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We gathered. 
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We listened. 

We wept in sadness. 

We shouted in joy. 

These are our reflections. 

Images of the stirring. 
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Greater Than 
By: Jennifer Bestafka 

 

t Red Rocks Church, the sermon 
series are always engaging…witty and 
creative.  In October 2011, “Welcome 

Bowlers,” a series on letting go of the things 
that prevent us from receiving the fullness 
of God, proved life changing. I had been 
walking with God for over seven years and 
through this series, He thrust me out of 
spiritual stagnation by pressing deeply into 
my heart, showing me just who the Great I 
AM really is…how He was so much Greater 
Than all the things which had held me back.  

“Welcome Bowlers” focused on four 
potential areas of conflict embedded in our 
relationship with God…holding on to our 

past, our worry, our pride, and our control.  
Near the end of service, in the last of the 

sermons, each member of the congregation 
was asked to remove the 3 x 5 card from 
underneath their chair and take a moment 
to seek God before noting on the card which 
of the four areas most needed to be released 
to His care.  

When the lights dimmed, I took a deep 
breath before courting a conversation with 
my Savior. I knew the answer before I ever 
asked the question…God wanted all four of 
these from me. 

I pleaded with Him, “God, do you know 
what you are asking of me?” 

“Sweetheart, I’m the only One who knows 
the depth of what I am asking you.”  

I could barely think as my heart raced; I felt 
like a mouse clawing at the walls, frantically 
searching for a way out of a maze. Each of 
these four things represented a weight-
bearing pillar that held up the circus tent 
behind which I veiled my heart and life from 
the world.  

“God, without these pillars, who will I be? 
My life will collapse.”  

“I don’t want you to hide any longer. Can 
you trust me to anchor you and hold up the 
pillars of your life…new pillars of love, 
grace, truth, and hope?”  

I could have never imagined that a 
conversation with God, all over a 3 x 5 card, 
would end up being a turning point in our 
relationship.  For years I had begged Him to 
set me free from my past, worry, pride, and 
control to no avail. With His trademark 
loving and solemn tenderness, He 
graciously allowed me to see the truth… I 
had never truly been willing to release them 
and fully surrender at the Cross…and the 
time to finally do so had come. I listed all 
four of the areas on my 3 x 5 card, gently 
laid it in the basket, tasted the sweetness of 
His Holy Presence in Communion and 
began the process of leaning more fully into 
God’s strength and provision.   

It is often said that life is a journey and not a 
destination; so, too, is our relationship with 
God….a journey and not a destination. 

A 
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Focusing this year on how God is Greater 
Than has provided the anthem to my Easter 
meditations.  An added level of celebration 
is woven into Resurrection Sunday this year, 
as I was baptized ten years ago on Easter 
after praying for my Salvation only a week 
prior.  In preparing my heart for celebrating 
the Empty Tomb, I’ve reflected on the ways 

God has been and continues to be Greater 
Than.  Each reflection has rendered me 
awestruck and void of prose…. 

It is no platitude when I confess this 
Easter….He is greater than every stronghold 
and greater than every morsel of joy. He is 
the Great I AM, whose love and faithfulness 
are unmatched.  He simply Is…Greater 
Than.  

### 

He Stayed 
April Musekamp 

 

hen He was being tortured, 
He stayed. When He was 
being mocked, He stayed. 
When He was being ridiculed, 

He stayed. When those He loved turned 
from Him, He stayed. When those 
entrusted to guide His people lied, He 
stayed. When He suffered death, He 
stayed. And when His Father turned 
His back on Him, He stayed.  

He saw each and every one of our faces 
and He stayed. He saw the possibilities 
of our lives and He stayed. He saw our 
lives unchained from sin and He 
stayed. He saw hope overcoming darkness 
in our hearts and He stayed. He saw mercy 

win over vengeance and He stayed. He saw 
acceptance replacing shame and He stayed. 
He saw love conquering prejudice and He 
stayed. 

It was this love that kept Jesus on the cross 
when he could have spared himself from 
suffering for our sins. He saw me; He saw 
you. His final words to us are: Go therefore 
and make disciples of all the nations, 
baptizing them in the name of the Father 
and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit, 
teaching them to observe all things that I 
have commanded you; and lo, I am with 
you always, even to the end of the age 
(Matt 28:19,20). He saw us overcoming and 
loving and forgiving and teaching—when we 
could leave. We don’t have to stay. Because 
each one of us, through loving God, is on the 
cross of sacrifice with Jesus. We place 
ourselves there when we surrender to His 
will, just as Jesus did.  

When someone is hurtful, we can forgive. 
When we are used to help someone else get 
ahead, we can love. When there is injustice, 
we can speak. When there is someone 
hurting, we can offer compassion. When 
there is a need, we can give. At times these 
may come at great inconvenience or cost or 
pain.  

But Jesus stayed when it was within His 
power to leave. And we can do no less.  

W 

“He is greater than every 

stronghold.” 
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Oh Death Where is Thy 
Sting? 
 

By Cari Zorno 

ulling into the parking lot I noticed 
people from the first service were still 
gathered around the door of the 

church though the second service has 
already started. Easter Sunday services are 
packed. This Easter was no different but I 
was different. 

I was not decked out in any Easter finery. I 
had pulled on what was convenient when I 
left the house. My heart was heavy and no 
spring dress would change that. Lord I just 
want to be invisible. Lowering my head I 
snaked through the clusters of 
conversations and slid in the back door. I 
was right, it was standing room only. 
Pressing against the wall, I found a spot, as 
close to the door as possible, for a quick 
getaway if necessary. Letting out a sigh I 
relaxed. I was where I needed to be. 

