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Hey y’all,  

I’m hopeful that this short daily devotional will being to you 

something useful; something beautiful; something healing. I firmly 

believe that the arts are one of the great avenues that God has given 

us to both understand Him and to praise Him in ways that affect us in 

deep and powerful ways. We’re all built differently, that’s for sure, 

but art (even when we aren’t fully aware of it) speaks to us. There has 

to be a reason that when God was telling the Israelites how to 

worship, one of the first things He told them was what art to use in 

the Tabernacle. 

A few years ago, a musician named Andrew Peterson put together a 

triple album called Resurrection Letters--a title which I stole for the 

title of this Lenten Devotional. Each song on that album was a 

heartfelt and deep piece of art directed at helping us to better feel, 

and understand, the overwhelming love of God displayed for us on 

the Cross. 

This year, we will, once again take a look at 40 songs that we either 

sing, or listen to, or will better illustrate for us that deep abiding love. 

Worship music (at its best) is a love letter to the Triune God—sent 

from our hearts and souls to the author and perfecter of our faith, 

and inventor of the world in which we live. 

Our prayer as a staff is that this Lenten Devotional will speak to you. 

We understand that not every song written about here will resonate 

with you-- not all art speaks clearly to every person; but we know that 

each of these “letters” says something important about God, our 

relationship with God, or our relationships with each other in God. 

 

Be God’s. 

 

 



February 26, 2020— Come Thou Long Expected Jesus 

 

Come Thou long expected Jesus, 

 born to set Thy people free 

From our sins and fears release us,  

let us find our rest in Thee 

Israel’s strength and consolation,  

hope of all the Earth Thou art 

Dear desire of every nation, joy of every longing heart 

 

Born Thy people to deliver,  

born a child, and yet a King 

Born to reign in us forever,  

now Thy gracious Kingdom bring 

By Thine own eternal spirit,  

rule in all our hearts alone 

By Thine all sufficient merit,  

raise us to Thy glorious throne 

 

 

 

 

Obviously, we normally associate this song with Advent, or at least 

Christmas; and Advent is a time when we prepare our hearts for the 

mystery and majesty of Christ’s incarnation. The very miracle of 

Christ’s birth is beyond our real comprehension, and even more so is 

Christ’s willingness to die a horrible death on the cross for our sins. 

The birth of Jesus on that first Noel finds its perfection on the cross—

He is our sacrificial Passover Lamb; and without His death and 

resurrection, we would find ourselves still without a Savior. 

Take a moment to read over the lyrics of this classic Christmas Carol, 

and see ow the two are inextricably linked: 

Each verse starts in Christmas’ miracle and ends with Easter’s; binding 

the two pillars of the Christian calendar. 

---------- 

Read John 3: 1-18. 

Take a moment to pray that God will speak to you over the next 40 

days, drawing you closer to Him and a better understanding of His 

grace and mercy found in the rugged cross and empty tomb. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



February 27, 2020—King of Kings 

In the darkness we were waiting, without hope and without light,  

‘til from heaven You came running, there was mercy in Your eyes 

To fulfill the Law and Prophets to a virgin came the Word 

From a throne of endless glory, to a cradle in the dirt 

 

Praise the Father, Praise the Son, Praise the Spirit, Three in One 

God of Glory, Majesty Praise forever to the King of Kings 

 

To reveal the Kingdom coming and to reconcile the lost 

To redeem the whole creation, You did not despise the cross 

For even in Your suffering You saw to the other side 

Knowing this was our salvation, Jesus for our sake You died 

 

And the morning that You rose, all of heaven held its breath 

Till the stone was moved for good for the Lamb had conquered death  

And the dead rose from their tombs and the Angels stood in awe 

For the souls of all who’d come to the Father are restored 

 

And the Church of Christ was born then the Spirit lit the flame 

Now this Gospel Truth of old shall not kneel and shall not faint 

By His blood and in His name, in His freedom I am free 

For the love of Jesus Christ who has resurrected me! 

This is a new song to us—we’ve only just started to sing it as a 

congregation; but it tells the whole of the Gospel in one go. 

Combining ancient praise with a more modern setting, King of Kings 

allows us to see how the story of the Gospel fits together—how the 

story of God’s reconciliation to man is one unbroken story. We often 

(for mundane and understandable reasons) read and experience the 

Gospel in bits and pieces. We can’t read the whole of the story in one 

sitting—66 books broken into two volumes and almost too many 

chapters and verses to count makes for a long read--but this song 

encapsulates the story into a 4-minute song. 

This is extraordinarily good news: we were in metaphorical darkness 

until the Light of the World came to us. There was no other way for 

that light to reach us, other than His coming no matter what others 

may say—there was and is no way for us to work ourselves to the 

Light—He had to come to us. 

--------- 

Read John 8:1-30 

Take a few moments to let these verses wash over you. Write down 

how they make you feel. Do you feel refreshed? Relieved? Scared? 

Overwhelmed? Why? 

Pray that God will speak to you today in a tangible way to remind you 

of His all-enveloping love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



February 28, 2020—I Won’t Look Back 

I won’t look back, God knows my fruitless efforts, the wasted hours 

the sinning and regret 

I leave them all with Him who clears the record, and graciously 

forgives and then forgets 

 

I won’t look forward, my God sees all the future, the road the (short 

or long) will lead me home 

And He will face with me It’s every trial, and bear for me all the 

burdens that may come 

 

I won’t look inward, that would make me wretched, cuz I have 

nothing on which to anchor my trust 

Nothing I see save failures and shortcomings, and weak endeavors 

crumbling to dust 

 

But I will look into the face of Jesus, for there my heart can rest, all 

my fears are stilled 

And there is joy, and love and light for darkness, and perfect peace 

and every hope fulfilled 

 

 

 

 

 

A hopeful blues, this song asks us to remember that within ourselves 

there is nothing that can bring us to Jesus outside of Himself. There is 

no point in looking back and stewing in our past mistakes—God has 

wiped the record clean; and there is no utility in looking forward—

God is our provider, all that we have or will have is given by Him.  

And further, looking inward will bring no peace because we are 

nothing without Him—full of failure, shortcomings and weak 

endeavors crumbling to dust. 

However, as we know from countless hymns and verses, we find our 

rest in Jesus Christ in whom all fear is stilled, for perfect love (Jesus) 

casts out fear. Our rest and salvation are found in the resurrected 

Christ, and in Him only. 

We can rest in Him who looks out for even the smallest of animals 

and clothes nature—and aren’t we more important than them? Psalm 

8 tells us that we are made only a little lower than the angels and 

crowned with glory and honor! (vs 5) How much can we trust God, 

who never changes? With all our hearts. 

--------- 

Read Psalm 8 and Matthew 10: 26-32 

I love the Blues because they aren’t afraid to lay the doubts and fears 

bare. They’re honest and clear about where we find ourselves in 

times of trouble; but, as Christians, we are not without hope. And 

hope turns the blues on its head and gives us a light to see at the end 

of the tunnel. 

In Christ, we have hope even in the dark. Take a moment to list out 

the things that you have hope for through Christ. Keep this list in a 

place that you will see it every day for the next few weeks, and thank 

God for that hope every time you see that list. 

 



February 29, 2020—Ain’t No Grave 

Shame is a prison, as cruel as the grave, shame is a robber, 

and he’s come to take my name 

Jesus is my redeemer, lifting me out of the ground,  

Jesus is the power, where my freedom song is found 

 

Fear is a liar, with a smooth and velvet tongue,  

Fear is a tyrant, always telling me to run 

Jesus is the resurrection, and love is a trumpet sound,  

Jesus is my protector, He’s gonna cut them giants down 

 

There ain’t no grave gonna hold His body down  

There ain’t no grave gonna hold His body down 

When He heard that trumpet sound, He rose up outta that ground 

There ain’t no grave gonna hold His body down 

 

There was a battle, a war between death and life,  

There on a tree the lamb of God was crucified 

He went down into hell and He took back every key;  

He rose as a Lion; He’s setting all the captives free 

 

 

 

Another swampy kind of blues (like I said, I love the blues), you may 

have heard this song done by Johnny Cash or Bethel Music, or others. 

This song contrasts the tools that Satan uses to convince us that we 

have no worth with Jesus proving to us that we are worth redeeming. 

Fear and shame tell lies. It’s as simple as that—they tell lies. They tell 

us that we are beyond redemption, that we are not worth saving, that 

the world would be a better, more beautiful place without us.  

Lies. 

The Apostle’s Creed tells us that Jesus went to hell and rose again on 

the third day conquering death so that we might find life. You are 

worth that redemption—it’s written on every page of the Bible. He 

came specifically to save the lost and to set the captives free. To set 

us free from our sin and fear and shame. To Set us free from the lies 

that our old natures tell us every day. To redeem us through His 

blood. 

That is the Truth, and the Truth will set you free. 

--------- 

Read Luke 4: 17-21 

This is the Good News for us—we, each of us, fall into the categories 

that Jesus tells us He has come to set free. We know that God is 

faithful and trustworthy—He has never failed. We can trust that He 

has come for us, because He said so. 

Take a moment today to pray that this Truth would be imprinted on 

your heart. That you would not forget it, even in that darkest hours, 

which are sure to come. 

Pray that God would use you to teach others this Truth as well. 

 

 



March 2, 2020—Before the Throne of God Above 

Before the throne of God above, I have a strong and perfect plea 

A great High Priest, whose name is Love,  

who ever lives and pleas for me. 

My name is graven on His hands, my name is written on His heart 

I know that while in heaven He stands, 

 no tongue can bid me thence depart 

 

When Satan tempts me to despair, and tells me of the guilt within 

Upward I look and see Him there, who made an end of all my sin 

Because a sinless Savior died, my sinful soul is counted free 

For God the Just is satisfied, to look on Him and pardon me 

To look on Him and pardon me 

 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Praise the One, the Risen Son of God 

 

Behold Him there, the Risen lamb, my perfect spotless righteousness 

The great unchangeable I am, The King of Glory and of Grace 

One in himself, I cannot die, my soul is purchased in His blood 

My life is hid with Christ on High, With Christ my Savior and my God 

With Christ my Savior and my God! 

