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I hope you will find that this booklet 
 
gives you some thoughtful moments as  
 
you hustle and bustle through the Advent 
 
season 2018. 
 
Many thanks to all who contributed  their  
 
thoughts and writings.   



                  December 2 
    
 

       Wait 

 
We are always in the season of Advent. 
 
The first disciples felt their hearts break in 
second sorrow as Jesus left once more--to 
prepare, He said, promising return, sending God in the 
third presence.  With the confidence of those who 
have seen return they told each other to wait, not yet, 
eyes and hands raised as their feet trod the good dust 
of the world, voices proclaiming Christ...Who was 
coming back. 
 
They faded, the fire in their spirits igniting new flames 
lighting paths of hope in this God Who changes lives, 
structures, expectation.  Their bodies returned to the 
good dust of the world and their students put down 
deep roots, reaching into the rich soil of earthly          
position, waiting, waiting, sinking further into the dry 
dirt of the world, saying Christ will come again but no 
longer looking with eyes and hands raised.  The good 
dust gathered on the empty tomb.  We are always in 
the season of Advent. 

 
 
 
      continued 



 
 
 
 
 
We who wait 2,000 years later for the God Who        
returns in every child's first laugh and every     
restoration to the broken are still expecting:       
prepare ye the way of the Lord, make straight the 
crooked paths of hope, light the oil-soaked      
candles, pull up the roots that bind you to the 
things of this earth so we might remember it is 
being remade, this good dust from which we 
were formed to which Christ will come again at 
the end of the season of Advent. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      
 
   
                                                   Jeneba Waggy 



                          December 3 
       Waiting 

 
And so the waiting has begun...  

spend some time today  

mulling over  

how you  

can make this season of  

Advent  

more than rushing, buying, 

baking...  

all those things  

in which  

we get caught.   

List how you plan to make this Advent a special time of  

meditation. 



              December 4 
    Jeremiah 33:14-16 
                              
    “Certain” 
 
Jeremiah was “certain” 
Word one in the prophet’s qualifications for the job 
 

 “Certain”  
 The days are coming 
 The promise will be fulfilled           

 There will be an offshoot of righteousness 
         Justice mobilized 
         Relationships will be right in the land we share   
 

“Certain” 
  We wait 
 Not there yet 
 Surely we are moving further away 
 In this land where justice 
  And righteousness give way 
 To self-interest, isolation, fixed margins 
 

“Certain” 
 The days are coming… 
 
 
      Barry Petrucci 

 



   December 5 
 
 
    
   Light of Time 
 
Across the vast and gaping plain,  
 
A light does shine alone, 
 
As time rolls on I realize the radiant source has grown. 
 
The light is now of mammoth size,  
 
It's seared into my brain,  
 
And though it shrunk soon after this, the light will  
 
grow again.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     Katie Knight 



                           December 6 
In 1945, Christmas surprised us with a six-inch snowfall. 
My mother was in a dither getting food, presents, and us 
kids ready to go.  Dad, apprehensive about the weather, was 
checking the car out, hopeful that the tires would last the 
twenty-mile journey.  We were headed to a gathering of my 
mother’s parents, her brothers and sisters and their growing 
families. 
 

Our 1938 Nash was fully loaded with family and Christmas 
cheer.  My father, who was the church choir director, loved 
to sing, and we all joined in with our favorite Christmas 
songs as we made our way to Galien. 
 

In the 1940’s a twenty-mile journey across narrow and 
rutted roads was a good hour experience, but the chorus of 
happy voices helped time to pass, and we soon caught sight 
of the silo, the barn and finally the house where windows 
glowed with warmth and welcome. 
 

As we drove up the driveway, we saw Grandpa on the seat 
of the large sled, which was harnessed to the two big grays.  
Vaulting from the car, we joined our cousins in the sled.  The 
horses surefooted down the lane, through the woods and 
finally back to the barn. 
 

I have no idea what gifts I received that year, but my 
memory is filled with Uncle Art’s laughter, Aunt Mabel’s  
turkey dressing, my grandmother’s happy tears, and the joy 
that only family can bring. 
  

Merry Christmas to your family from the Christies. 
 
