
 

Art and the Prophetic Baptized Imagination 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“The primary Imagination I hold to be the living Power and prime Agent of all human Perception, and as 
a repetition in the finite mind of the eternal act of creation in the infinite I AM.” 

—Samuel Taylor Coleridge  

“Reason is the natural organ of truth, but imagination is the organ of meaning.” 

—C.S. Lewis  

“The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven; 

And, as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name.”  

–William Shakespeare  

------- 

This year, for our Lenten devotional, I would like to turn our attention to the idea of the prophetic 
baptized imagination. The act of illuminating the attributes of God and His good creation in works of art 
and creativity. For many of us, art (in all its guises), falls into the category of decoration or frivolity. We 
often hold to the Puritanical idea that art and the arts are a distraction from the good work of the 
Christian life—either inadvertently or on purpose. But, by doing so we miss out on the great goodness 
that gives life on this earth meaning and beauty.  

 

Because this devotional is available in both digital and hard copies—I will mostly contain the art we 
discuss to visual media—paintings, poems, etc. As you can imagine, those reading in the hard copy will 
be hard pressed to click a link to see a particularly beautiful ballet, or hear a song (although we can read 
lyrics-- in music, meaning is often linked to phrasing and melody—which are not easily described outside 
of hearing). However, I will put links in the text of the daily readings when appropriate for those who 
wish to hear or see the performance of the piece of art in question. 

 

As always, this devotional will start on Ash Wednesday, and follow each day (excepting Sundays) until 
Holy Saturday 
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Day 1: 

 

 

 

 

 

The Return of the Prodigal Son 

Rembrandt 

 

 

 

 



This painting, one of my favorites, can be found on display at the Hermitage museum in St. Petersburg, 
Russia. Very few, if any of us, will have seen it in person given its location; but that in itself does not 
diminish its beauty and importance. 

Inspired by the story of the Prodigal Son in Luke 5, this painting gives us a visual representation of the 
love and visceral reaction of the father in the famous parable. You can look at this painting all day and 
continue to find something new and arresting in each moment. From the murderous look the “good” 
brother is giving his father and wayward brother, to the stunning depiction of the torn and tattered 
soles of the Prodigal’s shoes—we can see that Rembrandt gave immense thought and detail to each 
aspect of his great work. 

We can leave aside the brushwork and the composition—although interesting (and important to art 
scholars)—they are less important to what I should like us to focus on at the moment. 

Take a moment to study the painting. Look at the scowl on the “good” brother’s face. Look at the look of 
immense joy and love on the father’s face. Now, look to the Father’s hands. 

You might notice that the hands do not match each other.  

This is not a mistake. Rembrandt was too good a painter to get that wrong. The mismatched hands are, 
in fact, on purpose. The left hand is the hand of a farmer—a man who, while wealthy, is no stranger to 
hard work. The right hand is much more manicured and delicate, almost feminine. Again, this is on 
purpose.  

Those hands, mismatched and seemingly out of place, tell us something about God. Remember, in this 
parable, the Father is the representation of God Himself—an analogy of the Father’s love for us. They 
represent the holistic nature of God’s love—it is neither the rough and ready love a father might give, 
nor the soft cuddly love a mother might lavish—it is bigger and more inclusive than that. It is a love that 
is both bigger and more inclusive than the love human beings can bestow. The prodigal’s father’s hands 
are representative of the all-encompassing love that is the nature of God towards us as He gathers us to 
Himself in redemption and for all time. 

------- 

Read Luke 15. 11-32 

 

Spend some time reflecting on the nature of a God who, when we had squandered our inheritance, still 
draws us to himself with a holistic and never-ending love. 

 

Pray to God, thanking Him for that love and that He would further illuminate Himself through the next 
40 days as we journey towards the Cross and Resurrection. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 2: 

 

 

 

Sower with the Sun Setting 

Vincent Van Gogh 

 

 

 

 

 

 



When we think about Vincent Van Gogh, our first thought is often sunflowers (which in itself is an 
important idea that is worth exploring), or a man who was one ear short of normal. Either way, we likely 
know Van Gogh’s work, if only in passing. 

Painted in 1888, this work is evocative of much of his natural work. You can find many paintings of his 
that take the time to represent the common person doing common things. A man walking in the 
sunlight, a sower in the fields, a still life of potted flowers—these paintings of his are both beautiful and 
worth our time to study. 

This painting in particular—Sower with the Sun Setting—brings to mind the parable that Jesus told in 
Matthew 13, and the idea that St. Paul illuminates in his Epistles, that the work of bringing people to the 
Christ is a community affair. After all, even if one person can sow an entire field—it takes a community 
to reap that harvest.  

But the thing that most interests me about this painting is this: Van Gogh’s use of color.  

The color palate that he uses is broad and deep. His use of color to depict the beauty of the world in 
ways that other painters did not enquire of us—do we see the world as a beautiful and wondrous thing? 
or do we see it as a dull and passing place where we merely have to endure its sin and injustices while 
we wait for the coming Kingdom? 

Van Gogh’s own (well known) mental health issues also play a part here. Despite his feeling that he was 
of little worth—note the Sower is little more than a black shape against the sky—the world is still 
beautiful and worth being in. There is joy to be found in this painting—not necessarily happiness, that’s 
a different thing altogether—but joy. Joy in the work of the Sower, in a beautiful place at a beautiful 
time. Joy in the work of the painter, depicting a work-a-day scene with passion and resonant color. Joy 
in the eyes of the viewer, seeing the pain and passion of a master painter translated into beauty and 
importance. 

------- 

Read Matthew 13. 1-23 

 

Spend 10 minutes today in a beauty spot—your back yard, over at the reservoir overlooking the water, 
pull up a Windows screen saver if you are not able to get out—but spend 10 minutes looking at the 
beauty that God has created. Take that 10 minutes to breathe and pray, thanking God for the beauty of 
the Earth, for the majesty of the sky at dawn, for the way that He has designed the world to give beauty 
and import to the mundane things of life.  

Take the time to rejoice in beauty, and know that God made it for no other purpose than for us to see 
Him in it. There is no functional reason that anything should be beautiful—God could have created the 
world to be dull and conformisty, but He didn’t. He created beauty; and in that beauty, we see His hand, 
and rejoice in the day that the Lord has made. 

 

 

 

 



Day 3: 

 

 

 

Turtledoves in a Willow 

Artist unknown 

 

 

 

 

 



This painting can be found on a pediatric ICU floor of St. Jude’s Children’s Research Hospital. Its artist is 
unknown to me, but it brings out several thoughts about the nature and importance of beauty that are 
worth exploring. 

 

Firstly, that the artist is unknown is important. There is someone who knows who painted this 
masterpiece—it just isn’t me. But the fact that that this painting is relatively anonymous tells us 
something about the nature of creativity and its lasting effects. 

Most of us have spent time creating something—in school, as a hobby, as a part of our jobs; where and 
when are less important than the way that the act of creativity changes us and reflects God’s nature. 
The lasting effects of our creativity echo down through generations. Maybe your creativity was in 
service to a practical problem—you needed to find a way to plumb a new sink with existing structures. 
Maybe your creativity was in service to an inner drive to put beauty in the world. No matter the reason 
you put time and effort into creating—it was time well spent. Exercising the prophetic baptized 
imagination through creativity echoes God’s nature and reverberates down through the ages. The story 
you wrote will inspire another writer. The sink you put in around the existing structure will serve the 
people of that house for years. Nothing you do is in vain. 

But perhaps more important to me in the instance of this painting is this: its placement. 

Pediatric ICUs can be grim places. Parents and children are experiencing some of the worst days of their 
lives when in its corridors. This painting, while rustic, and primitive, and maybe painted by a former 
resident of that ICU, tells us something worth knowing—we are not alone. Those two Turtledoves are 
together for a reason, in a tree that is in transition. They are not alone in that transition. And neither are 
we. 

We are not alone in our darkest hours. We are not alone when we find ourselves scared. We are not 
alone in our times of need. We are not alone in our times of transition and fear. We have community 
and beauty and love that will keep us warm in those cold moments. 

We are not alone. 

------- 

Read Matthew 10. 26-31 

 

Make a list of your close community. The people you would call at 2 in the morning when something 
happens. Know that they would do anything for you in your time of need, regardless of the reason. Over 
the last few years, many have entered into a season of loneliness. Their community has crumbled due to 
fear and illness, and maybe even death.  

Pray for that community. Pray that they would know their worth to you and their importance in your 
life. Pray that the lonely would find community and hope. 

 

 

 



Day 4: 

 

 

 

 

Ploughman 

Artist Unknown 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this instance, the piece of visual art is less important than the poem that it represents. While this 
wood cut is Impressive for its detail and accuracy—it merely holds place for the poem that it represents. 

The poem Piers Ploughman, by William Langland, is an interesting poem for many reasons. It’s long, and 
allegorical (in the strictest sense of the word), and is often confusing given the Middle English that it 
uses. It is thought to be one of the greatest works of English Literature of the Middle Ages, and can be 
used as a teaching tool for various Biblical themes. If you took an English Lit survey class in college, you 
have probably read some of it, at least. 

It’s an impressive work or art, to be sure. While unrhymed, it is alliterative and metered well—it nearly 
dances off the tongue (which by the way, is how poetry should be read—aloud). But the aspect of this 
poem that I would like to highlight is not its meter, or alliterative nature, or the creative turns of phrase; 
but rather, how it takes the subject matter and contextualizes it. 

For much of the poem the images and themes it conveys are (to us) relatively mundane. We are used to 
seeing movies and TV shows that depict the Middle Ages of England. We’ve seen and heard hundreds of 
stories about it from Robin Hood to King Arthur’s Round Table, and endless other iterations. But for the 
time—it was groundbreaking. Groundbreaking in the sense that it took Biblical themes (notably the 
parable of the Good Samaritan) and placed them smack dab in the middle of recognizable life. 

The average churchgoer of the Middle Ages would have been subject to Biblical stories and sermons in 
Latin—not English. So, Langland, putting his poem in the lingua franca, already makes the story much 
more accessible. But then, he also re-contextualizes the stories into images that the people would know 
and intuitively understand. Instead of Levites and Samaritans, Langland uses Knights and Pages and 
courtly images—putting the main characters in Biblical stories into archetypes the average person would 
understand. 

While perhaps controversial, the Christianese that we often use when talking about the Bible and the 
love of God is often too esoteric and difficult for the average non-Christian to really grasp. Talk of 
atonement and trans-substantiation and even basic concepts like sin and morality create barriers of 
language that need not exist. Piers Ploughman, in its day, scraped away the high language and 
presented the concepts in easily recognizable ways; making the point of each story it covered 
understandable to anyone who would listen. 

------- 

Read Luke10. 25-37 

 

Re-read the parable as if you don’t know the story. We are unlikely to have not heard this parable many 
times before—it’s a favorite for many of us. But take the time to read it with fresh, unknowing eyes. It 
uses cultural and thematic ideas that are pretty foreign to our ears—unless you know the history of the 
conflict between Jewish people and Samaritans, you might not get it. 

Now, knowing what you know about the parable, take some time to re-contextualize it in a modern 
setting. Use modern, contemporary images and cultural cues to restate Jesus’ point. 

Perhaps you’ll find you understand it better, and it may help you with other passages. 

 

 



Day 5: 

 

 

 

Artist’s Garden at Giverny 

Claude Monet 

 

 

 

 

 



Monet’s work, although controversial at the time, has taken on a new and enduring meaning in the time 
since he lived and worked. His deconstruction of landscape from representative to impressions took 
some getting used to for art lovers and the public alike.  

