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Pondering Advent 
 

Meditations for the season 
of Black Friday to the After Christmas Sales 

no, wait... 
 

…for the season of  
the four weeks and four Sundays 

prior to the birth of  
our Lord, Jesus Christ.   

Amen.   
 
 

 Advent begins a time of joyful anticipation and preparation… excited all over again to 
put ourselves into the story of a night beneath the starry sky in Bethlehem when the wonder 
of a virgin birth brought unconditional love into a world that had lost its way. Mary’s precious, 
newborn infant took his first breath and God was with us. Born in a stable, placed in a 
manger, surrounded by livestock, Jesus’ humble beginning was intentional.   Wake up to the 
arrival of this precious one again, for this love, born on Christmas Day…came to show a 
broken world how to heal itself.   
 
 We also enter Advent looking forward to the second coming of Jesus. We anticipate 
and prepare, and, again, we hope that a world which has lost its way can be saved…that 
God’s wondrous creation can be restored to its natural balance…that all peoples can be kind 
and caring…that hunger, war, all suffering can be no more.  This is our story now.  God resides 
in all of our hearts and Jesus taught us the path in.  Let’s journey through scripture toward 
self-examination with contemplation, prayer, meditation and prepare ourselves for Jesus’ 
second arrival.  Loving ourselves, loving others, loving all of creation is the advent of God’s 
new heaven and new earth. 
 

As we wait together, anticipate, prepare, hope, and wonder 
we pray these daily Scriptures, thoughts, ruminations, and reflections 

will be good companions along your  
Advent journey.   
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First Sunday of Advent 

Isaiah 2:1-5; Psalm 122; Romans 13:11-14; Matthew 24:36-44 

 

 

 

I seek your mountain, Lord 
Even as I fear my hope in its rising. 

This, your creation… coral reefs dying, rain forests burning, species 
Disappearing, nations warring, children starving, 

All living things suffering. 

I see your mountain, Lord 
And I year for the joy in its rising 

This, your promise, opening our hearts to 
Your unconditional love that we may walk with you 

Seeking out and helping the vulnerable, poor, oppressed, 
Man, creature and all creation in peace. 

I seek your mountain, Lord 
Oh, to witness the love in its rising. 

This, your light that glows in, though and  
Around all things is present in me, 

In my neighbor, in my garden, in my enemy… 
Present in all. 

I seek your mountain Lord. 
Finally, a lasting peace in its rising. 
You have come again to remind us 

All your creation connected in light, saved by grace. 
I seek your mountain Lord. 

May it rise in me. 

Isaiah 2:1-2 
 
The word that Isaiah son of Amoz saw concerning Judah and Jerusalem. 
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. 



Monday, December 2 

Genesis 8:1-19  And God made a wind blow over the earth, and the 
waters subsided… At the end of 150 days the waters had abated... at 
the end of 40 days Noah opened the window of the ark... He waited 
another seven days… he waited another seven days... 

Psalm 124  Our help is in the name of the Lord, who made heaven and 
earth. 

Romans 6:1-11  ...so we too might walk in newness of life.  

 

 

  

Advent is a season of, well, waiting.  Waiting in traffic at the mall, waiting in line at the 
grocery store, waiting for the kids to get ready for church, waiting on everyone to have 
time in their schedules so you can go get a tree.  Waiting for the college exiles to return 
home, waiting for the Christmas bonus, waiting for the grief to hit as it always does this 
time of year.  Waiting.   
 Noah waited.  150 days in the ark with all those animals, trying to keep the lions 
from eating the poodles, clearing a spot for the hippos to sit without squishing the 
rabbits, and cleaning out the whole lower level that must have served as a giant litter box 
- can you imagine the smell - 150 days before opening even a window!   Then another 40, 
and another 7 and another 7 after that before he and his family and all the animals could 
disembark.  
 Waiting is what we do with so much of our lives.  And here we are waiting again, 
formally, religiously, liturgically, in Advent.  Waiting for the Messiah to show up, waiting 
for God to come.  We wait with the Elizabeth who waited all her life for this son, this one 
before the One; and we wait with Mary who waits for the Son of God to come.   We wait 
in silence with Zechariah, wait with Joseph the dreamer and all those many others who 
dreamed of deliverance and the newness of life in the coming kingdom.  And we wait for 
our own newness of life, sometimes despairing the tenacious hold of old habits, grudges 
and resentments.  But every once in a while there is a glimpse of the new:  the sheer joy 
of two puppies cavorting all over one another;  a few silent moments as the sun just 
breaks the horizon bringing light to life; or the sheer contentment and utter trust of an 
infant cradled in your arms.   Glimpses that promise more to come. 
 It wasn’t the first time God made a wind to blow over the earth.  It would not be 
the last.  God’s wind brings new beginnings, new life.  Wait for it.  Wait.  
 Can you feel a little breeze stirring?   



    Tuesday, December 3 
 

    Psalm 124; Genesis 9:1-17; Hebrews 11:32-40 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dear (Old Testament) Faithful, 

 

We are in the midst of the season of Advent, a season which you looked toward with 

enduring faith. Some of you did the seemingly impossible through the strength of your 

faith and some of you endured the seemingly unbearable through the strength of your 

faith. We carry you in our hearts and would not be able to celebrate the joy of the coming 

of Jesus Christ into this world without your stories, your prophesies which we continue to 

read and study. Our times are not so different from yours as wars continue, persecution 

persists, we act as if the birth, death and resurrection of Jesus never happened. The 

teachings of our greatest Teacher are lost in our desires to be more, have more, do more. 

We need your faith to rise in us that we can journey with you to the stable,  with humble 

hearts and come away holding baby Jesus in a new way, an enduring faith way that will 

allow the “new heaven and new earth” to bring us together in a world that will be very 

different…come, let’s journey toward this great love, this perfect love, together.  

 

       With love, Today’s Faithful 

Hebrews 11:32-40 
Yet all these, though they were commended for their faith, 
did not receive what was promised, since God had provided 
something better so that they would not, apart from us, be 
made perfect. 



 

“When there’s something strange,  
in your neighborhood, 
who you gonna call?   
Ghostbusters?”   
 
And the season of Advent is strange indeed.  
 
Wind whipped flames of expectation  
burn and yearn, but for what?  
A Merry Christmas with presents and family, 
or just the right gift, 
for just the right person? 
 
