
TIME	FOR	GOD	
May	2020:	Introduction	

	
Words	are	powerful;	they	change	lives.	For	better	…or	for	worse.	
	
Think	back	to	a	time	when	an	apt	word	brightened	your	day.	Words	can	change	your	
life’s	direction.	At	just	the	right	time,	you	may	have	received	the	right	word	spoken	
in	the	right	way.	Words	deliver	new	possibilities	to	open	fresh	dreams	and	focus	
your	endeavors.	They	remove	the	tight	lid	that	holds	you	back	from	being	fully	you.	
	
Human	words	reflect	God’s	way	of	working.	He	speaks	a	universe	into	being.	From	
nothing	He	creates	infinite	possibilities.	From	the	face	of	the	deep	He	calls	forth	
hope.	He	grants	his	children	creative	choices,	too—opportunities	to	participate	in	
His	creative	work.	It’s	about	your	words.	You	can	use	words	for	evil	or	apply	them	
for	good;	build	faith	or	demolish	hope;	deliver	courage	or	dent	trust.	What	say	you?		
	
Popular	songs	shape	our	collective	identity	in	every	generation.	When	set	to	music,	
powerful	words	will	move	the	human	heart.	Poets	suspend	their	readers’	souls	in	
the	spaces	between	their	words.	They	transport	their	readers	to	seasons	of	daring—
or	moments	of	despair.	They	capture	the	human	heart	and	fire	the	imagination.	
	
Last	words	attract	our	special	attention.	A	celebrity’s	death	will	spark	intense	media	
interest.	Banner	headlines	announce	a	star’s	Famous	Final	Words.	Some	collections	
of	last	words	focus	on	unlikely	or	amusing	utterances	from	famous—or	unknown—
personalities.	Gleanings	from	closing	sentences	allow	dead	voices	to	live	again;	they	
offer	survivors	words	to	live	by.	Paul	to	Timothy:	godly	words	to	treasure	and	apply.	
	
From	the	Patriarchs	to	the	Prophets,	apostates	to	Apostles,	the	Holy	Bible	records	
the	last	words	of	many.	Some	are	interesting,	others	instructive.	The	Apostle	Paul	
writes	his	final	letter	from	a	prison	cell	in	Rome.	He	anticipates	his	imminent	death.	
Held	in	bonds,	with	few	visitors,	he	endures	isolation.	Yet,	God	never	leaves	his	side.	
Facing	Imperial	persecution,	Paul	writes	his	legacy	of	hope	to	Timothy—and	to	us.			
	
Paul	does	as	God	instructs:	Let	the	one	who	has	my	word	speak	it	faithfully	(Jeremiah	
23:28).	Humanly	speaking	Paul	is	crushed	and	powerless,	hemmed	in	on	every	side.	
Appearing	held	back	from	his	mission	to	the	Gentiles,	his	words	reach	them	today.		
	
Oswald	Chambers	reminds	believers,	We	must	never	measure	our	spiritual	capacity	
on	the	basis	of	our	education	or	our	intellect;	our	capacity	in	spiritual	things	is	
measured	on	the	basis	of	the	promises	of	God	(My	Utmost	for	His	Highest).	Paul	has	a	
similar	message	for	timid	Timothy	and	for	all	who	shrink	back	from	God’s	calling	
upon	their	lives.	Whom	God	calls	He	also	equips,	qualifies,	and	sustains.	Praise	God!		
	
Walk	with	St.	Paul	through	the	coming	month;	let	him	lead	you	back	to	God.	He	is	
the	Triune	God;	prison	bars	cannot	contain	Him.	Remember	this:	only	God	has	The	
Final	Word	in	all	things;	with	emancipating	truth,	He	speaks	a	word	of	reviving	love.		
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Paul,	an	apostle	of	Jesus	Christ	by	the	will	of	God,	according	to	the	promise	of	life	which	
is	in	Christ	Jesus…	
	
Reflect:	
Family	research	sometimes	digs	up	fascinating	facts.	Casual	genealogical	searches	
occasionally	uncover	family	secrets.	Some	revelations	are	meant	for	a	blessing.		
	
A	couple	of	years	ago,	my	wife	gained	a	cousin	she	never	knew	existed.	He	lives	in	a	
far-off	place.	Knowing	of	his	existence	has	regrouped	our	family	spread	across	three	
continents.	He	breathes	new	life	and	new	meaning	into	distant	familial	connections.		
	
His	discovery	brings	immense	joy	to	an	extended	family;	it	evokes	intense	interest	
from	all.	Our	daughter	flew	from	her	home	in	Dubai	to	visit	him	in	Australia.	She	was	
the	first	to	welcome	him	to	our	family.	Imagine	how	joyfully	overwhelmed	he	felt!	
His	close	family	fully	shared	in	his	delightful	surprise.	Her	visit	brought	joy	to	them.	
	
