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MATT LEROY

We like to make discipleship complicated, because we want to make it 
easy. Jesus keeps discipleship simple, because He knows it is hard. 

“Come, follow me.” That is His straightforward definition. It is the 
invitation and provocation extended to the very first disciples. And it 
continues the same today. 

Discipleship cannot be reduced to reciting theology or collecting 
knowledge or articulating beliefs. It requires something far more raw 
and unsettling. It requires obedience. It calls for surrender.

“Come, follow me” seems easy. Until we see where He leads. Because 
inevitably that journey goes through a cross. That is what Lent is about. 
It is a counter cultural season that confronts us with our desperate need 
for Jesus, and our utter brokenness apart from Him.

It doesn’t have theme songs or decorations. It’s traditions are repentance 
and fasting. It doesn’t spark nostalgia, but it does shock our memory-- 
Lent reminds us of our original calling to surrender, take up the cross, 
and follow Jesus. 

Jesus did not call you to follow a church, or a pastor, or a small group. 
He called you to follow Him. And He told you from the start this would 
be a long road. 

So let me challenge you on something. 
Are you waiting for someone else to follow Jesus for you? 
Seek his wisdom for you? 
Study his word for you? 
Walk with Him in prayer for you? 

No one else can do that. 
No one else can surrender for you.

May this season of Lent be a return to your first love, a reminder of your 
first calling, and a reorientation of your focus around the work of Christ 
for you on the cross. 



MARCH 3
JOSH LEROY

Where was God on the worst day of your life? Where was He when you 
were in pain? If you think back to that day, can you find Him in the 
throws of confusion and bewilderment that made that day so bad? As 
finite human beings, we are imperfect by design. We can’t always see 
all there is to see. Spiritually speaking, our eyes are not that great. One 
thing we tend to assume is that the presence of pain equals the absence of 
God. Pain has a tendency to blind. It tightens our vision and fragments 
our perception to such a degree that we can no longer see the whole 
picture. Our vision needs to be reintegrated. We need to be given eyes 
to see.

In my thirty-eight years, I’ve had at least a few days wherein I could not 
find God for the life of me. I assumed that He was nowhere to be found. 
One of those days in particular left a wound that was long too painful to 
touch. I was twelve years old and had just gotten the news that my oldest 
brother had been in a car accident. He was beat-up pretty bad, but his 
life was not in danger. That bit of good news was followed up by the 
tragic news that his girlfriend didn’t survive. Her name was Molly. 

In a way, she had been part of our family for about a year. Because her 
parents were out of the country, she was actually staying with us at the 
time of the accident. The crappiest part of the whole thing for me was 
having to help pack up her belongings and take them downstairs for her 
parents to come pick up. That day and the days that followed were bad 
for me. I know that they were even worse for a bunch of other people. 
Her funeral took place on a cold, rainy, January day. There was no sun 
in the sky, nary a leaf on a tree, and no God in my conscious mind. We 
might as well have buried Him in that graveyard.

It has taken a long time for my spirit to recover from the deep trauma 
of that season. I’ve since learned that the suffering didn’t come so much 
from the difficult circumstances, but from a state of spiritual blindness. 
In this world we will have trouble, but if our awareness of God remains 
steadfast, then our trouble will be reduced by half. 

Look back without flinching to the worst day you can recall and ask: 
“Where was God?” When you discover His compassionate countenance 
in the center of your darkest memory, your relationship with life will be 
drastically changed. Some days are bad, a few days are terrible, but no 
day is God-forsaken.

MARCH 2
GARRETT LANGEBARTELS

Imagine growing up with pedigree. You might be told you are pure or 
special. You have been schooled by the best and praised by all. In this 
system, you are the model citizen. Imagine this person and meet Saul 
of Tarsus. As a Pharisee, he was a member of the Jewish religious elite. 
Tarsus, Pauls birthplace, would have been exalted to the level of Athens 
and Alexandria for her academic pursuits. This provided Paul with 
opportunity to deeply engage, not only his culture, but also the Roman 
culture. 

