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The Artistõs Way Through Lent  
 
 

The First Baptist Church of Littleton  

Lent 2010 

 

 

We, the First Baptist Church of Littleton, 

Growing in faith and love through Jesus Christ, 

Journey by listening to Godôs sacred beat. 

With compassion we reach out to our neighbors 

Both near and far, and serve 

Where the worldôs deep hunger and 

Our faithful response meet. 

 

 

 

In the beginning God created  

the heavens and the earth. 

Genesis 1:1 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  Hannah Raine                                                

              

Caitlyn Trout  

 

I have set my rainbow in the clouds,  

and it will be the sign of the covenant 

 between me and the earth. Genesis 9:13 

 

 

 
               

                                                                                                                                        

  

 

                                                                                Diana Kirk  

   

Aaron Reed 
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What Do We Mean By Faith? 
By Larry Fisher  

 

I believe everyone in this church has faith - that's 

why we are here.  But what do we mean by 

faith?  

 

There are people who have faith that "God" will 

provide, yet they are hungry. Do we lose faith 

when a loved one is taken from us? When a team pulls out a victory in the last few seconds they 

often say, ñwe knew we would win because we had faith.ò What about the losing team? They 

had faith too.  Do they lose their faith, or carry it over to the next game? I believe life is one big 

puzzle. ñGodò puts in the pieces, but gives us choices to make within the puzzle. 

 

In the last couple of years I have felt the presence of ñGodò as He put pieces in my puzzle. I have 

faith that when my puzzle is finished it will be a great puzzle and "God" will be pleased. 

 

"Faith is about doing. You are how you act, not just how you believe"  

quote by Mitch Albom, Have a Little Faith  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                      
                                       Marisa Accettullo 

Photo by Cathy Court  
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                                           Designed by Lyle Webster  
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ONE WEEKEND  

 

Then Jesus went with his disciples to a place called Gethsemane, and he said to 

them, ñSit here while I go over there and pray.ò  (Matthew 26:6, Mark 32:1, Luke 

22:39, John 18:1) 

 

PRESSED                         

EVOO.  Extra virgin olive oil.  Good for your 

heart.  Recommended for cooking.  Olives that are 

squeezed, pressed, crushed in order to extract the 

purest oil they can offer. Within 24 hours of 

harvest, the olives are pressed which results in an 

olive paste.  This olive paste is created by crushing 

the whole fruit; the paste is then pressed again to 

release the oil.  Gethsemane was in the midst of an 

olive grove and the Hebrew word actually means 

ñolive press.ò  Speaking of Jesus, Isaiah 53:5 says, 

ñhe was crushed for our iniquities.ò  Blood, not oil, 

was extracted from my Jesus so that I can stand pure before our God.  II Corinthians 5:8 says 

ñWe are hard pressed on every side but not crushed; perplexed but not in despair; persecuted but 

not abandoned; struck down but not destroyed.ò  My burdens seem heavy, weighty, pressing.  Of 

them, I often think ñcrushing me.ò  But not so.  Scripture gives me a different reality.  I am 

pressed, but not crushed.  Jesus was crushed.  For my sins.  Jesus steps in and takes my place.  I 

am merely pressed.  Jesus was crushed. 

 

When he rose from prayer and went back to the disciples, he found them asleep, 

exhausted from sorrow.  (Luke 22:45, Matthew 26:40a, 43, Mark 14:37a, 40) 

 

 

SLEEP 

Exhaustion.  Grief.  Depression.  Despair.  Have you 

ever fallen asleep to escape?  Life has thrown you a set 

of circumstances for which you have no prior 

experience, no road map to lead the way.  Severe 

storm warning.  The lights go off.  Youôre plunged into 

darkness.  Canôt find your way.  You are paralyzed by 

fear, anger, rage.  Emotions bubble and churn.  So you 

close your eyes, for just a few minutes . . . hoping that 

when you open them again it will all have been a bad 

dream.  Luke says that the disciples were ñexhausted 

from sorrow.ò  Previously I didnôt have a lot of 

compassion or empathy for the disciples when I read this part of their story.  Why couldnôt they 

stay awake?  But in the last couple years, I have experienced ñexhaustion from sorrow.ò  I 

probably would have fallen asleep that night too.  A night when my friend Jesus needed me the 

most.  And I failed him. 
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A young man, wearing nothing but a linen garment, was following Jesus.  When 

they seized him, he fled naked, leaving his garment behind. (Mark 14:51-52) 
 

 

NAKED                      

Many scholars believe that the young man who 

fled naked form the garden was Mark, the author 

of this Gospel.  Because how would anyone else 

have known such an intimate, embarrassing detail?  

