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own lives. And by shar-
ing our personal 
glimpses of Christ, we 
share the joy of Christ’s 
coming with others. 
This issue of Com-
monLife is full of many 
words of encourage-
ment and beauty – and a 
little humor – that you 
have encountered in 
your lives and now 
have shared with your 
brothers and sisters. 
Thank you all. I hope 
you enjoy it!  
 
A blessed and holy  
holiday season to you 
all, dear ones, 
 
Kathryn+ 

Dear brothers and sisters, 

Just as the world around us 
grows darker and colder – in 
so many ways –  here comes 
the season of light and joy! 
Now is the time for us to 
hold tight to our Faith, lift 
our eyes to God in Hope, and 
reach out to the people 
around us in Love. Now is 
the time to count our bless-
ings and share our abun-
dance. Now is the time for us 
to be the Lights of the World, 
the bearers of the Christ 
Child. Let us not leave it all 
in the hands of the Hallmark 
Channel! We have a mes-
sage: 
 
The people who walked in 
darkness 
have seen a great light; 
those who dwelt in a land of 

deep darkness, 
on them has light 
shone. 
 
For to us a child is 
born, to us a son is giv-
en; and the government 
shall be upon his shoul-
der, and his name shall 
be called Wonderful 
Counselor, Mighty 
God, Everlasting  
Father, Prince of Peace.  
 
Most of us are not giv-
en to standing on soap-
boxes and preaching – 
and thank goodness for 
that! But every one of 
us has our own stories 
to share, our own spe-
cial encouragement to 
give. Everyone of us 
has seen Truth and 
Beauty and Love in our 

Rector’s Message—The Rev. Kathryn M. Boswell 

St. Philip’s  
Episcopal Church 

CommonLife 

Special points of 
interest: 

• Rector’s Message 

• Prose & Poetry 

• Nov. & Dec. 2020 
Calendar 

• Scripture 

• Thanksgivings 

Welcoming the weary, 
Dedicated to discipleship 

“Come to me, all you who are weary and 
burdened, and I will give you rest. Take 

my yoke upon you and learn from me, for 
I am gentle and humble in heart, and you 

will find rest for your souls.” 
(Matthew 11:28-30) 

HOLY HUMOR   

A group of women were talk-
ing together. One said,  Our 
congregation is sometimes 
down to 30 or 40 on Sun-
day. Another said, That is 
nothing. Sometimes our con-
gregation is down to 6 or 7. A 
maiden lady in her 80s added 
her experience.  Why, it is so 
bad in our church on Sunday 
that when the minister says, 
Dearly beloved, it makes me 
blush!  
 
Submitted by John Ohst 
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The Coming of Advent 
 

Advent is a thrilling season and a solemn season. If we remember that its 
name stems from the same root as ‘adventure’ we shall catch its drift. To 
set out on an adventure is both exciting and risky. Unsafe. Adventure 
means a hazardous enterprise. I once walked over Pentire, the great head-
land in north Cornwall, in the half-light of a December afternoon, and did 
not have to go very far before realizing that I was engaged in an adven-
ture. Acres of plunging bracken and gorse, alarming cracks in the rocky 
earth, farm dogs barking like the hound of the Baskervilles, and the wild 
seas crashing many feet below. I felt unsafe, yet exhilarated, and this is 
how we are apt to feel in Advent. The air is filled with anticipation. There 
is hope as the promises of Old Testament prophets appear to be on the 
verge of fulfillment. All the longing for the Messiah is about to end. 
‘Come, thou long-expected Jesus,’ we sing, ‘born to set thy people free.’ 
 
Yet preparation has to be made. The birth of any child alters the home, 
alters the relationship between his parents, alters the world. How much 
more so must the birth of Christ alter everything which we have under-
stood. Just before Advent begins we ask God to ‘stir up’ our wills. And 
the collect which we say throughout Advent – the most sublimely worded 
of all the collects – entreats God to ‘give us grace that we may cast away 
the works of darkness, and put upon us the armour of light, now in the 
time of this mortal life, in which thy Son Jesus Christ came to visit us in 
great humility…’ 
 
In Advent we personally draw near to a God who is no longer ‘up there’ 
on a mountain top, but an approachable being. And not only this, but in 
the form of the most approachable being that any of us will meet on this 
earth – a new-born child. What an adventure for him! What an adventure 
for us! Where will it all lead? 
 
