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Dear Church, 

This little booklet is a gift from the people of 

St. John’s to the people of St. John’s. This 

year, full of political anger, economic 

hardship, and a deadly disease, has offered us 

time to reorient ourselves toward what we 

value most. As we diligently observe social 

distancing, we remember the value of a 

handshake or hug. As we tune into worship 

via Zoom or YouTube, we remember the value 

of sharing worship space side by side in our 

sanctuary. 

Then again, in the wake of the church 

building closing, we have shared virtual space 

to talk about theology and practice morning 

meditation. Our giving to our split-the-plate 

partners has remained robust even though we 

have had to learn to give online. We have met 

in small groups just to check in and in deep-

thinking chalice circles which include friends 

from far away. Some of you have even learned 

that you can listen to the live-streamed 

Sunday service while riding your bike or 

cooking your favorite brunch pancakes.  

And now that December is here, we are facing 

the creative challenge of finding new ways to 

engage our spirit and support each other’s 

spiritual growth.  
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The covers of this booklet were created by 

congregants. Special thanks go to Nikki 

Orlemann, Robert Fawley, Yamila and Indira 

Thompson, Destini Burger, Roya Franseth, 

and Alicia Rosselot.  

The reflections that follow talk about 

memories of childhood holidays and how 

things change. Some people reflect on how we 

as Unitarian Universalists might engage a 

deeper story of Christmas or imagine 

ourselves there at the manger.  

Along with this booklet, those who asked for 

them received a wooden meditative object 

representing some part of the Christmas story. 

These are made to hold in the hand, set on the 

kitchen windowsill or keep beside your 

computer. You might drop yours in the pocket 

of your heaviest winter coat as one more way 

to keep the chill off your bones. When you 

hold this object, you will notice that it is 

smooth to the touch, warms and transforms 

when handled. It is a reminder that we all 

come from stories and we are all still 

changing. I hope you enjoy this gift for years 

to come. My gratitude goes to Mike Johnson 

for all his work creating these objects for us.  

Finally, deep gratitude goes out to all of you 

who seek and find ways to serve, ways to be 

still, ways to be alive and caring in this world 

that needs so much love. At the end of this 
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year, and every year, we are grateful for the 

gift of other people.  

Yours in Faith, 

Rev. Mitra Jafarzadeh  

 

These first two pieces are by Unitarian 

Universalist ministers, Reverend Frank 

Carpenter and Reverend Roy Reynolds. Rev. 

Carpenter is Minister Emeritus of St. John’s and 

Rev. Reynolds has been a contributor to our 

Thursday Theology conversations these past 

few months. 

Read on for them to welcome you to the 

celebration of the season… 

 
 
 

Singing Christmas In 

 
FRANK CARPENTER 

 
Christmas comes each year because we sing it 
in. This is Dr. Seuss’s secret in his story of an 
attempt to steal Christmas. In Whoville they 
sang it in. 
 
When I was about seven, I asked my mom 
about Santa Claus. After some challenging, 
yes, she said, Santa is not real. A brief victory. 
Maturity, I was beginning to learn, was not 
getting toys for Christmas. Each year I need to 
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remember, it’s not about getting but giving. I 
do not know where among the multitude the 
angels sing, but I have to remember the song. 
If not me, then, who? 
 
 
 
This has not been an ordinary year. With a 
President not an ordinary being, lacking 
compassion, he has set one of us against the 

other. We may be losing our sense of the 
ordinary. Pandemics have not been beyond 
human experience. Albert Camus wrote a 
story about a plague: “This whole thing is not 
about heroism. It's about decency. It may 
seem a ridiculous idea, but the only way to 
fight the plague is with decency. ... This 
business is everybody's business." If not you? 
Who? 
 
Christmas comes not by waiting for Santa. 
And not for Mary and Joseph. It’s come long 
before; millennia ago, Christmas has come. 
Chanting, they brought in the Yule Log, set up 
a tree and decorated it with baubles and 
candles. And gathered as for ages, welcomed 
Christmas in by song, Like those in Whoville: 
 

Welcome Christmas, come this 
way: 
Fahoo fores, dahoo dores.* 
Welcome Christmas, Christmas 
day. 
Welcome, welcome fahoo ramus, 
Welcome, welcome dahoo 
damus. 
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Christmas day is in our grasp > 
So long as we have hands to 
clasp. 
Fahoo fores, dahoo dores. 
Welcome Christmas, bring your 
cheer, 
Fahoo fores. dahoo dores: 
Welcome all Whos far and near, 
Welcome Christmas, fahoo 
ramus, 

Welcome Christmas, dahoo 
damus, 
Christmas day will always be 
Just so long as we have we. 
Fahoo fores, dahoo dores! 