But we can see that what he painted—his use of color and brushwork and even composition allow us to 
see the (in this instance) the garden at the back of the home he was staying in just fine. We, as humans, 
do not necessarily need to see the intricate details of the flowers he was painting to know they are 
flowers. We needn’t see every branch and twig and leaf of the tree to know instinctively that it is a 
willow like tree. Those of us who wear glasses or contact lenses know this feeling well. (interestingly, it is 
possible that Monet’s own eye trouble is what informed his style—but that’s neither here nor there.) 

Whether it was cataracts or artistic philosophy that informed his stylistic choices, it is clear that his joy in 
the subject matter always came through. The way that he used brush strokes to evoke movement and 
the particular shade of purple he used to paint the irises—these are evidence of his joy and love of the 
nature that surrounded him. 

While most of us do not share Monet’s talent to paint, we do much the same thing. We capture 
moments of beauty and joy on our phone’s camera—birthday parties, sunsets, flower beds, all sorts. 
And we do it for much the same reason—to capture some impression of the beauty that exists in the 
world; to be reminded that the strife and injustice and pain that can and does exist in the world is not 
how it was meant to be. When God created the world and everything in it, He pronounced it good. Not 
good enough—good. The good and beauty that exists in the world is the handiwork of the painter of 
every sunrise; reminding us that His mercies are new every morning. And each sunset, telling our souls 
that He still holds the world in His hands. 

It is not necessarily the medium of the art that we are drawn to that tells the story—it’s the subject 
matter. Surround yourself with beauty to be reminded of the beauty that is God and His redemptive 
love for us. 

------- 

Read Matthew 6 

It’s a familiar passage—we recite a part of it every Sunday after all. And it contains in it some hard things 
to contemplate and put into practice. It is hard not to worry—many of us are wired in ways that makes 
that command a full time job to put into practice. But… 

But, are you not more valuable than flowers? than birds? than rivers and lakes and oceans and 
hedgehogs? If our Father, who loves us holistically and totally, takes care of them, are we not assured 
that He will take care of us even more so? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 6: 

 

Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 

And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

Dylan Thomas 

 

For a gripping and provocative recitation by Michael Sheen, please click here 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=w-sM-t1KI_Y


The teacher in Ecclesiastes echoes down the generations in Dylan Thomas’ 1951 poem, “Do Not Go 
Gentle Into That Good Night.” 

We’re likely familiar with this poem—but like all poems—it should be heard. If you are reading this in 
hard copy, please take a moment to find Michael Sheen recite it on YouTube. I promise it will be worth 
your time. 

The Literary Criticism degree on my wall is screaming at me to dissect this poem line by line. To parse 
and investigate and put it under a microscope. But poetry is like impressionist paintings—the closer you 
look, the less it says what it means to say.  

Metaphors, after all, will always fall down at some point. They wane in the light of scrutiny. But they 
contain in them truth and beauty that needs must be observed. 

The primary sentiment of “Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night” is that life is precious and should be 
fought for at every turn. The narrator offers insight into how to face death with dignity and ferocity 
rather than resignation, believing that people should “burn and rave” as they approach death. 

Not “burn and rave” in a sense of anger and resentment, but rather with joy and verve like a bonfire 
that illuminates and warms and evokes community and love. 

We tend to see death as a sad and untimely end to life—even those of us who have hope of an eternity 
spent with God. Sadness on the part of the survivor is natural, and right in its place. But Thomas, and the 
teacher in Ecclesiastes tell us that life is worth living. That life is worth sharing. That life, and its lessons 
are worth passing along. That life itself is a joyful journey to be taken, nearly demanding the dignity of 
recognition and love. 

------- 

Read Ecclesiastes 11. 7-10 

 

This passage is difficult—as is the whole book. It teems with wisdom, but is tinged with the regret of a 
man that had the wisdom of the ages and learned very little. Solomon asked for, and was granted great 
wisdom—and came to the conclusion that life was “meaningless.” All of this, taken in light of his life, 
makes sense. He was wise, but followed other passions than God. He was easily lead away from the 
goodness of God—making his life hollow and without meaning. 

However, we know that in light of the incarnation of Jesus, all things have meaning and worth.  

Take a moment to reflect on your life—it doesn’t matter if that life has been short so far or long. Reflect 
on the moments of joy and beauty. Reflect on the times where God was most near, and fiercely rage 
against the dying of that light. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 7: 

 

 

Follow the Drinking Gourd 

Jerome White 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



African American Artist Jerome White’s work explores the intersection of the African American 
experience and modern life in a way that is difficult to explain unless you see it. Themes of music, sports, 
family, history, and the human condition have been the focal points of much of his work. Deeply 
influenced by the works of Charles White, Winslow Homer, and Dr. John Biggers, Jerome typically uses 
figurative and spiritual symbolism to illustrate historical or social messages. His finely- honed, critical eye 
and keen sensibilities have enabled Jerome to capture the challenges, adversity, talent, beauty, and 
endurance of a race on canvas. 

This piece, Follow the Drinking Gourd, is simultaneously heart-breaking and hope-giving. Heart-breaking 
because it tells a story of an undeniably dark part of American history, when those who were enslaved in 
an evil and monstrous endeavor were forced to flee their oppressors—to follow the Drinking Gourd 
north to freedom. And hope-giving because so many of them were able to do so and assert their God-
given humanity. 

We think of the Drinking Gourd as the Big Dipper—whose handle ends in the North Star. As good a 
pathfinding trail marker as anything. It’s brightness and constancy allowing those on the trail to freedom 
to see it even in the harshest of weather. But more than a historical footnote, the north star is a 
reminder of the faithfulness of God. 

He too, and more so, is bright and constant. He is never far from the oppressed, never far from the 
lonely, never far from the widow and orphan. He champions those who are the victims of injustice, and 
those enslaved by evil and monstrous things. 

He is the North Star for us to find freedom in Him. 

------- 

Read Isaiah 1. 10-20 

 

Like St. James, Isaiah tells us that doing the right things with the wrong heart is meaningless. Far from 
the idea that good deeds can secure our salvation, both Isaiah and James tell us that the changed heart 
will result in the good things flowing from us.  

Take a few minutes to reflect on a time when you went through the motions—doing the “right things” 
and still felt distance between you and God. It’s not a lovely feeling, is it? Pray that God would change 
your heart, softening it and purifying it towards what God has told us He wants. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 8:  

 

 

 

St, Matthew and the Angel 

Guido Reni 

 

 

 

 



Although far from being a theologically accurate angel (those are terrifying—there’s a reason their first 
words are always “Do not be afraid), and more of a Baroque/ Renaissance depiction—this painting, 
found in the Vatican—is visually stunning. 

Its use of light and dark, the color palate, the composition—all work in harmony to tell us the story of St. 
Matthew receiving the words of his Gospel. 

Because that’s what art is at its core—story telling in a visual medium. It takes the truth and re-
contextualizes it into a vision.  

Although this painting is only about 3ft by 2ft, its impact is much greater. 

It seems unlikely that Matthew and an angel sat in Matt’s sitting room with a modern moleskin 
notebook at the ready to take down notes; but like Piers Ploughman, sometimes we need to have things 
re-written for us to properly understand them.  

Matthew’s account of the Gospel sets Jesus’ life, death, and resurrection squarely into a context that a 
Jewish reader would inevitably understand. By placing Jesus’ birth into the lineage of David’s family, the 
average Jewish reader/ hearer would know immediately, and grasp, His messianic claim. The rest of 
Matthew’s gospel fills out that claim in no uncertain terms.  

Like Matthew’s contextualization of Jesus into terms that the Jewish audience would properly 
understand, Reni’s painting gives us a better (though imperfect) context to understand St. Paul’s dictum 
in 2 Timothy 3 that all Scripture is God Breathed. There’s no evidence that each of the writers of the 
Gospels, Epistles, History, Poetry, Law, and Revelation were visited by Baroque angels, but it helps us to 
better understand nonetheless. 

------- 

Read 2 Timothy 3 

 

Take a few moments to meditate and reflect on St. Matthew and the Angel. Note the way that, while 
there is no evidence that the angel is speaking, we still get that it is. We still feel the direct inspiration 
that Matthew, and by extension all the other writers of the Scriptures, were given.  

Pray and thank God that He did so, giving us His Holy Word—both as a person in Jesus, and in the 
written word so that we can have a record of who He is. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 9: 

 

 

 

Astronomical Clock 

Cathedral of Notre-Dame de Strasbourg 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A clock may seem an odd choice for a devotional centered around art and the prophetic and baptized 
imagination—but, I mean, look at it. That, to put it bluntly, is a piece of art. 

And it helpfully illustrates one of our main points—there is no rational reason that a clock, even one as 
complex and important as this one, should be beautiful. Just like there is no rational reason that our 
food should be pretty to look at, or that a sunrise should evoke such a response in our souls, or that a 
given succession of musical notes should draw us into reverie and/ or melancholy. But our God saw fit to 
include beauty in the everyday things of life. 

The story of this particular clock—one of the oldest continually working astrological clocks in the 
world—is one of passion and precision and not a small amount of obsession. But also it is one of beauty 
and service. 

The current, third clock dates from 1843. Its main features, besides the automata, are a perpetual 
calendar, an orrery, a display of the real position of the Sun and the Moon, and solar and lunar eclipses. 
The main attraction is the procession of the 18-inch high figures of Christ and the Apostles, which occurs 
every day at solar noon, while the life-size rooster crows thrice. It is so precisely built that despite it 
being entirely mechanical, it only loses about 4 seconds a year in time. 4 seconds! We lose than that 
much time every hour looking at our phones. 

Just because an item has practical use doesn’t mean it needs to be dull. Neither does God apparently 
think so, given any given field of wildflowers or where the ocean meets the land. Our God is a creative 
God who has, in creating us in His image, given us the ability and implied command to create as well. 

This clock re-creates Good Friday each day at noon—a rooster crows three times and each of the 
Apostles that crown its edifice bow their heads in unison as the Jesus figure moves out of sight. Jesus 
then returns every day—a beautiful and potent reminder that He is with us all the time, and will never 
leave or forsake us. 

------- 

Read Joshua 1. 7-9 

 

As we remember, Joshua was Moses’ right hand, and the appointed successor when Moses died. It is 
good to reflect on the longstanding faithfulness of God. His promises are eternal and His love everlasting 
and His mercies new every morning. Like the Astrological Clock at the Cathedral de Notre-Dame de 
Strasbourg, He will return in glory and holds the movement of the sun, earth, and stars in His hands. 

 

Take a moment to thank God for His new mercies, His everlasting faithfulness, and His never-ending 
love. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 10: 

 

 

 

Seven Angels Above 

Jerome White 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



From the Artist’s website: This is a tribute to African American soldiers/pilots (Tuskegee Airmen) who 
sacrificed their lives for their country during WWII. A young boy playing in the field takes time out to 
daydream about becoming a fighter pilot someday. Seven Shadows of the Tuskegee Airmen fly above. As 
they pass over, they leave trails of daisies representing hope and a new beginning. 

As many of us will recall, the United States Armed Forces were segregated until WWII, and not 
desegregated until well after the war. Despite this, many African Americans served and lost their lives 
during the conflict. Among those were the Tuskegee Airmen, fighter pilots who fought both the Axis 
powers and the hatred of their fellow servicemen and women. It’s a horribly dark stain on the history of 
our country and of the world—that human beings, created in the image of God—were subjected to such 
cruel and violent hatred. And, while the laws have changed, much of that hatred and cruelty has not 
dissipated. 

