
Lenten Devotions 2021 

In this unprecedented time of pandemic, we find ourselves entering our second year of Lent 

without our regular services and seeing each other in person for worship. Remembering years 

past when we asked members of our congregation to contribute writings for Lenten Devotional 

Booklets, we thought it might be nice to revisit some of these inspirations. And a big thanks goes 

out to Anne Palomaki who has saved some thirty years of past booklets. We have included some 

writings of LUMC members who are no longer with us but have received their heavenly reward 

with Christ. In particular we are remembering Freddie Curley, who helped to put many of our 

booklets together in the past and wrote her meaningful words in them. We hope you will find 

these devotions comforting and inspirational as we worship in whatever places we find ourselves 

in this holy season. 

  



Lenten Devotions 

Ash Wednesday 

Walking the Walk with Christ 

Do not let anyone look down on you because you are young, but be an example for the believers 

in your speech, your conduct, your love, faith and purity. – 1 Timothy 4:12 

 

These words of Paul to Timothy made a profound impression on me when I attended the 

Senior High Institute at Lakeside. At the candlelight service, I confirmed my belief in Jesus and 

committed myself to trying to be a true believer. 

At home I remember asking the minister, Dr. Duncan, why Protestants didn’t wear 

crosses (the common practice in the 30’s). He replied, “It shouldn’t be necessary because your 

actions will confirm you follow Jesus’ teachings.” 

I changed my vocation choice from librarian to nursing and healing the sick. I have 

dedicated 55 years of my life to Christian Education in the local church, district and conference. I 

loved every moment, hoping to help through activities to make church school a place of new 

friends, fun and joys of sharing and helping others. 

I think “walk the walk” expresses my ideal goal as a Christian, following Paul’s 

instructions to Timothy. 

        Phyllis Bullock (2012) 

  



Lenten Devotions 

First Sunday in Lent 

A Humorous Encounter with Christ 

I sought the Lord, and he answered me; he delivered me from all my fears. – Psalm 34:4 

I will never forget this encounter with Christ and, yes, it did change my life. 

Many years ago I was asked by a spinal pain doctor at the Cleveland Clinic to get an MRI 

(magnetic resonance imaging) – my first, so I went in innocently with no fear. However, all it 

took to foist an instant fear upon me was my first look at the machine. I didn’t believe that small 

tube could hold me and I wasn’t even large at that time! This was before the days of bigger, more 

comfortable and open MRI machines. 

So, with no medication to calm my fear of impending doom – in the form of 

claustrophobia – I meekly slid onto the table and listened to directions. The nurse pushed me in. 

My arms at my side, I could feel the machine squeezing me and coming down onto my face. So I 

yelled, “Please get me out of here!” She did pull out the table, giving me a calming pep talk and 

saying I could do it. She even said she would hold my hand for a while. She slid the table back in 

and she did hold my hand for a couple of minutes and then, of course, had to leave the room. 

There I was – this 30-something woman who tended to panic attacks – lying in a very 

tiny tube. I knew I would have to keep my mind occupied in order to make it through. I said a 

quick prayer and then started out singing songs (in my head only) and moving on to the 23rd 

Psalm. I was so stiff from tenseness in all my muscles that my body began to shake. They 

reminded me I would have to be still. I closed my eyes, which I should have done in the first 



place, and things improved. I began to count each time they announced how many minutes until 

each test was over. I sort of went into a trance. The best way I can describe it is that time when 

you drift between sleep and wakefulness. I still was frightened, though. The next thing I knew I 

was staring at a very realistic image of Jesus… and there’s the best part… Jesus was standing 

there with his hand held up in a stopping gesture, and he said in a loud and stern voice, “Stop, in 

the name of love!” That did the trick. I wanted to laugh out loud, but I contained myself and 

before I knew it, my test was over. That encounter helped me to understand the reality of Jesus 

always being there for me. 

Freddie Curley (2012) 

  



Lenten Devotions 

Second Sunday in Lent 

Don’t you story to me, Karla Lee 

These are the things that you shall do: Speak the truth to one another… do not devise evil in your 

heart against one another, and love no false oath, for all of these things I hate, says the Lord. ----

- Zechariah 8: 16-17 

 My parents and I lived with my paternal grandparents when I was young and my 

grandmother was the person who had the most influence on my life. She was my support and my 

teacher, the one who insisted that I be taken to Sunday School. 

 I remember exactly how Nana gave me the basis for one of my main mottoes: “I’d rather 

die than lie.” 

 One day when I was five years old, I played with a new friend leaving my usual 

playmate, Penny, alone at her house. I had lots of fun dipping a red pencil into water and 

drawing rings and bracelets all over my arms and hands. 

 When I got home, Nana and Penny were in my backyard. Nana took one look at my arms 

and exclaimed, “Karla Lee, what did you do?” 

 Are you ready for the lie? 

 I said, “I fell in some red stuff on the way home.” 