 
If not us?  
 

*Founders of Whoville.    
 
 
 

 

 

The Spirit of Christmas 

 ROY REYNOLDS 

So, what might it take for us (as UUs) to get 
out of our heads and enter the story of 
Christmas? Well – to start with – we need to 
enter our hearts, and dwell from there for the 
season. 

What’s it mean to “enter your hearts?” Like so 
many of you, I often find that difficult; me 
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being a thinker, even a critical thinker. But 
I’ve come to learn that we can “think with our 
hearts,” if we try, if we resist our default to 
critique instead of letting ourselves feel first. 

I’ve been resisting that old critical habit and 
have found considerable resonance with our 
Universalist and Transcendentalist traditions. 
As UUs, I encourage us to try this out as we 
enter the Christmas season. 

The aesthetic of the Christmas story – and 
how it awakens and stirs in our hearts – is 
what I’ve learned to open into. 
 
To make this move we need to "push pause" 
when we hear Christmas carols such as "Oh 
Little Town of Bethlehem," "Silent Night," or 
"Hark! The Herald Angels Sing," and then start 
cringing, recoiling from a decades-old imprint, 
a myth you left behind.  
 
That is not necessary. We can transcend past 
rejections if we open to the lenses of our 
forebears, the Universalists and 
Transcendentalists. The embracing heart of 
Olympia Brown, Universalist and suffragist 
whose expansive love voiced her courageous 
passion for us to "Stand by this faith." 
Embracing the spirit of love that awakens 
especially at Christmas time. And what if we 
open to creative imagery of story and poetry 
and vision, as did Transcendentalists like 
Ralph Waldo Emerson and Margaret Fuller.  
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Give yourself (and your loved ones) a 

Universalist hug: a Big (well, virtual) Embrace 

that shares the joy of love reawakening with 

the birth of Christ. Look up at the nighttime 

heavens and see a star beckoning you to 

transcend (if but for a precious moment) the 

pull of these troubled times. Open to fresh 

possibilities that can stir in our soul, and who 

knows? Joy might just awaken. Let it. This -- 

if nothing more -- is the spirit of Christmas. 

 

 

 

In the next section, members share stories and 

practices of their growing up. Ann Schuur writes 

about growing up Catholic in Cincinnati while 

Marc Baskind playfully recalls a Jewish 

childhood. As you read, I encourage you to think 

on your own story. 

 

Holiday Memories 

ANN SCHUUR 
 
Born in 1965, I grew up in Colerain Township, 
then a relatively new outpost of West Side 
Catholics seeking the suburbs. I can’t 

recapture the feelings of being a young child 
at Christmas. I know it was thrilling, a change 
from the routine. Something to await 
excitedly. However, I still remember . . .  
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Thanksgiving started the season. Grandma 
over, the good china and silver used, the 
seeming all-day smell of the turkey roasting. 
The gizzards, giblets and neck in a pan with 
water, onion and celery, simmering --  later 
used to make gravy. The helping – setting the 
table. The happy chatter with mom in the 
warm kitchen. Finally the glorious meal – 
eaten just right. First cut up the turkey on my 
plate, mix with mashed potatoes and cover 

with gravy. Ah, the perfection! Eating until 
way past full, then the pumpkin pie. Later, a 
family walk around the block, weather 
permitting. 
 
Now, we know the next big celebration is right 
around the corner, with the added benefit of a 
week off school. 
 
Saving the weekly dollar allowance to buy 
gifts. Dad would drop my older sisters and 
their friends off at Kmart, with me, the 
youngest, tagging along. Kmart was the only 
destination at that time on Colerain Avenue – 
no mall, no strip stores, just Kmart. With my 
sisters guiding me, I would buy presents for 
my family. I recall getting a glass measuring 
cup for mom. I also recall getting a black felt 
“choker” with a cameo in the middle for my 
sister, Teresa. 
 
The ritual of putting up the Christmas tree 
was my father’s domain. It was an orderly 
affair, with each of the three daughters 
standing in line awaiting their turn to pick an 
ornament out of the box, have dad place a 
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hook on it, then place it on the tree. The 
crowning glory was getting to put up the 
manger scene (we didn’t know the word 
creche). A wooden barn, built by dad, with Top 
Value Stamp-purchased figurines. We fought 
over who got to put in baby Jesus. A 
Christmas light placed through a hole in the 
roof was the guiding star. Christmas songs 
invariably poured out of the eight-track player 
as the ritual unfolded. 