 

 

Before the Throne of God above, I have a strong and perfect plea—A 

great High Priest whose name is love, who ever lives and pleas for me. 

I genuinely cannot think of a more glorious thought that this—Jesus 

Christ sits on the right hand of God the Father and intercedes on our 

behalf. That the inventor of pinecones and porcupines has placed His 

righteousness on us so that we can be made whole is almost too 

heavy to understand—and yet it’s true! 

When we feel the weight of all our sin (and if you are like me, that 

weight is often, and heavy) we can look to the throne of God and see 

our Father in Heaven, and know that He loves us—gracious, that’s 

life-giving. 

And we rightfully sing Hallelujah! Praise to God! For He has come to 

seek and save the lost like us. And we know this is love because when 

we were still sinners, Christ died for us. It heals the soul when we can 

remember this fact—Christ has hidden us in Him, and we cannot be 

lost. 

--------- 

Read Romans 5: 1-11 

Paul often writes in legal language; which is not surprising given his 

training. Take some time to meditate on this passage for a few 

minutes, allow the language to settle into your heart and mind, and 

then read it again. 

When you read it a second time, personalize the pronouns (change 

the we to I), and know—KNOW—that it is true. Know that even if you 

or I were the only ungodly person, He would have done the same.  

Pray that this would settle into your heart today and every day. 

 

 



March 3, 2020—Commission My Soul 

You bled with one desire, in all to bring new life 

to a shattered humanity 

Death now overcome, forgiving all and one,  

You’ve redeemed all humanity 

 

With all our lives we now stand, 

Declaring loud that Jesus is the one who saves 

 

Commission my soul with a fire uncontrollable for this great cause,  

to save the lost 

Open my eyes to the reason I’m alive,  

O Lord I’m ready now, I’ll follow You 

 

Abandon all to be, Your voice, Your hands, Your feet,  

my life a living sacrifice 

Spirit empower me, to set the captives free, my life is an offering 

 

Open the heavens wide, Open the heavens wide 

Open the heavens wide, Pour out your Spirit on us 

 

 

 

Have you ever written a dangerous letter?  

Not the ‘loose lips sink ships’ kind of dangerous; but rather the kind 

that once sent, you know your life will change forever when it’s 

received? 

This song (or Resurrection Letter) is one of those kinds of letters. 

When we sing it, we are asking God to bring us into the path of those 

who need to hear the Great News of the Gospel. We must know that 

is the case when we ask it. 

It’s almost a metaphorical precursor to Go Tell It on the Mountain, in 

a way. We ask that God would commission us to tell of His great love, 

and He responds—Go tell it in the most conspicuous place in the 

world. Go everywhere where your voice will echo and reach, and 

shout it out—GOD HAS LOVED YOU AT HIS COST, AND WANTS TO BE 

WITH YOU! 

Is it dangerous? Maybe, but an exciting dangerous—one where we 

know He is with us, and will not forsake us, and we get to partner 

with Him to spread the Word and the word. 

--------- 

Read Matthew 28: 16-20 

The Gospel changes us. Moses was shy, Peter denied Christ, Paul 

enabled murder; but the Gospel changed them. In fact, the Gospel is 

like the bus—it requires change. 

If you haven’t ever done so, (or even if you have), take a moment to 

ask that God would put someone in your path today who needs to 

hear God’s Good News, and then take that opportunity. 

Let us know how it went. 

 

 



March 4, 2020—For the Sake of the World 

I'm laying down my life, I'm giving up control 

I'm never looking back, I surrender all 

I'm living for Your glory on the earth 

 

This passion in my heart, this stirring in my soul 

To see the nations bow, for all the world to know 

I'm living for Your glory on the earth 

 

For the sake of the world burn like a fire in me 

Light a flame in my soul for every eye to see 

For the sake of the world burn like a fire in me 

 

For every knee to bow down, for every heart to believe 

For every voice to cry out, burn like a fire in me 

For every tongue to confess, You alone are the King 

You are the hope of the earth, burn like a fire in me 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Another dangerous letter. 

When we sing this song, we are acknowledging that we are not in control, or 

rather, we’re ceding control to God. That’s a scary thing. We don’t like not 

being in control. We want to have things go our way all the time. Even when 

we take a more laid-back approach to life, being out of control scares the 

pants off of us. Trusting God with the direction of our lives is unbelievably 

hard to do. 

And yet… 

And yet. 

He never fails. I do. You do. We do as a team and individually; but God never 

fails and never forsakes and never changes. 

His love never fails. 

It never runs out or low. 

It never, ever, ever leaves. 

His love is perfect. 

He loves YOU. 

--------- 

Today—rest.  

Rest in the fact that God knows you better than you do, and knows that you 

struggle and flail about and have been hurt and everything else about you. 

Know that you are His, and He is yours, and that He wants you to be a part 

of His plan to redeem the world. 

 

 

 

 

 



March 5, 2020—From the Inside Out 

A thousand times I’ve failed, still Your mercy remains  

And should I stumble again, still I’m caught in Your grace 

Everlasting, Your light will shine when all else fades;  

Never ending Your glory goes beyond all fame 

 

Your will above all else, my purpose remains,  

The art of losing myself in bringing You praise 

Everlasting, Your light will shine when all else fades,  

Never ending Your glory goes beyond all fame 

 

In my heart and my soul, Lord I give You control;  

Consume me from the inside out, Lord 

Let justice and praise become my embrace,  

To love you from the inside out 

 

Everlasting, Your light will shine when all else fades 

Never ending, Your glory goes beyond all fame 

And the cry of my heart is to bring You praise 

From the inside out, Lord my soul cries out 

 

 

 

Maybe yesterday was hard. Perhaps you struggled with the idea of giving up 

control, with giving your life to God for realsies.  

I get that. It’s hard to do. For many it’s near impossible, and for many more 

it’s the reason they won’t make the jump to following Christ, even when 

every fiber of their being tells them it’s the right choice. 

We often use the symbolism of a refinery when talking about the change 

that happens in our souls when we start to follow Jesus. A refinery uses fire 

to burn out the impurities found in metals so that the end product is as pure 

and strong as it can be. The extreme heat melts away the lesser metals, 

leaving only the good. 

The Gospel works the same way—it burns away (metaphorically) that which 

is sinful and leaves us with the Godly. And we sometimes get too hot and 

jump out. But here’s the good news about that—God’s mercy remains even 

when we flinch. 

When we fall, His grace holds us fast. 

His love never fades, and never lapses, and never ends. 

His love and grace and mercy remain even when we shy away from Him—

The good shepherd chases us down and brings us home. We are more often 

than not the 1 sheep, not the 99. 

That’s good news. 

--------- 

Read John 10: 1-20 

Take 10 minutes today to reflect on times when Jesus went to find you and 

bring you home. Write those times down so you’ll remember that you are 

loved by God 

 

 

 

 



March 6, 2020—In Christ Alone 

In Christ alone, my hope is found, He is my light my strength, my song 

This cornerstone, this solid ground, firm through the fiercest drought and 

storm 

What heights of love, what depths of peace, when fears are stilled, when 

strivings cease 

My comforter, my All in All, here in the love of Christ I stand 

 

In Christ alone, who took on flesh, fullness of God in helpless babe 

This gift of love and righteousness, scorned by the ones He came to save 

Till on that cross where Jesus died, the wrath of God was satisfied 

For every sin on Him was laid, here in the death of Christ I live 

 

There in the ground His body lay, light of the world in darkness slain 

Then bursting forth in glorious day, up from the grave He rose again 

And as He stands in victory, sin’s curse has lost its grip on me 

For I am His, and He is mine, bought with the precious blood of Christ 

 

No guilt in life, no fear in death; this is the power of Christ in me 

From life’s first cry to final breath, Jesus commands my destiny 

No power of hell, no scheme of man, can ever pluck me from His hand 

Till He returns or calls me home, here in the power of Christ I’ll stand 

 

 

 

To paraphrase the movie Inside Llewyn Davis, “If it was never new, and 

never feels old, [that’s a good song].” 

That’s how I feel about this one, for sure. It was written in 2001 and 

released around 2002, but it feels like it has been in the hymnal for ages. It’s 

more than just the style that makes it so, it’s the deepness and solidity of 

the lyrics, which after all, are the bits we sing. 

Let’s take a moment to look at the third verse: 

There in the ground, His body lay, light of the world in darkness slain/ 

Then bursting forth in glorious day, up from the grave He rose again/ 

And as He stands in victory, sin’s curse has lost its grip on me/ 

For I am His, and He is mine, bought with the precious blood of Christ! 

There is little written in lyric that has more truth and power than that. It is 

the story of the gospel in melody and harmony, and was never new and 

never grows old. 

--------- 

Read Exodus 15: 2, Ephesians 2: 19-22 

The Eternal God of Heaven has adopted you into His household. 

Let that sink in for a moment. You are the adopted heir of the inventor of 

heather and hedgehogs. No longer slaves to sin or wanderers in the land, 

but full sons and daughters of the King of Kings; with all that that entails. 

Doesn’t that make the hairs on your neck tingle with excitement? You are 

His, and He is yours, bought with the precious blood of Christ. 

Take a quiet moment today to think about that fact. Write out how that 

changes how you think of yourself, and how that changes how you relate to 

the world around you. 

 

 

 



March 7, 2020—My Soul Finds Rest 

My soul finds rest in God alone; My salvation comes from Him 

He alone is my rock and my salvation 

He is my fortress, I will not be shaken 

 

O Lord Divine, O Refuge dear 

Our shelter in a time of storms 

Be Thou our helper ever near 

Our Rock of Ages, cleft for me 

 

Find rest, oh my soul, in God alone; my only hope comes from Him 

He alone is my rock and my salvation 

He is my fortress, I will not be shaken 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There’s a little bit of a theme in these early days of our Lenten 

observation—finding our place in God and the rest that goes along 

with that. As Westerners we often find ourselves constantly working 

or striving to find our place and stay there. It’s a cultural thing that 

colors how we see others and the world. We never feel secure; we’re 

always fighting for the right to belong and to be afforded dignity. 

