection in love.” -1 John 4:18 

Fear can be a terrible paralyzing emotion to live with. 

There is the fear of an illness making your family 

bankrupt due to the high cost of medical care. There is the 



fear of losing your job and not being able to support your 

family. All these fears, if realized, will bring a 

“punishment” to those involved whether ostracization, 

bankruptcy and/or homelessness. 

We, as Christians, can put our trust in God and feel the 

perfect love from Him that casts out the fear and allows us 

to live above the fear surrounding us. We also have the 

opportunity through an organization such as Family 

Promise, to provide a safe environment for those families 

who have lost their home due to a family illness, a loss of 

a job or both.  St. Paul’s participates in Family Promise 

along with Trinity Lutheran Church in providing our 

clients with a free place to stay, meals provided by church 

members and the support of the church community while 

they save their money for their rent deposits. 

When we provide the meals or chaperone our clients 

through the night, we have an opportunity to hear their 

stories. I will never forget the young couple a year ago 

New Year’s Eve, that shared their story about being 

pregnant and living in their car.  They were so 

appreciative of the Family Promise program that was 

giving them that second chance to rise above the fear and 

shame of their situation. Hopefully they realize that there 

are Christians who care and want to share His love with 

others.  What a small inconvenience we experience having 

to sleep on a cot for one night when there are those who 



live with the fear of not knowing where they will sleep 

tonight or how they will ever be able to provide for their 

family. 

Lord, help me to be a beacon of God’s love and hope to those who 

live in fear. Amen. 

-Marilyn Allen 

 

 

APRIL 1 

In September 2000, the leadership of my school’s chapter 

of Intervarsity Christian Fellowship thought it would be a 

good bonding experience for all of us to take part in the 

high ropes course, and I was talked into doing it by Mike, 

one of my staff workers, despite being severely afraid of 

heights. After being given a safety lecture, fastened with 

harnesses, and handed helmets, we ascended the course. 

A key feature of our safety lecture was the assurance that 

the daisy chain, a piece of webbing material with multiple 

loops on it, would hold our weight and catch us if we fell. 

I made it across the first five elements without a problem 

as they were pretty basic bridges and things like wooden 

balance beams, and I found that I could forget about how 

high up I was if my focus was on the tree in front of me. 

On the sixth element, we had to walk a wire strung 



between two trees, grabbing a series of ropes hanging 

down from above as we edged across sideways. I made it 

probably 20 feet out onto wire before I realized that I was 

looking out into the distance and that I was 60 feet in the 

air, being suspended by a webbing cable. Any confidence I 

had in my ability to get across the wire instantaneously 

vanished, and I did the most logical thing I could think of 

doing… which was to break into literal hysterics. I was 

screaming in fear and sobbing my eyes out, and all I 

remember is the voice of my friend Erik yelling 

encouragement to me to keep going. 

“Jen! You’ve got this! Take two more steps and you’ll be at 

the next rope. Grab it! OK, now just scoot along holding 

that rope! You’re almost at the next one!” 

I eventually made my way across, clipped my carabiner to 

the tree on the platform, and wrapped my arms around it. 

I was sobbing my eyes out, and when my Erik made it 

across, he hugged me tightly and told me repeatedly how 

proud he was of me. Eventually, I was talked into 

continuing and made it across the next element before 

Mike and I hit the one where we would have to go across 

sideways, using each other for balance. This was going to 

be tricky because Mike was a good foot taller than me, but 

we prayed quickly before starting, and we managed to 

inch our way halfway across before I suddenly fell 

backward. 



To my surprise, my daisy chain caught me. 

I was suddenly suspended 60 feet in the air, completely 

supported, and it was the most amazing feeling. 

Somehow, Mike and I were able to get me back up onto 

the wire and in a standing position, and we managed to 

inch our way slowly to the next platform. At that point, I 

had complete and utter confidence that I wasn’t going to 

fall, and I literally ran across the last element to the final 

platform where I was able to climb down. 

One of the lessons I learned that day was that I needed to 

keep my focus on God during times like these when my 

depression and anxiety hit. I never have to worry about 

Him catching me as I fell because His hands are big 

enough to catch me. 

