
 

The God Who Came Near 
—Week 2, Day 1— 

And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us. 
John 1:14 

 
This is the story of how my son, now eight, tried to make peace with 
my in-laws’ grumpy cat, who had bitten him. One day during a later 
visit, my son disappeared into his room and came out wearing a cat 
costume. He proceeded to lie down on the floor and started 
meowing (i.e., speaking cat). He did this several times in our visit, 
always intending to communicate good will.  
 
His attempted reconciliation reminded me of the incarnation. My 
son became like a cat in order to communicate his desire to make 
peace with the furry friend who had wronged him. In the Advent 
season, we celebrate a God who actually became human to 
communicate God’s love to a sinful people. The Christ hymn of 
Philippians 2 celebrates Jesus “who… gave up his divine privileges; 
he took the humble position of a slave and was born a human 
being.”  
 
The Gospels show Jesus as fully human and fully God. Jesus weeps 
over the death of his friend Lazarus and he raises Lazarus from the 
dead (John 11). Jesus takes a nap in the boat (with a pillow) and 
Jesus calms the raging storm with the command “Peace, Be still” 
(Mark 4). Jesus was tempted in every way, and yet he did not sin 
(Hebrews 4).  
 
Just past the limits of reason we encounter mystery; therein lie the 
mechanics of the incarnation. And I am okay with those unknowns, 
for I can still take great comfort in this truth: our Savior understands 
our human impulses, and he promises his ongoing presence in our 
lives through the ministry of the Holy Spirit.  

The God who came near 
Week 2 
 
 
 
For we do not have a high priest who cannot sympathize with our 
weaknesses, but we have one who has been tempted in every way as 
we are, yet without sin. Hebrews 4:15 
 
Something to consider: 
Write about what it means to you that Jesus understands what it is 

to be human. 
 

(kab) 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

The Girl with the Curl 
—Week 2, Day 2— 

For I am persuaded that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor 
things present, nor things to come, nor height nor depth, nor any other creature 

shall be able to separate us from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
Romans 8:38-39 

 
When my daughter was born nine days early in small-town Iowa, we 
couldn’t reach our babysitter. Our baby was born around 8 pm, and 
then my husband went home to be with our two-year-old son while 
I introduced her to my parents over Skype. I was so smitten with her 
scrunchy baby beauty; I showed my parents her dimple, and I 
pointed out a swirly spiral curl pattern where her hairline met her 
forehead.  
 
In a surreal series of events, the next day we smiled through hot 
tears for a family picture right before we handed our baby girl to the 
helicopter paramedics who would see her safely to the Mayo clinic; 
there they would diagnose her heart murmur. I kissed her swirly curl 
pattern as they strapped her in, and I promised we would find her 
again soon. We followed her helicopter’s path by car, with our son 
in the back seat. Just hours before she had been nestled securely in 
my womb. 
 
We found our baby soon after our arrival at the clinic. Her wristband 
identified her as ours, and I kissed her swirly curl as we listened to 
the doctors explain that out of all the heart murmurs, she had the 
one that would be easiest to address. Six years and one surgery 
later, she lives a healthy life with regular check-ups, and we 
continue to wait and see, and to hope and pray for her ongoing 
good health. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I used to think that faith in God meant that if I played my cards right, 
I wouldn’t have to deal with bad things. I used to think that God’s 
work would always be obvious. But I am learning instead to rest in a 
different promise: that I am not alone. God is present—even if I 
don’t see it and even when my “faith” looks more like a thread of 
hope than a confident belief.  

 
Even there Your hand will hold me, Your right hand will hold me fast. 

Psalms 139:10 
 
Something to consider:  

Write about the times when it is hardest to see God’s presence.  
 

(kab) 



 

God in Camouflage 
—Week 2, Day 3— 

Where can I go from your Spirit? Where can I flee from your presence? If I go up 
to the heavens, you are there; if I make my bed in the depths, you are there. If I 

rise on the wings of the dawn, if I settle on the far side of the sea, even there your 
hand will guide me, your right hand will hold me fast.  