Whether it was Mark or not doesnôt bother me.  

My question is, ñWhy include it at all?ò  Why was 

it important that these two verses be included in 

Holy Scripture?  Have you ever considered how 

much force it takes to rip a linen garment off a 

personôs body?  My guess is that it was even one 

piece of fabric, like a pull-over shift with possibly 

few or no seams.  I own several linen garments.  

Itôs not a flimsy fabric.  Yes, the Roman soldier was most likely rough, aggressive, and larger 

than this young man.  He had the advantage.  But their struggle also demonstrates the strength, 

the determination of this young man to flee in that moment.  Better to escape naked than not 

escape at all.  From what oppressors am I fleeing?  With whom am I struggling in order to escape 

persecution, even death?  And what am I willing to let go of, to let be ripped away, in order to 

escape?  Naked.  Two verses.  Two sentences.  Many questions. 

 

Then they spit in his face and struck him with their fists.  Others slapped him. . . . 

They spit on him, and took the staff and struck him on the head again and again.  
(Matthew 26:67, 27:30; Mark 14:65, 15:19; Luke 22:63, John 19:1) 
 

VIOLENCE  

On a TV episode the other night, a medical doctor 

became incensed when she discovered that a mother was 

pimping her 12-year-old daughter.  She attacked the 

mother, slamming her against the wall, and literally had 

to be pulled off by another colleague to remove her from 

the situation.  What would cause me to be violent?  

During the Rwandan genocide of 1994, Christians 

terrorized and killed their neighbors, also Christians, in 

the name of ethnic cleansing.  What would cause me to 

be violent?  Every day countless Mexicans attempt to 

cross the border into the U.S. to seek a better life than the one they left behind.  Self-appointed 

lawmen patrol the borders of certain SW states waiting to stop them, prepared to shoot on sight if 

necessary.  Their frustration and fear with broken systems of government have pushed them to 

the wall.  Literally and figuratively.  What would cause me to be violent?  Who do I spit on, slap, 

strike . . . over and over?  And what would change if I gave this person the face of Jesus? 
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The earth shook and the rocks split.  (Matthew 27:51b) 
 

EARTHQUAKE            

Haiti.  Chile.  Turkey.  Cataclysmic shakings of the 

earth.  Chaos, catastrophe, change.  In minutes.  Can 

you imagine everything around you broken?  

Buildings, streets, trees, people.  Law and order 

turned upside-down.  Life as you previously knew it 

devastated in an instant.  Overwhelming loss.  What 

would give you the strength to keep going?  To start 

over?  To hope again?  Did you ever note that 

earthquakes bookend Jesusô death and resurrection?  

When Jesus died, there was an earthquake so violent 

that rocks split, graves broke open, and people were 

raised to life.  The morning of the resurrection, a violent earthquake occurred due to the coming 

of an angel from heaven who rolled back the stone from the entrance of the tomb.  Biblical 

earthquakes seem to symbolize unprecedented, God-orchestrated, foundational shiftings.  What 

about emotional, mental, spiritual earthquakes?  Am I too fixated on the rubble of my life? 

Maybe I need to fix my eyes on Jesus so that God can re-align my perspective.  So I can see 

where the ñdeadò me has been brought back to life.  Where huge obstacles have been split in two 

or even moved out of the way.  A perspective that empowers me to shift from law to grace. 

 

Joseph took the body, wrapped it in a clean linen cloth and placed it in his own 

new tomb that he had cut out of the rock.  He rolled a big stone in front of the 

entrance to the tomb and went away.  (Matthew 27:59-60, Mark 16:46, Luke 23:53-54, 

John 19:42-42) 

 

 

                             SILENCE 

This year I have coveted silence in my life.  

