
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 



Wednesday, May 25, 2022 

     Christy Estrada 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
When visiting Athens, Paul discovered an altar inscribed "to an 
Unknown God." I'm struck by this idea of worshiping an 
unknown entity. Part of me sees this as an incredible leap of 
faith: believing and expecting that there is more than what is 
known at this time, and humility in recognizing it, and a desire 
not to miss it or fail to honor that unknown. It occurs to me that 
we are all on that journey of knowing our God. We expect, 
believe and desire to know more. And what are our 
relationships, our service, our work-- if not to know and 
experience God? 
 
I am reminded of my Grandma, whose birthday was yesterday. 
She was born in 1904 and lived to be 100 years old. She is my 
earliest memory of love. My fondest memories of childhood 
were all in her presence. I recognize now that I felt completely 
and unconditionally loved by her, and as a result felt safe and 
cherished. Beautiful and worthy by just being. When I am 
searching for God, I think of my Grandma-- her hands: strong, 
warm, worn and nurturing. Our time together was timeless and 
quiet. From my child memory there was only us and whatever 
we were doing together.  
 
I can think of nothing on earth closer to knowing God than these 
precious moments with my Grandma. I pray that we all can 
know God in these divine moments. There is holiness on earth 
that gives us a glimpse of God's love. They are but a shadow, 
but they are here. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 