Gracious God, help us to remember that You are holding us in 

your hands and will never let go of us, even when times are 

hard. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

APRIL 2 

“We love because he first loved us.” -1 John 4:19 



We are to love God, our brethren and our fellow man is 

understood here because God first loved us by sending 

His Son Jesus to die for us. He provided the example and 

we, out of gratitude and following the Way, want to show 

love to our fellow man. 

People watch what we do rather than just taking for 

granted that we will do what we say. Our church should 

be a welcoming place for everyone who walks through 

our doors no matter how society may categorize that 

person. We welcome everyone to participate in 

communion, the exchanging of the peace, the Celebration 

of Life, just to name a few activities. Many parishioners 

share in supplying and serving food for the coffee hour 

after the Sunday service to offer a time for new attendees 

plus other parishioners to join in a time of fellowship and 

support for one another. We are sharing our love for Jesus 

with others and hope they will join our community. 

I had been looking for a church home for quite a while 

when Ashley suggested that I come to St. Paul’s with her. I 

really felt a sense that God was very present in this place, 

a lot of times moved to tears. I had been to many churches 

where I had entered, worshipped and left and no one 

knew that I had been there. I did not feel welcome. It was 

like a club, and I did not meet the requirements, or so I 

felt. 



But this love needs to go beyond the borders of our church 

to reach out to our community.  We participate in 

organizations like Family Promise that reaches out to the 

homeless, Friendship House that provides food and 

lodging for some of the homeless and Habitat for 

Humanity that helps people build their first homes.  Our 

church building is used by the community for theatre 

practices, memorial services, weddings, and a place for 

many to meet with a common cause. 

Lord, please help me to live so others will see Jesus’ love reaching 

out to them. Amen. 

-Marilyn Allen 

 

 

APRIL 3 

“Those who say, 'I love God,' and hate their brothers or 

sisters, are liars; for those who do not love a brother or 

sister whom they have seen, cannot love God whom they 

have not seen.” -1 John 4:20 

From ancient times, God’s people have struggled with 

loving our brothers and sisters. In Leviticus 19:17-18, we 

are told: “You shall not hate your brother in your heart, 

but you shall reason frankly with your neighbor, lest you 

incur sin because of him. You shall not take vengeance or 



bear a grudge against the sons of your own people, you 

shall love your neighbor as yourself: I am the Lord.” 

Again and again, we hear similar words from Jesus that 

we are to love one another. And it’s still hard!!! 

Raised in Oklahoma, I attended a segregated school until 

1960, my junior year in high school. The little town I grew 

up in had a white school system and a “Negro” school 

system and there was little or no contact between the two. 

When, by court order, the two systems were integrated, 

the blacks bore the brunt of the change, as their school was 

closed and they were bused to “our” school. For a while, 

there was fear, resentment, and very little real contact 

between blacks and whites. However, as we began to 

know one another on a one to one basis, mutual respect 

and friendships began to develop. Looking back, the 

lesson for me is that, unlike our omniscient God, we can’t 

really love our brothers and sisters en masse. 

Relationships have to develop one on one.  

As Fr. Peter Scholtes so beautifully wrote: 

“We will work with each other, we will work side by 

side 

We will work with each other, we will work side by 

side 

And we'll guard each one's dignity and save each 

one's pride 



And they'll know we are Christians by our love, by 

our love 

They will know we are Christians by our love.” 

Dear God, help us to show our love for you by loving our 

brothers and sisters. Amen. 

-Cathey Frederick 

 

 

APRIL 4 

“The commandment we have from him is this: those who 

love God must love their brothers and sisters also.” -1 

John 4:21 

As a child, loving your brother and sisters isn’t too bad. I 

mean, I could do that. Sure, they can be obnoxious brats 

sometimes, but I still loved them. So, I’m cool with God, 

right? But then my Dad set me down one day and very 

seriously said, “Sandy, God says you must love your 

neighbor as yourself. Do you love your neighbor?” I had 

to think seriously about that.  You see there was this big 

2nd grade girl who hit me several times, knocked me 

down and broke my glasses and I sure didn’t love her. But 

she lived down the road a long way (probably 2-3 blocks) 

so I said, “how far down the road are they my neighbor?”  



