
~ 21 Days of Thanks ~ 

~ Day 1 ~ Breath ~ 
   Breathing is good. 
   In fact, I highly recommend it. 
   We know this is true, especially if we have experienced incidences when, for some reason, we couldn't...  Your first 
time swimming in the lake, when all you'd ever known before was the clear water of a chlorinated pool. And, when 
you went beneath the surface of the water and realized you couldn't see, you panicked, and you couldn't breathe. 
   You were running and playing with friends, perhaps it was simple tag, or maybe there was some kind of ball 
involved. But, at some point, you hit the ground, either because you'd been tackled or had simple lost your footing 
trying to maneuver away. And, for a second, you couldn't breathe. Maybe it was the way you were hit or the way 
your body landed, but your breath was knocked away. 
   Perhaps it was pneumonia, or an involved surgery required insertion of a tube into your lungs, and the breathing felt 
either unnatural, labored, or even not necessarily guaranteed. 
   Sometimes, it's a simple as getting scared by something. And someone next to you looks you in the face and says, 
"Breathe." 
   Breathing is good, mostly because we know that not breathing, well, isn't. 
   So, we like breathing. 
   God likes breathing, too. Life happens when God breathes and, later, when Jesus breathes. When God entered the 
creation business, what was nothing mixed with dust suddenly has life when breath happens.   
   I love wordplay and so was humored to come to know that the Hebrew words for Man and for Dust share the same 
root. And dust becomes man when God breathes life into it. Wind and Spirit share the kinship in breath and life, as 
well.  This is the God who breathes and speaks things into being. Breath brings life. Word becomes flesh. I think 
there's a pattern here. 
   One of the things we learn by practicing centered prayers, focusing on a particular word or phrase, and allowing 
Silent and Listen to work together in our stillness, is that we are assisted in getting there if we start by breathing. 
Begin with one, intentional, thoughtful breath... deep, slow, steady. And then, do it again. 
   While that might simply aide us in focusing and centering on our better listening, there's also the distinct possibility 
that something more profound is happening... breathing life into what were dead prayers. 
   One thing I do know, I rarely come flailing out of my prayers, sputtering, choked or coughing.  
   Breathing is good, and I am thankful. 
 
Then the LORD God formed a man from the dust of the ground and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life, and the man became a living 
being. 
 - Genesis 2:7 
 
Again, Jesus said, “Peace be with you! As the Father has sent me, I am sending you.”  And with that he breathed on them and said, “Receive 
the Holy Spirit."  
 - John 20:21-22 
 
A Thankfulness Question: When something alarms us and we can't breathe, we may say it "scared the life out of me." But, breath also 
skips when we experience something marvelously unexpected and beautiful. In your life, what has caused you to say, "That took my 
breath away"?  
 
A Prayer: Breathe on me breath of God. Fill me with life anew, so I may love all that You love and do what You would do. Amen                   
 

~ Take some time both to journal and to find your own thankful prayer for breath, 
because we don't always consider it until we almost lose it. Breathing is good. Breath is life. ~ 

 
 
 



