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ADVENT CALENDAR
*acƟvity conƟngent upon local transmission numbers, CD guidelines or weather.

Thursday, November 25 - Friday, November 26 ........... Thanksgiving Holiday
Building/Oﬃce Closed

Sunday, November 29 .......................................... F®ÙÝã SçÄù Ê¥ AòÄã
Tuesday, December 1
Service of Comfort and Hope............................... 6:00 pm, Sanctuary
Sunday, December 6......................................... SÊÄ SçÄù Ê¥ AòÄã

*Meet Me at the Manger ........................................... 4:00—5:30 pm
Monday, December 7 ................................................. Poinse a Order Deadline
On-line and printable order forms available at www.gallowayumc.org,

Friday, December 11

*ECDC Christmas Program .................................................... 9:00 am
Sunday, December 13.......................................... T«®Ù SçÄù Ê¥ AòÄã

*Meet Me at the Manger ........................................... 4:00—5:30 pm
*Tweens Christmas Event .....................................................5:30 pm
Tuesday, December 15
Charge Conference ................................................................5:30 pm
Wednesday, December 16
Christmas Eve Lessons and Carols .........................................6:30 pm
In Sanctuary reserva ons will be available December 14 & 15 at www.gallowayumc.org

Sunday, December 20....................................... FÊçÙã« SçÄù Ê¥ AòÄã
Thursday, December 24 ....................................................... C«Ù®ÝãÃÝ Eò

*Outdoor Candlelight Communion Service, Millsaps Bowl ...4:00 pm
Weather permi ng / local transmission numbers

Christmas Eve Lessons & Carols (livestream) ........................6:00 pm
hƩps://www.livestream.com/gallowayumc
Celebra ng the Sounds of the Season: presented by Galloway’s Chancel Choir and Strings.

Friday, December 25 .......................................................... C«Ù®ÝãÃÝ Dù
Broadcast Christmas Eve Lessons & Carols, ABC (WAPT) ... 12 midnight
Broadcast Christmas Eve Lessons & Carols, MeTV (WAPT AFFILIATE). 6:00 am
Celebra ng the Sounds of the Season: presented by Galloway’s Chancel Choir and Strings.

Thursday, Dec. 24, Friday, Dec. 25, and Monday, Dec. 28 .......... Christmas Holiday
Building Oﬃces Closed

INTRODUCTION
We must hold on to the hope we have, never hesitating to tell people about it.
We can trust God to do what he promised.— Hebrews 10:23
Advent is a season of expectant waiting, watching, and hoping. Beginning four
Sundays before Christmas and ending on Christmas Eve, Advent helps us prepare for
the coming, or “advent,” of the Christ child at Christmas.
This year, in the midst of a challenging pandemic, our lives have been filled with a
different kind of waiting and watching: watching COVID numbers, waiting for a vaccine,
hoping for the time we can regather safely with family and friends... just to name a few.
It’s certainly been a year of waiting and watching that feels quite different than we’ve
experienced before. And yet, as people of faith, we know even a worldwide pandemic
cannot stop the hope and the promise we find in the Grand Miracle of Christmas, the
birth of Jesus, our Saviour. We also know that the hope we carry in our hearts of faith is
bigger than the challenges of this world, even and especially in this pandemic moment,
as we journey once again into such a holy season as Advent. Our God is able, and we
recognize and proclaim the hope and the joy present in the Incarnation of The Word
made Flesh, Immanuel, that not only changed the course of history but has also
transformed our very lives for all eternity.
One of our cherished traditions at Galloway is the Advent Devotional Book. This Advent
we watch and wait; we prepare our hearts, with profound awareness and deep
gratitude for how precious our community of faith is to us as we continue to walk
through unprecedented days. We celebrate and share this Advent hope anew,
together, as a witness to God’s presence and provision in our lives and in our church
this year.
May you be blessed by the Advent reflections shared here. May they remind you that
the hope and light found in Jesus can never be dimmed no matter the circumstance. I
pray this devotional booklet will be an invitation for us all to make ready our lives once
again, as we watch and wait for the miracle of Christmas.
Advent Hope,
Rev. Susannah Grubbs Carr
Associate Pastor

First Sunday of Advent—AM

STILL
Advent is my favorite time of year, as we watch and wait for the birth of the Christ Child.
I especially love the lighting of the Advent candle and Galloway’s tradition of expanding
the beautiful Nativity each week. This is an escape from the busyness of the season,
helping me focus on what is important, on being “still,” in the hope and promise of our
Savior.
What would have been an incredibly busy and scheduled year for me was changed with
the pandemic. Early on, we found ourselves with three adult children working remotely
and living with us at our farm in northeast Mississippi. I considered this a gift as we
learned how to co-exist as adults while giving each other space. We learned how to
disconnect from our overscheduled lives, and how to be “still,” which led us to “see” in
ways we never had before.
My “still” came in the form of a flower garden…creating a pollinator paradise for
butterflies and bees. Digging in the dirt and planting hundreds of plants was incredibly
gratifying. I learned so much about God’s creation and felt I was seeing nature anew.
The garden was my escape, as I waited and watched for my plants to grow. David and I
put up multiple bird feeders, spending hours being “still,” waiting and watching for the
birds. This was a new shared interest, and we felt God’s presence.
My struggle came in my role as caregiver for my 88-year-old father. The challenge was
and is my fear that I will compromise his health from my exposure to others, no matter
how safe I try to be. The gift, however, is the time I get to have with him, despite my
fears. Being “still” has shown me that time is fleeting, and it is precious.
I have always loved the Austrian lullaby “Still, Still, Still.” It reflects the peacefulness of
the manger of Jesus and the hope of salvation. My prayer for you is that you will be
“still,” that you will notice nature, that you will embrace your family, and that you will fully
anticipate the birth of the Christ Child, as together, we watch and wait.
Lyn McMillin

November 29, 2020

First Sunday of Advent—PM
A PRAYER FOR KINDNESS AND COMPASSION
O most gracious and merciful Lord our God,
Who are goodness and love itself; you have commanded
That he who loves you should love his brother also.
Yes, even that we should love our neighbor as ourselves.
Father of mercies,
Forgive me all my sins of being unkind and intolerant.
Give me a heart to abound with loving kindness,
To all who are heirs of your fatherly compassion.
Let me not despise any for being different from myself,
But be kindly affectionate to all,
Desirous of their holiness and happiness.
May I contribute what lies within me, to promote it;
Showing mercy and forgiving others,
Because I myself desire to be forgiven.
Give me, O gracious God, a generous heart, and an open hand;
That I may give cheerfully, and sow plentifully,
While I have time, doing good unto all people.
O that we may all prove ourselves the disciples of our Lord,
By the love, we have one to another.
May our love be without pretense in word, deed, and truth.
May we love one another fervently with a pure heart, and
May we seek the good of all, though we might think them undeserving.
Make us to love them for your holy image appearing in them;
And to set our hearts upon them because You are with them,
Have favor for them, and have loved them with an everlasting love.
O Lord of love, keep me from critically and rashly judging any;
That I may think and hope the best of all,
And love everyone for His sake,
He who has shown the greatest love to us all,
Our dearest Lord, and only Savior, Jesus Christ.
Amen.
Revised by Kay Higginbotham,
From personal prayer book of an ancestor
Written in 1697

