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Sunday, November 30 
O holy night, the stars are brightly shining; 

it is the night of the dear Savior’s birth. 
Long lay the world in sin and error pining, 

till He appeared and the soul felt its worth. 
A thrill of hope, the weary world rejoices, 

for yonder breaks a new and glorious morn! 
Fall on your knees! O hear the angel voices! 

O night divine! O night when Christ was born! 
O night divine! O night, O night divine! 

 
O holy night, the stars are brightly shining, yet the world feels 
heavy and dim.  
Advent meets us in our weariness—physical, emotional, spiritual. 
The hymn says the world lay “in sin and error pining,” and we 
know what that feels like. We carry burdens we cannot fix, fears 
we cannot shake, and a tiredness that goes deeper than sleep 
can reach. Advent does not ask us to pretend otherwise. Instead, 
it invites us to bring our weariness into God’s presence. 
Christ enters precisely this exhausted world. His coming is the 
moment when “the soul felt its worth.” He does not wait for us to 
be strong; He comes to those who are worn thin and worn out. In 
His birth, a thrill of hope breaks into tired hearts, and the weary 
world finally rejoices. 
This Advent, let your tiredness become prayer. Kneel before the 
Infant Savior who meets the weary with rest, mercy, and a new 
and glorious morning. 
 
Karen Meyer 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Monday, December 1 
 
Habakkuk 2:1-3 - I will stand at my watch post and station 
myself on the rampart; I will keep watch to see what God will 
say to me and what God will answer concerning my complaint. 
Then the Lord answered me and said: “Write the vision; make 
it plain on tablets, so that a runner may read it. For there is still 
a vision for the appointed time; it speaks of the end and does 
not lie. If it seems to tarry, wait for it; it will surely come; it will 
not delay.  
 
Advent invites us to stand at the watch post, high on the rampart, 
waiting for God to speak into the ache of the world and the 
longing of our own hearts. There is a stillness in that place, but not 
an empty one. It is the stillness of holding our breath in the dim 
light before dawn, scanning the horizon for even a hint of the 
promise we’ve been told to expect. From the watch post, we 
name our questions, our worries, and our complaints honestly 
before God, trusting that the God who hears will also answer. We 
stand there not because everything is clear, but because we 
believe, even in the dark, that God is near. 
 
And into that waiting, God speaks a steadying word: Write the 
vision. Make it plain. Hold fast to the promise even when it seems 
slow. Advent is the season when we remember that God’s vision 
does not disappear just because we cannot yet see its fullness. 
On the ramparts of our lives, between what is and what will be, 
God reminds us that the vision has an appointed time, and it will 
come.  
 
Christ is on the way. So, we keep watch with hope, not because 
we have resolved every question, but because God has already 
begun to answer them with the promise of light breaking into the 
world. 
 
Holy God, as we stand at our watch posts in this Advent season, 
steady our hearts in the waiting. Open our ears to hear your 
whisper, our eyes to glimpse your promise, and our spirits to trust 



the vision you set before us. Give us courage to hold hope even 
when the dawn feels slow in coming. Keep us watchful, faithful, 
and ready for the light of your love. 
 
You write down all my laments and store every tear in your jar; 
have you counted each one?  - Psalm 56:8 
 
Bishop Keith Marshall 

 
 

Tuesday, December 2 
 

I must state the obvious: I am more weary than I am joyful this 
Advent.  Grief has made a home in my heart and in my world, and 
alongside me like a companion I did not invite.  And yet, here it 
is.  Grief wearies me with its stream of comparison:  comparison 
of Advents past with this one; comparisons of what I thought this 
season would be like with what it is actually like.  Grief wearies 
me physically, too.  I am tired earlier and more often, and then 
sleep is elusive.  My body aches in ways that must mirror my 
spirit.  My breathing, left to its own devices, becomes as rapid as 
eagles.  So how do I connect the weariness with rejoicing?  Where 
might I find space and room for anything other than grief and its 
insistent demands on my life? 
 
Enter the season of Advent.  Advent invites us, accompanied by 
whatever we carry, to acknowledge and step into the darkness.  To 
sit there for however long we need.  And, to light just one candle 
at a time.  To know that we are waiting for that one small light, that 
one small baby in a manger in a tiny town, who will come into our 
darkness and just be there with us.   And that is enough. 
 
God, for whom we wait, come and join us in this present 
darkness.  Help us remember that you loved us enough to come 
and dwell among us, not as a king, but as a baby. Amen.  
 
 +Pastor Julie 

 



Wednesday, December 3 
 
Come now, O Prince of peace, make us one body. Come, O Lord 
Jesus, reconcile your people.  
 
