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S

ounding the Alarm!

You could be a Christian your entire life and never encounter chapter 25 of the
Book of Leviticus. This chapter prescribes a sweeping reengineering of socioeconomic life when (not if) things get out of balance; when (not if) the poor
become too poor.
Let’s put this in context. From atop Mt. Sinai, God gives Moses the law; as it
turns out the Ten Commandments are not the half of it. In Leviticus 25, God
and Moses are still up there when God instructs Moses about an event that is
to occur every 50 years for the purpose of rescuing the poorest of the poor –
and their progeny – from crushing, humiliating poverty and indenture: the
Year of Jubilee. But that’s a poor translation. The word jubilee translated
means, shouting, or alarm (evoking the blowing of the ram’s horn; sounding the
trumpet or alarm).
As the 50th year arrives and the ram’s horn is blown, this is to happen: those
enslaved due to debt are freed, lands lost to debt are returned. The Year of
Jubilee is an economic rebalancing when the poor become too poor for their
own good; too poor for their children’s good; too poor for everyone’s good. On
Mt. Sinai, God anticipated human greed and human need and the necessity to
intervene in order to smooth out the economic life of the people. It takes one’s
breath away.
As Old South Church turns 350, we are plumbing our sacred texts and
sounding the alarm about a society sorely out of whack.

The Reverend Nancy Taylor
Senior Minister

Week of May 12 - 18, 2019

Prayer:
God help us.
Amen.

Leviticus 25:11a
The ﬁ tieth year shall be a jubilee for you.

I

t was the year of Big Brother, 1984. Sally and I were members of a
large-scale delegation being sponsored by the National Council of
Churches. . . Christians expressing the spirit of mir to fellow Christians
in the Soviet Union. On a Thursday evening in Minsk, Belarus, I stood
in the pulpit of a Protestant church. Those Soviet-era believers, allowed
to gather only for worship, evidently packed their church every night of
the week. Their faces looked joyful, although they were vulnerable, I
knew, to all sorts of societal sanctions.
As I stood next to my Russian interpreter, the words of John 13 sprang to
mind: how Jesus commands us to love one another as He has loved us. I
spoke slowly, waiting a ter each phrase while the interpretation was
made. At the end, I simply stretched out my arms, saying, “brothers and
sisters, may WE so love one another.” And an audible sigh erupted
instantly from all around that crowded congregation. There was no
mistaking it — it was the sighing of the Holy Spirit. I had found the
Body of Christ in all its humble power. In a back precinct of a
depressing city, my soul thrilled to realize that I was in a lourishing
embassy of God’s realm! And everyone present was sacriﬁcing a whole
lot personally to serve as that embassy’s ambassadors of faith and love.

The Reverend Rand Peabody

Week of May 19 - 25, 2019

Prayer:
Dear Christ, may our church,
too, strive day-by-day to be an
embassy of your realm, and we
its ambassadors. Amen.

John 13:34-35
Jesus said: “A new command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you must
love one another. By this everyone will know that you are my disciples, if you love one
another.”

Ah! Up then from the ground sprang I
And hailed the earth with such a cry
As is not heard save from a man
Who has been dead, and lives again.
About the trees my arms I wound;

I have long associated Edna St.
Vincent Millay's epic poem,
"Renascence" with spring: the
season of rebirth. In the poem, the
narrator has died and has been
reborn from her grave. The
imagery surrounding her rebirth
and her reunion with the earth is
profound and heart-breaking and I
cannot make it through these two
stanza's without tears of gratitude.

Marcia Gregg

Like one gone mad I hugged the ground;
I raised my quivering arms on high;
I laughed and laughed into the sky,
Till at my throat a strangling sob
Caught ﬁercely, and a great heart-throb
Sent instant tears into my eyes;
O God. I cried, no dark disguise
Can e'er herea ter hide from me
Thy radiant identity!
Thou canst not move across the grass
But my quick eyes will see Thee pass,
Nor speak, however silently,
But my hushed voice will answer Thee.
I know the path that tells Thy way
Through the cool eve of every day;
God, I can push the grass apart
And lay my ﬁnger on Thy heart!
- RENASCENCE, Poem by Edna St. Vincent Millay

Week of May 26 - June 1, 2019

Lord, we pray that we may
remain eternally grateful for
thy sweet and humble presence
made visible here in earth,
trees, sea, and sky. Amen.

Revelation 22:5
And there will be no more night; they need no light of lamp or sun, for the Lord God will be
their light, and they will reign forever and ever.

S
“

o when people were created they just started thinking that there was a loating man
in the sky?”
This was my classmates' reaction to religion. When it was announced that
we would be studying Christianity at school, I knew I would be
uncomfortable in my history class. But this surprised me: the fact that no
one in my grade seemed to have any respect for millions of religious people
in the world. They tried to make fun of Christianity with me, but I informed
them that I was Christian. Then they turned away and made fun of me with
other people. Some people were curious and polite, but not most.
When I was alone, I started to process what they had said and done; they
had mocked me, o fended me, and yet…I felt sorry for them. My faith has
taught me many things, most of which I am still learning. It has taught me
to love, forgive, and teach. Luckily, my wonderful teacher lets me contribute
in conversations as a kind of authority on the topic, seeing as I am the only
Christian in my class.
I learned something these few weeks: my religious education has the same,
possibly more value than the one I get at my school. It teaches me things the
teachers at my school never dare to think about when planning lessons.
Sometimes people won’t or don’t want to be helped, but we know we tried.
At least that is some consolation when we ﬁght intolerance in our lives.

Ady Jaeckel

Week of June 2 - 8, 2019

Prayer:
Oh God, please help us to
remember to never be ashamed
of ourselves. Amen.

Luke 9:26
Whoever is ashamed of me and my words, the Son of Man will be ashamed of them when he
comes in his glory and in the glory of the Father and of the holy angels.

W

e love to celebrate Pentecost, the “birth of the church.” We are glad that
people from many nations gathered and heard Peter give a rip-roaring
sermon. But lest we simply celebrate and say “wasn’t that wonderful,”
we’ve missed it! It’s not enough to say that the Holy Spirit has been
given and that is that! Done. Settled.
Rather, the wind that blew at Pentecost is unsettling. Wind cannot be
domesticated. One scholar suggests that it was a holy wind that
dismantles what was; a holy wind that evokes what will be; a holy wind
that overrides barriers; a holy wind that signals God’s rule among us.
Not a simple remembering of a wonderful time back then. Rather, in
every age the wind of the Spirit blows. We thought we had it nailed
down. We thought that now things are as they should be. We are safe
and secure with what we have.
But the wind of Pentecost blows afresh; that which was settled is now
unsettled. New forms of worship emerge; new liturgies are written; new
understandings of “neighbor” evolve. Are we ready for the gust of wind
that will empower us in our day?

The Reverend Don Wells

June 9, 2019
Pentecost

Prayer:
O loving God, send your winddriven Spirit amongst us
helping us to be your people in
our day. Come afresh, Holy
Spirit, come. Amen .
Acts 2:1-4
When the day of Pentecost had come, they were all together in one place. And suddenly from
heaven there came a sound like the rush of a violent wind, and it ﬁlled the entire house where
they were sitting. Divided tongues, as of ﬁre, appeared among them, and a tongue rested on
each of them. All of them were ﬁlled with the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other
languages, as the Spirit gave them ability.

O

ur family’s life is wonderful, but chaotic. Consider the e fects that a married
couple, two kids, and Grandaddy have on our household in Framingham
(literally and ﬁguratively). Many times, our saving grace is our much beloved
pup, Mookie.
This passage from Ephesians really hits “close to home” right now. YES,
husbands love your wives. But, why stop there? This positive instruction also
applies to all in our collective homes. In our family, with all the comings-andgoings, with all the electric (and sometimes shi ting) personalities and
alliances, it is imperative that our family (and perhaps many others) always
need to be aware of the amount of genuine love and attention o fered to others
in the household, and not simply focused on our own personal needs. Frankly,
it’s the only way to keep our little suburban experiment rumbling along.
The 2nd part of this biblical passage o fers broader instruction. The thought of
Christ loving the church and giving himself up for her is a daunting (near
impossible) task. To us, the scripture is connecting our love as a small family
unit to assembly with Christ’s e fort and desire for the whole church family.
While we could never give of ourselves the way the Lord did, we certainly can
be more cognizant and loving towards the ones we cherish most in our home,
and in our larger church home.
“Till death do us part” should apply to our husbands, wives, brothers, mothers,
fathers, sons, daughters, grandparents. These wise words need also resonate
with members of the church community in our interactions.

The Krohne Family

Week of June 9 - 15, 2019

Prayer:
Dear Lord, Thank you for loving
us like family. Thank you for
teaching us to love others
further. Help us to focus less on
ourselves and more on those who
need a gentle pat on the back or
word of encouragement. Amen.

Ephesians 5:25
Husbands, love your wives, just as Christ loved the church and gave himself up for her.

D

uring the past three or so years at Old South, a small group of us has been
meeting weekly in an e fort to read the Bible carefully from front to back.
We are now balanced, somewhat precariously, between 1 Samuel and 2
Samuel. David has slain Goliath, dealt with the increasingly erratic King Saul,
and emerged as king of a united Israel. Psalm 8 is attributed to David and
develops the theme of strength arising from weakness.
Verse 1 reminds us that God is great and God’s glory exists not only in, but
above the heavens.
Verse 2 tells us that out of the mouths of babies and infants God has created
great strength. This theme of strength growing out of weakness, because of
God’s intervention, is a recurring one in the Bible.
Verses 3 and 4 ask, logically, why God cares about humans.
Verses 5 through 8 seek to answer this question by emphasizing that we are
God’s agents on earth and that we have been given dominion over the earth.
Given the general fallibility of humans, this is a frightening assignment and
one that we have failed in to date. Verse 9 captures this despair and reaches
out to God who for this purpose is not above the heavens as in verse 1, nor in
the heavens, but whose name is majestic on earth. Being like babies and
infants, we will not succeed in our assignment to care for the earth without
recognizing God’s majesty and constantly seeking God’s guidance and help.

Lorry Spitzer

Psalm 8 (English Standard Version)
1 O Lord, our Lord, how majestic is your name
in all the earth! You have set your glory above
the heavens.
2 Out of the mouth of babies and infants,
you have established strength because of your
foes, to still the enemy and the avenger.
3 When I look at your heavens, the work of
your ﬁngers, the moon and the stars, which
you have set in place,
4 what is man that you are mindful of him,
and the son of man that you care for him?
5 Yet you have made him a little lower than
the heavenly beings* and crowned him with
glory and honor.
6 You have given him dominion over the
works of your hands; you have put all things
under his feet,
7 all sheep and oxen, and also the beasts of the
ﬁeld,
8 the birds of the heavens, and the ﬁsh of the
sea, whatever passes along the paths of the
seas.
9 O Lord, our Lord, how majestic is your name
in all the earth!

Week of June 16 - 22, 2019

Prayer
Lord God, help us to recognize your majesty both in the heavens and here on earth.
Help us to carry out our responsibility to care for the earth, with its fragile and
majestic beauty, that you have entrusted to us. Amen.

