
 

LORD, when did we see you HUNGRY & 
feed you; OR thirsty & give you drink. 

WHEN DID WE SEE YOU AS A 

STRANGER & TAKE YOU IN? 
Or naked & clothe you? When did we see you 

sick 

Or in PRISON & COME TO 

YOU? 
JESUS  answered TRULY as you did to 

One of the LEAST of THESE YOU DID TO ME! 
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This booklet of daily devotions is presented for your use during the 

Lenten season.  We thank the members of our congregation who 

have generously participated by sharing their faith through these 

writings.  It is our hope that this important time in our church year 

will be made more meaningful through these inspiring thoughts.  

May the time you spend reading this booklet leave you feeling 

closer to our Savior Jesus Christ. 

 

The Lenten Devotion Committee 

 

 

       



February 17 

 

 

 

 

 

With much relief, 2020 has come to a close and we have entered a 

new year. Although replacing that zero with a one will not wipe 

away all the problems we face, it gives us an incentive to renew our 

hope and reflect on the past year. 

            

The months in which everyone was required to stay home were 

hard. Everything I had going on in my life — school, friends, sports 

— felt like it suddenly fell away. However, through the sadness and 

loneliness God was still working. The pause on life as usual seemed 

to provide time for important things that can get overlooked. Who in 

my everyday life should I encourage or thank? How can I fight 

injustice? How can I work towards the best version of myself? How 

are my neighbors? How can I help them? How can I pray for them? 

            

I saw it happen. We had the time we needed to refocus. God gave us 

the time to refocus and to love a little more. Once I was able to push 

frustration and dread aside, I found myself checking in on those I 

don’t normally talk to. I checked in on my teachers. I spent time 

running, reading, staying updated with current events, and praying 

for strangers. 

           

Was a pandemic something I prayed would happen? No way. But it 

happened, and with all the bad came some good. More time came 

for us to feel and share God’s love and grace. 

 

As God’s chosen people, holy and dearly loved, clothe yourselves 

with compassion, kindness, humility, gentleness, and patience. — 

Colossians 3:12 

  

Help us to not forget the wonderful life you’ve given us, and help 

us to use it to serve you. Connect our souls to you and continue 

to push us towards compassion. Amen 

  

Sophie Nickel        2 

 



Thursday, February 18 

 

Isaiah 61:1-2  

The Spirit of the LORD is on me, because the LORD has anointed 

me to proclaim good news to the poor.  He has sent me to bind up 

the brokenhearted, to proclaim freedom for the captives & release 

prisoners from darkness, to proclaim the year of the LORD’s favor 

& the day of your God, to comfort all who are mistreated. 

 

INBOX 

FROM:  ElShaddai@IamWithYou.holyspirit.com 

TO:   Janice Nickel 
 

Thank you for your email.  Just writing to answer your question on 

where you might see me. 

 

Yes, you were correct that you hear and see me in the messages 

from Pastor Myers, Pastor Matthew, Pastor Emma and other faithful 

friends; those serving in missions here and around the world.  Yes, I 

am in the generous donations…But there is more…I also believe in 

hands-on love and service. 

 

Jesus, my Son was sent to reach out to ALL in the world – 

especially those who might be forgotten or mistreated.  My presence 

is a possibility in everyone.  Pause & pray about this, my dear one.  

The mission field is planted in each person’s life – even yours.  Yes, 

I gave you gifts that you might choose to use to minister to others & 

make this world a better place. Go ahead!  Do what you can!  Make 

the world a better place for someone!   

 

Happy to say that I see Jesus in the many serving at PCTC, in 

Traverse City and around the world!  Email if you have any more 

questions. 

 

With you always, 

El Shaddai 

 

Hurray we can all do our part to make this world a better place!  

See Jesus’s ministry at work every day!  Amen 

 

Janice Nickel        3 



Friday, February 19 

Good, Bad, or Highly Stinky 

 

Wow!  2020, has it been good, bad, or highly stinky?  Well, it seems 

beyond belief, all the hate, anger, and fear being exhibited, causing 

injustices, misery, and hardship, to a population already suffering 

from the ravages of a deadly Pandemic. And who would have 

thought to witness such a deep political divide in our society, even 

within our own families.  Makes one want to lock the door, close the 

blinds, turn off the TV, and huddle under the bed covers waiting for 

the nightmare to end. 

 

But we can’t, and we shouldn’t.  Our church has been designated as 

a Mathew 25 church, and that has led me to open my Bible and look 

at just what that means.  So, what should I be looking for in 

Matthew 25? 

 

Hopefully, I can find some direction, such as; where is my place in 

all this, and what should I be doing?  During the last ten months or 

so, I have been learning a new discipline of solitude and silence in 

the presence of God.  In the middle of the night, I find a quiet place 

to read, pray, meditate on, and listen for God.   

 

So, what do I hope to learn?  First of all, to just let go. Then, through 

my growing awareness and knowledge of God, I ask that his Grace 

and Wisdom make known to me the Truth through his Word, in the 

written Gospel in Matthew 25, to provide guidance for my behavior, 

and an obedient response to the lessons taught.  And then I trust. 

 

Heavenly Father, May we pay attention to the reality of your 

Truth in the written Word of your Son, our Lord and Savior 

Jesus Christ. May we be assured of your loving presence and 

attention during this time of anxiety, and be led by the Holy 

Spirit along your Righteous Path.  We pray in the name of your 

only begotten Son, Jesus Christ.  Amen. 

 

Mike Burgess 

 

         4 



Saturday, February 20 

Two Sides to Every Situation…Don’t Miss the Positive 

      

2020 was, indeed, a most unusual year! On that we can all agree.  It 

has been frustrating with all the Covid rules and regulations that 

seemed to change frequently. Asking ourselves “can we” “can’t 

we”? Then there is the wearing of masks… The vaccine triggered 

hostility towards those who said that they would forego the vaccine 

because there had not been enough time for long term tests to be 

performed. And although schools have done an excellent job with 

virtual learning, some of the students suffered from the lack of 

human contact with their peers and teachers. 

      

But there were things on a positive note that occurred amidst all the 

turmoil. Families spending more time together. We saw more caring 

and concern for the elderly - a population that is easily overlooked.  

Rides to doctor/dentist appointments were provided and offers to do 

grocery shopping and prescription pickup were extended. Many 

organizations prepared meals for the elderly, the homeless and 

students with food insecurity.  

      

It is with gratitude that I have been able to work alongside the PCTC 
kitchen crew now going on 50 weeks preparing/packaging/delivering 
meals to members of our congregation and to others in the 

community. One of the best outcomes for me has been having a 

purpose AND getting to work with the same three or four women - 

getting to know them on a level more than just the typical narthex 

chatter after church.  We frequently finish each other’s sentences, 

can give and take some humorous bantering, and just being there for 

each other. 

 

Dear Lord…please help us to always look at both sides of the 

coin and not neglect the positive because the negative seems to 

carry more weight. You can get us through whatever comes our 

way if we will only turn to you. 

 

Linda Rea 
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Sunday, February 21 

 

Matthew 25:31–46 calls all of us to actively engage in the world 

around us, so our faith comes alive and we wake up to new 

possibilities. Convicted by this passage...to act boldly and 

compassionately to serve people who are hungry, oppressed, 

imprisoned or poor.  

https://www.presbyterianmission.org/ministries/matthew-25/ 

 

It seems so simple, yet in our current world, it seems nearly 

impossible. Tensions are high on all spectrums. Ideals are 

polarizing. Many act boldly behind the curtain of a computer screen, 

but compassion seems harder to come by. This year, more people 

are struggling to feed their families as their businesses are closed. 

Oppression is more visible now. Frustrations vehemently divide 

members of my own family, not to mention members of our church 

and communities both online and in real life. 

 

Breathe. Know that God is with you. God is working. 

 

Listen. God is speaking. 

 

Thank God for something. Every. Day. 

 

Have hope. 

 

Remember that God is working in you and through you in ways big 

and small. Be kind to others and be kind to yourself. Love others as 

God loves you. Love yourself as God loves you.  

 

Psalm 34:14   Turn from evil and do good; seek peace and pursue it. 
 

Beth Carson 
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Monday, February 22 

 

Then the good people will answer, “Lord, when did we see you...?” 

      Matthew 25: 37a. 

 

On March 15, 2020, my husband and I got back from spending the 

winter in Texas. We had driven back about two weeks early due to 

the coronavirus spread. We travelled through, and arrived into, a 

world that seemed to have turned upside down. We could only wave 

at my husband’s parents through the glass doors in their senior 

living buildings. We got groceries through curbside pickup. We 

stayed home and didn’t see anyone for the first 2-3 weeks. One day 

during that time I went to our newspaper box and saw a letter. It was 

from neighbors in our subdivision. It was clear that they had put one 

in each family’s box. In the letter they expressed the hope that we 

were doing all right, let us know they were praying for all of us, and 

offered to help in any way they could. The really wonderful thing 

about this was that it came from a couple who are raising three 

young children. I called them and thanked them for being so 

thoughtful.   

