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Lenten 
Meditations
A collection of devotions on service and outreach

compiled by The Rev. John Porter.
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Note Bill
Friends, we come again to Lent, 40 days to focus on our relationship with 
God and one another. More than a few scholars and teachers have noted 
that it works out to a tithe of our year. We are to give of our resources to the 
church and those in need. God is pretty clear that God has no interest in 
our money without a deep connection to our heart. These reflections are a 
powerful window into that better relationship to God and one another.

The Rev. John Porter needs no introduction to our community. His work and 
ministry and words have touched generations. I am grateful that John was 
willing to share his insights by compiling the book of meditation once again. 
again this year. John, Stewart, Ruth, and I all see Lent as an invitation to go 
deeper in our faith. We need to work to listen to and love those folks who 
are around us. We need to find ways to hear and love God in action in the 
world given to us.

For Lent, the Outreach Committee is always working to invite us to focus 
on reaching others. We will be collecting food to feed those in need in 
Sandy Springs. There will be speakers during Formation to guide us in 
understanding the needs and ways to respond. More than anything, we are 
called to do what we can. From bringing a jar of peanut butter to giving to 
the outreach program to helping to stock shelves, Holy Innocents needs to 
jump into caring for others with both feet. 

Take time. Read these reflections. Act on them in the world today. 

God loves you. God wants you to love others.

Bill +

THE REV. DR. BILL MURRAY, RECTOR

Food Pantry Donations 
During this season we will recommit ourselves to bringing non-perishable 
food items, toiletries, cleaning supplies and paper products for the Solidarity 
Food Pantry and the Community Assistance Center Food Pantries. Pay 
attention to the weekly HI Lights and bulletin announcements for specific 
needs. Read more about these ministries on page 25 and 51.

Cover Art: Pattison, Myrna. The Crucifixion, 1988. Oil on canvas, 24x36". 
Edited for print. 



3

The Observance of A Holy Lent
… May we remember that it is only with your gracious gift that we are given 
eternal life…

“Behold, the Lord is God’s mirror, 
Are we able to open our eyes and see ourselves as God sees us? 
And learn the manner of our face? 
And wipe away the paint and rouge, 
And love God’s holiness?”

-ODES OF SOLOMON – 2ND CENTURY

A Prayer for the Twenty First Century 
May the road be free for the journey 
May it lead where it promised it would 
May the stars that gave ancient bearings 
Be seen, and still understood 
May every aircraft fly safely 
May every traveler be found 
May sailors in crossing the oceans 
Not hear the cries of the drowned.

May gardens be wild like jungles 
May nature never be tamed 
May dangers create us into heroes 
May our fears always have names 
May the mountains stand to remind us 
Of what it means to be young 
May we be outlived by our daughters 
May we be outlived by our sons.

May the bombs rust away in their bunkers 
And the doomsday clock not be rewound 
May the solitary scientist working 
Remember the holes in the ground 
May the knife remain hidden in its holder 
May the bullets stay in the gun 
May those who live in the shadows 
Be seen by those in the sun.

-JOHN MARSDEN
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This is how love works... 
THE REV. JOHN PORTER

My father taught us about the work of Love.

On Christmas Eve, a night when generosity and gratitude are so dear, my 
father worked only a half a day. He would have stopped at the Planters 
Peanut shop to buy a quart of hot peanut butter. We kids would have warm 
peanut butter sandwiches. My parents would have a glass of sweet Duff 
Gordon sherry. Then we were off to buy the Christmas tree.

But first, a trip to our local parish church, Saint Joan of Arc, where my family 
made a Christmas Offering to the Remember the Neediest Fund. He taught 
me to leave money for the hotel maids, to tip the people who provided the 
services that made my life easier. He would leave $5.00 on the dresser of 
our hotel room as we prepared to leave. A woman has cared for us, made 
our beds and cleaned the room for us to enjoy. That money is intended to 
thank her. I have never forgotten his lessons. That is how love works. Love is 
always about the simplest things.

It is our hope that the narratives that are populating this devotional will 
move your good heart. After all, If your heart wasn't good, you would not be 
reading this in the first place.

“We invite you in the name of the Church to the observance of a holy Lent, 
by self examination and repentance; by prayer, fasting and self denial; by 
reading and meditating on God’s holy Word.”
- BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER: LITURGY FOR ASH WEDNESDAY; P 265

“What we call the beginning is most often the end, and to make an end is 
to make a beginning. The end is always our starting point.”
- T. S. ELIOT

Ah, look at all the lonely people 
Eleanor Rigby 
Picks up the rice in a church where a wedding has been 
lives in a dream and waits by the window 
Wearing the face that she keeps in a jar by the door 
Who is it for?

Father McKenzie 
Writing the words to a sermon that no one will hear 
No one comes near. Look at him working 
Darning his socks in the night when there’s nobody there 
What does he care? 
All the lonely people…where do they all come from?
- PAUL MCCARTNEY 1961



6 holyinnocents.org

“If I only had $1.00 and no debit or credit cards with me, what could I buy for 
breakfast?” The waitress grinned and answered: “Nothing, really.”

The fact is, I could not buy a cup of coffee at most food counters.

Would you be willing to give $1.00 a day for each of the 40 days of Lent - if I 
promised that it could and would make a difference? Money invested always 
makes a difference. Money increases in value when it is joined with other 
money.

As you pray this devotional and read the narratives, would you give $1.00 for 
each of the 40 days of Lent - $40.00?

Love multiplies. Money multiplies when it is joined together with other 
money. Like loaves and fishes. We are simply looking for ways to make a 
difference. Holy Innocents’ has 225 pledging families/ individuals. If each 
gave $1.00 dollar a day for 40 days, well that is $9,000. Love is always about 
the simplest things.

If I find a penny and give it to you. That means we’ll both have a wish come 
true. A penny is like magic lying on the ground. Like picking up a wish that's 
waiting to be found. So if I find one, I’ll give it to you. I’ll give you my penny. 
And if we are lucky, we will soon have many.” 

-JEFF MOSS SESAME STREET

February 22 | Ash Wednesday
“The priest thumbed grit onto my furrowed brow marking me with the dirt 
of yesterday’s palms. The priest traced a cross over my seared smudged 
skin but I recalled other ashes etched into my heart by those whom I have 
loved too little or not at all.” 
-ELIZABETH ANNE VANEK

The fact of the matter was simple: Ashes offered those college boys the 
only path to safety.

August 5, 1949 was a Friday. It would be a scorching day, temperatures 
reaching upwards toward 110. A fire was reported in Mann Gulch, Montana 
- along the upper reaches of the Missouri River. The National Fire Service 
was largely composed of college boys from the Universities of Montana and 
Montana State. The fire, as fires will do, suddenly began to rage with a jury, 
fueled by gale force hot winds. The flames reached one hundred feet in the 
air and started to come toward the young fighters. It was a classic blowup. 
Within ten minutes, the inferno had consumed 3,000 acres. The boys were 
trapped. The gulch was pitched at 60 degrees of incline. No way to reach 
the top and escape.
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There was one experienced firefighter among the team. Robert Wagner 
“Wag” Dodge. He had been taught the technique of starting a counter fire 
at one’s feet - a burn to clear the ground of fuel. Wag Dodge, realizing that 
there was no way the boys could escape by running, ordered them to wet 
their kerchiefs and fall face down in the hot ashes of their own clearing fire. 
“Do what I do. Do as I do!” It would take courage to fall into the ash. Only 
three did. Thirteen others turned and raced for the top but the fire caught 
them 300 feet from the imagined safety upon which they pinned their 
hopes.

The ashes offered their only safety.

February 23 | Thursday after Ash Wednesday  
“God must be understood with the heart. Not the mind. We know that the 
mind only will follow the pulses of the heart. Therefore, do not ask me 
what it is that I know. Do not even ask me what it is that I love. Ask me only 
what I have suffered.”- 
-BLAISE PASCAL, 1623 - 1662 (MATHEMATICIAN/ PHYSICIST)

I took my grandson on the Marta train. We got off at Ashby Street. I had 
been told it was too dangerous, too poor, and we were too white. What is 
the phrase: No one goes there. It was immediately obvious to me that this 
description could stand a re-edit: Perhaps better said, no one we know goes 
there. But lots of people go there, and live there, and work there. Lots of 
people. 

We found a McDonald’s restaurant. We ordered our meal and we found 
a seat. A woman soon came by and asked: “Little boy, are you in school? 
Where do you go to school? You don’t live around here.” He popped up and 
proclaimed: “I go to Holy Innocents’ School and I am an early learner.” She 
was charmed. She asked me if he would take a small piece of candy. A small 
Snickers mini piece. She presented the candy and bade us goodbye. 

It helps to see the world with different eyes. I love to turn the diamond that 
is my life and see how the light reflects and refracts anew. It is beautiful. My 
grandson has learned more about race relations - and how he fits in - riding 
Marta than he ever will learn in a classroom. 

Perhaps we all can learn ways to see our lives in a new way. What I have 
previously ignored as useless might be truly valuable to my neighbors. To 
honor aspects of living that I have overlooked and even discarded. 

What is life really like?

May the road be free for the journey. May it lead where it promised it would.
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February 24 | Friday after Ash Wednesday
“Are you tired? Worn out? Burned out? Come away with me and you will 
recover your strength. I will show you how to get some real rest. Walk with 
me. Work with me. Watch the way I do things. Learn the rhythms of grace. 
I will not ask of you burdens and ill fitting things. Stay with me and you will 
learn to live freely and lightly.”
 - MATTHEW 11: 28-30. "THE MESSAGE" EUGENE H. PETERSON. 

Tuesday of Thanksgiving week is the busiest food shopping day in America. 
This is the day to buy the perishables. The lines at the checkout registers 
are long and the food carts are full. Thanksgiving week is a busy week.

The couple ahead of us presented their SNAP (Supplemental Nutrition 
Assistance Program) cards and of course immediate problems arose. 
Their intended purchases included some medicines from the pharmacy 
aisle as well as a take-away box of chicken. “You will have to pay for these 
separately - no medicines or hot food are covered.” The cash they had 
was not enough. The cashier was polite when she added to the problem: 
“You cannot put the hot food back now that you have taken it.” Those of us 
stranded on the lines sighed in subtle frustration. It all came to a standstill. 
Gridlock! 

“Here is my card. Let me help” I blurted, reaching to the cashier. The couple 
just nodded. They were clearly embarrassed. One of my line mates said: 
“Thanks for that, friend. I thought we might be here all day.”

No good deed goes unpunished. My gesture, half motivated by impatience, 
embarrassed the couple. Is such embarrassment inevitable? I tried to relieve 
their embarrassment, but in doing so, did I embarrass them further? 

Why is a struggle to get by so embarrassing? 

May the stars that gave ancient bearings, be seen and be still understood.

February 25 | Saturday after Ash Wednesday
“Pictures of the temptation of Jesus most often show him in a bleak and 
barren place, among the bare and gloomy rocks. Yet all the Gospel writers 
make very clear references to animals being present as well. Did a lion or 
two come to take a quick look and investigate this new, and oh so quiet, 
newcomer in their wilderness? 

All human beings are born for community. And every community demands 
that we break through the barriers of our possessiveness and our ever 
reaching grasp for status. 

Satan shows up. He resides in the desert. It is home. He is never with 
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anyone. Satan is always alone. Detached. Separated. Belonging to no 
one. His whispered suggestion to Jesus makes perfect sense to him. If you 
want good things in life, make sure you keep them for yourself. Someone 
may take them from you. Beware.

Mark Twain once wrote that we will never appreciate the rich goodness 
and strength of the earth until we have experienced a flood. He may be 
right. The first path to salvation was the ark of Noah. Getting on the boat 
required a ticket for two. We can only be saved together. Those of us who 
find that other people are a nuisance, who refuse the ever untidy intimacy 
that community actually demands - well, the verdict is in. We either get on 
the boat with another or we choose to drown in the floods that cannot be 
controlled.” 
-ROSEMARY HAUGHTON "MEDITATION" (ADAPTED). 

I am being driven forward / into an unknown land / the path grows steeper 
/ the air grows colder and sharper / a wind from my wanderings stirs the 
strings of my expectation. 

Still the question: Shall I ever get there? / where life resounds / a clear pure 
note in the silence of my life.

- DAG HAMMARSKJOLD "MARKINGS"

May every aircraft fly safely and may every traveler be found.