This painting symbolizes a hope and dream that cannot be held down by external forces. Despite the 
fact that the little boy in this painting would have had little hope of being recognized by the wider 
society as a full human, he still dreams like any other boy of one day taking to the sky and flying. The 
painting would be no less symbolic of hope were the subject a white child—but it takes on a deeper and 
more exuberant nature given the facts surrounding his present reality. 

The idea of Justice can be found on nearly every page of our Bibles. From the Old to the New 
Testaments we can see that God cares for, and commands us to care for, the oppressed and 
downtrodden, and to treat them as fully human and one of our own. The first Covenant that God made 
with His people required space and support for the poor and outsider. The New Covenant in Jesus does 
the same; asking us to love and treat others with dignity and respect and with the love of our Father. 

 

------- 

Read Matthew 5. 43-45; Leviticus 23. 21-23  

While these are just two instances where the Lord commands us to be thoughtful and caring for the 
poor and outsider, there are many, many more to be found. You can find the care and love for the 
outsider, oppressed, and poor all throughout the Bible.  

The idea of Justice is foundational to the story of the Bible—justice for the victim, justice for the ‘other’, 
justice for the oppressed—all can be found written in the pages of the Bible. And we are called and 
commanded to show mercy and justice to all that we meet, regardless of their relationship to us. 

Take a moment to examine how you think about justice. Do you demand it when you feel wronged but 
deny it when you are in the wrong? Does your idea of the mercy and grace of God’s justice get fuzzy 
when the potential recipients are outside your ‘tribe’? Do we ignore injustice when it doesn’t directly 
affect us? 

Pray that God will put a heart and a zeal for His Justice in your heart, so that we will be recognized in the 
wider world as children of God. 

 

 

 



Day 11: 

 

 

Icarus 

Henri Matisse 

 

 

 



Interestingly, at least from a critical perspective, is that this (despite appearances) is not a painting. At 
least not in the traditional sense. It is, in fact, decoupage, or paper cut outs. Decoupage would have 
traditionally been used as a compositional tool rather than the art itself—this shape here, this color 
there, now paint—in essence. 

However, Matisse (while in recovery from a cancer surgery) found that using this tool allowed him to 
still create when he was bed-ridden and unable to stand long enough to create as he normally would. 
This has interesting connotations for our lives, I think.  

We often (as many people in the world often do), think of ourselves as extensions of the things that we 
do. I work as an accountant—therefore I am merely an accountant. I work raising a family—therefore I 
am merely a mother or father. I play piano—therefore I am merely a musician. But what happens if we 
become sick, or injured, or retire? Our entire sense of personhood and our worth is now in question. We 
don’t know who we are anymore, because the things we defined ourselves by are no longer possible. It 
causes a crisis of identity. 

Matisse’s work on the Jazz series (of which Icarus is a part) allows us to see that a cessation, or even just 
a pausing, of one aspect of our life doesn’t mean that our identity has changed. While he couldn’t paint, 
he was still Henri Matisse. The person who was a teacher for a lifetime may not be a teacher in a school 
any longer, but that doesn’t mean that they have no worth. Their worth, dignity, and identity was, and 
is, not found in their occupation. 

Your worth, dignity, and identity is not found in your occupation. Rather, these are found inherently, 
and are God given, not external and connected to what you do. We are made in the image of God—and 
therefore have inherent worth, dignity, and identity. 

------- 

Read Job 28 

 

This poem, found in the book of Job, seeks to find where worth, dignity, and identity (in the form of 
wisdom) comes from. It, itself, is an art form. The narrator looks to the earth and sky and sea and cannot 
find where wisdom comes from. He looks to death, and cannot find the source of worth, dignity, and 
identity. It can, and does, only come from God. 

Take a moment to meditate on where you find your worth, dignity, and identity. Many of us will come to 
the conclusion that it is found in our occupation or in something that we do. It will take some time for 
many of us to come to rest in the fact that they spring forth from God—and cannot be shaken. 

Pray today that God will reinforce in you the knowledge that your worth is found in His creation of you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 12: 

 

 

Fathoms Below 

Rachel E. S. Byler 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In the words of the great philosopher Bob the Tomato, “Jonah was a prophet, but he never really got it.” 

Bob may be a fictional character designed to help teach children about the Bible, but that doesn’t make 
him wrong. Jonah never really got it. He rubber stamped God’s name on his own biases and hatreds. 
Maybe we do too. 

Maybe we have decided (either intentionally or without much thought) that God hates xyz, or abc, or 
even elemenopee. Maybe we have spent our whole lives thinking that God dislikes the poor, because 
the people we spend time around dislike the poor. Maybe we have written off a whole people group 
because the culture we are immersed in have done so. Maybe we have it in mind that God dislikes us 
because we have heard it all our lives. 

Jonah spent his life in service to God as His prophet, and was absolutely furious when God showed 
mercy and grace in the face of the Assyrian people’s recantation of their evil ways. The story of the book 
of Jonah tells us that when the Ninevites repented, God showed mercy—and Jonah was having none of 
that. He wanted them dead, wiped off the face of the earth, utterly decimated.  

In fact, the whole reason that Jonah set out for Tarshish in the first place was that he knew that God 
would be compassionate (Jonah 3). 

He was so full of hate that he would rather have seen an entire people die than to tell them about God’s 
mercy. Are we?  

Are we so full of hatred for a people or idea that we would rather travel out of our way to avoid them 
hearing about God’s goodness? Would we rather die at sea (metaphorically, of course) than allow God 
to be made famous in a people or place or culture that we have decided doesn’t deserve God’s 
compassion and mercy? I suspect that we have at some level or other.  

We decide that we know better, that God couldn’t possibly be right in offering grace and mercy and 
compassion to ‘those’ people, regardless of who they are. And it doesn’t look good on us at all. 

------- 

Read Jonah  

It’s a pretty short book, only three chapters. It won’t take very long, but it is important to do so. 

 

Allow God to bring to mind a people or culture or ideology that you have been unforgiving towards. Be 
honest, would you rather see them obliterated than see then come to God?  

 

Ask God to give you His heart for people. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 13: 

 

 

The Hand 

Liezle Margaret Heath 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Hands are pretty difficult to draw and paint. They have sinew and callouses, bones and creases, scars 
and ridges; all of which makes it difficult to do them well. All hands look a little different, because we 
have all had different lives. Maybe you work with your hands all day; so, your hands are scarred and 
dinged up a little. Maybe you play an instrument; so, your knuckles are a little swollen and your fingers 
are calloused. Maybe you have a skin care routine that’s better than most; so, your hands are in better 
shape than others. 

No matter the state of your hands, you could likely pick them out of a lineup. The phrase, knowing 
something like the back of your hand comes to mind. It’s not just an archaic turn of phrase—we really 
do know the back of our hands pretty well. 

And the front, the palm side, is equally as recognizable. Each hand has different creases and ridges, not 
to mention the fingerprint thing. Each fingerprint is, at least minutely, different. We can use them for 
identification or for getting into our phones as a unique identifier to keep our addiction to WORDLE 
secret. 

Hands and fingers are just a drop in the ocean as to what makes us unique and individual. But did you 
know you were also loved for those selfsame unique identifiers? 

You are not loved simply because you are a person—although that is also true. You are loved as an 
individual by the God who created you and knew you while you were still unformed in your mother’s 
womb. 

Psalm 139 makes that abundantly clear, although because of human nature and the Fall, we struggle to 
believe it. We see all the flaws—the scars and divots where our brother shot us with a BB gun in the 
second grade. We see where the pencil lead is still stuck in our palm from the time in first grade we 
grabbed the wrong end. We see where we barked our knuckles on the AC compressor of our car trying 
to free a reluctant bolt. We see the flaws. God sees the person. 

God sees the whole person, flaws and scars and all the imperfections, and loves us still with a ferocious 
and everlasting love. 

------- 

Read Psalm 139 

 

Make space today, of only 5 minutes, to sit quietly with no distractions. Take that time to sit with the 
knowledge that God loves you with an unending and fierce love. Allow it to sink in. Re-read Psalm 139 a 
few times and let it speak to your soul. 

Know that you are fearfully and wonderfully made. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 14: 

 

 

 

Guernica 

Pablo Picasso 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



This painting is violent. Its subject tragic. The inspiration for it terrible to contemplate. But it is 
necessary. 

Necessary because of these things. In 1937 the Nazi Air Force (as a favor to Franco’s fascist regime), 
bombed the town of Guernica in the Basque region of Spain out of existence. It wasn’t a military target, 
it had no significance in the Spanish Civil War, it was a peaceful town full of completely innocent people. 
Hitler simply wanted to see if he could decimate a town with his new toy. And Franco wanted to inspire 
terror in the people. 

It was, and is, evil. 

This is one of the reasons that this painting, and art in general, is necessary—it sheds light on evil and 
the things of the world that need light. It can put into stark relief how fallen the world is. We ought to sit 
with art like this more often, as uncomfortable as it may be to do so.  

Not because we should revel in evil, or become fascinated with the consequences of the Fall—to do so 
would lead to a path of evil in ourselves. 

Rather, we should sit with art like this to memorialize and remember what we should fight against. We 
should fight against evil and darkness and destruction even when, and maybe especially when, it makes 
us uncomfortable. Because this painting should make us uncomfortable. 

Picasso’s Cubism heightens the horror of the event it memorializes. It mirrors the fact that the 
perpetrators of this atrocity saw no humanity in the victims. It was just a test to see what the Luftwaffe 
could do, nothing more. Hitler and Franco did not see the villagers of Guernica as people, just things. 

God does not. 

God sees them as wholly and intrinsically full of worth and worthy of love and care. As should we. 

------- 

Read Matthew 5-7 

The Sermon on the Mount. We’ve likely either read it ourselves, or heard sermons on it. Blessed are the 
Peacemakers, Blessed are the Poor in Spirit, Blessed are the Merciful.  

Jesus says in the Sermon on the Mount several times, “You have heard it said… But I tell you…”. 
Illustrating that the Law is just a guidepost, showing us where to look. But the fullness of its implications 
are found in a changed and soft heart that can only be found in relationship with Jesus. 

Take time today to meditate on Jesus’ Sermon on the Mount. Allow God to speak to you and show you 
(us) where we fall short of the fullness of the Truth of the Word. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 15: 

 

It is spring, moonless night in the small town, starless 
and bible-black, the cobblestreets silent and the hunched, 
courters'-and-rabbits' wood limping invisible down to the 

sloeblack, slow, black, crowblack, fishingboatbobbing sea. 
The houses are blind as moles (though moles see fine to-night 

in the snouting, velvet dingles) or blind as Captain Cat 
there in the muffled middle by the pump and the town clock, 
the shops in mourning, the Welfare Hall in widows' weeds. 
And all the people of the lulled and dumbfound town are 

sleeping now. 
 

Hush, the babies are sleeping, the farmers, the fishers, 
the tradesmen and pensioners, cobbler, schoolteacher, 

postman and publican, the undertaker and the fancy woman, 
drunkard, dressmaker, preacher, policeman, the webfoot 

cocklewomen and the tidy wives. Young girls lie bedded soft 
or glide in their dreams, with rings and trousseaux, 
bridesmaided by glowworms down the aisles of the 

organplaying wood. The boys are dreaming wicked or of the 
bucking ranches of the night and the jollyrodgered sea. And 

the anthracite statues of the horses sleep in the fields, 
and the cows in the byres, and the dogs in the wetnosed 
yards; and the cats nap in the slant corners or lope sly, 
streaking and needling, on the one cloud of the roofs. 

