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November 27, 2022               Awake!                Pastor Meggan Manlove 

 A few years into my call at Trinity, I took a day trip to Our Savior Lutheran in Twin Falls to do a 
presentation on stewardship. It was a great group of people, and I thought the event went well. But a 
day of presenting meant that, by the end, I was quite tired. Part way through my drive back to Nampa, 
somewhere between Twin Falls and Mountain Home, I was jolted awake by the front part of my 
Camry being crunched by the steel trailer I had just hit. I pulled over onto the interstate shoulder, and 
the man driving the pickup, which was pulling the trailer, pulled in behind me. My car was damaged 
but drivable, and his trailer had not sustained damage. We had a talk about staying awake and alert 
and went our separate ways. It was a costly repair, but my accident could have been so much worse. 
The incident convinced me that trying to push through drowsiness on the freeway is never worth it. I 
vowed that, in the future, I would stop often to stretch my legs, not depend on caffeine (which is never 
as effective as fresh air), and as a last resort I would give myself permission to pull over on an 
interstate shoulder.        

Matthew 24:42-44: “Keep awake therefore, for you do not know on what day your Lord is coming. But 
understand this: if the owner of the house had known in what part of the night the thief was coming, 
he would have stayed awake and would not have let his house be broken into. Therefore you also 
must be ready, for the Son of Man is coming at an unexpected hour.”   

Advent always begins towards the end, with a passage from the later chapters of the year’s primary 
gospel. The theme for the first Sunday in Advent is always the coming of the Son of Man again. 
Explicit in the scripture passage is the command to Stay Awake! As with the way I changed my 
freeway driving patterns after my accident, I have occasionally needed to change my habits to stay 
awake to the life of faith. Different chapters in my life have included new practices, new conversation 
partners, and new ways of paying attention. And every year the church calendar gives us this entire 
season to dial in and remember together to stay awake — awake to the Holy Spirit in our lives, awake 
to scripture and the old, old story we read there, and awake to our neighbors (those across the street 
and those across the globe). Faced again with the miracle of the incarnation, we are jolted awake to 
both the magnificence of God’s love and what that love leads God to do—take on human flesh and be 
born as a baby.     

“Wake, Awake, for Night is Flying”, verse 2: “Zion hears the watchmen singing, and all her heart with 
joy is springing. She wakes, she rises from her gloom. Her dear friend comes down, all glorious, the 
strong in grace, in truth victorious: her star is ris'n; her light is come. Now come, O Blessed One, Lord 
Jesus, God's own Son. Sing hosanna! Oh, hear the call! Come one, come all, and follow to the 
banquet hall.” 

(1) WAKE AWAKE for Night Is Flying ADVENT Christmas hymn Text Lyrics Words BACH song Music 
Wachet Auf - Bing video 

Prayer: Lord, as the bears hibernate, sleeping soundly in their dens, remind me that I am not a bear. 
Help me to keep awake, even when that means nudging me to practice my faith in a new or different 
way. Amen. 

 

 

 



November 28, 2022 

 

 

 

 



November 29, 2022       Luther Heights Camp, 2022        Cathy Winwood  

1 Kings 17:14 - “For the jar of flour will not be used up and the jug of oil will not run dry until the day 
the Lord gives rain on the land….”          
         

Spring rains, cooler temperatures, beauty in the Sawtooths. Wildflowers blooming and the beauty of 
the meadows from June to August. As the summer progressed, we went from warm fires to warm 
days and lots of laughter. The mornings were cool, quiet, and I got to see the glory of the Lord each 
new morning. Seeking his guidance, wisdom, and asking him to fill my cup until it overflows.  
                  
With his inexhaustible resources, he brought joy, hospitality, safety throughout the summer and 
beyond. Camp bustled from sun up to sun down, with people of all walks of life. To see their sleepy 
faces with excitement of what was to come - and then - at dinner time the sometimes sleepy and 
exhausted faces. Knowing that they had a great day with the Lord. But, behind the scenes we were 
juggling, and our guests would have no idea that we too were feeling depleted with little to no energy.  
                  
Then the beauty of good night’s sleep, or sometimes not. BUT the beauty to see the wildflowers in the 
morning, to hear the scolding of the squirrels as we invaded their space. It reminded us to care for the 
nature that we are entrusted with.  Again, I sing in the morning, “Lord, as we begin this day, fill my 
cup until it overflows with your mercy and grace.” On one of my trips down from camp, I caught a new 
version of the song written by Andrew Ripp.   

Fill My Cup (Music Video) / Andrew Ripp - Bing video 

“Fill my cup (oh, fill my days up with meaning); Fill my cup (oh, fill my future with vision); Fill my cup 
(oh, goodness, grace and provision); Lord, I need You (to fill my cup)”    

So join me as we wait during this Advent season, when we may be feeling tired and exhausted. God 
in his great mercy and love for us will fill our cups to overflowing when we ask.    
                            
Prayer: Thank you, God, for refreshing rains, times of exhaustion so we can await to see you fill us 
with your joy and peace. May you give those who are reading this today that extra measure of joy that 
only you can provide. In Jesus name, Amen. 

 

November 30, 2022             Loving First              Mary Braudrick   

1 John 4:19 - “We love because he first loved us.”   

Sometimes, it feels like my household has been overrun by dogs. There are five total. Each has its 
own story about how it came to be part of our family. Three belong to my husband and me; two 
belong to my cousin who lives with us until circumstances improve for her. They range in age from 
seven months to thirteen years, and all are thankfully quite compatible. Three are beautiful Australian 
Shepherds; the oldest is a gentle “Heinz-57” variety mix; and the youngest is a smart and sweet 
Border Collie. Sometimes “tempers flare”, but the elder dogs teach the youngsters what is allowed 
and what isn’t. It is very interesting to watch how the puppy emulates and figures things out. They 
seem to understand that they are a pack, looking out for one another, licking and snuggling at times. 

 



 

 

 

                             
As their humans, we tend to their feedings (each has a different kind of food, due to health issues), 
their regular exercise, their training and their never-ending-pooper-scooping needs. All this takes up a 
considerable amount of dedicated time. Add into the mix their veterinary and grooming care. It all 
seems never ending and expensive. But, we do this because we love them each individually and care 
about their wellbeing.   

As we “bless” them each day with love and care, they understand it is GOOD, even without knowing 
about the word “love.” But the fact is, we loved them first, unconditionally, before they loved us. And 
in return, each dog loves us with complete adoration, trust and devotion. It is a beautiful and blessed 
exchange. All this has a familiar ring to us, as children of God, doesn’t it? How beautiful it is that God 
created us and loved us first.         

