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First Sunday of Advent - November 27 - Hope 
 
During the season of Advent, we light a candle each Sunday. The first candle 
we light is the candle of hope – a reminder that as we watch and wait for 
Jesus to be born, we do so knowing that God is faithful.  
 
Below is a blessing by Jan Richardson – may it guide us as we watch and wait 
in the hope!  
 
Blessing of Hope – by Jan Richardson 
 
May we know 
the hope 
that is not just 
for someday 
but for this day— 
here, now, 
in this moment 
that opens to us: 
 
hope not made 
of wishes 
but of substance, 
 
hope made of sinew 
and muscle 
and bone, 
 
hope that has breath 
and a beating heart, 
 
hope that will not 
keep quiet 
and be polite, 
 

hope that knows 
how to holler 
when it is called for, 
 
hope that knows 
how to sing 
when there seems 
little cause, 
 
hope that raises us 
from the dead— 
 
not someday 
but this day, 
every day, 
again and 
again and 
again. 
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Monday November 28 
 
My mother has required the care of an assisted living facility, and as her age 
and care needs advance, my siblings and I have had to sequentially 
downsize her living quarters and distribute her belongings among us.  
 
This fall, I was fortunate to inherit the creche (or “manger scene” as we 
called it when we were little) that my family set out every Christmas 
season. It came to me wrapped in old newspaper and I savored unwrapping 
each paper mache figurine, running my hands over the cardboard stable 
and admiring the hay-strewn bed for baby Jesus, and the small Jesus figure 
itself, complete with a chipped golden crown.  
 
I was taken back to my childhood and the joyful chaos of hauling out the 
Christmas decorations, including this beloved creche. For the many days 
between decorating the house and Christmas morning, my siblings and I 
would admire the baby Jesus in his manger with awe, relating the paper 
mache figurines (wisemen, 
donkey, Mary and Joseph) to their roles from the Christmas story in the 
book of Matthew. 
 
Those figurines are much older now, chipped and worn, but they will still 
fill me with awe and joyful anticipation when I place them in my home this 
Advent season, awaiting the birth of the Christ child. 
 
Dear God, thank you for the gift of childhood memories and of the love of 
family. May our hearts be open to the possibilities of new hopes and 
traditions, as we honor and cherish those of days gone by. Be with us this 
Advent season as we wait with eager anticipation the coming of the 
precious Christ child.   

– Mary Klingensmith  
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Tuesday November 29 
 
Advent is a time of anticipation, of waiting and preparing. I must admit I can 
get so busy with the preparing that I don’t take time to savor with 
anticipation the event to come. That moment in time when God joins with 
humanity, coming into our world in the person of Jesus. Fortunately, I have 
found one, small ritual that over the last number of years has helped me to 
slow down and remember what all the preparing is for. This ritual is the 
“Moving Nativity.”   
 
We have always had a Nativity in our home at Christmas time, but it was not 
until Amelia and Lizzie came along that my friend Tina Newberry told me 
about the tradition of the “Moving Nativity.”  In our house this means we 
put the manager and a donkey “in Bethlehem” (aka the living room) while 
all the other characters are set apart in far corners of the house, with the 
wise men being relegated to the basement. Each week everyone moves, 
little by little, closer to Bethlehem.  
 
The girls have always loved finding starting places for everyone and then 
moving them closer and closer to Bethlehem as Christmas draws near. I 
have enjoyed this as much as they have and have found that as I see Mary 
and Joseph, the shepherds with their lambs and the wise men slowly 
making their way to Bethlehem it has caused me to slow down and to begin 
to anticipate more joyfully Christmas Eve when finally, Jesus will appear in 
the manager. Then at Epiphany the wisemen, following the star, finally join 
the others at the stable. Our time of waiting is over, and Jesus is once again 
born and made manifest to all. 
 
May Christ be born anew into each of our hearts this and every Christmas. 
 

- Diane O’Brien  
 
 
 
 
 



 5 

Wednesday November 30 
 
The Gibbons family Advent calendar 
  
When our children were young, Jane made an Advent calendar for them, 
sewing pieces of cloth together.  It had a tree with 24 beads on it, and 24 
pockets.  In each pocket was a tiny ornament made of cloth stuffed with 
cotton, with a small loop of thread attached.  There were angels, reindeer, a 
bag full of something (probably toys), three wise men, a donkey, and the 
like.  Each day of advent a child took one ornament from its pocket and 
hung it from a bead on the tree by its loop.  Doing this, we enjoyed the 
anticipation of Christmas presents to come, and at the same time, we 
prepared ourselves to celebrate again the birth of Jesus, our savior. 
  
