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November 29 

Isaiah 64:1-9 

A Letter to God for the start of Advent 2020 

 

Dear God, 

I have a complaint—actually, several 

complaints.  

Advent is supposed to be a time of 

preparation for your coming into the world, 

but we have a problem this year, as you 

know. We have spent a whole year going 

through this Covid thing and dealing with a 

government that has issued confusing, often 

idiotic instructions about how to deal with it, 

and it continues to get worse each day.  

To make matters worse, as I write this, 

many of our citizens have not accepted the 

results of the recent presidential election, 

and communication between the opposing 

sides has broken down. Leaders in Congress 

on one side of the aisle pass those on the 

other without greeting or speaking. And 

even I’m not talking to my neighbors whom 

I have known for years. 

I’m tired and fed up! I just want to have a 

nice traditional Christmas with family whom 

I only see during the holidays. I want to put 

up Christmas decorations, go Christmas 

shopping, and watch my grandkids unwrap 

their gifts beneath the tree, but even if I 

could do all that, I’m just not in the mood. 

Christmas this year will be a Zoom event, 

whatever that means. 

Cast some light on my confusion. 

Sincerely 

Confused 

 

 

 

 

 

————————————————— 

Dear Confused 

Stay awake! Stay focused! Hang on!  

I’m coming, and it will be wonderful! 

With Love 

God 

 

[Note: Letters to God are all a contribution 

from Michael Colvin, aka Fax.] 

 

 

 

 

 

November 30 

Waiting for the Light 

Psalm 79: 8b, 9 & 13 

(8b) Let your compassion come speedily to 

meet us, for we are brought very low. (9) 

Help us, O God of our salvation, for the 

glory of your name; deliver us, and forgive 

our sins, for your name’s sake.   (13) Then 

we your people, the flock of your pasture, 

will give thanks to you forever; from 

generation to generation we will recount 

your praise. 

On reading poem in the book of Psalms, I 

am struck by the depth of despair felt by 

generations before us.  Here we are 

bemoaning the restrictions and limits of 

living through a Pandemic, feeling frustrated 

and separated.  We miss gathering together 

to work, to eat, to play, to make music.  We 

miss going to the library, going to church, 

going to the gym, going to the movies.  We 

miss the light that our activities bring to our 

days.   

But let’s not forget to offer thanks and praise 

for what we have, for what we have 

discovered in these 200 plus days of 

different ways of staying connected.  We are 

not just “waiting for the light”.  We have the 



ability to let the light in.  God is shining now 

– day and night.  God is present, just waiting 

for us to notice and open our blinds. 

—Laura Frye 

 

 

December 1 

Psalm 79  

This Psalm is a cry, a lament, and is 

vengeful. Jerusalem is in ruins, the faithful 

have been slaughtered. The land has been 

overrun, defiled, and mocked by its 

neighbors.  The Israelites ask, ‘how long 

will you be angry?’ ‘Instead of being angry 

at us, pour out your anger on the nations that 

do not know you.’ ‘Let your compassion 

come speedily to meet us for we are brought 

very low.’ And they promise, ‘when you 

have avenged us sevenfold, we will give 

thanks to you forever.’ 

These ancients do not sound so different 

than us, do they?  If we modernize the 

language and the details, we could be 

lamenting, “We have a government that 

seems not to care, other countries in the 

world mock us, the protections of our land 

and energy are being abused, where is their 

morality, their sense of humanity?” 

We plead, “don’t hold the sins of our 

ancestors against us (slavery, injustice, 

oppression), why should other countries 

laugh at us? We are brought low and need 

your compassion, if only you would destroy 

the government and let us have a new one 

we would give thanks to you!” 

How depressing that people haven’t 

changed.  

Just as the ancients wondered when light 

would come to them, we have spent 2020 

wondering when light would come to our 

nation, our world. We feel the same 

darkness, the same weight. What do we 

want the light to look like?  

We know what happened after the darkness 

the Israelites lived in; they got a savior. But 

how disappointed they must have been to 

see that it was a baby, not a magic wand-

waving deliverer. There was still work for 

them to do to understand. 

I don’t believe in a ‘magic wand’ God, I 

believe in a God that believes in us, a God 

that relies on us to do the hard work of 

justice, mercy, and forgiveness. In this time 

of political unrest, pandemic, natural 

disasters, we lament, and we mourn, and 

then we come together to do the work.  

How hopeful we can be that God continues 

to speak to us, showing us again and again 

the power to be had in the teaching and 

example of Jesus.  

