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Introduction  |  The Keeping of Time 
 
“So teach us to number our days, 
    that we may get a heart of wisdom.” 
 
Psalm 90:12 

§ 

As my kids have gotten older, gathering around a table has become harder. We don’t just do it 
around our farm table in our dining area anymore, but we grab time at Chick-fil-A and Chipotle, 
or maybe even standing around our kitchen island with food in hand. When we gather, we pray, 
and then I ask them, “Ok, so what are your hummers and bummers?” For orientation, a hummer 
is something you are rejoicing, and a bummer is something you are lamenting. It has become a 
habit for our family. It is, in a sense, the way we mark time. We practice hummers and bummers 
in an attempt to number our days. It becomes a stake to mark the Lord’s goodness, and to mark 
the reality of living in the “not yet” world of sin and brokenness. All is not right with the world, 
but God is good — “All-The-Time, All-The-Time, God is good.”   
 
Marking time is something every culture does. We remember important moments in our story. 
Events that have shaped and formed us as a people. What holidays are important in the American 
story? We remember the troops, the vets, the presidents, significant people in history, our 
independence. We also market other holidays, which become the “High-Holy” days of the 
calendar — Christmas and Easter, Halloween and Valentine’s Day. These days are a merging of 
traditions and commercialism. There is a push to buy things. This is how we mark time. Again, 
every culture does it.   
 
The church calendar is an attempt to mark time by something else, namely Jesus. Pastor and 
Theologian Greg Thompson says the following: “In a world where history has no meaning, 
where it is just the tale of the victors or the scholars, a world where things emerge and dissipate, 
a world where nations are here today and gone tomorrow, we believe that history progresses 
towards an end, a goal. That goal and that end is Jesus and His kingdom. So we mark our days 
by the birth, life, death, ascension and pentecostal blessing of Jesus.”   
 
The church calendar has two primary cycles, and between them is something we call ordinary 
time. First, there is the incarnational cycle. It centers on the birth of Jesus. It begins with Advent, 
moves into Christmas, and ends with the season of Epiphany, which highlights Jesus going 
public. The second cycle is the paschal cycle, which centers around the death and resurrection of 
Jesus. This season includes Lent, Holy Week, and Easter, ending with Pentecost and the blessing 
of the Spirit.1 
 
We mark time with a different calendar, because we want to be shaped by a different story. Yes, 
we are Americans, and yes, we buy stuff, but we don’t want that to be our story and our song. 
We want to be the song that Jesus is playing in the world. So we mark time by this story. 

 
1 Calhoun, Rebecca. “On Keeping Lent.” Resurrection Brooklyn, 12 Feb. 2017, resurrectionbrooklyn.org/on-
keeping-lent/. 
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Lent is one season in this story. It is 40 days. It moves from Ash Wednesday to Easter. Lent is a 
time marked by repentance and renewal. During this 40 days, practicing Lent means we mark 
this time by self-examination, confession of sin, and repentance because we are not yet the 
people God has made us to be. But we also do so in hope, because of the resurrection of Jesus. 
The shaping power of this 40 days is being vulnerable to the reality that we are a sinful and 
broken people in need of God’s renewing grace and love. So we practice confession. We 
embrace forgiveness.2 We may practice self-denial in some tangible way. We may also add some 
new practice into our life during this season. We don’t do this to practice our own righteousness 
or win some sort of prize for self-denial. We do it to enter the story. We do it because we are 
lovers who need to be rehabilitated out of our other loves. We love glory. We love victory. We 
love progress. We love acquisitions. We don’t love losing. We don’t love struggling. We don’t 
love lamenting. Lent forms us and shapes us to see that winning comes from losing. Progress 
comes through struggle. Lament and confession are part of the story living in this time between 
times, between Jesus’ ascension and second coming. We practice Lent, so we may be renewed. 
So we might experience God by the Spirit renewing us in faith and repentance.   
 
The Psalmist in Psalm 90 asks the Lord to teach him to number his days, so he might gain 
wisdom. Wisdom is this way of being in the world, where we do what is right and good at the 
right time and in the right way. We practice Lent, so we might gain wisdom, so we might be in 
our worlds living right, doing right at the right time and in the right way.   

-Rev. Justin Edgar 
 
 

God, help us to practice this Lenten season. Help us to confess. Help us to lament. Help us to 
repent. And bring us to Easter Sunday, renewed and refreshed as your people living in your 
world, numbering our days, and walking in wisdom. Amen.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
2 Ibid. 
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Week 1  |  Wednesday, March 2nd 

“For he knows our frame; 
He remembers that we are dust.” 

 
Psalm 103:14 

§ 

One of the most powerful moments of my ministry life was the first time I imposed ashes on the 
foreheads of God’s people. There was an older saint who ambled down to the front. She was in 
her late 80’s, I think. She had this intense and earnest look in her eyes, and I spoke the words: 
“Dear Sister, remember you are dust, and to dust, you will return.” The reality of death met me in 
the words that I spoke as I imposed ashes on a real person who knew death was more near now 
than 30 years earlier. It overwhelmed me. It humbled me.   
 
Ash Wednesday forms and shapes us to be a people to remember our frame. We practice it, 
because we want to remember that we are not God, and that we have limits. We are not in 
control of our own lives. We are dust, and to dust we will return. In a world that worships the 
young, that sterilizes death, and thinks at some level that our progress will save us from the 
inevitable… the ashes, the words, and the practice places us back into the hands of God. And the 
Psalmist takes great comfort, because of God’s intimate knowledge of our frame. He lives and 
sits into that frame. God knows we are dust. What a tender thought. He knows we are fragile, 
frail, weak, needy, limited by breath, time, and space. He knows we are dust. This life is a vapor, 
and Ash Wednesday reminds us that this life is a gift. We have no guarantees our life will extend 
into tomorrow. But we do have a guarantee that God knows this about us, and because He knows 
this, He will uphold us. Through His resurrected life, He will renew and re-enliven us, breathing 
into us the breath of life. That breath will resurrect our dry bones and bring this dust new life.    

-Rev. Justin Edgar 
 
 
Almighty God, you have created us out of the dust of the earth: Grant that these ashes may be to 
us a sign of our mortality and penitence, that we may remember that it is only by your gracious 
gift that we are given everlasting life. Amen. 

From the Book of Common Prayer 
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Week 1  |  Friday, March 4th 

“But someone will ask, ‘How are the dead raised? With what kind of body do they come?’ You 
foolish person! What you sow does not come to life unless it dies. And what you sow is not the 
body that is to be, but a bare kernel, perhaps of wheat or of some other grain.” 

1 Corinthians 15:35-37 

§ 

One of the common images used in Scripture to describe human life is that we are “dust and 
ashes” (for example Gen. 18:27). Life on this earth is temporary, fleeting and fragile. Death will 
be a reality for every single one of us. 
 
Before I became a teacher, I worked as a Chaplain in the Army National Guard. In 2014, I went 
to the Army Chaplain School at Fort Jackson, South Carolina. The cadre had arranged for a bit of 
“desensitization” training with the medical school at USC, which translated into being driven 
with my fellow chaplains-to-be to the university’s cadaver lab. The idea behind it was that since 
we were all Chaplains, we’d be spending time around dead bodies. The experience was meant to 
expose us to enough death and dead bodies (we were taught to say “remains” and never 
“bodies”) to be comfortable around “remains” whenever we might need to be. 
 
As we walked into a massive, sterile room filled with metal tables and numerous “remains”, 
what struck me first was the awful, pungent smell. It wasn’t the smell of decay or death, but the 
smell of whatever chemical was used to preserve these human bodies. It permeated every inch of 
the room. Even later when we returned to base, the scent still lingered on our uniforms. Although 
the smell of chemicals physically stayed with me longer than I would have liked, the experience 
of touching previously life-filled human flesh was far more impactful. I touched flesh, bone, and 
internal organs that were just like mine, but without life in them. It was truly a powerful 
experience, to see many human bodies for what they are: dust and ashes. 
 
As I have processed this experience over the years, and even the motivation for why we were 
sent there, it has caused me to reflect on life, death, and what hope we as followers of Jesus have 
in the resurrection. The reality of our lives is that they are a time of “sowing,” as Jesus says in 
John 22 and as Paul alludes to the same image in 1 Corinthians 15. Human life is like a seed. It 
has potential in it, and yet it is not the intended final form. It's packed with opportunity, but that 
seed won’t continue forever. In the imagery of the ancient world, the seeds must die in order to 
bring about new life.  
 
Our lives are temporary, fleeting and one day we each will breathe our final breath. The memory 
of the cadaver lab for me has become a sort of memento mori, a vivid reminder that one day I too 
will die. This life, then, is a time of sowing for what is to come. In 1 Corinthians 15, the apostle 
Paul dedicates many lines of text to discussing humanity and the resurrection. After he explains 
that one day what is perishable (us) will one day put on the imperishable (in the resurrection), he 
urges his readers to “be steadfast, immovable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, 
knowing that in the Lord your labor is not in vain” (1 Cor. 15:58). Our life, even though it is 
temporary and perishable, is not inconsequential. What we give ourselves to, what we devote 
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ourselves to, is not in vain. Our life, this side of the resurrection, is a time of sowing from which 
we will one day reap a harvest. 