That is still the question isn’t it?  Who are my sisters and 

brothers and how far down the road do we have to count 

them? Surely, God doesn’t count that jerk that cut me off 

in traffic. What about homeless people, or homosexuals, or 

foreigners, or Muslims, or people of color? Is God okay if 

we love them from afar without having to associate with 

them? 

Those don’t bother me, but my test came when a man 

deliberately caused physical and lasting emotional pain to 

my daughter. I found I couldn’t even pray for him, much 

less love him. God, are you seriously asking this of me?  

How can I possibly be called to do this? It is just too 

painful. What I ended up doing was, I came to church and 

explained to several of my friends what had happened 

and asked them to pray for him since I could not.   

On the surface, this commandment seems easy, but there 

are times when we are pulled up short and have to look 

deeply into our hearts or into our personal prejudices. 

Other times following this commandment means walking 

our talk and what you need to do is start making your 

actions match your beliefs. I know it is easier to love 

others when nothing is going wrong.  But the 

commandment is clear, and it doesn’t list exceptions.  

Dearest Lord God, I know the answer to my earlier question, 

“God are you seriously asking this of me?”  Sometimes I forget 

that every person out there is a child of God. Help me Lord to 



always remember that the answer is YES. You have commanded 

that we love them all as you have loved each of us. Sometimes 

that is really hard. Help us, Lord. Amen. 

-Sandy McDougall 

 

 

APRIL 5 (PALM SUNDAY) 

“If I speak in the tongues of mortals and of angels, but do 

not have love, I am a noisy gong or a clanging cymbal. 

And if I have prophetic powers, and understand all 

mysteries and all knowledge, and if I have all faith, so as 

to remove mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing. 

If I give away all my possessions, and if I hand over my 

body so that I may boast, but do not have love, I gain 

nothing.” -1 Corinthians 13:1-3 

This seems like a strange passage to be reading today, but 

we are looking at 1 Corinthians 13 this week, and we have 

to start somewhere.  

Looking at today’s Gospel passage regarding the entry 

into Jerusalem (Matthew 21:1-11, for those who are 

interested), the thing that is striking to me about today is 

how completely opposite Jesus’s entry into Jerusalem was 

from the triumphal entry of Caesar or any major general 

who is flaunting their power or coming in to conquer the 



occupying forces. They came in atop warhorses with 

trumpeters and standard bearers. In contrast, Jesus comes 

in riding atop a donkey. Those crowds who entered ahead 

of him proclaimed his entrance like they would someone 

entering atop a warhorse, but what they were shouting 

aloud was completely different. “Hosanna” comes from a 

Hebrew word that means “rescue” or “save”, so they were 

effectively calling on Jesus to rescue them from something. 

The generals atop their warhorses are the antithesis of 

those with agape in their hearts. Their conquests were all 

about glory or power for themselves or for their country. 

Their words are all about their own glory—quite like a 

“noisy gong” or “clanging cymbal” to the ears of those 

they were conquering. Jesus spoke words of agape, words 

that show care or concern for those he came to save. It is a 

remarkable difference. 

Thank you, Lord, for speaking words that show love and concern 

for those you came to save—who happen to be us still today. 

Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

  



APRIL 6 

“Love is patient; love is kind; love is not envious or 

boastful or arrogant or rude. It does not insist on its own 

way; it is not irritable or resentful; it does not rejoice in 

wrongdoing, but rejoices in the truth.” -1 Corinthians 13:4-

6 

This is what God’s love looks like, St. Paul writes. And 

this is what God’s love doesn’t look like.  Familiar and 

beloved as this passage is, I had never before noticed how 

much more Paul tells us what love isn’t compared to what 

love is.  But it makes sense. Paul was writing to a fractious 

church whose diversity was an excuse for negative 

community-wounding behavior. 