—Terri Wyborny 

 

 

December 2 

Psalm 79. Micah 5:1-5a. Luke 21:34-38 

All three of these scripture passages speak to 

me of anxiety and unrest, of the prayer that 

relief and peace is coming after the terrible 

trials and upheaval of the present and what 

can be seen of the future.  

It can be so easy to focus my eyes on the 

losses of this year, on the not-knowing of 

tomorrow. Since March, our little family has 

remained isolated, only seeing one or two 

friends at a time, only outside, at a distance. 

All our activities in our once sprawling lives 

are now accomplished from home. There is 

suffering and loss in this. There is sacrifice 

and sadness, but we are also finding joy. I 

haven’t had this much time with my children 

since they were babies. With the ever 

increasing pace of their lives, I never 

thought I would again. The kids have 



bonded in a way they might not have 

without the constant closeness. Under the 

weight and the pressure of this year, my 

husband and I have drawn closer, rather than 

pulling apart. We’ve all had the time for 

deep conversations about the state of the 

world and our nation, to dive to the bottom 

of new activities, to really learn about things 

we couldn’t or wouldn’t pause for in our old 

lives. 

I have had to grieve the death of my life as it 

was. As with all grief, there has been anger 

and denial and bargaining and deep, 

unrelenting depression at times. The 

stretches of acceptance and grace are 

growing though. The times when I hope for 

relief and believe in peace are longer and 

longer. The deep knowing that I am not 

alone, that the light will return, that there are 

lessons to be learned in this time, that there 

are blessings to be given and received is 

growing every day. 

Our whole world is filled with the churn of 

anxiety and unrest. It always has been. It 

probably always will be.  I understand that 

so many things are beyond my control, but I 

can choose how I respond right now. I can 

stay in anger and denial, or I can walk 

toward acceptance, love, and grace. I can be 

God’s love for my family, for my church 

community, for my larger world in whatever 

ways I am able to manage. I can learn this 

lesson, in the middle of this upheaval. I can 

always choose love. 

—Geneva Houx 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

December 3  

Psalm 85 

David prays for deliverance from national 

adversity, recalling that God has favored the 

faithful in the past.  I connect this passage to 

the divinity we've been taught for much of 

the past twenty years, and I hear the call of 

many that we must practice ‘shouting 

louder.’  But tucked into this Psalm in verse 

8: “Let me hear.” and that has been on my 

mind a lot this past year.  

 We’ve learned to shout so very loud 

 we can indeed incite a crowd. 

 We’ve learned to rant and to rave 

 as if it is our soul to save; 

 But from the best that I can tell, 

 we’ve forgotten how to listen well. 

To me this ties in well with 1 Thessalonians 

1, in which Paul says (paraphrased) 

‘They will know we are Christians by our 

love.’ 

May we listen well this Advent season, and 

share the peace of Christ. 

—Sandy Freeman 

 

 

December 4 

Jeremiah 1:4-10 

A Letter from God 

 

Dear Confused 

I have been watching you, and I thank you 

for taking my advice to heart. You’ve been 

awake. You’ve been listening. You’ve been 

steadfast in looking for me in these difficult 

dark days. I know it is not easy to hear my 

voice amid the cacophony the world throws 

at you on every side. But guess what! I 

chose you to bear my torch… the truth that 

is coming into the world. And do you know 

why?  Because I knew you would work at it. 



Here is a little advice to help you do an even 

better job:  

1. Be confident! You’re not fresh off the 

banana boat. You will be able to deliver 

my light to the world. Remember, even a 

little light is effective in the darkest of 

places. 

2. For Heaven’s sake, do not be afraid of 

controversy. For much of your audience, 

my message of hope for the future is 

controversial. Many will doubt, but that’s 

OK because it’s up to them to work out 

their own salvation…not you. 

From now on, I have a new name for you. I 

will call you Fax Signifer, “Torch Bearer.” 

It may take time to live into that name, but I 

am confident you can do it. 

With Love 

God 

 

 

December 5  

Psalm 85:1-2, 8-13 

This is a strange time for senior homes. I 

work in an adult foster home. Like many 

care settings, we have been on lockdown 

since March. Aside from residents, the only 

people allowed in are staff, medical 

professionals, and loved ones of residents 

receiving hospice care. 

There is a sense of loss. The residents talk 

about missing their loved ones. Short (and 

long) visits that were routine and expected 

have been put on hold. We don’t know with 

any certainty when visitors will be allowed 

in again. But we adapt. 

Nightly visits have become nightly facetime 

calls. Phone calls and pictures are more 

important than ever.  

Mealtimes in particular have become a 

highlight of the day. I see the residents 

staying late after the meal is over, talking 

about memories, their frustrations, their 

worries, their joys. They are leaning on each 

other as a community. 

We don’t know when this is going to end. 