He	received	a	huge	international	welcome;	it	changed	his	thinking.	He	no	longer	
lives	as	one	person	within	a	nuclear	family.	A	large,	international	clan	embraces	
him;	they	form	his	newfound	family.	He	is	delighted	to	feel	the	warmth	of	their	love.		
	
Now	in	his	seventies	he	has	lived	his	life	until	now	believing	he	was	an	only	child.	
Growing	up,	he	heard	that	his	father	had	died.	It	was	a	mother’s	way	of	shielding	her	
son	from	painful	realities.	Family	research	now	reveals	he	has	several	half-brothers	
and	many	cousins.	From	around	the	globe	they	reach	out	to	connect	with	him.		
	
The	discovery—and	its	happy	fallout—moves	his	heart;	his	mind	is	open	to	a	new	
network	of	care.	Finding	his	true	heritage	works	to	reshape	his	sense	of	personal	
identity.	It	connects	him	to	more	of	who	he	truly	is	as	a	believer.	God	is	in	his	story.		
	
The	Apostle	Paul	begins	his	letter	by	stating	exactly	who	he	is,	Paul,	an	apostle	of	
Jesus	Christ	by	the	will	of	God,	according	to	the	promise	of	life	which	is	in	Christ	Jesus…	
In	discovering	our	true	identity	in	the	Living	God,	there	is	for	each	of	us	new	hope,	a	
restored	identity,	and	a	completely	revised	future	according	to	the	promise	of	life	
which	is	in	Christ	Jesus…	So	great	a	cloud	of	witnesses	embraces	the	family	of	God.	
	
Consider:		
In	an	earlier	generation	who	might	have	prayed	for	you	come	to	faith?	How	does	
your	faith	genealogy	link	you	to	other	disciples?	How	does	that	shape	your	sense	of	
identity	according	to	the	promise	of	life	which	is	in	Christ	Jesus?	
	
Pray:		
Father	of	Lights,	my	life	is	hid	with	Christ.	Thank	you	for	adopting	me	into	the	family	
of	God.	May	I	live	this	truth	as	an	open	secret	in	a	broken	world	for	your	glory.	Let	
me	live	my	life	for	You	and	for	the	blessing	of	many.	Draw	them	to	Yourself.	Amen	
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…when	I	call	to	remembrance	the	genuine	faith	that	is	in	you,	which	dwelt	first	in	your	
grandmother	Lois	and	your	mother	Eunice,	and	I	am	persuaded	is	in	you	also.		
	
Reflect:	
I	remember	your	mother…	Any	sentence	that	starts	that	way	grabs	my	full	attention.	
I	want	to	discover	all	I	can	about	her.	I	came	from	a	broken	home;	I	know	little	about	
my	family.	I	still	search	to	find	out	who	my	maternal	grandfather	really	was.	I	rely	
on	fading	stories	gleaned	from	other	people.	I	want	to	know	more	of	who	I	am.	
	
Following	a	serious	road	accident,	I	awoke	one	day	from	a	coma.	I	asked	a	stranger	
in	the	hospital	ward,	Where’s	my	wife?	The	woman	replied,	I’m	your	wife!	My	
memory	seemed	to	disappear;	in	an	irregular	sort	of	way	it	slowly	returned.	
	
In	the	end,	memory	plays	tricks	on	us	all.	Experts	cite	the	normal	course	of	aging	as	
one	of	many	culprits.	Stress,	head	injuries,	and	medications	all	play	their	part	to	
weaken	our	recollections.	Schedules	and	to-do	lists	help	to	minimize	our	errors.	
	
The	onset	of	years	sees	a	decline	in	short-term	memory.	New	learning	becomes	a	
challenge;	the	recent	past	is	harder	to	recall.	Why	did	I	enter	this	room?	Where	did	I	
place	my	glasses?	What	day	was	that	appointment	scheduled	for?	Sound	familiar?		
	
Someone	once	commented,	I	have	a	very	good	forgettery;	it	used	to	be	a	memory!	
With	age,	long-term	memory	seems	to	become	more	vivid	and	accessible.	Spending	
time	with	seniors	is	often	pleasurable	and	highly	informative	as	their	stories	flow.		
	
Some	memories—trauma	and	anxiety	among	them—arrive	without	invitation.	The	
Apostle	Paul,	however,	describes	a	different	kind	of	remembering.	He	deliberately	
calls	to	mind	stories	of	people,	events,	and	places	that	are	important	to	retain.	
	
Paul	recalls—and	reflects	on—significant	details.	Writing	to	Timothy,	he	shares	his	
recollections.	Paul	blesses	the	younger	man.	He	recognizes	that	Timothy	shows	a	
quality	of	genuine	faith.	Paul	saw	that	same	faith	characteristic	in	Timothy’s	family.	
His	mother	and	grandmother	modeled	their	faith;	he	now	follows	their	pattern.		
	
