
March 27, 2020 

Dear fellow travelers,  

Yesterday as I got ready for the day, I was blessed by a little bird outside my window. Not a 

sparrow, like the beloved gospel hymn talks of, but probably a tanger with bright orange on his 

wings and back. I don’t know why but it touched me. I find small bits of beauty touch deeper 

these days when I let them.  

Today our devotional centers around Chapter 22 of Max Lucado’s On Calvary’s Hill. The 

scripture is from Mark 15 with a focus on verse 32 which places us squarely near the cross. 

Certainly not a symbol of beauty, I am finding this Lenten season in the midst of COVID-19 to be 

stranger and deeper and more challenging than so many before. Mark 15 -  

25 It was nine in the morning when they crucified him. 26 The written notice of the charge against 

him read: the king of the jews.27 They crucified two rebels with him, one on his right and one on 

his left. [28]  29 Those who passed by hurled insults at him, shaking their heads and saying, “So! 

You who are going to destroy the temple and build it in three days, 30 come down from the cross 

and save yourself!” 31 In the same way the chief priests and the teachers of the law mocked him 

among themselves. “He saved others,” they said, “but he can’t save himself! 32 Let this Messiah, 

this king of Israel, come down now from the cross, that we may see and believe.” Those 

crucified with him also heaped insults on him. 

Truth be told, for all the beauty we look for, it does not erase the reality that we find ourselves 

in the midst of a pandemic unlike anything we have seen. And while COVID-19 is not heaping 

verbal insults upon us like a school bully, the current situation is definitely making us feel 

beleaguered, under-siege, and insulted. We are suffering. And the truth is, before this is over, 

those of us on the margins, those of us who have struggled before will most likely bear the 

brunt of physical and financial hardship. This global health pandemic only widens the gap 

between rich and poor even as the virus knows no distinguishing between social statuses. God 

seems to always know. Perhaps it is why Jesus spent so much time with those on the margins. 

And why the cross was to triumph over sin and death. In fact, we are seeing now how sin and 

death work hand in hand in our fragile human lives. And our responses to both are paralleled:  

We get anxious 

We get defensive and combative 

We get angry and off balance 

We become afraid and bound in grief.  



Dr. Henry Cloud, a well-known Christian psychologist who is sending daily emails 

(info@drcloud.com) during this pandemic sent the following yesterday:  

In some way, shape or form, life has changed for each one of us. The life we once had is 

different now, and we’re left with myriad feelings flooding our minds and hearts as we try to 

wrap our heads around what’s going on. Whether it’s anger, fear, sadness, or something else, 

the emotions that you’re experiencing are part of a grieving process. We’ve lost our regular 

routines and find ourselves having to embrace a new normal. 

Disease and the threat of death grieve us.  

They rob us of our security, the normalcy of our lives, and they seem to bring out all the 

defenses within us. Anger in so many ways is the fighting front-man for the vulnerability of grief 

and fear. How many times have I heard people discuss the way in which this pandemic has 

brought them face to face with their own mortality, their own age, their own physical strength 

and weakness?   

Couple this with the sense of waiting for the worst to come, we are on edge.  

When will the surge to come into hospitals, the virus come closer to our families, this period of 

strangeness come to an end? It unsettles us, sapping our ability to rest and be held and find 

safety. And any effort to scour the news to find a roadway forward hardly leaves us clearer. 

There seems to just be the reality of today.  

This kind of unsettled grief is not new to our God. Sin grieved Jesus on the cross that day. As 

Max Lucado says, Of all the scenes around the cross, this one angers me the most. What kind of 

people would mock a dying man? …The verbal stones were meant to sting. (and I am sure they 

did) and yet how Jesus, with a body racked with pain, eyes blinded by his own blood, and lungs 

yearning for air, could speak on behalf of some heartless thugs is beyond my comprehension? 

Never, never have I seen such love.  

Sin grieved Jesus. Like disease grieves us. But Jesus seemed to know a better way. 1 Peter 2 

reminds us of Jesus’ journey through suffering 

But if you suffer for doing good and you endure it, this is commendable before God. 21 To this 

you were called, because Christ suffered for you, leaving you an example that you should follow 

in his steps. 22 “He committed no sin, and no deceit was found in his mouth.” 23 When they 

hurled their insults at him, he did not retaliate; when he suffered, he made no threats. 

Instead, he entrusted himself to him who judges justly.  

When he suffered, Jesus was afraid 



When he suffered, Jesus did hurt 

But when he suffered, he made no threats.  

Instead Jesus entrusted himself to the One who judges justly.  

He found peace in the storm 

He found refuge in his God.  

He found strength in the arms of the only one who could hold him in the grief and the pain.  