 
Christmas Eve would finally arrive with an 
abundance of joy and excitement. Another 
meal with extended family, then … bedtime 
and the wait for Santa! 
 
My sister Barb would normally drift off 
quickly, leaving me and Teresa to wait for the 
arrival of Santa. Sleep would eventually come, 
but an early waking was inevitable due to the 
excitement. One of us, me or Teresa, would 
venture out to peek into the living room to see 
if Santa had arrived. Gifts under the tree and 
a bite out of the cookie left for him were in 
evidence. 
 
Then it was softly rapping at my parents’ 
bedroom door (no need to wake the beast – my 
dad was known for his temper, but he was 
normally indulgent on Christmas). Finally, we 
got the go ahead from mom and dad, woke up 
Barb and then the festivities began. An orderly 
bunch, we took turns with the baby of the 
family (me!) getting to go first!  
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A special breakfast of goetta and eggs and 
grandma’s famous Kuchen coffee cake 
followed. 
 
Mass at St. John the Baptist church was a 
necessary part of the day, as well as another 
meal, normally at a relative’s house. It was a 
carefree time to count the bounty of gifts 
bestowed upon you. As a child they were the 
literal gifts.  

 
Looking back, I am grateful for the sense of 
security I had, of the simple prosperity we had 
– we weren’t rich, but I never went without, for 
the stability of my family – despite my dad’s 
temper. For all the privileges bestowed upon 
me that I did not recognize, earn or deserve, 
but that were mine, nonetheless. For the 
innocence of my life then. For these I am 
grateful. 
 

 

 
 

A JEW-BOY'S TAKE ON XMAS 

MARC BASKIND 

Tis' the season for our folly 

Someone tell me, why be jolly? 

Jewish merchants work 18-hour days 

Just so bills can get paid. 
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What do Jew-boys know from Xmas 

Daddy's gone until next breakfast 

Hanukkah is just a Jewish ploy 

So us kids can get some toys. 

 

 

 

 

Noel spelled backwards is just Leon 

He's my friend though just a peon 

A Jewish kid, he'll be a Sammy 

Though I doubt he can afford Miami. 

 

Xmas means I get out of school 

Mom, sister and I will go to the pool 

In Miami where there are Jews 

My goyem friends stay cold and lose. 

 

This is what Xmas means to me 

A Jewish kid is all I'll be 

But goyem I guess must be acknowledged 
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Xmas paid for all my college. 

 

 

 

 

The most radical thing we can do is 

introduce people to one another. 

 

The following poem was written a few years 

back after spending our family Thanksgiving 

holiday in Romania with friends from our 

partner church. While there, we learned that for 

Unitarians in Transylvania, it is the angel who 

brings presents for children at Christmas. The 

angel is central to the poem below.  

When I shared this poem with a colleague in 

Transylvania, he translated it into Hungarian 

and then back to English. I have included both 

versions here to remind us that when we share 

with each other, translation is always 

happening.  

 

A Poem for the Angel of Christmas 

MITRA JAFARZADEH 

Why not fall more fully than love? 

Fall into gratitude 
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Into beauty 

Into grace 

 

Fall into surrender 

 

Become the hawk on the wing,  

the sparrow, the first robin of spring 

 

Come, fall in all manner of love 

And be caught by the angel 

Falling into God.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

The same poem, translated into Hungarian and 

back into English by Rev. Dr. Bela-Botond 

Jakabhazi. Rev. Jakabhazi was, for a time, the 

interim minister at our partner church in 

Romania. 

 

 

 

Why don’t you fall more totally than just fall?! 

 

Why don’t you fall deeper than love? 

 

Deep in gratitude 

Beauty 

Grace 
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Fall until there is nothing left of you 

Only the falling 

 

Like a hawk on the wings of the universe 

The first joyful, shivering swallow of spring 

 

Fall into all forms of love 

And let yourself be caught by the  

Angel falling into God. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When you translate the story of 

Christmas into your own story, what 

do you hear? 

