


 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 30 December 1 



I see Mary, a 13-year-old girl. In my mind she stands just over 

five feet tall and has a sturdy build. She has strong arms and 

shoulders from kneading bread and carrying water and washing 

clothes. Her feet are rough and calloused from the wooden   

sandals she wears when she leaves her home, and from walking 

barefoot inside. Her fingernails are stubbed short. She has     

callouses on her knees. Her skin is a golden amber color, and 

she has dark eyes and thick, wavy, dark hair that is braided 

down her back, with a few curls escaping to frame her face at 

the temples.  

 

I picture her inside her one-room peasant home, alone. Maybe 

her father is out working in the fields. Maybe her mother is  

milking the goats. But in my mind Mary is alone, inside this one 

room. The floor is packed dirt. The ceiling is just six feet above. 

The only sources of light come from two small windows cut 

high in the wall, and the doorway. Inside is dim and still. In my 

mind Mary is kneeling on the dirt floor kneading bread on a low 

table. Her hands work quickly and quietly. Maybe she is       

humming.  

 

She is focused on the bread dough in her hands when she feels 

a presence with her in the small dim room. In my imagination 

the angel doesn’t come in a fiery cloud above her head with a 

glowing white robe and a booming voice. He looks like any other 

man Mary would come in contact with in her daily life, but there 

is an otherworldly calmness that surrounds him.  

 

 

 

She looks up suddenly, her hands frozen on the ball of dough on 

the table. She is startled – how could she not be? But the angel 

smiles at her, not a big toothy grin, but just a gentle lifting of the 

corners of his mouth and a crinkling around his eyes. He looks 

her in the eye, dipping his head slightly down to meet her gaze. 

She takes a breath to say something but before she can the    

angel reaches out his hands and places them gently over both of 

hers. She feels a calmness settle on her, like someone placing a 

thick, soft, warm blanket around her shoulders. The calming 

warmth spreads from the top of her head down to her feet and 

she blinks and exhales a small “oh.”  

 

And the angel squeezes her hands and whispers, “Don’t be 

afraid, Mary.” And she isn’t. 

December 2 

Lisa Drzick 
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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 
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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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We are struggling 

 Many of us anyway 

I am struggling…get up in the morning, get my work done, try not 

to cry today 

 

We go through the motions 

 Many of us anyway 

I go through the motions…make the coffee, got to get a walk in, 

please no tears today 

 

We are trying to make life normal 

 Many of us anyway 

I am trying to make life normal…clean the house, get the         

groceries (with a mask), keep moving 

 

We are wondering, is this the new normal 

Many of us anyway 

I wonder how I can live with this new normal…I miss people,        

I miss hugs, I miss your face and the smiles 

 

We are praying 

 Many of us anyway 

I am praying for others and myself… 

Maybe today no tears will fall 

 

 

Tonya Boot 

 

 

 

  

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 
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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 
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I'm sure glad that my first kid wasn't the Savior. I  

needed time to figure out motherhood and I sure 

messed up at least my personal share. I even said to 

her just this week, "I'm not really sure what I'm          

doing. You see, I've never had a 10 year old before.” 

What did it feel like to know that Mary, still a kid herself, 

would need to raise the messiah? While I'm teaching 

my kids the Batman version of Jingle Bells, was Mary 

worried about cursing in front of Jesus or arguing with 

Joseph? Did she make sure to hug him extra long and 

never let him get a sniffle? Next time I complain about 

the pressure that moms have these days, I think I will 

think of Mary. In all ways I am so thankful for Jesus but 

I am also thankful that I am not his mother. 

 

 

Andrea Trantham 
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Watercolor by Kathy Willhite 

I baptize you  

with water,  

but he will baptize you  

with the Holy Spirit. 
 

