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"Hospitality is the virtue which allows us to 
break through the narrowness of our own 
fears and to open our houses to the stranger, 
with the intuition that salvation comes to us 
in the form of a tired traveler. Hospitality 
makes anxious disciples into powerful 
witnesses, makes suspicious owners into 
generous givers, and makes close-minded 
sectarians into interested recipients of new 
ideas and insights." 

–Henri Nouwen 
 
 
As Christmas approaches, we keep in our mind's eye the 
image of Mary and Joseph making their weary way toward 
Bethlehem.  It is the town of Joseph's ancestors, presumably 
filled with distant cousins, but he and his wife will find no 
lodging there.  And so the beautiful story of God's love 
begins with a tragic failure of hospitality.   
 
The Bible is filled with stories and teachings about 
hospitality, and this Advent we will reflect together on 
some of those texts, so that we may begin to make room in 
our own hearts for the Christ child.  How can we receive 
Christ as an honored guest in our own lives?  How can we 
help to share God's message of extravagant welcome, so 
that others may be blessed to know that they belong?   
 
As we wait for Christ's coming, I pray that these devotions 
will inspire you to keep the flame of love burning strong all 
through the night. 

–Jonathan Hauze 
2 December 2017  

 



DECEMBER 3 
 
So he came and proclaimed peace to you who were far off and peace to those who were near; for 
through him both of us have access in one Spirit to the Father. So then you are no longer 
strangers and aliens, but you are citizens with the saints and also members of the household of 
God, built upon the foundation of the apostles and prophets, with Christ Jesus himself as the 
cornerstone. In him the whole structure is joined together and grows into a holy temple in the 
Lord; in whom you also are built together spiritually into a dwelling place for God. 
 

–Ephesians 2:17-22 
*** 

 
I imagine Paul writing these words with real people in mind.  Think of all the interesting people 
he must have met and befriended during his travels.  Slaves who did not belong, except as 
property, to the households they served.  Resident aliens who had none of the protections of 
Roman citizenship.  Prostitutes whose bodies were in high demand but whose humanity was 
disregarded.  Poor people who had no family to take them in, nowhere to call home.  Think of all 
the people who must have rejoiced to hear of Christ's love for them, but who might have needed 
reminding that they were truly a part of the household of God.   
 
These verses remind us, powerfully, of the radical inclusion that arises from Christ's gift of 
peace.  Yes, the kingdom of God belongs not just to those who are "near," but to those who are 
"far off"—reminding us of the gaping distances that can arise between people, and the desolate 
caverns that can open up in the human heart.  This is what the peace of Christ is about:  making 
the world whole, healing the broken body, restoring community. 
 
The peace of Christ means that all of these people have a place in the household of God.  But 
there's more.  There is much more.  The inclusion that God offers is not patronizing or 
condescending, as ours sometimes is, such as when well-meaning folks conspire together, saying 
"we just want him to feel included."  God is not putting on a show so that we won't feel left out.  
It feels as though Paul is searching around for the right comparison to show what divine 
inclusion is all about.  It's like being a citizen, but that's not quite it.  It's like being a member of a 
household, but that's not quite it either.  It's like . . . it's like being built together into a dwelling 
place for God.   
 
Wait, what?  Paul lands on a metaphor that flips everything inside-out.  You see, it's not just that 
God manages to make room for us in his home.  It's that God now invites us to become a home 
for him.  We are invited to be not only guests, but hosts.  In this text, Paul emphasizes that this is 
something that we do together.  Not, I think, when we make our community glitter and shine 
with trivial niceties and well-polished prayers.  But when we truly devote ourselves to the hard 
work of forgiveness, mercy, love.  
 
Holy God, help me to welcome others as you have welcomed me, and to remember how strangely 
diverse your household is, so that I may help to make a dwelling place for you in my life together 
with others. 
 

–Jonathan Hauze 



DECEMBER 4 
 
For you were called to freedom, brothers and sisters; only do not use your freedom as an 
opportunity for self-indulgence, but through love become slaves to one another.   

–Galatians 5:13 
 

*** 
 
We are so fortunate in this country to have our freedom to come and go as we please, to speak 
our minds, gather in public and worship where we are comfortable.  Sometimes our lives are so 
routine that we don’t take the time to appreciate all our blessings.   
 
Every 8 weeks I have the great privilege to spend time at the Atkinson’s Shelter.  In the days 
leading up to my group’s dinner, and especially when I am tasked with making the main meal, I 
feel overwhelmed by wondering how I can fit the shopping, meal prep, and cooking into my 
busy schedule.  As usual, this is often more a mental challenge than necessary.  I always seem to 
find a way to fit it all into my life.  
 
On those Mondays, the men are just coming in from their day’s activities and gather in the dining 
area awaiting our arrival.  They appear tired and lonely and there is limited interaction among 
any of the guys.  During the hour that we are there serving and the men are seated around the 
dining tables eating, chatter begins and the expression changes on their faces.  This sound makes 
me feel good, as I know that what little we have offered of ourselves in planning and preparing 
the meal has made the men feel welcome and valued.  They always return to thank us for the 
meal and appear more comfortable and friendly with us for sharing our time.  
 
This is always a humbling experience for me.  I always feel so appreciative of life when I have 
given a little of my time away to those who struggle far more than me on a day to day basis.  I 
feel that I receive more from each of these encounters than the men at the shelter.   
 
As we enter the season of Advent, I plan to take the time to stand back and really appreciate all 
that I have, and offer some simple gifts to others.  Offering part of myself - a friendly smile, a 
comforting hug, a listening ear, or an extended hand to others is often the greatest gift to make 
someone feel welcome and loved.   
 
 
Thank you, God for your unending love to each of us.  Let us be grateful for all that we have and 
that sometimes it is the little actions we take that make someone feel loved.   
 
 

—Frances Pluchino 
 
 
 
 

 



DECEMBER 5 
 
 
 
For you did not receive a spirit of slavery to fall back into fear, but you have received a spirit of 
adoption. When we cry, “Abba! Father!” it is that very Spirit bearing witness with our spirit that 
we are children of God . . . 

—Romans 8:15-16 
 
 

*** 
 
It goes without saying that there is a world of difference between slavery and adoption.  So much 
so that it is absurd to compare the two within the context of human relationships.  But this text is 
not about human relationships.  It is about our position in relation to God.  Where do we stand?  
What is our role?  What is our status?   
 