November 29, 2020

First Monday of Advent

PRAY WITHOUT CEASING
Rejoice always, pray without ceasing, give thanks in all circumstances;
for this is the will of God in Christ Jesus for you.
1 Thessalonians 5:16-18
What does pray without ceasing have to do with the question posed for this year’s
Advent devotional book?
What have I learned about watching and waiting during this year of dealing with COVID19?
I learned anew that prayer, when shared with a prayer partner, is a gift and a necessity.
I do not know what I would have done in my life if I had not had prayer partners along
the way. Prayer partners with whom you could share every aspect of your life – deepest
hurts, greatest joys, heartfelt regrets and sins, and immense thanksgivings. At times,
these prayer partners carried me when I struggled to carry myself or my faith was
challenged. These prayer partners helped keep me afloat when tragedy struck, and the
answer I hoped for did not come.
During this pandemic, my prayer partner and I have watched for the ways God’s
handiwork has been revealed in our lives, with her often seeing what I had missed or
vice-versa. We have helped each other discern and look for ways that God could use us
even while sheltering at home.
We have certainly waited – waited to see our families, waited to go to church, waited to
see each other, waited to feel safe again. So many circumstances that required waiting.
Yet praying together, even though we had to pray using the phone, we knew that when
two or three were gathered God was with us and waiting was what we had to do.
So there has been a richness in my life during this experience of living in a world where
a disease has caused so much dis-ease. It came from praying without ceasing, with
another, as we watched and waited for God to be with us, Emanuel. May this season of
Advent, in this year of a pandemic, be one in which you know God is with you always.
Karen Redhead

November 30, 2020

First Tuesday of Advent

WAITING AS WE WATCH
Matthew 2: 1-12
We want food immediately, so we jump into the fast-food lane. We want to get to work
two minutes earlier, so we change lanes 12 times, all the while watching our cell
phones. We have so many important things to do on Sunday afternoon that we insist
that church end at noon. Must we always be doing rather than waiting? How much are
we missing by not taking the time to watch? How long are we willing to wait and
watch? Watching means that we must focus our sight on a specific person or object.
Wishing that others would look at you is not watching. Waiting requires that you totally
clear your mind and not be constantly thinking of the next thing that you plan to do.
The story of the Magi has been a part of the Epiphany season, which is that part of the
Christian calendar immediately after Christmas, yet it is certainly one of the most
impressive stories of watching and waiting. Revelation Of The Magi is an apocryphal
text which tells a detailed story of these “wise men.” The story begins with Seth, who
was a son of Adam, a story then passed down from generation to generation,
ultimately culminating with the birth of Jesus. There may have been as many as 12
Magi, whose forbearers had waited centuries for Jesus’ arrival. These “wise men”
were rewarded with the star’s announcement of the birth of Jesus.
If the Magi can wait for hundreds of years, then certainly we can take some time out of
our busy schedules during this Advent season to watch with great focus those things
which are happening around us, hoping that we may be led to perfection just as the
Magi were. We might wait as we contemplate a response to those things said to us by
our friends. We might look at the world around us and look at others rather than
always looking into the mirror.
Waiting is not inaction. Watching is not looking. These are not passive activities. We
saw the star.
George Patton

December 1, 2020

First Wednesday of Advent

SEEKING THE LORD WHEN TROUBLED
I once thought the psalms are for old people; perhaps only now am I old enough to
draw from the beauty and wisdom they contain. During this COVID season with its
absence of meaningful community interaction, the Psalms have been a source of
feasting on the goodness of God.
Attributed to King David while Saul’s men were in hot pursuit to slay him, Psalm 63
reveals one waiting in the wilderness threatened with death. We have days of
loneliness and anxiety-filled nights with perceived threats surrounding us as well.
Listen to the words as subdivided into three sections for reference.
1.

O God, You are my God; early will I seek You; my soul thirsts for You; my
flesh longs for You in a dry and thirsty land where there is no water. So I
have looked for you in the sanctuary, to see Your power and Your glory.

2.

Because Your lovingkindness is better than life, my lips shall praise You.
Thus I will bless you while I live: I will lift up my hands in Your name. My
soul shall be satisfied as with marrow and fatness, and my mouth shall
praise You with joyful lips.

3.

When I remember you on my bed, I meditate on You in the night watches.
Because You have been my help, therefore in the shadow of your wings I
will rejoice. My soul follows close behind You; Your right hand upholds
me. (Psalm 63: 1-8)

I discovered a treasured pattern that can lead us to emulate the unfolding of our own
days with similar reliance on the goodness of God:
1.

The writer proclaims his relationship to God and begins the day seeking
God early. When in need, the psalmist determined to turn to God,
searching for God’s power and glory. We resist the temptation to search
for things that do not and cannot satisfy.

2.

The course of the day is set and three means are before us: serving in
God’s name, determining that we will be satisfied by God’s provision, and
praising God with joy. Those are all choices we make.

3.

And in the night watch when sleeplessness threatens to overtake us, we
determine to practice gratitude, to remember again the faithfulness of God
in the past, and to commit to follow in close proximity. That completes the
day until dawn breaks, and we get to do it again. Practice can make an
idea a habit, which can become a way of life. Thanks be to God.
Marita P. Walton

December 2, 2020

First Thursday of Advent

LIVING IN PSALMS
Learning to live with the disrup ons and indigni es of demen a that have
become part of Mama’s existence has been one of life’s hardest lessons. The
grieving for my darling mother has been ongoing as she recedes from us, yet
this me has also been one of tenderness, service, and connec on. Prior to
the restric ons required by the pandemic, I had been able to visit her five to
seven days a week. Checking on her supplies and spirits, observing and ge ng
to know the Memory Care staﬀ, and, above all, simply being with her. COVID
put an abrupt end to that, exponen ally deepening the chasm of grief and
concern beneath me.
The wai ng is a way of life. I wait on the limited outdoor visits and FaceTime
calls facilitated by busy staﬀ. I watch and wait for the data on facility and
statewide cases, for the shi ing and steady recommenda ons, for news of a
vaccine, for people to put on or pull up their masks. Mama’s decline escalates.
Ini ally, she greeted our FaceTime calls with “There she is,” “That’s my baby
girl,” or “Isn’t she darlin’?” This has shi ed to her repe ve, allencompassing, “wow.” Good days hold the blessing of her radiant smile and
connec ons that flicker as though there is a short in the wiring. On bad days it
feels like I’ve ripped my heart from my chest and slammed it against a wall. I
hang up, drop my cheery façade, compose myself, compartmentalize, and get
back to work.
Singing is the one thing that always connects us. The life me of faith and
decades of singing in the choir con nue to give Mama joy and life. Like the
Psalmists, we rejoice within the sorrows.
I seem to live in the Psalms these days. My heart ebbs with groans,
lamenta ons, and worry, then surges with praise, thanksgiving, and
perseverance. As we long to once again wrap our arms around those we love,
may we feel the arms of God enfolding us in His strong embrace.
1

Sing joyfully to the Lord, you righteous;
it is fi ng for the upright to praise him.