                            Bob Christie 



    December 7 

                                The Man Who Had Seen It All 
“Now there was a man in Jerusalem whose name was  Simeon, and 
this man was righteous and devout, and the Holy Spirit was upon 
him. It had been revealed to him by the Holy Spirit that he should 
not see death before he had seen the Lord’s Christ. Inspired by the 
Spirit he came into the temple; and when the parents brought in the 
child  Jesus…he took him up in his arms and blessed God and said 
‘Lord, let now thy servant depart in peace, according to thy word; 
for my eyes have seen thy salvation.’” 
Luke 2:25-30 
     

I wonder how many of us have even heard of Simeon. 
Most folks, if they are familiar with the name at all proba-
bly think of the guy with the chorale that sings about the 
little drummer boy. Yes, Simeon was not a central charac-
ter in the Nativity narrative, but we can learn much from 
his declaration.  While Simeon had been promised that he 
would not die until he had seen the Christ, he probably 
had gone to the temple many times without seeing any-
thing of note.  Suddenly, however, he saw what had been 
promised him, he saw the Christ child and immediately 
recognized the redeemer. Will we recognize Christ this   
Advent season? 
 

What can we learn from Simeon? 
    

First, that there is beauty in waiting.  That’s really what  
Advent is, a season of structured anticipation.  Waiting is 
hard for us moderns of whom it is said that we can stand 
anything…except in line! I confess that I still hate waiting 
but I’m getting better at it.  Early in my career it seemed 
strange to me that the Christian year began, not with 
Christmas or Easter, but with four weeks of Advent when 
we have nothing to do but wait.  I eventually learned 
                                                                Continued  



that without this season of preparation we would not be 
ready for Christmas. The celebration of the birth of our Lord 
requires time to get ready. 
 

Second, as we wait we must learn to discern the real from 
the artificial.  Imagine what it must have been like for Simeon 
and know that you will see the Christ, but what will he look 
like?  I wonder if other people know about Simeon’s promise.  
Imagine what he would have to endure from all the grand-
parents in town who would bring their precious grand-
children to him convinced that theirs was “the one.”  Or  
maybe Christ would come as an adult, maybe as a woman or 
even an undocumented immigrant.  The modern Christmas 
season is filled with so much that is artificial that we must be 
willing  to see beyond the trappings and recognize what is 
genuine.   
 

Finally, like Simeon, we recognize that when we see Jesus 
nothing else matters. Simeon was ready to die after he had 
seen the Christ child because he knew that there was noth-
ing greater this life could offer.  Jesus did not have a profound 
effect upon Simeon alone.  Jesus has had the most profound 
influence upon the entire world.  So great has been His       
influence that we are a different people because of it. The 
world is a different place because of it. 
     

Those who say that Christianity has become irrelevant and 

does not make any difference can not ignore the fact that all 

of history, sacred and secular, is measured in relationship to a 

single night in Bethlehem. This is indeed the year of our Lord 

2018.  Are you ready?                                                                        

                                                                       

                                             Rev. Wayne Barrett 



 December 8 

 

Waiting 
 

I am not good at waiting...never was, probably will 
never be.  How can one be patient...patient for a 
whole month waiting for Christmas?  Even as the 
decorating, the buying, the wrapping, the baking 
take soooo much time, I find myself being so 
impatient as I wait and wait, and wait.   

I remember sitting on the floor near the Christmas 
tree as a child.  Mom would every so often say, “Do 
you think that sitting there will make Christmas come 
any sooner?”  As an adult I know it didn’t...but as a 
child I was sure it would make the days go faster.  

As that adult,  Christmas seems to still take forever to 
arrive.  And as an adult how wonderful to think of 
‘the reason for the season’ and to know that Mary 
waited and waited, and that the Baby came, and is 
with us today.   

Thank you God for your son... help me to be patient. 

  



                        December 9    
 
 
I wonder...I wonder…if Mary and Joseph were here  
 

today, would they know that we are waiting?  Waiting  
 

for them to get to Bethlehem?  Would they go any  
 

faster if they knew we were standing first on one foot 
 

and then the other...impatiently waiting?   
 

Would they know we walk over to the window every  
 

few minutes, move the curtain to see if they have  
 

arrived, or at least see them moving down the  
 

road...surely the donkey could go faster...but wait am I  
 

prepared for them, have I looked into my heart...or  
 

have I simply been rushing to do the shopping...getting  
 

the cards addressed...baking? 
 

Oh God, help me to truly get ready for the birth of the  
 

baby.  Help me to end the frantic rushing, to clear my  
 

thoughts to be ready for the arrival  
 

of the baby. 
     



                   December 10 
            

   Expectation  

        
What are you expecting?  We have all waited for 
something at one time or another.  While we waited 
we may have had expectations.  When the waiting is 
over will my expectations be met?   
 
I think waiting for the baby to come must be one of 
the hardest of times for the mom.  Will the baby be 
okay, healthy?  Will the delivery go well?     
 