One of my favorite places to spend Advent is in Germany.  There, 
the culture keeps Advent.  They don’t rush to Christmas.  Shops 
and restaurants, and hotels have Advent wreaths.  Church bells 
ring out Advent hymns, and the locals on the street hum along.   
 
I spent my very first Advent (and the one after that) in Nuremberg, 
on the cobbled streets of our flat on Lindenenstraße.  Every 
afternoon, my mother would push me in my buggy down to the 
bakery on the corner; this must be where I acquired my love of 
Advent kuchen.   
 
I wonder about your Advent traditions.  If this wasn’t a part of your 
upbringing, maybe this is the year to add just a simple one:  a 
nightly lighting of the Advent wreath as the day ends, a festive 
bake to share with a neighbor, a stroll (or a drive) to one of 
Olympia’s many bakeries for a delicious treat.  And even if the 
Church bells don’t chime your favorite Advent carol, you can hum 
it anyway.  Or sing it loud.  Or better yet, join with your community 
of faith to keep this quiet and meaningful season.   
 
Wishing you einen schönen Adventszeit (a beautiful Advent 
season) 
 
Be with us, O God, in this season of waiting.  Sing your song of 
love in our hearts and in our lives.  Amen.  
 
+Pastor Julie 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Thursday, December 4 
 
 In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God 
and the Word was God.  The Word was with God in the 
beginning.  Through God all things were made, without God 
nothing was made.  In them was life, and that life was the light 
of all humankind.  The light shines in the darkness, and the 
darkness has not overcome it. (Gospel of John) 
  
I first met Gloria Clemmons in 1996 when Tom and I joined Gloria 
Dei and the Adult Choir.  She sang alto, a slight, white-haired 
woman who reminded me of a sparrow—diminutive yet a bright 
spirit.  For many years, she edited the bulletin and yellow pages 
and helped in the church office.  
  
Gloria raised her son by herself until his death in a terrible 
accident during his senior year at PLU.  She lived very simply in a 
one-bedroom apartment just across the street from Gloria Dei. 
  
Gloria passed away in February 2022 at age 99.  She loved and 
supported the ministries of Gloria Dei during her life, and she 
went one step further by providing for God’s work in her estate 
planning.  She blessed Gloria Dei with an amazing gift of 
$600,000, designated for church operations and/or building 
projects. 
  
Council first learned the details of her gift in late October as we 
were attempting to develop a budget for 2023.  The church was 
struggling to move on after the pandemic and after bidding 
farewell to 5 very dear staff members. Interim Pastor Dan Wilson 
reminded us that our only reason for being a church was to 
transform lives and share the love of Jesus inside our walls 
and throughout the community.  He exhorted us to strengthen 
our then-feeble church committees to help accomplish that 
transformation and share the hospitality of Christ.  
 Later at the meeting, I shared the light of Gloria’s generosity and 
good stewardship.  The congregation’s response was a mighty 
wind, very much like Pentecost but just before Advent!! 



  
Over the next years, Gloria’s far-reaching light has helped to build 
new ministries, to support the calls of Pastor Julie and Pastor 
Zach, and to reduce Gloria Dei’s financial burden. Her legacy is a 
joy and a reminder that each of us is called to be a loving steward 
of our time, gifts, and treasure with which God has blessed us. 
Thanks be to God! 
 
Sue Schultz 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Friday, December 5 
 
Advent was such a special time when my children were growing 
up.  We would set up the nativity scene with the manger and Mary 
and Joseph and some animals, but the angels and the shepherds 
and the magi were all set up at a distance.  The magi would 
journey through our home, making the trek and following the 
star.  The boys would always laugh when they were in the 
bathroom!  The shepherds would just cool their heels in whatever 
part of the scene was deemed the field.   
 
But we never knew where the angels should wait.  What did 
angels do while waiting to herald the good news?  Did they just fly 
around?  Did they go do other things?  No one really knew.  So we 
kind of had carte blanche to give out angel assignments.  The 
angels are watching TV!  The angels are in the kitchen looking for a 
snack!  The angels are helping me do my homework!  
By Christmas Eve, like the ultimate in nativity pageants, everyone 
had a place: The shepherds being expectant in their fields, the 
magi still journeying, and the angels standing at attention, waiting 
to carry the good news of great joy. 
 
We are a bit like them all, aren’t we?  Taking our places and doing 
our part until we finally find the Messiah for whom we wait.  Even 
so, O Christ, come quickly. 
 
God, for whom we wait, give such purpose to our days that we 
might serve others and they might know you.  In Jesus’ name, 
Amen. 
 