When we meet Paul, he is at the height of his career. He is leading the 
charge to shut down the Christian movement. I would imagine Saul first 
overheard the name Jesus in the street. Then he heard it again, and 
again and again. The rumors began to spread. A peasant revolution. 
A Religious reformation. Power fading. He declared holy war. His 
campaign was an explicitly violent backlash fueled by the insecurity 
grown in power and comfort. His pedigree was at stake.

Then Saul, on the road to Emmaus, found himself at the height of his 
insecurity and fear. In a fantastical sort of experience, he encounters the 
reality of the true identity, safety and security that is found in Jesus. He 
has a life altering encounter demanding a paradigm shift that leads him 
from teacher to infant. The love of Jesus is radically disorienting when 
your entire world has been built around religiosity.

The redemption of Saul began the moment he realized the true 
crumbling instability of his world and the reality of the strength of the 
Kingdom of God. He found himself a humble student of the Way. In 
Paul’s redemption, he was liberated from the burden of separation found 
in carrying the weight of his own salvation. Saul’s journey began with the 
action of listening. He learned to work and listen, talk and listen, sit 
and listen. His life became saturated in Jesus. Everything became sacred. 

The word often used for redemption in scripture is a combination of 
two roots. The first is Apo, meaning apart from the whole. The second 
is lytron, a word giving the imagery of a price paid for a slave’s freedom. 
Paul’s insecurity and hatred was fueled by the bondage of incompleteness. 
Religiosity will wrongly elevate unnecessary things in our life and will 
block the touch of the Holy Spirit in others. God wants to free all of us 
and he wants to be the reason for everything we do.

Are you still holding on to incompleteness and insecurity? Allow space 
to listen and remember that your whole self has been invited to be 
saturated in Jesus.
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ANAKESLER SARMIENTO

I was blessed enough to have my own version of a fairytale as a 
young girl. My childhood best friend became my first boyfriend 
and quickly became the love of my life. Daniel and I may have 
been young, but we were able to see one another and see a world 
that we wanted to make better together. We were planning on 
getting married when I graduated college. In 2006, Daniel began 
to struggle with an addiction to opioids. After a heroin overdose 
in 2007, he went into rehab for the first time. In 2008, Daniel’s 
fight against addiction ended. The day he died felt like God left 
my side. Losing my best friend and partner to addiction felt like 
an immeasurable injustice. In all honesty, I felt betrayed by God. 

I had watched the way Daniel loved people his whole life. He 
championed everyone he knew. His empathy was the strongest 
and most beautiful trait about him. Why would God take such a 
loving and gentle young man away before he even had a chance 
to follow his dreams? Sometimes, pain is the easiest state to push 
away from God when in reality it is in those moments that we 
need to pull towards Him. For the first year after Daniel’s death, 
I pushed away from Christ. My faith was shaken and my world 
was shattered. I had refused to be an enabler, I remained vigilant 
in supporting him, Daniel worked hard in rehab, our families 
were transparent with the struggles we were facing, our prayers 
were constant, and we still lost him. I was devastated. I did not 
lean into Jesus and let Him mourn with me. I let my pain define 
me and not His grace. Thankfully, Jesus never leaves us. No 
matter how much we try to convince ourselves we are alone or 
how much we try to ignore God’s love, He is always walking with 
us and waiting for us. 

I am blessed that through God’s redemption and His vision for 
my life, I have found a depth and purpose that I only arrived 
at through my struggles. Jesus finds us in our moments of 
brokenness and if we let Him, He teaches us to bring light back 
into the world. 

My life is not at all how I was expecting it to be at 18, and I’m 
thankful for that. Jesus gave me a great love, a full life to live, and 
the blessing of lessons that allow me to help others. I see so much 
of how Daniel wanted to live his life in the way that Jesus has led 
me to lead mine, and for that, I am grateful. 
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JESSIE JELLICORSE

In Luke 7:36–50, we read the story of a woman who had a reputation 
for her sinful past before her life was transformed by Jesus. When 
Jesus was visiting a Pharisee, this woman, unashamed of her past 
and fully aware of her redemption, boldly approached Jesus. She 
took out her most prized procession, an alabaster jar of perfume, 
and broke it at the feet of Jesus, anointing his feet with the perfume. 
Completely broken in spirit, like the alabaster around her, she wept 
as she wiped His feet with her hair. 