    

Sometimes the verses in Matthew 25 can be intimidating. Have I 

done enough? Have I given enough? There are so many problems in 

the world, where do I start? One thing that living through 2020 has 

shown me is that even small gestures of kindness can mean so much. 

In 2021 I pray that I will find ways to spread God’s love each day. 

 

“We are a contemplative order,” Mother Teresa said. “First we 

meditate on Jesus, and then we go out and look for Him in disguise.” 

    

Pam Davis 
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Tuesday, February 23 

Matthew 25 Lord, when did we ever see you hungry and feed you? 

  

For some reason the phrase, “Walk in another person’s shoes” has 

been running through my mind lately.  There isn’t any doubt in my 

mind that Jesus was asking us to do just that when he asked us to 

feed the hungry, clothe the naked and help the sick.  It seems to go 

along perfectly with, Do unto others as you would have them do 

unto you.   

 

I have read the paper, seen the news and know several people who 

have been greatly affected by the COVID19 pandemic.  But, I am 

(in a way) ashamed that I have been so unaffected.   Very simply, I 

am privileged and fortunate.   

 

So, how do I walk in someone else’s shoes?  I found this challenge 

and am going to try it.  It’s not the same as being on food stamps, 

because I knew after I finished the challenge I would be able to go 

and buy whatever I want or need.  But, I hope it will make me feel -   

feel even a tiny bit of what many of God’s children feel every day.   

 

Take the food-stamp challenge. Millions of people rely on food 

stamps (now called SNAP) to keep food on the table. Try to live on 

the daily food-stamp allowance throughout Lent. The average daily 

amount for a person on SNAP is currently around $4.17 a day. Try 

to spend at least a week during Lent living on only this amount of 

food. 

 

Dearest God,  Open my eyes, so that I may see your children, 

not just the ones around the corner or in my family, but ALL 

your children.  Help me to remember it’s not about me, it is 

about you, and it is about us.  Take away my fear of failure and 

give me a larger heart for service so that I will never see you 

hungry, thirsty, naked, sick, in prison or as a stranger ever 

again.  Amen 

 

Margie Myers 
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Wednesday, February 24 

Was JEWEL a Presbyterian? 

 

Singer/Songwriter Jewel penned the lyrics to “Hands” in 1998.  

Little did anyone know how accurate those lyrics would become 

some 20 years later as they reflect how many are reaching out to 

others during COVID.  Jewel writes about small hands, God’s 

hands, and gathering herself around her faith. “As a Matthew 25 

church and people of action, I have seen the results of “hands”, large 

and small, in many ways. In my own neighborhood, we have 

checked in with one another on matters of health and well-being.  

We have prayed for one another in matters of healing and staying 

safe and recovery from COVID. Our Presbyterian Church has had 

many helping hands that have delivered countless meals to those in 

need.  Our Deacon Board reached out with hand-written notes to our 

congregation, some kind soul gave money to help those in need over 

the holidays. Matthew 25, verse 35 says, in part, For I was hungry 

and you fed me, I was thirsty and you gave me water; Matthew 25 

goes on to say When you did it to these my brothers you were doing 

it to me.  (The Living Bible).   The church continues in that outreach 

ministry to others. 

 

“Hands” has a timely phrase that is applicable to any age, but 

especially now.  Jewel repeats it twice and it is so apropos:  “In the 

end, only kindness matters.”  We could dwell on the negativity of 

what COVID has brought to the world, but why.  If there is one 

takeaway from this past year, it is this:  kindness matters, in small 

acts or in larger gestures of goodwill.  My hope is that after COVID 

abates people will remember those acts of kindness.  After all, “If I 

could tell the world just one thing, it would be that we’re all okay.”  

Pray God may it be so. 

 

Dear God:  May we continue on our mission as a Matthew 25 

Church and be your “hands” in our ministry to those in need. 

AMEN 

 

Becky Gagnon 
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Thursday, February 25 

 

As I learn more about of the number of people in our community 

and around the world who are suffering from food insecurity, I’ve 

begun examining my commitment to helping provide food for the 

hungry. Until recently, I told myself that my prayers, my pledge 

dollars, my food drive donations, and my charitable contributions 

were enough.  Now I know I need to do more.  Books such as 

Waking up White by Debby Irving and The Warmth of Other Suns 

by Isabel Wilkerson have opened my eyes to the injustices and 

structural racism that result in hardship and poverty for so many.  

I’ve become more aware of the privileges I’ve taken for granted and 

am committed to do more to help those in need.   

 

Matthew 25: 37-40 

Then the righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when was it that we saw 

you hungry and gave you food, or thirsty and give you something to 

drink? And when was it that we saw you a stranger and welcomed 

you, or naked and gave you clothing? And when was it that we saw 

you sick or in prison and visited you? And the King will answer 

them, ‘Truly I tell you, just as you did for one of the least of these 

who are my family, you did it for me.’ 

 

Lord, help us to learn more about how we can help those in need 

and take action to help wherever we can.  Amen 

 

Cheryl Wheeler 
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Friday, February 26 

I can remember last March when covid virus was starting to become 

dangerous in a serious way.  I came home from grocery shopping 

and as I was unloading there was a neighbor from across the street 

bringing over some groceries not knowing I had gone but wanted to 

make sure I had some food.   

 

Ever since I have been blessed either by various neighbors 

delivering pizzas, or sharing  their homemade dinners, to boxes of 

food from our Native American neighbors.  So many I said lovingly, 

please no more.  No more room. 

And on top of that every week getting Carol's care packages that one 

cannot help but be thankful. 

 

I   have   been  reading  the  book  of  Matthew  lately  and  love   the 

Beatitudes chapter, to me says it all! 

 

I have tried to reciprocate as much as I can to pay it forward.  

Grocery shopping for an elderly neighbor that is vulnerable.  

Contact someone you haven't heard from in a while just to see how 

they are doing, whether it be by phone or card notes.  In short there 

is a lot of kindness going on out there even during a pandemic. 

  

I would like to add Galatian: 5:22   But the fruit of the Spirit is 

love, joy, peace. forbearance, kindness, goodness, faithfulness.... 

 

Always Thankful, God is good!  Faith over fear! 

 

Kathie Maldonado 
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Saturday, February 27 

 

On the morning of Aug. 29, 2005, Hurricane Katrina made landfall 

in southeastern Louisiana. High winds, torrential rains, and breaks in 

the levees resulted in 80% of New Orleans being flooded. Katrina’s 

devastation impacted 15 million people over 90,000 square miles. 

18,000 deaths and 125 billion dollars of damage provides facts but 

doesn’t begin to describe the massive impact on the lives of millions 

of people. 

 

We joined a group of college students and adults from our former 

church, Grosse Pointe United Methodist, in the early relief effort the 

following spring. Miles and miles before we reached our destination, 

we began to see Katrina’s impact: entire neighborhoods destroyed, 

huge shopping centers devastated, no power, thousands of FEMA 

trailers and many areas like a ghost town.  

 

The Aurora United Methodist Church was our home away from 

home that week. It was a beacon to us and the community. The 

church partnered with the United Methodist Committee on Relief in 

a massive, well-organized relief effort. Each day we were given our 

work assignment, and, each evening, we returned to the welcoming, 

clean, and well-functioning church to prepare our meal, reflect on 

the day, and share the sorrows and joys in our work together.  

 

Aurora UMC was a safe-haven for our group as we returned each 

day physically and emotionally exhausted. Aurora UMC has hosted 

thousands of volunteers since the first Katrina Relief. They provide 

showers, a commercial kitchen and built 100 bunk beds for 

volunteers in ongoing relief efforts.  

 

Aurora UMC is a shining example of a Matthew 25 church: actively 

and joyfully engaged in the community and the world, working to 

address the impact of structural racism and systemic poverty. While 

we have not experienced a hurricane in Traverse City, there is much 

that God is calling us to do. I am eager to see where God will lead 

PCTC in our work as a Matthew 25 church, becoming a stronger 

beacon of light to those in need.  

 

Joan Shirilla               12 



Sunday, February 28 

 

Ecclesiastes 3:5b 

 

 A time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing...  

 

Isn't that what we're all doing during this pandemic? Refraining. We 

want to gather. We want to have family get togethers. We want to 

embrace our friends. But we have been warned to refrain from such 

things-keep social distancing. 

 

So we use our brains and find ways to keep our sanity with 

alternative activities. Maybe some of us call friends/family on the 

phone more. Maybe we e-mail or send notes in the mail more. 

Certainly some of us text more. Many puzzles and books have been 

bought during 2020. 

