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DAY THIRTY-FIVE OF LENT 
 “The Lord was my strength and protection;  

he was my saving help!” 
Psalm 118.14 CEB 

 

Few things have seemed quite so 
precarious as the moment when, in 
beginning to pursue my degree at 
Eden Seminary and my class was 
gathered on our first retreat, the 
Professor in charge told us to look 
first to our left, then to our right, after 
which he intoned, “Now, know this: at 
the end of the three year journey 
towards your degree, one of those 
around you will be gone. The class 
averages show that one in three do 
not complete their degree work.” My 
first thought was, “Lord, what have 
You gotten me into?” and my second thought was more a prayer, “Let it not be me!” 
 

By mid-way through my second year I was fairly certain I had wandered out on a very thin 
dry branch of a tree, then handed a chainsaw to an institution to cut me off. My situation was 
perilous and there appeared no help in sight. I could hear the chainsaw starting up, could see 
the ladder at the tree limb, and just didn’t know what to do. 
 

You have been there, haven’t you? That moment of sink or swim, cut-bait or fish, turn to the 
trouble or turn away and run. If so for you and me, then how much more for others along the 
way? What of the LGBTQ communities? What of the #Me2 communities? What of refugee 
communities seeking asylum? What of Black Lives Matter communities? What of local 
congregations who are aging out in communities where there is little chance for growth? 
What of Pastors who are aging out but will not retire because there are an increasing number 
of small churches which need their care? What of seniors who have to choose between 
healthcare and food? What of those who must choose between holding multiple jobs and 
trying to be there for their children? What of those who live in the war zones of gang 
violence? 
 

As with Jesus in Jerusalem, God will not leave us alone to face the adversary. God shuts off the 
chain saw, forms new communities of health and wellness, shapes culture in hope and joy, and 
gives God’s people reason to walk forward with Jesus in Peace. We are never alone. Thanks be 
to God! 
 

Something to ponder on the Lenten journey, a gift of DuBois Center. 
 

Prayer: Lord, steady me on the limb, make sure my steps on the path, give confidence to Your 
ways of faith in me, that the world would know You are near. Amen. 
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DAY THIRTY-SIX  
OF LENT 

 “The sounds of joyful 
songs and deliverance are 
heard in the tents of the 

righteous: 
“The Lord’s strong hand is 

victorious!”” 
Psalm 118.15 CEB 

 
 
What color of autumn yellows 
and gold cannot be found in the 
biggest box of Crayon Crayola’s? 
Look up into the sky and count 
them. The shades and hues of 
Fall cannot be numbered, nor can 
they be repeated. The most 
skillful of artists try their level 
best, the authors of books run 
out of descriptors and prayers 
cannot echo their wonder, yet 
there they are, God’s best for 
you. Look up at Victory! 
 

Throughout this week, many a 
Pastor is living and dying by the 
calendar which lays out a vast 

number of worship services to be prepared and led, many an Office Manager or Secretary is 
wading through the bulletins and paper like a Baptismal candidate wades in the water, many 
an Organist or Pianist is practicing page after page for the varied services for which they must 
play, many a Fellowship Group is planning the menus to be prepared and presented on each of 
the feast days of this week and many a family is making plans to worship . . . around baseball 
and softball games, track meets, soccer and volleyball matches. Hard days, difficult decisions 
and much work, so what can be done to slow it all down? Look up! 
 

metimes we forget Saving Grace and Mercy are not ours to control. Sometimes we forget in all 
of the busyness of life that the only life God desires us to savor is that which is time spent in 
the Love of Christ. If our days are spent looking down at where are feet are going, how will 
we ever find time to look and allow our souls to soar in Hope and Victory? 
 

Something to ponder on the Lenten journey, a gift of DuBois Center. 
 

Prayer: Lift up my head, O God, that my eyes would focus on You, my heart would meet You 
and my soul would dwell in You daily. Amen. 
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DAY THIRTY-SEVEN OF LENT 

 “The Lord’s strong hand is ready to strike!  
The Lord’s strong hand is victorious!” 

Psalm 118.16 CEB 
 
We were down at the pond fishing, that time honored task of young children and older adults, 
when my friend asked me what I thought a particular cloud looked like. Without looking up 
from my bobber which appeared to be dipping a bit, I told him, “A mouse.” Looking first at the 
cloud, then back at me, he asked, “How did you decide that? You never even looked up to see 
which cloud I was pointing at!” Without missing a beat, I looked him in the eye and said, “I 
saw it in the water.” Just then a catfish pulled my bobber under the surface and I pulled it in 
on my cane pole. A nice one, a keeper! 
 

Reflections of the Hand of the Lord are all around us. God’s ongoing Victory cannot be hidden. 
There are people who will point us in one direction and say, “There! Look there!” And others 
will point in another direction and say, “There! Look there!” And still others will implore our 
attention saying, “There, look there!” Some believe Victory is in liturgy, some say it is in 
hymnody, others in dogma and still others in law.  
 