In our work and even in our play, we struggle to belong. But what if 

we understood—truly understood—that, in God, we have rest. Our 

place is secure, we are never out of His hand, never out of His love? 

It’s a difficult thing to get our heads around since it flies in the face of 

everything our world tells us. We work our fingers to the bone, and 

never feel like we’ve earned rest. 

Work is good—even before the Fall, Adam and Eve had work to do. 

Work is not the enemy of rest—they go hand in hand. Even Jesus 

rested. 

But rest from working is only part of it. Our spirits need rest as well. 

The constant fear that we have to bridge the gap between us and God 

gives us an unsettled feeling that we can’t define properly. It drives us 

to constantly try to prove our worth to God—who has already given 

us worth. 

--------- 

Read Titus 3: 1-8 

Using work to secure our place in the Kingdom is putting the cart 

before the horse—Paul tells us that it was not our work that saved us, 

but rather God’s mercy. A mercy that never changes, because God 

never changes. And since God never changes, our souls can rest in the 

promise that He will never leave or forsake us. 

Amen. 

 



March 9, 2020--Oceans 

You call me out upon the waters,   

the great unknown, where feet may fail 

And there I find You in the mystery,  

In oceans deep, my faith will stand 

 

And I will call upon Your name, and keep my eyes above the waves, 

When oceans rise, my soul will rest in Your embrace, 

 For I am Yours, and You are mine 

 

Your grace abounds in deepest waters,  

Your sovereign hand will be my guide 

Where feet may fail and fear surrounds me,  

You’ve never failed, and You won’t start now 

 

Spirit lead me where my trust is without borders,  

let me walk upon the waters, wherever You would call me 

Take me deeper than my feet could ever wander 

And my faith will be made stronger, in the presence of my Savior 

 

 

 

 

 

Imagine for a moment you are out on a boat in the middle of the sea. A 

squall comes up, tossing the little boat like a rag-doll. You’re wicked afraid 

for your life, pulling the ropes and trimming sails just to stay afloat. 

In the distance you see a man walking out towards you. You’re not close to 

the shore, so the man is definitely walking towards you on the water. 

You think you recognize him, but call out to make sure— “Jesus?!”  

And he calls you to join with him. 

You step over the bulkhead, and walk out to him. But you get afraid (there 

is, after all, a storm blowing); and you start to sink. 

But Jesus reaches out and steadies you.  

That is the life of faith, friends.  

That Jesus is always there to steady and to guide, to reach out and remind 

us that he is there—never leaving, never straying, never giving up on you. 

Peter would have possibly never learned that Jesus was there to guide and 

save if he had never left the boat. At the risk of cliché, we don’t learn that 

God is all we need until God is all we have. 

--------- 

Read Psalm 119. 

It’s long, so give yourself some time, but read it in full. 

Think about this Psalm as you go about your day, taking time to note how 

the Psalmist interacts with the Word of God, and how the Word interacts 

with him. 

 

 

 

 

 



March 10, 2020—Saved 

I have been restored to the love of God 

I thought it was the end, but it’s just begun 

 

I’m a sinner saved, by the grace of God 

Not for what I’ve done, or for what I’ve not 

 

You, my Jesus; my strength and fortress 

My hope and purpose, You are all this and more! 

 

I love, I love, I love, I love 

I love You, I love You 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I have a friend who, when he was younger, was a world class surfer 

and Youth Pastor. He tells a story of a time when, at a surf contest in 

Hatteras, one of the guys who was with him came to a saving 

knowledge of Jesus Christ. 

As this kid was laying down to go to sleep, he was still on a high about 

his salvation—and told my fiend that he was ready to go. Not because 

he was suicidal, but rather because he couldn’t think of anything 

better than the overwhelming love of Christ he was experiencing. 

This young kid mistook the excitement and potential for the prize. 

We do the same thing sometimes; we mistake the foothills for the 

mountains (to mix the metaphor), and get excited for Eastern 

Colorado only to miss the majesty of the Rockies. 

What if we looked at life in Jesus as a journey to be taken rather than 

a destination to be reached? Each new day would bring us closer to 

Him, and excite us even more than the day before. 

The Rockies can be seen for absolute ages before you reach them, but 

each mile you drive is more full of dreams and adventures. By the 

time you reach the Front Range you can taste the clarity of the air and 

feel the altitude, but there’s even more to be had. 

--------- 

At the end of C.S. Lewis’ The Last Battle the Narnians enter a stable as 

Narnia falls to bits. When they turn, they see a new and better Narnia 

stretched out before them. Aslan calls them to go further up and 

further in. As they do an even better reality spreads out, each step 

better than the last. 

Take a moment to meditate on this reality: Each new day in Jesus is 

better than the last—Further up and Further in to Jesus is our cry, 

further up and further in. 

 



March 11, 2020—What A Savior 

Atoning sacrifice, keeper of this life,  

Hallelujah, You are Savior 

Beginning and the end, Forgiver of my sin,  

by Your mercy, You have saved us 

 

Jesus, You are stronger, more than any other  

Hallelujah, what a Savior 

Jesus, You are higher, My soul’s deepest desire,  

Hallelujah, You are Savior 

 

You are the Shepherd King, You lead us by still waters,  

Hallelujah, You are Savior 

You are my only hope, Your kindness is my friend,  

In your presence, You restore us 

 

You are the way, the Truth and the Life,  

You are my joy and my salvation 

Stood in my place, taking my shame, upon Your shoulders 

 

 

 

I happen to know the story behind this “letter” because an old 

roommate of mine wrote it while we lived in a ramshackle little house 

by the ocean. Which is not to say I had anything to do with it, but I 

was its first audience. 

Like many songwriters, Jeremiah remembers things better in melody 

and meter rather than rote memorization; and he was going through 

a rough patch in his life. So, he set out to write a song that would 

remind him of the greatness and love of God so he would be 

reminded every day of these great and wonderful Truths. 

Like the Psalmist David before him, Jeremiah took his present 

difficulty and compared them to his understanding of God; placing 

God’s promises against his present circumstance. 

This “letter” to God was the result. 

--------- 

Read Psalms 22 and 23 

Psalms 22 and 23 go together like tea and biscuits. We know 23 

pretty well, but the truth found there is deeper when placed against 

the agony and angst of 22.  

The hope found in 23 salves the pain of 22. 

Take 5 minutes to reflect on how God’s Truth has given you hope in 

times of trial and pain. Keep a list of those times and tuck it away in a 

safe place so you can be reminded next time you are going through 

the ‘valley of the shadow of death.’ 

 

 

 

 



March 12, 2020—Who You Say I Am 

Who am I that the highest King would welcome me? 

I was lost, but He brought me in, Oh His love for me! 

O His love for me! 

 

Who the Son sets free, oh is free indeed!  

I’m a child of God, yes, I am! 

In my Father’s house, there’s a place for me!  

I’m a child of God, yes, I am! 

 

Free at last He has ransomed me, His grace runs deep 

While I was a slave to sin, Jesus died for me,  

Yes, He died for me! 

 

I am chosen, not forsaken, I am who You say I am 

You are for me, not against me, I am who You say I am 

Oh, I am who You say I am! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At its outset, this song raises a question that we have all asked at 

some time or another—"Who am I that the highest King would 

welcome me?” Maybe you’ve never asked yourself that question 

aloud, but it seems pretty likely that during some dark night of the 

soul you have wrestled with this question in some form or another. 

Who are you that God would care for you? 

The Bible answers that question over and again—you are His beloved, 

you are the lost sheep that He leaves the 99 to find, you are the lost 

coin, you are made in the image of God, you are placed only just 

below the angels, you are sons and daughters of the covenant, you 

are His child and He is your Father in Heaven. 

The doubt that creeps in at the edges is a lie.  

The truth is that you are worth dying for, and He did; rising again on 

the third day to defeat death and Satan forever. He did that for you, 

even if it was just you, and not for the whole of humanity, He would 

have done it. 

Often when this “letter” gets sung we repeat the chorus. That’s not 

for affectation; it’s because we need to be reminded over and again 

of this truth—we are a forgetful people, prone to doubt. We are 

chosen. Not forsaken. We are children of God—Yes, we are. 

--------- 

Read John 8: 31-47 

A slave or worker’s position is dependent on the whim of the master; 

but a son or daughter’s place is secure. There is no position safer than 

the child of God. 

Rest in that today. 

 

 



March 13, 2020—Psalm 139 (Were I to Count Them) 

O Lord, You’ve searched me and know me,  

You know when I sit and when I rise 

 Before a word is on my tongue,  

You know it completely, O Lord my God 

 

How precious O God, are Your thoughts toward me,  

How vast are the sum of them 

Were I to count them, they’d outnumber the stars in the sky 

 

Where can I go, where You are not,  

You hem me in—before and behind 

In dark or light, through day or night,  

Your hand will guide me, as I seek after You 

 

As I seek after You, As I seek after You 

You know me and You love me still 

 

Search me O God, and know my heart, 

 test me and know my anxious thoughts 

You knit me in my mother’s womb,  

ordained my days and called me to You 

 

Yesterday we talked about how we are children of God—and how 

that position is permanent and secure.  

We often think that that relationship starts when we say a prayer, or 

make a decision, or some other milestone that makes sense to us. But 

Psalm 139 seems to make it clear that God’s love exceeds our thought 

processes. 

If God knit us in our mother’s womb, then His love for us started 

before conception. It had to have. It had to have started when He had 

the idea for us—and what’s more, that idea for you was before 

eternity began. 

Think on that—God’s idea for you was before your parents, before 

your grandparents, before time even. 

