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Dear Friends, 

Grace and Peace to you in the name of Christ:

As current events swirl about us and exponential change sweeps upon our 
daily lives, it can seem as if our world, our lives, and maybe even our faith may 
spin out of control. When life spins too rapidly, however, it can be an invitation 
to stop and pay attention to the things that help us find our center. The season 
of Lent is once such invitation. Spanning 40 days (plus Sundays) between 
Ash Wednesday and Holy Saturday, Lent gives us time—chronological and 
spiritual—to renew our relationship with God, reconnect with our faith, and 
to re-member.

This year’s theme, “Rooted Faith,” invites us to visit the traditions, memories, 
relationships and recollections that have been part of our spiritual journey 
up to now. The writers of the devotions take us to sacred spaces, allow us to 
overhear holy conversations, and invite us into the interior of their lives. The 
Devotional Team and I pray that you will be encouraged to engage with each 
reading as you travel with the Spirit and explore your own faith. 

Each Sunday, as you observe the Sabbath, you are invited to spend time with 
the words of Diana Butler Bass from the book, Grounded, and the image for the 
week. You are also encouraged to appreciate the beauty of creation. As winter 
gives way to spring may the change of seasons be a reminder that conversion 
is the loving process of becoming who you already are in the eyes of God, and 
that the One you seek desires to be found. 

My deepest appreciation to each writer, editor, and to our Communications 
Department for their creativity and craft of producing this year’s Devotional 
Booklet. As we make the Lenten journey together, may you come to know God 
more intimately, and may that love transform you so that you might be a part 
of God’s transformation of the world. 

Together in grace,

Rev. Frenchye Magee



Lent Sermon Series
Rooted Faith

March 1 First Sunday of Lent: Rooted in Scripture
 Matthew 4:1-11
 
March 8 2nd Sunday of Lent: Rooted in Generosity,
 Living Tradition
 Matthew 15:1-9      
 
March 15 Third Sunday of Lent: Rooted in Experience
 John 4:5-42 
     
March 22 Fourth Sunday of Lent: Rooted in Reason
 John 9:1-41    
 
March 29 Fifth Sunday of Lent: Rooted in Identity
 Luke 1:26-38 
 
April 5 Palm Sunday: Rooted in Humble Glory
 Matthew 21:1-11 and Matthew 27:11-54    
 

 



Holy Week:
Faith Blooms at Hennepin

Palm Sunday
8:30am Sacred Journey in the Art Gallery*†
10am Traditional Worship in the Sanctuary*†
11:30am Lenten Reflections Concert in the Sanctuary

Maundy Thursday
6pm Soup Supper followed by 7pm Service in the Social 
Hall

Good Friday
7pm Service in the Sanctuary

Easter Sunday
7am Sunrise Jazz Worship Service in the Art Gallery
8-10:30am Breakfast in the Social Hall 
($7 per person/$20 per family donation recommended)
9am & 11am in the Sanctuary
Celebration of Resurrection featuring bells, brass and the 
Sanctuary Choir*†

* Nursery Care available
†Worship from wherever you are! Watch the live stream at 
haumc.org/live.

For complete Holy Week event details, visit haumc.org/
easter, or follow us on Facebook@HennepinAvenueUMC.



Ancient of Days, who unleashes well-being into the world. 
Help us to see so we might love; help us to love so we might share; 

help us to share so we might live abundantly. Amen

Wednesday, February 26 Psalm 126

ASH WEDNESDAY

The Coming Day
“Cold Spring Hallelujah”

By Heidi Barr
Submitted by Diane Goulding

There will be a day—
In spring, or maybe summer—
(Could be anytime, really))
when humanity rises up
Rooted like a great Oak,
Connected like a web of Aspen

branches intertwining,
reaching skyward
as roots tunnel deep
into the belly of the earth
intent on drinking in
        nourishment     
                strength
                        wisdom.

That day the people
will remember that time
when they were birds, and
lift voices in song
filling the air with
sweet
        fierce
                compassionate
                             music.

Yes, there will be a day
when we all root and rise
remember and sing, and
earth will rejoice
as a collective hallelujah



Dear God, we search for you all around. Yet we forget to look inside—
exactly where you are waiting for us. Today and every day, grant us 
wisdom to seek you where you are and see you where we are. Amen

Matthew 4:1-11 Thursday, February 27

Poking Through the Cracks
Rev. Judy Zabel

The Spirit of God breathes everywhere within you, just as in the beginning, filling 
light place and dark…green earth and dry…. God’s love grows, fullness upon 

fullness, where you crumble enough to give what is most dear. Your earth.

—Joan Sauro, from Whole Earth Meditation

Jesus was led up by the Spirit into the wilderness.
—Matthew 4.1

I’m always amazed when plants are able to poke in what seems to be the 
most inhospitable environments. Tenacious weeds emerge in the cracks in 
the sidewalks, plants creep up between the boulders on the North Shore.  
We begin Lent by pondering where our faith is rooted. Jesus rooted his faith 
in God and he took time in the wilderness to contemplate where exactly his 
ministry would be rooted. His forty days in the wilderness led him to know 
that his ministry couldn’t be rooted in pride, in a lust for power, or in the 
temporary thrill of flattery. Wilderness times provide a landscape free where 
we can examine where and how our faith is grounded.  Artist and poet Jan 
Richardson writes: 

“We move into this season to look at our life anew, to consider what has formed 
us, where we have come from, what we are carrying within us. Lent invites us 
to look at the layers that inhabit us: our stories and memories, our imaginings 
and dreams. This season invites us to notice what in our life feels fallow or 
empty, where there is growth and greenness, what sources of sustenance lie 
within us, where we find our inner earth crumbling to reveal something new.

Lent opens our own terrain to us, that we might meet anew the God who lives 
in every layer of our life.”

As this season begins, how might God be inviting you into the landscape that 
inhabits you? Is there a space within your soul that needs your attention, your 
compassion, your prayer? How might it be to open that space to the presence 
of Christ, who knows what it means to enter a difficult terrain, and who found 
sustenance and angels even there?



God of Transformation, your love for us is large as the universe and 
as personal as our tears. In this Lenten journey, 

bless us to remember and share this gift with all who seek you.  Amen

Friday, February 28 Colossians 2:5-7

Don’t Fear the Dark
Kathleen Chesney

“Along the shore of Lake Superior and across wild lands of the north stars 
illuminate the darkness. Even the Milky Way, an elusive sight in urban 

areas, appears as a misty band of wonder and delight.” 

Thus begins an article on “astro-tourism” in the Minneapolis Star Tribune 
(1/27/2020). The description touches on one of the roots of my spirituality—
experiences of God’s cosmic love. As a youngster I would lie on a blanket 
in the backyard of our farmhouse with Mother while she spoke of stars and 
constellations. We shared a grand view of our galaxy.

Mother also took us camping at Ramsey Park along the Redwood River, 
where a waterfall spilled into the Minnesota.  We were about 5 miles south 
of our farm. Dad would work all day but joined us for the evening. He 
helped us develop a love of nature and playing games in the dark.  Minimal 
fear of dark places, both physical and emotional, would help me heal from 
trauma.

Roots of Christian faith grew from the fertile soil of worship and community 
practiced at our country Catholic congregation. Midnight mass on 
Christmas Eve stimulated my sense of the mystical. We were informed of 
the larger church’s dedication to social justice for people in poverty and 
oppression.  I joined a pilgrimage to Venezuela, carrying an extra suitcase 
filled with medical supplies during US sanctions of such necessary items as 
glucose monitors. I learned about how indigenous people were oppressed 
by the military and some business.

The tree that became United Methodist liberal Christianity has many 
healthy roots, a strong, tall trunk and a glory of branches.  Certainly there 
is much more room for growth, especially in my caring for fellow humans. I 
am grateful for my many experiences of God’s love. I feel they are pointing 
me in the right direction.



Loving God, thank you for your guiding Spirit yesterday, today, 
and tomorrow, and for all those who seek to live faith beyond words.

Amen

Deuteronomy 11:1-7 Saturday, February 29

Living Sermons
Carol Michalicek

My mother’s family origins have been sketched back to the 1300s, with more 
known from the 1600s and their life in Prussia, prior to emigrating to South-
Eastern Australia in 1847. Our family records highlight their love of freedom, 
their close family life, and a desire to be free from oppression. They also reflect 
a love for forests and rivers, and productive work. My ancestors were farmers, 
traders, artisans and musicians. There were many good years, but there were 
also droughts, floods and struggles. Their own tenacity was supported by a 
steady Lutheran faith handed down through the DNA, teachings and practices 
over many generations. 