20

We wait in hope for the Lord;
he is our help and our shield.
21
In him our hearts rejoice,
for we trust in his holy name.
22
May your unfailing love be with us, Lord,
even as we put our hope in you.
Psalm 33:1, 20-22

Corinne Alexander Sampson

December 3, 2020

First Friday of Advent

A REPRIVE FROM DENIAL
I spent about five months of this year in complete denial. Denial that this pandemic was
happening. Denial that real, precious, valuable people were dying. Denial that I could
do something about it. And, most importantly, denial that our world had changed
forever. I spent five months telling myself, “Any week now, things will go back to
normal.”
But it never came. Although I’m slowly moving towards acceptance, that doesn’t mean I
think that any of this is “normal.” I absolutely hate it when people use polite terms to talk
about this pandemic—the “new normal.” It’s a phrase which really refers to the loss of
hundreds of thousands of lives, the grief of millions more, and our forever changed way
of life—as if being polite about it could soothe our raw grief, calm our sense of injustice.
Nothing about our lives is “normal” right now, and the season of Advent makes room for
that in our hearts. Over four weeks, we contemplate and anticipate the return of Christ,
when humanity and God will be reconciled, and the Kingdom of God will be on earth.
As Christians, we are called to bring about the Kingdom of God even now, in any small
way we can. Sometimes, I find this calling to be exhausting. How can I bring about the
Kingdom of God when I can do so little to affect the events around me? I often forget
that Christians are also called to look forward to the day when our collective suffering
will cease.
I am overjoyed that this year, Advent has carved out a space for us to accept the
present moment, without any known reprieve. We do not know when this pandemic will
end. But just as Advent reminds us that Christ will come, even though we don’t know
when, this season reminds us that our present suffering, too, shall one day pass away.
And the ransomed of the LORD shall return, and come to Zion with singing; everlasting
joy shall be upon their heads; they shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and
sighing shall flee away. Isaiah 35:10
Lauren Ladner

December 4, 2020

First Saturday of Advent

BEING PRESENT
Have you been on a Zoom call during the time of Coronavirus? If not Zoom, maybe
FaceTime or another one of the ways people have tried to stay connected while being
safely distanced. One of the hardest aspects of the pandemic has been the necessity
of staying in our little bubbles without the personal interactions with others that are so
much a part of a healthy human experience.
Jesus says that “where two or three are gathered in my name, I am with them.” Even
to get two or three together at this time has been difficult, but for me a silver lining
around this dark cloud has been the regular Zoom gathering of our Wesleyan Sunday
School Class. Most of us have been together for well over 30 years and engage
weekly in free-wheeling discussions on the Bible, the Christian’s approach to various
issues of the day, or often a topical book we want to study in-depth. Within this
community we also share our times of happiness and sorrow.
This group, as probably many of the groups you associate with, longs to be back
together in person. Our weekly Zooms, however, have had some advantages. Except
for a bad internet connection, it is hard to come up with an excuse not to tune in. We
can even come in pajamas and robe while nursing our coffee. We get to enter the
homes of those who attend and have the opportunity to see their gardens, or their
kitchens, or the books on their shelves. It almost makes for a more intimate
experience.
As we are all waiting and watching for the end of the pandemic, we can still find ways
to share community. This is especially important as we wait and watch for the birth of
Christ into our world. We wait and watch, but also need to find creative ways at this
time to be sensitive to one another’s needs and be there for each other.
Vaughan McRae

December 5, 2020

Second Sunday of Advent—AM

WAITING FOR CLARITY
Sitting in a transient boat slip, waiting hours for foul weather to clear, I am vastly aware
of the stillness in time and the lack of control I have to go, run, do even harder. I rarely
experience this “captive” realm, even during this current crazy COVID pandemic.
How freeing and uplifting it is to experience moments to wait and watch silently for signs
of promise and hope when my soul seems cluttered and complicated with “stuff” galore.
Only Christ’s birth reminds me of the joy in new life, new beginnings, new changes for
the future and, better yet, the truth of the resurrection to spend before and with HIM.
Never do I have such an opportunity to dwell in the revelations of Scripture, to express
thankfulness for the gifts bestowed, to appreciate our church and church family, to
yearn for the closeness of children, relatives, friends and to hold precious in my heart
the awesome body of Christ during this special Advent season.
I realize I need to wait and watch patiently for Christ’s spirit every single day. Maybe it’s
just the little things I need to recognize and focus on, taking a bird’s eye view?
Whatever it is, grant me specific guidance, as my mind naturally runs marathons in
circles under stress.
Thank you, Lord God, for the son you shared with mankind, for the loving spirit you
share with people far and wide. May I, please, let go of the small stuff that clutters and
binds me in an absolute knot. May you, please, empty then fill my soul with promise and
hope that only your dear son through spirit is able to do. May I be ever reminded how
you, God, love all of us so much. Lastly, may thy will be done.
Carol Albritton Edmonds

December 6, 2020

Second Sunday of Advent—PM

LENS OF FAITH
Since I was a little girl, I have worn glasses to correct my eyesight. The lens in my
glasses has changed as I’ve grown from a little girl to an antique girl.
The clarity of one’s vision can make all the difference, and sharp-sightedness often
depends on the focusing power of the lens we are using. Even distant images can be
brought into crystal clarity with the right optics. In the same way, if we look at our lives
through the lens of Scripture the coming of Jesus is made crystal clear.
Biblical stories I read as a child take on a deeper meaning as I study them with
bifocals. Take, for instance, God’s provision for the Israelites during their 40-year
travels in the wilderness. When the Israelites received the manna in the wilderness,
the Lord provided for their daily need.
He tells us that if we learn to live the life of faith, we will enjoy spiritual victory in every
category of our existence. If we can get a handle on the sufficiency of God—if we can
comprehend the fact that He is one step ahead of our problems and way out in front of
our needs—then we can be “more than conquerors in Christ Jesus.” Our unaided eyes
can’t bring the image into focus. You need lenses so potent that they can focus on
tomorrow and make it seem like today.
Advent reminds us of Jesus’ arrival. Scripture provides us with lenses so potent that
they can focus on tomorrow and make it seem like today.
Sharon Davis

December 6, 2020

DAILY BREAD
I’ve always enjoyed walking and for years before COVID had neighborhood
buddies to join me. Walking alone for the time being, I am grateful to a friend
who shared that she often uses her walk time for prayer.
I started this exercise with the Lord’s Prayer, One part in particular speaks
volumes to me, so much so I have incorporated it into a part of my morning
routine: “Give Me This Day My Daily Bread.”
I am incredibly fortunate not to suffer from the lack of physical bread or other
material necessities. So the spiritual bread of life is what I’m asking for when I
lift this part of the prayer the experiences and opportunities God offers me each
day. This sounds so easy, but in practice trying to discern what is on my plate
requires a lot more from me than a please and thank you. I’ve gradually
learned to image an actual plate. As I look at my daily plate, I ask for God’s
help to:
Keep my plate in front of me as I live through this day.
See and respect the boundaries of my plate.
Savor each morsel You provide, giving my whole self to the
experiences and people you place before me.
Accept the mundane and hardships that may occupy my plate,
believing you know what is best for me.
Fight off the temptation to cram more onto my plate out of worry
for the sufficiency of tomorrow.
This COVID-time we’ve been living through is hard to capture in words. I can
say disorienting, chaotic, frightening, heartbreaking, thought-provoking and
transformational, but that still doesn’t cover it. It’s too much for my head to get