 

We have taken short day trips to places in our area that we haven't 

visited. The Art Park in Elk Rapids was great in the fall. The 

outdoor exhibits from DIA were fun to find in Bellaire. Exchanging 

books with friends at a location in the park or in a parking lot. This 

summer we had backyard B-B-Ques with pizzas or potluck where 

social distancing was easy to practice. 

 

It's been rough for everybody-we're all in this together. And if we 

should get so low that depression starts to sink in, may we be 

reminded of this quote: 

 

"On particularly rough days when I'm sure I can't possibly endure, I 

like to remind myself that my track record for getting through bad 

days so far is 100%. And that's pretty good." 

 

There IS an end to this tunnel!! Look for the Light. 

 

Faith Sanko 
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Monday, March 1 

One of the surprises of the quarantine for the Covid 19 virus has 

been more contact with my five children. Years ago to keep in touch 

with our youngest who lives on the banks of the Tanana River 150 

miles west of Fairbanks, Alaska was by phoning the radio station in 

Nenana who recorded our message and aired it several times that 

day.  Robin could hear from us, but she could not respond. Now 

with modern technology she is able to phone us every day.  And we 

are learning more about subsistent living and training sled dogs. 

 

I shared with Robin my problem regarding any inspiration in writing 

a Lenten Devotional.  She e-mailed me, “I thought about your 

question today. One insight that Covid has shown me is the 

importance of so many little things that before I had taken for 

granted, like a cup of coffee with a friend, a hug ‘hello’ or 

responding to a need from a neighbor.” Robin had talked to a 

granddaughter who said, “Covid has brought more gratitude for the 

small moments I would normally take for granted.  I am thankful for 

that.” 

 

These responses caused more thought. Yes, I’ve missed the physical 

contacts with people but have been blessed by such events as the bi-

weekly zoom call where children and grandchildren participate and 

catch up with one another.  Who would have believed a few years 

ago that a granddaughter could join in from a remote village above 

the Arctic Circle?  Or that a grandson in Colorado could roam 

around the house that he built and show off rooms and the one being 

readied for our first great grandchild.  What a blessing. 

 

Dear God, thank you for modern technology that makes it 

possible to be in touch with others despite being confined to 

one’s home.  Amen 

 

Florence Morrison 

 

 

 

 

                  14 



Tuesday, March 2 

 

“TO EVERY THING THERE IS A SEASON…”  This portion of 

Ecclesiastes 3 has been a comfort to me when changes occurred in 

my life.  As I grow older, these words are not only a comfort but a 

message that God has a plan for me.  

  

I married, had children, and as they grew my husband and I worried 

about them and expected them to let US know what they were doing 

and that all was well with them.  Suddenly, it seemed, our children 

wanted to know what we were doing and that all was well with us.  

We had ceased to be the “caregivers” and had become the ones for 

whom our children cared.  Life had changed. 

  

A widow now, life has changed again for me.  My children worried 

about me being alone in my own house.   My daughter wanted me to 

move into her home with her and her husband. To give up the 

freedom I enjoyed living alone for the security of living with others 

was not an easy decision to make.   

  

Then I thought about Ecclesiastes 3:  “TO EVERY THING THERE 

IS A SEASON…”  I realized my SEASON had come.  If I made the 

move, I knew I would be giving up some things but would be 

gaining much more.             

  

Dear God, with the many changes going on around me, I know 

the life I live today may be different from the life I live 

tomorrow.  May I never lose the comfort of knowing you are 

constant, watching over me, guiding me, making my faith 

stronger.  Be with me in this SEASON of my life.  Amen  

  

May Trudgen 
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Wednesday, March 3 

MY FAITH JOURNEY 
 

I love the Lord, because he has heard my voice and supplications. 

Because he inclined his ear to me, therefore I will call on him as 

long as I live. The snares of death encompassed me; the pangs of 

Sheol laid hold on me; I suffered distress and anguish. Then I called 

on the name of the Lord: “O Lord, I beseech thee, save my life!” 

PSALMS 116 vs 1-4 
 

On February 29, 2020, I experienced an accident in my home.  As I 

was readying myself for bed about 11 o’clock in the evening I 

tripped on a scatter rug in my bathroom and fell into my walk-in 

shower breaking my arm at the shoulder socket.  Because of my 

injury and a four inch ridge enclosing the shower, I was unable to 

escape from the floor of the shower. I laid there for two days before 

I was discovered by my condo neighbors. 
 

This is my faith journey.  I called out until I lost my voice.  I 

pounded on the shower wall, to no avail.  My shower is small.  The 

size of a bathtub with a built in seat at one end that did not allow for 

me to stretch out or change my position.  My arm was in 

excruciating pain.  After the first twenty-four hours (I was wearing 

my watch) I realized that I had no control over my situation and 

there was not anything I could do to get myself out of this mess, 

except to pray.  I began my chat with God as if we were old friends.  

I said I would maintain my composure and strength and remain 

hopeful and not become discouraged as time passed.  This dialog 

must have gone on for several hours and then I fell asleep.  I awoke 

to someone calling my name as they came in my front door! 
 

An ambulance was called and I was taken to the hospital barely 

conscious and severely dehydrated where I was admitted for four 

days and then transferred to a rehab center for two weeks. Medical 

staff said I was lucky my neighbors found me as time was running 

out.  However, I know it wasn’t luck, it was my faith and trust in 

God and assurance from Him that my work on earth was not 

finished.  Thanks Be To God! 

 

Beverly Cuthbert 
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Thursday, March 4 
 

There is good reason that winter holidays use candles. We light 

them for Christmas, Hanukkah, Kwanzaa and more. We so 

desperately need to light a candle rather than curse the darkness. Bill 

Myers reminded us that God’s first creation was Light. In the 

murkiness that has settled over our country, Tom and I have been 

blessed with “virtual” candles. I want to share just two.  

 

Candle 1: At the end of March, it was clear that the pandemic was 

going to be an utterly life-changing force. Plans to visit our far-away 

children and grandchildren were cancelled. Dear friends in our 

former church were struck by the virus and it was life-threatening 

for weeks. We witnessed those who suffered health and job 

insecurity, and didn’t see what we could do. Then, our daughter and 

son-in-law, posted in Algiers with the State Department, called. 

After much consideration, Kristen and their children came to 

quarantine and stay with us, due to concerns about medical care in 

Algeria. That became pure joy for parents/grandparents who are 

usually long distance. Our church welcomed our five and two year 

olds with open arms, specifically through our Christian Ed 

Committee, Ms. Chelsey, and Ms. Sarah. They looked forward to 

Zoom Sunday School and activity bags delivered.  

 

Candle 2: And, speaking of Zoom, who knew that an online meeting 

place would be a light in the darkness? Our church discussion series 

on racial justice, my neighborhood book club, and family virtual 

get-togethers were just that. We thank each participant, who 

thoughtfully shared and listened—shedding light on issues and 

concerns.  

 

And so, this Lent, we’ll remember the Light who came to live 

among us. Jesus taught us by his example and his words. He leads us 

through the shadows of deceit and false beliefs, to the Truth. “The 

light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it.” 

 

Nancy Schulte 
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Friday, March 5 

 

Matthew 25:23  His master replied, ‘Well done, good and faithful 

servant! You have been faithful with a few things; I will put you in 

charge of many things. Come and share your master’s happiness!’ 
 

During 2020, it may have been difficult to find daily happiness.   
 

In November, I took an all-day webinar entitled “The Happiness 

Advantage: A Pathway for Positive Change!” based on the book, 

The Orange Frog. Mindset matters. We can infuse positive emotions 

in our brain. 
 

At the end of the webinar, we were paired up with another 

participant. My partner lives in Idaho. Our assignment, for 21 days, 

was to find three things each day for which to be GRATEFUL, write 

them down and share them with our partner. The 21st day happened 

to be Christmas Day.   
 

The first day my partner did not write down her three gratitudes 

before she went to bed and found her brain “…scanning for 

interesting things to be grateful for all night.” She said; “I guess if 

you’re going to be half asleep all night it’s not so bad to be 

searching for positive things you can share.”  One of her first day’s 

gratitudes was, “I am grateful for my neighbor Jeralyn.  Without her 

I would have very little social interaction with people other than my 

husband. She has been quarantining like us throughout the 

pandemic, so we feel as though she is family.” Just sharing oneself 

with another is sometimes enough. 
 

As we progressed through the 21 days, many of our gratitudes were 

about doing something for someone else. A walk with a spouse. 

Cheering up someone lonely. Cooking for others. Keeping teenagers 

calm while quarantined with their parents! Giving compliments. 

Helping someone across the country find things for which to be 

grateful. 
 

God provides in all circumstances. We can be “faithful with a few 

things” and serve others. We just have to look. 

 

Cleon Wellington 
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Saturday, March 6 
 

Matthew 25 Challenge 
 

This has been a year of growing and learning. Jesus tells us we must 

care for one another. We must love one another. He speaks this in 

parables, sermons.  
 