~ 21 Days of Thanks ~ 

~ Day 2 ~ Daily Bread ~ 
   
 I like bread. 
   I don't eat a lot of it, because if I ate as much as I'd like I'd be as big as a house... two-story, five bedroom, two-and-
a-half bath, three living areas, a media room, two-car extended garage, outdoor split-level deck, big as a big house. 
   Specialty breads are my favorite: a nice asiago cheese bread, a cranberry-pistachio, or even a dark pumpernickel, 
and the spiced breads of Fall with pumpkin or apples, raisins, cinnamon, nutmeg, cloves, rich and heavy, and heavenly 
when warmed just enough to melt the butter. I don't have them often or consume much, because, well... (See 
previously mentioned, "Big as a House", above) 
   In scripture, Daily Bread generally refers to whatever amount of any food is enough to sustain you. And, since I've 
been told people who share in daily spiritual devotionals should also tell the truth, it's fair for us to admit we have 
been known to consume more than we need in order to sustain us. Is that a fair assessment? 
   We all have foods we consume in more abundance and with more enthusiasm than others. No one will ever have to 
race me to the contents of the blender where kale and shake are part of the title.  
   Take all you want. It's yours. 
   But, if Eggs Benedict is on the menu, I'm all in. And, I would be more thankful for my Daily Bread if it were an English 
muffin, topped with Canadian bacon, poached egg and Hollandaise sauce. 
   But, amid my thankfulness, I digress. 
   Whether manna in the wilderness for the children of Israel was bread, or mush, or Ramen noodles, it served as 
sustenance sufficient for the day... enough for the walking and wandering, for the impatience of the too-long journey, 
for the Promise that would eventually include Land. It was enough, even if they didn't know it. 
   I try not to eat when I'm not hungry, which is easier in post-working retirement than when lunch was part of the 
daily schedule. Eating is also social, so sometimes we eat because that's what people do when we get together or 
simply because we think "it's time to eat." 
   I love that when Satan tempts Jesus, turning stones to bread is one of the tests. And the alone and hungry Christ 
doesn't take the bait. That miracle of making that bread is way too small and insignificant a return when the stakes 
are so high.  
   I love that when we pray the prayer Jesus taught his disciples, that bread is one of our thankfulnesses.  
   And, I love that when a kid brings a few fish and some bread in his lunch wrap to a picnic to hear Jesus, it becomes 
enough to feed many times more.  
   I love that Bread of Life is what we say when we break the loaf and share it, knowing that He is made known to us in 
its breaking and sharing... and, in that, it's so much more than "enough". 
 
So they asked him, “Our ancestors ate the manna in the wilderness; as it is written: ‘He gave them bread from heaven to eat.’]”  
Jesus said to them, “Very truly I tell you, it is not Moses who has given you the bread from heaven, but it is my Father who gives you the 
true bread from heaven. For the bread of God is the bread that comes down from heaven and gives life to the world.” 
 “Sir,” they said, “always give us this bread.”  Then Jesus declared, “I am the bread of life. Whoever comes to me will never go hungry, 
and whoever believes in me will never be thirsty.                                                                                       -John 6: 30-35 
 
A Thankfulness Question:  When we eat, it is not always out of hunger. What if we only ate when hungry? What is it like to go hungry? What 
is it like to make sure others don't go hungry? Where is our Daily Bread thankfulness? 
 
A Prayer: Dear God, give us this bread that will remind us what "enough" is and share it with 5,000 more.   -Amen 

 
~ Take some time both to journal and to find your own thankful prayer for your sustenance, 

your daily bread, which we sometimes say grace over and sometimes skip, then hunger for when we don't have it. ~ 
 
 
 



~ 21 Days of Thanks ~ 

~ Day 3 ~ Sight & Sound ~ 
    
   Seeing and hearing are not just senses; they're gifts... simple, incredible, joy-inducing gifts. 
   Okay, maybe not simple, but so regular, automatic and natural that we can forget we have them. Still, most of us 
can name times when hearing was a joy and seeing brought grandeur to life. 
   Sometimes I prefer one without the other. I'm perfectly content, for instance, if I'm looking at something which I 
find beautifully breathtaking (or breathtakingly beautiful) I don't want a sound from anyone or anything to "interrupt" 
the sensational scene, where sight is the single sense I require at that moment, save perhaps the gasp at the 
incredible glory of the particular vista. 
   If I have my camera, and it's just me and the hummingbird, lizard, hibiscus bloom, elk, mountain, snow-laden pines, 
autumn sunset, trail, cloud formation, water moving downstream (or fill in the blank), then I not only don't require 
sound, I'd really just prefer the visual and silence... although the sound of streams tumbling over tree limbs and rocks 
is nice.  
   A piece of art can do that for me (to me?), too, where my attention to whatever creative work rests before me is 
better understood in the quiet contemplation of color, texture, shape and whether or not I recognize it as something 
I've experienced before. No soundtrack necessary. 
   In the other sense, sometimes I prefer my music without visuals. I'm the "close my eyes" guy at times when I'm 
sitting and listening, because some melodies make memories emerge in my mind's eye or create their own visuals 
and color. I'm never surprised when, eyes wide shut, music paints pictures for me, whether Vivaldi's Four Seasons, 
Pachelbel's Canon in D, Sting's guitar on Fragile or George Winton's piano on Thanksgiving. 
  Certainly, seeing and hearing work together perfectly and purposefully in so much of our lives, that you wouldn't 
always want one without the other. When my wife rises in the morning and comes to the patio room, the sound of 
her voice and the sight of her face is my joy. When I hear the tiny footsteps of puppy paws on the wood floor and 
then see Harley round the corner through the doorway ready to leap onto the couch, the two senses show me 
harmony. And when the voice that comes from my mouth sounds like something my father would say and the way he 
would say it, I have the treasured visual built in, and I really see him. 
   We've all known folks, perhaps even parents, whose later lives were made more challenging by diminished sight or 
hearing, and it reminds us of the precious joy of those life-defining gifts. 
   When the prophets foretold of the coming of the Messiah and the kingdom of God on the earth, the eyes of the 
blind are opened and the ears of the deaf unstopped, the lame leap like a deer, the dumb speak, proclaiming the 
acceptable year of the Lord. Jesus knew something, as well, about opening eyes and ears, making the lame walk and 
giving voice to the voiceless, while also challenging those who stubbornly refused to either see or hear, or perhaps 
just see and hear in new ways.  
   As we move a step closer to our "official" day of Thanks, may we reclaim the simple and basic of sight and sound for 
the joys they keep giving... in every sunrise and season seen and every birdsong and rain on roof cherished. 
 