Consider:		
Who	has	modeled	a	way	for	you	to	fully	live	your	life	of	faith?	When	has	a	follower	
of	Jesus	spoken	into	your	life	in	significant	ways?	Who	might	you,	in	turn,	mentor,	
encourage,	or	spur	on	in	their	faith?		
	
Pray:		
Blessed	are	You	Lord	God,	King	of	the	Universe,	who	calls	each	of	us	to	love	and	
serve	you	all	our	days.	Stir	my	heart	to	recall	your	grace	in	my	life.	Bend	my	will	to	
long	for	You.	Move	my	feet	to	run	for	You.	Stretch	out	my	hands	to	offer	the	gift	of	
your	boundless	love	to	others.	In	the	strong	and	enabling	Name	of	Jesus.	Amen.	
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Therefore	I	remind	you	to	stir	up	the	gift	of	God	which	is	in	you	through	the	laying	on	
of	my	hands.		
	
Reflect:	
I	see	him	now—Bandmaster	Jack—though	many	years	have	marked	his	passing.	
Bandmaster	Jack	has	a	reputation—he	is	tough!	The	kids	in	the	Junior	Brass	Band	
know	it.	He	watches	them	hawkishly,	ready	to	pounce	on	each	unwary	dilettante.	
	
With a flourish he lifts his baton. An invisible force hoists trombones and trumpets, 
baritones and tubas to meet pursed lips. Coordinated gasps—snatched breaths—anticipate 
his baton’s next move. It descends like the crack of a starting pistol; the race is on! Junior 
musicians compete to be the first to reach the finale. All nuances of staying together—
keeping time to the music—must wait for a future practice. Enthusiastic notes play loudly 
as if marked molto allgro e sempre staccato, cheerfully fast and always with staccato!  
	
As	Bandmaster	Jack	insists,	Practice	does	not	make	perfect;	only	perfect	practice	
makes	perfect.	Another	of	his	oft-quoted	truisms	motivates	musicians	through	old	
fashioned	fear,	Miss	one	day’s	practice	and	you	will	hear	the	difference;	miss	two	days	
and	the	rest	of	the	band	can	hear	it;	miss	three	and	the	whole	world	knows	it!	
	
His	baton	and	his	voice	are	both	etched	in	childhood	memories.	My	brother	and	I	
walked	the	length	the	garden	to	practice	in	the	shed.	Standing	beside	our	pet	
mouse’s	cage.	He	spun	wildly	in	his	wheel;	we	strained	to	perfect	our	wobbly	tone.		
	
A	popular	proposition	declares	it	takes	10,000	practice	hours	to	attain	excellence	in	
a	skill.	Bandmaster	Jack,	it	seemed,	crammed	all	of	those	hours	into	each	practice.	
Juniors	left	each	band-practice	exhausted.	Bright	red	rings	circled	our	lips;	they	
marked	where	mouthpieces	attempted	to	squeeze	out	yet	another	note.	Lips	sagged	
down	below	our	knees;	we	lifted	weary	feet	to	avoid	tripping	over	them.	
	
The	Apostle	Paul	is	kinder	than	Bandmaster	Jack.	He	does	not	goad,	bully,	or	cajole.	
Paul	is	an	encourager.	He	builds	up	Timothy	in	the	faith.	He	urges	him	to	stir	up	the	
gift	of	God.	Prophecy,	teaching,	exhortation	(encouragement),	serving,	giving,	mercy,	
leadership	(administration),	and	wisdom	are	spiritual	gifts.	Stir	yours	to	act	today.	
	
Consider:		
What	are	your	spiritual	gifts?	How	has	the	community	of	faith	endorsed	them?	How	
have	you	exercised	them	to	bless	others?	How	can	you	stir	them	within	you	today?	
	
Pray:		
Lord	God,	Giver	of	all	good	gifts,	my	confidence	lies	neither	in	my	natural	strength	
nor	my	frail	human	abilities.	I	look,	instead,	to	You.	I	thank	You	for	every	spiritual	
gift	that	you	bestow	and	stir	within	me.	Enable	me	to	be	a	soul	in	motion	graciously	
reaching	out	to	others	with	the	gift	of	the	Saviour’s	love	on	this	day	in	history.	Amen.			
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For	God	has	not	given	us	a	spirit	of	fear,	but	of	power	and	of	love	and	of	a	sound	mind.	
	
Reflect:	
The	Canadian	military	Chaplain—known	as	the	Padre—received	a	phone	call	one	
quiet	afternoon.	It	motivated	him	to	instant	action.	The	caller	said,	I’m	worried.	She	
had	every	reason	to	be	upset.	She	told	the	Padre	exactly	why	she	was	so	concerned.	
	
