


 

Dear friends, 

 

Advent is a special time of the year. This four-week season beginning on 
Sunday, December 3 this year, invites us to be intentional in preparing our 
hearts for Christmas. Since the season marks the start of the church year, its 
themes are also a reminder that we are still waiting for the return of Christ and 
we are invited to shape our hearts and our lives to make ready for this ultimate eventuality. 

 

This year, our members have compiled an Advent Devotional, inviting us to contemplate an Advent theme each day. 
Organizer, Christine Allison, writes 

 

This 2017 Advent Devotional was written with love by twenty-three of our church members… all reflecting on 
their experiences of “waiting.” 

 

Our hope is that you will join your church family during this season of Advent and read one a day up through 
Christmas. Can you do it without reading ahead? Practice patience and WAIT for a new day to read the next 
reflection. We know you’ll want to see what and whose writing is next, but let it be a surprise. 

 

May God bless all of us this season with love and a desire to follow God’s plan for what is next here at First 
Church and then continue to do God’s will in making this church a vibrant church of Akron. We must not always 
WAIT on others to do the work here. Look at these 23 writers… they jumped in to make this new Advent 
Devotional for you, the members. Thanks to all of them! 

 

Our thanks go to those who shared in these pages, as well as to editors, Christine Allison, Ruth Ann Allison, Chuck Mills, 
Sharon Nichols, and Elizabeth Wilson; to Kellie Ramirez for design and layout and to all those who were involved in the 
printing and mailing. 

 

I trust you will be blessed this Advent season and that this devotional will enrich your sense of spirituality and deepen 
your sense of purpose. 

 

Grace and peace, 

 

 

 

Reverend Nanette Pitt 

Senior Minister 



"If you have faith as a grain of a mustard seed, you will 
say to this mountain, 'Move from here to there', and it 
will move; and nothing will be impossible to you."  
Matthew 17:20   

nce I saw a wall sign that said, "Expectations 
Are Foolish".  On the surface the message is 
negative, but I think it really meant, we 
should not expect the outcome we want or 

planned. Maybe a more positive way of stating it is 
"Expect the unexpected", for we don't always know what 
will come.  I have learned that through choice or 
circumstance many times.  Some situations were life-
changing - a move, a new job, a marriage, a job loss, my 
husband's glioblastoma diagnosis.  Others were pure joy 
as when, after concluding a lesson in a kindergarten class 
on social skills and preparing to leave, I said, "Goodbye 
class!", I heard a loud child's voice say, "Goodbye, Mrs. 
Deodorant!"  Somehow she had mistaken my name (Mrs. 
Yoder) for "Mrs. Deodorant". Young students had 
occasionally called me "Mrs. Odor" or "Mrs. Yogurt" 
before, but this was a first for "Mrs. Deodorant".  The 
experience has provided many laughs as I retell the story. 

I've thought often of the loved ones I've lost - my 
parents, husband, relatives, friends, and know they 
experienced the unexpected.  My Amish-bred husband, 
Jess, told me a story of his youth in Pennsylvania.  He had 
always loved school, and after having ended his schooling 
after 8th grade as all Amish children do, he worked on a 
neighbor's farm to contribute to the family income.  As 
that year progressed, his longing to attend school grew 
deeper, so in May he told his mother that he wanted to 
attend the nearest public high school in the fall.  I can 
imagine that for her and his dad, this was startlingly 
unexpected.  She ignored him.  But he persisted several 
times throughout the summer.  Finally when Jess 
mentioned it again, she realized he was insistent and very 
determined, so she said, "If you still feel this way when 
the school bus goes by, you can get on the bus."  He still 
did, so he did.  I admire my husband for having the faith 
to defy convention.  I admire my late mother-in-law's 
love and faith in allowing her son to "enlarge his 
territory" and attend high school and beyond. 

When the angels appeared to the shepherds, I've been 
told they were fearful at first, but they also had faith, 
hope and love, not knowing what to expect as they 
journeyed towards the Star in the East. I believe it's 
about the journey and even if we are fearful, to 
remember to have faith that God is showing us the 
way. We can all "Get on the bus" and see where life leads 
us. 

Dear God, Thank you for the unexpected happenings that 
help us grow, and guide us to keep faith, hope, and 
love.  Amen.  

- Sue Yoder

“I waited patiently for the Lord, he inclined to me and 
heard my cry.” Psalm 40:1 

o you have patience to wait on the Lord? 
Whether it is an answer to a prayer, a 
struggle or worry you need help with, the 
lifelong question about what is your 

purpose here or God given gift or whatever the need may 
be…The Lord our God hears your every word and will 
reveal the answer to you.  Our lives get so busy 
sometimes that we just want to get through whatever 
obstacle is in our way and can get frustrated when we 
want the answer now.  These things will never be in the 
time we want or even the answer we want to hear, but 
God knows us, the path that is chosen for us, and what 
we need.  God will answer in His time and His time 
alone.  So, practice patient waiting…what you seek will 
be revealed because the Lord hears your every word! 

Heavenly Father, I pray that you will instill in us 
patience…Patience to know that you are always present 
and listening.  We all tend to be so busy in our day to day 
lives that it is hard for some to know what patience is and 
how to patiently wait on You.  You have chosen a path for 
all of us and it is in Your timing that it be shown to each 
of us.  You know our struggles in life and I know that you 
are always listening with unconditional love and the 
answer to our prayers.  Lord, be with us always and give 
us the comfort to know that Your timing is everything and 
that we need to patiently wait on You!  Amen. 

- Tiffani Akers 



 

 was that child. The one, who in early 
December, started snooping for Santa. 
Looking through closets and drawers and 
under beds, I was anxious for any sign that 
he'd be coming. I just couldn't wait!  

I’ve always loved and eagerly anticipated Christmas. All 
the traditions of my Hungarian family are such sweet 
memories - the endless baking, sausage making, holiday 
parties, large family gatherings, the decorations, caroling 
and, of course, the special gifts given and received. 