(From The Circling Year: Perspectives from a Country Parish by Ronald 
Blythe) 

“COME, 

THOU  

LONG-EXPECTED 

JESUS 

BORN TO SET  

THY PEOPLE 

FREE” 

Pamela C. Hawkins 

Holy Anticipation 

 that breathtaking 

  space in-between 

   what has been 

    what is 

    what is 

    to-come. 
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The Mystery 

The Nativity Sermon of St. John Chrysostom 

I Behold a new and wondrous mystery. My ears resound to the Shepherd’s song, piping no soft melody, but chant-
ing full forth a heavenly hymn. The Angels sing. The Archangels blend their voice in harmony. The Cherubim 
hymn their joyful praise. The Seraphim exalt His glory. All join to praise this holy feast, beholding the Godhead 
here on earth, and man in heaven. He Who is above, now for our redemption dwells here below; and he that was 
lowly is by divine mercy raised. 

Bethlehem this day resembles heaven; hearing from the stars the singing of angelic voices; and in place of the sun, 
enfolds within itself on every side, the Sun of justice. And ask not how: for where God wills, the order of nature 
yields. For He willed; He had the power; He descended; He redeemed; all things yielded in obedience to God. This 
day He Who is, is Born; and He Who is, becomes what He was not. For when He was God, He became man; yet 
not departing from the Godhead that is His. Nor yet by any loss of divinity became He man, nor through increase 
became He God from man; but being the Word He became flesh, His nature, because of impassability, remaining unchanged. 

And so the kings have come, and they have seen the heavenly King that has come upon the earth, not bringing with Him Angels, nor Archangels, 
nor Thrones, nor Dominations, nor Powers, nor Principalities, but, treading a new and solitary path, He has come forth from a spotless womb. 

Since this heavenly birth cannot be described, neither does His coming amongst us in these days permit of too curious scrutiny. Though I know 
that a Virgin this day gave birth, and I believe that God was begotten before all time, yet the manner of this generation I have learned to venerate 
in silence and I accept that this is not to be probed too curiously with wordy speech.   

For with God we look not for the order of nature, but rest our faith in the power of Him who works.  

What shall I say to you; what shall I tell you? I behold a Mother who has brought forth; I see a Child come to this light by birth. The manner of 
His conception I cannot comprehend.  

Nature here rested, while the Will of God labored. O ineffable grace! The Only Begotten, Who is before all ages, Who cannot be touched or be 
perceived, Who is simple, without body, has now put on my body, that is visible and liable to corruption. For what reason? That coming amongst 
us he may teach us, and teaching, lead us by the hand to the things that men cannot see. For since men believe that the eyes are more trustworthy 
than the ears, they doubt of that which they do not see, and so He has deigned to show Himself in bodily presence, that He may remove all doubt. 

Christ, finding the holy body and soul of the Virgin, builds for Himself a living temple, and as He had willed, formed there a man from the Vir-
gin; and, putting Him on, this day came forth; unashamed of the lowliness of our nature.  

For it was to Him no lowering to put on what He Himself had made. Let that handiwork be forever glorified, which became the cloak of its own 
Creator. For as in the first creation of flesh, man could not be made before the clay had come into His hand, so neither could this corruptible body 
be glorified, until it had first become the garment of its Maker.  

What shall I say! And how shall I describe this Birth to you? For this wonder fills me with astonishment. The Ancient of days has become an 
infant. He Who sits upon the sublime and heavenly Throne, now lies in a manger. And He Who cannot be touched, Who is simple, without com-
plexity, and incorporeal, now lies subject to the hands of men. He Who has broken the bonds of sinners, is now bound by an infants bands. But 
He has decreed that ignominy shall become honor, infamy be clothed with glory, and total humiliation the measure of His Goodness.  

For this He assumed my body, that I may become capable of His Word; taking my flesh, He gives me His spirit; and so He bestowing and I re-
ceiving, He prepares for me the treasure of Life. He takes my flesh, to sanctify me; He gives me His Spirit that He may save me.  

Come, then, let us observe the Feast. Truly wondrous is the whole chronicle of the Nativity. For this day the ancient slavery is ended, the devil 
confounded, the demons take to flight, the power of death is broken, paradise is unlocked, the curse is taken away, sin is removed from us, error 
driven out, truth has been brought back, the speech of kindliness diffused, and spreads on every side, a heavenly way of life has been in planted 
on the earth, angels communicate with men without fear, and men now hold speech with angels.  

