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For each week of Advent, we will focus on one character from the 
Gospel of Luke chapter one. I invite you to start with your own 
reflections on the passage before you read and observe other’s 
reflections. There is some blank space for you to journal or draw 
these reflections.  
 
The Ignatian tradition offers us a practice for praying with Scripture. 
This method uses all of our senses and our imagination to immerse 
us in the Scripture passage. St. Ignatius of Loyola invites us, after 
reading the passage, to enter into the text by imagining ourselves as 
one of the characters in the story. Ignatius says that we should see, 
hear, smell, and touch each facet of the event. As we experience the 
gospel scene, we are called to be aware of how we respond on a 
feeling level and to consider what it might mean for us at this time. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For more information on the Ignatian Tradition visit: 
www.pallottinesisters.org/prayerlife/Praying%20the%20 
Scriptures%20in%20the%20Ignatian%20Tradition.pdf  
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First Sunday of Advent 
 
Here are some guidelines to follow when praying in the Ignatian 
tradition: 
 
† Open the time of prayer with a request for a specific grace. Make 
your needs known to God. 
 
† Read the passage. Imagine the setting as vividly as you can. What 
do you hear? What do you see? Are there people? What are they 
doing? 
 
† Insert yourself into the scene. What are you doing there? What are 
your feelings? Sometimes in your prayer the story can change and 
take unexpected twists. Allow this to happen. Often something very 
significant is revealed to us in the changes. 
 
† Talk to the character in the story. Is Jesus there? Talk to him about 
what he is doing. Is there anything you want to ask him? Does he ask 
you anything? 
 
† Listen to what Jesus says to you. What are you feeling? 
 
† Spend time in prayer in the company of Jesus. 
 
† When you are ready, give thanks and close with a prayer in which 
you offer yourself to God. 
 
† Say the Lord's Prayer. 
 
St. Ignatius recommends that after a period of prayer, the person 
spend some time reviewing and reflecting on how the prayer went. 
Was it alive? Dry? Was I too tired? Distracted? Become familiar with 
the way that God speaks to you, or rather, the way you hear God. 
Can you recognize the imprint of God's finger in your day? 
 
 
This week read Luke 1:26-38.  
 
Imagine yourself as Mary.  
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Monday, December 2
 

Personal Reflections
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Tuesday, December 3 Griffin Stenzel 
 
Fear speaks to me in a commanding voice.  It’s instructing my legs to 
become wobbly, my stomach to turn upside down, my eyes to fill with 
anxious tears, and my heart to shrink. My legs desire to run as fast 
as they can go, yet they remain fixed in place.  My heart drops down 
to my stomach.  The world turns mute. I close my eyes. Darkness 
descends.  
 
I am completely overwhelmed.  My dominant thought is that I can’t 
possibly do this. It’s impossible. 
 
White light penetrates the darkness.  Swirls of different colors dance 
before my eyes.  Bright beams of light merge to form a shape I can 
barely make out . . . an infant wrapped in cloth, smiling up at me. 
 
Love sings to me in a comforting voice. It’s instructing my legs to 
straighten, my stomach to settle, my eyes to fill with grateful tears, 
and my heart to swell. My feet long to dance as wildly as they can, 
and my toes begin to tap. My heart fills with joy. I open my eyes.  
 
The world composes a symphony of hope—birds singing, brooks 
babbling, children laughing. Tears rush to my eyes as I smile. The 
grass grows. The flowers bloom. The wind rushes. The world has 
become lighter. 
 
I am still overwhelmed. But my dominant thought is that with God, all 
things are possible. I move forward into the Glorious Impossible. 
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Wednesday, December 4  Shirleen Chang 
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Thusday, December 5  
 

Janice Peters 

Dear Cousin Elizabeth, 
 
Shalom aleichem. It has been a long time since I wrote you. I have so 
much to tell you but will try keep this short to get to my request. I 
hope we can talk soon.  
 
Last week the most remarkable thing happened to me. I was visited 
by a stranger who, it turns out, was a messenger from God. (Yikes, 
this already sounds unbelievable and I’m just getting started.) 
 
The messenger greeted me with a blessing from God and it terrified 
me. After he calmed me down, he said I was going to become the 
mother of the Messiah.  
 
Just like that, no chit-chat, don’t be afraid, you are going to bear the 
Messiah, the world will be set to rights, message delivered. His tone 
of voice was like Papa’s when he told me I would be marrying 
Joseph.  
 
