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Abiding with God

“A

bide in me…abide in my love…” These words of instruction,
given by Jesus in John’s Gospel, invite us to do more than
just walk, talk, or live with Jesus. To abide means something
altogether more full and fulfilling than simply hanging around.
By inviting us to abide with him, to abide in his love, Jesus is
offering us the chance to crawl in, curl up, and be willing captives
to restoration, redemption, and renewal.

This book of daily meditations offers suggestions to help you
find your way to abide with God. We’ve selected twelve spiritual
practices and themes. Each month, you’ll find a short introduction
highlighting the spiritual practice for the month as well as some
helpful hints to engage and deepen your experience. Our hope is
that by year’s end, you will learn new ways to pray and to enjoy
your daily devotional time—and that you will be encouraged
to share some of those new experiences with those you know
and love.
I’m fortunate to remember crawling into the laps of my parents
and grandparents and feeling encircled by their arms and love for
me. When I think about abiding in Jesus and his love for me, I
think about those moments of being cradled, of time standing
still, of feeling fully loved and accepted. My hope and prayer is
that as you spend time with this collection of meditations, you
will find your own ways of understanding what it means to abide
with Jesus and in his love.
Forward Movement is happy and humbled to offer this resource
to the glory of God, to inspire disciples and empower evangelists
by encouraging us all to practice our faith daily. We hope that this
offering of Abiding with God: Day by Day offers you refreshment
for your continued journey.
—Rachel Jones, editor
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Be still, then, and know that I am God.
—Psalm 46:11

Be Still and Know

INTRODUCTION

Be Still and Know

B

eing still, the idea of undertaking intentional mindfulness
and meditation, doesn’t come easy for most of us. This
month, we are invited to spend a little time each day undertaking
this practice. Stillness and quiet are a luxury for many of us;
when we can achieve peace in our hearts and minds for even
a few minutes, God can fill up that space with creative quiet,
contentment, and joy. Consider setting aside a prescribed amount
of time this month just for your devotional practice. Set a timer if
that helps. It’s OK if you struggle to sit still or clear your mind—
remember the good advice your coaches, teachers, and parents
may have given you when trying a new thing—practice makes
perfect. And don’t worry too much about the perfect part. Be
still, and rest in the confidence that a mighty God loves you very
much and is waiting to meet you in those still, small moments of
your daily life.

Ways to Engage
If you’re new to the ideas of mindfulness and mediation,
try running a quick Internet search. Spend a while
familiarizing yourself with these ideas.
Pick a word on which to focus your meditation time—
peace, love, hope, healing, light, etc.
Memorize a verse or passage in the Bible.
Use a chime, bell, or particular piece of music to provide a
sound cue for beginning and ending your quiet time.
Set aside space in your home or office to use just for quiet
time. Try to practice your quiet time at the same time
every day.
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t’s the very first day of a brand new year. Some of us face this
new year with gusto, excitement—chomping at the bit to
get into this new and limitless territory. Others of us may find
ourselves looking at the new year and wondering how the last
one passed so quickly; we may be reeling from hard knocks or
difficult transitions and wishing we could put a two-week delay
on all things new. All of us are going to need generous portions of
grace and mercy to get us through the next twelve months—not
to mention the next twelve minutes.
Psalm 46 reminds us to be still and know that God is God. Too
many times, we get caught up in our own busy-ness, strategic
plans, and life goals. We forget to be still and to remember that
the Living God, this Creator, this Love is both the deep root and
sweet fruit of all our work, no matter how large or small our tasks
may be.
May the God of Peace, who calls us each to be still and to know,
find you, fill you, and abide with you today and every day.
—Rachel Jones

z
O God of peace, who has taught us that in returning and rest we shall
be saved, in quietness and in confidence shall be our strength: By the
might of your Spirit lift us, we pray you, to your presence, where we
may be still and know that you are God, through Jesus Christ our
Lord. Amen.
—The Book of Common Prayer, p. 832
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C

