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Renew the Heart 
 

The Bible uses the word “heart” 727 times (in the New 

Revised Standard Version translation). The heart symbolizes 

affection, and also will and commitment, and also courage. 

In these days when courage has been strained by two years of 

pandemic, when will falters and commitment cracks, when 

affection crumbles into anxiety, we seek to renew our hearts.  

Renewed hearts beat with power. Renewed hearts pump the 

strength to face the challenge of living lovingly in the world. 

Renewed hearts reinforce our commitments. With renewed 

hearts, we love in word and in action, and we can accept and 

rejoice in the love returned. 

Members and friends of Church of the Holy Cross United 

Church of Christ in Hilo, Hawai’i have contributed these 

reflections. Some are prose, some are poetry, some are 

photographs, some are drawings, and there’s even a picture of 

a sculpture. You will find the fresh imagination of keiki and 

the seasoned experience of kupuna. You will find thinking 

honed by education and you will find the dance of new 

encounters with the Holy Spirit. 

You will find a wide range of people bringing their wisdom, 

spirit, and knowledge to the renewal of the heart. 

May their gifts renew your heart, mind, and spirit. 

Eric Anderson, Pastor 

February, 2022 

Prayer 

Renew our hearts, O God, with care and consideration for 

our neighbors, for our homes, and for our land. Amen. 

Eric Anderson 

Wednesday, March 30 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Flowing water 

wearing rock 

leaping spray 

sunlight sparkling 

restores the heart. 

Eric Anderson 



Tuesday, March 29 

Six years you shall sow your field, and six years you shall prune 

your vineyard, and gather in their yield; but in the seventh year 

there shall be a sabbath of complete rest for the land, a sabbath for 

the Lord: you shall not sow your field or prune your vineyard. - 

Leviticus 25:3-4 

The Law of ancient Israel – you’ll find it in the books of 

Exodus, Leviticus, Numbers, and Deuteronomy (Genesis is 

considered one of the books of the Law but it doesn’t have 

legal codes in it) – doesn’t follow the logic of modern 

people. We would not combine laws about civil life with 

regulations about religious practice. We would think long 

and hard about including statutes governing agricultural 

activity. The ancient Israelites, however, saw it all linked 

together. 

We’d call this crop rotation – growing grass in a field 

rather than cultivated crops – and it’s regular practice on 

many farms around the world. What one plant removes 

from the earth for its nutrition, another plant replaces. In a 

world with limited options for fertilizer, rotation like this 

saved labor and resources. 

But note that they rooted the idea in the spiritual. They 

didn’t call it crop rotation; they called it a sabbath for the 

land. They didn’t stop there, either. The chapter continues 

to declare that all land sales in Israel would be rentals, with 

all rentals reverting to the original clan at fifty year 

intervals. Families that had suffered from bad luck and bad 

decisions would find their fortunes restored. 

In these land sabbaths and jubilees, the Law sought to 

renew the heart. 

Thursday, March 17 

God set them in the dome of the sky to give light upon the earth, 

to rule over the day and over the night, and the separate the light 

from the darkness. And God saw that it was good. 

-- Genesis 1:17-18 

 

As I reflect on how the COVID-19 pandemic has impacted 

my life, my heart is filled with deep gratitude. 

 

I miss the daily interaction with the staff at the office; I miss 

attending and seeing everyone at Sunday services; I 

actually miss attending meetings; I miss seeing and being 

with friends and loved ones on a regular basis. 

 

In spite of all this, my heart is filled with gratitude for every 

person in my life with whom I am able to remain 

connected, even in dark days. I am thankful for their love, 

trust and loyalty, support, generosity, inspiration and 

wisdom. 

 

I have a deeper appreciation of the simple joys of life< 

driving to the grocery store, enjoying a concert or movie on 

the computer or TV screen; sharing a meal and 

conversation with a friend and even watching a pair of 

mynah birds on the railing of my deck. 

 

I thank God for helping me separate light from darkness. 

My heart is renewed! 

 

Janet Fujioka 



Friday, March 18 

<For you have been my help, 

 and in the shadow of your wings I sing for joy.  

  – Psalm 63:7 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Eric Anderson 

Saturday, March 19 
For the vineyard of the Lord of hosts 

    is the house of Israel, 

and the people of Judah 

    are his pleasant planting; 

he expected justice, 

    but saw bloodshed; 

righteousness, 

    but heard a cry! – Isaiah 5:7 

 

introduced to Church of the Holy Cross. While he was a 

soldier serving in Italy my father met Reverend Yamada, 

who was our minister after the war. He invited us to 

church.  

