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MARCH 23
JOSEPH SIRCAR

In the past few weeks, I’ve had the image of my heart as a curled ball of 
roots – twisted inwards in selfishness and self–obsession. How can I have 
them release and reach outward to gain the nutrition and fresh air the 
LORD wants for me? I don’t know the answer to all these questions, but 
I do know that resolving in my own strength and willpower just tends to 
make things worse.

Instead, I find those breaths of fresh air when I ask the LORD to 
transform my heart, and substitute his heart for mine. This is the model 
that JESUS gives us at Gethsemane; he doesn’t simply resolve to bear the 
pain and push through the suffering, but he asks for the LORD’s will to 
be reign. Even though our Messiah was sinless, GOD was so merciful 
that He was willing to model for us a constant posture of surrender to 
the will of the LORD.

For me, repentance is so often about saving part of myself, giving myself 
one more shot to be worthy of being at the center. Heart transformation 
is so much larger than one resolution. The starting point is depravity 
rather than our own ability. We need the baptism of repentance, the 
baptism of continual death and rebirth that John was preaching. I don’t 
like the idea of having to daily rely on GOD. It’s humbling – what I am 
left with isn’t a heroic story of picking myself up and finishing the race, 
but daily asking the LORD to relieve me of my own heart and selfishness, 
and asking for the peace of His presence. Repentance is surrender.

One of the hard truths we are given by CHRIST is that the “a servant is 
not greater than his master.” In Lent, we follow His leading – JESUS, 
after being baptized by John, went into the wilderness to fast. In this, He 
modeled not a triumph of the human spirit, but a life of total surrender, 
living on “every word that comes from the mouth of GOD. ’”

JESUS, help us to surrender and not to resolve. Give us your kindness 
that leads us to repentance.

Reprint from 2016



MARCH 24
TIANA CLARK

I am often blind to God’s presence in my life, but every once in a while 
His grace is revealed in ways even I can see. This was one of those 
unexplainable-it can only be God-moments. So as not to mince words, 
I was recovering from an eating disorder, depression, and recent suicide 
attempt. A couple months into a therapeutic day program for recovery, 
life was slowly looking up. I was definitely still in a fragile state of mind, 
body and spirit. 

An old coach from my childhood, who had been like an older brother to 
me since I was 12 years old, invited me to work at an out-of-town regional 
volleyball tournament over the weekend. I thought he was helping me 
out by offering the job, so I had some sort of spending money while 
living back at home during the semester off of undergrad. Little did I 
know that he would take my 20-year-old self out with his guys friends 
drinking, and then sexually assault me at the hotel that night. Like I 
said, I am not trying to mince words. 

I was scared and naïve and all sorts of messed up. 

Enter “Rachel.” Rachel lived in the area and was working at the 
tournament with me. She called me her “sista” and was all about Jesus. I 
was too scared to go out drinking again with my childhood coach, so took 
up Rachel’s offer to go to a young adult church service that night, which 
sounded almost as terrifying. Let me just say, I had never stepped into 
anything but a Catholic church and the experience was uncomfortable, 
inspiring, eye-opening, and lead me to seek a similar church experience 
when I went back to school the following semester.

The Holy Spirit was leading me into a spiritual awakening.  A beautiful, 
healthy, positive friendship ensued with Rachel, and a relationship with 
Jesus Himself was spawned. What may begin as a traumatic experience 
can end as a life-altering encounter with God.  
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MARCH 27
NANCY VALLEJO

A good friend of mine provided me with a great piece of imagery 
that I cannot help but share. She told me to imagine a train with 
three carts. The first cart resembles God’s Truth, the second cart 
resembles our thoughts, and the third resembles our emotions. 
This is how we should ideally be living. God’s truth should be the 
basis of our thoughts which guides our emotions. 

Unfortunately, I tend to live a life where the caboose immediately 
flies down the track while the other two carts are staggering 
behind, trying to keep up. In reality, my emotions end up 
becoming the basis of my thoughts which guides what I perceive 
to be the truth.  It is even more difficult when I realize the fatal 
flaw I’ve made, try to decipher “truth” from “emotion”, and 
cause a terrible train wreck. (Pun most definitely intended.)

