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Do You Hear What I Hear?
Said the night wind to the little lamb,

Do you see what I see
Way up in the sky, little lamb,

Do you see what I see
A star, a star, dancing in the night

With a tail as big as a kite
With a tail as big as a kite

Said the little lamb to the shepherd boy,
Do you hear what I hear

Ringing through the sky, shepherd boy,
Do you hear what I hear

A song, a song, high above the trees
With a voice as big as the sea
With a voice as big as the sea

Said the shepherd boy to the mighty king,
Do you know what I know

In your palace warm, mighty king,
Do you know what I know

A Child, a Child shivers in the cold
Let us bring Him silver and gold
Let us bring Him silver and gold

Said the king to the people everywhere,
Listen to what I say

Pray for peace, people everywhere!
Listen to what I say

The Child, the Child, sleeping in the night
He will bring us goodness and light
He will bring us goodness and light 

”Do You Hear What I Hear?” Words & Music by Noel Regney & Gloria Shayne Baker. Copyright 1962 by Regent 
Music Corporation; copyright renewed by Jewel Music Publishing Co. Inc.; copyright administered by Sunflower En-
tertainment Group. International copyright secured All rights reserved. Used by permission. CCLI License #11117716. 



Do You Hear What I Hear?
Advent 2018 at Hennepin Avenue UMC

Welcome to the 2018 Advent devotional, “Do You Hear What I Hear?” Inspired 
by the classic song, these bits of prose, poetry, and prayer find our church reflecting 
on how and where God is plainly visible in our world and where God appears 
unseen and shrouded in mystery. As you read, you may find yourself pondering 
questions like: How does the experience of Advent change our ability to see God? 
Where do you see the presence of God reflected back to you? How has your vision 
changed over time? Are there places that God seems absent or invisible to you? 
In Advent, a season of anticipation and searching, you will find you are in good 
company with these questions.

This year’s collection of Advent goodies features a mix of exploring the words 
See, Hear, Know, and Pray. And while those words and their themes are swirling 
throughout these pages, so too does their opposite partner. Sometimes it’s about 
what we don’t see, or what we fail to hear, or it’s the unknown, or seeking the 
right frame of mind and heart to even begin to pray. These words are words that 
rely on both their meaning and their antithesis. Ponder this as you step into these 
Advent writings.

On Saturdays, you’ll find a handful of brief reflection questions for you to ponder 
on your own or with a group of friends such as a LYFE Group. May they be an 
invitation to you to dig deeper as the week goes on. The booklet is yours, so make it 
beautiful with your marginalia, scribbles, doodles, and insights into the reading. The 
suggested daily scripture readings are from the internationally-recognized Revised 
Common Lectionary and may or may not have a specific relation to the reading. 
You can learn more about the RCL online at lectionary.library.vanderbilt.edu.

I look forward to this season of Advent, of anticipating the arrival of the Child. 
May you have a good experience and may these readings bring your heart’s de-
votion to God that much closer to beating as God’s heart beats.

With gratitude to all of our writers; to Adele Dahm and Amy Griffiths in Com-
munications; to my fellow Advent devotional editors, Elizabeth Bennett and Kent 
Peterson; and especially to you, dear reader: it has been a pleasure. 

Let us enter Advent together,

Rev. Nate Melcher
Associate Pastor of Faith Development



Advent Sermon Series
Do You Hear What I Hear?
December 2 First Sunday of Advent
    See!
    Luke 21:25-36 
    Rev. Nate Melcher, 10am Worship Service

December 9 2nd Sunday of Advent
    Hear!
    Malachi 3:1-4 
    Rev. Judy Zabel, 10am Worship Service

December 16 Third Sunday of Advent
    Know!
    Zephaniah 3:14-20
    Rev. Judy Zabel, 10am Worship Service

    Blue Christmas
    5pm, Art Gallery
    Rev. Frenchye Magee
    (for more information see back pages of devotional)

December 23 Fourth Sunday of Advent
    Pray!
    Luke 1:46b-55
    Rev. Frenchye Magee, 10am Worship Service

No worship services on December 25

Only one worship service on December 30 at 10am
 Superheroes of Faith
 Rev. Nate Melcher
 (Adults and children of all ages: 
 come and worship in your favorite superhero   
 t-shirt, costume, or pajamas!)



Christmas Eve 
Worship Services

Whose Birthday is it, Anyway?
As we prepare to celebrate the birth of Jesus, we encourage you to 
set a budget for your family giving—and then to match your giving 
with a birthday gift to Jesus! This year, 100% of your Christmas 
Offering will go directly to our Outreach Ministries. Each Sunday 
during Advent, you will be inspired by stories of how our outreach 
dollars really change lives for the better—not just at Christmas—but 

all year long, as we give generously to heal a broken world.

Contemplative Christmas
2:00pm in the Art Gallery
Walk the labyrinth and be uplifted by carols and poetry of 
the season in this contemplative worship experience.

Christmas Pageant*
4:00pm in the Sanctuary
Lively, family-friendly worship service featuring our youth 
choirs and children’s nativity pageant.

Carols & Candlelight*
7:30pm in the Sanctuary (7:00pm Prelude Concert)
Traditional worship celebration featuring Hennepin Singers 
and carols by candlelight.

Candlelight Communion
11:00pm in the Sanctuary (10:30pm Prelude Concert)
Traditional worship celebration featuring our Sanctuary Choir, 
Copper Street Brass, and Hennepin Chime, plus carols by 
candlelight and Holy Communion.

*free nursery care will be provided



Sunday, December 2 Luke 21:25-36

“Do you See What I see?”
First Sunday of Advent

Sharing the Gospel of Our 
Experience

Steve Blons

Photo-mosaics are these amazing images assembled from thousands of 
small tiles, each one being itself a tiny photograph.  When you stand back 
and use a soft focus, the constructed image becomes obvious.  And when 

you zoom in on the smaller pieces, you can make them out as well.
 
 
I used photo-mosaics as a metaphor earlier this year in a reflection I shared 
at Sacred Journey.   Here is an excerpt of what I said:



 God is revealed, bit by bit, by every personal experience of God we have 
and then share.  What we “know” of God, we know by telling our stories.  
If we could somehow gather all these stories and assemble them like a 
photo-mosaic, we might finally perceive the face of God in all its complexity 
and beauty and power.  

 Unfortunately, this can only be a thought experiment:  too many experiences, 
too many ways to put them together, no way to zoom out to see the final 
picture.  “All” we have is a patchwork of experiences, a mosaic of stories to 
hear, to share and to treasure. 
 
When I looked for a photo-mosaic I could use as an example, I wasn’t 
searching for an eye.  I just wanted a mosaic whose tiny photos included 
people, animals, plants, mountains, buildings, and more, because as the 
mystic Meister Eckhart says, “Every creature is a word of God and is a 
book about God.”  In other words, every fleck of creation is a tile in the 
grand mosaic.  The mosaic I found just happened to be an image of an eye.
 
But.  Could an eye, in fact, be the portrait of God we’d get by assembling 
God-experiences from all over creation?  Could it be that when we go 
looking for God, what we find is    God looking at us!  As if God were saying, 
“Do you see what I see?”
 
As I write this, I do not know what everyone else is contributing to our 
devotional.  But my hunch is that each writer has shared a story of their 
experience of God one more tile in the cosmic mosaic.  And so, with this 
devotional, our picture of God grows, bit by bit, pixel by pixel. 
 
Keep looking.  Keep listening.  Keep telling. 

