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STARTING CHRISTMAS 

 After surviving Thanksgiving week in fine fashion — which included at 
least 4 “Thanksgiving” food events — we risked it all by driving from Puget 
Sound to our home on Sunday—along with a million other “stuffed turkeys” 

speeding along in road-spray like they really believed in God! 

 

 Anyway, it did feel nice to arrive home and get our over-stuffed car 
unloaded. Looking across our road I could see that the Christmas trees had 
been selectively harvested. The helicopters came and hauled tons of bundles 
off to some tree-heaven.  Look for one in a neighborhood near you.  

 

 I took time to pop up some lights and help Jean arrange for her annual 
Christmas Party with former teaching colleagues 

 Now it’s time for me to get into my office and go through the annual 
Christmas countdown routine. I moan. I get the old church feelings in my gut. 
It doesn’t feel good. Details I detest. The list is long. I plow on. 

 

 Our annual pre-Christmas Moment Champagne Brunch is this Sunday. 
It’s our tip of the hat to the creedal church Advent calendar. We often sing: 
  O come, O come, Emmanuel, and ransom captive Israel, that mourns in lonely exile here 

  until the Son of God appear. Rejoice, Rejoice! Emmanuel, shall come to thee O Israel! 

  Really? Did Israel get “ransomed” on Christmas? Did Jesus do what  
Isaiah promised that the Messiah was going to do? The Jews don’t think he 
did. Neither do most modern Christian scholars.   
 

 Sorry. I promised myself I would enjoy Christmas, not think about it. 

 

 It’s almost time to get my posters and ad-cards put out at the Old 
World Deli and Pub. I asked Ted (the owner) whether Christmas Eve was on 
for this year. He said he didn’t think we could get out of it. I refrained from 
telling him how old I was getting to be. 

 I’ve got to check the candles to see whether we can use them again or 
whether I have to try to find new ones. They’re hard to find. I worry about 
candle lighting anyway. 

 

 Paul’s Christmas concert with the Repertory Singers is on the 20th.  

 

 Then comes Christmas Eve. A half hour of an unrehearsed Christmas 
pageant with carols and candle-lighting. We anoint a new baby Jesus. Only 
God knows who it’s going to be this year. I do a blessing prayer. We sing “Joy 
to the World.” Everyone pours out into the night. Then we gather our stuff and 
put the Deli back together. I’m always tired, but it’s a happy tired. 

 

 We have a Christmas Eve time at our house. I’ll begin to wind down. 
Then we’ll do a Christmas Day brunch with our family. 19 coming this year. 
But not grandson Max who’s in Antarctica.  

 

 Jean and I carry on with a few personal pastoral-type contacts 
scattered in five or six states—some with situations that challenge the light 

which shines in the darkness.  

 

 We’ll see how I hold up. My wish for you is that you hold up as well. 
May Emmanuel come among us whether Israel gets ransomed or not. 

— Art Morgan, Beginning of Advent 2013 

 