Why is this? Because God is now on earth, and man in heaven; on every side all things commingle. He became Flesh. He did not become God. 
He was God. Wherefore He became flesh, so that He Whom heaven did not contain, a manger would this day receive. He was placed in a man-
ger, so that He, by whom all things are nourished, may receive an infants food from His Virgin Mother. So, the Father of all ages, as an infant at 
the breast, nestles in the virginal arms, that the Magi may more easily see Him. Since this day the Magi too have come, and made a beginning of 
withstanding tyranny; and the heavens give glory, as the Lord is revealed by a star. 

To Him, then, Who out of confusion has wrought a clear path, to Christ, to the Father, and to the Holy Spirit, we offer all praise, now and forever. 
Amen. 
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From the Stable to the Cross 

J. Heinrich Arnold, Edith Stein 

JESUS’ LIFE BEGAN in a stable and ended on the cross between  
two criminals.  The Apostle Paul said he wanted to proclaim noth-
ing but this crucified Christ. We, too, have nothing to hold on to 
except this Christ. We must ask ourselves again and again: Are we 
willing to go his way, from the stable to the cross?  As disciples we 
are not promised comfortable and good times.  Jesus says we must 
deny ourselves and suffer with him and for him.  That is the only 
way to follow him, but behind it lies the glory of life—the glowing 
love of God, which is so much greater than our hearts and our 
lives.  

J. Heinrich Arnold 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE CHRISTIAN MYSTERIES aer an indivisible whole.  If we 
become immersed in one, we are led to all the others. Thus the 
way from Bethlehem leads inevitably to Golgotha, from the crib to 
the cross.  When the blessed virgin brought the child to the tem-
ple, Simeon prophesied that her soul would be pierced by a sword, 
that this child was set for the fall and the resurrection of many, for 
a sign that would be contradicted.  His prophecy announced that 
passion, the fight between light and darkness that already showed 
itself before the crib.  

Edith Stein 

New Heaven, New War 

Robert Southwell 

 

This little babe, so few days old, 
Is come to rifle Satan’s fold; 
All hell doth at his presence quake. 
Though he himself for cold do shake, 
For in this weak unarmèd wise 
The gates of hell he will surprise. 
 

With tears he fights and wins the field;  
His naked breast stands for a shield; 
His battering shot are babish cries, 
His arrows looks of weeping eyes, 
His martial ensigns cold and need, 
And feeble flesh his warrior’s steed. 
 

His camp is pitchèd in a stall, 

His bulwark but a broken wall, 

The crib his trench, hay stalks his stakes, 

Of shepherds he his master makes; 

And thus, as sure his foe to wound, 

The angels’ trumps alarum sound. 

 

My soul, with Christ join thou in fight;  

Stick to the tents that he hath plight; 

Within his crib is surest ward, 

This little babe will be thy guard. 

If thou wilt foil thy foes with joy, 

Then flit not from this heavenly boy. 

 
 
Robert Southwell (cs. 1561-1595), a Jesuit priest, was a 
poet and underground Catholic missionary to his native 
England. Arrested as a traitor, he endured three years of 
imprisonment, including torture, before his execution. He 
was canonized as a martyr in 1970 by Pope Paul VI. 
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“Someone to love, something to do, and something to hope for” 

 
 "A person needs just three things to be truly happy in this world: someone to love, 
something to do, and something to hope for.” I was reminded of this familiar 
phrase a few months ago. My first thought was, how can I ever have these three 
things again in my life, it seemed hopeless. I wondered how many people could 
lay claim to possess all three. 
 
 Over the last few months I kept going back to this phrase, I needed to solve the 
mystery as to whether I had to have all three things to be happy.  So pretty quickly 
I solved the first requirement, I have my man, even though we are apart, and  I will 
always have my memories of him and us, and our memories of love, love of my 
children and friends, and our dear Lord, always always! So with that out of the 
way, do we need something to hope for and something to do? Some of us do, but 
not all of us, and in the end, happiness to me might not be happiness for someone 
else.  
Fall colors on a crisp, clear, fall day make me happy, but someone else may be 
happy because the stock market went up. In the end, all the pondering lead me to 
the revelation that the things in my life I had forgotten to appreciate and had been 
neglecting were waiting for me; time to be spent with grandchildren and children, 
old friends to lean on and new friends to make and to enjoy, phone conversations 
with children far away and near, appreciation of the seasons, God's creations of 
nature, my furry friends..."the simple things of life". And the ultimate comfort, 
God, waiting for me to lean on him, waiting to remind me of his unconditional 
love, ready to give me hope and fulfill dreams.  
 