February 26 | The First Sunday of Lent
Hunger is really our primary enemy. Hungry people are often the poorest 
people. It is astonishing to know that 828,000,000 people in the world are 
hungry. In a world with the capability to grow all the food that is needed so 
that everyone alive will have enough to eat. 

14,000,000 children suffer acute malnutrition. 45% of child deaths 
worldwide are directly attributed to hunger. 700 children will die from 
drinking contaminated water each day. 

The Gospel of Matthew describes the very beginning of Jesus' public life 
with a story about hunger. Jesus is hungry. Satan knows it. Hunger will drive 
a person to do anything. If you want good things for your life, make sure you 
keep them for yourself and to yourself. We remember that message, The 
message of isolation. 

Famine, inequality, war, discrimination and poor health care - all conspire to 
alienate and drive billions to seek refuge. 

The feeding station (that's what it is called) in Cite Soleil, Port au Prince, Haiti 
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offers a cooked meal to thousands each day. Half of Haiti is hungry - over 
1,800,000 people. 65% of the population. That number is catastrophic. In a 
land bathed in sunshine and surrounded by ocean! The Pearl of the Antilles - 
the gateway to the Caribbean!

The tempter crawled over to Jesus and whispered: “If you are God’s son, 
just speak the word and these stones will become loaves of bread.” 

But that is not the way Life is lived nor Problems solved. God has given us 
the tools to make a difference. The tools are awareness, understanding, 
connection and sacrifice. 

HORIZONS ATLANTA 
We believe in the Promise of Opportunity for all Children

“Summertime, and the livin is easy… Fish are jumpin’ and the cotton is 
high… Oh, your daddy’s rich and your ma is good lookin’, So hush, little 
baby, don’t you cry.” 
PORGY AND BESS GEORGE GERSHWIN 1934

Holy Innocents Parish has always known that is not true. Summertime 
has not always been an easy time, especially in the under-served areas 
of our counties. For as long as we can remember, a weathered gray bus 
would pull out of our parking lots at 7:00 am and travel north to bring rural 
children to our campus for educational refreshers and needed recreational 
experiences. We named it: The Holy Innocents Summer Program. As 
commercial and residential development inched northward, affluent 
communities soon replaced rural communities. The Summer Program of 
Holy Innocents’ was no longer needed.

Horizons Atlanta now fulfills the hopes that our community made years ago, 
providing supportive opportunities for children; young students who might 
benefit from academic refreshers during the prolonged summer recess.  
Established in 1999, Horizons Atlanta hosts 135 children on our campus 
for a six week term in Language Arts, Math and Literacy. These children 
matriculate in three neighboring schools during the academic year: High 
Point Elementary, Lake Forest Elementary and Ridgeview Middle School. 

Why? 21% of American children experience a standard of living 
characterized as “the poverty line.” 

47% of children in Fulton County qualify for the Free and Reduced Lunch 
Program. 

Too many children are not reading at grade level by the end of the 3rd 
grade. 
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1 in 4 will not finish high school if this disparity is not addressed.

These efforts address the dreaded Summer Slide - an accumulated lack 
of academic exposure during the summer weeks. Children in underserved 
communities can experience an idleness and boredom that hinders 
academic and social maturity. An opportunity for children to study in the 
morning and learn to swim in the afternoon. Swimming is a critical priority 
for our students. Learning to swim generates self confidence, increases 
academic motivation, demonstrates increased nutritional gains and 
guarantees higher school attendance. Learning to swim is an investment in 
children. 

“My daughter married a young man from Taiwan. He works for one of 
the major banks here in Atlanta and he is quite successful. He has an 
inquisitive mind and is able to calculate vast sums in his head. He loves to 
buy cars and enjoys vying with the financial people at the dealership. He 
is a wiz at math. I once asked him: why are Asians so much better at math? 
That is not true, he responded. The difference is in the school systems. In 
Taiwan, we go to school all year, with seven two week breaks for recess 
and vacation. We do not have an 8 week summer slide like we do here. 
Math is an acquired habit and skills are reinforced through consistent 
application. It is a better system. We are not better at math. We just don’t 
forget as much.”
 - ROBERT 

“When we would interview families for enrollment in our summer program 
- the antecedent of Horizons - the area now known as Roswell, Alpharetta, 
Milton and Johns Creek was quite a bit different. State Road 400 had 
two lanes in each direction. Nothing north of Northridge until Windward 
Parkway. No Marta. It was rural. We would enter the house and there were 
the children watching cartoons on black and white tvs with rabbit ears. 
The kids were in pjs and were eating potato chips and cheesy things and 
drinking colas and pop drinks. This was summertime. This is what kids 
did. Summertime was not easy. This was the notorious summer slide. And 
it was unhelpful. After seven or eight weeks of such doldrums, no wonder 
kids were unmotivated.”
 - ROBIN. 
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February 27 | Monday in the First Week of Lent   
“For the needy shall not always be forgotten nor shall the hope of the 
afflicted forever perish.” 
PSALM 9:19

One of the witnesses at the Auschwitz trial lamented: “I would like to remind 
you that thousands of people stood watching at their doors when we were 
driven from our houses and loaded onto the trains. How many of us awoke 
in the morning and sitting at the breakfast table actually asked each other: 
What happened to the Beldowski’s? Where did they go? Who is this new 
family that has moved into their house?”

Of course these questions have a pitiless sound and level a harsh 
accusation. Christianity has always condemned the world. What then ought 
to be the attitude of each of us who live here without suspecting anything 
at all? Who are simply trying to carry on with our lives? What are we to do so 
that we can live well as God intends us to live? How to address evils that we 
did not commit? How to ask for forgiveness for the evils that we do commit 
and think that no one sees or cares? 

The answer really is right before us. We can see it if we choose to see it. 
There are so many examples of people who have decided to simply begin 
somewhere in the world. Anywhere in the world. To be responsible for the 
well being of one other person, and then perhaps a few other persons - until 
it widens - and it always widens. 

“Do good, and evil will not be able to overtake you. Prayer and fasting 
are good, but better than both of them is charitable giving with generosity 
and gratitude. A very little charity with a good heart is better than all the 
wealth imaginable. Actually it is a very good habit to give others some of 
your gratitude. Generosity saves you and forgives all your sins.” 
- TOBIT 12: 8 -10 

If not me, then who?  
If not now, then when?  
If I am not for myself, who will be for me? 
If I am not for others, what am I? - Rabbi Hillel

February 28 | Tuesday in the First Week of Lent
“I was actually quite surprised to see just how cloistered and privileged 
my world had become. My wife once told me that I was becoming narrow 
and selfish. Not just in how I was living but even more so, in how I thought 
about things. To hear her tell it was shocking. Believe me, to accept this 
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was a slow revelation. I was tempted to fight. I knew I was privileged. I 
had a Phd in theoretical physics. I was a successful bond trader, lived 
in a beautiful house, and my children attended a good private school. 
You know the drill. I judged myself to be open minded, considerate and 
reflective. I voted for candidates who I judged to care enough to address 
the problems of society - poverty and injustice. When my wife confronted 
me, I took refuge where I had always taken refuge. Aren’t we all selfish? 
Aren’t we a lot less selfish than other people we know?” 
- CHRIS ARNADE, DIGNITY - SEEKING RESPECT IN BACK ROW AMERICA 

I suppose life is going to break your heart and that is all right - provided 
it also leaves you with a little hope. It is so important to step out of the 
narrowness of your own self interest. We need to take hold of ourselves and 
go to the opposite of ego - to see life from the other way around. 

Emma Thompson understood the need for this when she tells us: “It is 
unfortunate and I wish I did not have to say this but it's true. I really prefer 
the company of those who have suffered and know they have suffered. They 
are really so much kinder.”

The stories in this devotional guide are all true because the people who 
lived these stories are real. Their names are changed. We all deserve 
anonymity. The observance of a holy Lent can help us understand our truest 
aspirations - the sincere resolve that we so often ignore and our longing for 
goodness that we forget. 

The people described here are our neighbors. They live in our community. 
We see them whenever we venture out of our houses. Together we can 
decide as a community how it is that we can most effectively help one 
another. 

For the saints of God are folk like me …. And I want to be one too.

March 1 | Wednesday in the First Week of Lent
Do you think that sloth is the world’s basic sin? It comes as if we were caught 
in a strange fatigue. A passivity of energy that pushes us down rather than 
lifting us up. It feels like no change is possible. It feels like nothing is to be 
desired. The response to everything is cynicism - Why bother? What for? 
Who cares? Maybe sloth is the world’s basic sin. The poison that makes a 
human life one tremendous waste.

The Marta Station in Sandy Springs is the cleanest station of the entire 
rail system. It is spacious and well lit. Vending machines are stocked and 
functional. A convenient elevator offers assistance to travelers returning 
home from the airport. So it was strange to see her there. She wore soiled 
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pajama bottoms and she held a sign: “Homeless Hungry/Anything Helps.” 

She had two small children in the shopping cart. When I first saw her, she 
had been searching the trash bins in search of cans to add to those in her 
cart. A few riders stopped to hand her small bills. Most passed her by. She 
asked me for water. Would I buy her two bottles from the machine so she 
could give her children a drink and then wash their face and hands. Have 
you eaten? Have the children eaten? “Not yet.” I gave her some money. 
“There is a Chick-fil-A restaurant right down the street.'' She thanked me 
and off she went. 

What is the one thing I could say about her without reservation? She is not 
lazy. Life just overwhelmed her. She does not need pity. God knows, she 
didn’t need to be shamed. What she needed was a favor. A helping hand. 
She needed an understanding that would cradle and protect her dignity.

The life of a Christian is a fight. Not against anything or anyone. It is a fight 
for someone. A fight for dignity and a fight for decency. Whenever I think 
that I’m too tired to care, I think of my lady with the two children and the 
soiled pajama bottoms. 

May the sailors in crossing the ocean, not hear the cries of the drowned. 

March 2 | Thursday in the First Week of Lent
“If you want to understand the Country, visit McDonald’s” 
- CHRIS ARNADE, DIGNITY 

You can find these restaurants everywhere. In the poorest and the 
wealthiest towns and cities and hamlets. To be frank about it, McDonald’s is 
one of the few restaurant options open to those who are heavy laden. Many 
of the people who dine there are struggling to maintain dignity and self 
respect. So many people like myself consider restaurants like McDonald’s 
places to avoid. Walmart, Big Lots and Dollar Generals complete a roster 
of facilities I rarely patronize. Except when we are returning from the beach 
and yearn for our annual Big Mac... and to use the facilities, of course.

McDonald’s is where Americans relax and rest. It is where America dines. 
It offers anyone and everyone free Wi-Fi, clean water, clean facilities, and a 
place to charge one’s phone. Did I mention some of the best coffee around 
- perhaps? McDonald’s is where the people gather. And if we are lucky, we 
can catch a glimpse of the people Jesus loved and with whom he spent so 
many days. 

When I was in graduate school, my Professor in Ethics was Professor 
Damian Blair. He was a no nonsense teacher, strict on class attendance and 
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rigid with his deadlines and assignments. His examinations were rigorous, 
expecting mastery of the subject matter at hand and insight into application 
and interpretation.

His application question, accounting for 33% of the Final Exam Grade:

What is the name of the woman who cleans the common room and the 
kitchen in your residence and study hall?

What is the name of the man who cleans the toilets and the showers in this 
residence hall?

I did not know. I greeted them both but never cared enough to ask their 
names.

“...The word goes in one ear and out the other…don’t act like someone who 
glances in the mirror, walks away, and two minutes later has no idea who he 
is and what he looks like….” James 2: 23-24 

It cost me an A. I had to settle for a B. 

March 3 | Friday in the First Week of Lent
We talk a lot about the poor. We talk about them as if they were things. 
The poor this and the poor that…. We say that we have to help the poor. Or 
we say that the poor need to help themselves. Or we say that Christ Jesus 
loves the poor. We even say that Jesus was poor. Is it fair of me to say that 
we have no idea what we are talking about? Or even whom we are talking 
about? Why? Most of us do not know anyone who is poor. We do not want to 
be poor. So how can we love the poor when we hate their poverty? I do not 
know the answer. It is a puzzle.

Nelson Mandela often spoke of poverty. He knew poverty firsthand. He 
was poor. “Overcoming poverty is not a gesture of charity. It is rather the 
protection of a fundamental human right, the right to dignity.”

The word Shame is a verb primarily.

Shame: To make another feel guilty and embarrassed. To cause yourself or 
another to lose self respect or a good reputation. 