The records describe deeply caring and generous people who would share 
what little they had with each other. When fires or accidents or deaths took 
away another family’s ability to work, they shared resources, garden plants, 
food, tools and supplies. Amongst the trees and paddocks, birds and wildlife, 
they worked the land and gardens, lived structured lives, and daily saw the 
sun rise and set. These people were “walking sermons.” 

I inherited their love of work, their artistry, and their appreciation for nature’s 
abundant beauty. However, living within the Lutheran tradition was difficult 
for me. With the exception of Harvest Thanksgiving, Easter and Christmas Eve, 
the service was not uplifting to me. In spite of the beautiful, rich music woven 
throughout, the liturgy was foreboding. Grace seemed conditional and faith 
was based on blessings guaranteed after we died. It seemed that we could 
never be quite good enough.

Some family traditions are hard to resist; others are easy to put away. I too, 
became an immigrant and ventured to make a home in a new country, but I 
left the family worship tradition behind in search of my own faith. Eventually 
I found a spiritual home at the Hennepin, especially in Sacred Journey. In 
my new worshipping community, I discovered the same Spirit of generosity, 
sharing and presence that I saw and loved in my family history.

How grateful I am to my ancestors who took time to write their stories and the 
relatives who have researched and collated our history! They gave me a rich 
resource for understanding something about the roots of my faith. 



Sunday, March 1 

FIRST SUNDAY FIRST SUNDAY 
OF LENT:OF LENT:

ScriptureScripture

In biblical traditions the call to attend to our roots takes 
the form of a commandment: “Honor your father and 
your mother.” (Exodus 20:12). This is an injunction not 
only to respect our immediate parents 



“A new way to tango?” 
O God, I don’t know how to do this. 

I’ll trip over my feet and be embarrassed. 
Allow me to stumble, if you think that’s best—

but stay with me and partner me always. Amen

but to appreciate and remember [those] who went 
before…This forms a spiritual thread of family through 
time; honoring our ancestors is an obligation of faith…



Holy God, prepare the soil of my heart to receive your wisdom 
that it may take hold in my life and bear the fruits of the Spirit.  Amen.

Monday, March 2 Mark 4:17-19

Consider the Source
anonymous

In what is your faith rooted?  Scripture?  Reason?  Tradition?  Experience?  
All of these? Jesus’ faith was rooted in the traditions of the Jewish faith 
and in Hebrew scriptures. His faith was rooted in reason as he reexamined 
everything that he had been taught through the lens of love and grace.  
Jesus’ faith was rooted in experience because it was shaped by the 
difficulties and the joys of walking with God through every day challenges 
and opportunities. As we read the gospel lectionary texts during this 
Lenten season, it is our hope that you will take time to ponder how your 
faith is rooted. If you desire to go deeper, what practices will you cultivate 
in order for the roots of your faith to go deep enough to hold you firm when 
the winds of change blow? Rooted faith is the kind of faith that bears fruit.  
What kind of fruit would you like to see from your faith?  
 



Psalm 133 Tuesday, March 3

 Rooted Together
Lynn Penning

We’ve understood roots as what lies beneath
Drawn lines from the past as we live and breathe
But a new forester has emerged from the trees
With an eye that goes into the heartwood and sees
The canopy grand and arboreal glory
Has roots that go down in a corporate story
The faithful observer now understands
That under the ground the forest holds hands
A huge quaking aspen called Pando informs
That together the forest weathers the storms
There are life giving networks of hawthorn and birch
And it is the same with faith roots in the church

Beloved Creator, take our fears and mold them into readiness for a 
new day and a new way that leads to beginning again grace. Amen



Loving God, help us to see those whom the world forgets and 
gather them into our circle of care, so they might be included 

in the beloved community of Easter people. Amen

Wednesday, March 4 Psalm 46:1-7

Rooted in Love
Ann Carlson

When I was three, I contracted polio.  I was confined to a crib in our dining 
room for three months.  This was my first experience of a life challenge.  
My parents surrounded me with love and support.  My Dad told me stories 
and my Mom played with me for hours.  One of my Mom’s church friends 
brought me a huge purse filled with stuff to sort, look at and play with 
while stuck in the crib. The neighbor girl “pretended” with me outside the 
dining room window. Through these experiences with family and friends, I 
learned that the love of people got me through a tough time.

In our church I was introduced to stories of Jesus and descriptions of God’s 
love for people.  I learned that  I could pray to God for support and comfort.  
I learned how to pray,meditate and repeat a comforting mantra.  I also 
learned that listening to music and doing creative activities comforted me 
when difficulties overwhelmed me.

I also learned that no one escapes difficulties in life.  They are part of being 
human.  Throughout my life, as I have encountered troubles, time and 
time again,  I have experienced the Peace of Christ.  The song: “How Can I 
Keep from Singing” expresses this idea well:

“No storm can shake my inmost calm
While to that rock I’m clinging
Since love is Lord of Heaven and Earth
How Can I keep from singing?”

(text: Robert Lowery 1826-1899. Sanga music, inc.  Used with permission under OneLicense.net A-704046)



Loving God, as we journey this week, help us open our eyes and 
ears to connect with Spirit in all the other infinite forms of Life. Amen

Isaiah 61:1-3 Thursday, March 5

Walking Trees
Betsy Barnum

Trees talk to each other through their root systems. With the help of fungi, 
microorganisms and water, tree roots pass along nutrients and share 
information, even across distances. 

There’s so much we don’t know about trees! And so much we don’t know 
about ourselves.

But I do know this: though I sometimes feel alone in my faith journey, I 
am not. Not ever. There have always been others, human and not human, 
passing on information, inspiring and uplifting, sharing hope and support. 
A book, a poem, a conversation, an epiphany sparked by some words or 
a picture or a tree hug. This help, support and love is always there, even 
when I’m not aware of it.

Years ago, I took on the bur oak as my emblem species (I won’t say “totem” 
to avoid cultural appropriation). I love this fact about the bur oak: while 
most trees have a root system about the same size as their crown, the bur 
oak has much more underground than above. I have a special relationship 
with oak trees, and with all trees. I think we could do worse than to take 
them as our teachers.

It’s easy for me to identify with the ways that trees in their slow way 
help each other grow and thrive by their root relationships. And though 
we humans don’t have literal roots, we are just as intricately connected. 
The “underground” relationships we have with each other and with all of 
creation (including trees!) make up our root system, far wider and deeper 
than our above-ground lives, that we can rely on to keep us nourished and 
upheld. 

This is our nature. We are the walking trees. 



Loving God, no matter where I am or what I am doing, 
help me to pay attention to you, so I may live with wisdom and 

serve with joy. Amen

Friday, March 6 Psalm 90:14-17

Grounded in Work
Bruce Ario

When I joined Hennepin back in 1984, Francis Fox, an elder member, gave 
me these words of wisdom, “Your job comes first.” That was counter-
intuitive for me. I expected him to lecture me on the importance of church 
membership. 

In retrospect I understand his advice, but wisdom has not come not the 
way I thought. 

At one time I imagined my life as being in separate containers, one marked 
‘spiritual,’ the other labeled, ‘real life.’ I’ve learned that isn’t true. Life is a 
mixture of many aspects, and God is in all of my life including my work. My 
job has given me tangible and intangible rewards. Sometimes, I feel I am 
harvesting a biblical crop of joy and community. 

Because I am working, I earn money which allows me to support my church 
and the ministries that happen. I am a part of helping faith grow for others. 
I also benefit because I have a niche here on earth, something I searched 
long and hard to find. Part of learning to grow in faith was learning where 
and how I could apply my time in a meaningful and worthwhile way.

Along with my faith, if there’s one thing that has helped keep me grounded 
through the challenges I’ve had to face, it is having a place to work. While 
some people view work as overbearing or tedious, I look at it as a stage 
where I act out my life; a way that I can live into the gifts that God has 
placed in me.  It keeps me rooted in the promise of God that I am included 
in God’s plan and in God’s people. Taking home a paycheck twice a month 
also doesn’t hurt.