David tells us that God’s thoughts about us are vast and would 

outnumber the stars! 

That is a lot of thoughts about you, more even that the number of 

thoughts you have about yourself—and each one is loving and caring.  

You are loved by the creator of cress and crustaceans, of pineapple 

and pansies, of green and gorillas. 

--------- 

Read Psalm 139 

Take 5 minutes to marvel in the fact that the God of the universe 

knew you before time, and despite what you think of yourself, loves 

you to hell and back. 

 

 

 

 



March 14, 2020—To My Humble Supplication 

To my humble supplication 

Lord give ear, and acceptation 

Save Thy servant that hath none 

Help nor hope but Thee alone 

 

Send, o send relieving gladness 

To my soul oppressed with sadness 

Which from clog of Earth set free 

Winged with zeal, flies up to Thee 

 

To Thee, rich in mercy’s treasure 

And in goodness without measure 

Never-failing hope to those 

Who on Thy sure help repose 

 

Heavenly tutor of Thy kindness 

Teach my dullness, guide my blindness 

That Thy paths my steps may tread 

Which to endless bliss do lead 

 

 

 

Written by Joseph Bryan in 1620, this hymn reads like a Davidic 

Psalm. You could place this next to Psalm 40 and it would fit in pretty 

well. Which is (as I said before) the mark of a good song—if it’s never 

new and never gets old… 

It also helps to remind us of the truth of Solomon in Ecclesiastes—

there is nothing new under the sun. It has never been untrue that we 

need God in order to reach Him. We can’t do it on our own. 

God had to come down in the person of Jesus for to even have a 

chance—and when trusting in Him, that chance is 100%. 

But the journey doesn’t end with moment of a prayer, but rather the 

cross and its work is an on-going act of salvation—every hour, every 

moment, every second we are being saved.  

We are being guided in our blindness, our dullness is being taught, His 

love and salvation is never failing, it never falters, it never gives in or 

gives up. Your man Rick Astley has nothing on God. 

His mercy is a treasure and the hope of that mercy is never-failing for 

those who in Him rest. 

--------- 

Read Psalm 40 

Both the Psalmist and the Psalter understand that there is no hope 

outside of Christ’s unfailing mercy. They understand and tell us how 

great is the love of God, and how His goodness is without measure. 

Find a quiet place today to spend 15 minutes in quiet prayer that God 

would make His mercies known to you in a tangible way. Let us know 

what God has said to you. 

 

 

 



March 16, 2020—Cleanse My Heart 

Search me O God, and know my heart today,  

Try me O Savior, know my thoughts I pray 

See If there be some wicked way in me 

 

I praise You O Lord, for cleansing me from sin;  

Fulfill Your word, and make me pure within 

Fill me with fire where once I burned with shame 

 

Cleanse me from every sin, and set me free; 

Grant my desire Lord to magnify Thee 

I now surrender Lord, in me abide; 

For Thy blessing now O Lord, I humbly cry, I humbly cry 

 

Lord take my life and make it wholly Thine;  

fill my poor heart with Thy great Love divine 

Take all my will, my passion, self and pride 

 

O Holy Spirit, revival comes from Thee;  

send a revival Lord, let it start with me! 

Thy Word declares You will supply our need 

 

 

A Dangerous Prayer. 

 

Our Father in Heaven, 

Teach us to live like the ravens and lilies and grass of the field. They 

don’t labor or toil, and yet they know that You will supply their need.  

Teach us to sing out your praises so that the rocks and mountains 

don’t have to. 

Revive our hearts so that we see You more clearly and seek You more 

fully. 

Refine us so that when others see us, they see You. 

Teach us to magnify You, and to surrender to Your will even when it 

rubs us. Give us the perseverance to follow You even when we would 

rather go the other direction. 

Fill us with Your love and fill us with Your passion for the lost, Your 

hospitality for the stranger, Your mercy for the weak, and Your desire 

to protect the widows and orphans. 

Teach us to love You with all our hearts, souls and minds. Make us 

Yours. 

Make us mirrors of You. 

Amen. 

--------- 

Read Luke 12: 22-34 

Pray that God will make you a mirror of Him. 

 

 



March 17, 2020—Lift Up Your Head 

Lift up your head, to the coming King 

Bow before Him, and adore Him,  

Sing, Sing, Sing 

 

To His majesty, let your praises be 

Pure and holy, giving glory  

To the King of Kings 

 

Sing praise to the Father, Sing praise to the Son 

Sing praise to the Spirit 

For they are three in one 

As it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be 

Forever and ever, forever and ever, Amen 

Forever and ever, forever and ever, Amen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Some of these “letters” have a vertical focus—they tell of our love for 

God, or praise Him for His goodness and mercy, or speak of our 

thankfulness. Others are more horizontally focused—they speak of 

our commitment to the things that God has placed for us to do in our 

lives. 

And others, like this one, are almost like a note to self in some ways; 

reminding us that Jesus is not just a friend, not just a moral teacher, 

not just ‘fire insurance’—but the King of Kings and Lord of Lords. 

Structurally, this “letter” works on three levels: 

 

It works to remind us that the baby in the manger was God, 

It tells us that Jesus is Lord over death at Easter, 

And it reminds us that He is coming again. 

 

All three in the person of Jesus Christ. 

--------- 

Read Revelation 1: 1-8 

We see through lenses every day. How we understand is filtered 

through those lenses, even when we don’t know it. But know this: 

Jesus Christ who came as a baby, was crucified, dead and buried, 

rising on the third day, is the same Jesus who will come again 

 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be. Amen. 

 

 

 



March 18, 2020—100fold 

Sing for Joy to the Lord, all the Earth 

Worship the Lord with Gladness, all you saints 

Know that the Lord is God, it is He who made us 

And we are His, and we are His 

 

Enter His gates with thanksgiving,  

and enter His courts with praise 

Give thanks to Him, and praise His name,  

and praise His name 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We are reminded throughout the Psalms of who God is; He is our 

rock, He is our salvation, He is the Good Shepherd, He is our Guide, 

He is the King and our Fortress. 

But we forget.  

We forget because we are human, and finite forgetful creatures. 

 

So, we are reminded of His place by Psalms like Psalm 100. We are 

reminded that He is God, and it is He who made us, and that we are 

His. 

And then we get an invitation that beats all other invitations you’ve 

ever received—to enter His gates.  

The King invites you to enter. He invites us to come to Him with 

thanksgiving and love and praise. We cannot do that without the 

familial relationship that has been bestowed on us. As sons and 

daughters of the King, we can enter at will to be with Him. 

--------- 

Read Psalm 100 

Meditate on the invitation that we receive from God in this Psalm. 

Know that God has personally invited you to come. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



March 19, 2020—Praise to the Lord, the Almighty 

Praise to the Lord the Al-mighty, the King of creation 

O my soul, praise Him for He is thy health and salvation 

All ye who hear, now to His temple draw near 

Praise Him in glad adoration 

 

Praise to the Lord who o’er all things so wondrously reigneth 

Shelters thee un-der His wings, yea, so gently sustaineth 

Hast thou not seen how Thy de-sires e’er have been 

Granted in what He ordaineth 

 

Praise to the Lord who doth prosper thy work and defend thee 

Surely His goodness and mercy here daily attend thee 

Ponder anew what the Almighty can do 

If with His love He befriend thee 

 

Praise to the Lord O let all that is in me adore Him 

All that hath life and breath Come now with praises before Him 

Let the Amen sound from His people again 

Gladly for aye we adore Him 

 

 

 

Written in 1680, this hymn is one that we probably most associate 

with Thanksgiving in the U.S. However, its message is one that 

resonates throughout the year (especially since it was written long 

before the American holiday was established). 

When we think about the invitation brought to us in Psalm 100, the 

imperative to Praise the Lord in Psalm 103 (which this hymn was 

based on) flows out of a thankful and surrendered heart. Its writer, 

Joachim Neander, lists for us reasons that we should lift our praise to 

God—He’s the King of Creation, He is our health and salvation, He 

shelters us under His wings and sustains us, He defends us, He 

ordains our work. 

And then in verse 3, Neander asks us to ponder anew what the 

Almighty can do. Which in our busy, work-a-day world where we 

often don’t have time to eat properly, we forget to do.   

But we should. 

We absolutely should. We are children of the Living God who has 

sacrificed Himself for our salvation. With a word He created the 

Heavens and the Earth. With a thought He made Ostriches and 

Ocelots. He knew us before we were born. 

We should ponder anew what the Almighty can do. 

--------- 

Read Psalm 103 

Specifically focus on verses 7-12 today. All of Lent leads up to a deep 

and wonderful expression of this love that the Psalmist writes about. 

And after you’ve pondered anew, let the Amen sound from His 

people. 

 

 



March 20, 2020—Be Still My Soul 

Be still, my soul: the Lord is on thy side. 
Bear patiently the cross of grief or pain. 
Leave to thy God to order and provide; 
In every change, He faithful will remain. 
Be still, my soul: thy best, thy heavenly Friend 
Through thorny ways leads to a joyful end. 

Be still, my soul: thy God doth undertake 
To guide the future, as He has the past. 
Thy hope, thy confidence let nothing shake; 
All now mysterious shall be bright at last. 
Be still, my soul: the waves and winds still know 
His voice Who ruled them while He dwelt below. 

Be still, my soul: when dearest friends depart, 
And all is darkened in the vale of tears, 
Then shalt thou better know His love, His heart, 
Who comes to soothe thy sorrow and thy fears. 
Be still, my soul: thy Jesus can repay 
From His own fullness all He takes away. 

Be still, my soul: the hour is hastening on 
When we shall be forever with the Lord. 
When disappointment, grief and fear are gone, 
Sorrow forgot, love's purest joys restored. 
Be still, my soul: when change and tears are past 
All safe and blessed we shall meet at last. 

