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Foreword

“Prayer” is the suggested theme for our ninth annual Lenten
Devotional Booklet. This is a topic that has been a part of my
life since I was a little girl, praying in a small, independent Baptist
church. In my case, it is the praying learned at my mother’s side
that comes back to help me at critical times in my life.

As you read your way through this devotional booklet
during Lent, you will find some ambivalence toward prayer that
most of us feel from time to time in our spiritual lives. You will
also find descriptions of different ways to pray and various places
in which to pray. A recurring stream of faith runs through these
devotionals, which I hope will be a blessing to each of you.

It is with great gratitude that I acknowledge all of you who
submitted articles for this booklet. As you have opened your hearts
to share with others, know that we will grow in understanding and
love toward one another. If you have been touched by particular
articles, please tell the authors when you see them.

Thank you to all the volunteer collators, the office staff and
my technical assistant and husband, Bill.

May this be a prayer-filled season of Lent, enriched by
these daily devotional articles.

In Christ’s Love,

Marilyn Decker
Lenten Booklet Chairperson



Centering Prayer and Lectio Divina
Rev. Rick King

Prayer has taken many forms throughout my own life.
Sometimes it has depended on a structure, such as morning,
midday, or evening prayer forms from a prayer book. Other times,
a structure has become an end in itself that hindered prayer, and
I’ve had to go more free-form.

Two methods have helped me tremendously for a long time:
Centering Prayer, and Lectio Divina. Centering Prayer is simply
the repetition of a single, “centering” word, such as “God” or
“Jesus,” that helps me focus on the presence of God that goes
beyond words. During prayer, the centering word comes and goes,
and the Spirit brings to mind people, events, experiences, and all
are occasions for prayer or meditation. Then, when the thought
passes out of mind, I come back always to the word. The best part:
it’s simple, and you can do it anywhere-even in the car, as long as
you keep your eyes open!

Lectio Divina is Latin for “holy reading,” and is also some-
times called “praying the Scripture.” I take a passage from the
Bible (usually from the Lectionary that we use on Sundays, or
another regular cycle of readings from a book of prayer I use), and
after a period of sitting quietly, sometimes with my eyes closed,
sometimes not, I begin reading the passage slowly, sometimes
aloud, other times to myself, stopping every so often to take in
what it’s saying. I stop reading when I find a passage speaking
something I need to hear. After rereading the passage that speaks
to me a few times, a need for prayer may present itself, and I’
attend to that. Sometimes it’s a person that comes to mind; other
times it’s a personality trait of mine that troubles me which the
passage has revealed to me or reminded me of. I sometimes write
that down on a piece of paper; other times, it’s fodder for a long
period of journaling, which is its own form of prayer. I may
read a passage-or even a single word!-several more times before
finishing.



The two methods sometimes meld together: when, for
instance, I find a “word from God” in Lectio Divina, that passage
or word may turn into the Centering Word for a period of prayer
and meditation. Is what ’'m doing Lectio Divina, or Centering
Prayer? Idon’t know. Maybe it’s both. The point is, contact
with God has been made-the God who is always with me, always
with us.

May your Lenten practice this year be blessed, revealing,
and may it lead you in paths you have never experienced or walked

before!



Prayer?
Bonnie Kueftner

When I read the topic, prayer, for the Lenten booklet I
audibly groaned. So for the last month I have been exploring
why I groaned.

Prayer has often been a topic I have struggled with because
I have felt I haven’t measured up. Over the years I have witnessed
some pretty heavy expectations when it comes to prayer. There
have been sermons on just how you should pray to get God’s atten-
tion. I have also heard others talk about prayer as a sort of direct
line to God’s customer service. Prayers like this, for example,
might be asking for a beautiful day for our picnic. Maybe itis a
prayer for some specific physical healing. My question has always
been, “So what if that prayer isn’t answered?” It can get rather
confusing. Does the prayer for the picnic outweigh the request for
rain by the farmer? If the physical healing doesn’t occur I’ve heard
questioning as to the persons faithfulness or the person questioning
their own faithfulness.

Years ago | heard Dr. Larry Dossey speak about science
and prayer. I remember his story about a particular research study
he performed. He had a group of people from all faiths praying
for culture dish A in a lab. Culture dish B was under all the same
conditions in the lab but didn’t have any prayer group assigned
toit. To his amazement culture dish A grew beyond everyone’s
expectations. That certainly was interesting but seemed to throw a
bit of muck to my already confused thoughts about prayer.

Through this month of exploring my groan about prayer I
have come to realize I do pray quite often when I didn’t think I
did, even if it may not meet my expectations. I do tell people
they are in my thoughts and prayers. It may not actually mean I
sit in a meditative state holding them up in prayer. Sometimes I do,
but more realistically my life doesn’t involve much sitting. Yet, I
do hold them in my thoughts sending spiritual love and light but it
might be while I am stirring the pot of soup for dinner or driving
the van to pick up the kids from school. Another place I pray



is during my massage sessions. I almost always pray for each
of my clients during their massage and say a thank you for their
presence in my life. Let’s not forget my prayers of ..well, let’s
say help. These are often in the form of asking for patience,
strength or peace.

Life has become lessons for me of how I learn and deal
with what is presented to me each day. If it rains on the picnic
the prayer becomes sanity to deal with it. If the physical healing
doesn’t occur, asking for the strength to walk beside it. I’'m not sure
what prayer is all about but I have come to see it as a connection.
Maybe prayer is a sort of spiritual collective consciousness. |
know there is power in calling upon Spirit. That is an experience
I have felt personally.