The Pharisee was utterly offended by this act. Not only had this 
woman disrupted his time with Jesus but she broke all social 
conventions by going to Him. She had wasted her jar of perfume 
which was worth a year’s income. She had made a big display with 
her tears and her hair and the smell of perfume saturated the room. 
It was altogether unorthodox and messy. But she was unaware of the 
stares and the opinions – her eyes were fixed on the one who had 
redeemed her from a life of emptiness. 

The alabaster jar of perfume was everything of value this woman 
had. The smell of the perfume could have been used to attract suitors 
(ego, identity, image). It could have been used as a dowry payment 
to insure her a husband and family (hopes, dreams, security). It 
could have been used to sell for a small fortune (wealth, possessions, 
success). She held all of these possibilities in her hands and rather 
than tighten her grip, she shattered them at His feet because if her 
response to Jesus was anything less than the total surrender of her 
identity, her dreams and all of her earthly worth, the she would have 
been in denial of what her redeemed life had actually cost. 

Soon after this story took place Jesus was led to the cross where He 
submitted His body, like the alabaster jar, to be broken for our sins, 
and his blood, like the perfumed oil, to be poured out as an offering 
for our redemption. He has redeemed us from all sins and curses 
that tethered us to a death. But only to the degree of brokenness that 
we are willing to display is His redemption permitted to have power 
in our lives. 

This story is an invitation of total surrender. Will we be a people that 
hold tightly to our image, desires and possessions? Or will we be 
altogether different, altogether surrendered and altogether willing 
to be identified with Jesus? 

Lord, help us to become like this woman – extravagant worshipers 
who want to waste our lives on You. For you have taken our very 
worst, we choose to give you our very best. 

MARCH 8
JAMIE GARRETT

High on pot, in a fraternity house at the University of Georgia is 
where I met Jesus. Stoned out of my mind, I remember looking 
looking in a mirror and ‘hearing’ a voice in my mind: “What are 
you doing?” The question was much deeper than why I was smoking 
weed in a frat house. Jesus was asking me what I was doing with my 
life. At that moment, my realization that I needed God was more 
acute and focused than it had ever been in my entire life. 

In the 20 years leading up to that moment, I had always been 
involved in church. Growing up in the South, my family always went 
to church. At age 11, I even made a commitment to follow Jesus. Yet 
like many people, it only came to fruition years later. That moment 
of awakening, when Jesus intervened in my life, was only the first 
of many moments where He impressed something important on 
me. About three years later, another very memorable moment in 
my walk with Jesus happened. After I said ‘yes’ to Him that night in 
Athens, GA, I got involved in a campus ministry at my university. 
Immediately, I got direction and training and began to experience 
spiritual growth. Yet a lot of what I was involved in was focused on 
doing, not being. 

One day, Jesus met me again at a crucial moment, showing me that I 
was doing a lot for Him and His kingdom, but that my love for Him 
was weak. From that day forward, I focused on the relationship, 
not the activities. Over time, the ‘doing’ flowed naturally out of the 
‘being.’

After graduation, I moved to China with a Christian organization 
to teach English. My goal was to take the good news to Chinese 
university students. I built some fantastic relationships with great 
people and talked to some of them about Jesus. Yet at the end of the 
first year in China, I felt like the greatest changes had happened in 
me. I struggled with the thought that me being overseas seemed to 
have benefitted me the most. But Jesus comforted me, letting me 
know that my time there was another phase of my walk with Him and 
that He was committed to make me more like Him, even if it meant 
moving me to the other side of the world. 

Since then, I’ve had the privilege of doing many other cool things 
in my walk with Jesus, like living in other countries and helping to 
plant a church in the U.S. Yet through it all, the question has been 
the same - what am I doing? Jesus loves me and wants to mold make 
me into His image, transforming me from day by day from who I was 
into a man who follows Him closely, wherever the path leads.
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AMANDA HELD OPELT

If ever there was a seedy, pagan character, a nobody lacking in 
notoriety or dignity, it was Rahab, the prostitute from the book 
of Joshua chapter 2.  Her very name meant prideful, insolent, 
quarrelsome.  She was positioned ethnically, morally, and socially 
as far from the kingdom as you can imagine.  And yet in a world 
where Israel’s noble spies were cowering in fear and the people of 
God doubted time and time again, Rahab harnessed the brazenness 
of her name and was impertinent enough to forge a way into the 
promised land
 
The Jewish spies quietly enter Jericho and accidentally, yet 
providentially, end up under the roof of Rahab, a harlot.  Threat 
from the king of Jericho bears down on them almost immediately.  
He comes searching for them at Rahab’s home, and yet, she hides 
them.  Why?
 