I

n performing this miracle, restoring the “Gerasene Demoniac” to
community and to his right mind, Jesus struck a bargain: one human
restored at the cost of an entire herd of swine. “Legion” had requested
that “they” be cast into the pigs. But still. Drowning the whole herd!
Pretty extreme!
We are familiar with the notion that swine were unclean to the Jews,
and so perhaps Luke's Jewish audience thought “good riddance!” But to
Luke's Gentile audience – and to the Gerasene community who kept and
tended them – the pigs were valuable property. Jesus, in healing the
possessed man, had used a kind of eminent domain: “I will return this
man whole to your community, and in return, you will sacriﬁce your
economic stability to keep him that way.”
How many messages do I see and hear every day that tell me to put my
economic welfare above all else? Insurance plans, investment vehicles,
tax deductions all marketed to me, with the e fect of actually
intensifying my fear of not having a ﬁnancial safety net. The Gerasenes
responded with fear, too, telling Jesus to leave instead of rejoicing at
their tortured neighbor's healing. Can I let go my fear, welcoming Jesus
to use my economic and physical blessings to beneﬁt those who su fer
on the margins?
Betsy Ragan

Week of June 23 - 29, 2019

Prayer:
God of all, help me to fully
participate in your intended
earth, one where every person
has enough, and no one need be
afraid to help another. Amen.

Luke 8:26-39

“Jesus then asked him, ‘What is your name?’ He said, ‘Legion’, for many demons had
entered him...Then the demons came out of the man and entered the swine, and the herd
rushed down the steep bank into the lake and was drowned.”

A

s I write this, let us set the stage: I’m writing during the week following
the 2018 mid-term elections; just prior to the U.S. Thanksgiving; for the
week of U.S. Independence Day. And the scripture is about loving our
brothers and sisters. What a challenge! My brother – with whom I rarely
agree on politics – told me that the “blues” and the “reds” in the U.S.
need a divorce. So what does love look like, when so few of us can ﬁnd a
way to be in the same room, let alone at the same table, with our sisters
and brothers?
Two thousand years ago, Jesus told the story of the Good Samaritan,
emphasizing that our neighbor, our sister or brother, is whomever God
places in front of us, no matter our di ferences.
Foolish? Dangerous? Vulnerable-making? Infuriating?
Yes.
But we choose to be di ferent because God calls us to be di ferent, to
engage in dialogue with grace, love, humility, compassion, and a ﬁrm
commitment to the values of treating each other, no matter our
di ferences, with respect and dignity.
Laurel Leslie & Allen Gi ford

Week of June 30 - July 6, 2019

Prayer:
Light that overwhelms the
darkness with love, ignite the
lame within me so that my
darkest corners become visible
and those parts of me that want
to stomp, yell, shout down, and
divorce my brother and sister,
ﬁnd a way to seek dialogue and
healing. Amen.

1 John 2:9-10
Anyone who claims to be in the light but hates a brother or sister is still in darkness. Anyone
who loves their brother and sister lives in the light, and there is nothing in them to make
them stumble.

S

o many times I ﬁnd myself on the brink of receiving what God wants for
me, but I turn and walk away, unwittingly looking elsewhere for what
must be the solution. In our sophisticated world, we o ten expect
deliverance to come in certain packages: from government or high
o ﬁcials, from funding agents or donors, a medical miracle, a dream job
– and to come immediately, with bells and whistles, symbolism, or at
least a small lourish or two. And sometimes, while we are looking in
these di ferent directions…we miss it. Thank God that He is always
there to nudge us back again. He provides our needs: be it comfort,
sustenance, time with loved ones, or a shot of inspiration or conﬁdence.
I don’t know how many times our Lord has tried to bless me or tried to
lead me in the direction I needed to go, yet I was not listening or did not
understand. It is only when I have faith in God that I can hear and
understand His direction to me – and sometimes that requires
humbling myself, recognizing that I do not have the answers but that
He does. God provides me the light, the guidance, the patience, and the
humility to reap the many blessings that are provided to me every day.

Paula Hammond

Week of July 7 - 13, 2019

Prayer:
Dear Lord, Help me to hear your
voice in the everyday and the
unexpected, to follow your simple
instruction, and to let your love and
wisdom guide me to health, healing,
joy, and a chance to continually be
made whole again. Amen.
2 Kings 5:1, 9-14
Naaman, commander of the army of the king of Aram, was a great man and in high favor with his
master, because by him the LORD had given victory to Aram. The man, though a mighty warrior,
su fered from leprosy. So Naaman came with his horses and chariots, and halted at the entrance of
Elisha’s house. Elisha sent a messenger to him, saying, “Go, wash in the Jordan seven times, and your
lesh shall be restored and you shall be clean.’ But Naaman became angry and went away, saying, “I
thought that for me he would surely come out, and stand and call on the name of the Lord his God,
and would wave his hand over the spot, and cure the leprosy! Are not Abana and Pharpar, the rivers
of Damascus, better than all the waters of Israel? Could I not wash in them, and be clean?” He turned
and went away in a rage. But his servants approached and said to him, “Father, if the prophet had
commanded you to do something di ﬁcult, would you not have done it? How much more, when all he
said to you was, ‘Wash, and be clean’?” So he went down and immersed himself seven times in the
Jordan, according to the word of the man of God; his lesh was restored like the lesh of a young boy,
and he was clean.

M

y decision to be Baptized at Old South Church in 2002 came with a
sense of joy and uncertainty. I felt so blessed to have found such a
thoughtful, welcoming community. But I had not been raised within a
religious tradition and consequently, there was so much about
Christianity that I did not understand. All I knew was this: I was hungry
to experience God, and the Resurrection narrative spoke to some deep
spiritual need within me. Much to my relief, I found that Old South had
plenty of room for me to wrestle with my faith. I quickly learned that the
adult education classes, Bible studies, and Theological Book Group
would give me a safe place to ask questions and engage in conversations
with friends. I began to see that for me, faith would always be a long
journey requiring study and discussion. And while this journey has been
slow (even laborious at times), it has sustained me for seventeen years.
I like to think that Jesus was extending an invitation to us all when he
chose to teach in cryptic parables. Jesus was inviting us to ask questions.
To seek. To learn. And to journey with one another in a Beloved
Community.

Kate Silfen

Week of July 14 - 20, 2019

Prayer:
Holy One, we thank you for
sending us One whose teachings
are puzzling. For it is our
questioning that leads us to
search. It is our questioning
that draws us into Holy
conversations. It is through our
questioning that we are
transformed. Amen.

Luke 8:9-10
Then his Disciples asked him what this parable meant. He said: To you it has been given
to know the secrets of the kingdom of God; but to others I speak in parables so that
‘Looking they may not perceive
And listening they may not understand.’

W

ho can know the word of God? What is God saying? Where does God say it?

The obvious answer is that the Bible is the word of God. But so many words.
Does God really mean all of them? There is a God who wants us to follow 10
basic commandments. And there is a God who wants us to follow hundreds of
dietary laws and rules for inheriting widows of brothers, and rules for leaving
grain on the ground for the poor and the ox. Is every one of them necessary?
There is an Old Testament God who loves his people. And one who smites
down His people’s enemies. But: aren’t they all God’s people? The Bible says He
was the all powerful creator of humankind.
Jesus Christ, in his life and teachings, testiﬁed that he knew the word of God
and that he would tell us what it is. He didn’t talk about destruction of enemy
cities leaving weeping victims of ﬁre and desolation. He talked about the need
to obey two great commandments: to love God, and love your neighbor.
It is hard to love a God who is unknowable. And it is hard to love a neighbor or
a brother or sister who is disreputable or disagreeable or dissolute. But that is
what we are called to do. And it is so much better than hating. It is liberating.
I love the way John the Evangelist writes it as a di ference between light and
darkness.

Bill Bulkeley

Week of July 21 - 27, 2019

Prayer:
Oh Lord: You have given us the
Word in the person of Jesus
Christ. Help us to live the Word
as He let us know it. His apostle
John wrote these words: “the
darkness is passing and the true
light is already shining.” Please,
Lord. Let it be so. Amen.

1 John 2:9-11
Anyone who claims to be in the light but hates a brother or sister is still in the darkness.
Anyone who loves their brother and sister lives in the light, and there is nothing in them to
make them stumble. But anyone who hates a brother or sister is in the darkness and walks
around in the darkness. They do not know where they are going, because the darkness has
blinded them.

U

nlike my Godly Play preschool students, my teen and tween did not grow up
in a church; Old South was an all new experience for them. Every parent asks
themselves: will my child get out of church what I get out of it? But they do
listen at church, they learn at church, they think critically, and they speak their
minds. They also bring this work home and give response in curious ways. I
am sitting at the dinner table; a massive disagreement breaks out between the
older and the younger on an epic scale over who has more rights and
privileges...
TWEEN: It’s not fair. Just because you are older you get everything!
TEEN: Listen, you know the story of the workers in the vineyard?
TWEEN: Duh, yeah.

TEEN: Well, even though you are younger, and came a ter me in line, you still

have the same bedtime as me on the weekends. When you stay up late you get
to play my Xbox, too. You get a lot that is actually the same as me. And when I
was your age, I didn’t. I don’t think you get how good you got it when you
complain.

TWEEN: Oh wait, are you also saying I am acting like the prodigal son?
Maybe my wife and I are doing something right a ter all? Children are
naturally curious, and church is full of mysteries! Although they always keep
me on my toes, it is these associations my boys make while at Old South that I
remember most with fondness and pride.

Kara Duca-Johnson

Week of July 28 - August 3, 2019
Prayer:
Thank you God for teaching me so
much in this journey and for
making me in turn the educator of
my own children in the Christian
way of life. I pray that as I teach
them how to grow up to be good
people that I am able to listen to
their wisdom which makes me a
better Christian and more
importantly a better parent. Just
as we are all your students, God,
we are also all of us your teachers
as well – even the most unlikely
ones imaginable. Amen.
2 Timothy 10:14-16
But as for you, continue in what you have learned and ﬁrmly believed, knowing from whom
you learned it, and how from childhood you have known the sacred writings that are able to
instruct you for salvation through faith in Christ Jesus. All scripture is inspired by God and
is useful for teaching, for reproof, for correction, and for training in righteousness.

I

grew up on a farm in central Pennsylvania, and although I didn’t think
much about it, my life was certainly not unique among my friends. We
didn’t have a wealth of material things, but I always knew I enjoyed my
life, and felt blessed because of it.
I had limited exposure to people who were di ferent from me until I le t
home for Nursing School. Years later I was given the opportunity to live
and serve for a year in a communist country, and it became a lifechanging experience. The world as I knew it exploded into groups of
individuals who held very di ferent beliefs from mine, had di ferent skin
colors, di ferent languages, di ferent cultures, and di ferent ways of
living. My core beliefs did not change, but it was comforting to know I
could adjust and strengthen those beliefs as I had new experiences.
My love of the world and its diverse peoples is, I believe, a gi t a forded
me by beginning my life in a humble, rural environment where I knew
everyone and everyone knew me. I never imagined I would love living in
an urban, multi-ethnic, multi-racial, multi-cultural, and multi-economic
environment. God has opened doors and made it possible for me to
grow and embrace God’s people who are di ferent from me and to call
these ‘others’ my friends!
Anna Yoder

Week of August 4 - 10, 2019

Prayer:
Gracious God, you have
nurtured me and helped me
grow. You have made me aware
of the privilege into which I was
born, and what that requires of
me. Help me always to
remember that this world and
ALL its people are yours, and it
is up to me to live every day
with a sense of gratitude and
care for both. Amen.