 

 

For all the bright lights and good wishes of the 

holiday, there is sorrow, too. Some traditions are 

better at naming this sorrow and we can learn 

from them. Nina Tolley brings a little of the 

Buddhist perspective to St. John’s. Nina has for 

many years offered sitting and walking 

meditation at the church. She has a way of 
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inviting anyone who is interested to join in. In 

doing so, we might find a greater sense of peace, 

a calm that will carry us through. Nina’s 

reflection on the season follows: 

 

 

A Peaceful Meditation 

NINA TOLLEY 

At this time of year, we sing joyfully about the 
holiday season. But, what about those of us 
who have no reason to be joyful?  
 
What about those who are dying because of 
illness or hunger? Or those who are unhappy 
and struggling because they cannot pay their 
bills or that their loved ones are far away? And 
how about those who are homeless, out in all 
kinds of weather because of war or 
unemployment?  
 
My way of dealing with things beyond my 
control is to meditate. I start with myself,  
 
May I be filled with loving kindness,  
May I be well. 
May I be peaceful and at ease,  
May I be happy, and free from suffering. 
 

When I have reached sufficient calmness, I 
send out loving kindness to all the others who 
might be suffering.  
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Whether this helps others or not, it makes me 
feel less agitated and more peaceful. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

“Let there be peace on earth and 

let it begin with me.” 

 – Jill Jackson-Miller 

 
 

 

 

While Nina reminds us to practice peace all year 

long, Robert recalls us to other, older 

celebrations. Remember that the celebration of 

Jesus’ birth was fixed on the calendar very near 

ancient solstice observances. Enjoy his call to 

solstice peace:   

  

 

December 21st 

 
ROBERT E. FAWLEY 

 

On this Winter’s night, that came 

swiftly and long 
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It was the promise of each day, 
hope filled the song.  
Inside the place we dwell, 
let in the world of hues.  
Embraced again to this place of 
chill and color blue.  
Soon the dawn breaks the day- 

to trees crowned-top.  
Tied with snow’s sparkled ice 

breaking the field and crop.  

We will exchange the warmth of 
merry community.  
Along with promises of faith  
and brightened unity.  
May the joys reach these peoples  
of holly days.  
Bring blessings, to be found in 

the peace of ways. 
 

 

These next pieces take us into the manger. Rev. 

Alice Diebel writes of Mary looking at her baby. 

Connie Prairie tells the story from the 

perspective of a bystander, the cow who is 

always patient and giving. Claire and Robert 

travel with the wise men, bringing gifts. Finally, 

Barbara Galarde Tonne gives voice to the one 

who must have been present, the midwife.  

 

 
A Reflection on the Kneeling Madonna 

with Infant in Arms. 
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   ALICE DIEBEL 
 
I gaze at my child, just born and so fragile.  
Love pours out of me as fear grips me.  
Oh my heart.  
Oh my heart. 
 
My heart will never be the same. 
There is nothing in the world but you, perfect 
and beautiful. Imperfect and holy. 

 
You, with your life ahead, filled with danger 
and strife, 
how do I prepare the ground for your journey? 
How do I prepare the world for you? 
What do I have to make all things good for 
you?  
 
I kneel at the thought of it and still I am in 
awe of your perfection,  
and imperfection. 
I know what I must do. 
 
I must prepare you for the world,  
fill you with love. 
Together we will fill the world as with the love 
I have for you, beautiful and holy. 

 

Christmas Story from the Point of View of 

the Cow 

CONNIE PRAIRIE 
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I am a cow, a lovely brown cow. I live in a 

stable outside an inn in Bethlehem. I reside 

with multiple other animals including sheep, a 

goat, doves, owls, mice, chickens, and a horse. 

We are taken care of by the innkeeper. He 

provides food and water and cares for us every 

day. We are a family of sorts, residing together 

in (mostly) harmony. 

 

This story is about a particular event in my 

life. It was a night in December. The innkeeper 

had brought us our supper and we were 

relaxing in the stable. The town was bustling 

with people. There were men, women, and 

children everywhere! They came from all over 

the country and filled every open space. The 

streets were filled with noise and animals and 

people. The inn was filled with people and no 

rooms were available. 

 

I and my fellow stable mates were watching 

the activity. A man and a woman on a donkey 

came to the inn. Apparently, there was no 

room for them. The innkeeper brought the 

man, the woman and the donkey into our 

stable. We were not used to sharing our stable 

with people. This was a very strange situation. 

However, we determined to make our guests 

welcome and comfortable. We welcomed the 
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donkey and shared our food with him. The 

man and woman chose a space in the corner. 

Then something amazing happened.  