“For we have heard how the Lord…… (verse 10)” and Rahab goes 
on to describe the mighty acts of God as He led His people into the 
promised land.
 
Redemption sometimes begins with fear- with the realization that 
your own striving, the feeble stability you have built with your own 
meager efforts, the pride of your own illusory independence, will 
ultimately come to nothing when challenged by the kingdom agenda 
of almighty God. 
 
“And when we heard it, our hearts melted and no courage 
remained….(verse 11)”  The difference between Rahab and the rest 
of the population of Jericho is that she was not frozen by fear.  She 
did not huddle in the comfort of the life she had previously known.  
She stepped out in action into the new reality of the inevitable 
coming of Yahweh and the transformation of her home land into 
the promised land.  And she was forever remembered for it.  Never 
was a more obscure, so called “low life” lifted so high and so quickly 
as Rahab the prostitute.  The book of Hebrews and James both laud 
her action- her stepping out in faith.
 
As we wait for the fullness of the coming of the Kingdom, may 
we step out in action as Rahab did, unfettered by broken pride or 
shame of our status.  May we have the audacity to believe that our 
God’s redemptive power can raise high even the lowest of low lifes, 
and set us in a place of safety and promise.

MARCH 10
JOSHUA PAXSON

Redemption is making something old into something new, creating 
something beautiful from something ugly, recognizing something 
whole from what was broken. Redemption is the process and the 
result. Here is some of my redemption story over the past few years.

I used to steal. It started out small, by adding 15 minutes to my 
timesheet at work, or not counting the extra 30 minutes of lunch 
break. It progressed into taking home little hand tools and extra 
fasteners. Then it was bigger building materials and so called 
“scraps”. It became a mentality such that I wasn’t limited to just 
taking things, but I took recognition, credit, and responsibility for 
achievements and successes that were not mine to claim. Until I got 
caught. In the act, on camera, and confronted. My boss had every 
right to fire me on the spot. I was told to stay home the rest of the 
week until further action was decided. 

So I stayed home and waited, and I felt something welling up inside 
me, like a pressure in my chest coming from my guts that made me 
nauseous. I saw for the first time that by my actions what I was really 
proclaiming was that God wasn’t big enough to provide for me, or 
that he wasn’t benevolent enough to bless me. I knew I had to repent.  
So I turned my heart in that moment. It felt not so much like a 
rational choice but a response to being tugged. I called my boss and 
asked if we could speak in person. I repented of both my actions and 
my heart posture for disrespecting him. I had been changed. 

I was offered my job back and I went back to work as a new man. I was 
free. Instead of always looking for the opportunity to take, to steal, 
and to sneak, I concentrated on the work at hand. I did excellent 
and complicated work confidently and beautifully.  Three months 
later my boss told me that he noticed a considerable change and I 
got a raise. Then in another four months I got a great job offer from 
a desirable company. The things that I had been striving for were 
handed to me. 

This is part of my story of redemption. I am and am becoming a new 
man because of a changed heart that I found offered to me through 
repentance and accepting of His outstretched hand of grace and 
forgiveness. I am not afraid to ask for what I need, and I ask in faith 
that whatever I am given will be in accordance with His will and the 
manner of my faith. I have only my will to submit, and that is the 
heart of the Gospel. We have only to turn, and take Jesus at his word 
that we can and will be made new people adopted into a new way of 
life. May my story offer you a tangible example alongside others as to 
what Jesus is like. He is making all things new.
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WESLEY OTWELL

Who doesn’t love a good bedtime story? Jonah has it all! In just over 
a thousand words we get betrayal, adventure on the high seas, noble 
sacrifice, a supernatural monster, redemption, and even a good plot 
twist! Small wonder Jonah is such a popular story for all ages. It may 
be tempting to read this story as a testament to God’s power and 
mercy toward the disobedient Jonah when God saves Jonah with the 
giant fish. But God’s character is revealed in a far more convicting 
way after Jonah has been deposited back on dry land.