“Go back and tell John what you have seen and heard: The blind receive sight, the lame walk, those who have leprosy 
are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead are raised, and the good news is proclaimed to the poor.                             -Luke 7:22 
 
A Thankfulness Question:  On Sunday morning you'll awake to be either blind or deaf for the rest of your life, but you get to choose which 
one. Which do you choose, and why? And what do you do over the next few days to prepare for what's next? 
 
A Prayer: Dear God, teach us again to rejoice in and be renewed by the richness of seeing and hearing and all they enable us to feel.     
             -Amen 

 
~ Take some time both to journal and to find your own thankful prayer for finding life in sight and sound, both in all you've seen  

and heard and in all the seeing and hearing that lies ahead for you and the thanks you'll offer in its time. ~ 
 
 



~ 21 Days of Thanks ~ 

~ Day 4 ~ Smell, Taste & Touch ~ 
    
The smell of damp leaves takes me back to the creek in the woods behind the neighborhood where we lived in 
Mississippi when I was in elementary school and fell in love as a boy does with trees, the ground beneath, and 
anything that moved water through and had living things in it. 
   The aroma from pot of beans on the stove puts me on a stool in my grandmother's kitchen where the smell of beans 
mixed with ham and cornbread in the oven tells me that it's a holiday, but  also that there's probably also sugar 
cookies and some homemade noodles soon to be swimming in broth for chicken and dumplings. 
   The scent of cinnamon, especially in dry air, takes me to an attic that also held Christmas decorations, mostly for the 
tree, which we'd go into town and purchase from a tree lot, tie to the top of the car and carry back to Nanny's house 
on Shade Drive at the top of the hill overlooking town. 
   The smell of certain metals, like copper or nickel, show me my grandfather at his desk where he kept his jarred 
collections of buffalo nickels, liberty dimes and wheat pennies. His large hands unscrew small jars of many coins. 
   Moth balls in a cedar chest, clover, a whiff of vanilla, the slight brine salty air, a leather baseball glove, pine, the hint 
of a scent of a wood stain you're positive was used in some decoupage project of your mom and sister, to antique a 
set of bedroom furniture or a 20-gallon milk jug which served as decoration in the entry hall once they grew tired of 
the hues of burnt orange, avocado, almond and other earth tones of the 60's. 
   They are smells to remember, as picking up their unexpected scent in some random present-day setting can take 
you in a blink to where you were and what you were doing the last time your nose experienced that aroma. 
  Taste can do it similarly, where a flavor hits your pallet and you recognize it from the home in south-central Ohio 
where you'd just arrived from halfway across the country following a 13-hour car ride in the family Oldsmobile and 
now sit eating cheese and crackers for a snack at the table while the radio offers the Cincinnati Reds playing the 
Pittsburgh Pirates. Sure, it was just a bite of aged Colby cheddar or a grilled cheese sandwich, or an artichoke you 
pulled the leaves off of and dragged through a mayo-based dipping sauce as an appetizer before dinner in front of the 
Sunday afternoon golf match du jour... when you were SIX!   
   But, it's right there, and so are you... 
   Perhaps you remember the feel of your favorite childhood blanket or the first time you stroked the back of a 
stingray, held a snake, or rubbed the belly of your dog. They come back around, sneak up you 2,000 miles and 47 
years later, and say, "Remember me?" The gift and thankfulness of smell, taste and touch this day is the reminder of 
time and how bits of memory get stored not only in our minds but also in our fingertips, taste buds and olfactory 
glands. 
   In the forever years since the Hebrew children lived to tell about the first Passover, the bitter herbs and spare lamb 
roast reminded them of both their bondage and their freedom so much they could taste it, still. They repeat it as 
celebration but also because the memory is important.  
   When the taste, smell or feel of something beckons a bit of history to tap on your shoulder, allow yourself to go 
with the memory of all that was, and give yourself just a moment to live there. Be thankful for that surprise hint of 
clover, pine, cedar, leather, or flannel; the taste of that green grape pie or grandma's stew; the feel of the soft dog's 
ears, the downy chick, earthworm, or favorite blanket... remember and keep it holy. 
 