He entrusted.  

He trusted. 

He let go into his Shepherd, the one who held his soul.  

He was held.  

Casting Crowns has a song that speaks of just being held. The lyrics speak powerfully of 

surrendering control in the midst of suffering and grief and struggle, that we might just be held.  

Hold it all together 
Everybody needs you strong 

But life hits you out of nowhere 
And barely leaves you holding on 

And when you're tired of fighting 
Chained by your control 

There's freedom in surrender 
Lay it down and let it go 

So when you're on your knees and answers seem so far away 
You're not alone, stop holding on and just be held 
Your world's not falling apart, it's falling into place 
I'm on the throne, stop holding on and just be held 

Just be held, just be held 

If your eyes are on the storm 
You'll wonder if I love you still 

But if your eyes are on the cross 
You'll know I always have and I always will 

 

1 Peter 2 continues  



24 “He himself bore our sins” in his body on the cross, so that we might die to sins and live for 

righteousness; “by his wounds you have been healed.” 25 For “you were like sheep going astray,” 

but now you have returned to the Shepherd and Overseer of your souls. 

By his wounds we have been healed.  

We were once lost and going astray, but He is bringing us home.  

We do have a Shepherd – a caretaker – one who tends our souls in the midst of any pandemic 

or any normal day.  

Lucado says If ever a person deserved a shot at revenge, Jesus did but he didn’t take it. Instead 

he died for them. …Sometimes I wonder if we don’t see Christ’s love as much in the people he 

tolerated as in the pain he endured.  

Perhaps in the middle of the crisis, there is something to be learned of faith and trust.  

Perhaps the lesson in Jesus’ suffering death and resurrection is as much in the circumstances he 

tolerated and lived through as it is in the pain he endured.  

Movies, books, reflections, Good Friday sermons have all been written on Jesus’ pain  

But what about Jesus’ endurance?  

What about Jesus’ steadfastness in struggle ?  

What about his tolerance of those and that would unsteady him?  

What about his ability in suffering to keep his eyes on the One who sent him?  

There is an old gospel hymn that stirs in my heart today – His Eye is on the sparrow This is a 

Gospel hymn written in 1905 by lyricist Civilla D. Martin and composer Charles H. Gabriel 

Civilla Martin, who wrote the lyrics, said of her inspiration to write the song based on the 

scriptures: 

Early in the spring of 1905, my husband and I were sojourning in Elmira, New York. We 

contracted a deep friendship for a couple by the name of Mr. and Mrs. Doolittle—true saints of 

God. Mrs. Doolittle had been bedridden for nigh twenty years. Her husband was an incurable 

cripple who had to propel himself to and from his business in a wheel chair. Despite their 

afflictions, they lived happy Christian lives, bringing inspiration and comfort to all who knew 

them. One day while we were visiting with the Doolittles, my husband commented on their 

bright hopefulness and asked them for the secret of it. Mrs. Doolittle's reply was simple: "His eye 

is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me." The beauty of this simple expression of 



boundless faith gripped the hearts and fired the imagination of Dr. Martin and me. The hymn 

"His Eye Is on the Sparrow" was the outcome of that experience 

These old saints did not make up the expression. They had studied the word of God and knew 

what Jesus had said:  

"Look at the birds of the air; they neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns, and yet your 

heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not of more value than they?" (Matthew 6:26)  

"Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? and one of them shall not fall on the ground 

without your Father. But the very hairs of your head are all numbered. Fear ye not therefore, 

ye are of more value than many sparrows." (Matthew 10:29–31). 

Dr. Hawn of Perkins School of Theology reminds us that this song was instrumental in the civil 

rights movement, giving courage to those who found comfort in the midst of sin and suffering. 

The themes of solace in spite of sorrow, and a profound sense of being under the watch-care of 

Jesus, who is a “constant friend,” offered the African-American community comfort during the 

Civil Rights movement. The refrain seals the theme by offering an apology for singing—“I sing 

because I’m happy, I sing because I’m free”—words that would speak to everyone, but 

especially African Americans. There is no doubt that African American gospel artist Kirk Franklin 

was influenced by Martin’s song when he composed “Why We Sing” (The Faith We Sing, No. 

2144). 

Now more than ever – our eyes are on the One who holds us in the storm as together we sing:  

Why should I feel discouraged, 
Why should the shadows come, 
Why should my heart be lonely, 

And long for heaven, heaven and home, 
When, when Jesus is my portion, 

My constant Friend is He; 
Oh, oh-oh, his eye is on the sparrow, 

And I know He watched, watched it over me. 

I sing because I’m happy  
I sing because I’m free  

For His eye, his eye is on the sparrow, 
And I know, I know He watches over me. 

 