We don’t know what the end of this is going 

to look like. But I see people taking care of 

each other, and it gives me hope. 

I’m going to keep praying. 

—Leo Barrett 

 

 

December 6 

Isaiah 40 1-11 

It’s going to be okay . . .  My heart needs to 

hear this, that even before Christ, God’s 

promise was clear.  It’s going to be okay.  

“Comfort, O comfort my people.”  I can’t 

read this line without hearing my husband’s 

tenor voice soaring over the leaves he is 

raking as he rocks out to Handel’s 

“Messiah” in his headphones.  Those leaves 

are a beautiful cycle that I can count on, 

even as I count on the comfort of being a 

child of God. 

It won’t always be this hard.  From a Bible 

study in my teenage years, I have 

highlighted Isaiah 40:3 “A voice cries out: 

‘In the wilderness prepare the way of the 

Lord, make straight in the desert a highway 

for our God.’”  What is it that struck me 

then about that verse?  I think it is that this is 

our job, to do God’s work in this world, to 

be the hands and feet of Christ.  We aren’t 

alone, however, in our efforts.  Verse 4 tells 

us that the valleys shall be lifted up, the 

mountains and hills lowered, the uneven 

ground level and the rough places plain.  

Phew!  That’s good news because 

sometimes, in times like this, all of the 

efforts seem so very challenging.  It won’t 

always be this hard. 



“The glory of the Lord shall be 

revealed…”  I long for that day.  That feels 

like my vision of Heaven.  When things are 

easier (refer back to those rough places that 

are now plain), when we are comforted.  The 

promise God gave to each of us, that “the 

word of our God (that) will stand forever” 

remains as true for them as it does for me, 

for you.  In verse 8 it says that the grass 

withers, earlier it reminds us the grass is a 

metaphor for the people.  It is true that 

people do come and go.  God’s promise 

remains.  Verse 11 reminds me, “He will 

feed his flock like a shepherd; he will gather 

the lambs in his arms, and carry them in his 

bosom, and gently lead the mother sheep.” 

God, your promise remains true.  My hope 

remains in you in anticipation of the coming 

of your beloved child, Jesus Christ.  We 

anticipate this advent season as we 

anticipate the changing colors of the leaves 

in our town.  Remind me of your promise of 

hope.  Write on my heart the absolute joy of 

being a child of God, that I might share that 

joy with others and do your work in this 

world.  Give us the strength, courage and 

wisdom we need so that those rough places 

are plain and we can do your work in this 

world.  Thank you for your promise, your 

hope in this advent season and from the 

beginning of time.   

Amen 

—Melissa Joy Timm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

December 7 

Psalm 27:1 – The Lord is my light and my 

salvation - whom shall I fear? The Lord is 

the stronghold of my life -- of whom shall I 

be afraid?  

Psalm 27:4 – One thing I ask from the Lord, 

this only do I seek: that I may dwell in the 

house of the Lord all the days of my life, to 

gaze on the beauty of the Lord and to seek 

him in his temple. 

When have you been afraid?  Think about it 

a moment. 

What pulled you through?  Where did you 

find strength? 

Are you afraid now?  Where do you find 

solace? 

I’ve had times in my life when I’ve been 

afraid, or should have been:  As a small 

child walking off a floating dock onto the 

lily pads.  As a teenager paddling a canoe 

across a large lake in a wild thunder storm.  

As an older teenager from a small town 

marrying a young man enlisting in the Air 

Force.  As a young mom giving birth in a 

tiny hospital on a tiny island in the Atlantic.  

As a mother watching her 6-year-old get on 

a school bus with armed guards.  As a 

recently retired senior moving from 

familiarity to a foreign land (Oregon).  As 

an older retiree facing the unknowns of an 

unpredictable autoimmune disease.  Turning 

70 in 2020 amid a pandemic and political 

turmoil.  

I would love to say that my strong faith got 

me through every situation with no fear. Not 

so much. Now I believe that even when I 

was not aware of God’s presence, God was 

and is with me on my journey.  

God’s Spirit is here among us to lovingly 

hold us.  To warm us and fill us.  Us - you 

and me. That we may dwell in the house of 

the Lord all the days of our lives.  To see the 

beauty around us.  To seek God’s presence 

now so we can be strong and take heart.  



PRAYER:  Holy God, we come to you with 

trepidation. The world of 2020 is scary. 

Lord, hold us in your arms, walk with us 

through our fears and trials. Let us be 

aware of beauty, your beauty, in the good 

things - a picture, a song, the delivery 

person, a nurse, a neighbor who waves. 

