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Introduction

If there’s one word that comes to me when I consider the ways 
in which God speaks to me, it’s this one: Surprise.

It’s never when you expect it and it’s hardly ever what you 
expect to hear. Consider these moments from Scripture:

Sitting outside your tent with your elderly wife inside, 
three strangers approach.

Tending your father-in-law’s sheep on a mountain, an 
ordinary bush in the distance.

Fishing, repairing nets, counting the day’s catch.

Walking to the well to fetch water, as you’ve done every 
day, as you expect you will do for the rest of your 
life.

At dinner in your house, with guests both invited and 
not.

Sitting in your house in your small village, far away 
from anyone important, contemplating whatever it 
is young women contemplate in such a time and 
place.

Surprise.
The spiritual life, it seems to me, is nothing more than learn-

ing to listen and be open to that surprising presence of God. It’s 
not easy, though. It takes a lifetime—and more. 

Because people are different, we have various ways of drawing 
closer to God, recognizing God’s voice, and learning to listen. 
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I’ve found that for me, the act of writing has helped me a 
great deal. 

For over twenty years, I’ve done the sort of spiritual writing 
you will read in these pages, looking at the intersection of faith 
and life. In the midst of the deadlines, I have learned to listen.

On a prosaic level, I always need to keep my eyes open for 
material, but that necessity deepens my faith life in the process. 
In fact, when I don’t have a project involving that kind of writing 
in the hopper, I find that my spiritual life suffers. I’m just not as 
alive and aware, intent on making those connections between 
what’s just happened and God’s will.

I think it’s the same way for any of us engaged in our daily 
tasks—if we want to find meaning and God’s presence in those 
tasks, we must seek it and be open to it.

My process in doing this kind of writing reflects this, too. 
Most of the time it begins, not with a Scripture passage or a 
saint’s life, but brainstorming over my own life. I look through 
my journal. I check out the piece of paper I have tacked to the 
bulletin board on which I’ve scribbled significant experiences—
amusing, ironic, sad, confusing, or comforting—here, there, and 
everywhere. And then I turn to God’s word, and let the connec-
tions happen.

Is that the only way? No, of course not. But for me, it’s how I 
try to avoid being preachy or didactic. All I really want to do is 
share, to point, to move a reader to do the same. Above all, I just 
hope to sit with you as we lay out our lives in joy and tears before 
the God who surprises—and listen.
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