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“Feeling at home in a faith 
community is an amazing  
gift of God’s love.” 

God’s love surprised me throughout the pandemic, 
and I felt it most deeply through my church. 
Community gardens on our property fed families 
hit hard by the pandemic. Our choir’s rendition 
of God Be with You Till We Meet Again moved me 
to tears. Their creative and clever compilations of 
recorded videos smashed together with various 
voices and instruments (including spoons and 
water glasses!) made me laugh out loud and cheer 
them on, even though they couldn’t hear me. 
Our Pastor’s blog, which she started right as the 
world was shutting down, kept me grounded and 
fed me with hope. Then, a group of people asked 
us to share a creative offering and put them all 
together in a beautiful booklet called Prayers for 
a Pandemic. It was full of stories, prayers, poems, photos, and artwork. It was raw and real and revitalizing 
during a really lonely time when my husband and I were missing our church and missing my family. 
Knowing that I was still connected to a community of people who didn’t hesitate to share God’s love was 
an incredible gift. I feel so blessed to have found Peace Lutheran and to be a part of the Metro D.C. Synod. 
Feeling at home in a faith community is an amazing gift of God’s love. 

Natalie Cain 
Springfield, Virginia

Sunday, November 28



“...we are given both the 
capacity and faith to keep 
entrusting our gifts to others 
when opportunity invites.” 

During my internship year, I had opportunity to 
visit the Philadelphia seminary campus to catch 
up with some friends. Rick, who shared the same 
student family housing as my family, asked how 
it was going, for real. I told him that serving in 
congregational life was great, transformative in 
fact, but that finances were tight. We now had 
a newborn, my wife was not working, and the 
student stipend stretched only so far. Several 
times, I stood in line at a neighboring church 
where 5-pound blocks of cheese and a few other 
staples were being distributed to families like ours 
on limited income. We were grateful. 

Rick’s face told me he resonated and reached for his wallet. “I’m giving you our weekly tithe. You need this 
more than my church does right now.” And he handed me $65.00. That was in 1983. I knew that Rick had 
been a Captain in the U.S. Army before seminary—now preparing to serve as a chaplain—and I knew he 
had a pension, even as a young man with a young family himself. But this gift was extraordinary, enough for 
weeks of groceries. 

Of course, this was only one way that this friend in Christ and his wife cared, but what we needed he gave. 
He responded unprompted in that very moment. I remember Rick, and Teresa, when I think how we are 
entrusted by God with so much and in trusting that same generous God, we are given both the capacity and 
faith to keep entrusting our gifts to others when opportunity invites. 

Pastor Christopher Weidner 
Washington, D.C.

Tuesday, November 30



“Suddenly she recognized that 
the quilt represented the love 
of countless boys and girls of 
our Sunday school program.” 

I want to tell you a simple story of the power of your 
generosity at work through Good Shepherd. Every 
generous contribution you give to our church goes 
towards moments like this:

As we were getting into the car, I turned to my 
son James and said, “Thanks for coming with me, 
buddy!  I hope you had a little bit of fun.” He stopped in his tracks and looked straight at me.  
“Mom. I had way more than a little fun. I had SO MUCH fun!”

This simple statement floored me. You see, after a long day, I dragged my 5-year-old to yet another event. 
We walked down the block to the Guest House for a graduation in honor of twelve women who had 
successfully lived for a year beyond incarceration.  

I did not expect this to be a kid-friendly event for my Kindergartner. I thought we would stop by, and after 
about 20 minutes, sneak away for a snack and the playground.

But very quickly, the Community Outreach Chair of our church, Denise, spotted James. “Here! Help me 
stack up these quilts on the table! Aren’t they so beautiful?”  

“Yes!” he said. “I know these blankets. I helped make one at church!” From then on, he was hooked. He 
followed her around the rest of the afternoon, helping with whatever she needed—setting up the cake, 
finding extra cards and crosses, moving tables.

And when the big moment of graduation came, he got to share in the spotlight. Together, Denise and James 
handed the quilts to these amazing women. She urged him on. “Tell her that’s the one you made!” she 
whispered.

My shy son leaned over and said proudly to the graduate, “I made this one! We did it in Sunday School!”

The look on that woman’s face was awe-struck love. Suddenly she recognized that the quilt represented the 
love of countless boys and girls of our Sunday school program. It represented the love of women and men 
who stayed late, piecing together the fabric, cutting the strips, and tying the knots just right. She could see 
God’s love, right on the lines of that quilt. That love will stay with her forever. And it will stay with James 
forever, too.