In the first two verses of the book God tells Jonah to “cry out against” 
the city of Nineveh. By the end of the very next verse Jonah is already 
on a boat halfway to Tarshish. No hesitation, no internal dialog. He 
flat out runs away as soon as God gives Jonah his commission. On 
the surface, this looks like Jonah’s personal terror of the task itself. 
And he would have good reason! Nineveh is the capital city of the 
Assyrian empire, and the Assyrians have a well-earned reputation 
of being some of the most gruesomely brutal conquerors in history. 
So the fish that saved Jonah from the storm and the prayer that he 
made in fish’s belly led to him being delivered from his cowardice 
so that he could proclaim God’s justice, right? That’s where the plot 
twist comes in.

In Jonah 4:2, the prophet reveals why he ran in the first place. He 
wasn’t afraid of failing and angering the Ninevites, he was afraid 
of succeeding and saving them! This was an empire of culture-
destroying reavers, not to mention a serious potential danger to 
the Jewish people. Jonah, who had just been given his own second 
chance at life, did not think the Ninevites deserved the same. Yet in 
a few short days the entire city (including the king), is fasting and 
repenting their sins to Jonah’s God. And so we leave the triumphant 
Jonah sulking on a hill and cursing at foliage when he realizes he 
doesn’t get to watch everyone die.

During this time of Lent when you too are repenting of your own 
sins, look to the story of Jonah as one of redemption and irony. 
Like Jonah, we have been saved from death by a miracle. And like 
the Ninevites, we absolutely did not deserve it. No one in a city 
full of Jonah’s enemies was beyond redemption, yet Jonah failed 
to see his own story retold over and over in front of his eyes. Do 
you think anyone in your life is beyond salvation? Would you like 
to see your tormenters get what they deserved? That’s not how it 
happened for you, thanks to the Cross. So go show that same grace 
to others around you and rejoice when they, like you, don’t get what 
they deserve.



MARCH 14
ALTA BALLANCE

I believed the only thing I had to offer was my body. I gained 
value and worth from the approval of men. I was victimized and 
dehumanized through sex. I sinned and was sinned against. And 
then I would hide. I would bear feelings of shame and guilt over 
what happened but instead of changing, I would continue to fall into 
brokenness. I began to believe the lie that this was “sexual freedom.” 
And as a result my heart was twisted and darkened.

The first time God interceded and offered me an example of His 
redemptive gift came in the form of a child, the birth of my beautiful 
daughter. That God would take something so broken and damaged 
and bring from the ashes a new life is beyond my understanding. I 
wish I could say I viewed this child as that purest form of grace and 
mercy at the time of her birth. It was at this point in the story I was 
brought into Christ and accepted Him as Lord, repented of my sins 
and began to heal. But I continued to be blind, to walk in step with 
my selfish ways.

God again intervened in my life through a friendship that made 
known His redeeming love. It was the friendship of this man through 
which the relational connection of what had been destroyed began to 
be restored. He introduced me to the gospel and shared with me the 
joy, confidence and trust he had found in Jesus. I was shown security 
and safety, my ‘no’ was respected, I was pursued not because of my 
beauty or body but to be known and I was taught the intent of sex 
within the context of marriage. This man later become my husband. 
My past continues to be something we work through together but 
because of God’s perfect mercy and grace we have experienced the 
truth: that when sex is used in the way it was meant to be, only then 
is true sexual freedom found. Within our marriage we are building 
intimacy that is rich and deep, founded in trust and the belief that 
sex is an expression of being known and given to one another. 

The One redeemer of my life is Jesus. When I saw how precious I 
was to God, out poured repentance from my heart. That God had in 
His power to keep me out of His sight, but drew me in, called me to 
Him, had been pursuing me all along, desiring me to know His son. 
Jesus Christ, my Lord and savior radiates this transforming power. 
This changed heart, these renewed eyes, and my body has been set 
apart. By the grace of God’s redemptive power, by the same power 
that is used to concur death in Jesus’ resurrection, I was made new.