 
You can hear the dew falling, and the hushed town breathing. 

 

Under the Milk Wood 

Dylan Thomas 

 

To hear a recitation of Under the Milk Wood, click here. 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XAo5w91G53A


Apologies to those who are reading this in hardcopy. Poetry should be listened to rather than simply 
read. If you are reading this in hardcopy, please take a moment before you go further to hop on 
YouTube and look up this poem. I suggest (and have linked above) Michael Sheen’s recitation of this 
poem for the English National Theater. It is well worth your time for many reasons, not least of which is 
that you will hear the poem in its fullness of meter and language. 

And that is the point of hearing poetry. Language.  

Language is an art of its own—the rise and fall of the breath in the lungs. The way the elasticity of words 
brings to mind indelible images—you hear the phrase ‘Bible-black,’ and know exactly what it means. 

The way that pace and pause create and release tension and impart meaning and context. 

Language is an art of its own. 

How we speak to each other—what words we use, how we say them, the weight and context of our 
language says as much as the simple configuration of the letters ever would.  How we speak to each 
other, and about what, either builds or destroys. We all know from our own lives that is truth. 

We’ve all had times where a thoughtful word built us into joy or wholeness or peace. And we’ve all 
heard words that tore us down to the very ground, that pulled our joy and happiness out at the roots.  

How we speak to each other matters. It shows our hearts in a way that reflects its true state more than 
our faces do. A thoughtless word to our children can destroy their confidence. A well placed 
encouragement will build them into who they were meant to be. 

Take care how we use language. Take care how we speak to each other. Take care that we build rather 
than destroy. 

------- 

Read Proverbs 22. 10-12 

Proverbs can be difficult to read in large chunks. Each section doesn’t necessarily seem to jive with the 
section before or after. But then, it’s not meant to. It’s a collection of wisdom, pointing to a life with God 
and how that manifests itself in our daily lives. 

Take a few moments to read and re-read these three verses. Think for a moment on how it should and 
would work out in your life if you applied them to your daily interactions with people. Be God’s. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 16: 

 

 

 

Holy Chapel 

Sainte-Chapelle, Paris, France 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



This photo, taken at Sainte-Chapelle in Paris, is indicative of a different style of art in architecture than 
we have looked at yet. Admittedly, the angles of the windows versus the angle of the photographer 
make it difficult to see the windows properly. You can find close ups of the windows online should you 
be interested in seeing them a little closer.  

However, the aspect I would like to talk about has very little to do with any specific window, and more 
to do with the room holistically. You see, this chapel was built to house holy relics acquired by St. Louis 
in the 13th century. Perhaps not something that we as Protestants care about too much, but the Catholic 
St. Louis certainly did. 

There are 15 windows, each 15 meters high, that depict the story of God in glass and lead. Built in only 7 
years, that is impressive enough. But to also add the glass—that is astounding.  

It is likely that for St. Louis, this undertaking was meant to underscore his power and to also build 
something beautiful for God (probably in that order). But, because of the law of unintended 
consequences, it achieved one more thing—it told the Story of God to a people who might not have 
been able to read. 

Story-telling (which is what all art is at its core), covers over a lack of education in ways that we don’t 
often think about. There is a reason why Jesus more often than not taught in parables—they are little 
packets of easily memorable information that contain in them buckets of wisdom and truth. A maths 
equation does the same thing, but is much more difficult to understand. 

How we tell the story—how we contextualize and re-contextualize, the imagery and words we use—of 
God makes a difference. How we show the love and mercy and grace of God can either stick with our 
audience, or be easily forgotten like Bohr’s law.  

How we tell others about God matters. 

------- 

Read Psalm 78. 1-3 

Imagine walking into Sainte-Chapelle (unless you have actually done it, in which case, just remember the 
color pouring through the window—arresting your breath in that first moment). Looking up at the 
windows to see the story of God in bright color and using images and symbols you know, telling you 
about the love and grace and mercy of God. You can’t read about it, and you are only told about His 
nature in a language you don’t necessarily speak (Latin). But now you can see and understand—it’s been 
laid out for you in a way that speaks louder than words. 

Take 5 minutes today to think about how you might show, rather than tell, the story of God in a way 
that would intersect with a specific person. Don’t think universally, simply one person who you know 
who has doubts and doesn’t believe. How would you tell them about Jesus in a way that they would 
understand? 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 17: 

 

 

 

Statue of David (close-up of hand) 

Michelangelo (photo by Taylor Smith) 

 

 

 



Perhaps apocryphally, Michelangelo said that he simply carved away everything that didn’t look like 
David when he was sculpting this statue. Which is pretty impressive when you realize it was sculpted by 
a turtle. I mean, really impressive. 

And while the whole statue is monumental in scale and amazing to look at, what we should focus on 
today is this close up of the hand. 

Hands are famously difficult to draw, and even more so to sculpt. There are 27 separate bones in the 
hand, plus ligaments, blood vessels, flesh, and fingernails. All of which, if done wrong, will make the 
hand look incorrect (if only infinitesimally). And in any given position, the hand will look almost 
completely different. Making a sculpture even harder to do. The bones move, the ligaments and blood 
vessels shift, the skin ripples—it’s very hard to do right. 

And yet, Michelangelo makes it look easy. Take a look at your hand for a moment. Hold it in an 
approximation of the David’s hand. You will find that not only is the statue anatomically correct, but the 
shape of the hand is absolutely perfect—and done in marble, a static and unforgiving material. 

We know that God cares for us from the womb to the tomb and beyond, but it’s sometimes hard to 
really picture. Our minds cannot conceive of time immemorial; in numbers we have trouble 
understanding more than a few thousand. For example—a thousand seconds ago was 16 minutes, 40 
seconds ago—about a quarter of an hour. 1 million seconds ago was a little over 11 and a ½ days ago. 
And a billion seconds was roughly 31 years ago! 

And yet, our Lord has loved and supported and cared for and uplifted us for longer than that. He has 
done all of these things since before the world was round, and will not stop doing them—ever. 

The God who put you together did so with more care than it took to carve the David out of a solid block 
of marble, and cares for you more than Michelangelo ever did for his statue. Be encouraged by this—it is 
the building block for all our worship—that Jesus, in His eternal nature, is for you and with you. 

------- 

Read Isaiah 46 

Note how the idols mentioned in this passage (of which, we {unfortunately} still have many), all fail at 
the first hurdle. They fail the basic test of a god in that they cannot even care for their subjects properly. 
Yet, God, Yahweh, The King of kings will care for and sustain us even when we may have passed our 
usefulness to society. We serve an eternal and eternally loving God. 

Pray today that you will be given a tangible felling of that love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 18: 

 

 

 

The Wind in the Willows 

Art by LC DeVona 

 

 

 

 

 

 



For those who aren’t familiar, Kenneth Grahame’s children’s literature classic The Wind in the Willows, 
follows the lives of four friends (anthropomorphic Mole, Ratty, Badger, and Mr. Toad) over roughly a 
year of their lives. Throughout the novel, themes of friendship, adventure, atonement, reconciliation, 
and love are wonderfully and beautifully drawn out. 

One of the subtler, but infinitely important, themes that winds its way through the book is that of 
hospitality. Even the reclusive Badger, who just wants to be left alone (especially in Wintertime), 
understands the need and responsibility to be hospitable. Many cultures around the world have 
hospitality laws on their books—making it an offence to turn away a stranger in their need. The 
Israelites, also, were told by God that they were to treat the ‘other’ as if they were one of the tribe. 

Pastor John McCollum says this: “Hospitality is an act of war against the Devil's lie that compassion is 
weakness and fear is strength.” 

We often forget this, I think, in our individualistic society. That hospitality is commanded by God, and is 
an entryway into showing the beauty, compassion, grace, and mercy of God. No one has ever been 
shouted into heaven. Romans tells us it is the kindness of God that leads to repentance—not the 
incessant, clamoring, bleating of our voices shouting over the top of the person we’re talking with. The 
kindness of God leads to repentance. 

The hospitality and care of God is the light and warmth that draws people to Him. He is the candle in the 
window of the cottage in the cold and snowy wood. He is the inviting fire in the hearth that draws 
people to Him. He is the epitome and zenith of hospitality—inviting people to Him regardless of their 
past and sins, welcoming and warm, extending an invitation to relationship where, then and only then, 
will people become more like Him. 

To try and do so outside of Him can only end in sadness and failure. 

------- 

Read Romans 2. 1-11 

Hospitality is infamously hard to define. It seems to mean anything from giving change to the homeless 
to giving hearth and home to your enemies.  

I tend to think that hospitality is more of an inner thing—an attitude that informs and animates, through 
the Holy Spirit, to do that which we are called to do and be in Christ. Given the disparity of means from 
one to another, what that will look like in practical terms is different. One person may only have some 
spare change, the next may have more to give—but they can be animated by the same compassion and 
hospitality that animated Jesus to give His life for our sin.  

Take 10 minutes today to think about 2 specific ways you can extend the hospitality and kindness of God 
that leads to repentance to specific people. Make a plan to enact one of them in the next few days. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 19: 

To be, or not to be, that is the question: 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles 

And by opposing end them. To die—to sleep, 

No more; and by a sleep to say we end 

The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks 

That flesh is heir to: ’tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep; 

To sleep, perchance to dream—ay, there’s the rub: 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

Must give us pause—there’s the respect 

That makes calamity of so long life. 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 

Th’oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 

The pangs of dispriz’d love, the law’s delay, 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of th’unworthy takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make 

With a bare bodkin? Who would fardels bear, 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of something after death, 

The undiscovere’d country, from whose bourn 

No traveller returns, puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

 

‘To Be or Not to Be’ Hamlet, Act 3, Scene 1 

William Shakespeare 
 

To see a recitation of this soliloquy, please click here 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q6CLdCl9TB0


Ah, Shakespeare, the bane of English speaking students the world over. I feel your pain. 
 
Those of us who know the play will recognize the place where we take our art for today. Hamlet’s father 
murdered by his uncle, he has been given the task by father’s ghost to enact vengeance for that 
untimely death thinking it justice. 
 
We can know, from our understanding of God that vengeance is not justice—but Hamlet is not of a mind 
to truly think these things through. Indeed, there is no evidence from the text that Hamlet has any 
religious identity other than perhaps the latent one of a member of society in Christendom (which is a 
completely different question altogether). 
 
What is interesting here, completely irrelevant to the specific philosophical and literary merits of 
Hamlet’s solitary discourse on death versus life, is how Andrew Scott (the actor playing Hamlet in the 
link) plays the soliloquy differently than other famous recitations of this self-same speech. 
 
Andrew Scott’s rendition of this part of the play is shot through with a gentle sadness. It seems informed 
by the memory of loss and sadness in his own life, and is less strident than other versions you might 
find. Benedict Cumberbatch’s version is more manic, as if he’s talking himself off the ledge. 
 
Each actor brings something of themselves to any given role. Each person different than the last, and 
each performance informed by a different part of the actor’s psyche. As they say, “you never step in the 
same river twice.” And this, in concert with the idea that every person we meet is dealing with 
something we don’t know about, it behooves us to remember St. Paul’s admonition that it is the 
kindness of God that leads to repentance. 
 