In 1981, just days after Christmas, little did I know that 
the next one would be when I received the gift that 
would change my life in so many wonderful ways. 

New Year's weekend 1982 started in grand fashion with a 
ski trip with friends in Holiday Valley, New York. Large, 
puffy snowflakes greeted my husband and me on the 
slopes the night before, but January 1 dawned with grey 
skies and drizzle. An omen. Within minutes of heading 
down the slope for the first run, I hit a patch of ice that 
was no match for me. Fortunately, just before hitting the 
tree a few feet in front of me. Unfortunately, before the 
bindings released from my left ski. 

My leg was shattered. It was only after multiple surgeries 
and weeks in the hospital that I was finally able to come 
home at the end of January. That winter was a bleak and 
very depressing time for this always-on-the-go girl. 
But God has a funny way of working. Just as spring was 
beginning to bud, I learned that there was a blossom 
blooming in me. My first child! Due on my birthday, no 
less. November 18. My world brightened. 

I had never been a very patient person. But through 
pregnancy, waiting was something I had to 
learn. November 1 came and I was so ready and hoping 
for an early delivery. My birthday came and I was sure it 
was any day now. Then Thanksgiving passed and I was 
tired and aching all over. It wasn't until December 5 that 
my sweet Steven finally arrived and I became a mother. 
An early - and extraordinary - Christmas blessing! 

Dear Lord, I may not understand how everything will work 
out, but I trust you. Thanks for the blessings of family, 
friends and traditions during the holidays and all 
throughout the year. And thank you for the lessons in 
patience, because you have shown me that when the 
right time comes it will be very beautiful and totally worth 
the wait. Amen. 

- Elizabeth Wilson 

“And now, LORD, for what do I wait? My hope is in You.” 
Psalms 39:7   

ost of my adult life, I feel as though 
I’ve been waiting…waiting to find the 
love of my life, the right job, and 
ultimately, waiting to find myself.  

I prayed for these things to come into  my life. 

I thought that my waiting was over, when life began 
crashing down. The long-term relationship I had dreamed 
of, ended. Six months later, I was laid off from my job of 
18 years. I had lost the things that I thought defined me. 
LOST is the key word. Who am I without this person who 
was my “other half”? Or the job that gave me “purpose”? 
I wandered pretty aimlessly for quite a while. I am so 
thankful to have family and friends who stood by me and 
supported me. I began volunteering… pieces of me were 
beginning to come together. Something was still missing. 

Waiting for my life to happen, was that going to be my 
future? I hadn’t been to church regularly in many years. 
My faith was calling. I was drawn back to the church I had 
grown up in…First Congregational Church of Akron. After 
the first couple of Sundays, I knew this is where I 
belonged. Why had I waited so long? Since reconnecting 
with the church and my faith, I have found my church 
family; Friends I feel as though I’ve known forever and 
cannot imagine my life without. Encouragement and love 
are given so freely that you can’t help but feel recharged 
with purpose and joy. The days have become much 
easier. 

I’m still not “complete”, but I’m no longer waiting. I try to 
enjoy what each day brings and pray that my career will 
come into focus soon, so that I may not only sustain 
myself, but be able to pay forward the kindness and 
support that has been given to me. 

Dear LORD, Thank YOU for the family in blood and in 
Christ that you have given me. Thank YOU for the 
patience you have shown me daily, as I grow in your 
service. Please grant me the patience and understanding 
that my prayers will be answered and my needs will be 
met in YOUR time, that I may live an abundant life in 
YOUR name. Amen. 

- Nancy Jenkins 



Alleluia! God appears on earth to reign. 
Now, redemption, long expected, 
See in solemn pomp appear… 
Savior, take the power and glory, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own; 
Alleluia!  See the day of God appear! 

- Karen Ballard 

hen my children were teenagers, there 
were two rules I expected them to 
follow when they went out for the 
evening.  Rule #1 - don't make me 

worry.  Rule #2 - don't make me wait.  But. . . being 
teenagers, one of them would inevitably miss curfew, 
and I would sit up waiting, my worry and anxiety 
mounting with each passing minute, my mind spinning 
with every dreadful scenario imaginable for their failure 
to get home on time.  Of course my worries were always 
for nothing.  My wayward children would waltz in 
without a care in the world, and with virtually no 
understanding of how waiting for them to arrive home 
safely STRESSED ME OUT.  

For some people, the wait for Christmas is like those late 
nights waiting for my errant children.  They worry - about 
what to buy, about finding time to shop, about finding 
time for more  holiday get-togethers than there are days 
in December, about family time with difficult relatives, 
about finding the perfect tree, about decorating the 
house so it is worthy of a spot in Better Homes and 
Gardens Magazine, about the "perfect" Christmas 
morning gift-opening bonanza.  And how will it all get 
paid for?  For some people the days leading up to 
Christmas are spent in a constant state of anxiety.  The 
wait for Christmas STRESSES PEOPLE OUT.  

As I have grown older, I have come to realize the 
foolishness of my two rules with my children.  I also have 
discovered the folly in worrying during the wait for 
Christmas. It has taken me most of my adult life to figure 
out that worry has never solved a problem, nor has 
impatience made a wait any shorter. Imagine Mary 
waiting for the arrival of her son.  She did not worry.  She 
was not impatient.  Her heart was filled with anticipation 
and happy expectation for the fulfillment of a promise.  I 
imagine her immersed in the joy of it all. 

This Advent Season, help us to remember to wait with 
joyful hearts for the arrival of a child. 