In this context, it turns out that the comparison is strikingly relevant.  Urgent, even.  The chasm 
that separates our mortal lives from the transcendence of God—our lowliness from his majesty—
can very easily lead us to assume that if we are anything at all, we must be servants.  How can 
we be anything else?  At least in our honest moments, we know very well that our merits are 
nothing next to God's goodness.   
 
But we do not stand on our own merits.  It is the grace of Christ, not our excellence (thank 
goodness!) that determines our standing before God.  Why is this important?  Paul uses the word 
"fear" to great effect, reminding us that our understanding of grace can make the difference 
between a fearful life and a faithful life.  Will we stay on the ground with Wayne and Garth, 
crying out "We're not worthy!", or will we stand up and get going?   
 
Jesus commissions his disciples to "go forth!"  So we can't stay on our knees.  But before this 
command he reminds his disciples that they are much more than servants:   
 

"I do not call you servants any longer, because the servant does not know what the 
master is doing; but I have called you friends, because I have made known to you 
everything that I have heard from my Father."   (John 15:15)  

 
Friends of Christ.  Children of God.  Adopted heirs of the kingdom.  A people who have been so 
named have nothing to fear.  They have no reason to despair, either in themselves or in the life of 
the world.  Dorothy Day puts it a little differently, but no less truly:  "No one has a right to sit 
down and feel hopeless. There is too much work to do.”   
 
Gracious God, give me courage to accept your spirit of adoption, so that I might rise up with out 
fear to serve you joyfully and unreservedly.   
 

–Jonathan Hauze 
 



DECEMBER 6 
 

The Lord appeared to Abraham by the oaks of Mamre, as he sat at the entrance of his 
tent in the heat of the day. He looked up and saw three men standing near him. When he 
saw them, he ran from the tent entrance to meet them, and bowed down to the ground. He 
said, “My lord, if I find favor with you, do not pass by your servant. Let a little water be 
brought, and wash your feet, and rest yourselves under the tree. Let me bring a little 
bread, that you may refresh yourselves, and after that you may pass on—since you have 
come to your servant.” So they said, “Do as you have said.” And Abraham hastened into 
the tent to Sarah, and said, “Make ready quickly three measures of choice flour, knead it, 
and make cakes.” Abraham ran to the herd, and took a calf, tender and good, and gave it 
to the servant, who hastened to prepare it. Then he took curds and milk and the calf that 
he had prepared, and set it before them; and he stood by them under the tree while they 
ate. 

–Genesis 18:1-8 
 

*** 
 
We have Abraham at a disadvantage.  We meet the three men knowing that they are messengers 
of God.  But Abraham meets the three men as strangers.  You wouldn't know it from the way that 
he greets them:   
 

"My lord, if I find favor with you, do not pass by your servant." 
 

What moves a man of wealth and status to speak so humbly?  (Abraham, we are told earlier in 
his story, is "very rich in livestock, in silver, and in gold.")  Does Abraham perhaps sense that his 
visitors are divine?  Or does this simply tell us something about the beauty and extravagance of 
Middle Eastern hospitality?  Either way, we have something to learn.  Many of our wealthiest 
neighbors are also fine philanthropists, giving large sums of money to charitable enterprises.  But 
can we imagine Bill Gates or one of the Walton heirs falling over themselves to wait on three 
strangers who stood loitering outside their gates?  Can we imagine ourselves doing what 
Abraham does?  Would we put some coffee on and set the table, or would we call the police to 
report three suspicious persons standing a little too close to our front door?   
 
Some will say that we live in a different time.  Which is true, but not true enough.  Abraham was 
just as mortal as we are, and human beings were just as strange then as they are now.  That's why 
the Bible feels the need to remind us, so very often, that we must welcome the stranger.  Not just 
because it's the right thing to do, but because, more often than not, that's how God appears to us.   
 
 
 
Lord, if I find favor with you, do not pass by your servant.  Stay with me, and let your Spirit open 
my heart to the ones who stand near to me, so that I may welcome them before they have to ask. 
 

 
–Jonathan Hauze 

 



DECEMBER 7 
 

When she and her household were baptized, she urged us, saying, “If you have judged me 
to be faithful to the Lord, come and stay at my home.” And she prevailed upon us. 
 

—Acts 16:15 
 
 

*** 
 
I have an inkling of what Paul might have felt when Lydia, in this story, prevailed upon him to 
be her guest.  Nearly every time I go to Wilmington to visit the Baceanu family, Mirabela insists 
that I stay and have something to eat.  And she's not just talking about a little snack.  She wants 
me have soup, meat, eggs, bread—a feast!  I've learned that there's no use refusing.  She always 
prevails. 
 
At least Paul didn't have to worry about taking advantage—Lydia was a prosperous merchant.  I, 
on the other hand, often felt guilty about being served such a lavish meal by people who have so 
little in this world.  But then I actually listened to what Mirabela tells me every time she cooks 
for me:  "This food makes me so happy."  At first, I thought she was saying that she is happy to 
finally have enough food on the table.  But I don't think that's what she really meant.  I think that 
she is happy to be a host, and to have me as her guest.   
 
When we minister to people, it is dangerously easy to set ourselves apart from them—or worse, 
above them.  This does not necessarily—I hope—stem from arrogance, as if we really think that 
we are God's gift to humanity.  It may be quite unconscious, in the way that we come into a 
situation expecting to play a certain role.  When we go to the homeless shelter in Coatesville, for 
example, we expect to serve, not to be served.  We may exchange pleasant conversations, but we 
do not normally sit down with the residents and break bread together with them.  Perhaps we 
should. 
 
Jesus, as usual, is our best example.  The Savior of the world was not one to refuse a dinner 
invitation.  The man who fed multitudes would not deny his neighbors the pleasure of feeding 
him.  Think of all the tables that he blessed with his presence, all the homes that he visited as an 
honored guest.  Was this not a gift itself, for him to gladly receive the gifts of others?  Maybe, 
when we get it right, the line between giving and receiving disappears completely, almost as if it 
was never there to begin with . . . 
 
 
Come and stay with me, Lord Jesus.  Dwell in my heart and help me to grow closer to the people 
you have given me to share life's joys and sorrows.   
 
 
 

–Jonathan Hauze 
 



DECEMBER 8 
 

Be hospitable to one another without complaining. 
 