-Matt Karsh 
 
 
Lord, like the psalmist, we ask that you would teach us to number our days, to face our own 
mortality so that we may gain hearts of wisdom and that we would be enabled to dedicate 
ourselves to the work you have placed before us. Amen. 
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Week 2  |  Monday, March 7th 

“But God, being rich in mercy, because of the great love with which he loved us, even when we 
were dead in our trespasses, made us alive together with Christ—by grace you have been 
saved—and raised us up with him and seated us with him in the heavenly places in Christ Jesus, 
so that in the coming ages he might show the immeasurable riches of his grace in kindness 
toward us in Christ Jesus. For by grace you have been saved through faith. And this is not your 
own doing; it is the gift of God, not a result of works, so that no one may boast.” 
 
Ephesians 2:4-9 

§ 
 
I’m sitting in class, but not really paying close attention. Instead, I’m feeling angry about what 
one of my friends said a few minutes ago. I know it wasn’t intended to be hurtful and it really 
shouldn’t be that big of a deal, but it still bothers me - and I’m even more annoyed with myself 
for reacting this way. I push it aside and re-focus on the teacher, or try to. I know all these words, 
but the concept isn’t making any sense. Only yesterday I was confident in this subject, but now it 
seems to have taken a sharp left turn and the teacher might as well be speaking in a foreign 
language for all the words are conveying meaning. No! I can do this! I feel the onset of panic and 
my breathing speeds up as I try to concentrate by brute force. It isn’t working - rational thought 
is spiraling away, and with a flash of belated recognition I think, “not again, not now!” 
Directionless anger sets in, and with it fear - fear of myself and of what I’m going to do and say. 
It’s a lot like the feeling of standing at the top of a ski slope and realizing that the hill I’m on is 
way beyond my experience level and I’m sure I’m going to crash, but the only way out of the 
situation is down. Now my senses are in overdrive; everything is too bright, too loud, too chaotic 
and I hunch in on myself, wishing I wasn’t in class and could go hide in a dark closet 
somewhere. I’m gritting my teeth and just trying to keep breathing, keep holding on, avoid eye 
contact, but now my mind is filling with the black static of despair and it feels like a kind of 
death. 
 
For about 12 years, starting in late grade school and continuing through college, this is what I 
went through several times a month. The worst was when it happened at school, or in church, or 
at a social event - so I started to avoid activities involving other people when possible. I grew 
increasingly afraid of myself and of being out of control, angry that I couldn’t fix myself, guilty 
at what my family had to put up with, and hopeless that it would ever change. I remember feeling 
resentment toward the cheerful people in my life - not that I never had moments of happiness, 
but that I couldn’t feel secure in my happiness the way they apparently did. Medication and 
counseling repeatedly failed to make much of a difference, which only exacerbated the anger and 
hopelessness. (Note: I am grateful that for many people, medication and counseling do make a 
difference - that just wasn’t my experience.) Throughout that period of my life, I prayed: for 
mental health, for a release from emotional pain, to just be normal again. And that didn’t seem to 
make much of a difference, either. 
 
As I got older, I started to learn some lessons about myself. First, that there are some problems 
that reason and willpower and human action can’t solve. Second, that I REALLY hate problems 
I can’t solve. As an engineer, I like to fix things, and I don’t handle well the tension of coexisting 
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with the unsolvable. Third, that despite my intellectual belief in grace, it’s a constant struggle for 
me to not try to earn my own way. Just as I hate not being in control of my life, I wrestle with the 
concept that there’s nothing I can do to make myself closer to God. And no matter how often I 
root out the seeds to self-justification in myself, I find them again before long.  
 
Finally, I learned that sometimes God answers prayers slowly. Near the beginning of my first 
year of grad school, I noticed that things were improving. I wasn’t dealing with emotional 
breakdowns as often, and they weren’t as severe. By the end of that year, they were mostly gone. 
I don’t have a rational explanation for it. When I reached a point where I had completely given 
up and stopped trying to find a solution, God stepped in and healed me. I don’t know why he 
waited so long, but I know that he answered my prayers completely in his own time. 
 
In many ways, it felt like a resurrection. I started rediscovering aspects of my personality from 
“before” that I barely remembered. I gradually lost my fear of social situations, and happiness no 
longer felt like a trap. Having a really good memory is both a blessing and a curse. I can look 
back at that time in my life and the trauma still feels fresh, like it was only days ago, but I can 
also clearly see how far I’ve come from there, and how much God has done for me when I 
couldn’t do it for myself. 

-Joanna Hinks 
 

 
God, when we live in the reality of this world of sin and death, sometimes it seems like you are 
distant. We cry out for rescue, but the answer isn’t what we want or doesn’t come when we want 
it. Teach us to live in patience and hope, remembering that in everything you love us, and you 
are the God who raises us up to new life when we can’t do anything to save ourselves. Amen. 
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Week 2  |  Wednesday, March 9th 

“Don’t be deceived: God is not mocked.  For whatever a person sows he will also reap.” 
 
Galatians 6:7 

§ 
 
I have heard of God all my life. How He is and is not. How He does and does not. And how He 
meets or meets you not. There are many stories passed down of His persistent meetings with a 
reticent humanity. God and the first father of a people whose number dwarfed the stars’, 
bargained. That father’s grandson wrestled God and managed to get a grip on Him until the 
morning light came, but at a touch was crippled the rest of his days. A king once filled in a blank 
check from God, then long after cashing it, forgot Him. Twelve men followed God’s Son around 
and argued with each other because they couldn’t understand enough of what God’s Son was 
saying to argue with him. Then, somewhere along the way, one of them decided money was 
better than God. To his credit he took to heart what God’s Son had said before to them about a 
man being unable to serve both God and money as master, so he simply had God’s Son killed.  
And so the stories go, and so we hear them told and repeated, familiarity slowly creeping in to 
replace revelation. A revelation, as unbelievable as it is unlikely: the stooping of an eternal God 
to resurrect the dead. The visiting of resurrecting God in one’s life cannot merely be a spiritual 
fact, though it is often sterilized so. It is concrete, not conceptual but actual, an experience, and 
experience comes wrapped up in the tactile memory and feeling of a physical space. It is holy 
ground, and as such, this ground should not be easily lost or forgotten.   
 
Before I knew any such ground, I had been traveling many other types which make up a dying 
world. The splendor of its details, people, and places did nothing to fill its empty nights, soothe 
its burning, or redeem its days of squalor. Its beauty and suffering dying existed each together in 
paradox. These sights coupled with the evil I knew myself to harbor, brought two things: a deep 
hatred of who I was, and a piercing grief that I could never help being just that. These are two 
seeds whose reaping is only despair, and they fell easily into the cracks in my soul, settled deep, 
and took root. It was not long before shoots began to push to my heart’s surface. The fragile bud 
began as a self-mutilating discipline. I had not been strong enough in the past to do right, so I 
would make myself strong. The leaves unfurling spread out in an affected depth and gravity of 
soul, one which elevated and inoculated me from others, so I would no longer desire their love 
nor need them. And finally, the fruit matured, a bitter, angry flesh, wrapped around the inedible 
pit of no longer wishing to feel anything at all anymore. Eventually this ran me into a dead end, 
in a tiny Alaskan town suspended upon the edge of an ancient fjord, icy, grey waters lapping 
against the roots of the surrounding mountains. Here I broke.   
 
Before that night, the world had been rung out like an old rag. It held nothing. That damp 
Alaskan night the world lay like a wound outside the window. To live in this world is to live 
amidst irreparable dying. No idea, moral, conviction, or belief is wide enough to pull both the joy 
in the world and its unendurable heartbreak together. No hand strong enough to sew this shared, 
terminal wound shut we call death. My enduring memory was paralysis before a world split 
open. I was very drunk. 
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I rarely revisit this night.  I have only scraps of memories and my friends’ testimonies to offer.  
They sat opposite me, lined up on the sofa. I held nothing back. My words bled on them, the 
terrible kind that are no easier to hear than to speak. However, they did not complain. Vague 
images float up of their gentle smiles and kind faces with which they tried to balm my hurt and 
dress the wound to which they listened. There was little they could do, but they did call my 
name.  
 
“Ryan.” 
Again and again. 
“Ryan.” 
 
Voice calling me, by name, back to that room, so I might know I was searched for and loved, 
before they carried me, bathed me, and put me, cleaned, to bed. Upon waking, I found life 
presented to me once more. God had not forgotten me, but met me in compassion, shown in the 
love of my companions who did not know Him, yet knew me. He kept me, despite myself. What 
can anyone do with such a mercy that sticks to you no matter the abuse, neglect, or ingratitude 
dealt upon it? The humble, terrible conclusion is I am not my own. I had claimed that faculty, 
asserted autonomy, and with it, attempted to cut myself from life’s cloth. Yet here I lay, alive, 
where God did not abandon me. Holy ground. I repented that morning and prayed if God would 
not let me die then He would not let me live apart from Him. Since that day, His love has 
outlasted the instrument of my friends and has never stopped keeping me.   

-Ryan Davis 
 
 
Lord, remind us that in death, at the very bitter end of ourselves, there you are, offering life. 
Extend the invitation for life once more. Show us the opportunity for resurrection when we think 
death has the last word. Amen. 
 

(to be continued) 
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Week 2  |  Friday, March 11th 

“For the one who sows to his own flesh will from the flesh reap corruption, but the one who 
sows to the Spirit will from the Spirit reap eternal life. And let us not grow weary in doing good, 
for in due season we will reap, if we do not give up.” 
 