December 6, 2020

Second Monday of Advent
around. But one thing I know. I desperately need God’s guidance more than
ever to navigate these waters and not get lost in the storm.
Tommy and I moved into a new place in January 2018. In two years of living in
our new house, how have I failed to notice how lovely our back porch is in the
mornings? The incredible sunrise (not always seen), the symphony of birds,
the geese gliding along the lake with the sunlight shimmering on the water.
How long has it been since I’ve felt so relaxed and justified in just sitting and
contemplating what I see? While the hate and divisiveness spews forth across
my too many screens, friends and everyday people I do connect with exude a
new level of kindness born of a common kinship in suffering. The exposure of
our country’s systemic racism has opened my eyes to truths I never realized
about our ways of life and my own blindness.
The Great Redeemer is showing us a new way, one day at a time. Every day
seems like a little Advent, a day of watching and waiting for God to come, to
give us each day our daily bread. This year I don’t need the church season to
remind me of my utter dependence on our Lord. I believe God is leading us all
to a better place as we watch, wait and give thanks for our daily bread. Which
always comes to sustain us for the journey.
Elise Williams

Second Tuesday of Advent

MY SIDEWALK
“Thy word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path.
Psalm 119:105
Prior to 2020, what was your pandemic? What was that action that changed your whole
world? The reason we are surviving the current pandemic is that we are using what we
have learned from all our experiences in the past to meet the challenges of today. My
personal pandemic has forced me to depend on others. I thank God every day for
sending me my Galloway family whose prayers and help have gotten me to today and
give me comfort and hope for my future. I just thought I was depending on God until my
pandemic hit. I realized I was making a lot of my own decisions, hoping God approved.
I looked for God when I needed him and missed out on enjoying his presence every
day. Even in a time of adversity, God has blessed me with the presence of His
sidewalk. Sometimes my sidewalk is a wide concrete one, and other times is it barely
visible as a trail. My peace comes from knowing that He will always guide me. When
my sight tells me my sidewalk has disappeared, I am reminded to turn to God and lean
on Him for His help as the sidewalk is there.
In this troubling time, know that God has prepared each of us differently for this day and
as a whole we have the strength to not only survive but thrive. We need to remember
that we have blessings. When you are searching for your “sidewalk,” pause and identify
how God has prepared you for your challenge. We do have some control during this
time. We can begin by praying for all people. Thank a friend for reaching out to you.
Reach out to a friend. Silently wait with a friend. After staying at home, I have become
more aware of the needs of people who are homebound. They will be here after the
pandemic has ended. My prayer is that I find a way to meet some of their needs. May
we take our hard-learned lessons into our future to better our family and world.
Joy Kuebler

December 8, 2020

Second Wednesday of Advent

FREE, NOT FRANTIC
As a student-athlete (and youth intern), it is difficult even to find time for sleep and three
meals each day. Practices, weightlifting, classes, study sessions, family ministry
meetings, and youth events take up the vast majority of my day. By the time I get back
to my room after these activities and finish homework and Galloway responsibilities, I
find myself exhausted. More times than not, I struggle to find the motivation to say a
pre-bedtime prayer or spend a moment reading Scripture. I tell myself that I will have
more time to deepen my relationship with God in a couple of years (although I am sure
that this feeling resonates with many of you with jobs, parenting duties, and so on).
When these activities were canceled in March, my previous line of thinking led me to
believe I was about to be able to access God more easily. I anticipated significant
spiritual growth. But a few weeks in, I realized I had not picked up my Bible or prayed
any more than I do during the peak of midterms and softball season. I just filled my time
with other things, such as renovating my bedroom at home. My to-do list never actually
got any shorter. It was then that I realized how easy it is to make excuses for busyness.
Something will always fill up my time unless I am more intentional about my priorities.
If you were to ask me my priorities, I would tell you that spending time with God and
serving others were at the very top, although my life does not always reflect that. This /
Advent season, I am challenging myself to externally live out the values I internally hold
closest to my heart. I am challenging myself to take Sabbath time where I actively
pursue God’s presence and fulfillment. I am challenging myself to leave time for
unexpected times where a friend needs me. I am slowly realizing the holiness of just
being and my worthiness in just living as a child of God. No to-do item can earn the
freedom Jesus has given us.
Leslie Norris

December 9, 2020

Second Thursday of Advent

NEW DAILY PLEASURES
This is the day the Lord has made. We will rejoice and be glad in it. *
(* one of my mom’s favorite verses )
Psalm 118:24

We are watching and waiting this Advent.
Since March, we have all done a lot of waiting and watching because of the pandemic,
But each day has brought “small mercies” as a good priest friend says.
More of us have gardened. One can grow twelve delicious green peppers from a
single Kroger plant.
Many of us have been feeding the birds and have time and quiet to watch them. A
plump cardinal and his wife and two dive-bombing ruby-throated hummingbirds are my
favorites. Naturalists say the birds became bigger, louder, and bolder during the
shutdown.
Many of us are alone or at home with close family members. It is quiet. There is more
time to contemplate and read. Sometimes COVID brain gives us a shorter attention
span.
We see fewer Jackson and church friends because our normal groups aren’t meeting.
We see our next-door neighbors more and have better conversations. We know the
junior high football scores and the college search updates. We are calling and keeping
in better touch with family and friends far away. We receive more emails.
We have learned to Zoom. More people come to our Zoom Wesleyan Sunday School
class because they can attend and be in different places. We feel the connection.
We walk a lot and see new neighbors with their babies and dogs.
My great-nephew usually blows kisses at the end of FaceTime (My niece is the
babysitter.) Last week I saw a dark blob and realized he was kissing the phone (wipes
were involved). Children are an extra gift and joy during this time.
So we are watching and waiting, grateful for small mercies, random acts of kindness,
and the coming of the Christ Child.
As the prophet says in Isaiah 40:3:
...In the wilderness prepare the way of the Lord,
make straight in the desert a highway for our God.
Susan Shands Jones
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OUR FIRST YEAR OF MARRIAGE
IN A GLOBAL PANDEMIC
October 26 marked one year of marriage for Ben and me. What a year! This past year
brought not only the Coronavirus, but also the death of our beloved Popee (Billy
Walton).
As we first learned of COVID-19, we, as so many others, did not realize the extent nor
the severity of what lay ahead. Initially, COVID-19 meant that Ben and I were to work
from home, all the while expecting we’d soon return to our respective offices. As
weeks turned into months, what started as fun times baking homemade banana bread
quickly turned into the fear of the unknown. Would I contract COVID-19? Am I
following all of the appropriate security measures? Am I keeping my loved ones safe?
The anxiety quickly became crippling for me. How do I vulnerably communicate this
anxiety to my new spouse? All of these questions sparked conversations between us
that we did not expect to have during our “honeymoon phase.” These conversations
called us to turn to God and our faith jointly as a couple. We learned to rely on direct
communication, unable to “run” from the hard conversations throughout quarantine. I
will cherish these conversations always, as they brought us closer to one another and
more centered on God. We were reminded to thank God daily and to ask for the tools
and patience to live one unpredictable day at a time and to refuse to let anxieties
spiral.
But as my grandfather’s health began to decline, I could feel my anxiety seeping back
in. How do we care for Popee during this pandemic? How do we keep him, his sitters,
and our loved ones safe? Ben and I were prompted again to pray and trust that God
would be with us every step of the way. Friendships that had been rekindled via calls
and group chats during the quarantine were again reignited as our community sent
their thoughts and prayers, lifting us up and reminding us that we were not alone
during trying times, that both God and our “angels on Earth” would be with us through
our sadness. It was during this time that I also began to start every morning focused
on gratitude and trust with the prayer I had learned decades prior through Galloway
friends: “Good morning Lord, this is your day, I am your child, show me your way.”
As this Christmas season is upon us, my family recognizes that it will differ from years
past: Popee will not be with us, and we will be adhering to COVID-19 protocols and
safety measures. We will pause to remember that this year has caused us to slow
down and reflect upon one of God’s greatest gifts—our relationships with one another,
specifically our new marriage. As we grieve Popee, we will strive to live as he did,
giving thanks for the gift of rich relationships, always acknowledging how “blessed” we
are, and NEVER turning down the homemade Christmas desserts.
Walton Fenelon Lane
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MEETING NEEDS
The point is this: the one who sows sparingly will also reap sparingly, and the one
who sows bountifully will also reap bountifully. Each of you must give as you have
made up your mind, not reluctantly or under compulsion, for God loves a cheerful giver.
And God is able to provide you with every blessing in abundance, so that by always
having enough of everything, you may share abundantly in every good work.