Psalm 24:1
The earth is the Lord’s and all that is in it, the world, and those who live in it.

B

elieve in things not seen? Whoa. That reminds me of my childhood
fears over things that go bump in the night! I gave up believing in
things not seen long ago. However, there are things I do believe in that I
can’t see. I believe in gravity though I’ve never seen it. I certainly have
felt its e fects, sometimes painfully so. It would seem foolish not to
believe in gravity simply because I can’t see it. I feel its presence every
moment of every day.
Though we can’t see God, we can see the e fects of God in the lives and
actions of believers within and without the church. These e fects allow
us to experience an unseen God every moment of every day just as we
experience gravity. They bolsters our faith that God is present, and a
presence in our world.
Our hopes for things on Earth that we do not currently see are also
manifestations of our Christian faith. Shelter for all without a place to
live. Sanctuary for all persecuted and disenfranchised. Justice for all
people regardless of race, gender or conformity to someone else’s
norms. Earth in harmony with all humanity. I have faith in the
possibility of all of these hopes just as deeply as I have faith in the
presence of the unseen God in the world.
Scott McIntur f

Week of August 11 - 17, 2019

Prayer:
God, help me to have faith
that things I hope for will
come to be. Amen.

Hebrews 11:1
Now faith is the assurance of things hoped for, the conviction of things not seen.

T

his past year I did my Field Education placement at the First Church
Shelter in Cambridge. Before the guests arrived, I would set out dinner
bu fet-style. When the clock struck six, the ﬁrst wave of guests came
through and headed straight for the central dinner table, ﬁlling up their
plates with what was usually some variation on meat and potatoes (and
salad! There’s always salad!). O ten times, I would still be littering
about, perhaps ﬁnishing up the ﬁrst round of dishes, when one of the
seated guests would nab me with: “Are you going to eat?”
My very ﬁrst night at the shelter I was taken aback at this question, not
fully realizing that the food could be for me too (though the person who
trained me urged me to take advantage of the free dinner). And so that
night and every night that question was thrown at me, I stopped and let
myself be drawn to what is at the heart of it all: the table, around which I
got to know, love, and minister to the men who live in the shelter.

Emma Brewer-Wallin

Week of August 18 - 24, 2019

Prayer:
O God, stop me in my tracks
and remind me to eat – to
remember You. Thank You for
the table where You are host
and we are all guests. How
good are these tastes of Your
grace! Amen.
Luke 22:19-20
Then he took a loaf of bread, and when he had given thanks, he broke it and gave it to them,
saying, “This is my body, which is given for you. Do this in remembrance of me.” And he did
the same with the cup a ter supper, saying, “This cup that is poured out for you is the new
covenant in my blood.”

T

he end of August means our boys begin gearing up for school.
Backpacks are readied, school supplies are gathered, and the air is ﬁlled
with anticipation. While we are most directly aware of our boys’
preparation as students, we also are mindful of the preparation that
teachers do — building lesson plans, creating learning spaces, and
generally bursting with energy for the year that lies ahead.
As parents, we are continually grateful for the teachers that guide our
children. The body of knowledge that teachers convey and the
community they create during the school year fundamentally changes
what our boys know, how they think, what they are able to do, and what
they aspire to. Teachers open the door to the future and encourage kids
to walk through. Truly, this is God’s grace in action.

Kate & Tom Grant

Week of August 25 - 31, 2019

Prayer:
Gracious God, we thank you for
the gi ts you have given us, and
the gi ts you have given others.
Watch over the world’s teachers
and students and keep them safe.
Support them as they grow and
learn together. Amen.

1 Peter 4:10 (NIV)
Each of you should use whatever gi t you have received to serve others, as faithful stewards
of God’s grace in its various forms.

W

orking both as a teacher and then a school principal, the ﬁrst week
of September was like my New Year’s Eve. It was the start of the
new school year and came with both excitement and joy along
with stress and anxiety. As the years went by and I got better at my
job, I started to look at this time as a time of new beginnings.
Teaching is one of those jobs that you get to start over every
September: you get a “do over”! As these verses in Isaiah tell us,
God gives us a new beginning every day. Sometimes we just have
to forget about what happened yesterday or last week, and ask for
and take the daily “do over” that God gives us.

Ralph Watson

Week of September 1 - 7, 2019

Prayer:
Dear God, please give a do over
this day. Allow me to move on
from the past and move forward
with your new heavens and the
new earth you promise to give us.
Amen.
Isaiah 65:17-19 (NIV)
New Heavens and a New Earth
See, I will create new heavens and a new earth. The former things will not be remembered,
nor will they come to mind. But be glad and rejoice forever in what I will create, for I will
create Jerusalem to be a delight and its people a joy. I will rejoice over Jerusalem and take
delight in my people; the sound of weeping and of crying will be heard in it no more.

O

ne of my great joys is singing with the Old South Choir. I sing with
more enthusiasm than talent, more heart than skill. And the more I
sing, the more music becomes entwined in my spiritual life.
The stately hymns of praise remind me that God remains worthy to be
praised even if I do not feel like it. On Christmas Eve, I am transported
into the role of the angels singing of Christ’s birth. We bring the past to
life in the music of Baroque and Classical composers. When I sing with
a group, I feel less alone. And when voice parts blend and weave, I see
hope for harmony among us and right relation between ourselves and
God‘s Creation.
When I see a bush reverberant with the chirping of 100 tiny birds, I
smile, reminded that “God’s eye is on the Sparrow” and on me. If I am
sad or afraid, there are always snippets of music to draw on. Brahms’s
“Let Nothing Ever Grieve Thee,” “A Mighty Fortress is Our God,” or
“Here I Am, Lord” restore meaning to my daily work.
Are there choirs in heaven? I sure hope so!

Dawn Patterson

Week of September 8 - 14, 2019

Prayer:
God of Bach and Handel,
Hampton and Gustafson,
keep us singing throughout
our amazing, perilous lives.
Amen.

Psalm 95:1
Oh come, let us sing to the Lord; let us make a joyful noise to the rock of our salvation!

I

n this teaching, Jesus honors the poor widow's o fering above the lavish
gi ts of the wealthier. The full impact on us today – among the most
abundantly privileged beings on the planet – warrants serious
re lection. A helpful insight in the Harper Collins Study Bible suggests
that “all she had to live on” might be translated “her whole life.” This lens
focuses attention on what is required to truly thrive. Admittedly much
of our feeling of worth and security today – as in Jesus' time – is derived
from our billfold and checkbook balances. Jesus gets it, and uses money
as an example making it so concrete no one will miss the point!
A friend o ten reminds me, “Love requires us to go beyond ourselves.”
What could this mean other than that at any turn we must be prepared
to put aside our everyday priorities and activities. Living by that
standard can be met only by being attuned to the rest of Jesus' teachings
that instruct us how to have the will, courage, and prayerful support to
step up, speak out and stand ﬁrm when invited to give of whatever and
however much love requires of us.

Ruth Purtilo

Week of September 15 - 21, 2019

Prayer:

Help me Jesus, source of
teaching about God's love
that is abundantly available,
to set priorities and conduct
the activities of this day
attuned to your wisdom so
that l might thrive in the
largest sense of what you
promise Life to hold. Amen.

Mark 12:43-44
Truly l tell you, this poor widow has put in more than all those who are contributing to the
treasury: For all of them have contributed out of their abundance; but she has put
everything she had, all she had to live on.

F

orrest Church, long-time senior minister at All Souls Unitarian Church
in New York City, o fered this advice when he was in the last months of
his life. I have shared his advice, in toasts, in cards, and in looking at my
own life.
We can interpret this message as it relates to Christian values. “Want
what you have” can connote gratitude, being thankful for our blessings,
satisﬁed with what we already have, limiting our e forts to accumulate
or wish for more and more. “Do what you can” means service. Living a
Christian life calls us to reach out to those who are less fortunate, with
empathy and respect. “Be who you are” can relate to honesty, being true
to ourselves, living our core values in our personal interactions every
day.
This is a simple message, yet a good reminder of how we can better live
a Christian life.

Carolyn Clark

Week of September 22 - 28, 2019

Prayer:
Gracious God, help us to renew
our commitment to living a life
of Christian values. Help us to
remember what is truly
important, so that we live a life
inspired by Jesus Christ and the
example he set for us. Amen.

"Want what you have. Do what you can. Be who you are."
Forrest Church, (2008). Love & Death: My Journey through the Valley of the Shadow

D

uring our recent annual trek to Acadia National Park, Sam and I were
hiking through Great Head, which is a 1.4 mile long moderate trail. At
one vantage point, where the trail meets Sand Beach, there was a
stunning view of the water as it meets the trees, which were lashing
with every fall color of the spectrum. It was absolutely breathtaking! As
we were soaking in the view, I asked Sam who the landscaper was! He
replied, “The greatest Landscaper of them all, God!”
I can still remember that day so vividly! As I was walking away, I was so
happy that God had entered our lives, and “landscaped” us as a
Christian couple. We seek God’s guidance each day, looking forward to
new opportunities and challenges and knowing that God will be there,
cultivating us into better Christians and allowing us to show our true
colors.

Tony Rich

Week of September 29 - October 5, 2019

Prayer:
Dear God, the Greatest
Landscaper, please help us to
sow the seeds of humility, unity,
and peace across this great
Earth. May the smallest of kind
acts be fertilized by Your love
and sprout into giant Sequoias.
May Your waters of hope
landscape the lives of your
people. Let go and let God!
Amen.

Psalm 95:4-5
In his hand are the depths of the earth, and the mountain peaks belong to him. The sea is
his, for he made it, and his hands formed the dry land.

T

he Hero’s journey is described by a unique scholar named Joseph Campbell. He
tells us that the hero begins a life in the everyday world. But something happens,
and the budding hero heeds a call to action. Answering the call o ten means the
hero meets and builds a relationship with a teacher and mentor. Through this
relationship, the hero learns the skills and insights needed to engage in a quest.
This quest, of course, involves a noble goal. Righting a wrong, bringing justice,
protecting the vulnerable. Entering this special world where something needs to
be ﬁxed, the hero is tested with trials and tribulations. The hero meets the
challenges that must be faced and overcomes them. Moves towards victory.
Passes through the ordeal. The hero uses the outcome of that victory to bring
change to the everyday world that was the start of everything. In the process, the
hero is also changed. Transformed. The hero makes mistakes along the way, of
course. A ter all, the hero is mortal. But the hero continues to rise, and never
gives up the quest. Take note. During the testing, the hero o ten calls upon a
higher power. The actions of the hero are motivated by personal convictions and
beliefs. Someone wrote, “heroes embody the very best ideals of the society from
which they come.” The hero knows what to ﬁght and what must be overcome.
Honor yourselves like you intend to live life as a noble calling. I’ll share an
example: Johnson & Johnson, a long time corporate supporter for the profession
of nursing, has a slogan for the profession, “Nurses change lives, and that
changes everything.” They produced a video that shares many stories about
nurses making a di ference. The one that a fected me most is the one that tells
the story of a nursing student in Liberia — who, during the height of the Ebola
outbreak, when the world believed that the disease was too contagious to treat,
used what she had on hand: garbage bags and duct tape, to make protective
clothing for herself…so she could care for others.