- Ruth Ann Allison 

y maternal grandfather often said, 
“God may be slow, but He’s never too 
late.”  When something or someone is 
slow, you just have to wait.  Wait--it 

sounds so benign, doesn’t it?  And yet for many of us, 
waiting creates different kinds of emotional energy that 
is anything but benign. Think of a child waiting for 
Christmas morning—bundles of excited, anticipatory 
waiting. Think of waiting while a loved one is in surgery—
hours of anxious and perhaps distraught waiting.  We 
have no concept of “that with the Lord one day is like a 
thousand years, and a thousand years are like one 
day.”  (2 Peter 3: 8)  No, when we are waiting, we are 
often aware of every minute that clicks by on the clock. 

The Christians, to whom the author of 2 Peter spoke in 
chapter 3, were apparently not waiting with patience.  
Each week they gathered to tell the stories of Jesus’ life, 
ministry, death, resurrection, his ascension and return to 
the Father. They also recalled that Jesus told them, he 
would return. There will come a time Jesus told us, when 
“the sun will be darkened and the moon will not give its 
light … ” (Mark 13:24). All will be in turmoil and chaos 
and in that time they “will see ‘the Son of Man coming in 
clouds’ with great power and glory” (Mark 13:26). 

As the anticipation for Christmas builds and all focus is on 
our celebration of Jesus’ first coming, what do we think 
about the second coming?   Are we content to sing about 
the “little town of Bethlehem” more than we are to 
believe, “Lo, he comes with clouds descending … God 
appears on earth to reign”? 

The 2 Peter passage encourages us to live lives with the 
full recognition that the Lord will indeed return.   It is not 
benign waiting but rather living lives of faithfulness and 
holiness; lives of expectation and watchfulness.  As we 
wait, we may live into that new creation, the new heaven 
and earth may be revealed right here and right now. 

During this Advent season we recognize the anniversary 
of the bombing of Pearl Harbor.  Living in such chaotic, 
violent times, we may wonder where God is in these 
turbulent times.  The sailors who were caught up in Pearl 
Harbor probably felt as though the “heavens [were] set 
ablaze and dissolved … melt[ing] with fire” (2 Peter 3:12). 
These are days when we need to hear words of hope and 
encouragement.  While we have no idea of how or when 
it will come about, we are invited to sing hymns of God’s 
coming, of the new creation of love and justice, declaring 
with confidence that “the day of the Lord will come”  
(2 Peter 3:10). 



“They who wait for the Lord shall renew their strength, 
they shall mount up with wings like eagles, they shall run 
and not be weary, they shall walk and not faint.” Isaiah 
40:31 

n the first day of the week, a kind, soft 
spoken palliative care doctor guided us into 
a little room to discuss options. There really 
were none: all had been exhausted.  So, 

family was contacted and decided it would be on Friday 
morning. Family gathered in close on that warm July 
morning.  We shared muted laughter and great 
memories, but mostly tears, tight hugs and prayer.  Much 
prayer.  We held him and kissed his cheeks, his forehead, 
his hands.  Life-giving tubes were removed.  So many 
tubes.  As he lay there, he looked so small and frail.  We 
took our places around his bed.  The nurse glanced back 
at me one last time. She then turned toward my father to 
disconnect his life-sustaining machine.  Silence. Weary 
silence.   For months I had petitioned God to heal my 
dad; cried out for the Lord to see dad through his 
suffering, to recover from heart surgery and be able to 
dance at his first grand daughter’s wedding.  But God had 
other plans.  And in that agonizing moment, the true 
waiting began. In silence.  In desperate expectation of 
that which was inevitably to come. 

We wait for a multitude of things in life ~ from traffic 
lights, graduations, a job, a spouse, a calling to ministry, 
for wisdom, to even death. I believe the kind of waiting 
the prophet refers to in Isaiah 40:31, is a silent searching 
for and desperate dependence on God. When I have 
come to the end of my strength and myself, when I am 
willing and seeking and silent, God blesses me by drawing 
me close.  Blessed mystery.  If, in silent expectation of 
God’s moving,  I humble my desires and my pride and 
look to God for strength, God enables me to rise above 
the present struggle and carry on to do the next 
thing.  As we silence ourselves before the omnipotent 
and omniscient God, who sees beyond our selfish desires, 
we will be blessed beyond all understanding.  

The Lord blessed my dad with three days of peaceful rest 
in this world.  Dad quietly breathed his last and inhaled 
the presence of the Lord early on Sunday morning with 
his grand daughters by his side.  Glory to God! 

Holy God, in this blessed season of the Advent of our Lord 
Jesus Christ, thank you for your perfect plan of waiting. 
We acknowledge the many challenges of life which cause 
us to humble ourselves and in our weakness seek 
you.  Lord, help us embrace you in the process and to 
bring you glory in the waiting. Amen. 

- DeAnn Clemons 

dvent - the first season of the Christian 
church - is a time of waiting.  It is the time 
during which we anticipate the coming of 
Christ.  It is customary for Christians to 

spend this season in reflection.  While we wait for Christ, 
we anticipate that arrival by renewing our hopes, our 
faith, and our desire for peace and love in our turbulent 
world.  We attempt to refresh our hearts with positive 
thoughts, welcoming words, and generous giving to 
others. We try to move away from worry and instead 
embrace the joy in our lives -  in our families, our 
neighbors, our church, perhaps the first light of a sunrise. 
It is a time of joyous waiting. 

Beyond Advent, how much of our life is spent waiting?  It 
is estimated that we spend 5 years of our lives waiting in 
line, 2 years playing telephone tag, and 6 months waiting 
for red lights.  Most of us are impatient during those 
times.  "I have so much to do!  I don't have time for 
this!"  Our blood pressure goes up, and we're often angry 
at those people or those things causing us to waste our 
precious time.   But wait - our time is precious! Why do 
we choose to spend a large part of our lives in such 
negative space?  Why not attempt to return to that 
tender peace of Advent?  Why not choose to spend that 
time in reflection?  Why not give thanks for all that's 
good in our lives?  Why not pray for someone who needs 
prayer - including ourselves? 