God the Father of our savior, please help us anticipate like children the best 
Christmas present ever given, the Son Jesus. 
     

- Pat Gibbons 
 
Thursday December 1 
 
One of my childhood Advent memories was making gingerbread cookies 
with my mom and my sister. My sister and I would help with the mixing of 
the dough and measuring out of all the ingredients. In the early stages, the 
mixing part was easy and done with a hand mixer. As you add all the flour, 
however, the mixing part becomes challenging and had to be done by 
hand.  My sister and I would take turns as our arms got tired. Then the fun 
part of rolling out the dough and cutting out fun shapes using all the cookie 
cutters we had. Finally, after they had been baked and cooled, we were able 
to decorate them. It was a long project, but one we looked forward to each 
year. I now recognize how truly brilliant my mom was (and still is) in 
getting my sister and I involved. She had extra helpers with the mixing part! 
She also managed to convince all three of us kids that polishing the silver 
was a super fun job, but that’s a story for another time. 
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Once I became an adult, and continued the tradition with my children, I 
invested in a Kitchenaid stand mixer mainly for this project. Much easier! I 
switch over to the dough hook when the dough gets heavy. No more hand 
mixing required.   
 
I still continue to make these every year. It doesn’t feel like Advent to me 
without making gingerbread cookies. 
 
Gingerbread cookies, recipe from Anita New 
Ingredients: 
⅓ cup butter 
1 cup brown sugar, firmly packed 
1 ½ cup dark molasses 
⅔ cup milk 
7 cups flour 
2 teaspoons baking soda 
1 teaspoon cinnamon  
1 teaspoon cloves  
1 teaspoon allspice 
1 teaspoon ginger 
1 teaspoon salt 
 
Method: 
Preheat the oven to 350 degrees.  
Cream butter, sugar and molasses until fluffy. Add milk and combine.  
Mix together remaining dry ingredients in a separate bowl and then add to 
the wet mixture, cup by cup, until fully combined. Wrap dough in several 
sheets of plastic wrap and chill for several hours.  
After chilling, roll out the dough to a ¼ inch thickness on a well-floured 
surface. Cut out into desired shapes, place on a lightly greased or parchment 
paper covered cookie sheet and bake at 350 degrees for 10-12 minutes. 
Cool and decorate as desired! 
 

- Sarah Mayer 
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Friday December 2 
 

We both grew up in churches where the season of Advent was not 
observed; far too liturgical for some of the members’ comfort zones. We 
often talked about our childhood traditions and  found that our traditions 
differed. One of the churches had Christmas trees placed throughout the 
building with traditional lights and ornaments (although one of those was 
the 1960s silver tree with the revolving color wheel), the other did not. One 
of us had rehearsals and practices for Christmas pageants and programs. 
Both churches sang carols throughout the month of December.  
 
It was not until we became adults that we attended a church where Advent 
was celebrated. At  first the traditions of Advent felt a bit foreign. As we 
experienced decoration of the tree in the sanctuary with Chrismons and the 
lighting of the Advent candles each week, we began to understand and 
appreciate the significance of the season. We discovered that just as the Old 
Testament prophets called the people to watch, wait, and prepare 
themselves for the one who would come to be the Messiah, we are called to 
a time of preparation through the observance of Advent. For us, Advent 
means a time of anticipation, action, and reflection. 
 
Over time our family has established some traditions to help remind us to 
watch, wait, and prepare. We place our Advent wreath in a significant place 
on the dining room table, find the Advent calendar and look for a daily 
devotional book with Advent reflections and scripture readings. We always 
plan to spend time each day lighting the Advent candle(s), reading the days 
devotion and scripture.  
 
There is much that can demand our attention at Christmas, that can make it 
easy to lose sight of the purpose for the season. However, when we slow 
down and learn to watch and wait, we begin to see the beauty and the joy of 
Advent. The glow of the Advent candles, the sounds of the beautiful music 
lead us to the manger and help us to discover the true meaning of the 
season, the fulfillment of God’s promise and love through Jesus Christ. 
 

- Rose and Barry Rudert  
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Saturday December 3 
 

THE SPIRIT OF SNICKERDOODLES 
 

TEXT:  Dear Grandkids, gotta Xmas bake. FaceTime Mon., 
12/21/20. 6 pm CST; 7 pm EST; 4 pm PST. Recipe follows. 