hildren raised in churches are taught to pray from a very
young age. From the Lord’s Prayer to “Now I lay me down
to sleep,” it seems like I have never known a time when I didn’t
know how to pray. But meditation? That’s a different story. I’ve
studied meditation as an adult many times, in many different
forms, and I’m still not very good at it. I’m not very good at silence
in general. Even in group gatherings, when silence descends, I
am the first to try and shatter it. Silence is scary. When I try to
meditate, my mind races with my to-do list, my fears, lyrics to the
song I heard in the car yesterday, the parts of my body that ache,
and on and on and on.
But even in the small spaces between the words of my racing mind,
there is a grace and a peace. There is a comfort in not doing but
simply being in the presence of the indwelling Spirit. Knowing
that I can stop the chatter and still be a beloved child of God is
beyond freeing. And Jesus himself tells us that God knows what
we are asking before we ever even say the words (Matthew 6:8).
Meditation doesn’t have to be sitting cross-legged on the floor for
hours on end; it can be simply sitting for a few moments, doing
my best to keep my mouth and my mind silent, listening for the
still, small voice of God.
—Holli Powell
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first read the words, “Be still, and know that I am God,” when I
was fifteen. Standing outside on a summer evening, staring up
at the stars, there I was, feeling overwhelmed, frustrated, weighed
down. As I stood there, staring up at the stars, I was alone, with
nothing but a book of psalms to keep me company.
My mother had given me that Psalter only a few days before.
Those timeless prayers and songs meant the world to her, were
part of her. For me, they had always been just…words. Still, I had
grabbed that book of psalms when I stormed out of the campsite
that night, so I decided I might as well flip through its pages and
see if there was anything in there for me.
And that is when I first read those words, “Be still, and know
that I am God.” In the version of the Bible I had, it read, “Stop
fighting, and know that I am God.” I froze in my tracks. I had
been fighting for some time, it seemed, always trying to be strong
enough, clever enough, anything enough to force things to go my
way. “All right, God,” I said out loud, “I’ll stop fighting. So where
are you?”
In one sense, nothing happened. My problems were still there,
still weighing me down. But in another sense, deep in my soul, I
suddenly knew. God was indeed present, and God was God, so
I didn’t have to try to be. So “be still, stop fighting.” Through
prayer and meditation today, I just might find once again that
blessed stillness that filled my soul those many years ago and that
can fill it once again.
—Chuck Robertson
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od shows up in the middle of our lives. It is messy. The
presence of God rolls us around in the mud of existence and
calls us to walk into the muck and mire of what is—without ever
knowing where we will land.
Be still and know. Be still. And know. God asks us the hardest of
things in the midst of the hardest of times—the act of presence
in the midst of our lives on most days seems a task too difficult
to handle.
God calls us to find moments of stillness, silence, and breath.
The most mindful act is that of breathing. The first and last act
as an expression of humanity and divinity that we do on this
earth is breathe—we breathe in the presence of God in our midst;
we breathe out all that is not serving us in this moment, place,
and time.
God is our waking breath, at the dawn of life. God is our last
exhale, the dying breath of a life lived with intention. Every
inhale is God. Every exhale is God. Everything in between is our
attempt to live out the destiny of sacred breath. May God offer us
the strength and resilience given to us, inherently, in breath, each
and every day of our lives.
—Teresa Pasquale
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n today’s fast-paced, instant-gratification, always-updatingand-trending world, we often forget to take time to stop. Stop
to smell the roses, stop to look around, stop to take a breath. It’s
often when we stop and pay attention to those around us that
we feel awe at God’s creation. When our worries and concerns
aren’t always at the forefront of our mind. When we engage in
intentional conversation and intentional listening instead of
thinking about how to respond. When we declutter our hearts
and minds of worries and sorrow, and remember that God is
there to help us bear our burden.
Meditation has been viewed as something of a new age experience.
It has often been seen as a strict regimen of sitting with your
legs crossed, eyes closed, and palms to the sky. But how often we
forget that when we drop to our knees, close our eyes, and clasp
our hands tight, we are meditating. Regardless of how we do it,
we all are seeking a deeper and closer experience with God.
When we slow life down a little, we are able to enjoy the blessings
we have in our lives. When we take some time to pray, we are able
to experience God’s nearness to us. But when slowing down and
prayer find the perfect harmony, we feel the limitlessness of God’s
care and love.
—Longkee Vang
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ost cities of any size in the US provide opportunities for
enjoyment: art museums, restaurants, concerts. People
privileged enough to afford these activities are willing to sacrifice