Wouldn’t it be wonderful if the nations, all the peoples of 

the world, took this passage to heart and chose love? Of if 

we, in our little community of St. Paul’s, grew more and 

more into God’s love as Paul reveals it? And, not to miss 

the point, if the writer of this passage you are now reading 

learned finally to be authentically patient and kind? Can 

this child of God put aside all envy, boastfulness, 

arrogance, rudeness, insistence on my own way, 

resentment, rejoicing in wrongdoing?  Can God’s love live 

without God’s truth?   

I’ve got work to do. Holy work. Thanks, St. Paul! 



Lord, you have taught us that without love whatever we do is 

worth nothing: send your Holy Spirit and pour into our hearts 

your greatest gift, which is love. We pray this in the name of 

your son, Jesus Christ. Amen. 

-Tom Worrell 

 

 

APRIL 7 

“[Love] bears all things, believes all things, hopes all 

things, endures all things.” 

-1 Corinthians 13:7 

Today, eleven years ago in the early hours of the morning, 

my son Daniel James Kibler was delivered by emergency 

c-section after I developed HELLP Syndrome in order to 

save both of our lives. I have spoken in previous devotions 

about the PTSD and emotional pain that arose from the 

circumstances of that week, but I want to share today 

about the incredible agape shown to me and my family 

during that time. 

• A parishioner of my former husband’s heard of Daniel’s 

birth and knew my former husband was out of town, so 

she raced down to Great Falls to be with me and hung 

out in the waiting room on the maternity floor all day in 

case I needed someone with me. 



• The church where my former husband was preparing to 

interview sent us flowers and a few members sent baby 

presents. We did not end up at that parish, but I have 

never forgotten their generosity. 

• My former husband’s parishioners sent so many flowers 

to me that every surface of my room with the exception 

of parts of the floor and bed were covered. We gave the 

best flowers to the nurses when we left, and the rest 

were flowers put on the altar on Easter Sunday. 

• Our ELCA bishop rushed to be at my side when my 

husband called the synod office to let her know. My first 

lucid memory after Daniel’s birth is of her stroking my 

hand and explaining to me gently that I had just had a 

baby. 

• My mom’s co-workers all over the world on multiple 

continents asked if they could pray for us. Their prayers 

spanned 5 continents and 3 major religions. 

• My Facebook friends all put me on the prayer lists of 

their churches and put out the word for their friends to 

do the same. Almost eleven years later, I still have 

people who contact me and tell me that they were 

praying for me at that time.  



• We were told by 

Daniel’s 

neonatologist that 

Daniel had an 80% 

chance of survival. 

My former husband 

wanted to baptize 

him, but I was 

terrified of doing it 

out of fear that something would happen to him if we 

did. (In my defense, PTSD and postpartum depression 

do not do great things to one’s reasoning.) My agnostic 

mother was the tie-breaking vote, reminding me that 

Daniel was a fighter and the baptism would be a 

celebration of that. We baptized him on April 10th, 

which was Good Friday. The pictures from the baptism 

remain favorites of mine, especially the one with my 

husband's hand and my tiny bruised hand touching 

Daniel and praying for him. 

Lord, thank you for the ways in which your people show love to 

others in times of crisis. Help us to remember that we all belong 

to each other and that we need to walk with one another in times 

like this. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

  



APRIL 8 

“Love never ends. But as for prophecies, they will come to 

an end; as for tongues, they will cease; as for knowledge, it 

will come to an end.” -1 Corinthians 13:8 

I found it interesting that in some of the translations of 

this passage, the word “charity” is used in place of “love.” 

The implication would seem to be that good acts have a 

more enduring quality than prophecy, proclamation, or 

knowledge. I’m not sure that I believe that, but I do 

believe that while the good that we do has a ripple effect 

that travels much further than we can imagine, the power 

of love supersedes all things. This is not to put agape ahead 

of gnosis, but rather to accept that love is God’s being, and 

nothing is more enduring than God. Trusting this in our 

daily lives is for me the definition of “faith.” 

Lord, you surround me with your love. Give me the wisdom to 

discern it, the language to share it, and the faith to trust always 

in it until I return to you. Amen. 