But shame is also a noun. A stigma. A mark of discredit. 

Here is a question: Why is it that people who are poor are so often blamed 
for their circumstances? Why is it that there can be so much stigma 
associated with struggling to get by or living on a low income? 

I grew up on comic papers. My father would gather us in his chair or in his 
lap and read Little Orphan Annie, the iconic beloved little girl, the creation 
of Harold Gray in 1924. There was a time in America when poverty was 
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understood for what it was. An assault on dignity.

To be poor means just that. To be poor is to do without. To do without the 
things we need. To be uncertain of the future and to fear what tomorrow will 
bring. To be poor is to depend on others. Little Orphan Annie knew what it 
means to be poor. She was poor and unwanted. It’s a hard knock life. 

March 4 | Saturday in the First Week of Lent
Our country is split into two worlds. In one, the downtowns are filled with 
nightlife, restaurants, well maintained bike paths and pedestrian crosswalks.
You can tell if you are in this world by counting the grocery stores. In 
this world, the residents are confident and can responsibly address the 
challenges their community must overcome. They understand what plans 
should be made to prepare for the future. Surely, there are apprehensions 
and anxieties about the present and the future but these are mostly about 
compromised dreams or mistakes by leaders or simply trying to do too 
much too soon.

There is another world. And it sits near the first world. It is a world with an 
endangered present and an imperiled future. It is the wrong that has to be 
endured. There are frustrations that seem to be insurmountable. It is a world 
of deepening problems based on very limited resources and fewer options. 
Stores disappear. Childcare is scarce, undependable and expensive. 
Factories close. Jobs are lost. Clinics move away. Schools merge. 

As Graham Greene once wrote: “We would forgive most things if only we 
knew the facts.” But we do not know the facts and never will. There are so 
many happenstances, and accidents and whys and wherefores that seem to 
determine what happens to us. 

“Grace makes no conditions and singles no one of us in particular. Grace 
holds us to her bosom and proclaims a general amnesty. See! That which 
we have has been given us. What we have chosen has been given to 
us. And what we have refused has still been allowed us. All that we have 
rejected has been poured out upon us. In our lives mercy and truth have 
met together. We must try to ensure that righteousness and happiness kiss 
one another.” 

-ISAK DINESEN, ANECDOTES OF DESTINY

May the gardens grow like jungles. May nature never be tamed. 
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March 5 | The Second Sunday of Lent
A “go to” gas station in Sandy Springs is the Chevron Food Mart on the 
corner of Mt. Vernon and Boylston Dr. Just a block off Roswell Rd, the 
pumps are rarely busy and it feels like a village apart. I had just pulled up to 
the pumps - prepared to pay $4.89 a gallon (then) into my GMC Yukon with 
its ravenous 26 gallon capacity. Calculated to be $137.36. C‘est la vie.

Then it was that she came rumbling in, her 1993 Buick Century coughing 
and wheezing. “Oh Whee” she cried “Look at that gas price. This old baby is 
thirsty. Gonna do me in. Hey Mister, is 285 West….Where am I going to get 
there?” 

“Not far. Not far, just take Roswell Rd. and there it will be - less than a mile.”  
“God, these are tough times. I got to get to Macon and see my daughter who 
is not doing well at all.”  
“Sorry to hear that. What’s wrong?” 
“Long story. Complications. Are you a believing in the power of the Lord 
man?” 
“Yes.” 
“Please pray for me and my child. Her name is Imani Elizabeth.” 
“I’ll tell you what. Let me give you some money for gas. I’m flush today.” 
“You ain’t real, sir. You ain’t real. You must be an angel.”

We finished the gas duty at the same time - and we said goodbye and she 
drove off in her Buick Century - never to be heard of again.

I am part of a conspiracy. A conspiracy of goodness and generosity. A 
parishioner here at Holy Innocents has been known to slide me an envelope 
filled with twenty dollar bills, with the understanding that I pass them out to 
the needy and deserving. I do that faithfully, adding some of my own. It is 
our little thing - a small rebellion against the powers of darkness. My friend 
is the angel of mercy. I am just the conduit. Still it is so wonderful to be a 
part of something so worthwhile. After all, love is all we can hold against the 
darkness.

“You are given one little spark of madness. You mustn’t lose it.”

-ROBIN WILLIAMS

ATLANTA HABITAT FOR HUMANITY 
There are many benefits to owning your own home. You can better control 
housing costs. You can build equity with each month’s payment. Home 
values rise as you pay. Ownership is a cornerstone for wealth. You can 
build credit. You build self confidence. You experience pride of ownership. 
Commitment to Atlanta Habitat has long been a priority for our parish 
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community. Habitat is a non-profit organization that assists qualified people 
already in the community to improve the place they call home. Affordable 
housing is the strongest component in the building of stable communities.

Two bedroom rental apartments in Atlanta can start at $1,400 - $2,200 a 
month. And can cost much more. That is a heavy lift - impossible for many 
who dream of owning their own home. 

“When I arrived at the site in the Lakewood neighborhood, I was 
immediately struck by the energy and enthusiasm. The homeowner was 
there as well, speaking of the circumstances that led her to Habitat. 
I found her story both heartbreaking and inspiring. I had minimal 
construction experience but I was made to feel a welcomed, trusted, and 
integral member of the team. It was a truly rewarding experience. This has 
changed the lives of everyone involved.” 
-DOUG PETERSON

“I have participated in a Habitat build for many years. What impresses 
me so much is to learn and understand what a qualified homeowner 
has had to overcome in life. You learn firsthand how the new owner has 
been mentored and prepared for his or her ownership. It is just a win/win 
opportunity and changes the lives of everyone there.” 
- ANDRE TOUZET

“I have never been disappointed. Participating has been a wonderful 
experience - more so than I expected. No matter how inexperienced or 
experienced you are, there is your contribution and it is so rewarding. 
To see the structure rise into place before your eyes and to hold such 
meaningful conversations with the family who will own the home. I can’t 
wait to do this again.” 
- STEVE TAYLOR

How does Habitat work? Qualified low income wage earners receive a 0% 
interest mortgage loan as a stepping stone toward home ownership. They 
qualify after having completed a course in home and financial management 
and having demonstrated that they are motivated and responsible 
participants in the community. 

The construction of the house is under the supervision of professional 
employees of Habitat, with the assistance of volunteers from neighboring 
congregations and organizations. The recipient of the Habitat loan is part 
of the working team, and hearts swell with pride as a home rises from the 
ground, ready to embrace the new owners.  
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Just recently, Holy Innocents’ helped Ivonne McCarthy, a single mother who 
works as an aide at a local assisted care facility, fulfill her dream of a lifetime.

Before the Build gets underway there will be a call for volunteers. 
Volunteers need not be carpenters equipped with construction skills. 
Volunteers do need a sense of pride to join with the worthy recipient 
beginning the wonderful journey to home ownership. Working with other 
organizations and faith communities is a major part of the experience. 

Confidence and Dignity are the gifts that keep on giving.

March 6 | Monday in the Second Week of Lent
“I think our society has been conditioned to believe that money is a 
reflection of hard work. Let’s face it. In many cases that’s true. But in the 
same number of cases it is so false. Why Is this so insidious? If money is 
a reflection of hard work, is a lack of money a sign of laziness? I speak to 
families who come here every week - “poor” is the label that they so greatly 
fear. Who are the people who come here and why are they “poor”? Divorce 
is one reason. Spouses skipping out on their responsibilities is another 
reason. Unemployment and job loss, other reasons. Medical bills another. 
The list goes on and on. There is so little laziness. I’ll tell you what paralyzes 
- it is not laziness. Poverty is not simple to understand and it never has been. 
Poverty is intersectional. It can be short term. It can be long term. It is way 
more than the lack of money in your bank account.”

Administrator | The Community Assistance Center

“I’ll tell you what poverty is. It is being unable to control the economic 
circumstances around you - often without any fault of your own. You know 
what poverty is? It is a gnawing feeling of not knowing that the world is a 
benign place. I hear people say: ‘Oh poor people make stupid decisions all 
the time. Seriously? Rich people can make incredibly stupid decisions all the 
time. Don’t we have evidence about that?’” 

Mark Brown | Writer. Mental Health Advocate. 

“I remember my mom working three jobs at Christmas so I would have 
presents and I just remember being in my bed there on Christmas Eve - at 
night - all alone in the apartment - wishing my mother was there with me.” 
SHIRLEY, AGE 18, CAC’S CHRISTMAS ADOPT-A-CHILD PROGRAM

“God plays upon the harp of the Spirit, sounding the strings strongest in 
love; and to this mystical music, Humanity is invited to sing.”
-MECHTHILD OF HELFA  1229  
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March 7 | Tuesday in the Second Week of Lent
“Almsgiving to those in need is the mother of love, the love that is 
characteristic of Christ Himself. Almsgiving is greater than all the miracles 
that we use to demonstrate the power of Christ.”    
-JOHN CHRYSOSTOM  345  

“Listen, I have always been grateful for the Thanksgiving baskets of 
food that we picked up at Emmaus House so many years ago. When my 
father came back from Iraq, he fell apart. It was terrifying. What did he 
need? What could we do to help? He couldn’t or wouldn’t tell us. I am 
not poor now. But I remember being poor. The thing about being poor is 
that my life seemed to be right up to my face. I could hardly see my way. 
I had to accept help and my mother would not allow us to feel bad about 
ourselves. But still, I do wonder what the cashiers thought of me when I 
presented my food stamps.”
 - REBECCA, 21, EMMAUS HOUSE THANKSGIVING HOME DONATION

“Are there poor people who play the system? Shiftless idle scroungers! 
Living life on the handout line? Who play the system and defraud the 
assistance programs. Sure, there are. I know some. But nowhere near 
the number of so-called privileged people who spend time and money 
gaming the system for themselves. There is absolutely no evidence at all 
anywhere to support the politicization and weaponizing of poverty in order 
to deflect our own cheating and gaming. Sorry to say this, but if the shoe 
fits, then wear the shoe. I think it is so important for people with privilege, 
good decent Americans to join the effort against such demonization of the 
so-called poor.”
-THE REV AUSTIN FORD, FOUNDER OF EMMAUS HOUSE MINISTRIES

“I have so often heard it said that Washington is broken. Okay, fine. So 
who should we blame? Should we blame Biden or Trump or Obama? 
Hoover or Roosevelt? Blame the Hollywood elites? The radical left? The far 
right? The rich and powerful?  No, I have an idea. Let's blame the people 
with no power. And no money. Don’t you see how malevolent this attitude 
is?” 
- IAIN BANKS, NOVELIST 2013  

Jesus told us that ”the poor will always be with you.” I often wonder why he 
said that and what he meant when he said it. 
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March 8 | Wednesday in the Second Week of Lent
The Marta Train - Green Line - Ashby to Bankhead

Jerry is an old man and he has seen it all because he has lived through it all.  
“I am from the Delta region but I come from the Mississippi side. Lived there 
almost all my life. Married a woman from the Arkansas side. She died last 
year. Good woman. Miss her a lot but I keep going on. Got to. No other 
choice.”  
“How long have you lived here in Atlanta?” 
“Nine years.” 
“What brought you here?” 
“A job at the GM plant in Doraville. It's gone now. Movie studio there now or 
something like that.” 
“We worked hard there. I am always used to hard work. I grew up damn 
Mississippi poor. Cotton Pickin poor. Daddy worked hard. Hard work is 
good. I never stole anything in my life. I worked. But when the plant moved 
away, well, I was old - too old to work. Nobody wants to hire a 65 year old 
man with a weak leg. Nobody in their right mind. They shouldn’t. Life is for 
the young.”  
“Do you enjoy life in Atlanta?” 
“I got my Social Security and some Disability. I have an apartment with my 
daughter and her son. We get along great. I’m all set. You know something? 
If you are born black in Mississippi, you are gonna be poor.” 
“Was there Racism in Mississippi?” 
“No more than here, really. It's everywhere. Sadly. Have to admit it. Racism 
stays under the table here. In Mississippi it is clear and obvious. But here in 
Atlanta, well it is under the table.” 
“How is it obvious to you?” 
“You are serious? It confines you and boxes you in and takes away lots of 
things that others seem to enjoy. That’s how I describe it. Here is my stop. 
Be well and take care.” 
“Once on the eve of the Great Sabbath, the Rabbi of Roptchitz came 
home with weary steps. His wife asked him: ‘Why are you so tired?’ ‘Ah’ he 
answered, ‘it was my sermon.’ ‘Was it too long?’ ‘No, No, Not that. I had to 
speak of the poor and their many needs.’ ‘What do you think your sermon 
accomplished?’ The rabbi answered: ‘Only half of what was needed. You 
see, the poor are ready to receive. But I am not at all certain if the rich are 
ready to give.’” 