valuable money and time to enjoy them. We think of ourselves as
going to places like these for the things they provide (art, food,
etc.). I believe that we also desire the chance to focus on the
experiences. Art museums use careful lighting and quiet rooms
to focus our attention completely on the artwork; music venues
make choices about volume and seating that encourage people
to throw themselves into the musical experience. Good venues
provide people not only with high quality products but also with
atmospheres that bring mindfulness to people’s experiences. Our
spending practices indicate that we value the opportunity to pay
that kind of attention.
Bringing this level of focus into our daily routine is more difficult.
My first cup of morning coffee tastes as good as anything in a
high-end restaurant because in the quiet of early morning, I pay
wholehearted attention to those blissful sips. Then the day starts,
I become distracted, and the coffee fades into the background.
Mindfulness practices, at their best, give us the discipline to bring
the focus that we give to restaurant food or concert music into our
ordinary lives, where our attention is being constantly funneled
away from our experiences instead of toward them. We become
more aware of our blessings when we give ourselves the space to
pay attention to them.
—Elizabeth Brignac
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everal times a month I wake at 4 a.m. Email isn’t checked.
No tea is brewed. The phone stays off—a huge challenge.
There’s no early-morning news about war, hate, or injustice to
anger or sadden my heart. Like good diet, physical exercise, or
nurturing relationships, keeping quiet requires commitment.
Sometimes lots of it. If you have pets or children, you may need
extra planning to make this work for yourself.
It’s easier getting up at 4 a.m. during spring, summer, and autumn
than in the unforgiving throes of winter in the Northeast. At
this hour, I may begin my morning with reflection, meditation,
or standing before a small, dedicated worship space with soft,
spoken prayer before icons.
It’s what follows, however, that is most elusive and what I hunger
for most—stillness.
Sitting quietly as the first rays of hope break in the east to awaken
the earth is often when I experience something transcendental.
Without the morning buzz of street traffic or noise from folks in
my building, there is something mystically intangible for a few
moments.
If I’m especially blessed, time stands still for several minutes,
and I catch my spiritual breath, feeling strengthened to sojourn
again in a cold, unjust, complicated world to make positive,
incremental change.
—Paul Jesep
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don’t often feel that I am good at mindfulness and meditation.
I am easily distracted. I haven’t tamed what Buddhists call
the “monkey mind.” There are many monkeys clamoring for my
attention in my head all the time. Thoughts, song fragments,
images. For many years, I tried to accept that this is just the
way I am. Or at least I tried to accept it when I wasn’t beating
myself up over it. Because secretly I believed that all those serene
contemplative people out there, who clearly did not have monkeys
of their own, were vastly superior to me, both as people and
as Christians.
And so I seesawed. I’m OK. I’m a failure. I went from defending
against suggestions that I try meditation to signing up for
contemplative prayer class to feeling bad that I failed at it. Not
everyone has to meditate, I declared. I wish I could be more
meditative, I whispered.
Finally, I gave up this inner battle. I just let it be. And I discovered
that in fact, now that I’m not struggling over it, I often am mindful.
I notice things. I’m really good at noticing things, both inwardly
and outwardly. It’s actually one of the gifts of my monkey mind. I
started practicing yoga again. As my kids left home and my daily
life started changing, I discovered that I often have silence in my
life, and it is good. I’ve become mindful of that.
If you struggle with meditation, let it be. It is good to spend some
time in silence with God, and everyone is not the same in how
they can do that. And that’s OK.
—Penny Nash
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n another life, I was a television news producer. It’s imperative
that producers book guests who understand that when their
lips stop moving and they go quiet for even a nanosecond, viewers
start clicking their remotes to another channel. In television news,
you must be mindful that silence is never golden.
My survival as a producer hinged on possessing a preternatural
revulsion to silence and mindfulness. Then divine intervention
changed that. I suffered the equivalent of a traumatic brain injury
when a doctor bungled a medical diagnosis and drug treatment.
My body and life got pushed off a cliff, and there was no architect,
contractor, or toolmaker who knew how to put Humpty Dumpty
back together again. I had to become my own DIY designer,
engineer, and project manager for a complete rebuild.
Sitting alone for many months, trying to come up with plans and
actions I could make and take to recover and get my life back
didn’t work. Every plan fizzled, and every action ended in the
spinning of wheels. Then a new doctor suggested a radical course
of treatment: Do nothing. Be still. Wait for guidance to come
from the silence.
Moment by quiet moment, my mind stilled, and the answers I
needed to rebuild my body and reclaim my soul quietly came.
Today, I am fully recovered.
—Charlotte Chere Graham