Pastor Kate Costa 
Good Shepherd Lutheran Church 
Alexandria. VA

Thursday, December 2



“The living faith of Bible  
camp culture is a part  
of my spiritual DNA.” 

“Doomp, doomp, doomp.”

I was blessed and privileged to be a part of the 
body of Christ that is Lutheran summer camp 
every year from 1976–1996. The living faith of 
Bible camp culture is a part of my spiritual DNA.  
It is the reason I stuck with the church and where 
God extended the call to ministry. Camp is a place 
that screams of God’s grace through all the wild, 
spirit-filled people embracing the freedom we 
have in Christ. At camp, God strengthens our call 
as we are part of a community of faithful people 
living into who God calls them to be.

One of these faithful people is my mom and it 
is through her care that I first experienced the Holy Spirit alive in Lutheran outdoor camping ministry. 
She was a camp staffer as a college student and continued to stay involved after graduation. This included 
bringing our family to summer family-camp starting when I was a toddler. Here is my first memory. I 
celebrate it and say, thank you, God.

Green, blue, and yellow sunny days in the summer of 1977 and big, hairy, bearded, Dave “Eli” Eliason is 
hauling his huge, upright bass everywhere. I had never seen or heard such an awesome instrument out in 
rural-Minnesota farm country and I was instantly hooked on that doomp-doomp-doomp. Those great 
swinging bass-lines were elevating my faith through sacred music in a whole new way. Outside to the beach, 
into the woods for campfire, and upstairs into the community room… he thumped out his love of God, 
making disciples through bass infusion.

Pastor Troy Jacobson 
Good Samaritan Lutheran Church 
Lexington Park, MD

Saturday, December 4



“This year our church family  
and others across our 
community had a front row seat 
as witnesses to the marvelous 
gift of God’s love in action.” 

This year our church family and others across 
our community had a front row seat as witnesses 
to the marvelous gift of God’s love in action. As 
the U.S. troops withdrew from Afghanistan and 
refugees began arriving in the U.S., the Lutheran 
Church of the Covenant (LCOC) in Dale City, 
Virginia partnered with Lutheran Social Services 
National Capital Area (LSSNCA) in supporting 
the Afghan Allies who are resettling in the northern Virginia area. Most of the Allies left everything behind, 
some arriving in this strange land with only the clothes they were wearing.  

The LCOC church building became an Afghan Allies intake and processing center, staffed by a growing 
number of LSSNCA Case Workers. LCOC housed a donation center, warehouse, and distribution site, 
staffed by a fleet of volunteers, for donated household items of most immediate need for the Afghan 
families. Donations poured in from across the DC metro area, arriving in cars, mini-vans, commercial 
vans, pick-ups, U-Hauls, and a semi-trailer. Donations came from churches of all denominations, civic 
organizations, NGO’s and many, many individuals. For example, Sarah, a young girl from Vienna, hoped 
to get enough donations from her school friends to fill 10 large boxes. She received enough donations to fill 
28 boxes and her parents had to rent a U-Haul trailer to bring the donations to LCOC. A young girl from 
Bethesda collected 55 backpacks filled with school supplies. These countless acts of generosity and kindness 
showcased God’s love in our community.

Volunteers have joined in this mission from area ELCA churches, other churches and religious 
organizations, Rotary Club, family, and friends. Everyone involved has witnessed firsthand God’s love 
through the fellowship we have shared, and through the incredible generosity and kindness of our 
community as we welcome our new Afghan neighbors. The interactions with, and shared stories of the 
Afghan families, as well as the people bringing donations and the volunteers has been inspirational and 
heartwarming. This has truly been a mission of love and compassion as we live out “God’s Work, Our 
Hands”. 

Kathy Panther 
Lutheran Church of the Covenant 
Dale City, VA

Sunday, December 5



“Our whole lives are really  
a series of moments that  
are interconnected.” 

Our whole lives are really a series of moments that 
are interconnected. Meetings at work and church, 
birthdays, anniversaries, weddings, baptisms, 
funerals, movie night with your family, mowing 
the lawn, making supper.

All of these moments are connected to each other 
— even loosely. We transition from one moment 
to the next which involves decisions based on our 
priorities, values, and faith.

This Advent we are hearing stories — some will be 
about the moments themselves and some will be 
about that liminal space between moments.