The worship had begun and with each 
stanza my spirit was transported deeper and 
deeper into God’s presence. Tears which 
had become a constant reminder of my loss 
were again creating warm trails down my 
cheeks out of pure joy 
rather than sorrow as my 
deep inner soul began to 
grasp the reality of 
Christ’s death and his 
resurrection. Christ died 
this horrible death for me. 
Thank you Lord for the 
assurance of not only my 
salvation but my 
children’s. Thank you for 
redeeming us. I not only 
hope for eternal life. I 
have your assurance, 
your promise of heaven. 
Thank you, thank you, 
thank you. Suddenly I 
became aware my 
surroundings again, and 
of my tears. Lord these 

tears are tears of joy not sorrow. Please 
keep me invisible, I have no strength to 
explain. 

I had no strength of my own, I had used up 
all I had plus my reserves over the last two 
weeks since Josh and Beth died. It had only 
been 10 days since their memorial service. I 
already experienced that in my weakness his 
strength is shown. They were so young, 
only 20 and 17 but now, now I know I will 
spend eternity with them because of your 
death on the cross and resurrection. You 
are alive, YOU are alive and you live in me. 
Oh what great assurance. Oh, death where 
is thy sting? 

The music stopped and the pastor was 
talking. I was still standing, the strength of 
Christ in me. Thank you Jesus, your death 
opened the door to eternity. Thank you that 
they both walked closely with you, they 
knew you, they know you and are spending 
Easter by YOUR side. The tears over flow 
my eyes afresh and pour over my cheeks. 
They are with you on this glorious day. 
Thank you for that assurance, the assurance 
of eternity with you. Oh, death where is thy 
sting? 

The pastor steps off the platform and the 
ushers gather just off to my side. The music 
began, my signal to leave. I cannot bear to 

P 
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speak to anyone today. My heart is 
overflowing with joy intermeshed with the 
deep sorrow. I have no words to explain 
what I am feeling and no desire to try to find 
them.  

I ducked out the door silently and made my 

way to the car. Positioning myself behind 
the wheel I slump and the dam breaks, 
sobbing. Joy, sorrow, pain, the presence of 
Jesus, the absence of my children, these 
thoughts and feelings toss about inside me. 
Slowly the sobs subside, God’s peace settles 
over me like a warm blanket on a cold day. 
Taking a deep breath I pulled away. God 
knew exactly what I needed, HIM.  

Though it has been 10 years, Easter still 
holds the pain of absence and reverberates 
with the joy of what Christ did for us and 
His redeeming love and gift of eternal life. 

### 

Life, Liberty and the 
Pursuit of Redemption 
Amy Young 

ood Friday found me away from 
home, attending a friend’s wedding 
in Virginia, with nothing to do until 

evening. Since I was in Charlottesville, I’d 
been told the one thing I must do was go to 
Thomas Jefferson’s Monticello. 

I can now say, I agree. If you’re in the area, 
you might not want to spend the six hours I 
did, but you must go to Monticello.  

Small secret about me, I am a tour junkie.  I 
love taking tours and am the tenacious 
person who attaches herself to the guide’s 
side.  So, I was I in one of my happy places – 
and truth be told, had left three others I’d 
met from the wedding party when they were 
already 15 minutes late and had their own 
vehicle.  

“This is gorgeous!” I gushed  to the ticket 
seller at the welcome center. She smiled, 
handed me the ticket and told me to hurry 
to the bus since the tour would start soon.  

The bus drove us up the hill to the 
Jefferson’s house. At the top, I toured the 
house, joined a free tour of the gardens and 
fields, made a weekly skype call to a group 
of women who live around the globe (spread 
round the world made it too tricky to change 
the time), and took another free tour on 
enslaved people at Monticello. 

Needless to say, the range of topics 
bouncing around inside of me was vast and 
paradoxical. How does one reconcile 
Jefferson being against slavery, yet owned 
slaves? How do I reconcile the paradoxes in 
my own life? 

After walking down the mountain (ok, more 
of a hill), all I had left to do was see the 
movie at the welcome center.  

I sat off to the side of the front row and two 
boys around eight years old sat next to me, 
their mother in the row behind even though 
there were seats available. They were wiggly 
in a delightful boy way.  

The movie was what you’d expect. Well 
done, informative, hitting on Thomas 
Jefferson the man, the politician, the 
product of the enlightenment, and his 
interest in exploring and experimenting.  

It ended with a small tribute to the power of 
the ideas contained in The Declaration of 
Independence. Copies of different 
constitutions and political movements from 
around the world flashed on the screen.  
India, France, Haiti, Abraham Lincoln, 

G 
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Yugoslavia, The Berlin Wall, Liberia, 
Vietnam. 

Remembering it was Good Friday what 
struck me was the universal longing for life 
and liberty and that from the Cross, Jesus 
cried, “It is finished.” These longing for life 
and liberty run deep and are God given and 
God honoring. So much so, God was willing 
to die so that we might be freed from sin 
and have life. 

Yes, we are still entangled in the 
ramification of a brokenness and sin; 
thankfully we are no longer enslaved to the 
law, left to our own efforts.  

Though not a traditional church service, 
God had met me (and maybe those boys?). 
Life, liberty, and pursuit of redemption is 
His heart beat for the ages. 

### 

God is Not Dead. 
By Chase Jackson 

labama. First light. Time to get up. 
I'm thinking, eight o'clock service--
heh, all alone. Well, time to think, 

anyhow. No one to interrupt my thoughts. 
 
Coffee? Sounds good. I'll get there early to 
find a good seat, in the back, on the end, 

away from everyone else--at least till the 
music starts. 
 
Bible? Not yet. Thoughts about these last 
few days circle my head like a chuck wagon 
barricade, against the enemy. Why is the 
enemy attacking? 
 