 

 Holy God, You are present for all people, in all places, 
through all of time.  Thank you for the infinite mosaic of ways 

that we can see, hear, and know you.  Please guide us to be open 
to new experiences, questions, and understandings as we journey 

through this season of Advent.  Amen



Hush, hush, you speak to we, Your Children, and swift, 
swift, are we to offer you gratitude for the bright blaze 

you bring to our hearts. Amen

Monday, December 3 Psalm 90

Do You See the Light?
Submitted by Deb Green

Blessed Are You Who Bear the Light

Blessed are you
Who bear the light
in unbearable times,

who testify
to its endurance

amid the unendurable,
who bear witness
to its persistence

when everything seems
in shadow
and grief.

 
Blessed are you

in whom the light lives,
in whom

the brightness blazes—
your heart
a chapel,

an altar where
in the deepest night

can be seen
the fire that

shines forth in you
in unaccountable faith,

in stubborn hope,
in love that illumines
every broken thing

it finds.

 —Jan Richardson
 



2 Samuel 7:18-29 Tuesday, December 4

Do you hear or see 
what I hear or see?

David Smith

I like to hear Bob Janssen in Sacred Journey say in a strong voice, “Pay 
Attention!” to the Story, to birds, to surrounding nature, and to people.  
And that makes it very easy for me to see the words of Mary Oliver:

It doesn’t have to be the blue iris, it could be weeds in a vacant lot, 
or a few small stones; just pay attention, then patch a few words 
together and don’t try to make them elaborate, this isn’t a contest 
but the doorway into thanks, and a silence in which another voice 
may speak. 1

With this background, I see puffy white clouds against a pale blue sky, or 
autumn leaves reflecting on a still body of water, or new fallen snow on 
branches of a pine tree.  Then, in awe, I ask myself, “How did this happen?”  
“How could it be put together so perfectly?”  At these times I don’t see or 
hear words, but I feel some, “Whenever you look deeply into creation, you 
praise and honor me.  I bless you for that!”

1 Mary Oliver, “Praying,” Thirst: Poems by Mary Oliver (Boston:  Beacon Press, 2006), p. 37.  

 
Holy God, your presence in the gifts of Creation 

surround and envelop me.
Help me to notice. Help me to pay attention. Amen



You are all around me, Holy one. Open me. Awaken me. Amen

Wednesday, December 5 Luke 11:29-32

Kitchen Sink Prayers
Donna Long

I assume everybody experiences God in different ways. I know that I do.
When I hear God sometimes it is the voice inside my head. Sometimes 
it is a whisper and I have to pay close attention. But sometimes it is a 
shout. Other times it is God speaking through a wise person like a friend, 
counselor, minister, or even a small child.  Sometimes it is my own voice 
as I try to tell people what I know of God and I surprise myself with my 
own wisdom.  
Sometimes God comes to me in experience. When I was a young teenager, I 
experienced God through a big rock that I used to sit on in the undeveloped 
land behind my house. When I needed to go and have a time out, I would 
go sit on that rock. After six months of this, I could count on a feeling of 
peace and tranquility rising up through the rock. I didn’t have the language 
or knowledge to name this then, but thinking back on it, I am sure it was 
God’s love giving me strength to carry on and not listen to the destructive 
impulses that were coursing through my body. My act of going to the rock 
was an act of faith and God answered in a form that comforted me.  
I often feel God when I am in contact with water. Swimming laps is a 
marvelous time to pray and meditate with all distractions blocked out by 
water and goggles. On a daily basis I find God in my shower as warm 
water courses over my body. I always think it is a sort of a self-baptism 
that brings me to God. In the shower I pray, sing God silly songs, and even 
repeat jokes that I get from my grandkids. I am starting to think I will soon 
have to stop doing this because I am using too much hot water that the 
earth can’t afford. Similarly, I do dishes and soak my hands in hot soapy 
water. I look out the kitchen window at an amazing huge maple tree that 
fascinates and awes me in all seasons. I have decided to never install a 
dishwasher in my kitchen because I would really miss this meditation and 
prayer time.  
I see and encounter God daily in interactions with people.  I try to be the 
voice and hands of the holy with those I work with at the Dignity Center, 
but more often than not I think I learn more from them than they do from 
me. It is really a blessing to have these interactions. I always say a prayer 
before I see each person that we will enrich each other’s lives and will both 
feel like we have encountered a little piece of God on earth. 



Philippians 1:18b-26 Thursday, December 6

Sometimes How I Pray
Evelyn Ahlberg

It’s September and then suddenly October when I feel a need to go for 
more walks before it is all over. 

Looking up I see dazzling bursts of colors but looking down too because 
many leaves have let go now and lay at my feet. Then without thinking, I 
bend to pick one up so I might take it home and place on my table. At first 
glance it looks so perfect before I notice small flaws. So I pick up another 
only to find it too has some tiny imperfections. And so it goes. 

Then I begin to accept the tiny flaws and remember how this observation 
applies to so much in our lives including myself: beautiful while at the same 
time flawed.

A leaf lies on my table. 

 

Holy God, help me to see and accept my flaws
 and to know intimately the sacredness of my Being beneath them.

Amen



God of sparrows and whales, waxwings and elephants, 
lilies and oaks, pebbles and mountains, puddles and lakes, 

awaken our senses so we may better know You 
through the wonders of your Creation.  Amen

Friday, December 7 Malachi 3:13-18

Pay Attention
Bob Janssen

T’was the week before Christmas and Ridgedale Shopping Center was all 
abuzz with shoppers, including myself.  As I was walking to the entrance 
from the parking lot, I noticed a tree that was full of birds; there were 30-
40 Cedar Waxwings in the tree. Cedar Waxwings are one of the best 
“dressed” birds: sleek, brown, crested and with waxy red tips on the wings—
thus the name waxwing. They have a high, thin trilled lisp or zeee song.

As I approached the tree, I could hear them and watch them feed on 
the abundant red berries that the tree had produced.  Waxwings are 
very tame birds and when feeding pay little or no attention to humans.  
One of the neat habits of waxwings is that when they find an abundant 
food supply they feed each other.  As I watched the flock I could see this 
communal behavior.

People by the dozens were passing below the tree where the waxwings 
were feeding, and I thought someone would stop and ask me what I was 
looking at.  Finally, one person did stop and  asked what I was doing.  I 
said, “Looking at waxwings.”  He said, “Oh,” and moved on!  I wondered 
why people were more interested in looking down at their phones and 
shopping lists than looking up at the beautiful sight of these birds feeding 
and hearing their soft notes. I got the feeling that these shoppers were really 
missing something, something that would enhance their Advent experience.

We need to pay more attention to the Creation that surrounds us.  We 
need to see the divine beauty that is everywhere and to hear the natural 
music that infiltrates this beauty.  Next time you are busy shopping, look 
upwards or around for many of the special things that Creation has to 
offer.  Your eyes and ears will be handsomely rewarded.
 



Luke 9:1-6 Saturday, December 8

Beauty
Submitted by Anne Buchanan

Beauty is eternity gazing at itself in the mirror, 
but you are eternity

and you are the mirror.

   —Kahlil Gibran 

WEEK ONE—”DO YOU SEE WHAT I SEE?”
RESPONSE QUESTIONS

What is an image or phrase in this week’s entries that you can see clearly?
Which of this week’s entries best mirrors how you see God? 
Which is the most different?
If the Spirit were to tell you what it sees in you, affirming your goodness, 
what would it say?
Where have you seen God with your own eyes in those around you?

O God, may I honor the Holy within me 
and present everywhere. 

Amen



Sunday, December 9 Malachi 3:1-4

“Do You Hear What I Hear?”
Second Sunday of Advent

Communing With God
Ingrid Bloom

I have been receiving love from you 
since the day you knit me together
    in my mother’s womb
You always are waiting for me

You know my deepest yearnings 
even before I know them.