Or nostalgia for Christmas past when  
aromas of pine, cinnamon, nutmeg 
take one back, but you can’t stay there,  
can’t recreate it, can’t live in the past, 
Advent beckons for the new.   
 
Something old, ancient, barren 
giving birth to what is new. 
A strange time of waiting  
and wondering what the wait is for,  
expecting the new, but what, who?   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
If it had not been the Lord... 
we’d have been lost in the waiting 
lost among the presents and parties, 
mirth and music, memories and mistletoe; 
the fires of expectation all but quenched 
in the flood of  accommodation to every  
expectation of us. 
 
If it had not been the Lord who was on our side,  
we should not have known whom to expect. 
 
Blessed be the Lord,  
and the Lord’s coming 
that wind whipped wildfire of expectation 
burning the dross and chaff.    
Is it too much?  Too good?  Dare we?  
Dare we dream that God would come?  
 
Our help is in the name of the Lord,  
the Lord, coming anew, coming for me,  
coming for you, coming  
to make all things new.    

Wednesday, December 4 

Psalm 124 
(other readings:  Is. 54:1-10; Mt. 24:23-35) 

 

If it had not been the Lord... 
If it had not been the Lord who was on our side... 

Blessed be the Lord... 
Our help is in the name of the Lord… 



       Thursday, December 5 

     Psalm 72:1-7, 18-19; Isaiah 4:2-6; Acts 1:12-17, 21-26 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

this whirling earth 
stables your creation. 
beneath your stars, its 

mountains, deserts, oceans 
Cry, “Come, Lord, come.” 

your precious ones 
all, scattered far and wide. 

yet nations divide 
even as your people 

Cry, “Come, Lord, come.” 

give our leaders 
wisdom to lead us. With 

hearts toward the manger 
unite our voices in one 

Cry, “Come, Lord, come. 

Jesus was born 
his righteousness sure. 

he cared for and made just 
the needy and oppressed who, 

Cried, “Come, Lord, come. 

Come again, Lord! 
wake us to a new birth 

when leaders follow you 
on the path to love and peace. 

Come, Lord, come. 

 
Psalm 72:1-2 

Give the king your justice, O God, and your righteousness to 
a king’s son. May he judge your people with righteousness, 
and your poor with justice. 



 

 

The Coming King 
 

With God’s justice  
the King comes.  

 
Saving justice for all, 

with ears to hear him call 
With good news for the poor,  

waiting to receive it, and  
freedom for those who desperately it.  

 
Send out your light and truth, 

let them be His guide.  
Let the coming King 

be the still small voice,  
the guiding word; 

let the way and truth be heard,  
and the life seen,  

that we might walk in it.   
 

Open ears to hear  
and eyes to see 

the one coming after he 
who is not worthy to untie 

the thongs of sandals by which 
he walks the way,  

of deliverance, when on that day 
with a cross for a throne,  

your King dies alone. 
 

Death by death undone 
life and breath now won 

justice undeserved has come. 
 

Come, O King, Come!  

Friday, December 6 
 
Psalm 72:1-7:  Give the king your justice, O God, and your righteousness to a 
king’s son….  May he defend the cause of the poor of the people, give 
deliverance to the needy, and crush the oppressor. 
 
Isaiah 30:19-26:  And when you turn to the right or when you turn to the left, 
your ears shall hear a word behind you, saying, ‘This is the way walk in it.’ 
 
Acts 13:16-25 :  ….but one is coming after me; I am not worthy to untie the 
thong of the sandals on his feet. 



    

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sitting in worship, an interruption, something whispered in the Pastor’s ear...a smile, then 

the announcement. Word had been received that Jim, who was on the heart transplant 

list, was being taken into the operating room at Duke to receive a new heart. Such good 

news, “Let us pray.” My cheeks become moist with tears, tears of joy for Jim and his 

family, tears of heartache for a family I didn’t know. I prayed that the family I didn’t know 

could feel the comfort of being held tight in God’s bosom, could feel the sadness God felt 

for them, but the strength God would provide. I prayed our Shepherd would lead the 

transplant doctors through their complicated surgery and give them the strength and 

wisdom and skill they needed. I prayed the heart would be received and Jim’s family could 

feel the presence of love unseen, powerful, love from a stranger. I knew the donor was 

standing in God’s eternal light understanding at last ,while at the same time, Jim and 

family were giving grateful thanks for a new chance. Jesus, our shepherd, was nailed to a 

cross. He gave himself to save us. Hanging on that cross was the intersection of joy and 

sorrow which is the grace we continue to experience today. Seen love, powerful, love from 

a Savior. 

Isaiah 40:11 

He will feed his flock like a shepherd; he will gather the 
lambs in his arms, and carry them in his bosom, and gently 
lead the mother sheep. 

Saturday December 7 

Psalm 72:1-7, 18-19; Isaiah 40:1-11; John 1:19-28 



Roots and wings 
 
 When we send our children off into that wild and wonderful world,  when we stand there 
with the car running, the door propped open, finally packed and gazing at the freshman daughter 
we’re depositing at a school far away, and we wonder what to say because “ “good bye and good 
luck” just doesn’t cover the hopes and dreams, the fears and terrors of leaving our beloved on her 
own in this strange and dangerous environment….  Right then, we hope beyond hope that she has 
both roots and wings.  Roots deeply planted in the family love that has enveloped her since even 
before her birth.  Roots in the family traditions that have been passed down through generations.  
You pray she has deep intellectual roots, extended friendship roots, and unwavering faith roots.    
 And wings with which to fly into this new adventure, that no homesickness would make her 
long for the nest, that no doubting of her abilities would keep her from trying these new wings, 
that no fear would keep her only circling about, never exploring the wide world out there.   
 Roots and wings.  I wonder if God did not wish, pray for, God’s son to have just this?  And 
God answers God’s own prayer.  The Son will have roots that go deep into ancestry, the root of 
Jesse, the father of King David, is his taproot.  He is rooted also in a covenant tradition, rooted in a 
people who live in covenant relation with his Father.  He’ll be rooted in an earthly family, in a clan, 
in a town called Nazareth.  He’ll be rooted with friends, in work, in learning from his father 
Joseph, and the local rabbi, and he’ll be rooted in prayer.  “You are my beloved son, with you I am 
well pleased,” his Father declared.  Those roots run very deep indeed and may also be the source 
of the wings he used to fly into his messianic task.  The roots soaked up faith nutrients from the 
soil of the Father’s love in which he was planted; then trusting and unafraid this root of Jesse rises 
on wings to rule in righteousness and abounding peace.   
 Roots and wings.  How about yours? 
 Roots deep in…….??? 
 Wings that you may rise to……..??? 