17

JANUARY 10

M

Be Still and Know

y Blackberry froze on me as I was using an app during
Morning Prayer at my parish. I tried all four tricks:

1) Soft Reset/Press ALT + RIGHT SHIFT(CAP) + DELETE;
2) Double-Soft Reset/Press ALT + RIGHT SHIFT(CAP) +
DELETE & When the screen comes back on, immediately press
ALT + RIGHT SHIFT(CAP) + DELETE again; 3) Hard Reset/
take battery out for thirty seconds and then reinsert; and 4) leave
battery out overnight. Alas, none of that worked; and next I tried
rebooting the entire software suite.
I even went to my service provider to see if they could fix it.
They offered me an insurance plan at $6.95 per month so that
I could replace the bad one with a new Blackberry. I said that I
thought I would try laying hands on it and praying over it first.
The salesperson was not too happy with my response.
I think God was a little annoyed with me for checking my
Blackberry during prayer when I heard it buzz. OK, God, I hear
you. Be still and know that I am.
—Westina Matthews

z
The Lord will fight for you,
and you only have to keep still.
—Exodus 14:14
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wo months ago, during my morning commute through
New York’s Grand Central Station, I saw the thing I fear
the most: a backpack with no one around, leaning against a wall.
I wasn’t the only person who saw it, of course. All around me,
people were stopping in their tracks, some visibly shaken, turning
in the other direction to get away as fast as possible. Years of daily
reminders to keep an eye out for bombs in backpacks, of being
told to say something should we see something, had taken their
toll. We were afraid.
And thank God, it was for no good reason. Moments later, as
I watched the tourist who’d left her backpack return to pick it
up, oblivious to how many people she’d startled, I realized how
quickly fear had overtaken me—us. What, then, does it mean to
“be still and know that I am God” when we are afraid?
Oftentimes when people think about meditation, we tend
to imagine serenity: the breathing exercises in a yoga class,
the minimalism of a Zen temple. In contrast, the phrase “Be
still, then, and know that I am God” comes from Psalm 46, a
tumultuous reflection on taking refuge in God during times of
heightened fear. Though “the nations make much ado, and the
kingdoms are shaken,” we learn that God is the one remaining
place of stillness and that God’s version of desolation “breaks the
bow, and shatters the spear, and burns the shields with fire.”
God is that place of stillness and peace in the midst of frightening
times. Let’s all breathe and draw near.
—Miguel Escobar
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on’t touch it.”

My friend’s father had bought a theremin and was showing his
son and me how to play it. He moved his hand up and down
beside—but not touching—the antenna on the electronic
instrument, producing the sort of tremulous, spooky tones that
haunted many horror movies of the 1940s and 50s.
I often think that meditation is a bit like playing the theremin.
As a person with way too many words bursting to be spoken,
written, or at least, thought, I find contemplative silence difficult.
I want to “touch” it, to poke at it with questions and demands,
when what I need is simply to come near the holy, to be, as a
former rector always reminded us, “in the Presence.” Trying to
touch won’t make music.
A theremin you play by standing back,
moving your hands across the empty air.
It must be difficult to learn the knack
of just not touching, with exquisite care.
Bodies learn early: Music’s made by touch
fingers that strike the keyboard, pluck the string;
lips that enfold vibrating reed with such
a firm embrace that even wood must sing.
Now this contrary instrument confounds:
Grasp, and it groans complaint discordantly,
but lift your hands, and sweet, ethereal sounds
rise from your new restraint in harmony.
Perhaps, with practice, one might come to know
how to make music out of letting go.

—Mary W. Cox
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very year I have the same New Year’s resolution. It is not to
eat breakfast or exercise more. It is not to be more organized
or to avoid procrastination, although all of these things would be
worthy pursuits for me. No, my resolution, year in and year out,
is to be more mindful, to pay attention.
I don’t want to skim the surface of all life offers each day. I want
to wake and taste that first breath, to recognize and give thanks
for another day of God’s animating grace. I want to truly see
the people I encounter each day: the barista, the bank teller, the
colleague, the kids at the bus stop, the messenger on the bike, my
husband, my friends.
I want to notice the change in the winter light, the lengthening of
each day, the glacial blue in the crevasses of white snow shoveled
off the driveway, again. I want nothing to go unheralded,
unnoticed, unappreciated.
The spiritual life tempts my thoughts heavenward. But God made
the earth and called it good. Made the plants and the animals,
the birds and the fish, and called them good. God made you and
me. And called us good. I don’t want to miss that, any of it, any
of you. I want to taste and see it all. I want to pay attention.
Lord, make me mindful, literally. Fill my mind with all your
wonders that my heart might be exceedingly thankful. Above all,
keep me mindful of you. Amen.
—Susan Wyper
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’m nursing an imaginary knot the size of a tennis ball that
sits on the top of my head. This knot is the result of the
two-by-four boards that God is constantly beating me over the
head with. I’m stubborn, which is why the knot is so large. I have
no hope of living without it but I long for a day when it will shrink.
When I tell people my two-by-four theory on relationships with
God, I usually find I am not alone in this approach.
In an effort to shrink this knot, I’ve been trying to be more present
with the Holy Spirit. I’m more open to the things being offered to
me, trying to follow my gut more and act accordingly. It takes me
on wonderful adventures; I feel more complete. I think the Holy
Spirit speaks to and guides us daily. We only have to be quiet
enough to hear it. It can lead to some beautiful places but most
importantly, it keeps God from having to swing that two-by-four
so often.
—Lauren Caldwell

z
“This battle is not for you to fight; take your position, stand still, and
see the victory of the Lord on your behalf, O Judah and Jerusalem.”
Do not fear or be dismayed; tomorrow go out against them, and the
Lord will be with you.
—2 Chronicles 20:17