You are so vast and yet so near
You have put yourself in the fabric of my being

I love meeting with you in the secret 
 hours of the night
where you play in my dreams

In the morning I hear your words for the day
sustaining me throughout the day
 calling me forth
How I love finding you in my body
 so I can dance for You.
What joy to notice you in my sister and brother
 my daughter and my son
     my beloved friends

You are always making new music
 or making something new in an old song
I like to praise you
 you have given me so many instruments
allowing me to choose the one I like
 to make different sounds each day
weaving together sounds I know well
 and ones I have never heard until now



You bring us together
 creating harmony and richer tones
I listen for the music you are playing through each of us
 into one great symphony.

You cry with me
 through every grief and sorrow
we are never alone
when we combine our tears
 something new will be born
Your well of creativity never runs dry

You send us prophets, teachers, mentors, friends, lovers, soulmates,
 singers, poets, sisters, brothers, helpers, motivators,
new mothers, new fathers, playmates, fellow builders, artists,
You inspire us to meet someone(s) in their need or yearning or praising
 with your gifts of lovingkindness and inspiration
  and a bottomless toolbox.

You provide me with nourishment
showing me the way of friendship
 with each of your creations.
You are too wonderful
 you fill me with goodness and awe
every time I think of you.
every time I sing or speak of you
every time my body moves in tune to your music and whisperings
 through every act of love
Ahhhhhhhh......... I love you.

 

O God, where could I go from your Spirit or 
where could I flee your presence? 

I give thanks for the intimacy of your Creative love in me 
and surrounding me. Amen



Holy One, increase in me the commitment and 
ability to be fully present in my interactions with others. 

Help me to be attentive and to listen well. Amen

Monday, December 10 Psalm 126

Listen Up!
Jeff Smith

Listen Up!
How many times have you heard that, in school, at work, even at church? 
Lots of folks want us to listen to what they’re saying or selling, especially in 
this brutal political climate—before and since election day—not to mention 
the holiday season. I hear the pleas and pitches but often tune out. I’ve 
become weary of the din. You too?

In a world that is yelling at us nearly all the time, how do we listen for 
the messages we really need to hear? Hearing requires being a willing and 
skillful listener.

Willing – Our LYFE groups and other interpersonal gatherings at Hennepin 
are great antidotes for modern media’s impersonal approach. These groups 
take turns listening to each other while only one person speaks at a time, 
often in a circle. While Native American culture ritualized the practice 
and contemporary organizational development includes it in manuals, the 
essence is the same: deep listening and mutual respect.

Skillful – Most of us have been trained in writing and speaking but few 
have learned listening skills. Good listening occurs between how fast 
someone speaks (about 125 words per minute) and the brain’s capacity to 
understand (about 400 words per minute). 

Most of us use this mental “lag time” to formulate what we’ll say in response. 
Instead, try this. Use your lag time to really focus on what the other person 
is saying—ask follow-up questions to clarify that you understood. You may 
be surprised at how much deeper your relationship becomes.

 



2 Peter 1:2-15 Tuesday, December 11

I Listen
Submitted by Jane Stegner

But also,
I listen to the Madres, and the Women in Black,

and the African mamas.  I listen to
the young women of Asia and the Pacific Rim.
I listen to the female voices of North Africa,
and the Middle East and Eastern Europe.

And I hear
The Power of Everywoman,

Everywhere.
Then, I rejoice,

I hope,
I take heart.

               
   —Elayne Clift 

 

May I hear with ears that are not my own 
so that I may hear the Holy more fully. Amen



God of Love, help me to see the injustices in our world 
and to hear the plaintive cries of those in need. Give us the 

strength to be restorer of hope, builders of peace. Amen

Wednesday, December 12 Isaiah 35:3-7

Brothers and Sisters
David Smith

O Lord, open my eyes that I may see the needs of others; open my 
ears that I may hear their cries; open my heart so that they need not 
be without succor; let me not be afraid to defend the weak because 
of the anger of the strong, nor afraid to defend the poor because of 
the anger of the rich.  Show me where love and hope and faith are 
needed, and use me to bring them to those places.  And so open my 
eyes and ears that I may this coming day be able to do some work of 
peace for Thee.1

There are days when I see and hear in this country and around the world 
the cries of those in need.  And I hear some saying, “These are bad people 
and not deserving.  We can’t afford to help them.”  But I also hear in 
this country and around the world a rising crescendo of voices saying, 
“These are our brothers and sisters.  We believe we can help them!” And I, 
perhaps at breakfast pouring maple syrup over my stack of pancakes, say 
to myself, “These are my brothers and sisters. I can help.”

May Advent be a time of my listening and watching in preparation for doing.

1 Alan Paton, “For Courage to Do Justice,” Instrument of Thy Peace 
(New York:  The Seabury Press, Inc., 1968), pp. 13-14.

 



2 Corinthians 8:1-15 Thursday, December 13

Wooden Flute under a Night Sky
Mary Honstead

How can a melody
         vibrate
         somewhere deeper than my bones
         yet fly
         toward ancient hills
         on wings that know
         every current of the wind?

 
         Listen.....

 
         The ghost of a shepherd’s song
         broods over an impossible happiness
         rejoices in the slow curve of sorrow.
 

 

Creator of Blessing, 
your song makes shepherds quake and bones rattle. 

Bend toward us in this time and place
and awaken us with your song. Amen



God who is never silent, help me to heed and to hear your voice 
speaking all around me and planted deep within. Amen

Friday, December 14 Amos 8:4-12

Selective Hearing
Dwight Haberman

As one who is hearing impaired, I am very familiar with the term. It means 
that of all the sounds that I hear I only probably hear one of the messages. 
Often the one I hear is not the one I needed to hear. As one seeking to be a 
Christian, I assume that what I need to hear is, first of all, what my creator 
intends for me to hear. It seems to me that such hearing is a challenge 
today. So many voices and sounds and chatter. Never a quiet moment. 
The earbuds fixed that. As an older person, I am seeking to listen more to 
the inner voices. I want to hear the “still, small voice.” But it is still important 
for me to also listen to what others have heard and shared.

I hear God’s voice in nature. “In the rustling grass I hear him pass. 
God speaks to me everywhere.”  

I hear God’s voice in the homeless, poor, abused, the GLBTQ and other 
marginalized people.

I hear God’s voice in the words, “This is my body given for you. Do this in 
remembrance of me.”

I hear God’s voice at Christmas. In a time of great anxiety, God-with-us. 
“Don’t be afraid, Look! I bring good news of great joy to all people. Your 
Savior is born today in David’s city.  He is Christ the Lord.”

I hear God’s promise in the words of Jesus, “And remember, I am with you 
always, even to the end of the age.”
 
In the frenzy we may experience at Christmas, and beyond, I hope to hear 
and invite you to hear angel voices and a “still, small voice.”
 

 



Luke 1:57-66 Saturday, December 15

Amazing Grace, 
how sweet the sound…

Carol Southward

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound...

We’ve all sung those words throughout our lives, in happiness and in 
sorrow.

My family sang those words in great sadness when my nephew Jeffrey 
was killed in a car crash the day after Christmas. The promises of the hymn 
gave comfort and strength and hope.

In 1999, I went to India with a group from Hennepin Church, doing a 
mission project at the Nave Institute. Our mission team led a church service 
in the chapel at Nave. We sang Amazing Grace, a hymn known around 
the world. I looked out at the beautiful faces of the students and their 
families and my eyes filled with tears while my heart filled with joy. Singing 
in a church halfway around the world, I realized that I am a part of the 
worldwide, history-spanning family of Christianity.