Prayer: Gracious God, thank you for your faithful love and care to me. I feel complete gratitude to you 
for your abundant blessings. May the peaceful presence of infant Jesus rest upon humanity and all 
creatures, great and small, this holy season. Amen. 



December 1, 2022              Presence                 Lorena Ellis 

(please read Luke 1:26-56) 

This December my husband and I plan to welcome a little boy into the world. As our due date 
approaches, I think often about Mary and her experience of becoming a mom. I've read and reread 
her song recorded in the first chapter of Luke, looking to understand what was on her mind as her 
due date approached. How did she prepare to welcome Jesus into this world? In this season of my 
own preparation to be a mom, I've gobbled up books on parenting, birth and more. In some ways, the 
books couldn't be more different. Psychologists, midwives, theologians, and child development 
specialists all seem to have a different approach to birth and parenting. Yet, I'm beginning to see a 
thread running through them. That common thread could be summed in one word: Presence. The 
idea is that the most fundamental thing we humans need is a loving, consistent presence. To thrive 
we need to experience - not just be told - that we are loved. That is the foundation that allows us to 
grow.   

As I look with this lens of presence at Mary's song in Luke 1, I see her calling out the 
faithful presence of the God who never let go, never stopped loving her and her people. She sings 
that God has been faithfully, mindfully, present. Though high in heaven, Mary's God is present over 
the ages with people. The gospel, in Matthew 1:23 captures it: “'The virgin will conceive and give birth 
to a son, and they will call him Immanuel' (which means ‘God with us’)." God, who has always been 
present, now comes in the human Jesus comes to be God with us, showing us who God really is, 
helping us experience the love of our Creator in a new way. This is the good news of Christmas, and 
the good news the angel shared with Mary.    

Where are you already experiencing the presence of God? Where do you need to experience God’s 
presence to lift, heal, encourage or strengthen you or others? As always, I pray for you, my Trinity 
Family, and this season especially I'll be praying that we all experience God's nearness in a new and 
fresh way through Jesus Christ our Lord, who came to be with us because of his great love for us.  
   

Prayer: Loving God, may we rejoice in the areas where we already have a strong sense of your 
presence with us. And may we seek your nearness in fresh, new ways. Amen. 

 
 
December 2, 2022               Faith                Tami McHugh  
 
Hebrews 11:1 “Now faith is confidence in what we hope for and assurance about what we do not 
see.”    
  
The Merriam-Webster dictionary includes several definitions for faith. One definition describes faith as 
belief and trust in and loyalty to God. This definition also adds that faith is a firm belief in something 
for which there is no proof.    
  
What does faith mean to me as a Christian? In my daily life, I experience many stressful situations 
and difficult decisions. When I need to think through important decisions, I talk to God. I know he 
hears me. When I’m worried or anxious, I ask for strength and peace. When I’m frustrated, I pray for 
patience. When I’m exhausted, I ask for rest. When I’m grateful, I give thanks. I have faith that God is 
listening, which helps me deal with life’s ups and downs. I know that God walks with me, and I am 
never alone. For me, that is enough. 
    



Prayer   Lord, grant me a faith that is assured of your constant love and care, through each and every 
aspect of my daily life. Amen.  

 
December 3, 2022         God’s Vision             S arah Henthorn  

(please read Luke 1:46-55) 

Mary is such an interesting character. We don’t know much about her, but this girl has been through 
some difficult things. When she goes to visit Elizabeth, she gives a beautiful prophetic vision of what 
Christ’s coming means [see Luke 1:46-55]. It’s a vision about how power will be used in God’s new 
order and promises that the powerful will be “brought down from their thrones” and the humble will be 
lifted up. I wonder how she felt in that moment. Hopeful…strong…excited? Being a part of something 
where you sense God is at work can be incredibly moving.       
                  
Later in the story (according to Matthew’s gospel), the holy family is fleeing to Egypt to escape 
Herod’s cruelty. I wonder what Mary felt like in that moment. Her child was safe, but there were many 
children left behind. There were many mothers whose arms were left empty. Was Mary overcome by 
the pain of her community? Was it hard for her to remember her song from before? Could she still 
imagine a world where the powerful would be dethroned and the lowly exalted?    

I don’t know what Mary felt. I know that part of the life of faith is that we name or proclaim God’s 
vision for things. We make bold statements, like Mary did. There are times where I am ready to risk 
everything because the promise is so beautiful. There are other times when the cruelty and 
brokenness of reality seems crushing….when power is so misused that the idea that it can ever be 
anything other than abusive is beyond the capacity of my imagination. This is when I need stories like 
Mary’s.              
                               
I think the truest thing I can say about my faith in this moment is that I am constantly caught in a 
tension between what the world is and what it could be. Living in tension isn’t comfortable. It’s hard to 
remember the promise of peace when you are surrounded by war. It’s hard to remember promises of 
“enough-ness” when you are surrounded by homelessness and hunger. This is why the complexity of 
the Bible stories matter. If we only read Mary’s song, it might seem like faith is easy. Life is so much 
messier than that. That’s why Mary matters to me this year. I need stories of people who had messy 
lives and were faithful anyway. I need people who had to wait to see God’s promises come to fruition 
and were faithful in the waiting. I need Christmas to be bigger than a silent night. I need to know that 
God isn’t just present in the moments that make a pretty painting or cute nativity play. I need a God 
who is still present to us in the grief and doubt……or maybe I need the witness of those who 
remained present to God in their grief and doubt.  

Prayer: May we be blessed with a vision of what God is doing in the world. May our hearts carry the 
beauty of God’s promises. May we remember that God is faithful to complete God’s work. May we be 
kind to ourselves and others when it seems too hard to hope. May we remember that we don’t travel 
the road of faith alone. Amen. 

December 4, 2022                Star                    Julie Haugen  

Matthew 2:1-2 – “….wise men from the East came to Jerusalem, saying, “Where is He who has been 
born King of the Jews? For we have seen His star in the East and have come to worship Him.” 
 

Twinkle Twinkle, little star 
Do you know who we think you are? 



Just an overly bright star 
Leading travelers from a far. 

To a babe, born so lowly 
Who’d grow up to be quite Holy 

Twinkle, Twinkle, little star 
Now we call you the “Christmas Star” 

  
Prayer:  Lord, may there always be a guiding light to lead us to you. Amen. 