As the representatives of Christ in the world, we have a duty of care to treat each and every person we 
come across—yes, even the ones we don’t particularly like—with dignity, grace, mercy, and compassion. 
To treat them as fellow bearers of the Imago Dei. 
 
------- 
Read Psalm 40 
 
Hamlet’s internal discussion of the merits of death and life, of fear and courage, of action and inaction 
are informed by a world-view (hopefully) different than our own. He has no hope for the future 
regardless of whether he performs his act of vengeance—he merely wishes that it was already over so 
he wouldn’t need to make the decision; to sleep, as it were. 
 
Our hope is not found in our reputation or in our courage to act—it is found in God’s reputation and in 
His already performed action. 
 
Take some time today to remember that God’s actions are the basis for our hope, and make some art (a 
doodle, a poem, a short story; something, anything at all) in remembrance of that fact. If you wish, you 
can send your art to isaac.heath@faithcov.net. With your permission, we will create a larger work of art 
comprised of all your work from today to display during the rest of Lent. 
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Day 20: 
 

 
 

The Lion 
Julie A Heath 

 
 
 
 

 



Lions are a recurring metaphor throughout the Bible. Almost always as a cipher for strength (although 
not always a benevolent strength), they roam through the pages of the Bible strong and fierce and 
proud. 
 
We remember when God shut the mouths of the lions in the pit with Daniel, we hear how the Psalmist 
asks God to break the teeth of the lions that are stalking him, we read how Saul and Johnathan were 
swifter than eagles and stronger than lions. One of the names of God is the Lion of Judah. Lions are 
prevalent in the Bible. 
 
Lions make good metaphors. They are strong, as we said; they are massive and fierce, they are proud—
all of which makes them excellent examples of something that we might want to be like. But they are 
also social creatures. Zoologically speaking, we seldom see lions on their own. They live and hunt 
communally. They take care of each other, each filling a place in the pride, each fulfilling a function. 
 
From the standpoint of either the literal examples or the prophetic imagination, lions are worth our time 
to explore. We see them in front of important buildings as protectors, we see them on the crests of 
families as reminders of courage, we see them as national symbols as images of fierce pride. When we 
see lions in art we know what we are looking at. When we read them in literature we know what the 
story is trying to convey. 
 
In the prophetic imagination, we also know what we are meant to understand. We are meant to 
understand the metaphor—lions are an archetype in art, especially prophetic art. Or perhaps a clearer 
way to say it would be illustrative art—art that tells us something about ourselves and each other. 
 
------- 
Read Revelation 5. 1-10 
 
It is interesting that of all the animals that could have represented the Lion of the tribe of Judah, it is a 
Lamb that looks as though it was slain. 
 
Which, of course, makes infinite sense when we see it through the right lens—The Lion of the tribe of 
Judah is Jesus, who was slain to make a way when there wasn’t a way for us to be with Him. The 
juxtaposition of lion and lamb prophetically tells us important things about the upside-down kingdom of 
heaven, where the last shall be first, and the servant shall lead. 
 
Spend 10 minutes today pondering the upside-down kingdom of heaven. Think about how the eternal 
God sent His son in the person of Jesus to be human. How The King of kings washed the feet of those 
who followed Him. How the Lion of the tribe of Judah, the Root of David became like a lamb to slaughter 
on our behalf. 
 
Ponder these things, and how we might apply them to how we show the love and grace and mercy of 
Christ to those around us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Day 21: 
 

 
 

Dandelion Fluff 
Ivan Dostál 

 
 
 
 
 
 



The prophetic baptized imagination finds beauty in the ordinary. It sees things as we might imagine God 

sees them—through the lens of the Creator. Knowing that there is nothing ordinary about the ordinary. 

As C.S. Lewis said, “There are no ordinary people. You have never talked to a mere mortal. Nations, 

cultures, arts, civilizations - these are mortal, and their life is to ours as the life of a gnat. But it is 

immortals whom we joke with, work with, marry, snub and exploit - immortal horrors or everlasting 

splendors. This does not mean that we are to be perpetually solemn. We must play. But our merriment 

must be of that kind (and it is, in fact, the merriest kind) which exists between people who have, from 

the outset, taken each other seriously - no flippancy, no superiority, no presumption” (The Weight of 

Glory). 

When we think of people, we must think of them as bearers of the Imago Dei, the image of God. There 

is no one—including the people we don’t like very much—who wasn’t made in the image of God. The 

homeless man on the corner that you pass every day on your way to work, the Bedouin trekking across 

the desert, the Hindu monk—they all carry in them the mark of the image of God. 

This is not to say that they believe in the same things, nor is this meant to mean some sort of Universal 

salvation; but they, like you, were knit together in their mother’s womb, they were known and loved 

and cherished and created by God in the same way that the Christian is. We are meant to treat them in 

the same manner that we would the lady next to us in the pew, or in the choir at that church we visited 

with our grandparents when we were 12, or the members of our ‘tribe’ in general. 

There is no such thing as ordinary, nor is there anything out of the watchful eye of the one who knows 

how many hairs live on our heads, or knows when a sparrow falls to earth. 

The dandelion fluff contains in it the makings of whole new plants; the mountain meadows and fields 

are dressed in the stuff such as this. There is no ordinary, merely familiar. 

To see the world through the lens of the prophetic baptized imagination is to see the world as fresh and 

new and created by God.  

------- 

Read Matthew 6  

While we have read Matthew 6 already this Lent, it is important to see it again through eyes that are 

baptized in the prophetic imagination. We are familiar with the passage—we pray the Lord’s prayer 

every Sunday, after all. And we’ve likely read this passage many times over the course of our lives. 

However, it is a good idea to re-read things with a different imaginative lens. Picture yourself hearing 

this passage being spoken by Jesus for the first time. Imagine how revolutionary it must have felt to hear 

Him speak these words, and then imagine how it might change how you see the world when we apply 

them to our lives. 

 

 

 



Day 22:  

 

 

 

Ceci n’est pas une pipe (This is not a pipe) 

René Magritte 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Surrealism is not everyone’s bag, for sure. It’s often weird, more often difficult to comprehend, and 
always a little out of left field. This is normal for surrealist painters. 

But it does offer up two questions: What is Truth? and What is the true nature of things. 

The prophetic baptized imagination will often ask the second question: What is the true nature of 
things? That the Lion of Judah is a lamb is Truth, but it is not what we would first think of when we hear 
the phrase. When we think of what the kingdom of heaven is, we won’t necessarily think of its upside-
down nature without knowing more about it. This too, is truth. The true nature of things is often below 
the surface, waiting to emerge. And it is incumbent upon us to search for the truth in all things. 

This is small ‘t’ truth—feelings, facts, ideas, etc. Things that are not necessarily spiritual/ eternal issues 
carry a lower case ‘t’ to their truth. 

In this painting, the caption is obviously a lie—or at least a shading of the truth. It’s a painting of an 
inanimate object—Magritte could have been painting a spaniel and it just looked like a pipe (it is 
surrealism, after all)—and therefore, the caption may be correct in a roundabout sort of way. But at first 
blush, it is, indeed, a pipe. 

Which bring us to the first question: What is Truth? Capital ‘T’, Truth? 

What is the arbiter of Truth in the world? This is a pretty deep and difficult philosophical question to 
answer in limited space. But, the immediate answer is God. God is Truth, and we must hold all things 
against Him to find whether it is True or not.  

If it holds with the nature and attributes of God, it is True. It is good and lovely and worthy. Against such 
things there is no law.  

Test everything of eternal significance against God’s nature. If it holds within those boundaries, it is 
Truth. 

------- 

Read Philippians 4. 7-9 

The idea of (t)ruth is a thorny issue that has consumed many philosophers for ages. It is the basis for 
much art in the world. While it is true (lower case) that my favorite coffee cup is black and silver—it is 
not True (Capital). There is no eternal significance to what color mug I prefer. But it is equally True 
(Capital) that God sent His Son in the person of Jesus Christ, that all who believed in Him should have 
eternal life. That has eternal spiritual significance—and should be thought about. 

Ponder Truth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 23: 

 

 

Rain, Steam, and Speed-The Great Western Railway 

J. M. W. Turner 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



J.M.W. Turner, the working-class painter. What is astounding about Turner’s paintings is not just the 
technical brilliance—to effectively paint the translucence of fog is amazing—but that his subjects were 
what we might call mundane. 

Piggy-backing on Lewis’ observation that “you have never met a mere mortal,” Turner’s work, 
celebrating the everyday nature of beautiful things, is important. A steam train click-clacking its way 
through the London fog would have been anything but extraordinary to observe. And yet, it’s very 
nature as every-day is what makes it worth noting. 

Turner, unlike many of his contemporaries, looked for beauty in the ordinary. His contemporaries, and 
most artists before, spent their time drawing and painting and sculpting the wealthy. Turner shunned 
that idea, and elevated nature and the mundane. 

The God who created plums and platypuses takes pleasure in all the created works of His hand. He 
created them all, and called them good. So, it seems good and right that we also look to the natural and 
‘ordinary’ to find the fingerprint of God. 

The way the waves bend and break at the shore. The sound of cormorants wheeling through the air. The 
way fog swirls and breaks around the front end of a steam train. These things are beautiful reminders of 
the god who made each of us. 

As we have said, the prophetic baptized imagination sees the world and sees God’s hand in it all. It sees 
the way that the wind and the sand sculpts the rock formations in the American West into their fantastic 
and wonderful shapes. It hears the flap of the pelican’s wings as it glides over the water in search of fish 
to eat. It feels the sun on its cheek and the cool of the breeze and knows that God is good, and in His 
heaven. 

The natural world points to God in ways that we only need search for. And it is good. 

 

------- 

Read 1 Peter 3 

 

Use this space to draw or sketch or list the things in nature that point us to God’s goodness, grace, and 
mercy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 24:  

 

 

 

Starry Night 

Vincent Van Gogh 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



So far, we have avoided much in the way of art criticism (that is, the academic sense of criticism). 
Mostly, it’s because it is not exactly pertinent to this project. The brush strokes and color palate are less 
important to our study than what each piece of art inspires and what it tells us about God. 

However, this piece is absolutely laden with meaning that art criticism can help us understand. 
Therefore, because the author of this article says it better than I ever could, I quote from The Van Gogh 
Gallery: 

Notice the brush strokes. For the sky they swirl, each dab of color rolling with the clouds around the stars and 

moon. On the cypress tree they bend with the curve of the branches. The whole effect is ethereal and 

dreamlike. The hills easily roll down into the little village below. In contrast, the town is straight up and down, 

done with rigid lines that interrupt the flow of the brush strokes. Tiny little trees soften the inflexibility of the 

town. Bringing nature into the unnaturalness of buildings. 

One of the biggest points of interest about this painting is that it came entirely from Van Gogh’s imagination. 

None of the scenery matches the area surrounding Saint-Paul or the view from his window. As a man who 

religiously paints what he sees, it’s a remarkable break from Van Gogh’s normal work. 

The contrast in styles plays on the natural versus the unnatural, dreams versus reality. Nature could even be 

attributed to the divine in this work. In Genesis 37:9, Joseph states, “And he dreamed yet another dream, and 

told it his brethren, and said, Behold, I have dreamed a dream more; and behold the sun and the moon and the 

eleven stars made obeisance to me.” - predicting that one day his family would bow to him as an authority. 