-Michael Boss 

  



APRIL 9 (MAUNDY THURSDAY) 

“For we know only in part, and we prophesy only in part; 
but when the complete comes, the partial will come to an 
end.” -1 Corinthians 13:9-10 
 
When I was dividing up 1 Corinthians 13 for Holy Week, I 
was more interested in keeping like verses together than I 
was in picking appropriate ones for each day. This is why 
I had to smile when I saw the verses for today--they are 
just so perfect for the occasion. 
 
Jesus has been telling his disciples that he was going to be 
put to death, and they were too squabbling about things 
like who would sit at his right and left when he came into 
his kingdom instead of actually listening to him when he 
told them what his "kingdom" would be like. They know 
only "in part" because they were only interested in 
prophecies about that "part". Little did they know that 
Jesus's words were about to come to completion and that 
"part" they found interesting would soon be 180 degrees 
from the direction their lives would take. Their time with 
Jesus changed them in a powerful way. They went from 
men being concerned about their status in the new 
political order of things to men who chose to die for the 
sake of the Gospel. 
 



For now, the disciples are going to have a lovely seder 

with their rabbi. Bread will be shared, wine will be drunk, 

and Jesus will tell them more things that make no sense. 

Complete understanding would not come for several 

days. 

Lord, help me to trust you in those times when your words make 

no sense. Amen 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

APRIL 10 (GOOD FRIDAY) 

“When I was a child, I spoke like a child, I thought like a 

child, I reasoned like a child; when I became an adult, I 

put an end to childish ways.” -1 Corinthians 13:11 

Fourteen years ago, I took the train from Montana to 

Washington to say good-bye to my grandfather Lloyd 

Cooley. It was a week of spending seven hours per day at 

Mira Vista with him holding his hands, reading him 

poetry, singing him his favorite hymns, and it was truly 

blessed time to have. One of the most meaningful times I 

had was holding his hands one afternoon while he was 

trying to nap. I was sitting there reflecting on how the 

shaking hands I was holding were ones that had piloted 

jetliners for United Airlines, gently picked the tangled out 



of my hair as a child, built all manner of things from 

furniture to a guesthouse on their property in Canada, 

taught me to peel apples so that the peels formed long 

graceful strings, and helped me land various fish over the 

years in Canada while we were out in the boat. Saying 

good-bye to him for the last time at the end of that week 

was a tearful affair, and his death several weeks later 

threatened to completely undo me mentally and 

emotionally.  

Back in Montana, one of our church kids was being 

confirmed, and she was the stereotypical kid who asked 

too many questions. I happened to be there with her on 

Good Friday when it all became “real" for her as we read 

the seven last “words" of Christ, interspersing each one 

with three verses of “Jesus in Your Dying Woes”. It is one 

of my favorite liturgies of the year, and sitting in our small 

Lutheran church with her when that realization happened 

is a moment I treasure to this day.  

In hindsight, that Good Friday was the moment it all 

became real for me as well. It was the first time I faced the 

day as an adult who understood the very significance of 

why we as Christians believe that Jesus died on the cross 

on Good Friday and rose from the dead on Easter Sunday. 

If Christ's death on the cross means that death is not 

forever, then I have hope that I will eventually see my 

grandfather again someday.   



Ich liebe dich, Opa.  

Heavenly Father, thank you for sending your son Jesus to die on 

the Cross for our sins, that death might not be the final answer. 

Sustain us in the hope that we will see those whom we love 

again someday. Amen. 

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

APRIL 11 (HOLY SATURDAY) 

“For now we see in a mirror, dimly, but then we will see 

face to face. Now I know only in part; then I will know 

fully, even as I have been fully known.” -1 Corinthians 

13:12 

Yesterday, I mentioned my trip out to Washington 

fourteen years ago to say good-bye to my grandfather. 

After a teary good-bye with my grandfather that 

afternoon, my mother drove me to Everett to drop me at 

the train station before continuing down to Seattle for her 

flight back to California. I pulled myself together, figuring 

that I would be on the train in my own roomette within 

two hours and could have the next eighteen hours to work 

through my sadness before I reached Montana, where my 

now former husband Jon and I were living at the time. 