Mark 1:8 
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already cars ahead of me 

football stadium is shut down 

still we line up 

waiting 

on 

volunteers to come 

set up safety 

waiting 

on  

trucks to bring harvests 

of whatever is “extra” from America today 

waiting 

for  

word of work 

waiting 

for  

word of testing 

waiting 

for  

word of vaccine 

waiting  

for  

word on Mom from ICU 

waiting waiting waiting 

 

waiting to mask up and open the window 

waiting to answer the questions 

waiting for a box of repast to be put in the back 

waiting for “God Bless You” and “You, Too” 

waiting to get the hell home 

 

waiting to shower and change 

waiting for kids to wake, and read, and change 

waiting on pop-tarts to toast 

longing to reenter the car and go to church…but 

waiting to be normal again as we gather around the ipad  

waiting for live stream 

 

Come, Thou Long Expected Jesus… 

I’m waiting 

 

 

 

 

 

Barry Petrucci 

continued 
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At this moment my carpet seems made up 

of marbles slip-slydee marbles striated with 

cobalt streaked with henna, wisps of pink  My 

gut goes queasy as I wonder should I stop on 

that grassy green one or instead land on the Steely 

but determinedly bold  Each day now I traverse 

these marbles try to make my way through this 

slippery world that’s such a challenge to manage 

who could have known  But still beneath it all 

the carpet pad of my beliefs based on those child 

days of skipping down Main Street to Sunday School 

so eager/free holds firm despite dents and scars 

chocolate sundae spills and all the marble colors true 

I know praise God it and you will get me through 
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Come, o come, Emmanuel; come to this 

imperfect mess of an offering.  Bring the 

undimmed Light to the darkness that envelops-- 

make Yourself known amidst our missed cues, our 

lost connections, our failed aspirations, our repeated 

mistakes.  Make holy our humanity; humanize 

Your perfection.  Show us that we are loved; 

call us beloved in every misstep, every attempt, 

every word.  Come, Emmanuel.  Change us.  Come, 

Emmanuel.  Value us just as we are--Yours. 

 

 
 
 
 

Jenaba Waggy 
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This Christmas I am looking forward to learning      

more about Jesus. Sure presents are nice,  

but that's not the real meaning of Christmas.  

The real meaning of Christmas is  

the birth of Jesus.  

This Christmas is as important  

as any other Christmas that ever was. 

  

To everyone, even people who have passed away  

even though they won't be able to read this,  

have a holly jolly Christmas this year,  

and remember what Christmas is really about! 

 
 

 

 
 

Elaina Trantham, age 10 
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our Stephen Ministry team 

through the development of the now annual Blue Christmas  
service, a list of stories from Scripture took us from                   
acknowledging fears and losses that try one's faith to emerging 
light, the light of hope, love, joy and peace that are signified by 
our Advent candles. The journey goes a little like this: 

In Luke 2:1-7 we find that a traditional Christmas time reading 
can be made new. 

As the saying goes, "What goes around, comes around." Our 
world today may sound a bit like an echo of this long ago story: 
conflict and turmoil over how and who to count for the census, 
the "no room in the inn" situation for the countless homeless 
and hungry in both this, the richest country in the world, and  
migrants seeking safety across borders where they may or may 
not be welcome.  

Even amidst the anxiety, hardship and fear then and now, the 
story goes on to describe the coming of light; represented then 
by a star, now by candles and Christmas lights to signify that 
mysterious God-relationship called "hope.” 

Luke 6:17-23 continues this reaching out of hope to the      
hopeless as these Beatitudes promise hope, blessings, light. 

Psalms 22:1-11 brings our story of the sometimes difficult  
journey to the light through this lament, "Trouble is near and 
there is no one to help.” A more contemporary version might list 
the fears and anxieties ignited by COVID-19 with loss of jobs or 
health or home, political instability, racial injustice and on and 
on.  Can there be a more painful place to be? 

However, the writer of the Psalm goes on to acknowledge, "even 
so," even so, in the midst of this current mess, "You have kept 
me safe---you have been my God." 