Without our solid foundation in the truth of who God is and 
how He loves us, we are susceptible to be guided by whatever 
comes along that makes us “feel” something. It can also cause us 
to guard the truth out of fear and insecurity. When I think about 
the story of Esther, I see a person who felt trapped by those same 
emotions that we experience on a daily basis. On the outside, she 
was a beautiful queen. But on the inside, she was a Jewish woman 
and absolutely terrified for her life. It was her emotions that led 
her to internalize fearful thoughts and create a truth of certain 
death should she openly proclaim her Jewish descent. 

Esther does end up making a deal with the King and saving the 
Jewish people, which has embodied her with qualities of courage 
and bravery. However, those qualities were guided and directed 
by a greater authority. Once she submitted herself to God through 
prayer and fasting, the truth of God’s supremacy became the basis 
of her courageous thoughts and led her to feel empowered. We all 
have stories where we can see tangible results from allowing the 
truth to be at the front of our lives. The difficult part, however, 
entails practicing that every day. Consider the areas of your life 
that need a little (or a lot of) re-direction towards the truth. I 
pray that in this time of self-reflection, we will be encouraged to 
seek God and find ultimate redemption in Him alone. 



MARCH 28
SARAH PAXSON

I have a fifteen year history of depression. The most recent bout 
began three days after my son Henry was born. I cried the first day 
that I was left alone with him and then cried every day after that, 
too. I was unable to live in a normal way so, as with any question 
I encounter, I educated myself on depression and sought to cure 
myself. Yet nothing changed. I grew increasingly more depressed. 
My husband would occasionally have to leave work early to come 
home because I couldn’t make it through the day. I began regularly 
taking five hour naps on the weekends to recoup; getting through 
the week was becoming a massive energy drain. I began to regularly 
contemplate committing suicide.

One night I told my friend Tiana about what I had been going 
through. She asked if she could send an email to the rest of my close 
friends, asking them for prayer and encouragement regarding my 
depression. I said yes but honestly, I was mostly humoring her. I 
didn’t think it would help, but I knew it wouldn’t hurt and that it 
would make her feel like she was helping. 

The day after Tiana sent the email, I had a deeply depressive 
episode.  I spent most of the day in bed. Joshua didn’t know what 
to do anymore.  He wanted me to begin taking my antidepressants 
again. So I did. I felt a lot of relief at this decision, feeling similarly 
to when I got an epidural.  While in labor I had planned on suffering 
through it and doing it alone and then I realized, I don’t have to 
suffer. It felt very similarly, where I hadn’t thought to go back on my 
antidepressants and had planned to do this alone but then... I didn’t 
have to suffer. I was choosing to suffer. 

From that day (August 15th, 2015) until today, I haven’t had a 
depressive episode. I went from having at least one a day to none for 
the last year and a half. Initially, I attributed it to my medications. 
The thing is, when I initially went on my antidepressants, it took 
nearly four weeks for there to be an affect on my body.  It takes four 
weeks for the medication to enter my bloodstream and enter my 
body in a way where it works. It’s easier for me to attribute it to 
antidepressants because the whole purpose of an antidepressant is to 
manage depression. Yet, as I tell people my story, the reaction isn’t, 
“Oh I’m so glad you got back on your meds, sounds like you needed 
them.”  The reaction has been, “Wow, that gives me chills, isn’t God 
amazing?” People prayed for me, some every day for 30 days, others 
when they thought of me, some when they initially read the email 
and then not again. And those prayers were powerful and healing. 

Their prayers have healed me. 



MARCH 29
ROBBIE BARNES

God redeems everything, through pain. He’s redeeming you right 
now.

I felt like I was dead, I was completely numb. God was dead most 
days and he didn’t care on the days he was alive. It’s crazy how a girl 
in college could make me feel this way...or so I thought. Two years of 
forcing love how you want it will do that. Eight years later I can only 
believe forcing love, isn’t love and not accepting how it comes to you 
isn’t either. God is using that part of my story to teach me about all 
the other relationships in my life…it still hurts.