I am currently in a transitional time from a 14-year moment serving Bethel in Manassas, VA toward a new 
moment serving St. John in Riverdale, MD. I am so very thankful as I look back on my time at Bethel for the 
trust of the people there as they shared their stories of doubt, struggle, joy, and faith. God was in all of those 
moments. One of my priorities as I begin serving at St. John is to visit each of them and hear their stories. 
God is in all of these moments.

So, I guess the story that I share with you today is not about a specific moment, but about the ellipsis of 
faith. When you see an ellipsis (…) at the end of a sentence, you know that there is more to come. Isn’t that 
the story of Advent? We have seen the goodness of God in the moments of our and our ancestor’s past. We 
look forward with hope and expectation to the goodness of God in the time to come. Therefore, we wait and 
watch as we hold our collective breathes for the ultimate Moment and the everyday moments when Jesus 
shows up. 

Jeff Wilson 
Riverdale, MD

Tuesday, December 7



“I think the beach is kind  
of like God.” 

Surely his salvation is at hand for those who fear 
him, that his glory may dwell in our land. Steadfast 
love and faithfulness will meet; righteousness and 
peace will kiss each other. Faithfulness will spring up 
from the ground, and righteousness will look down 
from the sky. The Lord will give what is good, and 
our land will yield its increase. Righteousness will 
go before him, and will make a path for his steps.  
Psalm 85:9-13

Many of us travel to the beach for our summer 
vacation. I did it when I was a boy and all during 
my teenage years. The beach is always beautiful. 
The sun is bright and shining. The sand meets the 
water and the water meets the sky for as far as the 
eye can see. The tides go in and out with every wave. It is incredibly simple and beautiful. The beach is also 
very refreshing as people come to swim, splash, ride waves, sun bathe, walk, or simply relax.

But it wasn’t until I married a beach lover that we went to the beach in the wintertime. Without the warm 
sun, with the cold wind blowing, without the swimmers or the children playing, it was just the sand, the 
water, and the sky staying still and changing with every wave. Somehow in the winter, the beach is still 
beautiful. The elements of its beauty are still there and you realize that the beauty transcends the warm 
weather or the cold weather.  

I think the beach is kind of like God. The beach is beautiful and that never changes. But our mood (weather) 
changes and some times we are receptive and sometimes, well, we are just cold. But the beauty and majesty 
of God always is the same, always there for us to experience, if only we are the right temperature. 

Prayer:  Dear Lord Jesus, help us to see that you come for us and let us be receptive to you each and every day. 
Amen.

Pastor Gerry and Sandy Johnson 
Holy Trinity Lutheran Church 
Leesburg, VA

Thursday, December 9



“In their hands, a gift of love 
recycled from the heart.” 

Lucille and Bob were down-to-earth retired folks 
in the congregation I first served as a young pastor. 
Lucille wore the most joyful hats in worship, 
was a leader in Lutheran Church Women and 
stirred community wherever she went. Bob was 
quiet and understated. When Lucille stepped 
forward to speak about giving as part of a series of 
Stewardship testimonies one Sunday, she looked 
back to her childhood days during the Depression. 

“My mother would retrieve flour sacks, cotton, 
the ones with red and blue ink on the front with 
the name of the mill where they came from. She’d 
unstitch them, wash them and rebind the edges. 
We kids would take them door-to-door to sell 
as soft dish towels. Every Saturday night we’d sit 
around the kitchen table with our nickels and dimes, counting out what we collected. Then we’d put aside 
10% to take with us to worship the next morning. Ever since, Bob and I have kept that practice throughout 
our marriage—and never stopped—no matter what, tight times, kids in college, it didn’t matter.” 

Lucille’s story of giving was imprinted on her life, organic and without posturing. It challenged and inspired 
our giving without even trying. When our family left that congregation for another call to ministry, Lucille 
and Bob gave us the gift of a quilt square stitched with scraps of fabric and framed with repurposed barn 
siding, materials easily left behind or discarded, but in their hands, a gift of love recycled from the heart.

Pastor Christopher Weidner 
Washington, D.C.

Saturday, December 11



“More than the gift,  
it was the spirit behind it.” 

The greatest gift I was ever given came from a 
middle school student when I was teaching. The 
girl lived in a week-by-week motel and struggled 
socially, but seemed to enjoy being in my choir 
class. At Christmas one year she brought me a gift 
which she had carefully wrapped and placed in 
my hands. She asked me to open it in front of her. 
It was a used Shania Twain CD which she told me 
was her favorite and she wanted to share it with 
me. More than the gift, it was the spirit behind it 
and that she gave something so personal when she 
had so little. It is hard not to be reminded of the 
poor widow in Mark 12:43–44 and Luke 21:1–4. 
I will always cherish this CD and I think of her 
every time I hear a Shania Twain song.