Leaky pipe. Mold in walls and ceiling. Costly 
roof repairs. Staging my home for sale. 
Forgotten bills that haven't been forwarded 
to Colorado. Overgrown grass. And my 
overworked son, served divorce 
papers...because she's not happy? 
 
The music starts. But I'm not into it. Still 
shooting Indians. They keep coming. What 
are to become of my three grandchildren? 
How will they cope? And what about the 
engine light that came on while driving to 
church? And the riding mower won't start. 
 
Leaving early. What was that sermon about? 
Oh, it's Easter. I recall bits and pieces. He's 
risen? 
 
The movie last night. Heh, went all alone. I 
liked the part when the atheist shouted, "I 
hate God!" The young Christian retorted, "I 
thought you didn't believe there was a God? 
How can you hate someone who doesn't 
exist?" 
 
The car starts. I ride a ways. Then I notice--
the Engine light is not on. My cell rings, 
"Dad, your grand kids want to see you 
today. Here's your grandaughter.... 
 
"Hi granddad! Happy Easter!" 
 
I smile. "Happy Easter to you to, honey. I 
can't wait to see you. Are you taking care of 
your little brothers?... 
 
God is Not Dead. 

A 
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A Day of Resurrection; 
Facing Your Own 
Mortality 
 

aster was another day of worship and 
prayers in my family.  We are facing a 
medical issue that threatens the life of 

one of us and the thought of Easter as a day 
of termination and not resurrection put a 
pall of gloom over us that day.  There was 
good to be found in that theatre on Sunday 
morning as if the sermon was written 
exclusively for us. 

Easter has always been a special day for us.  
Only within the past few months had the 
reality of the bunny, St. Nick and the others 
been revealed.  They still exist in the hearts 
of our kids but the actual visitors to the 
Malls and public areas no longer held their 
attention or their beliefs.  The bunny, and 
friends, had moved on to more spiritual 

realities and less on the material world.  
This year our little girl asked the bunny for 
help, medical help.  Much like her prayers 
each nigh honoring Jesus and asking for 
God’s help, and thanking Jesus for his 
sacrifice, she was calling in reinforcements.  
Something needed fixed and God could not 
be asked to be called upon single handed.  
Easter was our day of sacrifice and 
redemption and our little girl was out to 
make it happen. 

There were some in our household that 
believed God had abandoned us, spiritual 
stress prevailed.  Our little girl as well as our 

fourteen-year-old son and spiritual leader 
would not subscribe to that theory.  We 
needed Jesus’s help more than ever and 
they were not going to take “no” for an 
answer. 

It was not the location or the people around 
us that shined the brightest, Pastor Shawn’s 
message brought tears of sadness and joy to 
us in that short period of time, his light and 
love broke through.  He spoke from the 
heart, hot his heart but our lord’s heart was 
on that stage that Sunday morning.  The 
messenger had delivered. 

We continue to face our challenges but with 
a little more strength and something else 
more important.  What we are facing is 
nothing compared to what Jesus went 
through.  The thought of death no longer 
scares the adults in our family; the thought 
of leaving our children to face it is the scary 
part.  Each day is a gift from god to our 
children. 

As we headed home the pall had lifted a bit 
and the idea of being abandoned by God 
was less of a prevailing mindset.  Easter 
was, and is, the best day of the year. 

### 

Chance of Rain  
by Melissa Payne 

eople say babies are born with two 
fears – the fear of falling and the fear 
of loud noises.  But those people don’t 

know my seven-year-old daughter.  Keira 
was born with one more – fear of a 
catastrophic, natural disaster.   She’s always 
prepared for one thing or another.  An 
unexpected hurricane while at the beach, a 
surprise tornado because the land is flat, or 
the current favorite – a flood…every time it 
rains.   

Keira is presently of the opinion that the 
absolute best kind of day is sunny with mild 
temperatures, a light to no breeze, without a 
cumulonimbus cloud in sight.  She is 
absolutely convinced that if it starts to rain, 
a flash flood is imminent.  To put her mind 

E 
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at ease or to prepare for the worst, she 
checks the weather 4 to 5 times a day 
accompanied by a full report.   

 “Mom, we cannot go to Littleton today.  
There is a 30% chance of a light shower, 
scattered clouds, with something called 
humidity, too.  It’s not looking good for 
Littleton.”  Is she simply preparing for a 
career as a meteorologist?  Or did we sing 
one too many renditions of Rise and Shine 
at VBS? 

It started last summer during the 
devastating flooding which affected many 
parts of Colorado.  Nothing ever happened 
to us personally, but Keira is the kind of kid 
who takes much to heart.  One day, while 
watching TV at her grandparents, the 
Emergency Broadcast System played a very 
loud warning for parts of Colorado to 
prepare for extreme flash flooding.  While 
the area being warned was nowhere near my 
parent’s house, Keira nonetheless fearfully 
fell to her knees in the middle of the room, 
grasped her hands, squeezed her eyes shut 
and began to earnestly pray, 

 “Dear God!  I am too young to die!  Please 
save me from these floods!  I am too young 
to die!!” 

When asked if she happened to pray for 
anyone else in the room to be saved from 
the flood, my mom said with a smile,  “Well, 
no.  Poor thing.  But we all figured that since 
she was praying so very loudly, it would 
probably count for us, and anyone else who 
really needed it, too.“ 

But I do understand how Keira feels.  As I 
have watched my three kids grow from little 
babies to young kids, there are days when I 
feel so out of my league.  Days when all I can 
do is to keep my head above the rising 
waters of parenthood.  What was God 
thinking when he gave my husband and me 
three precious children to protect and to 
raise?     

The older they get, the less control I feel.  
There is too much out there that can hurt 
them – Internet, social media, school 
violence, war, addiction, hurtful 

relationships, and the list goes on and on.  I 
want to raise them to be respectful, kind and 
strong.  Yet, like Keira, I wish I could check 
the forecast to see what is to come.  So I can 
prepare them for life’s storms – both big 
and small.   