So here I am hearing the most wonderful thing a woman could 
possibly hear. Think of it, Cousin, THE MESSIAH. It’s HAPPENING! 
A thousand thoughts and feelings waiting to burst out of me, and my 
response? I started asking logistical questions. Yep.  
 
It’s a good thing I did, because otherwise I wouldn't know YOU have 
amazing news you haven’t shared with us! I’m so excited! You must 
feel so relieved, God raising your head in such a miraculous way! 
 
But it’s also good that I asked the logistical question because there is 
no way I could have understood how it would happen to me. Here I 
am, unmarried, and yes a virgin, but I’ve been sick every morning 
since that messenger showed up. Ma is starting to look at me funny. 
How will anyone believe that no man has fathered this child? Your 
shame is lifted, but soon shame will be coming to me.  
 
My request is, can I come stay with you for a while? Please say yes! 
 
Blessings, 
 
Mary 
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Friday, December 6  
 

Philip King 

Why should Mary rejoice? Going about her daily business, suddenly 
her life is overturned by the arrival of this strange being. She had no 
reason to be concerned. Her life was ordinary. She had little need to 
fear anything. 
 
And now this angel told her to not be afraid. What was there in her 
life to cause fear? Not much, up until this moment in life. But this 
honoring from God? It is too much. This is not what Mary wanted, nor 
did she ever dream of such a burden. What sacrifices would she 
have to make? 
 
Nor was this any ordinary child. This is God’s son. The child Mary will 
carry is set to rule over all Israel. How can this happen? Why must it 
happen to her? She is set to birth the one who will usher in God’s 
unending kingdom. Why must this responsibility fall to her? 
 
She was still a virgin, a young woman. This didn’t make any sense. 
Now Gabriel, this being from on high, remarks that it will be because 
of God’s Holy Spirit. This child will be set apart. And all this will take 
place because no single thing is impossible for God. Perhaps that is 
why Mary was afraid. 
 
Does she relent? Does she accept her fate? Did she “just do the 
polite thing?” Has she given a carte blanche? All of these questions 
emerge. But what we can say is that she willingly serves. Mary 
obeys. She hears the words of the angel and pronounces an amen. 
Was it was with trembling, or with delight? Perhaps it was neither, 
perhaps it was both, and perhaps it was something else. 
 
Whatever else can be said, we declare that Mary, the mother of 
God’s Son, obeys. And through her, her sacrifice and obedience, 
God’s kingdom, the restorer of the world, the ruler of Jacob’s house, 
the Holy One of the Most High, comes into the world. 
 
“Rejoice, favored one! The Lord is with you!” 
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Saturday, December 7  
 

Annelyse Thomas

In the New Living Translation of this passage, Mary is described as 
“confused and disturbed” when Gabriel arrives with a message for 
her. I too would be confused and disturbed if an angel showed up in 
Pasadena one day while I was going about my daily business and 
told me that the Lord is with me. If there is anything that reading the 
Old and New Testaments has taught me, it’s that when God or 
angels tell people “the Lord is with you” they are about to be told to 
do something unimaginable. God did this when he called Moses to 
tell Pharaoh to let God’s people go. God did it when he told Gideon to 
lead an army. It is no different from Mary’s story. Gabriel tells this 
average, unmarried woman, that she is going to have a child—the 
Son of God. I don’t think What to Expect When You’re Expecting has 
a chapter on what to do when you are expecting the Messiah.  
 
Imagining myself in Mary’s shoes immediately gets my heart rate up. 
I’ve got questions. So. Many. Questions. How am I going to tell 
Joseph? Is he going to believe me or leave me? Do I even believe 
me? What will my family say? Am I going to be stoned for this? If 
delivering messages about life-changing callings is God’s M.O., then 
anxiety about the future is mine. But, unlike me, though confused and 
disturbed, Luke’s gospel does not tell us about Mary going down a 
spiral of fear and anxiety about the future. According to Luke, Mary 
listens to Gabriel and responds, “I am the Lord’s servant. May 
everything you have said about me come true.” 
 
I imagine that Mary was not denying her fear. Mary was still confused 
and disturbed, questions swirling through her mind. But, at this 
moment, she determined that the promises of God were more 
important than her fear of the future. I believe that at this moment, 
Mary understood something of the peace that Paul talks about—the 
peace that transcends understanding. May this Advent season be a 
reminder to us amid the chaos, the anxiety, and the questions 
swirling around in our minds that the promises of God are more 
powerful than our fear. May you be filled with the peace that 
transcends understanding.  
  



