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When the song of the angels is stilled,
When the star in the sky is gone,
When the Kings and princes are home,
When the Shepherds are back with their flocks,
The work of Christmas begins:
To find the lost,
To heal the broken,
To feed the hungry,
To release the prisoner,
To rebuild the nations,
To bring peace among people,
To make music in the heart.
  –Howard Thurman

Dear friends,

This is my favorite Christmas poem. It came to me by way of a Christmas card years
ago. I don’t remember who sent it. It might have been from my seminary or the
bishops here in Connecticut. Whatever the case, I made sure to keep the poem by
cutting it out of the card and slipping it under the glass topper on my desk in the office
at St. Mark’s.

I was trying to come up with what to write about for this issue of The Lion’s Tale
when Thurman’s poem popped into my mind. (By the way, Howard Thurman was
one of the foremost theologians of the first half of the 20th century and one of Martin
Luther King, Jr.’s mentors.) I knew the poem was under the glass on my desk, but it
wasn’t immediately apparent because my desk is very cluttered with papers and other
detritus.

So I started excavating the top of my desk. First went the laptop case, then a phone
message I need to return, then a copy of Advent’s service music, then my planning
legal pad, then a long lost post-it note reminding me to call Comcast. Finally, I reached
the glass of my desk and found Thurman’s poem. And I read it and remembered why
Jesus came.

That’s it. That’s my story. But it makes me wonder. How often do we need to excavate
our hearts out from under the detritus of our lives? How much clutter do we allow to
pile on top of the truth of ourselves? I invite you during this season to ponder these
questions, and so will I. As you ponder, pray with Thurman’s poem, and listen for the
music your heart is making underneath all that clutter.

Peace and blessings,

"All I can do when the road bends

Is lean into the curve.

And all I can do when the tanks run dry

Is see what's in reserve.

And all I can do when the plans break down

Is stay on my feet.

And all I can do at thе end of the day is play on

Play on and keep the bеat."

BENEATH IT ALL
by The Rev. Adam Thomas
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The increasing darkness of November tends to have
a direct impact on my mood. I try to plan diversions
that will bring joy. And yet, I am aware that I have a
deep longing inside myself for more light. I count
down the days until the winter solstice, when I know
we will at least be heading in the direction of more
light. Maybe I’m part pagan in that, but there are
many reasons that we celebrate the birth of Jesus, the
true light coming into the world, around the same
time as the winter solstice.

Meanwhile, I wait. I long for light and wait in
increasing darkness. 

 The Season of Advent provides me with a
companion for that longing and waiting. It says to
me that I am a part of a bigger story than my own, of
God coming into the world in unexpected ways. It
offers a day-by-day rhythm through calendars or
candle lighting, reminding me that the process of
moving towards the light is as hope-filled as arriving
there. 

 And it offers reminders to Turn and Turn and
Turn again, towards God, towards neighbor,
towards all that is holy within myself. I’ve taken to
praying the confession of sin daily, using the text
from Enriching our Worship. For years I had been
more haphazard about confessing my sins. I suppose
I felt that it was so much of a downer; I know I sin;
why remind myself of it every day?

by The Rev. Rachel Thomas,
SE & SC Region Missionary

The Hope of Light's Return

Instead, I’ve found as I’ve given myself over to its
words, and, importantly, as I read the Absolution in
response, a strengthening of that internal longing to
abide in the love of Jesus, and serve only his will.
The words give voice to my desire to Turn to the
light.

Here are the words, if you would like to join me in
this practice during Advent.

God of all mercy,
We confess that we have sinned against you,
Opposing your will in our lives.
We have denied your goodness in each other,
In ourselves, and in the world you have created.
We repent of the evil that enslaves us, 
The evil we have done,
And the evil done on our behalf.
 Forgive, restore, and strengthen us
Through our Savior Jesus Christ, 
That we may abide in your love
And serve only your will. 
Amen.

Absolution:
Almighty God have mercy on you, forgive you all
your sins through the grace of Jesus Christ, strengthen
you in all goodness, and by the power of the Holy
Spirit keep you in eternal life. 
Amen. 



Hitting the replay button one more time, I strained to hear the phone number rattled off so quickly. I was
on duty in the church office, fielding messages and taking calls regarding Thanksgiving dinners. All I had to
do is get the correct information and feed it onto the spreadsheet. 

Just the facts: name, number of meals, address, and phone number.

I soon found it impossible to get just the facts. There was so much more in those messages. Gratitude,
resignation, and loneliness. “Just one meal. I’m by myself.” “Can you ring the bell and wait? It takes me a
while to get to the door.”

Words from the old Beatle song came to mind: “All the lonely people, where do they all come from…”

But then I was also touched by the generosity of heart by people asking for a meal to be delivered to a friend.
“We’ve invited her to our house, but she won’t come.” “She has no family nearby. I just want to be sure she
gets a meal.” 