–1 Peter 4:9  
 
 

*** 
 
As I was reading through the selections of scripture and text, 1 Peter 4:9 jumped out at me! “Be 
hospitable to one another without complaining”.  On a daily basis, I try very hard to live my life 
through that message. (I also encourage my children to so the same.)  I’m not 100% successful, 
but I always do my best.  With all of the family gatherings from Thanksgiving to New Year’s 
Day, most of my family is usually pretty positive.  We like to focus on everything that we have 
to be thankful for.  When I pray each night, I thank God first and foremost for Tyler and Julia 
followed by my parents, my sister and brother-in-law, and my brother and sister-in-law, and end 
with all of my family and friends.  Whether at my house for Thanksgiving, or my Aunt’s house 
for Christmas Eve, or my parents' for Christmas we all celebrate the joy of being family and 
being able to get together as often as we do.   
 
The best example I can think of to demonstrate the true meaning of this text, for me, would be 
the original fictional Clark W. Griswold played by Chevy Chase in Christmas Vacation. For me, 
Clark epitomizes being hospitable to one another without complaining. He welcomes his parents, 
in-laws, and the unexpected Cousin Eddie and family into his home.  As we all know, Clark goes 
way overboard with everything that he does, but deep down he wants to try to please everyone.   
Ironically, I was watching the Saturday Night Live Thanksgiving special, and saw the opposite 
of my scripture and text in the “Debbie Downer” skit.  Needless to say, but in our house we say 
"Negative Nancy" (sorry to all the Nancys out there).   
 
So, this holiday season, and then beyond, please try to be more like Clark and less like Debbie 
Downer.  I hope that all St. Paul’s members have the opportunity to spend the holidays with their 
family and friends and remember how fortunate you are to have them.   
 
Blessings to all. 
 
God, give me joy every day, and help me to remember your blessings, so that I may be a light to 
others, making spirits bright.  
 
 

—Deb Hoover 
 
 
 
 
 

 



DECEMBER 9 
 

Jesus said to them, ‘Come and have breakfast.’ Now none of the disciples dared to ask 
him, ‘Who are you?’ because they knew it was the Lord. 

—John 21:12 
 
 

*** 
 
Mysterious as ever, John likes to tantalize us with little clues and leave us scratching our heads.  
"Now none of the disciples dared to ask him, 'Who are you?'"  Why now?  The implication is 
that until this very moment, they were not sure about this odd character on the beach.  But 
something has changed to drive all doubt out of their minds.  What has brought on such sudden 
and complete understanding?   
 
Previously:  The disciples have been fishing for a while with no luck.  But the stranger knows 
where to find fish, and he tells them.  Instantly their nets are filled with fish.  Filled to 
overflowing.  As soon as this happens, the scales fall from their eyes (har, har).  Not all of them, 
though.  Just two:  Peter and the unnamed mystery disciple, because of course John's gospel has 
to have an unnamed mystery disciple.   
 
The question is, why didn't the whole crew recognize Jesus as soon as their nets were filed?  
Surely they remembered the miracles of abundance, not to mention Jesus uncanny knowledge of 
the deep and its denizens.  Which brings us back to the word "now."  What has happened to 
make the rest of the lot realize that this is no stranger standing before them? 
 
My best guess is that we should not underestimate the power of the four words, "Come and have 
breakfast."  On the surface, an unremarkably mundane thing to say.  These are the same words 
that I say to my children on a Saturday morning when I look at the clock and realize that they 
had better eat breakfast soon or it'll be lunchtime.  There is nothing mysterious or otherworldly 
about an invitation to breakfast.  And maybe that is the point.  Jesus is known most fully not by 
his wonderworking but by his loving heart.  Don't be impressed by his miracles.  Be inspired by 
his compassion.  As Mother Teresa often said, be determined to "do ordinary things with 
extraordinary love." 
 
   
O God, give me sight to see how your love may be revealed in everyday tasks, and let me never 
doubt that your extraordinary love can shine through in the most ordinary works of welcome. 
 
 

–Jonathan Hauze 
   
 
 
 

 



DECEMBER 10 
 
May the God of steadfastness and encouragement grant you to live in harmony with one another, 
in accordance with Christ Jesus, so that together you may with one voice glorify the God and 
Father of our Lord Jesus Christ.  Welcome one another, therefore, just as Christ has welcomed 
you, for the glory of God.  

–Romans 15:5-7   
*** 

 
Our lives are filled with constant turmoil.  There is fighting near and far and the news is filled 
with awful reports.  We do not "live in harmony” with one another very often and that makes me 
very sad.  Sometimes I feel overloaded with how to handle the complexities of our daily lives.  
It’s sometimes hard to go about the day managing a variety of worldly and personal issues while 
maintaining calmness and sanity in my job.  
 
The other day I had the chance to take a step back from the daily stress and find time to 
appreciate how wonderful life can be.  My coworker shared some good news - that she was a 
grandma again.  Grandchild number 5!  That was wonderful news that totally changed my focus 
on things.  Immediately my co-workers gathered and asked to see pictures—of course she had 
them—cell phones are great!  We began talking of how fun it is to have another baby to hold, 
cuddle and dote about.  What a wonderful few moments of sharing to change your attitude.   
 
Who doesn’t love when someone shares the news of a new born baby?  The long anticipation 
during the pregnancy with months of planning, and finally the baby has arrived! Everyone 
welcomes the news and is happy for all the family members who have been blessed.  “Who does 
the baby look like?  How is the family adjusting to the little arrival in the household?”  There are 
so many questions asked and many opinions and answers given.  I can’t think of any other news 
shared with someone else that brings out more joy and happiness in a conversation with talk of 
future hopes and dreams and how lives will change. 
 
During the season of Advent we have the opportunity to consider our own hopes and dreams and 
to make plans on how we can change.  We can begin preparing our hearts and minds for the 
arrival of the Christ Child and feel the anticipation and joy in our hearts, just as we do with other 
new births.  We can be excited for a chance at a new beginning with welcoming Jesus into our 
lives—this small child who spreads joy, love and salvation to all of us and by sharing God’s love 
with each other.  We have the opportunity to live in harmony and share joy with one another.  
We can begin by listening to the needs of those around us and welcoming others to share in 
God’s love.   
 
As we sing the Christmas carols, let us sing with joy in our hearts for the newborn child who is 
giving us a new beginning for sharing the love of Jesus who is always with us. 
 
God of Love and new beginnings, let me welcome the Christ Child into my heart this Christmas 
to spread the joy and love of Jesus to others.  Let me open my eyes and ears to those in need and 
spread love and kindness to those I meet.   

—Frances Pluchino 



DECEMBER 11 
 
 
 

Let mutual love continue. 
Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, 

for by doing that some have entertained angels without knowing it. 
 