 
December 5, 2022   Jesús’ First Christmas       Bre ndan Blowers de Leon   

Around a decade ago, I was heading into the Christmas season in one of the most unique times of 
my life. I was living with a family who had just had a baby boy, Jesús, and this would be his first 
Christmas. I lived with Jesús’ family, a crowded extended family of 19 people under one roof, all 
sharing a bathroom (well, more of an outhouse inside). We lived in a notoriously dangerous section of 
the Costa Rican immigrant squatter settlement called “the cave.” In the months leading up to Jesús, 
first Christmas in “the cave,” there were just too many parallels to pass up between this scenario and 
my understanding of Jesus the Christ’s birth 2000 years prior.  

Everything blended together in my head, as I thought about the world Jesús was born into today, and 
the world Jesus was born into years ago. And I wrote this poem, realizing that in this series of images 
and scenes I couldn’t separate out what was the past and what was the present. 

Maybe you were born into a Cave, into a prickly bed, surrounded by animals. 

    Maybe you were born into a world in the throes of a genocide, when 
babies were considered a threat and killed before they reached 2 years old. 

Maybe you were a hated foreigner in someone else’s land.   

Maybe there were rats there where you lay, maybe sewage outside and soldiers entering houses; 
Zealots in the street preaching violence and a self-glorifying religion on every street corner creating 

burdens too large for its adherents to bear. 

Maybe your birth was marked by explosions of light in the sky. 

Maybe you were born to a poor family striving to make ends meet, to a young mother with no medical 
care, living far from home, rejected by her family. 

Maybe your father's hands were calloused, hard, and strong from decades of work with raw materials. 

Maybe your parents were displaced for political reasons,            
and rejected from every door they knocked on for help. 

You probably had no privacy at birth, but were surrounded by a dense throng of animals, people, 
noise, and activity. 

I wish I could assure you everything will turn out well for you in the end. But we know how threatening 
to seats of power an innocent child can be. 



You might still learn to love and live. Maybe even you will be amazed at the faith you see. Maybe 
even you will see persistence that surprises you. Even if you know how it will all end,                   

never stop pleading for another way. 

I wish we had a better world to bring you into, but that's where we're at right now. 

The best I can say is that we've been waiting for you. The best I can hope for is that you're the one 
born into the world to clean up this mess. 

 We're sorry this is what you are born into. Maybe you're the one who can save us from it. 

Prayer: Lord, help us to remember that you were born in a barn, fled to another country to escape the 
violence determined to kill you, lived as an alien in a strange land for your early childhood. Help us 
find ways to show our compassion on all who are poorly housed, frightened and displaced. Amen. 

 

December 6, 2022       Through His Strength        Lisa Ludwig 

Philippians 4:13 “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.”   

Christmas this year is going to be different. Putting up the tree and decorations will not be the same. 
Getting together with family on Christmas Day will also be different. You see, my husband of 30 years 
died in December last year (2021). I had to sell my home of 20 years and leave a job I loved to move 
to Idaho, so I could be closer to my family.      

“I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” 

That has been my prayer as I face each new day and new challenge this new life has brought me. A 
new home, grocery store, doctor, dentist, etc., and church. Even though things are will be different, 
Christ is still the focus of the holiday season. The church will be new, but the hymns and scripture of 
Christmas Eve and Christmas Day will be familiar; they will be a comfort, like a warm blanket on a 
cold winter night.         

“I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” 

To help me embrace the new and not get bogged down by grief, I have decided to challenge myself 
this Advent season. During the Lenten season, some choose to give up something. I did chocolate 
one year, never again! For Advent I am going to try and do something positive every day. Some are 
so simple and some are things that I would have done even if my life hadn’t changed. Others are new 
things to help me learn about and become a part of my new community. Here are some of the ideas I 
found online that I’m going to try. Maybe you would like to do some too: 

· listen to Christmas songs 

· journal about the holiday season past and present 

· call an old friend (or two) 

· make a new wreath for the door, and make one for a friend 



· take a walk while it is snowing 

· donate to and volunteer at the food bank 

· send Christmas cards to friends and family 

· participate in a local holiday toy drive 

· find a Christmas book and read it on a cold winter night 

· go for a drive and look at Christmas lights 

· watch a Christmas movie I’ve never seen before 

· invite family/friends over to help trim the tree 

· attend Advent services 

· wear Christmas sweaters everywhere 

· make a list of my many blessings 

I will participate in these remembering that “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” 
    

Prayer – Lord, I am tired and weak and sorrowful, so I am counting on you to bring your strength to 
me during this Advent season. Amen.  

 



December 7, 2022            Looking Up               Diane McGeoch  

Psalm 121:1-2   “I lift up my eyes to the hills. From where does my help come? My help comes from 
the Lord, who made heaven and earth.”

  

I was recently in Tucson, cleaning out my mother’s home and preparing it for sale. I was completely 
overwhelmed. My mother passed away last year, and my two sisters and brother and I have each 
taken turns visiting Tucson and taking care of her house. Despite these visits and some initial 
cleaning and sorting, there was a lot to do. The closets and drawers needed to be emptied, the items 
in the kitchen needed to be sorted, the personal items needed to be set aside, the shed and yard 
needed some work. And on and on and on.    

There was a lot of emotion to these tasks, remembering when my mother used her special tea set, 
finding her bridge score cards, discovering her favorite watch, finding the hummingbird feeder in the 
shed. She loved to watch the hummingbirds from her window. There were tears and laughter as my 
memories of times spent with her came flooding back. How was I to get through this initial cleaning? I 
knew my siblings were coming to Tucson after me, but it was my job to start the process.  
                       
Tucson has special streetlights because of the Kitt Peak Observatory located nearby. The night skies 
are spectacular and much clearer than at other cities. One evening, I took a break from the cleaning 
and went outside. It was close to a full moon, and I could see Jupiter and other planets and stars. I 
looked up at the sky for at least a half hour. When I returned to the tasks, I was less overwhelmed. 
Those few minutes admiring the night sky and taking care of myself made a huge difference.  

Nothing about the situation had changed. There was still a lot of work to be done. My perspective 
changed. I was able to face the tasks with renewed energy and with new eyes. It was a gift to be 
among my mother’s possessions and remember so many special times together. It was a blessing to 
be able to make piles for my siblings, pack up some boxes for them, as we each made lists of items 
we wanted. We were connected as a family even though we were miles apart.     