Be still, my soul: begin the song of praise 
On earth, believing, to Thy Lord on high; 
Acknowledge Him in all thy words and ways, 
So shall He view thee with a well pleased eye. 
Be still, my soul: the Sun of life divine 
Through passing clouds shall but more brightly shine. 
 
 
 

 

This “letter” gives us pause. It speaks to all that can happen in life, 
and addresses our questions by giving us an answer.  
An answer that we find in the Psalms, as well as throughout the 
Gospels—Be still my soul. 
 
Be still my soul and know that He is God. 
Be still my soul and know that God is near. 
Be still my soul and know that God will never leave or forsake. 
Be still my soul in heartache, in transition, grief and pain. 
Be still. 
 
It’s a reminder that we need rest more often than we would care to 
admit; hence the repetitive nature of both the song and its use as a 
theme in these “letters.” 
 
The world seems wonky sometimes, like it’s falling off its axis. 
 
But God remains faithful and steadfast  
 
and near. 
 
--------- 
Read Exodus 14: 13-14 
 
Even in the midst of great distress, God reminds us that He will fight 
for us—we need only be still. We are unlikely to be chased down by 
Pharaoh’s army, but the imperative remains—Be still, the Lord of 
Hosts will protect and guide. 
 
Take a moment to still yourself and know that God is near. 
 
 
 
 
 



March 21, 2020—Hold Me Jesus 
 
Well, sometimes my life just don't make sense at all 
When the mountains look so big, 
And my faith just seems so small 

So, hold me Jesus, 
Cause I'm shaking like a leaf 
You have been King of my glory 
Won't You be my Prince of Peace 

And I wake up in the night and feel the dark 
It's so hot inside my soul 
I swear there must be blisters on my heart 

Surrender don't come natural to me 
I'd rather fight you for something 
I don't really want 
Than to take what you give that I need 
And I've beat my head against so many walls 
Now I'm falling down, I'm falling on my knees 

And the Salvation Army band is playing this hymn 
And Your grace rings out so deep 
It makes my resistance seem so thin 

So, hold me Jesus, 
Cause I'm shaking like a leaf 
You have been King of my glory 
Won't You be my Prince of Peace 

You have been King of my glory 
Won't You be my Prince of Peace 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Sometimes our Resurrection Letters are exercises in us crying out in 

praise; sometimes they’re reminders of who God is. 

And sometimes they’re just cries for help. 

The bridge of this “letter” (in italics) has always struck me down. It’s a 

reminder that I’m not alone—I’m not the only one who would rather 

fight with God for things that I don’t really want, rather than 

surrender and receive what God knows is best. 

Maybe today that’s you. Maybe it was yesterday, or will be 

tomorrow. It’s hard to say, but it is likely to have happened, or will 

happen. 

It is important that we recognize that God is not just nearby when we 

succeed, but waits to comfort us in our trouble as well. 

When our faith looks small beside the problem, Jesus is near. 

When we get blisters on our souls, Jesus is near. 

When God’s grace rings out so deep, He is near. 

--------- 

Read Psalm 23: 3-5 

Today, if you are shaking like a leaf, ask Him to hold you. Don’t wait. 

There are no style points in life—Jesus is, as the song says—our all in 

all. Ask Him to comfort you, to be your Prince of Peace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



March 23, 2020—Rock of Ages 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me; let me hide myself in Thee 

Let the water and the blood,  

from Thy wounded side which flowed 

Be of sin the double cure, save from wrath and make me pure 

 

Could my tears forever flow, could my zeal no flagging know 

These for sin could not atone,  

Thou must save, and Thou alone 

In my hand no price I bring, simply to Thy cross I cling 

 

While I draw this final breath, when my eyes shall close in death 

When I rise to worlds unknown,  

and behold Thee on Thy throne 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, let me hide myself in Thee 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

While this is a “letter” most of us know pretty well, let’s take a closer 

look at verse 2. 

In poetic language, the verse lays out the fact that nothing we can do, 

save claiming Christ’s mercy and grace, can save us. Neither infinite 

sadness nor unending zeal makes a difference—only Jesus can save. 

No matter what we bring, it counts for naught. Only believing in 

Christ’s death and resurrection. 

I don’t know about you, but that is an amazing thing to hear. It’s 

encouraging to the Nth degree, because it means that the work is 

done. 

I have a responsibility to seek first the Kingdom, and to follow after 

Jesus, yes; but my failures are not terminal. My successes are nothing 

to boast about. Simply resting in the promise that God has done the 

work of salvation, and all I need do is trust—that I can do. 

Even when trust is hard, Jesus has never failed, and never will; that 

makes it easier to trust. Trusting the solidity of the Rock of Ages is no 

issue when the Rock in which we trust is as solid as the God of the 

Universe. 

 

--------- 

Read Isaiah 28: 14-16 

The Cornerstone which God lays in Zion is the Rock of Ages. The ones 

who trust in it alone will not panic when the storms rise, nor will they 

falter in the face of fear. They can rest in the knowledge that God is 

the Rock and the Rock will not crumble. 

As you drive today, turn off the radio and pray that God will keep you 

reminded of the security found in His promises. 

 



March 24, 2020—Brother’s Keeper 

Now the plumber's got a drip in his spigot 
The mechanic's got a clank in his car 
And the preacher's thinking thoughts that are wicked 
And the lover's got a lonely heart 
My friends ain't the way I wish they were 
They are just the way they are 

And I will be my brother's keeper 
Not the one who judges him 
I won't despise him for his weakness 
I won't regard him for his strength 
I won't take away his freedom 
I will help him learn to stand 
And I will, I will be my brother's keeper 

Now this roof has got a few missing shingles 
But at least we got ourselves a roof 
And they say that she's a fallen angel 
I wonder if she recalls when she last flew 
There's no point in pointing fingers 
Unless you're pointing to the truth 

And I will be my brother's keeper 
Not the one who judges him 
I won't despise him for his weakness 
I won't regard him for his strength 
I won't take away his freedom 
I will help him learn to stand 
And I will, I will be my brother's keeper 

 

 

 

 

Rich Mullins has always been a favorite of mine. His brutal honesty 

about where he found himself and his desperate need for God’s grace 

is refreshing. All too often we hear polished and presentable art—art 

that is almost too clean to be the truth. But Rich—Rich was different. 

He understood that, while he may not have exactly wanted the 

spotlight, he should present himself (and by extension) humanity as it 

is. Broken and searching and wanting to be its best, but often failing 

miserably.  

And in that honesty, he was prophetic. He pointed to God in ways 

that never shamed us, but gently pushed us to be as Christlike as 

possible.  

This song in particular expands and expounds on the dictum that We 

are our brother’s keeper. In the early chapters of Genesis, we see the 

well-known story of Cain and Abel—the one where God asks Cain 

where his brother is, and he responds, “Am I my brother’s keeper?” 

The answer, as you might have guessed is yes. Yes, he was. And so are 

we. From Genesis to Revelation we see ways that God tells us to be 

our brother’s keeper: From seeking the prosperity of the city in which 

we live, to protecting the weak, widows, and orphans, to generous 

and sacrificial giving, to telling the Good News to the lost—all of this 

is being our brother’s keeper. 

--------- 

Read Genesis 4: 1-10 

While this story is well known to most of us, take a new look at it. 

What does it say? How do you feel about it? What can we take from 

this passage into our lives? How does this square with other passages 

that speak about our responsibility to look out for our brothers, either 

familial or otherwise? 

 

 



March 25, 2020—Kyrie Eleison (Lord Have Mercy) 

Kyrie Eleison, Christe Eleison, Kyrie Eleison. 

Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus. Dóminus Deus Sábaoth.  

Pleni sunt caeli et terra glória tua.  

Hosána in excélsis.  

Benedíctus qui venit in nómine Dómini.  

Hosána in excélsis. 

 

Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy, Lord have mercy. 

Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of hosts.  

Heaven and earth are full of Your Glory.  

Hosanna in the highest.  

Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.  

Hosanna in the highest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Those of us who grew up going to a Catholic church, or studied music, 

will probably be familiar with this song. It’s part of the Mass, and in 

Greek rather than the Latin that you might expect. 

It’s also pretty High Church in feel and origin, and therefore may be 

uncomfortable. 

Regardless of its origin, the various settings that this song is set in 

(both musical and physical) make it an important “letter.” 

It’s both plea and praise. We ask for mercy from the only one who 

can grant it in full—Jesus Christ. Without that mercy and the 

accompanying grace, our lives are lost. 

Yet, we know that the One who comes in the name of the Lord is 

capable and gracious and loving enough to grant that mercy. And He 

does; without hesitation, without stinting, without doubt. 

He grants that mercy. 

Which is Good News for us and the world. 

--------- 

Read these lyrics out loud today. 

There’s something indescribable that happens when we speak 

prayers aloud. Use these lyrics as a prayer; the language doesn’t even 

matter, but the thought and impetus behind them does. 

 

Meditate on the goodness of God, that He in His great love and 

kindness has and does and will continue to grant His mercy. 

 

 

 



March 26, 2020—Great is Thy Faithfulness 

Great is thy faithfulness, O God my Father, 

There is no shadow of turning with Thee; 

Thou changest not, Thy compassions they fail not 

As Thou hast been Thou forever wilt be. 

 

Great is Thy faithfulness! 

Great is Thy faithfulness! 

 Morning by morning new mercies I see. 

All I have needed Thy hand hath provided 

Great is Thy faithfulness, Lord unto me. 

 

Summer and winter, and springtime and harvest, 

Sun, moon, and stars in their courses above 

Join with all nature in manifold witness 

To Thy great faithfulness, mercy and love. 

 

Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth, 

Thy own dear presence to cheer and to guide.  

Strength for today and bright hope for tomorrow 

Blessings all mine, with ten thousand be---side. 

 

 

A well-known hymn of the faith, this “letter” is another of those that 

is meant to remind us of truth, rather than trying to tell God 

something He doesn’t know (which, in any event, is futile). 