So we wait.  We wait for appointments.  We wait for 
traffic lights.  We wait on hold.  We wait for Christ.  We 
need to remember that we always have the choice of 
how we wait. 

Holy God, With your guidance may we learn to wait with 
patience, humility, and hope.  We give you thanks for all 
the things that you have bestowed on us - including the 
precious time we have in this beloved world.  Help us to 
use it wisely. Amen. 

- Terri & Jake Cook 



ow I love this season of Advent, this 
season of waiting and watching, this 
season of preparing to receive anew the 
Christ child into our hearts. But if I’ve 

learned anything it is that waiting does not always come 
easily. I remember how, as a child, I would grow excitedly 
impatient as the number of days to Christmas – to the 
unwrapping of gifts under the tree – grew shorter and 
shorter. As an adult I find myself watching the traffic light 
of the crossing traffic to be alert to when my light will 
turn green. And in our world that seems so intent on 
tearing itself apart, I sometimes feel impatient for 
evidence of the peaceful, loving change that my faith in 
the God whom the scriptures declare to be Love leads me 
to believe is possible. 

As I reflect on how hard waiting can be, the words of the 
prophet Isaiah come to mind: 

Have you not known? Have you not heard? 
The Lord is the everlasting God, the Creator of the ends of 
the earth. 
He does not faint or grow weary; his understanding is 
unsearchable. 
He gives power to the faint, and strengthens the 
powerless. 
Even youths will faint and be weary, and the young will 
fall exhausted; 
but those who wait for the Lord shall renew their 
strength, 
they shall mount up with wings like eagles, they shall run 
and not be weary, 
they shall walk and not faint 
Isaiah 40:28-31 
 
I love the way Isaiah offers us a glimpse of God’s glory 
and power and the way he relates this to us, those who 
may grow weary as we watch or wait for God’s healing 
and life-giving presence to be revealed. I especially love 
the prophet’s assurance that those who wait for the Lord 
shall renew their strength, they shall mount up with 
wings like eagles, they shall run and not be weary, they 
shall walk and not faint. 

There is such comfort in this promise, such hope in this 
declaration. Indeed, we are not waiting for just any 
revelation as we turn our hearts longingly to God this 
time of the year. We are waiting for the revelation of 
God’s incarnate love, Jesus the Christ, the one who was 
and is and is yet to come. We do not wait and watch as 
those who have no hope. We wait and watch for a 
promise to be fulfilled – right here and right now! 

In this spirit, let us pray: Everlasting God, Creator of the 
ends of the earth, strengthen us in our waiting and 
watching. Lift our hearts and minds up to you this day, so 
that we may come to know your presence with us now. 
Prepare our hearts to receive Jesus anew and to live the 
love and peace he has come to reveal to the world. 
Amen. 

- Steven T. Savides 

“Behold, we consider those blessed who remained 
steadfast. You have heard of the steadfastness of Job, 
and you have seen the purpose of the Lord, how the Lord 
is compassionate and merciful.” James 5:11 

n the world that we live in, waiting or being 
patient is almost a lost art; we rush from one 
event to another with schedules that our 
grandparents and parents could not even 

image living with.  To wait is to be patient, which the 
Bible shows in many examples that God’s people could 
not wait for their blessing from God and this also holds 
true in society today.  

During this season of Advent, we are waiting to celebrate 
the birth of our Savior, each day bringing us closer to that 
wonderful and precious gift that we were given. Yet, with 
our busy lives it is very easy to get caught up in the rush, 
which gives some or most a bad taste in our mouths. 
Which can turn us to the opposite of Job, complaining 
about what is wrong instead of looking for the Grace of 
God.  Let’s try to savor each day of our lives as a precious 
gift, which the Spirit has graced us with.  

Take each Advent day and wait to see what God has 
waiting for you. It can be as simple as the smells of your 
day that remind us of past blessings and loved ones, 
reaching or hearing from old friends, crisp December 
days walking through the snow, a simple smile from a 
stranger or loved one.  Job was waiting for God to lift his 
burdens, yet he never complained and kept praising Him. 
I hope with that we all make a mindful commitment this 
Advent season to have a “wait problem” which brings us 
closer to God, who has been patiently waiting all our lives 
for us to be closer to Him. 

Dear Lord. I pray that as we wait for the birth of your son, 
please grant us blessings to see you in every aspect of our 
lives, not just during Advent, but all our time left on this 
earth.  Amen. 

- Paula Speight 



ast year, before Advent, our Book Club read 
a book titled, “The 13th Gift” by Joanne 
Smith.  This wonderful true story was about 
random acts of kindness for a family who 

had lost their husband/father, and it gave Ruth Ann and I 
the inspiration to do something similar for a family who 
had just lost their son/brother that previous October.  

As Advent came closer we were planning what gifts we 
could give (based on the 12 days of Christmas song and 
this book) and how we could get them to the family 
without them knowing who gave them. We talked to a 
couple friends about this and soon we added Anita, 
Karen and Julie who wanted to be in on the project.  
Then we found someone who delivered the gifts to their 
house, every day.  At first it was done in secret, but that 
couldn’t go on because the oldest son was waiting for 
the arrival of the next day of gifts. I could hardly wait to 
get started on the day we had planned.   

The first gift was a Teddy Bear to hold when their spirits 
were low.  On the second day we gave two rolls of 
wrapping paper followed by 3 bags of bows on the 3rd 
day…and the days went on with handmade note cards, 
holiday mugs, cookie cutters, gingerbread men, candy 
canes, and so on…ending with a Norwegian Pine Tree 
with 12 Sponge Bob ornaments. (That was the young 
man’s favorite character.) The mother wrote on 
Facebook that they were receiving these gifts and what a 
blessing it was to the family and they had no idea who 
was doing it. I would hear from others who knew them 
that the two boys couldn’t wait to see what came each 
day.  It ended up being not only a blessing for them, but 
certainly a blessing for us. “It is in the giving that we 
receive.” We were so glad we did this for the family that 
we ended up the project saying, “How can we make this 
an annual thing?” I don’t know if that will happen this 
year because of finding a family in need that we know, 
but we’ll just have to wait and see how God leads us this 
time. 