So where does this leave me? Well, I’'m not really groan-
ing anymore. I’ve dropped some of my high and mighty expecta-
tions and realize prayer for me is about a daily practice, amid life in
mindfulness, spirit consciousness, breathing and letting go.

My prayer for you today is to stop and take a deep breath
and open yourself to “the connection.”

Scripture: 2 Chronicles 6:35 “..then hear from heaven their prayer
and their pleas and uphold their cause.”



Listening for the Spirit
Anne Kear

One time a woman said to me, “I never before thought
of prayer as God talking to me. I always thought of prayer and
practiced prayer as my talking to God.” Often many of us think
of prayer that way. Perhaps many of us do a good job of teaching
our children to pray to God at bedtime or meals, but do we teach
them to listen for and to God speaking? How were you taught to
pray? How do you pray? Do you listen for the Spirit speaking
to you?

As a pastor it was my practice to go the hospital in the early
morning before family and others came to visit patients, especially
heart patients. Often these people lie awake in the hospital in the
early hours of morning worrying and asking hard questions: “Am |
going to die?” “Who will care for my family?” “I have unfinished
business. I can’t go now.”

I had gone to the hospital to visit a man who had a very
diseased heart. He was in his 80’s and knew he would soon be
dying. When I entered his room he said to me, “I’m so glad you
came right now. I have something I need to talk with you about.

I just had an unusual experience. I was lying here thinking about
dying, about my wife, and about how my family would handle my
death. I was worried. I really slept badly all night lying here and
worrying. Then a new feeling came over me. I felt at peace, as if
everything would be alright. I know I am going to die soon, but I
don’t seem to be worrying about it now.”

I listened to him as he poured out his experience. Then he
asked me, “Do you think that was God?” I told him I did think it
was God reassuring him, comforting him and giving him peace.

I don’t think that this was the only time this man heard God,
but it was a crucial time for him. His defenses were down, he had
long periods of solitude in the hospital and he knew that he was
approaching death. Often in times like that the “Spirit intercedes
for us with sighs too deep for words.”



PRAYER SUGGESTION: Find a place you can go where you
won’t be interrupted. Go into that inner place where God resides
with no agenda but to listen to and for the Spirit.

Scripture: Romans 8:26 “Likewise the Spirit helps us in our weak-
ness; for we do not know how to pray as we ought, but that very
Spirit intercedes for us with sighs too deep for words”



Prayer: Connections and Vibrations
Diane Groff

One hot summer afternoon at the Longmont High School
Track, I had my prayers answered... and I didn’t even know that I
had been praying for this answer. Yet, I instantly knew that I was in
the presence of a messenger.

“When the student is ready, the teacher will be present.”

What makes us ready? And what makes us become aware
of being ready?

When I prayed as a child, I needed to hold onto my very
own, white leather-bound Bible. A zipper closed the case and
a small golden cross hung down. I was especially comforted to
hold onto the cross while I prayed. It felt like I was somehow
“plugged” into the prayer line with Jesus. I found great comfort in
holding onto my Bible, opening it up and reading it and praying
for guidance.

Eight and a half years ago, when faced with my toughest
health crisis, I found myself praying for the wisdom to make
the best medical decisions and to be patient with the healing
process. Today, I continue to pray for everyday guidance and I have
developed the image of being outstretched in the arms of God...
resting and gaining strength while waiting for answers.

So, it really is no surprise that the answers to my unspoken
prayers have also been answered... the vibrations of my thoughts,
actions, and intentions are still plugged into the “prayer line”...

The most amazing machine to harness is the one between
our ears. When I tap into my whole brain thinking I learn to
trust the power of positive thinking, and I am humbled by the
outcomes. When I tap into my spiritual self, my thinking is even
more expanded. I learn to trust that I will see the opportunities
for self-growth, love, and my connections to others, to the earth
and to God.

Scripture: Matthew 21:22 “Whatever you ask for in prayer with
faith, you will receive.”



On Augustine’s Equation: Sing = Pray x 2
Dianne Phelan Muller

Why do I sing? Not because of “Augustine’s equation;”
rather, because I can’t not sing. I feel better in body & mind &
spirit & heart when I sing. Singing is more natural to me than
spoken prayer at this point in my religious journey. Prayer is still
very uneven ground, so I sing. Not sure about the multiplier in the
equation; smacks of valuing quantity higher than quality. Lacking
on the quality end myself though, perhaps I shouldn’t argue with
Augustine.

I don’t sing well or correct or perfectly. I’ve sung in school
chorus classes, folksong circles, musicals, alone. I’ve been with
people who can SING so much better than I can that [ don’t join
competitions. But I still sing. I sing solo, with others, to myself.
Music is in the pulse of blood through my veins. Can’t read new
music quickly; need to hear it at least once to get it “in my ear.”
Still, every year I get better at translating the second-language
shorthand of dots and lines into my voice singing.

I even try to write new songs. How can I presume what |
sing, or compose, is any good? I don’t, and keep going anyways,
silencing the doubt-fear demons that whisper or scream “you
should just stop this, you know.” Is it a prayer each time I concen-
trate deeply on crafting and polishing up lyrics into a song? What
would Augustine’s multiplier be then?

“Don’t hide your light under a bushel,” encourages scrip-
ture. “But it’s so cozy-warm-safe inside here,” purrs my animal-
self. “Share what you’ve got,” comes the reply. So: the psalmists’
constant refrain of “sing a new song” could mean writing new
songs is good; if a new song only lives in my head as a vague
idea, it can’t be sung. It needs to be embodied, messily birthed,
cleaned up, and shared.

Music calms my unruly emotions better than anything else.
When sad, I sing slow sorrowful Irish ballads of lost love to purge
the poison so it won’t fester. When happy, bright happy pop. When
in awe of what connects us all, hymns, to catch a glimpse of
another’s bared soul.



