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The truth is,
God does show up,

often when we least expect it:
while tending sheep,

threshing wheat,
working at our desk,

peeling potatoes,
puttering in the garden,

walking the dog.
God comes,

(or barges in or sneaks up on.)
And we’re allowed

to be surprised, taken aback,
frightened, incredulous.

Then God invites.
And it’s perfectly understandable

if we’re puzzled or disturbed.
And, yes, we’re allowed

to ask questions,
to offer excuses,

to bewail, “Why me?” 
or protest, “I can’t!”

But eventually,
eventually, 
eventually,

we learn to bow our head,
and pronounce our yes

whether willingly or 
begrudgingly.

Then God leaves,
(not really, of course.)

And all may look the same 
as before,

but no, no,
everything is changed—

everything.
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Annunciations
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When we hear the word “annunciation,” we often think of 
the angel Gabriel’s visit to Mary. But there are many other 

Annunciations in Scripture—for example, Moses and the burning 
bush, the call of Gideon, the vision of Zachariah, and even St. Joseph 
and his dream. As diverse as these annunciations are, the basic pat-
tern, as this poem illustrates, is essentially the same.

F o r  r e F l e c t i o n

1. How does this poem illustrate both the diversity and the similarity 
of these various annunciations? Why do you think the word “even-
tually” is repeated three times?

2. How has God “shown up” in your life? Reflect on a particular “an-
nunciation” you have experienced. 

Suggested Scripture

Luke 2:26–38   Mary’s Annunciation

Exodus 3:1—4:1–17   Moses and the burning bush

Judges 6:11–24   The call of Gideon

Matthew 1:18–25   St. Joseph’s dream

F o r  P r ay e r  a n D  P l ay

Mary was not forced to say “yes” to God’s invitation to be the mother 
of Jesus. Come up with four or five good excuses she could have used 
for declining God’s request. Or reflect on two or more of the annun-
ciations above. How are they different from each other? How are they 
the same?
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I envy travelers
who deplane

with only a duffle bag
slung over their shoulder,
and march out the door

and into their waiting cars.
While I

follow the throng
all the way down
to baggage claim,

where I stand and wait,
and stand and wait
for the conveyer belt
to squawk its alarm

and begin to go 
around and around.

There is this rule:
the first bags through
never belong to me

or to anyone else standing there. 
Instead, like orphans on a 

carrousel,
they ride around

a dozen times
before my bags appear.

As I pull off my first bag
and wait for the second,

I vow to never again
pack so much stuff,

assuring myself 
I need far less

for my happiness
while away from home.

But I know:
next time I pack
I’ll toss in this 

and tuck in that
just in case.
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Baggage Claim
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I travel a lot, so I’m always packing and unpacking suitcases. 
Whenever I fly, I am amazed at the diversity of suitcases I see 

among my fellow travelers. Some bags are small and discreet, others 
huge and bulging. Even when I lift my own suitcase and feel its hefti-
ness, I’ll ask myself, “What did you put in here anyway?” It’s as if I can’t 
believe the number the things I deemed were essential for this partic-
ular trip. This poem, however, is not simply about baggage. It’s about 
all the “stuff ” we think we have to have as we travel through life.

F o r  r e F l e c t i o n

1. When you travel, what is your attitude toward packing suitcases? 
Do you find it fun, difficult, burdensome? Why?

2. On a deeper level, how are you traveling through life—lightly or 
with a lot of “stuff ”?

Suggested Scripture
Matthew 16:24–28   conditions for discipleship

Mark 6:6–13   the mission of the twelve

Luke 12:16–21   parable of the rich fool

Luke 18:18–30   the rich official

F o r  P r ay e r  a n D  P l ay

Read the Scripture passages above. What insights do they offer about 
“traveling light”? Or if you had to evacuate your house and could take 
only five items with you (excluding people and pets!), what would you 
take and why? Or go through your closets and drawers. What items 
can you donate to others?