Help us reflect your beauty to others. Lord, 

we thank you, we worship you, we praise 

your Holy Name!  We trust you.   Amen 

—Sandy Mueller 

 

 

December 8 

Psalm 27 

Fax's 2020 Daily Journal - Entry #343 

Dear Journal 

Today I can’t see the future any better than I 

could a month ago right after the election. 

Now back in Covid-19 lockdown the future 

seems even murkier. Many of my relatives 

and friends would agree. They are more 

anxious and unsettled now than they have 

been in months. We are on the longest 

rollercoaster ride of our lives.  

What keeps me going each day is the 

knowledge that I have nothing to fear, even 

death itself, because I am a part of God—

what the Psalmist referred to as dwelling in 

“the house of the LORD,” the place of 

perfect clarity. 

I have every reason to remain watchful and 

awake for the signs of God’s presence, the 

Lux Aeterna that penetrates the darkest 

moments of life. In fact, I am confident that 

God’s goodness is not far off and 

remember… God said it would be 

wonderful! 

Fax Signifer 

 

 

December 9 

Too Good to Be True! 

Zachariah laughed in disbelief when the 

angel told him that he and Sarai would have 

a son. They’d waited so long, after all. It 

was ridiculous! God’s love, God’s gift was 

too much to be believed. But that gift, 

entrusted to them to nurture, would change 

them and change the world. 

Is there an “unbelievable” gift in your life?  

What will it take for you to accept and 

nurture it? How might it change you?  

—Deena Barrett 

 

 

December 10 

Habakkuk 2:1-5 

For these devotions, Brendan gave us 

several scriptures to choose from for our 

assigned day. In complete honesty, I chose 

this one because I love the name Habakkuk.  

Habakkuk! What a great name. 

Then I read the section of Habakkuk (gonna 

get it in there as often as I can).  The words I 

hear are: Be Patient. 

Habakkuk is telling the listener to be patient. 

To write down what needs to be recorded, 

and then wait. “There is still a vision for the 

appointed time; it speaks of the end, and 

does not lie. If is seems to tarry, wait for it; 

it will surely come, it will not delay.” 

 Be patient. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Be patient 

The light is coming 

—Terri Wyborny 



December 11 

Philippians 3:12-16 

Fax's 2020 Daily Journal - Entry #346 

Dear Journal 

It’s hard finding ways to mark this season, a 

season characterized by the need for social 

distancing. I’m looking for new ideas to 

welcome Jesus at a moment of history so 

unlike any I have ever experienced. If I am 

successful, I will be ready to meet whatever 

challenges the future holds. 

I constantly remind myself that Christians 

have faced dark and uncertain times before. 

The Black Plague, countless wars and 

rumors of war, political and religious 

oppression are in our past, and we have not 

only survived those dark times but often 

shone brightly. There will be future 

challenges that we will likewise overcome 

with the light eternal. 

Compared to the light that cast out the 

darkness of past troubles, Covid-19 and 

Christmastide on Zoom seem like pretty 

small potatoes. It’s time to finishing putting 

on my “big boy pants” and get on with it. 

I’ve got one leg in already. 

Fax Signifer 

 

 

December 12 

Matthew 21:28-32 

Fax's 2020 Daily Journal - Entry #347 

Dear Journal 

We are such a jaded people, we Christians! 

I’m supposed to confidently carry the good 

news into the world that we can take heart 

because God is showing up, but I often find 

it easier to believe some far-flung 

conspiracy theory. Just as often, I don’t find 

much help from other Christian brothers and 

sisters in dispelling my skepticism. I feel 

God’s call and I respond, “I’m on it, Lord!” 

and then do nothing. 

Why is that? Maybe it’s because I’ve been 

around this block too many times to see 

anything new. I honestly feel more effective 

offering Christmas greetings to those who 

are really suffering—houseless folks, people 

in mourning, and others who are “down and 

out”—if my interaction with them is short. 

I’m not really comfortable with strangers, 

you know. 

But maybe, somehow out of my 

awkwardness borne of privilege and good 

fortune, my words of greeting and good 

news will light a candle in the darkness that, 

let’s admit it, both of us are living in. Maybe 

the candle will become a chandelier lighting 

up both our spirits. Maybe I will try.  

Feeling it again! 

Fax Signifer 

 

 

December 13 

To have an unshakable faith is a gift from 

God. In the time of Jesus, an unwed 

pregnancy would result in ostracism by 

“decent folks.” Mary, no doubt was very 

isolated and lonely during her early 

pregnancy, and perhaps that is the reason 

she went to visit her older, also pregnant, 

relative, Elizabeth. Instead of being 

chastised for immoral behavior, Elizabeth, 

and her unborn child, could sense her special 

status in the scheme of things. 