2 Corinthians 9:6-8

The pandemic is real, but it does not allow us to be idle. Jesus' followers have
not been given a vacation. We have been summoned to have eyes to see, ears
to hear, and hands and feet with which to respond.
At the end of March, my husband and I made a decision to move my mother in
with us as her retirement facility awaited its first COVID-19 result. Mother was in
quarantine, and I knew that this was very stressful for her.
There was much to do, but I asked God to order my steps every day so that I
could empty mother’s apartment and at the same be the caregiver I needed to
be for my mother and husband. He helped me by showing me how to do a little
every day and no more.
But in the end, I wondered about the people in the facilities who can’t leave and
don’t have families? What are their needs? Never mind that I was a caregiver to
two people; God said I have an assignment for you. They need masks.
And so, with the help of friends in Mississippi, Illinois, and quilters at my
daughter's church in Illinois, the “masks” project began, and retirement
communities were given masks. And before we knew it, children were getting
ready to go back to school, and I wondered what their needs might be in
elementary schools in my area. The school nurses provided the answer, and I
offered to be a resource to them. A friend of a friend in Sedona, Arizona,
begged to make masks for children, and the second shipment was soon on the
way.
As a caregiver, I am generally awake and “on duty” for at least fourteen hours a
day. I read my first devotion while still in bed so that I can listen to God and
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thank him for another day. I ask Him to order my steps. And most of the time, I
follow the advice of family to build self-care into my day and my week. These
respite times rejuvenate me and allow me to continue my work to serve others
without feeling stress, and to serve with a joyful and sweet spirit.
A few months ago, as I walked from my car to Kroger and as we were getting
used to the need to wear masks and to socially distance, I was anxious and
wanted to hurry and get my purchases and get out of the store. It was no longer
a time to meander. However, the Spirit chastised me for passing a person on
the way into the store and not even making eye contact. I was reminded of the
humanity of the person behind the mask. I don’t want to be the person so busy
doing good that I don’t see my neighbor.
With each new day, I look around and see how much I can thank God for.
Because of him, I am compelled to serve others and be a witness for him.
The Book of Common Prayer challenges us to be the prayer we are waiting for:
to show compassion for others, to use our gifts and talents, and not let them sit
idly by. We can’t wait to be used by God. He is calling us now.
I look forward to the day when we have a vaccine, and I am comfortable taking
my mother into Galloway’s sanctuary again, hopefully, by this time next year, if
the Lord says so. In the meantime, where I am is my sanctuary.
I listen to the experts, limit how much news I watch, and write in my gratitude
journal all the things I am grateful for: grateful for health, family and friends, my
1999 Honda Civic with 236,000 miles(still going strong), and grateful to be
redeemed and to be used by God.
Falvia Plumpp Roberts

Third Sunday of Advent—AM

JESUS
During this time of COVID, I found myself watching and waiting: for the “end” of the
Pandemic, for the return to “normalcy,” and for a lessening of the fear that had arrived
with the virus. While bemoaning my own personal lack of productivity in such a strange
time, I finally realized that there may never be a better time to try and know Jesus in a
more real way.
Cary Stockett kindly directed me to two books: The Jesus I Never Knew by Phillip
Yancey and Simply Jesus by N.T. Wright. I am far from any semblance of the goal but
have learned that the people of Jesus’ day were watching and waiting too. But not for
who they found. Jesus was radically different from anyone who has ever lived.
Jesus was a person—not all deity or king or a soldier. He was a human being with
human intellect and freedom of choice. He greatly respected human freedom.
Jesus entered the world amidst strife and terror. He was raised in poverty.
He was Jewish in family, background, and culture, but his followers were not all Jews.
He was an extraordinary teacher.
He was openly vulnerable and often lonely. He was frequently frustrated. Jesus did
not hide his fears and wasn’t afraid to ask for help. He cried.
Jesus lived the Beatitudes. He was affected most deeply by the poor, the powerless,
and the oppressed. He was open to, and welcoming of, those who can best be
described in today’s parlance as the “down- and -out.”
Jesus was approachable -- which was not the order of his day in the context of
religious leaders.
Jesus welcomed women and children; He taught them, He forgave them, traveled with
them, and performed miracles on their behalf, literally trampling on the mores of his
time in almost every encounter.
Jesus knew rejection. He lived and died by the rules of the Earth, but never felt
comfortable here.
Jesus loved us and came to take us home.
May we travel, like the Wise Men, ever toward our Lord.
Leslie Bobo
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WAITING AND WATCHING
ARE NOT NEW FOR GOD’S PEOPLE
Patiently waiting is not something many of us are “hard-wired” to do. In this time of
instant answers, we expect every question or situation to have a quick fix. There are
so many things happening in our world today: financial worries, racial disparity issues,
religious differences on social issues, climate and weather issues, political differences,
issues with the COVID-19 virus. None of these has a quick fix answer. We must wait
and watch for the answers.
Having trouble waiting and watching is not a new experience for God’s people.
Abraham and Sarah waited and waited for a child. The Israelites in Egypt waited for
escape from the cruel Pharaohs. After following Moses and escaping the Egyptians,
the grumbling Israelites had to wait in the wilderness before entering the Promised
Land. Then came captivity, exile, and the long wait for a Savior.
It has been difficult to maintain our lives as usual during this past year.
Everything has a different look to it: shopping, church, work, school. The stress of how
the above problems affect our individual lives and the lives of those around us has
brought frustration, anger, suspicion, anxiety, and despair to many. We feel this pain
and stress, as well as that of others.
Yet, there is always hope. Even though disappointment, Sarah and Abraham held out
hope for a child because God had told them they would have a child. Hope carried the
Israelites through decades of slavery in Egypt. Hope was with them through wandering
in the desert, entering the Promised Land, captivity, and exile. And they certainly had
hope for a Savior. Their hope was based on their belief that God was always with
them and that He would always keep His word.
We need a lot of hope in these times in which we live. As with other generations of
God’s people, we need to remember that God is with us and that He will keep His
word. One of the most effective ways to feel this hope is through prayer. Prayers for
our world, our country, our state, for others, and for ourselves.
Gracious Father, as we enter this Advent season keep us close
to you. Ease the anxieties, fears, and pain that have gripped so many of
us during this past year. Lead us to see the great hope and comfort that is
found in the birth of your Son. Give us the strength to wait and watch for your
comfort. Help us be that comfort for others. Forgive us when we fail. In
the name of your Son, the Hope of the World.
Jane Leech
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NOTES IN A PANDEMIC
How can we sing the Lord’s song in a strange land?
Psalm 137:4 KJV