There are many such “letters” to be found in the collected works of 

musical worship in the world—and there’s a good reason for it: We 

forget. 

We live in a “what have you done for me lately” sort of world. If it’s 

been ages since we were pulled out of the metaphorical mire, we 

forget that it ever happened, or at least the details are muddied; and 

since we’re naturally pretty self-centered, often our minds recast 

ourselves as the hero. 

But as this song reminds us—it is God who is faithful. Over and again, 

He proves His faithfulness to us. Each morning there are new 

mercies—starting with waking on the green side of the grass. 

And so, we need to be reminded at least as often as that of the great 

and never-ending faithfulness of God. The very nature of the turn of 

the seasons and the orbits of the planets, stars, and moon attest to 

His faithfulness; and encourage us to praise Him for it as well. 

--------- 

Read Lamentations 3 

It’s long, but worthwhile. Take your time with this passage today. 

Watch how the poetry weaves the story of God’s faithfulness through 

life.  

Make a list today of 5 things that show you God’s faithfulness, and 

think about that list at several times throughout the day. 

 

 

 



March 27, 2020—Blues86 

Hear, O Lord, and answer me, for I am poor and need you 

Take my life, ‘cuz I’m devoted to you,  

You’re my God, I put my trust in You 

 

Even in the depths of sin, You came to pull me free,  

When I was falling into my grave, You came to rescue me 

Because Your ways are higher than my ways, I will trust in You. 

I lift up my soul, to You my God; I give my life to You 

 

Teach me Your ways, O Lord my God, and I will walk in Your truth 

Give to me an undivided heart, so I can chase after You 

Forgive me Lord for my unbelief, grant Your mercy to me 

I lift up my soul to You, my God, I give my life to You 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In an interview with Eugene Peterson, the lead singer of the band U2, 

Bono, said that he has been taught to read the Psalms as the blues. 

He went on to say that the Psalms are a particularly hopeful sort of 

blues—yes, they lay out the Psalmist’s frustrations, they’re raw and 

unfiltered; but they always include hope. 

And that’s what draws me to this kind of blues song—the hope 

inherent in them. Psalm 86 is one of those Psalms that you feel in 

your bones. “I’m lost and afraid, poor and alone—I trust You God, 

help my unbelief!” 

It tells us of the Psalmist’s fear, but reminds us of God’s unwavering 

love. You can nearly hear the shouts for help, and the understanding 

that God is never not by his side. 

And never in the Psalm do we get the feeling that his devotion to God 

is transactional—as we too often make it. But rather, it is a matter of 

course. He isn’t devoted because God gives him things, he’s devoted 

because God is good. Do we believe that way? 

--------- 

Read Psalm 86 

Does this Psalm feel familiar? Have you ever cried out to God in your 

distress knowing that He is there?  

Knowing that, because of His great faithful love, He will not fail. 

Because He has never failed, we can know He won’t. 

Take 10 minutes today whenever you can to put yourself in David’s 

place. Imagine yourself in his shoes, crying out to God for salvation in 

the midst of trial. How would your language compare to his? 

 

 

 



March 28, 2020—Holy, Holy, Holy 

Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty! 
Early in the morning our song shall rise to Thee; 
Holy, holy, holy! Merciful and mighty! 
God in three Persons, blessed Trinity! 
 
Holy, holy, holy! All the saints adore Thee, 
Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea; 
Cherubim and seraphim falling down before Thee, 
Who wert and art and evermore shalt be. 
 
Holy, Holy, Holy! Though the darkness hide Thee 
Though the eye of sinful flesh Thy glory may not see 
Only Thou art Holy, there is none beside Thee 
Perfect in power in love and purity. 
 
Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty! 
All thy works shall praise Thy name, in earth, and sky, and sea; 
Holy, holy, holy! Merciful and mighty! 
God in three Persons, blessed Trinity! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Holy, Holy, Holy! Merciful and Mighty 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity! 

Never have more true words been written in a love letter to God. 

These are words that we should write on our hearts, never to be 

forgotten, never to be dismissed, never to be diminished. 

It is good to remind ourselves of the truth that Jesus, while friend of 

sinners, is still God. And, as such, occupies a place in the universe 

above all others.  

And yet, despite His Godhood, He came as a helpless baby, grew to be 

a man, died on a cross, and rose again on the third day to accomplish 

what we couldn’t do on our own—reconcile God and man. 

We serve a great and loving God who wrapped Himself in flesh to be 

near to us. That is amazing beyond all measure. 

--------- 

Read Revelation 4 

Can you imagine being in that space standing next to John? Seeing 

that scene played out in front of you? I can’t. It would be too 

powerful an image and position to be able to comprehend. 

Today, praise the Triune God in spirit and truth. Write a poem, paint a 

sunset, read hymn lyrics that speak to you at a deep level. Prepare 

your heart for Easter, and the glory and miracle that it is. 

 

 

 

 

 



March 30, 2020—How Deep the Father’s Love for Us 

How deep the Father’s love for us, how vast beyond all measure 

That He should give His only Son to make a wretch His treasure 

How great the pain of searing loss, the Father turns His face away 

As wounds which mar the Chosen One, bring many sons to glory 

 

Behold the Man upon the cross, my sin upon His shoulders 

Ashamed I hear my mocking voice, call out among the scoffers 

It was my sin which held Him there until it was accomplished 

His dying breath has brought me life, I know that it is finished 

 

I will not boast in anything, no gifts, no power, no wisdom 

But I will boast in Jesus Christ, His death and resurrection 

Why should I gain from His reward, I cannot give an answer, 

But this I know with all my heart, His wounds have paid my ransom  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One of the reasons that we write letters is to explain the reality of a 

given situation. We’ve all read books or seen movies where one 

character writes a letter to another to explain a misunderstanding, or 

to advance the plot in some way, or to tell of/ reassure of a deep 

love. Often these letters are stumbled upon, or received after some 

deep loss—and therefore, (even if presented in a ham-fisted manner 

in the book or movie) are touching and important moments. 

Imagine for a moment that this “letter” was written by someone who 

witnessed the crucifixion of Jesus Christ to his or her loved one trying 

to explain what happened that day. It’s a deeply theological letter, for 

sure; using theological language rather than descriptive; yet 

everything you might need to know about that setting is known. 

This letter lets us know, even without the author having seen the 

resurrection, that he believes that Jesus’ death on that cross was 

enough to have paid the ransom for sin. We can imagine that the 

author believes that it will happen, but doesn’t know for sure, 

because he hasn’t seen it. 

How similar is it for us? We also did not see it—the crucifixion and 

resurrection—but we believe it nonetheless. And the mystery 

remains for us as well—why should we gain from His reward? The 

answer, of course, is the Deep love of the Father towards us, that 

would send His Son that we might believe in Him, and stay with Him 

forever. 

--------- 

Read John 20: 24-31 

Are you like Thomas? Needing to see in order to believe; or are you 

more like those many upon many who came after, and without the 

blessing of witnessing for yourself, believe still? 

 

 



March 31, 2020—What Wondrous Love is This? 

What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul 

What wondrous love is this, O my soul 

What wondrous love is this that caused the Lord of bliss  

to bear the dreadful curse for my soul, for my soul 

to bear the dreadful curse for my soul 

 

When I was sinking down, sinking down, sinking down 

When I was sinking down, sinking own 

When I was sinking down, beneath God’s righteous frown 

Christ laid aside His crown for my soul, for my soul 

Christ laid aside His crown for my soul 

 

To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, I will sing 

To God and to the Lamb, I will sing 

To God and to the Lamb, who is the great “I Am”  

While millions join the theme I will sing, I will sing 

While millions join the theme, I will sing 

 

And when from death I’m free, I’ll sing on, I’ll sing on 

And when from death I’m free, I’ll sing on 

And when from death I’m free, I’ll sing and joyful be 

And through eternity I’ll sing on, I’ll sing on 

And through eternity, I’ll sing on 

Some “letters” take a melancholy air, even if they speak to a 

wondrous act. This is such a “letter.”  

I’m not sure why its author chose the minor key, but it seems to fit 

pretty well. It’s almost as if the melody echoes the fallenness of the 

world while the lyric plants its flag squarely in resoluteness and 

optimism. Not a Pollyanna-ish optimism, but one based in the great 

and unfailing faithfulness of our God.  

Like David in many of his Psalms, the author puts his heart into this 

song—knowing that the world is fallen and we are broken, yet He is 

great and wonderful. And because He is great and wonderful, we can 

believe and sing despite the depth of despair we may feel at the state 

of things. 

I can’t speak for you, but this encourages me. That it is good to praise 

God even in the darkest night, knowing that the dawn will come. 

THE DAWN WILL COME! And with it, eternal joy at being with our 

Savior forevermore. 

--------- 

Read John 16: 17-33 

Read verses 21-22 again. 

Know this promise didn’t just apply to the Disciples—but to us as 

well. 

Take 5 minutes today to praise God that He will turn our sorrow into 

joy when He comes again. 

 

 

 

 



April 1, 2020—Creed 

I believe in God the Father 
Almighty maker of Heaven and maker of Earth 
And in Jesus Christ his only begotten son, our lord 
He was conceived by the holy spirit 
Born of the virgin Mary, suffered under Pontius Pilate 
He was crucified and dead and buried 

And I believe what I believe is what makes me what I am 
I did not make it; no, it is making me 
It is the very truth of God and not the invention of any man 

I believe that He who suffered was crucified, buried, and dead 
He descended into hell and on the third day, rose again 
He ascended into heaven where He sits at God's mighty right hand 
I believe that He's returning 
To judge the quick and the dead of the sons of men 

I believe it, I believe it 
I believe it 
I believe it, I believe it 

I believe in God the Father 
Almighty maker of Heaven and maker of Earth 
And in Jesus Christ his only begotten Son, our Lord 
I believe in the Holy Spirit 
One holy church, the communion of saints 
The forgiveness of sin 
I believe in the resurrection 
I believe in a life that never ends 

 

 

 

 

 

The refrain of this “letter,” written by St. Richard of Omaha, is one of 

the most powerful sets of words I might have ever heard save 

scripture. 