The fact that Elizabeth recognized and 

praised her as a ‘special’ woman delighted 

Mary, and her response was not the typical 

response of a mother-to-be. Instead, she 

sang a song of praise and gratitude to God, 

describing all of God’s attributes and 

powers, and closing with God’s promise 

“…to be merciful…forever. Mary believed 

this with all her heart, and it was her faith 



that enabled her to endure the social 

pressures that were thrust upon her.  

Today, we all endure extraordinary 

pressures and isolation, brought on by 

COVID-19. We didn’t cause this, and yet 

each of us has to bear the inconvenience and 

disruption of our normal activities and the 

lack of direct person-to-person contact with 

others. 

 Maintaining our faith in God’s healing 

power, and the promise of mercy forever can 

be the supports we lean on in our times of 

great need. God will provide. 

Creator God,  

We praise you for the many blessings in our 

lives. We ask that you would empower us 

with faith like Mary’s, and the ability to 

endure the hardships in our lives. Let us 

never forget that with You, we can face 

anything that comes our way. 

In Jesus’ name we pray. Amen. 

—Myra Beeler 

 

 

December 14 

Ephesians 6:10-17 

Wow!  I can see Paul witnessing the Roman 

soldiers and being inspired to create this 

analogy.  I believe we can use his insights in 

these tumultuous times to assist us.  He lists 

various items, which I’ll discuss in a re-

arranged order. 

The breastplate of righteousness reminds us 

to be integrous and moral.  It works well 

with the belt of truth.  As you strap that 

around you, know that honesty brings us 

together, while misunderstandings and 

hidden agendas can divide us.  Right now, 

staying in communication is a critical way to 

support each other through COVID.  Give 

someone a call!  

The helmet of salvation helps us suspend 

judgment as Christ modeled repeatedly, thus 

transforming our perceptions, and giving us 

clarity.  This allows us to move clear-

headedly through the world around us. 

The shield of faith is our trust in God and 

Jesus to always be with us, which 

extinguishes doubt.  We are thus 

empowered. 

The gospel of peace, while not an item, is a 

powerful reconciliation to God which is 

sorely needed for ourselves and the world.  

It is a bond of unity created by Spirit with 

the Creator, and is spoken of often in Jesus 

teachings.  Take a moment now, to feel this, 

by closing your eyes and breathing God’s 

love and peace deeply into your lungs.  

Invite and allow it to permeate every cell of 

your body, dissolving all else.  Just be, for a 

minute in this energy of love and peace. 

Lastly the sword of Spirit, which is the only 

offensive item included.  This is comprised 

of God’s word, and prayer.  Incredibly 

powerful!  I see this as a reminder to 

prayerfully fill yourself with God’s light, 

surrounding yourself with it.  You are 

protected.  You can move through your day 

with this protective light around you, 

surrounded by a golden reflective seal that 

allows your peace to remain unaffected by 

outside disturbances, since all else is 

reflected back to its source.  For this, we 

give heart-felt thanks.  And so it is. 

—Renee Mills 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



December 15 

Acts 3:17-4:4 

Fax's 2020 Daily Journal - Entry #350 

Dear Journal 

Following the first Easter, the disciples and 

their followers put the religious authorities 

on edge. By crucifying Jesus, they thought 

they had dealt a death blow to the Jesus 

Movement, this popular uprising among the 

poor, sick and other disenfranchised people 

of Judea. Instead, they soon found 

themselves involved in a serious game of 

“Whack-a-Mole.”  These rumors of Jesus 

having resurrected from the dead had to 

stop, but as soon as they would put them 

down in one place, they would rise again in 

another. What was worse, the number of 

believers was growing daily. Pretty soon, 

they believed, they, the religious leadership 

of Judea, would be swallowed up by “fake 

news.”   

The good news for our day is that the people 

in authority over us still don’t like it when 

truth is spoken. What’s even better is the 

more that truth is spread, the harder it is to 

stop. When the light of truth is suppressed 

by those in power, that is a sure sign that the 

powerful are fearful of it.  

Light always eliminates the darkness. 

Wherever there is light, even if only very 

little, the darkness is vanquished. 

Fax Signifer 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

December 16 

Psalm 125 

Those who trust in the Lord are like Mt 

Zion, which cannot be shaken but endures as 

the mountains surround Jerusalem, so the 

Lord surrounds his people now and 

forevermore. 