Happy Thanksgiving to old friends, new friends, and family.......love, hope, and 
lean! 
  
Irene Hargrave 

 

Love 

 

Do  

 

Hope 

 

Lean 
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Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

1   

Feast of All 

Saints– Holy 

Eucharist 10 

a.m. & 

online—8 

2 

All Souls/All 

the Departed  

3 Election Day 

VOTE! Study 

Group-10:30 a.m. 

Common Cents 

10-2; Richard 

Hooker, Priest & 

Theologian, 1600 

4 

 

5 

Common 

Cents10-2 

6 

William Tem-

ple, Archbishop 

of Canterbury, 

1944 

7 

Common Cents 

10-noon 

8  Pentecost 23, 

Holy Eucharist, 

10 a.m. & 

online 8 a.m. 

 

9 10 

Study Group, 

10:30 a.m. 

Common Cents 

10-2 

11 

Women’s Guild 

12 Noon 

Martin of 

Tours, Bishop, 

397 

12 Candlelight 

Community 

Thanksgiving 

on Village 

Green 6:30 p.m. 

Common Cents 

10-2 

13   14 Vestry Mtg , 

10 a.m. Com-

mon Cents, 10-

noon, The Con-

secration of 

Samuel Sea-

bury 1784 

15 Pentecost 24, 

Holy Eucharist, 

10 a.m. & 

online 8 a.m. 

16  

Margaret  of 

Scotland, 

Queen, 1093 

17  Study 

Group, 10:30 

a.m. Common 

Cents 10-2 , 

Elizabeth of 

Hungary, Prin-

cess, 1231 

18 

Study Group—

10:30 a.m. 

Hilda of Whit-

by, Abbess, 680 

19 Common 

Cents 10-2, 

Mechthilde of 

Hackeborn & 

Gertrude the 

Great, Mystics, 

1298 & 1302 

20 21 

Common Cents, 

10-noon 

22 The Last 

Sunday after 

Pentecost, 

Christ the King, 

Holy Eucharist, 

10 a.m. & 

online 8 a.m. 

23 

 

24  Catherine 

of Alexandria, 

Barbara of 

Nicomedia 

and, Margaret 

of Antioch, 

Martyrs, c.305 

25 Study 

Group 10:30 

a.m.,James 

Otis Sargent 

Huntington, 

Monastic & 

Priest, 1935 

26   Thanks-

giving Day, 

Sojourner 

Truth, Libera-

tor and Pro-

phetic Witness, 

1883 

27 28 Kamehame-

ha and Emma 

of Hawaii, King 

and Queen, 

1864 & 1885 

29 

Advent I—10 

a.m.—Holy 

Eucharist & on 

line—8 a.m. 

30  

St. Andrew the 

Apostle 

November Birthdays: Kristine Layo (1), Alberto Vergara (1), Richard Mer-

chant (3), Romi Sebald (3), Noah Hargrave (9), Ashley Hargrave (11), Carol 

Cavallaro (12), Cory LaVine (22), Brook & Bekk Chudzinski (30). 

Anniversaries:  Ellen & Gary Galo (8) 

Common Cents closed November 22-30 

November 2020 
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From “In the Holy Nativity 

of our Lord” 

 

 

 

 Gloomy night embraced the place 

  Where the Noble infant lay; 

 The Babe looked up and showed his face, 

  In spite of darkness, it was day. 

 It was thy day, Sweet!  and did rise 

 Not from the east, but from thine eyes. 

 

 We saw thee in thy balmy nest, 

  Young dawn of our eternal day! 

 We saw thine eyes break from their east 

  And chase the trembling shades away. 

 We saw thee, and we blessed the sight, 

 We saw thee by thine own sweet light. 

 

 Welcome, all wonders in one sight! 

  Eternity shut in a span; 

 Summer in winter; day in night; 

  Heaven in earth, and God in man. 

 Great little one, whose all-embracing birth 

 Lifts earth to heaven, stoops heaven to earth. 