+Pastor Julie 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



Saturday, December 6 
 
When my daughter Cate was two, it was Christmas, and we were 
having a family party. I talked with her beforehand about parties. 
There will be good things to eat and drink. People you love will be 
here. There will be lots of talking and laughing. Parties are often 
fun. Parties are often loud. It’s okay to need a break from a party. 
Find a quiet place and bring a few books.  
 
A couple of hours later, the party was in full force, and it was fun. 
And it was loud. I lost track of Cate in the house and went looking 
for her. I found her in our den with the door closed. She had a pile 
of books next to her, and she was curled up on the couch in her 
striped dress, reading quietly.  
 
I think about this story often during Advent. I own Browsers 
Bookshop in downtown Olympia, and for better or worse, a hefty 
percentage of our yearly sales takes place during the holidays. I 
often love the bustle, matching the right book to the right reader, 
the talking and laughing. The season is fun, and it is loud, and 
sometimes the work feels endless. It’s okay to need a break from 
the party. 
 
Our children often show us the way, don’t they? A quiet hour with 
a book can provide a reset, a respite, a way of life. Reading, for 
me, is a sacred space. When the world around me feels dark and 
cold, and those in power display more cruelty than compassion, a 
quiet hour with a book returns me to myself and anchors me in 
empathy, kindness, and love. I will rejoin the party.  
 
It is well known that reading quickens the growth of a heart like 
nothing else. - Catherynne Valente, The Girl Who 
Circumnavigated Fairyland in a Ship of Her Own Making 
 
Andrea Griffith 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Saturday, December 7 
 
As I was preparing for Advent Season, I ran across a package in 
my closet.  In the package was a baby blanket, one I had made for 
my first great-grandchild.  It had been in my closet for five years. 
As I looked at it, I thought, "What a great gift that would have been 
for Jesus the night he was born."  Then I thought of the gift Jesus 
has given us: the gift of life and all the blessings: Love, Joy, Hope, 
and Peace. 
 
My package can't hold a candle to the gift Jesus gave us. Let us 
count our blessings and thank God for them during this blessed 
season. 
 
Mary Holsinger 
 
My mom passed away in 2016, and the beautiful blanket she had 
made was wrapped in love around Piper Jo, her first great-
granddaughter.  Advent is the time of preparation and waiting for 
the birth of the Christ child. What a gift it was for me to find the 
blanket with a note for "her first great-grandchild" and to give a 
prayer of thanks for her life, her faith, and also for the preparation 
she made.  As we enter this Holy time, may we remember those 
who have gone before us and make our own preparations for what 
is to come. 
 
Pamela Holsinger-Fuchs 
 

 
 
 



Sunday, December 8 
 
Years ago, when traveling with our young children, one motel 
chain had an advertising slogan that seemed to be everywhere: 
 
“WE’LL KEEP THE LIGHT ON FOR YOU!” 
 
For unknown reasons, the kids thought that blinking neon sign 
was hilarious. So, the phrase became their mantra for the entire 
trip--they shouted it repeatedly at any and every provocation. 
 
I lately recalled another random memory: a song lyric, “It only 
takes a spark to get a friendship going…and soon all those around 
will warm up in its glowing.” And then, as we travelled this year, I 
bought a postcard in France that pictured a lone luminous 
candle. That image stirred in me the power and peace that is 
often emitted by a single glowing light in the darkness. Of course, 
our four grandsons are bright lights in our lives. They are busy 
boys, growing up so fast, who tell entertaining tales of their day-
to-day activities, learnings, and adventures. 
 
What lights the flame in your heart? What is the spark that keeps 
you going? 
 
Prayer: 
Lord God, help us always look for the light even in our darkest 
hours. We know you are with us always. Amen. 
 
Jan Schultz 
 

 
 



Monday, December 9 
 

Jesus said to him, “ ‘You shall love the Lord your God with all 
your heart and with all your soul and with all your mind.” 
(Matthew 22:37) 
 

In this text, Jesus quotes a Jewish prayer known as the Shema 
(found in Deuteronomy.) Love the Lord your God with all your 
heart, with all your soul, and with all your mind. It’s interesting:  
The Hebrew word in the Shema that gets translated as soul is 
nephesh. Nephesh literally translates to throat. So why would 
translators choose the word soul instead of throat? 
 

To understand this, think of the idiom “stick your neck out” for 
someone or something. When you “stick your neck out,” you’ve 
taken a risk, or you are really in a vulnerable place. The skin 
around your throat is soft, tender, vulnerable. Perhaps that’s what 
this is getting at: nephesh points us towards the tender, risky 
places in our lives where it might be hard to love God. In those 
vulnerable places, it might feel challenging to trust God or to 
believe that God loves us. 
 