   Bring the fattened calf and kill it. Let's have a feast and celebrate.                  -Luke 15:23 
   The fourteenth day of the second month at even they shall keep it and eat it with unleavened bread and bitter herbs. 
                                                                                                                                                                       -Num 9:11 
 
A Thankfulness Question:  Fill in the blanks in this statement.  The smell of ____________ always reminds me of ______________ . 
 

A Prayer: Dear God, let our senses be alive enough to take us back to memory, whether once captive or celebrating freedom, 
and forward to further on the road to joy and thanks.      -Amen 

 
~ Take some time both to journal and to uncover forgotten memories sparked by touch, taste and smell. ~ 



~ 21 Days of Thanks ~ 

~ Day 5 ~ Shelter, Home, Sanctuary ~ 
   I used to do an exercise with my students in one of the first days of the term, when we were new to each other, 
wherein they would pair up and interview one another.  
   Not unlike some adult ice-breakers you've likely been party to, the questions were really simple and straight-
forward, some even silly, throw-away questions, and nothing particularly probing or requiring intense thought, 
because it was mostly a chance for them to get comfortable in the space with me and with one another early on, so 
we'd be primed for discussing deeper and more thoughtful issues further down the line. 
   So, the questions included name, place of birth, number of siblings, including where you were in line, favorite place 
to visit, favorite snack food, favorite hobby, type of music, most influential person in your life or persons you look up 
to, thing you're most afraid of, and place you'd like to live someday.  
   And then, to level the playing field between left-brainers and right-brainers, draw a picture of the person you 
interviewed. We'd spend two days on the exercise, allowing both to interview and then draw the portrait, then to 
introduce their partner to the rest of the class using the answers shared. 
   The basics of their life story were predictably varied: only child versus seven brothers and sisters; moved around 
with the military, moved like nomads (running) or born here/lived here all my life; Twizzlers, Reese's and Cheetos, and 
top fears predictably spiders, clowns, snakes and heights, because those make the top five of the Top 10 phobia lists 
just about every time. All the student answers were pretty much textbook... until Jeremy. 
   Anita shared her pencil sketch of Jeremy and then his answers to the questions. And when she got to the "what 
you're most afraid of" question, it wasn't elevators, drowning or flying, or any of the other top answers. Jeremy 
answered simply, "Home". 
  "I'm afraid of going home, every day," he said. "People die there." 
  What I often share when people ask about my time in front of the classroom on campus is that I always learned as 
much as I taught, confronted by new and different, foreign to me amid the domestic, and how to pivot to the real 
lesson of the day even if it wasn't the one on the syllabus. 
  When I considered Shelter, Home and Sanctuary for this day as an oft-overlooked thankfulness, I may have failed to 
realize the number of instances wherein that wasn't necessarily automatic... not a given. 
  I titled today as though the three terms were mildly synonymous, but it's safe to say I have been in all three, but not 
necessarily all at once everywhere I've lived. And the longer I live and the more I share stories with others who share 
stories, the more I learn that "One of these things is not like the other" was truer to life than I could have imagined 
crossing the country as a kid. 
   One of the traditional songs of the harvest season we're journeying toward is a hymn, "Come ye Thankful People, 
Come." All about the gathering, sharing and being thankful for God's provisions, and what a good and joyful thing it is 
to be together, it does paint a sort of Currier & Ives scene which may only resemble the images from story books and 
children's poetry of the 19th century. 
   Our experience of Home can be learned from, like we would a good boss or an unfortunately unpleasant boss, 
where you learn from both, but mostly you learn the type of boss you'd like to be and the Home you'd like to create 
for yourself and those you share it with. 
   A truth: When all three are present under the same roof and with the same people, it is a true thankfulness. But, 
around the especially sharp turns in our lives, sometimes just a single one of them is enough, at least until the other 
two can be nurtured and developed.  This is our prayer... 
 