I am thankful for Francis Fox and his advice to a young man. And I am 
thankful to God for the good gift of work that helps me live faithfully, 
prayerfully.



Constant, patient God of grace, move us from worry to calm, 
from fear to peace, so we might focus on you and live with joy day by day. 

Amen

Philippians 4:4-7 Saturday, March 7

Look Up to My Roots
Bobbie Keller

As a member of the Sanctuary Choir, I have a clear view of the north window 
of the Sanctuary every Sunday. There’s something about that stained glass 
window –  not just the fact that its colorful panels depict women of the 
Bible – that has always been inspirational to me. Whether I am joining in a 
hymn or listening to someone speak, when I gaze up at that window I feel 
as if God is shining on us, blessing whatever is happening. 

One evening, 35 or more years ago, I was working on a project at church. For 
some reason I can’t remember now, I was stressed out about something – 
perhaps something at work. Taking a break from my project, I walked into 
the dark Sanctuary, sat on the bottom step of the chancel and looked up at 
the window. The streetlight was just bright enough to highlight the colors 
of the window in contrast to the darkness in the rest of the room. I felt a 
calming presence, as if God was saying everything would be OK. I went 
back to my project and to work the next day, feeling better able to handle 
whatever was on my mind.

 



Sunday, March 8 

 

We are here, on this planet, walking around on the 
same ground, depending on the soil for life. 
And God is with us. Earth is not an illusion, 

SECOND SUNDAY SECOND SUNDAY 
OF LENT:OF LENT:

TraditionTradition



a tragic dream, or a spiritual metaphor. 
Earth is definitely for real 



God of all Life, hold before us your promise to be I AM, 
so that we may find hope in knowing that you are there as 

we move toward for wholeness always scripture. Amen

Monday, March 9 Psalm 146:5-7

The Cosmic Sea
Robert Brinkley

The Universe, infinity, is a great Cosmic Sea, in which all Creation swims. 
The mystics give us this analogy: “the fish is in the ocean and the ocean is 
in the fish.” Humans are like fish: God’s Spirit is all around us and within us.

We can never escape the presence of God, even when we leave these earth-
bound bodies of ours. We are forever in that sea, forever in the Presence 
of the Creator. 

Bad theology believes it can identify God, name God, posit what God is and 
what God is not. Most of Western Christianity fails at this point, needing 
to pin God down, to describe God precisely, but the Spirit of God moves 
about as it will, like the changing, unpredictable winds.

The Apostle John points out to the reader that the God Spirit is limited to 
neither here nor there. So did the writer of the Psalms. We can take heart 
and comfort in this.

Native Americans understand this reality. Their medicine wheel creates a 
perfect circle, in which all of Creation is represented, with no exceptions! 

For years of Sundays, as I smudged the four cardinal directions, my hope 
was that I was demonstrating this reality. The rising smoke from the sage 
and sweetgrass represents the Spirit of God, present in the earth and 
present beyond, as it ascends.

I can imagine community rituals that would demonstrate our swimming 
in this cosmic ocean. It could be dance, with movements that depict great 
joy. 

My faith can find root in this reality. My faith can be based on this hope!



Divine Gardner, help us to live as deeply rooted disciples, 
a community of grace and love for all people, 
reaching out in compassion and love. Amen

1 Corinthians 12:12-20 Tuesday, March 10

Contemplation’s Roots
   Diane Goulding

A couple of years ago, on a morning in early spring, armed with dandelion 
fork, trowel, bucket and knee pad, I headed for the lovely rugosa rose hedge 
along the front edge of our yard.  The ground was cold and wet and perfect 
for weed pulling.  Days before, when the last snow melted, I’d noticed a 
particularly robust spread of crabgrass interspersed among my roses.  This 
seemed like to perfect time to clear them out.  The wet soil released its 
weeds easily, and I was astounded to find that I could pull out roots up 
to four feet long and connected to several crabgrass plants.  I had never 
seen the like of it and considered calling my husband out of the house to 
take a picture of me with my four-foot roots, like a fisherman posing for the 
camera with a six-pound walleye.  I contained my excitement, however, 
and got back to work.
 
Gardens are great places for contemplation. Soon, I got to wondering if 
crabgrass blades are a community of individual plants or if they are one 
continuous plant spreading across my rose bed (and soon my yard) 
silently and unseen through an underground system.  And that got me 
to wondering if a crabgrass community could be likened to one way the 
phrase in the bible, “the body of Christ,” or whether crabtree was like a vine 
and its branches.  
Could it be that we are living our lives here on earth as separate individuals, 
or can we possibly be deeply and invisibly connected as part of something 
much greater than our individual selves, as a component of a vast and all-
encompassing creation?
 
The crabgrass question prompted me to make an online search for 
answers.  I needed to have this issue settled in my mind!  Well, I discovered 
to my dismay that crabgrass isn’t a deeply rooted plant at all.  It is a not-so-
deeply-rhizome plant that spreads through an underground but relatively 
shallow stem tissue system.  Rhizomes!  Not nearly as poetic to consider as 
deep rootedness.  Ah, well.  Somehow the analogy still seems to hold for 
me, and I now gratefully proclaim that we, all of us everywhere, may be a 
not-so-deeply rhizomes melody line in a hymn of all creation.



Holy One, come into our frenzied lives with your patient love. 
Slow our busy minds and our racing pulse; 

still our compulsion to run away until we turn to you with welcome. Amen

Wednesday, March 11 Psalm 42

Two-Way Conversations
anonymous

Recently, in the last half hour I am awake at night, 
in an apartment I once thought lonely, 
new roots have been established through conversations with God. 
Looking up at a space that used to mean nothing and talking. 
Not whispering prayers, 
actually speaking out loud with all the normal inflection
(this is the first time I’ve admitted this). 

At one time, in this same bed,  
I would turn to the person next to me and say: I love you. 
Now there is no turning because the person is gone. 
And I hadn’t finished speaking.   

So now in this bed alone, I raised my voice in anger, 
choked up listing my woes,
and processed the unknowns with this Being who is all-knowing. 

Then one night I spoke a new Truth: 
I said out loud: I love you, Lord. 
The Lord said: I love you too. 
Shock followed and absorbed silence in my bedroom,
for once I listened. 
In my thoughts, God spoke to me words I couldn’t think myself.  
I was able to hear and believe these loving words. 

I will not verbalize all God has told me.
But one thing I would like to share, this peace I can convey: 
God’s love did not originate from my earthly loneliness. 
It has always been here and will always be. 
Through our conversations, I know it has all been part of the plan. 
I’m still in the habit of dominating our conversations. 
But now that I am listening, I can feel the Love 
even during the distractions of daytime.



God of Holy Discontent, make us dissatisfied with 
the present state of the world, 

then teach us to work for transformation and 
live into the blessing you desire for all people. Amen

Isaiah 42: 1-4 Thursday, March 12

Faith Taking Hold
Jane Currie Mylrea

Who would have thought that a transplanted Iowa girl would find 
new roots in Guatemala? Reflecting on the “places, spaces, purposes, 
and people who ground us in our faith,” I’ve travelled from the stoic 
Presbyterianism of small town Iowa, to the choirs of St. Olaf, to the social 
justice of my HAUMC community, and now to the beautiful but poor 
indigenous villages of Guatemala. 

Hennepin United Methodist Church sponsors two students there, Ana 
Rosario, 5, and Bryan, 16. When visiting them in January, I was overjoyed 
to know that the roots of faith were spreading beyond the boundaries 
of Iowa and Minnesota to a new place. In Guatemala, through the 
partnership with Esperanza de Familias, Common Hope, children were 
supported to stay in school rather than dropping out to work, giving hope 
to their families and country.  This month of February, as we journey in 
worship with the book of Job, I see the “pain and perseverance,” beyond 
our borders, in God’s’ Children, and have hope. 

As we prepare to take a team to Guatemala this year in November, I hope 
that many of our members will join in this important on this mission to 
strengthen the roots of faith in a new blessed place. Esperanza!!I

“May the Spirit of Christ be our Hope through the day, be our guard 
through the night, our companion on the way.”   
   — from the Song of St. Patrick 

 



A breath prayer: 
If you are able, close your eyes, 

place your hands over your heart and inhale deeply, breathing in calm. 
Exhale slowly, breathing out fear and stress. Say to yourself, 

“Spirit is with me. Spirit is in me. Praises be.” 
Repeat three times.  Use this prayer whenever you feel anxious. 