Mary must have had some of these same 
feelings...worries.  But then she had some other 
worries...will Joseph love her...and the baby?  How 
will I be able to walk so far…ride on the donkey? 
And finally when reaching Bethlehem, she must  
have been at least a bit distressed to find the only 
lodging was in a stable.  Can you imagine? 
 
Mary’s faith must have been so strong as she 
waited, waited, waited.  How strong is your faith  
as you wait, wait, wait? 

   

 

 

 

     



December 11 
Psalm 25 

 
“Lifted” 

 
I lift my soul to you, Sovereign 
 
I trust… 
 Don’t mock my trust in shame or defeat 
 Don’t fail me by making me hang with the  
           dangerous one 
 
Show me a path worth traveling 
 Speak a truth I can remember 
 Save me!  (I have been waiting a long time!) 
 
Love me 
 
Embrace me in acts of mercy 
            (like the olden days when I was a kid and I                                     
  messed up and you forgave continuously) 
 
Perhaps you have not heard. 
 This God of ours is good and a good teacher 
 Is willing to lead us when we are willing to follow 
           When we put down our own stuff and travel 
 a step behind  

 
 

                                                             Barry Petrucci 
 



December 12 
 

There is a Christmas song that goes something like 
this…”Clip, clop, clip, clop, little gray donkey don’t 
stop.”  While talking with my children’s choir about 
the song, what the words meant, one of the boys 
said, “Why didn’t they get a car?” 
 
Clip, clop, clip, clop. 
 
In thinking of Mary riding on the donkey brings 
many “Whys” to mind.  Was there a MacDonald’s 
along the way?  How many times along the way did 
Mary ask Joseph “How much further do we have to 
go?”  “How much further is it to Bethlehem?” 
 
Clip, clop, clip, clop. 
 
As we wait during Advent, how many times will we 
get tired of the all Christmas rushing and asking, 
“How many more days?”  “How much longer do 
we have to wait?” 
 
Waiting and watching. 
 
 
 

 
 
 



                     December 13 

   Waiting, Wishing 
As we were growing up, our mother being the practical person she was, 
would each Christmas put brand new never before worn underwear 
under the tree for each of us.  Each of us knew that four of those 
presents laying there wrapped and bowed contained NEW 
UNDERWEAR!!!  As we kids grew older we would try to figure out 
which package contained the special gift and to tuck “that” gift away. 

In 1962, Thom and I moved to Asmara, Eritrea where we taught in the 
Army Dependent School.  It was the first time we would spend 
Christmas away from our families.  Mid-November I started feeling 
sorry for myself...how would we manage being so far away from home?  
What about presents?  What would we use for decorations?  It was a 
real “woe-is-me” time. 

About the middle of December a large package came to us.  Of course 
we opened it!!!  Inside were several gifts all wrapped for Christmas. 
Thom said we had to wait until Christmas morning to open the gifts.  
“Are you kidding???” and so wait we did. 

We had become friends with 4 GIs.  We invited them to share 
Christmas with us. They came with gifts, and we had a great time, until 
Thom opened a gift from Mom and Dad.  My mother, bless her heart, 
had sent Brand New Never Before Worn Underwear to Africa. 

There were still a couple of my gifts I had not yet opened.  I knew that 
one of them contained the Brand New Never Before Worn Underwear.  
What do you do opening such a personal gift in front of 4 young GIs??   

You quickly tuck it behind you and hope nobody noticed.  Needless to 
say Thom knew that one of the remaining gifts contained the BNNBW 
underwear. Well if you have to open it you do and as quickly as 
possible tuck it behind you.   

Waiting and wishing...   

 



December 14 
    
     1 Thessalonians 3:9-13 
    
   “In The Wait” 
 

In the wait… 
 I thank God for you 
 For the joy I feel because of you 
In the wait… 
  I pray for shine you have lost 

 In difficult days, in trying times, 
                  in failures and confusions 
 
In the wait… 
          I want nothing more than your restoration! 
 Patch the cracks and holes in the faith you have 
                     built…God has built 
 
In the wait… 
 I pray to be with you 
 I pray that you would be surrounded  
  and would surround 
  In love 
  In love 
 
   
       Barry Petrucci 



December 15 
  

Advent is hard.  Waiting.  Waiting for a baby is 
hard.  I think with my first child I was naïve.  I assumed 
she would be healthy and happy and exactly what I had 
always wanted.  When they found two heart murmurs 
right after she was born and then she refused to eat, it 
became quickly clear that we had so little control over 
who came out and what they would become.   