 

We each have experienced pregnancy and 

birth in the stable. This is a natural event in 

our lives. We had not previously participated 

in the birth of a human. The woman’s name 

was Mary. She was a gentle lady, and we all 

stood guard to keep her safe in the birthing 

process. The man, Joseph, helped her and 

encouraged her. I gave her encouragement in 

my way, by standing by and lowing softly. 

Once the baby was born, I was happy to share 

my manger with him. He was so tiny! I stood 

guard over the woman and the baby so they 

would feel safe. The stars were out, with one 

being particularly bright. For some reason, I 

felt that something special had happened.  

 

The little boy was wrapped in cloth and put in 

the manger on my hay and straw. He was 

quite comfortable, I think. He was a wonder. I 

had never seen a new human baby. Mary 

rested, and fed him when needed. Joseph 

tended to them both. I and my fellow stable 

mates watched over the little family and kept 

them safe.  
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When some shepherds came to the stable, it 

was somewhat crowded in our little world. The 

shepherds were happy and indicated that the 

birth of this little boy, whom Mary named 

Jesus, was a miracle. I was not sure what to 

think. Birth is a normal occurrence in my 

world. I suppose it is always special, possibly 

a miracle. Mary had a special glow, as 

mothers often do. She smiled and was 

appropriately proud of her little one. 

 

The shepherds said that they had seen a 

special star in the sky and had heard from 

some angels that a king had been born in the 

stable. I was unsure what to think. A host of 

angels? Singing and indicating that this little 

baby was a king? Hmmmmm. The shepherds 

were quite sure, however, that this baby was 

very special.  

 

After they left, we all settled down for the rest 

of the night. The humans slept. My fellow 

animals slept, I wondered about the events of 

the night. It seemed wonderful, and strange, 

and ordinary at the same time. As I fell asleep, 

I listened to the little baby snuffling softly in 

my manger. 
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My Story 

BARBARA GALARDE TONNE 

 

Yes, the wise men were there. I remember 

Gaspar/brown hair and beard/ Melchior/ 

long white hair/Balthazar/black skin/beard. 

 

I was there, I can hear you now. Bellowing 

out your condemnation. Silencing me. I am 

not  

a bell that will stop ringing. 

 

If you were there, where are you listed in the  

story through the ages? 

 

Look, Luke recorded the child’s birth. He saw 

me. 

Luke wrote about the good stuff. Baby 

born/baby wrapped 

In blankets/ that was pretty much it, folks. 

 

For your information, Mary was young, 

probably a teenager, 
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never had been pregnant. Her labor was long 

and difficult. 

 

When baby Jesus appeared, there was no 

need for choirs  

of angels, I tell you. Joy and wonder shone in 

their faces,  

more brightly than any guiding star. 

 

This, my friend, is where I came in. 

 

I took that sweet infant, washed his tiny body 

and handed  

him to his parents. 

 

I told my own children this story. This truth. 

They were proud of me. 

I am Zeloni, midwife, assistant to Mary, young 

mother. So long ago. 

I remember Joseph the young father, the 

kings from far away, all the  

animals, even an elephant. My little son John 

was so taken with the elephant 

part of my story. He smiled every time I told 

him about it.  
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Yours in truth, 

Zeloni 

 

 

Nativity Reflection 

 
KATHY LAUFMAN 

 
I grew up second of nine children in a devout 
Catholic family. Our family’s “crib scene” 
spent every holiday under the Christmas tree. 
All the figures and the wooden stable were 
dinged up by years of use and handling, but it 
was beloved. 
 
When my mother died 6 years ago at age 98, 
one of her treasures was “The Crib”. So, which 
child of the nine gets this treasured object? 
Mom would have been proud of us as we 
negotiated the deal. We listened to each other, 
respected differences, and cared about each 
other. A plan emerged that reflected the 
thoughtful, giving spirit of the season and our 
family. Each sibling took home one of the 
figures…one with meaning to them. 
 
I didn’t get the Joseph figure, but I like 

Joseph. I think he was a good guy, caring and 
true. I respect the quiet, faithful way he 
protected Mary and her baby, expecting little 
in return. He’s the kind of person I’d like to 
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be, but, like most of us, I feel I don’t always 
have the energy or time. It’s possible, however, 
that my respect for him, and others like him, 
led in some way to my career in social work. I 
gave it my best, just as he did. 
 