She	described	how	she	had	recently	broken	up	with	her	fiancé.	An	injured	military	
member,	he	was	home	from	a	war	zone;	he	struggled	in	his	medical	recovery.	Alone	
and	depressed,	he	made	a	serious	threat	that	day.	As	a	member	of	a	gun	club,	he	
safely	stored	his	registered	handgun	at	home.	Now	he	told	her	how	he	was	planning	
to	use	it.	He	wanted	to	end	his	life.	The	Padre	called	him;	a	visit	would	happen	soon.		
	
In	record	time	the	Padre	completed	the	short	car	ride.	Their	conversation	began	
with	the	needs	and	feelings	of	the	military	member.	Gradually,	genuine	concern	won	
over	fear.	The	gun	was	handed	to	the	Padre	who	inspected	it;	no	bullet	in	the	barrel.	
	
In	the	next	ninety	minutes	the	member	agreed	to	let	the	Padre	look	after	the	
weapon—at	least	for	the	next	few	of	weeks.	The	weapon	was	rendered	safe,	and	
broken	down	to	its	component	parts.	The	Padre	removed	two	thirds	of	it.	The	
soldier	kept	the	remainder;	it	was	safe	and	unusable.	The	Padre	carried	away	his	
bits	and	pieces.	They	formed	an	incomplete	weapon;	the	Padre	legally	removed	it.			
	
A	potential	murder-suicide	event	ended	safely	on	that	day.	Later,	the	Padre	reported	
to	his	wife	how	his	day	had	infolded.	The	strain	appeared	on	his	face;	he	suddenly	
felt	his	knees	begin	to	buckle.	
	
Fear	protects	us	from	disaster.	It	makes	some	flee	from	the	dangers	of	poor	choices.	
It	motivates	others	to	move	towards	danger	trying	to	defuse	a	potential	disaster.		
	
From	a	Roman	prison,	the	Apostle	Paul	warns	Timothy	against	another	kind	of	
terror—cold	fear	that	traps	a	heart	within	self-constructed	prison	walls	of	anxiety.			
	
Consider:		
When	have	you	built	false	limitations	around	yourself?	When	have	you	broken	
through	them	to	achieve	valuable	and	worthwhile	goals?	What	helps	you	to	build	
your	faith	in	times	of	internal	terror?	How	is	God’s	peace	real	to	you?	
	
Pray:		
God	of	Perfect	Love,	manifest	Your	promise	to	my	heart—Your	spirit	of	power,	and	
love,	and	a	sound	mind.	Holy	Spirit	so	work	in	my	life	that	I	may	I	be	a	bringer	of	
your	peace	to	many.	Shape	me	to	become	to	others	an	un-anxious	presence	and	
companion.	Grant	that	I	may	point	another	to	the	peace	and	presence	of	Jesus.	
Enable	me	to	express	the	Saviour’s	love	joy,	and	peace	to	someone,	today.	Amen.	
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Therefore	do	not	be	ashamed	of	the	testimony	of	our	Lord		
	
Reflect:	
News	arrived	unexpectedly	from	England.	Sudden	news	is	rarely	good.	All	was	not	
well.	A	long-ago	friend	was	about	to	get	married	…before	her	illness	overtook	her.	
	
Jen	(name	changed)	had	recently	been	diagnosed	with	ALS.	Known	also	as	Lou	
Gehrig’s	disease,	Jen’s	amyotrophic	lateral	sclerosis	was	racing	through	her	frame.	
Her	body	was	shutting	down—much	faster	than	the	doctors	had	predicted.		
	
The	wedding	was	already	scheduled.	It	would	coincide	with	Jen’s	early	retirement.	
She	and	Grant	(name	changed)	had	carefully	mapped	out	their	travel	plans.	They	
had	arranged	photography	safaris.	Their	new	home	promised	shared	gardening	
projects.	But	ALS	intruded.	Just	two	weeks	away,	could	the	ceremony	proceed?	
	
Jen	was	once	an	active	member	of	her	community	of	faith.	Things	changed;	life	
moved	on.	Jen’s	faith	grew	dormant.	She	decided	to	marry	Grant;	he	shied	away	
from	the	Christian	faith.	They	focused	instead	on	the	here	and	now-ness	of	planning	
their	life	together.	For	now,	the	urgent	demands	of	building	a	new	life	camouflaged	
unseen	realities.	The	diagnosis	devastated	their	hope,	delivering	pain	and	darkness.		
	
How	does	the	testimony	of	our	Lord	fit	here	for	Jen	and	Grant?	The	answer	begins	
with	a	reminder.	The	Bible	prompts	them	to	find	God	within	their	story.	What	is	true	
for	them	is	true	for	each	of	us.	You	begin	by	recalling	God’s	evident	grace	
throughout	your	life.	You	continue	with	this	reassurance—God	will	not	abandon	you	
in	the	shadow-time	of	your	need.	God	is	in	your	story—all	the	time.		
	