Katharyn Wheeler 
St. Matthew’s Lutheran Church 
Woodbridge, VA

Sunday, December 12



“An amazing gift given to our 
congregation came through  
our involvement with the group 
Interfaith Partnership for  
the Chesapeake.” 

An amazing gift given to our congregation came 
through our involvement with the group Interfaith 
Partnership for the Chesapeake. In 2018, it was 
clear that we were going to have to do something 
to repair the church’s crumbling asphalt parking 
lot. To replace it would cost tens of thousands of 
dollars we did not have. We were also aware that 
large asphalt parking lots send a lot of runoff in to 
the storm drain system in ways that harm the health of the watershed and eventually the Chesapeake Bay. 
We found out about the a new kind of parking lot surface called permeable pavers. Environmentally, that 
is what the congregation wanted to do, but permeable pavers are even more expensive than asphalt. That’s 
where the help from Interfaith Partners came in. They told us about grants for conservation projects that 
congregations could apply for through the Chesapeake Bay Foundation. They also helped us with the grant-
writing process. In March of 2020, Christ the Servant was awarded $119,000 to convert a section of our 
parking lot with permeable pavers. The process was delayed due to the pandemic, but in June of 2021, we 
dedicated our new Permeable Paver Parking Lot. The pavers were installed in the spring of 2021 without the 
congregation incurring any additional debt. Part of the conditions for the grant was that as a congregation 
we would offer education for the community about storm water runoff, watershed health, and the way 
others can help protect the Bay. That educational commitment is how this gift to our congregation keeps 
giving, because it gives us new opportunities for outreach and ways to share this congregation’s commitment 
to environmental protection. During the summer months, Christ the Servant hosts the Montgomery Village 
Farmers’ Market in our parking lot. Now, it not only looks and functions a whole lot better, but we also used 
the Farmers’ Market to promote the environmental education efforts. We will continue to do even more 
environmental education post-COVID, when we can invite the community inside for seminars on rain 
gardens, rain barrels, native plantings and further watershed protection measures. We have also shared with 
other congregations the way they might benefit from Chesapeake Bay Fund grants and cooperative efforts 
with Interfaith Partnership for the Chesapeake.

Christ the Servant Lutheran Church 
Montgomery Village, MD

Tuesday, December 14



“To be able to learn how to speak 
from the heart takes time, patience 
and a desire to do so.” 

Some 20 years ago, upon returning home from a weekend 
retreat, I found a post-it note affixed to my condo door. It read: 
“To Sue, I am sorry that I move at Lynchburg suddenly. Thank 
you for your kindness. I will never forget you. from Chun”

Chun had been my next-door neighbor. He’d arrived from 
Korea with his wife and two children just nine months earlier. 
No shipment of possessions accompanied them. They slept on 
a bare wooden parquet floor until members of his Methodist 
congregation furnished them mattresses and other pieces of 
second hand furniture. 

Their sofa was spotted with patches of packing tape that sealed 
holes where stuffing had come out. When I was their guest 
at dinner, we ate from and with an eclectic mix of items that 
included their prized yard sale purchases. The youngest child 
always perched on my knee while we ate due to an insufficient number of chairs. Seemingly small quantities of food 
filled us. Yet in retrospect, I realize that there were always leftovers to be shared or saved for tomorrow’s lunch. 

To supplement his salary as an assistant pastor, Chun worked part time at a local dry cleaning store.  Weather 
permitting, following dinner the family regularly walked around the neighborhood exclaiming about the night sky 
punctuated with stars. 

The children frequently visited my balcony until three seemingly inanimate speckled finch eggs at last yielded life. On 
Mother’s Day, the entire family stood outside my door. With smiles stretching from ear to ear, they presented me with 
sunshine in the form of a yellow mum plant.  

Chun and his family spoke limited English. Yet haltingly, he was able share news about his upcoming series of radio 
broadcasts. Without the benefit of a common national language, we learned to speak to each in another way. Through 
our actions, we used the language of love best understood by the heart.

To be able to learn how to speak from the heart takes time, patience and a desire to do so. I came to appreciate this 
when I chose to accompany Chun and his family on their journey. Repeatedly, I had to shed my busyness so that I 
could see and hear. I had to simply slow down and walk. It was during walks with Chun and his family that I saw 
real life in the details. Jesus spoke and taught through his actions. By ambling along, He provided his followers the 
opportunity to see and hear Him.