Looking up can be a daily practice. We may look up at the sky, or at some part of God’s creation. We 
may find a favorite picture or quote or item in our home to focus on. We can do one simple thing to 
take care of ourselves or take a break from the challenges we are facing. So many things in our world 
today are overwhelming, chaotic, and hard to think about. When we look up, we gain a new 
perspective and can take on a task, one step at a time, one change at a time, one person at a time. 
Looking up helps us be what God intends us to be.  

Prayer: Lord, we are often overwhelmed with the tasks and challenges in our lives. We are in a busy 
season and our to-do lists are long. Help us to look up, to remember the vastness and beauty of your 
creation. Give us your perspective which is beyond our own perspective. May this looking up renew 
and refresh us as we go about being your servants. Amen. 



December 8, 2022  

 

 



December 9, 2022               Whiplash              Tammy Torrey  

Psalm 32:7: “You will protect me from trouble and surround me with songs of deliverance.”   
                
What a week! Saturday afternoon I spotted a small black kitten in my garage. Not surprising, as I live 
on the edge of Caldwell and over the years many kittens have shown up at my home. Monday 
afternoon I saw the cat and grabbed it. Funny thing…the kitten didn’t love me as much as I loved it. 
That little beauty lightly bit my right index finger several times, and when I didn’t immediately release 
it, the cat locked onto my finger with all of its might. That was all the convincing I needed that we 
would not be fast friends. I dropped the kitten, and it raced away. I headed into the house to nurse my 
wounds. Within hours my finger was swollen and very red. Tuesday included a trip to “quick care” for 
antibiotics.              
                         
Later in the day I learned my credit card had been compromised. Someone was attempting to make 
online purchases using my account number. Luckily the bank declined the charges. Ugh. A new credit 
card is on the way.   

Late Wednesday morning I went in for my annual eye exam. No new issues to report. The doctor did 
the expected tests - reading the eye chart, looking at the back of my eyes with magnification, and 
reviewing the pretests the technician had completed. 

“So, are you taking any new medication?           “No”. 

“Have you taken any steroids since your last eye exam, perhaps for an injury or infection?” 

“Nope” 

“Today’s exam reveals that you have cataracts in both eyes.        “Wait! What?! I’m not that old!” 

“Yes, you are on the young side to have developed cataracts. But, remember, cataracts are 
treatable.” 

What the heck?! I’m still taking antibiotics for the cat bite, I just shredded my credit card, and now 
cataracts. Really, Lord?  

Wednesday afternoon my doorbell rings. It’s an Amazon delivery. I didn’t order anything. What could 
it be? I opened the small box to find the most recent book from an author that my sister and I both 
love. What an awesome surprise! I didn’t even know the author had a new release.    

Thursday afternoon the doorbell rings. It’s an Amazon delivery. Inside this box is the next book in a 
series that my daughter and I have been reading. This book wasn’t on my radar. A lovely surprise! 
                  
Late Thursday afternoon, a woman I met with several weeks before to explore liquidating business 
assets called to say she met someone she believed could help me. Keep in mind, she was under no 
obligation to share this information with me. Yet, she reached out. A huge help.     

And a friend I hadn’t communicated with in several months texted me at the precise moment I was 
thinking about her.             
                              
Coincidence? More likely a “God thing.” 



It almost feels like whiplash, to go from feeling so low to feeling very loved and cared for. But that’s 
how God works. He meets us where we are. Always. 

Prayer: Gracious God, thank you for your abundant blessings that seem to arrive when most needed. 
Amen. 

 

December 10, 2022        Listening for the Angels        Di Seba   

Revelation 5:11 “Then I looked, and I heard the voice of many angels around the throne and the living 
creatures and the elders; and the number of them was myriads of myriads, and thousands of 
thousands…”       

Hildegard of Bingen was born into a noble family in Bermersheim in 1098. At the age of eight, her 
parents gave her up to the church as a young, sickly girl who saw visions. There she was shut up in a 
monastic cell with Jutta, an older, solitary nun, who took Hildegard with her to be enclosed as a 
recluse. Jutta taught Hildegard to write, to read the collection of psalms used in the liturgy, and to 
chant the Opus Dei ("work of God"), the weekly sequential recitation of the Canonical hours. She 
probably also taught Hildegard to play the zither-like string instrument called the psaltery. When 
Hildegard grew up she became the abbess of her religious community. When she was 43, at the 
urging of a vision, she started to write about the visions she had experienced. Her first work, Scivias, 
appeared (with Papal approval) in 1151. Her collection of religious songs, the Symphonia, appeared 
in 1158. She then produced a number of other works, including theological, musical, scientific, and 
medical works.        

Most satisfying for us, perhaps, is that she manifested a kind of hyper-competent individualism, like a 
modern hero. She founded monasteries in the face of (naturally masculine) adversity. She confronted 
the Holy Roman Emperor boldly speaking “truth to power.” She invented medicines and compiled 
natural histories. She diagrammed the cosmos with fantastical artwork and wrote music for the nuns 
to sing. That’s why her cult, so to speak, extends beyond the bounds of the Catholic Church to 
include feminist activists, new agers, history-loving romantics, and scientists. Her mystical visions and 
comfortable, unmediated traffic with the spiritual world make her exceptional and original.  
       

Hildegard shared astonishing visions, cosmic images of creation's vitality and Christ's redeeming 
power. The universe as seen through her eyes – vibrating with divine life, glowing with arcane 
significance – was the universe of the splendidly resurrected Christ, bringer and embodiment of 
meaning. In one of her most famous visions, endless choirs of angels surround a circle resembling a 
communion wafer. They are like concentric ripples of a pond, with a million piercing eyes, crying 
“Glory” with trumpeting voices forever.       

To us this Advent, Hildegard speaks peace to our dark, troubled world. "O Branch, coming into leaf 
just as dawn advances. Rejoice, be glad, and deem us helpless ones worthy; free us from evil habits, 
and reach out your hand to lift us." To Hildegard, Advent was a bright arc in the liturgical cycle. It was 
as natural as the agricultural year – but mystically resonant. It is neither arbitrary nor inappropriate 
that earthy, pre-Christian processes were part of its development. Advent is the coming of light into 
darkness and life into death; it is their answer and fulfillment. It is a time of rebirth and transformation 
in which we can all participate. We are all both flesh and spirit, and the world of spirit surrounds us 
like an ocean. The songs of the angels and their counsel are with us always, whether we know it or 
not. If we are willing, we can throw our hearts and arms wide and surrender to their ministrations. We 



can do this only if our spirits are open, like Hildegard’s, to the angels’ perpetual, spiraling song of 
God’s unfurling deeds.      