What I really enjoyed though was when a “live” call came through. With most of these also underscored
with loneliness, I made an effort to be upbeat and welcoming – as if St. Mark’s was in the business of
providing meals to everyone every day of the week. “Of course we can! Did you say you have a caretaker
there? Would you like a second meal for her?” “It’s a him,” came the gruff reply (I swear he sounded like my
father). “Oh, sorry – that was a bit sexist of me, wasn’t it?” (I swear he chuckled.) 

My favorite conversation was with the lady who launched into how she’d seen on TV how to make
pepperoni “roses.” She’d found it fascinating, then admitted she had no pepperoni and why on earth would
she make such things? “People would think I’m nuts!” We had a good laugh over that.

In the Before Times, pre-pandemic, I headed up the table setting task for the big Thanksgiving Dinner
served in the undercroft. Ordering the paper goods, arranging for the centerpieces, and finally, with the
help of a couple of other folks, setting out the rows and rows of plastic plates and mismatched flatware. A
behind the scenes job for sure, the kind I’ve always preferred. 

This year I was behind the scenes again, one of several office volunteers taking down information for
dinners. To be delivered. Small tasks, small moments, and yet abundant blessings. Not just for the folks
who’d receive the meals. No, I’ve realized my behind-the-scenes job was a blessing for me. 

Earlier, I’d written it was almost as if St. Mark’s was in the business of making meals for people every day.
Well, sometimes we need to be reminded we are St. Mark’s, called to feed people every day. A little love.
Maybe a laugh. Every day. Even if it’s behind the scenes.

Behind the scenes
by Teresa Norris



by Bob Welt

A Peek Into Christmas Around
the World Through Stamps

In the sixth month the angel Gabriel was sent from God to
a city of Galilee named Nazareth to a virgin betrothed to a
man whose name was Joseph...and the virgin's name was
Mary. And he came to her and said, "Hail, O favored one,
the Lord is with you!" ...And behold, you will conceive in
your womb and bear a son, and you shall call his name
Jesus...And Mary said, "Behold, I am the handmaid of the
Lord; Let it be so to me according to your word." 

The Annunciation (Luke 1:26-38)

In those days Mary arose and went with haste into the hill
country, to a city of Judah, and she entered the house of
Zechariah and greeted Elizabeth. And when Elizabeth
heard the greeting of Mary, the babe leaped in her
womb...and she exclaimed with a loud cry, "Blessed are
you among women, and blessed is the fruit of your
womb!" ...And Mary said, "My soul magnifies the Lord..." 

The Visitation (Luke 1:39-49)

And in that region there were shepherds out in the field, keeping watch of their
flocks by night. And the angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the
Lord shone around them, and they were filled with fear. And the angel said to them,
"Be not afraid; for behold, I bring you good news of a great joy which will come to all
the people; for to you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, who is Christ the
Lord. And you will find a babe wrapped in swaddling cloths and lying in a manger.
And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God
and saying, "Glory to God in the Highest, and on earth peace among mean with
whom he is pleased. " When the angels went away from them into heaven, the
shepherds said to one another, "Let us go over to Bethlehem and see this thing that
has happened...And they went with haste, and found Mary and Joseph, and the babe
lying in a manger." 

Angels and Shepherds (Luke 2:8-20)

My original idea for this collection was
to use it with the church school to help
remind youngsters that there was more
to Christmas than Santa and that it is a
holiday celebrated around the world. I
wrote about it in my monthly column in
Global Stamp News and received a
number of letters from readers. Two of
them made me smile.  One was from a
nun, who was a collector, and told me
that the sisters had added me to a
Novena. The other was from a minister
who was a professor at a Southern
Baptist seminary in San Francisco!

I still have lots of Christmas stamps if
anyone would like to create their own
display.

Experienced collectors will  note that
some of the stamps are what we call
CTOs, cancelled to order, printed simply
for sale to collectors. “Serious” collectors
wouldn’t touch such stamps. I buy them
because they’re pretty and kids like them.

A Note from the Collector



Advent Paper Chain: Cut out the strips and link them together with a stapler. Each day of Advent, pull
off the next link and read the scripture passage.





CHRISTMAS EVE
4:30pm – Family Service

8:30pm – Musical Prelude
9:00pm – Festive Service

 
CHRISTMAS DAY

9am – Christmas Day Service
 

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 26TH
8am – Holy Eucharist

10am – Holy Eucharist
(no education this Sunday)

 
DECEMBER 24TH – JANUARY 1ST

Office Closed
 

SUNDAY, JANUARY 2ND
8am and 10am – Lessons and Carols

(no education this Sunday)
 

Christmas
Schedule
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