 Nana didn’t say a word, but Penny spoke right up and said, “That’s not true, Aunt Jenny! 

Karla Lee didn’t fall in any red stuff! She did that herself with that girl she was playing with!” 



 Now comes the Lesson. Nana looked very surprised and said, “Is that what happened? 

Karla Lee, you storied to me!” 

 I don’t truly remember whether I was spanked after that, but I had learned my lesson 

anyway. I learned that Nana would always believe me until a story was proven to the contrary. 

She never made a promise to me that she didn’t keep. I trusted her, she trusted me, and I never 

told another lie. “I’d rather die than lie.” 

        Karla Westlake (2004) 

  



Lenten Devotions 

Third Sunday in Lent 

‘Happy the home when God is there, and love fills every breast; when one their wish, and one 

their prayer, and one their heavenly rest.” – UMH #445 

 Everybody has a mother, so I don’t know that it will seem like a big deal to you. But I 

had the meanest mother in Western Pennsylvania. She was never one of these doting mothers 

that was more concerned over my happiness than my well-being. However, I think of the things 

that she taught me, and I cannot help but feel that I had the best of all possible mothers: 

 She was a tiger! When Mr. Wells came into our home, laughing and bragging that he and 

some friends had set a cross on fire on Myrtle Goldstein’s front yard, Mom threw him out of our 

kitchen and told him never to come back. “That,” she said, “is un-American. We don’t do things 

like that in our home.” 

 When Mrs. Helmstadter would tell Mildred that she would be needed at the Helmstadter 

home on Friday because she had company coming for the weekend and needed the house 

cleaned – and then cancelled at the last moment leaving Mildred without employment, Mom 

would hire her. She didn’t care that she had just vacuumed on Wednesday or done the laundry on 

Thursday. Mildred was old, visually impaired, and was her family’s only source of income. Her 

son was in the workhouse for “running numbers.” That was a concept I didn’t understand, but I 

understood what it meant to have to buy groceries. 

 When the Kessler’s had people from Europe who had tattoos on their arms from 

concentration camps, Mom made sure we met them. She wanted us to know how evil some 



people could be, and how important that it was that we always protect the underdog. She was a 

big believer in the Bill of Rights – and rooted for Joseph Welch rather than Joseph McCarthy. 

 She taught us about people like Mozart and Beethoven, Sir Walter Scott and Charles 

Dickens, Ralph Bunch and Dag Hammarskjold, Marian Anderson and Eleanor Roosevelt. She 

rooted for Roberto Clemente as well as Adlai Stevenson, and went with Rose Kessler to Hebrew 

School so that she wouldn’t have to go alone. She told me to stand up for women, take my hat 

off indoors, and that good table manners were important. 

 Mom and Dad didn’t leave us a lot of money – but they taught us that an education was a 

marvelous thing. In fact, it was wonderful enough to put their money into tuition. And she 

supported Dad when he felt that tithing was important – and that it meant 10% off the top. And 

all this time she struggled with the grocery bills. But all the tuition in the world could not have 

matched her for showing us the difference between right and wrong. 

 Yes, I had the meanest mother in Western Pennsylvania. I wish everyone had that same 

advantage. 

       Richard H. Parks, Jr. (2004) 

  

  



Lenten Devotions 

Fourth Sunday in Lent 

For everything there is a season and a time for every matter under heaven: … a time to love and 

a time to hate, a time for war, and a time for peace. – Ecclesiastes 3: 1, 8 

 I wrote my best friend the other day about an event that I think was really my first true 

religious experience. As you would all naturally expect it happened while I was an officer in the 

US Army and occurred on Christmas Eve 1967 while I was serving my first tour in Vietnam. 

Early that evening, our Protestant chaplain held a rather traditional Christmas Eve service. Most 

of us went and I for one went back to my hooch and wrote Judy, thanking her for the stuff (dried 

apricots and cigars mostly) she had sent. Along about 2300 hours (11pm to you civilians) our 

Catholic chaplain came through asking us if we wanted to go to the midnight service at a local 

Catholic hospital run primarily by priests and nuns from the Philippines. Primarily for something 

to do I decided to go. It was the first midnight service I had ever attended and it was unbelievable 

in every way. It was conducted almost simultaneously in 3 languages: French, Vietnamese and 

English. It was held in the small hospital chapel which was lighted by candles. There were 

probably 20 Americans, a couple of French nurses and the rest were Vietnamese. The choir sang 

the hymns in 3 languages, and as I recall they were the same type of hymns we sing at our 

services on Christmas Eve. And of course the final one was “Silent Night”. 

 Let me tell you there was not a dry eye among us Americans when we finished singing it. 