We love music in our home. Broadway musicals, opera, orchestral music, barbershop
quartets, rock n’ roll, country, gospel, and folk songs, we love it all. Singing in the choir
is one of my husband’s great pleasures. While I am not a gifted singer, I have always
enjoyed singing hymns in church. In fact, it is a key part of my worship experience. All
that has changed. It turns out singing is a mighty spreader of germs. Slammed by the
pandemic, our resourceful music director, Reagan, quickly found ways to weave music
into our recorded Sunday services, and we watched thankfully on in-home screens. In
the midst of all this frustrating change, I have been blessed to be a part of the one
ongoing choir experience at Galloway, the handbell choir.
All of a sudden, for a while, our handbell choir is IT. We are the only ones with the
potential to serve our congregation as a choir, but there are challenges. Last spring,
we tried to practice in our homes, watching each other on our computers. Impossible,
you may say. Well, almost. To do this we had to mute our fellow ringers and listen only
to our own bells and Reagan counting. I felt very exposed listening only to my notes
and mistakes. It was disconcerting but revealing. I learned there is value in listening in
a way you can hear your errors.
Eventually, we moved to very spread out in-person practice at Galloway, leading up to
ringing from the balcony for careful, in-person worship. We are playing very easy pieces, but it is HARD. We are so far apart, and must strain to hear each other and keep
others in our peripheral vision, a must for coordinated ringing. It is humbling to struggle
so, but it also feels so good to be trying. I like to think that somehow God is using us to
say there is more than one way to skin the cat. The joy is in the effort, the trying, and,
yes, the longing for a fuller musical experience someday. May we all wait patiently,
watch for the new opportunities and listen for the divine musical cues.
Nora-Frances McRae
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OUT OF CONTROL
I am a planner. I like to have control over my life. In the last nine months, however, I
feel that I have been out of control. COVID-19 has disrupted many of my plans. I was
studying abroad and had to cut my trip short. I had a vision for my senior year of
college, and the semester has been very different. As I am in the middle of my senior
year of college, I realize how little control I actually have. I want to have concrete plans
for after graduation, but I do not. I want to know what job I will be able to secure, but I
cannot know yet. In the midst of this frustrating and weird time, I am learning to be
content.

I am learning to be content not knowing what comes next. God is teaching me to turn to
him in the unknown. God is reminding me that I am to entrust my days and life to Him
each day. My next steps are in His hands. I must make it a daily practice to put my
plans into the hands of God. It will be worth it, though. So, during this Advent season, I
will continue this practice of waiting and watching God’s hand in my life. I will be
reminded that His plans are greater than my own. My life is better when He is in
control.
Swayze Elliott
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DISCOVERY IN THE TIME OF COVID
March 12, 2020, seems a decade ago. That’s the day my law firm deployed its
COVID-19 remote work plan. Since then, I’ve been to the office an hour or two at a
time here and there and for one full day when it was absolutely necessary. Otherwise,
it’s been remote work and lots (I mean really LOTS) of Zooms. I’ve tried to dwell less
on the negative impacts of this most challenging time than on the positives. There
really are some. For instance, with remote work, I don’t have to “suit up” every
morning. Only have to work on making my stubborn hair presentable enough for the
camera on my iPad and some carefully managed lighting. Don’t have to match ties
and shirts and jackets, socks, shoes, belts, or any of those things heretofore shaping
my mornings. A pullover shirt and shorts are all it takes. I’ve learned, too, that, given
my five o’clock shadow is now on the lighter side, not dark and brooding, I can even
get by with a shave every other day or so. The result: That precious commodity I’d
struggled most days to find, you might say that which I’ve been waiting for since I
began work-life in earnest 40-plus years ago, has magically materialized. I’ve gained
time.
And with the time, more reflection. And with more reflection, lessons about myself.
Among the most surprising, which in retrospect should have been among the least, is
that I’m not patient. I don’t wait well. I’m used to deciding a course, acting on it, and
seeing it either work or not. Not so in COVID world. We’re still waiting for that great
trip to Eastern Europe we’d planned with my brother- and sister-in-law in April. We’re
still waiting for a time to celebrate my mother’s life after she finally succumbed to old
age during the COVID spring. We’re still waiting to be able to hug our younger
daughter, who has not been as attuned to the protocols as our older one. I’m still
waiting to go to the office and have a normal day. I’m still waiting to visit with Martha,
his wife, after my friend and partner John’s untimely death a few weeks ago. I’m still
waiting for a real visit with good friends, not a virtual one, or one where we have to
yell at each other across an outdoor space. I’m still waiting for our Besties to join us in
the Mountains for our annual week together. All the things I’ve taken for granted but
now realize how much I appreciate it. All the things I’ve had but on which I’m now
waiting with anxious (not especially patient, but anxious) anticipation.
So it is with Christ. I have—I suspect many of us have—taken His presence with us
for granted. Now we wait through this, a perhaps more deeply meaningful Advent than
most of us have ever known, to experience renewal of His presence among us. We
wait with anxious anticipation. And, for me, bit by bit, this Time of COVID is teaching
me to wait with a little more patience.
Tommy Williams

December 16 2020

Third Thursday of Advent

ANTICIPATION
I think anticipation usually leads to a surprising outcome. While it can bring us new
insights and outlooks, they're often not what we expect. Last spring, for instance,
college students across the country were eager with anticipation for Spring Break 2020
and a long-awaited rest from the stress of the semester. Little did we know that Spring
Break would end up being roughly five months instead of five days. What we had
waited for with such great anticipation ended up looking nothing like what we had
expected. On the other hand, being away from school for so long gave most of us a
new appreciation for the friends and community we have. I know looking back that I for
one took for granted many of the amazing friendships I had, those people I got to see
every day, never thinking about the fact that we were originally from completely different
parts of the country.
With the unexpected time away, came the new anticipation of coming back, also.
Friends with whom I normally only would text on visits home, I ended up having hourslong calls and FaceTime with during the time away. We all had our classes and living
situations planned out weeks before we normally would have; and, even though we
expected our time back to be different and riddled with extra precautions and
regulations, the anticipation made seeing each other far sweeter than it had ever been
(even from behind a mask).
Jesus wasn’t what most first-century Jews expected the Messiah to be like. They
expected a conquering king, and he came as a child in a stable. While definitely
unexpected, what they ended up with was so much better than what they had
anticipated. The same is true for us today; a world which offers us pandemics and fires
and hurricanes also offers us new opportunities to love and embrace those around us. If
we can learn to press on and trust God through our anticipation, just imagine the
fantastic ways that God will surprise us.
Stephen Walker
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EYES FIXED ON JESUS
Therefore, since we are surrounded by such a great cloud of witnesses,
let us throw off everything that hinders…. and run with perseverance
the race marked out for us, fixing our eyes on Jesus,
the pioneer, and perfecter of our faith.
Hebrews 12: 1-2.