 

Richard Crashaw (1612-1649) 

“As on the night” 

A Christmas Hymn by Orlando Gibbons 

As on the night before this blessed morn 
A troop of Angels unto Shepherds told, 
Where in a stable he was poorly born, 
Whom nor the earth nor heaven of heavens can hold, 
Through Bethlehem rung. 
This news at their return; 
Yea, Angels sung, 
And they made mirth, because we should not mourn. 
His love, therefore, oh! let us all confess; 
And to the sons of men his works express. 
 
This favour Christ vouchsafed for our sake: 
To buy us thrones he in a manger lay; 
Our weakness took, that we his strength might take, 
And was disrob’d, that he might us array: 
Our flesh he wore, 
Our sin to wear away: 
Our curse he bore, 
That we escape it may; 
And wept for us, that we might sing for aye. 
His love, therefore, oh! let us all confess; 
And to the sons of men his works express. 
 
A note from Ellen Galo:  This is a link to a YouTube video 
of “As on the Night”, the Christmas Hymn by Orlando Gib-
bons—so anyone can hear it anytime. This one is a little 
faster moving, and lovely! 
https://www.bing.com/videos/search?

q=as+on+the+night+song+46+gibbons&docid=60801

0564463101169&mid=946EB773CE1ECD0643946E

4EB773CE1ECD06A3&VIEW=detail&FORM=VIRE 
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The Birth of Jesus 

from the Gospel of St. Luke 

 

In those days Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a census should be taken of the entire 

Roman world. (This was the first census that took place while Quirinius was governor of 

Syria.) And everyone went to their own town to register. 

So Joseph also went up from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to Bethlehem the 

town of David, because he belonged to the house and line of David. He went there to register 

with Mary, who was pledged to be married to him and was expecting a child. While they 

were there, the time came for the baby to be born, and she gave birth to her firstborn, a 

son. She wrapped him in cloths and placed him in a manger, because there was no guest 

room available for them. 

And there were shepherds living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch over their flocks at 

night. An angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord shone around 

them, and they were terrified.  But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid. I bring you 

good news that will cause great joy for all the people. Today in the town of David a Savior 

has been born to you; he is the Messiah, the Lord. This will be a sign to you: You will find a 

baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.” 

Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host appeared with 

the angel, praising God and saying, 

“Glory to God in the highest heaven, and on earth peace to 

those on whom his favor rests.” 

When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shep-

herds said to one another, “Let’s go to Bethlehem and see this 

thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us about.” 

So they hurried off and found Mary and Joseph, and the baby, 

who was lying in the manger. When they had seen him, they 

spread the word concerning what had been told them about 

this child, and all who heard it were amazed at what the shep-

herds said to them. But Mary treasured up all these things and 

pondered them in her heart. The shepherds returned, glorifying 

and praising God for all the things they had heard and seen, 

which were just as they had been told. 
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Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

  1  Study Group 

10:30 a.m. 

Common Cents 

10-2—Charles 

de Foucauld, 

Monastic & Mar-

tyr,  1916 

2 

Nicholas Fer-

rar, Deacon, 

1637 

 

3 

Common Cents 

10-2 

Francis Xavier, 

Priest & Mis-

sionary 1552 

4 

John of Da-

mascus, Priest 

& Theologian, 

c.760 

5 Common 

Cents 10-noon; 

Clement of Al-

exandria, Priest 

& Theologian 

c.210 

6 

Advent 2—Holy 

Eucharist 10 

a.m. & on-line 

8 a.m. 

7 

Ambrose of 

Milan, Bishop 

& Theologian, 

397 

8 

Study Group—

10:30 a.m. 

Common 

Cents—10-2 

9 

Women’s Guild 

12 noon 

10 

Common Cents 

10-2 

11 

 

12  Vestry—10 

a.m. Common 

Cents 10-noon         

Francis de Sales, 

Bp.and Jane de 

Chantal, Monas-

tic, Workers of 

Charity 

13  

Advent 3—Holy 

Eucharist 10 

a.m. & on-line 

8 a.m. 

14 

John of the 

Cross, Mystic & 

Monastic Re-

former, 1591 

15  Study 

Group—10:30 

a.m., Common 

Cents 10-2  

Nino of Geor-

gia, Missionary 

16 

 

 

Ember Day 

17 

Common Cents 

10-2  Dorothy 

Sayers, Apolo-

gist & Spiritu-

al Writer 1957 

18 

 

 

Ember Day 

19 

Common Cents 

10-noon 

 

Ember Day 

20 

Advent 4—Holy 

Eucharist 10 

a.m. & on-line 

8 a.m. 