Know that Spirit is with you and in you. 
Be at peace.

Friday, March 13 Psalm 90:2

Awe
Jan Bucher

The moon is ½
Sky blue of a baby born.
Sun makes shadows
On mountains, pinion trees
And ravens. 

We sit, offering our lauds
For this Taos morning.
Quiet is the only response
To the silence we yearn for.

Praise be to you,
Goddear.



Holy One, Source of Life, my senses reveal the beauty of creation. 
Thank you for the sacred web of interdependence 

that holds us together in you. Amen

Job 12:7-10 Saturday, March 14

The Way In is Out
Courtney Kowalke

For me, the quickest route to God is to go outside.

That sounds kind of strange, coming from someone born in a Methodist 
hospital, raised in a Methodist household, and currently employed by a 
Methodist church. But there’s something about nature that makes it easier 
for me to listen to the spirit. A roof and four walls get in the way, get me 
locked into a mindset that isn’t always open to God. When I’m at home or 
at work, I’m focused on specific actions. I’m focused on myself. There isn’t 
always room for God indoors.

Ambling around one of the lakes, squinting against the reflection of the 
sun off the water, running my hands through the grass, or kicking my way 
through a pile of snow – those actions bring me closer to the universe. 
Interacting with that space, with the dirt and the water and the wind – that 
shows me something bigger is at play. Outside, it’s easier to listen to God 
and to open my mind to what’s around me -- all the sights and sounds, all 
the sensations that I’m not tuning into while I’m inside. There’s a quietude 
in nature that I find comforting. The natural world grows at its own pace in 
its own space, and it’s there that I find God at work.



Sunday, March 15 

How often times in my own life are like what happens 
in the riparian zone: the ground under my feet softens, 
my steps turn tentative, and I become unsure of where 
or how to move ahead. 

THIRD SUNDAY THIRD SUNDAY 
OF LENT:OF LENT:

ExperienceExperience



This is the geography of trust and transformation, 
where the safe shore dissolves and we feel disoriented 
as we consider what we should do next. 



God, help us listen to and learn 
from the creation around us and to hold it sacred. 

May we be ever more aware of resurrection possibilities 
for the whole of life. Amen

Monday, March 16  Acts 17:24-28
  

Transformation
Bill Mate

Paul Tillich, theologian and sometime mystic, thought of knowing God as 
being rooted to the Ground of our Being, for God’s divine presence was the 
source for all life that is. Tillich’s metaphor can be understood as the two 
poles of spiritual presence and place.

Suppose you were standing on the water’s edge of Lake Michigan in 
a storm, waves crashing around you.  If you stood there for some time, 
everything around you, the sand, the stones, the shells and the grass 
would be transformed except where you were standing. Everything around 
you would look different when the storm ended.  But two root systems 
have held you in place.  A deep tap root connecting you to the source of 
all Being and fibrous roots spread out around you to keep you from falling 
over. The tap root we call God; the fibrous roots are those all around us 
who reveal God.  Both systems are necessary to our faith.  Where we stand 
is Sacred space.



Holy One, you offer us a future full of grace and 
the gift of faith beyond what we can see. 

Knowing that you are with us now and always, 
may we respond with praise. Amen

Isaiah 9:2-7 Jeremiah 17:7-8

The Cloud of Unknowing
Steve Blons

“Rooted Faith” is just a two-word theme, but these two words are loaded 
for me.  I used to think of faith as believing in questionable things (like a 
virgin birth).  But I’ve come to think of faith more as trust than belief.  The 
question of faith for me, then, is in what or in whom do I place my trust?  
What do I bet my life on?

Meanwhile, rooted implies security, groundedness, a stable base, an 
unmovable anchor.  But after enough lived years, I no longer hope for 
that kind of security.  Over and over things, people and even ideas I have 
depended on have proven to be impermanent.  Health, relationships, jobs, 
convictions, understandings, plans—all these have failed me at one time 
or another.

The good news is that, along the way I found something better.  It first 
emerged on the day I heard myself say, “I now feel more grounded in not 
knowing than I ever did in knowing.”  So, my answer to the question,” How 
is your faith rooted?” has become, “I trust the Mystery completely.” That’s 
my answer to the Big Question. 

But, on a daily basis I root my life in things immediate and embodied:  
Every breath I take, the look in the eyes of those I love, beauty all around 
me, laughter, food, sleep, touch.  I try to walk in a state of gratitude for it 
all.  So, I could say that my faith is rooted in gratitude.  And that gratitude 
is held knowing how fragile everything I cherish is.  The fragility makes the 
gratitude even more vivid.

So, there is this present moment (sitting in a coffee shop in New Mexico, 
with my beloved, surrounded by mountains, in a room full of convivial 
people).  Halleluya!  And there is the whole of cosmic time and space, 
about which I know very little (it turns out) but in which I trust completely, 
unknown future and all. Halleluya!



Loving God, fill us with compassion, 
both for ourselves and for others, 

and help us to hold our choices in balance every day so 
that we might live with wisdom and know peace. Amen

Wednesday, March 18 Romans 8:31-39 
 

Team Players
Kathleen McDowell

I grew up in an environment where God was portrayed as an angry and 
judgmental punisher. As a child, I believed I was an evil being that God 
hated and rebuked. So, my relationship with God did not exist outside of 
fearing and feeling the wrath. Over and over, those around me told me that 
what happened to me was “God’s will.” I felt ashamed and implicated as 
being at fault for choices not my own.

When I moved to Saint Paul, a person asked me if I ever prayed for me. It 
was a foreign idea, but hearing the question felt like being given permission 
to move beyond God’s anger.

I began to read the Bible and became fascinated by the story of Noah. 
In the story, I read, divine anger gave way to the divine promise of the 
rainbow, that the earth would not be destroyed again. I began to see God 
from a different perspective and I realized that it isn’t God’s will that people 
are violent, hurtful, spiteful, damaging or to be on the receiving end of the 
same. When I cried as a child, looking back, God cried right along with me. 

These realizations helped my faith to grow. Finally, I felt that loving 
connection to a God who is for me, not against me. Now, when situations 
are not going the way I wish, I know that God sees further than I can and is 
working on it. When I heard the lyrics:  “…your world isn’t falling apart; it’s 
falling into place” and “every tear I cried, God held in His hands.” I realized 
God is making the road straight and smooth or is planning another 
direction for me to go for my highest good. I realize, too, that even when 
my faith is firmly rooted in God, I also must take responsibility to take the 
steps to head in that direction, and I must pay attention to the cues that 
come my way as a road map. 

The most important thing I now know is that God is for me, and together, 
we can be quite the team.
Copyright Info: Just be Held 
Music and Lyrics: Mark Hall, Matthew West, Bernie Herms



God above me, God beside me, God to bless, comfort and guide me; 
today, tomorrow, always. Amen

Lamentations 3:22-23 Thursday, March 19
 

Rooted: In Place
Nancy Gunderson

Rooted in Methodist faith since baptism, I have been a member of Hennepin all 
my adult life.  Very active in my 20s, that changed suddenly when illness struck. 
For decades now, I have been unable to “congregate.” 

What does it mean to “belong” to a congregation when I can’t show up 
at a specific place, for a specific time and comfortably stay there?  When 
my body won’t cooperate in congregating?  That big calendar of events, 
all the programs and activities - N/A.  Not Applicable.  I must translate the 
sermons, the calls for action, the requests for serving, the desire to attend 
events, into what I can do.  Which, honestly, is very little.  All the going forth, 
the helping out, the bringing, the to-ing and fro-ing, the endless Martha-ing 
of the life of the church, are beyond my capacity. How handy for me that 
Christianity is rooted in relationship, not activities, places or events; that 
faith and practicing faith is available anywhere, any time, to anyone.  What 
a blessing that we are called to being-ness, not just doing-ness in Christ.  

Internet access has allowed me to “attend”  Maundy Thursday from Christ’s 
College, Cambridge and Taizé worship from France. I have listened as the 
Norwegian Lutheran church introduced their revised hymnal by singing 
through its entirety.  These were all wonderful and good. but they do not 
replace my rootedness in my own congregation. The connectedness that 
still matters most to me is local.

