


 God, 

 the blessing that you are in my life 

 reached my inner core today. 

 

 My heart ran over with gratitude 

 and I felt helpless with thankfulness. 

  

 There was nothing left to do 

 but smile 

 or cry. 

 So I did both 

 and felt immensely blessed some more. 

 

 Thank you seemed inadequate 

 so I said nothing 

 and melted into the terrible blessing 

 of being. 

 

 For all of this 

 you have 

 my very best. 

 

 Amen 

              

              

             Macrina Wiederkehr 

Lord, sometimes your presence slips 

over my shoulders with the morning 

sun. Feeling your touch I turn from my 

dark reflections and gaze at your  

scheduled miracle, a sky ablaze with 

new hope.  

 

Pat Quigley 

November 29 November 30 



 

 

 

 

May the God who gives you hope  

make your faith  

an experience which is filled  

with joy and peace  

so that by the power of the Holy Spirit  

your hearts may be brimming with hope. 

 

Romans 15:13 

God, I thank you for these blessings that 

so often come in disguise. Do not take 

from me anything that will help me grow 

in love. I ask for fresh assignments that 

may be difficult, new responsibilities in 

untried fields, and situations that        

demand my all in living and loving in 

your world.  

 

Amen 

Shirley Rinehart 

December 1 December 2 
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Finally 

two sets of rabbit tracks 

 silent signatures 

 in marshmallow snow 

 

Lately 

I’ve waited watched for these 

 small altars draped 

 in white made by a splay of leaps 

 

In Wonder now 

I trace the imprint of high hops 

 which so close to hope 

 renews Advent’s Christ Child beliefs 
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of the Montague United Methodist Church and were active in 

church life—serving on committees, contributing in positive 

ways to the life of the church. They were generous with their 

time and only wanted what was best for the church. 

Bob and Freida had been retired for a few years when I met 

them. We were part of the after-church discussion group that 

gathered in the narthex each Sunday with our pastor, Tim Boal. 

We met to talk about the sermon and its implications for us and 

our world. Often, we launched into “hot topics” of the day—

racism, women’s rights, our government’s involvement in the 

Middle East, education (specifically charter schools). We agreed 

and disagreed, listened and learned and developed an              

appreciation for the diversity in the group. This group was       

delightfully progressive! 

We became good friends and even formed a small group that 

met during the week. We read books by Marcus Borg, John 

Dominic Crossan, and Bishop Spong. We continued to learn, and 

we were open to new ideas. Bob and Freida enjoyed and         

participated in both groups for several years. 

Then one Sunday during Advent, we learned that Freida had  

suffered a massive stroke; she could neither speak nor walk. 

Bob was spending all his days and some nights at the hospital; 

he wanted to be there to support Freida. Folks who visited them 

said that Bob was looking tired and frail.  

One afternoon after school, I decided to go to the hospital to see 

them. The doctors said there wasn’t a lot they could do for   

Freida and Bob wanted to bring her home before Christmas. 

When I entered the hospital room, Bob was dozing in a chair. I 

tapped lightly on the door and he woke up. 

It was around dinner time, and I asked Bob if he had eaten. “No”, 

he said, “I don’t want to leave her. She might need something. “  

We talked for a short while, and Freida was awake and alert. I 

suggested to Bob that he go down to the cafeteria and that I 

would stay with Freida. 

When Bob left the room, I started to panic. How could I be      

present to Freida? I  looked around the room for a magazine or a 

book—something to engage us. There was nothing. Finally, I 

opened the drawer to the nightstand next to her bed and found a 

Gideon Bible.  

I opened it to the New Testament, to the Gospel of Luke and 

read aloud the birth narrative. She listened intently. I reminded 

her of the Christmas Eve services at church—the kids in         

costume, the songs they sung, and baby Jesus. A crooked smile 

appeared on her face.  

Then I read from the Gospel of John, “The light shines in the 

darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it.” The familiar 

words seemed to comfort her. I talked about the power of light 

and love.  

 

(continued on next page) 
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(continued from previous page) 

 

I prayed for the light of Christ to surround Freida, to give her 

peace and comfort during that part of her journey. 

 Bob returned, and I gave him the Bible inviting him to read to 

Freida. Driving home that night, I realized that the light of Christ 

would be present to Freida in the days ahead.  

May the light and love of Christ be present to you this season in 

whatever space and time you find yourself. 