This is a reminder to look up. Stand up 

straight, breath in the cleansing Oregon air, 

look to the horizon, broaden your shoulders, 

open your arms, embrace the expectant 

waiting of Advent. If you’ve been hunched 

by the pandemic, look to the mountains, 

look up. You’ve probably gotten ‘air hugs’ 

from friends who are respectfully keeping 

their distance. When we drive home from 

Portland and get off Hwy 26 and into the 

beauty of the flat and fertile fields 

surrounding Forest Grove, I breathe a sigh 

of relief. Often the Coastal Range is the 

color of blue jeans and the sky is apricot.  

The mountains surround us and are an air 

hug from God. Open your heart to it, stand 

tall. 

 

 “Hope” is the thing with feathers 

 by Emily Dickinson 

“Hope” is the thing with feathers - 

That perches in the soul - 

And sings the tune without the words - 

And never stops - at all - 

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard - 

And sore must be the storm - 

That could abash the little Bird 

That kept so many warm - 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land - 

And on the strangest Sea - 

Yet - never - in Extremity, 

It asked a crumb - of me. 

—Mary Mullen 

 

 



December 17 

Psalm 27   

Helen Lewis has been my friend since the 

first group of Stephen Ministers were 

commissioned in 1985.  She grew up in a 

privileged Pittsburgh family and was, like 

her father, friend to all.  One day she was 

walking with a group of teens, black and 

white, when one youth’s grandmother 

shouted from across the street:  ‘Putze!  

Putze!' (Helen's pet name) 

“Putze, your verse is Psalm 27.  Don’t you 

ever forget that!’ Helen, like Psalm 27, 

reminds me of a graphic novel that just came 

out this year.  Here is a page (adapted) from 

‘The Boy, the Mole, the Fox and the Horse.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sandy Freeman 

 

 

December 18 

2 Samuel 6: 14, 15, 19 

And David danced before the Lord with all 

his might…  David and all the house of 

Israel brought up the ark of the Lord with 

shouting, and with the sound of trumpet. 

This verse reminds me how music is a 

special way of celebration. 

As you read this, my Dad is one month into 

his 100th year.  No wild parties, like 

David’s, but we did celebrate with 

music.  Dad visited me, wearing a mask of 

course.  He wanted to try out my new 

piano.  A note of explanation: The piano 

itself is not new, it is in fact 101 years old, 

one year up on my Dad.  But it’s new to 

me.  I haven’t had a piano in the house for 

years.   

Val Evers 

 

 

December 19 

John 7:40-52 

A Letter to God 

 

Dear God 

In Jesus’s day there were lots of conflicting 

opinions about who he was. Some believed. Others 

called him a liar and deceiver. Still others attacked 

him for being a “country bumpkin” from Galilee. 

Though that happened over two thousand years ago, 

it sounds a lot like today. People are being attacked 

because of their faith or their politics. How can I 

decide what is true and what isn’t? 

Fax Signifer 

 

—————————————— 

Dear Fax 

 

Nicodemus had the right idea. To sort out 

truth from fiction, get to know the one you 

might accuse, then: 

1. Hear them out. Listen to them. Get to 

know them. Don’t try to convince them 

that your way of thinking is right.  

2. Pay more attention to what they are 

doing than what they say they believe. 

Their beliefs and actions should reflect 

one another. If they are out of sync, be 

careful. Remember Duck’s Rule… “If it 

walks like a duck, etc.” 

 



3. Here’s the hard part… love them no 

matter what. That means more than 

saying a simple prayer. If you believe 

that love is the way, your actions will 

show it. Put feet on your prayers. 

4. Remember, I’m always with you, Fax. 

Stick with me. 

Love, 

God 

 



 

 

December 20  

John 1:1-18 

This passage, with its beautiful imagery and 

poetic language, has always been one of my 

favorites.  And the power of that 

statement:  “The Word became Flesh”! 

Usually we think of this phrase as referring 

to Christ coming to earth in the form of the 

man Jesus, but it can mean so much more. 

The Word of God – the creative force, 

divine spark, the holy impetus – is made 

flesh: made real, and alive, and active in our 

world.  No longer a concept, but a 

manifestation, a reality, the True Light 

underlying all things.   

Even when, as now, darkness seems to seep 

into every corner of our lives, the text 

assures us that the True Light enlightens all, 

with the capacity to bring healing and peace. 

We can see the Light – the holy energy of 

love, strength, and creativity – shining as 

people adjust, adapt, and find new and 

innovative ways to go about our lives.  We 

see it in the passion, compassion, and 

commitment of folks speaking up and 

showing up, determined to shine more of the 

Light into the dark places. 

The coming of the Word into the world is 

being revealed to us through Christ, showing 

us the light of the Divine dwelling in each 

one of us, “full of grace and truth”. 

Let us shine!  Amen. 