	

 

  



	

 

 
Second Sunday of Advent 

This week read Luke 1:5-20; 26-37.  
 
Imagine yourself as the angel, Gabriel. 
 
† Open the time of prayer with a request for a specific grace. Make 
your needs known to God. 
 
† Read the passage. Imagine the setting as vividly as you can. What 
do you hear? What do you see? Are there people? What are they 
doing? 
 
† Insert yourself into the scene. What are you doing there? What are 
your feelings? Sometimes in your prayer the story can change and 
take unexpected twists. Allow this to happen. Often something very 
significant is revealed to us in the changes. 
 
† Talk to the character in the story. Is Jesus there? Talk to him about 
what he is doing. Is there anything you want to ask him? Does he ask 
you anything? 
 
† Listen to what Jesus says to you. What are you feeling? 
 
† Spend time in prayer in the company of Jesus. 
 
† When you are ready give thanks and close with a prayer in which 
you offer yourself to God. 
 
† Say the Lord's Prayer. 
 
St. Ignatius recommends that after a period of prayer, the person 
spend some time reviewing and reflecting on how the prayer went. 
Was it alive? Dry? Was I too tired? Distracted? Become familiar with 
the way that God speaks to you, or rather, the way you hear God. 
Can you recognize the imprint of God's finger in your day? 
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Monday, December 9  
 

 
Personal Reflections
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Tuesday, December 10 Heidi Klumpe

“Do we have to do this? They’ll project our lines so we can see them 
from the stage.” 
 
Dad shook his head. “You’re the only angel older than six. You 
should run your lines at least once before the pageant tonight.”  
 
I groaned. With Mom as director, I was lucky they hadn’t needed me 
to play baby Jesus. I squinted at Gabriel’s long paragraph in the 
script. 
 
 “Do not be afraid, Zechariah, for-” 
 
“Stop! You sound like you’re reporting a mild slowdown on the 210. 
Try it again.” 
 
I threw down the script like a mic drop. “Hey! You! You’re gonna have 
a baby. I know ‘cause God told me. Peace!”  
 
Dad started laughing. I grabbed my halo and thrust it at him.  
 
“Okay, Emmy-nominated screenwriter, you do it.” 
 
He looked thoughtful a moment, then jammed it on his head. 
 
 “DO NOT BE AFRAID!” he boomed, and I tripped backward on my 
long angel costume. 
 
“Sorry,” he said. “I get that a lot. You know that baby you’ve wanted 
for years? You’re going to get him. I know what you’re thinking! All 
the fertility tests say it’s impossible for you and your wife. And you 
have no money living off two artist salaries in LA.” 
 
“Very funny Dad, but that’s not in the script-” 
 
“Listen!” he said. His face was strangely serious, and he gripped my 
arm almost too tight. “When he’s two, he’ll fill the house with laughter. 
When he’s five, he’ll hide cookies for his adopted sister the night 
before she arrives. When he’s eleven, he’ll lose a soccer game 
because he was helping another player. When he’s seventeen, he’ll 
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be so smart and funny, you can’t wait to hear what he says next and 
are terrified of losing him to college.”  
 
He stopped, and let go of my arm. I didn’t know what to say. I had 
forgotten about hiding the cookies in Maria’s mattress. He slid off the 
halo before he wrapped me in his arms.  
 
“Gabriel knows how the story ends, and how desperately they need a 
good ending. He has the best part of the whole pageant.”  



	

14 

Wednesday, December 11 
 

Susan Chesney 
 

the Angel Gabriel who spoke to Zechariah 
By Chuka Susan Chesney 
 
the Angel Gabriel who appeared to Zechariah  
was glimmering, still trumpets in the Lord’s fragrance.   
(At the right side of the altar filled with harmonized incense,  
he prophesied a son, a joy and a delight.)  
 
But Zech, perplexed and smelling balsam wood,  
asked “How can this word be verified?  
Elizabeth, my wife and I are far too old  
to bring into existence this wild honey son”—  
 
yet the blue-white angel furthermore intoned 
that the son would prepare a people for the Lord:  
“He will drink no wine and be filled with the Spirit. 
He will be an exclamation crying in the wilderness.” 
 