This Advent, as we make room to see God’s love in our lives and 
the world, we remember that God chooses to enter human 
vulnerability—throat, flesh, and breath—so that nothing in us is 
beyond the reach of divine love. May the coming Christ teach us 
to love God with our whole selves, trusting that God has already 
loved us first. 
 

May we dare to bring our whole selves—heart, mind, and even the 
soft, vulnerable places of our nephesh. God meets us not only in 
our strength but in our tenderness. And in those places, God’s 
love does what love always does: heals, steadies, and makes us 
new. 
 

Prayer: Holy One, you know the soft and risky places within us. 
Enter our lives with the gentleness of your incarnate love, and 
draw us toward you with our whole heart, mind, and nephesh. 
Prepare us to receive Christ with openness and courage. 
 

Pastor Zach 



Tuesday,  December 10 
 

The Fist By Mary Oliver 
 

There are days 
when the sun goes down 
like a fist, 
though of course 
if you see anything 
in the heavens 
in this way 
you had better get 
your eyes checked 
or, better still, 
your diminished spirit. 
The heavens 
have no fist, 
or wouldn’t they have been 
shaking it 
for a thousand years now, 
and even 
longer than that, 
at the dull, brutish 
ways of mankind— 
heaven’s own 
creation? 
Instead: such patience! 
Such willingness 
to let us continue! 
To hear, 
little by little, 
the voices— 
only, so far, in 
pockets of the world— 
suggesting 
the possibilities 
of peace? 
Keep looking. 



Behold, how the fist opens 
with invitation. 
 
Prayer: 
 Holy God,   
You know the tight places in us—the clenched fears, the guarded 
hopes, the grief we hold like a fist. You see the struggle beneath 
what we show the world, and You do not turn away. Gently open 
what is closed in us. Teach us to release what we cannot carry 
and to trust that Your hands are wiser and kinder than our own. 
Where our hearts are tight with worry, loosen them with Your 
peace. 
 Where we cling to pain, soften us with Your mercy. 
 Where we fear letting go, assure us that You are already holding 
us. 
Give us courage to open our lives to Your healing love, and 
patience to wait for the slow, holy work You are doing within us. 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Wednesday, December 11 
 

May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace. (Romans 15:13) 
 

The season of Advent is so subversive. It challenges us to think about 
things differently. For example, we tend to think of hope as optimism, 
the belief that everything will work out. In Advent, we hear   Jesus 
speak a lot about destruction and the end of the age. Hope promises 
that even when things don’t work out, God will still be with us. 
 

Or let’s talk about peace. This time of year, we often sing songs about 
peace on earth and visualize quiet, peaceful, snow-filled nights. But 
we know that’s not reality for a lot of people. For 
a lot of people, a snow-filled night on the streets is anything but 
peaceful. And certainly, wars will rage around the world this 
Christmas Day. And yet, we know God’s love is for all people. 
Perhaps that gives us a window into what peace could be. 
 

Or let’s talk about joy. If joy were mere happiness, it would be 
elusive. True joy is realizing that in the midst of suffering, God does 
not abandon us! 
 

Or let’s talk about love! Our society so does not understand love. We 
often talk about love in terms of romance or cozy friendship. But 
Jesus talks about love as suffering on behalf of your neighbor—of 
taking on their suffering as your own and being in solidarity with 
those society oppresses. 
 

Hope. Peace. Joy. Love. These are beautiful things! But they are also 
hard things. They are more than twinkly feelings at Christmas time. 
They are how we try to live as Jesus followers in this world. 
 

May this Advent be a season for us to make space for this 
challenging work of being Jesus in the world. May we feel God’s 
presence among us. May we see the image of God in our neighbors. 
And may we truly love one another as God loves us. 
 

God of Advent longing, fill us with your hope that persists even when 
the world feels fragile. Teach us peace that looks like justice, joy that 
endures in hardship, and love that stands in solidarity. Shape us into 
people who reflect your presence wherever we go. 
 