Maybe the multiplier is instead an exponent, “to the power
of” the number of participants: then, together, the prayers in all our
voices will travel to the edges of the universe.

Sing. Share your song.

“Those who sing, pray twice.” -Saint Augustine, 5th c.
www.knoxchurchatwest3rd.org/sermons/
SummerSing3 July 20 2008.pdf

Scripture: Psalm 144: 9 “I will sing a new song unto thee, O God:
upon a psaltery and an instrument of ten strings will I sing praises
unto thee.”



Where We Pray
Marleigh Jacques

I was rereading Matthew 6:5 recently. These are the verses
leading up to what we familiarly call, “The Lord’s Prayer.” While
Jesus suggests that we not make a public spectacle of prayer, I
began to think of all the places where I have been in prayer and
how the surroundings add a special dimension to those prayers.

Family gatherings come to mind:

I recall early family reunions at Thanksgiving on a Great
Uncle’s farm where our prayerful thanks were almost always sung,
standing around a long table prior to eating. As a small child, I felt
warm and comforted hearing those blessings.

Lofty Cathedrals with sunlight filtered through Rose Windows
come to mind:

When traveling through Europe, we often choose to attend
a Catholic Mass. Notre Dame, the Duomo in Florence, the grand
Cathedral in Milan and Chartre are a few such places where our
prayers were usually accompanied by lighting a votive candle. The
majesty of the space shaped the prayers.

Small rural churches come to mind:

I remember a lovely wooden decommissioned church
“down Maine” where my niece was married amidst the smell of
wild flowers and the sound of lapping waves. These were joyful
prayers for new beginnings.

The Intensive Care Waiting Room in Good Samaritan Hospital
comes to mind:

My first husband was in critical condition and my prayers
were anxious and painful. Over time a support group gathered and
their prayers brought comfort and love.



The Botanical Gardens in Hawaii comes to mind:

This was the lush setting for my son’s wedding (he is not a
church member) and I was surprised and pleased when the Justice
of the Peace quite unexpectedly recited the verses in I Corinthians
in the lyrical Hawaiian language. Those prayers brought tears.

The Temple of the Jade Buddha in Thailand comes to mind:

Shoeless, we were crowded into a small temple, being so
careful to keep the soles of our feet from pointing toward the
Buddha. The incense seemed to carry our prayers aloft in the
silence. Though the setting was exotic, the prayers were natural
and easy.

I do believe that where we pray does indeed shape our
prayers.



The Parable of the Persistent Widow
Phyllis Rostykus

Scripture: Luke 18:1-8 “Then Jesus told his disciples a parable
to show them that they should always pray and not give up. He
said: ‘In a certain town there was a judge who neither feared God
nor cared about men. And there was a widow in that town who
kept coming to him with the plea, ‘Grant me justice against my
adversary.””

“For some time he refused. But finally he said to himself,
‘Even though I don’t fear God or care about men, yet because this
widow keeps bothering me, I will see that she gets justice, so that
she won’t eventually wear me out with her coming!””

“And the Lord said,’Listen to what the unjust judge says.
And will not God bring about justice for his chosen ones, who cry
out to him day and night? Will he keep putting them off? I tell you,
he will see that they get justice, and quickly. However, when the
Son of Man comes, will he find faith on the earth?’”

I love this passage in Luke. I like to believe, not so much
in God actually going and doing the thing that one prays about, but
that if one keeps what one prays for in the front of one’s mind that
the constant reminder will make it possible to take advantage of the
opportunities that God sends to further the prayer.



The Generous Pocket of God’s Silence
Mimi Farrelly

“All morning we work side by side, me with my commentary and
he with the generous pocket of his silence”
(“Shoveling snow with Buddha” by Billy Collins)

I love this Billy Collins quote with its candid admission
of how the poet, here representing most of us wordy mortals, so
bombards the Buddha with commentary about the task at hand that
he misses the “generous pocket” of his companion’s silence, misses
the fullness of what’s right in front of him because of chasing his
own busy mind. I know that distracted place where thoughts, often
anxious thoughts about the past and/or the future, totally eclipse the
present. It’s like getting up from a meal and still feeling hungry, not
having tasted the fullness of what was on my plate nor the fullness
of the companionship offered at that table.

For me, that’s where prayer comes in. Prayer allows me
to practice coming fully into the present moment and learning
to pause and literally “hang out” right there in the midst of what-
ever is happening in my life. Practice is the operative word here.
Much as I resist that truth, I’ve been shown repeatedly that prayer
requires practice, regular repetition, ideally on a daily basis. Like
brushing my teeth, stretching my body, or washing dishes, prayer
has taken its place under the heading of required self care. Yet the
questions remain: How, in a culture that values instant messaging,
multi-tasking and same day delivery, do I carve out time to enter
the “generous pocket” of God’s silence? And what do I do once
I’ve gone into that special room, that private place, to pray?

Being a visual person, I need props and ritual. With a piece
of beautiful fabric, several candles, images of important spiritual
teachers, dried or real flowers (depending on the season), and a
beautifully lettered copy of the Prayer of St. Francis, I have created
a small shrine on a low bookshelf right in the corner of my study.
When I light the candles and bow to the wisdom of that altar, I
acknowledge God as my Higher Power, take my seat on the floor,



and consciously begin to quiet my mind. Sometimes I use a mantra
(a sacred word or phrase), sometimes I do yoga, sometimes I read a
prayer first...the formula varies, but always I reaffirm my intention
to align my day with God’s purpose for me and not my purpose

for God.