—Hebrews 13:1-2 
 

*** 
 
This very verse dawned on me after this incident at our house: 
 
Frank and I were eating dinner when two unknown women's faces appeared at our dining table 
window.  I went out to meet them.  It was dusk and they seemed lost.  They had finally found a 
mailbox with the correct number, but to connect the number with the house is another thing here.  
On top of that, the numbers do not go in order and, as it turns out, they were unacquainted with 
the area, being from Brazil!  They came to the states to visit an uncle in New York.  While here, 
their intention was to follow through to see our neighbor's cats (an unusual breed—very large for 
house cats).  We had not heard of them even though it's a neighbor at the top of the hill across 
the road that the children in the area named "Christmas Tree Hill" due to all the evergreens there.  
These women had tried a couple houses to no avail with no one home.  As it proceeded to grow 
dark, they trudged back to their rental car, only to find they couldn't start it.   
 
After offering them a seat, a drink, and hearing their story, we went back to their car with them.  
Frank started their car; the ladies had forgotten an interlock to start it.  We met our other 
neighbor as he came home and found all of us in his driveway.  He was able to help determine 
where the unusual cats were.  The ladies insisted we take a container of fruit-scented soaps, 
molded like the particular scents.  We imagined their dilemma, rather scary under the 
circumstances and then their kindness in return.  I felt the soaps were probably meant for others 
they had in mind, but we were convinced they truly wanted us to enjoy the gift, under the 
circumstances. 
 
Dear Heavenly Father, let brotherly love continue.  We pray in your name.  Amen. 
 

—Margaret Perina 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 



DECEMBER 12 
 

For truly I tell you, whoever gives you a cup of water to drink because you bear 
the name of Christ will by no means lose the reward. 

–Mark 9:41 
 

*** 
 
Sometimes, when I want my kids to do something, I will give them a little incentive.  Such as, 
"Whoever cleans up the most toys will get a special prize!"  The first few times I did this, it was 
effective.  And they didn't seem too disappointed when they came to collect their prize and found 
that it was . . . wait for it . . . a big hug!  But they've gotten wise.  Now, before they jump up to 
do what I've asked them, they say, "Wait, Dad, is this a real prize?"  To which I reply, with mock 
indignation, "Hey, hugs are real!"  And they groan, but eventually they help me out. 
 
When Jesus talks about "the reward," he is talking about much more than a hug.  This is a real 
prize.  This is about the gift of eternal life.  It doesn't get any more real than that.  The desire for 
this reward is so great, and the human heart so prone to envy, that we often fail to understand 
how graciously God bestows it.  "You mean to tell me that that guy is going to be rewarded?  He 
never even goes to church!"  We often fail to understand the logic of a God who says, "I will be 
gracious to whom I will be gracious, and will show mercy on whom I will show mercy" (Exodus 
33:19).  Probably because logic has nothing to do with grace.   
 
Some people say that only those who confess Christ as Lord and Savior can be saved.  Or, more 
pointedly, that those who don't confess Christ cannot be saved.  Which is more than Jesus ever 
says.  Here he says, quite clearly, I think, that anyone who offers even a tiny bit of hospitality to 
a disciple will be eternally blessed.  Maybe this tells us something about the importance of 
hospitality.  Or about the prodigal nature of God's grace.  Either way, it gives us plenty to think 
about! 
 
 
Your mercy, O God, is wider than my imagination, and deeper than my understanding.  I pray 
that you will open my heart to your grace so that I may discover the true preciousness of the 
reward that is not mine to possess but yours to give. 
 

–Jonathan Hauze 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



DECEMBER 13 
 
Now after the wise men had left, an angel of the Lord appeared to Joseph in a dream and said, 
‘Get up, take the child and his mother, and flee to Egypt, and remain there until I tell you; for 
Herod is about to search for the child, to destroy him.’ Then Joseph got up, took the child and 
his mother by night, and went to Egypt, and remained there until the death of Herod. This was to 
fulfil what had been spoken by the Lord through the prophet, ‘Out of Egypt I have called my 
son.’ 

—Matthew 2:13-15 
 

*** 
 
So, Mary and Joseph have already had a pretty strange year. Young people, newly engaged, 
pregnancy (in itself terrifying, but infinitely more so when its origin is divine), giving birth in a 
stable, surrounded by animals, visited by shepherds, wise men, and angels. And now, as if all 
that weren't enough, they learn that the king wants to kill their child. They must flee to Egypt, 
not knowing when or how they will be able to return, knowing only that they must protect their 
tiny, beloved, fragile, precious baby. 
 
It would be nice to think that Mary and Joseph were the last parents to ever be placed in this 
position. That once God came into the world through Jesus, this kind of suffering and terror 
would end. But we know instead that parents are faced with this fear every day, all over this 
broken world. We who live in our comfortable corner of Pennsylvania, in the most powerful 
country in the world, do not see it, and would probably like to avoid thinking about it. Parents 
are running for their lives, and for their children's lives, all the time.  
 
It might be easy for us to say that this is all somehow part of God's plan, done to fulfill the 
sayings of the prophets, but that answer has always made me deeply uncomfortable. I would 
rather live in a world where there is no divine plan, knowing that God weeps with those who 
suffer, than live with a God who would put people through such things simply to fulfill a 
prophecy. My hope lies in a God who carries our burdens, who protects us when it is possible, 
who suffers along with us until the world is made new. 
 
 
God, help us to remember those who run in terror, to act when we can to help and welcome 
them. Carry us, God, through our broken world, and give us hope for a brighter future. 
 

 
 

—Liza Hauze 
 
 

 
 
 
 



DECEMBER 14 
 

 
Now as they went on their way, Jesus entered a certain village, where a woman named 
Martha welcomed him into her home. She had a sister named Mary, who sat at the Lord’s 
feet and listened to what he was saying. But Martha was distracted by her many tasks; so 
she came to him and asked, “Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me to do all the 
work by myself? Tell her then to help me.” But the Lord answered her, “Martha, Martha, 
you are worried and distracted by many things; there is need of only one thing. Mary has 
chosen the better part, which will not be taken away from her.” 

—Luke 10:38-42 
 

*** 
 
Poor Martha.  I'll bet she didn't expect that.  I mean, she was the one who welcomed Jesus into 
her home in the first place.  The way Luke tells the story, it kind of sounds like Mary is just 
lounging around, drinking Martha's coffee, eating Martha's cookies, leafing through Martha's 
magazines.  Surely Martha assumed that Jesus would be her ally here.  Maybe she even thought 
to herself:  "Now's my chance!  She won't listen to me when I tell her to help out around the 
house, but she's got to listen to him." 
 
