
First Week of Advent
GOD’S PROMISED DAY CAN’T WAIT (HOPE CAN’T WAIT)
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Someone once told me that hope was naive—
A foolish game that children play 
When they pray that summer won’t end, 
And bedtime won’t come. 

Someone once told me that hope was naive as they
Cradled pessimism in their lap like a sleeping cat,
Stroking their ego while they stoked a fire within me.

Unfortunately for them, I’m allergic to cats. 
And unfortunately for them, those who deny hope 
Will never know vulnerability;
For hope requires us to believe in a better day— 
Even when this one is falling apart. 

Hope looks the 24-hour news cycle in the face, 
Hope looks our broken relationships in the face,
Hope looks our low self-esteem in the face,
And declares at low tide that the water will return. 
Hope is exhaling, trusting that your body will

inhale again. 
Hope is watching the sunset and setting an alarm. 
Hope is planting seeds in the winter, assuming

summer will come. 

I never said it would be easy. 
The ground is frozen, you are thirsty,

and the night is long. 
But I will say this—
I have found hope to be the rhythm of love and

the fiber of faith;
For to hope is to believe in God’s ability to bring

about a better day, 
And like a child with an Advent calendar, 
I will always be counting down the days. 

So to those who cradle pessimism and fear,
You can find me outside—with the kids—wishing

on stars, 
Praying to the God of today
That tomorrow will be just as beautiful. 
Set your alarm. 
We’d like for you to join us. 
The sunrise won’t wait. 

Poetry Prayers by Sarah Are

There are a number of ways to utilize poetry in your ministry. You might print and distribute these prayers to members in your 
community, or read them aloud to open and close study sessions. In worship, you could offer a poem as an opening reflection, a 
meditation during the sermon, a moment of reflection after the sermon, or as a written prayer printed in the bulletin. However 

you utilize these poems, please include credit as follows: Prayer by Sarah Are  |  A Sanctified Art LLC  |  sanctifiedart.org



Second Week of Advent
REPENTANCE CAN’T WAIT (PEACE CAN’T WAIT)
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Sometimes,
While the sky is still dark, 
I slip sock feet into tennis shoes and go for 

a walk. 
Step by step
I ask my deepest questions,
While the sky lets go of its deepest dark blue.

Am I doing enough?
Ink to indigo.
Does my brother know how much I love him? 
Indigo to navy.
Will my friends keep showing up?
Navy to royal blue.
Will we ever know peace?
Royal blue to gold. 

And after a while, my pilgrimage must end,
So I turn apologetic feet toward home 
And walk my repentance back toward the sun. 
And once again, while I stand in sock feet and

tennis shoes, 
God takes my breath away.
For once again,
The sky’s deepest void is now a watercolor 

of light.

And I am reminded 
That like the sky, 
God touches everything. 
And I am reminded, 
That like the sky, 
Nothing is so broken that it can’t be

painted gold.

In the morning light, there is peace. 

Poetry Prayers by Sarah Are



Third Week of Advent
DELIGHT CAN’T WAIT (JOY CAN’T WAIT)
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I have seen Joy face to face. 
She was dancing. 
She took my arm in the crook of hers 
And spun me around until I couldn’t help but laugh. 
We met in the kitchen with Motown
And then again at your wedding. 

And I ran into Joy in my mother’s recipe box. 
Her handwriting looked like my grandmother’s. 
And she smelled like our famous chocolate cake. 

Once I saw Joy in the street. 
She was at the parade. 
There was glitter in the air
And a father hugged his son. 
Joy cried happy tears.  

And I have seen Joy on the loose, 
Running to keep up with you as you go. 
Did you know that Joy is looking for you? 

I know that your heart hurts, 
And that you’re not sure if you like yourself. 
I know that this world is scary 
And I know that love can feel fleeting. 
But Joy told me to tell you—she’s at the door. 
She delights in who you are. 
She’s inviting you to dance. 
I pray and pray you’ll let her in. 
I pray, and pray, and pray. 

Poetry Prayers by Sarah Are



Fourth Week of Advent
COURAGE CAN’T WAIT (LOVE CAN’T WAIT)
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When people talk about love 
They talk about heartbreak. 
They talk about the love that got away, 
And the love that left them longing. 

When people talk about love
Rarely do they say, “be brave.” 
I wish they would. 

To love is to pull the oxygen from your lungs 
and to say, 

“Here, take a breath.” 
To love is to come out from hiding,
To allow the light to shine on you. 
To love is to wear your heart outside of 

your body—
Fingers crossed that the holder handles it with care. 
To love is to trust that sometimes hurt and pain 

come with the territory, 
But you’re going to love anyway. 
So love anyway. 

Love like there’s no tomorrow. 
Love as if love is not a scarcity. 
Love like Mary, who cradled a baby amidst the 

threat of being stoned. 
And love like Joseph, who took a child in that he 

knew was not his own. 

Of course I say all of this because I need 
to hear it too.

There are dusty corners of my heart that 
I still protect— 

Love stored up like grain 
While the world is in famine. 

So the next time you see me,
Remind me to be brave. 
The next time you see me, 
Invite me to stand in the light with you. 
The next time you see me, 
Handle with care and maybe,
Just maybe,
We’ll find a holy and wild
Love that won’t wait. 

When people talk about love 
They talk about heartbreak.
Rarely do they say, “be brave.” 
I wish they would. 

Poetry Prayers by Sarah Are



Christmas
WHAT CAN’T WAIT?
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I confess— 
I am good at waiting. 
I waited for someone else to be passionate 

before I made a change. 
I waited for you to say, “I love you” before I 

was honest. 
I waited for affirmation about my work before 

trying harder. 
I waited for anyone else to take the lead instead 

of speaking up. 
I waited for you to forget instead of saying sorry. 
I wait for a compliment before I feel beautiful.
I wait for your call before calling back. 
I wait for an opinion before stating my own. 
I wait for a rainy day to slow down. 
I wait for a sunny day to get outside. 
I wait for Saturdays to call home. 
I wait for free time to read my Bible.
And too often, I wait for Sunday to pray. 
I have lived well, but I have also sat on my hands, 
Turned my head, closed my eyes, 
Lived in denial, pretended it would get better, 
Believed in someone else’s call over my own, 
And ignored the fact that these hands belong 

to God.
But these hands belong to God. 

I guess what I’m trying to say is,
What if Mary waited nine months so that we 

wouldn’t have to?
And what if the disciples waited three days so 

that we wouldn’t have to? 
There is love to sow, 
Peace to reap, 
Joy to feel, 
And a promised day that I am longing for. 
So if you want to join me, 
I’ll be busy, unlearning years of sitting 

and waiting. 

Poetry Prayers by Sarah Are