Prayer (by Hildegard)   “Good people, Most royal greening verdancy, Rooted in the sun, You shine 
with radiant light, in this circle of earthly existence. You shine so finely, it surpasses understanding. 
God hugs you. You are encircled by the arms of the mystery of God. Amen.” 

 

December 11, 2022         Angels on Earth         T ami Robinson    

Luke 1:28  “Gabriel appeared to her and said, ‘Greetings, favored woman! The Lord is with you!’”  
(please read Luke 1:26-44) 

What would you do if an angel suddenly appeared before you with a message from God? Then he 
disappears just as suddenly, and you are left with your own imagination. Emotions flood over you – 
excitement, joy, fear, anxiety, and, perhaps, panic, followed by the need to tell someone (anyone) 
what just happened. Mary couldn’t share this with just anyone, so she traveled to see her trusted 
relative, Elizabeth, who confirmed that Mary was indeed blessed. Mary began to praise the Lord in 
song. She spent some time with Elizabeth and Zechariah, gathering strength for the journey ahead. 
   

Twenty years ago, after 27 years of marriage, I was thrust unwillingly into an unwanted divorce. I 
became single and learned to live alone for the first time in my life. My children were all adults and 
had moved away from the area. I knew that I did not want to make the common mistake of rushing 
into another relationship. I, like Mary, needed to gather some strength for this journey. I didn’t know 
where to turn. Someone suggested that I start listening to Christian radio, to lift my spirits. I found a 
station that played contemporary Christian music, and the music drew me in. They also provided free 
airtime to some different ministries that I learned to enjoy as much as the music. That put me on the 
path back to God and, after a while, created a longing to be in a church. I prayed that God would 
place a godly woman (or women) in my life. I really didn’t know anyone that I could talk to about living 
a Christian life.       

The first angel that God gave me was my friend Rita. She was a total stranger but sensed my 
unspoken need and invited me to her church. It was ten miles up the road in Firth, so I didn’t have to 
worry about anyone knowing me and being asked the question “What brings you here?” I met several 
other women there, and they helped fill the void in my personal life. I am still in contact with a few of 
those women, but Rita is the one who has remained the friend that I feel the most connected to. We 
helped each other through a shared dark time in our lives and lived to tell about it!   
         

Another woman I met through my work, and we had a casual friendship. She moved out-of-state a 
few months before my divorce and we decided to stay in touch by phone. We spent most Tuesday 
nights on the phone for an hour or two - talking, talking, talking. She has a strong faith and she helped 
me to build mine as “iron sharpens iron.” She challenged me to see things through God’s love instead 
of through my hurt and disappointment. We live in the same town again now and still talk on the 
phone, when they aren’t traveling, but we are also enjoying the opportunities to be together in person. 
   

I have been back in Nampa for almost 8 years now and a member of Trinity Lutheran for seven. One 
of those friends from my church in Firth had suggested I check Trinity out when I moved here. She 
had met Pastor Meggan at Luther Heights, and I am so grateful for that suggestion! Pastor Meggan 



has encouraged me to grow my gifts even before I knew what they were! I have lost touch with some 
of the women who guided me, most of them don’t even know how they touched my life. It’s usually in 
hindsight that I see the fingerprints of God on my life. I have learned that not all relationships will last 
a lifetime. The ones that do are very special. I feel that it is okay to need someone else’s wisdom and 
insight sometimes. Occasionally, losing someone turns out to be a good thing. Did you ever hear 
“Thank God for Unanswered Prayers” by Garth Brooks?  

Garth Brooks - Unanswered Prayers Lyrics - video Dailymotion 

God places people in our lives for a purpose, or for us to fill a need in their life. If the mother of Jesus 
needed human reassurance and comfort now and then, it is okay for me too. I just need to remember 
that the best reassurance is hearing that our real strength, and, the only truly unconditional love, 
comes from God alone. In the process of learning this lesson I have gained some very valuable 
friendships! 

                                      
Proverbs 18:24 - “There are “friends” who destroy each other, but a real friend sticks closer that a 
brother.”  

Prayer: Thank you, Father, for the wonderful women you have placed in my life. You went to great 
lengths to bring us together at just the right time! Thanks be to God! Amen. 

 

 

December 12, 2022             Restoration                Cathy Winwood 

(Cathy was camp cook at Luther Heights Bible Camp in 2022 when it was evacuated due to Ross 
Fork Forest Fire.     https://inciweb.nwcg.gov/incident-photos-gallery/idstf-ross-fork?page=9#south-
side-of-alturas-lake,-sunday-night,-9/11-136840      https://inciweb.nwcg.gov/incident-photos-
gallery/idstf-ross-fork?page=5#individual-trees-torching-137016 ) 

1 Peter 5:10 - “And after you have suffered a little while, the God of all grace, who has called you to his 
eternal glory in Christ, will himself restore, confirm, strengthen, and establish you.”   

Haze. Smoke. Orange glow. Flames. Fire. Heart beating (racing). Evacuation. Safety. Watching. 
Waiting. More waiting. Pleading. Listening. More WAITING. Quiet ……Patience in the waiting. 
Reading. Watching all the updates. Still patience in the waiting.      
                        
Pretty much like Advent, we wait. We know the story, but we wait. We know the outcome, but we 
wait. Each year comes with anticipation, waiting to see what will be revealed and be new. What will 
God bring in our lives for 2023 as we Wait and Anticipate.       
                    
You may have in your life some of the words above, but rest assured God knows our hearts. And he 
gives us Hope for what is to come.        

Just as we were able to close camp, some of us reflected that this was not as bad as we had thought 
when our imaginations ran wild. It is still sad to see, but over the years there has been beetle kill, 
dead, no new growth. Through this fire I wait with great expectations. I will watch with anticipation the 
healing of the mountains. The different colors, the green popping through. New landscapes are 
becoming a reality, baring more rocks and crags that were hidden behind the tall forest trees. The 
beginning, and all a part of nature healing.   



What will next year look like? God will still be in this place. He brings to you what he intends in nature: 
in this place, he gives you rest, restoration, and peace. This is what I pray for our creation…it will 
again have rest, restoration, new growth.   

Prayer: Gracious Lord, grant to our beautiful Sawtooth Mountains a healing covering of snow for the 
winter, followed by new growth in the spring. And may you also bring rest, peace and renewal to my 
soul. Amen. 