Deb Washington

Week of October 6 - 12, 2019

Prayer:
Rising Christians, let's take up
the hero's journey with each
day given to us. Amen.

Collected Works of Joseph Campbell: The Hero’s Journey

T

his summer, I went to France for a month with a high school program
to improve my language skills. For that month, I lived with a retired
woman in the city of Rennes, and happened to be there at the same time
that the World Cup was happening. My hostess, though not a soccer
player herself, made sure we watched every game when France played,
even inviting the man working on the house to come in and watch.
Nearing the end of the ﬁrst half of the semiﬁnal France vs. Belgium
match, neither team having scored and nothing to indicate one team
was performing better than the other, she turned to me and said
conﬁdently, “Ils ont pas une chance de gagner, Les Belges”, or “They
don’t have a chance of winning, the Belgians.” Although any sports
analyst or soccer specialist might have argued that there was no
statistical reason to support France’s success, nevertheless this woman
was certain in her faith in the team, and she announced it with such
satisfaction and conviction, that it was hard not to be convinced myself.
Although it is necessary to question faith to fully understand it without
blindly following, in the end it is also necessary to believe in something
greater than evident to the naked eye, something one could argue isn’t
factually supported, but is present nonetheless.

Graciela Berman Reinhardt

Week of October 13 - 19, 2019

Prayer:
God, we thank you for our many
gi ts. Forgive us when we take
them for granted. Give us faith in
your love, and help us to
conﬁdently spread this love
every day. Amen.

Hebrews 11:1
Now faith is conﬁdence in what we hope for and assurance about what we do not see.

M

any of us feel the presence of God in nature, particularly when we are struck
by its beauty. So, it is not surprising that when the spectacular fall colors come
out in New England at this time of year, we think of the glory of God.
Matt Myer Boulton spoke movingly on “The Theology of Autumn Colors,” a
sermon which has stayed with me over the years. He told us that all the lovely
shades of yellows and oranges that we see in nature are from the color
pigments that chemists call “carotenoids.” The spectacular reds come from a
color pigment called “anthocyanin.”
Interestingly, many of these pigments (yellows/oranges) are there in each leaf
all along. These leaves don't so much “turn” color in the fall but rather are
unveiled as their green mask of chlorophyll is drained away. As Matt put it,
“the divine Artist paints through revelation, revealing the beauty that’s already
there, hidden underneath the ordinary surface of things.”
In contrast, the reds that we also see are the result of a chemical
transformation of le tover sugars, which the cold changes into anthocyanin.
So, the dazzling reds of the sugar maple are instead the work of the divine
transforming le tovers into spectacular beauty. Yes, God recycles and reuses!
So, as you experience these gorgeous autumn colors that surround us at this
time, remind yourself of the steadfast presence of God that is revealed to us –
as well as God's ability to transform what others may see as le tovers into
spectacular beauty.

Evan Shu

Week of October 20 - 26, 2019

Prayer:
Dear God, When we are struck
by the beauty of your creation
around us, let it remind us of
your enduring and steadfast
presence that is revealed to us
as we go through our daily
lives. And help us to see with
your eyes that even that which
we may at ﬁrst see as lowly and
le t-over can, with your help, be
transformed into scenes of
spectacular beauty. Amen.

Psalm 121
I li t up my eyes to the hills – from where will my help come? My help comes from the LORD,
who made heaven and earth.

J

esus taught that God is in ALL of us because we are a part of God’s conscious
thought. We are part of the creation — which ultimately, is pure Love.
There’s o ten confusion in deﬁning Love, because it’s hard to see Love in an
absolute, unconditional way. It’s easy to try controlling things we love. But
Love doesn’t bind people or control them. Love is to serve one another freely
without question. If we see others struggling, we need to help them because
they are us. We are here to experience Love and Joy — ALL of us. Being of
service to others so that they may experience Love and Joy is what Jesus taught
us.
We are Love and Light in the world!
Light can travel through space forever and inﬁnity.
There is no end to us or our understanding to see God the creator.
God is Inﬁnite.
What is Inﬁnity?
Is inﬁnity complete unity with God?
There is no right or wrong in truth, there is only unity.
Is a never-ending loop of understanding the very essence of
God’s Love and Light?
Our cells hold our body together, cells hold the world together,
are we not all connected?
Are we part of everything, every person, every emotion, every event?
If we are the Love and Light, and Love and Light are inﬁnite, are we not unity?
In unity, we are One with God.

Katie May Tucker

Week of October 27 - November 2, 2019

Prayer:
Dear God, I pray today that those
who do not see love and the light
in creation will awaken to your
vast beauty. Please give me the
wisdom to truly see you, the one
inﬁnite Creator. Adonai.

Read:
1 John 4:12-16 “Seeing God Through Love”
John 15:9-17 “Love and Joy Perfected”
Matthew 5:13-16 “Believers Are Salt and Light”

G

rowing up, I thought of the parable of the 10 bridesmaids as kind of a “threat”
from God. Those who did not keep themselves at the ready would be punished
by being excluded, locked out forever. God was the authoritarian parent, ready
to reward good behavior and penalize the bad.
But over time, I began to wonder if part of the reason why these parables are
still so relevant today is that they are illustrations of spiritual laws, universal
truths. They say something deep and everlasting about how the cosmos and
the human heart work.
Preparation and good stewardship of our God-given gi ts are necessary in
order to recognize whatever Divine Providence sends our way next. Not overscheduling Saturday mornings (or occasionally playing hooky from regular
activities) leaves room for family snuggle time full of giggles. Practices that
strengthen our bodies, sharpen our minds, and open our hearts draw us closer
to God. Good nutrition and physical activity give us energy to make our spaces
and ourselves hospitable and welcoming. Regular rest and sleep renew us for
each day and its new joys and challenges.
Caring for ourselves, growing our love for ourselves, each other, and creation,
makes us ready to do the work we need to do in the world. Letting others show
us their own and God's love for us heals and strengthens us and engenders a
virtuous circle that enables us to share our gi ts with others — to be the hands,
hearts, voices and feet that bring God's love to others.
David Clark and Elise Person

Prayer:
O Holy One, the Ancient of Days,
help us remember to keep ourselves
ready for all the good things You
will send our way. We want to be
able to recognize You and Your Love
in happy times, and in sad, when
You send us strength and comfort.
Please also help us forgive ourselves
when we fall short of this goal, as we
inevitably will. We are grateful to
You always for sustaining us with
Your Love. Amen.

Week of November 3 - 9, 2019

Matthew 25:1-13
“Then the kingdom of heaven will be like this. Ten bridesmaids took their lamps and went
to meet the bridegroom. Five of them were foolish, and ﬁve were wise. When the foolish
took their lamps, they took no oil with them; but the wise took lasks of oil with their lamps.
As the bridegroom was delayed, all of them became drowsy and slept. But at midnight there
was a shout, 'Look! Here is the bridegroom! Come out to meet him.' Then all those
bridesmaids got up and trimmed their lamps. The foolish said to the wise, 'Give us some of
your oil, for our lamps are going out.' But the wise replied, 'No! there will not be enough for
you and for us; you had better go to the dealers and buy some for yourselves.' And while they
went to buy it, the bridegroom came, and those who were ready went with him into the
wedding banquet; and the door was shut. Later the other bridesmaids came also, saying,
'Lord, lord, open to us.' But he replied, 'Truly I tell you, I do not know you.' Keep awake
therefore, for you know neither the day nor the hour.”

Y

ou have to work hard to miss the joy in Jubilee. As we are in our Jubilee
year, we need to consider that the word itself is associated with the
Latin jubilare “to shout with joy.” Old South is doing just that and has
always done that. We shout with joy as we serve the church and serve
the world with our ministry, programming, and outreach.
We have done our sowing and reaping and will continue to do that as
we move forward, but we add celebration to that!
Be aware that while you are shouting with joy this year, you might hear
the faint sound of a trumpet declaring our 350th year as a church. That
is because the word jubilee comes from the Hebrew word yobel, which
means “ram's horn trumpet.”
So if you do feel that “extra” jubilation this year that may be because you
are feeling 7 times the joy. Do the math. If one jubilee portion is 50
years, then 350 years is seven times that. (350/50 = 7)

Bev Hanna

Week of November 10 - 16, 2019

Prayer:
So, shout with joy! This is the
year of our jubilee!...times seven.
Amen.

Leviticus 25:11
A jubilee shall that ﬁ tieth year be unto you: ye shall not sow, neither reap that which
groweth of itself in it, nor gather the grapes in it of thy vine undressed.

B

eing like God? That is one di ﬁcult challenge. In Ephesians 4:25-5:2, Paul is
instructing the people of Ephesus to be more Christ-like and to imitate God. This
early church was much like us in our 350th year. Some had been following God
in the way of Christ for years and others were new to the faith. Paul had his work
cut out for him. He gives them simple instructions. Speak the truth to each
other. Don’t steal from each other. Clean up your speech. Be kind to each other
and tender hearted. Be quick to forgive. Walk in love. Imitate God.
Those instructions are no easy task. It’s really a daily job, not only when you are
with church people; but Paul further said we should be imitators of God in our
daily life with neighbors and merchants and non-believers.
Paul’s lo ty goal was for the early church to mirror God’s love for the world so
clearly that everyone would want to be part of them, the church. He was trying to
grow the church.
For 350 years at Old South, the message has been the same. If we want to be here
to celebrate our 400th, our 450th and beyond, we have to give the world
something they don’t see in other places. In our lives, we can show them a
Living, Loving God.
Friedrich Wilhelm Krummacher, a German Reformed Clergyman said this to his
Congregation, “If the tender, compassionate, and sympathetic love practiced
and recommended by Jesus were paramount in every heart, there would be little
wanting to make this world a kingdom of heaven.”

The Reverend David Story

Week of November 17 - 23, 2019

Prayer:
Mothering God, you sent Jesus,
a teacher, to point the way to
you. Help us to do that daily so
that the world will want to be
followers of Christ too. Keep us
walking in love! Amen.

Ephesians 5:2
Follow God’s example, therefore, as dearly loved children and walk in the way of love, just
as Christ loved us and gave himself up for us as a fragrant o fering and sacriﬁce to God.