MARCH 15
ELLEN SNOW

In the story of “Doubting Thomas”, it is easy to look down our noses 
at his disbelief. Not only had the other disciples come back and said 
they had just talked and physically interacted with Jesus, Jesus had 
told him, days earlier, that He would be coming back, so where did 
this disbelief come from?  

Little to my knowledge, disbelief had riddled my life for years.  I had 
always grown up in a Christian family and had always known Jesus 
loved me, or so the song said.  As I got older I frequently ran into 
moments where I felt more guilt than acceptance in my relationship 
with God.  I never felt it was a lack of God’s love, I just felt like I was 
constantly disappointing Him.  My life started to seem like a one-
step-forward-two-steps-back situation.  I said my daily prayers and 
truly wanted to repent, but guilt still followed me.  

As I was reading my Bible one day, it hit me, I don’t have to feel 
guilty, because Christ literally took away my sins.  Somewhere in my 
life, I had lost the belief that Christ was big enough to take away my 
sins and that He truly wanted to give me redemption. In holding 
onto guilt, I thought I was showing that I was sorry for my mistakes, 
but in reality I wasn’t allowing myself to be humbled and believe that 
Christ had the power and love to redeem me.  

In the same way, Thomas had obviously believed in Jesus, thought 
He was the Son of God, yet still didn’t believe that Jesus could 
actually be resurrected.  Jesus is constantly trying to show us how 
big and how far His redemption actually goes.  I had to learn to fully 
believe in His goodness so that I could start believing in His love so 
that I could believe in His redemption for me.  This took me having 
to humble myself and realize God’s will and love is much higher and 
much bigger than what I can comprehend.  

Thomas doubted that Jesus could not be back because it was 
irrational, but Thomas didn’t have the humility that is present when 
you realize that God’s power and love is far past what we can deem 
as possible and impossible.  His love and redemption is too big to 
understand but it is given to us freely.  It us that choose to hold onto 
our guilt, our shame, and our sins, but choosing to give those things 
up to God and believing He can fully take it away is the moment that 
we can truly start living joyfully for Him. 



MARCH 16
ALLISON NORMAN

Ten years ago I got sick. I suffered from a rare condition called 
postinfectious functional chronic abdominal pain. By the grace of 
God, I ended up at one of two hospitals in the country who study it, 
with the physician’s assistant who happens to research the cluster of 
illnesses into which mine falls. I was told it’d take up to twelve years 
for it to get better. And it did, until it came back two years ago. Now 
that it was back, it would keep coming back for the rest of my life; I’d 
have mostly bad years. 

Not long after that, the Lord called me to move to Kentucky and 
attend Asbury Seminary, to move away from home to a small, 
communal school. Though many doubted whether I could handle 
the work being so sick, the Lord made it abundantly clear and 
provided the way, so I had no doubt that this was what I was meant 
to do. Upon arriving at school, my health took a nosedive unlike 
anything I had ever seen before. I collapsed twice in my first week, 
eating became impossible, getting through classes required near 
constant prayer and medicine failed me. I was dying, literally 
starving to death.  However, in that first week, I got the sense of a 
prophecy, that the Lord was going to heal me, that my pain would 
get worse before that happened, and that I needed to invite people 
into my suffering. I was skeptical at first, but as my pain got worse, 
hope swelled within me. I invited people in and was uncomfortably 
vulnerable with a community I did not know.

On a Friday in October, I was supposed to go home to Chapel 
Hill, but eventually had to admit that I would never make it in my 
condition. That night my body crashed, having hit a ten on the pain 
scale every night that week, and having collapsed once more in front 
of a crowd of students, I knew nothing could deliver me now save for 
the Lord Himself. A friend stayed the night and prayed the Psalms 
over me. 

The next morning she pulled up the Psalm for the day. It was Psalm 
30, “Joy comes in the morning.” It just so happens that a priest some 
friends knew was passing through town just that morning and they 
all came over to pray. We shared communion and they laid hands 
upon me and started praying. He finally said, “In the name of Jesus 
Christ, on the count of 3, you will be healed. 1… 2…3.” He snapped 
his fingers and I felt the pain leave me. I knew I was healed. All fear 
was gone; fear of eating, fear of it returning, fear of not being able 
to live into my calling. I was free. I was healed by the Lord God 
almighty on the Sabbath day. I went from near death to full life.