This past year has often seemed like a long-distance race, filled with the peaks and
valleys of the latest COVID statistics and our own lack of training and preparation for
such a trial. We give thanks for the super athletes among us, the health care workers
and others who continue to press on and inspire us despite fatigue and setbacks along
the way. And we watch and wait eagerly for a vaccine to help push us collectively
across the finish line.
This waiting has caused me to ponder how those who came before us have endured
times of crisis. What aspects of character have enabled that “great cloud of
witnesses” to keep the faith during difficult times in their lives? I recently gained some
answers to this question while “sheltering in place” and finishing a project that has
been on my “to do” list for about 25 years – editing my grandfather’s memoirs.
The story chronicles Granddad’s life from 1902 to 1994, but it is much more than the
story of one man’s life. It’s a window into the lives of hardy Scots-Irish pioneers who
eked a living out of Arkansas’ rocky Ozark soil; traveled by covered wagons to the
Indian Territory of present-day Oklahoma seeking a better life; survived bank robberies
and the Great Depression; raised families; built businesses, towns, and churches;
traveled the world, and ultimately left a legacy of love and laughter. It is also a
personal history of the town of Grove, Oklahoma, from its days as a dusty watering
stop on the cattle trail from Missouri to Texas to the lovely community it is today.
The grandson of Methodist and Presbyterian ministers, Granddad was guided by a
strong, simple faith. He viewed those whose opinions differed with gentle curiosity
rather than dislike, and he could find humor in most situations, often getting “tickled” to
the point of losing his breath when telling a story. And he believed God put him in the
world to make it better for future generations.
Revisiting these stories has reminded me to give thanks; to persevere with patience,
love, and humor; and to keep my eyes on Jesus.
Kay H. Mortimer
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BEING AVAILABLE
“I am the Lord’s servant,” Mary answered. “May your word
to me be fulfilled.” Then the angel left her.’
Luke 1:38

I stared at the second positive pregnancy test in less than a week. I couldn’t put my
finger on what I was feeling…shock, disbelief, excitement? Mostly, I couldn’t figure out
why I’d been found worthy to be this child’s mother.
Later, we found out we were having a boy. A million questions rolled through my mind:
“What do I know about boys? What if he doesn’t like me? What if he’s not healthy?”
Then, the start of the pandemic brought on a whole new set of questions: “What if I get
COVID? Will I make him sick? Can I protect this child and still take care of patients? Will
my husband even be there when he’s born?” I’d been swept up into the pandemic,
working in the pediatric emergency room.
In June, I delivered the most beautiful baby boy, cheered on by my husband, some
amazing nurses, and my physician. I felt fulfilled, victorious, and In absolute wonder
every time I looked at his peaceful face. We went home to face more challenges including normal newborn adjustments and my own illness. Because of COVID, neither the
baby nor my husband could stay at the hospital. I felt struck again by this pandemic, but
it made me fight harder to get well for the two of them.
Every day, our little family learns a bit more about our calling, raising this sweet boy in
the middle of a pandemic. I test patients for COVID daily at work, and I pray that God
will keep our whole family safe. I pray for peace, hope, and the ability to be available,
just like Mary.
I read recently that being available doesn’t mean being a perfect choice. It just means
being willing. Despite wondering, “Why did God pick me?” Mary chose to be faithful to
God and to live into His uncertain future. No matter what struggle you are going
through, or how you feel called to be available, find hope in the knowledge that the
mother of our Savior lived into her calling, and ultimately benefitted the world by raising
her own baby.
Lauren Bartling Pearce
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FROM THE RAMPART
I will stand at my watchpost and station myself on the rampart;
I will keep watch to see what he will say to me,
and what he will answer concerning my complaint.
Habakkuk 2:1
The prophet Habakkuk has been an occasional companion to me since the pandemic
began. Not a pleasant companion, but a necessary one. Like him, I am standing in
the most secure place I can possibly occupy, acutely aware of our vulnerability. I need
a measure of Habakkuk’s courage to prop me up, to help me confront Reality and its
attendant absurdity! Yes, we are all in the same storm, but we are most certainly not
all in the same boat. Like him, my complaints are both personal and global; they
careen between outrage over petty inconveniences and despair over systemic
injustice. More than anything, I admire his raw honesty before God in declaring both
his complaint and desire, namely, that God does something about the destruction and
violence that are before [him] ( Habakkuk 1:3). I hope for that kind of honesty; it
seems to be precisely what evokes God’s response, one that overwhelms the prophet:
I hear and I tremble within (Habakkuk 3:16). I can’t help but think of Dorothy and her
companions shrinking before the Great and Powerful Oz.
By the end of this short book, Habakkuk is humbled and his spirit rests in recognition
and acceptance of Reality. Everything is a mess. God is in control, not I; yet I will
rejoice in the Lord (Habakkuk 3:18). Herein lies an example of the way that “the Bible
is an honest conversation with humanity about where Power lies.” (Rohr). Habakkuk
reminds me that our current collision with Reality is not unprecedented, that we have
never controlled as much as we imagine, that the rock and the hard place that we find
ourselves between is, paradoxically, Holy because God is already present. There is a
Mystery hidden in our powerlessness, one that we can only hope to glimpse by
surrendering our will and trusting the slow, mundane practice of watching and waiting.

December 20, 2020

Fourth Sunday of Advent

Prayer In the Time of the Virus (Advent 2020)
God of Creation, We hoped to do better in the time of trial.
Yet here we are again
Confronted and confounded
by the insufficiency of our effort.
Give us courage to name our losses
the embrace we long to share
the hands we cannot hold
the expectations we fashioned from our illusion of control.
Give us grace to follow the Prophets and Saints
Who remind us of the Story that has always been ours:
We are not alone.
You hear our desperate, manic complaint.
You have us.
You are already at work
Rescuing us from
the mire of despair.
Amen.