22

JANUARY 15

Be Still and Know

J

anuary takes its name from Janus, a Roman god. Janus
possessed two heads looking in opposing directions, the past
and the future. January reminds us to reflect on the past, not
in an obsessive way or by being possessive of the past. Mature
Christians who seek the time to meditate offer the past to God.
They ask only one thing: how may I know God more deeply and
serve God more faithfully because of the activities and experiences
of my past?
The past can catapult us into a more prophetic, compassionate,
and Christ-like living. As Socrates reminds us, the unexamined
life is not worth living. When we examine our sins, the evil
powers that worked against the good news of God, and when we
examine our selfishness, our lies, and our choices of ego over the
cross, we open ourselves to a more abundant life.
When we bring our sins of racism, sexism, unloving thoughts,
words, or actions to God, God calls us to recommit to a life that
respects the dignity of every human being. Reviewing calls from
God we heard over the past year, we are challenged to live lives
that make a difference. We are challenged to live out our belief
that all lives matter.
January reminds us that God’s call for us to know and do the will
of God requires mindfulness. We are called to be still and know
Jesus Christ by serving others and loving our neighbors as God
loves us.
—Mark Bozzuti-Jones
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e felt badgered in his mind, writing, “Call off thoughts a
while...leave comfort root-room.” English poet and Jesuit
priest Gerard Manley Hopkins expressed in the 1800s what
people have needed across time: to allow mental room for comfort
to take root, instead of permitting worry to thrive, undisciplined.
John the Baptist needed comfort too. After his empowered
introductions of Jesus the Savior, the one who would bring
salvation, John landed in prison; meanwhile, Jesus was performing
miracles all around. With limited root-room for comfort, John
sent others to ask, “So—are you the Messiah, or not?”
Haven’t most of us asked God some “why” questions? “I’m
struggling with this diagnosis, with finances, with this dilemma,
this relationship. If you are God, do something dramatic here.”
Or we might beg, “Jesus, free me from imprisonment in my own
thoughts.” Jesus’ response to John applies to us all: Blessed is the
person who isn’t tripped up in the walk of faith. Take another
step. Keep coming to me.
To the overburdened, he says: Come. Come, sit with me. I will
give you rest. Learn from me. Jesus might ask if you are carrying
weights placed upon you by yourself or by others. Instead, he
says, accept my expectations that are lighter. Give comfort rootroom, and find rest for your souls (Matthew 11).
—June Terry
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hen I was a teenager, Master Lee, my martial arts
instructor, taught us how to meditate. Focus on your
heartbeat, he would say. We knew that meditation was intended
to clear the mind of all thoughts. Master Lee knew, however, that
just jumping into such a thing was nearly impossible, especially
for a bunch of teenagers. So we started off small, by focusing on
just one thing, our heartbeats. Keeping that as the sole object of
my attention was hard.
Later, I learned about Buddhist monks who attempt to achieve
enlightenment through meditation. They spend years clearing
their minds of thoughts and worldly desires. I can only keep
my focus on one thing for about fifteen seconds; the feat these
men achieve boggles my mind. When I met a Buddhist monk
in person, he told me that he didn’t try to erase every thought.
Instead, he tried to be “in the now.” He seemed to say, “Focus,
instead, on everything, from the stirring of air currents to the
light of the sun, the buzz of insects to the pressure of our blood
vessels.” This, too, I found nearly impossible to do.
As a Christian, meditation has taken on a new facet for me. When
I meditate, I try instead to take the focus off of myself and my
surroundings and think only of God and of those in need.
—Spencer Hixon