Galatians 6:8 

§ 
 

(continued from previous) 
 

But that does not mean He has removed me from that first painful vision of a dying world. 
Instead, He commands me and all Christians to do for its pain what He did for all of ours: to 
proclaim and embody His resurrecting power to its death by His Spirit. It is a daunting task 
requiring one’s life. It is a sharp faith on which I cut myself still. Almost as if God seems intent 
on separating my will from my living, as if He intends to kill that will of mine which had tried to 
kill me, so His will might live in its place.  
 
This is hard and impossible to grow comfortable with, because no matter how we adjust and 
fidget, it is always intruding, poking us in the back or bumping our heads. We grow tired of it.  
We would rather fill ourselves with other reminders. Like the failures we observe in others, “the 
problem” crucifying their God-given image with our judgments, in sacrifice to our self-
righteousness. But how can this be? How can a living faith in a resurrected Savior who loved 
rebels and sinners without hope, produce a steady harvest of indictment, slander, and damnation?  
It cannot. When we indulge such impulses, we yield fruit incongruous with our eternal vine. We 
grow withered crops. These scorched heads threaten to devour any memory of good harvests 
previously grown in our lives and spirits. God is not mocked. 
 
Resurrection is more than assenting to it as truth or future promise. Resurrection was a day, 
moment, or time in your life when God breathed His Spirit into your dry bones. And that day 
will be reached in fullness some new day. We need more than a knowledge of both days, but to 
feel again the one we have known to cause us to look ahead to the one yet to come. Run your 
mind over the scars left behind upon the fabric of our spirit before resurrection day. Remember.  
God met a man named Moses once. It is a tired old story to our ears. When God calls this 
meeting ‘holy ground’ we simply equate the ground’s holiness to God’s presence there. And this 
is so. But that ground held more than that. It also held the man who was a stranger and exile to 
his land and his station. He had thrown himself at the brokenness of the world, his people’s 
suffering and slavery in the face of his royal bounty, and had only accomplished failure and 
another’s death. He was there to be forgotten, but God did not. He found him and met him when 
he was likely not hoping to be sought. That earth and bush holds for Moses, not just a holy God, 
but His definitive act in space and time to draw Moses’ irrevocable ruin to Himself. Where His 
mercy refused Moses the path he had earned. So He has done with us if we claim to have met 
Him the same. We need this place alive in our hearts. Return to it. Yearn for its return. Flee to it.  
Run while you still can, before you give what remains of your strength to something far lesser.  
We have not enough strength to hold out both condemnation and compassion to a dying world. 
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Run forward so others might experience God’s grace coming to them in your doing so. Run 
backward in memory to remember the hallowed ground from which He raised you. The earth 
wears out like a garment and our bodies with it. Run because the day wanes and time grows 
short. Run until you finally crumble, spent and used, and a loving God bends gently down, as He 
once did at the beginning when He found you, and scoops you up to bring you home and 
resurrection anew. The last of our days will one day be cut, bound, and gathered as a harvest.  
May this be the merciful ground upon which our last sheaf falls. 

-Ryan Davis 
 
 
Christ, keep us, as you already so faithfully have. May we be filled with your Spirit so that we 
might reap a harvest of righteousness because of your mercy to us. And continue to show us the 
ways you make the ground beneath us holy – that every abundant fall harvest comes from a 
winter death and a spring renewal. Amen. 
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Week 3  |  Monday, March 14th 

“Mary therefore took a pound of expensive ointment made from pure nard, and anointed the feet 
of Jesus, and wiped his feet with her hair. The house was filled with the fragrance of the 
perfume.” 
 
John 12:3 
 
“But thanks be to God, who in Christ always leads us in triumphal procession, and through us 
spreads the fragrance of the knowledge of him everywhere. For we are the aroma of Christ to 
God among those who are being saved and among those who are perishing, to one a fragrance 
from death to death, to the other a fragrance from life to life. Who is sufficient for these things? 
For we are not, like so many, peddlers of God's word, but as men of sincerity, as commissioned 
by God, in the sight of God we speak in Christ.” 
 
2 Corinthians 2:14-17 

§ 
 
The smell of cologne filled the locker room. It wasn’t the smell of some wanton teenager out to 
impress his girl with too much cologne. This smell was much too strong for that. As I peered 
inside my green polo bag, I found the culprit. The broken bottle was all that was left of my 
Christmas present. Well, that, and a liquid stain, and of course the aroma. Everyone in the room 
knew it. Smelled it. It filled the place. To some on the edge of the room, it smelled sweet. Those 
closer to the bag and the broken glass — it was more pungent than sweet. That smell remained 
both in my nostrils and in the room for many days to come. Of course, the gym bag gave the 
continual assist. I didn’t want to get a new gym bag, but to carry it around meant carrying around 
the smell. And the smell would linger long after I and the bag left the room.   
 
I think about this when I think about the story of the woman with the bottle of perfume. John 
says her name is Mary. Luke says a sinful woman. When she breaks the bottle and pours the 
perfume mixed with her tears all over Jesus, John says the fragrance filled the house. And I bet 
the smell lingered. I even bet that if those witnesses were still around, the smell would jog their 
memory. Every time they smelled that perfume, they would be rushed back to this scene. A 
woman, a bottle, hair, and tears. Provocative. Scandalous. Shocking. This woman allowing all of 
herself to be exposed — hair down like that, touching the Rabbi Messiah like that in public, and 
the tears. And of course, the smell. Matthew says whenever the Gospel is proclaimed what this 
woman did will also be told in memory of what she did. The smell and story linger on long after. 
 
For some in the room, the scandalous story was too much.  Judas was concerned about 
wastefulness. Simon the religious man was worried about the look of it all. This woman wasn’t 
holy, and now she is touching Jesus and he’s just letting her. The smell flooded the room with a 
scene from a brothel. This man must be a sinner just like her if she recognizes him and he allows 
this to happen to him. Where’s the outrage? This broken life and that broken bottle make for a 
broken party.   
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Paul maybe has this in mind when he preaches to the church in Corinth about the aroma of 
Christ. For some, this aroma smells like death; for another, the aroma is a fragrance that springs 
up life. You see Paul knew that, for some, the pungent aroma of the death and resurrection of 
Jesus would be much too strong and much too scandalous. You see God spreads His fragrance 
through broken bottles and broken lives. For it is from these broken places that a triumphal 
procession comes. To some it looks like a funeral procession…to another, a carnival.  But the 
contents of the bottle are your tears and the fragrant aroma of Christ.   
 
Lent tells this story — death leads to resurrection. Our sins provide the backdrop of redemption. 
And your stories are not measly, trite trinkets peddled and sold. They are the good stuff, the pure 
nard, the year’s wages. Mixed with the Jesus story, they fill the room and linger after you’ve 
gone.    

-Rev. Justin Edgar 
 

God, help me to break bottles and uncork my life, so that your story gets poured out. May it be 
the aroma of Christ that lingers on long after I’m gone. And may the processional of my sin and 
brokenness never be mistaken for anything other than a triumphal procession led by Jesus. 
Prepare me this Lenten season to share my story and produce that fragrant aroma through it. 
Amen. 
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Week 3  |  Wednesday, March 16th 

“These things I have spoken to you, that my joy may be in you, and that your joy may be full.” 

John 15:11 

§ 

We had just finished traveling for close to 24 hours, crossing the Atlantic, barely catching a bus 
after finding we were just a couple pounds short on the fare, and arriving to a small and sleepy 
college building of Oxford University that seemed to be closed. We had been told someone 
would meet us outside, but there weren’t very firm arrangements on time or exact description of 
our meeting site. Per usual in the UK, the clouds were persistently spitting on us and our luggage 
that held all we had brought to sustain us for a year of living abroad. Long after watching our 
taxi depart, we were met with keys and walked across the street to our student housing on 
Norham Gardens Road. 

We climbed the internal stairs, just after passing the motley grouping of mail cubbies in the front 
entrance. The flat’s front door was worn, repainted year after year in an attempt to make it 
appear stronger. The four of us couldn’t walk in all at once. The four of us could barely find a 
space to meet altogether inside the flat. It was a flat for a max of 2 occupants. That meant a max 
of 2 for both everyday living and entertaining. 

I know it was a combination of jetlag and feeling insufficient and not loving the looks of Oxford 
upon first sightings, but the moment our greeters closed our front door and left us to get settled, I 
sat on the side of our flimsy full size mattress and wept. 

This felt like a death to me. A death of self. 

When my husband of three months had been telling me about his dream of attending this 
program, I hadn’t thought about the negative possibilities – the loneliness, the unfamiliarity and 
uncomfortable, even the vastly different time zone that kept me from talking with family more 
than once a week. 

And so, I doubted that God had good things for me there. 

I spent several of the first days and weeks complaining to Him about how insufficient his 
provision was. I told Him it was a mistake for us to be there and He somehow got it wrong. 

We purchased a few extra items for our tiny flat after a couple of weeks there. I wrote a whole 
blog post on the experience, because the provision of some dinnerware seemed so extravagant at 
the time when our budget was tight and my heart was tighter. 