Second Sunday of Advent 
 
Isaiah 11:1-10:  On that day the root of Jesse shall stand as a signal to 
the peoples; the  nations shall inquire of him, and his dwelling shall be 
glorious. 
   
Psalm 72:1-7, 18-19:  In his days may righteousness flourish and peace 
abound, until the moon is no more… may his glory fill the whole earth.  
Amen and Amen. 
 
 Rom. 15:4-13:  The root of Jesse shall come, the one who rises to rule 
the Gentiles; in him the Gentiles shall hope.  May the God of hope fill 
you with all joy and peace in believing, so that you may abound in 
hope by the power of the Holy Spirit. 
 
Mt. 3:1-12: Do not presume to say to yourselves, ‘We have Abraham 
as our ancestor.’  I tell you, God is able from these stones to raise up 
children to Abraham. 



 

Paul reassures us, we know how to live a good life. We have had the master class in loving 

not just one, but one another and another and another…Jesus taught it.  Jesus reached 

out to those on the fringes of society, to the marginalized, shunned, scapegoated, ignored, 

oppressed.  How do you convert this lesson into right action in your life?   Can you 

acknowledge a time of discomfort leading to judgment for people different in some way 

from you -  a different ethnicity, a different class or a different age group?  Can you think of 

a time you felt “different” in any way within a group?  Can you remember a time when, 

unexpectedly, someone reached out in an awkward situation and included you and how 

that made you feel?  We are all imperfect; we are all different in some way or ways.  Jesus 

shows us how to love each other in spite of our imperfections and differences.  Loving God 

with “all our heart, soul and mind” is the greatest commandment, but “love your neighbor 

as yourself” is second according to Jesus.  Come, Lord Jesus and make perfect our love for 

one another as we enter God’s new heaven and new earth! 

Monday, December 9 

Psalm 21; Isaiah 24:1-16a; 1 Thessalonians 4:1-12 
 
1 Thessolonnians 4: 9, 11  
 
Now concerning love of the brothers and sisters, you do not 
need to have anyone write to you, for you yourselves have 
been taught by God to love one another; to aspire to live 
quietly, to mind your own affairs, and to work with your 
hands, as we directed you. 



 
 
 
Advent is the time of preparation for the great revealing of the Lord among us, preparation 
for the incarnation, that time when the Word became flesh and dwelt among us. 
   
We are still in need of preparation.  The Word is always becoming flesh and dwelling 
among us, we just don’t have our hearts and minds tuned to this ongoing revelation.  We 
are not paying attention, or more accurately, we are paying attention to a whole host of 
other things and are consequently missing this one.  
  
There is something of Advent that wants to clear away the debris, blot out the distractions.  
“Prepare the way of the Lord, make his paths straight,” intoned John the Baptist, so that 
“all flesh shall see the salvation of God.” 
   
Like when I’m looking at my wife across the table from me and I look out of one eye, then 
the other, wondering why she appears so fuzzy and blurred, as if she was surrounded by a 
fog.   I take off my glasses to get a better look, and it’s then I notice how speckled and 
smudged they are.  Clean the glasses to see clearly the beauty of the one across the table 
from me.  
  
What do you need to clean, clean up or clear out, to better see the “salvation of our God”? 
 
 Prayer:   
 Lord, prepare me to better see and know, to pay attention and consider and 
 understand that indeed, you have done this, you have brought your salvation to each 
 and all.  May we all see it, and live it.  Amen.   

Tuesday, December 10 
 
Psalm 21: v. 7 For the king trusts in the Lord, and through the stead-
fast love of the Most High he shall not be moved. 
  
Isaiah 41:14-20: v. 20  …so that all may see and know, and all may 
consider and understand, that the hand of the Lord has done this, 
the Holy One of Israel has created it. 
  
Romans 15:14-21: v. 21:  Those who have never been told of him 
shall see, and those who have never heard of him shall understand. 



 
 
 

When my daughter, Erin, was about three I dropped her at a relative’s house for a couple 

hours while I ran some errands.  About a week later, this relative called to tell me that 

when she found out Erin was coming over, she hid her banana so Erin wouldn’t ask for it. (I 

know!) On this day, she had opened the drawer looking for something and discovered a 

very rotten banana.  A couple things crossed my mind.  One, there wasn’t a banana 

shortage to my knowledge, so really?    Two, who would tell that story? 

 

For our tree to bear good fruit, it needs good roots, the proper soil, light and water.  When 

we are grounded in God’s word, our roots are strong; when we add the nourishment of 

community, scripture and prayer, our soil is rich; when we see the beauty of diversity, the 

value of every living thing, and the treasure in all creation, the morning brings the light; 

when we realize there is enough for all if we are generous with time, talent and bananas, 

we can be the sprinkler system for all creation.  Make good fruit and share it. 

Wednesday, December 11 
 

Psalm 21: Genesis 15:1-18; Matthew 12:33-37 
 
Matthew 12:33 
 
Either make the tree good, and its fruit good; or make the 
tree bad, and its fruit bad; for the tree is known by its fruit. 



“…..have patience with everything that remains unsolved in your heart.”  
(Rainer Maria Rilke) 

 
In the wedding service we have a prayer for this marriage which includes this line:  “May they build a 
home where love is evident, patience is abundant, and joy is absolute.”   It is that patience we must 
confront today.  The old advice about not praying for patience because the Lord may just give you 
something to teach you patience, like the puppy the children brought home that, you quickly learned, is 
not house trained at all.  Or like the children themselves.  Patience is not given, it is learned, almost 
always the hard way.    
 
In the midst of the ever increasing pace of life, learn patience.  As the speed of progress increases 
exponentially and the dust in which it left you has long ago settled; patience.  When implored to do more, 
stop.  Patience opens the door for discernment.  You can do more, but you can also do less.  You can keep 
at it, or take a sabbath rest.  You can go for it all or go for a walk, read the signs of the time or read a 
book, sit on your laurels or sit on your back stoop and listen.  Just listen to the singing birds that neither 
sow nor reap nor gather into barns, but are fed by the same heavenly Father who feeds you with bread 
and word.  For happy are those whose help is not in anxious striving, or doing more to get more; but 
whose help is in God, whose hope is in the Lord.   
 