Some people associate this quote to the painting. Perhaps it is a reference to Van Gogh’s family, who doubted 

the success of his career (with the notable exception of his brother). It could be that Van Gogh simply wanted 

to breathe in the higher power into his art, as he grew up in a religious household. Divide the painting into 

three parts. The sky is the divine. It is by far the most dreamlike, unreal part of the painting, beyond human 

comprehension and just out of reach. Go down one level to the cypress, the hills, and the other trees on the 

ground. They bend and swirl, still soft angles that match the soft swirls of the sky. The last part is the village. 

The straight lines and sharp angles divide it from the rest of the painting, seemingly separating it from the 

“heavens” of the sky. However, note the dots of trees rolled through the village, how the spire of the church 

stretches up to the sky. Van Gogh brings God to the village. [emphasis mine] 

 

------- 

Read Psalm 8 

Be God’s. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 25: 

 

 

 

예수께서 물 위를 걸으시다 (Jesus Walks on Water) 

Unbo Kim Ki-chang 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



While we are, naturally, more used to Western images of the life of Jesus given where we live; the 
prophetic baptized imagination is not limited to race or culture or geographical location.  

The re-contextualization of Jesus’ life and the Bible is a given when we think of the widespread nature of 
Truth and grace. After all, we are the recipients of that self-same re-contextualization—even if we don’t 
think of it on a regular basis. 

There is a story that a missionary found himself with an unreached people who struggled to understand 
how and why God, in the person of Jesus, could be the sacrificial lamb that took away the sins of the 
world. The missionary racked his brain to find a way to explain this foundational theological premise, 
and could not do it. Until one day he witnessed a ceremony between two warring tribes—the chief of 
one of the tribes handed over his newborn son to be raised by the chief of the other tribe; in the 
knowledge that this sacrifice would create peace between the two tribes—a Peace Child, as it were. 

This understanding of this new to the missionary cultural ritual became the gate through which the 
missionary could explain Jesus to the tribes-people. Jesus was a Peace Child between God and mankind, 
creating a way where there was no way. That reconciliation of Truth and culture created a dialogue that 
was fruitful.  

So, it should come as no surprise that differing cultures see Jesus (a Universal Truth) in ways that 
connect better than the White Western Jesus that would have so often been forced on them.  

Hudson Taylors work in China is another great example of this re-contextualization of the Gospel. He 
spent years in China living among the people before he explicitly told them about God. He wanted to 
show them that it was not necessary to become Western before they were able to come to God. St. Paul 
also spent years explaining that one did not need to become Jewish before one could follow Christ. 

The Truth of the Gospel is not bound by cultural bias or representation—whether conscious or not. We 
mustn’t place cultural mores on it. 

------- 

Read Revelation 7. 9-12 

The text of Revelation seems to indicate that in the great throne room of God, that worship service will 
not only be amazing—but also populated by people of every skin color and nation and tribe. While our 
cultural bias towards a white skinned, blue-eyed, blond Jesus can be found all over the place, it is 
neither historically accurate, nor is it helpful. 

Examine your image of Jesus. Does he look a lot like you? Does it bother you if others picture Him to 
look more like them? If so, why?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 26: 

 

 

 

Minerva Protects Pax from Mars (Peace and War) 

Peter Paul Rubens 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this painting (somewhat censored for some nudity), Minerva, the goddess of wisdom, protects Pax 
(peace) from Mars the god of war. In other words, wisdom protects peace from war. I cannot say 
enough about the beauty and power of the symbolism of this painting. The idea that peace needs 
protecting from the outbreak of war is an important idea. Due to human nature and the way that we are 
easily angered and pushed to violence as a people, war always seems just around the corner—indeed, 
there has hardly been a time in the history of mankind where there wasn’t a war happening somewhere. 

But where does one acquire the wisdom necessary to prevent war—even the small scale wars that 
plague our daily lives? Well, experience often bears out wisdom. If I stub my toe on the corner of the 
bedframe enough times in the middle of the night, I might gain the wisdom to alter my route to and 
from bed.  

But, perhaps more generally (and less painfully), wisdom comes from a changed heart. 

The Gospels tell us, both implicitly and explicitly, that to come to know Christ—to abide in Him as He 
abides in us—results in a changed heart. The metaphor usually used is that we will bear fruit in 
accordance to the root and vine from which we are growing. A good plant produces good fruit—and a 
branch grafted into a good plant will also produce good fruit. 

Conversely, a bad plant produces rotten fruit. A heart full of narcissism and hate and greed and all the 
baser human driving forces will always lead to ‘war.’ When we follow our worse natures—the 
unchanged bits of ourselves that we refuse to give over to God’s healing power—we will be led to 
destruction.  

But if we allow God to change us—to be grafted into the good root that is Himself—our whole nature 
will change. We will be slow to anger, quick to love, abounding in mercy, grace, and peace.  

While the classical painters may have used Greek mythology to illustrate deeply profound ideas of peace 
and wisdom and their important defense against evil and war—we can know that it is God’s work in us, 
through the person of the Holy Spirit that changes us for the better. 

------- 

Read 1 Thessalonians 5. 22-24 

Search your heart, and be honest. Are you easily led towards anger and retaliation? Do you seek 
revenge when slighted? Do you seek to ‘win’ every argument?  

Pray today that God would scour your heart for the remnants of your old nature, and drive it out. Pray 
that the God of Peace would be tangibly present in your life and reflected to those around you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 27: 

 

 

 

The Holy Trinity 

Andrei Rublev 

 

 

 

 

 



In the icon opposite, we see three mysterious figures. Further inspection reveals that the faces of each 
of the three people are identical. Each representing a person of the Trinity—Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. 
The three, although distinct, are ultimately one. They cannot easily be distinguished, but are each a 
unique and individual person. 

People have, for centuries and to varying degrees of success, tried to explain the Trinity. It’s not an easy 
doctrinal idea to convey. It boggles the mind to try and parse it out. But is an important idea in the 
Christian faith. This painting comes as close as anything to being able to portray the Three-in-One nature 
of the Godhead. 

We can see in the image that the three are seated around a table, upon which is a chalice (representing 
the Lord’s Supper); inviting us to join in the relationship that is evident between the three. As we look at 
the icon, we are also invited into the mystery that is a life chasing after Jesus. 

We are invited to join Him in His work of reconciliation between Himself and mankind. We are invited to 
enter into a life abundant and joyful. After all, it is only in Christ that we can live the life that we were 
meant to live—a life abounding in joy and grace and peace and mercy and love. 

It is only through Christ that we can taste and see that the Lord is Good.  

Let’s accept that invitation! 

------- 

Read Psalm 34 

 

Have you accepted the invitation to take a seat at the table? To join in the life abundant and good? 

If not, we implore you to pray that God would make His invitation clear and personal, and that you 
would accept. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 28: 

 

 

 

The Incredulity of St. Thomas 

Michelangelo Merisi da Caravaggio 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The prophetic baptized imagination has a wide scope. It can certainly evoke in us a wonder of things not 
yet seen, or let us imagine things as they might be. But it also illuminates things that were, but we were 
not present for. 

For example—St. Thomas’ encounter with the risen Lord. We have a written record of this event in the 
Gospels, where Jesus invites Thomas to examine His wounds to know that it is indeed Himself. And we 
can kind of imagine how that might have been. Thomas hearing from his friends and fellow disciples that 
the man they had seen killed just three days prior was, in fact, alive. 

Both you and I would have had similar reactions to that information. After all, we’ve never seen 
someone raised from the dead. It’s a jarring and supernatural thing to even imagine, let alone witness. 
The painting well expresses Thomas’ dumbfounded expression as he experiences a thing that he cannot 
conceive, but is witnessing in real time. 

It is illuminating to see this painting ourselves. We can relate to Thomas’ doubt, even if we can also be 
assured of Jesus’ resurrection. Because we have record of it, and can read the eyewitness accounts. It’s 
a historical reality, born out by numerous people both Biblical and extra-Biblical. 

But, let’s face it, we still have doubts from time to time. You are not alone in that. You are not alone in 
the occasional intrusive thought that begs us to think about this rationally. “How can Jesus have been 
raised from the dead,” our own personal serpent asks us. “Do I really believe that?” 

Friends, it is ok that this may happen to you from time to time. You are not faulty. You are not broken. 
Your faith is real, and alive, and salvific. But I implore you, do not let those intrusive thoughts guide and 
deceive you.  

Allow the Holy Spirit to soothe your churning thoughts. Let Him guide your hand metaphorically into the 
nail holes in His hands, and the wound in His side. Allow the prophetic baptized imagination to let you 
enter into surety and solid belief. 

Like St. Thomas, we may have doubts—that is a product of our fallen state. (Even in relationship with 
Jesus, we are still living in a fallen world.) But the fallen world that we reside in is not the end state of 
the world. We are heirs to a redeemed and reconciled world in Jesus name. 

------- 

Read John 20 

 

As you read this passage, allow your own prophetic baptized imagination space to work. Imagine being 
in Thomas’ place. Allow yourself to see the Risen Lord in His person, and let the wonder of his 
resurrection wash over you. 

Be God’s. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 29: 

The Master Builder 

“Whatcha doin?” 

“I’m making something” 

“Can you teach me how to do it?” 

“No.  Not this. But I’ll teach you more. So much more.” 

“Can I hold it?” 

“Well, not right now, but eventually you will hold all of it.” 

“What’s it for?” 

“For your mom and dad.” 

“What will they do with it?” 

“It will be very special for them.  They’ll take super good care of it.” 

“Those things on the bottom, are they going to hold it up?” 

“Not at first.  But eventually they will do just that!” 

“What do you put in it?” 

“That will be up to your mom and dad.” 

“It looks like it’s taking shape.” 

“Yes! It’s almost finished. As soon as I put the top on. There!” 

“Wow. So much to learn!  I hope I remember everything you told me.” 

“Oh, you won’t remember our talk honey, but I’m putting you in good hands.” 

“You know, that kinda looks like me.” 

“So it does, so it does.” 

“What do you call it?” 

“I’m going to call it Taryn!” 

“Taryn? That’s my name!” 

“That’s right. It is your name! What I’ve just put together is… you!” 

Master Builder 

Terry Rippl 

To hear Terry Read this beautiful poem, please click here. 

https://youtu.be/Y8_dTOBiYgA


The prophetic baptized imagination does not confine itself to purely classic subjects—it finds its 

inspiration all through the known universe, as well as things beyond our ken. Most of us at FaithCov 

know Terry. We have seen his meticulous preparation evident in the Scripture readings he gives us most 

Sundays at church, and we know his imaginative core from Adventure Week and other places.  

Drawing his inspiration from Jeremiah 1.5 and (although he did not tell me this explicitly), Psalm 139.  

We don’t know what happens before we are born. We have some idea of what happens after we die, 

but it is still a mystery to us, and the cause of an awful lot of thought and perhaps angst on our part. 

What Terry does here is imagine a conversation between his granddaughter and God before she was 

born. A sweet and beautiful conversation that mimics and expounds on the conversations that we have 

with children of all ages. That inherent inquisitiveness and curiosity that permeates childhood is evident 

in how we see this conversation playing out. 

And it brings to mind the story in the Gospel of Mark, when Jesus rebuked His disciples for barring 

children from coming to Him. He tells His disciples that no one can enter the kingdom of heaven without 

receiving it like a child. But what does that mean?  

I propose that it means that we should approach Jesus with the curiosity and indefatigable wonder that 

is found in children and the child-like. Not childish—that’s a different thing altogether. But to be child-

like? That’s a thing we should strive for. 