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound...

WEEK TWO—”DO YOU HEAR WHAT I HEAR?”
RESPONSE QUESTIONS

What is an image or phrase in this week’s entries that speaks loudly to you?
Which of this week’s entries best echoes how you hear God? 
Which is the most different?
If Jesus were to say something you needed to hear, what would it be?
Where is Jesus crying out in the world today?

O God, I give thanks that I am a part of a global church. 
Though we are diverse in culture, ethnicity, and language, 

thank you for shared expressions of our common faith. Amen



Sunday, December 16 Zephaniah 3:13-20

“Do you know what I know?”
Third Sunday of Advent
Being Present with God

Betsy Barnum

The sweet carol about the shepherd boy and the lamb speaks of looking 
and listening, the senses we use most to know about our world and what 
is happening around us. The carol shows us what we can learn by simply 
being awake and paying attention to what we see and hear. 

I have come to see paying attention—a mantra we have adopted as our 
own in Sacred Journey, thanks to Bob Janssen—as a profound spiritual 
practice, maybe the most important one of all. Paying attention means 
being fully present in this moment, seeing and hearing and knowing what 
is right in front of us. It means letting go of what we think we know, 
of our fears, our egoic concerns, our worries about past and future, our 
preconceived ideas about reality—letting go of all that, and being present 
with what IS right now.

And being present with what IS right now is being present with God. 
That’s how we know God, as the mystics describe and teach. This is also 
my experience and my deep inner certainty. Stories, images, institutional 
messages may help us to know God, but they are not enough—and they 
can also mislead. 

Church history is full of evidence of people being misled by beliefs that 
separate us from our innate human ways of knowing. Think about the 
burning times, the Inquisition, the uses of belief in an afterlife administered 
by a punishing and rewarding God to demonize Earth-centered spiritual 
traditions throughout Europe. Beliefs can lie to us about God. 



Mysterious One, You said, “I AM WHO I AM.”  Teach us to pay 
attention to all of the ways in which you reveal yourself.  Amen

If we humans have a fatal flaw, it may be that we are capable of believing 
in things that go directly against the evidence of our senses and our reason—
beliefs like humans are separate from the rest of creation, the climate is not 
destabilizing, war brings peace, human nature is fundamentally greedy 
and selfish, God is an austere father whose love we have to earn. And so 
many others.

But if we can let go of what we think we know about God, and simply pay 
attention, as the shepherd boy and the lamb did, to the wind, the stars, the 
music in the skies, the goodness and light that are the hallmarks of God’s 
presence in all creation, we can experience the enormous, enwrapping 
warmth of the love that infuses every particle of the world.

 



You clothe us in such beautiful righteousness, O God. 
We are called to wear it with pride and joy. 

May this world shine brightly in the beauty of your righteousness 
to the four corners of the earth. Amen

Monday, December 17 Hebrews 13:7-17

What Is the Difference?
Carol Michalicek

There are some walks which leave an indelible impression, and can change 
how we see the world.

I had such a walk in July of 1996, with a friend, to Cape Flattery in Olympic 
National Park, WA. We walked along stretches of cedar planks gently 
springing underfoot and giving up enticing aromas. We were surrounded 
by tall forests of trees. Our senses were sharpened. We walked out to an 
isolated beach, and found a place to enjoy the picnic lunch. There was a 
hypnotic energy which lulled us into a peaceful rest. Looking up there were 
2 eagles circling above. This was my first experience of the American eagle, 
and I felt a strong presence of the original inhabitants to this land. 

We walked along the beach awhile, past some deer, towards the exit to 
take us back along a different path. The map was not clear. We were 
eventually met by a Ranger, who explained we were on private Indian 
reservation land—Makah, I think. He walked us an hour back to the exit. 
We walked to the Cape and watched the puffins nesting on the cliffs, these 
“not quite birds,” fascinated with their sounds and movements. The final leg 
of the pathway took us through open fields of tall grasses and wildflowers. 
I stopped to admire a flower.

My friend asked, “What is the difference between you and that flower?” 
I felt the lightning bolt of sudden awareness, of blessing, of the wholeness 
of life. “There is no difference!” There were no words, but the answer was 
palpable, and I carried this Joy of knowing with me for the reminder of the 
walk. “Truly, I tell you, just as you did it to one of these who are members 
of my family, you did it to me” (Matthew 25:40). I knew now that this 
directive was meant not just for humanity, but included the living world 
around us.
 



Isaiah 11:1-9 Tuesday, December 18

A Human Heart
Janet Polach

In late October in his daily online meditation, Father Richard Rohr reminded 
us of the following:

In Jesus, God gave us a human heart we could love. While God 
can be described as a moral force, as consciousness, and as high 
vibrational energy, the truth is, we can’t fall in love with abstractions. 
So, God became a person “that we could hear, see with our eyes, look 
at, and touch with our hands”(1 John 1:1).  

The words of 1 John ring true today in our highly skeptical climate. When 
we can only believe that Jesus was born over 2000 years ago to deliver 
us from our own selves, our faith, our commitment, and our love for the 
holy is manifested in the unknowing. For me, Christmas time brings to the 
forefront the mystery of the unknown, while millions of Christians celebrate 
Jesus’ birth in very tangible ways: choir concerts, Christmas cookies, gift 
giving, family gatherings. But do we really know that Jesus did in fact come 
to earth by his loving father, that he truly died for our sins, that he rose to 
enable justice and salvation for all? For many, the real evidence is sketchy 
at best, and yet, we believe. We celebrate the holiday, not for the gifts and 
the concerts, but for the knowing that the mystery of Jesus Christ is indeed 
true. It’s the mystery of the season and that brings great joy. 

 

Holy God, as we celebrate the Incarnation of this season in many 
and varied ways,  implant yourself in our hearts

that we might know you deeply. Amen



Creative God, thank you for the rich diversity of our neighbors’ 
experiences and stories.  Especially in these divisive times, 

help us to keep our ears, minds, and hearts open to truths that 
differ from our own.  Remind us to celebrate differences even as 

we celebrate our unity as brothers and sisters in You. Amen

Wednesday, December 19 Luke 7:31-35

Music and Sunsets
Art Michalicek

As we listen
to the speaker,
we decode the words
and come away from the speech
with different meanings.
 
Sometimes just slightly different
never-the-less there is always
the unique individual interpretation
built up by our lifelong thoughts
about particular words.
 
Then there is seeing
where no words are spoken
yet we know if it’s love
that we feel the same
grace of the moment.
 
As we listen
to orchestral music
the same vibrations penetrate the body
what we hear and feel
is physically identical.
 
The word “God”
has different meanings
to each of us founded in the love of life
our prayers are like music and sunsets
that share our thankfulness and hopefulness for living.

 

 



Jeremiah 31:31-34 Thursday, December 20

The Speed of Sound
Kathleen McDowell

When we were kids, we had a record player that played 33 1/3 rotations 
per minute, 45 rpm, and 78 rpm. We found old 78s in a closet and it was 
fun to listen to those antiques. We became inquisitive about how a 33 1/3 
record sounds running at the 78 speed and put the 78 down to 33 1/3. We 
laughed a lot. Made the singer sound like The Chipmunks or a monster 
talking.

I was remembering this as how we Americans live our lives like a 33 1/3 
record spinning at 78 rpm. Taking a trip across the Atlantic, I observed how 
the Europeans have a slower pace of life. They take time to enjoy their 
lunches and talk. There is more walking with the pedestrian-only streets 
with vendors selling paintings, chestnuts, souvenirs, and more along the 
way. So many cafes with outside seating coming to life at 10 am. Even 
though we walked and learned a lot, it was refreshing to find a seat and 
enjoy a local pastry and tea. There was relaxed chatting, even sitting in 
some silence, observing what’s going on around us....