 
 How could we celebrate family Christmas far apart all because of 
COVID? How could we preserve the delight in each other’s company, in 
secret errands, or in surprise packages? What about “Once In Royal David’s 
City” on Christmas Eve and the crinkly mess of ribbon and crushed paper on 
Christmas morning?  I had to find a way to remind the nine grands of mine, 
ages 12-21, that Christmas was about holy togetherness. 
 Snickerdoodles it would be. On FaceTime in my kitchen and theirs. 
And the grands were scattered—COVID college gap years; mother’s kitchen 
or father’s; mountains or city; Boston to Seattle.  
 The Joy of Cooking gave easy directions with pictures: nine 
ingredients everyone has. Ah, except for cream of tartar. I asked Siri what to 
substitute and added it to the top of the Joy page. I imagined all those 
teenage grandkids rolling balls of dough in their hands, then dipping their 
cookies in cinnamon and sugar. I texted them the recipe.  
 I had been FaceTime cooking with one grandson that COVID fall and 
had learned to set up like cooking shows. The grands knew how to link 
multiple participants. On that December Monday, ping, ping, it was Em from 
Seattle, then Dev from college in Boston, and on they came. 
 “Got everything out? Especially the butter” I said. “It needs to be 
soft.” And we began—spoons stirring, eggshells in the mix, what to do, oh 
no, you’re letting your hair grow, I love the smell of cinnamon, your courses 
all remote?, when can I make the dough balls? 
 My own oven heated, and my cookies began baking. With laughs and 
floury, sticky hands, and the Christmas smell of cinnamon snickerdoodles 
from coast to coast we joined spirits rejoicing.  

May we pray to gather in spirit or in person to celebrate the joy of 
Jesus’ birth. 

- Susan Rava  
 



 9 

Second Sunday of Advent - December 4 - Peace 
 
Isaiah 2.2-4 
In days to come the mountain of the Lord’s house shall be established as the 
highest of the mountains, and shall be raised above the hills; 
all the nations shall stream to it.  
   Many peoples shall come and say, 
‘Come, let us go up to the mountain of the Lord, 
   to the house of the God of Jacob; 
that he may teach us his ways 
   and that we may walk in his paths.’ 
For out of Zion shall go forth instruction, 
   and the word of the Lord from Jerusalem.  
 He shall judge between the nations, 
   and shall arbitrate for many peoples; 
they shall beat their swords into ploughshares, 
   and their spears into pruning-hooks; 
nation shall not lift up sword against nation, 
   neither shall they learn war any more.  
 
God of Peace,  
Come. Show us a way that leads to peace; 
when we no longer train for or have memory of war 
and swords are transformed into tools  
that bring abundant life,  
Amen.  
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Monday December 5 
 
Open up the way for the people! 
Prepare the road! Prepare the road! 
Make it clean, leave no stones on it! 
Raise high the banner, that all may see it! 
Say to my people, “Look, your Savior comes.” 
They will call you the holy people,  
the people whom the Lord has freed. 
 

- Pastoral Team of Bambamarca, Peru 
 
 
Tuesday December 6 
 
“Trust in the wait. Embrace the uncertainty. Enjoy the beauty of becoming. 
When nothing is certain, everything is possible!” – Mandy Hale 
 
Romans 12:12 – “Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer.” 
 

- Saundra Spates  
 
Wednesday December 7 
 
For me, Advent evokes anticipation. We are anticipating the birth of Jesus. 
This is even more significant than usual in 2022 as we, in our family, 
anticipate the birth of a baby. Nine months of looking forward to the 
miracle of a birth. As we near the blessed event, our anticipation grows and 
changes shape. Early on, we speculate about the gender of the baby and 
then the name. Every baby’s personality is different, but whom in the family 
will they start to take after? 
 
Now, with the birth just hours away, we ask ourselves: Will the baby be 
healthy? Will the wonderful mother-to-be manage the birth OK? We are 
thinking less about the next few months and years, and more about the next 
few moments. 
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Think for a while about the marvel that is anticipation. At an everyday level, 
anticipation can often enhance the enjoyment of the actuality. I can 
remember at the age of 11 receiving a transistor radio for Christmas; the 
sweet feeling of anticipation beforehand, wondering about all the radio 
stations I’d be able to pick up once I received the gift. 
A baby is God’s gift of a lifetime. In the case of Jesus, it is an infinite gift, in 
time and space. A world without end. Each baby forms an intimate part of 
that infinite gift. 
 
Let’s use Advent as a time for reflecting on the feeling of anticipation and 
savor how it changes from moment to moment, as we await Christ’s birth. 
 

- Nigel Holloway 
 
 
Thursday December 8 
 
One of my all-time favorite Advent hymns is "O Come, O Come, Emmanuel" 
(page 88 in our hymnal).  I think what originally struck me was the 
melancholy, almost mournful tune, but the words have deep meaning as 
well. 
 