I remain home-bound.  Rooted in place.  “Place” - “bound,” or to use a more 
archaic phrase, “stead” - “fast” like my favorite bible verse, (Psalm 46:10) 
I am still. So I am thankful for the strong relationships rooted in a time 
when I was able-bodied.  They have also become steadfast: examples of 
God’s love expressed in being church in a different way. People who stayed 
in touch, dropped by, checked in, brought dinner. Those who deliver 
poinsettias and Easter lilies…that handmade card with over 50 signatures 
the winter I had pneumonia.  

Steadfast. Being still. Knowing God. Thanking God. I am.



God of all hope, we know all too well a world of exclusion, 
despair and betrayal and conflict. May we, your church, 

embrace your vision of peace, hope, harmony, and welcome as we 
follow you. Amen

Friday, March 20 Isaiah 30:18-22 
 

Lessons Along the Way
Marty Smith

Rooted Faith to me is having a belief in something that you might not be 
able to touch, but that you can feel and experience for yourself. Like many 
others, my journey to rooted faith started with wavering faith and a few 
ambiguous messages. For most of my life, I struggled with acceptance. 
Being feminine in a southern, masculine-oriented world did not endear 
me to my family or my school peers. Only when I discovered God’s love for 
me at a different church from my family did I begin to flourish and my faith 
really began to grow. 

Part of rooted faith for me is knowing that even in the worst of times, 
God has never left me. My decisions may not have always been great. 
Sometimes things happened because of decisions I let others make for 
me, but I really believe that God has never left me.  Another thing I’ve 
learned in this journey of rooted faith is to accept the guidance of the Holy 
Spirit in whatever way the Spirit speaks to you.

Someone taught me that God does not make trash. We are all loved. When 
I decided to really follow Jesus, I had to learn to forgive others and to 
forgive myself. For me this was part of repentance, turning away from the 
old messages about who I was or others’ ideas about me. What mattered 
was that God loved me as me. 

Accepting this changed my ideas about the Bible. I started trying to 
learn everything I could to understand my faith in Jesus. To my surprise, 
I discovered how much I enjoy studying the background and history of 
what I read in the scriptures. This has helped my faith become grounded in 
something bigger than me. 

I also learned to talk to God in simple prayers. One that I still use each day 
is, “God, show me something about myself that I don’t know.” Well, the 
answers are not always easy, but they are always beneficial. And, I think 
I’ve learned that God will meet me where I am. 



May the Light illuminate all of who we are: 
lighting our desires, our hopes, our intentions, our actions, 

our beauty remembering sun is our companion throughout the day. 
Amen

Psalm 65:8-13 Saturday, March 21
 

Moving towards Easter
Ingrid Bloom

I plan to meet the sunset
it is always different…a surprise every day
a benediction of the day
I think I know what I’m waiting for
sunset can be so subtle and quick, muted
that I hardly notice

or it is a blaze of yellows and oranges
pinks and purples and blues
blending, moving, shape changing
taking my breath away at the magnificence
even then I have to be in the right place
to behold this wonder
I cannot be too busy, occupied
limiting my vision inside manmade structures

just as sunset touches me with Holy Wonder
I await the delightful abundance of meeting you for dinner
Ahhh to anticipate the joy of eating
being with you
the offering of what will be eaten is never the same
the tastes, the smells, the textures,
the coming together of colors and spices 
tantalizing, satisfying, challenging, surprising
ever changing as they are eaten
the choices we have
of what we’ll talk about is infinite
will we be sharing ordinary time
or will it be memorable, holy, infinite
because we are both anticipating and noticing sacred time
sacred space…..wonder……grace……..
in our listening and what we say
just as taking in the sunset is sacred time



Sunday, March 22 

FOURTH SUNDAY FOURTH SUNDAY 
OF LENT:OF LENT:

ReasonReason



Spirit God, your holy presence and your sacred voice
 are firmly implanted in all people. 

Expand our horizons. Increase our awareness. 
Remove whatever barriers prevent us from 

truly seeing and hearing the “others” in our midst. Amen

Roots, home, neighborhood, and community—
these are the geographies of our lives, 
the places where God dwells. 



Giver of Life, infuse me with your loving Spirit so that 
my faith reflects the beauty of the rainbow’s many colors. Amen

Monday, March 23 Romans 1:8-12

Rainbow Girls
Rebecca Key

If you’re reading this and remember the Rainbow Girls, you share roots 
of faith with numerous other young women of a certain age. In the small 
Iowa town where I grew up and graduated from high school in 1972, this 
organization was a significant base in our community for young women 
ages 11-20.  When asked, what is Rainbow, I would often state, “It is a 
religious service organization for girls of teen age.”  

Each of the seven colors of the rainbow has a station. They included Love, 
Religion, Nature, Immortality, Fidelity, Patriotism and Service.  We studied 
and appreciated the meaning of those Stations and served each other and 
our community under those symbols.  Rainbow offered an opportunity 
for learning how to relate to all age groups and share friendships and 
responsibilities with them.  Faith, hope and charity were the values and 
beliefs we aspired to live by. 

Our Rainbow meetings were meaningful because of their tradition 
and routines. Prayer, the Pledge of Allegiance, opening the Bible and 
singing “Bless This House.”  The Bible was opened to Ezekiel 1:28, “Like 
the appearance of the bow in the cloud in the day of rain, so was the 
appearance of the brightness round about.  This was the appearance of 
the likeness of the glory of the Lord.  When I saw it, I fell upon my face and 
heard a voice of one that spake.”

Reflecting on the theme of “Rooted Faith” I came to a realization I had not 
had before:  
I am sure many of the aspects of my life today can be traced back to my 
years in Rainbow Girls. I think with joy of all I learned--especially about 
relationships, faith and service. I am deeply thankful for the faith that grew 
from this root.



Holy One, your shatter our categories with extravagant generosity. 
On our journey to Easter, help us to see all the possibilities you give 

us to love others as you love us, without condition or question. Amen

Isaiah 49:13-18 Tuesday, March 24

Twice Rooted 
Evelyn Anderson

It’s hard to imagine a more Methodist family than the one I grew up 
in. I was baptized, confirmed, and married in Edgewater Methodist 
Church in south Minneapolis. My dad was choir director and tenor 
soloist. My mom was Sunday School superintendent, Women’s 
Society president, and served on the Board of Trustees. I was in 
junior, senior, and adult choir and MYF. My parents were  my adoptive 
family but to me, they were just my family.

Years later, after both Mom and Dad had died, I searched for and 
found my birth family. Surprise: My birth mother and her siblings 
were raised Methodist in southern Minnesota. A few years after 
my birth, she married a seminary student and became an active 
minister’s wife, echoing many of my adoptive mother’s activities.

Adopted people sometimes imagine the alternate universe they 
would have inhabited if they had been raised by their birth families. 
In mine, I would have been a preacher’s kid! I once asked my birth 
mother if she had requested that I be placed in a Methodist home. 
She told me, with sadness, that she had no choice and in fact did not 
know if I had been adopted or was even alive. That was the reality of 
adoption in the 1940s.

The Methodist connection may be a coincidence, but I know I would 
have been surrounded by people of faith and strong examples in 
either of my realities. It is the grace of God that I am twice loved…
and twice rooted.

 



God of all our moments, with every glimpse of creation’s beauty, 
may we feel your spirit and know your peace. Amen

Wednesday, March 25 Psalm 1

The Work of Happiness
By May Sarton

I thought of happiness, how it is woven
Out of the silence in the empty house each day
And how it is not sudden and it is not given
But is creation itself like the growth of a tree.
No one has seen it happen, but inside the bark
Another circle is growing in the expanding ring.
No one has heard the root go deeper in the dark,
But the tree is lifted by this inward work
And its plumes shine, and its leaves are glittering.

So happiness is woven out of the peace of hours
And strikes its roots deep in the house alone:
The old chest in the corner, cool waxed floors,
White curtains softly and continually blown
As the free air moves quietly about the room;
A shelf of books, a table, and the white-washed wall—
These are the dear familiar gods of home,
And here the work of faith can best be done,
The growing tree is green and musical.

For what is happiness but growth in peace,
The timeless sense of time when furniture
Has stood a life’s span in a single place,
And as the air moves, so the old dreams stir
The shining leaves of present happiness?
No one has heard thought or listened to a mind,
But where people have lived in inwardness
The air is charged with blessing and does bless;
Windows look out on mountains and the walls are kind.