Now back in Minnesota, I see through different lenses. Minnesotans speed 
through life. Hurry to work, rush through work, zip home for the many 
structured activities and disengaging. We can ask many questions without 
allowing reasonable time for a thoughtful response. We zone out with 
television without having meaningful conversations with our spouses, 
children, friends, even standing in line at the store. We don’t really slow 
down to savor. Food. Quiet. Conversation (look at the time). To just be. 
We are caught up as a society as human doings instead of human beings. 
The faster we go, the faster the clocks tick tock. Do we just go faster to cram 
in everything only to wonder where does the time go? Do we have a belief 
that if we slow down, we will waste time checking off that to-do list, getting 
further and further behind? Where is the refresh button?

Push that button. Reset your life.

Gracious and Loving God, may your Voice enter our lives at the 
speed we can understand, the tenor we can trust, 

and the clarity we can count on. Amen



Thank you, Divine Spirit, for the hopeful spirit of beginnings 
in this day and new life cycle. Thank you for the symbols of this 

season: my Advent harvests are abundant. The sky’s darkness and 
the earth’s frigidity help me see more brightly the light in others; 
their heart-fired gifts warm my life and soften my heart. Thank 

you for quiet, still moments to better feel the abundance of light in 
my soul, as it meets the light of the world.  Amen

Friday, December 21 Psalm 80:1-7

Winter Solstice
Creation Leads Me in Prayer

Barbara English

In his book Holidays and Holy Nights, Christopher Hill reminds us that 
for Christians who observe the liturgical year, fall is actually the beginning 
of the life cycle! Yet, the Creator’s world is winding down in pace, green 
turns to brown, temperatures drop, lakes freeze, darkness overcomes light. 
Bears hibernate, squirrels gather, birds fly south, plants die back. The visual 
coordination of nature’s Divine energy surrounds us.

My Dad, Irv English, passed away on the Winter Solstice in 2016. He loved 
the sky, moon, rain, his feet planted on the earth, the sound of wind. He 
could look at the sky on a sunny day and predict rain—accurately! He was 
connected not only to the Divine source, but it seemed he was aligned with 
the rhythm of the seasons.

Each season of the year leads me to quiet, contemplative prayer. When I 
pray in the awareness of nature’s symbols, my energy slows to the rhythm 
of the earth’s energy. Lovely calmness.
 

 



Luke 13:31-35 Saturday, December 22

Seeing Solstice
Submitted by Anne Buchanan

Solstice is a powerful teacher:
the trickster who invites you to go out sledding on a moon-less night.

Daring you to take a risk, to lean in,
to stay with what is uncertain and unseen.

 
She whispers in your ear as the sled starts to move,

Your vision limits you here.
Your desperation to see keeps you from seeing.

In this place, we see not with our eyes, but with our whole being.
 

It is a place that asks for your full participation,
accessing all of your senses and trusting different ways of knowing.

A place that reveals hard-earned truth and wisdom that lasts.
Light would never be so generous with its depths.

She has other things to give.   

   —Chris Heeter 

WEEK THREE—”DO YOU KNOW WHAT I KNOW?”
RESPONSE QUESTIONS

What is an image or phrase in this week’s entries that you know to be true?
Which of this week’s entries best channels how you know God? 
Which is the most different?
If God were to make one thing crystal clear for you, 
 what would you want it to be?
Where has God been revealed in your past? Today? 

O God, help us to lean into the darkness
 so that its generous gifts may be revealed. Amen



Sunday, December 23 Luke 1:46b-55

“Pray for Peace, 
people everywhere”

Fourth Sunday of Advent
Hope for the Future

Elizabeth Bennett

Advent is supposed to be a time of hopeful waiting.  This year, I’ll admit 
that I’m struggling with the “hopeful” part.  Sometimes I hold my own little 
child and want to weep.  I love him so much, and I’m terrified by what 
his future world could be like.  I can’t get the stories of migrant children 
separated from their families, or the regularity of mass shootings, or the 
indisputable dangers of climate change, or the pain of so many people in 
our community who experience homelessness and chemical dependency, 
out of my head. 

As I tried to write this reflection, I googled the lyrics to “Do You Hear What 
I Hear” and came across an article about the song (https://www.theatlantic.
com/entertainment/archive/2015/12/the-apocalyptic-fear-within-do-you-
hear-what-i-hear/420459/).  I learned that the composers of what I had 
thought was merely a cute Christmas carol had actually written a profound 
prayer.  The song was written in 1962—just after the Cuban missile crisis—at 
a time when the writers were feeling an “existential dread” similar to my 
own.

Perhaps such a prayer is the best first response to overwhelming fear and 
anxiety.  Of course we need to take action, individually and collectively, to 
solve problems and correct injustices.  I know, though, that my own abilities 
and resources are limited.  I need to pray to be open to God’s grace, to 
remember that I don’t have to fix everything by myself, to have faith in my 
fellow children of God, to have hope that the little child can move even the 
mighty king.
 

 Oh God, the sea is great and my boat is small.  
Help me to stay hopeful as I watch and listen for you. Amen



Luke 2:1-20  Monday, December 24

Christmas Eve
A Donkey View

William Mate

I am the borrowed jackass who carried Mary to Bethlehem where the baby 
Jesus was born.  I’m tired and am laying near the manger.  I know you all 
see me as a dumb animal, but I have been given voice for a moment and 
want to tell you of this experience.
 
This was not an easy trip. There was tension between Mary and Joseph.  
Mary was heavy and complained about being uncomfortable as we 
clopped along; and grew increasingly worried about where they were to 
stay. She would say, “I don’t understand why we are making this trip,” and 
he would reply with an edge in his voice, “I don’t understand either,” and 
then he’d pull harder on the rope on the bit in my mouth until it hurt.  I 
sensed confusion, resentment, and determination all mixed together.
 
Late in the afternoon, there was a change.  We all sensed that something 
was going to happen, and the mood changed from sullen to thoughtful.  
Finally, Joseph found a place to stay which was actually a sort of a cave 
with jagged openings through which wind and light came.  It was dirty, 
smelly, and full of other animals. But it was shelter, none too soon, for there 
was a scream and it began.
 
Looking back, that night the twinkling star light kindled the world and left 
scorch marks. The strange wisdom that peers from a newborn’s eyes gazed 
out of that little, red, wrinkled one’s eyes, out of that baby called Jesus, 
and I knew God was with us. God is with all us jackasses, four-legged or 
two-legged, who clop along with our heads down or our noses up, with all 
the sullen, raging Josephs and frightened, complaining Marys of the world.  
Somehow that birth happened to me not just in front of me. Though I am 
only a jackass lying here near the cradle there is a sense of expectation in 
the air.
 

O Expected One, may the light that shined so brightly on that 
holy night long ago burn brightly in our hearts. Amen



Tuesday, December 25  Psalm 98

Christmas Day
Do You Hear What I Hear?

Judy Zabel

“Do You Hear What I Hear?” was written in 1962 by husband-and-wife 
songwriting team Noel Regney and Gloria Shayne Baker during the Cuban 
missile crisis as a plea for peace.  

Advent is a great time to pray for peace as we anticipate the Prince of 
Peace coming into the world.  Praying spontaneous prayers for peace as 
they come to mind during the day is a wonderful way to listen for the Holy 
Spirit to nudge us to engage in peacemaking in all facets of our lives. 

There are other times to ponder prayers from other places in the world.  
I love this prayer published by the World Council of Churches from the 
Philippines, printed on the opposite page.