My prayer life has a relational aspect as well. Over the
years Paul and I have begun coming together before breakfast,
sitting near the wood-burning stove in our kitchen, sharing a piece
of inspirational literature (an Al-Anon daily reading, something
from Thich Nhat Hanh or Pema Chodron...the list goes on), and
silently meditating for 10-15 minutes. On the days that we make
time for this simple practice, our lives seem to flow more smoothly.
An impossibly snarled schedule seems to untangle itself somewhat
miraculously. A difficult interchange with a friend or colleague
gets handled honestly, courageously, and with respect. Both within
our marriage and without we seem to see a little more clearly,
with gentler eyes, less judgment. All in all, spending time in the
“generous pocket” of God’s silence continues to be well worth the
effort.

Scripture: Matthew 6:6 “Whenever you pray, go into your room
and shut the door and pray to your Father who is in secret.”



A Song of Peace
Marian Parsons

“This is my song, O God of all the nations, a song of peace
for lands afar and mine.”

It was in March 2003, the evening before the United States
invaded Iraq, and some 25 of us were holding hands in a circle on
the grass on the south side of Fellowship Hall. Technically, the
word “prayer” was not in what we sang, but it was a prayer so
heartfelt many of us were in tears.

We had been there, in the prayer circle, nearly every eve-
ning, under our sign that said (if my memory is correct) “Working
and Praying for Peace,” as a witness to our efforts to prevent the
invasion. The circle wasn’t all we did, of course. Many of us
wrote frequent letters to the media and to our public officials, made
calls, and waved signs in protests. But the circle brought such a
sense of community that it stayed with us, even though the efforts
were to no avail and the invasion occurred.

Perhaps it is time to speak - and sing and pray - about peace
again. The song teaches us: “This is my home, the country where
my heart is; here are my hopes, my dreams, my holy shrine; But
other hearts in other lands are beating with hopes and dreams as
true and high as mine. . .. O hear my song, O God of all the
nations, a song of peace for their land and for mine.”

What can we do to bring peace? Peace - not just the
absence of war. What real actions can we contribute that could
lead to peace? The mission statement of our Peace/Justice/Whole
Earth Ministry says, in part, that “. . we are called to deal justly
with one another and the earth, for there is no peace without
justice.”

Perhaps it is time to speak - and sing and pray - about
justice too.



Thoughts from Costa Rica
Elizabeth Hanna Huibregtse

Marilyn’s email about the Lenten Booklet even reached
me in Costa Rica, and I feel that I cannot help but respond -
especially because of two coincidental insights expressed during
Quaker Meeting in San Jose Sunday morning. The first, that
prayer can make us aware of having power through reliance on
God ..... Then a few minutes later, someone thoughtfully added
that each individual must decide what to do with this God-given
power.

Costa Rican experiences are continuing to bring renewed
hope because of conversations with visitors from numerous coun-
tries. Their historical perspectives perhaps makes them more
aware, than U.S. citizens are, of the need for patience! They’ve
talked about, without exception, that they now expect more intel-
ligent understanding, cooperation, and reaching out to other coun-
tries - and with much less Military. Many even said that no
Military here influenced them to travel to this small country. That’s
the major reason that Ken and I had decided to come here in 1999
and 2001. In addition this time, living in Costa Rica for three
months - as Ken had told me he hoped I would do - can help
strengthen me for the future without Ken.

During childhood, I vividly remember that our folks tried
to help us four youngsters remain calmer while awaiting exciting
events by cautioning -

“Anticipation is greater than realization.”

Now I’ve begun to realize that an even more logical state-
ment might be -

“Anticipation is different than realization!”

It will be comforting if it helps you to know that now |
have a deeper understanding of what it means to have something
happen that causes a totally different future than anticipated. This
has happened to so many of us, and although we all experience it in
our own unique way, our lives are forever changed.



It helped immensely that family came at the same time,
staying six days, and I remained in the Jungle area of the Hacienda
Baru National Wildlife Refuge for the rest of that first month here.
Next was the new challenge of being hosted by friends in Cartago
for several days, and then living in the San Jose Quaker Peace
Center hostel for about a week before coming to Monteverde.
While here, I'll be able to spend more time volunteering ESL help
with teachers in the schools. It also helps greatly to know that
RJ and Jim plan to come for several days to share Cloud Forest
experiences and attend Quaker Meeting with me in late February.

Remembering again the Circle of Hope for Peace at our
Longmont Congregational UCC - here is a message from 1950
that my father had written for his Diary of an Illinois Farmer
column that was published in the Chicago newspaper.. (Several
years ago in the Lenten Booklet, I had quoted some of his messages
for Peace, during the time of WWIL.) It seems unbelievable that
sixty years later his closing sentence is once again appropriate
during this militaristic time. Here’s what he wrote that long
time ago - ““Youngest daughter, concerned about Korean war,
Although news is grim, hopelessness would only make an unfortu-
nate outcome more likely.”

Let’s share that opinion and optimism as leaders attempt to
escape another global war.



Altitude Plus Gratitude

Ruth Howe

“The world is too much with us.” This quote from Word-
sworth often comes to mind as I read the daily papers, listen to the
news, watch the disasters that TV has brought into our lives. The
wonders of technology and communications have made it more
difficult to live in this world but not of this world.

My spiritual journey has been a long one. I am so blessed
that as a child I grew up in a home and community where the
church was a primary resource in my family’s life. Through the
years, though I may have strayed, I always returned to that founda-
tion I received. Now toward the end of my life it continues to be
a comfort and support.

Now I set aside time every day to turn within in communion
with God. My inward journey takes my attention away from
the outer world and gives it completely to Him. The quiet time
restores order and balance to my life. I am more attuned to a
Christ-centered harmony and pray for understanding, peace, and
joy. I give thanks to God for the blessings I receive daily and pray
that others in my life receive them as well. Through God’s grace I
have the assurance that He is with me and mine.