Here’s a small excerpt from my blog: 

We purchased four plates, two bowls, and two mugs, and they all match, unlike anything else in 
our flat. A smile flashes across my face every time I pull them from the cabinet or finish my 
morning cereal to reveal the small artwork painted across the bottom of my bowl. God provides 
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in ways that includes plates that are one pence more for a little decoration in your life: a little 
happiness from a plate. 

While it still took several small deaths for my anger to dissipate and my trust to ensue, the Lord 
made that year abroad the most foundational and formative year for our marriage, our education, 
and our hearts. And He continues to resurrect those reminders to trust His work, to know He is 
good, and to press into denial and death of self. 

-Emily Spare 

 

Heavenly Father, death can take many shapes, and often the small deaths of self are the ones we 
gloss over the quickest. Yet, you are still working in those deaths. Those small things can still 
image the bigger story of your ultimate death and resurrection. Continue to show us life in the 
small deaths – in the things we cling to and count as inconsequential in the bigger story. Make 
us more willing to walk the path of self-sacrifice so that we might have a joy that is full. Amen. 
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Week 3  |  Friday, March 18th 

“For if the dead are not raised, not even Christ has been raised. And if Christ has not been 
raised, your faith is futile and you are still in your sins. Then those also who have fallen asleep 
in Christ have perished. If in Christ we have hope in this life only, we are of all people most to be 
pitied. 
 
But in fact Christ has been raised from the dead, the firstfruits of those who have fallen asleep. 
For as by a man came death, by a man has come also the resurrection of the dead. For as in 
Adam all die, so also in Christ shall all be made alive.” 
 
1 Corinthians 15:16-22 

§ 
 
In high school, I had no idea where I would like to go to college, much less what I would like to 
do with my life. But then I heard about a program that would provide a full ride scholarship for 
an undergraduate degree and reserve me a spot in medical school; and I thought, “I could be a 
doctor!” By God’s grace, I applied and was accepted into the program, and spent the next four 
years of my life preparing to go into medicine. 
 
I began medical school in the fall of 2014, and by the spring of 2015, I had failed out of medical 
school. I would like to sugarcoat it, saying that I wasn’t prepared for so intensive a program 
while also only being in my second year of marriage. I would like to justify it saying that I was 
only in it for the money or the prestige of an MD. I would like to burnish reality with a portrait of 
who I wish I were - someone smart, successful, and clearly accomplished. But all this is but 
lipstick on a pig: I failed out of medical school. 
 
Now this is the trajectory of many stories of redemption; first the massive failure, the death of 
career and plans and opportunities, and then arises a greater success. Walt Disney was let go 
from one of his first animation jobs because he, “lacked imagination and had no good ideas.” In 
her 20’s, Oprah was fired from her job as a TV anchor. Sidney Poitier failed his first addition for 
the theater, and then, after successfully auditioning a second time, was rejected by the audiences 
for, “too thick a Bahamian accent.” Dr. Suess had his first book rejected by 27 publishers. Each 
of these failures is followed by phenomenal success and resurrection.  
 
But my story is not that. As much as I could pine for a resurrection of significance and 
accomplishment, in so far as it is clearly obvious and tangible to everyone, my story is one of 
mundanity. Let me be clear: my story is filled with incredible blessing and innumerable joys, but 
it is nonetheless a story of the simple pleasures and micro-cosmic blessings. There are no books 
to be written about my achievement in the face of adversity, and there is no great plot to be told 
of success born of failure. I think there is a blessing in that - let me see if I can show you. 
 
As we read through the Old Testament, as we read the stories of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, we 
can see in each of these characters a “pre-figure” of Christ. In David, we see an imperfect king as 
we await the better king; in Moses, we see an imperfect prophet who leads Israel as we await the 
better prophet; in Jonah, we see a terrible witness of God’s love leading to Ninevite repentance. 
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Each of these stories serves as a trope for the grander, perfect, over-arching story that is God’s 
story that is lived out in Christ. And that is exactly what Paul is pointing to in 1 Corinthians 5: 
Christ’s resurrection is the basis for our faith; it is not a symbol or a metaphor for our faith; it is 
not a good example by which we can live. No, for if Christ was not resurrected, “we are of all 
people most to be pitied.” Rather, our lives and our stories serve as the metaphors and the 
symbols that point to The Story.  
 
My story of failure, of the death of dreams and hopes, is a symbol, and image of the death of 
Christ. But the lack of resurrection in my story does not invalidate resurrection. Rather, the lack 
of resurrection, the feeling of an incomplete story speaks to our expectation and our hope for 
resurrection. We long for that completion and this is precisely what points us to Christ. I’m 
reminded of the words of Ray Ortlund, “Your first step, then, is to let Jesus be the only hero in 
your story.” My story is one of death of dreams and expectations, but the hero of my story is 
Jesus, who actually died and was actually resurrected. And it is in light of His resurrection that 
my life is lived by which the mundanity is given significance and blessing. 

-Joshua Spare 
 
 
God, may you remind us in the midst of our incomplete stories and miniature deaths, that these 
stories are lived in the light of Your Story, of your death, and of your resurrection. Remind us 
that though we may not see resurrection, though we may long for that renewal and restoration of 
all things, that we live now in your resurrection that we may be free from the tyranny of sin and 
look forward to the resurrection and restoration of all things in the time to come. Amen. 
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Week 4  |  Monday, March 21st 

“You are not your own. For you were bought with a price.” 
 
1 Corinthians 6:19-20 
 

§ 
 
Something is so profoundly wrong 
Lurking deep within the soul 
Frustration, exhaustion, 
and bitterness reign 
My soul languishing, 
My heart restless, 
A veil of tears immovable 
 
Misery reveals a crisis, 
Forecasting infinite darkness 
Grievously sinning against God 
and still inclined toward all evil 
Trembling at death and 
Coerced into fear 
Guilt cripples my soul 
 
Justice awaits, obscured 
In the valley of the shadow of death 
Ceaseless striving widens the abyss 
Body and soul cry out 
Refusing to be comforted 
Is there none to deliver? 
 
Nevertheless... in the fullness of time 
 
The Word became flesh 
A man of sorrows 
Acquainted with grief 
Who knows our frame 
 
Surely he has borne our grief 
and carried our sorrow 
Nailing them to his cross 
Complete and full satisfaction 
In death 
 
And yet, the grave could not hold him 
By the power of indestructible life 
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Resurrection and heaven merited 
Death abolished 
 
He ascended on high 
Leading a host 
One people from every nation 
Members of his vivifying body 
Living stones of the glory-temple 
With overflowing Spirit-presence 
 
In union with Christ, now! 
Glory-light piercing the veil 
Dawning the New Creation 
 
Heavenly-Zion intruding 
Trespassing in Word and sacrament 
We share in our glorified Savior 
 
Not only for others, but also for me 
Baptized into his death 
Raised to newness of life 
Hidden in His perfection 
Eternal rest for the weary 
 
I’m not my own, but belong 
In body and soul 
In life and in death 
To my faithful savior Jesus Christ 
 
What other comfort compares? 
What can man do to me? 
Who will separate me from his love? 
Nothing, no one 
 
My Flesh and my Heart may fail 
But the Lord... 
The LORD 
Is my strength 
And my portion forever 
 
Amen. 

-Luke Yeager 
 

 

Eternal and infinite Lord God Almighty, your majesty is incomprehensible. We humbly draw 
near to you as our gracious Father in Heaven. Thank you for meeting all our needs of body and 
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soul. We are so undeserving. Father, we are so spiritually weak and frail, so forgetful and 
neglecting of your loving-kindness. Forgive us, O Lord. Renew us in the light of Christ, who 
alone is our surety. Lord, what sweeter comfort exists than belonging to Christ? Our only Savior, 
in life and in death, pour your beloved Spirit down upon us that we may share more and more in 
our Savior, and that we may lovingly serve our neighbor. Lord, open lost hearts to gospel truth. 
Grow the flock. Grant us readiness to confess Christ, our only hope in body and soul. In His 
name alone we pray. Amen. 
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Week 4  |  Wednesday, March 23rd 

“Soon afterward, he went to a town called Nain, and his disciples and a great crowd went with 
him. As he drew near to the gate of the town, behold, a man who had died was being carried out, 
the only son of his mother, and she was a widow, and a considerable crowd from the town was 
with her. And when the Lord saw her, he had compassion on her and said to her, ‘Do not weep.’ 
Then he came up and touched the bier, and the bearers stood still. And he said, ‘Young man, I 
say to you, arise.’ And the dead man sat up and began to speak, and Jesus gave him to his 
mother. Fear seized them all, and they glorified God, saying, ‘A great prophet has arisen among 
us!’ and ‘God has visited his people!’ And this report about him spread through the whole of 
Judea and all the surrounding country.” 
 
Luke 7:11-17 

§ 
 
In Tombstone the movie, there are several funeral processional scenes. Each time a casket is full 
and a group of mourners march – the cowboys and the Earps and the Black Parade. We do 
something similar, but now it is with cars. There might be a police escort. There is always a 
hearse. And then a line of cars with their lights on. The protocol is to stand to the side and let the 
dead pass. To maybe remove your hat and say a prayer.   
 
Jesus doesn’t do this.  
 
He meets the Black Parade head on.   
 
He even tells the woman to not weep. This is awkward Jesus. The Jesus who says things that no 
one else can or should say. This is the Jesus who violates protocol.  
 