“Perhaps,” mused Zech by the waft of frankincense,  
“but I’m not convinced yet. I’m an ancient man,  
my wife as well, is well along in years— 
(are we like Abraham and Sarah who  
named their child “Isaac”?) 
 
…but the Angel’s cumulous feathers were not amused,  
Zechariah wasn’t gladdened by the clove-scented news. 
So he made Zech’s tongue unable to break silence  
til the angel’s words came true at the appointed second. 
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Thursday, December 12 Susan Chesney
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Friday, December 13 
 

Aaron Mead 
 

I hurried through the Nicanor Gate and into the Court of the Priests, 
the sun low in the sky. The smell of smoke, blood, and animal dung 
drifted on the breeze. I shimmied out of my traveling clothes and 
immersed in the cool water of the bronze laver. I washed off the hill-
country dust, still clinging from the day's journey, and I thought of 
Elizabeth. With her tender hip, she couldn't manage the animals 
anymore and the boy from next door knew little about goats; they 
always looked too scruffy, too dirty when I returned home. If only 
we'd had a son.  
  
I donned fresh white linens and drew my lot: incense. When the 
animal offerings were complete, I entered the sanctuary with an 
empty pail, a whisk broom, and a pouch of the sweet, earthy, 
resins—frankincense, balsam, and black amber. I paused, captivated 
by the towering, silvery outlines of two cherubim woven into the veil 
that separated me from the holiest place. I swept the ashes from the 
golden altar into the pail and sprinkled fresh incense on the radiant 
coals. Ribbons of aromatic smoke curled into the air, and I prayed: 
“Lord God, purify and redeem your people.” Suddenly, to my right, a 
dark glittering figure twice the height of a man appeared, like a 
cherub liberated from the stitches of the veil. Its wings spanned the 
room, and its inky body shimmered like the night sky. My pail 
clattered to the ground, and I prostrated myself on the floor, heart 
battering my ribcage. I struggled to understand his words through the 
fog of terror: “The Lord has heard … joy … good news … Elizabeth 
… John … a son.”  
  
My tears pooled on the floor. “How can this be?” I said. The angel 
departed, and then silence. I stood at the top of the stairs, poised to 
speak the blessing over the Levites below, but I could only think it: 
The Lord has blessed us, and kept us; God's face shines upon us; 
The Lord is gracious to us, and has given us peace. 
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Saturday, December 14 Ally Lee 
 

Gabriel 
 
I come bearing tidings.  
Greetings to the favored one of the Lord.  
I come stirring up fear. 
Presence causing alarm. 
I come from God. 
Messages of the Lord for hope, peace, love, and joy.  
For all people.  
I come.  
 
Will you listen? 
Will you trust? 
 
I come bringing news.  
Words of life.  
I come watering dry earth.  
Wombs opened.  
I come with the Spirit of God.  
Breath with faith bringing light.  
For all people.  
I come.  
 
Will you hear? 
Will you go? 

 
 



	

 

Third Sunday of Advent

This week read Luke 1:24-25; 39-45.  
 
Imagine yourself as Elizabeth. 
 
† Open the time of prayer with a request for a specific grace. Make 
your needs known to God. 
 
† Read the passage. Imagine the setting as vividly as you can. What 
do you hear? What do you see? Are there people? What are they 
doing? 
 
† Insert yourself into the scene. What are you doing there? What are 
your feelings? Sometimes in your prayer the story can change and 
take unexpected twists. Allow this to happen. Often something very 
significant is revealed to us in the changes. 
 
† Talk to the character in the story. Is Jesus there? Talk to him about 
what he is doing. Is there anything you want to ask him? Does he ask 
you anything? 
 
† Listen to what Jesus says to you. What are you feeling? 
 
† Spend time in prayer in the company of Jesus. 
 
† When you are ready give thanks and close with a prayer in which 
you offer yourself to God. 
 
† Say the Lord's Prayer. 
 