Chuck Sampson
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COURAGE AND PATIENCE
Have courage for the great sorrows of life and patience in the small ones;
and when you have laboriously accomplished your daily task, go to sleep in peace.
God is awake.
~Victor Hugo

I joined a multitude in early 2020 experimenting with bread baking at home with mixed
results.
There is much that happens between sowing the wheat seed and baking the bread. The
seeds turn into kernels before they become loaves that satisfy. There is a time when
they are buried underground with no signs of bearing grain. If the story stopped there,
we would have no bread.
Too often, when we do not see the progress we are expecting in any area of life, we
figuratively turn off the camera, fold up the tripod, and call it a day. We think it's over. In
life, as in farming, there are times when we simply cannot see what is transpiring. We
see only in part.
Some things just cannot be rushed.
In our haste, we dart around searching for a substitute to hedge our bets in case the
harvest doesn't come in as we hope. We don't wait well. We become impatient. We
gorge ourselves on frozen waffles rather than wait on rising bread.
God does not panic. God is not bound by time or space and makes all things beautiful
in God’s time.
Courage and patience are virtues that take time to develop; they are not options on the
fast-food menu. Surely as night follows day, the seasons unfold, and we, too, will
mature in the faith if we do not lose heart. Though we may grow weary, we will be
refreshed, thanks be to God.
Scripture is replete with wisdom on courage and patience. Here are two favorites
through the years:
So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will
strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.
Isaiah 41:10

Wait for the Lord; be strong, and let your heart take courage; wait for the Lord!
Psalm 27:14
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THE BEST AND THE WORST
Dickens’s opening words in A Tale of Two Cities have echoed in my mind over the past
many months: “It was the best of times, it was the worst of times… it was the season of
Light, it was the season of Darkness…”
As we initially hunkered down, navigated remote working and learning, and lamented
those suffering from the virus, facing unemployment, or fighting as front-line workers, all
around us the most gorgeous spring unfolded. For those of us quarantined at home,
we had the opportunity to experience the beautiful weather and blossoming flowers in a
way not usually possible. It was a daily reminder of the hidden perfection in God’s
creation that reveals itself even in a shuttered world.
My son, Wesley, turned 9 in early May, and, much to his disappointment, the big
birthday party with his friends he had been dreaming of since last year was not
possible. To try to make the day special for him, we texted some friends and asked if
they would simply drive by that afternoon to wish him a socially distanced happy
birthday. They took it upon themselves to make signs, bring water balloons, and shoot
Nerf guns to make the celebration extra special. Standing on our porch that afternoon
as his friends drove away, Wesley told me it was his best birthday ever. I don’t think I
will ever forget his reaction or the love and kindness shown by those friends.
I recall that moment, and other simple ones, from the vivid spring that emerged amid all
the darkness, anxiety, sadness, and uncertainty that still swirl around us as we enter
the Advent season. Advent usually passes through my house in a joyful, but very
frenetic, blur. Christmas, however, will be very different at my house this year. Most
significantly, we will miss hosting loved ones and taking part in many traditional
festivities. Those disappointments, though, are minor when compared with the
suffering and sacrifice experienced by so many this year. Regardless of our individual
experiences, we have each gained a new perspective to discover Christ’s Light all
around us this Christmas in ways we may have previously overlooked. After all, it was
Christ’s ultimate sacrifice which forced the world to notice a tiny baby.
Molly Walker
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LONGING FOR THE DAY
When COVID-19 closed our in-person worship here at Galloway, many, including my
family, began the watching and waiting, watching to see if and where this invisible
virus would strike.
My wife Vicki and I both work in the public sector and were deemed “essential
workers.” I have a letter from my employer stating this, and, if I were pulled over during
the curfew, the letter would be proof of my status.
I took my temperature and wore my mask all day. At home, I would remove my
clothing and wash with hot water in an effort to protect my children, now quarantined at
home.
Mary and Joseph were also watching and waiting so many years ago, watching their
lives turned upside down, not by a virus, but by circumstances thrust upon them. Mary
was asked to bear the savior of the world. Joseph was asked to betroth a young
woman expecting a child that was not his. Even Rome was asking for a census and
tax. With all they already faced, traveling to Joseph’s birthplace was the last thing they
needed to undertake.
We were waiting through the cognitive dissonance caused by the effects of the
pandemic, hoping beyond hope that we could soon return to church.
Our travelers were waiting for the arrival of their son, Jesus. They found just a small
stable, void of human comforts. There, nestled amongst the animals, Mary gave birth
to our savior, our hope in times of trouble.
The pandemic was turned our world upside down, and our holy days have been
different. We watched an Easter Service on TV, void of singing voices praising the
risen savior, followed by more Sunday’s filled with services watched on TV.
Vicki and I will continue to watch and wait as we navigate this pandemic, knowing that
we worship the great God, and He will be with us.
“Watching, waiting, longing for the day
When His people would glorify the name above all names”
From “Advent Hymn” by Rick Lee Jones
Eddie Prosser
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Christmas Eve

GOODWILL TOWARD ALL
And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude
of the heavenly host praising God, and saying,
Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, goodwill toward men.
Luke 2:13-14 (KJV)

The birth of Jesus brings thoughts of peace on earth and goodwill to mankind as
described by the angels’ song so long ago. What could be more lovely than the birth of
a baby, adored not only by his parents but also by shepherds from the field and wise
men from afar. It seems far from the turmoil we experience today. Ours is a time of
political dissension, environmental turmoil (fires, hurricanes, floods), economic
instability, and world-wide pandemic.
Our delight in the Christmas season may distort the reality of life in Palestine 2,000
years ago. The birth of Jesus came in the midst of turbulent times. Judah was
controlled by Roman troops. Its ruler was a vassal of the Roman government. The
religious leaders stayed in power by cooperating with oppressive rulers. Jesus and his
parents were soon to flee to Egypt to avoid treachery at home. It was into a broken
world that Jesus was born and lived out his days bringing his message of faith, hope,
love, and healing.
We celebrate Christmas in the broken world of our own day. It is in the midst of our
broken world that Jesus continues to be at work through people who follow him in lives
of love, compassion, and service. It is through him and those who follow his example
that we find peace on earth and goodwill toward all.
Prayer: Dear Lord, may you come once again this Christmas season through your
followers in the acts of love and compassion. Use us to bring your light and love to
others.
Barbara Powell
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Christmas Day

FOR YOU JESUS CHRIST HAS COME!
On this glad Christmas day, let us at least find a few moments to pause and reflect on
our celebration. For you Jesus Christ has come! This is where the Christmas gospel
addresses us so directly, and on such an individual level. It is very personal, indeed;
but it is also the truth about us. It is our story. God has forever stooped to our level,
and given himself to us. We are not alone. God in Jesus Christ has taken our plight
upon himself. Light has shone in the darkness, and the darkness has never been able
to extinguish it.
This good news will not sit still for us to think of ourselves in any way apart or separated
from Jesus Christ. We are deceived if we see ourselves as apart from Jesus Christ.
For you Jesus Christ has come, and God has forever riveted himself to us.
In this great act of God becoming what we are, and taking our broken humanity upon
himself, we are named, and given our identity. The gospel lays hold of us, looks us in
the eyes, and addresses us, saying, “For YOU Jesus Christ has come!” That claim is
beautifully embodied in this excerpt from a baptismal liturgy of the French Reformed
Church:
Little child, for you Jesus Christ has come;
he has fought, he has suffered.
For you he entered the shadow of Gethsemane
and the horror of Calvary.
For you he uttered the cry, “It is finished!”
For you he rose from the dead
and ascended into heaven,
and there he intercedes—for you, little child,
even though you do not know it.
“Even though you don’t know it…”, even if you do not believe it, for you Jesus Christ
has come. You have not been missed, omitted, or left off the guest list. You are
included, and addressed by the Christmas gospel. For you Jesus Christ has come!
Joy to the world!
Rev. Cary Stockett
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