In all things, learn patience,  because the Lord is patient, not slow to help, not indifferent to hope, but 
patient to teach you patient hope and hopeful patience.  
 
Advent is one of the ways God teaches us such patience.  As Naomi did not turn Ruth away, the Lord will 
not turn away any who hope in his help and patiently follow his lead.  And with all else - the distractions, 
disturbances, fears, and all that remains unresolved - have patience, for the Lord keeps faith forever.  
 
Prayer: (from Psalm 146) 
  Lord, you execute justice for the oppressed, give food to the hungry, set prisoners free, open blind 
eyes, lift the burdened, love the righteous, watch over stranger, uphold orphan and widow alike.  You do 
all this.  Give me patient hope in your help, eyes to see where you lead, unwavering trust in your 
faithfulness which is forever. Amen. 

Thursday, December 12 
 

Psalm 146:5-10: v. 5  Happy are those whose help is the God of 
Jacob, whose hope is in the Lord their God, who made heaven and 
earth, the sea, and all the tis in them; who keeps faith forever... 
 
Ruth 1:6-18: v. 16  Do not press me to leave you or to turn back 
from following you!  Where you go, I will go; where you lodge, I 
will lodge; Your people shall be my people, and your God my God. 
 
2 Peter 3:1-10: v. 9  The Lord is not slow about his promise, as 
some think of slowness, but is patient with you, not wanting any 
to perish, but all to come to repentance. 

 



Peter’s second epistle reminds us of the prophesied end to things as we know them now 
with the second coming of the Lord and the fulfillment of God’s promise for a new heaven 
and a new earth in which righteousness reigns.  Peter indicates that we may hasten this day 
by living lives devoted to God.   
 
How do we grow in the grace and knowledge of God? In as many ways as there are stars in 
the sky, because God knows we need that many.  The obvious ways are prayer, meditation, 
contemplation, Bible study, forgive someone, serve and be generous.  But, can you hear 
God’s laughter in a piece of music? Can you smell God’s perfume in a magnolia, the sea or 
baking bread? Do you wipe away God’s tears streaming down your little one’s face?  Do 
you wonder at God’s creativity in a painting?  Do you feel God’s unconditional love when 
you pet your dog?  Does your heart ache for God’s children who are homeless, God’s 
creatures that are disappearing, God’s earth that is suffering because of us? Do you know 
God’s creation is our responsibility.  Do you know God sent that person to help you find 
your way?  Do you know God’s gift of grace is given over and over to us to be shared with 
others. 
 
God is working on us 24/7, and every time we see, feel, hear, smell or taste God in our daily 
lives, God is growing our knowledge and scattering us with all the grace of the countless 
stars in the skies.  Come, Lord Jesus that we can grow in grace and knowledge into your 
new heaven and new earth. 

Friday, December 13 
 

Psalm 146:5-10; Ruth 1:6-18; 2 Peter 3:11-18 
 
2 Peter 3:11-13, 18 
 
Since all these things are to be dissolved in this way, what sort 
of persons ought you to be in leading lives of holiness and 
godliness, waiting for and hastening the coming of the day of 
God, because of which the heavens will be set ablaze and 
dissolved, and the elements will melt with fire? But, in 
accordance with his promise, we wait for new heavens and a 
new earth, where righteousness is at home. But grow in the 
grace and knowledge of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. To 
him be the glory both now and to the day of eternity. Amen. 



Saturday, December 14 
 
Psalm 146:5-10:  v. 10  The Lord will reign forever, your God, 
O Zion, for all generations.  Praise the Lord! 
 
1 Samuel. 2:1-8: v. 2  There is no Holy One like the Lord, no 
one besides you;  there is no Rock like our God. 
 
Luke 3:1-18:  v. 4b, 10 Prepare the way of the Lord, make his 
paths straight. And the crowds asked him, “what then should 
we do?” 

The Lord will reign forever, 
But what sort of reign will it be? 
Samuel’s mother Hannah says 
we’ll see:   
 
Arrogance silenced, actions weighed;  
bows broken,  the feeble stayed, 
The full go hungry, the starving fed 
such grand reversals await ahead. 
 
Like when Lazarus who longed for  
scraps from the table,  
of the rich man who ignored him, 
and left him unable, 
to fend off the dogs who licked his sores, 
and he died but God settled the score, 
and when the rich man died, to hell he went 
while into Abraham’s arms old Lazarus was 
sent.   
 
Poor and rich does the Lord make;  
exalting and humbling for his own sake.   
The poor he raises from the dust, 
from ash heaps the needy to honor just 
like princes in a world upside down 
and in the arms of Abraham they’ll be found. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
If so, if this, then what shall we do?  
And John answers with a few 
pointed suggestions we might take to heart 
and put into practice to do our part. 
 
Two coats?  Share one,  
Food in the pantry?  Give some. 
No deception, just honest dealing 
and though extortion may look appealing 
don’t threaten, cajole, or abuse your power 
but be content, helpful, for nigh is the hour 
of the one to come whose ushering in, 
the glorious reign of God, that’s when 
Justice will prevail, and kindness hold sway 
upside down to some, but this is God’ way. 
 
Prayer:  May we humbly walk with you, O 
God, in your way, under your rule, in your 
service.  Amen.   



 Come, Lord, Again 
 
 my heart spills 
 joy 
 beneath your stars, 
 upon your sacred ground, 
 into your vast,  
 salty waters 
 in celebration 
 of your birth. 
 And now, right now, 
 awaken me to 
 your justice; 
 nourish my 
 soul; 
 free my mind 
 that I may see 
 your way; 
 lift me up 
 to walk away 
 from old hurts, 
 thoughts and 
 judgements; 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
give me right 
vision to 
welcome those 
unknown 
and tend 
those in need. 
Untether my 
egoic restraints 
that I may be 
freed 
into a new 
way 
of being. 
You are my 
one hope, 
my God. 

Third Sunday of Advent  
 

Isaiah 35:1-10; Psalm 146:5-10; Luke 1:46b-55;  
James 5:7-10; Matthew 11:2-11 

 
Psalm 146:5-10 
Happy are those whose help is the God of Jacob, whose hope is in the 
LORD their God, who made heaven and earth, the sea, and all that is in 
them; who keeps faith forever; who executes justice for the oppressed; 
who gives food to the hungry. The LORD sets the prisoners free; the 
LORD opens the eyes of the blind. The LORD lifts up those who are 
bowed down; the LORD loves the righteous. The LORD watches over the 
strangers; he upholds the orphan and the widow, but the way of the 
wicked he brings to ruin. The LORD will reign forever, your God, O Zion, 
for all generations. Praise the LORD! 