Yet, at the end of the day and at the beginning of the next day, Victory is God’s and God will 
reveal it as God chooses, whether in reflections in the pond or along a garden path near an 
empty tomb, whether in the gold of Fall trees or Emmaus walks, whether in Lenten 
devotionals or in seaside fish dinners. At the end of the day and at the Beginning of the New 
Day, Victory is God’s and God will reveal it as God chooses. Be watching, the time is at hand. 

 

Something to 
ponder on the 

Lenten 
journey, a gift 

of DuBois 
Center. 

 

Prayer: Allow 
me the gift, 

dear Lord, to 
see into  

Your eyes and 
there find  

my salvation, 
however  

You choose  
to reveal it.  

Amen. 
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DAY THIRTY-EIGHT OF LENT – MAUNDY THURSDAY 
 “I won’t die – no, I will live and declare what the Lord has done.” 

Psalm 118.17 CEB 
 

One of the prettiest times 
of the day at DuBois Center 
is sunrise. There is just 
something about looking to 
the West against the 
distant trees and observing 
the streams of luminescent 
light filling in the darkened 
spots along the shoreline as 
the sun emerges behind 
you. It is as if each tree, 
each cove, each notch along 
the shore bows their knee 
in humble adoration to the 
Love shining over them.  
 

On this Maundy Thursday, 
so named for the 
Commandment Jesus gives 
to the disciples on this 
night, “Love one another as 
I have loved you”, in the 
midst of Tenebrae services, the washing of feet, the sharing of both Story and Elements of the 
Last Supper and in being mindful that such a moment, powerful as it is, comes at an awful cost 
of betrayal, pause to take in the Light. In the gathering darkness of deceit, in the stark reality 
of abandonment and being mindful of the isolation which is Jesus’ only companion in these 
moments, be aware that it is the Light and Love of God, come to us in Jesus of Nazareth, that 
continues to shine despite the brooding gloom of trial and beatings. 
 

It is one thing to contemplate the moment, it is quite another to give in to it. Jesus never gave 
in to it. One of the disciples sold Him out. Others fell asleep as He prayed. They all ran away 
as the soldiers and authorities arrived, another denied knowing Him . . . still, Jesus never gave 
in to it. “So, you are a king?” Pilate asked. “Jesus answered, “You say that I am a king. I was 
born and came into the world for this reason: to testify to the truth. Whoever accepts the truth 
listens to my voice.”” “What is truth?” Pilate asked. 
What is truth this night, indeed? Keep your eyes on the Light. Though it may flicker, it will 
never fail. 
 

Something to ponder on the Lenten journey, a gift of DuBois Center. 
 

Prayer: Forgive the times I have betrayed, denied and run away from You, Lord. In your 
Light, save me. Amen. 
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DAY THIRTY-NINE OF LENT – GOOD FRIDAY 

  
“Yes, the Lord definitely disciplined me, but he didn’t hand me over to death.” 

Psalm 118.18 CEB 
 
 “From noon until three in the afternoon the whole earth was dark. At three, Jesus 

cried out with a loud shout, “Eloi, eloi, lama sabachthani,” which means, “My 
God, my God,  

why have you left me?” 
Mark 15.33-34 CEB 

 

An evening thunderstorm at DuBois Center, with lightning flashing through the trees above 
Hickory Lodge, gave many in our group pause and more than enough reason to seek shelter 
inside, but a few of us chose to stay outside trying to capture the moment. God does not pause 
the flash of lightning through the clouds for the casual observer yet, in the heart of the 
experience there is a transcendence of awe, of earthly fragility in the face of heavenly 
Authority, all while humanity’s fears and deeds are exposed by Celestial Light.  
 

It must have been eerily so on the day when Jesus was crucified. 
 

The Gospels speak of those who were left standing at the cross as Jesus was crucified, only a 
few from among those who had followed Him in His ministry were left: the beloved disciple, 
Mary Magdalene, Mary the mother of James and Joses, Salome and . . . Jesus’ own mother, 
Mary. Heart-wrenchingly wicked and painful, soul-tearing grief had to be running through 
their beings. I cannot imagine it. Yet, if so for we of creation, how much more then for God the 
Creator? 
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To watch Your Son betrayed, tried, beaten, forced to carry His cross to Golgotha, the garbage 
dump, then . . . then to watch nails being driven into the hands and feet of Divine Love and 
Unswerving Grace, and the cross roughly lifted and thumped into place with Your Son upon it 
. . . I cannot imagine it. To observe His life-blood pouring out of his Body, to listen to His 
lagging, labored breathing, to know that He trusts You beyond all trust, has walked in You 
beyond all measure, healed Your people beyond their asking and, still, this is how they regard 
Him . . . this is how they regard You . . . I cannot imagine it.  
 

Yet, God took it in, even those last words of the Son. Is there anyone among us who wouldn’t 
rage in anger at even the thought of such a cruel and painful death? Especially of your own 
son? The Son? I cannot imagine it and pray I never have to live it. Now we wait, the day dark, 
the ground shaking. Now we wait. The lightning flashes again . . . and I think I see God’s face. 
 

Something to ponder on the Lenten journey, a gift of DuBois Center. 
 