Of course, maybe Jesus sees the incongruence of this whole thing. A city named Nain (or 
Beautiful) and a Black Parade leaving it. A beautiful city shouldn’t have funeral processions 
leaving it. That isn’t beautiful. That is an ugly deformity. A widow now twice touched by death, 
first her husband, and now her only son. Maybe death is touching her three times, because with 
this death, hope is dead, too. What hope would a widow have for survival if both husband and 
son have died? Who would care for her with no family? And how can Jesus say don’t cry. Don’t 
you understand the ugly despair leaving the beautiful city?   
 
But Jesus doesn’t just say don’t cry. In His compassion, He also touches the bier. And that act 
makes him unclean. No rabbi would do this.  hey would steer clear. They would walk on the 
other side of the road. They might even avert their eyes, pretend like they don’t see. No need to 
be made unclean by touching the dead place. Jesus high steps both cleanliness laws and tradition 
and touches the bier and the Black Parade stops. And then He says, “Young man, get up.” And 
the dead man sits up and speaks. 
 
Whoa. 
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Imagine the trunk of the hearse popping open and the dead crawling out of the coffin. Imagine 
you are the woman weeping with no hope and no future. And then your son who was dead is 
now alive.   
 
This is the visitation of God. He visits us and acts for us. That is what that word visit means. The 
full one, the healthy one, the superior one acts on behalf of the one who is half, unhealthy, and 
inferior. He visits and doesn’t just take off his hat and give pleasantries of ‘ma’am.’ That would 
be enough. I mean, to mourn and to acknowledge your mourning, but no, He enters into it. He 
has compassion; he touches the dead places and says arise. You see, our sin and death are simply 
opportunities for God to visit. And when He visits, He acts, He moves, and we are left with fear 
and wonder.   
 
The city called Beautiful is just that again.  
 
And this boy and his mother will now tell the powerful story where their suffering was overcome 
by the Lord who saw, had compassion and visited them with His touch. This Jesus is the true 
beautiful place. The reality of his visiting in the face of death. Here the deformed beauty of the 
world meets the true beauty of the Son and we are changed. Hope returns. There is life again. 
The aroma of life and a triumphal procession goes back into the city called Beautiful, and all the 
despair the woman felt — gone. Rendered absurd. Deep comedy overtakes tragedy.   

-Rev. Justin Edgar 
 

God, help me to see your compassion and to receive your touch, so that my life might be renewed 
with hope and wonder. You take broken things and make them beautiful. Visit me with your life-
giving touch and bring life. Amen. 
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Week 4  |  Friday, March 25th 

“Be still, and know that I am God; I will be exalted among the nations, I will be exalted in the 
earth.” 
 
Psalm 46:10  

§ 
 
One of my favorite scriptures is Psalm 46:10. The psalmist makes an imperative statement. 
 
This passage clearly calls us to step away from the busyness of life and to come aside to rest a 
little while. Yes, we were created to be productive, but we were first created to be; that is why 
we are called human be-ings and not human do-ings. 
 
To rest is a commandment from Yahweh. Exodus 20 informs us that God blessed us with six 
days to work, and on the seventh we are to rest (vv. 8–10). Rest is God’s idea and God’s 
command. The human body was not created to work endlessly. All things are complete when we 
take a pause, a holy sabbatical. To not rest is to not trust God. In other words, when we do not 
pull away from the scheduled activities of life, we are saying, “God, I am not going to obey your 
commandment, because I have to get this, that, and the other done. I have some things to 
accomplish. The demands of my life are very important, and I cannot stop right now. Maybe 
later.” Unfortunately, far too many never see later. 
 
In our culture we are accustomed to working until we cannot go any further. So today, my 
precious sisters and brothers, I encourage you to take a selah. Take a pause. Take a break. Stop. 
Cease. Be still and know that he is God. He is above every care or chore that you have. He 
is larger than any situation, so trust him to get it done in and through you or perhaps even 
without you. If he called you to it, he will get it completed in and through you. 
 
Resting prayers are conscientious moments set aside by an individual to commune with Holy 
God. During these relational moments, we take the time to pull away in prayer, sit quietly, and 
soak deeply in his presence. Often our prayers are hurried formalities inspired by good intentions 
to spend time with God, but there is little communing. How can you develop more resting- 
focused prayers during your devotional time with God? 

-Dr. Barbara L. Peacock 
 
 
Lord Jesus, help us to enter into your rest through our times of prayer. Especially in this Lenten 
season, show us how to be still, even when it feels like sacrifice. Give us eyes to see the ways 
you’re working when we shouldn’t. Amen. 
 
 
 
 
This is an excerpt from The Daily Prayer Project, Volume 4, Issue 3. 
Peacock, Dr. Barbara L. “Prayer and Rest.” The Daily Prayer Project, 2022, Volume 4, Issue 3. 
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Week 5  |  Monday, March 28th 

“He himself bore our sins in his body on the tree, that we might die to sin and live to 
righteousness. By his wounds you have been healed.” 
 
1 Peter 2:24 

§ 
 
When I sat down to write this devotional, I felt the familiar tension of looking back through my 
life and not having a big tragedy or a life altering experience that I could obviously point to and 
tell of how God brought beauty from ashes. The truth is, I’m always living in a small level of 
fear that a big moment like that is looming in the future; a fear that the only way God draws 
people back to himself is through life changing phone calls and knocks on the door. 
 
But then I think about all the small ways He has brought life from seemingly small deaths of sin. 
Those moments I want to yell and shame my kids into obedience, but I take a deep breath 
instead. When I move toward my husband in love instead of passive aggressive comments. When 
I can sacrifice time for a neighbor even though my plate feels full already. These little moments 
of dying to myself are only happening because God is changing my heart – not of my own 
ability, wisdom, or strivings. There is abundant grace in the small deaths we die to ourselves 
every day. The fruit of resurrection life is this mercy changing us and it is vital to remember 
these small moments of faithfulness the Lord has shown to me. 
 
We often hear it described in church as the upside-down kingdom. Following Jesus is full of 
paradoxes. There exists the tension that in order to truly live we must die to ourselves daily, or 
the way to become great is to become small, and from death comes abundant life. This reality is 
what we hold before our eyes each Lenten season: The cross and all the paradoxical promises 
that is displayed there for us. Through His death on the cross, we find healing and life eternal. 
Each small moment we die to our sin, and He enables us to live like himself, those moments are 
beautiful displays of what the cross accomplished in real time. We hold fast to those promises 
and the restoration of all things as we wrestle each day to live to righteousness. 

-Bronwyn Siebert 
 

 
Lord, thank you for the small moments you enable us to die to ourselves and to love like you do. 
Help us daily to cling to your promise, to the cross, to the grace that you bestow upon us helpless 
sinners. Help us to remember your faithfulness and long for the day you make all things new. 
Amen. 
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Week 5  |  Wednesday, March 30th 

“...to be true to the heart’s one choice is the long labor of the mind.” 
  
Wendell Berry, This Day 1993 
 
“Then the one seated on the throne said, ‘Look, I am making everything new.’ He also said, 
‘Write, because these words are faithful and true.’” 
 
Revelation 21:5 

§ 
 
I do not know much of resurrection. Not really. Though some protest arises at this admission 
from the point of our being a people of faith, it rings true when we are quiet and alone and 
honest. Who among us can pretend otherwise when standing by as the knot of death is cinched 
tight beneath the packed dirt of a new grave? It is not something entirely incapable of being done 
by our fingers. It is as final as it is cold and unconcerned with the disquieted and grieved it leaves 
without recourse or relief. It gives us only the task of witness, an often bitter role not easily done.  
At its best, it allows us to collectively bend and groan under the weight of lament and grief 
without breaking. 
 
The breaking of death can incur as its arrival seems to introduce an unnerving fear in us. We 
rather try and hold death at bay, out of mind as long as possible. When it visits a neighbor, we 
feel the tension of its surety and our avoidance. We forget in all this that our God is one who 
works primarily in and through death. At the close of the worn-out story of this worn out world, 
there comes the glorious announcement of a reversal - the making of a new world brought forth 
from the passing of the old. The proclamation of this newness is not new. They are familiar, so 
that the death of the world, a seed ripped open by justice and holiness, renders the incomparable 
bloom of ‘God with us.’ Perhaps this is because, this side of paradise, all that is left us 
experientially is the deep ache which comes with this truth’s absence in the present. If we have 
loved some part, place, or person gone threadbare as the world heaves and crashes against it, 
again and again, it can feel unbearable. It is in this helpless place before death, of agency 
stripped to bare witness and waiting, that our real state is found. We know nothing of the final 
reversal of death, of resurrection. We cannot imagine the taste of renewal that will come to 
refresh our souls at the making of all things new. It is as simple as this: not one of us has ever 
known a new thing. To be new, it is said, is to make tears, grief, and death ‘no more.’ It seems to 
suggest the existence and establishment and total experience of that which is whole and holy, 
without ever having known the touch of sin. 
   
We have never encountered anything of the like in our lives. To try and imagine one object, 
labor, or person completely apart from sin’s brand pressing into and scarring its shape is beyond 
our power. Perhaps this is why Christ compelled people so. Not from some halo, or glowing 
skin, but regular human skin, unmarred and untraced by sin’s finger upon its surface. We can 
scarcely imagine such a wonder. All left us are shadows of its absence’s shape, outlines of what 
is not but what still holds something of the form of what’s missing. To attempt at the imagining 
of a life full and unknown by sin, is an exercise in searching out its inverse, to find the reach of 
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pain and brokenness and hold in hope not only its filling up, but its renewal completely eclipsing 
any joy we now experience. It is impossible. But such is our God, His promise, and our hope: the 
coming of final life through the improbable path of defeat and death’s victory. 
 