I hope that it gives you words as we pray for peace together.



Holy Son, Holy Brother, turn tragedy into Shalom, 
make disturbance into Shalom, empty out the broken pieces 
and bring to this world the mending of Shalom in your birth. 

Shalom to the world! Amen

Grant Us Peace

Grant us peace that will
BREAK our silence in the midst of violence

then prophetic voices shall resonate

Grant us peace that will
PULL US DOWN from the steeple of our pride

then we’ll learn to wash each other’s feet

Grant us peace that will
EMPTY us of hate and intolerance

then we’ll turn guns into guitars and sing

Grant us peace that will
SHUT our mouths up when we speak too much

then we’ll learn to listen and understand what others are saying

Grant us peace that will 
DISTURB us in our apathy

then we’ll dance together under the sun

Grant us peace that will
BURN our lethargic hearts

then we’ll endure burning and let love and justice glow

 



Keeper of creatures great and small, thank you for 
your example of how to be a Good Shepherd.  

Guide us as we strive to be more like you.  Amen

Wednesday, December 26 Acts 6:1-7; 7:51-60

How Do You Know 
It’s Christmas?

Juanita Reed-Boniface and Dick Boniface

So how do you know it’s Christmas?
‘Cause the sheep can always tell.
They follow a little tradition and have for quite a spell.
On Christmas Eve around midnight, the sheep, wherever they are
All rise in quiet unison and fixate on a star.
And from their stirring comes a sound, a chuckling tra, la, la
That weaves and builds itself into a soft melodious baaa
Which carries like a dove’s lament when nights are very still
As if they’re calling for someone beyond a yonder hill.
The legend herders passed on down attributes this tradition
To one late night in Bethlehem. A heavenly petition
Wherein a host of angels came and lured them with a song.
The herders left in haste, they say, and stayed gone all night long.
Well, sheep don’t do too well alone. They’ve never comprehended
That on that night they waited up, the world was upended.
So, now when daylight shortens up and nights get long and cold
I make my check at midnight like we’ve done since days of old.
And if I find the flock intent and standing all around
I listen for the heavenly host above their throaty sound
And scan the dim horizon in an effort to discern
The sign the sheep are seeking, that their shepherds will return.
And I am but a watchman in this drama that replays
Around the earth this time of year, and so I stand and gaze.
And though I see no special star or hear no sweet noel
I know it must be Christmas, ‘cause the sheep can always tell.

   —Baxter Black, Cowboy Poet 

Images of sheep, shepherds, swaddling cloths of wool in the Christmas story 
are very real to us, as we’ve been a part of the sheep industry for many years.  
A mark of a good shepherd is daily observation of the flock: seeing, hearing, 
knowing what is going on. As we celebrate Advent and the Christmas Season, 
we rejoice in the birth of Jesus, who came among us to be our Good Shepherd 
daily: guiding us to hear, see, know, and pray for people everywhere.
 



Proverbs 8:32-36 Thursday, December 27

Let Me Be a Blessing
Susan Dunlop

I am mindful of Jesus’ birth coming at a highly inconvenient time for his 
parents and yet, it was met as most births are, with awe and wonder.
 
What we know about Jesus is that He lived to help others and spread awe 
and wonder. Hearts were opened wide. 
 
When I pray, “Let me be a blessing” to the person with whom I am going 
to be, awe and wonder ensue for both of us. 
 
When a stranger offers warmth and kindness, it is heartwarming and 
unexpected. 
 
At Costco today, I was offered a little cup of brewed coffee by a vendor. As 
I was enjoying it, a shopper offered me some of the chocolate she had just 
purchased and was enjoying.  Her unexpected kindness warmed my heart.

 

Loving God, let me be helpful to others so that they feel awe 
and wonder and experience your presence.  Amen



Loving Presence, you push us to depths we knew not possible. 
You make your call to us clear. 

May we rise and heed your call to new life. Amen

Friday, December 28 Psalm 148

Signs of Life
Rebecca Keys

My husband, daughters Gillian and Lindley, and I lived in Vermont for 
10 years and attended Shelburne UMC in the Village of Shelburne.  Yes, 
Shelburne is the exact description and vision you imagine of a New England 
village and houses the famed Shelburne Museum.
 

The girls were in junior choir there and Mrs. Lambert, the music director, 
had those young people engaged, pushing their abilities and always 
presented top-notch musical numbers.
 

One of those songs is “Signs of Life.”  Singing that song and having fun 
with the performance (with props) is something we will never forget and 
remains a favorite family memory.
 

Signs on the interstate in plain sight
are there to show if we’re travelin’ right.

Just think what good they could do
if the highway of life had them, too.

We’d call them signs of life, (Stay in Lane)
there when you need them;

Signs of life, (Maintain Speed)
there so you can read them;

signs that recall what Jesus said
to keep travelin’ straight ahead. (No Turns)

He said, “What you have done unto the least of these
you have done unto me.” (Reduce Speed)

He’s there whenever we may need Him (Stop)
when we pause to lend a hand, (Service Area)

His service is perfect freedom;
in serving Him we understand

there could be signs of life. (Keep to the Right)
But I say it does have signs with messages just as real.

You can read them clear as day if you know the secret code:
“Lead me Lord” is all you say as you head on down the road,

And you’ll see the signs of life.
Jesus helps us see the signs of life!



1 Corinthians 3:10-17 Saturday, December 29

Bathroom Poems
Cheryl Wilke

Dearest God, help me to seek your wisdom with humility 
and a sense of humor.  Amen

Without fail, I get my best ideas
for a poem while I’m on my knees
scrubbing the bathroom floor.
With my head face down, my 
thoughts farthest
back tumble out onto the blank,
white ceramic pages. It’s like I could 
write
forever alongside my bucket of Mr. 
Clean.
It’s when I’m scrubbing like hell
to remove the scum that I have my 
best
conversations with God. What a 
sense
of humor, or is it humility, he must 
have to tolerate such! 

And when I spot
the spiders spinning their intricate
webs in dusty corners, I like to play
God and let them go... and that’s 
when
I think maybe this is what God is 
doing
with me. He’s watching me in a 
dusty
corner spin my intricate web
with the wide sweeps of a purple 
sponge,
and thinking today he’ll let me go
to finish the work I began
on the bathroom floor.

   Published in The Window Washer, by Cheryl W. Wilke 

WEEK FOUR—”PRAY FOR PEACE, PEOPLE EVERYWHERE”
RESPONSE QUESTIONS

What is an image or phrase in this week’s entries that pulls you to pray?
Which of this week’s entries best channels how you pray to God? Which 
is the most different?
If your neighbor were to ask you to pray for them, what is the simplest 
thing to pray about? What are the most challenging things to pray 
about?
Where has your neighbor been a source of prayer for you?



Sunday, December 30 Luke 2:41-52

How Identifying God in my Life 
has Shaped Me

Ann Carlson

As a child, I sometimes experienced something holy. At first, I didn’t have a 
name for these experiences, but every now and then I’d experience it again. 
After a while, I came to name it “God” as these experiences came when I 
accompanied my mother to take soup to shut-ins, or when I did something 
mean to a family member and they forgave me. I experienced it when, as 
a teen, I participated with our church in welcoming a refugee Hungarian 
family who fled from oppression in 1956. I liked the experience of being in 
a community where compassion and justice were valued and encouraged.

As a young adult, new to Minneapolis, I sought out another loving, 
compassionate church community that emphasized “doing justice.” I tried 
out the HAUMC “University of Life” program which offered opportunities 
for study and discussion about “meaning in life” issues. I experienced a 
very welcoming young adult community, opportunities for engagement in 
service and study. I stayed and became involved because I wanted more 
of those “God moments” in my life.

