
Aj Schwanz 

Sometimes I wonder what my younger self would think of my cur-
rent self. Would she think I’m living a small life? In high school I 
decided I would always be single so I could devote myself to work on 
the mission field for part of the year and running a boarding school 
in Europe the rest. My friends could send their kids to the school to 
“get some culture.” I was going to be “auntie” to all, but also be 
able to leave when I wanted to. 

Now I am a suburban wife, mama of three, and feline caretaker of 
one. My days are spent cooking, cleaning, folding, shuttling, volun-
teering, and putting holds on library books. Sometimes it feels 
trivial: I don’t have grand stories of saving souls or getting clean 
water to villages or discovering cures for infectious diseases. And 
yet I still say to my younger self that there is meaning, there is 
purpose in this life. 

This week I’m focusing on thanksgiving in the small moments. I 
spend those moments in Newberg, Oregon, with my husband 
(Jason), kids (Judah - 10; Abel - 9; Josephine - 5), and cat (Hobbes). 
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Sunday 
May 31 Speak of His Wonders 

BIBLE READING: 1 Chronicles 16:7-18 (NASB) 
To say that my daughter has the gift of verbal affirmation is a 
great understatement. Her first complete sentence involved 
the phrases “oh mama,” “love,” and “your shoes!” Every new 
piece of jewelry or clothing worn, every gift given, every book 
read, every new experience elicits some sort of exclamation or 
song: “Oh, Mama, thank you! I just love….” 

I, however, am not wired that way. I look for ways that 
things could be better, improved. “If only,” “This could be 
better,” “Almost made the mark,” “What if we changed.” This 
can easily become a critical spirit if not balanced with the 
practice of praise. 

In this Scripture passage, David has finally realized a 
desire of his heart: bringing the ark of God to Jerusalem. He 
assigns Asaph, a Levite and chief minister, to give thanks to 
the Lord. 

Today’s reading only includes a small section of the 
Israelites’ beautiful, descriptive, thorough, offering of praise. If 
time allows, sit with this song and allow your spirit to join in 
with thankfulness. 

When I find myself giving in to a critical spirit, my 
daughter dances through the room and remarks with wonder 
about some small aspect that I have completely overlooked. 
Perhaps in these moments I will now remember to speak of 
God’s wonders as well. 

SONG: God of Wonders 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, today I choose to  

remember your wonderful deeds, those that seem big  
and those that seem small. You are so creative and  
intentional in your works.  

—Aj Schwanz 
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Monday 
June 1 Overflowing with Gratitude 

BIBLE READING: Colossians 2:6-7 
When was the last time you were overflowing with gratitude? 
A situation in which your spirit sang a repetitive “thank you”? 

This past week I found a Lego piece. A teeny, tiny, non-
descript, black piece. A piece in the pit of Legos that occupy 
my children’s play area. A Lego my daughter wanted so very 
much to complete a set that she’d been working on all morn-
ing by herself. She didn’t want to bother me, much. She tried 
her very best to find it on her own. After almost an hour she 
came to me in tears.  

“Oh Mama, I know you’re busy. But I can’t find this 
piece, and I’m just so tired. Can you help me when you’re 
done with your important work?” 

My important work was to finish reading my book. 
Immediately I put down my book and headed upstairs. I 

hate looking for Legos. If it were up to me, each set would be 
contained neatly in a labeled Ziplock bag. However, my kids 
have a more free-range style to organization. Wading through 
buckets, I sighed. A few more tears slipped down her cheeks. I 
don’t believe in making deals with God or trying to coerce, but 
in this moment, I murmured a prayer. “Oh Papa, help, please. 
She’s trying so hard.” A few moments later, I pulled the piece 
up from the bottom of a tub. I smiled, she squealed, and we 
both exhaled a spirit-filled thank you. Over the next few days, 
as she’d play with the set, she would hug me with gratitude: 
“Oh, thank you Mama, for all your help!” 

If we can be so thankful over a found Lego piece, how 
much more do our spirits overflow with gratitude at being 
rooted and built up in Christ, our Savior? 