 

December 13, 2022          Unbelievable Gift           Joyce Becht 

James 1:17   “Every good and perfect gift is from above... “   

Special events happen in our lives at wondrous times. Many of you know about our coming to Nampa 
in 1991 and finding Trinity Lutheran. In a matter of less than 3 weeks, both of us found jobs, we sold 
our home in Twin Falls, and found one in Nampa that was a smaller version of the one we sold, plus it 
was decorated in our colors. Bob had checked to make sure there was a Lutheran church here before 
he had his job interview. My principal knew of me; I had taught his niece and nephew in Twin Falls. 
Bob, Rob and Amy unpacked the boxes the movers brought as I attended new teacher orientation 
and set up my new classroom at Greenhurst School. I still have not found a few things! Everything fell 
into place. We felt like we had guardian angels on our shoulders orchestrating every step. I did not 
ever expect something as miraculous could happen again. 

Bob has had some health challenges the past two years. He has been cancer-free after his bladder 
surgery. The pandemic has brought about many changes in his recovery. One morning I found him 
burning up with a fever which resulted in a trip to the hospital and five doctors working on him. I was 
in the process of packing to go on a Viking cruise that had been cancelled for two years and was 
finally sailing. I did not feel I could leave him, so I planned to call Viking the next morning and cancel 
my trip. That evening our son called to say he had finished his job early, he was on his way home for 
four weeks, and he planned to take care of his dad. He had some medical training and knew he could 
take good care of Bob. He did not want me to cancel my trip. I could not believe my ears. I felt those 
guardian angels on my shoulders again. Another unbelievable event happened. We all were the 
recipients of a simply divine blessing.       

Prayer: Heavenly Father, thank you for sending your precious Son. What a wondrous gift! Amen. 

 

December 14, 2022           A New Thing             Melanie Forrey 

Isaiah 43:19 “See, I am doing a new thing! Now it springs up; do you not perceive it? I am making a 
way in the wilderness and streams in the wasteland.”        

I live in Ohio now. I keep reminding myself of this new thing, that only a few months ago I could have 
never imagined. Ohio?!  I had absolutely, without a doubt, no intention of ever visiting Ohio again, let 
alone living here; yet here I am.   

Six months ago I was finishing up a yearlong internship and was looking forward to the first call 
process in the ELCA. I had 3 months left to go, final evaluations were in the works, and my last major 
essays were written. And then, everything changed. My internship was abruptly ended, my journey 
towards ordination interrupted, and my heart was aching. I was angry, hurt, confused, and, if I’m 



honest, a little hopeless. The road ahead was blurry and broken, and I had no idea what to do. And 
then, everything changed again. God gathered up the shards of what was, and did an incredible, 
unexpected, and nearly unbelievable new thing.      

Five months ago, my family of 6, plus two old dogs and an unimpressed cat, drove across the country 
to, you guessed it – I never would have - Ohio. Not long after my internship ended, I was invited to 
apply for a chaplaincy internship that would fulfill my remaining three months. The program had been 
filled months prior, and began just two weeks after I learned of it, but somehow I was accepted and 
arrived in time. We moved in with my brother and his family for the summer while we looked for a 
house. A couple months later my sister moved here from Idaho, and in a shocking turn of events, 
relationships that I thought were lost have become the most beautiful gift. God looked at my life, 
wrapped the pain into the peace of possibility, and did a new thing.      
                        
I don’t know what the future holds exactly, but as I write this, I am coming off of a night shift at a 
trauma 1   hospital in Toledo, OH. I am currently in a yearlong chaplain residency, where I get to 
spend my days with people experiencing the worst time of their lives. I witness terrible pain, the 
agony of death and illness and trauma. I trust that, in all of it, God is always present, always good, 
and always at work doing a new thing. The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness will never 
overcome it.        

Prayer: Help me remember, Lord, when I am discouraged, that you can take the shambles of my life 
and bring about things that are new, unexpected, and incredible. Amen. 

 

 

 

December 15, 2022          Love One Another        Edith Hannett 

John 13:34 “A new command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love 
one another.” 

There are many family members and our friends who don’t attend church or are not even convinced 
there is a God. These are good people who we connect with and love deeply. They receive God‘s 
love but are unaware, yet they continue to show his love to others. While on vacation with my niece I 
received a very moving short prayer on my phone. I asked my niece if I could read it aloud to her 
because it had meaning to me. When I finish reading and looked up she was in tears. The words 
touched her in a way I never thought possible. 
  



Prayer Lord, Remind me that love is always near, because You are never far.  When I feel unworthy 
of love, remind me that You have made me worthy. And when I feel incapable of showing love, help 
me to remember what You’ve sacrificed for me.  Remind me of how loved I am so I can remind others 
of how loved they are. Amen. 

 

 

 

December 16, 2022            Angels Among Us              Kim Mills  
 
Hebrews 13:2  “Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for thereby some have entertained 
angels unawares.”   
 
December 17, 1998  –   4-year-old Michala and I were driving home after running errands. We were 
eager to get to the Micron Family Christmas party. Michala had asked to ride in Geri’s car seat as she 
was tired. After stopping for gas and feeling a bit tired, I cracked the windows, but Michala said she 
was cold, so I rolled them up and turned up the heat in the car. 15 minutes later I woke up to Michala 
crying in the back seat and felt excruciating pain in both ankles. I had blacked out at the wheel, drifted 
across oncoming traffic, hit a concrete irrigation block outside Story Park, flipped my car 180 degrees 
and come to a stop.          
 
A soothing voice was in the back seat trying to calm Michala. I told him her name. Soon emergency 
lights and Larry showed up. The first angel to show, was the gentleman trying to help Michala: he 
lived across the street from where we were and was an off duty dispatcher who summoned 911. 



Once EMS had gotten Michala and me into the ambulance, and we arrived at St. Luke’s, the second 
angel arrived in the form of an orthopedic surgeon who specialized in ankle surgeries. His home base 
was St. Al’s, but he just happened to be on call that day at Luke’s. He told Larry I may never walk 
again, and that my life would be changed. He managed a tricky repair not once, but twice in the next 
6 hours.        
 
Fast forward 2 years later – another angel . . . Larry and the girls decided we would try a corn maze 
on crutches. Midway through, we were lost. We bumped into another couple who admitted they were 
also lost. Once we found a guide to lead us out, we got to talking. I shared the story of my injury with 
them. At one point, the lady asked me if my mother worked in the school district. I admitted, yes she 
did. She clarified who she was and admitted she had heard my story from my mom. Not only that, her 
husband was the gentleman who was first on the scene and called dispatch at the time of the 
accident.   
 