Space to ponder, to think, to listen.  Space to 

hope, to dream, to imagine.  Space to grieve, 

to smile, to rest.  Silence.  From the time 

Jesus is laid in the tomb Friday evening, until 

the appearance of the angels Sunday 

morning, there is silence.  Space.  Breathing 

space.  Hold-your-breath space.  Waiting 

space.  Get-out-of-my-head space. I-have-no-

idea-what-to-do-next space.  Screaming 

space.  Where God whispers your name 

space.  The silence of Holy Expectancy.  The 

space between death and life.  Itôs hard to 

hold yourself still in that kind of silence.  To 

just be.  To stop the words.  To stop all the should haves, would haves, could haves.  To turn off 

the noise of both the outer world and the inner self.  Silence. 
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He is not here; he has risen, just as he said.  (Matthew 28:6a, Mark 16:6, Luke 24:6a) 

 

 

 

EMPTY           

How many secrets am I guarding?  How many 

burdens, heartaches, dysfunctions, dreams, 

desires, do I keep entombed?  What am I 

ashamed to bring out into the light?  Do I keep 

my faith tied to a slab in the dark?  Is my Jesus 

locked away where heôs safe and predictable?  

The angel points out the empty burial shelf, the 

linen cloths tossed aside.  ñHe is not here!ò the 

angel announces.  ñHe is risen!ò  Do I have the 

courage to empty myself?  To let go?  To 

believe?  Jesus is waiting for me outside the 

tomb.  Waiting for me to stop hiding in the 

dark.  Waiting for me to not be afraid.  Waiting 

for me to drag my faith beyond the four walls where itôs been dead and stagnant.  For goodness 

sake, he even sends an angel to grab my hand and lead me out!  He is not here.  Wouldnôt I rather 

be with Jesus?  Slowly, I walk to the entrance of the tomb.  I stand on the threshold between dark 

and light, between death and life, between empty and full.  And then, I see him.  Jesus.  My heart 

catches in my throat.  ñWhat took you so long?ò he asks gently.  Standing there, caught in his 

gaze of love and joy, I have no idea.  What took me so long?  Laughing, he beckons me forward.  

Laughing, I follow.  Behind me.  The tomb is empty. 

 

Joyce Anderson-Reed 

@March 2010 

 

 

 

 
Marisa Accettullo 
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The Homeless Series 
by Harriet DiLuzio 

 

ñFor I was hungry and you gave me something 

to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something 

to drink, I was a stranger and you invited me 

in, I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was 

sick and you looked after me, I was in prison 

and you came to visit me..ò 

Matthew 25:35-36 
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Art by Kasandra Batista  

           

 

 

Serving dinner at the Lowell Transitional Center  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                             

 
                                Preparing  

 

 
Serving  

Art by 

   Cherie Trout 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God has shown you what is good.  

And what does  

the LORD require of you?  

       To act justly, to love mercy  

       and to walk humbly  

with your God. 

                    Micah 6:8  
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The Job and the Joy                                                    
By Caroline Poser       

 

For Lent I committed to blog every day. So many of my 

friends and associates had recommended social media as a 

way to syndicate my writing that I knew I ought to give it a 

try. What better time than Lent to start a new habit? (I had 

actually tried doing this in 2009, but only made it a few 

weeks).        Carol Accettullo 

 

I write a lot normally, sometimes as many as three columns a month, mostly parenting humor. 

This year, I felt like I had a lot of good stuff to write about for the first week or so, then things 

started to trend towards same old stuff, different day: the work-life balance became the work life 

battle, and I didnôt want my writing and outlook to become drudgery. So, I consciously chose to 

write more celebratory posts about my kids. I invite you to read my blog at 

www.MotherMorphosis.com. In the meantime, here is an excerpt from one of my columns, ñAt 

Your Service.ò 

 
My children are my ñwhy.ò They are why I get up in the morning (usually earlier than I would 

like to), why I go to work every day, why I ñvacationò at a local beach rather than at a Caribbean 

resort, why I drive a Mommy-wagon, why I have toast crusts for breakfast and half-eaten 

chicken ñnogginsò for dinner, why eating out and going to the theater means having dinner on 

the porch (because the dining room table is covered with laundry and homework papers) and 

seeing animated films at the movie theater (rather than borrowing them from the library), why 

our house is decorated in the fingerprint-and-strewn-toy motif, and so on ad infinitum. 