Monday, December 18 
 

Psalm 42  v. 5  Why are you cast down, O my soul, and why are you dis-
quieted within me?  Hope in God; for I shall again praise him, my help 
and my God. 
 
Isaiah 29:17-24  vs. 18-19  On that day the deaf shall hear the words of 
a scroll, and out of their gloom and darkness the eyes of the blind shall 
see.  The meek shall obtain fresh joy in the Lord, and the neediest peo-
ple shall exult in the Holy One of Israel. 
 
Acts 5:12-16  vs. 12 , 16  Now many signs and wonders were done 
among the people through the apostles… A great number of the people 
would gather from the towns around Jerusalem bringing the sick and 
those tormented by unclean spirits, and they were all cured. 

“Why are you so in the dumps?  You look positively depressed.”  
 “Can there be anything positive about depression?” 
 “Look, let’s go grab a coffee.  I could use one and we can chat a bit. 
 “I don’t know, I’ve got so much to do.  But then again, I’ve run out of gumption for doing any of it, 
or for doing much of anything at all.”  
 “Come on, I’m driving.”   
 
 “So what IS going on?”  
 “O, I don’t know, I guess it’s, well, life.  It hasn’t turned out for me the way I thought it would.”    
 “Oh, what’s not turning out?  Didn’t win the Publisher’s Clearinghouse Sweepstakes again?” 
 “Wouldn’t that be nice.  Solve all my problems with “$2,000.00 A Week for Life.”   
 “You got money issues?”  
 “Don’t we all.  If you don’t have it, you need it.  If you have it, you worry how to keep it.”   
 “Doesn’t sound like much of a solution to me.”   
 “You know, I keep remembering my childhood.  I grew up in a small, cinder block house with two 
sisters and my folks.  We didn’t have much, but those were the happiest days of my life.  We roamed all 
over the place, played ball in the grassy court across the street, and every Sunday night my mom would 
offer the ritual sacrifice of burnt cinnamon toast - she always burned the first batch, smoke filled the house 
and she’d go flying out the door and fling the pan full of burnt toast out in to the yard.   And the rest of us 
would laugh till our sides ached.” 
 “You remember some good times.”   
 “Do I ever.  Why does it seem to have been downhill ever since?”  
 “You know, when I used to go  surfing at the coast, I learned something, and quite by accident…. 
actually, by a lot of accidental and painful wipe-outs.  But as the waves roll in, they come in peaks and 
troughs.”   
 “Oh, I know, you’re gonna tell me that life is that way, peaks and troughs.  But that’s pretty 
simplistic, isn’t it?” 
  



  
 
 
 
 

“Yeah, I suppose it is, but life does come at us that way, doesn’t it?  And you’re looking at the backs of 
those waves that have peaked already, and remembering how great the ride was.  But to catch the next 
wave, you’ve got to start out in the trough.  You’ve got start paddling when you’re down low, hoping 
that when that next wave peaks, you’ll be riding up it and on toward the shore.” 
 “So what are you saying?” 

 “You know, when I used to go  surfing at the coast, I learned something, and quite by accident…. 
actually, by a lot of accidental and painful wipe-outs.  But as the waves roll in, they come in peaks and 
troughs.”   
 “Oh, I know, you’re gonna tell me that life is that way, peaks and troughs.  But that’s pretty 
simplistic, isn’t it?” 
 “Yeah, I suppose it is, but life does come at us that way, doesn’t it?  And you’re looking at the 
backs of those waves that have peaked already, and remembering how great the ride was.  But to catch 
the next wave, you’ve got to start out in the trough.  You’ve got start paddling when you’re down low, 
hoping that when that next wave peaks, you’ll be riding up it and on toward the shore.” 
 “So what are you saying?” 

 “If you can look back at the peaks in your life, can you not look forward to the waves peaking and 
coming to lift you out of the trough for another exhilarating ride?” 
 “It would take tsunami to life me out of this trough.”  
 “Or God?”   
 “Now you’re getting all religious on me.”  
 “Surfer sits on his board out there just beyond the breakers waiting, hoping the next set of waves 
will bring just the one he can catch for the perfect ride.  What are you waiting for?  What do you hope 
for?” 
 “You know, I’m not sure.  No worries, perhaps.  Contentment maybe.  Fewer uncertainties, for 
sure.” 
 “Anything more?  Something positive, perhaps?”  
 “A cure for cancer, world peace, and to win the beauty pageant with just those answers.”   
 “How about a new world order, a kingdom of peace, bliss, healing; where the blind see and the 
deaf hear and the poor are fed with more than just bread?” 
 “And everyone wins the Publisher’s Clearinghouse Sweepstakes!” 
 “Yep.  Outrageous, isn’t it.”  
 “Beyond belief.” 
 “Or maybe not.  A psalmist, a prophet, and several apostles believed it, longed for it, hoped for it.  
‘Hope in God, for I shall again praise him, my help and my God.,’ wrote the psalmist.  And Isaiah wrote of 
the day when the bind would see, the deaf hear; and there would be joy for the meek and needy.  Then 
that day arrived and I believe is still here, when signs and wonders were done by the apostles, and the 
sick and tormented were cured.  That outrageous hope just my be the peak of the next wave.”   
 “And since I’m in the trough, I suppose I should begin paddling in order to catch it.”   
 “I’m with you on that.   Let’s paddle up to the counter and get some more coffee.” 



He has lived a good, long life and he has lived 75 years of it married to his one true love.  
Her body is broken. She is frail. He fears his effort to assist her will cause more pain, a 
devastating injury. He knows she needs more help than he can provide, but he will not go 
against her wishes to stay in their house that is beyond his ability to maintain.  He cries and 
he prays. 
 
He longs for rest, thirsts for God’s loving kingdom, but he wants to be here, for her. He cries 
and he prays.  Wanting help and recognizing help are not the same thing.  After many 
weeks of making appointments, cancelling appointments, hiring help and terminating help, 
I asked, “Are you still praying for help?”  He replied, “Yes.”  My response while leaning 
forward and taking his hand, “I am here, God has been sending me here to help you. Please 
let me help.” 
 