   Then a teacher of the law came to him and said, “Teacher, I will follow you wherever you go.”  Jesus replied, "Foxes have dens, and 
birds have nests, but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay His head. "               -Matthew 8:19-20 
 
A Thankfulness Question:  Where you grew up and the place you live now, which among Shelter, Home and Sanctuary best represents that 
space? If you could choose one, which would you most hope for? 
 
A Prayer: Dear God, we seek more than anything the promise of peace and tranquility, joy and thanks, in the places we live and love.     -Amen 

~ Take some time both to journal and to consider whether shelter, home and sanctuary represent the same place for you. ~ 



 
 

~ 21 Days of Thanks ~ 

~ Day 6 ~ Mobility ~ 
    
  This is about the ability to stay or go, and sometimes it's nice to just go... not forever, mind you. But there's a level of 
thankfulness that reaches through to the fact that when it comes to going, no one is telling me I can't, well, not yet 
anyway. 
   My father reached a point in time in his last 10 years when going was still an option, but it wasn't always one he 
chose, and that was mostly because it scared him just a little. He knew he could still go, but he became no longer 
confident that he could find the way to where he was going. And he would ask directions of me sometimes when I'd 
stop by in the morning for coffee before going to work. 
   I am thankful for the ability to go, not just because I love going (and partially because I also love coming home), but 
also because life has taught me I grow when I go. When there's something else to see and experience, then my 
already full life finds room for more fulfillment. 
   Sometimes, I feel it inside, only aware that it's happening to me. A few days in the Hill Country recently reminded 
me there's always something else I can learn from a creek or an old cypress, the way a hawk flying overhead is 
reflected on the surface of the passing water, and the way a gray fox pup becomes enamored at dusk with the 
emerging fireflies.  
   When I go, I learn. I am both stretched and blessed. 
   But, if we're paying attention, we also get to see that in others. 
   In our Scouting years, we once took our troop of boys up the road out from South Texas through West Texas into 
the mountains between Taos and Santa Fe, New Mexico. It was a summer camp escape from the customary hot, dry 
caliche, dusty mesquite and live oak, humid mornings, snakes and wild hogs, from brutal Texas heat off to the higher 
elevations with cooler temps and drier air which made our boys think it was winter camp. And part of the exhilaration 
of the trip rested in witnessing the eyes of these kids, many of whom had never been north of San Antonio, more of 
whom had never left the state, and a precious few had ever seen mountains, much less slept and walked there. 
   They made memories, certainly, but they were also exposed to their own elasticity, forever reminding them that 
because they have gone, they can go again. 
   Those of us who reach a certain age, sometime around or just beyond our early-to-middle-lates, often share with 
one another an adage, perhaps learned from the Tinman of Oz, that applies to mobility, whether traveling or simply 
exercising: If you don't move, you'll rust. 
   But, it's more than that. If you can go, but you stay, you can make yourself stuck. 
   The multiple mobilities of my life continue to feed its richness, and my hope is to keep going, making more 
memories and adding to that richness... shared, learned, prayed-over and appropriately thanked. 