Then today, I am reminded (because God 
has to do this a lot with me) that He is in 
control.  Not me.  With Jesus’ sacrifice, with 
his gift of grace, we were given a glimpse of 

the absolute power of God’s love for us.  
Because God is greater than our fears.  He is 
bigger than our storms and he will be 
greater than anything my children will face.  
With their eyes on Him, they can get 
through whatever comes their way.  And I 
know that they will come out of it stronger, 
better, a beacon of God’s light and a 
testament to Jesus’ sacrifice.   

And yet, God has a beautiful way of 
demonstrating His biggest promises in 
simple ways and for me, so often through 
my children.  On the way home from Easter 
service, we drove into a small rainstorm.  
Not much, but enough to have typically sent 
Keira grabbing the nearest phone to dial 9-
1-1.  But not this time.  Instead she sat back, 
looked out the window and smiled.   

“Is it raining?”  she asked.   

“Yes, it is.  You aren’t crying, Keira.  Are you 
doing okay?” 

“Yes, I am,” she answered confidently.  “You 
know what, Mommy?  Jesus died on the 
cross for us….and this is only rain, so you 
know what?  I can be brave. “  

God is so great. 

### 

“Today, I am reminded that He 

is in control…Because God is 

greater than our fears.” 
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Easter Morning: He has 
risen! 
 

Kaitlin Schuessle 

Conquered the cross 
and the tomb, 
certifies my salvation, 
and offers up 
salvation to anyone 
who accepts His gift. 
Easter. A day of hope, 
newness, promise, 
grace.  

But still, the world 
hurts. The sadness, 
grief, despair persists. 
We all are broken. 
Not a bone was 
broken in Christ’s 
body. This may be 
symbolic of the 
wholeness that we’ll 
experience once we get to rise up with 
Christ. But while on this Earth, we have 
brokenness, scrapes, bruises, and wounds 
all over our bodies and, what’s more, our 
souls. I felt the brokenness of my own being 
more this Easter than I would have liked. 
Ever since I was a child, I’ve eagerly 
anticipated Easter morning. This day makes 
me glad, for the obvious reason of Christ’s 
victory over death. And also, admittedly, for 
the big brunch, gathering of family, and the 
egg hunt - the childlike experience of hiding 
and seeking those colorful little eggs. This 
Easter, I watched as my niece and nephew 
got to find eggs in their yard. Alex took great 
joy in finding, with clues, 18 plastic eggs, all 
of which he wanted “open!” And yes, they 
easily break open, flimsy, plastic eggs. Break 
open. Broken. But you can put them back 
together. Still broken, but seemingly whole. 
Eight adults smiled and clapped for little 
Alex, who just a short 30 minutes before the 
hunt had fallen backwards off the table and 
banged up, bruised, smacked his head on 
the hardwood floor, leaving him in tears and 
shaken. “Boo-boo, fall down.” Hurt, 
cracked, but not quite broken, and, after TV 

and cake, he was ready to find those eggs. 
This was not his first fall, but one of the first 
major ones, and I found myself feeling 
saddened by the realization that this was 

just one of the first cracks in his life, that 
there would be many more breaks and 
scrapes, bruises and hurts to come into his 
life, interrupting his joy, excitement, 
newness and, yes, even at times, his hope.  

Later at the park, I watched as the 
brokenness of this Easter day continued: a 
boy playing baseball, first with his mom, 
then his dad arrived to join him, and his 
excitement became even clearer. All was 
well. And then, after 45 minutes or so, he 
tightly wrapped his arms around his dad for 
a 3 minute hug.  

At first, this appeared sweet, but then I 
thought, most young boys don’t take pause 
and hug a parent for that long in the middle 
of their baseball play in the park. No, this 
hug was sweet, but it was preceded and 
followed by separation. After hugging his 
dad good-bye, his parents exchanged a few 
words regarding who would take him to 
baseball practice on which night of the 
week, and then the boy watched as his dad 
left. This little boy already has a first-hand 
sense of the brokenness of life. At such a 
young age, he knows the pain of a broken 
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relationship and feels the way it cracks his 
heart and soul, much louder and deeper 
than the crack of his baseball bat on the 
ball. And this long-hugged end to his Easter 
play must have been yet another extension 
of the furrows of brokenness in his little 
heart. Jesus experienced the furrowing of 
deep wounding, and not just the physical 

lash of whips on his back.  

As I considered the events of my day, my 
Easter experience and witnessing of 
brokenness, I felt another crack within my 
heart, so easy and delicate it can be, like an 
egg, as I entered as an observer into this 
boy’s pain, and as I revisited the brief, but 
real hurt little Alex experienced earlier that 
morning. And then I felt more cracks 
making their way into my heart when I 
thought about the hurts and pains of all my 
family members; some physical, some 
emotional, some old and deep, some new 
and fresh. Cracks and wounds, not just my 
own, caused my soul to acutely feel the 
brokenness of this life. And yet, He took on 
the sins of the world. He endured physical 
pain of the cruelest kind. But even more, he 
bore the entirety of brokenness, wounds, 
and suffering when he endured separation 
from Our Creator. He took on every heart 
and soul crack of every being of all the 
world. And through His cross, He continues 
to take on the brokenness of the past, the 
present, and the brokenness to come.  