 

 

             Pat Catellier 

I wait for the Lord, my soul waits,  

and in his word I hope;  

my soul waits for the Lord  

more than watchmen for the morning,  

more than watchmen for the morning. 

 

Psalm 130:5-6 
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When I was originally asked if I’d be willing to submit a piece for 

this year’s Advent Devotional, I turned down the opportunity   

because I was feeling “too distracted.” My response rather 

haunted me, because shouldn’t this season of Advent assist me 

in my attempt to focus and prepare for this extraordinary event 

on the Christian calendar, Christmas?  

So as you can see, I ended up putting a few thoughts on paper. 

Here goes…  

I’m currently in the midst of watching a show on Netflix, “Anne 

with an E.” It’s an adaptation of the classic 1908 novel “Anne of 

Green Gables.” The series was recommended to me by a friend, 

and it appealed to me because the story takes place on Prince 

Edward Island, with occasional references to my parents’  

homeland of Nova Scotia. The main character is an orphan with 

a vivid imagination and a vast appreciation for nature, learning, 

friendship, the simple things in life, and more. She is smart and 

witty and loving. Anne is an example of someone who            

perseveres and is able to showcase her “Believing Even When…” 

spirit despite the numerous challenges that confront her.  

This advent season of 2020 I’m attempting to be a tad less 

“distracted” and a titch more focused on that which is important 
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 My favorite shows, books, movies, games, puzzles, photos, 

scenery, activities, jokes, memories…thanks to this COVID-

era, viewing things thru a somewhat different lens.  

 

My goal is to pay attention to opportunities for “Believing Even 

 

 I’m in the midst of a world-wide pandemic and that which 

 

 I’m watching a show about an orphan who, despite all the 

odds and the forces working against her, builds a loving 

 

 I’m distracted.  

 

 

  

  

  

 Love  

        

   

              Joyce Ruhrup 



 

How dare You ask me to wait, 

God Who sees and does nothing, 

God Who came but does not return, 

God Whose name I do not even know. 

How dare You tell me to hold steady, 

to lean on the promise that I hear anew 

every single year, green garlands and blue 

candles burning to light the way You 

do not walk.  I am so, so tired of waiting. 

My clocks no longer count the moments  

that You have not been here; my watch 

weeps tears down secondhands grown still. 

Come, Emmanuel!  Come not as a hope but 

a fact, not a promise but a truth.  Come 

to this broken world--to this broken human, 

begging for strength in the waiting that 

in this season I may find You yet, God Who sees. 

 

 

Jenaba Waggy 

I sit unmasked before a rendering flame 

that melts my soul to its eternal shape, 

and glimpse illusive ghosts of  

things to come. 

Tricia Hollis (1979) 
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B                  elieving never ever dies 

             that twine that keeps us struggling on 

             Frayed at times when we’re afraid 

sometimes thread bare, near despair 

 

But It’s up there near a star 

or moody moon all swathed in clouds 

Perhaps It’s growing silently 

or hanging back, ever so slight 

 

Whether a murmured penitent sigh 

or pealing organ’s bursting chords 

It’s there, always has been, patiently 

waiting for us to seek, to be 

 

Believers, guided by Holy Light 

weaving our days our sleepless nights 

Because Believing never dies 

Sweet Life, it lifts us to survive 

December 9 



Christmas is one word, but oh what it means…different things to 

each of us.  Before you read any further… say the word       

Christmas.  Where does your mind go?  Does Christmas          

immediately go to presents, or family gatherings, or memories 

from long ago? 

     

When thinking about Christmas, one of the first things that 

comes to my mind is the excitement, especially if there are    

children involved.  I was an early elementary teacher for many 

years and loved the excitement Christmas evoked in children.  

Sadly, as we grow older, the excitement isn’t quite the same.  

But can you remember walking into the room on Christmas 

morning.  The decorated Christmas tree was standing, and the 

lights were glowing, and there were presents under the tree?  

That feeling in your tummy was excitement!  Do you remember? 

 

So, let’s share some thoughts about Christmas. 

 

One of my favorite Christmas activities is joining with others as 

we stand in church holding our lighted candle and join in the 

singing of Silent Night.  Each year I promise I won’t have tears, 

and each year I cry.  

 

I do have to list other of the activities…being with kids in Sunday 

School or children’s choir as we work our way to Christmas.  