Sue Armentrout 

 

 

December 21  

1 Samuel 1:1-18 

Hannah wanted a son.  I mean, Hannah 

really wanted a son.  Every year was the 

same dreaded trip to the temple.  Every year 

she watched her husband pass out helpings 

of the sacrificial meal to the rival wife and 

all of her children.  And every year a 

childless Hannah was subjected to the 

endless fits of gloating and shaming of that 

cruel other woman.  It didn’t matter that her 

husband loved her.  It didn’t matter that he 

gave her an extra helping of the meal and a 

shoulder to cry on.  Hannah couldn’t eat.  

She couldn’t sleep.  Every fiber of her body 

was gnarled in angst.  She wanted a son.  A 

son would fix everything.   

So she went to the temple to pray, crying out 

to God in her heart with the fervor of a 

Pentecostal.  And when Eli, the baffled 

priest accused her of being drunk, she 

poured out her heart to him.  Perhaps Eli 

was being earnest, or maybe after the long 

awkwardness of watching a woman in pain 

he was anxious to see her off.  But he offers 

Hannah a blessing and tells her to go in 

peace.  That was enough to forever change 

Hannah.  Still not knowing if she would ever 

have a son, she returned to her miserable 

situation with a radiant face and ate heartily.     

I think I can relate.  I think we all can.  2020 

has been the cruel rival wife, taunting us 

with all of the things we are lacking to feel 

whole.  It doesn’t matter that we are loved or 



that we have enough food to eat or that – 

through Zoom – we have a shoulder to cry 

on.  Every fiber of our body is gnarled in 

angst.  And whereas in April we cried out to 

God with a Pentecostal fervor, we’re just 

tired now.  So for us all, I will summon the 

blessing of Eli.  “Go in peace.  And may the 

God of Israel give you what you have asked 

of him.”  Like Hannah, we don’t know what 

our future holds.  But we can choose to look 

for the light.  In this miserable situation, let 

us bask in the joy of the season.  Let us eat 

heartily and don a radiant face.  Let us, my 

sisters and brothers, go in peace.   

Larissa Whalen Garfias  

 

 

December 22 (Submission 1) 

Luke 1:46b-55 

My bubble is a foggy day through which I 

can only see six feet ahead.  My life – like 

yours – has changed a lot with the 

pandemic.  I used to romp through a world 

of color, tasting, seeing and touching 

everything.  But now I hardly stray more 

than a mile from my house.  I used to send 

my kids to school to learn but now I am their 

teacher.  I used to welcome my patients with 

a smile and open arms but now I am covered 

by a face shield, an N95 mask, gloves, and a 

fear that one of them may accidentally infect 

me.  I used to hug my family but I haven’t 

seen them since March.  I used to like 

reading my Bible and going to church but 

even God seems distant now.   

Wait!  Before you put this passage down and 

have a good long cry, let me remind us of 

this.  We are not the first people in history to 

face tough times.  This year is just one 

thread in the intricate fabric of our narrative.  

And although it seems that 2020 was 

especially cursed, our struggles are far from 

unique.  Human history is littered with 

pandemics, unruly politicians, and crises to 

which there seemed no end.     

That’s why the Song of Mary in Luke’s 

gospel shines to me like a lighthouse 

through the fog.  In it I am reminded of the 

ageless mystery of God who chose a poor, 

teenage girl to raise his child.  I am 

reminded of God’s enduring mercy and of 

his love for the impoverished.  I am 

reminded of God’s firm commitment to 

justice and his disdain for tyranny.  And 

especially important to me right now, I am 

reminded of the extraordinary life of Jesus 

and his call to radical love which transcends 

time, crises, pandemics, and political 

regimes.  It is a call that Christians have 

heard through every possible circumstance 

for thousands of years.  And it is a call that 

we will continue to hear for millennia to 

come.     

Things are different now.  But Immanuel, 

God is with us.  

Larissa Whalen Garfias 

 

  

 

“Love” 

by Lily Mullen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



December 22 (Submission 2)  

Hebrews 8: 1-13 

(Cautionary note from Val Evers:  Read 

these scriptures and feel Paul’s sense of 

urgency and the logical steps he follows to 

communicate.) 

Now of the things which we have spoken, 

this is the sum:  WE HAVE such a high 

priest, who is set on the right hand of the 

throne of the Majesty in the heavens; a 

minister of the sanctuary, and of the true 

tabernacle, which the Lord pitched, not man.  

For every high priest is ordained to offer 

gifts and sacrifices: wherefore it is of 

necessity that this man have somewhat also 

to offer.  For if he were on earth, he should 

not be a priest, seeing that there are priests 

that offer gifts according to the law:  Who 

serve unto the example and shadow of 

heavenly things, as Moses was admonished 

of God when he was about to make the 

tabernacle: for See, saith he, that thou make 

all things according to the pattern showed to 

thee in the mount. 