Loving God, help us to be open to your leading in ways of 
doing random acts of kindness for others and not having 
to be recognized for it. Amen.  

- Christine Allison 

"But the angel said to them, "Do not be afraid; for see - I 
am bringing you good news of great joy for all the 
people:  to you is born this day in the city of David a 
Savior, who is the Messiah, the Lord"  Luke 2: 10 - 11 

here have been several times of waiting and 
wondering for me.  Times when I had no idea 
what the future would look like. 

During Advent when we anticipate the 
coming of the Christ Child into our world, I remember, 
like Mary, being nervous about the future.  I was 9 
months pregnant.  I was huge in size.  Thought I should 
be having twins! I couldn't sleep and would wander 
around the house, sometimes staring out the window 
and thinking about how my life would change.  I had NO 
IDEA how drastically my life would change forever - as 
any mother can tell you.  I remember the nervousness 
and excitement of that time. 

A more recent time of anticipating major change in my 
life was when I retired from ministry in 2009. Once 
more, I had NO IDEA what my new life would be 
like.  What would I do? Where would I find meaning? 
Would I have friends? And once again, I paced in the 
middle of the night - looking out the window and 
wondering and praying. 

It is 2017 and we are once again in the season of Advent
-watching and waiting for the message that the Christ 
Child is bringing…the message that God is in our midst. 
You would think by the age of 73 and preaching many 
sermons about God being with us, that I would no 
longer be anxious.  That I would no longer worry about 
the future.  But the truth is, I am in the season of 
Advent, of wondering and worrying.  I am in the season 
of longing to be reassured that God is with me - is with 
us - is with the world.  Once more I sing "O Come, O 
Come, Emmanuel" and ransom us from this world of 
fear, hurt and anger.   I sing with great passion and 
sometimes tears, "Rejoice, Rejoice!  Emmanuel shall 
come to you, O Israel" - and come to me, and to you, 
dear friends, and to our world!  O come, O come, 
Emmanuel!  O come! 

Loving God, we are waiting.  Help us to feel Your 
Presence and not be afraid.  Amen. 

- Anita Rayburn 



nce, as a child, I could not overcome the 
fierce temptation to explore our attic in 
search of the unwrapped Christmas presents 
I suspected my mother was hiding there. I 

found a few of mine under a blanket – a special doll I 
longed for, and a beautiful fluffy robe. When the time 
came to unwrap our gifts, how I regretted my sleuthing. 
Worse yet, they were marked “From Santa Claus!”  

If only I had waited for the Christmas surprise. 

Certainly, there are times when waiting isn’t my best 
course of action: waiting to respond to an urgent 
situation, to reach out in kindness, to fail to act upon an 
unexpected opportunity. But I’ve learned there is a 
sacred kind of waiting, as well: the willingness to wait for 
discernment about the ways God moves in and around 
my life.  

When I’m seeking direction at a juncture in my life, I can 
step off the merry-go-round of indecision and wait for 
instructions. I can center myself in a quiet place, inviting 
God into my stillness.  

When I am baffled by a passage of Scripture, I can choose 
to enter the mystery of the Word and wait for the slow 
dawning of understanding.  

When I am exhausted or discouraged, or lost in the 
woods of worry, waiting for answered prayers, I can 
accept the challenge to live each day with trust. I can 
practice patience, knowing it can strengthen me for the 
journey. When the answer to a prayer feels like a “no,” I 
can take comfort in the promise of “a peace that 
surpasses all understanding” if I am only willing to wait 
for it (Philippians 4:7). At the heart of that peace might 
be an unexpected “yes” to a prayer I hadn’t imagined at 
all.  

I ask God now to help me welcome the waiting for 
Christmas as much as I welcome its arrival. To remind me 
to recognize the gifts of Advent with holy anticipation, 
pausing to celebrate every glimpse of wonder along the 
way. 

Lord, in this time of preparation for Christmas, give us the 
gift of sacred waiting, so that each day of Advent leads us 
to an ever-growing gratitude for the miracle of Jesus’s 
birth. Amen. 

- Marsha McGregor 

t was church as usual on Sunday.  The service 
had begun - nothing unusual there.  
Announcements were made, and the opening 
hymn had been sung.  The choir had entered 

the meeting house and processed to the choir loft.  It was 
quiet as the stranger entered - a few heads turned as he 
walked slowly to one of the back rows and sat down.  No 
one said anything, but because he looked different than 
“us” there was unease among several worshippers as he 
made his way to his seat.  He was of another race, had a 
backpack or two, kind of mumbled as he sat down.  My 
immediate thought was one of alarm I have to admit.  Did 
he have guns in his backpacks? In view of recent events, I 
am sure others felt the same unease. But I put my 
thoughts in God’s hands and focused on worship and 
didn’t pay much attention to him. 

During the service, Bill, an usher that day, sat by him and 
welcomed him to the service.  The stranger said he 
wanted to worship and asked if that was ok.  During the 
sermon, he paid rapt attention and the mumbling 
stopped.   

It was time for the offering.  Bill avoided him with the 
collection plate, thinking he surely would not have any 
money to contribute and did not want to embarrass him. 
But the stranger motioned Bill to come over to him.  He 
put in 9 cents - probably all he had. 9 cents to him 
represented a fortune, I am sure.   

9 cents - the widow’s mite. 

How quick we are to judge out of fear - even those of us 
who pride ourselves on being “open and affirming” and 
“celebrate diversity,” quickly “judge” someone who 
clearly does not look like nor act like us.  And yet, he was 
a blessing to us both that day - he gave willingly - his 9 
cents - because he was glad to be in God’s house that 
morning. 