- WILLIAM B. SILVERMAN
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March 9 | Thursday in the Second week of Lent
She was giggling over her coffee. We were laughing about Stephen Colbert 
and his brilliant use of humor to level the harshest judgments about moral 
blindness. On the television, Colbert was speaking with Stu Varney of Fox 
News. We were listening.

Varney: “When we speak of poverty, Stephen, we think of soup kitchens 
and bread lines. Poor families in America are not what we think they are - or 
what they try to convince us they are. Let me tell you something that may 
surprise you. 99% of so-called poor families have a refrigerator. 88% have a 
microwave, Many - way too many - have flat screen televisions.”

Colbert: “Ooh La La. Stu, are you telling me that the poor can heat food and 
actually watch television while they eat. Wow! I had no idea. Now I know 
why Walmart announces: ‘Hey poor people, grab your flat screen while they 
are marked down.’” 

Varney: “Sarcasm all you want. The facts are the facts. I seem to remember 
that you said last week that 12% of America's children go to bed hungry. 
That’s a lie. The fact is that only 2% of children go to bed hungry. That is not 
bad at all.”

Colbert: “Oh Good! Great News. Only 2% hungry. Stu, that statistic is so 
way off. Let’s not take time and argue. Let’s say you are correct - which you 
are not - but let’s go with it. We have 150 in our audience tonight, and three 
children are hungry because they haven’t eaten. That’s so wonderful. At 
least those kids can watch television while they starve.”

She stopped giggling and looked straight at me. “One in six American 
children are experiencing real hunger right now as we speak. 45,000 in 
Fulton County alone. Georgia is estimated by Feeding America to count 
523,000 hungry children. 13,000,000 nationwide. It is not a joke. We are 
talking about really hungry kids here.” - Shirley, Consultant, Solidarity Sandy 
Springs 

March 10 | Friday in the Second Week of Lent
“Such is life. Life Is like a kitchen. It is often a mess. Cluttered. Nothing is 
messier than a kitchen; if you intend to cook a dinner, you must realize that 
cooking creates a mess, you must expect to soil your hands.” 

-HONORE DE BALZAC 19 C

Americans understand poverty in very different ways. There are in fact two 
competing understandings of poverty. Conservatives are right leaning and 
Progressive are left leaning. 71% of Conservatives attribute the accumulation 
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of wealth to hard work and personal effort. 

But half of America (52%) see poverty as attributable to circumstances 
beyond one’s control. 

31% attribute poverty to lack of effort. 48% of Conservative Americans 
are convinced that dependence on welfare and nutritional assistance is 
because recipients are lazy.

So called blue collar whites view poverty as a trap and a permanent 
condition. Blacks and people of color are more apt to view poverty as a 
temporary condition. 

January 18, 2023: The Microsoft Corporation has announced that it will 
release 10,000 workers from employment this year as the company turns 
its attention to the development of Artificial Intelligence. Google has 
immediately followed with the harsh news that 12,000 will soon follow. 

Loss of a job is a primary cause of both shame and humiliation. Both shame 
and humiliation are endemic in poverty due to the low social status assigned 
to low incomes; and a judgemental rhetoric that blames poor people for 
their own needs. 

Children are made aware that they are personally poor by the age of five. 
Poorer children are bullied frequently. At five years of age, a child has 
already perceived societal messages that are personally disparaging.

May our heroes always face dangers and may our fears always have names.

March 11 | Saturday in the Second Week of Lent 
The purpose of the second week of Lent is to bring us to an understanding 
of Compunction. It is an old Latin word: compunctere - To stick with a 
needle. To puncture. To prick a balloon. To deflate.

Supposedly, Lent should be a time to irritate us, to bother us, to stick us, to 
sting us. “Ouch! Something stung me.” 

Our inflated self convictions of our beauty, skill and prowess. Our self 
deceits. Our inflated self affirmations. Lent hits us over and over again, 
puncturing our resistance to open ourselves; our fear of accepting that we 
are needy and vulnerable; our hesitancy to admit that we need help and 
assistance as much as the next person. 

Hopefully we have already failed with our self proclaimed resolutions and 
have come to realize that fulfilling our resolutions are quite beyond us. Lent 
confronts our illusions. Remember that you are dust…. What a way to start.

Lent may be more valuable if we fail. The purpose is not to confirm us in our 
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sense of virtue but to bring home that we need each other if salvation and 
resurrection are to have any meaning at all.     

God is on the side even of the poor. We may object that the prodigal son 
returns home and the father opens the treasure chest for him - no questions 
asked. Who is going to hold this boy responsible? Why did he not get what 
was coming to him? Who knows! If this kid has not learned his lesson, what 
is to stop him from carousing next time and getting into more mischief? 
Maybe he will attack his faithful older brother? Do real harm? Injure the 
father? What a mess! Who is to say? 

Jesus has an answer for you and you will not like it. Forgive seventy times 
seventy times seventy. There are always answers. The answers Jesus offers 
you are not calculated to soothe. They rarely do. 

Compunction: May the mountains stand to remind us what it means to be 
young. 

March 12 | The Third Sunday of Lent
New Year’s Eve 2003, Shelter in Atlanta 

John: Thank you for talking to me. I am John - a priest from Holy Innocents 
Episcopal Church in Sandy Springs. May I ask your name? Alice. My name is 
Alice. This guy here is William. 

John: Thanks. You both look good and rested. Healthy and fit? Yeah, we 
weren't when we got here. We were pretty rough. 

John: Drugs?  Yep. Heroin and Methamphetamines. Thank God, no fentanyl. 
I lost a lot. My husband. My kids. My home. Stupid is as stupid does. 

John: How long were you using? Oh, I started when I was 17. I’m 24 now. 
My husband - er, ex husband - is a pharmacist so you can guess how that 
worked out. Bad for me. 

John: You are clean now?  I have to be. You have to be clean to stay here. 
What is the song?: I have learned my lesson well. No bridge is burned 
beyond repair. That is what my sponsor tells me and I believe her. See that 
good looking guy right here - with the pressed shirt and polished shoes? We 
are close. We keep each other clean. Maybe there's a future for us - but it 
has to be drug free. We know that. 

John: I am proud of you both. We share the same story. I am 13 years clean. 
Wow! Good going. What a miracle. Everything is day to day, isn’t it? Good 
times will start to roll. 

John: This entire sorrow has cost you? Sure it has. But William and I are 
steppin’ out tonight as we are going to a club and dancing the night away - 
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well, not nearly because we have to be back by eleven. And come in sober 
and clean. 

John: Do you see your family? My husband (ex) has wished me the very best 
and that has helped me. I do see my two kids. Though not here! No place for 
kids.”

And I’ll dream of the things I’ll do with a subway token and a dollar tucked 
inside my shoe.

- GLEN CAMPBELL, RHINESTONE COWBOY  

COMMUNITY ASSISTANCE CENTER 
Helping Neighbors in Need

CAC fulfills a vital role. Preventing hunger and homelessness, providing for 
basic needs such as utilities, food and clothing. A cornerstone of the human 
services in the north Perimeter area, actively engaging clients to work 
toward self sufficiency with the help of education and counseling advocacy. 
In a word, the Community Assistance Center recognizes that many hard 
working persons live near the sharp edge of life and need a hand up and a 
lift out to prevent them from falling into the cracks. 

Initially, CAC focused on the danger of homelessness through rent 
assistance - so often caused by job loss, the onslaught of medical 
expenses and the emergencies that befall us when we discover that we 
are vulnerable. In time, CAC expanded its focus to the growing specter of 
hunger that is increasing exponentially in our communities.

“I was very impressed when I approached CAC for assistance. ‘What 
will they think of me? Why can’t she manage her affairs?’ were my initial 
thoughts - and these killer thoughts almost prevented me from asking for 
the help I needed. But I remembered advice my mother used to tell me: 
‘you can only spend a dollar once.’ My rent was raised an additional $250 
a month and the landlord was very reluctant to let me carry the excess 
over the next several months. I was late a couple of times last year. I had 
the money if I didn't buy groceries. That’s when I swallowed my pride and 
asked for food and grocery help. The staff interviewed me and assessed 
the need. Treated me with respect. That made it so much easier. I'm on my 
feet again.”
-JACABED 24, DUNWOODY

The Community Assistance Center is based on the firm foundation of 
Neighbor Helping Neighbor. Volunteers assist the salaried staff with critical 
support and make asking for assistance just one of the many friendly 
services that strengthen and invigorate our communities. Approximately 
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250 volunteers contribute time and talent every month and that is what 
makes the experience so rewarding and effective. 

Food assistance reaches 6,500 individuals belonging to 2,215 households; 
54,659 lunches were distributed to 735 children this past year; 250 children 
received winter coats; 853 received school backpacks with school supplies.  
CAC has seen a 44% rise in requests for assistance by individuals and a 17% 
rise from households. COVID has made so much of this effort more difficult. 

“When my beloved grandfather showed the early signs of dementia, I 
knew I had to move to Atlanta from Philadelphia and assume custody. I 
had a lot of expenses with the move and I needed help with November’s 
rent but since I had only been there for 45 days, the rental office was not 
willing to help me. I went to CAC. They immediately set up an interview 
and I was approved. It is amazing what care and compassion will 
accomplish.” 
-MS. H

“I delivered food for DoorDash and Instacart. Unfortunately, I had an auto 
accident which prevented me from delivering. What made it worse is that I 
was using my parents’ car. I found my way to CAC and I aced the interview. 
I qualified for rent assistance, and a Marta card. I have a new job at a local 
security firm and I am now good to go.” 
-MS. M

“Jack needed rent assistance - a career veteran with a severe leg injury. He 
was discharged in 1988 and in the interim worked odd jobs, relying on VA 
benefits. He paid his rent using 20% of VA disability income. His leg was 
amputated in March of 2021. Now, with full disability, Jack spends time each 
week in the waiting room of CAC listening to clients and encouraging them 
with sympathy and laughter. Community at work. CAC builds community.”

-MR. J 

March 13 | Monday in the Third Week of Lent
What is stronger? Duct tape or Nails? Duct tape is pretty strong. But is it 
only a temporary fix? What about nails? They seem to be stronger and more 
unwilling to let go.

I believe in Christ Jesus and I would have wished that Jesus would be taped 
to the cross. I might be willing to be taped to the cross. Maybe. Teach me a 
lesson! I do not think I would want to or agree to be nailed to the cross? How 
on earth could I get down from the cross if I was nailed? 
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Our lives are hard. I believe they are hard. Some lives are way harder than 
other lives. I do not know why this is so but I know it is. There are choices 
before us. Do we make them wisely? Our lives are examinations to test 
whether we live with courage. Without courage, there can be no faith. Do 
you agree? Can we face the cross of Jesus admitting we could never be 
nailed there. Duct tape? Maybe. I hope so. 

My life is imperfect and falls short. Of what? Of anything and everything. 
I should be thankful that life is a miracle. Your life is a miracle. My life is a 
miracle. Though not anything like the life of Jesus. We can try to live like 
him, can’t we? We can share our love and kindness. Our love and kindness 
will spoil if we do not use them for others. Can’t put love in the fridge for 
later. If I choose love and kindness, then I choose blessing - and blessing 
comes from sacrifice. How about you?

You see, the question is: Why should I care? What can I do? Whatever I 
choose to do will probably result in negligible results. So what difference 
does it make? What difference do I make? 

Sacrifice is not pain nor is it the foregoing of pleasure. It is not denial. 
Sacrifice is intention and purpose and resolution and dedication and 
devotion. Life is a miracle. We should know. We are living it. 

- EBONY CHANTAL 11TH GRADE HIES ETHICS CLASS, MY MEDITATION FOR HOLY WEEK

March 14 | Tuesday in the Third Week of Lent 
Beware - always of the good person who believes that their own good 
fortune is entirely of their own making. All the while relegating the 
misfortunes of others to slogans and bromides that stress want of intellect, 
will and morals. 

A truly fortunate person is seldom satisfied with the fact of being fortunate. 
Of course, successful men and women have a right to feel happiness and 
satisfaction for their achievements. But no moral person relishes the fact 
that he or she deserves it. That good fortune is rightly due to them and that 
such self deserving rightfully comes at the expense or even in comparison 
to others. 