And I awake this day after Easter, still 
feeling heavy with the piling of wounds, and 
still feeling delicate and flimsy like the 
plastic eggs subject to Alex’s hunt. Cracked, 
broken, in wounded pieces, I revisit the 
world as I awake. I consider the brokenness 

I’ll see and feel today. I look at the Word 
sitting next to me, full of relevant and real 
hope and healing. And I consider the eggs in 
Alex’s basket. Some put back together to 
pose as whole. Others laying genuinely on 
the grass, cracked open and broken. And I 
pause to rest in the eternal hope that’s 
bigger than the brokenness I feel. Not all 
hearts, souls, lives are fixed in this lifetime. 
But I believe the true Healer will come. The 
true Healer is alive and risen. And so I allow 
myself to hopefully wait, broken, with 
cracks, because I know those will be filled in 
by a Love that doesn’t just cover, Band-Aid, 
or temporarily fix. No, I wait in hope for a 
completely new and whole, crack-free body, 
mind, and soul. 

My broken Easter awaits the true and Whole 
God. Indeed. Hallelujah! 

Easter Celebration 
Bernie Pfeiffenberger 

t’s been a while since I drove up the long 
drive-way, now cracked and worn. 

A life-time of memories flood my mind.  
The driveway lined with the fragrance of 
lilacs and peonies in blossom.  The 
memories of my great-uncle, a great 
fisherman, standing at the end of the drive 
welcomed all with his warm smile and hugs. 

Years of separation have not taken away the 
longing for a hug and gentle kiss from the 
sweetest great-grandmother who ever lived.  
Her home, a sanctuary and resting place of 
love and laughter poured out to family and 
friends. 

The climb up the back porch steps 
awakened your senses and drew you to the 
kitchen filled with the aromas of meals 
cooking and prepared with gentle hands to 
enjoy a feast to celebrate our holidays. 

This Easter celebration echoed the shadows 
of family now past – aunts, uncles, cousins, 
mom and dad.  But, it also echoed in the 
celebration of New Life found in Christ.  A 
new and young generation gathered around 

I 

“Not all hearts, souls, lives 

are fixed in this lifetime. My 

broken Easter hopefully 

awaits.” 
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to pray for each other, ask for the blessing 
for our meal and our family gathering.    

This Easter, was also a celebration and 
welcome of another life – my new grand-
daughter. 

The love, laughter and aromas continue to 
linger and grow to a new generation in a 
home filled with a life-time of memories. 

Our family filled with imperfections, but 
continuing to pass on the love and New Life 
found in our Savior.   This was evidenced as 
my 2 year old grandson closed our day 
running around the room with his sweet 
smile and his arms lifted high and saying, 
“Glory to God, Glory to God!” 

### 

Sunrise Service 
Sherryn Hensley 

o you want to go to sunrise service 
with me?”  My friend, Kristie paused 
on the other end of the phone.  

“Sunrise, you mean early?  Do you have any 
idea how early I have to get up on 
weekdays?”  “I know”, I said, “but it’s super 
cool, last time I went they released doves.”  
“Like real doves?  The ones that poop?  I 
could get bird poop in my hair on Easter 
morning?”   

Sadly, Kristie did not share my enthusiasm 
for the Red Rocks sunrise service.  I 
persisted.  I had really enjoyed the 
symbolism of the service a few years back 
and wanted Kristie to be a part of my Easter 
story this year.  I convinced 
her that the moment that 
the sun breaks over the 
horizon, she would forget 
about the early wake up call. 

One of the things that I like 
the most about Kristie is 
that she has always shared 
my love of adventure and 
supported my efforts to 
expand my horizons, while 
maintaining a 

protectiveness more fitting to an older sister 
than a best friend.  Kristie laughed, and in 
as serious a tone as I could muster, I added 
“… because you know I’ m dying”.  We both 
started giggling and Kristie answered “I 
don’t know, you’re sounding pretty alive to 
me right now.” 

The truth is that I do have a terminal illness 
for which there is no cure.  There is no 
timeline, but the arteries to my heart and 
brain will always hold the threat of sudden 
death.  I find courage in “doing” and 
comfort in writing and peace through my 
faith in God.   

After receiving my diagnosis after a few 
heart attacks and months in and out of the 
hospital, I decided to make an annual 
“bucket list..  I know that I can’t plan for 
“forever”, the reality is that none of us can, 
but I can make a list of experiences that I 
would like to accomplish each year.  My 
bucket list this year reads as follows:  “climb 
a mountain, write a book, slide down a sand 
dune, hike the fiery furnace at Arches, go on 
a date, and attend the sunrise service at Red 
Rocks.” 

I hardly slept due to the anticipation.  I 
remembered how beautiful the service had 
been two years ago.  Frozen and shivering I 
had watched the sun slowly rise in the clear 
sky, slowly and gradually flooding the city 
and contours of the land with light.  I felt 
God’s light and blessing spreading like a fire 
across Denver and Colorado as the sun 
began to warm my face, body, hands, and 
feet.  I wanted Kristie to experience it too. 

D 
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We arrived early enough to get a good seat 
with blankets and hand warmers in tow.  I 
slowly made my ascent up the steps.  
Climbing the steps two years ago when I was 
fit and strong was a very different 
experience than it was now.  My wounded 
heart races and pounds and I struggle for 
breath.  

“Are you alright, do you need to stop or go 
back down?”  Kristie asks me with concern 
in her voice, “I’ll be alright”, I answered, “I 
really want to do this”.  We took our seats 
half way up.  Just high enough so that we 
will be able to see the sun rise and I will 
again be able to watch God’s hand of healing 
and blessing stretch across Colorado and 
touch my face. 

Together we sat under the stars, huddled 
against the cold morning.  As the service 
started, we saw the sky begin to lighten in 
the East.  The stars slowly began 
disappearing and a faint pink glow began to 
show at the base of the horizon, barely 
shrouded in clouds.  The pink sphere slowly 
began to rise in the sky.  The clouds 
appeared to rise with it… always just a few 
inches above the sun, covering its glory.   