John 15:12 This is my Commandment that you love one another 

as I have loved you.   
 

Imagine how deep is this love. He is teaching me to love all people. 

I am learning to be an anti-racist activist, in this trying time of unrest 

and police brutality and racism. 
 

I am learning to be patient and kind to myself as I am isolated 

during Covid, I have seen love everywhere. One way God has 

blessed me is in my walks with mom this year. We spent many days 

hiking the woods because of Covid and isolation. We saw Albino 

Moccasin flowers, four leaves trilliums and striped trilliums. We 

discovered a marsh walk and saw bitterns, trumpeter swans, green 

and blue herons, gifts from God that mom and I call "I Spys." 
 

My mom had a stroke in September and it looked like our walks 

were over, but “I Spy" one more walk, over the dunes to the big 

lake.  
 

Mom had two more strokes, but "I spy!" Christmas Eve, when it was 

very hard to be apart, mom at the hospital, our family in five states, 

joined together by Zoom and had our usual talent show, a gift of my 

children to me.  Orion sang "Edelweiss" and mom, from her hospital 

bed sang along. Mom is not a singer. Eighteen days apart from my 

mom, here was the "I spy" Mom is still healing from these strokes, I 

now know how to give a cup of water in Jesus name and serve mom 

in the middle of the night with a smile . 
 

I have written letters, marched, sang and prayed for those who 

cannot. I have voted, stood and cried and listened for those who 

cannot.  Because, BIPOC Lives Matters, even during a pandemic, 

even during the worst year of politics ever, even during strokes. 

Jesus loves everyone. He is teaching me to love also.  
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Sunday, March 7 

 

Living in an incredible time of innovation, peacemaking and soul 

searching, we struggle to not be overwhelmed with the noise of bad 

news.  Sharing good news, we see the overarching truth of light, 

hope and love everywhere, surrounding the darkness, never to be 

overtaken. 
 

Healing sickness, we respond with a simple  

loving act of washing our hands. 
 

Knowing a restaurant is struggling, we  

are led to “Buy One, Share One.” 
 

When our eyes are opened to injustice, inequality, and the part our 

privilege plays in the system we are led to rise up and sing. 
 

This is the good news, such brilliant light we must only look past 

 the mask deeply into the eyes of our neighbor and see Christ. 

 

Matthew 5:44-9  The Message Bible 

 

You’re blessed when you feel you’ve lost what is most dear to you. 

Only then can you be embraced by the One most dear to you. 
 You’re blessed when you’re content with just who you are—no 

more, no less. That’s the moment you find yourselves proud owners 

of everything that can’t be bought. 
 You’re blessed when you’ve worked up a good appetite for God. 

He’s food and drink in the best meal you’ll ever eat. 

You’re blessed when you care. At the moment of being ‘care-full,’ 

you find yourselves cared for. 

You’re blessed when you get your inside world—your mind and 

heart—put right. Then you can see God in the outside world. 

You’re blessed when you can show people how to cooperate instead 

of compete or fight. That’s when you discover who you really are, 

and your place in God’s family. 

 

Dear Lord, we praise you.  May we be constant in reflecting 

your brilliant light in the darkness. 
 

Sarah Bye 
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Monday, March 8 

The Hospitality of Strangers 

 

On March 1, 1982, Sue and I celebrated the birth of our first child, 

Anne. On March 3rd I travelled to University of Michigan hospital to 

be with Anne as she went through diagnostic tests for a possible 

problem with her heart. Advised by the physicians that the tests 

alone might result in her death, I baptized Anne; then, scared, 

shaken, and alone, I waited for results. In the waiting room was one 

other group, a young husband and wife with two of their parents.  

Although they too were awaiting the results of tests for possible 

cardiac defects in their own child/grandchild, they saw my distress 

and gently asked why I was there. Upon learning about Anne, the 

grandfather asked if it would be okay if he prayed for her and me. 

Holding my hands he lifted his voice to God in praise for the gift of 

children and supplication for Anne’s healing and my comfort.  That 

day, complete strangers reached out to care and pray for Anne and 

me even as they experienced their own crisis.  For me, this was a 

Matthew 25 moment; it left me an intense desire to be able to pray 

in the same way that I had experienced that day.  Their witness of 

faith changed my faith journey forever. 

  

Following the tests, Anne was diagnosed with a severe and fatal 

condition; the left side of her heart was very underdeveloped and 

essentially non-functional. She was only alive because of another 

temporary condition which allowed the right side of her heart to do 

the work the left side normally carried out.  After living forty days, 

Anne died at 6 am on Good Friday, a child who changed our lives, 

drawing us closer to God and to one another.   

 

John Waechter 
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Tuesday, March 9 

How does one know when he or she has served Jesus.  In Matthew 

25:40, Jesus said, “I tell you the Truth, whatever you did for one of 

the least of these brothers, you did for me.”  

 

Our church personified Matthew 25 when they reached out to me.  

My husband died this past July after a courageous 3 year battle with 

pancreatic cancer.  During his last weeks, our pastors and elders 

visited with us, prayed with us, shared with us and comforted us.  

Our deacons sent cards of encouragement and meals which 

nourished us. We were blessed beyond measure and my husband 

died peacefully. 

 

I wanted to return the incredible blessing I had received during this 

time and after.  One such opportunity was to serve through our 

church’s ministry, Carol’s Kitchen.   

 

What a delight to receive these boxes of delicious meals to take to 

some of our shut-ins.  Each meal was received with a smile, small 

talk and “I’ll see you next week.”  It was a treat and an answer to 

prayer when one more person was added to my deliveries. 

 

I had just agreed to become a Secret Saint and was assigned to a 

young man who had graduated from high school and whose family 

had suffered a horrendous home fire.  As a Secret Saint I wanted to 

give him clothes, school supplies and etc. but I didn’t’ know how to 

reach him or his family.  God answered my dilemma by assigning 

me his grandmother.  I was able to fulfill my Secret Saint 

opportunity and my Carol’s Kitchen weekly delivery in one lovely 

stop. 

 

God is all around us.  He gives us the eyes to see the need, the ears 

to hear the silent cries, the heart to understand, and the obedience, 

through the Holy Spirit so one does know when he or she is serving 

the Lord. 

 

Anonymous 
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Wednesday, March 10 

This is a description of events that are part of my family’s history. 

 

In 1932, when I was two, my parents and I lived in Detroit.  My 

father’s job at the Ford Motor Company was terminated.  He 

decided that his family would go to Hungary to visit his parents in 

Miskoic.  We packed up in September, took a train to New York 

City, and embarked by ocean liner to Hamburg, Germany. 

 

In Hamburg we were met by my father’s school friend, who was a 

pharmacist in the city.  After spending two days there, my father 

wondered who were the groups of brown-shirted men shouting on 

the streets.  My father’s friend replied they were unemployed rabble-

rousers, whose demonstrations were frowned upon by most of the 

residents of the city.  He was quite certain they would not make a 

lasting impression! 

 

We took the train from Hamburg to Miskoic and spent six months 

with my paternal grandparents.  I was the first grandchild from the 

United States and was (according to my parents) spoiled by my 

otherwise strict grandfather.  I learned to speak Hungarian before I 

spoke English! 

 

Eventually we returned to the United States in late March, 1933.  

My parents were dismayed when leaving Hamburg, to find 

swastikas, symbol of the Nazi party, hanging from windows and 

flying from flagpoles.  In a six month period, Germany had gone 

from the Weimar Republic to a government whose leader would 

ultimately engulf the world in chaos and destruction. 

 

Emily Olson 
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Thursday, March 11 
 

Focus on Matthew 25 
 

It seems to me that Matthew 25’s three parables can be described as 

Adages, Admonitions, and Guidance on how to live: 

1 - Think ahead - Be prepared 

2 - Be faithful with what we have been entrusted 

3 - Judgement about how we live our lives and care about others 

 

Some aspects of these parables have come quite naturally to me, 

mostly because of how I was raised, but I’ve also fallen short at 

times, wondering why did I “do that” or “not do that”.  Sometimes I 

know the answer, but often I still speculate and repent. 
 

I pray that I will be faithful to these principles for the remainder of 

my earthly years. 
 

Thanks be to God. 

 

Betty Koons 

 

*     *     * 

 

Friday, March 12 

 

It’s difficult to be confined for all these months with each day 

melding into the next; same routine, same food, same sleep habits. 

Shorter days and longer nights contribute to feeling “cabin fever.” 

The fear of catching a virus that has been so deadly for others keeps 

us cocooned in our bubble for protection. That’s why it’s such a 

surprise to find something good and uplifting come out of all this 

uncertainty. 

 

A few months ago, our son asked my wife and me if we could help 

our six-year-old granddaughter with a couple of virtual classes; art 

and music. Her parents elected to keep her out the classroom for the 

school year so she connects remotely with her teacher for the other 

classes.  