St. Ignatius recommends that after a period of prayer, the person 
spend some time reviewing and reflecting on how the prayer went. 
Was it alive? Dry? Was I too tired? Distracted? Become familiar with 
the way that God speaks to you, or rather, the way you hear God. 
Can you recognize the imprint of God's finger in your day? 
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Monday, December 16  
 

 
Personal Reflections
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Tuesday, December 17 
 

Irma Martinez

Esto lectura me vino ala memoria, Marta la compañera de hogar de 
mi hijo Oscar, ellos van a cumplir once anos de estar juntos cuando 
tenían seis anos, estaban desesperados por que querían ser Padres 
de familia, cuando yo llegue a visitarlos, mi nuera mi hizo esta 
pregunta, “Suyapac es cierto que cuando la mujer se casa y no 
puede tener hijos es maldita?” A mí me dio tanto dolor por que me 
pregunto con una voz desconsolada, yo le conteste !Non por que 
Jesus es un dios de amor si use ora con Fé perseverante ye con 
paciencia Dios escuchara su petición, ye me dijo tiene razón y ella 
empezó. A orar y asistir alos cultos, ella pedía oración a los 
hermanos de la congregación, para que el Señor escuchara su 
petición, que le concediera el deseo de Ser Madre Ahora ellos van a 
cumplir once anos y Dios les concedió su deseo de ser padres Marta 
no quería ser avergonzado como lo Relata el Evangelio de Lucas 1 
versos 25 cuando Isabel dice ¡Que no ha hecho el Señor! Por mí, es 
ahora cuando quiso liberarme de mi vergüenza, si nosotros pedimos 
con Fé y somos perseverantes El Señor escucha nuestras 
peticiones. 
 
Como dice el dicho: “Dios” tarda pero no olvida. 
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Tuesday, December 17 Irma Martinez

This reading called up a memory of a conversation with Marta, my 
son Oscar’s partner (soon they will have been together for eleven 
years). When they had been together for six years, they were 
desperate because they wanted to be parents. When I got to visit 
them, she asked me this question, “Suyapac, is it true that when a 
woman gets married and cannot have children, she is cursed?” It hurt 
me so much because she asked me with an unconsoled voice. I 
answered, “No because Jesus is a God of love and if you pray with a 
lot of persevering faith and with patience, God will hear your prayer.” 
 
And she told me, “You’re right,” and she started to pray and go 
to church. She was asking for prayer from the brothers and sisters of 
the congregation so that God would hear her prayer and would grant 
her wish to be a mother. Now, they are going to reach eleven years 
together and God granted their wish to be parents. Marta did not 
want to be embarrassed like the gospel of Luke says in Luke 1, verse 
25, when Elizabeth said, “What hasn’t the Lord done for me, it is now 
when he wanted to free me from my embarrassment.” If we pray with 
faith and we persevere, God will listen to our prayers. As the saying 
says, God takes his time. 
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Wednesday, December 18 Liisa Blackwell
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

k2tog YO slip 1: 
alien terms, 
unknown symbols 
yielding a language 
of hope that, 
faithfully followed, 
knits a promise 
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Wednesday, December 18 Clovis Blackwell
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Thursday, December 19 Merlie Robertson
 
My name is Leah. I'm 14 years old and I live in a town located in the 
hills of Judea. It's a small town so we all know each other. The most 
important person in our town is the priest, Zechariah. His wife, 
Elizabeth is a good friend of my mother, so we see her quite 
often. She is a good and loving neighbor to all of us children in the 
neighborhood. It was a great sadness to Elizabeth that she had no 
children of her own. 
 
After our people returned from exile in Babylon a long time ago, it 
was the job of the priests to officiate at certain times in the temple in 
Jerusalem. About a year ago, Zechariah went to Jerusalem with his 
group of priests, and he was chosen to go into the sanctuary and 
offer incense. A strange thing must have happened because when 
they all came back, Zechariah couldn't speak! 
 
It wasn't long after that that we didn't see Elizabeth around the 
neighborhood. She seemed to go into seclusion. We missed 
her! Then about five months later, her young cousin, Mary, came to 
visit her, and Elizabeth was so happy. She came out of seclusion and 
we could see that she was pregnant. She and Mary spent three 
happy months together, and we could see that they shared special 
knowledge about the children they were carrying. 
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Friday, December 20 Linda Peacore
 
I have always loved this story because it centers around two ordinary 
women and the pure joy of their encounter. On some level, it is a 
story that is easy to imagine. I picture a familiar domestic scene: 
Elizabeth is in the house, preparing a meal in the kitchen and then a 
favorite relative pops her head in the door. Elizabeth has been in 
seclusion for several months and now she has a visitor, and not just 
any visitor, but one with whom she can share the joy of her 
pregnancy. Even more than that, her visitor is pregnant as well and, 
by the power of the Holy Spirit, Elizabeth immediately understands 
the significance of Mary’s expected child. 
 