What joy to share the baby Jesus’s story with children.  

 

As we begin to pull the Christmas decorations out of the 

“Christmas Storage Area,” I can feel the excitement begin.  My 

favorite ornaments are the many creches that Sidney and I have 

collected.  Some are those that Thom and collected as we    

traveled here and there, others are those that we simply  bought.  

As we unwrap each part we reminisce or again declare which is 

our favorite.     

    

My favorite Christmas song besides “Silent Night” well…this gets 

hard to narrow it down…if I’m working with children, “Jingle 

Bells” has to be mentioned.  “While Shepherds Watched Their 

Flocks by Night ” is one of my favorites because it covers the 

Christmas Story.  

 

Most Christmas seasons we take a ride and check out the   

beautiful or silly decorations…it’s fun to have the feeling of   

connecting with many others. 

 

When talking about favorites Sidney mentioned making      

Christmas cookies…how could I have forgotten that one?  It gets 

a bit messy…but that’s part of the fun. 

    

So, I hope you traveled along with me as we talked Christmas I 

hope you added your favorites.  Just keep in mind that tears are 

okay.   

 

Marilyn Barber     
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 Hope is the thing with feathers 

 That perches in the soul 

 And sings the tune without the words 

 And never stops — at all. 

 

Emily Dickinson 

 

 

 

 

 

Christmas reminds us we are a people of hope 

As a child, 
they told me 
nothing was impossible.  
Hope wrapped in a tiny seed 
planted deep within my being. 
 
Head covered, 
buffeted by circular winds 
I stagger 
knees bent 
feet slowed by slipping sands. 
 
They told me 
nothing was impossible. 
Hope wrapped in a tiny dove 
swooped low for the cleansing. 
 
Bare feet, 
chilled by circular waters 
I shiver 
back stooped 
fingers trapped in icy waves. 
 
They told me  
nothing was impossible. 
Hope wrapped in a tiny baby 
Gifted to a world undeserving. 
 
Head uncovered 
warmed by flowing waters 
I stand 
arms raised 
body fueled through believing. 

Amy J. Rathbun 
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It is possible in our time 

 to feed everyone on earth adequately 

 to provide health care for all people 

 to agree to abandon war 

 to refuse to cooperate with injustice 

 to develop our ability to love 

 to come to deeper self-understanding 

 to assume responsibility for our own lives 

 to live as loving members of the human family. 

May this 

be the year 

that we begin 

 to enter into our possibilities. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

James E. Magaw 

December 13 December 14 

We live in the past by faith… 

in the future by hope… 

in the present by love. 

Emil Brunner 
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Bob and I have been in purposeful isolation since the second 

week of March because of Bob’s Alpha-1 damaged lungs. We 

struggle daily with trying to be social and do things that we 

were used to doing in our ways of helping the Vicksburg 

school community and the church and still stay socially      

distant. 

As one form of coping, I decided to try my hand(s) at            

watercolor painting. It was something I had been toying with 

and the lock-down sealed my fate. I have been working with 

watercolors since June when I started with a simple 30 days 

to watercolor book. 

I have been blessed with meeting with the FaithLink Sunday 

School class and directing the Bell Choir for several years.   

Each year I have given all of them a small token of Christmas 

spirit. This year I still wanted to do something but knew that it 

must be smaller and needed to go through the mail for the 

price of a stamp. I began thinking of what I would do shortly 

after starting to paint in June. In July, I knew I wanted to paint 

something Christmas- and musically- relevant. The Christmas 

carol of “The Holly and the Ivy” began to dominate my 

thoughts, which was strange as I do not remember ever     

hearing all the words in the verses of the carol. I looked up the 

verses and then searched for the meaning of the significance 

of holly and ivy during the holiday season. This song and its     

verses began screaming at me. This year, each of the members 

of FaithLink, the Bell Choir, Sisters in Spirit and Amazing Women 

in Fellowship will be receiving a hand-painted picture of holly 

and the lyrics of the carol as their special “thank you”, “blessing” 

and “token of love”. 

Each one of us has a light to share with each other during the 

holidays and throughout the entire year. I found ways to       

continue to meet with FaithLink and how the bell choir could 

continue to provide music and community. May you find your 

light to share with everyone during this season of separation.   

Blessings and Merry Christmas!!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kathy Willhite 