Psalm 139:7-10 
 

God is invested in our day to day, but he does most of his work from 
behind the scenes; rarely tips his hand. Just because we ask 
specifically doesn't mean his response will be obvious. 
 
Scattered through Scripture we find folks who couldn't visibly see 
God but did life as if they could. They stand out as our heroes. We 
secretly wish we were like them. 
 
We create clichés to help us out. Just because it's cloudy, doesn't 
mean there's no sun. You don't understand electricity, but you can 
still rely on it. Just because you didn't see them in action, doesn't 
mean the restaurant chef didn't do a great job with your meal. 
 
We trust the unseen all the time, only with God, the stakes are 
higher. Whereas we don't need to know the chef to enjoy his 
cuisine, we kinda do need to know God if we want to enjoy life with 
him. So, how do we come to know God without him physically 
standing in front of us?  
 
How about starting in your mental “playground.” In your free time, 
are you a poet, musician, builder, explorer, grandparent, etc.? On a 
good day, look for him in your favorite place like a poem, or a 
project, or a child. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
And on a bad day, welcome to Job's world. Watch Job as his story 
unfolds. You'll see how his bad days made him doubly rely on what 
he'd discovered about God on his good days. 
 

God is everywhere. Watch for him 
 
Something to consider: 

Write about times you've been keenly aware of God's presence. 
 

(wcvv) 
 

 
 



 

“A Prayer Everyone Can Pray”  
By Thomas Merton 
—Week 2, Day 4— 

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
Psalm 23:1 

 
 

Thomas Merton (1915-1968) was a Trappist Monk whose writings 
ranged in topic from spirituality to civil rights. He spent 27 years at 

the Abbey of Gethsemani (Trappist, KY).  
 
 

Let’s pray together:  
 
My Lord God, I have no idea where I am going. I do not see the road 
ahead of me. I cannot know for certain where it will end. Nor do I 
really know myself, and the fact that I think that I am following your 
will does not mean that I am actually doing so.  
 
But I believe that the desire to please you does in fact please you. 
And I hope I have that desire in all that I am doing. I hope that I will 
never do anything apart from that desire. And I know that if I do this 
you will lead me by the right road, though I may know nothing about 
it.  
 
Therefore, will I trust you always, though I may seem to be lost and 
in the shadow of death. I will not fear, for you are ever with me, and 
you will never leave me to face my perils alone. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Something to consider: 
Trust does not require certainty. Write about the areas of your life of 

which you are most uncertain. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
  



Prayer, and Being Part of God’s Story 
—Week 2, Day 5— 

Pastor Wayne Hunter 
Therefore, since we are surrounded by such a great cloud of witnesses, let us 

throw off everything that hinders and the sin that so easily entangles. And let us 
run with endurance the race marked out for us. 

Hebrews 12:1 

Today’s selection is a video featuring the words of Wayne Hunter, 
pastor of the BUMC Greenwood campus, who passed away from 
cancer in November 2019. His thoughts on prayer were recorded a 
month earlier. [Link] 

Pastor Wayne talks about how through prayer he gains an 
awareness of God’s presence and grace. Prayer is not just about 
answers—we all know that we don’t always get what we want from 
God. Instead, we are invited into a relationship with God and to 
become part of the bigger story of God’s work in history.  

Pastor Wayne also talks about the reality of his experience of 
prayer:  

We can demand the miracle we want or we can accept and 
celebrate the miracle he gives us. I know in my case with the cancer, 

I have not gotten the miracle I wanted, which was healing yet ...  
But I’ve received a tremendous miracle in how I’ve been loved and 
supported and experienced God’s presence through the people and 

prayers…. 
It would be easy to miss that if all I was looking at was a specific 

answer to the prayer that God would heal me. 

Something to consider: 
Write about how you’ve been changed by prayer. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kriH79Go89U&list=PLJJ9So3PZ8NTJf7xJDJ31oy9LR7pXPC0V&index=2



