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Growing up, I remember being in school as we watched the images of the Space Shuttle 

Challenger taking off from its launch pad, excited that Christa McAuliffe would be the first 

teacher to actually teach her class from outer space. There was an excitement in the air at the 

momentous occasion, until moments later as children across the United States watched as the 

shuttle split in two and returned to earth. The repeating images are etched into my mind to this 

very day as I watched news report after news report with my family. Many of us remember that 

day like it was yesterday. 

 

In high school, I remember hearing the news of the start of the first Gulf War, staying up late to 

listen to the words of the President as he spoke to inform the nation at a time of war. 

 

Even more so, how could we ever forget the images of the morning of September 11, 2001, as 

we were preparing for or driving to work, only to hear news of the first and second planes hitting 

the twin towers? Another hit the Pentagon and yet another was plummeted into a field in 

Pennsylvania as passengers became patriots in order to save the lives of other Americans. Those 

images, the sounds of their voices, the lives lost, the panic in many of souls as we tried to 

connect with loved ones and friends across the country to see if they were safe, still hits at the 

depths of our souls to this very day. 

 

On Wednesday afternoon, I knew that the counting of the ballots would be contentious on 

Capitol Hill. I tuned in for a few minutes before meeting with a family to talk about a funeral for 

their mother; a woman who had found a spiritual home in this place not so long ago when she 

came to light a candle for a friend in our empty sanctuary. A member of the church let her in, and 

she found a home among you. After celebrating some stories of her life with her family, I went 

back to check the news and see how the count was going. 

 

As I looked at the headlines that were popping up on my computer screen, a text came in from 

my wife, Dawn. There was a march on the capitol and protestors had broken into the capitol 

building. The Vice President had been taken to a secure location. It was later in the day and the 

church was quiet. My heart sank as I picked up the phone to call Dawn and check in. We both 

had to talk about it for some time. 
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Then I ran upstairs and saw a light in Pastor Rachael’s office. I knocked on her door, and she 

was getting ready for a prayer meeting that she has on Wednesday afternoon. Walking back 

downstairs, I knew I still needed to connect. It’s what we do in times of crisis and uncertainty, 

right? Thanks be to God that Doris and Tyler were in the choir room for rehearsal so that we 

could simply debrief with one another, trying to understand what we were hearing. 

 

Another text came in from Dawn that someone had been shot. I headed home that afternoon 

because I needed to simply connect and follow what I knew was turning out to be one of those 

days of national crisis when you remember exactly where you were and what you were doing. 

Phone calls and emails came in. Facebook posts went up. And the story seemed to get worse as 

the week went on. 

 

This week, we found ourselves weeping, saying over and over again, “We never thought we 

would see something like this in our lifetimes.” Insurrection at the Capitol; a coup as the 

legislature was invested in our democratic process; an attempted overthrow of the republic.  

Several injured; five dead (one of them a capitol police officer protecting the lives of 

representatives and senators); a curfew in the Capitol; the national guard, the FBI, and the 

Capitol police working together to restore order. How could this happen? In the United States of 

America? This happens in other places in the world, but not here, right? 

 

“This is not who we are,” we said. But is this who we had become? In a moment? When the 

passions of a few took over, overly engaged and enraged by harmful rhetoric, misled by the very 

people we had entrusted to lead us? Would there be any turning back from a moment like this 

past week? What would our children see in school today (online or in person)? Who will help 

them to interpret what’s happened? How will they help them to interpret what’s happened? As a 

nation, will we recover? Can we? Who shall we be? 

 

In moments like this, I find my heart praying with sighs too deep for words: prayers of lament, 

prayers of confession, prayers of intercession, prayers for miracles, prayers for healing, prayers 

for hope in the midst of hopelessness, prayers for peace. “Lord, in your mercy…hear our 

prayer.” 

 

Surely some of those who stormed into the building had been praying. You could hear it in some 

of their voices and in their desperation. They were praying for a different outcome; praying that 

their action might suddenly move the nation in a different direction; praying… 

 

In my prayers, I was shaken to remember that it was not simply the day of the counting of 

electoral ballots in Congress, but even more so, Wednesday was the feast of the Epiphany; the 

day of the arrival of the magi in Bethlehem; the wise ones who came bearing gold, frankincense 

and myrrh to the Christ child. “How could this happen in America?” became “How could this 

happen on this holy day?” 

 

Do you remember the story? The magi had come from the east. They were not faithful Jews, yet 

they came. At Christmas, we celebrate that the first to hear the story of the birth of the Savior 

were the shepherds in their fields as they were visited by angels. They were the outcasts; the least 

likely of the faithful people of Judah to receive good news, but God revealed the good news to 
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them first. The second to arrive (a couple years later because the holy family is in a home now) 

were the magi, likely Persians. They were stargazers; Gentiles. Their part in the story reminds us 

that Jesus had come to bring the world back to God. He was not just the Savior of a people, but 

of ALL people. Because of the magi, you and I were welcomed in, as well. 

 

Never forget, however, that as they came, their first stop was with a king who feared losing his 

power. When he heard from the magi that the King of the Jews had been born, he worried what 

might become of him if he lost power to this new king. So Herod asked the magi to return when 

they found the king so that he, too, might go and worship him. We know that was never his plan, 

because the holy family flees to Egypt as Herod has all the children throughout the area who are 

two and under killed to hold onto his power and avoid the threat that some new king might pose 

to him. 

 

The fear of losing power and the desire to grab onto great power can so quickly lead to an abuse 

of power that impacts so many lives. Rather than playing into Herod’s grab for power, however, 

the magi hear from an angel in a dream and go back home by “another road.” They chose to head 

home using a different route. The power that had consumed Herod couldn’t win the day because 

they chose another way. 

 

I can’t get the images of Wednesday out of my mind. Perhaps it’s even more difficult now that 

social media, in addition to television and newspapers, forever etches those images into our 

collective memories. As I search for the answers to our prayers, I begin to wonder yet again how 

our desire for power impacts us and further drives deeper the wedges we have placed between 

us. There’s just something so attractive about power, isn’t there? It’s hard to give it up, even 

when we look in the eyes of a child in Bethlehem. 

 

On Wednesday night, I found myself watching the proceedings on Capitol Hill late into the 

night, praying for peace even still. Oh, yes, the play for power was still there among some. But I 

also noticed that for a brief moment, for a few more than before, some representatives and 

senators rediscovered a common humanity among one another again, almost as if they were 

choosing another way. 

 

Could it be that for us as a nation and even as members together in the body of Christ, we must 

follow the example of the magi and find a different way if we are to experience healing, 

wholeness, peace, hope; indeed, new life? 

 

It might not be the route we had planned. It might lead us off our maps. A new way might leave 

us feeling a little lost at times. If we listen, however, we might just discover a better way home. 

 