It didn't go quite the way she had planned.   
 
What's going on here?  Obviously Jesus knows that the housework has to get done.  Can't have 
bread to break unless somebody bakes it!  But I don't think that's the issue here.  Jesus' words are 
about something deeper.  And they take us by surprise, because Luke has set us up to expect a 
story about household hospitality, about the day that Martha opened her home to Jesus.   Instead 
we have a teaching about spiritual hospitality, about the day that Mary opened her heart.   
 
Martha's complaint tells us much about her state of mind.  She begins by accusing Jesus of not 
caring enough.  She continues by casting herself as a martyr (painfully ironic, given who she's 
talking to).  And she puts the icing on the cake by telling Jesus what to do:  "Tell her!"  I don't 
think that work is the problem here.  When Jesus tells her that she is worried and distracted by 
many things, he's probably not talking about work at all, but about her anxieties, her anger, her 
distractedness.  If she had found joy in her work, she too might have found the better part, in her 
own way.   
 
Still, it wouldn't kill Mary to do the dishes every once in a while. 
 

 
Come, Holy Spirit, and bring your peace to my mind and work, so that instead of being 
distracted or anxious I may find joy in your presence.   

 
–Jonathan Hauze 

 
 



DECEMBER 15 
 
When an alien resides with you in your land, you shall not oppress the alien.  The alien who 
resides with you shall be to you as the citizen among you; you shall love the alien as yourself, for 
you were aliens in the land of Egypt.  I am your Lord your God.   

—Leviticus 19:33-34 
 
 

*** 
 
It must take courage to leave the land you grew up in and emigrate to a strange country, leaving 
behind your family and friends.  We know the English came to America for religious freedom 
but many other immigrants came to escape war, poverty, famine, or discrimination.  Many were 
just looking for a better life. 
 
My husband’s grandparents emigrated from Italy, his grandmother from Florence and his 
grandfather from Abruzzi.  I remember years ago on Sundays we would travel to New Jersey to 
his grandmother’s home where his aunts and grandmother would be making pizza.  They didn’t 
make just one, but a dozen, and each one with a different topping.  What would life be without 
our Italian immigrants and pizza? 
 
My mother’s parents emigrated from Austria.  The story handed down was that my grandfather 
and grandmother each lived on opposite sides of a mountain but didn’t meet until they came to 
America.  Though I never knew my grandfather, I was told he spoke eight languages fluently and 
was a builder of bridges.  My grandmother had a slight accent and I will always remember how 
she pronounced my name as “Maddy Lou” instead of “Mary Lou”.   She was very proud to 
become an American citizen and spoke of her visit to California to visit cousins who had escaped 
Austria during World War II.  She loved San Francisco and liked to tell the story of visiting 
Alcatraz and how prisoners could not escape because the surrounding waters were filled with 
whales……I think she meant sharks!  But to me, my grandmother was perfect, just a kind, loving 
person. 
 
 If you think about it, our ancestors were all aliens traveling to a new, strange country.  Their 
customs and traditions became a part of our daily lives until we became one big “Melting Pot”.  
We use to ask my father what his ancestry was and his reply was always, “One-half Scottish, 
one-quarter Irish, one-quarter English, and one-hundred percent American! “  
 
 
God, thank you for blessing my ancestors as they journeyed far to find a new home, and help me 
to be welcoming of others so that I may participate in the blessing you give to every stranger.   
   

 
—“Maddy Lou” Esposito 

 
 
 



DECEMBER 16 
 

While they were eating, he took a loaf of bread, and after blessing it he broke it, gave it to 
them, and said, “Take; this is my body.” Then he took a cup, and after giving thanks he 
gave it to them, and all of them drank from it. He said to them, “This is my blood of the 
covenant, which is poured out for many. Truly I tell you, I will never again drink of the 
fruit of the vine until that day when I drink it new in the kingdom of God.” 
 

—Mark 14:22-25 
 

*** 
 
The hospitality of Jesus extends far beyond the gifts of bread and wine.  He offers the gift of 
himself—his lifeblood, his vital energy, his very being.  He does not only say "follow me," but 
also "receive my spirit—receive my peace."  With this he welcomes us into the depths of his own 
heart.  This is our communion with God.   
 
The blessing of God in this communion is much more than a hand upon the shoulder, a touch of 
grace.  It is the gift of heavenly food that we might take into our souls.  This is perhaps one 
reason why we use the word partake to describe what might otherwise be called simply eating 
and drinking.  As we take the bread and cup, we become part of God.  As Christ gives himself to 
us in the bread and cup, God becomes part of us.   
 
Here we come to the most profound mystery at the center of the sacrament, our union with God 
that is—to borrow the language of science—more like fusion than bonding.  But most 
mysterious of all is the way that the sacrament is given for a wider purpose.  Communion is not a 
secret transaction between the believer and God.  It is a necessarily public gift.  It is for 
community.  Which is what leads Paul to write of the church, "we, who are many, are one body 
in Christ, and individually we are members one of another" (Romans 12:5) 
 
If we truly believe this, that our communion with God leads to our communion with one another, 
it can't help but transform the way we welcome and honor one another.  Now we would have to 
say that it is not only rude but also theologically wrong to keep one another at arms' length.  Not 
that the gospel invites us to be totally absorbed by one another.  Healthy boundaries are essential, 
even in the sacrament.  It would not do, for example, for a Christian who has eaten the bread of 
life to forget that he is not, and will never be, the Creator of heaven and earth.   
 
Likewise, in our practice of hospitality, it is helpful to remember who is the host and who is the 
guest.  Not for the sake of pride, and not in a stubbornly rigid way, but only to create the 
conditions for ministry where otherwise we might find only misery-in-company.  The beauty and 
mystery of this practice arises from the way that, deep within in the heart of a host, a door is 
opened to receive and bless the guest with love.  This is the love of Christ.  And here our lives 
are fully immersed in the wonders of the sacrament. 
 
Lord of love, grant that I may bear the fruit of your communion in my life with others, 
ministering your grace to all who are hungry and thirsty for good news. 

—Jonathan Hauze 
 



DECEMBER 17 
 

Contribute to the needs of the saints; extend hospitality to strangers. 
 

—Romans 12:13 
 

*** 
 
Or from The New Nave's Topical Bible, 1969 - Distributing to the necessity of saints; given to 
hospitality. 
 
