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After Thanksgiving comes Christmas, a scheduling inconvenience that rushes and crushes our lives joyously, sometimes. We make the transition as usual while at our cabin on Puget Sound.

Speaking of inconvenience we’ve had a bit of a freeze here, including snow. A small deal if you think of what Seattle commuters went through, stuck on icy freeways more than five hours on a pre-Thanksgiving commute.
Cooking on our wood stove put us in spiritual contact with our Pilgrim ancestors, whose cold and hunger makes our inconvenience hardly worth mentioning. I wondered with both a chuckle and tear how it would have been to try singing “This Land is your land, this land is my land…” with the native folks for whom the land would never be the same when our ancestors claimed it as their promise.
Heating the pump house and other spaces with exposed pipes reminded us of years we came here with no pump or running water or electricity. Even then our ancestors would have thought our shelters  heavenly and fixings luxurious. How easily we forget and how good it is for us to get back in touch with life as it was and still is for many.

Getting up in the dark to stoke the fire to try to maintain some heat in the cabin did bring thought of my riverfront acquaintances in Corvallis now hopefully accepting the hospitality of a shelter in a church instead of huddling in their sleeping bags under overpasses where we walk most mornings. 

Here’s a book I’ve been reading. My friend, Ted Cox, who owns the Old World Deli and Pub where we’ve done Christmas Eve all these years, tells a story of how Oregon was settled by ancestors who displaced the tribes. As recently as 1851 treaties were signed with American Indian tribes. He reports simply a fact repeated everywhere: 


“The treaties were never recognized. Native American leaders had signed in good faith, only to find later that their trust had been betrayed.” (“Murray Loop, Journey of an Oregon Family, p. 21)

    It’s a Thanksgiving guilt trip we generally avoid, but the fact of it won’t go away. 

Another book I’ve been reading is by Sara Miles, “Take this Bread: A Radical Conversion.” I forget who suggested the author and admit reluctance to read another conversion story. Pietism comes to mind. I stuck with it because of her adventure into the quagmire of Central American struggles in the Reagan era. Remember the Contra affair? Hers is a vivid report of a struggle that continues to this day

    But those who have pre-set notions about what Christians think and believe, particularly about the “voodoo magic” of communion, the book will put that ritual into a different context. By the time she gets hooked into religion she’s had a lover, a baby, moved to San Francisco and come out as a lesbian. And on a whim she stepped inside an Episcopal Church, never having said the Lord’s Prayer, heard a gospel reading or had any desire to do so. The church had no organ, no pulpit, no choir. Lots of sitting down and standing up. All foreign to a curious visitor. Then a woman announced “Jesus invites everybody to his table.” So she stood with the people in a circle around the alter. Someone put a piece of bread in her hands, saying, “The body of Christ,” and passed a goblet saying, “The blood of Christ.” That’s when her “conversion” happened. 

    Then follows a miracle of grand proportions equal to that of the loaves and fishes when she ends up founding 800 food pantries in San Francisco. An inspiring story for Thanksgiving. I commend the book to my Episcopalian friends (if they haven’t seen it). I also commend it to my actively pastoral clergy friends as a refreshing practicum in the theology of communion. And I recommend it to my agnostic and even atheist friends who think they know what Christians really believe. 
We lost power last night which cut off both lights and heaters that supplement our wood stove. It turned out that we were the only ones with lights out on our road. Trying all my tricks I learned a new one…how to look at power transformers on telephone poles to tell which ones had breakers tripped. Mine was the only one. In a time when some have been without power we experienced an “I see the light” moment when Jean was able to get through the computer answering systems to get someone out to fix it. When I went up the hill to check on them there we four trucks! It took but five minutes. I said thank you. They had not had any Thanksgiving yet, and it was past noon on Friday.

So it’s now Advent season in Christendom as we go home to decorate our house for a party or two…and as I get ready for our annual pre-Christmas Sunday Advent Brunch. We’re a never on Sunday group except for this brunch and an Easter brunch. We look forward to meeting the season. The pipes are drained, our bags are packed. We’re out of here at morning light. Blessings all. 
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