Bill and I will carry that image with us, especially as we 
move into the Advent season. We hope that we all will 
open our spiritual eyes to the “stranger” who enters our 
lives, no matter where we are on our journeys. 

Loving God, we ask that you give us the spiritual eyes and 
hospitable hearts that help us really see those who are 
around us.  Give us the courage to reach out, to listen, or 
to just provide a welcoming smile to the “strangers” we 
meet. They, too, are waiting for the coming of the Christ 
child and some are waiting alone.  Amen and Shalom. 

- Bill and Julie Brandy 



 don’t wait well. Never have. When I was a 
child, it seemed as if there was always 
something over the horizon on which I 
focused my hopes and dreams. Birthdays, 

Christmas, new shoes, that magical toy, it didn’t matter. 
They were what I thought I wanted. They were what I 
waited for. They would bring satisfaction. 

As an adult, the objects of my waiting changed, but the 
quality of need with which I looked ahead remained the 
same. Marriage, college graduation, children…there was 
always something just out of reach that I thought would 
make all the difference. Don’t get me wrong, these are 
life-altering events. They brought me great joy. Still, I felt 
the satisfaction I sought still lay ahead, just around the 
corner, over the hill. 

Our culture is the same. We are taught from childhood 
that there is some thing that will make our lives 
complete. It’s the fairy tale ending we see on television, 
in advertising, just about any place we look. We are told 
that our lives are incomplete unless we have – you fill the 
blank. It is hard to find any area of American life that 
does not pin its hopes in something outside ourselves. 

I am quite a bit older than the little girl and woman who 
sat at the window looking for Santa, who pinned all her 
hopes on a job interview. Whether I received the sought-
for toy or job, I learned – am still learning – that my 
impatience will never be sated. As long as my sight was 
fixed ahead, I would never feel the sense of completion I 
sought. I finally realized that even though I experienced 
the big event or obtained the cherished thing, I would be 
disappointed. Satisfaction would always remain just out 
of reach. 

I learned that the real treasure is in the waiting. If we 
focus our vision not on the horizon but on the space 
within our souls, we will see a place rich with promise. 
When we turn our gaze inward, we experience real 
satisfaction. 

The season of Advent is all about waiting. The Israelites 
did not know they were waiting for Jesus. They 
anticipated a messiah who would rid the land of 
oppression, bring them the peace they knew such a great 
one would bring. While their attention was focused 
outward, they missed the arrival of the one who brought 
true liberation. 

The treasures of Advent are the Faith, Hope, Joy and 
Love it promises. These gifts of the spirit are ours for the 
taking, whenever we turn our attention from what things 
the season might bring us toward what the season 
already has delivered. These gifts are not tangible. They 
cannot be found underneath a tree. They can only be 
found in our hearts. 

- Sarah Vradenburg 

e have found a wonderful lily farm in 
Upstate New York near where my 
brother-in-law and sister-in-law live.  It 
is in the foothills of the Adirondack 

Mountains and we go there when we visit family.  We 
always come home with many varieties of lilies.  I can't 
even say how many colors and varieties we have 
now.  We have prepared the soil, planted them, watered 
and fertilized them, split and shared them with friends 
when they became too big for the spot they were in, and 
lovingly cared for them and made sure they were 
growing beautifully.  They bloom magnificently every 
June in glorious color: big, beautiful blossoms!  Winter 
comes, and our garden is vacant and snow-covered and 
frozen, and I long for those huge colorful blossoms!  I can 
hardly wait for spring when the snow is gone and I see 
the lily leaves peek through the earth.  I watch them 
grow taller and taller and finally it is May and the 
blossoms are forming!  Soon they will open!  I can't wait 
to see them and smell their sweet fragrance! 

It is like that with Christ's birth!  School starts, Halloween, 
and then it's November and Thanksgiving and then we 
are celebrating Advent.  We are waiting for Christmas 
and preparing for Christmas...the celebration of Christ's 
birth!  We are looking forward to it!  We are preparing 
our hearts and minds for Jesus to enter.  Maybe we are 
renewing our faith with classes or with decorating our 
homes, or singing special songs.  Maybe we are having 
parties, doing special things with our families, 
or  reading  Scriptures.  We may be making or purchasing 
gifts for those we love or working in soup kitchens to help 
those in need.  It might be a time to recommit to being 
more kind or visiting someone we haven't seen for a 
while.  Advent is a time of waiting, and preparation for 
Christ to be a special part of our lives.    

Loving God, we thank you for Advent...this special time of 
waiting and preparing our hearts for Jesus' birth.  Thank 
you for loving us so much that you would give Jesus to us 
as a human man, to live with us and die for us, and to 
send Him as a precious baby!  Amen. 

- Karen Elgin 



he gift that just keeps on giving. What this 
Advent season means to me as a 
Congregationalist. I’ve been one all my life. I 
grew up in this church back in the Fifties; 
when the Learning Center bellowed with kids 

from top to bottom.  

When I think of having a gift, I think of learning the 
process of positive thinking, where one becomes positive 
when we give of ourselves. For example, it was First 
Church that initiated me every Halloween to take a little 
orange box around the neighborhood. One of the key 
phrases said “For every penny received, five children will 
have milk to drink.” Unicef, a world-wide organization 
brought hope to children half way around the world. 

I will never forget the Summer of ’74…a long-time 
member Harold Hibbard came to me saying he would 
provide me a job helping at Open-M. My job was to 
accompany a female partner in an old milk truck traveling 
to various sites in the urbanized area of Akron. First 
couple of days of each week, we cleaned up and trimmed 
the sites. The rest of the week, we had neighborhood 
kids come down for arts, crafts and games. Thus, Instant 
Park was born. One incident occurred that touched my 
heart. We provided a federally funded lunch. One day a 
child took an extra lunch and ran off. I followed him 
briefly down the street. To my surprise, he ran up the 
steps of his home. My face gaped in awe. When the door 
opened; a woman appeared in skin and bones taking the 
lunch eagerly, but with gratitude in her eyes. I quietly 
walked away feeling thanked many times over.  