In reading this text again, what Elizabeth says in verse 45 is 
particularly striking: “Happy is she who believed that the Lord would 
fulfill the promises he made to her.” Elizabeth is referring to Mary, but 
her words seem to apply to herself as well. Elizabeth also believed 
God’s promise and, like Mary, she accepted it with open hands. We 
see the depth of their faith in God, no matter what the future may 
hold. 
 
These two women inspire and give hope. I picture myself in this story 
—maybe I’m a servant helping in the background overhearing 
Elizabeth’s words as an invitation—blessed is she who believed that 
the Lord would fulfill his promises to her. I, too, can believe. I can 
experience the power of the Holy Spirit in my life—confirming God’s 
promises, strengthening my trust, and increasing my joy. 
 
Let each of us follow Elizabeth and Mary’s example, believing God’s 
promises in the midst of uncertainty. God has given us all that we 
need to live a joyful life. As we look to Jesus’ birth, may we be like 
Elizabeth and Mary, receiving the blessing of God’s gracious gift of 
faith. 
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Saturday, December 21 Matthew Colwell 
 
 
“As soon as I heard the sound of your greeting,” Elizabeth says to 
Mary, “the child in my womb leaped for joy” (Luke 1:44). Delight often 
accompanies the news of impending birth. I can still recall the feeling 
when I first learned Jill was pregnant with our daughter Lucy. It was 
pure, unabashed joy. In the months to come, as we passed on the 
news to family members around the country, they welcomed it with 
gladness too (or so they told us!). A birth announcement can do that. 
It can fill an extended family across the nation with joy.   

 
I imagine such exuberance is what filled Elizabeth’s womb as her 
relative Mary came to her door announcing her pregnancy. A new 
child would be born to their family! But the joy leaping inside 
Elizabeth spoke to a greater circle of impact than kinship ties as 
well. It pointed to a changing world. It foreshadowed a coming day 
when angels would announce to some Bethlehem shepherds: “I bring 
you good news of great joy that will be for all people. Today in the 
town of David a Savior has been born to you; he is Christ the Lord” 
(Luke 2:10-11). John the Baptist, still in Elizabeth’s womb, leaped for 
joy knowing precisely such a world-changing baby was soon to be 
born. 

 
Each Advent and Christmas, we remember the birth announcement 
that once delighted the family of Elizabeth and Mary years ago. We 
celebrate that the child born to Mary would be called—by people all 
over the world—Savior, Lord, Healer, Liberator, and Friend. Savoring 
the news of that blessed birth, we find pure, unabashed joy can fill us 
again. And we sing, “Joy to the World! The Lord is come. Let earth 
receive her king.”   
  



	

 

 



	

 

Fourth Sunday of Advent 
 
This week read Luke 1:57-66.  
 
Imagine yourself as Zechariah. 
 
† Open the time of prayer with a request for a specific grace. Make 
your needs known to God. 
 
† Read the passage. Imagine the setting as vividly as you can. What 
do you hear? What do you see? Are there people? What are they 
doing? 
 
† Insert yourself into the scene. What are you doing there? What are 
your feelings? Sometimes in your prayer the story can change and 
take unexpected twists. Allow this to happen. Often something very 
significant is revealed to us in the changes. 
 
† Talk to the character in the story. Is Jesus there? Talk to him about 
what he is doing. Is there anything you want to ask him? Does he ask 
you anything? 
 
† Listen to what Jesus says to you. What are you feeling? 
 
† Spend time in prayer in the company of Jesus. 
 
† When you are ready give thanks and close with a prayer in which 
you offer yourself to God. 
 
† Say the Lord's Prayer. 
 
St. Ignatius recommends that after a period of prayer, the person 
spend some time reviewing and reflecting on how the prayer went. 
Was it alive? Dry? Was I too tired? Distracted? Become familiar with 
the way that God speaks to you, or rather, the way you hear God. 
Can you recognize the imprint of God's finger in your day? 
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Sunday, December 22  
 

 
Personal Reflections
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Monday, December 23 Eliza Kim (age 11)
 

 
 

Haiku 
 

God grants him a child. 
But he can’t believe the news. 

Then his voice is gone. 
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Monday, December 23 Karen and Jae Kim
 

Mazel Tov, Zechariah! 