W

e’re in need of refuge now. As I write, wildﬁres rage in California, swallowing
entire towns in their lames; our Jewish neighbors reel from yet another hateinspired murder of 11 in Pittsburgh; in my town, a 10-year-old Muslim received
notes from a classmate containing a racist screed and a death threat. The
litany goes on.
How long must we wait for God’s justice? What fuels our hope? We’re caught
between the knowledge that 2000 years in God’s time is but an eye-blink, and
Dr. King’s admonishment that, “there comes a time when the cup of
endurance runs over and men are no longer willing to be plunged into an
abyss of injustice where they experience the bleakness of corroding despair.”
The arc of justice is long, but it is real. I see it in the Women’s March; in the
Black Lives Matter and #MeToo movements; in the presence of Christians
showing up at mosques and synagogues to support our Muslim and Jewish
neighbors; in students organizing to end gun violence and environmental
devastation; in 14 years of marriage equality; in upholding safe restrooms for
transgender people; in the election of an historic number of women to
Congress; in relationships which endure change and honor friendship over
self-interest.
Our hope is in God; God’s hope is in us. We meet God as we join with others to
participate in creating our salvation; perhaps not in our lifetime, but because
we have stayed the course in our lifetime. We are the hands and feet of God. In
this lies our hope.

Willie Sordillo

Week of November 24 - 30, 2019

Prayer:
Everlasting God, help us to be
patiently impatient as we work
to make your justice real on this
earth. Give us the will and
strength to be woke and stayed
on freedom. Amen.

Isaiah 61:1 & 4, Psalm 46:1-2
God promises “good news to the oppressed, freedom from captivity and darkness…repair of
generations of devastation” (Isaiah 61:1 & 4); “our refuge, strength and help in present
trouble,” abolishing fear “though the earth should change, the mountains shake in the heart
of the sea.” (Psalm 46:1-2)

M

y family prayed before most mealtimes; yet, the real test occurred around my
grandmother’s endless table covered in china, silver, lit candles, and glasses.
The bu fet table over lowed with steaming dishes while family members
claimed seats, le t-handers and right-hearers jockeying for the same corners.
We stood, waiting until my grandparents took spots at either end, and then
prayed. Once amens were said, we looked into each other’s eyes, then inhaled
deeply together before singing the blessing. Not sung as if someone could
understand the words, however. Somewhere through the years of tradition,
my family had started singing faster and faster. Probably begun as an attempt
to move more quickly towards the food, it has ended as this grand family game
to see how quickly we could sing the blessing, still enunciating every word and
hitting every pitch perfectly. As children, we practiced before gatherings,
hoping to keep up with our tall uncles and aunts: to be in on the game, too. As
cousins grew and married, this ritual became a bit of a hazing routine to new
members of the family, but we maintain it all the same.
Families are funny like that: codifying things whose beginnings we can’t
remember into sacred ritual. But these games help us to feel belonging. We
bond over singing the song (or spouses over the ritual’s insaneness). As you
gather with your people this holiday season, remember that belonging doesn’t
mean being exactly alike, but loving despite your di ferences. When you
belong to one another, you have history, rituals, and stories, and above all else:
you have love.

Kate Meacham Nintcheu

November 28, 2019
Thanksgiving
Prayer:
Dear God, as we count our
blessings and li t up our thanks to
you – may we have the extra grace
to remember how those we call
family are bound to us by love.
May we honor our histories
together, play our games with
gusto, and breathe in the
inexplicable bonds of family
during this holiday season –
whether together or apart. In
Jesus' name we pray. Amen.
Meacham Family's Sung Blessing
We thank thee, Lord, for gi ts of food, for sunshine, health, and every good. We ask thy
blessing and thy care for people everywhere. For rich and poor, for friend and foe, may all thy
bounty know. Amen.
(Meacham family's sung blessing - probably originally taken from
John Cennick's hymn text)

I

never thought about the well-known words of Jesus, “I am the way and
the truth and the life; no one comes to the Father except through me” in
the context of the Advent season until I happened upon this poem of
Auden. The imagery is vivid and fantastical, with a succinctness that
bestows each word with importance. For the Time Being was Auden’s
ambitious (the poem is about 1500 lines long; for comparison, Macbeth is
about 2100 lines) attempt to see Christmas in double focus: as a
moment in the life of the Roman Empire and Judaism, and as a
meaningful event for the contemporary Christian. His placement of this
poem at the conclusion of the Advent portion of the work is an
acknowledgment that Christ’s birth — and return — has repercussions
for us: Auden wants us to consider the implications of a life lived with
Christ the person as our companion. It’s one thing to prepare for the
arrival of a baby; preparing hearts and minds to receive the Jesus of
John 14:6 is something di ferent. This Advent, for whom do you prepare?
Auden’s poem has notably been set to music by the late composer Calvin
Hampton for solo tenor, cello, choir, and organ.

Mitchell Crawford

Week of December 1 - 7, 2019

Prayer:
O God, in this season of
preparation and
examination, let us ﬁnd
unique adventures which
renew our relationship
with you. Amen.

He is the Way.
Follow Him through the Land of Unlikeness;
You will see rare beasts, and have unique adventures.
He is the Truth.
Seek Him in the Kingdom of Anxiety;
You will come to a great city that has expected your return for years.
He is the Life.
Love Him in the World of the Flesh;
And at your marriage all its occasions shall dance for joy.
— W. H. Auden: For the Time Being: A Christmas Oratorio (IV. Advent)

T

his passage was one of my mom’s favorites; I can remember her
reciting it o ten when I was young, particularly the part, “your people
will be my people and your God my God.” My mom was ﬁercely loyal and
protective of her family; like Ruth she made it abundantly clear that she
would also go where we go, if not physically then in her heart and soul.
She was also like Naomi: self-less, wanting the best for us which meant
to go and live our lives to the fullest, even if that meant she would be
lonely without us. My mom rarely said goodbye to us in person or on the
phone, she would say “so long” — it really was always so hard for her to
be separated from her family. My mom passed to heaven this year. One
of the ﬁrst things I did a ter she was gone was to read this verse; it
brought me so much comfort and understanding. I could her voice so
clearly in the words.

Laurie Stickels

Week of December 8 - 14, 2019
Prayer:
Dear God, help us to remember
that you always go where we go,
and you stay where we stay. As
we await the birth of Jesus, help
us to remember that the true gi t
this season is the gi t of love – a
love that does not leave or die but
is an eternal light. Amen.

Ruth 1:15-18
“Look,” said Naomi, “your sister-in-law is going back to her people and her gods. Go back
with her.”
But Ruth replied, “Don’t urge me to leave you or to turn back from you. Where you go I will
go, and where you stay I will stay. Your people will be my people and your God my God.
Where you die I will die, and there I will be buried. May the Lord deal with me, be it ever so
severely, if even death separates you and me.” When Naomi realized that Ruth was
determined to go with her, she stopped urging her.

D

uring the dark times of World War II, W.H. Auden wrote For the Time
Being: A Christmas Oratorio. But I read parts of it every Advent, because
Auden speaks not only of the events of the birth of Christ but of their
incarnational impact on the everyday world of the mundane. Auden
captures the Advent sense of waiting, and of insu ﬁcient reality which
has suddenly been punctured by a taste of eternity. Through the grace
of God in the coming of the Son, life as usual seems to have changed
during the holidays. “Because in Him the Flesh is united to the Word
without magical transformation…because of his visitation, we may no
longer desire God as if he were lacking: our redemption is no longer a
question of pursuit but of Surrender to Him who is always and
everywhere present.”

The Reverend Elinor Yeo

Week of December 15 - 21, 2019

Prayer:
How could we thank you, our
Creator, for taking on our
humanity, our wants and needs,
our hopes and fears, our
weaknesses and temptations.
Through the presence of Jesus
Christ, we know that you are
always with us. Therefore let us
go in peace and live our lives in
His Way. Amen.

For the Time Being: A Christmas Oratorio
— W.H. Auden

M

y loved ones face little tests from me all the time. Whether it’s remembering
to do a favor I asked, or giving me something I like as a gi t, or saying the thing
I need to hear at exactly the right time, there are wonderful, meaningful ways
for them to pass these trials I’ve come up with in my head.
Conversely, there are the disappointments. Being late. Forgetting an occasion.
Saying something I really don’t need to hear at exactly the wrong time. These
things would be small on their own, but the added element of dashed
expectations only adds signiﬁcance.
This time of year is joyful and fun, but also fraught with opportunities for
letdowns. Being told that Christmas is all about happiness inevitably sets us up
with high hopes, only to ﬁnd ourselves disappointed at something less than
magical.
We could take a lesson from King Ahaz in this portion of Isaiah — not just
about testing God, but testing the people in our life. Perhaps we could reframe
expectations to include more leeway for those we love, rather than waiting for
a mistake that derails our time together. Instead of love coming from checked
o f boxes, allow us to ﬁnd joy in our holiday time together.

Martha Schick

Week of December 22 - 28, 2019

Prayer:
Loving God: Give me the patience
and faith in those around me to
trust them, even through
frustrations, for it is through my
faith in You that I have faith in
Your people. Amen.

Isaiah 7:10-12
Again the LORD spoke to Ahaz, saying, “Ask a sign of the LORD your God; let it be deep
as Sheol or high as heaven.” But Ahaz said, “I will not ask, and I will not put the LORD to
the test.”

S

o, where does this marvelous Christmas story begin? Let's consult the Gospels.
First, look at the Gospel of Mark. And what do we ﬁnd? No reference to the
birth of Jesus. Mark, the earliest Gospel (70 CE), begins at the beginning of
Jesus' ministry, in about the year thirty, with the proclamation of John the
Baptist.
So. Let's take a look at Luke (80-100 CE), composed later than Mark. Luke's
later Christian re lection o fers two stories: the encounter of Jesus' mother,
Mary, with John's mother, Elizabeth, including Mary's “Magniﬁcat”. And then,
in Chapter 2, the radiant story of angels, shepherds, Wise Men, Mary, Joseph
and the Child in the manger. That's the story we love.
Look now in Matthew (80-100 CE), perhaps even later in the order of
assembled Gospels: a ter more time to re lect on the story, Matthew begins
with "the record of the ancestors of Jesus Christ," – 42 generations – beginning
with Abraham and ending with “Joseph, the husband of Mary – of whom Jesus
was born, who is called the Christ.”
And the Gospel of John (90-110)? A ter some 70 years of profound Christian
communal re lection, the latest of the Gospels ﬁnally testiﬁes, as follows: “In
the beginning was the Word and the Word was with God and the Word was
God . . . What came into being through the Word was life, and the life was the
light of all people. The light shines in the darkness and the darkness does not
extinguish the light.”
Some story!

The Reverend James W. Crawford
Senior Minister Emeritus

December 25, 2019
Christmas

Prayer:
Grant, O God, we may bear your
light to the world. Amen.