May Sarton, “The Work of Happiness” from Collected Poems 1930-1993. Copyright © 1993 by May 
Sarton. 



Lord, may all of us remain healthy branches connected 
to the root of your vine. May we bear only good fruits 

for those next to us to enjoy, and may we bring life to desert places. 
Let your kin-dom and community expand and grow. Amen

Peter 1:22-25 Thursday, March 26

God’s Vineyard 
Irene Imai

My faith life is rooted in the parables of Jesus, especially the Parable of the 
Sower  and the Parable of the Mustard Seed (Matthew 13).

As I reflect on these two stories of Jesus, I think of the people I meet 
every day. They are different types and unique lives. Some lives seem like 
blooming gardens. Others lives look like busy cities with their mirrored 
metal skyscrapers. And there are still other lives that look like wastelands or 
and even deserts. But underneath all these lives, there is the solid ground 
of God’s presence, just as the solid ground is underneath the garden, the 
skyscraper, and the desert.

And each day, the ground of our lives and the ground underneath us receive 
seeds. Some are healing, others are poisonous, some will not survive. But 
others will germinate and take ROOT.

Reflecting on this in my own life, I am endlessly thankful for this 
understanding. I think that God helped me to comprehend that all my life 
is filled with what grows out of the seeds that have been planted in me. My 
faith is rooted in God’s love and grace, and I am a branch in God’s vineyard!

Faith is what binds me and all believers in Christ, for I am not the only 
branch in God’s vineyard. My neighbors, their fruits, our lives together, we 
are all sharing seeds with one other that fill the space of each other’s life…
Fruits from these branches also drop seeds that sprout and fill the space of 
my life...These seeds are bearing fruit in each of us and hopefully, some will 
be plants that bear fruit for generations to come. 

For me, I believe that faith is the heart of my life. While my heart is beating, 
I am alive, and I live here on earth. When my heart stops, faith will remain 
in it, and my life will continue in Heaven. My heart is the place where Jesus 
lives. We are sower and seed, connected to each other in love and grace 
and the kingdom is within.



God of beauty and grace, 
thank you for the deep roots we cannot see, 

but which help our faith to survive and grow deep in every environment, 
through every challenge. Amen

Friday, March 27 Jeremiah 17:7-8, Colossians 2: 6-7

Prairie Grass Roots
Juanita Reed-Boniface

“I felt motion in the landscape; in the fresh easy blowing wind, and in the 
earth itself, as if the shaggy grass were a sort of loose hide, and underneath 
it herds of wild buffalo were galloping, galloping…” —Willa Cather, My 
Antonia, 1918

I have been blessed. Not only do I appreciate my own Methodist heritage 
grounded in scripture, tradition, reason and experience, but I look back 
with thankfulness for the long family history and deep roots that anchor 
my faith. 

The prairie grasses Willa Cather describes capture the essence of life 
on the Nebraska Plains, home of many of my family generations. These 
hardy prairie plants grow naturally in ecosystems with limited rainfall, hot 
summers and cold winters.  Their survival depends largely on their roots, 
5 to 15 feet deep.

My faith roots are deep like those prairie grass roots—planted generations 
ago within the hearts of my great-grandparents who by faith, immigrated 
from Sweden and Germany seeking a better life for their children. They 
were hardworking farmers weathering numerous hardships, always living 
with hope. They were my great-grandmother, who served her community 
as a midwife nursing the sick and my grandmother who taught her 
children, “It doesn’t make any difference what color a person’s skin is, it’s 
the kind of a person he/she is that counts.” They were my parents who 
nurtured our Christian education  through Sunday School, Vacation Bible 
School and worship services and many others who provided guidance, 
encouragement  and care. The examples they showed in applying their 
faith in daily life have provided a lasting legacy for those of us who followed.

My life has been touched with the hardiness and beauty of the grasses and 
the deep roots that hold me fast. Thanks be to God.



In this season of Lent, Creator God, deliver us from lifeless religion. 
Lead us into a living faith that challenges injustice and 

makes the sacrifices to build world where your kin-dom comes. 
Amen

2 Corinthians 4:5-7 Saturday, March 28

Impassioned Clay1
Submitted by David Smith

I have been rooted and grounded with the United Methodist Church since 
age 10, or for 74 years.  In that time, I’ve always looked and listened for 
new grounding expressions because I believe that God’s Spirit still inspires 
timeless words for the present time. Here’s one discovery from my journey; 
may it be part of yours.

“Deep in ourselves resides the religious impulse. Out of the passions of 
our clay it rises. Yet religion is not a froth of emotion nor a pure detached 
deduction of the head. 
We have religion when:
We stop deluding ourselves that we are self-sufficient, self-sustaining, or 
self-derived.
We keep faith in life and its inherent goodness, 
We hold hope beyond the present, self-respect beyond our failures, and 
We remember that there is something unique in us called in ancient 
language, ‘the image of God’.
Our hearts are capable of leaping up at beauty, 
Our nerves are edged by some dream in the heart.
We have an abiding gratitude for all we have received, including our own 
life and a universe to sustain it; and 
We refuse to accept the gift of life as our automatic right.
We look upon people with all their failings and still find in them good, 
We look beyond people to the grandeur in nature and to the purpose in 
our own heart.

We have religion when we have done all that we can, and then in confidence 
entrust ourselves to the life that is larger than ourselves, this mysterious 
clay that is our heritage.”

1Ralph N. Helverson, Impassioned Clay: A book of meditations (Boston:  Department of Publications, 
UUA, 1955), p. 5.



Sunday, March 29 Ephesians 3:1-9

Where is God?...The grounded God is a God in 
relationship with space and time as the love that 
connects and creates all things, 

FIFTH SUNDAY FIFTH SUNDAY 
OF LENT:OF LENT:

IdentityIdentity



Renew us, Holy God, as people of people of promise.
Replenish us so that we might transform our world with Love. Amen

known in and with the world…God is not above or 
beyond, but integral to the whole creation, 
entwined with the sacred ecology of the universe.



O God, we wait for daybreak in our world and in our lives. 
In the waiting, may we discover the blessing of new strength, 

new courage, new freedom, and new life. Let us not lose hope. Amen

Monday, March 30 Psalm 130

About to Turn
Rev. Jim McChesney

The nights are long this time of the year as our part of the world turns 
back to the sun and prepares for spring. Part of the beauty of creation is 
the knowledge that our friends in the southern part of the earth have an 
opposite view.

For some, the darkness is not just part of the day, it is psychological, and 
even spiritual. They struggle to see the rays of hope in their lives just as 
we strain to see the sun rise at daybreak.

To give us all hope, the season of Lent offers remembrance, that Jesus 
also experienced seasons of struggle, loneliness, and strained to see 
past the pain of life. During Lent we experience a holy season where God 
reaches out to us and invites us to travel with Jesus on his human journey 
to the cross. 

Although, God is always available to us, it is good to be reminded during 
these 40 days that we are not alone in our journey. to by holding this 
sacred time apart.  We can renew our connection with God. and reflect on 
a personal life with God. 

Maybe we can set aside a few minutes at some daily time, early or late, to 
turn off TV and radio, to “talk” with God. Let us each have a daily holy time 
to focus our prayers with God. Let us tell God of our concerns and let us 
listen for God’s message for us. God be with us all, everyone.

 



John 16:22 Tuesday, March 31

 Our Tree
Colin Johnson

Our Tree fell in the forest today, 
Heart ache split the cold morning air.
Family and neighbors held its body suspended, 
Foliated arms woven strong by seasons harsh and fair. 
Still, bark strained against branch with one final grasp, 
Anticipation exhaled as hands lost hold.

A frayed hole punched through the Arborist’s quilt,
Exposing tendons and nerves to unknown corrosion.
But a forest’s blood beats loudest underground.
Mychorrizal veins pumping devotion and protection,
Fusing newborn seeds to ancient, ethereal communities.
Stories overlapping stories, written ring by ring.

Broad leaves search for sunlight’s truth,
Sorrow and exultation greet the dawn of each day. 
Deciduous threads will mend the canopy’s tear,
At the season’s set pace a balance will form.
This lost wild force is mourned by the woods, 
But still rings build upon the one before.