To wonder and to love with our whole hearts and play and create and ask questions and be filled with 

joy at the natural world and be effervescent in our dealings with the people around us. That is being 

child-like and it is to be fervently wished for. 

------- 

Read Mark 10. 13-31 

Ponder what it might look like to be more child-like in our approach to our daily lives as Christians. Use 

the rest of this space to list a few things you might tweak in your life to create that sense of wonder and 

curiosity about God’s good world and those around us.  

Pray that God would change your hearts to one more like a child. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 30: 

 

 

Mahalia Jackson 

 

To hear a stirring rendition of Guide Me Thou, O Great Jehovah, please click here. 

 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L1aJtFdKwbo


Given the nature of this devotional, it is difficult to use musical performances as examples. Many of us 

will be using this in hard-copy, and cannot use the links provided for some of the entries. Others of us do 

not necessarily have the right tools to access the links. Therefore, I have made the decision to try and 

avoid the performing arts.  

This is not to say that the performing arts do not have in them an aspect of the prophetic baptized 

imagination—indeed they are often excellent examples of it since they, more often than not, combine 

different elements of art into one go. 

All that said, it would be remiss to not include this version of this song. Mahalia Jackson’s voice carries in 

it the deep pain and struggle of the Civil Rights Movement. The indignity of being denied her humanity 

and the Imago Dei found in her. The pain of being denied basic human rights because of the color of her 

skin. The frustration with the systems of the world that codify and make legal the discrimination that 

pervaded her lifetime and continue to exist today. 

You cannot help but hear her cry out to God. Why? Why does this evil persist? Help me, Lord. Help me 

and guide me through this barren land, where I am seen as less than human, where I am overrun by evil 

and heartbreak and depressing reality. 

Where we might expect anger, we hear deep longing to be in the arms of Jesus. We hear bottomless 

soul, crying out to God to guide and protect and bring peace. We hear the voice of the oppressed in this 

song. We hear the heart cry of all those who find themselves in pain and oppression. And we hear hope. 

Hope that God hears the voice of the other, of the widow, and orphan, the mistreated and beaten 

down. We hear the hope of a people longing for release and dignity. We hear the voice of a generation 

of people who long to see the face of God. 

------- 

Read Exodus 15. 1-18 

 

If you can, find a hymnal, or google the lyrics to this hymn (Guide Me, O Thou Great Jehovah). Sit with 

the lyrics. Allow them to resonate in your soul. Use your own innate prophetic baptized imagination to 

picture the Israelites and all those who came before and after in their journey towards peace and dignity 

and freedom. 

Pray that God will put in you a compassion and empathy and zeal to find freedom for the oppressed and 

downtrodden, those who society passes by or treats with scorn. 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 31: 

 

 

 

 

John: In The Beginning (from the Four Gospels) 

Makoto Fujimura 

 

 

 

 

 



“In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. He was in the 
beginning with God. All things were made through him, and without him was not any thing made that 

was made.  In him was life, and that life was the light of all mankind. The light shines in the darkness, and 
the darkness has not overcome it.” –John 1.1-5 

“In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.  Now the earth was formless and 
empty, darkness was over the surface of the deep, and the Spirit of God was hovering over the 
waters.”—Genesis 1.1-2 

 

Notice the three vertical lines in the painting. Notice how the created world of the painting spreads out 
over the inky void as if emanating from those three vertical lines. We can imagine that those lines 
represent the Holy Trinity. The Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit—the three persons of the Trinity—
working in concert to create the whole of the world.  

We weren’t around to see it, and the places in the Bible that tell us about God’s creation of the universe 
do not give us step-by-step details of the process. Therefore, we must utilize our baptized imaginations 
to picture how this monumental and foundational act—both literal and figural—came to be. 

Fujimura’s use of space and negative space illustrates both the beauty and the limitations of that self-
same prophetic imagination.  

We, unlike God, are finite. We can only imagine so much before that engine gives up. But, O my, how far 
that imagination can extend! We may not ever know the ways that God has purposed and created and 
imagined the world. We may never be able to comprehend that beauty and majesty and scope of His 
brilliance. But we can imagine and be in awe of its wondrous power and creativity and grace. 

Because it is grace and mercy and compassion that drives Him to create and beautify and illuminate our 
world as a reflection of His character and person. 

------- 

Read Genesis 1 and John 1 

 

Spend some time in awe of the fact that the God of the universe, the creator of cucumbers and 
catamounts, and the inventor of the color green has also taken the time to create you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 32: 

 

 

A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La Grande Jatte 

Georges Seurat  

(interpreted by the children of University of Michigan Children’s Hospital) 

 

 

 

 

 

 



As you might be able to tell, this is not the original painting, but rather an interpretation of it. Georges 
Seurat’s pointillist masterpiece is well known and has much to tell us about society and community. 
After all, each little splash of color is an individual point of paint. When we zoom in and look at each 
point of color, we can see the brilliance of the pigment, the precision of the painter, and very little else. 

It is only when looked at as a whole can we see the picture. The same is true in both our reading of 
Scripture, and in society. We need to see the individual bits as well as the whole—neither works without 
the other. 

But this is not the original, which hangs in the Chicago Museum of Art. No, this absolutely astounding 
work hangs in the Children’s Hospital at the University of Michigan. (Before the OSU fans get upset, this 
is just where I was when I saw it—it is not a commentary on college football preferences. Go Hoosiers). 

It is the result of many children going through physical therapy as they recovered from surgery and 
chemo/ radiation treatment for cancer. We often think about the need for re-learning how to walk or 
get dressed or feeding ourselves when we think about rehab exercises—but we need to relearn how to 
have fun too! 

We can imagine each child, as they are recovering from some of the worst days of their life, carefully 
picking a color or two, dabbing the brush into the paint, and reaching their trembling hand out to the 
repurposed hospital bedsheet to make their contribution to this amazing bit of art. The physical and art 
therapists cheering them on, maybe mom and dad, aunts and uncles, siblings and doctors watching with 
love and astonishment and pride as the piece, bit by bit, takes shape. 

Art can heal. It can give purpose and beauty to otherwise dull and dreary days. It can brighten the eyes 
of a child as they get to join with others in a joyful activity after days of being stuck in bed, sick as a dog. 

Art can give us a vision for the future, and it can brighten the present, and give us a fixed constant point 
of joy for the past. It can be the through line in our lives—allowing the joy of the Lord to flow through us 
into the physical world. 

It is not merely decoration, it is an act of defiance in a dark and ever darkening world, poking holes in 
the dark to allow the light in. 

------- 

Read Psalm 90 

 

Use this space to sketch or draw or color a memory that reminds you of the joy of the Lord. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 33: 

 

 

The Voyage of the Dawn Treader (image from classicalteachersjournal.com) 

C. S. Lewis 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“There once was a boy called Eustance Clarence Scrubb, and he almost deserved it.” 

So starts Lewis’ third book in the Narnia series, The Voyage of the Dawn Treader, and a very good 
beginning it is. It is, in fact, one of my favorite opening lines in any book that I have ever read. Its 
compact 14 words both draw you in, and ask you several questions: Who is Eustace Clarence Scrubb? 
Who would name a child that? Why did he almost deserve it? 

The story, if you’re not familiar, follows two of the Pevensie children (Lucy and Edmund) and their 
cousin, Eustace. The three of them are pulled magically into a painting of a sailing ship on the rough seas 
that turns out to be a portal into that magical cypher for our own world—Narnia. 

The book, a rollicking adventure story about a sea voyage, has many themes that might be worth 
exploring; but for our purposes, let’s focus on Eustace’s transformation. 

The prophetic baptized imagination allows us to see the supernatural in the ‘mundane’. It can take a 
story like you would find in this book—or a Rider Haggard novel, for example—and give to it a deeper 
meaning. In Dawn Treader, Eustace is a sincerely dull and haughty child. His self-centeredness and 
holier-than-thou attitude is a central aspect of the novel, giving us a conflict point for Lewis’ theme of 
transformation.  

After finding himself turned into a dragon—Eustace is met with the series’ central Christ figure, Aslan. 
Through this meeting, and a long change of heart, Eustace finds himself un-dragoned. And in this un-
dragoning, he finds himself changed for the better. 

At this point it’s a fairly well known trope in literature, but it serves as a good theme for us to 
remember—it is through our encounter with Jesus that we, ourselves, find ourselves un-dragoned. We 
find ourselves softened, our scales fall off and our hearts grow softer, allowing us to be more like we are 
meant to be. 

Through Lewis’ creative re-imagining of this idea we can understand the re-birth that is found when we 
come to know Jesus. And as Lewis says after Eustace becomes a boy again, “It would be nice and fairly 
nearly true, to say that 'from that time forth, Eustace was a different boy.' To be strictly accurate, he 
began to be a different boy. He had relapses. There were still many days when he could be very tiresome. 
But most of those I shall not notice. The cure had begun.” 

May it be true of us as well as we become un-dragoned. 

------- 

Read 2 Corinthians 5.17 

We may never find ourselves turned into a dragon in the flesh, but our hearts contain within them 
dragonish thoughts. It is only through relationship with the Triune God that we can change for the 
better and for good.  

Take a moment to think through where your dragonish thoughts live, and ask that God will tear the 
scales away, revealing your true and sanctified self. 

 

 

 



Day 34: 

 

 

St. Peter’s Basilica 

Photo Courtesy of Tami Sjostrom 

 

 

 

 

 



“There is a crack in everything. That’s how the light gets in.” --Leonard Bernstein 

Have you ever been in a totally dark space? Like, absolutely dark? When I was young, my family went on 
a vacation somewhere, and on the way, we stopped at Mammoth Cave in Kentucky. During the tour of 
the cave, the guide stopped us in one of the bigger rooms of the caverns and had us all stand still. He 
then turned off the lights that were scattered around the cavern.  

You have never seen such inky blackness. There was not a spot of light anywhere to be found. This was 
before cell phones and Apple Watches, so there wasn’t even the dull glow of a connected device 
illuminating anything. Just complete, absolute, terrifying darkness. 

But then, he lit just one match. You would have thought it was Wrigley Field on August 9, 1988. 

That one match, that single solitary match, lit the whole room.  

After even just a few moments in total darkness, a single lit match was almost enough to be too bright.  

C.S. Lewis said this: “I believe in Christianity as I believe the sun has risen: not only because I see it, but 
because by it I see everything else.” 

Friends, this is often the point of using the prophetic baptized imagination—so that by its light, those in 
the dark can see. 

Art, in its myriad forms and functions, shoots holes in the dark so that the light can get through. It is not 
necessary to be the next Rembrandt or Mullins or Thomas in order for your art to be the light shining 
through the cracks; very few of us are. But by baptizing our imaginations in the Holy Trinity, we reflect 
and point to God’s creativity and beauty and mercy and grace and love. It is the act of being open to God 
that creates the cracks through which the light shines through. 

------- 

Read John 1.5 

 We have read this passage already, but now read it with intention. Read it with the intention that you 
will shoot holes in the darkness today by allowing God to shine through the cracks in the darkness you 
poke when we are open to the Holy Spirit’s guidance. When we speak to the person in the queue that 
we are prompted to speak to. When we play with our kids or grandkids. When we use the creativity 
given to us by the Creator God to reflect His goodness and light. 

Pray today that God will use your prophetic baptized imagination to poke holes in the darkness, and let 
the light in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 35: Holy Week (Monday) 

 

Palm Sunday 
 

Now to the gate of my Jerusalem, 

The seething holy city of my heart, 

The saviour comes. But will I welcome him? 