Millionaire entrepreneur Eli Broad, whose life story embodies so much of 
the American Dream - a child of immigrants who has risen to the heights of 
extraordinary success - has urged his peers to do the right thing - based on 
a patriotic duty to strengthen American freedom and Democracy. 

“There’s a story we like to tell about American capitalism. Ours is a country 
that prizes merit, rewards risk, and stands apart in its commitment to the 
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collective success of open markets and free flow of capital. We have 
always been a nation of strivers who can and will pull ourselves up by the 
bootstraps with the right combination of grit and determination. This is 
the tale we love to tell but take it from me - from a person who has landed 
on the fortunate side of the narrative, this narrative is incomplete and, if 
incomplete, it is flawed. For most Americans, this system is not working. 
Since my fortune is intimately connected to the labor of thousands of others, 
it is time for me to help change the narrative. I can afford to pay more.” 

Is this what Jesus may have intended with his frightening words: If anyone 
will choose to follow me, let that person deny the self, give their possessions 
away, and come be with me? 

March 15 | Wednesday in the Third Week of Lent
We have always had selfish people in this world. That is nothing new. 
What is the world like for those folk for which the world is not working. 
The forgotten people. The left behind people. I wonder how we might 
understand just how deep and pervasive our privilege and our advantage 
might be. How can we learn just how narrow our understanding of the world 
might be and how deeply embedded this narrowness might be.

Here is a story: 

Robert Simpson and his wife Isabela spend much of their time on Marta. 
Robert rides the Marta Red Line train five times a week. Isabela cleans the 
train cars as the Red Line trains arrive at the North Springs Station and 
prepare to depart again after 15 minutes. Each weekday morning, say 6:00 
am, they leave their home in South Fulton and take Marta bus 73 to the 
Hamilton Holmes train station. A Blue Line ride east to Five Points and a Red 
Line ride north soon places them at the North Springs station by 7:20 am. 
Isabela gets to work as the Red Line trains enter the station - swiftly moving 
through the six rail cars - sweeping up food wrappers and soda cans that 
have been left on the seats or dropped on the floors. She will work for 8 
hours, with a lunch hour added, until 4:30 pm.

Meanwhile Robert has kissed her goodbye and taken the 143 bus to 
Windward Park where he serves as a security officer for one of the many 
medical office buildings located on the northside. At 4:00 pm, he clocks 
out and catches the 143 bus south to North Springs, meets with Isabela and 
together they retrace their journey through Five Points to Hamilton Holmes 
and then the 73 bus to South Fulton. 

“It's a good life,” he says happily. “I like the commute. I get to read the 
newspaper on the train. And I enjoy the bus / train combination. I feel 



29

connected to the people who are trying to make a living. I feel that I live on 
the front row. But I see so many who are living in the back row. Good people 
who struggle silently trying to make a go of it. It takes time to ride the bus 
and train but really what do we learn sitting in a car?”

March 16 | Thursday in the Third Week of Lent
Here is a lovely prayer for darker times and steeper climbs. The prayer that 
will help calm us and protect us from the world that Vladimir Putin conceives 
for us - Lord Jesus, take away the sin of the world. Have mercy on us and 
give us peace. 

Rid our world of the Herods who do so much of the evil that we see and so 
much of the harm that we feel so powerless to prevent. 

From unbearable toil, free those who grind the wheels and bear the weight.

From terror and fear and heartbreak, we plead for strength.

From the scandalous presence of evil that has invaded your creation, we 
yearn for resurrection.

From the broken lives and shattered homes and scattered loved ones, we 
beg for healing. 

Come Holy Spirit, heal what is broken in our lives and in our homes and in 
our streets and in our world.  

The worst poverty is the poverty that is at our feet in our own communities. 
We fear it. We deny it. We are threatened. I wonder why. Perhaps we should 
do something about it. But we do not know how, or what, or when, or where 
to start. It is better to pretend that it is not there. 

“My faith teaches me that Jesus did not tell us to avoid looking down into 
the abyss lest we become discouraged and upset. I think rather Jesus 
urged us to crawl down into the hole with those who are stuck there. It is 
the only way to find a way out.”
-ROGER CORNETT, THE OPEN DOOR HOMELESS RELIEF PROJECT  

March 17 | Friday in the Third Week of Lent
THE FEAST OF PATRICK OF IRELAND
He had been raised a Christian somewhere in the northwest coast of Britain 
around the year 390. No one knows much more. It was the height of the 
Dark Ages. We ought to be grateful that we never had to endure those 
times. Sometime around 405, Irish slave-raiders caught him and took him to 
Ireland where he lived and worked as a slave - for how many years no one 
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really knows. He escaped again and found his way back to Britain. There are 
no details that are the least bit reliable so this part of his life is a mystery. We 
know almost nothing about a man who has dominated the imagination of 
English-Irish heritage for so long that he is one of the most famous saints in 
the world. 

Tradition tells us that he converted the entirety of Ireland sometime in the 
4th century. History has not the foggiest idea as to how he accomplished 
this. Tradition tells us that he died in 461 - sometime around then. There 
must be a substrata of fact behind all this but only God knows what it is. 

Never has any human person taken hold of an identity like this man. If fact 
conflicts with legend, print the legend. The Irish people and the nation of 
Ireland probably owe their identity and unity to whatever legend tells us that 
Patrick was and is. We are better off for all we know or think we know.

His name alone connotes all that is Irish - an icon of people and an icon of 
faith. Jovial parades, politicians on the campaign, shillelaghs, shamrocks, 
torrents of green beer, taverns and the Chicago River turned green can 
hardly describe the grasp this man has on a people. 

The power of Patrick and his persuasive personality must have been 
immense to welcome an entire people. Mugs will be raised and we will for 
the moment be enfolded into the Irish nation. It is an elevation of gigantic 
proportions that gathers the consent of differing cultures, languages and 
heritages to transcend our bitter differences and pretend to be one. It is so 
rare that it must be a miracle. 

March 18 | Saturday in the Third Week of Lent
The quality of mercy is not strain’d / It droppeth as the gentle rain from 
heaven

Upon the place beneath. It is twice bless’d/ It blesses him that gives and 
him that takes/ ‘Tis mightiest in the mightiest/ it becomes the throned 
monarch better than his crown/ His sceptre shows the force of temporal 
power/ The tribute to awe and majesty/ Wherein doth sit the dread and 
fear of kings/ But mercy is above this sceptred sway/ It is enthroned in the 
hearts of kings/ It is an attribute to God himself/ And earthly power doth 
then show likest God’s/ When mercy seasons justice. 
-ACT IV, SCENE 1, THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

Well, you wonder why I always dress in black // Why you never see bright 
colors on my back / And why does my appearance seem to have a somber 
tone / Well, there's a reason for the things that I have on
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I wear the black for the poor and beaten down// Livin’ in the hopeless, 
hungry side of town// I wear it for the prisoner who has long paid for his 
crime// But is there because he’s a victim of the times

I wear the black for those who've never read// Or listened to the words 
that Jesus said// About the road to happiness through love and charity// 
Why, you’d think he's talking straight to you and me

Well, we’re doin’ mighty fine, I do suppose// In our streak of lightnin’ cars 
and fancy clothes// But just so we’re reminded of those who are held 
back// Up front there ought to be a man in black

I wear it for the sick and lonely old// For the reckless ones whose bad 
trip left them cold// I wear the black mournin’ for the lives that could have 
been// Each week we lose a hundred fine young men

Well, there’s things that never will be right, I know// and things need 
changin’ everywhere you go// but til we make move to make things right// 
you’ll not see me in a suit of white

Ah, I’d love to wear a rainbow every day// and tell the world that 
everything’s okay// But I’ll try to carry off a little darkness on my back// til 
things get brighter, I’m the man in black
- THE MAN IN BLACK   JOHNNY CASH  1971

March 19 | The Fourth Sunday of Lent 
“There is no condition placed on Forgiveness. Forgiveness would not come 
to us if we were not asking for it and willing to receive it. Forgiveness is an 
answer, God’s answer, to the question implied within our very existence. An 
answer is an answer only for the one who has asked a question. 

Winston is eighty-four and he gets to McDonald’s early and always wears 
the same outfit: bright blue sneakers, bright blue pants, and a faded blue 
vest. “I let my daughter choose my shoes. Pick me shoes that will be 
appealing to women.” We all have a laugh. He is a funny, pleasant man. His 
story is a familiar one. He was born in a tiny town on the Mississippi Delta 
and put to work picking cotton for a white farmer when the boy was only 
eight years old. It was hard work for almost no pay. “But I saved every penny 
and by the time I was sixteen, I had enough to leave.”

I remember the day like it was yesterday. I remember it perfectly. I had 
learned to tell time by the way the cotton cast their shadows. I knew it was 
soon time for the morning bus. I got up off my knees, dropped my tools, 
and waved goodbye to my family and I walked right out of that field. All the 
way to the bus stop and I never looked back. When everyone else saw me 
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walking away out of those fields, they started yelling: “Where you goin’, boy? 
Where are you goin’?” But I just waved goodbye. The foreman looked my 
way - he was a nasty piece of work - but did nothing to stop me. I just waved 
goodbye and kept walking. I did hear my momma’s voice: “He’s always been 
a strange boy. So determined. He is determined to do things his own way.” 

I rode that bus for three days. Rode it all the way to Milwaukee, sittin’ in 
the back, Yep. In the back, with a great big grin on my face. Why did I 
do it? There were jobs. They didn’t care if you were black or white. They 
took you on. They didn’t care. They just wanted hard workers. Oh yeah, 
I couldn’t live in a lot of neighborhoods. I remember that. North of this or 
that, East of this or that…Well, you couldn’t go.” 
- DIGNITY, CHRIS ARNADE

L’AMISTAD

L’Amistad is Spanish for The Friendship. That simple word says it all. 
L’Amistad has as its purpose to welcome those who come to our shores 
and embrace them as friends. Kindness is a core value: the willingness 
to speak with love, listen with acceptance and act with compassion. 
Meaningful relationships enrich the one who gives and the one who 
receives. Friendships are not built and nourished because they experience 
no difficulties. They are meaningful and faithful because both of us care 
enough to find a way to understand and accept each other.

Alehandra came to this country on a visa. She had no family in El Salvador 
because her family suffered an enormous tragedy - the murder of her 
parents. Seeking consolation, she visited her brother and his family who had 
come here four years ago. “I overstayed my visa. I did not want to go back to 
El Salvador. After all, my family - at least the ones who were alive - are here. 
Rudolfo, my brother, was studying English at L’Amistad and so I joined him 
there. I learned to speak English. I work very hard caring for children and 
this year, I became an American citizen.”  

L’Amistad is dedicated to the biblical injunctions to care for the orphan 
and the refugee. The Judeo-Christian Faith is rooted in the experience of 
Abram who gathered his family and began the arduous pilgrimage along the 
Fertile Crescent to Egypt - where we know they were met with hostility and 
persecution. 

L’Amistad has been serving Atlanta for over 20 years striving to enrich the 
lives of immigrants who seek protection and a home and community. In a 
word, L’Amistad is a Welcome. Welcome to the United States. We are glad 
you are here. 
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“I was a stranger and you took me in.” Matthew 25: 35  

L’Amistad was established in Atlanta in 2001. Bill Maness, Director of the 
Gym at Peachtree Presbyterian Church, saw the need for neighborhood 
children to have a safe place to improve their academics and develop strong 
character. Now L’Amistad offers educational and life enrichment services 
to children and their families. Both clients and staff are enriched in so many 
ways, enjoying the beauty of friendships. 