Job, the man who had it all; family, friends, home and heath. All 
taken. The mental image of Job’s body littered with boils has always 
made me cringe. Job begged for God to kill him but he lived. He is 
the epitome of hopelessness. Now, that sounds horrible and it is but 
Jobs story ends with a “happy ever after” right. God gives Job twice as 
much as he had before. Job gets a new wife, kids, home and he even 
gets his health back. My man is back on top killing it at life. BUT no 
one ever brings up how those blessings might bring back the pain, 
daily. I will contest that job was full of joy but was he pain free...no. 
Job must have had thoughts about his past, and it most definitely 
caused pain. Job lived 140 years and his scares followed him to the 
end, all of them. With time those scars turned into his stories. 

When your grandchildren crawl into your lap one day, sees your 
scars and asks “where did this one come from?” You will have 
an answer that might someday help them push through the most 
horrible moments of there life. Pain is a teacher, allow it to do its 
job. It will show you how to give love and accept it.

It will be painful.



MARCH 30
JUSTIN AND JEANINE SIMMONS

The prophet Jeremiah had one of the hardest tasks in all of scripture: 
telling the people of Israel they had gotten off track (WAY off track), 
and unless they started making their way back in a hurry, they would 
soon meet their demise. Their focus and priority had shifted inward, 
being more concerned with their own riches and power rather than 
the needs and cares of their neighbors. 

For years, the same message was delivered. Yes, Jeremiah was full of 
hope… Ok, but really, in the midst of all the judgement where even 
Jeremiah might have been thinking he was wasting his breath, we 
find this image of clay in the Potter’s hand. Though the pot he was 
shaping fell apart, it was “marred”, the Potter did not give up on it. 
He did not throw it out, but he put it back on the wheel and worked 
with it until at last it did become a pot, shaped as the Potter saw fit.

There certainly is commentary here on God’s sovereignty. His 
strength, ability, and control as the maker are unmatched. In the 
broader context of scripture as God’s story of rescue and redemption, 
this is a glimpse of hope in a clear warning of imminent death and 
destruction. The Potter offers a second chance, and from my own 
experience, even a third, fourth, fifth and far more chances at being 
made into something new.

Sometimes it takes total destruction, falling apart, being left in a 
heap, before we are pliable enough to be remade and shaped again. 
Even the hardest clay can be reshaped by the Potter’s Hand. He is 
after all the one who made it in the first place and though the pot 
may not look like we would have imagined, it is absolutely beautiful. 

Where are you in the process? Do you feel the hope of being remade, 
or are you still trying to hold on to all the broken parts and pieces? 
Are you ready to get back onto the wheel and in the hands of the 
Potter? Take the chance.



MARCH 31
DANIEL LEROY

The LeRoys arrived in downstate New York by way of Normandy 
through Quebec in the late 1600’s. We were Loyalists, so we went 
back to Canada during the Revolutionary War. Sorry. My branch 
migrated through Michigan to Indiana to Kentucky and finally the 
Promised Land, North Carolina. It took us awhile but we finally got 
here. 

Immigration is an issue. Immigrants are people. 
Be kind to the stranger. 

Ruth is an immigrant woman whose story is told in the Old 
Testament. She is a girl from Moab, in modern-day Jordan, who 
married a Jewish boy. Tragedy struck the family, causing the death of 
her husband, brother-in-law and father-in-law. As a young widow, 
she immigrates to Israel with her widowed mother-in-law, Naomi, 
who just wanted to go back home. Ruth wanted to go with her. 
‘Where you go I will go. Where you live I will live. Your people will 
be my people, your God my God. Where you die I will die.’

Apparently, Naomi had made quite an impression on her young 
daughter-in-law. She had seen something in Naomi’s life that she 
wanted in her own life, and she correctly identified that as coming 
from her relationship with God. She wanted what Naomi had. 

It’s a great love story. She makes it to Naomi’s homeland. She meets 
a special guy, Boaz. They fall in love and live happily ever after. And 
Ruth ends up being the great-grandmother of King David, and an 
ancestor of Jesus of Nazareth through the line of Joseph. Fascinating. 