Continued on next page               24 



Now, Joanie and I have been part-time first grade teachers for the 

past few months.  I can’t tell you what a delight it is to work with 

her, to see the light come on in a young mind when she learns new 

things. We have a newfound daily closeness that we never would be 

able to have without the covid-imposed restrictions. 

 

There can be something positive that comes out of all this hardship.  

The blessings we find in life sometimes come unexpectedly and we 

can trust in God to provide them.  

 

Rick Cooper  

 

 

*     *     * 
 
  

Saturday, March 13 

 

The T.C. Presby Safety committee is grateful to all those who have 

during the covid crisis, continued to worship, pray, volunteer either 

virtually or in person!  The outpouring and efforts to show 

love, compassion, devotion, and support have been an 

overwhelming example of discipleship and faith by our church 

family! Covid has re-directed the current responsibility/plans of the 

Safety Committee.  For the past 8 months, worshiping safely, in 

person, has continued to be a top priority along with providing 

staff a safe working environment.  Understanding, that for some in 

our congregation having the ability to attend in person is a spiritual, 

uplifting, necessary way of gathering.  The committee has devoted 

many hours of discussion with staff, health officials and others to 

achieve a safe gathering place! A huge thank you to everyone who 

has been attending in person while meeting protocols in order to 

safely work, pray, worship and meet in person!  Let us all pray that 

soon our entire congregation will be able to gather in person again 

worshiping, and praying, together with family and 

friends celebrating our faith and serving our Lord.  Amen. 

 

Safety Committee 
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Sunday, March 14 

 

The master was full of praise. “Well done, my good and faithful 

servant. You have been faithful in handling this small amount, so 

now I will give you many more responsibilities. Let’s celebrate 

together!” (Matt 25:21–NLT).   

 

Lean back for a moment, close your eyes… picture that…what 

image comes to mind when you are celebrating with Jesus?  Looks 

fantastic doesn’t it? Do not stop there, what does it look like to be a 

“good and faithful servant”, and are you worthy of God’s praise?  

The answer is an absolute “YES”. Paul tells us we are all saved by 

God’s grace!   But how are we to respond to that grace? For it is by 

grace you have been saved, through faith—and this is not from 

yourselves, it is the gift of God— not by works, so that no one can 

boast.  For we are God’s handiwork, created in Christ Jesus to do 

good works, which God prepared in advance for us to do.  

Ephesians 2:8-10-NIV 

  

While the beautiful church at 701 Westminster Road, is a place we 

gather it is each of us individually and collectively who are God’s 

church. As Paul puts it we are God’s handiwork. We at PCTC are 

his hands and feet in Traverse City and around the world.  Together 

we support nearly 30 missions through the great work of the 

missions committee: https://tcpresby.org/missions/.  My prayer is 

that each of us can find a mission to support…to “do good works” to 

support our commitment as a Matthew 25 congregation.   

 

In closing may you receive God’s blessing through Aaron:  (May) 

the Lord bless you and keep you; (may)  the Lord make his face 

shine on you and be gracious to you; (may)  the Lord turn his face 

toward you,  and give you peace.   Numbers 6:24-26  

 

Wayne Swallow 
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Monday, March 15 

 

The phone rang and a friendly voice asked “Would you care to 

deliver meals for folks in our community?” I answered “yes,” and 

began the joyous task of being a driver for the meals program at 

Traverses City Presbyterian Church.  
 

Who is your tomorrow friend? Whose life path will cross yours 

tomorrow and become your friend? When you get out of your 

recliner chair, you may open yourself to discover that your 

tomorrow friends are just one warm meal delivery away.   
 

Connie, who greets me each Thursday at church and brings the food 

to my van, always has a smile and a friendly laugh. She thanks me 

for my service, but it is me who gets the blessings. 
 

Velma is another great example of the concept of a tomorrow friend. 

We discovered that we love to garden and we love growing things. I 

bought her an Amaryllis plant.  Then we planted it on her front 

porch garden with spring bulbs. Now we look forward to spring 

flowers. She often makes English bread and tasty jelly for us. She 

has made us seasonal masks to keep us safe from Covid 19. We 

laugh, share our common background in working with Michigan 

State University Extension. She was employee; I was a volunteer. 

She told me that often times I am the only person she sees in a 

week’s time. Now my life is ever richer because I have a friend 

named Velma and we share smiles and time together and we are 

both from the U.P. eh? 
 

Dean is another of my tomorrow friends. We sit on the tailgate of 

his pickup talking fishing, hunting, gardening, and life. Dean is a 

former leader in Michigan State University Extension programs and 

mentored Steve Fouch, who was instrumental in my efforts to bring 

Master Gardener classes to a Kinross Correctional Facility, where I 

was employed. Small world, isn’t it? 
 

My life is indeed blessed to have met these tomorrow friends.  Who 

will I meet tomorrow? The wisdom and life experience of these 

remarkable people is my weekly treasure.   

 

Jim Couling 
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Tuesday, March 16 

 

Matthew 25 has a great deal to think about.  The ten maidens and 

their lamps – the servants and the talents that were given to them 

from their master – and the commanding words of the Lord to feed 

the hungry...  If I were to relate these passages to me, I would have 

to say that during this pandemic I probably was the servant who 

buried his talents to be sure they were safe and available for later.  

Did I hoard toilet paper?  Well – how many rolls is considered 

hoarding?  Did I hoard Clorox Wipes?  Again, how many is too 

many?  I don’t think I ever took the last one of anything.  I also 

don’t think I was first in line for anything.  But I know I was 

comfortable in my home enjoying my backyard with transportation 

to the parks and store as needed…feeling very grateful and yet 

feeling very sad for those living in tight quarters with few resources.  

I struggle to write because I was well tended – and yet because of 

my age I say – other than monetary gifts to food banks, did so little 

for others.  I cannot list all that are on my hero list because I would 

no doubt leave someone out but you know them:  the ones you see 

on You Tube and Zoom Sunday mornings, Wednesday mornings, 

Wednesday evenings, in the kitchen, delivering meals, in the office, 

in the halls.  They are the ones teaching, clerking, cleaning, nursing, 

doctoring, singing, ministering, cooking,  sharing – just going on 

with life to help all feel a sense of normalcy and a connection to 

each other – and thus to God.   

 

If there is anyone out there who feels as I did – like the servant who 

buried his talent – there is always time to focus on the other words 

of Matthew 25: …for I was hungry and you gave me food, I was 

thirsty and you gave me drink, I was a stranger and you welcomed 

me, I was naked and you clothed me, I was sick and you visited me, I 

was in prison and you came to me….  Let’s use Matthew 25 to help 

family, friends, and strangers feel the comfort and Grace of God’s 

love if not through our own actions, then through our support of 

others who are out there – masked and six feet apart trying to stay 

safe.    

 

Barb Shimnoski 
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Wednesday, March 17 

 

Matthew 25: 40   Truly, I say to you, as you did it to one 

of the least of these my brethren you did it to me. 

 

On January 6 a mob of militant white supremacists led a massive 

assault on our capitol incited by our president. This horrific event 

reminded me of a situation I found myself in as a missionary to 

Rhodesia, Africa in the late 60's. At the time white supremacy 

dominated the society and laws of the country. African lives were 

considered inferior--to be restricted and suppressed. Africans buying 

meat required them going to an outside window labeled "meat for 

dogs and boys". They also had to evacuate cities by 9 pm and return 

to a distant fenced-in compound. Schools were either all European 

or all African. European schools were financed and run by the 

government while African schools were only financed and run by 

the churches. Yet for Africans to enter secondary schools they had 

to pass a series of external, year-end , government exams on at least 

3 different grade levels. So many students had their education 

terminated at a very young age. I taught science for 4 years at a 

Methodist Secondary School. There I taught some of the brightest 

students I've ever had throughout my career in college teaching. 

After passing a difficult external exam covering at least 2 years of 

education, many of my students had to lie and lower their education 

level to grade 3 to even be considered for a job. Working among 

those considered "inferior" was often challenging and dangerous. 

You could easily be arrested. Yet I was actually inspired by the 

wisdom, joy and depth of love these people demonstrated. In the end 

I was the one most blessed by those considered "the least of these", 

for in spirit and kindness they were not even close to being "the 

least." Often the courage to reach out can result in lifting one to 

higher levels of compassion and understanding.  

 

Jim Feiker 
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Thursday, March 18 

LENT IS ALMOST HERE - 

 

As I sat down to write my Lenten Devotional, I wondered about 

where to start, and how to describe this strange and difficult year.  

Many of us have lost loved ones and were and still are, far away 

from children or friends with a pandemic in full force and many 

businesses shut down.  What has happened to our "Way of life"? 

 

Our church had become a "Matthew 25 church" about this time 

where Jesus tells us (again) how to live on his way to the cross.  He 

talked about us being sheep or goats, and how to tell the difference. 