March 20 | Monday in the Fourth of Lent
Oh the sisters of mercy, they are not departed or gone 
They are waiting for me when I thought that I just can’t go on 
And they brought me their comfort and later they brought me this song 
Oh, I hope you run into them, you who’ve been traveling so long

Yes, you who must leave everything that you cannot control 
It begins with your family, but soon it comes round to your soul 
Well, I’ve been where you’re hanging , I think I can see how you’re pinned: 
When you’re not feeling holy, your loneliness says that you’ve sinned

They lay down beside me, I made my confession to them 
They touched both my eyes and I touched the dew of their hem 
If your life is a leaf that the seasons tear off and condemn 
They will bind you with love that is graceful and green as a stem

When I left they were sleeping, I hope you run into them soon 
Don’t turn on the lights, you can read their address by the moon 
And you won’t make me jealous if I hear that they’ve sweetened your night 
We weren't lovers like that, but it would still be alright  
We weren’t lovers like that, but it would still be alright 

When I was in Edmonton, Canada, there was a blizzard of snow and we were 
stranded. I had a tiny room with a double bed and an overstuffed chair by 
the window. It was very dangerous and freezing cold. Two young women 
hitchhikers staggered into the small lobby. They had no place to stay. I 
invited them to my tiny room and they immediately plopped on the bed 
and slept for almost two days. They were exhausted with the cold and the 
storm. All the while I sat in the stuffed chair by the window overlooking the 
Saskatchewan River and while they were sleeping I wrote the lyrics although 
I had the melody in my mind and heart for months. When they woke up, I 
sang it for them. Soon the storm broke and they were gone. 

-LEONARD COHEN 
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March 21 | Tuesday in the Fourth Week of Lent
Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound… 
‘Twas Grace that taught my heart to fear… 
Through many dangers, toils and snares… 
The Lord has promised good to me… 
Yes, when flesh and heart shall fail… 
The earth shall soon dissolve like snow… 

John Newton was a strange complicated man. He was a midshipman 
in the Royal Navy. At the age of 18 he attempted to escape from HMS 
Harwich. Apprehended, he was not subject to a court martial, rather he was 
remanded to a passing vessel which happened to be a slaver. He would 
write later that he found the slave trade “an easy and credible way of life.” 
John Newton was a strange and complicated man. Indeed. He was not at all 
religious and had abandoned the faith until he steered a near floundering 
ship through a fierce storm on March 10, 1748. He fell to his knees and 
accepted Christ as his savior - to wit, much of the content of the hymn. 
Seeing no conflict at all between his newly profound and renewed Christian 
devotion and his trafficking of captive Africans to the West Indies, he sought 
a life in the Church once his seafaring duties were completed. He was 
ordained a priest and served a parish in Olney, Buckinghamshire. Slowly 
his heart warmed if for no other reason that the congregation was dirt poor 
and taught him more about the love of Jesus than he could ever have taught 
them. The people of his parish were appalled at the thought that their curate 
was a slaver and his conscience was touched. He published his Thoughts 
Upon the African Slave Trade in which he luridly exposed the savage abuses 
inflicted upon these innocent people and his complicit participation in the 
evil of slavery. He authored the hymn Amazing Grace in 1779. John Newton 
was a strange and complicated man.

‘Tis a gift to be simple, ‘Tis a gift to be free… 
‘Tis the gift to come down where we ought to be, 
And when we find ourselves in the place just right, 
‘Twill be in the valley of love and delight. 
When true simplicity is gained, 
To bow and bend we shan’t be ashamed, 
To turn, turn will be our delight, 
Till by turning, and turning we come round to the light. 

- SHAKER HYMN 
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March 22 | Wednesday in the Fourth Week in Lent
He had a lawn care service, with a clear sign on his truck that promoted 
yard clean up. He was working on a neighbor’s yard when I first saw him. So 
I scurried over and asked him if he would clear some weeds and unsightly 
growth near the creek in our backyard. The growth was just over the fence. 
“Sure. Glad to take a look.” He did, right then and there. “I’ll clean it all up 
for $300.” This sounded good to me. He had been hired by a reputable 
neighbor and seemed energetic and willing. Plus he had a business card. 
“Hey, I want to come by Tuesday - don’t know just when - but will you pay 
me now and I’ll knock it out? You will not have to be home.” Of course, I 
gave him the $300 and of course, I never saw him again. How did I feel 
about being fleeced? Furious! And my anger was all the more vibrant 
because it was mixed with embarrassment and shame? How can I be so 
stupid? Who else would have done that?

Do you think that is one reason why I am reluctant to give money to people 
in need?

Ebenezer Scrooge felt that way. When asked to give some alms, on 
Christmas Eve, no less, he refused. Charles Dickens tells us as only he can:

At this festive time of the year, Mr. Scrooge, it is more than usually desirable 
that we should make some slight provision for the poor and the destitute, 
who suffer greatly at the present time. Many thousands are in want of 
common necessaries; hundreds of thousands are in want of common 
comforts, sir.

Are there no prisons?  
Plenty of prisons, Sir. 
And the Union workhouses? Are they still in operation? 
They are. Still. I wish I could say they were not. 
The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigor then?  
Both are very busy, sir. 
Oh, I was afraid from what you said that something had occurred to stop 
them in their useful course? I’m very pleased to hear it.

March 23 | Thursday in the Fourth Week in Lent 
In an alley between two shops, an old woman sits upon the ground. He 
could just see her discolored face: It was like the sight of damnation. Then 
he heard the whisper, “Blessed are thou among women,” and saw the gray 
fingers fumbling at the beads. This is not one of the damned: he watched 
her with fascination: This is one of the saved.  
-GRAHAM GREENE
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“The Lord always spoke to Moses face to face, as one speaks to a friend.”- 
Exodus 33:11

Do you agree with any of these? If you are a poorer person…then this must 
follow:

It is your own fault if you are poor - probably due to your moral or personal 
failings. 
It is most probably true that you are stupid and inarticulate. 
You actively fail to take personal responsibility.  
You lack ambition and drive. 
You are underemployed and unemployed by choice. 
You are living the life of Riley while others work and pay taxes. 
You are a drain on tax revenue because you claim types of state assistance.
You are claiming assistance and therefore probably defrauding the system. 
You do not show a good example for your children.  
You most likely have more children that you can support. 
You make poor choices by intentionally choosing poor quality nutrition.  
You wear cheap clothes. 
You are prone to be sick and cannot pay your medical bills. 
You have bad teeth and never went to the dentist. 
You are most likely a person of color. 
You come from a multi-generational poverty family. 
You are likely to be a single mom who got pregnant irresponsibly. 
You are likely to commit a crime and have a criminal record. 
You will face addiction issues - alcohol and illegal drugs. 
You rarely hold onto a job.  
You do not save any money.

March 24 | Friday in the Fourth Week of Lent
Half the people in the world 
Love the other half 
Half the people  
Hate the other half 
Must I because of this half and that half 
Go wandering and changing ceaselessly 
Like rain in its cycle, 
Must I sleep among the rocks,  
And grow rugged like the trunks of olive trees, 
And hear the moon barking at me, 
And camouflage my love with worries, 
And sprout like frightened grass between the railroad tracks, 
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And live underground like a mole,  
And remain with roots and not with branches, 
And not feel my cheek against the cheeks of angels, 
And put flagpoles on the roof of my house, 
And a bomb shelter beneath. 
Half the people love, 
Half the people hate.  
And where is my place between the well-matched halves?

- YEHUDA AMICHAI, POET LAUREATE OF ISRAEL

Emmanuelle Gonzales Cortez is 18 years old and suffers from an acute 
anxiety disorder for which she takes medication. Her younger brother Paulo 
died last year from a neurodegenerative disorder at the age of 13. Her father 
works long hours as a HVAC contractor. Her mother stays at home caring for 
twin boys, each suffering from the same neurodegenerative disorder. What 
is the saying: when it rains, it pours? 

“My momma and papa have always been there for me. I want to be there for 
them. It is my turn to lift the load. I am really good at caring for sick children. 
I dream of becoming a nurse - the twins have taught me how to care. 
Hopefully I will do this. Struggle has been our constant companion. It seems 
like struggle is part of our family. We need a lot of help.” 

March 25 | Saturday in the Fourth Week of Lent
A conversation overheard while Yvonne Ginzberg waits to buy some clothes 
at the Thrift Shop at the Community Assistance Center: 

“Yes, I'm overweight. I have to lose 40 lbs - at least - to get back to my 
ravishing self. But see, here’s the thing. I hear the whispers from the people 
who watch Million Dollar Listing on Bravo. I’m fat because I eat too much. 
I am here because I spend too much. I’m weak because I don’t challenge 
myself. I’m tired because I have no energy and I have no energy because I 
don't move. I’m tired because I don’t sleep at night. Your life is your fault. Ya 
de ya de ya.”

“Here is the deal, if you are in the least interested. I served in Iraq and I 
suffer from Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. My weight is a struggle because I 
eat according to what my PTSD dictates. Sometimes, I am just overwhelmed. 
I am poor now and I am standing here now talking to you because I think 
I made $10,000 last year after my medical bills. Yes, I am not fit because I 
have been injured and find it really difficult to stay fit. Quite honestly, I am 
tired - of PTSD.”
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Would you agree or disagree….

Poorer people see problems but rarely solutions.  
Poorer people make a lot of excuses but rarely offer any real sound advice. 
Poorer people spend money they do not have. 
Poorer people dream about what they can buy but not about who they can 
become. 
Poorer people always have an excuse about why things are difficult. 
Poorer people are rarely excited about work.  
Poorer people have loads of ideas but never set them into action.  
Poorer people surround themselves with stupid so they don’t feel so bad.
Poorer people think that someone else should help them get to the top. 
Poorer people never listen.

“How easy it is to hate oneself! But Jesus never asked us to do that - to 
hate oneself. God forbid. The supreme grace is to love myself as I love 
God. As one must love another who has suffered and loved in Christ.” 
-GEORGES BERNANOS

March 26 | The Fifth Sunday in Lent
Without a sense of God, I wonder what else we have. We can narrow down 
our lives to the material world and appear to be misers crouching over our 
hoards and never see the skies. If we keep going in a narrow direction, we 
will end up with only our self image as a companion.

There is so much more. We can see events for what they are - sacraments 
offering value and vision. I want to be liberated from the confines of my 
own life and see the greatness of others. Only with companions can I feel 
eternity as a breeze and see the skies as infinite.

Remember one evening when I accompanied Dana to Walmart in Dunwoody 
so she could outfit her two daughters, Madison and Julie, with new clothes 
for school and some snacks. The trip was challenging because the two 
energetic girls bombarded Dana with a barrage of requests: Fruity Pebbles 
cereal, bike helmets and new swim suits even though the weather was 
turning colder and swim season was over. Dana had no money for any 
of these essentials - at least according to the girls. The darkness of the 
evening had taken over the day as we pulled into her apartment complex. 
The girls - disappointed as they were - nevertheless ran into the house 
while we sat in silence, Dana had put the car in park though the engine was 
idling. Completely overwhelmed and overtired, she started to cry. It was 
a soft sniffling cry but its meaning was clear. She was exhausted - unable 
to love the girls and provide for their needs. I offered my ear and listened 
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to her struggles. Her guilt. Her loneliness. Her feeling of inadequacy. Her 
frustration with her ex who never had the time to be present. The cost of this 
and that. She spoke of the ordeals facing a single mom - with two growing 
girls. All I thought was: she needs to live in a world with a whole lot more 
empathy, appreciation and support. 

Our Father,  
Hallow’d be their names 
Hallow’d be the lives of those who struggle 
Hallow’d be them when they think they are failing 
Hallow’d be their Holy Goodness 
Hallow’d be their names.  Amen.

March 27 | Monday in the Fifth Week of Lent 
Poverty is a coward and a thief. It attacks the unsuspecting and steals 
confidence and happiness. Poverty invades and then hides - whispering all 
the unhelpful insults the soul can handle. It is ugly and vicious. Vindictive 
and relentless. It is contaminated with thoughts that I am impotent or a 
victim of a conspiracy and assures me that I will never again know the world 
as benign. 

I am described as a scrounger, a chav, a welfare queen; I am entitled, 
dependent; I am a sponger, a benefits cheat; I belong to the underclass; I 
am lazy, idle, workshy, indolent, worthless; I am a skiver, a grifter, a failure; I 
am feral.

Do you know: 28,900,000 Americans under the age of 65 have no health 
insurance? That is 10% of the population. 

Do you know: as a result of no insurance, our nation’s health care costs are 
$3,900,000,000,000? 40% of Americans have had to take on significant 
debt as they have borrowed money to cover medical bills? 

The number of children who have no medical coverage rises, on average, by 
250,000 children each year.

17.5% of America’s children live in poverty. 12,500,000 kids - without enough 
to eat. Poverty affects everything. It divides and blames, and criticizes 
without knowing any facts. Without even the basic notion of compassion. 
We fear poverty. We feel it will contaminate us if we go near it. 

“Poverty lived within him as if it had claws. Like a thirst he could not satisfy. 
A repulsive need to escape a danger that held him. Whatever will happen 
will be wrong. He had little peace. He prayed to be cleansed. He needed to 
change his life before it overwhelmed him.” - Bernard Malamud
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Poverty? I know what poverty is. I can describe poverty for you. Poverty 
means that someone - anyone - never had a chance. Not really. Never had a 
chance. 