SONG: For All You’ve Done 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: My spirit overflows with  

gratitude; you have made me glad. 
—Aj Schwanz 
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Tuesday 
June 2 Compassion and Thanksgiving 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 15:29-39 
If I were to recall the first Bible stories I heard, the story of the 
loaves and fishes would make the list. It is an excellent lesson 
to reenact, using tangible objects that small children can grasp 
both physically and mentally. People were hungry; Jesus got 
food (from a kid! Yet another way to relate); Jesus made lots of 
food; people had leftovers. Easy peasy. 

As an adult, I enter this story with a different perspec-
tive. Most Sunday afternoons I sit down to plan snacks and 
meals for the week. Exploring the fridge, freezer, and pantry, I 
make a list of foods already prepared and foods to prep. When 
my kids complain that they are starving (after their usual fast 
of about 1.5 hours), I have a list of suitable options. 

This passage describes the crowd as having been with 
Jesus for three days without food. Christ felt compassion for 
them. Giving thanks, he broke the small amount of food that 
the disciples scrambled together. In so many ways I would 
have reacted differently. All those hungry people, and nobody 
thought to find food ahead of time? How can people focus 
without having a snack every two hours! Yet Christ taught for 
three days, then he was moved with compassion, then he 
offered thanks in a situation that would debilitate anyone like 
me with a personality bent towards being prepared. 

God is our heavenly provider, and of course his son 
knew that. In fact, Jesus is the embodiment of our ultimate 
provision. When I accept their invitation to abide in that 
unity, I can allow God’s compassion and provision to flow 
through me, without panic or planning ahead. What an amaz-
ing thing to give thanks for! 

SONG: Give Thanks 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, thank you for your 

boundless compassion and endless provision.  
—Aj Schwanz 
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Wednesday 
June 3 

Receive with Gratitude: Last week 
my house almost burned down. 

BIBLE READING: 1Timothy 4:4-5 
Last summer my family and I moved for the first time in nine 
years. Our last move consisted of my husband, eleven-month-
old son, and myself. This time it was Jason, myself, a ten-year-
old, an eight-year-old, a five-year-old, a cat, and all the stuff 
we had accumulated. “Wow,” my mom said in the midst of 
the move, “You guys sure packed a lot of stuff in your house!” 

It’s been a few months, and we’re still trying to figure 
out the nuances of the new digs. Which switches go to what 
lights? When the plug-ins in our bathroom stop working, 
someone has hit the reset in the kids’ bathroom. And I wonder 
when I’ll stop tripping over stairs while walking in the dark.  

The other morning I was getting breakfast ready and 
noticed that lights in the kitchen and dining room were puls-
ing randomly. I assumed recently installed dimmer switches 
must be acting up. But as the day progressed, the pulsing 
increased. As we prepared dinner the lights were fine and I 
thought the problem had resolved itself. But the kids noticed a 
funny smell. Soon Jason and I did as well. A few moments 
later a breaker flipped, just as black electrical smoke filled the 
kitchen. We ate dinner by flashlight and slept fairly uneasily. 

The next day an electrician found improperly wired 
equipment. Jason commented, “Why did this have to happen 
now? We’re leaving for vacation next week!” Years ago, I 
would have agreed, but this time my spirit gave me a check: 
“Isn’t it great that it happened now and not next week when 
we’re gone?!” In small moments like that I realize the Spirit is 
at work in my soul. 

SONG: Grateful Heart 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Father, you watch over the 

sparrow, and you watch over me. With gratitude I remain 
under your faithful gaze. 

—Aj Schwanz 
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Thursday 
June 4 Things Which Cannot Be Shaken 

BIBLE READING: Hebrews 12:25-29 
My boys play soccer. Starting in July we begin the process of 
registering (or forgetting to register, leading to an August 
scramble). Then we gather the gear: cleats, shin guards, socks, 
shorts, team shirts. Practices are sorted out, transportation 
arranged, games scheduled, pictures paid for. At the start of 
the season I feel a weariness in my soul: so much to get done. 

Then the games begin. When the kids were small and we 
stood in the Oregon rain watching them simply try to make 
contact with their foot and the ball, I wondered why and how 
in the world I had become a sports parent. My brother and I 
sat as kids—reading books, drawing, playing with Legos and 
dolls. My kids do not sit so we’re on the soccer field. 