This story teaches us to lay aside labels, arbitrary borderlines, 
language and cultural differences and see every person as someone 
in whom God has made a significant investment. Someone for whom 
God has wonderful, enriching plans beyond their imagination. As 
followers of Jesus, we follow him to the cross where he went to redeem 
the lives of everyone who looks and lives like us, and everyone who 
doesn’t. 

We don’t need to get into  comparative religion, or competitive 
religion. We just need to understand that the stranger at our door 
is there by Divine appointment. God has shown that he will move 
heaven and earth if he has to, in order to get people where they can 
meet his crucified and risen Son and find their way home. 

Be kind to the stranger. Say a good word for Jesus. 
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APRIL 3
JASON TUGGLE

In December of 2012, I was diagnosed with stage 3B cancer.  After 
undergoing surgery to remove a tumor, a scan showed that the cancer 
had spread throughout my abdomen and into my lungs.  Quickly 
the doctors recommended 3 rounds of intense chemotherapy.  My 
life was shaken.  I remember the night before I would begin chemo, 
I sat in the floor begging the Father to miraculously heal me so I 
wouldn’t have to go through months of chemotherapy and the 
terrible side effects it could leave. Nonetheless, the next day I began 
the treatments. It was not fun. It was painful, scary, and at times 
miserable. With that said, I found hope and revelation in that dark 
time. 

I think sometimes God uses painful experiences to intervene in our 
life and bring redemption. During the time I was enduring chemo, 
the Lord was taking me on a journey. I remember diving into the 
book of Jonah. His story is one of redemption. After being thrown 
overboard in the storm, as he sank to the depths of the sea, he 
desperately called out to God, begging God to save him and resurrect 
him to shore. God sent a giant fish to swallow him. This did not 
seem like an answer to prayer, but it absolutely was. God would 
eventually bring redemption through this fish and resurrect Jonah 
to land. But only after three grueling days in that fish’s stomach. I 
can only imagine what all revelations Jonah received while waiting 
inside the fish. 

For me, I realized that chemotherapy was my giant fish. It was God’s 
merciful provision. I begged God to heal me, and He did, but not 
instantaneously. He led me through dark months where I had to 
cling closer to Him than I ever have. A time that seemed dreadful 
and possibly life ending, turned life saving and life altering. During 
that time, though it was painful, I received so much revelation and 
was brought much closer to the Father. I experienced his love at 
a depth that I never had before. He took a time of darkness and 
despair and redeemed it with resurrection and life! Now, four years 
after finishing chemo, I count my battle with cancer a joy. It was 
one of the greatest times of revelation and redemption I have ever 
experienced. 

Perhaps sometimes when we are desperately praying and begging 
God to work, His redemptive answer to our prayer is one we least 
expect. 



APRIL 4
HANNAH EPPLING

My mom noticed when I was very young that I would LOSE IT when 
I didn’t have my favorite spoon, and I had to make sure I counted 
an exact 10 steps when I would run through our family room. At 
the time they were cute little toddler quirks, none of us knowing 
that they were signs of generalized anxiety. I struggled with this 
nervousness all through my adolescence, but I wasn’t diagnosed 
with the mood disorder until college. Although the pain was not 
outward, the inward spiral of uncontrollable thoughts, fear and 
heavy-chestedness was debilitating.

After a while, I allowed this to become my identity. I could blame 
every emotional spurt I had or any anger I would throw at someone 
on my anxiety and not feel any remorse. 

In February 2015, I felt as though I was at the end of my rope. I 
was praying daily for God to take my anxiety away, and it was only 
growing worse. I envied people who shared stories of God healing 
their troubles, and bitter that he “wasn’t working in MY life.” A 
friend said to me one night, “How about instead of praying for less 
anxiety, you pray for more faith?” It took a minute for my brain to 
180 into this perspective, that maybe God was using my anxiety to 
show me something. 