The refrain urges us to "Rejoice!" and each stanza has a different title for 
the coming Christ: the Son of God, Wisdom from on High, Root of Jesse, Key 
of David, Desire of Nations and Dayspring. I am urged to contemplate the 
coming in a serious way that has little to do with holiday parties, gift-buying 
and anticipated time with family, as important as those things might be.  
 
"O come, Desire of nations, bind / all people in one heart and mind; / bid 
envy, strife and discord cease; / fill the whole world with heaven's peace." 
During this difficult time, when we are easily distracted or discouraged, and 
as Pastor Mel encourages us: may it be so, for you me and for me! 
 

- Cathy Smith 
 



 12 

 
Friday December 9 
 
Wonderful smells came from the kitchen of my grandmother’s farmhouse, 
which was tucked in among the stately pines of northern Minnesota. The 
snow was deep and cold outside, but inside, the large wood-burning 
cookstove and the pot-bellied woodstove in the front room kept us toasty as 
the wood scent mingled with the scents of cinnamon, cardamom, and fresh 
bread from the kitchen.  
 
I was three years old, but I still remember it well. Cousins, aunts, and uncles 
descended upon us as the house seemingly expanded to accommodate each 
new arrival. The tree, which lent its sweet fragrance to join the others, 
stood in the center of the front room. As was true in the Norwegian 
tradition, the tree was decorated just in time for Christmas Eve. 
 
To a child’s eyes, it miraculously became covered in tinsel, glass 
decorations, and real candles. After the chores were done and we ate the 
traditional Christmas Eve meal of lutefisk, lefse, and rice pudding, the 
candles were lit. A bucket of water was near at hand for safety. We all joined 
hands and walked around the Christmas tree, singing in four part harmony, 
“Jeg er sa glad hver julekveld for da ble Jesus fodt” (“I am so glad each 
Christmas Eve, the night of Jesus birth.”)  
 
I don’t remember the wrapped gifts, but I do remember the feeling of love, 
joy, warmth, and security. We had very little earthly goods in those days, 
but we had volumes of love and a great amount of thankfulness and joy.  
 
Every year since then, when I smell the scent of pine mixed with spices and 
woodsmoke, I feel myself transported back to that time of simplicity. 
 
Dear Heavenly Father, 
Help us to embrace simplicity and share warmth, joy, and thankfulness as 
we celebrate the birth of your son, Jesus Christ. Amen 
 

- Cricket Gordon 
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Saturday December 10 
 
All the wonders and joys of being a Trinity member came to sharp focus for 
me when the Christmas Eve service of wonderful music and readings ended 
around midnight. 
 
We in the choir processed down the center aisle carrying lighted candles 
using them to light the candles of those in the pews. The service ended with 
the sanctuary aglow with the holy light that Christmas brings as together 
we celebrated the holy birth! What joy filled the night. 
 

- Bob Wagoner 
 
 
Third Sunday of Advent -  December 11 – Joy 
 

For Joy – by Jan Richardson 
 

You can prepare, but still 
it will come to you by surprise, 

crossing through your doorway, 
calling your name in greeting, 

turning like a child 
who quickens suddenly within you. 

 
It will astonish you how wide your heart 

will open in welcome for the joy that finds you 
so ready and still so unprepared. 

 
God of surprise, open our hearts to see you –  
in the eyes of strangers, the hands of loved ones, in conversations with 
friends, in the sparkle of creation. May we be filled with awe, wonder and 
joy as we discover your presence.  
Amen.  
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Monday December 12 
 
As we rush through this advent season, we are reminded by Jeremiah to 
look for the ancient paths where we may find rest for our souls. Jeremiah 
6:16 says: 
 

Thus says the Lord: Stand at the crossroads, and look,  
and ask for the ancient paths,  
where the good way lies, and walk in it, 
and find rest for your souls. 

- George Philips  
 
 
Tuesday December 13 
 
One of my favorite passages from Scripture is from Isaiah 9:6 where we are 
told that the newborn Christ will bear the government on his shoulders and 
be called many names: “Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting 
Father, Prince of Peace”. 
 
Today, we live in a chaotic world besieged by dissention at home and armed 
conflict between nations. During this Christmas season, let us pray that this 
Prince of Peace will give us all hope for an end to the incessant strife and 
senseless violence, with the promise of God's grace and the spirit of peace 
and reconciliation.  

- John Merker 
 
 
Wednesday December 14 
 
As a child I don't have many memories of observing Advent, even though 
we went to Sunday School every Sunday.   
 
