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Waiting 

Barely aware, we 

wait for you like soiled winter 

for clean snow cover 

Worry, guilt, anger, 

distraction: I set aside 

and wait. I’m waiting. 

Tree of life, light, hope 

drops a leaf to spare us all. 

Pages bleed story. 

It’s all about one 

death defying act of birth. 

Yes, I still believe. 
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Taking Back Advent 

It’s raining outside this morning, and a rare moment of quiet envelops the house. 

I can almost imagine not shopping, not having to battle crowds to get those last 

few gifts I can’t buy online, not cleaning or decorating. It makes me half smile. 

I have very mixed feelings about the hoopla of this season. It truly stresses me 

out, and even more so as I get older. I love the pretty lights. I hate the clutter of 

more stuff in my already messy house. I love the spirit of giving. I hate the mate-

rialism. I love the celebration of Jesus’ birth. I hate that his birth takes second 

fiddle to all the getting ready. 

In this moment of quiet, a choice is presented: Give in or take back. 

Greedy as it may sound on the surface, I choose the latter. I choose to take rather 

than give. 

I’m going to take back this season, lasso it into a place of love and celebration and 

true gifting. Yes, shopping is still there, and decorating. But they are not in com-

mand. 

It’s my choice. I choose love. 

And some shiny fairy lights. 
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Two Tanka for Our Times 

This season (every year, but it seems particularly this year) invites meditation on para-

dox and interesting juxtapositions. The whole idea of the Great and Holy God of the Uni-

verse showing up as a human baby in a grungy old stable next to the sheep and cows… 

yeah, pretty paradoxical. Or for example, I noticed last Friday on Twitter the various 

trending topics, including “act of terrorism,” CNBC, and #NationalCookieDay. “Jesus 

Our Lord” was also trending, below those items. 

Strange days, indeed. By the way, it’s now Sunday afternoon, and Jesus is no longer 

trending (not on Twitter, anyway). 

Jesus Our Lord 

was trending today 

just below 

National Cookie Day 

and acts of terrorism. 

 

***** 

Sharpie at the ready, 

he drew 

an empty tree 

and “Shalom Aleichem” 

on the blank red coffee cup. 
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On Waiting and Luck 

The many kinds of waiting, they bend my mind. 

Waiting… 

 for transport 

 for word 

 for dough to rise 

 to speak 

 to leave 

 to arrive 

 in line 

 in labor 

 in the waiting room 

 with expectation 

 with impatience 

 with hope 

 

In Advent all these waitings merge. In this Great Wait, I am submerged. I am emptied. I 

am helpless. 

With a little luck, I am transformed. 

Many people I know who wait out this Advent with the hope of heaven, they don’t like 

that word – luck. They feel it does not give Providence proper attribution. Those not 

waiting say that luck is a crutch, does not take responsibility. 

Here’s what I believe: Luck is the wink in the eye of Grace. 

While I wait I walk and my toes get cold. The crunch of snow under my boots is an-

swered by the hum of a jet overhead. Sun suddenly breaks through, snow shines. 
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While I wait I type and my fingers get cold. A tortoise shell cat, old and unconcerned, 

crawls uninvited into my lap. 

While I wait I shop and my heart grows cold. But the boy reminds me to get an extra 

jar of peanut butter for the food pantry. 

The cold of the waiting is not dispelled. But it is changed. Somehow. 

Lucky me. 
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Coming into View 

 

Here it comes. The first few snowflakes falling outside my window – the 

weather reporters call it a “wintry mess.”  From where I sit, it looks more 

pretty than messy. So far.  
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It’s all perspective, though, isn’t it? From the warmth of my at-home office, those 

white crystals look no more menacing than a Christmas scene in a glass snow globe 

someone picked up as a bored distraction and turned over once to create a slow puff 

of white. But it’s a whole other story for the guy inside the globe whose world just 

got turned upside down.  

Advent is like that. It comes upon us in quiet prettiness, all fairy lights and orna-

ments and snow as light as feather-dust. All this quaint loveliness while we wait. 

And yet there is something unwelcome in it, something that disturbs. 

The dictionary says advent means “the coming into place, view, or being; arrival.” 

Coming into view… Like sitting in a horse-drawn carriage (very Currier & Ives), 

watching a red farm house get larger and larger as the horse drags us closer on our 

merry way (jingle bells and all). But really, the house hasn’t gotten any bigger. It 

hasn’t changed, we have. Our perspective changes, intentionally or not, as we are 

pulled closer to the door of the house, the entrance to another experience, from the 

hushed outside quiet of snow and breath-clouds in cold air to the burst and bustling 

of noisy warm hugs and “quick come inside.” 