Now, years later, Bob and I share Christmas 
with our kids and grandkids. We do not set up 
a crib scene, but I hope our family 
understands that those crib figures, and what 

they represent, surround us year-round.  
 
  
 

 

 

The Donkey 

MITRA JAFARZADEH 

When I was a little child, we lived in Tehran, 

Iran. Much of my father’s family lived in far 

western Iran in a town called Kermanshah. 

This was in the early 1970s when places were 

farther away and travel was much more of an 

adventure. To visit family, we would pack a 

picnic basket, pile into the car and drive all 

day. At some point, we would pull over to the 

side of the road, lay out our blanket and dine. 

I remember the mountains and the streams, 

the carvings on the cliff faces and the man 

who walked his donkey our way.  
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Being small, spoiled and loving animals, I 

begged my dad to let me ride that donkey. 

Children have no concept of how it is that 

people make a living. They do not know what 

it is to wander with your wares and hope to 

sell enough to eat. They know nothing of 

deadlines and schedules. Or at least, I didn’t.  

What I knew was the soft brown eyes and 

course coat; the earthy smell and rhythmic 

breathing of large and gentle animals. And so, 

I begged.  

My father loved me without question and 

beyond measure. Of course, he paid the man 

to unburden the donkey of his goods so that I 

could be set on its back and walked along the 

path just long enough for the novelty to fade.  

At Christmas, when the big church on the 

corner sets up a living nativity and brings a 

donkey to bray at children, I remember 

receiving the kind of love that keeps no 

schedule, will interrupt social conventions and 

set down all worldly things. It is a love that 

would stop the world to make a child happy.  

I wish this love for each and every one of you, 

and every child, all year round.  
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The Three Wise Men 

CLAIRE WAGNER 

Were they wise men or kings, as in the song?  

What made them wise?  

Had they studied astronomy and believed a 

peculiarly bright star would bring them to a 

fateful/faithful event?  

Or were gold, frankincense and myrrh judged 

to be the right gifts to be received at a 

nobleman's home - just in case?  

Tradition has assigned them names: Melchior, 

Caspar, and Balthasar, but historians say 

there could have ben a dozen men (not kings) 

travelling together, likely from Arabia.  

Whatever the details, the story is one of 

welcoming a special child, adding 

international hospitality to that of the 

innkeeper and animals who shared what 

space they had.  

In my home we occasionally stargaze, and I 

am ever reminded that anyone anywhere can 

be looking into the sky at the same time, 

sharing in the (relatively) similar celestial awe 

and maybe wishing for the same peace that 

the view inspires in me.  
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Three Offerings 

 
Robert E. Fawley 

 

These sages, brought gold to the son 

that was to be a man. 
Brighten the hope of a generation, 
and break the plan.  
These ingots of wealth to be  
mercifully shared.  
But only to those who- 

challenged and dared.  
 

Brought him holy air and holy smoke, 
to bind wounds of whips.  
To chase away the pains, of wars, 
and thousand ships.  
Heal the flesh of human’s  
strife and toil.  
Burned for courage, reach immortality  
on high and on soil.  
 

How precious is the oil, to carry  
through body and reach soul.  
To make promises of the unseen 

but feel whole.  
Anointed for ever-lasting and 

fair peace-makers.  
For this his rebels and our 

own truth-takers.  
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The Christmas Star 

ASHLEIGH RHODES 

This winter 
when I think about the star  
I think about long journeys 

through the blue dark night 
 
putting one foot in front of the other 
 
I think about not really knowing 
what lies ahead 
 

I don’t like the word hope. 
 

Hope means to me  
imagining you’ll get what you want. 

 
You put that toy on your Christmas list  
hope is believing it will be there, shiny  
bright, 
just as you imagined. 

 
what does it mean to walk into a future you 
can’t imagine? 
 
what does it mean to just keep walking  
 
listening to the call of star song 
 
leaving a door open in the heart 
for what lies at the end of the path? 
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This is where we imagine the manger. 
Friendly candlelight, yellow straw, a family’s 
love. 
 
This winter 

I think about how 
The star is still there, white and shining 
The path is still blue dark and long 
 
The future is always ahead 
Beyond our imagination 
 
But we keep walking 
Holding the star in our hearts 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Joy to You 

Joy to One Another 

Joy to the World! 
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St. John’s is a community of sharing, serving, 

giving and growing in spirit. This concludes the 

meditations that have been written thus far. 

Below is space for you to add your own. The 

season is not complete without your voice.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Merry Christmas Everyone 

 

 