Scripture: Phillippians 4:8 “Finally brethren, whatsoever things
are true, whatsoever things are honest, whatsoever things are just,
whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, whatso-
ever things are of good report, if there be any virtue and if there be
any praise, think of these things.”



Praying My Way Through the Newspaper
Marilyn Decker

Sometimes when I am reading the local newspaper, I
become upset over certain issues and feel my blood pressure rising.
Knowing that this is not healthy, I began thinking about a different
way to read the newspaper. I turn the issues over to God through
prayer.

As I write this article, President Obama just gave his State
of the Union message the night before. There is much to pray
about here. First, I pray for his personal safety. It seems that
there are so many who do not agree with him, I pray that they
will respect him and the office that he holds. Secondly, I pray
for his wisdom, that he will guide our country on the right path
to peace, ending the current wars, with justice for those involved.
Thirdly, I pray for a healing within our country and a new mood of
conciliatory rhetoric. Oh, I could go on and on.

Continuing on the front page of the newspaper, I find the
disturbing article about Toyota recalling a million vehicles due to
accelerator problems. I pray that no more lives will be lost due
to this malfunction.

Then, across the page, trials for persons involved in deaths
due to DUL. I pray for the victims’ families as well as the perpetra-
tors that they will get help.

Inside pages reveal a tiny police report of a woman punched
in the head by her boyfriend because she wouldn’t clean the bed-
room. My heart aches for her, but I turn it over to God.

As I reach the Opinion page, I see our own Dale Lanan’s
name, writing about the Supreme Court decision giving corpora-
tions the right to influence elections with big money. I share your
concerns, Dale. I feel my blood pressure rising. No, I choose to
turn this concern into a prayer also.

Then we come to the Life in Schools section of the newspa-
per. There I see bright, shiny faces of students in an Honor Band.
May God bless those students and others who are participating in
activities that enrich their lives.



Next is the Obituary page. I read the stories of the lives of
the deceased and pray for comfort for all the families that have lost
loved ones, some old, some young.

You might think I would skip over the Sports page, but
there are things to pray about here also. I see a young swimmer
from Niwot competing in an All-City meet at Centennial Pool.
What a wonderful way to spend her time. May God bless her and
all the other sports competitors.

Next to the last of the newspaper is the World section.
Stories about aid to earthquake-devastated Haiti abound. How can
we fathom the misery in that country? I feel tears welling up.
Lord, be with each person affected by the earthquake and bless
the aid workers.

The final section is the Classifieds. Here I pray that those
looking for jobs will find meaningful, sustaining and steady work.
And those selling homes will be able to set a fair price and find
buyers who will love their homes.

Well, I made it through the newspaper today with less per-
sonal anxiety because the idea of “let go, let God” through prayer
has helped me remain calm while reading. I think sometimes we
have the feeling that prayers to God have to be big, structured,
fancy prayers. But I believe that God is also listening when we use
thought prayers or phrase prayers.

Scripture: Philippians 4:6b,7: “.in every thing by prayer and sup-
plication with thanksgiving let your requests be made known unto
God. And the peace of God, which passeth all understanding, shall
keep your hearts and minds through Christ Jesus.”



Back on track.
Ann Noonan

Through a series of unfortunate events (I sometimes call it
the really, really bad day) my life went off the tracks when I was
just 14. T left my family and spent most of the next two years in
hospitals and institutions, a depressed, angry and self-destructive
kid. When I returned home, it was if my family had been in
some sort of stasis while everything in my world was turned upside
down. There was no way they could understand what I had been
through, and I wasn’t about to try to tell them. I felt completely
out of place, at home, at school, at church. I didn’t think I would be
able to make it, and believed for a long time that my destiny was to
end up back in those places again.

Then I discovered the transformative power of ‘spirits’,
alcohol and pot. Suddenly, I felt normal, I belonged; I had a
peer group who understood me and I them. We were angry and
disillusioned together, and the drugs covered over the pain of not
being part of the mainstream, being a freak. I struggled with so
many things that went away when I was high: my sexuality, the
abuse I had suffered, the waves of depression. So, for a long time,
getting high was my escape and refuge.

Paradoxically, at first, using drugs and alcohol seemed to
help me succeed (I have since heard this from many addicts and
alcoholics). It seemed to solve my life problems; it wasn’t until
later that it began to cause more problems than it solved, and by
then, I was too addicted to notice that shift happening. I did better
in school, I had friends, I excelled athletically, all the while I
was numbing myself out as much and as often as I could. This
couldn’t go on forever. My successes began to be overshadowed
by my mistakes, failures and lack of responsibility. My once-
promising intelligence was devoted to the pursuit of the next high,
and my verbal skills regressed to monosyllabic exchanges about
how f***ed up we were getting. I dropped out of college and
moved to Boulder, ostensibly to go to Naropa, but never even made
it to the school.



Over the next few years, I spiraled down in a cycle of
despair, moving further and further away from the person I wanted
to be . My bottom was the morning I roamed the streets at dawn,
having been awake for 48 hours, planning the way I would take
my life. Suddenly, on the deserted street, a dog came from one
direction, a car from another, and the poor dog was killed in front
of me. I realized at that exact moment that I didn’t want to die - |
needed to find another way to live.

At age 25, [ began to take a long winding road back to
the real world, starting with participation in 12-step community.
My angry atheism began to give way to a cautious skepticism, and
eventually to a still-wondering faith in ‘things unseen’. I looked
for, and found, miracles in every day life, like that poor dog who
woke me up. Some of you know that I have now been sober for
over 25 years, and am privileged to work with other addicts and
alcoholics seeking sobriety.