When our own children were small, they used to have the calendars that 
came from Germany and had little windows to open each day.  One year I 
purchased an Advent Calendar at a church bazaar that was a long blue piece 
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of felt that was cross-stitched with angels, wise men, shepherds, sheep, 
Joseph and at the bottom of this 4-5 foot banner was Mary and Baby Jesus. 
On the side were 24 little numbered pockets a little over an inch square, 
just the right size to hold 3 coins, or 3 sticks of gum, or 3 lollypops, or 3 
Hershey kisses.  
 
The "candy fairy" would fill the correct numbered pocket each night, so in 
the morning the 3 children had some sort of treat counting the days till 
Christmas.  Of course, the "candy fairy" sometimes forgot, and had to 
scramble in the morning to find something to fill the pockets!  This Advent 
banner hung in our kitchen for many years. 
 

- Nancy Wagoner 
 
Thursday December 15 
 
We love the adventure of Advent as we prepare for Jesus’ birth!  Our family has 
lots of fun traditions that help us get ready to celebrate the coming of Christ. 
 
We take turns snapping each Nativity scene character onto our treasured cloth 
calendar.  Sometimes, Elijah hides baby Jesus around the house to add to the 
excitement of tracking each day!  Our dear Aunt Arabella created a cloth 
Advent calendar for us years ago.  Although it unfortunately got lost in a move, 
we still look forward to reaching into each day’s felt pouch on our replacement 
calendar and pulling out a story component surprise as we honor her lovely 
legacy. 
When our Mommy was young, she set up a fabric and wooden crèche with all 
of the Nativity characters.  It was made by a gracious church member.  We love 
to create our own scene, with this crèche, in the corner next to our Christmas 
tree.  She tells us stories of her childhood as we lovingly decorate baby Jesus’ 
manger with soft materials from around the house.  We also set up a carved, 
wooden set, made by Palestinian Christians in Bethlehem, that loving Nanny 
gave us.  We put these figurines in another spot of our choosing and decorate 
our tree with Nativity ornaments.  Our living room becomes home to 
wonderful Biblical characters who accompany us on our Advent journey and 
help us remember the Christmas story. 
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We adorn our playhouse cabin that Daddy built us with twinkling lights- 
transforming it into an imaginative stable.  We bake star-shaped cookies, and 
light our golden angel chimes at dinner each night as we continue our joyful 
Advent adventure as a family. 
 
Atop our mantle, we place our white, snow-covered, glittery church!   
With eyes gleaming, we turn on the light in its sanctuary- as darkness falls each 
night- awaiting the bright promise that Christmas morning will bring.  We then 
take out our purple Presbyterian hymnal, cuddle up in coziness, and sing our 
favorite hymns together before bedtime- “Silent Night” and “Away in a 
Manger”. 
 
Christmas Eve and Christmas morning services fill us with glee!  We dress up 
as colorful wisemen, watchful shepherds, or beloved barnyard animals and 
kneel before the manger- ready to welcome the best gift of the season with 
open hearts!  Then, peeled down to our shiny (often matching) Sunday best, we 
proudly sing a choir song we’ve diligently practiced.  We move our bodies to 
the music, ready to share our gladness with everyone in the pews. Lastly, we 
hold up our white candles with triumph as Joy to the World blasts (hopefully 
from the organ this year!) and get energized by all of the fantastic friends and 
family members around us! 
 
Dear God, may we each find meaningful, memorable, and magical ways to 
anticipate your precious son’s birth each Advent season.  Amen! 
 
-Written by Raymond (age 8), Elijah (age 5); with Mommy’s (Anna’s) help 😊😊 
 
 
Friday December 16 
 
On a December evening in the 1950’s, when I was nine years old, I left my 
piano teacher’s house to begin the short walk home. I was privileged to live 
in a neighborhood where I could safely walk from one home to another, 
known and cared for.  
 
Stepping out into the darkness, I gasped in delight. Snow! 
Sparkling, icy dust drifted down in the glow of lamplight. 
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Its gentle beauty took my breath away. I paused in the stillness, lifting my 
face to the sky, and felt the soft, chilly kisses of snowflakes. As I looked 
down at the individual, perfect crystals resting on my gloves, I marveled at 
God’s artistry.  To me, the snow was an unexpected gift, beautiful and 
gentle, evidence of the Creator’s expansive power and love. 
 
That dark sky, sparkling with snow, brought to mind another night long ago, 
when shepherds watching their flocks near Bethlehem 
were suddenly dazzled by the appearance of glorious angels 
bringing good tidings of great joy. I imagined the shepherds lifting their 
faces to the sky, gasping at the wondrous sight. The Creator’s expansive 
power and love were surely evident to them. I thought about their sense of 
wonder upon receiving the beautiful, gentle, unexpected gift announced by 
the angels, and I felt a connection across time and space. 
 