Just as we all are invited to welcome Christ into our life, we are meant to welcome others.  The 
hard part, we might say, is the feeling of being careful these days.  It seems this problem can be 
alleviated, though, when done in group settings.  If we try to be friendly, put forth the effort to 
know what's going on, and get involved when appropriate, these might be some first steps to 
being hospitable.  Let's imagine that left-out feeling.  I think Jesus knew that feeling at times as 
we probably all have.  I guess it's human, but the sting is still there.   
 
Another thought might be to acknowledge a person's concern and/or help—especially when 
family and friends and neighbors have done some favors they wouldn't have had to do or 
contributed to the good for all—it's good to be able to recognize it for what it is.  Practice 
hospitality. 
 
Dear Lord, help us to make hospitality come easy.  In your name, we pray.  Amen. 
 

—Margaret Perina 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
DECEMBER 18 

 
Day by day, as they spent much time together in the temple, they broke bread at home 
and ate their food with glad and generous hearts, praising God and having the goodwill 
of all the people. And day by day the Lord added to their number those who were being 
saved. 

—Acts 2:46-47 
*** 

 
"Day by day . . . they broke bread at home."  It doesn't say whose home, probably because they 
visited just about everybody's home.  The funny thing about this description is that none of the 
twelve apostles had homes in Jerusalem—not as far as we know, anyway.  Which means that the 
homes they visited must have belonged to the people who had just become Christians.  Did Peter 
tell them ahead of time?  Or was this something that he saved for just after the baptism?  
"Welcome to the family of Christ!  By the way, the whole family will be coming by for supper 
around 6.  And just so you know, Andrew is a vegetarian, and Thomas has a gluten allergy.  See 
you tonight!"   
 
Maybe the pastoral visit is a vestige of this ancient vision of Christian hospitality.  You don't 
have to host a party, but it would be nice if you could put some coffee on and prepare a plate of 
cookies for the preacher.  A bold pastor might even drop a hint before dropping by:  "Did I ever 
tell you how much I love pie?"   
 
I'm not sure we could ask our new members to open their homes to the whole church family and 
still have "the goodwill of all the people" today.  But when we do welcome others into our home, 
at least we can honor the spirit of this scripture by really making people feel at home, so that they 
don't feel like Henry Thoreau, who lamented that . . .  

 
“Nowadays the host does not admit you to his hearth, but has got the mason to build one for 
yourself somewhere in his alley, and hospitality is the art of keeping you at the greatest 
distance. There is as much secrecy about the cooking as if he had a design to poison you.  I 
am aware that I have been on many a man’s premises, and might have been legally ordered 
off, but I am not aware that I have been in many men’s houses." 
 

Those crazy disciples with their endless house-parties got it right.  I doubt that their home visits 
were confined to the fancy dining room that nobody uses.  Instead I imagine they whooped it up 
in the kitchen, encouraging the cook with songs and stories, making an outright mess.  As it 
should be.  Mi casa, Cristo casa, su casa.   
 
 
Give me a glad and generous heart, so that others may know the warmth of my hearth and the 
light of my love—and be moved to praise you.   

 
—Jonathan Hauze 

 
 



 
DECEMBER 19 

 
You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; 

you anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows. 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, 

and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord my whole life long. 
 

–Psalm 23:5-6 
 

 

*** 

 
This is the time of year for running out of things. Out of money, out of food (head back to the 
grocery store for the 7th time this week!), out of wrapping paper, out of patience, out of time, out 
of ideas, out of holiday spirit. "I'm out of gas," "stick a fork in me, I'm done," "my tank is 
empty." We rush from activity to activity, obligation to obligation, feeling strung out, stretched 
thin, overcommitted. We lose track of the joy, the love, the blessings that should be so plentiful. 
 
These are the times when we need God's hospitality the most. God gives us more than we need: 
extravagant, overflowing, bounteous love. When I sit in church and pray, I seek that sense of 
fullness, of everlasting goodness and mercy. I recharge through prayer, through song, through 
the love of God and of my brothers and sisters in Christ. 
 
 
Thank you, God, for your goodness. May we always feel your blessings, may we always see how 
our cup overflows. 
 

 
—Liza Hauze 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



DECEMBER 20 
 

Jesus entered Jericho and was passing through it. A man was there named Zacchaeus; he was a 
chief tax collector and was rich. He was trying to see who Jesus was, but on account of the 
crowd he could not, because he was short in stature. So he ran ahead and climbed a sycamore 
tree to see him, because he was going to pass that way. When Jesus came to the place, he looked 
up and said to him, “Zacchaeus, hurry and come down; for I must stay at your house today.” So 
he hurried down and was happy to welcome him. All who saw it began to grumble and said, “He 
has gone to be the guest of one who is a sinner.” Zacchaeus stood there and said to the Lord, 
“Look, half of my possessions, Lord, I will give to the poor; and if I have defrauded anyone of 
anything, I will pay back four times as much.” Then Jesus said to him, “Today salvation has 
come to this house, because he too is a son of Abraham. For the Son of Man came to seek out 
and to save the lost.” 

—Luke 19:1-10 
 

*** 
 
Zacchaeus is twice despised.  First because he is a tax collector (and the chief of collectors, at 
that!), which makes him part of the vast bureaucracy of the occupying Romans.  And second 
because he is rich.  Even if none of his gains were ill-gotten, his position makes him an easy 
target for suspicion and derision.  No one knows his heart—except for Jesus—but everyone 
agrees that he is a sinner.  This is not unlike the way that we refer to "the 1%" in our own time.  
We speak of them as though their humanity is inseparable from their number.  Why bother 
looking into the heart of another person when you can see their sin with a glance at the ledger?   
 
But Jesus does not see as others see.  He is the one who says, "Let he who is without sin throw 
the first stone," challenging us to recognize and confess the shadows within ourselves.  The 
power of Zacchaeus' story is that it challenges us even further by saying that it's not enough to 
refrain from throwing stones.  Our goal is community, meaning that we have the courage to 
welcome one another as children of God.  When Jesus goes to "be the guest of one who is a 
sinner," he reveals a love that places mercy before judgment. 
 