In	that	light	I	penned:	God	stands	over	you,	Jen,	lighting	your	way.	He	is	beneath	you,	
holding	you	up	on	strong	but	gentle	hands.	He	goes	ahead	of	you,	making	rough	places	
smooth.	He	stands	behind	you,	guarding	your	brokenness	and	vulnerabilities.	He	moves	
within	you	by	his	Holy	Spirit.	He	walks	beside	you	each	step	of	the	way.	He		promises	
never	to	leave	or	abandon	you,	Jen.	He	loves	you	…because	he	loves	you	...because	he	
loves	you.	And	that	will	never	change,	even	in	the	changing	circumstances	of	your	life.	
	
Consider:		
When	have	you	needed	a	reminder	that	God	deeply	loves	you	in	the	midst	of	trying	
circumstances?	Who	is	waiting	to	hear	from	you	today	about	a	hope	that	is	real,	a	
Savior	who	is	true,	a	Living	God	who	appears	in	every	line	of	our	story?				
	
Pray:		
Ever-present	God	of	Grace,	let	me	discover	You	between	the	lines	of	my	story	in	this	
chapter	of	my	life.	Show	me	how	You	thread	Your	love	into	the	life	of	my	friends	and	
family.	Give	me	Your	word	of	encouragement,	the	testimony	of	our	Lord,	to	share	
with	them,	today.	Author	of	my	life,	my	story	is	Yours	alone.	Amen.	
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For	this	reason	I	also	suffer	these	things;	nevertheless	I	am	not	ashamed,	for	I	know	
whom	I	have	believed	and	am	persuaded	that	He	is	able	to	keep	what	I	have	
committed	to	Him	until	that	Day.	
	
Reflect:	
The	final	sunset	fell	over	the	Arctic.	For	the	next	six	months	darkness	shrouded	the	
land	around	the	North	Pole.	The	skies	turned	steel	grey,	then	to	shades	of	slate,	and	
finally	fell	into	the	deepest	darkness.	The	Northern	Lights	refuse	to	shine	at	that	
latitude—the	most	northerly	residence	on	earth:	Canadian	Forces	Station	Alert.		
	
At	negative	thirty-three	degrees,	we	stood	around	a	huge	bonfire,	mugs	of	cocoa	in	
hand.	A	brave	soul	put	a	trumpet	to	his	lips	to	play	the	Last	Post	and	Reveille.	Three	
Arctic	Wolves	stood	so	close	it	was	possible	to	reach	out	and	touch	them.	But	we	
didn’t.	The	Commander’s	standing	order	was	No	Touching;	wolves	are	a	rabies	risk.	
Next	day—without	a	dawn	to	greet	us—everybody	moved	at	glacial	speed.	The	rate	
of	heartbeats	and	breathing	sagged;	the	urge	to	cocoon	came	heavily	upon	us	all.		
	
The	airstrip	reveals	twisted	aircraft	wreckage.	It	is	pushed	to	one	side,	out	of	the	
path	of	the	infrequent	incoming	planes.	Tangled	metal	creates	its	own	memorial	to	
aircraft	that	never	landed.	Eleven	crosses	mark	lives	remembered.	Snow	flurries,	
ice,	and	gusting	crosswinds	lash	a	bare	landscape—a	snow	desert,	evoking	our	awe.		
	
Two	kilometers	from	the	main	camp	stands	the	meteorological	shed.	A	corporal	
tracks	the	capricious	weather,	constantly	communicating	with	approaching	aircraft.	
Steel	bars	cover	the	windows.	They	were	installed	after	a	female	soldier	entered	her	
room	to	meet	a	polar	bear	awaiting	her	arrival.	Arctic	dangers	emerge	suddenly.	
	
Celtic	followers	of	Christ	speak	of	thin	places.	There	the	gap	between	heaven	and	
earth	grows	slender	in	the	Arctic.	Visitors	gain	unlimited	time	to	consider	eternity.	
One	small	step	might	just	carry	you	over	heaven’s	threshold	and	into	awaiting	glory.		
	
The	Apostle	ponders	his	looming	execution.	He	trusts	God.	His	faith	is	strong.	He	is	
firmly	persuaded	that,	come	what	may,	God	is	faithful.	He	is	able	to	keep	safe	all	we	
have	committed	to	Him.	Our	lives,	our	hopes	and	our	future	eternity	are	safe	in	Him.				
	
Consider:		
How	much	of	your	life	is	committed	to	Christ?	How	do	you	measure	Christ’s	full	
commitment	to	you?	What	encourages	your	heart	to	trust	that	He	is	abundantly	able	
to	keep	all	that	you	commit	to	Him	until	the	day	of	His	appearing?		
	