My life “going off the tracks” has sometimes felt like
something to be ashamed of. I felt it meant I had to try to make
up for lost time, and that I would always be less-than the “normies”
around me.

Today, my faith journey has taken me to a place where I
can celebrate my history, as painful as parts of it were, because it is
the path that has led me to be the person I am today. I can work in
the messy intersection of the fields of mental health and addiction,
because I have lived it. I am a fierce advocate for children and
teens in placement, because I know that kids are powerless there.
I am able to raise my voice for my gay, lesbian , bi and trans
gendered friends, because I was supported through my coming out
process and am no longer afraid of being who I am. All of these
abilities were forged in those painful experiences. [ wasn’t ‘off
track’ all that time, I was ‘on track’ to become the person God
needs me to be.and today I am grateful for that.



Sharing A Spiritual Journey
Paul A.Hansen

One of the greatest ongoing challenges for me as a Chris-
tian is to continue wrestling with my relationship to the figure we
know as the man Jesus. Understanding this central figure in our
faith seems key to understanding what it means to be in relation-
ship with God. Beginning in 1960, I spent almost twelve years as
a Methodist pastor and thought then that I had these issues well in
hand. In the ensuing thirty nine years I’ve learned that my faith is
not a done deal, that I have to keep on defining and wrestling with
the meaning of Jesus. This struggle is made more urgent by the
rise of radical fundamentalism, both Christian and Muslim, which
helped precipitate the 9/11 attack, US involvement in two wars in
the Middle East, and greater division among earth’s peoples. It
seems to me that fear and hatred drives those in charge...a far cry
from Jesus’ ministry, itself a radical political intervention, made
even more radical by his emphasis on love.

My own faith journey has more and more led me away from
the whole notion of salvation, though I know that Lent is about
Jesus being executed on a cross, for some the key to “salvation.”
For me, his emergence as the keystone of our faith is due to how he
lived his life, not some theological interpretation of his death.

I have recently been inspired by a new book in our church
library: “Saving Jesus from the Church” by Robin Meyers, a UCC
pastor in Oklahoma City. Meyers suggests that following Jesus,
“doing” what he calls us to do, is much more important than what
beliefs we profess.

As I live through year after year and observe the turmoil of
our world, where individuals and nations plot how to become more
powerful, to “win”...whatever that may mean, I struggle to find a
counterbalance. And I do find it - in the local... in the ways in
which people act with kindness and compassion...in our Longmont
community and beyond, in Biloxi, in Haiti, for example.



I personally find it in community, which happens when I am
among the people who gather at our church, where people actually
care about and for one another, (including me!). What happens
in the sanctuary seems less important than what happens in the
fellowship, where we acknowledge we are in this boat together,
‘sailing’ and seeking, growing and defining who we are in relation-
ship to God, over and over.

A wise woman, a nun, once told me: “You are either
busy being born or busy dying.” Faced with that choice, I know
which transition I choose for now, though both are part of the
journey eventually. How we live says more than any words we
can proclaim about what we believe. I am deeply grateful for this
community we call “our church.”



Is Prayer Asking, Seeking, and Knocking?
Lynette Moyer

I’ve always loved, and seriously doubted, this passage. This
advice appears in other books of wisdom, such as the Tao Te
Ching. Its simplicity implies a childlike innocence, a basic human
trust, a Love that’s completely accessible. Is prayer as simple as
this?

Yet, I’ve asked for things and not received them, sought a
specific goal and not reached it, and knocked (bam, bam, bam) only
to find no one home. There’s another baffling Biblical story that’s
relevant here - the woman who goes to the judge over and over
demanding a decision on her lawsuit. Finally, the judge rules in her
favor, just to get rid of her. Putting these stories together, does it
mean that if you’re sufficiently pushy, you’ll get what you want?
Do only squeaky wheels get the grease?

There’s a new ad on TV, promoting beer. A young woman
timidly asks the waiter to come to her table and gets completely
ignored. Failure. This approach is labeled “Too Light.” Then
they demonstrate “Too Heavy.” The young woman trips the waiter
carrying his tray; he falls headlong, crashing through the glass
window! The beer we’re supposed to desire in this ad is “Neither
too light, nor too heavy.” Is there a “right” style of prayer?

My energetic, generous husband died at age 55 in spite
of many prayers circling him. He never entered even a short
remission from lymphoma. We both tried everything we could
think of, but over the years, nothing worked. I began to feel angry
when told I just needed to pray harder or that he just needed to
“stay positive.”

One day, after we’d been to a treatment and were feeling
low, some dear friends who happen to be Chinese came to visit
him. They listened, and in accented English, said, “You go with
the stream. You navigate the water and accept where it takes
you.” I hadn’t the least clue what they meant, but it struck me as
wise, kind, and helpful. It allowed for yielding as well as fighting.
Another kind friend told me I was the “mast” of the family as we
faced stormy seas. These flexible water images helped me.



Then came a time of depression after Bert died. A mother
of three daughters, I also faced the advent of the empty nest. I
despaired of keeping my head above water. At one low moment, I
felt suddenly visited by a new idea. I thought, “I’m exhausted from
being sad all the time. I’m going to allow myself a few hours of
feeling as happy as is now possible.” I let go of sorrow. I hadn’t
asked for happiness but rather had embarked on an experiment to
see if I could still feel it. The answer was yes. Instead of hap-
piness, I worked on (and kept practicing) courage, strength, flex-
ibility, and resilience. My T’ai Chi classes became as important
as prayers in church. Singing and writing also became a “way”
of prayer. The English teacher in me wants to state it this way:
The key to the passage lies in the active verbs and not trying to
define the “it”.