Holy One, strengthen us on our Lenten journey to new life, 
that we might receive the gift of hope and joy 

on the other side of sorrow. Amen



God of generations past and generations to come, 
help us to glimpse and claim your goodness 

in the unfolding circumstances of our life. Amen

Wednesday, April 1 Psalm 145:3-7

Goodhue
Carol Bergh

“Hurry please!” I hear Mom say, “Your dad’s waiting in the car.” Going to 
church on Sunday morning in my family was as important a routine as 
brushing our teeth every day.

I grew up on a farm near Florence, South Dakota, and about three miles 
from Goodhue Lutheran Church. My dad’s uncle was one of the founders 
of the church in 1888. It was accepted onto the National Register of Historic 
Places in 1996. The 6:30 am Easter breakfast inaugurated in 1952 continues 
to this day!

My dad, his dad and grandpa before him all sang in the choir and were 
active in church leadership. My mom participated in and led many activities 
including helping with the lutefisk supper. 

My parents made certain I, my younger brother and sister could go to 
Sunday School, vacation Bible School, Bible Camp. LDR for girls, Hi-
League for teens as well as other activities. Relationships made as a result 
of church membership/involvement were paramount! 

Like so many other churches, Goodhue congregation has not been 
spared from the demographic changes of small towns. Services are held 
in the building several times a year, not weekly. Life from death and 
transformation has happened though. 
In the 1990’s three other churches in the parish closed and along with 
Goodhue fed into a church plant, New Helgen Church, in the town of 
Florence. It is to this church that my Aunt Audrey Bergh presented a Christ 
the King symbol stained glass window, dedicated May 14, 1995 to her 
parents, (my grandparents), Ole and Magna Bergh. The window is a tribute 
from all generations of their children in appreciation of their guidance to 
establish a life of Christian heritage. I am ever so grateful!

I’m sure you want to know how John Wesley wooed me from Martin Luther, 
but that is a subject for another time...



God of unexpected joy, 
thank you for reminding us that joy is ours to give and receive. 

Help us to see and savor all the ways 
that we can know your goodness. Amen

Psalm 34:1-8 Thursday, April 2

Rooted and Rising
Carol Southward

My brother David died last spring.  He was a warm, open-hearted, kind 
man who lived by the words of Micah 6:8. He also loved to cook.  He was 
well known for his lefse (the best ever!), donuts and sourdough pancakes.  
Every August, Dave and the men from his church served his sourdough 
pancakes to the Park Rapids, Minnesota teachers during their prep week.

After having a stroke, Dave started teaching others how to make the 
pancakes, sharing the starter he began using in the 1970s.  One of his 
pupils was the minister’s son.

The minister’s son is now serving a mission in Indonesia and he took 
Dave’s starter with him.  He met a young chef there and taught him to 
make sourdough pancakes.  The chef liked them so much that he added 
the pancakes to the menu in his restaurant, using Dave’s starter.

My brother is gone but a little part of him has taken root in Indonesia.  I 
smile whenever I think of it. 



Creating God, on our Lenten journey, 
reveal to us the miracle in the mundane, 

so that we will not forget the sacred of the simply ordinary. Amen

Friday, April 3 Isaiah 55:1-3

Taste and See
Steve Blons

I spoon my oatmeal mouthward in
morning ritual,
My body nourished by sunlight
once again.

That grew the oatstalk,
ripened the banana,
leafed the walnut tree,
bathed the grass that fed the cow
whose milk became my yogurt.

So I can enjoy
my chewy, crunchy,
sweet and creamy,
warm and cool,
familiar, filling feast.

Sustained another day
by edible grace.



Good Shepherd, in the barrenness of our wilderness places, 
you meet us in our need. Help us to trust you, desire you, 

and follow you more than anything else, that we may know 
the joy of life in connection with others and with you. Amen

Psalm 121 Saturday, April 4

The Nature of Nurture
Donna Long

Sometimes when people ask how I came about my faith, the only thing I can 
tell them is that I must have been born with a “God gene.” That my be true, but 
my faith roots are the connections I have had to people who have helped and 
mentored me along the entire path.

I come from a family of nonbelievers.  Religion was seldom brought up in our house. 
If I asked a question of my parents, they always wanted to know why I wanted to 
know, then proceeded to tell me it was all a fairy tale. They would remind me that 
“the three things we don’t talk about are politics, money and religion.”  This didn’t 
stop me from searching for God or dampen my hunger to know God for myself. 
As a child I rode my bike back and forth in front of the church at the end of our 
block, wishing for someone to come out so I could ask them to tell me about God. 
It never happened. When I was about eight, a friend invited me to go to Sunday 
School with her at the same church, and I jumped at the chance. 

I’ve never been so disappointed in my life! They were talking about a man who 
took care of lambs. No one told me that was Jesus and was he was the son of 
God, or that we could be considered his lambs. I think I went a few more times, 
but never got my question about the nature of God answered.  As an adult, I 
made some faith choices based on my life and relationships. Because of a difficult 
relationship with my father, I needed other language to describe God, and other 
places where I could learn about God as a loving Being.  Although I was married 
with children, I was still hungry for God, to know God for myself.

Again, a friend played an important role. Her invitation to go to church with her led to 
weekly meetings with a pastor, Pete, whose generous gift of time and conversation 
helped me understand faith, God, and prayer. Pastor Pete introduced me to Julie, 
who became (and still is) my spiritual director, a cherished relationship. 

It was Julie who told me about Hennepin and Sacred Journey. She was not a 
member, but she gave me the gift of connection to the community where I have 
solidified my faith in worship, in serving, and in my LYFE group. I cherish the 
spiritual life that has grown in my time here. My faith has deepened, changed and 
flourished. People like Sally Johnson, Kent Peterson, Frenchye Magee, and Steve 
Blons have really helped me grow. All these people have have nurtured my “God 
gene,” helped heal my damaged faith, pruned my beliefs and allowed the Spirit to 
bear fruit in my life. 



Sunday, April 5 

PALM SUNDAY

 

Spirituality is about personal experience…but [not] 
for the sake of feeling good, individual prosperity, 
or guaranteeing a blessed afterlife. 

SIXTH SUNDAY SIXTH SUNDAY 
OF LENT:OF LENT:

Humble GloryHumble Glory



It is about tracing the threads of the interconnected 
universe, about finding God in nature and community—
and in finding God, discovering that we are really one.



Beloved Companion, as we persevere on our journey, 
feed us with the bread of heaven and nourish us with hope, 

that we might grow strong in you. Amen

Monday, April 6 Isaiah 59:21

Roots of Devotion
Bethany Charlsen

My Grandpa Dale and Grandma Gertrude read the Upper Room every 
morning. When I was a little girl and visitor in their home, they made me 
feel so special by asking me to read the scripture or Thought for the Day. 
Grandpa Dale started each of his prayers with, “Dear Heavenly Father, it’s 
with hearts full of praise that we call upon you this day,” and I can still taste 
the sticky homemade caramel-cinnamon rolls served each time alongside 
the devotion. Those devotions and stories were tiny roots that would grow 
to nurture my faith. Observing the strength of my grandparents’ faith has 
forever shaped me. When my heart is not full of praise (like Grandpa Dale), I 
try channeling Gertrude or Dale and I ask myself how they would approach 
or respond to a situation.

Daily devotions were also present on my father’s nightstand because he 
preferred to read them before bed. In his final years, he was not able to 
get out and attend church on Sundays, so he enjoyed staying at home 
and worshiping through watching services on TV. He especially liked 
messages with a positive perspective, ones that were uplifting. He passed 
this optimism on to me, along with many of his devotional books. This 
encouraged my faith development and the presence of God I found there 
kept me out of the shadows during difficult times in my 20s. Last year, my 
husband and I were considering simple changes to our daily routine to 
improve our faith. We started reading a daily devotion before bed. We take 
turns reading and I can often feel the presence of my grandparents and 
Dad. I am so grateful for the strong, faithful role models I had growing up 
and hope to pass that on for our two daughters as they grow the roots of 
their faith.

 



Isaiah 61:11 Tuesday, April 7

 Matmiya
by Mary TallMountain

For my Grandmother

I see you sitting
Implanted by roots
Coiled deep from your thighs.
Roots, flesh red, centuries pale.
Through fertile earthscapes
Where each layer feeds the next
Into depths immutable.
Though you must rise, must
Move large and slow
When it is time, O my
Gnarled mother vine, ancient
As vanished ages,
Your spirit remains
Nourished,
Nourishing me.