I met my husband at HAUMC and we wanted to stay involved in 
HAUMC’s loving community. We committed ourselves to involvement in 
the work to extend compassion and justice. We also wanted to learn more 
about God and experience more of those holy moments.

Through reading and talks, I came to understand that God permeates the 
universe, described as “The Ground of Being.” I also learned about Jesus’ life 
and teachings. Particularly important to me was Jesus’ focus on including 
everyone, using money to help others, and participating with others to 
make society just for all. HAUMC has given me opportunities to use my 
interests and talents to extend compassion and do justice. As I have taught 
children, facilitated groups, and organized the Dignity Center Ministry, my 
experiences of God have become more frequent and more intense. Just last 
year, when I went to Baiwalla, Sierra Leone, I saw hundreds of bright-eyed 
children who needed financial help to go to school. I decided to work with 
others to ask the HAUMC community pay for these kids’ schooling. In this 
process, I experienced God intensely and frequently.



Your Spirit’s presence weaves throughout the fabric of my life, 
Holy One.

Help me to see it, hear it, and know it deeply.
May this awareness lead me on a path of righteousness 

joining others as co-creators of your kin-dom. 
Amen

Today, when the public discourse is so vicious and mean and our country’s 
leaders are advocating cruelty and inhumanity to the most vulnerable people 
in our society, I experience these circumstances as a challenge to those who 
believe in a society based on fairness, love, and justice to get more involved. 
Actually, I experience God pushing me to get out of my comfort zone and 
get involved in movements to end racism, sexism, homophobia and to help 
create a society where everyone has a job, a place to live, and enough to 
eat.  

I thank the people of Hennepin Church to have given me “God Experiences” 
that have profoundly shaped my life, enabling me to use my skills and 
talents to make life more loving and just for others.
 

 



Monday, December 31 1 Kings 3:5-14

New Year’s Eve
What I Know Forsure

Becky Boland

When I was a child, my parents taught us “life lessons”: things that weren’t 
necessarily taught in the classroom but were required to know to get through 
life.  I remember both appreciating them and rolling my eyes.  Now, as a 
parent myself, I am very intentional about preparing my daughter to be 
a healthy and successful adult in a world where what we know changes. 
 
As 2018 closes and Dan and I get another year closer to sending a fully 
grown human into this world, I am reminded of the two greatest life lessons 
my parents taught me—God loves me, no matter what.  And they loved 
me, no matter what.  There was no question, no confusion.  As a child, these 
two things were what I knew.
 
The older I get, the more I am reminded of how little I actually know.  Pluto 
has gone from being a planet, to not, and then to being one again.  Math is 
now relationships between number bonds instead of straight memorization.  
The bible is not meant to be read literally, but as a book of stories to guide 
how to live our faith.  But, in spite of what I know changing, two things 
have not—God loves me, no matter what.  And my parents love me, no 
matter what. 
 
Recently I asked my daughter what she knew to be our family values.  She 
responded, “You and Daddy love me very much, we are kind to everyone, 
and we live in love of God and neighbor.”  Then she rolled her eyes. 
 
My response to her was the same as the one my parents gave me.  She 
can roll her eyes all she wants—because she knows what I know.  That God 
loves her, no matter what.  And that her parents love her, no matter what.
 

 
Mother and Father, Creator of us all, remind us that no matter 

how many times we may roll our eyes, doubt you, 
or fear that all is lost. You will love us no matter what.  Amen



Ecclesiastes 3:1-13 Tuesday, January 1 

New Year’s Day
Open to All

Submitted by David McNally

To become a sage
it is not necessary to have lived

a good and pious life.
The way of the sage is open to all

good and bad,
clever and simple,

leader and follower.
Why?

Because the Tao welcomes all,
forgives all,

and teaches its lessons
to anyone who will listen.

 
Nothing you have done

or not done
can block your way.

Don’t make your future depend
on your biased review of your past.
A life of wisdom is open to us all

always.

  —William Martin, from The Sage’s Tao Te Ching
 

 

Wisdom’s dance is a delight! May we step up to dance with you, 
Holy One, and may each step of the new year

 be filled with your divine delight! Amen



God dear, we are in awe of your wondrous creation through all 
time.  Still our busy minds and bodies so we may truly SEE You 

and be present with your dear ones.  Amen

Wednesday, January 2 James 3:13-18

Vesper Blue
Jan Bucher

There are those who wake early to watch the sun rise.  Some pay attention 
to the sunset,  especially if they are near a lake or an ocean.  I watch on this 
very cold night for a color which I have come to call Vesper Blue. When 
I was a young nun, we would leave our rooms and go to the chapel for 
Vespers, the evening prayer. One winter night, I passed a window and first 
saw a color that I then called Vesper Blue.
 
For 50 years I have looked out windows in winter as the color changes to 
this blue, a shade that I have never been able to replicate. I watch the snow 
and sky until the dark draws down all color.  I slow down.  I am quiet.  This 
night I am aware that in the deep cold there are people homeless, those 
who are lonely and frightened at the coming of the night. There are those 
with chronic pain or OCD who cannot stop and notice, those with small 
children too tired to stop, and those with dementia for whom this time of 
day may hold a comforting memory from their past that may bring a smile 
to their face. 
 
I sit with these dear ones and ask God dear to warm them.



Compassionate and generous God, thank you for all the small and 
large ways in which we can feel the warmth of your love and 

share it with others.  Amen

Job 42:10-17 Thursday, January 3

How Tabby Cats Got the Letter M 
on Their Foreheads

Michael Chatt

A retelling of a traditional Christmas story

It was the Holy Night, and baby Jesus was crying.  Nothing that the virgin 
Mary tried could calm him. A small, striped cat climbed into the manger, 
laid beside the Christ Child, and began purring. The sound of the purring 
and the body heat from the cat soothed baby Jesus, and soon he fell asleep. 

To thank the tabby for its help, the virgin Mary placed her hands on the 
cat’s forehead. Suddenly and miraculously, a letter M appeared there. To 
this day, tabby cats bear a letter M on their foreheads to remind us of the 
kind act of that small, striped cat on the first Christmas Eve.

Some families follow a Christmas Eve tradition of placing a food item, 
such as a loaf of bread, cracked corn, or birdseed in their yard to thank the 
animals in the stable for surrounding baby Jesus with love and warmth.

Tabby cats have stripes (sometimes spots) on their tails, bodies, legs, and 
heads; “black mascara” around their eyes; and a letter M on their foreheads. 
Look for faint stripes on your cat—it could be a tabby!



Friday, January 4 Psalm 72

See Through the Forest
Cheryl Hauser

Olympic National Forest, May 2006
 
The sense of power comes—not aggressive or dominating—but an inner 
strength that is empowering. The strength comes from a sense of belonging 
to the Universe and feeling that I am important and relevant, just like the 
insects, ferns, rivers, and armadillos. I guess it is a feeling of being alive and 
intertwined with all these forms of life. It is through this that I gain respect 
for nature, for creation, for the Creator. It is for me to continue to create—
not to destroy—that delicate balance of life of which we humans are only 
a small part.
 
Rare, quiet moments come to me when I need them most. I require these 
moments for living, as life giving self-confidence. These brief moments of 
trust—trust of my own emotions, my own thoughts, my own reactions 
—are essential for my well-being. For me, this is God’s creativity seen in 
nature, God’s creativity seen and felt in me, God’s endless energy bounding 
through every creative process in which I am immersed.
 