Scripture: Matthew 7:7-8 “Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and
ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you: For every
one that asketh receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to him
that knocketh it shall be opened.”



“Let Us Pray”
Marian Parsons

This wording, so familiar from worship services and at
family meals, invites us to pray in the company of others. It can be
comforting to hear words we may have known across the decades,
or words that bring brand-new thoughts and ideas into our aware-
ness. Praying together draws us close to one another, and helps us
to understand each other and connect on a deep level.

But it is often the solitary prayer - the prayer uttered in
one’s own quiet space, in times of joy but more profoundly in times
of crisis or grief - that connects us most fully with the God to
Whom we are lifting up our words and our selves.

Whether we pray as part of our regular daily schedule, or
only when we are affected by some event or situation in our lives,
solitary prayer often involves a sense of reaching out and opening
up to God. Sometimes, in our crisis, we literally sense God’s
presence, even words that we can hear as if they were being spoken
next to us. This sense of presence can bring comfort or can jolt us
into some new understanding of our situation.

There are also times when we feel our prayers are going
into an empty space without any sense of God being there. We
may call these times “barren” or “dry” because they seem not to
have any feeling of life in them. Is God truly missing? Or are we
simply unable to feel God’s presence?

When this happens, patience may be the answer. After a
time, we may find that the answer we had hoped for is not in the
cards, and our prayers may shift to being open to new answers from
the “still-speaking God.”

But I believe that God is there, even in the times when
prayer may feel empty and without resolution. God may be wait-
ing for me to change my focus, literally to turn around and discover
what God has been offering all along.

Scripture: Luke 11: 9-10 “So I say to you, ask, and you will
receive; seek, and you will find; knock, and the door will be opened
to you. For everyone who asks receives, those who seek find, and
to those who knock, the door will be opened.”



Reconsidering the Bald Ballerina
Mimi Farrelly

December 21: lights, ornaments, and a crowning angel.
We’re almost finished decorating the tree when Paul unwraps and
quickly re-wraps a frail-looking ballerina with a crushed white
tutu, only a dusting of gold glitter on her bald scalp, and a face
that’s lost its smile. “I’ve never liked her much,” he confesses.
“And now that she’s been gnawed at by mice, ... “ his voice trails
off. Back in the box she goes. For the moment I acquiesce, but
only temporarily.

Days later I retrieve this waif from the basement and set her
beside a cluster of lusciously painted ripe pear ornaments, complete
with their own glittery sheen. The comparison is painful. But it’s
the pears who lose out.

Again and again [’'m drawn to the ballerina’s honesty, how
bravely and unapologetically she presents herself to the world. I
flash back to my late sister’s breast cancer, touch once more the
grief of another sister and her family who lost a husband and father
quite suddenly last June, sense the presence of two dear friends
undergoing chemo therapy, recall the myriad health challenges of
so many other acquaintances in their later years, and feel myself
catapulted from the Hallmark world of controlled aesthetics to
the deeper, more sustaining beauty of genuine suffering and the
courage to meet it head on.

Yes, the bald ballerina will hang proudly on our tree this
year, and for many years to come.

I wonder, does the Holy Spirit only come in the form of
a dove?



I will never leave you, Jesus
Dianne Muller

J.S. Bach, chorales from BWV 147, ca. 1716
(a.k.a. Jesu, Joy of Man’s Desiring)

New lyric translation c2010 Dianne Phelan Muller
www.villageharper.org

1. Fortune smiles, I have you, Jesus,
Oh, how close I hold you near,
Be my heart’s good comfort, please,
When I’m grieving, full of tears.
Jesus mine, I love you dearly,
Love returns to me, more clearly,
I will never leave you, Jesus,
Though you crack my heart in pieces.

2. Jesus, always be my joy,

My heart’s sweet, refreshing drink,
Jesus, shield from all annoy;

You’re my life, my living strength.

My eyes lust after your light,

Soul’s desire, treasure bright;

I will never leave you, Jesus,

Eyes won’t stray where heart embraces.

About this piece: I wanted to see how well the commonly
known lyric in English fit Bach’s original German, including rhyme
scheme, rthythm, and general feeling. My re-translation was done
using dictionaries, poetic license, and ideas from Douglas R. Hof-
stadter’s 1997 book, Le Ton Beau de Marot: In Praise of the Music
of Language. The original is about Jesus, not sung to him. My
version turns it into a love song directly to him (for better or verse).



The Peace Tree
Marilyn Decker

This year for the Christmas Home Tour there was a display
and silent auction of 3-foot tall decorated trees. Each of the trees
had a different theme with decorations donated and arranged on the
trees by artistic members of the church, and then the completed
trees were placed on the stage of Fellowship Hall for the silent
auction during Christmas Home Tour.

For my tree, I chose a Peace theme. This is a subject dear
to my heart since I have been active in recent years with the Peace,
Justice and Whole Earth Ministry at our church. During the last
half of November, I hunted all over Longmont for ornaments that
either had the word “peace” or symbols of peace. It was a lot of
fun to have a quest (and an excuse to shop). Everywhere [ went, |
searched the Christmas decorations departments for my theme.

The first ornament I chose was a dove with an olive branch.
In Genesis 9:8-11, a white dove returned to Noah’s Ark carrying an
olive branch as a sign of peace and safety.

Then I found the ornament of a dove within a circle, which
represents peace throughout the world. Another, similar, ornament
that I picked up was the globe with a bell inside signifying global
peace.

The silver bells are a reminder of the peace bell which was
presented to the United Nations from Japan after World War II.