Thomas Merton writes, “Our job is to love others without stopping to inquire whether or not they 
are worthy. That is not our business and, in fact, it is nobody's business.  What we are asked to 
do is to love, and this love itself will render both ourselves and our neighbors worthy.”  This 
helps me to understand how Christian hospitality, by reaching far beyond the rules of association 
governed by social mores, can be a means of revealing the beauty of God's kingdom.  And not 
just for the sake of others, so that we can show the world what love is.  Also for ourselves, so 
that our own sins of suspicion and disdain may be forgiven.  Our healing will not be ours alone, 
and neither will our joy.   
 
Forgive my judgmental ways, O God, and help me to see others as Jesus does, with mercy and 
compassion.   
 

—Jonathan Hauze 
 



DECEMBER 21 
 
He said also to the one who had invited him, “When you give a luncheon or a dinner, do not 
invite your friends or your brothers or your relatives or rich neighbors, in case they may invite 
you in return, and you would be repaid.  But when you give a banquet, invite the poor, the 
crippled, the lame, and the blind.  And you will be blessed, because they cannot repay you, for 
you will be repaid at the resurrection of the righteous.”   

—Luke 14:12-14 
 

*** 
 
In the Islam religion, the Qur’an states: “you will not believe until you love for your brother what 
you love for yourself”.   In the Jewish religion, the Torah insists on dignity of the poor, and it 
commands us to resist temptation to view the poor as somehow different from ourselves.  In 
Christianity, the Bible contains over 300 verses relating to the poor and social justice. 
 
As of 2016, 14.6% or 40.6 million people were living below the poverty line in the United 
States.  This is a huge number of people considering we live in the wealthiest country in the 
world, the land once thought of as having “Streets paved in gold!”   
 
St. Paul’s is lucky to have such a wonderful children’s library given by the Hessinger Family in 
memory of Jean.  There are so many good books, I think I enjoy them more than the children! 
My mother taught first grade and I learned to read at a very early age and probably haven’t put a 
book down since! 
 
One of the books in our library is called Each Kindness by Jacqueline Woodson and beautifully 
illustrated by E. B. Lewis.  The story is about a little girl named Maya who was very shy on her 
first day at a new school.  What the other children saw was the new girl with what looked like 
old and ragged clothes and shoes with a broken strap not meant for winter weather. 
 
Maya tried to make new friends with Chloe and her two girlfriends, Kendra and Sophie, but 
instead they just whispered about her and laughed at her clothes, her shoes, and the very strange 
food she brought for lunch. 
 
As winter turned to spring, Maya came to school all dressed up, but the girls noticed that the 
clothes were not new, but came from a secondhand store and whispered to each other that her 
name should be “Never New”.  After this, Maya didn’t try to play with the girls even though she 
brought jacks, and cards, and a jump rope to school.  She just played alone. 
 
Their teacher, Ms. Albert, brought a bowl in to school one day, filled it with water and showed 
the class that when you drop a small stone in the water tiny waves ripple outwards.  She 
explained that this is what kindness does and each thing we do goes out like a ripple into the 
world. 
 
Maya moved away before Chloe could return her smile and include her in games.  Chloe learned 
too late the lesson of kindness.  Let’s make sure we’re not too late! 
 
God, let your loving-kindness dwell in me every day. 

—Mary Lou Esposito 



DECEMBER 22 
 

 
Even the sparrow finds a home, and the swallow a nest for herself, 

where she may lay her young, at your altars, 
O Lord of hosts, my King and my God. 

 
—Psalm 84:3 

 
 

*** 
 
 
When I think about what it means to know Christ, it is tempting to deal in abstractions.  Too 
much talk of heart and soul (preacher beware!) might lead us away from the incarnational 
message of the gospel.  The miracle of Christmas is about the divine word becoming flesh, and 
flesh means real substance, real life, creaturely life.   
 
Because Christ is revealed as a human being, and because we are human beings, it is only natural 
that we should focus on the meaning of gospel for humankind.  But I'm not sure that we should 
separate ourselves from the rest of the creation completely.  Such as when the esteemed 
theologian Karl Barth, when asked about whether pets will go to heaven, answered "We don't 
know about the animals; God might have a covenant with them that we don't know about."   
 
A clever answer, but not enough for me.  God's house, the psalmist reminds us, is to be not only 
a house of prayer for all peoples, but a place where even the sparrow may find a home.  It is a 
sanctuary and refuge not only for weary human beings, but also for the lowly swallow who 
desires, like every mother, a safe place to lay her young.   Jesus himself teaches us that not one 
sparrow is forgotten in God's sight.   
 
Often children seem to understand this better than adults.  This summer, when the kids of our 
neighborhood discovered a dead catbird, they decided to conduct a funeral.  They buried it under 
our bush under a brick that the children had selected to be a headstone.  On it they etched the 
words "RIP Catbird."  It was a holy moment.  They recognized that a life had been lost, and they 
wanted to honor that loss.  During the burial, one of the children said, "He was a good catbird."   
 
On the first Sunday in December, during the Advent workshop, we decorate pine cones with 
peanut butter and birdseed—a Christmas treat for our winged friends, and doubtless a few 
squirrels.  It's a nice way to honor the creatures who share with us in the good news of Christ's 
birth.  And also, perhaps, a fitting way to welcome Christ by serving some of the lowliest 
creatures in God's good world.   
 
God of heaven and earth, let me not forget the creatures who cannot speak for themselves, but 
teach me to honor every living thing and work for the health of your whole creation. 
 

—Jonathan Hauze 



DECEMBER 23 
 
Above all, maintain constant love for one another, for love covers a multitude of sins. Be 
hospitable to one another without complaining. Like good stewards of the manifold grace of 
God, serve one another with whatever gift each of you has received. 

—1 Peter 4:8-10  
 

*** 
 
I was drawn to this verse by several of the words contained in just a few sentences.  Love, Sin, 
Hospitable, Steward, Grace, Serve, and Gift.  1 Peter serves as an instruction guide that Simon 
Peter wrote for new Christians to understand how they should behave.  These specific verses 
discuss interacting with other Christians, but I do think the guide works in today’s world with all 
people of all faiths.   
 
The first instruction is to love constantly for everyone.  This may sound easy but it isn’t when 
you apply it to today’s world.  We can all present Christian love to the poor who need food eat, 
or to the child whose parents can’t afford Christmas presents.  We all feel good about making a 
donation to help some other part of the world that suffered a difficult weather incident.  But I 
believe this message is much deeper, a more difficult thing to do on a regular basis.  Simon Peter 
is telling us to love all, our family, our friends, the person who runs the red light or doesn’t use a 
turn signal, the person who has different political beliefs from you, the person who is a bully, the 
person who commits an act of terrorism, the person who sits on the street corner begging for a 
couple of coins, or the person you see on TV and admire.  This reminded me of the children’s 
television show Sesame Street and specifically a song they sang many times called Who Are The 
People In Your Neighborhood?  Perhaps you remember it too, there are all types of people in this 
world, but we should love them all and when we do it will help us all overcome all of our sins. 
 