 

Even though our church was closed, good things were happening.  

Many people were working hard.  People were calling members and 

others to make sure they were OK and find out what they needed.  

Carol and her team prepared lunches for volunteer drivers to deliver 

to seniors, friends, and "loners" inside the church and not.  Our 

pastors, staff, elders, deacons and others were working hard to make 

Zoom work for Nexus and traditional worship and meetings.   

 

Books related to our Matt. 25 studies were passed around.  I began 

to read them and realized how shallow my sense of discipleship has 

been.  Lent is almost here.  When I was growing up, our family went 

to church on Palm Sunday and Easter, but I do not remember going 

to church on Maundy Thursday or Good Friday.  We skipped Lent 

and the Cross.  Now I wonder why. 

 

Jesus was on His way to the Cross when He spoke about the sheep 

and the goats to the people around Him.  This year Lent will be 

different for me.  I want to take part in the whole month and realize 

how great His sacrifice was for us and how incredible His love is for 

us. 

 

Lord teach us how to serve you and love others. 

 

June Fitton 
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Friday, March 19 

 

Expanded definitions of clothing and feeding. 

 

Friends are such special people, and, of course, they come in all 

configurations.  I have known my friend “Pat” for about ten years 

and, although we’ve always been friendly, we never socialized 

outside our usual meeting environment until now when we can’t 

socialize at all, but are actually socializing more than we ever did. 

 

As the last year has rolled out, I came to appreciate Pat more and 

more.  Over the summer, Pat would send out a message to a group 

of people inviting us to a Space Station Party.  He would send time 

and direction for the space station appearance, then at the given time 

that evening, everyone would be on their phones texting “I saw it!”  

(Along with the tidbit of information that the last time all humans 

have been on earth at the same time was something like 2002).  A 

little fun when it seemed fun was more elusive.  

 

Pat inherited his grandma’s sewing machine and soon learned how 

to use it.  Pat produces masks for all seasons and for all ages, 

including masks for toddlers’ stuffed animals.  Pat refuses payment 

because it’s his contribution to ease the chaos.  He has donated 

countless masks to the TC Health Clinic on Garfield.  I usually have 

some in my car or purse and if someone admires my Thanksgiving, 

Christmas, Easter, or RBG mask, I can share an extra.  When I 

swing by his house to pick up another batch, it is not unusual that in 

addition to a bag of masks hanging from the hook on his porch 

(distancing), there is also a baggy with a couple cookies. 

 

Pat is a wonderful person who clothes the naked and feeds the 

hungry.  I am so fortunate he is my friend. 

 

Bonnie Willings 
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Saturday, March 20 
 

Matthew 25: 40  And the King shall answer and say unto 

them, Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye have done it to one of 

the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me. 
 

Help comes in so many ways. It is often not acknowledged by the 

giver as something special. Rather it’s something they do naturally 

knowing it needs to be done, and they do it. 
    

Teachers, caregivers and neighbors are examples of where much is 

expected beyond the required job description.  Teachers are hired to 

teach an area they’ve studied. But, a teacher’s job goes far beyond 

the subject matter. One must observe that the child is clothed, fed 

and safe away from school.  
   

Care giving may involve a family member or the necessity to assist 

someone else at a job. In either situation, one’s work goes far 

beyond the description of care. 
 

Neighbors are support systems. They are there when needed. It may 

be a plate of cookies for a new neighbor. It may be a lawn mowing 

for an overwhelmed neighbor.  It may be a needed repair when 

additional knowledge is needed.  
    

During this season of pandemic, we have had to be cautious in the 

ways we help. Notes and calls are uplifting. It’s still important to 

donate food, clothing and protect others by wearing masks and 

keeping the distance. We can make a difference. 
  

ONE 

One tree can start a forest; 

One smile can begin a friendship; 

One hand can lift a soul; 

One word can frame a goal; 

One candle can wipe out darkness; 

One Laugh can conquer gloom; 

One hope can raise your spirits; 

One touch can show you care; 

One life can make a difference; 

Be that ONE today. 

(unknown) 
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Sunday, March 21 
 

Since March of 2020, everyone has had to make personal changes in 

our lives.  Wearing masks, working from home, limiting gatherings, 

and isolating at home.   
 

For me, I have had that additional challenge of making sure 340+ 

employees can continue to work, earn an income, and continue to 

serve the low income and needy in our communities.  I am in 

Human Resources with the private non-profit, Northwest Michigan 

Community Action Agency.  We serve 10 counties in NW Michigan 

with programs like Head Start, Meals on Wheels, Home Rehab and 

Weatherization, Homeless Prevention, tax preparation, and budget 

counseling for low-income individuals and families.  Vital services 

for the neediest in our communities.  
 

Initially, it was making sure that people could continue to work and 

support their own families, but how do we pay them when we 

cannot provide our traditional face to face services?  We began to 

hear from funding sources that we were to continue to pay 

employees through June!  What a blessing!  The real work started 

then, to get technology to employees to work from home, revamp 

programs to a virtual platform (not an easy task for preschool 

classrooms!) and provide safety measures for our employees.  

Things were getting done and evolving into a new “normal” for our 

programs.  These changes are continuing to occur for our employees 

and the people we serve but we have found that by working 

together, we can find new solutions to situations that we never 

dreamed would happen!  We can work from home!  We can 

continue to provide services to those in our communities!  And how 

we do it is by supporting one another to help others less fortunate.   
 

From one of my favorite hymns that fits our time: 

I, the Lord of sea and sky, I have heard my people cry. 

All who dwell in dark and sin my hand will save. 

I, who made the stars at night, I will make their darkness bright. 

Who will bear my light to them?  Whom shall I send? 
Here I am, Lord.  Is it I, Lord?   I have heard you calling in the night. 

I will go, Lord, if you lead me.  I will hold your people in my heart. 

 

Betsy Rees 
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Monday, March 22 

 

As the year 2020 began, I was hopeful for our future.  I imagine 

most of us were.  Then, in mid-March, reality began to sink in.  We 

were in the midst of a pandemic, and things were going to be 

different – much different.  Small changes were at first only a minor 

annoyance. But later, it became apparent that the shutdowns of in-

person church services, restaurant dining, and other restrictions 

would be with us for a while, as they still are today. 

 

I became depressed and even lonely, more so than at any time in 

recent years.  Then, not long ago, a minor incident revealed how 

isolated I might be.  During a now routine Zoom meeting of a 

church committee, my connection to the meeting was suddenly cut.  

I found that my internet connection had failed. 

 

No big deal, I thought.  I’ll just telephone the meeting host to 

explain.  I picked up the telephone receiver to my landline, but there 

was no dial tone.  I had no better luck with my cell phone; both were 

dependent on the internet connection.  I looked outside to see if 

there was a light on at one of my neighbors’ homes.  No luck there 

either.  No one appeared to be home. 

 

Fortunately, I was in no danger, but what if I had been, I wondered?  

Now, I felt truly isolated. 

 

But the phones are now working again, and I have been given advice 

on how to deal with a similar situation in the future.  People in our 

church as well as family and friends have been helpful, thankfully. 

 

I believe our church has responded well to our needs, providing food 

and other assistance, as we wait for the restoration of in-person 

services and other activities. 

 

Pat Burden 
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Tuesday, March 23 

 

Love one another; as I have loved you". ... John 15:12:  

 

Early in 2020, we planned a dream of a trip for a special anniversary 

 - Hawaii, Australia and a cruise through exotic South Pacific 

islands.  Amid whispers of a new virus in Asia, we had no worries. 

 Soaking up the sun in Hawaii and Australia amid amazing sights 

and friendly people, we sailed to New Caledonia, Figi and Vanuatu. 

   

Before the next port of call, however, the virus erupted into a 

pandemic all around the globe.  Safely at sea well before, it seemed 

we were our own sovereign floating island - a nation of people from 

everywhere and of every religion imaginable.  We sailed this way 

and that as the ship’s company sought to find safe harbor when no 

country would have us.  Yet it didn’t matter where we called home, 

only that we were all in it together.  We looked out for one another, 

shared limited computer time and news from many countries as well 

as concern for how each of us would get home.   One clear night, we 

were sitting on the top deck.  We had just been told that a country 

that had granted passage home had changed its mind.  As the ship 

made yet another wide turn back to open sea, I could hear soft 

voices in what seemed like a hundred languages. Music played 

softly in the background.  A man from Great Britain was quoting 

poetry.  And in the sky was the Southern Cross.  We all seemed at 

one with a “peace that passes all understanding.”   With the help of 

many, we did all make it finally home.  In a world that is now torn 

apart by so much discord, I pray that we can reach out to one 

another as my fellow sailors did so many months ago in the middle 

of nowhere.  We have more in common than we think.  

 

Dear Lord, help us to respect one another, to find common 

ground and above all to be kind to all!  