March 28 | Tuesday in the Fifth Week of Lent 
I would like to have bread. 
Such a lot of bread. 
Only for myself, all fresh still - hot, fragrant with caraway and a cracklin 
crust, brown and crunchy bread…. 
And I want to sink my teeth into it and fondle it in wonderment, 
Long to savor its taste all the way to the skies, 
If i could even smell it, it could heal my pain and soften my angers and 
sadness - Oh bread.
- ILA AND HENIA KARMEL  ANTHOLOGY OF VERSE  

She caressed the twenty dollar bill I had slipped into her hand and all she 
said was, “ Wow.” Mariah is her name. She has a daughter Melody - a pretty 
name for a child who sings about her life. Mariah has one car - a 2003 Buick 
LeSabre with 187,000 miles on the odometer. The air conditioner is broken 
and she has no money to repair it. We were riding together on Roswell 
Road and on this day in question, the temperature was reaching 98. As 
a consequence, she cuts the engine strategically and coasts gently to a 
stop whenever road conditions warrant it - like red lights. Saving gas is her 
rationale when I counter that she is using more gas when she restarts the 
engine. Deaf ears. She is so low on funds that gas is way too expensive and 
she is right about that - hovering at $4.68 a gallon. A killer for good people 
like Mariah. Let’s use the twenty to get you going I say but she demurred. 
“No, let's go to Starbucks and get some treats. Melody wants a cake pop 
and hot chocolate. How about you?” The green Starbucks logo is too 
alluring to resist so we pull into the drive-through window. She pays with the 
twenty. A cake pop and two frappuccino skinny whatevers comes to $14.56 
- leaving $5.04 in change. I offer to pay for the treats but she counters - “Not 
when you are in my car as my guest.” 

I did pay for her gas - I insisted. A full tank - over $ 80.00 but she is set for 
awhile anyway. 

Poverty - being poor - working class - blue collar - lower middle class - 
whatever you want to call it - she feels it in a million ways. A million teeny 
tiny ways. The feeling is condescension. 
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March 29 | Wednesday in the Fifth Week in Lent
Humility comes from a Latin word - humus.  Humus is a very basic concept 
based on a very crucial reality - solid ground. Fertile dirt if that seems better. 
The dirt of the earth is always there - unnoticed - taken for granted - always 
dependable. Except when it is not dependable and that is terrifying.

We pay attention to dirt as the earth warms in the springtime. We buy bags 
of it and caress it and plow it and fertilize it because we have a need of it 
and for it. Dirt is basic as in dirt poor and irritating as in dirty. But it is always 
ready to offer us substance and life. The more lowly dirt is, the more fertile 
it is. Humus accepts all we can throw at it. It is ready to receive seed and 
respond with vigor. You cannot humiliate dirt. It is accepted as the last place, 
lower than dirt one cannot go. You treat me like dirt might not be such a bad 
thing after all. 

She was standing at the door of the Community Assistance Center, awaiting 
a box of needed groceries. “Know what?, she whispered, the worst thing 
about all this is that I feel like a nuisance. Food stamps! I work everyday 
except Sunday but stuff always goes wrong - best laid plans - gas tanks, 
child meds, car repairs, God forbid, rent increases! Soon we’re talking about 
real money. I think I'm getting a handle on some of this but pow, I’m behind 
again. I make $12.00 an hour - whoa - try paying rent and child care and 
clothes for my daughter on that. My supervisor is a good sort but he told me 
that I can be replaced to cut costs if I want to leave. I have to hold on to this 
job. So here I am. Begging for a box of groceries. How humiliating. I am a 
low wage earner. How about that for a confidence boost. Guess what? I got 
a raise after a year. $1.00 an hour. Whoopie.”

-RECOLLECTIONS BY A CLIENT

Don’t you think that people like this wonderful woman ought to get their feet 
washed on Maundy Thursday? 

March 30 | Thursday in the Fifth Week In Lent
Before the fruit is ripened by the sun 
Before the leaves uncoil 
Before the first fine silken root is spun 
A seed is dropped and buried deep in the soil 
Before we can ever gain the grace that comes from loss 
Before we live by more than bread and breath 
Before we lift in joy the cross we bear 
We face with Christ the seed’s renewing death 
-THOMAS H. TROEGER, BEFORE THE FRUIT
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Vivinas Polanco has a tale to tell. On her 17th birthday, her parents, both 
of them, died in an auto accident. On her birthday! She works at a trauma 
center fielding phone calls from trauma victims and directing them to an 
appropriate place to get the help they need. “So many people are troubled 
and carry heavy burdens and worries. I am lucky. Really. Sure, some people 
can be nasty and expect me to solve their problems and to give them the 
priorities they think they deserve. But most people know we are all in this 
together and are grateful for the effort.”

Have a laugh:

Lucy and Linus are watching little sister Sally crawl past them. Linus asks: 
“How long do you think it will be before she is able to stand on her own 
two feet and walk like the rest of us?” Lucy responds: “Good Grief. What's 
the hurry? Let her crawl around for as long as she wants. She has all the 
time in the world. Once you stand up and start to walk, you are committed 
for life.”
-CHARLES SCHULTZ

The Son of Man was not crucified once and for all 
The blood of the martyrs not shed once for all 
The lives of the saints not given once for all 
The Son of Man is crucified always 
And there will always be martyrs and saints  
 -T. S. ELIOT

March 31 | Friday in the Fifth Week of Lent
"If you are unaware of the power of competition in the games, you might 
see the wounded boxer wearing his victor’s crown and think only of the 
wounds and say to yourself how painful they must be for that sad man. 
But if so, then we know nothing about the happiness and confidence that 
the victor’s crown gives to the contestants. So too, when people see what 
we suffer and how and for what other people suffer, do they know why we 
do so? Rarely is it suffering pure and simple. Those who struggle and face 
obstacles most often do so out of love. That is the crown. We hope to gain 
through the contest." 
-JOHN CHRYSOSTOM  4TH C

There is always grief work to be done in this world. There is always a 
process of mourning simply because we are alive in this world. It is the cost 
we must pay to belong here and to participate as a living person. We mourn 
for those who have to know pain and suffering. We mourn for those who 
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suffer from tyranny and violence. We mourn for those who hunger and thirst 
for justice or just hunger and thirst. We mourn for those who are persecuted 
simply because they speak words of truth. It is a mystery hidden in the heart 
of God that grief is the precondition of joy. This is not just a neat saying. 
Why does anguish accompany so many people as they travel across their 
lives? Our personal lives carry a bit of this grieving so this profound and 
consterning truth comes as no surprise. We have yet to learn from God the 
many ways God grieves for us and who has promised that we soon know 
victory.

“God calls us to do what we can, no more. Churches, at least some of 
them, carry a heavy load. This should not be surprising. It is right and a 
good and joyous thing that the church should step up. The New Testament 
should not be far from our lips. I am no Bible thumper. People who are 
heavily burdened by the sorrow and challenges of life do not need to be 
thumped. They do not appreciate it. All Jesus asks of us is to climb out of 
bed in the morning with a thankful heart and do the best we can. The stuff 
that happens to us along the way follows pretty quickly.” 
- ROGER CORNETT, THE OPEN DOOR HOMELESS PROJECT

April 1 | Saturday in the Fifth Week of Lent
Tomorrow is Palm Sunday! The name more correctly is The Sunday of the 
Passion of the Lord. 

“Millions of Americans work full time, year round, for what must be named 
for what it truly is: poverty-level wages. When a person works for less 
pay than they can live on - when, for example, she searches around until 
she finds a place where she can eat cheaply so her child can have some 
healthy food - she has made a great sacrifice. She has donated a piece 
of her life and her health. The working poor, as they are termed, are in 
fact the major philanthropists of our society. In the daycare business, they 
can actually neglect their own children so that children of others can be 
better cared for. They live in substandard housing so that other homes 
will be shiny and clean. They endure privation and they make sacrifices. 
The working poor are benevolent donors - multiple millions of anonymous 
donors - nameless benefactors - to everyone else.

Working hard and playing by the rules is the secret of success. That 
sounds fine and dandy. But no one ever seems to say that you can work 
harder than you ever thought you could work - and still find yourself 
sinking ever deeper into poverty and debt. American Food Banks are 
experiencing a torrent of need that they simply cannot meet. 67% of the 
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people looking for food assistance are persons with full time jobs.”
-NICKEL AND DIMED - ON NOT GETTING BY IN AMERICA

Barbara Ehrenreich

In thinking about poverty, it is very interesting to me just how much ink 
is dedicated to caricatured narratives about the purported differences 
between the rich and the poor. These caricatures are most peddled by 
politicians and broadcast by so many in the media. The rich are industrious 
and entrepreneurial and patriotic. The rich drive the economy. The poor and 
those who struggle are losers, wasters and scammers. Money sent on the 
poor is money down the drain.

It is interesting to note that most people have no idea what it is to live in 
poverty. To lose sleep if you know you might not have enough to serve your 
child supper. To try to figure out how you can get to work with no gas in your 
car and pay day is five days off. 

Veterans are too often victims of poverty. 41,000 honorably discharged 
members of the armed services are living on the streets. Why?

April 2 | The Sunday of The Lord’s Passion
It may prove so interesting if we were to ask ourselves - had we actually 
been there on that day - what would we have been doing and what 
character in the narrative might best suit us? Everything that we will read 
from the Scriptures happened way before a Christmas, or an Easter or any 
Pentecost and certainly before any Church. Or even the name Christian. 

W. H. Auden. He thought about this. Let’s read what he had to say: 

“None of us would imagine ourselves as one of the disciples, cowering in 
despair and disarray and physical terror. I suppose few of us would claim 
Pontius Pilate as the character who most aptly fits. Few of us would imagine 
ourselves to be a big enough wheel to drive the story. No, we would be little 
wheels - just rolling along. 

In my most optimistic mood, I see myself as a Jew from Alexandria visiting 
a friend in Jerusalem. We are walking together speaking about Philosophy. 
Our path takes us near the road to Golgotha and looking up we see an 
all too frequent sight - jeering crowds. I frown and say: ‘It is in terrible 
poor taste to see how the crowds enjoy this kind of thing. Why can’t the 
authorities execute these criminals more humanely? Socrates drank 
hemlock. Now what is so wrong about that?’ 

But then we are past the spectacle, as horrible as it is and we take up again 
our discussion concerning the existence of the True, the Good and the 
Beautiful.” 
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“One who has surrendered to the pathway knows that the way that 
Jesus walks will end on the cross. Even when the pathway leads through 
jubilation and triumph - initially.” 
-DAG HAMMARSKOLD 

Haiti – The poorest people in the Western Hemisphere

This month we marked the 13th anniversary of the devastating earthquake 
that took the lives of over 200,000 and inflicted serious injuries on over one 
million more. Everyone in Haiti knew someone who suffered. Those of us 
who love Haiti and have worked there for over 25 years consoled ourselves 
with the hope that the destruction might revitalize Haiti. We live in Atlanta 
and the rallying cry of our city is Atlanta Exsurgens - Atlanta Rise Up.  

For Haiti, the rebirth never happened. In fact, Haiti could hardly be worse. 
The Government of Haiti is dysfunctional. The President of Haiti was 
assassinated in the presidential palace. The people are suffering. Five 
million Haitians are facing starvation. What food there is, is expensive and in 
short supply. 

Holy Innocents’ Church and School has supported Haiti and her people for 
over twenty-two years. Here is how: 

MUCH MINISTRIES, a Georgia non-profit, has built a multi-use warehouse 
in the city of Gonaives with a Haitian owned grocery store as an anchor 
tenant. In addition, Second Story Goods offers clothing and accessories, all 
made and produced in Haiti, for sale at affordable prices. A worker training 
program has graduated over 500 students in the hopes of transforming 
local businesses and establishing a foundation for a self-sustaining business 
model. Second Story Goods employs over 100 Haitians producing goods for 
sale in Haiti.

FORGING FUTURES IN HAITI, a Georgia nonprofit, has educated over 
1,500 Haitian children over 22 years in and around the city of Leogane. 
Our mission in Haiti is a simple one: to feed and educate children. Political 
violence, criminal violence, and COVID have threatened the stability of the 
educational system in the country but Forging Futures has endured. We 
have raised over two million dollars in support of the children of Haiti. 