My Buddhist paternal grandfather gave us his blessings to 

attend the Christian Church as he felt it was important that 

we learned that there was a higher order to life than 

ourselves. So, we started by attending Vacation Bible School 

- marching daily around Lincoln Park and learning about 

God! Little did I know that this would lead to my being 

baptized and joining the church as a senior in high school.  

While in college, I attended Church of the Crossroads in 

Honolulu with my dorm mother and was introduced to a 

liberal church setting. While at University of Illinois I was 

totally part of the minority, another new experience. But I 

got to experience spring – blooming flowers and green 

shoots, after slipping on icy sidewalks during the winter. 

My life was influenced by nature, too! I had not realized 

how lucky I was to live in Hawai’i! 

 Life as a wife and mother also taught me to be flexible and 

to look for the good in things. My husband’s mother, a 

housewife raised in Japan, did everything for her sons. My 

parents both worked, so the whole family shared doing the 

chores. Our boys and their Dad learned very quickly to 

help and do their part. I have sisters and then only had sons 

– what a new experience! But we always managed to work 

things out – sharing, caring and loving.  

Now I get to share experiences with my grandchildren, 

filling a new role in my life, but always enjoying it, all 

through the grace of God for which I am most thankful! 

Anne Sadayasu 



That may sound odd, but our church tradition typically 

practices infant baptism. Holding a child correctly, even for 

the short time of a baptism, is a necessary skill. Quite aside 

from preventing injuries (or, heaven help us, dropped 

babies), a child that is comfortable in an adult’s arms is less 

likely to cry. 

 

So I learned. Quickly. 

Baptism of children is very much like holding an infant. The 

child receives the support of the Church, a spiritual embrace 

to protect them from harm and to provide reassurance and 

comfort. More than that, the child is closely held in the arms 

of God. The new creation is once more a new creation; what 

is barely old is once again made new. 

 

I treasure the baptisms of children and adults, those who 

have become a part of Christ’s family and body, those who 

are held in the arms of the Church, those whose hearts are 

renewed by God. 

Prayer 

Renew us in our baptisms, O God, in the gift of the Holy 

Spirit, in the comfort of your embrace, and in the 

refreshment of our spirits. Amen. 

Eric Anderson 

Monday, March 28 

Did you ever stop to think about what happened in your 

life that has resulted in who you are today? I did and the list 

of remembrances is just overwhelming!  

World War II was a horrible event, but because of it, I was 

Oh, the prophets could be so gloomy. They had the habit of 

looking at their society, finding tiny things to criticize, and 

making a lot of noise about it in poetry so compelling that 

people tended to listen. Even people who didn’t want to 

listen tended to listen. 

And those tiny things? Well, the community was supposed 

to live in justice and righteousness. The poor were not 

supposed to be exploited, the most vulnerable among them 

(widows and orphans) cared for by society at large. In the 

context of international relations and national economies, 

I’m certain the rulers saw these as very small things. Yet the 

prophets kept making noise about it. 

Inconvenient people, prophets. They remind us of the 

priorities of God. 

Prayer 

May our actions not be sour in your mouth, O God. When 

you taste our spirits, may we be sweet with righteousness 

and justice. Amen. 

Eric Anderson 

 

Sunday, March 20 

Wendy and Mark Olson’s visit to Hilo on February 7 

started me thinking about what has been happening with 

our members since they left 13 years ago. 

 

I’ve been reminiscing about many good friends who 

influenced me and are no longer with us. In particular, I 

remember Reverend Susumu and Miyeko Yamane, my 

pastor and neighbor for most of my time at Holy Cross. I 



loved to listen to Reverend’s sermons, admired his garden 

and respected his decision to start a church in Kona after he 

retired. Vivacious, talkative and smiling, Miyeko created 

delicious food, taught us about Japan with her beautiful 

calligraphy and genuine care for everyone. We are grateful 

they invited us to travel in Japan with them. 

I miss Margaret Torigoe and can still feel her presence at 

church in the kitchen at potlucks, at Advent events and at 

Council meetings. Kay Kawahara always made me smile 

with her quick wit and good taste. Anita Mathews always 

had an opinion; Betty Pacheco was a strong alto and a 

smiling prayer warrior. And, of course, there was Karl 

Kawahara, rascal, gregarious and full of historical 

knowledge. His care of our church grounds and the luaus 

at his home imu were fabulous and when Mae died, he 

(and we) missed her quiet, but efficient help.  

The problem with mentioning specific people is that we 

always miss others who should be named, but 

remembering these friends has brought me peace and 

comfort during this COVID pandemic. I may not be able to 

see you, but I appreciate you Saints for Christ who have 

continued to serve God and our church through music, 

video and preparations for Sunday service; who call, visit 

and take care of others who need help; who care for our 

buildings and grounds at Service Day and at pickleball; 

who pray for our Pastor and church leaders; who pray for 

our Island, nation and our world. This Lenten season, I am 

grateful that you are here. 