Mark 1:1-3; Luke 1:5-80; Matthew 1:1-17; John 1:1-19

D

uring the Friday evening vespers at our sixth annual all-church retreat at
Craigville this past October, we were invited to pick up a little object from a
basket — a stone, a shell, a pine cone — and place it on a large canvas map of
the world spread on the loor. We placed our tokens on some spot where we
had meaningfully encountered God in nature. It was powerful to hear one
another’s stories of mountain and prairie and crashing wave. I placed my leaf
in Wisconsin where my Swedish great grandfather turned woods into farm; in
my mind, I saw and smelled dark soil crumbling in my uncle’s enormous hand.
A ter an hour, the painted canvas on the loor dotted with little symbols
representing our stories became Gerard Manley Hopkins’ world: charged with
the grandeur of God. Flaming out, like shining from shook foil. Gathering to greatness
like the ooze of oil. (The high school English teacher who made me memorize
that poem would be proud.)
Writing in the mid 1800s, Hopkins lamented: Generations have trod, have trod,
have trod. All is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil. And wears man’s smudge
and shares man’s smell: the soil is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. Just a blink
in God’s eye, the not-even-200 years since Hopkins wrote. How much searing
and blearing and smearing and smudging we have done. Oh that our feet
might feel.

Maren Batalden

Week of December 29, 2019 - January 4, 2020

Prayer:
May we open ourselves to God’s
voice in creation and in the
stories we share with one
another, and know that we are
standing here and now on holy
ground. Amen.

Exodus 3:5
“Do not come any closer,” God said. “Take o f your sandals, for the place where you are
standing is holy ground.”

J

anuary 7th is the Ethiopian holiday known as Genna, meaning
‘birthday’ and is the date Ethiopians celebrate Christmas. This
celebration is marked by attending Christmas Eve services, breaking a
long fast, eating spicy chicken stew called doro wot and sharing one of
the most well-known Ethiopian traditions: a cup of co fee. The
a ternoon is spent cooking a large feast, shared by family and friends
and playing games. This day is about the shared experience of the
holiday, not about giving gi ts or other material items. This celebration,
nearly two weeks a ter our December 25th Christmas is quite di ferent
than our own Bostonian custom of pine trees and holiday cookies –
though there are also many common themes. While Ethiopia is a world
apart physically and culturally, we all mark the same joyous events
occurring over 2,000 years ago. How curious that so many people from
around the world come to interpret and relive the coming of Christ in
such di ferent ways. How wonderful it is that we might learn from
others who take a di ferent view of history. How wonderful that people
we will never meet are committed to living a life dedicated to spreading
love, hope, and the promise of peace.

Aaron & Emily Remenschneider

Prayer:
Let us welcome the new year
together. We re lect upon all that
is behind us from the year just
concluded and sit at the edge of
anticipation for the year ahead.
In this state of mind, we
remember the Christmas spirit.
There is a thrill of hope that comes
with our collective shared belief in
love, hope and the promise of
peace. This hope comes not just
from those of us in this room, or in
this city, but also with people we
will never meet a world away. We
pray this day, and always, that
we might all ﬁnd strength in our
di ferences and hope in our
common desire for understanding
and peace. Amen.

Week of January 5 - 11, 2020

Isaiah 60:1-3
Arise, shine; for your light has come, and the glory of the LORD has risen upon you. For darkness
shall cover the earth, and thick darkness the peoples; but the LORD will arise upon you, and his glory
will appear over you. Nations shall come to your light, and kings to the brightness of your dawn.

D

uring the past few years, I’ve been feeling anxious and desperate for
good news. Perhaps you have been as well. Here’s a glimmer of hope.
In May 2013, I was privileged to be part of a group of pilgrims, mostly
Old Southers, journeying to many of the places where the events of
Jesus’ life unfolded. When I read Matthew’s account of the baptism of
Jesus, I remember many details of our visit to the place where tradition
says that John baptized Jesus. But the detail that stands out in my mind
is seeing the yellow signs just o f the road in to the Jordan River site,
warning in many languages: DANGER! MINES!
You couldn’t visit the site of Jesus’ baptism without driving through a
literal mineﬁeld, with an estimated 3,000 mines, unexploded IEDs, and
booby traps le t over from a war (either 1949 or 1967, depending on who
you ask). It seemed terribly sad and predictable.
Today, however, this area is in the process of being made safe. The
HALO Trust, which works world-wide to clear mineﬁelds, started work
on the area around the baptismal site in March 2018. Soon pilgrims will
be able once again to visit the churches on site and not worry about
being blown up, to venture past the sidewalks and parking lots without
fear of their lives.
Lois Corman

Week of January 12 - 18, 2020

Prayer:
Dear God, thank you for people
who make safe the places that
others have made dangerous. Help
us to be in the ﬁrst group and not
the second. Amen.

Matthew 3:13-17
Then Jesus came from Galilee to John at the Jordan, to be baptized by him. John would
have prevented him, saying, “I need to be baptized by you, and do you come to me?” But
Jesus answered him, “Let it be so now; for it is proper for us in this way to fulﬁll all
righteousness.” Then he consented. And when Jesus had been baptized, just as he came
up from the water, suddenly the heavens were opened to him and he saw the Spirit of
God descending like a dove and alighting on him. And a voice from heaven said, “This is
my Son, the Beloved, with whom I am well pleased.”

W

inter can truly test a lower garden, laid bare and vulnerable. Winter
can test a faithful gardener, too. Ruminating over choices made in the
past growing season or over next year’s loral beauty can lead us away
from mindfulness. It is easy to neglect what you cannot see. Hidden
bulbs, always underground, are less exciting to consider than da fodils,
tulips or iris, blooming in all their glory.
What can the garden teach us about faith and wintering over in our
lives? As the growing season ends, the prudent gardener learns not to
cut back the leaves as they start to decay. Now is the moment when the
bulb relies on its leaves to send back energy from the sun. Now is the
time for a long seasonal Sabbath that plants o ten require to thrive—
and a time when the garden needs to rest.

Allison Cooley

Week of January 19 - 25, 2020

Prayer:
God, I am grateful for the
discipline of mindfulness,
especially in the bare and
vulnerable moments of my life.
In the quietness of this day in
January, may I consider and give
thanks for how you abundantly
sustain me with strength and
grace to winter over. Amen.

In the midst of winter, I found there was, within me, an invincible summer.
– Albert Camus

N

earing the end of his life, the Apostle Paul speaks a farewell to his loyal
congregants at Philippi, collectively and individually. Paul urges us to be lightgivers, shining stars in the darkness of the world's brokenness and perversity.
The light of an individual star is o ten wan and pale, easily shadowed by a
passing cloud. As a church, we can glow through the darkness like an entire
constellation!
Christians have always understood that God is “omnipresent,” standing with
us in our sanctuary, even as God simultaneously watches over swimmers in
California, those crossing the southwestern desert, sailing the Mediterranean,
traveling the Nile, climbing Everest, and orbiting on the International Space
Station. When we take communion, we share in Christ's grace and love, not
only with those eating the bread in our sanctuary, but with every Christian in
the world. With our modern understanding of the space-time continuum, we
can grasp that a transcendent God stands with us in our time and place at the
same moment that God stands with our forebears and our future descendants.
In God's perspective, all generations are united, and through our loving
relationship with God, we are simultaneously present with all of humanity,
past and present. We are children of God, brothers and sisters of all people,
living before, now, and herea ter. When we internalize that intellectual truth,
we realize that we are linked to everyone of all times and all places. If we are
the light-givers Paul bids us to be, from God's vantage our individual twinkling
stars are truly part of a blazing sun.

Larry Bowers

Prayer:
Precious God, I thank You for
the lives of the many people,
past and present, whose
contributions of labor, art,
science, and generosity have
made possible the life, which I
enjoy. I bless and remember all
those family, friends, and
neighbors whose kindnesses
have enriched my life. Grant
that my life may have made
this church, this city, this
world somehow better for those
who are to come. Amen.

Week of January 26 - February 1, 2020

Philippians 2:12-18
Therefore, my beloved, just as you have always obeyed me, not only in my presence, but much more
now in my absence, work out your own salvation with fear and trembling; for it is God who is at work
in you, enabling you both to will and to work for his good pleasure.
Do all things without murmuring and arguing, so that you may be blameless and innocent, children of
God without blemish in the midst of a crooked and perverse generation, in which you shine like stars
in the world. It is by your holding fast to the word of life that I can boast on the day of Christ that I did
not run in vain or labor in vain. But even if I am being poured out as a libation over the sacriﬁce and
the o fering of your faith, I am glad and rejoice with all of you—and in the same way you also must be
glad and rejoice with me.

W

e are given a single one-way journey on this earth. For me, the greatest
commandment is a succinct guide as to how to make it a meaningful trip. The
commandment does not make the sojourn easy but it does light the path.
Love my neighbor as myself! Love my cranky neighbor, who places stolen tra ﬁc
cones in front of his property so no resident or guest can park there, as well as
my caring neighbor, who shows up with her snow shovel when three feet of
heavy snow lies plastered against our doors making them immovable from
within.
Love my neighbor whose immigrant culture and language are unfamiliar to me.
Love my neighbor regardless of sexual orientation or skin hue.
Love my neighbor whose name for God is Elohim or Allah.
Perhaps the best expression of loving God above all comes with trying to love
your neighbor as yourself.
In 2018 my neighbor presents a great challenge: how to love those in highest
leadership positions who foster fear, incite hate, deny basic rights, eschew truth
and all with little compassion shown.
Humility seems the place to start, recognizing my own failure to love others as I
love me and mine. Trust seems the place to begin. Wherever the church abides
by the law of love, she ministers to those most oppressed by its disregard. On
that path the light shines.

Janice S. Monsma

Week of February 2 - 8, 2020

Prayer:
Loving God, may my humble
attempts at loving my neighbors
as myself show and share your
perfect love that is already
theirs. Amen.

Mark 12:30-31 (paraphrased)
Love God above all. Love your neighbor as yourself.

B

orn in Maine, I was taught if I was ever lost in the woods, to always
trust a compass to guide me to safety. It’s a force I cannot see, however.
I have never questioned the direction shown to me. Our Lord is much
the same: a force I cannot see, but who is always guiding me to safety,
and ﬁlling my life with everything I would ever need. However, I have
not always followed the direction shown to me, which has caused me to
feel lost. But one of the greatest things I have or ever will have learned
from Old South Church is that all I have to do is listen — no matter how
lost I get, God, our Lord and my compass will always show me the way
back.

Darren Ireland

Week of February 9 - 15, 2020

Prayer:
Dear God, thank you for the
wonders everyday holds for us.
I pray when we feel lost you
shall give us the strength to
hear you, the wisdom to
understand your words and
the courage to follow. Amen.

Isaiah 58:11
The LORD will guide you continually, and satisfy your needs in parched places, and make
your bones strong; and you shall be like a watered garden, like a spring of water, whose
waters never fail.

G
“

ramma, do you have string?” My grandson asks me this when he sees
me. He has built great giant webs in his playroom connecting
everything in sight with strings. I am still confused about his
fascination. “The Invisible String” by Patrice Karst is the title of one of his
books. The author mentions how we are all connected through time by
invisible threads. The book’s purpose is to help children through the loss
of a loved one. If we follow the thread of her meaning, we may see that
these strings extend back and forth through time. Is it possible to gain
sustenance from our history and our future this way? Future
generations motivate us to pass on the stories of faith, hope and love
that have inspired us in the past. We hope our children will add to this
legacy and continue the thread. This cluster, network, or web of
witnesses from our past, live on through us; somehow we ﬁnd ways to
communicate these stories to the next generation.