 When the psalmist has undergone much hardship, doubters or unbelievers ask him, 
“Where is your God?”  Would they recognize God’s help? How often do we miss the very 
help we are asking God to provide because God does it God’s way, not necessarily our way.  
The psalmist does look into his own heart and questions his soul for being so down and 
unsettled after which he affirms his continued hope in God, his continued praise of God 
and his continued belief that God is his help. 

Tuesday, December 17 
 

Psalm 42; Ezekiel 47:1-12; Jude 17-25 
 
Psalm 42:1-6 
As a deer longs for flowing streams, 
    so my soul longs for you, O God.  
My soul thirsts for God, 
    for the living God. 
When shall I come and behold 
    the face of God? 
My tears have been my food 
    day and night, 
while people say to me continually, 
    “Where is your God?” 
Why are you cast down, O my soul, 
    and why are you disquieted within me? 
Hope in God; for I shall again praise him, 
    my help and my God. 



Wednesday, December 18 
 
Psalm 42  v. 8  By day the Lord commands his steadfast love, and at 
night his song is with me, a prayer to the God of my life. 
 
Zechariah 8:1-17  v. 7-8  Thus says the Lord of hosts:  I will save my 
people from the east country and from the west country; and I will 
bring them to live in Jerusalem.  They shall be my people and I will be 
their God, in faithfulness and in righteousness.   
 
Matthew 8:14-17, 28-34  v. 17, 34  This was to fulfill what had been 
spoken through the prophet Isaiah, ‘He took our infirmities and bore 
our diseases’... Then the whole town came out to meet Jesus; and 
when they saw him, they begged him to leave their neighborhood.  

The steadfast love of the Lord,  
commanded by day,  
a song at night,  
a prayer to the God of my life.   
 
Great is thy faithfulness 
O God my Father,  
There is no shadow 
 of turning with thee... 
 
Thus says the Lord of hosts: 
From the east, from the west 
they’ll be coming home to me, 
They, my people; God to them, I’ll be. 
 
Pardon for sin and  
a peace that endureth 
Thine own dear presence 
to cheer and to guide. 

 
 
To fulfill what had been spoken 
of our infirmities and diseases, 
he bore the weight of human need 
do not beg him now to leave us. 
 
Strength for today and  
bright hope for tomorrow 
blessings all mine,  
and ten thousand beside! 
 
Prayer: 
Great is thy faithfulness!  
Great is thy faithfulness! 
Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
All I have needed thy hand hath provided 
Great is thy faithfulness, Lord unto me!  
Amen.   

Might the steadfast love of the Lord be like that song, that tune you just can’t get out of your head, no 

matter how hard you try?  In the kitchen making sandwiches for the kids’ lunches and you suddenly notice 

that you are humming it.  Driving them to school, and even with the radio on, that song is going round 

about in your head.  Later, sipping coffee and chatting with a couple of friends, there it is again, just a few 

bars, but Lord, it just won’t go away.  “Eternal Father, Strong to Save,” is one of those that if Ron plays it 

for worship, I’ll be humming the rest of the day.  “Come Monday” and “Cheeseburger in Paradise,” are 

two more, thank you Jimmy Buffett.  But the one that really sticks with me, probably because of a Parish 

Associate I worked with years ago, is “Great Is Thy Faithfulness.”   And that seems to sum up the 

foundation for our Advent hope, as it is related in these texts. 



 
 
It took J. K. Rowling seven (7) books in order for the Harry Potter series to conclude with a 

battle in which good overcomes evil with love.  The books investigate racism, classism, 

discrimination, choice, humility, friendship, power, family beyond the one into which we 

are born and death.   Sound like the world today? Very early in the books, Harry is gifted 

with a cloak of invisibility which allows him to move about without being seen and proves 

to be invaluable in Harry’s quest to seek and eradicate evil in the form of the dark lord, 

Voldemort. 

 

Paul’s letter to the Galatians addresses a new time, a new way - one in which through 

God’s grace, people far and wide not only believe in God’s mercy but share and spread the 

gospel.  God’s grace is changing hearts.  Instead of a cloak of invisibility which allows us 

not to be seen, it is time to wear a cloak of visibility.  Putting on the cloak of Christ, we see 

each other as God sees us.  We see the light we all have, we all share.  We are all God’s 

children.  There is no more darkness when we dress ourselves in Christ. 

Thursday, December 19 
 

Psalm 80:1-7, 17-19; 2 Samuel 7:1-17; Galatians 3:23-29 
 
Galatians 3:23-29 
But now that faith has come, we are no longer subject to a 
disciplinarian, for in Christ Jesus you are all children of God 
through faith. As many of you as were baptized into Christ 
have clothed yourselves with Christ. There is no longer Jew 
or Greek, there is no longer slave or free, there is no longer 
male and female; for all of you are one in Christ Jesus.  



Friday, December 20 
 
Psalm 80:1-7, 17-19  v. 1a, 3, 17-19  Give ear, O Shepherd of Israel, you 
who lead Joseph like a flock!…  Restore us, O God;  let your face shine, 
that we may be saved…  Let your hand be upon the one at your right 
hand, the one whom you made strong for yourself.  Then we will never 
turn back from you; give us life, and we will call on your name.  Restore 
us, O Lord God of hosts;  let your face shine, that we may be saved. 
 
2 Samuel 7:18-22  v. 22 Therefore you are great, O Lord God; for there is 
no one like you, and there is no God besides you, according to all that we 
have heard with our ears. 
 
Galatians 4:1-7  v. 4-6  But when the fullness of time had come, God sent 
his Son, born of a woman, born under the law, in order to redeem those 
who were under the law, so that we might receive adoption as children.  
And because you are children, God has sent the Spirit of his Son into our 
hearts, crying, ‘Abba!  Father!’ 

Restore us… Give us life.  Redemption.  How great to be children adopted by the Father, 
indwelt by the spirit, hearts crying, Abba!  Father!  Greatness is the glory of God, and we 
are its beneficiaries. 
 
It was a restoration project to be sure.  A hundred year old bungalow with peeling paint, 
plumbing issues, one closet accessible by four doors, and one bathroom with three almost 
guaranteeing a certain intimacy among residents and guests.   
  