Then in Lowe’s, of all places, while shopping with my
husband, I found the lion and the lamb ornament, referred to in
the scripture passage from Isaiah 11:6, “The wolf will live with the
lamb, the leopard will lie down with the goat, the calf and the lion
and the yearling together, and a little child will lead them.”

The peace symbol itself has evolved into a symbol of hope
for global peace, non-violence and unity. I couldn’t find the peace
symbol as an ornament, so I went to the internet, found a pattern,
and made my own, doused in lots of gold and silver glitter.



After I decorated the tree with LED lights and all of the
above peace ornaments and ribbons, I was ready to turn my tree
over to Amy Doyle, organizer of the project, to join the others on
the stage. When I saw the “competition,” and acknowledged the
other participants’ creativity and artistically arranged decorations,
I wondered if my tree would sell. I decided that if it did not sell,

I would take it back and enjoy it in my own home. Well, much

to my surprise, an anonymous buyer paid big bucks for my little
peace tree. There was one string attached, though; the buyer asked
that the peace tree be displayed in our church every advent and
Christmas season.

How wonderful! We will all have the opportunity to study
the peace ornaments and think about their meanings every year.
Thank you, anonymous buyer.



Hear our prayer, Lord of Love

Dianne Muller

Music: George R. Poulton, 1861, “Aura Lea”
New lyric: ¢2010 Dianne Phelan Muller
www.villageharper.org

1.

Hear our prayer, Lord of Love, on this brand-new day.
Let us be your hands and feet as we go our way:
Feeding all, clothing all, caring for each soul.

We will spread your healing wide to make each person
whole.

Holy we want to become, instead of incomplete:
Changed by our remembering; body, blood replete.
When we hear, when we see, injustice we replace
With a seed, however small, of your endless grace.

Graciously you welcome us, even the outcast;

Teach us here so that we learn to transcend our past.
Wronging none, harming none, harmony we show,
Then this world, no more a hell, nearer heaven grows.



The Twenty-Third Psalm
Marilyn Decker

Following is the 23rd Psalm as was printed and read at
Del Reddington’s memorial service several years ago. It said in
the bulletin that it had also been read at his wife’s funeral. 1
particularly like the explanations under each line, author unknown.
I saved it because I would like it printed and read at my funeral
too.

Lonely after his wife’s death, Del often stopped in at the
church office when I was secretary there. One day he told me
the funny story of picking up his new car and, when trying to use
the turn signal, he accidentally turned on the windshield wipers
instead. After his memorial service, feeling his loss very much, I
was driving home in my new car. When I prepared to turn a corner,
I, too, turned on the windshield wipers inadvertently. I laughed out
loud and felt like Del was grinning and saying hello from heaven
at that moment.

The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want -
I shall not want anything but my Shepherd, who is strong
and wise and wonderful; who loves me despite my faults,
even the sin and selfishness that beset me. My Shepherd
loves me for what I am, and when I am tired and weary.

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures
In the lush soft green grass, I rest and my Shepherd stands
guard over my thoughts, so no disturbing ones enter in. [
let go of my burdens and cares. 1 am still and know that
it is God. When I am rested and refreshed, ready to start
my journey again,

He leadeth me beside the still waters.
I sit there in the quiet of the evening and see the sun sink
behind the mountains. In that golden hour my heart finds
peace, my striving ceases and I surrender to God’s will,
and now



He restoreth my soul.
Yes, God takes my hand and holds it fast while we walk
past the forks in the road. How easily I could have chosen
the wrong one had God not been with me but,

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for His name’s sake.
It is a narrow path..but oh, so beautiful! The birds sing
in the early morning while the grass is wet with dew; the
sun shines and the air is fresh and pure. If I let go of my
Shepherd’s hand and wander off and get lost in the deep
forests of wilderness,

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death

I will fear no evil.
God will seek me until I am found, and when I grow weary
and faint and falter because fear chokes me as the shadows
grow deeper and darker - then I remember -

For Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort me..

They protect me from all ills.

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine
enemies.
Whose names are: Fear, Worry, Selfishness, and Insecurity.
When they see me drink of gladness and joy and eat of
perfect peace, they leave me, and then

Thou anointest my head with oil -
The gentleness of God’s hands almost makes my heart burst
asunder with happiness. Yes,

My cup runneth over -
It is too full . I have room for no more. There is no limit to
the abundance of gifts which the Good Shepherd bestowed
on me. The gifts are from the best of the land. So I shall
never be lonely, because God gives me companions.



Surely goodness and mercy - Shall follow me all the days of

my life -
And as we walk along together, one day . at dusk . I shall
come to a bend in the road, I shall stop, and far off in the
distance I shall see a Mansion. It is a House not made by
hands, eternal in the heavens, and only the single eye of the
soul can behold it. I shall bow down and worship, and as
I walk silently toward it my heart leaps with gladness . A
thousand stars spring into space. All the songbirds on earth
sing, and the little children laugh, and their laughter echoes
back through God’s heaven onto the angelic chorus of the
saints. [ have forgotten my yesterdays and all the many
tomorrows,

And I will dwell in the House of the Lord - Forever
And ever . and ever . Amen



Invocation
Janelle Combelic

Permission to be,
o damp leaves,
grant me.

Permission to love

this hazel leaf,

to kiss it with my eyes,
grant me.

Permission to listen

as raindrops chime
through the oak trees,
as the jackdaw cackles,
grant me.

Permission to wrap myself
in your brown and musty
fragrance,

grant me.

Permission to rest
in just this,
awareness,
nothing special,
grant me.

Grant me this
hazel leaf,
all this.

I wrote this as an exercise in class at Emerson College,
after sitting in silence in the forest on a damp winter morning,
my classmates scattered around me, unseen.
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