Oh crowds of easy feelings make a start; 

They raise their hands, get caught up in the singing, 

And think the battle won. Too soon they’ll find 

The challenge, the reversal he is bringing 

Changes their tune. I know what lies behind 

The surface flourish that so quickly fades; 

Self-interest, and fearful guardedness, 

The hardness of the heart, its barricades, 

And at the core, the dreadful emptiness 

Of a perverted temple. Jesus come 

Break my resistance and make me your home. 

 

From Sounding the Seasons (CanterburyPress 2012) 

Malcom Guite 

 

To Hear Malcom Guite read his poem in the way he intends, please click here. 

 

 

 

 

 

https://malcolmguite.files.wordpress.com/2020/04/palm-sunday-sonnet.mp3
https://malcolmguite.files.wordpress.com/2020/04/palm-sunday-sonnet.mp3


On Monday of Holy Week, Jesus’ famous cleansing of the Temple is commemorated. Jesus sweeps into 
the Temple, incensed that it has become a place, not of worship and inclusion, but of price gouging and 
commerce. We see Him gather up cords and make a whip, scattering the merchants, flipping tables, 
righteously angry that as people come to the Temple to atone for their sins and worship, they are 
charged extortionate prices for the means and ways of their sacrifices. 

There are people who use this very passage to justify their own anger issues— “See Jesus got mad!” 
they’ll say, “I can be angry too.” And, certainly, there are times when righteous anger is the correct and 
just reaction. But probably not as often as this passage is used to justify it. We’re an angry people, we 
humans—bound to our old nature as we often are.  

But what if—as we draw on our prophetic baptized imagination—we imagine that on this Holy Monday, 
that the Temple is not in Jerusalem, but rather our own hearts? 

What if we recognize our own fickle hearts that shout Hosanna one day and call for the release of 
Barabbas the next? What then, do we think when Jesus sweeps in, bearing a whip and flipping tables? 
Do we recognize the Justice in the actions then? Or do we take the part of the merchants and money 
changers?  

That is, indeed, the case in our hearts. It is the Temple of God, where Jesus resides in His holiness. Have 
we made it a den of robbers? Have we relaxed our codes of conduct to the point where the poor and 
needy and those seeking the grace and mercy and love of God cannot receive it without paying an 
exorbitant price? 

Have we a need to have our Temple cleansed? 

------- 

Read Mark 11 

 

Reflect today, using the prophetic baptized imagination on this passage. Know that your heart is now 
the seat of Jesus, where the holiness of God resides—you are the Temple. Does your heart need 
cleansing? Have we made our hearts a den of robbers, cluttered with cultural bias and extortionate 
pricing on the free gift of God’s grace and mercy and love?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 36: Holy Week (Tuesday) 

 

 

 

Martha and Mary 

He Qi 

 

 

 

 



In our non-liturgical, Protestant tradition, we probably don’t think too much about Holy Tuesday. Our 
focus usually rests on (maybe) Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, Holy Saturday, and of course, Easter 
Sunday. 

This is fine, there is no shame in not knowing or memorializing every single thing that we know 
happened in the Biblical account of Holy Week. There’s a lot to memorialize. 

But, traditionally, Tuesday Jesus returns to Jerusalem from Bethany and the home of His good friends, 
Martha and Mary. 

While it is unclear whether the famous story of Martha and Mary took place on that specific Tuesday—if 
Tuesday at all—the story is important for us to spend some time with. The sisters, knowing that their 
friend and Rabbi would be visiting, each honor Jesus in their own way. Martha by doing a wicked 
amount of housekeeping and cooking and whatnot, and Mary by sitting at the feet of her friend and 
savior, Jesus.  

According to the story, only one of them was doing the right thing. Martha, distracted by the tasks that 
she felt were important missed the most important thing about that day—to spend time in worship and 
adoration and relationship with Jesus. The things that Martha was distracted by are not bad things, not 
even by a little. People need to eat, a tidy house is a lovely thing, it’s nice to not have to move piles of 
laundry in order to sit—these are all good things; but they are not the important things. 

Think about when your good friends come over. We may apologize for a ‘messy’ house, but the reality is 
that we are more concerned with having a special time with our friends. The same goes for Jesus, 
Martha, and Mary. Mary spent time with Jesus, Martha spent time making sure the vol-au-vents were 
perfect. Martha missed the point, Mary did not. 

------- 

Read Luke 10 

 

When we sit with Jesus in relationship—are we Martha? Do we fuss and fidget and worry that 
everything is present and correct? Or are we Mary, dismissing the everyday worries for the chance to sit 
at the feet of our Savior and worship, the chores set aside? 

Pray today that God would give you the heart of Mary. That you would receive the heart of a person 
willing to set aside good things for the best thing—Jesus. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 37: Holy Week (Wednesday) 

 

 

 

The Payment of Judas 

Gerard Seghers 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 pieces of silver. It’s simultaneously a lot of money and not a lot of money. It’s more than an average 
worker would have made in about 4 months, and also less than the cost of the perfume that Mary 
poured out on Jesus’ feet. It’s kind of like a couple hundred dollars in that respect. It’s not a lot of money 
if you need to get your car fixed or your roof repaired, but probably more than you would be 
comfortable spending on dinner. 

We don’t know why Judas did it. Perhaps he was tired of living a double life, or scared he would be 
exposed as a thief. Maybe it was something else that animated his decision to take the payment to 
betray and hand over Jesus to the religious authorities. We don’t know. And, in the grand scheme, it 
didn’t matter that much. 

But look closely at this painting. You will notice the varied expressions on the faces of the actors in this 
scene. There are stern faces, exuberant faces, reticent faces, resigned faces, and the face of Judas—
scared, conflicted but resigned to this action, bewildered at the fact that it has come down to this, 
relieved that it is over.  

Whatever his reason, “[f]rom this moment on,” the Gospel tells us, “Judas sought an opportunity to 
betray Jesus.” 

When we sin, we often sell Jesus out for far less than 30 pieces of silver. Holy Wednesday was Judas last 
real chance to repent. He wasted it. 

------- 

Read Matthew 26. 1-16 

 

Judas approached the chief priests—not the other way around. The impetus was on him. Do we do the 
same? Do we seek to betray Jesus, and cash out on our way?  

We would like to think that we wouldn’t do such an awful thing. But we do. Often. Maybe it’s not for 
money, but it is for temporary pleasure. We betray our Christian witness to get some relief from anger, 
or to get what we want in the moment, or even for the simple but devastating pleasures that come 
across our paths. 

Use your prophetic baptized imagination to picture the scene in your head—Judas accepting the money 
from the Sanhedrin. Put yourself in Judas’ place. Ask God for the forgiveness that Judas should have 
asked for when he placed himself in this terrible position. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 38: Holy Week (Maundy Thursday) 

 

 

 

The Last Supper 

Sadao Watanabe 

 

 

 

 

 



When we read the Bible, we inherently utilize our prophetic baptized imaginations. We picture 
ourselves on the rocky ground hearing the Sermon on the Mount for the first time. We imagine 
ourselves standing outside Lazarus’ tomb, seeing him walk out after three days in the grave. We see 
ourselves seated between James and Peter around the table in the Upper Room. 

Imagine for a moment that scene. You, your closest friends, and your Rabbi are in a donated upstairs 
room, celebrating the Passover. You may or may not have twigged to the importance and weight of this 
particular night, but mostly you are having the same Seder that you have had all your life. 

The karpas, maror, charoset, z’roah, beitzah, matzah, salt water, red wine—all on the table as you 
remember it. You’ve done this before, and you expect to do it again and again for the rest of time.  

The fact that Jesus washed your feet before dinner was a little odd, but you’re used to that by now. This 
teacher is different than all the others you’ve heard your whole life—and the lesson was worthy and 
memorable. 

But now, as the Seder is finishing up, Jesus stands. He holds a piece of matzah in His hands and breaks in 
in two. “This is my body, broken for you. Eat it in remembrance of me.” 

Then, after you all eat the matzah, He stands again. Raising the red wine, He says, “This is the new 
covenant in my blood, poured out for you. Drink it in remembrance of me.” 

This evening, we will have the opportunity to share in the Lord’s Supper—our remembrance of that 
night in the Upper Room. We will take the bread and drink the cup, memorializing this very evening the 
New Covenant made possible by Jesus’ sacrifice.  

Let us come with hearts softened by that knowledge. 

------- 

Read Luke 22. 1-23 

 

Quiet your heart as you come to the table this evening. We are honored guests at the Lord’s Supper, 
heirs to the Kingdom of Heaven. Quiet your heart, and prepare to receive again the new covenant. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 39: Holy Week (Good Friday) 

 

 

 

The Life of Christ (Crucifixion) 

Emil Nolde 

 

 



As the centerpiece of a nine painting work, this depiction of the Crucifixion dominates the work as a 
whole. In it we see symbolism reminiscent of the classic paintings of this scene—Jesus is larger than the 
accompanying persons, for example. But rather than painting this central scene like his forebears often 
did—Jesus calm and serene, the colors gentle—Nolde chooses to paint in vivid color, eschewing serene 
facial expressions in favor of showing the agony and pain and sacrifice that Jesus made on our behalf. 
We see the bored soldiers tossing dice for Jesus’ garments and the broken women looking on. We can 
even get the feeling that the contrite thief has felt the depth of the love lavished on him in his final 
moments. 

Although modeled on other similar paintings (most specifically, the Isenheim Altarpiece), we also see 
Nolde’s prophetic baptized imagination at work. 

He could easily have made a paint-by-numbers sort of work. He could have captured his devotion to 
Christ in muted and somber color. He could have painted Jesus on the cross with a serene face and 
beatific features. All of this could have been done differently than it was. 

And yet… 

And yet, without Nolde’s distinct style choices and color and composition we wouldn’t feel the power 
and presence of the act of sacrifice nearly as strongly. We wouldn’t feel the sting of loss or the agony of 
being nailed to a wooden beam and being forced to pull against those nails in His hands and feet in 
order to open up His chest enough to breathe. We would never have seen the painfulness of having a 
spear shoved into His side. 

We would be presented with a sanitized and pedestrian image that could be used a piece of jewelry 
rather than a reminder of Jesus’ sacrifice on our behalf. 

It is good to remember. It is good to spend time today seeing the absolute love and grace and mercy 
that drove Jesus to the Cross. 

It is a Good Friday. 

------- 

Read John 19 

 

Spend some time today using some form of art to remember Jesus sacrifice. If you choose to, you can 
send it to isaac.heath@faithcov.net, and we will create a communal piece of art for our church. 
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Day 40: Holy Week (Holy Saturday) 

 

 

 

Black Blue Painting 

Mark Rothko 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Today we mourn. 

Even knowing it was necessary, we mourn 

Even knowing that is through today that the light shines, we mourn 

Even in our faith, we mourn 

Today we mourn. 

------- 

There is no Scripture reading for today. 

 

Please take some time to sit with the loss that the Disciples felt on this Saturday. 

Sit with the feelings that Mary, Jesus’ mother, felt seeing the child that the angels told her was to be the 
sacrificial lamb must have felt. 

Sit with our own feelings that this day inevitably brings. 

Today we mourn. 

But Sunday is Coming. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Day 41: Easter Sunday! 

 

 

 

Untitled 

Jessica Heath 



He is Risen! Risen indeed! 

Let all the Earth be glad, for 
our Savior has conquered 

death and hell!  

Let us celebrate the Risen 
Lord! 

 

Amen and Amen! 
 

 

 