Thank you, God, for your amazing gifts: the beauty of nature, your love for us 
made manifest in your Son, Jesus, and the love that is ours to share here and 
now. In His name we pray. Amen. 
 

- Jan Schulte-Glad 
 
 
Saturday December 17 
 
I would like to share a family tradition we have had since our children were 
small.  Those children are now 57 and 54.  Each evening we save the 
Christmas cards received that day and take turns reading them during 
dessert.  We started this when Pam and Steve were learning to read.  It was 
fun for us to see their faces if the card they picked contained a long 
letter.  As the grand children came, they practiced their reading with 
Christmas cards.     The tradition has continued even though most evenings 
now it is only Neil and me.   
 

- Sandy Norkaitis  
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Fourth Sunday of Advent - December 18 - Love 
 
Love Divine, All Loves Excelling  
 
Love divine, all loves excelling,  
joy of heav’n, to earth come down, 
fix in us thy humble dwelling,  
all thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus, thou art all compassion,  
pure, unbounded love thou art. 
Visit us with thy salvation; 
enter ev'ry trembling heart. 
 
 
Monday December 19 
 
Advent, Christmas Eve and Christmas Day were always very special, almost 
magical times, during my childhood on the farm in NW Illinois.  The harvest 
had truly been gathered in, days were crisp and frosty, and eager 
anticipation of Christmas was omnipresent.  My mother, in particular, made 
it a special time for our family.  Always very creative, she made our home 
beautiful - decorating in high style from home-made sugar plums (and 
other crystalline fruits) as a dining table center piece to the family heirloom 
ornaments on the freshly cut tree.  And she baked and baked – dozens of 
traditional Christmas cookies and fresh, yeasty cinnamon rolls. 
 
Christmas Eve was especially wonderful as we gathered at the little 
Presbyterian church less than a ¼ mile from our farm for the early evening, 
traditional pageant of the manger scene – all enacted by the children of the 
church.  After the service, our family tradition was to dine on a soup supper 
of oyster stew and chili, fresh relishes (crudités) and date pudding & 
cookies either at our home or that of our uncle’s family – that of my father’s 
brother.  Every year snow was hoped for and added an extra special touch 
to the festivities.  One very memorable year when I was 10 or so, to our 
disappointment there had been no snow leading up to Christmas Eve.  
However, almost miraculously, at 4 or 5:00 pm that day giant, white flakes 
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began falling softly with no accompanying blizzard winds.   The beautiful 
snowfall created a Currier & Ives-like setting as the families arrived at our 
little country church.  Snowfall continued all evening and night, making 
travel hazardous by the time our relatives left to drive the 3 miles to their 
home. Next came a glorious Christmas morning as sunshine glistened on a 
sparkly world made anew with more than a foot of snow. 
 
Ever present God,  
Thank you for this season of intense anticipation as we await the day of 
celebration for the arrival of enduring hope, peace, love and joy. Amen. 
 

- Diana Gray  
 
Tuesday December 20 
 
“God has brought down the mighty and exalted the humble.” (Luke 2:52) 
 
Mary’s Song (the Magnificat) is both a challenge and a promise to the 
church. The Mother of Jesus is 
usually celebrated for her humility in saying “Yes,” as in the Annunciation. 
But here she stands, as part of a peasant agrarian society, courageously 
saying “No” to the powers of evil.  
 
Theologian Elizabeth Johnson observes that Mary would have been a 
teenager when Roman troops cruelly suppressed a peasant revolt in Galilee. 
 
Can her Song be empowering to women today, and to men as well? Giving 
us courage to affirm both the Yes and the No of what the Gospel requires? 
 
As we gaze on the manger scene again this Advent, we’re invited to see 
Mary as a woman of spirit and grit, deeply loving her Son while hoping for a 
more just and equitable world. This is a Mary of Nazareth we can admire . . . 
and love. 
 
Mother/Father God, help us to grasp—through the tinsel and bows of 
Christmas—its life-changing power. - Belden Lane  
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Wednesday December 21 
 
Although both of us grown-ups in the family were raised Christian, neither 
of us came up in a tradition that followed the church calendar or celebrated 
Advent per se. Like most children, we certainly did share in the protracted 
anticipation of the weeks leading up to Christmas: the transformation of the 
whole world around us in decked halls ringing with carols; the bubbling 
excitement stirred with a pinch of fear that centered on the unknown 
contents of those piles growing under the tree. It was only in adulthood, 
though, that we discovered the mysteries of watching and waiting through 
Advent rituals and liturgy. 
 