I discovered that the level of frustration in 
my body was rising with the shrouded sun.  
I was becoming angry as disappointment 
fell heavily upon my normally cheerful 
countenance.  

 I found myself inwardly crying out to God, 
“I need this so badly, why have you not 
touched my face with warmth today?”  My 
heart cried “Why won’t you touch my face 
and heal me?”  I realized that I was no 
longer talking about a sunrise. 

I bowed my head in much needed, albeit 
perplexed, prayer.  I realized that I was in a 
time of waiting.  I don’t like waiting.  
Waiting frustrates me to no end.  The words 
of a familiar hymn came to mind “child of 
weakness watch and pray, find in Me your 
all in all.”  

I was reminded that in this time of waiting, 
this time of shivering in the cold, that God is 
there.  God is here.  With me.  Waiting for 

the perfect time to reveal His splendor, 
while I wait and watch and pray. 

 

My Father’s Place 
N. Alan Miller 

’ve spent the last two years working for a 
gold mining company in the tiny barely 
civilized town of Yellow Pine, Idaho. A 

reclusive dot on the map, the town acted as 
a camp site to house myself and about 
twenty other geologists and knuckle 
draggers by their own name while searching 
for the elusive gold of Thunder Mountain.  I 
spent most of my time living in an old 
camper next to a slightly more permanent 
structure for logging drill core recovered 
from the cliff sides and tree fall laden woods 
that seemed to have never been scoured by 
man before the 21st century. 

Sometimes, when operations slowed during 
the harsh winters or times of financial belt 
cinching, I would work out of the office 
located four hours towards civilization in 
the tourist town of McCall, Idaho. A small 
town to be sure, but it made me appreciate 
the presence of paved roads and credit card 
machines. In this tranquil little lake town, 
on the corner of 3rd and Park Street, was a 
wonderful little burger diner called My 
Father’s Place. 

I 

“I was reminded that 
in this time of waiting, 
this time of shivering 
in the cold, that God is 
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Five days a week, a co-worker and friend of 
mine named Christian and I would go to 
this diner for lunch. He liked it when I was 
working out of the McCall office because he 
usually went there alone and paid an extra 
30 cents for extra fry sauce. But when I was 
with him, I gave him my fry sauce which 
means he saved about $1.50 a week just 
because I was in his company. 

To the point, he is an atheist. Being in the 
scientific community, this wasn’t anything 
new to me, but he was rather outspoken 
about it. One day, we were eating our 
burgers at My Father’s Place, when I told 
him that I was a Christian, and that my 
journey to discover Christ was mainly a 
scientific one. His reaction, rather than 
spouting off the usual skin-deep statements 
that atheists will make, was not one of 
declaration, but rather inquiry. 

He asked questions about what I believe 
and how I reconcile it with science. This 
was the start of what would be regular 
conversations over bacon cheeseburgers 
and seasoned fries about religion and 
science. The journey lasted up until I was 
laid off this last December and I moved 
away from Idaho, likely forever. I can say 
that we never really convinced each other 
of a lot of things, and we actually agreed on 
more topics than one would think. But one 
thing did happen that I didn’t expect. My 
friend gained respect for Christianity. 

I never went to church while in Idaho 
because there literally weren’t any 
churches. Looking back, I realize that I 
went to church five days a week. I know 
now that God sent the two of us there so I 
could tell my atheist friend about the 
magnificence of God’s unending grace and 
the un-rivaled sacrifice of Jesus in a way 
that an atheist can at least acknowledge to 
a respectable level. To us, we were just two 
friends debating the merits of God and 
religion, but it was so much more than that, 
despite our intentions. 

God is greater than the present. No matter 
the situations, relationships, hardships, 
and blessings that are bestowed upon us 

right now, He has a plan for our future that 
we cannot fathom. And looking back at our 
conversations, and considering that maybe, 
just maybe, I put a dent in Christian’s wall 
that will one day, years and years from now, 
insight his own journey towards God’s path, 
it is no wonder that the church I unwittingly 
attended for the last two years was so aptly 
named My Father’s Place. 

 

Photo by David Rupert, used with permission 
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How the Tools of His 
Trade Would One Day be 
the Tools of His Death 
By David Rupert 

e learned the trade from his father 
who probably learned it from his 
father. The tools were 

simple.  Wood.  Nails. Hammer. 

Wood shavings crunched on the 
floor, trod by leather sandals. The 
smell of lumber filled his nostrils. 
Banging. Scraping. Sawing. The 
workshop was continually busy. It 
was all in the life of a carpenter. 

There was something satisfying 
about taking raw lumber and 
forming a piece of furniture, a shelf 
or a tool. But then there was the 
unspoken destiny. Driving a crude 
spike into the green flesh of the 
fallen tree reminded Him of the 
dark days to come. 

We often think of Jesus in strictly 
Holy terms. The mental images are 
created by paintings or movies or 
pictures in the back of the Children’s 
Bible are clear. Walking among 
throngs with a lamb draped across 
his shoulder, or smiling at the man 
begging by the side of the road, or 
heaven opening up with a dove, a 
light shining down on His face. But 
a carpenter? 

Rarely do we imagine The Holy One, the 
promised King, as a common laborer. I have 
never given thought to the sliver in his 
thumb. The shards of primitive iron 
scraping the skin. The calloused fingers.  It’s 
all so menial. 

But this is the Lamb of God, the Savior of 
the world, and he’s a common carpenter. He 
should have had an easier life. He could 
have been a farmer, a goat herder, or a 
fisherman. He could have made shoes or 
worked with fabric. He could have done a 

hundred other things – but Jesus chose the 
life of a carpenter. 

And this fact was not lost on Jesus. He knew 
that one day, his human life would end with 
the very tools of his trade. 