That night, I was awoken in the middle of the night and felt led 
to get on my knees and pray for this. For more trust, more faith. I 
asked him to show me signs that he was working and I was reminded 
of all of the remarkable things that he was doing in my life despite 
my absolute distrust in Him. He reminded me how much I need 
Him. 

I still struggle with anxiety, and may for the rest of my life. But since 
that night it’s been different. I’ve been able to see the good that’s 
come from my anxiety. That I need him and while I can’t control 
when it pops up, I can ask him to help me control my reactions. My 
relationships with loved ones have grown and I’ve even been able to 
share Christ’s love with others by identifying with their anxieties as 
well. 

God is there in the suffering and when we do feel anxious, we can 
bring anything and everything to Christ and trust Him to take care 
of us.



APRIL 5
SAM HAMSTRA

I’m told that one of the first things that happens when a women gets 
pregnant and goes to the doctor is they are given a due date.  Ladies, 
can you imagine if you were pregnant, and there was no due date 
given?  That would be awful!  You know you can get through all 
the struggle and discomfort of pregnancy because it has an end 
date.  The same principle is true in life as well; I can get through 
most anything if I know when it’s going to end.  

The problem though that a lot of us run into on our personal faith 
journey’s is we are not given a due date on our promises from 
God.   We are giving a dream.  We are given a little hope, a glimpse 
into the future, but that’s it. We don’t when it’s going to happen, all 
we know is that we are somewhere in the middle place.  The middle 
place is one of the hardest places to be in.  It’s the place between 
God’s promise spoken and God’s promise possessed.  

We read in 2 Samuel 5:4 that David finally possessed the promise 
God had given Him to be King at the age of 30.  One thing we 
sometimes miss though, is that David was given that promise all that 
way back in 1 Samuel 16 when he was only 15 years old!

The test David went through was could he persevere from Chapter 
16 all the way through a whole new book of the bible into 2 
Samuel chapter 5.  We rejoice in chapter 16 when God speaks the 
promise.  We are excited to start, and then it seems to take forever 
for that promise to come to pass.  Sometimes we need to remember 
though that the test of our faith is not how big you can believe, but 
rather how long are you willing to wait.  

I don’t know why God makes us wait.  It could be so when we receive 
all that He has for us that we better understand how to steward His 
blessings well.  It could be because our Faith grows through testing 
and exercise.  It could be that when you are tested you get stronger. 

Today, I’m not sure why you are waiting or what you are waiting 
on, but I am sure that no matter what it is or why it may be that 
God’s promise is always greater than your problem.   Today, take a 
deep breath.  Relax and enjoy the moment.  Take a moment to wait 
on God and reflect on all that He did for us at the Cross all those 
years ago.   And today stand on the promise of Isaiah found in Isaiah 
64:4, “For since the world began, no ear has heard and no eye has 
seen a God like you, who works for those who wait for him!”



APRIL 6
PAUL LAFOSSE

The symptoms started setting in during sixth grade. I had moved 
around repeatedly as a child, new location after new location – 
it eventually became routine. The process became easier and I 
eventually learned not to bother making new friends because I knew 
I’d be elsewhere in under two years. But things changed a little 
when I became a target of bullying due to my self-isolation. Bullying 
happens to many with varying emotional and mental consequences 
on the victim – for me it was the trigger for a deeply ingrained mental 
health issue of depression. I began to not only isolate myself from 
my peers, but also my family. I rejected any offering of help from 
anyone and established a deep-rooted pride on keeping myself going 
on my own. During the next few years I came to reject my family 
and I came to reject any inkling of faith I previously had in God. I 
convinced myself that if God was real, I wouldn’t be surrounded by 
the suffering I had felt all my prior life. I didn’t need him. I could 
move on alone. 

My depression festered throughout high school and college. It 
became unruly and something entirely out of my control. Its 
symptoms dictated my life. For years, I remained in a state where I 
only ate a few meals a week, I slept less than a few hours every other 
night. My depression became my label, my identity. Thinking back 
now, I relate my own characteristics to the imagery of the overgrown 
garden in Proverbs 24:30-34. 