But now hath he obtained a more excellent 

ministry, by how much also he is mediator 

of a better covenant, which was established 

upon better promises.  For if that first 

covenant had been faultless, then should no 

place have been sought for the second.  For 

finding fault with them he saith, Behold, the 

days come saith the lord, when I will make a 

new covenant with the house of Israel and 

with the house of Judah:  Not according to 

the covenant that I made with their fathers in 

the day when I took them by the hand to 

lead them out of the land of Egypt; because 

they continued not in my covenant and I 

regarded them not, saith the Lord. 

For this is the covenant that I will make with 

the house of Israel, after those days, saith the 

Lord:  I will put my laws into their mind, 

and write them in their hearts: and I will be 

to them a God, and they shall be to me a 

people: and they shall not teach every man 

his neighbor, and every man his brother, 

saying, Know the Lord: for ALL shall know 

me, from the least , to the greatest.  For I 

will be merciful to their unrighteousness, 

and their sins and iniquities will I remember 

no more.  In that he saith, A new covenant 

he hath made the first old.  Now that which 

decayeth and waxeth old is ready to vanish 

away. 

Val’s comments:  Things are looking up!  

That is if you follow the thread of Advent 

readings plucked from the Old and new 

Testaments on this date and on previous and 

later dates.  I learned some new things even 

though I’ve been hearing the story of the 

nativity and the coming of Jesus for most of 

my 68 years!  I really “got it” this time, that 

Christ’s coming signaled a New Covenant 

between God and the people, one that covers 

all persons, of status high and low;  that the 

laws are written in our hearts and that God 

will be merciful!   

Another scripture for this date is:  1 

Samuel 1: 19-28 

26-28 And she said (to Eli), Oh my Lord, as 

thy soul liveth I am the woman that stood 

before thee here, praying unto the Lord.  For 

this child I prayed: and the Lord hath given 

me my petition which I asked of him:  

Therefore also I have lent him to the Lord; 

as long as he liveth he shall be lent to the 

Lord.  And he worshipped the Lord there. 

Val’s comments:  Speaking of promises, 

Hannah’s story is one of promises made and 

kept.  She gave up the child she bore having 

promised she would if so blessed.  Her gift 

elevated Jewish life.  Samuel became a great 

asset in his day and his legacy lives on as 

one of the Jewish and Christian Faith’s most 

beloved keepers. 

Difficult problems can turn around and 

become better than our wildest imaginings!  

Things are looking up!  Keep the Faith, Dig 

Deep, Pray.  



December 23 

Mark 11:1-11 

Fax's 2020 Daily Journal - Entry #358 

The people of Jerusalem met Jesus for the 

first time as he entered the city not on a 

horse like a military leader, but as a peaceful 

prophet riding on a donkey. They were 

expecting some powerful, mighty figure 

who would sweep away the Romans. They 

were looking for their own emperor, but an 

emperor nonetheless. Jesus changed their 

expectations. Something new was in the air. 

Seeing the light of God’s presence isn’t so 

hard if you know what to look for, but I’m 

learning that God comes in ways I 

frequently don’t expect… my dog who is 

teaching me to be a better human, my 

neighbor who tries my limited patience, the 

stranger who approaches me in spite of my 

fear. I come away from each of those 

encounters having met some aspect of Jesus 

I never would have guessed was there. 

 

 

December 24 

Isaiah 9: 2-7 

Parts of this passage are so familiar and 

bring tears to my eyes as I hear the words in 

my mind with the music of Handel’s 

Messiah. We surely are people who have 

been walking in the darkness. The darkness 

and uncertainty of the COVID days, the 

darkness of the skies full of smoke of nearby 

fires, the darkness of deep grief and 

mourning for the loss of several beloveds in 

our community, the darkness of rage at the 

continued killing of Black brothers and 

sisters, the darkness of babies and children 

in cages separated from their parents, the 

darkness of lies told over and over….Need I 

go on?  

However, we have seen a “great light.” It 

has been promised to us and it is surely at 

the end of the tunnel. Can we hold on to the 

light? Can we keep the promise of the Prince 

of Peace? Can we live in the kin-dom 

established and upheld with justice and 

righteousness? 

Surely, if we are committed as a community 

to remind each other and encourage one 

another in acts of loving kindness, we can 

live in the kin-dom. We are capable of 

bringing about justice, each in our own way. 

Wonderful Counselor, teach us, we pray. 

—Susan Shepard 

 

 

Your reflections and notes: 

 

 


