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Lent was amazing! Usually, I give up candy or some dumb thing and hope for the best Lent ever with the most minimal effort on my part. But these last 40 days were different.

First of all, I was part of a small faith community for six weeks, and it was so exciting! Tuesday evenings would bring a new revelation from someone in the group, and all of us learned from the others. Each of us brought a different flavor to the conversation, and there is no doubt we all grew closer to God. If you haven’t tried a small faith community yet, we’re going to start another one in a couple of weeks. This one will focus on the Eucharist in Scripture. Make the decision today to be a part of it! You’ll never regret the time you spend with God.

The other powerful thing about this Lent was that I went kicking and screaming into the desert and came out alive to tell the tale. 

Someone accused me of saying something I didn’t say, and when I denied it, she called me a liar. Well, now, doesn't that just make your day? Made my day miserable—make that seven days—that’s how an obsessive thinker does it. I went deeper and deeper into resentment, thinking of all the negative things this person had ever done. Immediately, I took the victim position, the one that took lots of therapy, spiritual direction, and prayer to get out of. “This is a test,” I told myself, “and I’m flunking.”

This whole season is about forgiveness, but I was as dry as the desert I found myself in. She called and apologized, and although I expressed appreciation, I was unmoved—mainly because she said she thought she was talking to “another Mary,” even though she had addressed me by both my first and middle names. It was obvious she was lying. So how do you let go of something like that?

My brother gave me a different perspective, saying, “Anger is fear. What are you so afraid of?” Searching my soul, I found the answer. Because of other situations with this person, I was afraid I was as much a liar as she was. That was it!

The next day, I was in line for confession, a week to the day after my last confession. Within minutes, I was out of the desert and praising God for the best Lent of my life. I passed the test! Maybe the grade wasn’t an A+ or even a B, but it sure beats flunking!