Pastor Zach 



Thursday, December 12 
 
The Point of Arrival  
by Carrie Newcomer 
At first, it felt like a bitter pill, 
A rubber band stretched until it snapped, 
Sitting cross-legged on the floor, 
Looking at my empty hands, 
Wondering what would become of me, 
Now that there is nothing else 
But surrender. First we fold in, 
And then we open out. 
Acceptance is a kind of ending 
And yet, it is the point of arrival. 
This is where I lay down 
What can no longer be carried. 
This is when I see my hands 
Which at first felt so empty 
Are filled with 
Hallelujah. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Friday, December 13 
 
The wilderness and the dry land shall be glad; 
  the desert shall rejoice and blossom. 
   like the crocus; it shall blossom abundantly 
   and rejoice with joy and singing. 
 (Isaiah 35:1-2a ESV) 
 

Each fall, I plant bulbs. Some years I plant twenty, and other years a 
hundred, to offset the ones that go missing to hungry squirrels. My 
favorite bulbs to plant are the snowdrops, crocus, and dwarf iris 
because they don’t have to go very deep. It’s simple enough to push the 
trowel into the soil, push it to one side, and drop the small bulb down. 
 

The bulbs themselves don’t look like much. They’re unassuming in 
brown, papery skins—nothing says “life” about them. In The Secret 
Garden by Frances Hodgson Burnett, Mary doesn’t know what the 
garden holds or if it’s even alive. It’s not until Dickon, a boy who spends 
his days in the wild of the moors with animals he’s befriended, shows 
her what to look for.  
 

“A body might think this was dead wood, but I don’t believe it is—down 
to th’ root. I’ll cut it low down an’ see.” He knelt and, with his knife, cut 
the lifeless-looking branch through, not far above the earth. “There!” he 
said exultantly. “I told thee so. There’s green in that wood yet. Look at it. 
… When it looks a bit greenish an’ juicy like that, it’s wick,” he explained. 
 

When a thing is wick, it will grow. Each bulb I plant is a promise, a hope, 
a blessing for the future. For just as certain as the dark December days, 
there will be a cold February morning where I can look out and see a 
snowdrop or crocus pushing up. I can wonder at the strength of a 
blossom that comes through the dark of winter to whisper about the 
coming of spring. That is the promise of Advent too. From unassuming 
places: a voice in the wilderness, a little town, a manger---comes the 
great gift of love. 
 

Prayer: Gracious God, be with us in these dark days of December. Plant 
in each of us the gift of hope and help us to tend to the people and world 
around us. Amen. 
 
Allison Pate 
Reprinted from 2024 
 
 



Saturday, December 14 
 
We did not follow cleverly invented stories when we told you about 
the power and coming of our Lord Jesus Christ, but we were 
eyewitnesses to his majesty.  ( 2 Peter 1:16) 
 
Earlier this year, I read two separate articles that made oblique 
references to Scheherazade. I was only familiar with this title as a piece 
of classical music (Rimsky-Korsakov, 1888). So contextually, the 
references did not make any sense to me. After a Wikipedia excursion, 
some “ah-hah” moments unfolded.  
 
Scheherazade (S) was a prolific young woman storyteller in a Middle 
Eastern folklore book, One Thousand and One Nights. A king, known for 
beheading maidens at dawn--and who desired S for his 
entertainment--asked her for a bedtime story. Wisely, S stopped her 
story in the middle just before morning light. Thus, the king spared her 
life so he could hear the story’s ending the next night. Her thrilling tales 
continued for 1001 nights, saving her life repeatedly—which was time 
enough for the king to fall in love with 
her and make her his queen! 
 
What captivating tales do we tell each other today? What motivates us 
to share good news?  The Christmas story is “as good as it gets!” We 
ponder Mary’s plight, Joseph’s response, Jesus’ birth circumstances, 
and God’s loving provisions for the Holy Family. God’s care for us every 
day is a continuation of that story, isn’t it? The Oregon author Barry 
Lopez adds another perspective: “The stories people tell have a way of 
taking care of them. If stories come to you, care for them. And learn to 
give them away where they are needed. Sometimes a person needs a 
story more than food to stay alive. That is why we put these stories in 
each other’s memories. This is how people care for themselves.” (quote 
from Crow and Weasel) 
 
The Christmas story is a gift we celebrate annually – and it is certainly an 
antidote for a weary world. Rejoice and Peace be with you! 
 
Prayer:  
God of us all, the stories we keep help us to know, love, and serve you 
and others in this world. Remind us to share the stories of Jesus with 
intention and joy. Amen. 
 
Jan Schultz 



Sunday, December 15 
 
A Blessing for the Exhausted 
By John O’Donohou, from “Blessings” 
 
When the rhythm of the heart becomes hectic, 
Time takes on the strain until it breaks;  
Then all the unattended stress  falls in 
On the mind like an endless, increasing weight.  
 
The light in the mind becomes dim. 
Things you could take in your stride before 
Now become laborsome events of will.  
 
Weariness invades your spirit.  
Gravity begins falling inside you, 
Dragging down every bone.  
 