The trees of Cibola National Forest stand fast upon their hills, well-spaced but together, as if to 
bring a sense of order to the jumble of shrubs, rocks, and grass from which they have ascended. 
Their straight lines held the finger of craft, the red of their bark textured and patterned, ornate 
and regal, like lampposts of some ancient realm. Raising one’s eyes from these immediate 
ponderosas close study, their stately columns fall away to join a multitude behind, whose 
numbers cover every mountain in sight, each one’s singular existence and beauty far beyond our 
grasp in such arrays, like the stars. The feeling comes that the whole world is but the ruins of this 
great majesty, once unspoiled, a kingdom lost but not yet out of reach, not yet completely 
forgotten. It pulls at the edges of our minds, arrests our attention from time to time, when we 
lend ourselves the luxury of steps that can stray, aimlessly, and rest of their constant pursuit and 
running. These days the wind blows and sings its old song of passing through the bows above, 
hints of what’s to come to be heard in the breath soon extinguished, and we may sway in time 
with those quiet notes of waiting, sure in the resurrection to come, fast in our commitment to live 
through death, through the impossible. There is nothing less commanded of us.  We cannot 
expect to have an appetite for this difficult path of faith leading by death before it meets it, if we 
have no vision of Christ’s glory secured. May we learn to hope in the restored life only guessed 
at now, like the first gray of dawn breaking into a world where deep shadows still hold fast upon 
it. But the morning comes all the same. Wait and bear witness. 

-Ryan Davis 
 

Lord, hold us firmly in the hope of the resurrection to come; grow our faith and sure confidence 
that there can be, there will be, there surely must be a future to come in which there will be a 
reality resurrected and restored, freed from the ache and sorrow of pain and death. Allow our 
hope and trust in that glorious future to shape and guide our each and every day as we see 
deaths, both small and big; allow us the vision to perceive the imperfect resurrections that point 
to the day when all will be made new again. Amen. 
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Week 5  |  Friday, April 1st 

“When Jesus had received the sour wine, he said, ‘It is finished,’ and he bowed his head and 
gave up his spirit.” 
 
John 19:30 

§ 
 

Sometimes I feel like I'm walking 
A tightrope from Heaven to Earth 
Walk steady, walk straight, don't grumble, don't be late 
Get better or you're going to get hurt 
So I try to walk balanced and healthy 
I say I'm fine, wobbles and all 
But some things I can't fake, it's a curse I can't break 
No, the tightrope's no match for the fall 
No, the tightrope's no match for the fall 
 
Teach me to fall in your direction 
Teach me to hitch my heart to yours 
Give me the mind to know the difference 
Between the cart, the cargo, and horse 
Teach me today I still need saving 
Show me the measure of your grace 
When I can't go on, teach me to climb 
When I can't get up, teach me to rise 
And when I fall, teach me to fly 
 
You danced on the tightrope like nothing 
Made all of the walkers look stiff 
You forgave the sinner and you condemned the winner 
So they took that rope and hung you with it 
But on the third day something happened 
You rose up and looked for your friends 
You told them you forgave them and that you'd always be with them 
And that falling is how you ascend 
You said falling is how you ascend 
 
Teach me to fall in your direction 
Teach me to hitch my heart to yours 
Give me the mind to know the difference 
Between the cart, the cargo, and horse 
Teach me today I still need saving 
Show me the measure of your grace 
When I can't go on, teach me to climb 
When I can't get up, teach me to rise 
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And when I fall, teach me to fly 
-Jon Guerra   

 
 
Lord Jesus, you told your disciples what was coming, but they still didn’t understand. We need to 
be taught over and over again, like the disciples, that falling is how we ascend. It’s hard for us to 
comprehend that from death comes resurrection, and it’s hard for us to trust that you will meet 
us with the promise of resurrection over and over, but please, Lord, teach us again. Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This is a song titled “Tightrope” from singer/songwriter Jon Guerra on his album Keeper of Days. 
Guerra, Jon. “Tightrope.” Keeper of Days, Thorndale Records, 24 Apr. 2020. 



City Presbyterian Church ABQ Lent 2022 Death & Resurrection 

 29 

Week 6  |  Monday, April 4th 

“Go and tell John what you have seen and heard: the blind receive their sight, the lame walk, 
lepers are cleansed, and the deaf hear, the dead are raised up, the poor have good news 
preached to them. And blessed is the one who is not offended by me.” 

Luke 7:22-23 

§ 

Disappointment is inevitable in this life. People disappoint us. We are abandoned. We are put 
down. We are talked about. We are forgotten. These disappointments make up much of the pain 
we experience in this life. What do you do with your disappointments?   

In Luke 7, we hear about Jesus’ cousin John wasting away in some sort of prison. And in his 
apparent disappointment, he asks the question, “Are you the one, Jesus, or should we expect 
another?”   

This same one who lept in the womb at the announcement of Jesus’ birth, lived on locusts and 
wild honey as the prophet of God, baptized Jesus, who heard the audible voice of God speak to 
Jesus, “You are my beloved Son, in whom I am well-pleased.”  This same one is asking, “Are 
you the one?” This is what disappointment and pain can do.   

John dreamed of a more triumphal processional. Maybe Jesus losing the chains and unbolting the 
doors and Herod and his wicked daughter being done away with. But instead, Jesus sends back 
messengers to John and reports all the prophetic signs connected to the coming of Messiah – the 
blind see, the deaf hear, the lame are leaping, the lepers are cleansed, the dead are raised, and the 
poor are hearing the Gospel. You know what He leaves out? The prisoners are liberated.   

John despairs. And Jesus says, “Blessed is he who is not offended by my way.”   

What is Jesus’ way? Well, it is cruciform. Michael Gorman says, “ Cruciformity — means 
conformity to the cross, to Christ crucified. Cruciformity is the ethical dimension of the theology 
of the cross found throughout the New Testament and the Christian tradition. Paradoxically, 
because the living Christ remains the crucified one, cruciformity is Spirit-enabled conformity to 
the indwelling crucified and resurrected Christ. It is the ministry of the living Christ, who re-
shapes all relationships and responsibilities to express the self-giving, life-giving love of God 
that was displayed on the cross. Although cruciformity often includes suffering, at its heart 
cruciformity—like the cross—is about faithfulness and love. 

Does the cruciform way of Jesus and His kingdom offend thee? Does John’s suffering and death 
at the hands of King Herod offend thee?   

The way of Jesus is upside down. And the triumphal procession that He leads and that smells of 
Him will always first be marked by death and then resurrection. This is the beautiful way, this is 
the aromatic way, this is the fruitful way, because it is the way won for us by a Savior who dies 
and is raised. 

-Rev. Justin Edgar 
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Lord, help us to not be offended by thee. Help us not to fall away when we are left disappointed 
and afraid. Help us to not settle for faux triumphalism, when you offer us something far better in 
resurrection. Help us, God. Amen. 
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Week 6  |  Wednesday, April 6th 

“Yes, and I will rejoice, for I know that through your prayers and the help of the Spirit of Jesus 
Christ this will turn out for my deliverance, as it is my eager expectation and hope that I will not 
be at all ashamed, but that with full courage now as always Christ will be honored in my body, 
whether by life or by death. For to me to live is Christ, and to die is gain.” 
 
Philippians 1:19-21 

§ 
 
The great bush solitudes had taken the place of the bustling streets. He—an Australian minister 
on holiday—rested on a fallen tree beside the dusty track. He raised his hat to the loveliness and 
bathed his brow in the loneliness that pervaded everything. It was with him as when a great 
steamer stops in mid-ocean to allow her engines to cool. The thud of the propeller, the vibration 
of the machinery, are felt no longer; the stillness is uncanny. He drew from his breast-pocket his 
Bible, and his mind recurring to his own attempts to build the city of God among the haunts of 
men, he turned to the stately old story of Nehemiah. He read on, undisturbed by the drowsy hum 
of insects and the merrier song of birds, until arrested by Sanballat’s question: “What do these 
feeble Jews? Will they revive the stones out of the heaps of rubbish which are burned?” It was an 
awakening phrase—a revival from a rubbish-heap! He laid the open Bible on the mossy log 
beside him and lost himself in contemplation. 
 
And, even as he pondered, a new object presented itself to his hungry mind. From the depths of 
the bush on the distant hill-side great wreathing columns of smoke curled skywards, occasionally 
shot through by fierce flashes of flame. Straining his ears to listen, he caught the crash of falling 
trees, and thought he could detect the crackle and roar of the fires as the monsters yielded 
themselves to the devouring element. Straining his eyes to see, he dimly discerned the figures of 
men moving here and there, superintending the work of demolition and destruction. They were 
clearing away the maple and the myrtle, the wattle and the gum, to make room for the apple and 
the apricot, the peach-tree and the pear. And the preacher, as he watched, caught himself echoing 
Sanballat’s question: “Will they bring a revival out of a rubbish-heap? Will they obtain riches 
from refuse?” These were companion pictures—this picture in the Bible and this picture in the 
bush; and, as he gazed upon them side by side, several clear-cut thoughts emerged. He saw that 
rubbish-heaps fill a large place in the domestic economy of a world like this. And he saw that an 
element of such enormous magnitude must be governed by laws. Refuse must have its fixed 
rules. The slagheap must have its statutes. They have! 
 