There are so many other “coincidences” that I truly believe are angel encounters. I have never looked 
back with anger or remorse about my “accident”. I feel it truly opened my eyes to being a mother, 
wife, and therapist in a way no other experience could. This is also how I found my way back to the 
church, and for that, I am grateful.     
 
Prayer: Dear God, please continue to look over me and protect me in a way no one else can. Please 
open my eyes to see your angels in unexpected places and in unusual ways. I know that you are 
always near me. Amen. 

 
 

 

 
December 17, 2022            God’s Timing            Don Tiller 

1 Thessalonians 5:11 “Those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength. They will soar on wings 
like eagles; they will run and not grow weary; they will walk and not be faint.” 

Over the last several months, my life has seen many peaks and valleys (mostly valleys). I have been 
poked, prodded and scanned in most parts of my body. I realize that it is in my best interest to be 
aware of what is happening in my body and am grateful for all that has and is being done. Still, it gets 
a little depressing (a little?) to hear outcomes and that more tests are recommended. What keeps me 
going is knowing that God will renew me and that all things happen for a purpose. The hard part with 
that is the timing. Answers do not generally come when we would like them to.    
                These days we want 
answers NOW, not at some unknown time in the future. We just need to have faith. Remember Job 
and all that he went through. Trials and tribulation were all he had for a long time, but he kept his faith 
in God and regained all he had lost and more.     

I don’t know when my trials will lessen, but I know they will, as long as I keep my faith and follow the 
path set out for me. Of course, the main thing to do is love each other and be there to help anyone 
that needs help in whatever way. Sometimes just a smile is all someone needs. God knows and will 
tell us if we just listen.        

Prayer: Lord, please help me to be patient and confident that you have my back. Let me hear your 
voice and follow the path you have set in front of me. Amen. 



 

December 18, 2022             God Can’t?            Penelope Smith  

Luke 1:18  “Zechariah said to the angel, ‘Do you expect me to believe this? I’m an old man and my 
wife is an old woman.’” 

The story of Zechariah tells us of an old man who believes in God, who loves God, who follows the 
path that he thinks God has set before him, serving God faithfully (despite his disappointment at  
being childless.) Then God explodes into his life in the form of an angel who tells him “I have some 
radical changes in store for you – blessings that you have only dreamt of”. Painfully aware of his own 
limitations at this stage of his life, he responds with doubt – “I lack the raw materials for this to 
happen. I don’t know how you’re going to pull this off, God.”       
                     
Being old myself, I can relate to Zechariah’s skepticism. But, just because I understand him doesn’t 
alter the disturbing fact that he’s telling God, “I don’t believe You are powerful enough.”  Zechariah 
had spent his lifetime showing up and doing the actions of a life of faith, including being part of the 
professional clergy. But at the pivotal moment, when push came to shove, he didn’t think that God 
was capable. He tells the God who envisioned the possibility of a universe filled with plants, animals, 
water, mountains, humans (and who then created all this out of nothing), “I doubt you can do this.”  
                   
And how does God respond to Zechariah? He could have channeled his inner-Zeus and, in anger, 
hurled a lightning bolt at this doubting priest. He could have given him a burning bush moment.  
However, it appears God opted for one of those longsuffering divine eye rolls. He said, “okay, dude, 
you go to your room and take nine months of silence to think about what you just said.”   
               
                    
Where do I find myself in this story? How often, when faced with an opportunity to serve God in a new 
way, do I focus on my own inadequacies? Do I doubt I have sufficient raw materials available for God 
to use? Am I tempted to rest on my record of past service and miss some exciting new things that 
God wants to do with my life? Do I demote the Almighty from a capital G(od) to a lower case g(od). At 
what point does God send me to time-out for an attitude adjustment?    

And, as a community of faith, might this story apply to us in a similar way? As we plan for an exciting 
future in 2023, do we embrace a mindset of scarcity or do we lean into a God of abundance? Do we 
doubt that the God of our past can be the same powerful God of our future?    
                        
Prayer: Lord, you are powerful. You are sufficient. You work miracles out of next-to-nothing. Help me 
to remember this as I look toward an uncertain future. Amen.  

 



December 19, 2022 

 

 



December 20, 2022       Praying for Help      Eliza beth Schnabel   

Have you ever been under hard times with finances? Who helped you in the times of need? I had just 
changed jobs; I already gave my two weeks’ notice, and the day before I was to start the new job, I 
got the call. My new job company had been “hacked” and had to close all their systems for about two 
weeks. I did not understand and came in anyway. I found out that even the employees of the 
company did not come in that day. When I did start my job, it was a week and a half later. I was told I 
would be paid for all that time on standby.      

But, when I did get paid, it was for only $200 for the three days I worked at the start of the job. I never 
knew hard times like this before! I only had maybe about $100 between two bank accounts. I asked 
the bank for help, and the only thing they could offer me was to close or overdraft the accounts! I held 
onto the check like it was gold.       

I planned to never let this happen again. I was reminded of what Jesus in the Bible said in Matthew 
6:28  “And why do you worry about clothes? See how the flowers of the field grow. They do not labor 
or spin.” I prayed for help and looked at the Bible for help. A lot of verses that came up were similar to 
Hebrews 13:5  “Keep your lives free from the love of money and be content with what you have, 
because God has said, ‘Never will I leave you; never will I forsake you.’”      

I loved reading this, and I did just need it for bills. I prayed for help a lot, and the word of God did help 
me through the hard times. I worked some overtime, and I did get support from other people by letting 
a prayer group know what I was going though. I could try to help others when I did not know what to 
do to help myself.              
                         
Now being months later, it is still hard to look back, but I could not get by without prayer and 
people.  The banks can’t really help, but it is good to know that the Church will. Looking back, the new 
job and other people were also going through the payment shortages and hard times too. God helps 
in strange and mysterious ways. I will always love the verse from Jeremiah 29:11  “ ‘For I know the 
plans I have for you,’ declares the Lord, ‘plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you 
hope and a future.’” And the other verse I read and will leave with is “the Lord turn his face toward 
you and give you peace.” Numbers 6:26.        

Prayer: Lord, each of us needs some extra help once in a while. Thank you for being here for us, and 
thank you for sending others to be our helpers. Amen. 

 

December 21, 2022       Walk with God          Shar on Jones  

Micah 6:8 “He has made it clear to you, mortal man, what is good and what the LORD is requiring 
from you: to act with justice, to treasure the LORD’s gracious love and to walk humbly in the company 
of your God.”       

Those who walk with God will always reach their destination.  