And so, I stand in awe, in unending wonderment. It is indeed the mystery 
—the WOW moment that feeds my soul and heart. I am aware of that 
rapid, loudly pounding surge, that breath, that feeling of life all throughout 
every fiber of my body. And sometimes, it comes as a quiet feeling that fills 
me when I am standing alone in a place of nature. Either way, the surge 
comes, and I reply, smiling, “I know.”
 

 

When we seek refuge, when we clamor to belong, grant us 
assurance that you are never far, Dear One, and your shelter is 

abundant and free and eternal. Amen



John 1:10-18 Saturday, January 5

Angels, Gifts, and Light
Jim McChesney

When the eighth day arrived, the day of circumcision, the child was named 
Jesus, the name given by the angel...      Luke 2:21 (The Message)

The gospel of Luke proclaims the blessing of Jesus at circumcision, then his 
discovery by Simeon, who picked up baby Jesus and blessed God. Simeon 
also blessed Mary and Joseph.  The prophet Anna appeared as well and 
saw Jesus being blessed.  She “broke into an anthem of praise to God” 
(2:38). Then Joseph, Mary, and Jesus returned to their home in Galilee. 

In the gospel of Matthew, we learn about the three wise men who followed 
a star that led them to Bethlehem.  King Herod took interest in baby Jesus, 
but the wise men did not tell Herod when they found baby Jesus.  The 
magi presented sacred gifts to the Christ Child: gold, frankincense, and 
myrrh. Next the holy family followed the command of God’s angel, who 
had told them to flee to Egypt. They stayed there in safety until Herod 
died, then returned home to the hills of Galilee.

When do we follow God’s angel?
What gifts do I give to Jesus in my life?
What do we SEE in Advent?

About the time of Thanksgiving, one can notice that Christian folks are 
putting up varieties of strings of lights: in decorated windows, around trees 
in yards, and on trees put inside the home.  There are figures of the holy 
family with shepherds and sometimes the wise men, of reindeer with 
Santa, of Santa meeting children, of cattle, lambs, donkeys, camels, and of 
many kinds of angels.  Even the stores have hung lights and signs, because 
they want to sell us stuff, and there is “a core of gift-giving” and sharing. 
We have favorite friends and relatives that we want to tell of our love 
and respect.  We also see Christmas cards and letters, emails and movies 
about the spirit of Christmas—proclaiming peace on Earth and God’s love 
for every person. There are special phone calls that let us better “see” one 
another and the many ways God loves everyone! 

We see it. We see it all.
 

God, you know each of us by name.  You have blessed us and 
called us to be blessings to the world.  As we journey into the 

season of Epiphany, help us to see what is truly important.  Amen



Sunday, January 6 Matthew 2:1-12

Epiphany
Opening to Wisdom

Kent Peterson

Thoughts and concepts are delusions; awareness is wisdom.
   —Tibetan saying
 
We live in an era where truth doesn’t seem very important. Facts don’t 
matter. If a falsehood is repeated over and over again, soon enough it 
permeates our public life and takes hold in our collective consciousness.
 
As frustrating as this is to me as a citizen, the narcissism of this present age 
helps to remind me of the self-absorption and even delusional nature of 
my own beliefs. It reminds me that I see things only from my own narrow, 
limited perspective, and that other people see the world very differently. 
And it helps me to remember that my beliefs are fluid and changeable. My 
ideas and opinions have evolved over time and surely will continue to do so.

It’s easy for me to get lost in my self-constructed illusory prison of tightly-
held beliefs. But when I set some time apart and pay attention to my 
thoughts—gently observe them and create some space around them—I 
come to see how weightless and ephemeral they are. I discover that they 
are as insubstantial and impermanent as a tiny bubble gently floating 
toward a raging rapids.

Gradually, I am able to identify less and less with the thoughts and concepts 
themselves and more with the awareness that holds them. Thoughts rise and 
fall, come and go, but I remain anchored in the spaciousness deeper than 
thought. I become more trusting, patient, awake to the interconnectedness 
of all things, and aware that beneath the level of conception lies an ocean of 
beauty, empathy, compassion, and love. I never lose my need to routinely 
monitor my thought patterns, but I cling to them less.
 
And over time, I become more open to Wisdom—to what is true, to what 
I know for sure.
 

Awaken me, Holy One, to the Wisdom beneath certainty, 
to the ground of Being. Amen



You are invited to these upcoming events:

Blue Christmas Service
Sunday, December 16 
5:00pm in the Art Gallery

The holiday season can be difficult. Amid all the calls for cheer 
and joy, feelings of loneliness, sadness, frustration and anxiety can 
make it hard to celebrate. Christmas can be especially difficult if 
you are experiencing grief over the loss of a loved one, isolation 
from friends or from God, or the challenges of life’s transitions.

We welcome you to Hennepin for our Blue Christmas service. 
We’ll gather to share words and music of comfort, consolation, 
and hope. This subdued service of soothing music and gentle 
prayer will restore a little peace to your soul.

Always open to all.

Race, Religion and Response: An Evening with Jim Wallis
Saturday, January 12, 7:00pm

Hennepin Avenue United Methodist Church is honored to host 
an evening of dialogue focused on responding to racism from 
an interfaith perspective. Rev. Jim Wallis, founder of Sojourners 
(sojo.net) and author of America’s Original Sin: Racism, White 
Privilege, and the Bridge to a New America, will deliver a 
keynote address and moderate a panel of local anti-racism 
experts to help our community respond to the devastating 
impact racism has on our neighborhood and our nation. Come 
for an inspiring evening and hear the call to do the hard work 
of dismantling racism. 

Tickets are on sale now--find the event on our Facebook page, 
@HennepinAveUMC. Each ticket ($40 for adults, $30 for 
students) comes with a copy of America’s Original Sin.



Join a LYFE Group
Our January sermon series will focus on Jim Wallis’s book, 
America’s Original Sin. If you would like to discuss this book in 
a small group setting, or would like to find a faith community 
that gathers for support and learning, we invite you to join a 
Life Your Faith Everywhere (LYFE) Group. Contact Pastor 
Nate Melcher at youngadults@haumc.org to learn more about 
LYFE groups in your area.

Jim Wallis to Preach at Sunday Worship
On Sunday, January 13, Jim Wallis will also give the sermon 
during our 10:00am worship service. Worship is always open to 
the public--no tickets are required. Free nursery care is available 
in our Education wing, and all children are welcome to join our 
Hennepin Kids for LYFE Sunday School classes that morning. 
To find out more about Hennepin Kids for LYFE, contact Lynne 
Carroll, Director of Family and Children’s Ministry, kids@
haumc.org.

Adulting 101: New Year, New Budget
Sunday, January 6
1:00-2:15pm

Adulting 101 is a new monthly series of free life-skills workshops 
open to all. Bring your friends and get busy learning all the 
things “they” should have taught you about being an adult!

New Year, New Budget! You can control your money or your 
money can control you. Take charge in this seminar led by 
Paul Christopher (Thrivent Financial) meant to help you think 
intentionally about how you acquire your money, how you 
regard it, how you manage it, and how you spend it. Embrace 
new fiscal habits while the new year is fresh in your mind!

For more information and to RSVP, contact Rev. Nate Melcher 
at nate@haumc.org. Walk-ins are welcome, too.



Our Mission: To make disciples of Jesus Christ
 for the transformation of the world.

Our Vision: We will grow in our love of God
 and neighbor, reach new people and 

heal a broken world.

Our Strategy: Radical Hospitality, 
Extravagant Generosity, Passionate Worship,

Risk-Taking Mission and Service, and 
Intentional Faith Development.



Silence  
Submitted by Anne Buchanan

 
Sometimes its important

Not to say or think anything—
In order to let
The silence
Speak the

Truth.  

   —Joel Carter
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