
“Jesus said to her, ‘Mary’. She turned toward Him                      
and cried out in Aramaic, ‘Rabboni (teacher)!’”                     

John 20:16 

Welcome to my kitchen filled with aroma and taste, 
but most of all God’s love and grace!                        
On the menu: Mexican Cabbage Roll Soup! 

Today is the fourth Wednesday of Lent. I pray that 
you are finding this time of Lent to be a time of                  
reflecting on all that your Savior means to you. While 
this Lenten Season is different then any other year, it 
doesn’t have to be any less impacting. Jesus is still 
the same Jesus that suffered and died on the cross for 
you and for me. He doesn’t change just because our 
way of worshipping and reflecting on Him has 
changed.  

I find the hymns that we sing during Lent both      
disturbing and beautiful at the same time. Is that even 
possible? Yes, I believe that it is possible if we truly 
understand what Lent is all about. One of my favorite 
hymns to sing during this season is “Were You 
There?” I can’t sing this song without wanting to 
drop to my knees and weep. This hymn stirs me in a 
way that no other song has before.   

I find myself reflecting on the question; “What if I 
was there?” I am glad I wasn’t there when they nailed                            
Jesus to the cross, but I can’t escape the fact that my 
sins were, and that is haunting to me. We Christians 
today are just as guilty of His blood, shed on the 
cross for us, as the Roman soldiers who nailed Jesus’ 
hands and feet to it. He died to pay the penalty for all 
our sins: “But God demonstrates His own love for 
us in this: While we were still sinners, Christ died 
for us.” Romans 5:8 In the movie The Passion of the 
Christ, the director, Mel Gibson, was the one whose 
hands you see actually driving the nails through 
Christ’s hands. He did it that way to remind himself, 
and everyone else, that it was our sins that nailed                
Jesus to the cross.  

No one enjoys being reminded that their sins nailed 
Jesus on the cross. But we also must never forget that 
it was for our sins that He died. Without His sacrifice 
on the cross we would be doomed to hell for all of 

eternity. God in heaven wasn’t about to let that                       
happen, no matter what the cost. And this reality  
does cause me to tremble. 

I find myself during this season wondering how I 
would have reacted if I had been there when they took 
Jesus off of the cross and began to prepare His body 
for putting Him in the cold, dark, empty tomb. “As 
evening approached, there came a rich man from 
Arimathea, named Joseph, who had himself become 
a disciple of Jesus. Going to Pilate, he asked for                 
Jesus' body, and Pilate ordered that it be given to 
him. Joseph took the body, wrapped it in a clean  
linen cloth, and placed it in his own new tomb that 
he had cut out of the rock. He rolled a big stone in 
front of the entrance to the tomb and went away. 
Mary Magdalene and the other Mary were sitting 
there opposite the tomb.” Matthew 27:57-61 Would 
I want to walk the path to the tomb? Would I want to 
watch as they laid Him on the cold, hard bed made of 
stone? Would I stay there as they rolled the stone 
across the entrance? Or would I just want to run away 
in disbelief and despair? Reflecting on these                     
questions is very disturbing to me. And this reality 
does cause me to tremble.  

What must it have been like when the two faithful 
Marys in Jesus earthly life went back to the tomb to 
grieve, only to find that the tomb was empty?” “After 
the Sabbath, at dawn on the first day of the week, 
Mary Magdalene and the other Mary went to look at 
the tomb. There was a violent earthquake, for an 
angel of the Lord came down from heaven and,               
going to the tomb, rolled back the stone and sat on 
it. His appearance was like lightning, and his 
clothes were white as snow. The guards were so 
afraid of him that they shook and became like dead 
men. The angel said to the women, “Do not be 
afraid, for I know that you are looking for Jesus, 
who was crucified. He is not here; He has risen, just 
as He said. Come and see the place where He lay.” 
They must have been confused, frightened and very 
disturbed. It must have been hard for them to even 
breath, let alone try to understand what this angel 
from heaven was telling them. The reality that their 
precious Lord’s body was gone would have caused  
anyone to tremble. 

“Jesus said to her, ‘Mary’. She turned toward Him 
and cried out in Aramaic, ‘Rabboni (teacher)!’”         
John 20:16 Her cry must have been the most                      
beautiful, glorious cry ever uttered on this earth. Her 
Savior was alive! He had done just as He said He 
would do. And that should make us all tremble with 
great joy! I might not have been there, but I am using 
His life to shape mine. How about you? Were you 
there?              

In His Grace, Lynda  



 

Lynda’s Recipe for Mexican Cabbage Roll Soup 

 

Ingredients: Serves 4-6 

1 pound lean ground beef                                                                                                     
1/2 cup uncooked rice 
1/2 teaspoon salt  
3/4 teaspoon garlic powder                                                                                              
3 garlic cloves, minced 
1/4 teaspoon pepper 
1 tablespoon olive oil 
1 medium onion, chopped 
6 cups chopped cabbage (about 1 small head) 
3 cans (4 ounces each) chopped green chiles (mild for me) 
4 cups reduced-sodium beef broth 
2 tablespoons chopped fresh cilantro 
 

Instruction:  
 

In a large saucepan, cook and crumble beef with seasonings over medium high heat  
until no longer pink, 5-7 minutes. Remove from pan. 
 

In same pan, heat oil over medium-high heat; sauté onion and cabbage until tender, 
about 4-6 minutes. Stir in beef, chiles, rice and the broth; bring to a boil. Reduce heat;                     
simmer, covered, for about 15 minutes or until the rice is done. Stir in cilantro.  

If desired, top with pico de gallo and sour cream. Delish! 

 

Bon Appetit, Lynda 

 