Luck was not on my side, however, because a construction 



crane fell across the tracks in Seattle, delaying the train by 

seven hours. Five hours into that seven-hour delay, my 

ability to retain my composure was shot completely from 

being tired, hungry, and grieving having to say good-bye 

to one of the most important people in my life. I called my 

former father-in-law in tears, and he listened and prayed 

silently while I sobbed for forty-five minutes. I was 

sobbing so hard that I was unable to talk and had to write 

something on a piece of paper to show the security guards 

who were alarmed at how hard I was crying. Eventually, 

my train arrived from Seattle, and my porter led me to my 

roomette where my bed was turned down and food was 

waiting for me. After eating something, I collapsed on the 

bed, exhausted from crying.  

I like to think that my experience that night gives me some 

insight into what the disciples were experiencing today on 

Holy Saturday. Their beloved teacher, who many of them 

expected would kick the Romans out of Palestine as a 

proper Messiah would do, had been put to death the day 

before in a grotesque manner meant to serve as an 

example to anyone who thought of threatening Rome's 

power. Most of them had fled the garden of Gethsemane, 

and Peter had denied knowing Jesus to keep from meeting 

a similar fate. Presumably, they were all locked together in 

the Upper Room, trying to make sense of what was going 

on.   



Both the disciples and I were accurate descriptions of 

today's verse from 1 Corinthians 13. We were so 

consumed by our grief that we could not see what was 

actually happening. Our view of our situations was that of 

seeing “in a mirror dimly … [knowing] only in part.” The 

disciples would eventually know the whole story. In the 

last fourteen years, I have learned that love transcends 

death and that my grandfather is with me daily, even 

sending me rainbows from heaven when I need assurance 

that things will be OK.  

Thank you, Heavenly Father, for people in our lives who sit and 

hold space with us when we grieve. Help us to remember that 

death is not the final answer and that our present knowledge is 

only of part of the picture. Amen.  

-Jen McCabe 

 

 

APRIL 12 (EASTER SUNDAY) 

“And now faith, hope, and love abide, these three; and the 

greatest of these is love.” 

-1 Corinthians 13:13 

We introduced this Lenten Meditation series naming some 

of the anxiety that is floating in our world, and what the 

Church has to offer—agape love that comes not from 



within the world but beyond it, a love so profound that it 

gives itself for the good of the world. 

We have just relived the story about that love, how Jesus 

suffered, was crucified and died for us, that we might live. 

Today, on Easter Sunday, we celebrate the power of that 

love to overcome all the anxiety in the world and come 

out on top. But it’s more than just winning a boxing match 

with evil. The resurrection is the great vindication of love, 

proof that love does have the final word, no matter what 

the world around us might be telling us. The hope of the 

Christian is precisely this. We know that God is healing 

and restoring the world, even bit by bit, in spite of all the 

setbacks and losses, and that we, you and I, have tasted of 

that healing and restoration and are now sharing in the 

work. 

That work is internal. St. Paul said, “Be anxious for 

nothing, but in everything, by prayer and petition, make 

your requests known to God, and the peace of God that 

passes all understanding will keep your hearts and minds 

in Christ Jesus. (Phil. 4:7.) The risen Christ offers us peace 

that passes all understanding, peace rooted in his 

resurrection, something that lets us stand apart from the 

anxious situations in the world that would otherwise drag 

us down into despair. 



That work is external. When Jesus cleanses the temple 

(Matt 21, Mark 11 and John 2,) he was not just incensed at 

the irreverence of the situation. The temple authorities 

charged the temple tax in Jewish coin, and pilgrims from 

around the Roman Empire had to change their foreign 

currencies into the acceptable currency. Money changers 

regularly gouged exchange rates unfairly. He was fighting 

to heal and restore the temple as a house of prayer for all 

nations so that God’s peaceful kingdom might reign on 

the earth. The resurrection gives us a place to stand in the 

midst of the anxious injustices of the world, pointing the 

way to God’s peaceful kingdom. 

God of all peace, we live in an anxious and divided world: Grant 

us to so live the power of your Son’s resurrection, that we might 

bring your peaceful kingdom to bear on the healing and 

transformation of the world, through whom, with you and the 

Holy Spirit you live and reign in peace and glory, we pray. 

Amen. 

-Fr. Paul Moore  
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