21 

Saint Thomas 

the Apostle 

22 

 

23 

 

24 

Christmas Eve 

Lessons & Car-

ols 5:30—

Supper follow-

ing. 

25 

The Nativity of 

Our Lord Jesus 

Christ: 

Christmas Day 

26 

Saint Stephen, 

Deacon &  

Martyr 

27  Christmas 

1—Holy Eucha-

rist 10 a.m. & 

on-line 8 a.m. 

Saint John, 

Apostle & 

Evangelist 

28 

The Holy 

 Innocents 

29 Study 

Group—10:30 

a.m., Thomas 

Becket, Arch-

bishop of Can-

terbury & Mar-

tyr, 1170 

30 

 

31 

Frances Joseph 

Gaudet, Educa-

tor & Social 

Reformer, 1934 

December  Birthdays: Maia 

Knight (4), Charlie Colbert 

(14), Emily Stuercke (17), 

Melanie Morgan (19), Steve 

Levison (29), Loxlin Paige (29) 

Common Cents closed 12/20-

1/11/21 

December 2020 
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The Blessed Woman of Nazareth 

ALFRED DELP 

Mary is the most comforting of all the Advent figures. Advent’s holiest consolation is that the angel’s annunciation met 

with a ready heart in Mary. The Word became flesh, and in the holy place of a motherly heart the earth gave birth to a 

world of God-humanity. What good does it do us to sense and feel our misery unless a 

bridge is thrown over to the other shore? What help is it to be terrified at our lostness 

and confusion unless a light flashes up that is a match for darkness and always is its 

master?  What good does it do us to shiver in the coldness and hardness in which the 

world freezes as it goes deeper astray in itself and kills itself, unless we also come to 

know of the grace this is mightier than the peril of oblivion? 

Poets and myth-makers and other tellers of stories and fairy tales have often spoken of 

mothers. Sometimes they meant the earth; other times, nature. By this word they tried 

to disclose the mysterious creative fount of all things, to conjure up the welling mys-

tery of life. In all this there was hunger and anticipation and longing and Advent-

waiting for this blessed woman. 

That God became a mother’s son; that there could be a woman walking the earth 

whose womb was consecrated to be the holy temple and tabernacle of God – that is 

actually earth’s perfection and the fulfillment of its expectations. 

 

So many kinds of Advent consolation stream from the mysterious 

figure of the blessed, expectant Mary. The grey horizons must grow 

light. It is only the immediate scene that shouts so loudly and insist-

ently. Beyond the present tumult there exists a different realm, one 

that is now in our midst. The woman has conceived the Child, shel-

tered him beneath her heart, and given birth to the Son. The world 

has come under a different law. Christmas is not only a historic event 

that happened once, on which our salvation rests. Christmas is the 

promise of a new order of things, of life, of our existence.   

 

We must remember that the blessed woman of Nazareth, like John 

the Baptist and the angel of annunciation, is an illuminating figure of 

life, of our existence. Deep down in her being, our days and our des-

tinies bear the blessing and mystery of God. The blessed woman 

waits, and we must wait too until her hour has come. We must be patient and wait with readiness for the moment when 

it pleases the Lord to appear anew in our night too.    

Alfred Delp (1907-1945) was a German Jesuit priest who was condemned to die for his open opposition to the Nazi re-
gime.  This meditation, which he wrote while in prison, appears in When the Time Was Fulfilled: Christmas Medita-
tions (Plough 1967). 

The Annunciation (Rose) 
Window  

St. Philip’s Episcopal Church 

Gèrard David, The Annunciation Raphael, The Sistine Madonna 

 11 

 

 

New song...for a sleepless night! 

Everything is symmetry 
In the way He comes to me 
When I look up to the sky 
Then I’m not afraid to die. 
 
Lord, you filled my hurting heart 
When I thought I’d fall apart 
In the night of pain and dark 
Then I heard your song—the lark! 
 
Lord I hear your gentle voice 
As it tends my injured soul 
Yes, your love brings me to life 
In this crazy chaos whole. 
 
All I need is, turn to you 
You’re my God and I love you! 
Oh I love God’s symmetry, 
How his beauty comes to me! 

 

Three Songs from Ellen Galo 

When Sudden Terror Tears Apart 
(suggested hymn tune Detroit #674) 

 
When sudden terror tears apart the world we thought was ours, 
we find how fragile strength can be, how limited our powers. 
 