I am still trying to settle my emotions and thoughts coming out of the pandemic. There have also been 
some deaths in the family. My son-in-law Zach passed away in April from a heart attack. Zach and I 
had a special relationship. One where we would agree to disagree. He was my go-to person for the 
computer, car and multiple other things. My former son-in-law Paul passed away on his 65th birthday 
in August. He was the father of three of my grandchildren.      



We never know what life has in store for us. That is why my motto is “Be Kind, Live One Day at a 
Time, and Trust in the Lord.”  

I took an empathetic listening class this fall. It taught me to listen objectively and listen some more. 
Don’t give advice unless it is asked for and do not interrupt when someone else is talking.   
                   
The motto and the listening class have helped me deal with some of the emotions and helped my 
healing process. I leave you with this thought:  “Grief is like glitter. When you try to clean it up, you 
never get it all. Even long after the event, you will still find glitter tucked in the corners. It will always 
be there.” 

Prayer: Gracious Lord, take my hand and walk with me on every step of my life’s journey. Amen. 

 

 

December 22, 2022           Perspective           T rinity Youth 

Luke 2:6-7 “While they were in Bethlehem, the time came for her to have her baby. She gave birth to 
her first son, wrapped him in cloths and laid him in a manger—there was no room for them to stay in 
the inn.”       

Many of us have grown up hearing the story of Christ’s birth. The story of a young couple, a newborn 
baby, cows, sheep and at least one donkey, a group of shepherds and three wise men (often shown 
in the Nativity) crowded in a tiny stable. Have you ever wondered what it would have been like to be 
in Bethlehem the night of Christ’s birth? If you could be in the stable with the animals and the holy 
family on that first Christmas, whose eyes would you want to view the Nativity through? This question 
was posed to Trinity’s youth. 

“Of course I’d be Mary. I want to hold a baby!” 

“I would be Joseph, I guess. He’s pretty cool. He took Mary to Bethlehem.” 

“A wise man because, you know, they’re wise!” 

“I’d like to see Jesus through Mary’s eyes. Imagine being able to hold the Son of God.” 

“The wise men traveled far to see the newborn King. It would be fun to see the world. And if a wise 
man was able to bring gold to a baby, he must have been rich.” 

“The inn keeper isn’t pictured in the nativity, but I would really like to look at Joseph and Mary through 
the inn keeper’s eyes. This guy was so generous. His inn was completely full and yet he found a safe 

place for them. I wonder if he knew this baby was the promised one?” 

“I want to fly, so I would either be an angel or a dove. From up above you would get to see it all.” 

“The sheep are cute and they have a shepherd who protects them.” 

“I want to be the bird (dove) because you can fly and eat worms.” 

“Taking care of animals is fun. I’d like to be a shepherd and care for the sheep. Also, they were one of 
the first to learn baby Jesus had been born.” 



“I want to be baby Jesus because you would get all of the presents!” 

Each perspective of the Nativity has its advantages. Yet one thing remains the same……Jesus was 
sent into this messy world to save us from our sins. That is good news!   

Prayer: Heavenly Father, thank you for the gift of your precious Son. Amen. 

 

December 23, 2022               Faith                  Sheila Anderson  

2 Corinthians 5:7 “For we walk by faith, not by sight.” Deuteronomy 31:6 “Be strong and courageous. 
Do not be afraid or terrified because of them, for the LORD your God goes with you; he will never 
leave you nor forsake you.”               
                   
This has been a very stressful year. It started with Devon having emergency open heart surgery for a 
torn aorta. A 4 am call saying, “your son is in the emergency room!  Please come quickly to help with 
granddaughter.” At first, we did not know what was wrong, other than he was in immense pain. By 10 
am he was in surgery. He has now been given clearance by the doctor to drive again. Those that 
know Devon know this has not been easy for him to sit home, unable to do anything for weeks. Life 
back to normal.             
                          
Then in July we found out Aidan has a 3 cm hole in his heart……another open-heart surgery, August 
8. He had to go to the Mayo Clinic in Minnesota. He was back home three days later. As of October 
31, he could carry his own back pack himself. He is also playing basketball this year. His first game 
was October 25. Life back to normal.      

My sister was diagnosed with pre-cancer of the uterus. Another surgery. She is completely healed 
and cancer free. Life back to normal.        

Then October 1st I had to take my dog Maggie in for emergency surgery. Somehow, she peeled back 
skin on her back right knee. 7 stitches later, she is doing great. Life back to normal.   
               
Through all this I never once lost faith that God was with each family member. I just knew God would 
pull them through. This actually made my faith stronger. All we have to do is put our trust in God, and 
he can do anything.    

When life feels like it is too much, put your faith in God. He will never let you down. We can get back 
to normal even when we are given many curve balls. I am looking forward to 2023. God is good.  

Prayer: Lord, be with us as we navigate life’s troubled waters. You give us the strength and faith to 
get through anything and everything. Amen. 

 



December 24, 2022                 Circles              Penelope Smith  

2 Peter 3:8 “Don’t overlook the obvious here, friends. With God, one day is as good as a thousand 
years, a thousand years as a day.”          

During Advent, I feel surrounded by circles. Besides my Advent wreath, I have a wire wreath frame; I 
use zip ties and florist wire to affix boughs gathered from the mountains during Thanksgiving 
weekend. I make Swedish saffron Christmas bread in the shape of a circle.     
                         
I tend to think of time as past, present and future. As a person whose brain thinks in linear terms, 
circles remind me that there might just possibly be other perspectives. For example, people from 
other cultures conceptualize time differently. And wouldn’t God, being eternal, hold a radically 
different view of time than I do?           
                               
As a child in the 1960s, the nightly news told me of all the social change movements. The 1970s 
appeared to be a time when many issues were being resolved and our society was moving toward a 
better future. But today, many of those issues from 50 years ago are again “hot topics”. I find it 
disconcerting to be revisiting things that I had presumed to be “settled.”   

One gift of the liturgical church is its emphasis on the circles of life, asking us to revisit the familiar 
again and again. So, as we are called into Advent, perhaps this is a year to let the four Advent 
candles nestled in a circular wreath speak to us from God’s perspective on time. Let us have the faith 
that God knows what’s on our hearts, allowing us to hope for a more equitable world as today we 
love  others (even those who irritate us) and work toward peace. 

Prayer:  O Lord, Why am I continuously trapped in this sense of urgency?  Let me enter into your 
presence and taste the eternal, timeless, everlasting love. Invite me to let go of my time-bound 
anxieties, preoccupations, and worries. Amen. 

December 25, 2022        

 