This garden was the prospect of my life, looked upon with a disdain 
and a blatant reminder to others of what not to do. I had reduced 
myself to a living shell of a body with no emotion, no life, no love. 
But God redeems – even me, even you. God tends to every garden. 
People saw my brokenness, my messiness, but somehow still decided 
to pour a careful love over me. Several people sacrificed their own 
time to sit with me into the darkest hours of the night. These simple 
acts were revealed to me as a physical, visceral, tangible reminder 
of the love of God. It baffled me how God could move through 
others so precisely to tend to even the most isolated and hopeless 
of gardens. 

It’s been four years since I have truly dedicated my journey to 
following Christ. By no means is my garden fully restored, and 
will constantly require careful attention after every winter season. 
But I know I don’t have to tend to it alone. God has blessed me 
with a community and His own warm presence. The thorns of my 
depression certainly have spilled my blood and left their scars, but 
my story doesn’t end with me being consumed by an unruly garden. 
God has claimed me as one of His own and my identity lies with 
Him. And so does yours. 



APRIL 7
BECKY CONNERS

“I’m sorry, but there’s no heartbeat.” 

John and I were at our first official OB appointment. After many 
years of infertility, I was finally pregnant after going through IVF. 
I was 10 weeks along and we had already seen our baby’s heartbeat 
twice. And then I heard the most devastating words of my life. 

Sadness, shock, anger, and confusion followed. I couldn’t 
understand why God had led us to do IVF, only to allow the outcome 
to be so different from what was expected. I was overwhelmed by the 
thought that we had lost the only baby we would likely ever conceive. 
Over time, I came to accept that I would never fully understand 
why this happened. But I also believed that God wouldn’t allow my 
pain to be wasted, that He would use it for good as He promised in 
Romans 8:28. And He did. 

Following my miscarriage, God walked me through a much needed 
time of healing. You see I had been carrying the pain and grief of 
another lost baby around for over a decade. I had gotten pregnant 
in college and had an abortion. For years I lived with the shame 
and regret of that decision, believing that I had committed the 
unforgivable sin. Even after I came to know Jesus, I wouldn’t allow 
myself to fully receive his grace and forgiveness. 

So as we said good-bye to our baby, God showed me that I had to 
finally let go and say good-bye to my first baby. John and I went 
down to the beach. It was an absolutely beautiful evening and we 
arrived at the perfect time, just as the sun was setting. First I wrote 
our baby’s name in the sand and John took a picture. Then John said 
a prayer for my baby, asking God to help me know I was forgiven and 
for healing. Then I wrote his name in the sand. The very instant 
after John took the picture, a wave came up higher than all the rest 
and washed both their names away. John said it was God telling me 
they were both with Him now. It was a visible picture of my sin being 
washed away. I saw the truth of Romans 8:28 now more than ever 
before as God took my pain and used it for good, accomplishing 
my healing and deliverance. But the healing I experienced didn’t 
change the fact that we were still infertile, my arms were still empty 
and my heart longed to be a mother. God did the most astounding 
thing; blessing me with two sons through adoption. I received that 
which I did not give, and could have. How can this be? 

Only the grace of God
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APRIL 10
STEPH SIRCAR

Verses about God’s protection and provision can strike us differently
depending on our circumstances. For some, these verses resonate, 
and we can say with confidence that the Lord is our refuge and our
fortress. For others, these verses are painful or frustrating because 
we feel the Lord has not protected or provided for us the way we 
thought He would.

Four months after walking me down the aisle at my wedding, my dad
passed away unexpectedly during heart surgery. Reading this passage,
I’m reminded of the bitterness, pain, and foolishness I’ve felt. I’ve 
wondered how God could let this happen to my family. But on the 
other hand, I knew there would be suffering in this world. Didn’t 
Jesus suffer more than anyone? Why would I think I would be 
spared?

Reflecting back on the last two years, I can see the ways that God has 
been with me. When I cry, I feel Jesus next to me. When my heart is 
heavy, I feel the Lord’s love and see the ways He’s taking care of my 
family.