Prayer: Forgive me, forgive us all, Lord, when we nail You to the cross again and again in our 
earthly desire to be in control, to shape the truth we can handle, to determine Your Vision for 
Creation. Amen. 



	 50	

DAY FORTY OF LENT – HOLY SATURDAY 
 “Open the gates of righteousness for me  

so I can come in and give thanks to the Lord! 
This is the Lord’s gate: those who are righteous enter through it.” 

Psalm 118:19-20 CEB 
 

Above the fireplace in Oak Lodge 
hangs this cross, this empty cross, a 
reminder of yesterday’s horror. No, it 
is not the same one as that upon 
which Jesus hung, we do not have 
access to such relics as others lay 
claim to have yet, on days such as 
today this cross invites our intentional 
remembering, our praying, our 
pondering, and our faith-filled 
waiting. 
 

We who live on the Resurrection side 
of the crucifixion really do not think 
much about this day. We are busy 
decorating our naves and sanctuaries 
for Easter, buying the groceries 
needed for the family gatherings, 
laying in the vast collections of Easter 

Eggs and candies necessary to appease our children’s incessant hunger for sweets and making 
last minute plans as to where we will make our annual appearance for Easter worship. Even 
the culture, believing or not, invest in this day with expansive sales, Spring extravaganzas, 
special double-header softball and baseball games at school and AAU basketball and volleyball 
games on the road. Busyness is our business today, with little time for quiet contemplation. 
 

Yet, for those who were there on the crucifixion side of Resurrection there was little cause for 
joy, little desire to eat, little reason for talking. They were grieving. They were remembering. 
They were wondering where it all went so wrong. They were reflecting on His words of the 
kingdom. They were blaming themselves for having run away. They were trying to put the 
pieces back together and make rational sense out of them. They were replaying in their minds 
the feeding of the 5,000, the cleansing of the lepers, the encounter with Samaritan woman at 
the well, the purging of the evil spirits from the Gerasene demoniac, Zacchaeus’ conversion 
and Lazarus walking out of the tomb. They were mulling on the words Jesus said about rising 
in three days – praying that, somehow, it could be true.  
 

They saw the empty cross, in the midst of the other two, and wondered if they could ever be 
forgiven by God for this . . . and they waited . . . 
 

Something to ponder on the Lenten journey, a gift of DuBois Center. 
 

Prayer: Quiet me down, Lord, that with all your children I might wait and watch for You. 
Amen. 
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EASTER SUNDAY 

 “I thank you because you answered me, because you were my saving help. The 
stone rejected by the builders is now the main foundation stone! This has 

happened because of the Lord; it is astounding in our sight! This is the day the 
Lord acted; we will rejoice and celebrate in it!” 

Psalm 118.21-24 CEB 
 

“Papa, Papa, watch me! Watch me! I’m Superman and I’m flying!”   
 

How could any 
grandparent 
hear those 
words and not 
turn around to 
watch and, if 
possible, catch 
a picture of 
Superman 
swooping 
down through 
DuBois 
Center? Then, 
for an instant, I 
saw Easter! 
 

Excitedly 
running 
through the 
less than 
enthusiastic swimmers who just had to come out of the lake of their despair certain He was 
gone forever, making His way by the ‘garbage dump of Jerusalem’, soaring over the baled up 
traditions and laws of yester-year stacked in rows before Him and calling to all who would 
listen that a new day is coming, Jesus shook Creation and brought Joy and Hope to all those 
who would believe. 
 

 ‘It can’t be!’ they said. ‘He’s dead!’ they said. ‘The stone was rolled in place to seal Him up!’ 
they said. Yet, there He goes, soaring into the life of the world, declaring New Life in the face 
of death, proclaiming Confidence in the face of despair, extending Forgiveness in the face of 
guilt and announcing Grace in the face of condemnation! 
 

The storms and darkness of three days ago have bowed down to the Sunshine and Glory of 
Resurrection! Jesus is Alive! Jesus is Alive! Jesus is Alive! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 

The unexpected and incredible gift that the Green DuBois initiative brings to DuBois Center 
and our world can be likened to that of Easter Sunday morning: Life, God’s New Life in Christ, 
has always been there, just around the corner, down the path, next to the tree, emerging after 
the fire, thriving in the open, waiting for us to see, eager for us to appreciate, anxious for us to 
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discover and savor all that God intends. Now, in the dawning of a new day and with the 
guidance of those who have gone before, Green DuBois stands ready to witness, to make the 
good confession, to testify to all that God is doing in this place, in this time and among this 
people. Emmaus Road meets Quarry Road and the Risen Christ is seen throughout Creation! 
Thanks be to God! 
 

 “Papa, Papa, watch me! Watch me! I’m Superman and I’m flying!” 
 

Thank you, DuBois Center and Green DuBois for opening this Papa’s eyes all over again to 
Christ’s Resurrection! Thank you, Risen Christ, for taking us on your back and, in soaring, 
showing us God! 
 

Something to ponder this Easter Day, a gift of DuBois Center and Green DuBois 
 

Prayer: Thank You, Lord, for opening our eyes to Your Resurrection and for the Hope and 
Faith You inspire in us for the days ahead. Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! Amen!  
 