Pray:		
Lord	Jesus,	thank	You	that	I	can	safely	entrust	my	life	to	You.	Your	care	is	real;	Your	
love	is	personal	to	me.	I	entrust	to	Your	safekeeping	my	loved	ones	and	friends.	May	
they	fully	trust	You.	In	Your	grace,	draw	them	into	Your	redeeming	love.	Amen.	



May	7	
Focus:	2	Timothy	1:13	
Hold	fast	the	pattern	of	sound	words	which	you	have	heard	from	me,	in	faith	and	love	
which	are	in	Christ	Jesus.		
	
Reflect:	
I	saw	the	accident.	Though	not	serious,	some	were	badly	shaken.	Permission	
granted,	I	completed	some	initial	First	Aid.	I	spoke	to	those	involved,	quietly.	
Informally,	I	questioned	bystanders.	I	did	as	I	was	trained	to	do.	I	pulled	out	a	pad	
and	wrote	my	notes:	location,	day	and	time,	and	weather	conditions.	Recording	
what	the	subjects	were	wearing,	I	transcribed	the	initial	comments	of	each.		
	
In	a	brief	pause	in	activities,	I	gave	my	contact	details	to	one	person	who	asked.	As	
the	Ambulance	crew	arrived	I	gave	them	a	brief	handover	report.	Then	I	left	the	
scene.	First	Responders	did	their	skilled	work—everyone	was	in	capable	hands.		
	
Some	months	later,	the	letter	arrived.	I	was	required	to	give	evidence	in	court	as	a	
witness.	My	notes	would	never	win	a	handwriting	contest;	they	told	the	truth	simply	
and	honestly	from	one	person’s	perspective—my	own.	And	that	was	good	enough.	
The	court	listened.	If	any	juror	had	asked	me	I	could	say	with	the	Apostle	that	what	I	
shared	was	the	pattern	of	sound	words	…you	have	heard	from	me.	
	
On	two	other	occasions,	I	remember	receiving	requests	from	lawyers.	They	asked	
me	to	act	as	a	witness	for	their	clients.	I	called	them.	I	carefully	explained	that	I	had	
made	no	notes	of	the	long-past	event.	I	could	not	remember	the	date,	day	or	time.	
No,	I	had	no	recollection	of	the	weather.	Neither	could	I	identify	in	court	any	of	the	
principal	players	involved.	The	pattern	of	my	words	would	not	be	sound;	my	
inadequate	testimony	was	inadmissible.	I	was	not	a	reliable	witness.		
	
The	Apostle’s	admonition	is	vital	for	Timothy’s	witness.	It	deeply	challenges	me.	For	
my	words	to	be	considered	sound,	they	must	be	mirrored	in	faith	and	love	which	are	
in	Christ	Jesus.	God	has	not	finished	writing	my	story.	Inconsistencies	in	life	and	lip	
abound—they	are	plain	to	see.	Those	around	me	may	not	be	making	written	notes	
of	what	they	see	and	hear—I	dearly	hope	that	they	are	not!	Yet,	others	do	have	the	
privilege	of	assessing	whether	my	words	are	sound,	and	spoken	in	faith	and	love.		
		
Consider:		
What	inconsistencies	is	God	bringing	to	your	attention	today?	He	does	not	condemn	
you;	He	releases	you	into	His	love.	The	Helper,	the	Holy	Spirit,	whom	the	Father	will	
send	in	My	name,	He	will	teach	you	all	things,	and	bring	to	your	remembrance	all	
things	that	I	said	to	you.	Peace	I	leave	with	you,	My	peace	I	give	to	you	(Jn.	14:25-27).	
	
Pray:		
Merciful	God,	realign	my	heart	and	hands.	Use	my	life	and	my	lips	to	witness	to	the	
riches	of	Your	love.	Thank	You	that	each	new	dawn	marks	faith’s	fresh	start.	Holy	
Spirit,	anoint,	fill,	and	enable	me	to	declare	the	Savior’s	mercy	and	grace.	Amen.	



May	8	
Focus:	2	Timothy	2:3-4	
You	therefore	must	endure	hardship	as	a	good	soldier	of	Jesus	Christ.	No	one	engaged	
in	warfare	entangles	himself	with	the	affairs	of	this	life,	that	he	may	please	him	who	
enlisted	him	as	a	soldier.		
	
Reflect:	
Dan	[name	changed]	works	with	young	Army	Cadets.	Plastic	surgery	gives	him	
opposing	digits	where	his	thumb	used	to	be;	it	allows	him	to	use	his	right	hand.	
	
I	met	Dan	at	a	six-week	Cadets’	summer	camp	in	Canada.	His	faith	is	real	and	his	
demeanor	gracious.	He	is	a	man	of	great	patience.	His	injuries	demand	that	he	
grants	himself	the	gift	of	time.	He	extends	the	same	gift	to	others.	He	has	a	winsome	
smile;	he	listens	attentively.	He	knows	what	it	means	to	fully	depend	on	God.	
	