As people die, and numbers rise, we watch with sinking heart: 
what is this plague before our eyes, that forces us apart? 
 
Yet most of all we are aware of emptiness and void; 
of lives cut short, of plans undone, of confidence destroyed. 
 
From this abyss of doubt and fear we grope for words to pray, 
and hear our stammering tongues embrace a timeless Kyrie. 
 
Have mercy, Lord, give strength and peace, and make our courage great; 
restrain our urge to seek revenge, to turn our hurt to hate. 
 
Help us to know your steadfast love, your presence near as breath; 
rekindle in our hearts the hope of life that conquers death. 
 
A hymn test by The Rev. Carl Daw written from 9/11 and modified by me 
for the Coronavirus pandemic:  Copywright 2001, Hope Publishing Co., 
Carol Stream, IL, 60188.  Used by (and verses 2 & 3 altered with) per-
mission. 

Prayer for our country: 

Rise up O nation and look to your heart! 
One can’t do it all, but we must do our part! 
Gird up your courage to thoroughly discourage 
those who would rend us from bottom to top. 
Instead set your sights on the best we can be, 
put a stop to this cancer and let God’s love be! 
To guide us, our nation, from sea to sea! 
We’re all one people from steeple to steeple, 
May God bless our country, and all of our people! 
Let hope arise, may evil die. 
Then we’ll praise God in heaven and angels on high! 

OH I LOVE 

GOD’S 

SYMMETRY, 

HOW HIS  

BEAUTY 

COMES 

TO ME! 
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I’m thankful for good health, family, wonderful faith friends, and daily joy 

even in uncertain times. Lucille W. 

The beautiful changing leaves! Roseanna R. 
 
I am thankful for my family and that we are all well. Ellen G. 
 
I am thankful for the loving God who sustains us through all of our times of 
trials, for Chuck and for our three beautiful children, Cheryl and Tim, Matt 
and Melanie, Debbie and Jason, our grandchildren – Morgan and Riley 
Doyle, Jordan and Jacob Morgan, and Maia, Ethan and Aiden Knight. I 
love them all unconditionally. Karen M. 
 
Thankful for St. Philips, Mtr. Kathryn and my church family. So thankful 
for my family and friends and my newest addition JAXON who is such a 
joy. Nancy L. 
 
I am thankful for the Norwood community and St. Philip’s. Father Bob 
married Gwen and I there, and Mother Kathryn helped bring her home. 
Peace to all of you who celebrated our lives together and everyone who 
demonstrated their compassion at Gwen’s passing. Kurt H. 
 
I am thankful for the kind and loving people of St. Philip’s Church. Also, I 
am thankful for dogs. Aren’t they wonderful? Mtr. Kathryn B. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“I am Thankful” – a perspective of gratitude... 
For the wife who says, “It's hot dogs tonight.” –  because she is home with me and not with someone else. 
For the Husband who is on the sofa being a couch potato –  because he is home with me and not out at the 
bars. 
For the teenager who is complaining about doing the dishes –  because it means she is at home, not on the 
streets. 
For the taxes I pay – because it means I am employed 
For the mess to clean after a party – because it means I have been surrounded by friends. 
For the clothes that fit a little too snug –  because it means I have enough to eat. 
For the shadow that watches me work – because it means I am out in the sunshine. 
For the lawn that needs mowing, windows that need cleaning, and gutters that need fixing –  because it means 
I have a home. 
For all the complaining I hear about the government – because it means I have Freedom of Speech. 
For the parking spot I find at the far end of the parking lot – because it means I am capable of walking and I 
have been blessed with transportation. 
For the huge heating bill – because it means I am warm. 
For the lady behind me in church who sings off-key – because I means I can hear. 
For the pile of laundry and ironing – because it means I have clothes to wear. 
For the weariness and aching muscles at the end of the day – because it means I have been capable of work-
ing hard. 
For the alarm that goes off in the early morning hours – because it means I am alive. 
And finally, for e-mails –  because it means I have friends who are thinking of me. 
 