Yes, the gift just keeps on giving, even amongst family. 
My aunt once said that if you teach a person to fish, they 
will never go hungry. She taught me early on even about 
life and death. I remember when my “Granny” died back 
in 1964. My aunt said to my brother and I after the 
service, that life is like a peanut. The shell is the body. 
The peanut inside is the soul. We would carry that in our 
hearts forever. My uncle also once told me that when 
you give one-fold, you get ten-fold back. My extended 
family has been a key part of my life and shall remain 
indelible through eternity.  

When I finally got married to Sue, I had found the 
ultimate gift…a true mate. I can’t think of a more 
thoughtful and giving person than Sue over our fourteen 
years. I will always know that she was the one, as I 
remember going to my first ballgame while dating. 
Thome hits a homer. She jumps. The coke flies one way,  

the popcorn the other. I knew it right then and there, I 
had finally found a baseball nut like me. 

What it all comes down to; I have been given a 
tremendous gift. Currently, we have all experienced a 
great deal in the last year. We have all heard about the 
‘calm in the storm’, ‘fire and fiery’ and ‘fake news’. There 
is the one constant though that brings us all together 
every time…the art of giving from the heart…the belief 
that spirituality is much stronger today because of utter 
chaos around us. It has made us look deeper inside 
ourselves. Just look in the mirror. And say “love thy 
neighbor as thyself.” The gift that just keeps on giving. As 
this great Advent season comes streaming through, 
appreciate your neighbor like a tree absorbs a drink of 
water.  

- Christopher M. Godard 

t seems that waiting is of those lessons that is 
easy to advise someone else to do but oh so 
hard to actually do in our own situation.  As a 
young student I often found myself waiting on 

others for one reason or another.... a ride, a book that 
was borrowed, or even a long hoped for letter.  I was 
always hurrying up only to wait.  As I got older I found it 
pointless to do all that hurrying.  It became a time of 
calm and deep breathing.  We seldom take time for 
that.  Now that I have more time for calm and deep 
breathing, that time of waiting seems a gift that was set 
aside just for me to notice God's presence as we wait 
together.  

What a gift indeed! 

Dear Father, thanks for the time you have given us to 
wait with you by our side, for your Son is worth waiting 
for, with calm and deep breathing.  Amen. 

- Jo Anne Dawson 



At 3am, the glorious day, the long-awaited text. Race to 
the hospital! Experience the birth! “Kathryn Iona 
Reierson Jacobsen was born 7:01am, 6 lb 11 oz”    

Worth the wait!! Dads can go home: a family of four.    

God of new birth, thank you for bringing the joy of new 
life to our families.  We are grateful for women who 
nurture life in their bodies for those who yearn for a 
child. Fill us with anticipation for the many gifts of new 
life that you bring to us in surprising moments, when the 
time comes for them to be delivered to us.  Amen. 

- Sharon Nichols 

hose of you who know me will recognize that 
impatience is my strong suit. I’m a difficult 
waiter. I keep asking the future to happen 
faster. Some of this is generational. As a baby 

boomer I grew up with instant coffee and fast food, and 
learned to believe that anything is possible once I 
witnessed humans on the Moon. I envy those who can 
savor anticipation. I don’t enjoy it as much as I feel I 
should. 

For me, one of the hardest aspects of becoming a 
Christian is discovering that I must wait for God’s 
answers. The problem is not that I don’t always get what 
I ask for (although that happens too). Of course, I want 
that, but more impatiently, I want God to answer my 
prayers pronto.  

I’ve learned that things don’t happen on my timeline 
alone when God is involved. That said, once the answers 
come they are invariably deep and true, and they tend to 
happen in serendipitously fortuitous ways that often 
benefit more than just me. This has taught me to trust 
God in a profound way that is new to me. My faith is thus 
a unique opportunity for me to learn to act and to wait, 
and I have discovered that dancing with God requires, 
patience, timing and a dash of grace (trust me, I’m 
working on this). 

This holiday season I will wait for the day when we honor 
Jesus’ birth so that I may enjoy my friends and family. 
Hopefully I can also learn to wait for God’s presence in 
my life. 

Dear God, teach me how to become comfortable with 
waiting for your grace. Show me even more examples of 
your wisdom and justice so that I may appreciate the 
peace that happens when my heart in harmony with 
yours.  Amen. 

- Margaret Maurer 

“(Joseph) went to be registered with Mary, to whom he 
was engaged and who was expecting a child.  While they 
were there, the time came for her to deliver her 
child.” Luke 2: 5-6 

 remember the waiting!  First there was the thrill 
of that first tremble of new life within.  Gradually 
those little movements become stronger and the 

kicks keep you awake at night!  And finally, a stretched 
stomach, the weight that crowds your breathing and 
causes legs to swell. But oh, is it ever worth it when that 
first cry of new life makes your heart flutter and your 
breasts release the nourishment of love.   

Fathers also wait, but not so intimately moment by 
moment.  And so, perhaps they are more surprised when 
it is finally time.  Fathers wait with different anxiety – will 
they be able to get Mom there in time, do their part in 
the delivery room, and of course, will Mom and baby be 
all right. 

My son just experienced fatherhood in a new way. He 
and his husband contributed their small part, and a 
woman in California donated eggs, which then became 
embryos for planting into a surrogate mother.  This 
“mom” would not keep the baby, but with a love that I 
can only admire and marvel at, she would go through all 
the waiting, the discomfort, and the pain – just to give 
two men the joy of fatherhood.   My sons have already 
had a son through this process, and this time they were 
waiting for a daughter.  They all waited – dad, dad, 
“mom” and “mom’s husband” too.  For “mom,” that 
waiting was intimately real. 