 
Iôve known from the moment they were born, that my job and my joy has been to nurture them 

along until they can become self-sufficient. I must remain committed to my mission even though 

itôs bittersweet to observe how sophisticated my two school-aged sons have become compared to 

the innocent exuberance of their two-year-old brother. 

 

I donôt get rewarded in dollars for my motherwork. Instead, my compensation is that my children 

are my motivation, my inspiration, and my revelation. It is because of my three little muses that I 

know the true love of God, which radiates through me to them and then reflects back. Proudly, I 

wear their boogers, drool, and other wipings on my shoulders like epaulettes. And while one day 

my servitude will end, no matter how independent they become, the emotional umbilical cord 

will remain unsevered. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

             David Court                                          Teagan Crowell              Ethan Crowell 

http://www.mothermorphosis.com/
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Antique Chair Caning 
Just refinished and caned an antique chair seat. 

Looks nice! 

Beverly Lamburn 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                                 

 

Bobbyôs Boat Building Project 
With help from family 

ñThe Superior Fiveò 

 

Three summers ago (2006) in July, five of us built a twelve foot, three seated skiff out of African 

Mahogany mostly and a small amount of pine in Monument Square, Portland, ME.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                        Barbara (Bobby) Holmer      
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ñLost and Foundò 
By John Court  

 

There was a certain shepherd, 

Who had one-hundred sheep. 

He used to sit and watch them, 

Each one, his eyes to keep. 

 

One day as he was counting them, 

From one to ninety-nine, 

One of them was missing! 

One he could not find. 

 

Chorus : (2x) In heaven, thereôs more joy, 

When someone comes to God, 

Than ninety-nine just people, 

That have no need for Godôs love. 

 

He did not stutter, he did not stop, 

He let the ninety-nine be. 

He searched the hills and valleys, 

Until the lamb, he could see. 

 

He came back with his little lamb, 

And called all his friends around. 

He said come, and rejoice with me,  

For the lamb, which I have found!  

 

Chorus : (2x) 

 

 In heaven, there is more joy, 

In heaven, there is more joy, 

In heaven, there is more joyé 

 

Chords : Em, Am, : Em, Am, : Em, Am, B7 

 

 

Based on Luke 15:1-7                                       
 

Photos by Aaron Reed 
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Prayer Shawls    
  

What a great idea, to knit another 

prayer shawl, this time during Lent.  

What better time to spend my hours 

knitting something for someone else 

to receive.  Iôve always enjoyed 

working on the prayer shawls Iôve 

made, but I thought that knitting one 

during Lent would really keep me in 

touch with God.  The instructions 

were pretty simple ï to pray for the 

person who would one day receive 

this shawl, usually at the beginning of the row. 

  

But sometimes, if I was watching a really engrossing TV show, Iôd forget to pray for a row or 

two, and then Iôd have to pray completely through two or three rows, to make up for my lapse.  

Sometimes I pray that God will heal the person who will receive the shawl, sometimes I pray that 

God will strengthen the person to face what might be their final moments.  But I always include 

a prayer that the person, through receiving the shawl, will know and understand Godôs 

everlasting love, no matter what the outcome of their illness. 

  

As Jesus suffered and prayed during His 40 days, preparing himself for what that pre-Easter 

week would bring, so might the person who would receive this prayer shawl be suffering also.  

Thinking these thoughts, Iôd sometimes quietly recite the 23
rd

 Psalm, since that gives me so 

much comfort. 

  

I always insert the Lordôs Prayer somewhere around the middle of the shawl, and as Iôm now 

more than half-way done, Iôll have to remember to do that when next I pick up my knitting 

needles. 

  

But guess what?  I always realize, as Iôm tying the last strand and weaving it into the end of the 

shawl, that Iôve received a blessing from God, too, just from knitting and praying.  So the shawl 

works both ways ï for the person receiving it, but also for the person creating it.  God is good!  

All the time! 

  

Lynda Fisher 
   
Painting by Joe Vesey  

                    

 

 

 

 

 
Photo by Chris Raine 
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Praying in Color by the Youth Class 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

� Ŵho do you say  

             I am?ò  

               Mark 8:29 