Dan’s	injuries	cannot	be	hidden.	Yet,	he	does	not	talk	about	them.	He	prefers	to	
focus	on	how	he	can	be	of	assistance	to	others.	Over	the	course	of	two	or	three	
annual	camps,	we	built	bonds	of	faith	and	friendship.	Trust	opens	conversation.	
	
One	sunny	afternoon,	he	described	a	darker	time	in	his	life.	On	active	duty,	he	
served	in	the	Corps	of	Engineers.	He	was	tasked	to	move	forward	across	open	land.	
His	commander	ordered	him	into	harm’s	way.	His	duty	that	day	was	to	defuse	land	
mines.	His	injuries	bear	witness	to	what	happened	next.	At	camp,	Dan	supported	
many	who	struggled	to	make	peace	with	their	unique	challenges.		
	
Boot	camp	is	tough.	If	you	don’t	think	so,	try	it!	It’s	designed	to	take	you	beyond	
your	breaking	point.	Sleep	deprivation	and	intermittent	meals	create	a	form	of	
battle	stress.	Workers	in	high-stress	peacetime	occupations	experience	it,	too.		
	
A	peace-focused	generation	recognizes	the	unpopular	challenges	facing	soldiers.	
They	serve	in	harm’s	way.	Thanklessly,	they	shoulder	pain	and	suffering.	Good	
soldiers	keep	their	focus;	they	move	with	purpose	and	real	dedication.	Soldiers	on	
active	duty	shun	other	preoccupations;	dangerous	distractions	cost	lives.	
	
Christian	discipleship	may	not	cause	you	to	lose	a	limb	but	it	can	feel	a	lot	like	Boot	
Camp.	The	Gospel	calls	you	to	follow	Christ.	He	leads	you	to	the	cross—yours	as	well	
as	His.	Jesus	said,	Whoever	wants	to	be	my	disciple	must	deny	themselves	and	take	up	
their	cross	and	follow	me	(Matthew	16:24).	Discipleship	demands	no	distractions.	
	
Consider:		
How	is	God	calling	you	to	deny	yourself	at	this	time	of	your	life?	How	do	you	depend	
more	on	God	as	you	take	up	your	cross?	How	might	your	service	bless	others,	today?		
	
Pray:		
King	of	Heaven’s	Armies,	you	are	my	shield	in	the	fight	of	faith.	May	Your	love	be	my	
defense	as	I	share	Your	liberating	truth.	Send	me	where	you	need	me	today.	Amen.	



May	9	
Focus:	2	Timothy	2:5	
And	also	if	anyone	competes	in	athletics,	he	is	not	crowned	unless	he	competes	
according	to	the	rules.		
	
Reflect:	
Claude	[name	changed]	recently	retired	as	a	senior	civil	servant.	His	life	is	one	of	
merit	and	distinction.	Yet,	one	imperfect	chapter	marks	his	early	school	career.			
	
Claude	attended	an	expensive	private	school	in	a	leafy	part	of	England.	His	interests	
and	pursuits	were	practical	and	reflective.	He	hated	sports.	He	faced	a	singular	
challenge.	The	school	swimming	pool	hosted	the	Annual	Swimming	Gala;	every	
student	must	participate.	It	was	a	big	deal.	After	his	first	event,	Claude	searched	for	
a	way	out;	he	finally	found	it.	Each	year,	the	janitor	asked	for	help;	the	pool	had	to	be	
prepared	and	maintained.	Claude	volunteered.	Problem	solved	…or	so	he	thought.		
	
When	Claude	was	sixteen,	national	personalities	planned	to	attend;	so	too	did	local	
dignitaries.	Parents	were	urged	to	be	there.	Many	travelled	from	a	distance;	some	
flew	in	from	overseas.	All	students—without	exception—would	participate.	This	
was	a	huge	event	for	the	school.	Claude	was	distressed;	he	concocted	a	plan.		
	
The	pool	was	drained	before	the	event.	Claude	helped	the	janitor	to	sanitize	and	
scrub	it	clean.	Refilling	the	pool	would	take	between	twelve	and	sixteen	hours.	The	
day	before	the	Gala,	the	janitor	opened	the	valve;	water	began	to	flow.	The	process	
was	carefully	timed;	the	pool	would	be	filled	to	capacity	as	the	Gala	began.	
	
Expensive	cars,	some	chauffeur	driven,	were	en	route	to	the	school.	The	local	Mayor	
was	ready	to	open	the	event.	Dignitaries	would	mingle	with	parents	and	students.	
Food	was	prepared;	the	Reception	would	follow.	School	musicians	were	set	to	play.	
Leaflets	were	printed	ready	for	distribution	to	every	guest.	And	yet	…all	of	those	
careful	plans	were	suddenly	suspended.	A	dark	cloud	hung	over	that	historic	day.		
	