But this was nothing compared to the restoration project facing the Shepherd of Israel 
whose people were scattered like a flock without one.  From Babylon to Egypt they’d been 
exiled from their land.  “Bring us back,” they prayed.  And prayed.  And prayed.  Waiting.  
Waiting for the saving, redeeming, right hand of the Lord to come and bring them home.   
  
The house had been sitting there empty for years.  Gutters clogged, yard a tangled mess, 
couple of broken windows, rotten porch; and that was just what one could see from the 
outside.  The inside brought up the question of, “just what have we gotten ourselves 
into?” as the smell of a decaying squirrel wafted through the air.   
 
As the great God brought back those long exiled from their land, they were wondering just 
what they’d gotten themselves into.  Cities demolished, homes leveled, the temple in 
ruins, the aroma of death and defeat everywhere.  And the land inhabited by squatters.  
This was more than they could handle, more than they could take.  And they cried out… 
Restore us, O Lord God of hosts; let your face shine, that we may be saved.”   
                  (CONTINUED) 



“Restore us,” is a good Advent prayer, for we are, if anything, in need of restoration.  Long 
ago the flock of Joseph had been slaves in Egypt, now they were homeless exiles returning 
from foreign lands.  In neither case were they in any shape to do a restoration project 
themselves.  Neither are we.   Slaves to fashion, comfort, leisure, more…. yes, more and 
more; more for security, more for the future, more so we can be independent and our own 
providers and our own gods.    Seemingly at home, but exiled from the shining face, the 
presence, the center of all that is - the God that gives life, the God who saves.   
  
But there is no one, no God, like God.  And in the fullness of time, the son, born of a 
woman, comes; the son of a carpenter, comes to do a little restoration work.  Restoring the 
house, making it fit for family, was his aim.  And he died trying.  The final nail in his coffin, 
hammered in by our impatience with the project’s progress.  But just as the opera ain’t 
over till the fat lady sings, neither is the project over till the carpenter swings the last 
hammer stroke and announces, “It is finished.”  And all come round to see this restored 
home for his family - yes, for you and me, for we have been adopted as children into the 
household of God.  And now the Spirit of the Son comes and begins a new restoration 
work in our hearts.   
 
Prayer:  Abba!  Father!  Free us from ourselves, restore us to yourself.  May our hearts be 
homes for the Spirit who continually brings us home to you.  Amen.   



Saturday, December 21 

Psalm 80:1-7, 17-19; 2 Samuel 7:23-29; John 3:31-36 
 

John 3:31-36 

The one who comes from above is above all; the one who is of the 
earth belongs to the earth and speaks about earthly things. The one 
who comes from heaven is above all. He testifies to what he has seen 
and heard, yet no one accepts his testimony. Whoever has accepted 
his testimony has certified this, that God is true. He whom God has 
sent speaks the words of God, for he gives the Spirit without measure. 
The Father loves the Son and has placed all things in his hands. 
Whoever believes in the Son has eternal life; whoever disobeys the 
Son will not see life, but must endure God’s wrath. 

Heavenly Father, 

Thank you for the gift of your Son.  We celebrate His coming, year after year, with the hope 

that the spirit of Christmas will land in our hearts for more than a moment or a day or a 

season.  We know that our human imperfection cried out for a savior, and through Mary, 

mother of Jesus, perfect love was born.  Help us to nurture this infant love in your 

ways.  Let us feel the urgency to grow beyond infancy and into an eternal life powered by 

the Spirit.  Your creation needs you to show us how to love ourselves again; how to love 

this wondrous earth again; how to cherish every living creature again.  Come, Lord Jesus 

into our hearts again and again and again that we may be perfected through your love and 

live in God’s new heaven and new earth.  

Amen. 



The Fourth Sunday of Advent 
 
Isaiah 7:10-16  v. v. 14  Therefore the Lord himself will give you a sign.  
Look, the young woman is with child and shall bear a son, and shall call 
him Immanuel. 
 
Psalm 80:1-7, 17-19  v. 17  Let your hand be upon the one at your right 
hand, the one who you made strong for yourself. 
 
Romans 1:1-7  v. 3-4  ...the gospel concerning his Son, who was 
descended from David according to the flesh and was declared to be Son 
of God with power according to the spirit of holiness by resurrection 
from the dead, Jesus Christ our Lord… 
 
Matthew 1:18-25  vs. 20b-24  ...an angel of the Lord appeared to him n 
a dream and said, ‘Joseph, son of David, do not be afraid to take Mary 
as your wife, for the child conceived in her is from the Holy Spirit.  She 
will bear a son, and you are to name him Jesus, for he will save his 
people from their sins.’  All this took place to fulfill what had been 
spoken by the Lord through the prophet:  ‘Look, the virgin shall conceive 
and bear a son and they shall name him Emmanuel.’ 

Sign, sign, everywhere a sign 
blocking out the scenery, breaking my mind, 
do this, don’t do that,  
can’t you read the sign? 
 
So goes the refrain from the ’60’s song, “Signs“ by the Five Man Electrical Band.  But I wonder, can we see 
the sign?  Isaiah was begging King Ahaz to ask the Lord for a sign, but Ahaz, fearful that the Lord’s sign 
would not point in the direction he wanted,  excused himself from requesting one declaring that he would 
not “put the Lord to the test.”  So, the Lord, through Isaiah gives him one anyway. The young woman with 
child called Immanuel which means: “God is with us.”  But was it enough to give assurance to the 
frightened king?  Is it enough calm our anxieties, focus our attention, center our thoughts, put to flight our 
worries and fretting?    
 
The one God made strong for himself comes weak as can be, helpless as an infant,  born to a young 
woman - just like you and me.  God is with us; God is one of us too.   
  
A long linage traced back to King David.  Inheritor of the Davidic covenant, this child who would be king.   
Another linage, untraceable though no less real, a spiritual one going back beyond the dawn of history 
making him Son of God.  He does become strong, powerful, but not to conqueror nations, nor rule by 
might, but to save from sin, to do only that which God can do for you, for me.  
  
Here, in him, the sign and the thing signified are one.  God is with us, one of us, and each of us one with 
him through the forgiveness of our sin.  “…..name him Jesus, for he will save his people from their sins.”  
May this good news we celebrate sink in deep and give you the assurance that God is with you.  
Immanuel.  Amen.   



Monday, December 23 
 
Luke 1:46-55  My soul magnified the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God 
my Savior, for he has looked with favor on the lowliness of his servant. 
...He has helped his servant Israel, in remembrance of his mercy, 
according to the promise he made to our ancestors, to Abraham and to 
his descendants forever. 
 