 
I wonder if Mary worried.  How would she raise 

God’s son?  What if he was sick or she didn’t carry him 
to term?  What if, like so many women over so many 
centuries, she died in childbirth?    Yes, having a baby is 
a huge blessing but it is also completely terrifying. 

 
How many times did I wish my stomach was a 

window where I could see what Jack was doing in 
there?  How could his legs be pushing on my ribs and my 
bladder at the same time?  Is his little heart still 
beating?  Is he still growing?  Does he know I already 
love him? 

 
I know the song lyrics are “Mary did you know?” 

but I often wonder, instead, Mary, were you scared? 
 

     Andrea Trantham 



December 16 
     
Read Luke 2:8-20   

 

It tells us of the shepherd’s story. 

 

Put yourself in the story.  How as a shepherd would you have 

reacted to the angels? 

 

Write your thoughts and share them with someone between 

now and the baby’s birth. 

  

 

                                                                 



December 17 
John 1:12-13 
        But those who did welcome him, 
        those who believed in his name, 
        he authorized to become God’s children, 
         born not from blood 
        nor from human desire or passion, 
        but born from God. 
I love this scripture. It is my favorite. I love the verses above 
and below as well (actually the whole book) but these two 
are my favorites. They are often spoken on Christmas Eve as 
we welcome and celebrate the Holy Baby…a baby born with 
color, to immigrant parents, without a home, wrapped in 
rags… 
 

And I wonder… 
What does it mean to be born from God? 
Does it matter that I’m white... Or black... Or Latino? 
Or something in between? 
Does it matter that my clothes are tattered and smelly? 
Or trend setting and smell brand new? 
Does it matter that my house is down river? 
Or that it’s on the lake? 
Does it matter how many letters come after my name? 
Or none at all? 
And if it matters, to whom does it matter? 
I think… 
That God held my soul in his hands 
He breathed me into life 
He said I am his child 
He told me I am enough 
Does anyone or anything else really matter? 
 

       Tonya Boot 



December 18 
       

 

Growing up, my parents had just a handful of Christmas 
albums that we listened to over and over every year. My 
mom would set the stack of records on the floor leaning 
against our huge stereo console, and those albums would 
sit there for the entire month of December, on a constant 
rotation. For Christmas This Year by The Lettermen. Holiday 
Sing Along with Mitch by Mitch Miller. The iconic Andy 
Williams Christmas Album. My sister and I of course had 
Christmas with the Chipmunks and a lesser-known album 
called Santa Claus is Coming to Town by a group called The 
Caroleers.  
 

But my absolute favorite was Christmas with Conniff by the 
Ray Conniff Singers. The minute I hear the swelling 
harmonies of the Ray Conniff singers as they launch into 
Here Comes Santa Claus, I am instantly in the holiday spirit!  

 

As an adult, I keep listening to those childhood albums 
(except for Sing Along with Mitch; it was my least-favorite 
of my parents’ collection. Sorry Mitch!). I was even able to 
download The Caroleers – thanks, internet! In the ‘90s I 
added some new selections; among them, When My Heart 
Finds Christmas by Harry Connick, Jr. and Christmas 
Caravan by the Squirrel Nut Zippers.   
 

  
 

                                                     continued 



      
 

 
And now my daughters are starting to add their own 
preferences to the mix, like Pentatonix and Taylor 
Swift.  
 
But despite having access to music streaming services 
which allow me to listen to thousands of Christmas 
songs at random at any time, for me it’s not truly the 
Christmas season until I’ve sung along with The Ray 
Conniff Singers.  
 

What’s on your Christmas playlist? 
        
 
 
 
      
 
 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
        
 
 
 
       Lisa Drzick 



    December 19 
 
 

                      Creation Myths 
 
I suppose I should be grateful 
 
that the Christian faith does not begin 
 
with the death of a woman--that the  
 
murder of the mother earth is not part 
 
of the first few days, that no female body 
 
is sacrificed to the necessity of Being. 
 
What a man's world it is that a woman 
 
should need to be glad for the oddity of 
 
a God Who did not kill His mother 
 
(who could never be the god herself), 
 
for a world that did not require my death 
 
so that the men who rule it could be born. 
 
 
 
 

     Jenaba Waggy 



December 20 
 
I read recently that Christmas Carols were written to 
cheer people up in what is historically a cold, dreary, 
depressing time of year.  The songs that have simple 
melodies and cliché lyrics serve as a sort of warm blanket 
in front of the fire.  They are supposed to lull us into a 
state of contentment until the long winter comes to an 
end.  In a way, they help us hibernate until the sun returns 
and we become our true selves again in the spring. 
 