z
He makes me lie down in green pastures
and leads me beside still waters.
—Psalm 23:2
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oah, do you have ants in your pants?” He instantly froze.
He looked at me with dumbfounded confusion, which
gave way to juvenile panic. I stifled a giggle as he jumped to his
feet, while simultaneously dropping his pants to his ankles. I
heard a whispered, “I hope not!!” as he checked to make sure. I
spent the rest of the morning talking about figures of speech and
treating our house for an ant infestation that existed only in his
five-year-old imagination.
Lately, I have been fluttering between tasks, chores, appointments,
responsibilities, and locations so haphazardly that I’ve been
making myself dizzy. There never seem to be enough hours in the
day, money in the bank, or gas in the tank to get the jobs done.
Yet, I spin my wheels as fast as I can, trying to make it all happen
anyway. I have developed a bad case of ants in the pants!
Sometimes it’s hard to hear anything above the noise. Jesus
whispers while my to-do list screams. The Holy Spirit beckons,
but my toddler demands. God pursues, but sometimes the only
thing that overtakes me is sleep. My soul has grown weary, and
my spirit is parched. What I truly need is quiet rest and a few
moments each day where my undivided attention is set on God,
who sees me through the tumultuous whirlwind of chaos.
Today, I will choose a retreat. It won’t be on a glorious beach or
among majestic mountains. In fact, it will most likely be a stolen
moment hiding in the closet or waiting in the carpool line after
school. But I will choose to be still for a brief respite and listen
only to the God who made me. For just a few moments, I refuse
to let the ants rule my pants!
—Bree Combs
26
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here I live, it gets very cold in the winter. Getting out of
a warm bed in the middle of January is a pretty miserable
experience. I venture out each morning in expectation of two
things—the inevitable arrival of spring and the hot cup of coffee
waiting in the kitchen. The hot cup of coffee happens because
I set the timer on the coffee maker every night before I go to
bed. I am diligent about this. If I don’t set the timer, the wait
for the hot cup of coffee makes the cold morning all that much
more miserable. There is absolutely a cause and effect to this daily
discipline. Spring, however, comes without any effort on my part.
It is a miracle that unfolds around me and I am reminded that
God really can make all things new. The seasons change.
Warm weather comes and cold weather goes and the cold weather
comes again. Week in and week out, through it all…the good and
the bad…God, in whom we live and move and have our being,
is not only present but also sustains us and everything around
us. Perhaps when I set the timer every night on my coffee pot,
I should take a moment to be mindful of who really gets me
through the day and who does more for all of us than we could
ever ask for or imagine.
—Jason Leo
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henever I have a chance, I try to be mindful and responsive
to what my dad exhorts and encourages every Sunday in
his sermon—“Read the Bible!” I know that we all want God’s
promises fulfilled. We all want to obtain the promise, whatever
promise that might be, tailored to our needs and utterly fulfilled.
The only way to know what the promise might be is to read
God’s Word.
When I read and meditate on scripture, the love letter God
inspired, I can see one more promise that I want and to which
I will hold. I will write it out and post it where I can see it
daily. And I will wait—sometimes patiently, sometimes crying,
sometimes screaming, sometimes doubting. But I will wait.
I can be impatient. But when I know I will get something if I
wait, it’s easier.
When I waited almost nine months for my son to be born (and
to find out if he was going to be a girl or a boy), I knew that
the promise was worth the patient wait, because shorter than
that time wouldn’t be good for my baby! It’s the same with the
promises God has for us. They might take a few days, weeks,
hours, or even years, but they are worth the wait.
—Sandra Montes
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y grandson goes through his usual ritual: turning off
the canned music playing in the lobby of his apartment
building, propping up the lid of the baby grand piano, and
extracting his music books from his bag. After a series of scales,
he begins playing increasingly complex and beautiful music.
Recently, my grandson has added an additional practice. He has
begun using a new set of junior golf clubs given to him as a gift.
He spends an hour or two at a nearby driving range while we
patiently wait under the shade of a nearby live oak. He listens to
advice and encouragement and then asks the person who gave
him his clubs how soon it might be before he can begin to play
on a “real course.” He knows that the quality of his practice will
hasten that experience.

One of the things that strikes me is how joyfully my grandson
practices what he loves. He rarely pays attention to the clock. We
who profess faith are also invited to practice—through prayer and
meditation; through attention to nature, to others, and to that
guiding inner voice; through active works of creativity, kindness,
and justice. I ask myself: am I as unselfconsciously joyful in
my spiritual practices as my grandson is at the piano and the
driving range?
—Joan Bowers
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he machines are anything but still; they clang and clack,
swoosh, and, in the case of the MRI, thump loudly and
rhythmically. The disembodied voice of a technician comes
through headphones or over speakers: “Take a breath, and
hold it…hold it…Now you can breathe.” Eventually the scan is
done, and the mechanized gurney slides me out of my narrow
tubular tomb.
The first cancer, stage 3 inflammatory breast carcinoma, was
diagnosed in November 2010; IBC is nasty and aggressive and
so is the treatment. I beat the odds. The second, discovered with
a mammogram in November 2012, was early stage. Surgery
eliminated that one. In November 2014 (I have grown nervous
about that month in even-numbered years), scans revealed that
the first cancer had returned as Stage 4, attacking my sacrum and
eating arches into the bone.
Post-radiation, I pop a pill, take part in a clinical trial involving
another pill, have a monthly infusion of a bone-builder, and get
scanned every quarter. Last time, there was good news: the spots
found on my lungs during the initial Dance of the Seven Scans
were gone. (Maybe I have the real drug; maybe it’s all the prayer
offered up for my healing; maybe it’s a combination thereof.)
The machines are not still, but I am still lying within them,
listening, waiting, hoping. I am freed to be open to God and to
all that God is and was and shall be to me, now and for eternity.
—Sarah Bryan Miller
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f we choose to practice meditation, it’s good to remember that
God’s time is not our time.