At	dawn	the	janitor	discovered	a	water	supply	valve	tightly	shut;	a	drain	valve	was	
wide	open.	In	the	bottom	of	the	pool	lay	a	mere	dribble	of	water.	The	School	
Principal	was	beside	himself.	Much	more	could	be	said;	it	is	better	left	unsaid.	Other	
than	the	janitor,	only	one	person	had	the	keys	and	necessary	knowledge	to	access	
those	valves.	That	year,	Claude	did	not	win	a	participant’s	medal;	instead,	he	was	
expelled.	He	never	became	an	athlete;	he	did	not	win	an	athlete’s	crown.	He	bent	the	
sporting	rules	once,	but	never	again.	Today,	his	wise	life	continues	to	bless	others.					
	
Consider:		
When	have	you	stepped	beyond	the	rules?	How	have	you	missed	the	mark	and	lost	
the	prize?	How	has	God	given	you	new	beginnings—new	hope	to	share	with	others?		
	
Pray:		
Lord,	open	up	a	new	and	living	way	for	my	life.	May	I	bless	another	soul	today.	Amen	



May	10	
Focus:	2	Timothy	2:	
The	hardworking	farmer	must	be	first	to	partake	of	the	crops.		
	
Reflect:	
Under	the	African	sun,	women	toil	in	dry	fields.	Their	backs	fold	forward	bending	
double	from	their	waists.	Facing	downhill,	their	blunt	hoes	strike	at	hard,	dusty	soil.		
	
The	rainy	season	is	a	prayer	yet	to	be	answered.	For	the	past	three	and	a	half	years	
not	one	of	the	two	annual	rainy	seasons	has	arrived.	Yet,	the	ground	demands	to	be	
prepared.	Toil	and	perspiration	carve	long	drill	channels	against	persistent	rock-
hard	dirt;	sweet	potatoes	are	finally	able	to	be	planted.	Vultures	circle	overhead.	
	
Long	days	fall	away	slowly	from	morning	until	sundown.	Tomorrow	becomes	
another	yesterday.	Thirsty	women	move	slowly	in	unison.	Their	backbreaking	work	
breaks	back	the	soil.	Tired	women	hope	for	a	harvest	soon,	before	their	children	die.		
	
In	the	market	malnourished	goats	walk	with	showy	hipbones.	The	sunken	flesh	tells	
its	story,	the	nearby	riverbed	is	a	sandy	road.	In	normal	times	one	goat	would	make	
a	feat	for	many	families	to	share.	Now	it	requires	three	for	the	same	menu	to	be	
served.	Increased	prices	make	the	high	cost	of	meat	prohibitive.	
	
From	the	small	round	homes	with	thatched	roofs	shoeless	women	appear.	The	food-
bank	truck	arrives.	Large	bags	of	maize	are	distributed;	thin	but	eager	arms	receive	
the	gift	of	life	for	today.	The	women	will	sell	half	for	cash	to	buy	other	needed	items.	
The	remainder	is	divided	into	daily	rations	for	just	as	long	as	it	may	last.	
	
On	a	nearby	hill,	irrigation	pipes	shower	water	clouds	over	lush	green	fields.	A	
politician’s	crop	of	roses	will	fly	to	European	flower	markets	today	…just	like	
yesterday.	The	hardworking	women	farmers	will	not	be	first	to	partake	of	the	crops.		
	
The	Apostle	reminds	Timothy	of	the	work	of	the	Gospel.	God’s	justice	flows	through	
it.	Integrity	is	often	absent	from	the	broken	world	where	we	labor.	Yet,	God’s	grace	
abounds.	For	the	faithful	Gospel	worker	there	will	be	a	harvest—guaranteed.	It	may	
take	longer	than	we	hope	yet	patient	endurance	is	rewarded.	We	will	see	others	
turn	to	Christ	in	surprising	ways.	The	harvest	will	arrive.	It	rewards	hard	working	
farmers	in	God’s	fields.	And	we	are	blessed	to	taste	it.		
	
Consider:		
Are	you	weary	in	the	work?	Are	you	laboring	in	a	time	of	drought?	Do	you	feel	bent	
double	by	your	task?	The	Lord	is	with	you.	He	shares	your	burden	to	make	it	light.	
	
Pray:		
Lord	of	the	Harvest,	when	my	strength	fades	and	my	efforts	fail	draw	alongside	me.	
Holy	Spirit,	anoint	my	frail	efforts	and	multiply	my	harvest	for	your	glory	and	joy.	
Establish	the	work	of	my	hands	so	that	I	might	see	the	Savior’s	work	in	me.	Amen.	