The tide you never valued has gone out.  
And you are marooned on unsure ground. 
Something within you has closed down; 
And you cannot push yourself back to life.  
 
You have been forced to enter empty time.  
The desire that drove you has relinquished. 
There is nothing else to do now but rest 
And patiently learn to receive the self 
You have forsaken for the race of days.  
 
At first your thinking will darken  
And sadness takes over like listless weather. 
The flow of unwept tears will frighten you.  
 
You have traveled too fast over false ground; 
Now your soul has come to take you back.  
 
Take refuge in your senses, open up 
To all the small miracles you rushed through. 



Become inclined to watch the way of rain 
When it falls slow and free.  
Imitate the habit of twilight, 
Taking time to open the well of color 
That fostered the brightness of day. 
 
Draw alongside the silence of stone 
Until its calmness can claim you.  
Be excessively gentle with yourself.  
 
Stay clear of those vexed in spirit.  
Learn to linger around someone of ease 
Who feels they have all the time in the world. 
 
Gradually, you will return to yourself, 
Having learned a new respect for your heart.  
And the joy that lives far within slow time.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Monday, December 16 
 
The Subversive Hope of Advent 
 
From The Sabbath Life (blog post) 
 
It had been 400 years since any prophet spoke, “Thus says 
Yahweh!” 
 
 It had been 400 years since any ancestor of David ruled on the 
throne. The Pax Romana is an Oxymoron of Orwellian 
proportions, where anyone who says “no” to Caesar finds himself 
strung up on a cross.  
 
But an angel of the Lord shows up to Zachariah and says, “Don’t 
be afraid.” An angel shows up to Joseph, an ancestor of King 
David, and says, “Don’t be afraid”. An angel shows up to Mary: 
“Don’t be afraid.” An army of angels shows up to the shepherds: 
“Don’t be afraid.” Reasons to be afraid abound in the Christmas 
story.  
 
And Mary responds with one of the fiercest, most politically 
subversive statements in all of Scripture.  
 
“He has brought down princes from their thrones and exalted the 
humble.  
 
He has filled the hungry with good things and sent the rich away 
empty-handed.  
 
There is hope in the darkness of the Roman Empire.  
 
The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not 
understood it.  
 
 

 
 



Tuesday, December 17 
 
A Season for Stillness 
Lately, I’ve been hearing a lot of people talk about prayer. There’s 
a sentiment floating around that if we all just prayed more, the 
weary world might finally shift for the better. It’s a beautiful hope. 
But when I listen closely, many of our prayers end up sounding 
like shopping lists: “God, please fix this… help with that… make 
this go away…” As if God were some kind of genie in a bottle 
whose purpose is to grant the wishes of our egos. Don’t get me 
wrong, there’s nothing wrong with asking. God cares about the 
yearnings of our hearts. But when prayer becomes only a list of 
requests, we forget something essential. The purpose of prayer 
isn’t to get God to change our circumstances - it’s to open 
ourselves so God can change us. 
 
Maybe what we need this Advent season isn’t more wishful 
prayers, but more contemplation. Moments to breathe, to listen, 
and to let the noise of an anxious world settle enough for us to 
sense God’s presence here and now. Advent is, after all, a season 
of holy waiting. A season that reminds us that God is already here, 
already for us, already at work — long before we ever think to ask. 
In the quiet, may we let ourselves be held by the One who knows 
us best, and allow that presence to shape us from the inside out. 
 
Susan Barbeau 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Wednesday December 18 
 
“Where is your faith?” He asked his disciples. In fear and amazement, 
they asked one another, “Who is this? He commands even the winds 
and the water, and they obey him.” (Romans 15:13 NIV) 
 
I used to be an encyclopedia kid, but now, as a curious adult, I am 
constantly looking things up on the internet instead: What is a sea slug? 
How old is Emmer wheat? What is the relationship between algae and 
fungi? (The short answer is lichen.) But is access to all this information 
quashing our capacity for wonder and awe? I would say no. The more I 
learn, the more we learn— the more there is to wonder at this complex 
and relational world. 
 
The word “wonder” can be a noun, a verb, or an adjective. As a verb, it 
shows up in humans as an emotion, a reaction to something we have 
experienced. Take the cave paintings and rock art of ancient peoples. I 
am always in awe of these artistic expressions. Who made them and 
why? It seems the more we learn about them, the more mysterious they 
are. We can connect a date to the rocks and the pigment, we can learn 
about the tools of the people who made the paintings, but the deeper 
meaning may always remain a mystery. Are they expressions of wonder? 
Were the people who made them responding to a sense of something 
bigger than themselves? Wonder seems to be a deeply human trait. And 
despite massive changes in technology and the advances in scientific 
discovery since those paintings were thousands of years ago, we 
continue to respond in wonder at the world. 
 