Kathy Hassingerr

Week of February 16 - 22, 2020

Prayer:
Dear God, May we love, protect
and cherish each other and
your creation. Help us teach
these values to others as well.
As your light becomes visible
throughout the world, may we
respond and share your stories.
Help us to give voice to these
acts of faith, responding in love
to the plight of humanity and
our beautiful earth. Amen.

Hebrews 12:1
Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a cloud of witnesses, let us also lay aside
every weight, and sin which clings so closely, and let us run with perseverance the race
that is set before us.

Letter from a Birmingham Jail
April 16, 1963
“…I am in Birmingham because injustice is here. Just as the prophets of the
eighth century B.C. le t their villages and carried their ‘thus saith the Lord’ far
beyond the boundaries of their own home towns, and just as the Apostle Paul
le t his village of Tarsus and carried the gospel of Jesus Christ to the far
corners of the Greco Roman world, so am I compelled to carry the gospel of
freedom beyond my own home town. Like Paul, I must constantly respond to
the Macedonian call for aid…
Was not Jesus an extremist for love: ‘Love your enemies, bless them that curse
you, do good to them that hate you, and pray for them which despitefully use
you, and persecute you.’ Was not Amos an extremist for justice: ‘Let justice roll
down like waters and righteousness like an ever lowing stream.’…
So the question is not whether we will be extremists, but what kind of
extremists we will be. Will we be extremists for hate or for love?...In that
dramatic scene on Calvary’s hill three men were cruciﬁed…Two were
extremists for immorality, and thus fell below their environment. The other,
Jesus Christ, was an extremist for love, truth and goodness, and thereby rose
above his environment. Perhaps the South, the nation and the world are in
dire need of creative extremists…
Yours for the cause of Peace and Brotherhood,
Martin Luther King, Jr.”

Russ Gregg

Week of February 23 - 29, 2020
Prayer:
Creator God, Mother Father God
— please help us to be lovers of
Love — your Love. May your
light so shine through us that the
whole World knows the grace
this life, and our life eternal with
you and all our sisters and
brothers, holds for us all and all
of your creation. May we never
tire, but live each day as
extremists for Love. Amen.

Matthew 17:5
While he was still speaking, suddenly a bright cloud overshadowed them, and from the
cloud a voice said, “This is my Son, the Beloved; with him I am well pleased; listen to him!”

W

hat’s That on Your Face?

I admire the conviction of people with extensive tattoos. From 20 feet away
their hands or arms or faces mark them as di ferent, distinct, committed to
living out their path. Their identity is unmistakable and public, so full of
integrity it becomes an emblem on their body.
Maybe I should take a cue from the tattoo enthusiasts. What if I hold the next
new member class at Fat Ram’s Pumpkin Tattoo in JP? I could start with
prayer, then dive into discussing a biblical text, then close out with people
getting tattooed with their favorite verse. Think the Membership Committee
would go for it?
Okay, maybe that’s a bit much, especially for me. A ter all, I’m the guy who
came to his ﬁrst day of college orientation wearing a suit.
A SUIT.
But whether we are wild or mild, toned down or cranked up, poised with grace
or in-your-face, Christians should share something in common with the tops
to tails tattoo types. People are supposed to be able to tell what we are all about
just by looking at us.
Think of Ash Wednesday like a temporary tattoo: a chance to practice it for a
day. Try living as a person unmistakably marked as a Christian for a day. You
just might ﬁnd you like it.

The Reverend John Edgerton

February 26, 2020
Ash Wednesday

Prayer:
God, help us do justice, love
kindness, walk humbly with
You. Help us live our faith
so boldly that even from
twenty feet away it’s
obvious that something holy
has taken root in us. Amen.

Deuteronomy 11:18
You shall put these words of mine in your heart and soul, and you shall bind them as a sign on
your hand, and ﬁx them as an emblem on your forehead.

W

hat happens to us when the wheels in our head will not stop turning?
We keep moving, trying to catch up with the wheel of life. When caught
up in the motion around us, we do not see or hear a voice, saying “Be
still and know that I am God.” Our belief is that God is always with us,
waiting for us to recognize that God is present in every event in our
lives. We are given many opportunities to acknowledge the presence of
God in our lives; a chance to help a stranger, the chance to hold hands
during a prayer, the chance to wait in line to order our morning co fee.
All are opportunities to stop the wheel from spinning and allow God to
be made known. Many times we have the temptation to say we do not
have time for some quietness, not realizing that a few minutes of silence
gives the energy to continue with life.

I imagine not that life is all doing.
Stillness, too, is life;
and in the stillness
the mind cluttered with busyness quiets,
the heart reaching to win rests,
and we hear the whispered truths of God.
– Rabbi Rami M. Shapiro

Elizabeth & Betty Pitcher

Week of March 1 - 7, 2020

Prayer:
Holy Creator God, Mother and
Father of us all: be with us each
day as we hurry from place to
place, thought to thought.
Remind us in many ways that
you are present with us in all
our e forts to do Your will, in
Jesus Christ we pray. Amen.

W

hile checking emails on vacation on evening, I read one from a fellow member
of Old South Church ending with the words, “God be with you.” We here at Old
South are familiar with this phrase and these words. They are so instilled in us
that we o ten say them almost robotically, out of habit. I bet if you were
awakened from a deep sleep and someone said, “God be with you,” many of
you would instinctively and groggily respond, “And also with you.” So reading
it in an email sort of caught me o f guard, since one is so used to hearing it
spoken and not written. But this simple phrase whether spoken or written
should always remind us that God is with all of us on a daily basis.
I recently read that “Goodbye” is a shortened version of the phrase. I also read
that the hymn “God Be With You Till We Meet Again,” written by Jeremiah
Rankin in 1882, was composed so his church choir could have something to
sing as they parted each week. I was struck by this as I have always thought it
was a Christian’s call and response phrase. I researched and found that Rankin
is quoted as saying, the hymn, “was written … as a Christian goodbye, it was
called forth by no person or occasion, but was deliberately composed as a
Christian hymn on basis of the etymology of goodbye.”
Whether we use the phrase to pass the peace and God’s love or as a benediction
or as a goodbye, know that God’s eternal love is always with each of us.

Tracy Keene

Week of March 8 - 14, 2020

Prayer:
My God is with me, She is
mighty to save me. She takes
great delight in me and quiets
me with her love. Amen.

Isaiah 41:10
So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God.
I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.

W

ho, me? Do something extraordinary and talk to people about Jesus?
Despite coming from a long line of Congregational ministers, I did not
grow up in a home that was comfortable sharing the good news of the
Gospel. My parents, truly two of the greatest saints I have known, were
“Maine Yankee”– taciturn when it came to actually discussing their
faith. As a Young Adult at Old South, I shied away from opportunities to
open up. Social activities that involved sleigh riding, so tball, or
community service were great! But sitting in a circle and being honest
about how I felt about God? Yikes, it was embarrassing. What could I
possibly say about God, Jesus, or the Holy Spirit that might interest
anyone at all?
Yet slowly, I started to understand: what was in my heart was what
others wanted to hear. My experiences, my heartbreaks, and my joys all
cra ted me, and gave me a perspective, a witness that was all my own. I
came to cherish the heartfelt faith stories of others. I’ve gotten much
better at spreading the Good News, both in the pews and on park
benches! Every day, we all meet and interact with people whose lives
just might NEED that touch of grace that we are able to give. I know
that I sure do.

Pamela Roberts

Week of March 15 - 21, 2020

Prayer

(from the 1981 song from
Dan Schutte):

“Here I am Lord, Is it I
Lord? I have heard You
calling in the night. I will go
Lord, if You lead me. I will
hold Your people in my
heart.”

Isaiah 6:8
Then I heard the voice of the Lord saying, “Whom shall I send, and who will go for us?” And
I said, “Here am I; send me!”

A

ttentive ears. A few years ago at the All-Church Retreat, we completed
an exercise where each person shared their faith journey for a few
nonstop minutes with a partner. The partner could not respond to any
comment made. Just listen. Just be present.
It was a recipe for my own self-doubt. Did I share the right details? Did I
misspeak about that one aspect? Did the person sharing their story with
me know how carefully I was listening?
I o ten wish there were audible replies to prayers, to cries. A cue to know
what I’m saying matters. Whether from the depths or the shallows, will
I be heard?
Yes. The challenge presented at the retreat was ultimately liberating.
The a ﬁrmation or response to what was said wasn’t needed. It is the
faith that saying, is enough to be heard.

Jonathan Aleshire

Week of March 22 - 28, 2020

Prayer:
God, give us the grace to
know when we need to
o fer our attentive ears or
ask for others, and let us
remember you will always
hear our voice. Amen.

Psalm 130, 1-2
Out of the depths I cry to you, Lord; Lord, hear my voice. Let your ears be attentive to
my cry for mercy.

W

hen I moved across the Atlantic Ocean to ﬁnish my college degree, I
arrived with two suitcases and two cardboard boxes of belongings. I
moved to Massachusetts to ﬁnish a Bachelors of Christian Ministries.
I was supposed to become a minister, you see. But nowhere in this
process did I think about what life must have been like for Jesus and
his disciples. They did not have two suitcases and two boxes with
them as they travelled around, proclaiming the good news. Maybe I
didn’t have so little a ter all.
It took mere months for my belongings to magically multiply. But
what was more surprising was the fact that the amount of stu f caused
me stress. It did not feel good. Even so, it took another three years,
before I began to realize that I needed to let go and give things away. I
learned that giving away my possessions increased my need to rely on
God. I didn’t have the funds to simply go out and buy things again.
And then… the uneasiness suddenly turned into joy. The joy of
sharing. The joy of knowing that I have enough.

Rebecca Bowler

Week of March 29 - April 4, 2020

Prayer:
Oh God, may we ﬁnd the joy of
trying to live more like Jesus did.
May we all “give freely, yet grow
all the richer." Amen.

Proverbs 11:24
Some give freely, yet grow all the richer; others withhold what is due, and only su fer want.

B

irthdays have o ten given me pause, especially when mine has fallen on
Palm Sunday. I would be self-absorbed to want the grand celebration of
Easter on “my” special day; but, then, my birthday has been marked with
“festal procession with branches.” As an only child and as the eldest
grandson, I have had my share of “hurrahs,” though never while on a
donkey. I have ridden a donkey only once, and I can imagine what Jesus
must have endured...or can I? Jesus bore witness to God’s love,
deserving his “hosannas.” Jesus had his mortal life curtailed for others’
sake, while I have pondered various birthday celebrations. Please! Let
me start over, really – birthdays have o ten made me grateful for the gi t
of life. As much as possible, I would like to follow Jesus’s example:
choosing giving over getting, commitment over personal pleasure, and
the greater good over adulation.

Erik Gustafson

April 5, 2020
Palm Sunday

Prayer:

On my birthday or any day –
please let me be open to the
themes of Palm Sunday and to
the immense benevolence of God
and of Easter, freely given to
each and all. Amen.

Psalm 118:26-28
Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord. We bless you from the house of the Lord.
The Lord is God, and he has given us light. Bind the festal procession with branches, up to the
horns of the altar. You are my God, and I will give thanks to you; you are my God, I will extol you.