MARCH 17
BLAKE ANDERSON

The prodigal son story is so powerful because it is truth; it may be 
a parable but it is true.  It is my story. It is probably your story. It is 
the story of every child of God searching for his home.  It is the hope 
that we have that no matter what we have done or how long we have 
run; the Father is still waiting up for us.

I grew up in a Christian home and never doubted God’s existence 
or the sacrifice of Jesus Christ, but when I left for college, I left the 
church as well. I didn’t intend to leave God, I just wanted to leave the 
guilt, shame, and judgment that was my high school church youth 
group.  Like the prodigal son, when I came of age, I left to make 
it on my own; to see AND experience the world. I tried all that the 
world had to offer: sex, drugs, pride, you name it. Anything risky, 
thrilling, and bold.

Ten years later, on a seemingly ordinary day, I went to buy an 
insurance policy and met far more than an insurance agent in Joe 
Stone. What I anticipated to be a routine transaction turned out to 
be the sovereign hand of God reaching out to a lost prodigal. At the 
time, I thought I was an up-and-coming business owner, but Joe saw 
a 27 -year-old “boy,” lost, looking for his home. Over the next few 
months, Joe took me under his wing and loved me back to Jesus. Joe, 
25 years my elder, introduced me to the undying love of the Father 
and revealed to me my true identity as a beloved son.

Eight years ago, this prodigal son came home and our Heavenly 
Father welcomed me with open arms and great joy. The pride, guilt, 
and shame of years passed have been replaced with humility and 
honor and the overwhelming joy of His presence in my life. I have 
found what I was looking for, and I had it all along: Jesus.

Pray with me:

Father, in Jesus name, forgive me. Forgive me for my mistakes 
and my foolishness; but most of all, forgive me for doubting and 
questioning your love for me. Forgive me for hesitating. Forgive 
me for being afraid of you and what you might say. Forgive me for 
somehow thinking that the sacrifice of your Son, Jesus Christ, wasn’t 
enough for my sin. 

Father, I want to be yours again. I want to belong. I want to be safe. 
I want peace. I am coming home. 
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MARCH 20
ALLISON OTWELL

King Manasseh was one of many kings to rule Israel in the time of 
the prophets. Following David, the picture we get from the book 
of 2 Kings is that Israel’s kings failed again and again to lead God’s 
people in the way of righteousness. Manasseh’s father, Hezekiah, was 
one of the more notable kings following David. He was responsible 
for a spiritual revival in Jerusalem as he destroyed altars built for 
foreign Gods by previous kings and restored the right worship of 
God in the temple. 

Manasseh took the thrown at the age of 12 and ruled beside is father 
for ten years before his father died. Yet, instead of continuing to 
lead in his father’s footsteps 2 Kings 21 tells us that Manasseh did 
his best to undo all the good work of his father. “He rebuilt the 
high places his father Hezekiah had destroyed…He bowed down 
to all the starry hosts and worshiped them. He built altars in the 
temple of the Lord… He sacrificed his own son in the fire, practiced 
divination, sought omens, and consulted mediums and spiritists. He 
did much evil in the eyes of the Lord, arousing his anger.” 

2 Chronicles 33 gives us the rest of the story. God speaks to Manasseh 
and His people, begging them to repent, but they do not listen. God 
allows Manasseh to be captured by Assyria. While there he turns to 
God for help. “In his distress he sought the favor of the Lord his 
God and humbled himself greatly before the God of his ancestors. 
And when he prayed to him, the Lord was moved by his entreaty and 
listened to his plea; so he brought him back to Jerusalem and to his 
kingdom. Then Manasseh knew that the Lord is God.” 
 
Much like the story of the prodigal son in the New Testament, 
Manasseh is offered the good inheritance of his father- a kingdom 
made right with God- and he squanders it in hopes for something 
better. And even though his sin is great, God responds with grace to 
his repentance and saves both him and the people of Jerusalem whom 
he led astray. This is an incredible example of God’s abounding 
grace and desire for his people. 