When my oldest son was three we registered him for his 
first soccer experience. Basically it consisted of his coach 
playing “Red Light, Green Light” with the kiddos; Judah heard 
“green light,” but rarely “red light,” so we spent most of the 
time tearing down the field trying to stop him from running 
into the street. Each year he has improved. But this year, I 
actually enjoyed watching him play. He can really play! His 
eye and his feet were steady. Opponents would come straight 
at him, but somehow he and the ball kept going. He’s not big, 
but my friend called him a “freight train” in spirit. And this 
mama’s spirit swelled with pride. 

To remember the image of Judah’s steadiness, to think of 
the enjoyment I felt cheering for him, and to realize it pales in 
comparison to the unshakable kingdom that we can receive: 
oh, I can’t imagine my spirit is capable of that amount of 
gratitude. And yet… 

SONG: From the Inside Out 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Father God, you offer us an 

unshakable kingdom. I worship you with reverence and awe!  
—Aj Schwanz 
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Friday 
June 5 Never Cease Giving Thanks 

BIBLE READING: Ephesians 1:15-17 
My eldest is an extrovert; I’m an introvert. Goodness, those 
first fall and winter months of motherhood were some of the 
most difficult I’ve ever known. Sleep deprivation, feelings of 
inadequacy, a lack of community: both Judah and I felt iso-
lated. Every day required an outing to keep some semblance of 
health and sanity. But where to go in our small town? 

We went grocery shopping. I began to get acquainted 
with the grocery store clerks. I have a hard time in large group 
situations, but I love one-on-one conversations. The clerks 
and I talked about the weather, politics in town, construction. 
Soon we hit more personal topics. I joined a book group, Bible 
studies, and moms groups because of these conversations. 
And over the past decade, as long as they have continued to 
work at these stores, we have continued to talk. 

The other day I was feeling down and aimless. (Some 
days I feel like a cog that keeps the house functioning: laun-
dry, food, cleaning. Not so glamorous or immediately mean-
ingful.) I left to run some errands, one of which involved 
stopping at the store. I picked up what I needed and waited in 
line with one of my favorite clerks. She always offers words of 
encouragement, but this day she seemed off. “Well, I should 
tell you, my mother just passed unexpectedly, and I’m 
wrecked. I can’t imagine living without her. But I wanted to 
tell you, because I knew you would care.” I was taken aback: 
this vulnerability was unexpected. I was also honored and 
thankful for her, because she does know that I care about her, 
and now I’m blessed to hold her in God’s healing light. 

SONG: It Is Well with My Soul 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, thank you for the small, 

consistent moments of being present that let me know how 
much you care, and for allowing me to do the same for others.  

—Aj Schwanz 
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Saturday 
June 6 Come before His Presence 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 95 
The alarm buzzes: thank you, Lord, for this new day, so new 
that the sun has not yet risen. Breakfast preparations begin, 
bacon and muffins and bananas: thank you, Lord, for the food 
that sustains us (and for the person who invented bacon). 
Lunches are packed as children dress for the day, all of us 
racing against the countdown, “Five minutes until the bus is 
here!” Lord, thank you for a school where my children play 
and learn and thrive, for teachers who pour their lives into the 
minds and hearts of their students. An insulated mug is filled 
with coffee as my husband gets out the door: thank you for a 
husband who provides for our family in a job that he loves. 

Thus begins the day, which seems to pass so quickly. 
Air brakes sound and the door swings open. Josephine excit-
edly announces “Brothers are home!” Snacks, daily debrief-
ing, papers, and homework: thank you, Lord, for my children 
and their love of learning. Soon library books are being read, 
Legos and dolls are played with, and dinner begins to simmer: 
thank you for the things you allow us to steward. Jason’s car 
pulls up to a “Dad’s home!” announcement: thank you that 
everyone is safely home. Dinner, chores, baths, preparations 
for the next day, and then family screen time followed by the 
bedtime liturgy: you have brought us through another day. 

Easily each day could pass with routine, checking things 
off the list. Yet when I remember every moment is spent in the 
presence of the Lord my Maker, I sense a thankfulness spilling 
over into those moments, and I remain in his rest, waiting for 
the dawning of the next day. 

SONG: Come, Let Us Worship and Bow Down 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, I worship and bow down 

to you; I come before your presence with thanksgiving with 
all that I have and am. How great you are! 

—Aj Schwanz 