As we sang it, someone put out all the church candles and then we lit our individual candles. You 

could feel God’s presence throughout the service, but certainly you could feel him physically as 

one of the German doctors sang “Silent Night” in his native language. I can remember walking 



out of the service so humbled by God’s presence, and then to look up at the clear sky and see all 

those stars; you have no idea. I think after that night, I knew there was a God. About two hours 

after the service I volunteered to fly with a med evac helicopter (Dustoff as they were called in 

Vietnam) to pick up some civilians who had been injured by a mine. We of course flew them to 

the aforementioned hospital. The war had returned rather quickly, but for a few moments we 

were at peace and in the presence of God. I think of that night often but always on Christmas 

Eve. In some ways it may have been my favorite Christmas Eve. And I knew God was in that 

place that night, December 24, 1967, in Xuan Loc, Republic of South Vietnam. 

    Douglas C. Ely, Lieutenant Colonel (retired), US Army  (2005) 

  



Lenten Devotions 

Fifth Sunday in Lent 

Scholarship Program Bears Fruit 

I am the vine; you are the branches. If a man remains in me and I in him, he will bear much 

fruit; apart from me you can do nothing. – John 15:15 

 I was so blessed to receive a National Methodist Scholarship when I was a student at 

Ohio Wesleyan in 1957. I didn’t have much money to pay my bills and I feel ever indebted to my 

mother for all of the sacrifices she made for me. My minister in the Elyria Methodist Church, Dr. 

Earl Henderson, worked to get the scholarship for me and it was such a big help. I felt honored 

and pleased to receive it.  

 On the application form, I had to answer the question: What have you done to serve the 

church? I remember writing this answer: “It isn’t what I have done to serve the church so far, it is 

what I will hope to do in the future.” 

 That is how the church’s scholarship program hoped to “Bear Fruit.” They gave 

scholarship aid to enable young people to get an education, learn how to make a living, and more 

importantly: learn how to make a life. They looked toward the future when the church and 

society would reap some benefit. 

 I appreciated my education at OWU and the help of the church, and I have become an 

ever more believing and involved Christian. The aid I received has borne fruit for me and I hope 

I have repaid some to God for his generosity. 

        Karla Westlake (2011) 



Lenten Devotions 

Sixth Sunday in Lent – Palm Sunday 

In all things I have shown you that by so toiling one must help the weak, remembering the words 

of the Lord Jesus, how he said, ‘It is more blessed to give than to receive.’ – Acts 20:35 

 The soft green shawl was carefully folded into a square, resting under my mother’s 

smooth peaceful face. Only a few weeks earlier it had been given to her, a loving expression of 

the Shawl Mission. I remembered how she smiled then, as she settled back into her chair, taking 

pleasure in its softness. Now it continued to comfort her on this final journey. Many blessings 

and loving thoughts went into its creation and though she was beyond verbal communication, her 

look of contentment reflected the shawl’s warmth. 

 Little wonder I wanted to join this ministry, passing along to another the prayers and 

blessings I could add to my stitches. The process was not an easy task. It had been many years 

since I had cast on stitches and counted them. Also, my German grandmother had taught me the 

“European” method, so my style was different. Fortunately, there were ladies among the group 

who smiled and showed me what I had previously not mastered (and still need to perfect, 

hopefully with more experience!) 

 I began to cast on, switching from “knit 3” to “purl 3” across each row. Many silent and 

spoken prayers were knit into my shawl for the person who would eventually receive it. I also 

prayed my efforts would express the appreciation for the blessings a green shawl had given my 

mother. That same green shawl I now drape around my own shoulders, grateful to enjoy its 

coziness and the shared love that it contains. 



 The mission of this project, this loving service to others, is one in which I’m happy to 

take part. “It is more blessed to give than receive.” In giving, one does receive! It’s making me a 

part of a continuous circle of love. 

       Joyce Williams (2006) 

  



Lenten Devotions 

Maundy Thursday 

Meeting Christ in Holy Communion 

Jesus took a loaf of bread, and after blessing it he broke it, gave it to the disciples, and said, 

“Take, eat; this is my body.” Then he took a cup, and after giving thanks he gave it to them, 

saying, “Drink from it, all of you; for this is my blood of the covenant, poured out for many for 

the forgiveness of sins.” 

 When I think about the many encounters I’ve had with Christ, the Holy Communion 

experience has over time, become very meaningful to me; whether helping to serve, or partaking 

in it. It is not merely about coming forward to receive the elements. Rather, it is symbolic of 

receiving the very person of Christ, in whom I have all my being. It is about coming forth in all 

of my brokenness and human frailty to receive grace and forgiveness. 

 In recent months, I have found the Awakening service Communion experience to be 

particularly meaningful and personal. It is a time when I can kneel before the cross and share all 

with our loving Savior. In some faith communities, this is called our “dying moments”. During 

such moments, I sometimes become teary-eyed; not just tears borne of life’s burdens, but tears of 

joy and thankfulness. Such encounters with Christ have the power to transform us, from the 

inside out. I believe that the Communion experience has indeed, transformed my life and 

deepened my relationship with the Lord. I pray that it will continue to do so for the rest of my 

days.       

Paula Schleihs  (2012) 