Now that we have children of our own, the layering of spiritual and secular 
rhythms in Advent has gained new dimensions. We repeat with them those 
same secular traditions we loved as kids and gradually share with them the 
rituals and mysteries of our faith. Our own family traditions are taking 
shape, and each time Advent returns, we see in them the already-not-yet 
fullness of God’s promise. 

 

Drinking hot chocolate with 
Sopapilla (the family cat), by 
Juniper Armstrong-Crumb 



 21 

 
 

Trimming the Christmas Tree, by Alice Armstrong-Crumb 
God of hope, peace, joy, and love, make us an Advent people, preparing the 
way for life in all its fullness. Amen 
 
   - Steven, Sarah, Alice & Juniper (and Sopapilla) Armstrong-Crumb 
 
Thursday December 22 
 
One of my memories of the holiday season was a string of, perhaps ten, 
surviving hand-blown glass beads strung on a thread. They had mysterious 
brown spots and were carefully placed high on the tree, first on my 
grandmother’s and then on ours after she moved to the assisted living 
facility. In the box where they were kept on a bed of cotton was a note in my 
grandmother’s handwriting which indicated that they dated from the 
middle 1800s. As it turns out, the brown spots were from candle burns 
when Christmas trees had candles for lights which were her grandmother’s 
or perhaps her great-grandmother’s. This has reminded me that we are 
descendants of the “Great Cloud of Witnesses”. In researching, I contacted 
my sister, who I had not contacted in a number of months, to get the 
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history. She could not remember but it was a reconnection. So during this 
Advent season, I am reminded of connections both past and present. We are 
both a product of our past and future aspirations. Let us use this advent 
season for connections to those we know and those we don’t yet know. 

- Jim Person 
 
Friday December 23 
 
The holidays for me as a child, 1961-1973, were always about traveling to 
see family I didn't see often enough to really know. I did love to go, and I 
hated to leave. 
 
My small immediate family of four, Mom, Dad, sister, and me, would open 
our gifts on December 23rd at our home in Brookfield, WI or Crestwood, 
MO, and then head to eastern rural Illinois, Danville, specifically, on 
Christmas Eve morning, my mother's birthday, to see grandparents, aunts, 
uncles, and cousins we seldom ever saw.  
 
We would always stay at my Mom's parents in their fancy pants "upstairs-
downstairs" house, where the house would be filled with incredible scents 
of my grandmother's homemade cooking - eastern european hoska bread, 
apple strudel, wild rice, and where we would dine on grouse, or pheasant or 
sauerbraten and dumplings  for Christmas Eve dinner. It was a very proper 
house - big, formal, perfectly clean, with real oil painted landscapes, and 
dramatic draperies, sculptures and trinkets very sparingly ornamenting the 
house. It had a den, where my grandfather kept the guns he collected and 
used for shooting the grouse and pheasants in northern Minnesota and 
Canada, and it had enough bedrooms and closets to make playing hide and 
seek a good challenge.  There was an electric adding machine in the 
gun room, and occasionally my sister and I were allowed to play on that 
adding machine - and we thought it was great fun!  The house had a scary, 
scary boiler room in the basement. But I digress... 
 
It was a relatively small family gathering: my mom's parents, my uncle and 
his wife and three boys, my uncle Archie (who wasn't really my uncle), and 
my four family members. The dining room had fancy scenic bird wallpaper, 
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a huge table lovingly set with beautiful china, silver, and bohemian crystal. 
And linen, real damask linen tablecloths and napkins, perfectly pressed. My 
grandfather made a sloppy attempt at grace - something humorous - and we 
wished my mom happy birthday, and then we feasted in the company of 
family - family I didn't know well.I don't recall the conversations, and I 
don't recall feeling exceptionally included, but I knew I was loved.  After 
Christmas Eve dinner we would gather in my grandparent's grand living 
room, where my grandmother's flocked artificial tree, with stunning 
handmade satin, velvet, and beaded ornaments (made from kits you 
could buy back n the 60s and 70s) that she had made, many clip-on birds, 
and white lights. The base of the tree would be choking with impressively 
wrapped gifts. Uncle Archie always sat at the far end of the living room, 
near a perfectly arranged built-in bookcase, and got the fewest gifts, but he 
was grateful to have a place to go and as I came to learn about him, I was 
glad he felt comfortable and included enough. We would open presents 
seemingly forever, and I remember that one year I got an upright organ - 
the most memorable gift ever; one that my mother never forgave her 
parents for giving me. My very Catholic aunt would go to mass with her 
large family (who lived across the street in another seemingly palatial 
home) at midnight and rarely I joined her, the only member of my family 
who did. I don't know why I went, but I did, despite my mother's slight 
pushback. 
 