I was first jarred into realizing this at a party some years ago.
When someone spoke of a friend who’d just come back from a
meditation retreat, some listeners nodded in empathy. Comments
ranged from “That’s really cool!” to “I wish I had the time to do
that!” And then one person said, with a laugh, “Yeah, but what if
she spent all that time and then nothing happened?”
His cynicism shouldn’t have surprised me. We live in a fast food
culture, bombarded by ads trying to persuade us that instant
gratification is our natural right. Even if we know better, it’s easy
to let this mindset affect our attitude toward meditation—or any
spiritual practice, for that matter. But whether we are snatching
fifteen minutes before work or settling into a week-long retreat,
we are on God’s time, not our own. The times we struggle, the
times we wonder what the point of it all is, may be the very times
God is doing the deepest work within us. And that work can
change us so subtly that we may not recognize it till much later.
It can be a real challenge some days to find time to meditate, let
alone to make time for a quiet day or weekend retreat. But if we
are faithful and let God set the agenda, we can relax—and trust
that something is happening.
—Kathleen M. Flanagan
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am “trapped” in one of those happy marriages you sometimes
read about. One of the few negative things I can say about my
husband is that he insists on driving every time we go somewhere.
Every time.
When we drive in our big, red, Texas pickup truck, I’m relieved
that he’s behind the wheel. My skill set and depth perception are
far more suited to my much smaller car. Sitting in the passenger
seat of the big truck also affords me the opportunity to use that
invisible passenger side brake and horn. You know the ones…
moms and dads use them when they are teaching their kids to
drive. My fifty-three-year-old husband loves it when I employ
those invisible devices.
It finally dawned on me one day that my perspective in the
passenger seat was different than his in the driver’s seat. On
occasion…I was wrong! There, I admit it, and it’s in print. (My
husband will order 100 copies of this book now). He wasn’t
(always) too close to the dividing line or a motorcyclist. From
where I sat, it looked like we were headed for trouble, but it was a
false perception on my part.
That revelation made me think about God…and the big picture…
and where we, finite creatures, sit. It is my prayer in this new year
that I can remember “my place” in God’s universe—and that I
can trust…
—Rhoda Montgomery
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tare into the quiet spaces of your home: the nooks and crannies
of daily life that your amazing brain glosses over and fills with
the knowing of memory and familiarity. A vase, a picture frame,
a rug, a pillow: when was the last time you held it in your gaze,
remembered where it came from, noticed its imperfections and
character? When is the last time you filled your house with your
looking, peering around and appreciating everything as though it
were new, as though you had just moved in?
There are moments when I am struck by the visual world around
me, the colors and movement, shape and line, moments when I
know I should pay attention: a sunset, a formal occasion when
my partner dons his best suit, a walk through a flower garden or
an art museum. But for each of these, there are countless others
when I fail to pick up on the beauty and complexity of the visual
world that constantly surrounds me. I’m just too busy.
I’ve read that, depending on the study, our brains are only capable
of processing between 60 and 110 bits of data per second. That
means if we’re trying to carry out any complex task, if we are
multitasking or carrying on a conversation, we barely have enough
processing power to make sure we keep breathing, walking,
chewing. We crowd out the stimuli from the world around us
with the busy-ness of the world inside us.
And the truth is, sometimes God doesn’t knock. Sometimes God
just surrounds us with a wondrous and complex reality and waits
for us to look up, to be still, to see, and to marvel.
—Jason Sierra
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f you are like so many of us today, your life gets busy and
your energy scatters. You might benefit from some kind of
mindfulness practice, you hear it is good for you, but you think
you can’t settle down long enough to do it. A practice that works
for me uses what I call “mindful moments,” short spans of time
of being still, of deeply paying attention. One practical way I like
to experience this is in the shower.