All of us encounter pain or suffering in this life and each of our 
experiences is different. But we share these things in common: 
There has never been a time that we’ve fallen to our knees and wept 
that Jesus did not kneel and weep beside us. There has never been 
anyone who loves us as much as Jesus does. We are not overtaken, 
because Jesus is with us. Disaster is no threat to us—our suffering on 
earth will be made right forever in Heaven.

When we experience suffering and pain in this life we have the 
chance for something beautiful and eternal in our relationship with 
the Lord. In our pain and confusion, we can learn to trust in God 
anyway, to respond to His unconditional love for us with an offering 
of our own, unconditional faith. All of our lives, in every season, 
with joyful or broken hearts, we can say: “The Lord is our refuge 
and fortress, our God, in whom we trust.”’

Reprint from 2016



APRIL 11
CALEB CHILDERS

In Genesis Chapter 37 we meet a young man, who in all accounts 
seems to be very well off. Joseph has 12 brothers. He is the favorite of 
all the brothers and his father, Jacob, seems to lavish him with gifts. 
Basically it is the best moments of his life so far, he is only 17 and 
high on life. Until…

Our lives are parenthesised by ‘until’ moments. Either good or 
bad, everything in our life hinges on these moments. For Joseph, 
this first moment took away his family, his job, his home, and his 
freedom. He was torn from his sheltered life into a life of chaos. As 
an underage servant he was constantly tempted by his master’s’ wife, 
who would then accuse him of raping her, leaving him in chains 
in prison. What seemed to be Murphy’s law at work (that whatever 
could go wrong would go wrong) would soon be interrupted by 
God’s ultimate plan for Joseph’s life.   

Joseph was an avid dreamer. He was probably like the kind of guy that 
we avoid talking to because they think their dreams mean something 
powerful. Word of warning: they could be right, just like Joseph was. 
It’s too often we throw aside people’s thoughts as if they could not 
have been given to them by God. It was this very same annoying trait 
of his that God used to elevate Joseph into a position where God 
would use Joseph to save nations from starvation (Gen 41).

I can’t pretend to know where you are in life, or what your struggles 
might be. I cannot speak truth into your life by writing a couple of 
words on paper. What I say or do will not change your life or even 
give you relief. If I, however, submit my words and deeds to God and 
to His perfect will, HE may change your life. 

The story of Joseph is not about Joseph. The story of (your name 
here) is not about you. It’s about God’s sovereignty. It’s about Christ 
who came to “reconcile all things to himself (Col 1:20).” Joseph was 
used through his pain and suffering. Whatever it is you are going 
through, imagine this: God wants to use it for the good of others. 
Maybe God has planted something in your being that will save lives 
years down the road.

Picture yourself in the desert. You are literally in a hole oscillating 
between the dirt walls you find yourself in and the voices of your 
brothers above you. You can clearly hear the whispers of plans to 
end your life. Where you go from here is up to you.



APRIL 12
KIMBERLEY JOHNSON

I want to share one of my favorite scenes from C.S. Lewis’ celebrated 
children’s book, The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. At this point 
in the story, Mr. and Mrs. Beaver are doing their best to describe the 
mighty Lion to the children. 

“Is he a man?” asked Lucy.
“Aslan a man!” said Mr. Beaver sternly. “Certainly not. I tell you he 
is King of the wood and the son of the great emperor-beyond-the-
sea. Don’t you know who is the King of the Beasts? Aslan is a lion 
– the Lion, the great lion.”
“Ooh!” said Susan, “I’d thought he was a man. Is he – quite safe? I 
shall feel rather nervous about meeting a lion.”
“That you will, dearie, and no mistake” said Mrs. Beaver; “if there’s 
anyone who can appear before Aslan without their knees knocking, 
they’re either braver than most or else just silly.”
“Then he isn’t safe?” said Lucy.
“Safe?” said Mr. Beaver; “don’t you hear what Mrs. Beaver tells you? 
Who said anything about safe? ‘Course he isn’t safe. But he’s good. 
He’s the King, I tell you.”