Gloria Kobayashi 

 

Saturday, March 26 

Sunrise and earthrise, 

light streaming down 

light rising from below. 

Clouds dance in the sunlight 

and earthlight alike. 

Eric Anderson 
 

Sunday, March 27 

So if anyone is in Christ, there is a new creation: everything old 

has passed away; see, everything has become new! 

-- 2 Corinthians 5:17 

 

When I first became a pastor, there was a strange gap in my 

training. I had very rarely held a baby. 

 



 

To these hard realities God brings this promise: Suffering 

does not have the last word. Pain does not have the last 

word. Death does not have the last word. God has the last 

word, and that word is love. 

 

It is the ultimate renewal of the heart. 

Prayer 

 

Strengthen our hope, O God, for life in this world, and for 

life in the next. Amen. 

 

Eric Anderson 
 

Friday, March 25 

“A Hug, A Kiss”  

My mom was in a nursing home. One day while lying in 

her bed, she called to me. I leaned close to hear her. She 

hugged me, planted a kiss on my right cheek, looked at me, 

smiled, closed her eyes and fell asleep. My eyes welled with 

years. I gave her a hug and thanked her. She was at peace, 

resting comfortably on her right side.  

My sisters, brother, and I cared for her for one and a half 

years at home with help from CNAs. I commuted to Kauai 

every 6-7 months and spent 4-5 days preparing her meals, 

doing the laundry, and just spending time with her.  

Early evening on a Monday she left us.  

Esther Kodani 

 

Monday March 21 

Therefore you have no excuse, whoever you are, when you judge 

others; for in passing judgment on another you condemn yourself, 

because you, the judge, are doing the very same things.  

– Romans 2:1 

 

The Apostle Paul knew a great deal about judging others. 

He was pretty good at it himself. 

 

He had, after all, judged the early followers of Jesus Christ 

to be heretics, dangerous teachers of untruth who would 

drag the ancient faith of Israel into faithlessness and folly. 

He described himself in 1 Corinthians 15 as “the least of the 

apostles, unfit to be called an apostle, because I persecuted 

the church of God.” Luke went into more detail about his 

activities in Acts of the Apostles. Oh, yes: Paul knew how 

to judge. 

 

There came a day, however, when Christ overwhelmed 

Paul’s judgements. The adversary became the advocate, the 

antagonist became the apostle. Paul no longer believed 

himself capable of judging others. 

 

Well. Mostly. 

 

The sad truth is that his impulses to judgement can still be 

seen quite plainly in his letters. I find it deeply moving to 

watch him struggle with it. Sometimes he falters. 

Sometimes he fails. Sometimes he triumphs. 

 

If Paul could do it, perhaps you and I can, too. 

 



Prayer 

 

Make me as self-aware as your messenger, O God, to see 

my flaws, to struggle against them, and by your grace, to 

bring your grace to others unimpeded by my pride. Amen. 

 

Eric Anderson 

Tuesday, March 22 

New Life 

Mikael Leung, age 8 

Wednesday, March 23 
Hearts can open in very strange places. Anthony Ray 

Hinton had every reason to close his entirely and give in to 

the darkness. He was incarcerated for 30 years on 

Alabama’s death row despite being innocent of the crime. 

He chose to open his heart to his fellow inmates, and built a  

community of love and hope in a very dark place. 

If you have not read The Sun Does Shine by Anthony Ray 

Hinton (New York, St. Martin’s Press), I encourage you to 

do so. It is an astonishing story of love, hope, and building 

community. He opened his heart and built community with 

those around him in the darkest of places. Could we do 

that? Do we open our hearts even if we are not in a dark 

place to those around us?  

Do we build community? 

Anna Kennedy 

Thursday, March 24 

For we know that if the earthly tent we live in is destroyed, we 

have a building from God, a house not made with hands, eternal 

in the heavens. – 2 Corinthians 5:1 

 

The resurrection promise – the claim that death leads to 

new life by God’s grace – is foundational for Christians. 

Based in the resurrection of Jesus himself, Christians have 

taught for nearly twenty centuries that God’s care for us 

extends beyond the life we know and into a life we barely 

imagine. 

 

The human world still suffers from a global pandemic. 

Major wars rage in five places on the globe. People in some 

places live with extraordinary comfort while others 

struggle to feed themselves each day. After a hard life or a 

gentle one, after a long life or a short one, death eventually 

visits us all. 