I

n this Scripture, we ﬁnd ourselves in the Upper Room with Jesus. Our
bare feet are tucked under our chairs because we don’t want Jesus to see
all of us. Most of us lee as he comes closer with basin and towel. We feel
the need to preserve our craving to be in constant control. Jesus asks us
to have enough trust to allow him to serve us in such a humble way. It is
good to abandon the pretense that there is no vestige le t in us of
resistance to being served and loved. Part of me wants to deserve love
and earn love. When I work hard for that love, I feel safer and more in
charge.
“If I do not wash you, you have no part in me.” Today he asks us to allow
him to wash us clean of the things that keep us separated from him.
Today may I allow him to wash away my sure and certain ideas about
some other people being “less” than me. Today may he wash away the
slights and grievances that I have allowed to build up. Today may he
wash away the certainties and control, which do not allow for the
possibility of a Love that could change everything. Perhaps as all of this
is washed away, I will be le t shaken and wanting and begin to realize
the gratitude I have that Jesus comes to me to restore my life, my soul,
and my ability to love another, as his deep love has been able to show me.
The Reverend Ken Orth

April 9, 2020
Maundy Thursday
Prayer:
Give me courage today to allow
you to wash away the daily
grime of my frustrations,
struggles, and mistakes. I don’t
want to miss this opportunity by
just trying to do it myself.
Perhaps this is the day I can look
down at you, Jesus, humbly
looking up at me, ever ready to
make me clean. I need you to give
me a fresh receptivity to your
unconditional love, O God, which
is the way I can truly experience
the resurrection on Sunday.
Amen.
John 13:1-17
Love one another as I have loved you.

I

n the ﬁnal moments of his life Jesus is comforted not only by the presence of
his mother but also by other members of the “family of faith,” including John,
the beloved disciple, and Mary Magdalene. In this critical moment of his
impending death, Jesus gathers members of his biological and spiritual family
into a new community. As he dies, Jesus exclaims, “Woman, behold thy son!”
John, the beloved disciple, assumes the role of son to Mary and welcomes her
into his household.
Mary Magdalene and others at the cross are drawn together by the community
experience of grief and disappointment. The seeds of community were planted
that would burst forth into new life at Pentecost.
No one wants to be in prison, and why would anyone with a choice spend
Good Friday in prison? But we must remember that the Good Friday story is
the story of an indigent prisoner, hastily tried, sentenced to death, executed
and buried in a donated tomb. Many prisoners understand the Passion
narrative in all its darkness and indignity. They grasp the magnitude of what
Jesus sacriﬁced, taking on himself a punishment he did not deserve. They cling
to the promise of forgiveness and a fresh start that the gospel accounts o fer.
There is no more powerful or appropriate place to spend Good Friday than
behind bars with our sisters. Christ calls each of us into God’s family
regardless of our station in life. God’s sacriﬁcial love is the only love that gives
us the grace to be united in one community of love.

The Reverend June Cooper

April 10, 2020
Good Friday

Prayer:
"Love so amazing, so divine,
demands my soul, my life, my
all.”

— When I Survey the Wondrous Cross

Isaac Watts

John 19:25-27 (King James Version)
Now there stood by the cross of Jesus his mother, and his mother's sister, Mary the wife of
Cleophas, and Mary Magdalene. When Jesus therefore saw his mother, and the disciple
standing by, whom he loved, he saith unto his mother, “Woman, behold thy son!” Then
saith he to the disciple, “Behold thy mother!” And from that hour that disciple took her
unto his own home.

E

aster surprises! At Jesus’ tomb, Mary Magdalene discovers that the stone has been
moved, and that Jesus’ body is gone. She is distraught and afraid. When she peeks
inside the tomb, two angels ask her why she is crying. Then Jesus himself appears
and asks her, “Why are you weeping? Whom do you seek?” It is when Jesus calls
her by her name that she recognizes him; he reveals that he is ascending into new
life with God. He reminds her that God is his God, and Mary’s God and,
ultimately, the God of all people. He instructs her to share this good news with his
other followers.
Easter reminds us that God, who is creative, redeeming, and sustaining, has done
another great thing. The joyous, amazing, and life-altering good news of Easter?
That God is able to bring us into new life: not only the eternal life that comes at
the end of our earthly pilgrimages, but also into the ﬁnite and temporary lives
that we live now. Just when we think that all is lost, that hope is gone, and that
there is nothing for which to live, God surprises us with something new.
My father was an extrovert who loved the celebrations that mark life’s milestones,
such as birthdays, graduations, and weddings. Yet, he reminded us that we should
not celebrate these events merely once a year: important events should be
recognized and celebrated every day!
The same is true for Easter. Recognizing the transformative good news of Easter
—that God brings us into new life, even when we fear that that is no longer
possible—is good news that we should remember and celebrate every day of our
lives. Christ has died! Christ is risen! Christ will come again! Thanks be to God!

The Reverend Calvin Genzel

April 12, 2020
Easter
Prayer:
Gracious God, you surprised your
ﬁrst followers on that ﬁrst Easter
morning. Help us to recognize and
give thanks for those Easter graces,
the ways in which You surprise us –
when Your love shows up in
unexpected places, when You help us
see things di ferently, when You help
us change our behaviors, when you
empower us to work for justice, when
You bless us in unanticipated ways,
and when You bring us into the new
life that Easter makes possible, even
for us. Amen.
John 20:1-18
Jesus said to her (Mary Magdalene), “Do not hold me, for I have not yet ascended to
the Father; but go and tell my brothers and sisters and say to them, ‘I am ascending
to my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.’ ” Mary Magdalene went
and announced to the disciples, “I have seen the Lord,” and she told them that
Jesus had said these things to her.

The Trees
Do you think of them as decoration?
Think again.
Here are maples, lashing.
And here are the oaks, holding on all winter
To their dry leaves.
And here are the pines, that will never fail,
Until death, the instruction to be green.
And here are the willows, the ﬁrst
To pronounce a new year.
May I invite you to revise your thoughts about them?
Oh, Lord, how we are all for invention and
Advancement!
But I think
It would do us good if we would think about
These brothers and sisters, quietly and deeply
The trees, the trees, just holding on
To the old, holy ways.
- EVIDENCE, Poems by Mary Oliver

Week of April 19 - 25, 2020

50th Anniversary of Earth Day on
April 22, 2020

Prayer:
Oh God, today is Earth Day. How
are we doing? If we asked you to ﬁll
out a “customer satisfaction”
survey of our caretaking of your
vast gi ts, how do you think it
would go? God, help us to be
mindful: to reduce, to reuse, and to
recycle. May we strive to honor
YOU by honoring our planet.
Amen.
Job 12:7-10
But ask the animals, and they will teach you; the birds of the air, and they will tell you; ask the
plants of the earth, and they will teach you; and the ﬁsh of the sea will declare to you. Who among
all these does not know that the hand of the Lord has done this? In his hand is the life of every
living thing and the breath of every human being.
Isaiah 24:4-5
The earth dries up and withers, the world languishes and withers; the heavens languish together
with the earth. The earth lies polluted under its inhabitants; for they have transgressed laws,
violated the statutes, broken the everlasting covenant.

F

or most of my adult life, I simply ignored the stories of Jesus’
appearances to the disciples. In complete honesty, they frightened me.
The disciples’ confusion and doubt hit a nerve. Then I was scheduled to
teach “Knowing Jesus in a New Way”, the Godly Play stories for
Eastertide. Each week I memorized and told one of the stories of Jesus’
appearance.
“This time he said her name and she knew it was he.”
“You are foolish and slow of heart.”
“I will not believe until I see the wounds myself.”
“Have some breakfast.”
And each week I wondered in my own heart and mind as I asked the
children, “What part of this story is for you? Where are you in this
story?” And as the weeks passed, the words and the wondering cracked
open a door in my mind that had previously been shut tight, and
so tened a part of my heart that had previously been frozen hard. As the
disciples had to learn, slowly and haltingly, how to know the risen Jesus,
so I, too, was learning, slowly and haltingly.

Kathleen Simone

Week of April 26 - May 2, 2020

Prayer:
Dear Jesus, like your ﬁrst
disciples, I am too o ten lost in
my own grief or slow to
understand or full of doubt or
simply distracted by hunger.
Thank you for your loving
patience. Amen.

Luke 24:25
Then he said to them, “Oh, how foolish you are, and how slow of heart to believe all
that the prophets have declared!”
John 21:12
Jesus said to them, “Come and have breakfast.”

I

n the Fall of 1951, I was a Sunday School student at First United
Methodist Church in Columbus, Nebraska. At that time, I was 12. My
teacher was Milan Austin, a local farm manager. Mr. Austin directed
our attention that Fall on selected Psalms—1, 8, 23, 100, 121, and 146 are
some I can recall. As an adolescent, I found the presentation tedious
and of course turned my thoughts elsewhere. Yet, some 65 years later,
when called to re lect on Psalm 100, my mind returns to Mr. Austin, the
church in Columbus, and the Psalm itself. With clarity, I now see how
God’s steadfast love and his faithfulness to all generations is embodied
in Mr. Austin’s willingness to work with students at a most awkward
age in the sharing of God’s word.

Vard Johnson

Prayer:
Gracious God, I give thanks for the
Psalmist’s understanding of the
steadfastness and eternality of Your
love. I give thanks for people, such as
Milan Austin, who through their
work express your love. I give thanks
for churches and congregations,
such as First United Methodist in
Columbus, Nebraska, and Old
South Church in Boston, who create
communities of love. Most of all I
give thanks for You. Today, in this
the 350th year of Old South Church
in Boston, may each of us move into
the future secure in the knowledge
of Your goodness and the
steadfastness of Your love for the
generations yet to be born. Amen.

Week of May 3 - 9, 2020

Psalm 100, verses 4-5
A Psalm of Thanksgiving
Give thanks to him, bless his name.
For the Lord is good; his steadfast love endures forever, and his faithfulness to all generations.

God is still speaking.
Can you hear her?

God is still speaking.
Can you hear him?

God is still speaking.

Can you hear the person next to you?

God is still speaking.

Can you hear the neighbors?

God is still speaking.

Can you hear the wail, the blare, the cacophony
of human life around you?

God is still speaking.

Can you hear the cry of the gull, the agony of the
pre-dawn prey, the ﬁrst wind through the trees?

God is still speaking.

Can you hear your own thought?

God is still speaking.

Can you hear your own dream?

God is still speaking.

Can you hear your own heart?

WORD

God is still speaking.
Can you hear it?

In the still, God is speaking.

Can you hear?
“Follow your bliss.” Is that from the Blue Man Group? From Joseph
Campbell? From…?
Go to your place of silence and listen.
Go to your place of knowledge and listen.
Go to your belief and listen.
Go to your deepest longing and listen.
Go to your deepest love and listen.
Go to your deepest hurt and listen.
Go deep into yourself and listen.
Sit within the silence of yourself. Listen.

God is still speaking.

God is, still.

God is

God

by Bettina Blake

March 10, 2007