In late September, all four of these participants went to 
court to sign papers that this new baby girl would be 
legally the daughter of the dads.  The waiting became 
more real for my son and husband. Back in Ohio, they 
waited, prepared the nursery and thought of names for 
their daughter. 

Baby girl was due November 7, however, on October 13, 
“mom” texted.  At her check-up, her doctor said that the 
baby could come at any time!  She texted, “Hope you can 
be here to see the birth.  I want to see your faces when 
she is born.” The dads jobs had to wait and left for 
Wisconsin.   

For almost a week the dads waited and waited and 
waited in that hotel.  “Auntie Aimee” was taking care of 
three year old brother, Calvin in Ohio. On Friday, the 
Dads were torn between continuing to wait there or 
return home  They missed their son, and their jobs were 
on hold. And yet, they wanted to see their daughter 
being born.  They would decide the next day.  

 



o you have moments when you have lost 
the excitement of advent?  You may want 
to recall the days of your youth to 
rediscover the Christmas story through 
the eyes of children. 

One of the events anticipated by the church of our youth 
was the annual Christmas pageant.  Each year we would 
wonder who would be chosen to play Mary, Joseph and 
all of the other roles.  Our director was Blossom Thrash, 
the long-time junior high schools girls’ Sunday school 
teacher who patiently rehearsed us.  We obediently 
accepted our assigned roles, showed for rehearsals and 
looked forward to the night the congregation would fill 
the sanctuary for the pageant. 

Years later I was delighted to discover the children’s 
book The Best Christmas Pageant Ever by Barbara 
Robinson and read the book to my fifth graders in the 
1970s.  My students laughed heartily anticipating the 
next move, question or comment by the ragamuffins who 
were the Herdmans. The story begins when a young 
mother becomes the director of the children’s pageant 
by default. The mischievous Herdman children 
unexpectedly show up at the church and all six of them 
insert themselves into the roles of Mary, Joseph, the 
Wise Men and the Angel of the Lord.  Throughout the 
constant disruptions in the days prior to the anxiously 
awaited performance, the narrator includes bits of 
Christian teachings to explain away the questions and 
comments made by the raucous siblings. The book is a 
touchingly loving portrayal of how the unchurched and 
irreverent misfits come to learn about the wonder of 
Christmas.   

Unlike the Herdmans, I have read or heard the story of 
Christ’s birth every year for as long as I can 
remember.  Still there is something new about it when 
scripture is read and a pastor brings out truths to hold 
onto.    Just as the fictional play director anxiously awaits 
the next move of the Herdmans and responds with 
patience and love, we await the coming of the Christ 
child and can only hope to offer the same response. 

 Philip Gulley in “A Time to be Born” writes that he often 
told his son the story of the boy’s birth, a tradition his 
own father started with Philip during his childhood. 

Gulley says the birth stories remind our children “… on 
the day they were born, the ordinary was suspended 
and the miracles flew thick,” just as centuries ago a baby 
boy was born in unusual circumstances with miracles 
flying thick.  It is indeed something worth waiting for. 

Blogger Stephanie Spencer writes, “Really, what helps 
hold the memory of an event so dearly in our hearts and 
minds is the depth to which we anticipated and 
planned.” 

God, we thank you for this time of anticipation and 
planning as we wait to celebrate Christ’s birth.  Let us 
repeat the story again and again to reveal the blessings 
of Christ’s coming to be with us.  May we rediscover the 
Christmas story through the eyes of children.  Amen. 

- Becky Moore 

or me, waiting can bring on many different 
emotions, depending upon what it is I am 
waiting for.  I can have feelings of 
excitement, anxiety, worry, hope, 

impatience, anger, frustration and many other emotions 
as well.  While I’m waiting, my mind can begin to 
wander, thinking about potential outcomes, both 
positive and negative, (and in most cases over which I 
have no control).  

What I feel can be learned from waiting is patience and 
trust.  Patience, by realizing we are not in control.  And 
trust that God will be there with us, regardless of the 
outcome. 

Lord, please give us patience for whatever it is we are 
waiting and the trust that you will always be there to  
support us.  Amen. 

- Chip Houghton 



 

The waiting is over and the day has arrived –– Merry Christmas!  

hile the day itself may have snuck up on you, I doubt that it arrived without preparation. Perhaps you 
like to send cards, wrap gifts, make holiday travel plans or cook a traditional family recipe. Perhaps 
you followed this book of Advent devotions. It is more than likely that, whatever it was, you planned 
in some way for this day and prepared for its arrival. 

Conversely, we’re told very matter-of-factly in Matthew’s Gospel account of the birth of Jesus that Mary quite suddenly 
found herself pregnant. In South Africa we have another way of putting this… we say that women “fall” pregnant. As if 
you might have missed your footing one day or picked up a new strain of a procreation virus and unexpectedly fallen 
pregnant!  

Yet we know that most people who add a child to their family, whether by birth or adoption, do so after a great deal of 
planning and effort. I have for many years watched children join the lives of friends and family and have longed for that 
gift in my own life. Sometimes, though, the thing we believe we should simply “fall into” just doesn’t happen for us as 
we expected. At other times, even when we have planned and prepared, putting every effort into something, the gift 
we ultimately receive is still one we may not have expected. 

There is, I am certain, if we view our lives as a present from God, a precious gift for ourselves to unwrap as we explore 
beneath our assumptions and expectations. We, too, can be a gift to others as we share our unique insights and 
experiences with one another. This Christmas day I give thanks for the treasure store that is First Church – for the gift 
that you are to me and to others in and beyond our faith community.    

Dear One, surprise me this Christmas day. Remind me that when I don’t receive the gift I think I deserve and have 
worked so hard for, you are still with me and simply have something unexpected under wraps. This Christmas day may I 
be so open to the mystery and the wonder of all you have gifted to me through Christ that my faith and joy become a 
gift to others. Amen. 

- Nanette Pitt 
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