 

Vicki Shurly 
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Wednesday, March 24 

Isaiah 58:7   Is it not to share your bread with the hungry, and bring 

the homeless poor into your house; when you see the naked, to cover 

them, and not to hide yourself from your own kin? 

 

The prophet Isaiah writes these verses about 700 years before 

Christ’s ministry on earth.  He calls for the Israelites to worship God 

not just through traditional rituals but through the giving of 

themselves to others; to search for all people in need and to share 

sacrificially.  

 

Jesus recalls these verses in his own command to his followers in 

Matthew 25.  How could this call to action be any more appropriate 

for each of us as it is today?  Jesus calls us to search for 

opportunities to deliver God’s mercy; to be his hands and feet on 

earth right now.  

 

Of course, in the current pandemic we can see many needs all 

around us; some people that have before been able to provide for 

themselves and their families now are struggling.  Take up the call 

to show mercy and support those you can both here in our 

community and beyond.  Your actions will present the face of God 

to those in immediate need, but your actions today will be 

everlasting to those people touched by your acts of mercy and 

sacrifice. 

 

God in heaven, lead us to be but one people answering your call 

to show mercy on those in need both here and everywhere, may 

it be so.  Amen 

 

Kip Nickel 
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Thursday, March 25 

 

Finally, brothers and sisters, fill your minds with beauty and truth.  

Meditate on whatever is honorable, whatever is right, whatever is 

pure, whatever is lovely, whatever is good, whatever is virtuous and 

praiseworthy.   Philippians 4:8-9  (Voice Bible) 

 

2020, what a year this has been.  

 

Efforts to reduce and control the spread of COVID 19 resulted in 

many changes to our lives.  The effects of the shutdowns have led to 

the isolation and restricted activity of many.  We are weathering the 

storm but--- let's use this time to help and cheer our friends and 

neighbors.   There are many ways to do this.  We can make a phone 

call or send a card to say we are thinking of them. A friendly word 

or note can brighten both our and their day.  

 

The continuing lack of close contact soon becomes a burden.  As the 

days go by this burden grows and may lead to more unhappy days.  

We need to remember the many blessings and joys in our lives.  

Take time to tell our family and friends that we love and miss them.  

 

Let times in the day be used to maintain and express the spirit of 

love and joy.   Our gratitude for the love and joy in our lives will 

lead to a deeper faith in God. 

 

Take time to express gratitude for the joys and blessings in our own 

lives.  As the days of the pandemic drag on, we need to keep our 

spirits up. 

 

God bless us all as we continue down the road to a happier 

tomorrow. Continue to fill our minds with the words from 

Philippians. May God bless and keep us in the days ahead. 

 

Bob Bura 
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Friday, March 26 

 

Just Up the Street 

 

Retirement, what was it going to be like?  We live in the middle of a 

row of twelve cottages overlooking the harbor.  Only two are winterized.  

So come Fall and Winter things are quiet on our two track lane.   

A widow, who was far from healthy, lived in the house at the head 

of our lane.  But independent she was with pain her constant 

companion.  It seemed like she lived on Tylenol.   

 

She would ask for nothing when I visited with her. But when the 

snow came I started bringing in the Sunday paper, the only one she 

ordered.  Then there were other little things she asked me to do.  

This led to checking in regularly with her as well as being on her 

medical button.  

 

I began to wonder why this interruption in the things I wanted to do 
was almost, well, enjoyable.  Why is it that there is pleasure in 

helping someone out, over and over again?  Could it be it is how we 

were brought up?  That seemed to be just a partial truth but an 

inadequate answer.  Most all people have what we call “a good 

streak” in them.  And we were taught to do to others as you would 

have them do to you.  Is it all my doing?  I don’t think so. 

 

Could it be that this is where the grace of God is active in all of us – 

bringing us to Jesus?  For he said, “Just as you did it to the least of 

these you did it to me”.    Matt 25:40   

 

Retirement has been good, Jesus was just up the street. 

 

Almighty and always present God, help us to stay open the 

presence of the Spirit and be able to respond to the good that 

Jesus will help us do. Alleluia, amen 

 

Rev. J Elliot P. Morrison 
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Saturday, March 27 

 

Father God and Mother Earth 

 

Now that we have your attention, it is not our intention to dwell on 

the gender of God.  We don’t know where, when or how we have 

come to refer to God the Father and the Earth Mother---probably it’s 

due to longstanding male hierarchical authority.  Anyway, in the 

beginning God created the earth, its land and water, atmosphere, day 

and night, all living things, ad ma (male and female) in God’s own 

image.  And God was pleased and declared it good. 

 

This 2020 has seen continued concern and alarms about climate 

change and earth’s vulnerability to unsustained exploitation.  Those 

issues were somewhat eclipsed by choosing how to operate our 

social order, our common life in America on planet Earth and how 

to cope with a pandemic brought upon us by a virus from the natural 

world. 

 

So we come back to nature and Mother Earth and God the Father as 

we include prayer attributed to the Apaches. 

 

May the Sun bring you new Energy by Day 

May the Moon softly restore you by Night 

May the Rain wash away your worries 

May the Breeze blow new Strength into your Being 

May you Walk gently through the World and  

know its Beauty all the days of your Life 

    Apache Prayer 

 

God, as we participate in these daily Lenten meditations, may we be 

inspired to find ways to make our beliefs tangible by serving others 

in your name.  Amen 

 

Maxine and Paul Diller 
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March 28 

 

 

 

My Story of Carol’s Care Packages 

 

We have here only five loaves of bread and two fish.  Matthew 14:17 
 

If anyone would have told me last April when our care packages 

were just getting started, that by the end of 2020 we would have fed 

over 5000 people, I would have laughed! And yet, somehow, that 

one pot of chicken noodle soup and a few loaves of banana bread 

multiplied over and over and by the end of the year we had fed over 

5000! Sound familiar? 
 

2020 will long be remembered for many reasons. But for me 2020 

was the year, which with guidance from above, Carol’s Care 

Packages were created. The things God made possible in our church 

commercial kitchen was nothing short of miraculous! 
 

Our State had been shut down and we were all being encouraged to 

stay home and work. For safety reasons our church was mostly 

closed down. But I wanted to do something to help people, feed 

them, brighten up their day. But what could I do??? I know, I will 

COOK! 
 

I purchased everything I needed to make a “Carol size” pot of soup 

and some loaves of bread and drove to the church. After unloading 

everything in the church kitchen I went down to the office to tell 

Pastor Myers what I wanted to do and ask if he could help me find a 

way to get it to anyone who would like it. He said he would think 

about it and I went back to the kitchen to get started. 
 

While I was cooking, Pastor Myers was preparing an e-blast to 

announce that tomorrow from the hours of 10-12 we would have 

FREE chicken noodle soup and banana bread available for curbside 

pick-up if anyone was interested. He also offered delivery service if 

needed. And So It Began! 
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Monday, March 29 
                   

The next day Margie, Pastor Myers and I stood outside with our cart 

full of 75 boxed meals, each containing a bowl of soup, crackers, 

banana bread, a cookie and a Lifesaver mint. As advertised, we 

waited there from 10-12 not knowing if anyone would show up. 

Two hours seemed like forever but at 11:59 we passed out the last 

boxed meal. Wow! We all agreed, that was great! Thank you God. 
Next week we will try 150 meals but shorten the pick-up time to 11-12! 
 

During week 2, 150 meals were picked up or delivered and 

donations started to come in. We decided it was time to kick it up a 

notch and added delivering hot meals to essential workers on 

Mondays. So during week 3 we delivered 80 meals to our neighbors 

at Foster Family Community Health Center on Monday and 200 

meals were picked up at our Thursday curb side service. We now 

had over two dozen of our church members involved helping with 

organizing deliveries, preparing and packing food, working at our 

curb side pick-up and delivering meals. Thank you God. 
 

We continued this ministry until mid-June when our State re-

opened. We then stopped our curb side service but continued to 

deliver meals every Thursday. These deliveries were/are made to 

anyone for any reason. For many it was a way to stay connected to 

our church, others enjoyed a friendly “hello” each week from behind 

our masks, some truly needed the food. It didn’t matter why, we 

were just happy to do God’s work. 
 

It is now 2021. Parts of our State are still shut down or offer limited 

service, but the sight of what were once COVID-19 testing centers 

are now vaccination clinic s, with many workers standing outside, 

brings hope for many that soon, this too will pass. 
 

We are currently still delivering 100 meals every Thursday and I am 

still amazed each week as we prepare, package and deliver them, 

how God has made this all possible. Too many times we have had 

just enough food, enough drivers to deliver and donations that 

helped to make this it possible to continue our food ministry. The 

numerous Thank You notes we have received tell us of the countless  
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ways we have reached out to and helped God’s people during a very 

difficult time. Yes, it started with our congregation, but then we 

spread it to our neighbors, our friends and anyone else we could 

think of.   