And I believe what I believe is what makes me what I am 

I did not make it, no, it is making me 

It is the very Truth of God and not eh invention of any man. 

Setting all human words aside, this “letter” reminds us that the very 

Truth that is God is eternal and not man-made. Our poor vocabulary 

can’t detract from the essence of the Truth, nor can it add to it. And 

furthermore, when we believe that truth, it makes us a new creation. 

That Truth is making us, not the other way around. 

Maybe like me, your brain screws around with your perception of 

reality; and because it does, shapes how you see the world around 

you and your responsibilities toward it. This lyric, set into the 

Apostle’s Creed, puts that squarely on its head for all time. There is a 

greater and fuller truth in God than in our perceptions of the world. 

And it is making us. 

--------- 

Read 2 Corinthians 5. 

Paul, in his very specific language, lays out the truth of the new 

creation pretty clearly—if we take the time to reflect on his words. If 

anyone is in Christ, the new creation has come! This is very good 

news indeed.  

Take a chance today (maybe on your commute to work) to thank God 

for His righteousness and that He is making you more in His image 

every day. 

 

 



April 2, 2020—Great Are You, Lord 

You give life, You are love, You bring light to the darkness  

You give hope, You restore every heart that is broken  

Great are You, Lord  

 

It's Your breath in our lungs  

So, we pour out our praise We pour out our praise  

It's Your breath in our lungs So we pour out our praise to You only  

 

You give life, You are love, You bring light to the darkness  

You give hope, You restore every heart that is broken  

Great are You, Lord  

 

All the earth will shout Your praise  

Our hearts will cry, these bones will sing  

Great are You, Lord 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There is nothing we can do of more importance than to praise God 

for His glory and salvation and love and reconciliation. It’s the natural 

reaction of the human being to seeing the breadth, and depth, and 

height, and width of the deep, deep love of God. From this reaction 

comes everything else. 

We worship because of this. 

We tell others about this. 

We revel in the truth of this. 

We are saved because of this. 

We serve because of this. 

We have hope because of this. 

 

There is nothing that we have that isn’t from God, nothing that we 

can do that isn’t empowered by God, nothing we are able to be 

without God. 

We did not make it; it is making us. 

--------- 

Read Matthew 28: 16-20 

Take 10 minutes today in a quiet place with a view of nature; whether 

that be actually outside, or just a nice chair next to a window. 

Meditate on the fact that Jesus has given to you His authority, and 

called you to Him. 

How does this change how you see your place in your family? In the 

world? In the Kingdom? 

 

 



April 3, 2020—Lord Have Mercy 

Jesus, I've forgotten the words that You have spoken; 

Promises that burned within my heart have now grown dim. 

With a doubting heart I follow the paths of earthly wisdom. 

Forgive me for my unbelief; renew the fire again. 

 

Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy 

Lord have mercy on me. 

Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy 

Lord have mercy on me. 

  

I have built an altar where I worship things of man, 

I have taken journeys that have drawn me far from You. 

Now I am returning to Your mercies ever flowing, 

Pardon my transgressions, help me love  

 

I have longed to know You and Your tender mercies 

Like a river of forgiveness ever flowing without end 

I bow my heart before You in the goodness of Your presence; 

Your grace forever shining, like a beacon in the night. 

 

 

 

There are times when we need to be reminded of first things; this 

“letter” is such a reminder. As we progress on our journeys, we often 

get comfortable—and forget the deep passion we had before for 

Jesus and His calling on our lives. 

Not the ‘calling’ that we often think of—a call to full-time ministry, or 

to a specific job, or (in the case of some denominations) a ministry 

position; but rather the calling we all have as Christians to follow after 

Him in every aspect of our lives. 

We inadvertently build altars to man-made things—even decent and 

good things—placing them above and before Jesus. We may not even 

be aware of those altars; we may not notice that we have strayed. 

The 1 sheep didn’t likely get lost on purpose. Yet, the Good Shepherd 

went after him nonetheless, and celebrated when that sheep was 

found. 

That’s very good news for us—the Father in Heaven still wants us 

even when we stray. He doesn’t lose His love for us because we 

wandered off. He knows us and still loves us. He knows who we are, 

and what we are like, and despite that, He still came for us. 

--------- 

Read Luke 15. 

You’re likely familiar with all three of these parables. You’ve maybe 

heard them in Sunday School, or during a service, or heard it in a 

song, or saw it in a piece of art. 

Look at it afresh. 

Know that the Father in Heaven is looking for you, and will run out to 

you when you are still far away, will search for you even when you 

are lost, will love you regardless of what you have done, are doing, 

will do in the future. You are loved. 

 



April 4, 2020—Lead Me to the Cross 

Savior I come, quiet my soul, remember 

Redemption's hill, where Your blood was spilled 

For my ransom, 

Everything I once held dear 

I count it all as lost 

Lead me to the cross, where Your love poured out 

Bring me to my knees, Lord I lay me down 

Rid me of myself, I belong to You 

Lead me, lead me to the cross 

You were as I, tempted and trialed; human 

The word became flesh, bore my sin and death 

Now you're risen 

To your heart 

To your heart 

Lead me to your heart 

Lead me to your heart 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We’ve established that there is such a category as dangerous letters; 

and to be frank, I believe that this one falls into that category as well. 

Not because it posits something contrary to Biblical Orthodoxy, or 

even uses vocabulary that makes us flinch. But rather, it (though its 

singing) asks God to do something that will likely be painful for us. 

There’s not a one of us that, were we to be totally honest, could say 

that we follow God wholeheartedly all the time. We falter, we 

prevaricate, we put limits on how we’ll serve. (There’s a Scott Wesley 

Brown song called Please Don’t send Me to Africa that illustrates this 

idea well.) 

But we want to. We want to follow God with all our heart, soul, and 

mind. We want to rid ourselves of the rubbish that fills our hearts and 

chokes out our desire to follow Jesus. And this “letter” asks exactly, 

and explicitly that—that God would bring us to our knees and rid us 

of ourselves. Do we mean it? 

Do we mean it when we ask God to make us more like Him? Because 

it’s going to be hard and painful. There are things, even good things, 

that need to go to make way for the King of Kings. Tomorrow is Palm 

Sunday, and many of the people who welcomed Jesus as King also 

called for His death. It’s not an easy road after we begin to believe—it 

gets harder; but God is with you and will not leave. Never. 

--------- 

Read Romans 8: 1-17 

A mind governed by the flesh is dead already, but the mind governed 

by the Spirit is alive to Christ. That’s not nothing, my friends. That’s a 

life with struggle, but a life beside the inventor of bananas and 

beauty. And that is everything. 

Take time today to reaffirm your commitment to following Jesus, 

even when the road is hard. 

 



April 6, 2020—Is He Worthy? 

Do you feel the world is broken? (We do) 

Do you feel the shadows deepen? (We do) 

But do you know that all the dark won't stop the light from getting 

through? (We do) 

Do you wish that you could see it all made new? (We do) 

Is all creation groaning? (It is) 

Is a new creation coming? (It is) 

Is the glory of the Lord to be the light within our midst? (It is) 

Is it good that we remind ourselves of this? (It is) 

Is He worthy? Is He worthy? Of all blessing and honor and glory 

Is He worthy of this? He is 

Does the Father truly love us? (He does) 

Does the Spirit move among us? (He does) 

And does Jesus, our Messiah hold forever those He loves? (He does) 

Does our God intend to dwell again with us? (He does) 

Is anyone worthy? 

Is anyone whole? 

Is anyone able to break the seal and open the scroll? 

The Lion of Judah who conquered the grave 

He is David's root and the Lamb who died to ransom the slave 

From every people and tribe 

Every nation and tongue 

He has made us a kingdom and priests to God 

To reign with the Son 

Is He worthy? Is He worthy? Of all blessing and honor and glory 

Is He worthy? Is He worthy? Is He worthy of this? He is! 

Is He worthy? Is He worthy? He is! 

He is! 

 

Monday of Holy Week. Yesterday we celebrated Palm Sunday with 

shouts of Hosanna and Blessed be the Name of the Lord. We marked 

the Triumphal entry and remembered that many of the same people 

who praised Jesus as King called for His death as a criminal. 

This “letter” says anything I could in better, and more beautiful, 

language; refuting what our flesh may say, and shouting the Truth.  

 

HE IS WORTHY! 

Amen and Amen. 

 

--------- 

Read Mark 11: 1-11 

Know this: whatever our fickle selves may say in times of trial and 

temptation and hurt and pain—He is Worthy. 

Take time today to reflect on the wondrous love and patience of a 

Heavenly Father that, in the person of Jesus, knowing what the Father 

knows, still consented to die for the very people that praised Him 

with one side of their mouth and cursed Him with the other. 

Praise Him for that love and patience. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



April 7, 2020—Let Us Love and Sing and Wonder 

Let us love and sing and wonder Let us praise the Savior’s name 

He has hushed the law’s loud thunder He has quenched Mount Sinai’s 

flame 

He has washed us with His blood, He has washed us with His blood 

He has washed us with His blood, He has brought us nigh to God 

 

Let us love the Lord Who bought us, pitied us when enemies 

Called us by His grace and taught us, gave us ears and gave us eyes 

He has washed us with His blood, He has washed us with His blood 

He has washed us with His blood, He presents our souls to God 

 

Let us wonder grace and justice, join and point to mercy’s store 

When through grace in Christ our trust is, justice smiles and asks no 

more 

He Who washed us with His blood, He Who washed us with His blood 

He Who washed us with His blood, has secured our way to God 

  

Let us praise and join the chorus, of the saints enthroned on high 

Here they trusted Him before us, now their praises fill the sky 

Thou hast washed us with Thy blood, Thou hast washed us with Thy 

blood 

Thou hast washed us with Thy blood, Thou art worthy Lamb of God 

 

Written by John Newton in 1774, this hymn delves deeply into how 

we are to respond to the deep, wide, tall, and broad love of God. 