Modern day disciples, their life now gave them a new found freedom. Once again, unencumbered by possessions, 
they were able to move quickly when a new call came to follow. They would have new opportunities to give the 
greatest gift of love — themselves. Walking with them, left His footprints on my life.

Sue Czarnetzky

Thursday, December 16



“How a grateful heart  
can multiply the giving” 

Terry was a local business owner and his wife 
Karen worked as a devoted mother of four 
school-age children. They were there the day I 
shared in a sermon — quite personally, quite 
explicitly — how my late wife Jane and I made 
our stewardship decisions. It was a bit daring — 
pastors are so often reluctant to talk directly about 
money and surely not about their own household 
finances. But I laid it out in a pretty matter of fact 
narrative. I didn’t want to make a to-do or give a 
prescription, just to tell our story with an honest word.

We tithed, I told the congregation, and it wasn’t always that way, by any means. We’ve grown to give ten 
percent of my gross income before taxes to the church. My wife’s salary we see as a gift from which to give, 
too. It goes exclusively to pay for our children’s education. Simultaneous tuitions make us keenly attuned 
to thoughtful, often sacrificial, money management. That’s how it is, we manage, and we give gladly, 
gratefully.

I did not get much feedback from that sermon, until a week or two later. Karen and Terry said they wanted 
to talk with me. “We heard your sermon, Pastor, and we believe we have a lot of catching up to do in our 
giving. We’d like to give the church $50,000 to pay off the mortgage in full. But it has to be anonymous; 
nobody can know. Can you help us?” This was in the late 1990s in a town and country Pennsylvania Dutch 
community.

So we prayed and strategized a way forward. They sent their check to the ELCA Mission Endowment 
Fund who sent it back anonymously with a letter to the congregation indicating the donors’ hope for the 
gift. Half was given as a matching gift to pay off the mortgage, stimulating congregational participation 
beyond the annual budget. The other half was to be distributed at the discretion of the Council to support 
community and church-wide ministries in the congregation’s name. That letter generated delight when 
it was read aloud at the annual congregation meeting. It stirred infectious appreciative giving. And it 
generated waves of imagination for where this gift might go and who it could reach and what it might do. 
The givers’ gift, meant to be given away — for Christ’s sake, and for creation too!

Pastor Christopher Weidner 
Washington, D.C.

Saturday, December 18



“God’s gifts come in diverse 
ways, places, and sizes and  
all are something to celebrate 
and to share!” 

In January, I began a series of virtual walks 
which have included the Camino de Santiago 
(480 miles), the St. Francis Way (312 miles) and 
currently the Romantic Road in Germany (268 
miles). These walks which have expanded to 
include bike rides and swimming, have been a 
spiritual journey for me and an invitation to be 
open to the God moments and discoveries along 
the way. These have included the joy of paying 
attention to God’s beautiful creation, meeting 
people along the way, and the reminder that it is 
about the journey and not the destination. Yes, 
there were days and weeks when it was more 
difficult to get outside due to the weather, other 
commitments, or simply being tired. However, I am so grateful for the gift and reminder that every day is 
an opportunity to see and experience that “The steadfast love of the LORD never ceases, his mercies never 
come to an end; they are new every morning; great is your faithfulness.” (Lamentations 3:22-23)

This time has become a part of my practice of Sacred Rhythms as I pray, listen to various podcasts or 
the Bible, or simply am still, open, and aware of God’s presence. During these outdoor adventures, the 
question I ask is, “what am I seeing, hearing, smelling, and feeling?”  During one of my walks around 
Burke Lake, I had just asked this question and I looked up and saw this heart on the tree. My heart 
expanded in awe and in gratitude as I was reminded that God’s love is everywhere, and that we get to be a 
part of it — both in the giving and the receiving.

God’s gifts come in diverse ways, places, and sizes and all are something to celebrate and to share!

Pastor Darcy Tillman 
Dale City, VA

Sunday, December 19



“I am so grateful for the 
people behind the scenes 
who shepherd the online 
technology...” 

“In Christ there is no east or west, in him no south or 
north, but one great fellowship of love throughout the 
whole wide earth.”  —stanza one from the hymn,  
In Christ There Is No East or West.