The story of the prodigal son reveals God’s great heart for his 
children, but this story of the “prodigal king” reveals the depths of 
his mercy. Despite the great evil that we are capable of as humans, 
God hears us and is moved by our distress. God’s compassion reaches 
far deeper than our sin. Do not be afraid to turn back to God.



MARCH 21
JO GARRETT

We are built to break; clay is not strong stuff. I was born broken. My 
mother was alone in an army hospital in Germany for two months at 
the end of her complicated pregnancy. My father, who was granted 
permission to fly there from Greece for my birth, decided to stay 
put. Hearing this news, my mother threw her wedding ring down 
the hospital corridor. Rejected. Broken. 

When they divorced less than a year later I became a painful reminder 
to my father of his failed marriage and the woman who divorced 
him. He remarried and started a new family; one that I never quite 
fit into. Hurting me hurt my mother. Excluded. Broken. 

My mother’s second husband took out his anger and pain from a 
tragic childhood on me. Abuse. Broken. 

Desperate for attention and acceptance, I turned to the world to fill 
my broken places in high school.  Used. Drugged. Drunk. Broken. 

Until finally, at age 19 I completely shattered upon hearing the news 
that Jesus loved me. Me. Of little value even to myself. He loved me. 
Kintsugi is the Japanese art of repairing broken pottery using resin 
infused with gold. The purpose is not to hide the broken places in 
the repair, but to make them stronger; to make them beautiful and 
of value. 

I spent considerable time trying to mend my own life, my heart, my 
soul. It cannot be done. But God…

For me, the two most powerful words in all of Scripture are “but 
God.” But God turned this shattered life into a work of art. He 
not only put me back together, He made the broken places shine 
with His light like gold. He mended me with a bond that cannot be 
undone.  He brought His glory to an ordinary clay jar. He brought 
value and beauty to what the world deemed useless and without 
purpose: a broken clay pot. 

I am still fragile. I still break. But God… 

MARCH 22
AARON SHUFORD

A perfect day for me is taking a boat—full of friends and food—out 
on Watauga Lake. After finding a cove, I drop anchor and abandon 
ship to enjoy swimming underneath the beautiful Appalachian 
Mountains, where the cool, green water feels like heaven. Last 
summer, after a long day of fishing, we hastily lowered the anchor 
and abandoned ship. Unfortunately, the water where I parked was 
deeper than the anchor. When waves from a passing speedboat 
pushed our boat toward shore, a race to catch the boat ensued. 
Thankfully, yards before crashing into rock, the anchor buried into 
the soil—and our rental security deposit was saved.

The strength of any vessels anchor is measured by its holding power. 
A well-made five-pound anchor can keep a thousand pound ship 
in place. In the days following Christ’s death, Simon, the one Jesus 
called Peter or “rock,” must have felt unsteady and anchorless—
tossed by the waves of shame and despair. Was he pummeled by 
reminders of his failures, shame, and fear?

Years prior, Peter—maybe the only mortal to walk on water—had 
fearfully sunk beneath the waves. Shortly after declaring Jesus as 
Messiah, he was rebuked as a mouthpiece of Satan. Worst of all, Peter 
had withered under the accusations of a little girl at a campfire—not 
once, but three times denying association with Jesus.

I believe Peter might have taken his own life, but for one thing. He 
was connected to an anchor that was immoveable. Peter was held 
secure by the words of Jesus—who makes us into what he first calls 
us. After all, Jesus renamed Simon a “rock” fully knowing his future 
failures. Even as the rooster crowed and Peter left in tears, he was 
anchored to the promise of Jesus. “Satan has demanded to sift you 
like wheat,” Jesus had told him. “But I have prayed for you, that your 
faith may not fail. And when you have turned again, strengthen your 
brothers.” I love the surety in Jesus’ words. You will be tested, but 
your faith will not fail because I, the Friend of Sinners have prayed 
for you—and when, not if, you are restored let the strength you have 
gained through suffering serve as an anchor for others. In the midst 
of suffering, Peter held tightly to the promises of Jesus.

When God sent the Holy Spirit at Pentecost, Peter stood up and 
openly confessed Christ to the crowd—and God saved 3,000 souls. 
He had learned that courage is different from brashness, and 
boldness is living unashamed. He had learned to cling to the anchor 
of his soul, listening to the words of Jesus calling out above all others. 