There is the law of deterioration. From the picture in the Bible and the picture in the bush it 
becomes clear that all material things, though as sacred as the Temple or as natural as the forest 
flowers, are on their way to the rubbish-heap. It sounds like a death-knell to the materialist. 
Materialism, unmasked, appears as the religion of the rubbish-heap. It is heavy tidings, too, for 
the ritualist; for Ritualism stands in perilous relationship to the rubbish-heap. “Now abideth” — 
what? Altars? vestments? crosses? creeds? catechisms? confessions? “Now abideth faith, hope, 
love—these three; and the greatest of these is love.” The moth is in our fairest fabrics, and our 
holiest temples totter to their fall. “And as some spake of the Temple, how it was adorned with 
goodly stones and gifts, Jesus said: As for these things which ye behold, the days will come in 
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the which there shall not be left one stone upon another that shall not be cast down.” That is 
significant. It is well to set our affections on the things for which the rubbish-heap can have no 
terrors.  
 
There is the law of occupation. For Nehemiah, in the one picture, and the settler in the other, find 
the ground not fallow, but occupied. Moss and lichen cover every stone. Giant trees, twining 
creepers, shapely ferns, and waving grasses fight for every inch of soil. Rank weeds and spear-
like leaves peer out from all the interstices. Every crack and cranny, every corner and crevice, is 
occupied. Nature abhors a vacuum. Wherever the foot of man has failed to  
tread, wherever the hand of man has failed to labour, God’s innumerable and invisible 
agriculturists plough and harrow, sow and reap, and produce the bewildering beauties of the 
bush. Hannibal’s military precept of preoccupation dominates the rubbish-heap. The moss and 
the lichen are on the stones of Jerusalem because no Nehemiah has come to build the city. The 
wattle and the gum abound on the hillside simply because no man has planted  
apricots or pears. Is it not ever so? The mind becomes a wilderness of foul imaginations because 
clean and wholesome thoughts have not been planted there. The heart becomes, like Jerusalem, a 
wilderness and a desolation because the kingdom of Christ has never been established there. Evil 
evolves where good evacuates.  
 
There is the law of elevation. The question is: What makes rubbish rubbish? The term is 
obviously not absolute, but relative. A lady’s hat is a milliner’s dream today. Tomorrow — a 
new style having come in — it is its mistress's despair. What has so suddenly changed delight to 
disgust, and made the fashion of yesterday the folly of today? It is the new style. And it is always 
the new style, whether of dresses or of Dreadnoughts, that flings the satisfaction of one day to 
the slagheap of the next. What has made the maple and the laurel look like rubbish to the settler? 
The parrots and the kangaroos see no change to account for his vandalism. The aboriginals did 
not find it necessary to hack down trees and fire the undergrowth. Why, then, this fury of axe and 
torch and gunpowder? It is the conception of an orchard that has done it. That is the ‘new style.’ 
A man dreams of apples, and he burns the virgin bush. Then, in his orchard he sees the glint of 
gold! The soil is auriferous! The fruit-trees become firewood that he may seize the precious 
metal. Later on, in peril of a watery grave, he flings his very gold into the ocean that he may save 
his life. Bush, fruit, gold, each in their turn become rubbish, flung to the slagheap by the alluring 
force of a higher attraction. Nor is life itself the last stage. The martyrs cheerfully threw even life 
away, fascinated by still greater wealth. Had not Paul his rubbish-heap? He counted all things but 
loss for the excellency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus his Lord, for whom he had suffered the 
loss of all things, and did count them but dung, that he might win Christ. The rubbish-heap can 
have no grander word written of it than that.  
 
There is the law of transformation. God makes His loveliest roses out of rubbish. The charred 
ashes of yesterday’s bush nourish the roots of tomorrow’s orchard. If the refuse of the ages had 
been allowed to accumulate, the world would be uninhabitable. The air would be heavy with 
pestilence. We bury our rubbish, and it all comes back to us in fruits and flowers. Its resurrection 
body is divine.  
 
It is just here that the Church finds her most acute problem. In every community there are crowds 
of people who have gone to the wall. They feel crushed and beaten. Under our fierce competitive 
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system the iron law of the survival of the fittest has flung them on the social slagheap, and they 
know it. They hate the churches, because the churches are old, and they think that if the churches 
had done their duty, things would not be as they are. They forget that, if the churches had not 
done their duty, things would be ten thousand times worse than they are. They snatch at every 
social quackery and political panacea. Now, the Church’s mission is to do for this ruined mass 
what Nehemiah did for the rubbish-heaps of Jerusalem — to build out of them the city of God. 
"Will they bring a revival out of a rubbish-heap?” asks Sanballat. Of course. A rubbish-heap is 
God’s raw material. A revival is His finished product. Let the Church get to work. She alone is 
equipped for so divine a duty. If she fail, her collapse will be the disaster of the ages. In that 
melancholy event, this social rubbish-heap will become, like all untransformed rubbish-heaps, 
the menace of mankind and the peril of the world. In it all pestilential fever-germs will breed and 
multiply. Anarchism and revolutions will fill the air with shrieks and screams. But the Church of 
Jesus Christ knows how to transform this mass of refuse into a field of roses. Paul understood the 
magic secret He looked upon the unbridled lust, the grinding tyranny, and the hideous idolatry of 
the city of the Caesars and was unabashed. And he gave his reason. The gospel, he said, is the 
power of God unto transformation. He saw that the foulest filth of Rome might become the 
fairest fragrance of the New Jerusalem. 

-F.W. Boreham 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
This is an excerpt from F. W. Boreham’s collection of essays entitled The Luggage of Life. 
Boreham, Frank W. “Our Rubbish-Heaps.” The Luggage of Life, Kregel Publications, London, 1912, pp. 147–153. 
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Week 6  |  Friday, April 8th 

“Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and God of all 
comfort, who comforts us in all our affliction, so that we may be able to comfort those who are in 
any affliction, with the comfort with which we ourselves are comforted by God. For as we share 
abundantly in Christ's sufferings, so through Christ we share abundantly in comfort too. If we 
are afflicted, it is for your comfort and salvation; and if we are comforted, it is for your comfort, 
which you experience when you patiently endure the same sufferings that we suffer. Our hope for 
you is unshaken, for we know that as you share in our sufferings, you will also share in our 
comfort.” 

2 Corinthians 1:3-7 

§ 

Death came with premature contractions and unwelcomed bleeding while I laid, shaking, scared, 
and distant on a rental beach lounger in Florida with 96 high school seniors celebrating their 
upcoming graduation with boogie boards and fresh seafood. 

I was a high school teacher and was invited to attend the Senior Trip as a sponsor because I 
connected with the kids better than a lot of the seasoned teachers. But the kids didn’t know what 
was happening to my body while I laid on the sidelines. And there wasn’t anyone there I really 
wanted to be part of this story of death. 

After several intense cramps had washed over my abdomen, I reached over to a coworker and 
asked for a taxi to the nearest hospital. I was losing my baby. 

It had already been a lot to agree to chaperone adolescents on connecting flights while battling 
morning sickness. It had already been a lot to walk more than 15,000 steps on the Disney 
grounds and corral students when it was time to depart. It had already been a lot when I 
experienced some spotting before bed and knew I was two days away from my flight home. 

I went to a little beach hospital. They called for an ultrasound tech to make the journey over from 
Orlando. And I waited. 

The blood wasn’t stopping, and then the nausea was hitting, and I could only connect with my 
husband via text. 

But I already knew my baby was gone. 

That miscarriage came to be my first experience with pregnancy, and it defined all the 
pregnancies after, and all my celebrations and ponderings of friends’ pregnancies. It still holds 
space in my mind for the “what ifs”. It still scares me into forgetting about resurrection. 

How can I speak of resurrection from that death? You will find it in a million places: my two 
living boys’ faces, or the nights of comfort for my sister who miscarried last year, or the 
redemptive work of forgiving my body and learning about its purpose, or the willingness to 
volunteer for NILMDTS (a non-profit that provides photography sessions for babies that pass 
away before leaving the hospital post-birth). 



City Presbyterian Church ABQ Lent 2022 Death & Resurrection 

 35 

When we’re in the midst of death, resurrection doesn’t seem possible, or even beneficial. Does 
resurrection negate the death? Does resurrection undo death? Does resurrection provide all the 
comfort and solace needed to forget the hurt and grief of death? No. 

But resurrection does renew our hope and joy, and point us to the day when all of the effects of 
death will be undone forever. And we hold these two – death and resurrection – in tension 
together while we wait for that day. 

Jesus’ death is still in effect. He still paid the ultimate price. We still leave the Tenebrae service 
on Good Friday in silent reflection of the somberness of his death. 

But we also remember his death with the knowledge of the resurrection. 

While we don’t know the exact form of resurrection we might experience from the deaths we 
encounter in this life, we can still wait with hopeful expectation that God always meets death 
with the promise of resurrection now and into eternity. 