I was excited watching her walk up the sidewalk 
dressed in a bright violet dress and headscarf. Standing 
at the church entrance, I knew who it was despite her 
mask. Entering with her daughter, Heather, and her 
grandson, Jacob, who are members of Good Shepherd, 
helped me to make the connection. “Susan,” I 
exclaimed, “my online worship friend, what a surprise!  
It’s so nice to have you here in person!” We were like kids who have been pen pals, in awe of our good fortune to be 
together. Thrilled. Technically, it wasn’t the first time I met Susan. She visited before COVID, but at that time she was 
a face I only recognized, a member’s relative who I saw occasionally. 

This was different. Our frequent shared online worship across the miles from California to Maryland, our time 
together via Zoom when she wanted to learn more about Good Shepherd, and the mutual mastery of one-day-
at-a-time thinking to get us through COVID thus far, gave us a deeper bond. Like Susan, joyful to be visiting and 
worshipping in-person, more and more Good Shepherd members are returning every week to the Sanctuary for the 
first time in more than a year. We’ve also met many new guests coming to worship.  

I’ve heard expressions of gratitude from online worship participants who are relieved that Good Shepherd is now 
a Hybrid Congregation—in-person and online. Whether people are visiting from out-of-town, or looking for a 
new church, or choosing to worship online, I am awed by the geography of this ministry. We worship together in 
community well beyond Montgomery County, Maryland. As far west as California and Washington. Up north 
in Wisconsin, Minnesota, and Michigan. In the mid-west and the plain states like Ohio and Kansas. As far south 
as Texas, Arizona, Florida, Alabama, Tennessee, and the Virginias and in the Northeast—New York, Delaware, 
Pennsylvania. Others who are overseas join us from Prague, the UK, Indonesia, and Poland. There are more on this 
list, including a variety of vacation and business travel locations.

Seeing Susan worshipping with her family reminded me how amidst a lingering pandemic Good Shepherd has 
thrived, literally meeting people where they are whether near or far, bringing them together, connecting them to 
the good news of Jesus Christ, and to one another. I am so grateful for the people behind the scenes who shepherd 
the online technology and for those who so generously support our ministries. Every Sunday, I look forward to 
welcoming our established members, first-time visitors, and those who are separated from us (only by miles).  There’s 
always a surprise, a new connection. Every Sunday!  That’s exciting!

Mary Jo Anderson, Connections Ministry Coordinator 
Good Shepherd Lutheran Church 
Gaithersburg, Maryland

Tuesday, December 21



“Sometimes we can’t see when 
or how Jesus comes to us.” 

I pray that the God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the 
Father of glory, may give you a spirit of wisdom 
and revelation as you come to know him, so that, 
with the eyes of your heart enlightened, you may 
know what is the hope to which he has called you, 
what are the riches of his glorious inheritance 
among the saints, and what is the immeasurable 
greatness of his power for us who believe, according 
to the working of his great power. God put this 
power to work in Christ when he raised him from 
the dead and seated him at his right hand in the 
heavenly places, far above all rule and authority and power and dominion, and above every name that is 
named, not only in this age but also in the age to come. Ephesians 1:17-21

My son had just come home from college and I was looking forward to spending some fun time together 
with him. In his first week at his summer job he left for work in the morning in a hurry and forgot 
something. He quickly returned, pulling up the driveway and crashing into the garage door. He was very 
upset, and he called me instantly. I told him to bang out the door until it closed and we will talk about it 
when we get home.

All day I was brewing about the garage door. How can anyone crash through a closed garage door? I could 
tell that I was getting angrier as the day wore on. But I said to myself, “I have missed my son while he was 
away and now this garage door thing is going to stand in the way of our having a fun summer.”   
So I decided that our time together was worth more than the stupid door, so I just let it go and tried not to 
get angry.

When I got home, I told my son that “things happen” and he said he would pay for the door. The summer 
progressed and we had some fun times. We looked for a garage door and found that they were grossly 
expensive.  So we bought one to install ourselves. In early September, my son and I scheduled a day to 
take the old door off and install the new door. That day we talked, teased, and had a load of fun just being 
together putting that door on. I would say it was one of the best days of my life with my son.

Sometimes we can’t see when or how Jesus comes to us. Sometimes he just does; and when he does,  
he makes us consider new ways of thinking, or seeing things in a different way.

Prayer: Open the eyes of my heart to see you and to listen to you as you come to make us all see a new and 
better way of living. Amen  

Pastor Gerry and Sandy Johnson 
Holy Trinity Lutheran Church 
Leesburg, VA

Thursday, December 23