“If it be Your will, take this from me.” But it 
wasn’t. Every nail reminded him that the 
prophecies would be fulfilled.  Every 
piece of lumber shaped would remind him 
that he would be draped across a timber one 

day. Every hammer swung would remind 
him of those who would take his life one 
day. Yet he went about his duties 
performing a job that would foretell his 
death. 

How could he not think of the wood, the 
nails and the hammer? 

And how could I ever I forget? 

(This originally appeared at 
www.RedLetterBelievers.com) 

H 
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The Ultimate Reminder 
Christie Sounart 

 

aster. A holiday more than chocolates 
or plastic eggs, bunnies and flowers. 
More than bonnets or dresses, 

baskets and spring.  

Easter is our day of celebration. The reason 
for our faith. And our saving grace. What 
other day in history could hold so much 
meaning? As a Christian, none.  

But I forget so quickly.  

This year, I was struck by this sitting in my 
seat in the dark Bellco Theater. After a 
hectic morning filled with breakfast, baskets 
and photos, followed by driving, parking 
and meandering the 4/20-laden streets, I 
finally found my seat. It took a whole song 
to get everyone situated, my family taking 
up an entire row of seats. Then, time to 
listen.  

I chuckled and smiled, pondered and 
prayed. But the heavy weight of why I was 
there struck me hard — Jesus died for me. 
And to prove that he was more powerful 
than any other god, past or present, he rose 
from the dead.  

I would be Thomas, doubter till I saw for 
myself. But thankfully Jesus thought of this, 
and made sure we had all that we needed to 
live for Him. Love and hope and grace and 
truth. What more would we need? 
Reminders of course. And so, in the dark 
seat of the theater, the music booming 
through my being, I was reminded.  

My God loves me more than I can even 
fathom. More than anyone can fathom, 
really. What can be more comforting than 
that?  

As I left, giddy with the love of Jesus, I 
looked and saw my numerous blessings. My 
family, my friends. My health, my faith. All I 
could ever need was so graciously given to 
me. Me — of all people?  

How great is my God, the one and only, the 
reason for my life. 

### 

Broken Earthenware 
Elizabeth Jacob 

 

 still remember kissing that cold 
forehead. The moments before were 
excruciatingly painful to watch. He was 

hooked up to a respirator with a mask over 
his mouth and nose and had intravenous 
tubes all over his body. He essentially could 
not communicate since the day he was 
admitted to the hospital. But when all the 
medical equipment was removed, I saw that 
he had a smile on his face.  

He had clearly crossed over to the other side 
and was experiencing a joy quite unlike 
anything that he had experienced on this 
earth.  The promise of Easter was something 
he was living. He was ‘living’ and I was 
‘surviving.’ The endless reams of paperwork 
claimed me to be the ‘surviving spouse.’ And 
it is true that I functioned at survival mode.  

E 
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Why does the resurrection of Christ 
manifest itself so fully and completely in 
physical death and yet so minimally to those 
of us who are left behind?  Shouldn’t 
Christ’s resurrection power be sufficient to 
move us beyond shame, sorrow and regret 
to living life abundantly? After all Christ did 
promise that he came that we might have 
life and have it more abundantly.  Maybe it’s 
because my perspective is man-centered.  I 
want to show the world that my sufficiency 
is in and of myself. But I like the way Paul 
describes it in the book of Corinthians: 

But we have this treasure in jars of clay to 
show that this all-surpassing power is from 
God and not from us. We are hard pressed 
on every side, but not crushed; perplexed, 
but not in despair; persecuted, but not 
abandoned; struck down, but not destroyed. 

We always carry around in our body the 
death of Jesus so that the life of Jesus may 
also be revealed in our body (2nd 
Corinthians 4:7-10).  

### 

Enduring the Pain 
John Meyer 

fter rupturing three discs in his back 
on his 50th birthday in 2012, Greg 
Onofrio thought he was finished as a 

marathon runner. But when the Boston 
Marathon was attacked by evil last year, 
Onofrio began to contemplate going back 
this year to support charity and help redeem 
the race. 

 

Marathon training can be selfish because it 
takes so much time away from family. 
Onofrio, a resident of Lakewood who is the 
director of music and liturgy at St. Pius X 
Catholic Church in Aurora, prayed for 
divine guidance before making his decision: 
He had to be a part of taking back Boston. 

“I felt deep in my heart that I must share my 
sense of solidarity with the running 
community — that we are dedicated, 
resilient, passionate and will not be deterred 
by any act of evil cowardice,” said Onofrio, a 
friend whom I know to be a kind, gentle, 
humble and deeply spiritual man. 

As Christians we believe God leaves nothing 
to chance. As U2’s Bono says, “We don’t 
believe in luck. Grace abounds.” So I find it 
very interesting that this year’s Boston 
Marathon coincided with Easter weekend, 
the ultimate remembrance of redemption, 
salvation and renewal. The world’s most 
venerable marathon would be redeemed by 
an outpouring of love and grace, and I get 
“Holy Bumps” every time I think about Meb 
Keflezighi making the sign of the cross after 
becoming the first American to win at 
Boston since 1985. 

The coincidence of Easter weekend made 
Onofrio’s challenge even tougher, though. 
Because he had four Easter music liturgies 
to lead Sunday, he couldn’t leave for Boston 
until Sunday evening. His flight was 
scheduled to depart at 6:30 p.m., but it left 
DIA two hours late and landed in Boston at 
2 a.m. 

He got to his hotel room at 2:30 a.m., slept 
maybe an hour and rolled out of bed at 4:30 
a.m. to run for victims of last year’s 
bombings and to raise money for people 
who have suffered strokes. His calves 
cramped on Mile 12, and he “popped” an 
Achilles tendon on Mile 20, turning his race 
into “kind of a Frankenstein run” for the last 
six miles because he couldn’t straighten his 
foot. He wasn’t about to quit. 