 

Behind the name of Carol’s Care Packages are so many other names 

that have made this ministry possible. Thank You God! 
 

Carol Allen 

 

 

 

    *     *     *     

 

 

Tuesday, March 30 

                   

Hebrews 1:10  In the beginning, Lord, you founded the earth, and 

the heavens are the work of your hand… 

 

I love being outdoors, surrounded by trees, water, sunshine and fresh 

air.  I love the peace I feel when hiking or just sitting and observing 

God’s marvelous creation. I find that being in nature helps me turn 

down the volume on the things of the world that might be distracting 

me, and allows more space for me to feel the presence of Christ in 

my life.  I feel so blessed to live in an area that abounds in natural 

beauty.  

 

I am really excited about the Creation Care and Matthew 25 

initiatives that have been approved by session.  These initiatives will 

help us focus on being good stewards of the great gift of this Earth 

that God created.  A healthier planet provides a better quality of life 

for all of us.  Taking care of the Earth is a form of taking care of 

each other, which is what Matthew 25 instructs us to do.  

 

Heavenly Father, Thank you for the great gift of this beautiful 

planet and of your love and grace.  Help me to be a faithful 

steward of both.  Amen 

 

Kris Wendland 
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Wednesday, March 31 

 

I started writing this devotion on January 3rd thinking about 

Epiphany and the wise men revealing Jesus as “God with us” - the 

celebration of that revelation and the upcoming “ordinary time” that 

leads us to the repentant time of Lent. However the message of 

“God with us” on Epiphany this year seemed to get trampled on the 

way to the Capital.  The Ordinary Time that I anticipated living out 

on the way to Lent also seems to be bruised. And here we are at 

Lent, remembering the events that led up to Jesus” death and 

resurrection. We remember the sacrifice that was made, to ensure 

that God is with us through the Holy Spirit.  As the recipients of that 

great gift can we really hold it?  

 

Marie Howe in the Kingdom of Ordinary Times, in her poem Star 

Market writes “Jesus must have been a saint, I said to myself, 

looking for my lost car in the parking lot later, stumbling among the 

people who would have been lowered into rooms by ropes, who 

would have crept out of caves or crawled from the corners of the 

public baths on their hands and knees begging for mercy.  If I touch 

the hem of his garment, one woman thought, I will be healed. Could 

I bear the look on His face when he wheels around?”  

 

Yes you can...Every prayer is reaching for His hem and we are 

assured of being received as “daughter/son” of Jesus/God. Jesus, 

with the sorrow of His sacrifice, assured us that his love, grace and 

forgiveness reached beyond his living years into our hearts today. 

 

Anne Donn 
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April 1       Maundy Thursday    
 

 

 

2020 A YEAR OF LOSS 

 

 Loss of my dear mother, who dealt with declining mental health 
for several years.  The mother I had always known was lost to 

me, and I became her caregiver for her last 2 years. 

 Loss of physical contact with children, grandchildren, and 

friends. 

 Loss of freedom to come and go and participate in the activities 
we were so used to doing. 

 Loss of feelings of security in a world of political unrest.   

 Loss of belief in our world leaders. 

 Loss of understanding for people who wouldn’t do what was 
necessary to protect others. 

 

Despite these losses, I feel there have been some things gained 

during this year:   

 Connections have been made to loved ones and others through 
phone calls, cards and letters, E-mail, Face Time and Zoom. 

 I have found peace in solitude and time alone with John. 

 Nature walks have helped me feel the quiet presence of God. 

 

To everything there is a season, and a purpose under heaven.  A 

time to weep and a time to heal. 

 

I’ve taken only a part of this Bible verse from Ecclesiastes 3, but I 

do feel this has been a time for many to weep, but that our time to 

heal is coming. 

 

Anne McKinney 
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April 2 

 

Matthew 20:22 

 

In the early ‘40s, as a high school-er, I belonged to Christian 

Endeavor, an organization of spiritual growth and leadership.  One 

of the favorite hymns we sang was: “Are ye able, said the Master” 

The fourth verse reads:  

 

“Are ye able? Still the Master Whispers down eternity,  

and heroic spirits answer, now as then in Galilee.” 

 

That’s the question.  Are we able…and willing?  Matthew 25:31 

It is quite clear about our calling. There is much which needs our 

involvement: hunger, homelessness, justice, immigration, peace, 

healing.  You have your own litany.  Eyes open, hearts open, purses 

open: we know what we are called to do and pray for. 

 

Yet, this dreadful COVID poses challenges to “doing and being”.  

But it need not keep us from being Matthew 25 people.  We can 

figure how and when. Others are with us as well as Jesus’ 

encouragement. 

 

Let this Lenten Season bring you and me closer to the One asking, 

“Are you able?” 

 

Lord Jesus, you have shown us the Way; help us to walk in it. 

Amen 

  

Arthur O Van Eck 
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Easter Saturday, April 3 

 

 

 
 

 

“She was called a scarlet woman by the people 

Who would go to church but left me in the street. 

With no parents of my own, I never had a home 

And an eighteen year old boy has got to eat …” 

 “This Bed of Roses”, song by The Statler Brothers 

 

I John 3  We know love by this, that he laid down his 

life for us—and we ought to lay down our lives for one another.  

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?  

 

 

“God Alone is enough.  Whoever has God wants for nothing at all.”  

       St. Theresa of Avila 

 

 

As I sat to write this devotional I was without a clue as to what it 

would be, where it would go. Then, “unintentionally” the song 

above started playing from my music library. I live in constant 

tension between what I have been given (what I hold in trust from 

God) and the needs of the world around me.  Do I feed Christ’s 

sheep? There is always more that needs to be done and more that I 

could do.  I constantly stand convicted by my own heart. Christ’s 

example and words are so clear. I know I cannot, in my own 

strength, stand upright. But we are told to lay all our cares on Christ 

who bore and bears the burden for us. St. Theresa’s words express it 

well.  I am who I am and the world is what it is but all is in God’s 

hands and we have only to focus on Christ in each of us to see as 

Christ sees, with hope and compassion.  And in the wise words of 

“Frozen II”, we just do “the next right thing”. 

 

Holy God, thank you for what you have given and for what we 

can give. Amen 
 

Michael Eldredge              46 

 



Easter Sunday, April 4  

What Will We Do Now? 

Mark 16:1-8    
      

When the Sabbath ended, Mary 

Magdalene, Mary the mother of James, and Mary Salome bought 

spices so they might go to the tomb and anoint the body of Jesus.  

Never did it cross their minds; his tortured body would not be 

covered in the burial shroud his beloved friend, Joseph of 

Arimathea, had offered.  Never did it occur to them his lifeless body 

would not be in the tomb where he had been left. 
 

These faithful women had risen while it was still dark.  Their hearts 

filled with sorrow and grief; they weren’t looking for a Risen Lord.  

They were afraid.  They were loyal.  They had a task, a dreadful 

task, to perform.  “Who will roll away the stone for us from the 

entrance to the tomb?” 
 

Suddenly the moment of truth.  The women looked up and saw the 

tomb was open.  The stone rolled away; their way was clear.  But 

what did this mean?  They entered the tomb to anoint Jesus’ body. 
 

As they entered, they came face to face with a messenger from God, 

an angel!  Sensing their distress, the angel proclaimed: “Fear not!  

You are looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who was crucified.  He has 

been raised!  He is not here!” Mark tells us, “they fled from the 

tomb, for terror and amazement had seized them, and they said 

nothing to anyone, for they were afraid!”  Mark’s account ends here. 
 

What will we do now? This is the implicit question for all of us, when 

we encounter the empty tomb.  Will we respond in fear or faith?  
 

As you’ve read throughout this Lenten Devotional, as a Matthew 25 

congregation, we have chosen faith.  Addressing structural poverty, 

systemic racism, and church vitality are formidable tasks.  Feeding 

hungry people, giving a drink to people who are thirsty, welcoming 

strangers, clothing people who are naked, caring for people who are 

sick; and visiting people who are sick are never ending 

opportunities.  Loving as Christ loves is costly work.  But, as we see 

in the faithful witness of our people, our Risen Lord is with us!  

Thanks be to God! 
 

Pastor Myers               47 



 

 

IN MEMORIAM 

  

Mary Ann Bunting 

Helen Childs 

David Colbath 

Charles “Chick” Coley 

Donald Duff 

Mildred Ferguson 

Rose Fredette 

Rodger Jabara 

Ronald Jenkins 

Peggy Jewell 

Genevieve Kish 

Betty Kohl 

Jacqueline Lang 

Carol O’Brien 

James Patrick 

Robert Pierson 

Richard “Dick” Pomeroy 

Rosemary Roberts 

Elizabeth “Betty” Sheets 

Douglas Simpson 

Clifford Voice 

Gerald Wallace 

Doris Wiggant 

Robin Williams 
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