In this passage, we are invited to celebrate the birth and naming of 
priest Zechariah and Elizabeth’s son. This is the story of the bris of 
John the Baptist. The name John means “Jehovah has been 
gracious. He has shown favor.” It is an important and auspicious day 
for Zechariah, Elizabeth, and their faith community. Experiencing this 
passage through the eyes of Zechariah fills me with awe and 
expectation of great things to come, breeding the same sense of 
wonder which embodies the season of Advent. 
 
In Jewish tradition, circumcision is a symbol of man’s covenant with 
God. This occasion is an opportunity for Zechariah and Elizabeth to 
reaffirm their own covenant with God, and offer up their son for His 
work. Through John’s naming, God restores Zechariah’s voice so he 
can sing his own praise. God uses Zechariah in this moment to 
showcase His mercy and glory in classic New Testament splendor. 
For Zechariah, this miraculous moment deepens his faith and he is 
proud. For the country of Judea and all people across time, this 
moment embodies the grace of God and heralds the wonder of things 
to come.  
 
This passage serves as a New Testament bridge to the fulfillment of 
God’s Old Testament promise to His people. It harkens back to 
Abraham and Sarah to whom God also granted a son late in life. It 
sets the stage for the fulfillment of God’s covenant with Abraham 
through Jesus Christ. It reminds us that God is faithful, sending Christ 
in the fullness of time.  
 
The story of Zechariah and the birth of John paint the grace of God 
as fresh and real. As we celebrate with Zechariah his son who will 
prepare the way for Christ, let us prepare our hearts to experience 
the grace of God and the birth of Christ. 
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Christmas Eve Tod Bolinger 
 

WORD 
I, who live by words, am wordless when 
I try my words in prayer. All language turns 
To silence. Prayer will take my words and then 
Reveal their emptiness. The stilled voice learns 
To hold its peace, to listen with the heart 
To silence that is joy, is adoration. 
The self is shattered, all words torn apart 
In this strange patterned time of contemplation 
That, in time, breaks time, breaks words, breaks me, 
And then, in silence, leaves me healed and mended. 
I leave, returned to language, for I see 
Through words, even when all words are ended. 
   I, who live by words, am wordless when 
   I turn me to the Word to pray. Amen. 

-Madeleine L'Engle, The Weather of the Heart,  
Harold Shaw Publishers, 1978,  

 
As long as I can remember I have been a good talker.  It got me a lot 
of attention. As I grew it became apparent that if I had a skill for 
anything, it was for speaking words. I preached my first sermon at 18. 
I was a regular Christian “speaker” by the time I was 20. By 23 I was 
teaching every week at a church and going to Seminary to learn to 
have something to say.  
 
But sometimes, that got me in trouble. As a child, I was often chided 
for talking too much. It took years to learn to be a halfway decent 
listener. I am still learning to be a halfway decent question-asker.   
 
But the Church, truth be told, values people who are enthusiastic 
about words. So, from early on, I have had a meaningful calling and 
made a good living—all because I was good at words  
 
One time in Hawaii, I had a freak scuba diving accident that left me 
without the possibility of being able to speak normally for several 
hours. I watched my calling (and my ability to make a living for my 
family) flash before my eyes. So, even reading this passage about 
Zechariah, let alone praying it imaginatively, is terrifying.  He goes 
months without being able to speak. 
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He must have wondered whether he would ever speak again.  So 
Madeleine L’Engle’s poem has been a goad to me also. Reminding 
me that sometimes the best thing for one who “lives by words” is to 
be wordless.  
 
Zechariah is struck wordless. And then, just as suddenly he is given 
back the gift of words. When his words align with God’s will, the holy 
man regains his speech. And out bursts praise. The people 
marveled: “'What then will this child become?’ For, indeed, the hand 
of the Lord was with him” (v. 66). 
 
After the silence when Zechariah speaks again, the people don’t 
marvel at his words, but at the presence of God who is there in both 
words and silence. And at the child who will be the prophet, who will 
announce to the world, the one True Word. 
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Christmas Day Asher & Nada Jones 
 
May we all in this time of Advent, contemplate Zechariah’s response. 
May we take profound comfort in the fact that even when we question 
God’s provision, He remains true and faithful, and ready to break in 
with life-changing light and power. 
 
  



	

 

 
  



	

 

 
  



	

 

 



Visit: www.knoxpasadena.org/advent for more
information about our Advent and Christmas events. 