“There was absolutely no way,” Onofrio said 
after finishing in three hours, 30 minutes, 
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52 seconds. “Not only was I not going to 
drop out, I wasn’t going to walk. I had the 
names of 25 ‘Stroke Heroes’ pinned to the 
front of my shirt. I’m not trying to be 
sentimental here, but I did this for a 
purpose. I’m thinking about not just the 
stroke heroes but the survivors of the 
bombings. This is what we’re here for. They 
don’t get to bow out. They don’t get to quit. 
They’ve got to go on. ... Me running six 
miles with a ‘gammy leg,’ as Monty Python 
would say, is nothing compared to those 
people going through life with no legs.” 

Onofrio ran “for the glory of God,” but it 
wasn’t easy. When he made the turn onto 
Boylston Street less than four blocks from 
the finish – the most hallowed home stretch 
in running – it felt like two miles to him. 
But that is also where the bombings 
occurred last year. Onofrio’s pain was 
nothing compared to the suffering that 
occurred there on April 15, 2013. His pain 
was just part of the redemption that more 

than 30,000 runners gathered to achieve. 

 “I prayed all week as the race was 
approaching that I would have a good race 
and not get leg cramps, which I usually get, 
and I could enjoy the event,” Onofrio said. 
“But like the whole Good Friday re-
enactment, ‘Let God’s will be done. If he 
wants me to endure a little bit of pain, so be 
it. I’m not going to stop, I’m not going to 
slow down, I’m not going to walk, I’m just 
going to endure it.’ That’s kind of the plan 
God had for me today.” 

Waiting 
HM Maltrud 

ill they come?  The payment kiosk 
at the Littleton Light Rail station 
isn’t taking his card.  Try mine.  

Good, it worked.   Hurry, the train is 
coming.  I hope they come.   Should I have 
planned for a turkey breast with the ham?  
Everyone seems to be on a special type of 
diet now; lactose-free, gluten-free, low carb.   
My mind scans over the planned menu 
items and the modifications to each.  Will 
they come?  They know I want them to 
come.  Should I go ahead and bake some 
dairy-free, gluten-free brownies when I get 
home?   I think I will.  Everybody says they 
don’t want a dessert but they rarely mean it.  
I wonder if both of my twenty-something 
daughters will like the simple gifts in their 
Easter basket this year.   One carefully 
selected chocolate bunny and some bath 
bombs from a favorite store.   My sister and 
brother-in-law are coming around 4:30 
which means we could be eating by 5:30, 
hopefully.   

Arriving downtown, we enter the Denver 
Convention Center by the infamous blue 
bear statue.  Will they come?  I pray they 
come.  They say they want to come.  Their 
lives are so busy now.  Our house seems so 
empty.   Their world is so full of the things 
that can pull one away from God.  My heart 
yearns for them and the simple faith of their 
childhood.  We make our way down the 
concourse to the Bellco Theater.   I see little 
girls in their Easter finery, each ruffle, bow 
and hard-won curl catching my eye and 
sparking memories of Easters past; floral 
dresses with ribbon and lace, baskets filled 
and hidden outside next to a mysteriously 
chewed upon carrot, the annual Saturday 
neighborhood egg hunt (no matter the 
weather) and church, always church.    

My oldest said she would try to make it, that 
she would try to come.  What about my 
youngest?  They have been living together as 
sisters, friends and complaining roommates 
for over a year now.    I have learned that 
they each consider the other to be a messy 

W 
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pig.  This is supposed to be news to me?  A 
text from my oldest comes in to my phone.  
On my way.  She’s coming!   She didn’t say if 
she was bringing her sister.  The countdown 
is counting down.  My husband and I find 
four seats together, just in case.  My phone 
rings.  Again, it is my oldest.  Where do I 
park?  I can’t get the map to load.  Hang on.  
I race up the stairs of the theater to ask a 
red-shirted volunteer, who looks at me as if 
I’ve lost my mind.  Parking?  Why do you 
want to know about parking?  I interpret her 
quizzical look:  Because you are already 
inside and apparently, on foot.   I take a 
different tack as I return my attention to the 
call.  The church has reserved space in 
parking garages.  Look for signs.  They 
probably have signs.  I leave her to her hunt.   

My youngest daughter sends me a text.  
How long is service?  Going to open Star 
Wars wedding at 2.   As I’m wrapping my 
mind around this random bit of 
information, a different volunteer 
confidently provides the answer.  The 

service is exactly 76 minutes 
long!  He smiles broadly.  
I smile back.  All the while 
my mind is processing.  
What is an open wedding?  
Do you even know these 
people?   It’s Easter!  Who 
gets married dressed as a 
Star Wars character on 
Easter?  I return to the 
theater, nervously hopeful.    
The first volunteer comes 
by and looks at the saved 
seats we are holding.  Are 
these taken?  I hope so.  
Yes, they are for my 
daughters.  We are waiting 

for them.  Will they come?  
How long will they make me 

wait?  The countdown is over.  The lights 
dim.  Oh, they aren’t here!   At that moment, 
a voice comes to my heart.  

 I AM here.   

My racing thoughts come to an abrupt stop.  
What?  

I AM.  Here.  

Easter is for you too.  I did this for you.   

I have been waiting for you.   I was hoping 
you would come. 

My mind calms.  The Martha within is put 
to rest.  My heart opens to my Savior, my 
Redeemer, my Jesus.  Easter IS for me too.  
I’m here, Jesus.    I smile in the darkened 
theater as the music ramps up.   A minute 
later, my prayer is answered.   They both 
came!   As my daughters slide into their 
seats,   I breathe a prayer of thankfulness 
and give myself over to worship of the Risen 
Savior.   
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