Few hymns marry the practice of revelation and response like 

Newton’s “Let Us Love and Sing and Wonder.” This text is laid with 

care and intentionality as Newton calls us to worship God with the 

first line of each verse. In each call to worship he fuels the flame of 

devotion by setting before us what God has done on our behalf. He 

clearly reminds us both of God’s upheld justice and also of 

our justification in Him alone. Our God is the God who calls us, 

washes us, brings us near, secures us, and liberates us.   

Newton’s theology is fixed on his heart. There is no room in his 

understanding of theology that it would not rest in his affections. “Let 

us love,” “let us wonder,” “let us sing,” he shepherds his own soul 

along with ours as he recalls the goodness of God.  We often feel our 

hearts grow cold and our minds unaffected. We hear the loud 

thunder of the law, and feel the echoes of Egypt ringing in our bones, 

but the approval of God is louder than the whisper of the curse. His 

mercy triumphs over judgment. 

--------- 

Read Hebrews 1: 1-13 

Today, right now even, take the time to reflect on those who went 

before you in your faith. Maybe there wasn’t anyone in your family, 

but there was someone who told you of the love of God. Thank God 

for their example and pray for them and their families. 

 

 

 

 

 



April 8, 2020—Multiplied 

Your love is like radiant diamonds 

Bursting inside us we cannot contain 

Your love will surely come find us 

Like blazing wild fire singing Your name 

 

God of mercy sweet love of mine 

I have surrendered to Your design 

May this offering stretch across the skies 

And these Hallelujahs be multiplied 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A short “letter,” but a powerful one, I think. 

From a literary standpoint, when we read (whatever the medium may 

be), we read in the present. History is the only exception, from a 

literary criticism standpoint. So, when we read the story of Holy 

Week, we find ourselves right in the thick of it. We hear the shouts of 

Hosanna on Sunday; we are with Jesus as He clears the Temple on 

Monday. We are hearing Jesus’ words as He speaks them, and 

applying them as the Disciples did. 

But we also know how the story ends—with a crucifixion and a 

resurrection; which puts us in a weird place emotionally. Because we 

know the end, we have a choice. 

We can choose to allow the weight of the crowds and activity move 

us along, or we can stand firm knowing that Jesus is the Messiah, and 

look forward to the end. 

It’s also awkward when we understand that we know the story so 

well that we skip bits as we go. 

This “letter” offers us the choice to drift with the crowd, as fickle as it 

is; or stand firm in our knowledge of Jesus’ resurrection. It invites us 

to stand firm, and ask that our Hallelujahs will echo in the Temple and 

streets and Upper Room and forevermore; Shouting Worthy is the 

One Who Comes in the Name of the Lord. 

--------- 

Read Luke 19: 28-44 

“I tell you, if they keep quiet, the stones will cry out.” 

Today, do not let the rocks win. 

 

 

 



April 9, 2020—How Can it Be? 

 I am guilty. Ashamed of what I’ve done, what I’ve become        

These hands are dirty, I dare not lift them up to the Holy One 

 

You plead my cause, You right my wrongs,  

You break my chains, You overcome 

You gave Your life, to give me mine, You say that I am free   

How can it be? How can it be? 

 

I’ve been hiding, Afraid I’ve let You down. Inside I doubt 

You could love me, but in Your eyes, there’s only grace now 

 

Though I fall, You can make me new, 

From this death I will rise with You  

Oh, the grace reaching out for me,            

How can it be? How can it be? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Today is Maundy Thursday, a day when we commemorate the Last 

Supper and Jesus washing the feet of the disciples. Tonight, we will 

gather together for dinner, spending time to understand the 

Messianic aspects of the Passover Seder, and to take Communion. 

It is a night where we remember, and grieve, and rejoice that, even in 

our sin, God loved us. 

We take the time to remember that God loved us so much He sent 

His Son to willingly die for us. 

We remember that this was not a haphazard act, but one written 

before time, and that we are the recipients of unfathomable mercy, 

grace, and love. 

We take Communion in remembrance of His sacrifice, and His 

command to remember. 

We grieve for those who are not yet brothers and sisters in Christ, 

and we grieve the necessity of His sacrifice. 

We rejoice in knowing that the end is written, and that there is now 

no condemnation for those in Jesus Christ.  

We rejoice in Jesus Christ, now and forever more. 

--------- 

Read Mark 14: 1-52 

Imagine yourself in the Upper Room that night. What do you feel? 

Are you worried? Are you ashamed? Are you confused? The Disciples 

probably were (at least some of the time) that evening. Even they, 

who had heard all that Jesus had to say were, at least partially, taken 

by surprise by what they heard that night. 

Spend some time today in silent contemplation of the events of that 

evening. 

 



April 10, 2020—Beautiful Scandalous Night 

Go on up the mountain of mercy,  

to the crimson perpetual tide 

Kneel down on the shore, and be thirsty no more,  

go under and be purified 

 

Follow Christ to the Holy mountain,  

sinner sorry and wrecked by the fall 

Cleanse your heart and your soul, at the fountain the flows,  

for you and for me and for all 

 

At that wonderful tragic mysterious tree  

On that beautiful scandalous night, you and me 

Were atoned by His blood and forever washed white;  

On that beautiful scandalous night 

 

On that hillside you will be delivered,  

at the foot of the cross justified 

And your spirit restored, by the river that pours,  

from our Blessed Savior’s side 

 

 

 

Good Friday. 

A hard day for us to wrap our heads around. We know the theology; 

but still—it’s hard to grasp the depth, and height, and width, and 

length of the love that drove Jesus to the cross. 

We are steeped in imagery surrounding this day: three crosses, a 

broken and bloodied Jesus, soldiers playing dice. There’s scarcely one 

of us who has not seen a Passion Play, or who doesn’t know the story. 

It’s foundational to our faith, and yet it’s still wicked hard to 

internalize the enormity of it all. The scandal that a sinless Savior 

would die for a sinful world is hard to fully understand. 

And that’s OK. 

Our grasp of the event doesn’t negate the facts of the event. 

Jesus died that we may live. Regardless of the fact that we have all 

screwed up badly enough (both pre and post conversion) to make 

Jesus’ actions on this day seem reckless to us—He did it anyway. 

What we may see as scandalous, God sees as a worthy thing to do; 

just like so many things, including the anointing with perfume that 

the Disciples were so rocked by the evening before this one. 

You are worth Jesus’ crucifixion by God’s standards. 

--------- 

Read Mark 15 

 

 

 

 

 



April 11, 2020—It Is Well with My Soul 

When peace like a river attendeth my way,  

when sorrows like sea billows roll 

Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say,  

it is well, it is well with my soul 

 

It is well (it is well), with my soul (with my soul) 

It is well, it is well with my soul 

 

My sin, O the bliss of this glorious thought,  

my sin, not in part, but the whole 

Is nailed to the cross, and I bear it no more, 

 praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul 

 

And, Lord, haste the day when my faith shall be sight,  

the clouds be rolled back as a scroll 

The trump shall resound, and the Lord shall descend,  

even so, it is well with my soul 

 

 

 

Like every year, the struggle to find the words for Holy Saturday is 

real. Even though we know the story, and the outcome, today is hard 

to deal with. 

We don’t know what the Disciples did on that Sabbath. They likely 

followed their Sabbath routine or stayed indoors to avoid ridicule and 

scorn; or maybe just sat in front of the fire and stared at it, trying to 

make sense of it all. 

We don’t have a record of it, so we don’t know. 

But we do know this—while those who followed Jesus were in shock 

and despair, God was not silent. 

In the person of Jesus, Death was being defeated.  

Sin was being erased.  

Eternal life was being forged. 

The curse was being destroyed. 

God and Man were being reconciled. 

Eternity was holding its breath in anticipation for the glory to come. 

Sunday. IS. Coming! 

--------- 

Today, wait in anticipation. Or, at least, take some time to wait in 

anticipation. Today is hard, but Sunday is coming; and it will not be 

denied. 

 

 

 



April 12, 2020—His Heart Beats 

His heart beats 

His blood begins to flow 

Waking up what was dead a moment ago 

And His heart beats, now everything is changed 

'Cause the blood that brought us peace with God 

Is racing through His veins 

And His heart beats 

His heart beats 

He breathes in 

His living lungs expand 

The heavy air surrounding death turns to breath again 

He breathes out 

He is word and flesh once more 

The Lamb of God slain for us is a Lion ready to roar 

And His heart beats 

So, crown Him the Lord of Life 

Crown Him the Lord of Love 

Crown Him the Lord of All 

He took one breath 

And put death to death 

Where is your sting, O grave? 

How grave is your defeat 

I know, I know His heart beats 

He rises, glorified in flesh 

Clothed in immortality, the firstborn from the dead 

He rises, and His work's already done 

So He's resting as He rises to reclaim the Bride He won 

And His heart beats 

So, crown Him the Lord of Life 

Crown Him the Lord of Love 

Crown Him the Lord of All 

He took one breath 

And put death to death 

Where is your sting, O grave? 

How grave is your defeat 

I know, I know His heart beats 

The last enemy to be destroyed is death 

The last enemy to be destroyed is death 

He must reign until no enemy is left 

The last enemy to be destroyed, to be destroyed is death 

His heart beats, He will never die again 

I know that death no longer has dominion over Him 

So my heart beats with the rhythm of the saints 

As I look for the seeds the King has down 

To burst up from their graves 

I know, I know 

He took one breath 

And put death to death 

Where is your sting, O grave? 

How grave is your defeat 

I know, I know 

He took one breath 

And put death to death 

Where is your sting, O grave? 

How grave is your defeat 

How great, how great is His victory 

I know, I know His heart beats 

I know, I know His heart beats 

His heart beats 

 

He Is Risen! Risen Indeed! 

Happy Easter! 