There’s so much about Advent, about this “coming into view”, that feels out of our 

control. I suppose it is grace. It is grace that we are not left to our own devices, that 

Christmas comes with or without our participation or permission, that our world 

will be turned upside down outside of our impetus. 

And nothing can turn a world upside down quite so well as a baby.  He’s coming in-

to view now, the One sent to make a wintry mess of our prettiness, and turn our 

world back right-side up. 

Wait for it… 



 12 

 

It’s All About a Baby 

Isaiah 9:6 – For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is given: and the government shall 

be upon his shoulder: and his name shall be called Wonderful, Counselor, The mighty 

God, The everlasting Father, The Prince of Peace.  

Advent is a mixed bag for me. The stresses of the season can push out the holiness of those 

days. 

However, there is a moment nearly every year when the spinning seems to stop and time 

stands still. Just after the Christmas Eve service, the candles are extinguished, “Silent 

Night” still rings in my ears and the smell of waxy smoke hangs in the air. 

It is almost too warm in the church with everyone packed in wearing their bright holiday 

sweaters and bulky jackets. We begin to file out of the sanctuary and the brisk night air 

brings the clarity of creation: new life, new hope. 

“Silent night, holy night, all is calm…” 

Yes, that is the moment. 

It is THE moment I realize that it’s all about a baby. So simple. It’s about the birth, hope, 

pain, joy of life. 

It’s all about a baby, the great longing of a woman’s heart, Rachel weeping for her children 

that are no more. 

It’s all about a mother’s love, believing the inconceivable, treasuring hopes in her heart, 

keeping them safe and close. 

It’s all about a miracle, the miracle of every single conception, every labor, every new life 

made in the image of God. 
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“…all is bright round yon virgin mother and child.” 

It is the ironic miracle of the Most High God taking on the powerless form of a wrinkled, cry-

ing, helpless child. For me. Wonder of wonders. 

With the angels let us sing Alleluia to our King; Christ the Savior is born, Christ the Savior 

is born! 
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Love With Us 

It’s Monday morning and it’s cold. The car needs warming up, the windshield scraping. I 

stop at D&Ds for a cup of decaf, spill half of it on my coat. My cold clumsy hands unlock the 

office door, turn on the lights, my computer… another day. 

Is this what it was like for the shepherds? Another cold night on the same old hillside with 

chapped hands and the bleating of sheep? Baaa… humbug. 

Then the veil is pulled back. It starts with one angel. Then the glory of the Lord. And then 

terror – and good news – just a breath apart! And then that whole blessed heavenly host, 

glorifying and praising God. 

So the shepherds decided to check it out for themselves. Of course. Would you go back to 

the office after being confronted by an army of angels? The sheep can wait. That is a no-

brainer. 
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They ran down the hill into the town, found the baby in the manger exactly as the angel 

said they would, then came back glorifying and praising God. He came! Emmanuel – God 

with us! Nothing will ever be the same! 

I wonder what that next night was like, or the next 50 nights, or the night five years from 

then. Another cold night on the same old hillside? Same bleating sheep, same chapped 

hands? Or did that glimpse behind the veil change their lives forever? 

We see through a glass dimly; then we shall see face to face. The behind-the-veil evidence 

of Emmanuel is too much for us to bear – so he gives us glimpses, a “dim glass” view. 

That’s all we can really handle: the occasional realization that we were just spared to live 

another day; the miraculous healing of a loved one; the saving words of a contrite heart. 

If we only really knew about Emmanuel; if we could only see how God is with us every 

moment, how He gives us each breath, marks our every step, knows our every thought. 

Could we bear it? 

Would it make a difference next Monday morning when I scrape my windshield and spill 

coffee on myself yet again? Maybe just knowing that I can’t possibly know all that is be-

hind the veil, I will simply give thanks that He provided me with safe transportation, that 

I have spare change to spend on coffee, that I have a job. 

There is so much we cannot know about Emmanuel, God with us. But we do know that 

God is Love. He has given us more than just a glimpse of Love. He made an unmistakable 

statement as He splashed it across the night sky, then took on human flesh and laid Him-

self down in a manger. He became Love for us. In the face of all that is tragic and mun-

dane and distracting, we can know for sure that we have Love with us. And that can’t 

help but change us.  

Forever. 
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