First, I’ll confess that sometimes there is a lot of chatter going
on in my head. I’m thinking about what I need to get at the
store, what I’m going to wear, or how the shower needs a good
scrubbing. There have been a few times my mind is so busy
I’ve nearly completed my shower and wondered if I washed my
hair. When this happens I’m abruptly reminded to practice a
mindful moment.
In this brief practice of mindfulness, I pay attention to the water.
I notice how it feels on my skin. I notice the temperature, whether
the spray is light or pulsing; I feel the water on my face and the
back of my neck and head and let it run down my body. My
breath deepens when I focus totally on the sensation of the water,
and for this brief time, I am not scattered. If I have a couple more
minutes in the shower, I like to think of water as a gift, giving
thanks for the stream of water, for the plumbing that brought it
to our home, and offering thanksgiving to the Source of all water.
—Linda Gelbrich
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peak peace to the chaos, Lord, where the madness continues
to swirl. Speak peace to the chaos, Lord, whether within or
outside of me…Let it cease to be. Call back order to the world,
my world, our world, your world!
Where reason lies sleeping, with weary ones weeping, mend the
brokenness that is so very much in need of repair…Breathe fresh
breath upon us and clear the air that we might b-r-e-a-t-h-e again!
Renew our hope; dispel our despair. The world and all that’s in it
are in your hand. Make what’s upside down right-side up again,
as only you and you alone can!
Speak peace, O Lord. Speak peace to the chaos, within us and
among us, and in the whole world, lest it consume. Don’t let it
consume us. As you did in the beginning, speak your “Let-it-be”
to the chaos and let it be so. Let peace resume. Peace, we know,
does not mean that all around us is still, but just as the eye in
the midst of the storm is where peace is found, may your peace
surround. And may it fill. May we find ourselves in the stillness,
amidst the calm at the center of your will. Help us to find and let
us be…still…and know that you are God!
—Kathy H. Culmer
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hen I read the portion of the morning collect that
says, “You have brought us in safety to this new day,”
I sometimes can barely finish the rest. And on some days, that
is enough for me. There is so much to be mindful of in that
one sentence.
We have been brought.
Everyone has seen the ubiquitous poem “Footprints in the Sand”
hanging on the wall of a doctor’s office or sitting on someone’s
desk. I think the sentiment is true, though it has been used so
many times that I am afraid those footprints are about seven
feet deep by now. Through the night, for those of us who get
to rest (God bless the emergency responders and new parents),
the secret inner workings of our bodies cycle in and out of REM
sleep. The systems that keep us alive pump blood, send electrical
impulses to neurons, and breathe in oxygen and exhale carbon
dioxide. This symphony (or cacophony if you snore like I do)
is conducted without us knowing a thing about it as we lie
vulnerable in our beds.
This morning, know that you have been brought. Breathe in the
safety of the new. The fulfilling of your unique part of God’s
purpose is right here, right now, right where you live. Thanks be
to God.
—Charles McClain
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od’s stillness comes from within God’s changeless nature.
God is “the Father of lights with whom there is no variation
or shadow due to change” (James 1:17). God’s existence has no
beginning and no end. The very name God gives Moses to use
says it all, and says it with such beautiful economy of word, “I
AM.” But even as CEO of all creation, God still took a day off
and blessed the sabbath as a time of special stillness—for God
and for us.
Our stillness is pausing to reflect on the fact that we are merely
created beings. It can be the stillness of a meditation at sunrise, or
the stillness of waiting upon God, praying to God, and believing
that God is working in an omniscient manner to help us in ways
we could never envision. It is the stillness of having faith to
believe that even before our petitions leave our lips, God is busy
knitting us blessings with an endless supply of invisible and
miraculous yarn.
—Susan Taylor Block

z
Jesus stood still and called them, saying,
“What do you want me to do for you?”
—Matthew 20:32
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n the morning, I get up already thinking about the demands
of the day. I wake with plans, the tasks and challenges of the
day on my mind. My mind is filled with how I will meet those
challenges. I often turn on the news and hear the challenges and
difficulties in the community and the world. In the distance, I
hear the sounds of birds singing their morning song. The bird
song invites me to be still for a moment and listen.
That invitation calls me to notice the different songs. Some are
close by and some seem to answer from far away. Their song invites
me to savor the moment. What is the true song that the morning
brings? So I begin the day in another way. What delight! The
invitation is to still my internal urgings and to turn to listening,
to be still.
In those few moments of listening, my mind finds a sense of quiet.
I want to spend more time like this. My breathing slows. I can
hear the great opportunity the day brings in the songs of the birds.
Periodically during my busy day, I hear them again. Perched on a
tree above my head or in the distance, I am reminded. I am filled
with the calming voice of God in birdsong.
—Karen Montagno
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salm 122 speaks of the unity and strength of Jerusalem.
This unity has benefits for those in Jerusalem and those
outside. Mindfulness meditation works similarly, providing
unity within oneself.
I have engaged in martial arts training for several years, and an
important part of the training is meditation. My teacher fosters in
his students the ability to cultivate unity in the mind, body, spirit,
and emotion. The whole of the program works to improve your
breathing, blood flow, mental clarity, and emotional maturity.
My pain tolerance is higher than when I began. My weight is
better, and my blood pressure is great.
These are the first fruits of mindful meditation. We begin to
feel the flow of blood and air through us. Our health (emotional
and physical) improves. We begin to know ourselves better as we
cultivate unity within ourselves.
The second benefit is an exterior one. We share and manifest our
unity of self with others. A mindful person can share their peace,
their unity with others. As Jesus said, “Peace I leave with you; my
peace I give you” (John 14:27).
—Carl Fosnaugh

z
[Jesus] woke up and rebuked the wind,
and said to the sea, “Peace! Be still!”
—Mark 4:39
39
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