I have always loved this scene, particularly because Jesus has not 
always felt safe. Sometimes… in fact, quite often, he calls us far out 
of our comfort zones, beyond the unknown to the terrifying and 
painful. No, Jesus does not feel safe. But like Aslan, he IS good. 
And he IS the King. As humans, we have a tendency to erroneously 
categorize pain as bad and happiness as good. But again and again 
in the gospel we find Jesus turning everything on its head. A radical 
reversal of that which we think we know. The first shall be last, the 
last shall be first. Blessed are those who mourn. Love your enemies 
and pray for those who persecute you. So I should not find it at all 
surprising that the Jesus we follow will lead us into places that feel 
decidedly dangerous and profoundly painful. 

The fact that our Lord can be simultaneously unsafe and good 
actually brings me a sense of peace and assurance – my storm is 
not a deviation from his plan. He’s not throwing up his hands in 
angst, wondering how things went so awry. No. He is in the storm, 
orchestrating the storm, for good.  One of the verses that I cling 
to in these storms has always been Isaiah 43:1-2. “Fear not, for I 
have redeemed you; I have called you by name, you are mine. When 
you pass through the waters, I will be with you; And through the 
rivers, they shall not overwhelm you; When you walk through the 
fire you shall not be burned, And the flame shall not consume you.” 
When, not if, we pass through the waters, the rivers, the fires, He 
has promised to sustain us. 



APRIL 13
LUCY SPARGO

The first account we have of Abraham is God speaking directly to 
him- God promises to “make (him) into a great nation…, (he) will 
be a blessing…all peoples on earth will be blessed through (him)” 
(Genesis 12:2-3); however this was contingent on Abraham leaving 
his home, his country, everything he had known. When God gave 
him this command, He did not give him step-by-step instructions 
for where to go and what to do, but Abraham was immediately 
obedient. He packed up his possessions, and with his wife Sarai and 
his nephew, Lot they start their journey.

Along the way, Abraham continues to listen to God and to trust 
him even when things do not seem to be working out. He and his 
wife are too old to have children, so God tells him to look up at the 
sky and promises that his descendants will be as numerous as the 
stars in the sky (Genesis 15:5), and Abraham immediately believes 
God’s promise of an heir. Years later, when God commands him to 
sacrifice his beloved son, Abraham is, again, immediately obedient 
(and then the son is spared by God’s provision of an alternative 
sacrifice) (see Genesis 22). 

Abraham was not a perfect man- scripture tells us that he doubts 
God, he sleeps with his wife’s maidservant to bear a child, and he 
pretends his wife is his sister to save his own skin! However, Abraham 
listened to God and did what God told him. In Hebrews, Abraham 
is mentioned as one of the heroes of the faith because he “went 
out, not knowing where he was going. By faith he lived as an alien 
in the land of promise…for he was looking for the city which has 
foundations, whose architect and builder is God” (Hebrews 11:8-
11). Abraham was faithful to listen and obey, even when he did not 
understand what God was doing. He left his home without having a 
clear destination. He trusted God to give him a son when he was way 
past the age of fertility. He was willing to sacrifice his beloved son 
when God told him to. He was able to give up his greatest treasures 
on earth because he understood that the greatest treasure of all was 
waiting for him in heaven. His inheritance was founded in the hope 
of God, not in what he could see.  

In our own lives, we don’t have the final understanding of God’s plan 
for our lives, but we are called to be obedient as Abraham was.  Are 
we willing to listen and obey what God is calling us to? Give God 
space to speak to you right now, and then take time to respond to 
what he is saying. 



APRIL 14
MATT LEROY

The cross.

This is a time when words fail us. When the weight of silence captures 
more than lofty and lifting words ever could.

This is a day when action falls short. When we are reminded that it is 
not about what we do, but what Jesus has already done.

Today calls for silence.
And stillness.

Pause and reflect on the cross.
Hold the image in your mind and let it sink down into your heart 
and spread out inside your soul.

Allow the cross to confront you with your gut wrenching sin and 
God’s breathtaking grace.

Don’t just read. Look.
Don’t just react. Contemplate.

Sit at the foot of the cross and let the death of Jesus wash over you in 
all of its crushing beauty.