As people of faith, we are called to respond to the wonders of God that 
we are presented with: the powerful works of Jesus in the scriptures, the 
miraculous birth of the Christ child, or the vast sky of stars that can 
make us feel so small. We can have faith that God will continue to give 
us opportunities to be filled with awe. The more we seek God, the more 
wonder there will be. 
 
Prayer: Spirit of Mystery, Omniscient God, thank you for opportunities to 
be filled with wonder at your creation. Give us patience when we don’t 
understand. Be with us this Advent as we wait for new miracles and holy 
moments. Be with us as we wonder together. Amen. 
 
Kate Fynn 
Reprinted from 2024 



Thursday, December 19 
 
Evening Hymn, From Holden Evening Prayer 
By Marty Haugen 
 
Joyous light of heav'nly glory, loving glow of God's own face,  
you who sing creation's story, shine on ev'ry land and race.  Now 
as evening falls around us, we shall raise our songs to you, God of 
daybreak, God of shadows, come and light our hearts anew. 
 
 In the stars that grace the darkness, in the blazing sun of dawn, in 
the light of peace and wisdom, we can hear your quiet song. Love 
that fills the night with wonder, love that warms the weary 
soul,  Love that bursts all chains asunder, set us free and make us 
whole.  
 
You who made the heaven's splendor, ev'ry dancing star of night, 
make us shine with gentle justice, let us each reflect your light. 
Mighty God of all creation, gentle Christ who lights our way, 
Loving Spirit of salvation, lead us on to endless day. 
 
Evening Prayer:  
Joyous Light who shines through darkness, gentle Love who 
makes us whole, kindle in us evening’s peace and morning’s 
hope, and guide our hearts to your radiant grace. Amen 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Friday, December 20 
 
A Blessing for Open Arms 
 
By Kate Bowler 
 
Blessed are you with open arms 
to welcome God this Advent, 
willing to invite its promises into the center of your 
longing. 
Blessed are you, 
even now in the waiting. 
Open to receiving what is beautiful 
though clothed in such precarity. 
Blessed are you, 
agreeing to stand still long enough 
to let your eyes adjust to the darkness 
until the starlight begins to appear, 
the dawning of God’s promises. 
In that gentle light, find a corner of your heart 
where hope can stay protected. 
A place from which we can nurture a little gratitude, 
a little compassion, enough to go around. 
Some for God and some for yourself. 
And some for the next unsuspecting soul 
that wanders into your light. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Saturday, December 21 
 

A few years ago, I was introduced to the notion of “wintering” after 
reading Wintering: The Power of Rest and Resilience in Difficult Times by 
Katherine May. In the book, the author shares the concept of 
intentionally pausing and retreating during difficult times in life, similar 
to how animals endure winter, to rest, reflect, and recharge. Instead of 
fighting or avoiding hardships like illness, job loss, or grief, wintering 
involves accepting these periods as necessary for renewal and personal 
growth. It's a process of slowing down and withdrawing from the world 
to find wisdom and prepare for future rebirth.   
 

I’ve come back to this book - and this practice - this year, in the midst of 
feeling such a sense of sadness in many areas of my life. My 92-year-old 
mother no longer recognizes my voice as her dementia progresses. One 
of my sisters struggles with mental and physical illness, and I feel 
overwhelmingly helpless. My relationship with my siblings has become 
unusually strained. Wars, domestic poverty, housing, and food 
insecurity, among other issues cause me to feel lost  and full of despair. 
 

Quiet practices of daily walks, naps, meditation, reading, knitting, and 
journaling have been helpful ways for me to avoid feeling frustrated and 
lacking clarity. Andy and I make it a ritual to have quiet mornings with 
coffee and a fire and an evening meal together. Call them habits, 
practices, or rituals - these small things help me feel tethered. Eugene 
Peterson, Presbyterian minister, scholar, author, and poet, saw rituals 
as a way to ground spiritual life in everyday activities, like family meals 
or sabbath rest, rather than as abstract exercises.  
 