 

In Romans 8:31-39, the apostle Paul speaks of love, the word 
attached to our second Advent candle; love that overcomes 
even in times  like these.  Even now, love wins. 

This does not mean there is no suffering, the world is full of  
suffering and many of us are feeling overwhelmed. What it does 
mean is, through it all, God's love is steadfast, constant,          
enduring.  It is through this love that we can claim joy, peace 
and justice.  It is by this love shining through us that we help 
one another from darkness to light. 

From Matthew 11:28-30 we hear more than just a whisper of 
hope; we hear an all out promise.  God says, “I know the human 
condition so accept my gift of rest, change out your sole       
ownership of burdens for life in me; sharing the load will restore 
balance, bring rest from your cares---bring joy.”   

As we learn to let go of those burdens and share them in     
community, we can find Hope, Love, Joy, and even Peace, the 
kind of peace the apostle John talked about in John 14:27: the 
peace of the soul. 

May it be so for you this Advent season. 

 

 

 

 

Nancy Lowe 

continued 
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Lord, we long to move forward 

Knowing that tomorrow may resemble  

so many of the monotonous and fearful days  

 and months that came before  

We long to gather with loved ones to share a meal,  

quiet conversation and a warm embrace  

Like so many others, we are frustrated 

We struggle to articulate or even recognize our grief 

The losses overwhelm – so numerous – some blatant and 

some subtle,  

But all ever-present  

And yet we have reason to believe in better days  

We rejoice in technology that allows working from home,  

live-streamed church, and connections across the miles,  

 preserving traditions with the tap of a screen 

We rejoice in neighbors hanging twinkle lights, a beacon of hope  

 across the way  

We rejoice in eager puppy nuzzles, kibble breath and scratchy 

whiskers 

somehow softening our darkened hearts  

We rejoice in grown children creating their own traditions  

 with handwritten recipes  

carefully preserved for times like this  

 

Times like this when the simple nod of a mask-wearing  

 stranger says  

I see you, I share your sadness, we are in this together  

We rejoice in the nighttime sky, each star carefully placed  

 and called by name  

We rejoice in God’s loving promise shining through the darkness,  

quiet assurance in brighter days to come  

We watch with expectation, ever so still through the twilight 

for signs of the North star 

Restless and uncomfortable 

We wait for the joyful promise of newborn hope 

 

 

Dawn Kemp 

 

 

 

 

May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace  

as you trust in him,  

so that you may overflow with hope  

by the power of the Holy Spirit.  
 

Romans 15:13 

continued 
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Grey of sanctuary 

Rainy 

Bleak 

Flip on the lights 

To do this or that 

He sits hunched over his phone in a corner 

“Sorry, Pastor…didn’t mean to scare you.” 

“It’s ok.  A wet day to be out.” 

“Yeah.  Just needed a charge.” 

“Ah.  I was just gonna get coffee.  Want a cup?” 

“Yeah.  Thank you.” 

 

I go to gather up k-cups and mugs 

Stop to think about this kid that lives on the streets. 

A quick battery charge.  A cup of coffee. 

The least I can do. 

This is not love. 

Not really. 

 

 

 

 

continued 

This is the least I can do. 

Love is not the least…it is for the least 

 Least valued 

 Least supported 

 Least watched after 

 Least 

Love is the most 

Advent waits for the most 

 And drags me on the wait 

 And looks me in the eye to ask, “What are you waiting for?” 

  I have no answer. 

  I’d better wait. 

 

 

 

                    

 

                    Barry Petrucci   
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The universe opens its arms each year 

to those within its global sphere 

during Advent’s parade of days 

when nativities are crafted far and wide 

 

 We anticipate their healing tone 

 and all of us including those 

 precious animals, God’s “children” too 

 are drawn in some mysterious way 

 

A donkey’s bray, a thrush’s trill 

sheep baa-ing out a steady beat 

a sound profound cacophony 

causing believers to smile once more 



 

Creche Images courtesy of Sheila Bigelow 
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