On Christmas morning, my sister and I would open our stockings in front of 
our parents and grandparents - my uncle's family stayed across the street at 
my aunt's parents' house. We would always get a few cute and silly things, a 
Droste chocolate orange, a Marshall Field's Frango bar, and either an onion 
or a lemon, to remind us of our less than perfect moments - I hated pulling 
that out of my stocking every year- it was humiliating on what should have 
been a joyous morning, I thought. 
 
After a leisurely breakfast, the four of us (my parents, sister and I) would 
head over to my dad's mom's, Grandmother Haas, more modest apartment 
or home, where we would join my Aunt Ellen and Uncle Duane, and my 
Aunt MaryAnn and Uncle Jerry and their five kids. My grandmother's 
"homes" were all far too small for this size of a gathering, but somehow no 
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one except my mom noticed. The texture of the surroundings was in sharp 
contrast to my Grandparent Parker's:  modest, crowded, frantic, loud, 
laughing, arguing, etc. My Uncle Duane was the biggest kid around, joking 
and playing pranks on everyone.My Aunt MaryAnn was the odd man out, 
but she promoted that and encouraged the chaos while my mom and Aunt 
Ellen sipped at martinis to take the edge off of their discomfort with the 
chaos. It was non-stop, and my very proper parents ensured that my sis and 
I didnt' get too caught up in mayhem; from our perspective, the contrast to 
the formality of the previous day was a welcome relief. I greatly looked up 
to my only girl cousin, Angela, who I saw only once a year - she was pretty 
and popular. At least one of my boy cousins seemed a bit odd, which I later 
came to understand as a learning disability that no one ever talked about or 
addressed, 
 
But the house smelled wonderful and we would dine on perfectly cooked 
pot roast with soft carrots and celery, perfectly made mashed potatoes (my 
dad was the master masher), canned peas, and homemade parker house 
rolls with homemade jam. I am so sure there was more, and no one waited 
for everyone else to be served - we finished the meal with a choice of four 
pies (my Uncle Jerry's family owned the Arnholt bakery in town): chocolate, 
lemon meringue, pumpkin, and cherry. I always had chocolate because at no 
other time in the year was I ever able to have chocolate pie - who knew!! 
There was a white milk glass pedestal candy jar that was always filled with 
Hershey's miniatures or Hershey's kisses when we arrived, and it was dry 
to the bone everytime we left. 
 
We would tear into the gifts from under my grandmother's flocked silver 
tree with the color lights and we always received a piece of her exquisitely 
made knitting, crocheting, or needlework. My cousin Angela and I would get 
the exact same thing, and my sister would get the same item, but in a 
slightly different pattern or color.  My house today is filled with afghans (in 
70s colors) and stitcheries that were perfectly executed with love by my 
Grandmother Haas. She was an exceptional textile artist, and fine 
cook.  After present-opening, the women, my mom, my Aunt Ellen, my 
cousin Angela, and I, would retire to the kitchen and wash and dry every 
dish, as there was never a dishwasher. The men watched the one TV in the 
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small living room, my Aunt MaryAnn tended to her young ones, my 
grandmother basked in the attention of her family and their presence, and 
we all collapsed in a heap of exhaustion by 6 pm. 
 
No church. No God. No manger. No miracle. No Jesus. No wiseman. 
 
It was about spending time with family. And for those first 13 years, that 
was enough for me. 
 

- Jayne Howard 
 
Saturday December 24 
 
Placide Cappeau was a wine merchant and poet. Although he was never 
particularly religious (some would say he was an Atheist), he was asked in 
1843 to write a Christmas poem to celebrate the recent renovation of the 
church organ in his small, French home town. The poem was entitled 
“Minuit, chretiens” (Midnight, Christians). Shortly thereafter, Adolphe Adam 
composed the accompanying music to what we know as “O Holy Night.” 
 
Growing up in the Catholic Church, I fondly remember each Midnight Mass 
on Christmas Eve. In the warmth of candlelight, we heard the Christmas 
story and “O Holy Night” was always sung at the conclusion of the service. 
Hauntingly beautiful, this Christmas carol and Midnight Mass have both 
meant so much to me as the culmination of my watching and waiting. 
 
Praise God for sending Jesus to be the fullness of God, fulfilled in the life of 
our Savior. 
Amen. 

- Pat Courtney 
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Christmas Day! Sunday December 25 - Love 
 

Godburst 
 

When the Holy Child is born into our hearts 
there is a rain of stars 

a rushing of angels 
a blaze of candles 

this God burst into our lives. 
Love is running through the streets. 

 
- Ann Weems 

 
  


