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Praying the Psalms
Our weekly Praying the Psalms
practice will take a brief sabbath on
January 7 and January 14.
Praying the Psalms will resume on
January 21, 12:00-12:40 PM.

Staff
Rev. Zachary L. Bay
Pastor
Beth C. Parker

Church Council will
meet on January 8 at
5:00 p.m. in the
Lankford Room.

Minister of Music
Elizabeth Lowden
Office Administrator
Billy Hunter
Facilities Manager

Staff Anniversaries

Cherry Stamper
Child Care Coordinator
Phillip Akers
Media Coordinator

Janet Matthews,
62nd Anniversary

Janet Matthews
Organist

Billy Hunter,

Teresa Brown
Organist/Pianist

26th Anniversary

Bonnie Daniels
Pianist
Rev. John E. Pennington, Jr.
Pastor Emeritus

Thank you for your
many years of service!
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What I Learned About Prayer this Advent
Folks at First Baptist Church know
that I am fond of pointing out that in the

Rev. Zachary L. Bay

church calendar, Advent and Lent
are siblings. In both seasons, we

drape purple paraments over the pulpit and
communion table. In both seasons, we set aside time
to heed John the Baptist’s words and “prepare the
way of the Lord” in our hearts and minds. In both

seasons, we steadily pilgrimage toward one of the
two holiest of holy days in our worshiping life
together as a church—Christmas, then Easter.
Most folks, even Baptists, are familiar with the
idea of fasting or praying or serving—or perhaps all
three—during the season of Lent. It is less common
knowledge that Advent, too, is an invitation to such
practices. This Advent, I chose to accept that
invitation. I made a space in the sunroom at the oak

breakfast table near the window to sit with my
computer and my prayer notebook (thanks for that
good Christmas gift, Beth Parker). Most mornings
throughout the season, between five and six o’clock,
I sat and let James Martin guide me through a prayer
of examen via podcast. I reviewed my days, gave
thanks for all the good, and confessed my
shortcomings and sins to God. About halfway
through the month, I pulled out my prayer beads and
added them to the practice. Once the prayer of
examen was finished I, like Blind Bartimaeus, used

prayer is best done by rote. The routine and rhythm
of praying the same way every time I do it is a good
counterbalance to my busy soul and my busy life
that gets pulled in so many different directions daily.
It may sound like empty ritual, but I have learned
that for me, it is anything but. My prayer notebook is
full of thoughts, quotations, and even drawings. As
the old hymn says: “Wherever he leads, I’ll go.” I
have learned that while my prayers can grow like a

tomato plant creeping across the ground, they grow
better and larger when they have a lattice to reach
up through toward the sunlight.
This Advent, I learned a little about prayer. I
learned that the answer to my petitions for mercy
more often than not come in the quiet and deepbreathing moments of my “sweet hour of prayer.”
My anxious soul gets a little calmer as I breathe and
say again and again and again: “Lord Jesus Christ,
Son of God, have mercy on me, a sinner.” And he
does. With every breath and every utterance, God
breathes mercy into my body as God breathed life
into the first human being’s lungs.
This Advent, I learned a little about prayer. I
learned that it takes awhile to find what works for
me, but once I find it, I look forward to it. I learned
that if I’m doing prayer “right,” prayer itself becomes
one of the gratitudes that I list when my examen

This Advent, I learned a little about prayer. This
Lent, I hope to learn a little more. And next Advent,

me.”

a little more. For, that—that prayer takes practice

learned that prayer is, as Eugene Peterson says of

The Journey
by Carol Hodge
Where is he, O where is he? His star blazes in the night;
as we trace the changing skies, he is hiding from our sight.
Can you tell us where he lies? We would worship him tonight,
and will journey ‘til we find, and our search is turned to sight.

asks me what I’m grateful for today.

those to say, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on
This Advent, I learned a little about prayer. I

Epiphany. Sometimes the forgotten
part of Christmastide. It is the day we
celebrate the gifts presented by the
Magi. We usually throw the kings into
the nativity scenes to make
Beth C. Parker
everything compact and beautiful.
The kings didn’t visit the manger. They
arrived when Jesus was older. But at Epiphany we focus
on the light: the star’s light the magi followed and
Jesus, the light of the world.
Our anthem for Epiphany this year is The Journey.
The words are written by Carol Hodge and the music by
Lloyd Larson. It had to have been a long, dedicated
journey for those kings. They were on camels! The
anthem talks about the journey itself, but also about the
deeper meaning. The journey was a search---and
discovery. But there is so much more. The anthem
says, “to you, dear Christ, all searches come, in you our
journey finds its end.”
We wait with anticipation for the Christ Child each
Advent. The magi traveled with wonder and courage.
We, also, do those things. But the anthem says, “While
we thought we came to you in a little starlit place, it was
you who came to us, Christ, the glory of God’s face.”
God came to us. Emmanuel. Our gift to accept.

and is learned slowly over time—is the deepest of all
the lessons I learned about prayer this Advent.

pastoring, “The most context-specific activity there

What are you learning about prayer as you

is.” There is no copying off your neighbor’s work. I

practice in your way? Send me an email. I’d love to

have learned that the same is true of prayer. For me,

learn from you.

Your guiding light shows us the way,
we see your Morning Star ascend!
To you, dear Christ, all searches come,
in you our journey finds its end.
The star beams its golden ray over sleepy Bethlehem,
where with joy we find the Child,
and with gifts we worship him.
While we thought we came to you in a starlit place,
it was you who came to us,
Christ, the glory of God’s face.