Donna McLean 

Let us give  

thanks  

to God  

for all His  
 

gifts  
 

so freely 
 

 Bestowed 
 

 upon us: 
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Sea Glass 
 Bernadette Noll 
 
I want to age like sea glass. 
Smoothed by tides, 
but not broken. 
I want my hard edges to soften. 
I want to ride the waves 
and go with the flow. 
I want to catch a wave 
and let it carry me 
to where I belong. 
I want to be picked up 
and held gently by 
those who delight in my 
well earned patina and 
appreciate the changes I went 
through to achieve that beauty. 
I want to enjoy the journey 
and always remember that if 
you give the ocean something 
breakable it will turn it into 
something beautiful. 
I want to age like sea glass. 
 
Submitted by Lucille Waterson 

 

Out of a Stone 

Can the Creator of all lure poetry out of a stone? 

Or cause a stirring of Divine Love in a human heart? 

All is possible for the Creator of all, 

Who loves to manifest the impossible 

In endless configurations. 

~~ Thomas Keating 

Lord Jesus, you heal the sick.  We pray that the coronavirus 

that has affected so many in our world can be contained, con-

trolled, and cured.  We lift up to your mercy all those affect-

ed, all those working hard to study and cure this illness, and 

all health care professional and emergency management 

teams that are working day and night to keep us safe.  Help 

us, Lord, to trust in your merciful care.  Lord Jesus, hear our 

prayer.  Amen. 

Submitted by Dcn. Helen Harris 
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 All things bright and beautiful… 

Refrain: 

All things bright and beautiful, 
all creatures great and small, 
all things wise and wonderful, 
the Lord God made them all. 
 
Each little flow’r that opens, 
each little bird that sings, 
he made their glowing colors, 
he made their tiny wings.  [Refrain] 
 
The purple-headed mountain, 
the river running by, 
the sunset, and the morning 
that brightens up the sky.  [Refrain] 
 
The cold wind in the winter, 
the pleasant summer sun, 
the ripe fruits in the garden, 
he made them, ev’ry one.  [Refrain] 
 
The tall trees in the greenwood, 
the meadows where we play, 
the flowers by the water 
we gather ev’ry day.  [Refrain] 
 
He gave us eyes to see them, 
and lips that we might tell 
how great is God Almighty, 
who has made all things well.  [Refrain] 

Cecil Frances Alexander 

As a small girl, Cecil Frances Humphries (b. Redcross, County 

Wicklow, Ireland, 1818; Londonderry, Ireland, 1895) wrote poetry 

in her school’s journal.  In 1850 she married Rev. William Alexan-

der, who later became the Anglican primate (chief bishop) of  Ire-

land.  She showed her concern for disadvantaged people by travel-

ing many miles each day to visit the sick and poor, providing food, 

warm clothes, and medical supplies.  She and her sister also found-

ed a school for the deaf.  Alexander was strongly influenced by the 

Oxford Movement and by John Keble’s Christian Year.  Her first 

book of poetry, Verses for Seasons, was a “Christian Year” for 

children. She wrote hymns based on the Apostles’ Creed, baptism, 

the Lord’s Supper, the Ten Commandments, and prayer, writing in 

simple language fo children.  Her more than four hundred hymn 

texts were published in Verses from the Holy Scripture (1846), and 

Hymns Descriptive and Devotional.  (1858)  Bert Polman 

“Time Tested Beauty Tips” was one of Audrey Hepburn’s favorite poems—she is said to have read it to her children on the 
last Christmas Eve she spent on earth. Legend credits her with its authorship, though it was actually composed by the Amer-
ican humorist Sam Levenson for his granddaughter.  

For attractive lips, speak words of kindness.  

For lovely eyes, seek out the good in people.   

For a slim figure, share your food with the hungry.   

For beautiful hair, let a child run his or her fingers through it once a day.   

For poise, walk with the knowledge you’ll never walk alone. 

People, even more than things, have to be restored, renewed, revived, reclaimed, and 
redeemed; Never throw out anybody. 

Remember, if you ever need a helping hand, you’ll find one at the end of your arm. 

As you grow older, you will discover that you have two hands, one for helping yourself, the other for helping others. 

The beauty of a woman is not in the clothes she wears, the figure she carries, or the way she combs her hair. The beauty of a 
woman must be seen from in her eyes, because that is the doorway to her heart, the place where love resides. 

The beauty of a woman is not in a facial mole, but true beauty in a woman is reflected in her soul. It is the caring that she 
lovingly gives, the passion that she shows, and the beauty of a woman with passing years only grows. 

Shared by Nancy Levison 

This was shared by Charles 

Colbert:  perfect verses for 

Thanksgiving! 