Hope is not optimism. Hope is not a belief that all will work out in the end. 
Hope is the willingness to do the right thing for the right reason at the right 
time because it is the right thing to do. And we are happiest when we are 
doing the right thing. 
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April 3 | Monday in Holy Week
Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday - three days before the Great Three 
Days of Holy Thursday, Good Friday and Holy Saturday - were utilitarian 
days devoted to scrubbing, dusting, washing and waxing whatever needed 
scrubbing, dusting, washing and waxing. Spring Cleaning. Queen Elizabeth 
I decreed that the entire kingdom take a spring bath in the common wash 
tub - one by one - scrubbing off the body odors and other sort of vermin that 
had accumulated over the long winter weeks. Few, if anyone, volunteered to 
go last. Can you imagine? 

In the churches, floors, windows (if there were any), and vessels were all 
washed in preparation for Easter. Polishing away tarnish is symbolic and 
good for the soul - so they say. All the faiths do this - Judaism, Christianity, 
and Islam. So intense and intentional are these spring cleaning rituals and 
activities that Iraqi women have called Passover - az frihli - “the festival of 
falling apart.” 

“So much of the back row of America, white - black - brown - yellow, are 
humiliated. The jobs they might have had right after high school which 
might have anchored their lives as cornerstones for family - these jobs 
are gone. So is the stability that these jobs established. The churches 
that provided them a place in this world have sadly been cast aside 
as irrational, out of step, backward and insufficient. The communities 
that once were the source of pride have vanished as well. Their entire 
worldview is collapsing and they are told that this is their own fault. Not 
focussed enough. Not smart enough. Not tough enough. It is a wholesale 
rejection aimed at the core heart of a community. 

It is not just about individuals. It is about their friends, families, 
congregations and unions. When this is pointed out to the perpetrators 
who caused it all, what do we hear: Get out and move away. If you don’t, 
you are clearly unmotivated, lazy and weak.”
 - CHRIS ARNADE, IGNITY: SEEKING RESPECT IN BACK ROW AMERICA.

April 4 | Tuesday in Holy Week
“This song sounds out when two thousand women and children gather on 
a sandy field outside Cape Town. They refuse to be separated from their 
menfolk and sent to Transkei, a homeland a thousand miles away, where 
starvation and sickness await them, a reserve that many have never seen 
or been in but which is now, according to Apartheid policy the only legal 
domicile for these women and their children. Despite constant harassment 
from the police, despite the cold and rain, the women stand there around 
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the fires and the wooden cross - and sing hymns. After six weeks of 
unbroken singing, the patience of the police ends. Early one morning, just 
before dawn, they strike. Heavily armed, and with dogs, they occupy small 
hills around the camp. The women gather around the cross, fall to their 
knees in the wet sand and pray. Then they dance around the cross, the 
symbol of this folly. These women have lost everything - homes, families, 
jobs, possessions. They have nothing more to lose - only their chains - and 
everything to win.” 
- ANDERS NYBERG  FREEDOM IS COMING - SONGS OF PROTEST AND PRAISE

May I lie in my bed 
As I would in my grave 
With your arm around my neck 
Dearest Savior of Mine.
-CELTIC PRAYER

April 5 | Wednesday in Holy Week
“We had compassion for those who were left behind. We did. We thought 
that it might be best for them if we provided them an opportunity (no matter 
how insignificant) to get where we thought we were. We never thought that 
we needed to change our definition of success. It just did not occur to us. 
We valued getting more stuff - more education and owning more stuff. We 
didn't know that wasn't what everyone else wanted. 

The only places open with a welcoming for the back row citizens are 
churches and McDonald's. The people are the same. They both use the 
church and the restaurant. They sit at both places and read the Bible and 
share the stories of their lives.

I asked her the question that I asked everyone I photographed: How do you 
want to be described? She replied without a second’s hesitation: ‘As I am? 
Just as I am. I am a woman. I am a prostitute. I am a child of God.’” 

-CHRIS ARNADE, DIGNITY - SEEKING RESPECT IN BACK ROW AMERICA  

“Yes, I will tell you plainly that thieves and prostitutes are entering the 
Kingdom of Heaven before you. John came to show you the path to take 
but you rejected everything he told you to do. But thieves and prostitutes 
listened to what he had to say. They changed. But not you. You never 
cared enough to listen.” 
-MATTHEW 21: 33 
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Maundy Thursday | April 6  
Simeon was an old man. To the fledgling new parents, he must have 
seemed ancient. But there they went, Mary and Joseph with their swaddled 
infant, to this sage one who served God, alongside Anna the prophetess, in 
the Temple at Jerusalem.

Jesus was their first-born son. Their pious duty was to present him in the 
Temple. Offer his life to God when he was but 6 weeks old.

Simeon unwrapped this swaddled one. Simeon lived for love. He longed for 
the promises of God to be fulfilled and the presence of God to be complete. 
He devoted his whole life to watching and waiting.

I can only imagine that Simeon unwrapped this swaddled one, kissed these 
bare feet and counted the tiny toes of this Holy One in his arms, as though 
he himself had just given birth.

The perfection of holiness. The joy of fulfillment. The bountiful love of God 
in human form.

And he kissed his feet and counted his toes and held him tight.

Simeon unwrapped this swaddled one, and knew his life to be complete, his 
eyes brimming with the glory of God.

We sing Simeon’s song daily. It is our 17th canticle in Morning Prayer.

“Lord, you now have set your servant free
To go in peace as you have promised;
For these eyes of mine have seen the savior,
Whom you have prepared for all the world to see.
A light to enlighten the nations,
And the glory of your people Israel.”

This little one, Jesus, blessed by the servant Simeon, imprinted with love 
and devotion and grew to be a servant himself. On this day, Thursday in the 
week of his Passion, he ate the Passover meal with his friends, unswaddled 
himself and wrapped up with a towel. To serve. To wash feet.

Tonight, on this Thursday in the week of his Passion, we unswaddle. We 
bare our feet. For all the world to see. Holy and wizened. Weather beaten 
and worn for this life of seeking our salvation, striving for peace and 
searching for light, and for simply wanting to brim over with glory.

Are we to think, that we can know Simeon’s ready-to-depart kind of peace 
and fullness, of seeing the savior, of knowing salvation and our own 
salvation fulfilled, in a splash and bath of divine glory, by the washing of 
unclad, human feet?

-THE REV. RUTH PATTISON
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Good Friday | April 7   
Death is not for the faint of heart. 

A tortured, agonizing death is impossible to watch. Many will point fingers 
at the disciples who ran away from Jesus. Judas betrayed him. Peter denied 
him. The others simply disappeared. Many will point to fear as the culprit. 
They may be right. I have a feeling more than a few watched their friend 
beaten and even crucified as part of the unnamed crowd. But I know what 
happened next because I have watched it several dozen times as friends 
have died.

Folks gather quickly and efficiently to be present for the death of someone 
they love. The only problem is that death seldom arrives as quickly as cars 
and airplanes and schedules. Even when the body is exhausted and the 
doctors proclaim nothing is holding them, there is a tenacity and connection 
to life and loved ones that defies explanation. Instead of a speedy or set 
departure, there is the waiting. And waiting. And waiting.

The crowd that gathered to help and to stand together and wait thins 
quickly. The men are always the first to leave. Watching someone struggle to 
breathe is hard and maddening and difficult and humbling. There is nothing 
anyone can do. Men can and do love and wait. They just want to be able to 
“do” something. Every time, all the time, the group willing to wait and watch 
are the women. The group who are so tethered in love that they cannot 
imagine turning away.

I am sure some of the disciples were there for the trial. A small group 
followed to calvary and the crucifixion. Only the women remained for the 
last breath after three hours of agony. Because they are always there. Then 
and now.

The men return to take him down and place him in the tomb. The men 
appear when there is something to do to help.

Regardless, they all grieve. 
The hardest work of all. 

-THE REV. DR. BILL MURRAY
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Holy Saturday | April 8

O God, Creator of heaven and earth:
Grant that, as the crucified body of your dear Son
was laid in the tomb and rested on this holy Sabbath,
so we may await with him the coming of the third day,
and rise with him to newness of life;
who now lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, 
one God, for ever and ever. Amen.

This is the prayer for Holy Saturday from our prayer book on page 283. It 
is the shortest liturgy of the church year. No eucharist, just readings from 
Job, Psalm 130 or 131, and the story of Jesus being buried by Joseph of 
Arimathea. You say the Prayers of the People and the Lord’s Prayer, and 
then the service is over.

It is quiet. It is holy. It is private. It is personal. It is heart-wrenching. No one 
knows what to do in the waiting. I find Holy Saturday comparable to the time 
between a person’s death and their funeral. It used to be that we tried to do 
that more quickly, especially here in the South. Something has changed in 
our culture now. I’m not sure it’s a good thing because we end up trying to 
solve the pain of our grief by making plans for a perfect Celebration of Life 
when in fact our loved one is still very dead, and no amount of planning will 
change that.

Instead of sitting in the pain, we human beings are tempted to make 
ourselves busy. We don’t like to wait. We struggle with waiting in Advent 
for the birth of the Christ Child, and we struggle today waiting for his 
resurrection.

Why didn’t God raise Jesus from the dead on the second day? God could 
have. But, instead, there is this day. It doesn’t get a long liturgy. There is 
nothing for us to do. We just have to wait.

My dear friend in Maryland would say that I like gathering the altar and 
flower guilds for this service early on Holy Saturday because in that quiet 
tending of the sanctuary, there is room for grief, and sorrow, and grace – 
she would say that we need the darkness so that when light comes, we will 
see the beauty and feel the warmth and joy of it. She may be right.

-THE REV. T. STEWART LUCAS
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OPPORTUNITIES TO SERVE

THE CHURCH OF THE COMMON GROUND
An Episcopal church community on the streets of Atlanta which celebrates weekly outdoor 
Eucharist in Woodruff Park on Sunday afternoons at 1:00 PM.

• Shop for lunch supplies at Costco  
• Prepare sandwiches and assemble sack lunches (after adult formation) 
• Deliver lunches to worshiping community and stay for service 

Peggy McCurry |  pegmccurry@gmail.com | 404-626-3795

EMMAUS HOUSE MINISTRIES
Grounded in the Episcopal tradition, Emmaus House provides education, opportunity, 
assistance, and advocacy in partnership with our neighbors in Peoplestown.

• Provide items or volunteer at the Food Pantry 
• Tutor with Youth on the Move Afterschool Program (M-F, 5:00-7:00 PM) 
• Art assistants and lead teachers needed for BaMO Arts Club (Wed. 3:00-4:00 PM) 
• Host community supper for 50 neighbors (first Mon. of month, 6:00 PM) 
• Gardening and landscaping: individuals and groups needed. 

Rosalyn Devine | rdevine@pobox.com | 678-358-4559

SOLIDARITY SANDY SPRINGS
Began as a plan to feed 10 families at the onset of the Covid 19 pandemic and turned into 
a community movement providing food, hope and love to neighbors in our own backyard. 
It has served over 55,000 shoppers since March 2020. 

A market style shopping experience, providing fresh produce, meat, dairy, staples, breads, 
and treats. Open Tuesdays, Thursdays, Saturdays from 9:00 AM-12:00 PM 

Jan Paul | janpaul1005@gmail.com | 404-557-8513

THE COMMUNITY ASSISTANCE CENTER (CAC)
Provides assistance for neighbors in need by providing financial support, basic needs 
(food, clothing), and promoting self-reliance to facilitate transition to a more stable 
situation.

• Volunteer weekday, weekend, according to your schedule. Email: volunteers@
ourcac.org. 
• Donate food, clothing, furniture at 8607 Roswell Rd 
• Adopt A Family / Christmas Giving Tree

Charles Crosby |  charles@corepm.net  | 404-502-8954
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805 Mt. Vernon Hwy NW | Atlanta, GA 30327 
404.255.4023 | holyinnocents.org 

Palm Sunday | April 2 
8:00, 10:15 AM & 6:00 PM • Potluck Brunch | 9:00 AM

Holy Eucharist | April 3-5 
6:00 PM

Maundy Thursday | April 6 
 6:00 PM

Good Friday | April 7 
 12:00 PM | 7:00 PM virtual

Easter Vigil | April 8 
7:00 PM

Easter Day | April 9  
8:00, 10:15 AM & 6:00 PM  | Worship  

9:30 AM | Easter Egg Hunt

Holy Week, & Easter