A Prayer for the Wintering Season 
Holy One, 
 In this season of deep winter within and around me, 
 teach me to rest rather than to resist. 
 When sadness settles like snow—quiet, heavy, and cold— 
 help me accept these days as part of my becoming. 
Bless the small rituals that tether me— 
 Let these gentle practices be places 
 where Your presence gathers around me 
 like a soft and steady fire. Renew me in Your time. 
 Root me in Your peace.  And when the season shifts, 
 let me rise with the spring You are already tending within me. Amen 
 
Karen Meyer 



Sunday, December 22 
 

We draw close to the end of the season, and I find myself with fewer and 
fewer words. Divested of them as December wanes. These are days for 
gathering in, gathering up, gathering together the pieces as this year of 
Big Events draws to a close. Stealing moments for recollection and 
remembrance. 
Standing now on this side of the passages that these past twelve 
months have held, I think of Mary, at the ending of the birthing and 
bringing forth: 
after the angel 
and let it be, 
after Elizabeth 
and blessed is she, 
after angels 
and shepherds 
and alleluias: 
quiet. 
But Mary treasured all these words and pondered them in her heart, 
Luke tells us in the Gospel lection for Christmas Eve. 
And so I am keeping quiet this night. Pondering. Treasuring. Gathering 
up the year nearly gone. 
What are you treasuring as we make ready to cross into Christmas? 
 
Prayer 
And so we take the ragged fragments, 
the patches of darkness that give shape to the light; 
the scraps of desires unslaked or realized; 
the memories of spaces of blessing, of pain. 
And so we gather the scattered pieces 
the hopes we carry fractured or whole; 
the struggles of birthing exhausted, elated; 
the places of welcome that bring healing and life. 
And so we lay them at the threshold, God; 
bid you hold them, bless them, use them; 
ask you tend them, mend them, 
transform them 
to keep us warm, 
make us whole, 
and send us forth. Amen 
 
Jan Richardson 



Monday, December 22 
 

 
 
My maternal grandmother emigrated from Sweden as a young 
adult. Her home as I knew it included a few small Swedish items, 
some of which have become mine, including a small wooden 
plaque with this saying. It sits above my stove and reminds me of 
my precious “Gramma”. 
 
This Swedish prayer translates to:  
 
God, who loves the children dear, 
Watch over me, for I am small. 
These simple lines from an old Swedish prayer capture the heart 
of Advent. As we wait for Christ’s coming, we remember that God 
turns His loving gaze toward the small, the vulnerable, and the 
weary. Advent is not a season for proving our strength but for 
admitting our own needs. As God’s children, we come with empty 
hands and hearts, trusting in God's mercy. 
In the Christ-child, God answers this prayer. He becomes small 
for our sake—born in a manger, laid among the poor, entering our 
world in humility. His smallness is our salvation. As we watch and 
wait, we are invited to rest in His care, confident that the One who 
loved us enough to become a child will surely keep us now. 
This Advent, let our prayer be simple: Lord, see me. Hold me as a 
parent holds a child. Come to me again. Amen 
 
Karen Meyer 



Tuesday, December 23 
 
 The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not 
overcome it.  (John 1:5 ) 
 
Advent invites us into a space where longing and hope sit side by 
side, and few phrases capture that tension as beautifully as “a 
weary world rejoices.” It names the truth that our joy is not born 
out of ease but out of exhaustion, frustration, and the deep ache 
for things to be made right. Our world is weary  - of violence, 
division, injustice, and the countless burdens that people quietly 
carry. Yet, in the midst of that heaviness, Advent dares to 
proclaim that joy is still possible. Not a shallow or sentimental joy, 
but one that rises from God’s promise to show up precisely where 
the world is most fragile. 
 
If you ponder deeply, the Advent story is steeped in 
misunderstanding and false accusations around the holy family. 
Mary faced misunderstanding, suspicion, and judgment from 
those who questioned the truth of her story. Joseph, too, wrestled 
with doubt before choosing trust and courage. Advent reminds us 
that God’s work often unfolds in places where people are 
misjudged, dismissed, or not believed. The Holy One enters not 
into polished certainty but into the messy reality of human 
assumptions and the pain of being wrongly labeled. 
 
In this intersection—between a weary world and the wounds of 
misunderstandings and false accusations—we discover the heart 
of Advent hope. God does not wait for perfect circumstances or 
perfect reputations. Instead, God honors the vulnerable, stands 
with those who are misunderstood, and transforms weariness 
into a quiet, resilient rejoicing. It is a reminder that joy can grow 
even in the shadows, that truth ultimately outlasts accusation, 
and that God continues to arrive in the places we least expect but 
most desperately need. 
 
Gregory Endler 
 



Wednesday, December 24 
 
For God said, “Let light shine out of darkness, has shone in our 
hearts to give the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the 
face of Jesus Christ. (2 Corinthians 4:6 ESV) 
 

 
Gracious God, The path is narrow and full of roots. Use us to 
share your light with others so that we do not stumble and fall. 
Amen. 
 
Art by Kate Fynn 


