An Advent Blessing between Hope and Peace

You reached down deep to touch and name the source of hope.
Running your hands through holy mysteries to fill your senses with the sacred.
Waiting for words to convey the moment to fellow pilgrims seeking hope.

All around you the world upends hope. Fear pummels and drives out every good promise.
Despair hunkers down behind each door.
Yet you looked beyond all the bits of bad news, deeper than the headlines. And you found
hope, a Christ-light shining steady. You named it. You created sacred moments of worship,
prayer and song. And sent the invitation for all to come and fill their senses with it.

To encounter hope, and to craft words and deliver the good news of hope, is beautiful and
demanding. This Monday morning after the first Sunday in Advent, you feel the weariness
of your spiritual and emotional labors. So rest. Take full breaths.

Keep dwelling in your encounter with hope.

Because soon you will be asking yourself how will | next speak of peace?

Chaos is crashing on every shore.
Weapons of heartache, division, and conflict are flying through the air.
Where can a flower of peace dwell among the weeds of doubt and brambles of animosity?
What peace lives amid the rubble of war?

How will you seek peace and carry it tenderly through this week of Advent? How will you
invite the people of faith again into the hidden mystery when you know their hearts? How
will you speak and sing peace into lives that are overrun by distraction and harm, hurt and

trauma, relationships in disarray, and families unable to face their differences?

This week as you take the pathway to peace, move slowly. Stop often to listen for
birdsong. The seasons are changing. The stakes are high. The need and longing for peace
are urgent. So soften your pace, letting God’s language of silence have its way. Listen with

the ear of your soul. And may the Advent promise of the peace of Christ
be born in you this very day.
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