I see you figure wrapped in skins
Curved into a mound of earth
Holding your rick dark roots.
Matmiya,
I see you sitting.

—excerpted from Cries of the Spirit: A Celebration of Women’s Spirituality, Marilyn Sewell, editor.

Holy One, help us to see and honor the sacred in our midst as 
we wake to the revelation of your presence in creation’s gifts. Amen



Beautiful One, you come to us in as many ways as we need you 
and your presence often overwhelms our expectations. 

May we experience you afresh during this Lenten season. Amen

Wednesday, April 8 Ephesians 3:14-19

Root Reflections
Dwight Haberman

“That you may be rooted and grounded in love” is one of the apostle Paul’s 
descriptions of the Christian life. Good advice but what is love? One answer 
is that God is love. But that too can be elusive. Often it is associated with 
the interaction we have with other people. My journey these days is trying 
to reflect on how the love of God can be experienced in my life, that it will 
affect my life and my relationships with others. 

I am now reflecting on the experience of St. Augustine. 384- 430 AD. You 
may know his story. Although strongly encouraged to follow Christ by his 
mother, Monica, he resisted for years. When he finally yielded, he became 
a foundational voice in Christian theology and philosophy…a “taproot” of 
Western Christianity. His faith journey is recorded in The Confessions. It is 
a classic reading of the reflective life. Here is his account of his encounter 
with the God who loved him. and its effect on his life. 

Long have I loved you, O Beauty ever ancient, ever new, late have I loved you!
You were within me, but I was outside, and it was there that I searched for you.
In my unloveliness I plunged into the lovely things which You created.
You were with me, but I was not with you. Created things kept me from you;
yet if they had not been in you they would not have been at all.
You called, you shouted, and you broke through my deafness.
You flashed, you showed, and you dispelled my blindness.
You breathed your fragrance on me; I drew in breath and now I pant for you.
I have tasted you, now I hunger and thirst for more.
You touched me, and I burned for your peace.
 
Augustine’s experience of the love of God will not be our identical 
experience, but it does reveal God who is always seeking to be the one in 
whom we can be rooted and grounded in love, a love which we share in 
Spirit. How blessed we are that if we feel our experience of God is lacking, 
we can be reminded through the faith of others, how “deep and wide  is the 
love of God In Christ Jesus our Lord.” 



God, we accept that sometimes you unsettle our expectations to 
ground us in the certainty of your love. As we travel our Lenten path, 

open our hearts to wisdom, that we may let go of our fear and 
find our center in you. Amen

Isaiah 51:1-3 Thursday, April 9

MAUNDY THURSDAY

Rooting
Joe Polach

The words rooting, grounding, or centering, in the spiritual context, are 
practices that aid humans in experiencing peace. Espoused by yogis, 
spiritual leaders, and authors, for some, they appear to represent a path 
towards harmony. For others, they seem to signify a road to enlightenment, 
or communion with God. Luke 17:20-21 states that “the Kingdom of God is 
within,” so it makes sense to me to go there, wherever there is. 

Looked at from this perspective, it seems then that grounding or centering 
becomes a goal; that there is a finite end to it. One is centered once and 
for all. However, various traditions also state that by opening up, letting 
go, releasing fear, angst, and material desires, one can experience God, 
enlightenment, joy. Here is a paradox: words like opening and submitting 
seem to be the antithesis of rooting and grounding. How can one let go 
while at the same time be anchored? These various traditions speak to a 
deep silence where God or love abides. But is this gained by centering? Or 
by letting go? 

What happens when one stops seeing God as the end of a journey, as an 
achievement, and instead, discovers God in this existential moment by 
releasing all expectations of finding God? Ironically, one moves closer to 
God, towards love and joy, as one sheds the ego. In other words, does 
eschewing dualistic thought allows one to become rooted or grounded in 
the inner soul, infinity, truth?

Perhaps this is what Jesus knew: if rooting or centering means to be with 
God, then in order to be rooted, one must let go.



O God, when we are weary from seeking you, 
and all joy seems hidden,

give us grace to know that even then, you walk with us. Amen

Friday, April 10 Psalm 102

GOOD FRIDAY

Where the Breath Begins
Jan Richardson

Dry
and dry
and dry
in each direction.

Dust dry.
Desert dry.
Bone dry.

And here
in your own heart:
dry,
the center of your chest
a bare valley
stretching out
every way you turn.

Did you think
this was where
you had come to die?

It’s true that
you may need
to do some crumbling,
yes.

That some things
you have protected
may want to be
laid bare,
yes.
That you will be asked
to let go
and let go,
yes.

But listen.
This is what
a desert is for.

If you have come here
desolate,
if you have come here
deflated,
then thank your lucky 
stars
the desert is where
you have landed—
here where it is hard
to hide,
here where it is unwise

to rely on your own 
devices,
here where you will
have to look
and look again
and look close
to find what refreshment 
waits
to reveal itself to you.

I tell you,
though it may be hard
to see it now,
this is where
your greatest blessing
will find you.

I tell you,
this is where
you will receive
your life again.

I tell you,
this is where
the breath begins.

—Jan Richardson from Circle of Grace © Jan Richardson. janrichardson.com



Merciful God, we are eager for Easter joy, 
but haunted by the space between where you are and where we are. 

Give us courage to move toward you and 
make us ready for the gift of grace. Amen

Isaiah 51:3 Saturday, April 11

A Certain Kind of Eden
By Kay Ryan

It seems like you could, but you can’t go back and pull
the roots and runners and replant.
It’s all too deep for that.
You’ve overprized intention,
have mistaken any bent you’re given
for control. You thought you chose
the bean and chose the soil.
You even thought you abandoned
one or two gardens. But those things
keep growing where we put them—
if we put them at all.
A certain kind of Eden holds us thrall.
Even the one vine that tendrils out alone
in time turns on its own impulse,
twisting back down its upward course
a strong and then a stronger rope,
the greenest saddest strongest
kind of hope.

Kay Ryan, “A Certain Kind of Eden” from Flamingo Watching. Copyright © 1994 by Kay Ryan. 

 



Sunday, April 12 John 13:34-35

EASTER SUNDAY

Waiting for Easter
Ingrid Bloom

On Easter a new sunrise was dawning.
Disciples of LOVE were grieving
holding each other’s hands
full of sorrow
could a man of so much integrity, consciousness, wisdom
full of vision, compassion, awareness of truth
self sacrificing, 
embodying peace, healing, love
triumph over so much ignorance, willfulness, ruthlessness
countering selfishness, prejudice, misunderstanding, sickness
challenging deception, arrogance, self protection and cruelty 
amongst people, in the culture, in history, towards earth itself.

He who not only listened so deeply 
staying with the pain others were experiencing
he himself bore the deepest pain anyone could know
not pushing pain….sorrow….. terror…… away
but present and persistent with the greatest tenderness
gentleness, faith, and trust in God

another sunrise after his death promising a new day
earths miracles of life, birth, transformation
tending beauty, possibilities, goodness
how about decency and purity in politics
kindness… Mercy waiting
all beckoning
a day for actions that give hope and benefit
so joy is known
globally and in all spirit places.



The breezes at dawn have something to tell us.
Don’t go back to sleep.  You must really ask for what you want.

Has that always been LOVE?  Do we become what we want?
How do our wants become blessings… to the people around us, 

the earth, to Jesus, to the hope God has for us?
Rumi (chant)

we are capable of being true to love
when sunset comes- will we join our hearts
with this man of LOVE
enter into his dreams for us
dream with him

the darkness will be lit
His Star is in us and in the heavens……
when we awaken 
we will be like Him
a dazzling fulfillment of being in tune with God’s creative goodness
God imagined we can grow into LOVE
tending each other and earth
perhaps even other planets





Our Mission: 

To make disciples of Jesus Christ
 for the transformation of the world.

Our Vision: 
We will grow in our love of God

 and neighbor, reach new people and 
heal a broken world.

Our Strategy: 
Radical Hospitality,  

Extravagant Generosity, 
Passionate Worship, 

Risk-Taking Mission and Service, 
and Intentional Faith Development.
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