-Emily Spare 

 

Heavenly Father, some deaths we experience touch every part of us, scarring us. Sometimes 
death is so heavy it seems like resurrection is not an answer at all. Sometimes it feels easier to 
live in such a way that Jesus is still in the grave, that there is no hope, that it’s okay to be 
cynical. Give us the ability to hold the lament of death and the hope of resurrection together, 
remembering your faithfulness all the times before. Let us see death as the opportunity for 
resurrection and let us walk in the expectation that comes from that hope. Amen. 
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Week 7  |  Monday, April 11th 
 

I wrote this blog post on Easter Sunday four years ago, on April 1, 2018. It was a time full of 
strong emotions for my family, both sad and joyful. Two days later my aunt ended a long battle 
with cancer and experienced resurrection firsthand. 
 

§ 
 

This Sunday was two of my favorite holidays. My family was one of those where April Fool’s 
Day was a Really Big Deal. From simple but effective tricks (setting every clock in the house 
ahead by an hour) to diabolically elaborate hoaxes (a letter sent through the mail from a fake city 
councilman, citing zoning ordinance violations), every year April 1 arrived with a sense of 
anticipation (or chagrin, if you failed to remember in advance and got fooled).  
 
When I realized a few months ago that Easter fell on April 1 this year, I initially saw it as 
incongruous - the high point of the Church calendar juxtaposed with a day of playful trickery. 
But as Justin pointed out in the sermon, this coincidence of dates may be utterly appropriate after 
all. 
 
There may be nothing else in the Bible so foolish as the idea of the resurrection. (Okay, there’s 
also the story about a man being swallowed by a big fish, but that ends up being a foreshadowing 
of the resurrection as well.) If there’s one constant in post-Genesis-3 life, it’s the finality of 
death. The resurrection was so foolish that Jesus’ own disciples didn’t understand what was 
going on at the empty tomb at first. When the guards at Jesus’ tomb spread the story that the 
disciples had stolen Jesus’ body while the guards were sleeping (Matt. 28:11-15), they were 
believed - not because their story was particularly believable, but because the alternative was so 
obviously ridiculous. When Paul preached the resurrection in Athens, he was mocked by many 
as a “babbler” (Acts 17:18). Paul himself admitted to the Corinthians (1 Cor. 15:19) that if there 
is no resurrection, “we are of all people most to be pitied.” 
 
And yet in His divine purpose, “God chose what is foolish in the world to shame the wise; God 
chose what is weak in the world to shame the strong.” (1 Cor. 1:27) We see this clearly in the 
sermon text, Revelation 5, where the conquering Lion of the Tribe of Judah somehow takes the 
form of a slaughtered little lamb, and in that form is the only one worthy to open the scroll of 
God’s will, right the wrongs, fix what is broken, and bring about God’s plan for the world. 
  
About 5 years ago I was in a particularly theological mood one Easter when I asked myself the 
question: What does it look like to live my daily life in light of the resurrection? It was fairly 
simple to see how Jesus’ sacrificial death impacts the way I live, but I had a lot more trouble 
coming up with a concrete answer for the resurrection. This year I think I’m starting to have an 
answer. As my family faces the reality of losing my aunt to cancer in the very near future, I find 
that I NEED Easter desperately this year, in a way I never have before. I need to cling to the 
promise that Jesus conquered death once and for all, and that as his child my aunt is part of that 
victory. I need to constantly remind myself that this is more of a beginning than an end. Like the 
church through the ages, I need to stand firm, look death in the face, and gasp out through tears, 
“O death, where is your victory? O death, where is your sting?” This is what the resurrection is 
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for us as Christians: the embodiment of the foolish, beautiful, audacity of hope that will never 
disappoint. 

-Joanna Hinks 
 
 

Jesus, as I face the inevitability of death - both my own death and the death of those I love - I 
cling to the foolish wisdom of your death and resurrection. Thank you for being my victory in all 
things. Teach me not to forget the reality of death when my life is going smoothly, and to draw 
near to the victory of resurrection in times of suffering. Amen. 
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Week 7  |  Wednesday, April 13th 
 

“For there is hope for a tree, 
When it is cut down, that it will sprout again, 
And its shoots will not fail.” 
 
Job 14:7 

§ 
 

Ashes (937 Metaphors) is one video piece within a much larger work on how our embodied 
actions are a self- forming liturgy, and is a visual requiem for the death of two beloved babies. 
 
Human bodies are sacred, temples, cathedrals. I wrote the word “cathedral” 937 times on a sheet 
of paper and photographed my hands folding it over and over. I then burned the paper, reducing 
it down to ash. I recorded myself pressing the ash into my fingers and slowed the playback way 
down, such that there are twenty-seven minutes of contemplative space. There are frames where 
movement is imperceptible. The video was projected on a forty-foot-long gallery wall so that the 
viewer is totally absorbed into the slowness, the mourning, and the grief. 
 
The following poem accompanies the work: 
 
I watch the tension of colorless forms before me 
They make advances at each other, smothering the in-between 
Like two faces moving in for a kiss 
It’s wonderfully slow 
I grow unsettled in the waiting 
But now I understand 
They are not two faces 
They are my two hands 
 
I watch. 
 
I keep imagining the water and the tree 
I need them near to know their being on my frame 
I press the particulates harder and harder into my hands 
This is how I feel them 
This is how I know them in ways I can, longer 
 
The water says to me, 
—I make the salty sea sweet. 
—I make the city glad. 
 
I long for this—I long for her. 
 
The tree tells me, 
—My leaves are for healing. 
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So I grind the mountain ash into my flesh 
I push and press the stinging cinders 
I need whatever breath I can have from him 
 
I ache to feel them both on my face. 
 
The grey film covers me, bruises me, buries me 
I hear my heart quaking in my chest 
I hear the blood rushing in my head 
There is patience here and protection 
 
These bitter seeds sprout a solemn Spring. 

-Lauren Shea Little 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
This is an excerpt from The Daily Prayer Project, Volume 4, Issue 3. 
Little, Lauren Shea. “937 Metaphors.” The Daily Prayer Project, 2022, Volume 4, Issue 3. 
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Week 7  |  Friday, April 15th 

“Now among those who went up to worship at the feast were some Greeks. So these came to 
Philip, who was from Bethsaida in Galilee, and asked him, ‘Sir, we wish to see Jesus.’ Philip 
went and told Andrew; Andrew and Philip went and told Jesus. And Jesus answered them, ‘The 
hour has come for the Son of Man to be glorified. Truly, truly, I say to you, unless a grain of 
wheat falls into the earth and dies, it remains alone; but if it dies, it bears much fruit. Whoever 
loves his life loses it, and whoever hates his life in this world will keep it for eternal life. If 
anyone serves me, he must follow me; and where I am, there will my servant be also. If anyone 
serves me, the Father will honor him.’” 

John 12:20-26 

§ 

What makes Friday good?   
 
It’s the end of the work week. Closing time. Quitting time. Relaxing time. Party Time. 
 
This Friday is Good of course for some other reason. John describes it as a grain of wheat falling 
to the earth and dying and bearing much fruit. 
 
We celebrate harvest season. Of course, we used to do that differently when things were more 
agrarian. Like the first fruits were brought in and blessed and given to the Lord of the Harvest.  
Every feast and celebration in the Bible features some recitation of this theme. God gives bounty, 
and we reply with feast and with worship and with generosity.   
 
Jesus is entering His last days. And He declares it is Harvest season. And the thing that will 
cause such fruitfulness. The Son of Man dying on a cross. Jesus is the grain of wheat. Jesus is the 
seed that germinates.   
 
What’s interesting is that the section John describes begins with Phillip telling Jesus that there 
are Greeks who want to meet Jesus. Phillip from Bethsaida in Galilee, a Gentile place evoke 
from Jesus a crucified – glory sermon.   
 
Jesus in some sense is telling us what’s to come — a worldwide harvest. Great fruit from this 
seed.   
 
In germination, water fills a seed. The water activates an enzyme which causes the seed to sprout 
and produce a root. The root moves downward and then upward. The downward movement is for 
water and the upward one for the sun. The shoot grows a leaf and fruitfulness has arrived. In 
Isaiah, the prophet describes the anointed one to come as a shot that springs forth from the 
ground, and as a servant who must suffer and die. And here Jesus predicts that he is the shoot 
who will spring forth from the ground and bring the fruitfulness of the world. He was anointed in 
Bethany and that water has begun the process of germination. On the cross, He will go down into 
the earth and in 3 days rise up in the morning sun with a stone rolled away.   
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This is what makes Friday good — the falling into the earth of the Seed of David. The earth 
receives the seed and brings forth a bounty of fruit, both Jew and Gentiles. 
 
This is why the way of the King and the Kingdom is lost life, hated life, servant-oriented life.  
Because this is the pattern of fruitfulness of the King. His seed is the prototype, and in union 
with the prototype, a harvest of seeds is made that goes into the earth to die to be resurrected to 
an even greater harvest of fruit. Every Lenten season is a journey of remember this way. The 
triumphal way is a way that looks like death leaving a city called Beautiful only to meet Jesus on 
the way, and because of His death, the Black Parade becomes a Carnival parade. Harvest has 
come. But we too must march in step. To some it looks and smells like death, but to the harvest it 
is the downward way that reeks of and springs to life. Death always brings resurrection to those 
in Christ. 

-Rev. Justin Edgar 

 

Jesus, we praise you that by your death, you have made this Friday forever good.  Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