 
               The heavens are telling the glory of God; and the firmament proclaims his handiwork. Day to day pours forth speech, and night to night 

declares knowledge. There is no speech, nor are there words; their voice is not heard; yet their voice goes out through all the earth, and their 
words to the end of the world. In the heavens he has set a tent for the sun, which comes out like a bridegroom from his wedding canopy, and 
like a strong man runs its course with joy. Its rising is from the end of the heavens, and its circuit to the end of them; and nothing is hid from 
its heat.                                                                                                         -Psalm 19:1-6 
 
A Thankfulness Question:  What comes to mind when you consider times when going has provided an added blessing to your life? 
 

A Prayer: For the beauty of the earth, for the glory of the skies, for the love which from our birth over and around us lies,  
Lord of all, to thee we raise our hymn of grateful praise.      -Amen 

 
~ Take some time both to journal and to rediscover where mobility has stretched and grown you. ~ 

 
 
 



 
~ 21 Days of Thanks ~ 

~ Day 7 ~ Independence ~ 
    
   Days seven and eight provide us with an opportunity to clarify, something we probably don't do often enough, as 
the human condition has a way of allowing us to settle into complacency.  
   So, as a work-in-progress, Day 7 is Independence, Day 8 is Freedom, aaannnnd perhaps, they are not necessarily the 
same.  (Roget may well disagree, and I'm okay with that. He never could give me another word for synonym.) 
   Both Independence and Freedom are worthy of our gratitude.  
   So, we'll end our first week and begin our second by turning the corner from one to the other. And you can decide 
for yourself tomorrow whether we made a right turn... or just the correct one. 
  First, an acknowledgment: These are loaded words, Independence and Freedom, fraught with baggage, worldview, 
personal preference and political ramification. But they are also small and distinct enough to be deeply personal. And, 
isn't that what brings us to thanks, after all? 
  When a young whippersnapper of a wanna-be nation (all 13 colonies of it) declared its independence from Great 
Britain and Ireland, but mostly the rule of King George, III, it was a plucky (think punk teenager) kind of move, which 
angered the Europeans, certainly, but also left them scratching their heads in a "what just happened?/how dare 
they?" kind of way.  
   You can see that smart-aleck new kid on the block, brashly speaking his mind, knowing everything, and full of all his 
self-reliance, self-subsistence and self-sufficiency, even the one you recognize as living under your roof and eating 
your groceries. 
   Consider some opposites. Independence is to dependence what resilience is to reliance.  Independence carries 
with it some sense of autonomy, potency and power. And, while historically and nationally we've largely 
determined that's a good thing, there's a less admirable, too-much-of-a-good-thing side to it, as well.  
   For example, those who claim Independence can also be the outliers, the bounty hunter, the third-party 
candidate, those who rouse rabble, or anybody who refuses to pick a side. Sometimes, the independent is Rhett 
Butler with no particular loyalties or, a bit closer to the funny bone, Groucho Marx who said he wouldn't join any 
club that would have him as a member. 
   Taking this road toward thankfulness was especially important for me this year, because I realized more clearly 
than at any time in my life that we live in two worlds, which both Jesus and Paul described (and warned us about), 
the one we live in with all its trappings, loyalties, pressures, temptations and false gods, and the other one which 
is NOT that one.  
   Independence is marvelous and a cause for thanks up to and until we decide we like the Fruit of the Tree of the 
Knowledge of Good and Evil and, therefore, don't have to be dependent on anything or anyone... even God.  
  This has been an unimaginable year or two of wrestling for some us, especially if we realized that Independence 
as a nation and dependence on God are not two sides of the same coin, because one of them is a coin for 
spending in a world, and the other is Life and how it's meant to be lived. 
    
   Let everything that has breath praise the Lord.        -Psalm 150: 6 
 
A Thankfulness Question:  My independence and my country's are two different concepts. For which am I more thankful? 
 

A Prayer: All good gifts around us come from heaven above. So, we thank the Lord, THANK THE LORD, for His love.    -Amen 
 

~ Take some time both to consider the importance and potential danger of Independence... and be thankful. ~ 