I think we often treat the Christmas story the same 
way.  Its repetition is reassuring and comforting.  The 
well known story of a sweet baby that neither fusses nor 
cries but somehow is a good sleeper already makes us 
smile and nod.  We half listen to the sermon that we’ve 
heard so many times before about Mary, Joseph and their 
newfound friends.   
 

I don’t think there is anything wrong to take comfort in 

God’s promise;  Jesus comes to give us hope and peace 

afterall.  But I think we must caution ourselves to not 

become too sleepy to the message.  Let us not be so cozy 

that we miss the call to go spread the word and follow the 

new star.  So I will undoubtedly sing too much “Baby it’s 

cold outside” this year again but I will also strive to go 

out and show my own version of peace on Earth, 

goodwill to all. 

 

 

     Andrea Trantham 



December 21 

The cold December morning air hits me as I open the front 
door. I hurry to scrape the fresh frost off the windshield and 
start the car. It is 4:30am and no one is awake in my neigh-
borhood. The sky is bright and lit with an endless supply of 
stars. I pull my half-frozen car out of the driveway towards 
the YMCA.  
As I drive, I notice the lit Christmas lights on some of the 
neighbors’ houses guiding me down the very dark road    
hoping to not encounter a wildlife animal. It is  almost 
Christmas and my “to do” list keeps growing each second.  I 
have to pick up a gift for the kids’ bus driver and maybe 
something for my daughter’s dance teacher. What do I get 
for someone I don’t even know? Anxiety fills my head and I 
am longing for the days of a “child” Christmas. I remember 
when all I cared about was what Santa was bringing me and 
the wait until Christmas morning!  
As I pull into the near empty YMCA parking lot, I think about 
what Christmas really means to me. I think of the gratitude, 
grace and love that Christ has taught me. I think of the story 
of how faithful Mary was and all she and Joseph endured.               
Then I think of all of the joy Christmas means to me, the  
holiday family moments, kids’ faces lighting up, laughter    
between loved ones and hope for a grand new year.  
Even though it can seem the darkest this time of year, the 
love, hope and joy aren’t missing during this advent season. 
Thank you, God for Jesus and this great story of his birth.  
Let us pray for light and love and treat every day as the  
incredible present that we are given.  
 

              Andrea Tramel 



December 22 
 
 
 

 
You often hear people complaining that the  
Christmas music is being played wherever they go.   
 
I am one of those people who love the music and am 
happy to hear it all day long. 
 
How can you not like it?  Every song has so many      
versions, is performed  by so many different  
musicians.   
 
The message they tell often bring back the child in me.                     
 
The songs make me think of happy times in the past, 
sometimes sad times bounce in as well.   
 
And always...always make waiting time easier. 
 
 



December 23 
                     Luke 21:25-36 
 
                        “Signs”          

Stop 
Yield 
No parking (or Standing, for that matter) 
Violators 
      Will    
                  Be Towed 
Indeed, there are signs  
         In the Sun 
        In the moon 
      In the stars 
                                      On the earth 
Distress among nations 
 All confused 
  In fear 
               In foreboding (an old word that needs 
          new attention) 
In the shaking of the heavens, 
                       Earth trembles 
  As redemption (when our value is cashed in) 
   Draws near 
Fruited trees tell the story 
  Buds 
  Leaves 
  Full fruit when ready 
   And so it goes 
           The Reign of God is near 
      
      Barry Petrucci 



                     December 24 
 

On Christmas Eve,  
 

as I look around the Sanctuary 
I see 

the trees are decorated 
 

the candles are lit 
 

the children are  excited 
 

the music tells us that soon, soon 
 

the waiting will be over. 
 

The baby is ready 
 

ready to be born,  
 

just a few more hours 
 

‘til we burst into song   
 

the waiting will be over 
 

Jesus will be born. 
 
           
       Alleluia! 
                                                 
 



December 25 
     
     

   Incarnation 

 
Wanderers 
Sojourners 
Pilgrims 
They traveled 
 
Away from kin 
Building a barn into a home 
 
In sweat and pain 
A child born 
The Light 
 
Of many names  
This incarnate Son 
Would host the world  
From shepherds to wise ones 
To thieves, to emperors, to kings 
 
Take a breath, little One 
The world awaits your birth 
Again. 
 
 
      
       Barry Petrucci 



 

    
     
 
 



    

 



 

   

                      
 
 
 



  

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 

 



 



      
  



 