In the second verse, I want to focus on the last word, Complaining.  Simon Peter is telling us we 
should be Christians and love our neighbors but do so with out complaint.  What he means is we 
should sacrifice what we have for others.  As a Christian I should go hungry if another needs to 
eat.  I should give up my coat to someone who is cold.  I should share my home even if it means 
I have no place to sleep.  It is one thing to make a donation out of the extra wealth that we have 
achieved in our lives.  Most of us have much more than we really need, so giving away a bag of 
food from our pantry that we know we weren’t going to eat anyways is not that difficult to do.  
But how many of us would give away our valued possessions we use every day to someone in 
need?  Simon Peter is challenging us to give more than we really want to, knowing that it will 
make a difference in the world. 
 
We all have a multitude of gifts we have been given by god.  Some of us can sing, some are 
strong, some can see the big picture, some are creative, some can lead, some can follow.  We 
have been tasked with using the gifts that we have together for the common good.  Loving and 
serving each other with out complaint, using our unique skills and abilities in synchrony to 
provide a world where we can all learn and grow together.  We all don’t have to do everything, 
but we can all do our part by doing what we do best. 
 
Lord, please help us be hospitable to our neighbors this holiday season.  Let Every Heart 
Prepare Him Room.  Amen. 

—Greg Allen 



DECEMBER 24 — CHRISTMAS EVE 
 

In those days a decree went out from Emperor Augustus that all the world should be 
registered. This was the first registration and was taken while Quirinius was governor of 
Syria. All went to their own towns to be registered. Joseph also went from the town of 
Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to the city of David called Bethlehem, because he was 
descended from the house and family of David. He went to be registered with Mary, to 
whom he was engaged and who was expecting a child. While they were there, the time 
came for her to deliver her child. And she gave birth to her firstborn son and wrapped 
him in bands of cloth, and laid him in a manger, because there was no place for them in 
the inn. 

–Luke 2:1-7 
*** 

 
How curious that the last verse should end on such a mournful note.  We would expect this verse, 
toward which the entire first chapter of the gospel has been building, to be full of triumph and 
glory.  But it isn't.  Instead, at the very moment when the hopes of the people and the promises of 
God are fulfilled . . .  
 
there was no place for them 
 
Our crèche scenes, our oil paintings, our imaginations conjure up a picture of rustic comfort, so 
that the stable seems warm and inviting.  Almost like a Christmas party.  Shepherds and wise 
men talking awkwardly about the weather, sipping cider, discussing the latest travails of the 
Bethlehem football team, 3-8 on the season so far.  And yet . . . 
 
there was no place for them 
 
What the scripture really describes is seldom found on Christmas cards in Christmas pageants.  
Here there is simply a man and a woman—a very young woman, by all accounts—trying in vain 
to find some compassion in the world.  This scene does not feel warm or inviting to me.  It feels 
cold and lonely.  Because . . .  
 
there was no place for them   
 
Why?  Surely an angel could have gone ahead and made reservations!  Or, better yet, put the fear 
of God into some miser in downtown B. who had plenty of room but couldn't be bothered to 
answer the door.  But no.  This is not God's way.  He leaves it to us to look and listen and watch 
for his coming, so that we might receive him unknowingly and be surprised by the joy of his 
presence.  But do we hear the knock on the door at night?  Do we see the Marys and Josephs who 
wander the streets of our own world desperate to find a warm hearth, a welcoming heart?  Once 
there was no place for them, but every day we are given an opportunity to write a new ending to 
the story by making a place for the least of these.   
 
Lord, help me to wait expectantly for your arrival, to and look for your coming so that I may 
provide a place for you by receiving those who feel alone in the world. 

 
–Jonathan Hauze   

 



DECEMBER 25 — CHRISTMAS DAY 
 
People were bringing little children to him in order that he might touch them; and the 
disciples spoke sternly to them. But when Jesus saw this, he was indignant and said to 
them, “Let the little children come to me; do not stop them; for it is to such as these that 
the kingdom of God belongs. Truly I tell you, whoever does not receive the kingdom of 
God as a little child will never enter it.” And he took them up in his arms, laid his hands 
on them, and blessed them. 

—Mark 10:13-16 
 

*** 
 
When my kids were smaller, before they were in school, I often took them with me on pastoral 
visits.  It was an easy way to give Liza a break and to bring some joy to the people I was visiting.  
Of course, it wasn't just joy that I brought.  There was chaos too.  Such as when Annie was 
cavorting behind the furniture in someone's apartment and broke a beautiful glass vase.  Or when 
Charlie and his friend (because two is always better than one!) decided that what our host really 
needed was one kid on her lap and another kid draped over her back—with the kids switching 
places as frequently as possible.  In both instances we received nothing but grace and patience 
from the friends we were visiting.  But I wouldn't have been surprised to hear a sigh of relief 
after we said our goodbyes.   
 
Maybe this is why the disciples were so uptight about all of the little kids that people were 
bringing to Jesus.  Maybe they figured that Jesus had enough on his hands with the sick and the 
lost without also having to deal with the wiggling.  But he doesn't seem to mind the chaos at all.  
He can't wait to bless them!   
 
This reminds me of a memory that was shared at the memorial service for Liza's maternal 
grandmother, who lived to the age of 100 and had five children and many grandchildren.  It was 
more a picture than a story:  Grandma sitting in a chair at the holidays, while the children raced 
about in their riotous way, with a deeply satisfied smile on her face, delighting in the disorder.  
Little children didn't stress her out.  She looked at them and saw a blessing.     
 
What does it mean, then, to welcome the little children?  Some would say that it's about having 
special activities for them—or a special menu.  But I think it has more to do with our willingness 
to receive them into the center of our own lives, without worrying about whether everything is 
quiet or whether everyone is sitting still.  Away in a Manger claims that baby Jesus didn't make a 
sound, but I'm not so sure about that.  And if he did?  Another memory of Grandma, who was a 
pediatrician, and was not at all bothered by the sound of a baby crying:  "Now those are some 
healthy lungs!"   
 
God, make me a blessing to the little children I meet, and help me to embrace the chaos! 
 

—Jonathan Hauze 
 
 