2 Samuel 7:18, 23-29  v. 18, 23-24  Then king David went in and sat 
before the Lord, and said, “Who am I, O Lord God, and what is my 
house, that you have brought me thus far? Who is like your people; like 
Israel? ...You established your people Israel for yourself to be your 
people forever; and you, O Lord, became their God.  
 
Galatians 3:6-14  v. 6, 9  Just as Abraham ‘believed God, and it was 
reckoned to him as righteousness,’ so, you see, those who believe are 
the descendants of Abraham… For this reason, those who believe are 
blessed with Abraham who believed. 

Questions 
 
 We’re getting close and the questions mount up:  Did I get something for Uncle Charlie, he’ll be 
here this year.  And is Aunt Elizabeth coming with him?  I wonder if she’ll bring her homemade  
cranberry/horseradish sauce that’s to die for, plus that would be one more thing to mark off my grocery 
list.  Stockings?  Oh, I’ve still got to get some things for stocking stuffers.  How are we going to seat 
everyone?  No way can we all fit around the table.  What time is the church service?  Right in the middle 
of a football game, I bet.  It’ll be like pulling teeth to get them off the couch and on to church.  What else?  
Oh, most importantly, who’s going to leave and when?  So many questions, often so few answers.   
 And there are other questions to which all the seasonal hustle and bustle generally doesn’t afford 
time for searching out answers.  Ones like: 
 
  Who are you?   
  Do you ever wonder who you are?   
  Do you see yourself in the mirror and wonder just who that is staring back   
  at you; and if you ran into that person in a dark alley in the very early    
  hours of the morn, would fear take hold?   
  Would you recognize the shadowy figure as you?    
  Would it be perceived as friend or foe? 
  And why you?   
  Why are you here, in whatever situation in which you find yourself?  
  How have you come this far?  Your wit?  Fortitude?   
    Dogged determination?  Luck?  Providence?   
  And how will you go on with whatever is left of your life, especially when your  
    wits, fortitude, dogged determination and even providence itself runs out?   
  

David’s question echoes such wonderment:   
Who am I, O Lord, and what is my house, that you have brought me thus far? 



Christmas Eve 
 
Isaiah 9:2-7 vs. 6  For a child has been born for us, a son given to us; au-
thority rests upon his shoulders; and he is named Wonderful Counselor, 
Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace. 
 
Psalm 96 vs. 1-3   O sing to the Lord a new song; sing to the Lord, all the 
earth.  Sing to the Lord, bless his name; tell of his salvation from day to 
day.  Declare his glory among the nations, his marvelous works among 
all the peoples. Say among the nations, ‘The Lord is King!’ 
 
Titus 2:11-14  11  For the grace of God has appeared, bringing salvation 
to all... 
 
Luke 2:1-14 (15-20)  v. 10-12  But the angel said to them (shepherds), 
‘Do not be afraid; for see - I am bringing you good news of great joy for 
all the people:  to you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, who is 
the Messiah, the Lord.  

On the eve of his birth the world waits... 
 
 What will tomorrow bring?   
 The peace that passes understanding? 
 Swords beaten into plowshares? 
 Fulfillment of all needs and cares?  
 New heavens?  New earth? 
 What will come of tomorrow’s birth? 
 
 This one of whom angels sing,   
 like it was the coming of a king. 
 Born a babe, laid in a manger 
 born helpless in a world of danger, 
 born so all could see God’s face, 
 born that love would rule this place 
 born to die, love’s perfect gift, 
 born to rise and with him lift 
 all the dead from death’s dark land 
 and the living to join his jubilant clan 
 King of kings, Lord of lords, 
 Judge and Savior, forever more. 
  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 May tomorrow’s birth bring 
 the song the angels sing,  
 and a silence for hearing 
 that joy never ending. 
 
Prayer:  Silence, O God, silence for a bit.  Let 
me hear echos of the angel’s song, sung that 
day he was born.  Let me hear of both the 
promises and pain this child would endure, 
let me know he did so, a world to secure.  Let 
me hear in the silence the love that 
resounds, no words spoken but grace 
abounds.   Let the gift of tomorrow,  reside 
with me, and me in it, in him, eternally.   
Amen.   



Christmas Day 

Isaiah 9:2-7; Psalm 96; Titus 2:11-14; Luke 2:1-14, (15-20) 

Luke 2:8-20 

In that region there were shepherds living in the fields, keeping watch over 
their flock by night. Then an angel of the Lord stood before them, and the glory 
of the Lord shone around them, and they were terrified. But the angel said to 
them, “Do not be afraid; for see—I am bringing you good news of great joy for 
all the people: to you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, who is the 
Messiah, the Lord. This will be a sign for you: you will find a child wrapped in 
bands of cloth and lying in a manger.” And suddenly there was with the angel 
a multitude of the heavenly host, praising God and saying, 

    “Glory to God in the highest heaven, 
 and on earth peace among those whom he favors!” 

When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds said to 
one another, “Let us go now to Bethlehem and see this thing that has taken 
place, which the Lord has made known to us.” So they went with haste and 
found Mary and Joseph, and the child lying in the manger. When they saw this, 
they made known what had been told them about this child; and all who heard 
it were amazed at what the shepherds told them. But Mary treasured all these 
words and pondered them in her heart. The shepherds returned, glorifying and 
praising God for all they had heard and seen, as it had been told them. 

 Baby’s Breath 

 

 Christmas is here! 
 The angel flies atop 
 the tree 
 her golden robes 
 flowing over the branches 
 as Mannheim Steamroller 
 mimics her  
 joy to the world 
 with the horn section! 
 A profusion of 
 tiny white lights 
 glows in Mary’s 
 heart, the shepherd’s 
 words a silent, 
 brilliant treasure. 
 The delicate tulle 
 wraps round and 
 round, the 
 sweet baby Jesus 
 is swaddled. 
 

 

 

 

I linger on  
the baby’s breath 
so delicate 
that fills all the  
empty spaces 
and I long 
to feel Your 
breath on my cheek, 
to hold Your softness 
in my arms, 
to inhale Your sweet, 
sweet scent, to 
hear Your cooing 
and the 
cattle lowing. 
We may be 
unwrapping 
gifts but you 
are opening hearts. 
Welcome little one, 
our Savior is come. 
Merry, merry Christmas! 


