
 
    
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 If you would like a name listed for 4 weeks on this published prayer list, or if you have a request for 
confidential prayer chain or changes please contact Sue Bennetch at 610-867-5865, ext. 209 or at 
sbennetch@fpc-bethlehem.org. 

 
December 20, 2019 

IN CARE FACILIITIES  
Bethlehem Manor Sr. Living: Eunice Mackey 
Country Meadows Elaine Gable 
Holy Family Manor:  John Hoffman 
Kirkland Village Skilled Nursing Facility:  
Marie Hagenbuch 
Moravian Village: Ruth Rusling 
Northampton Village: Carmela Hauze 
Valley Manor: Leslie Henritzy-Belak 
Westminster Village: Shirley Beisiegal, Phyllis 
Fisher (on hospice), Mary Ford, Bobbi McDowell, 
Ruth Sutherland, Jeanine Eisenberg  
 
For Our Congregation And Beyond 
For our: Church and Members; Session; Deacons; 
Staff and Volunteers; Ecumenical Partners;  
Mission Partners; The Grace Congregation 

For those who are suffering with Dementia/ 
Alzheimer’s Disease and their caregivers, and for 
those attending our Caregivers Support Group 

For our church members living at Holy Family 
Manor. 

During this Christmas Season we pray for all those 
who are grieving a loss of a loved one. Remember 
those who are sad, lonely, depressed, without 
family, suffering from illness, or struggling through 
this time of year.  May the light of the Christ child 
comfort them and give them peace. 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

Loss of a Loved One 

For Laurie Ferguson, a daughter of this 
church, on the passing of her husband Bill. 
Laurie is the daughter of Norma Ferguson and 
the sister of Mark Ferguson. 
New Prayer Requests 
Barb Borthwick, mother-in-law of  
    Dan Cascioli 
Jake Kim 
Richard and Yvonne Wenger 
 
Continuing Need of Prayer  

Corrado Angione; Jessica Bechtold; Molly 
Booth; Keith Brown; James Dragotta; Tina 
Duhigg; Melody Engel; Deb Golitz; Theo 
Helmuth; Fred and Pat Henderson; Carl 
Hentzelman; Bill, Bev and Matt Hess; Taylor 
Hodge; Ben Hooper; Laura Huffard; Virginia 
(Cinda) Jensen; Mark Jones; Dorothy Kohl; 
Ken Kunsma (son of Rev. Sue Bennetch); 
Holden Levine (great grandson of Donna 
Knepp) and his parents, Brett and Jennifer; 
Lamar and Althea Mertz; Pam Mies; Harold 
Mitchell; Bryan Remely; Geanie Robson; 
Kathy Thomas; Kevin Tyson; Nancy Walker 
and William Walker; Craig and Tommy Ward; 
The Wescoe Family; Jeraldine Winchester; 
Adam (Ginny Shunk’s grandson), Adam, Bud, 
Carol, Sharon C., Gary, Greg, Connie and 
Michael, Ian, Jerrod, Jim, John, Karen; Katie, 
Katie and Jared, MJ, Matt, Mikayla, Neil, 
Richard, Tim, Tina, Scott, and Bryan. 
 

Military: 
Jamie Hauze (serving in Somalia),  
Mitch Rosenthal (Air Force) 
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Want to Get Into the Christmas Spirit? Face the Darkness 

How I fell in love with the season of Advent. 

By Tish Harrison Warren 
Ms. Warren is a priest in the Anglican Church in North America and author of “Liturgy of the Ordinary: Sacred 
Practices in Everyday Life.” 

As darkness lengthens in late fall, we begin to see the signs of the season — advertisements 
with giant red bows atop new cars, Christmas music blasting everywhere, the heightened pace 
of holiday hustle and bustle, lights and garlands speckling every corner of the city. 

But inside many church buildings, this time of year looks different. There, we find a 
countercultural sparseness. The altar is covered in purple, the color of both royalty and 
repentance. There’s a slowing down, a silent stillness. The music turns to minor keys and 
becomes contemplative, even mournful. The Scripture readings are apocalyptic and trippy, 
strikingly short on sweet tales of babies, little lambs and Christmas stars. In this small space, 
Christmas season has not yet begun. The church waits in Advent. 

In the church calendar, every period of celebration is preceded by a time of preparation. 
Historically, Advent, the liturgical season that begins four Sundays before Christmas Day, is a 
way to prepare our hearts (and minds and souls) for Christmas. For Christians, Christmas is a 
celebration of Jesus’ birth — that light has come into darkness and, as the Gospel of John says, 
“the darkness could not overcome it.” But Advent bids us first to pause and to look, with 
complete honesty, at that darkness. 

To practice Advent is to lean into an almost cosmic ache: our deep, wordless desire for things 
to be made right and the incompleteness we find in the meantime. We dwell in a world still 
racked with conflict, violence, suffering, darkness. Advent holds space for our grief, and it 
reminds us that all of us, in one way or another, are not only wounded by the evil in the world 
but are also wielders of it, contributing our own moments of unkindness or impatience or 
selfishness. 

I’m well aware that for most Americans, Christmas has less to do with contemplating the 
incarnation of Jesus than celebrating friends, family, reindeer and Black Friday sales. Even 
among observant Christians, the holiday season has often been flattened into a sentimental call 
to warm religious feelings (if not a charged yet pointless argument over “Happy Holidays” 
versus “Merry Christmas”). Still, I think Advent offers wisdom to the wider world. It reminds 
us that joy is trivialized if we do not first intentionally acknowledge the pain and wreckage of 
the world. 

G.K. Chesterton wrote that original sin is the “only part of Christian theology which can really 
be proved.” The believer and atheist alike can agree that there is an undeniable brokenness to 
the world, a sickness that needs remedy. Whether we assign blame to human sinfulness, a 
political party, corporate greed, ignorance, tribalism or nationalism (or some of each), we can 
admit that things are not as they should be — or at least, not as we wish they were.  

I did not grow up observing Advent or, for that matter, knowing what it was. Like many 
Americans, my family began celebrating Christmas the day after Thanksgiving. When I started 



attending an Anglican church in my late 20s, Advent drew me in. With its quiet beauty and 
doleful hymns, this season made intuitive emotional sense to me. 

American culture insists that we run at breathless pace from sugar-laced celebration to 
celebration — three months of Christmas to the Super Bowl, Mardi Gras, Valentine’s Day, 
Cinco de Mayo, Fourth of July, and on and on. We suffer from a collective consumerist mania 
that demands we remain optimistic, shiny, happy and having fun, fun, fun. 

But life isn’t a Disney Cruise. The tyranny of relentless mandatory celebration leaves us 
exhausted and often, ironically, feeling emptier. Many of us suffer from “holiday blues,” and I 
wonder whether this phenomenon is made worse by the incessant demand for cheer — the 
collective lie that through enough work and positivity, we can perfect our lives and our world. 

I do not want to be the Grinch tsk-tsking anyone for decorating the tree early or firing up 
“Jingle Bell Rock” before the 25th. I’m all for happiness, joy, eggnog, corny sweaters and 
parties, but to rush into Christmas without first taking time to collectively acknowledge the 
sorrow in the world and in our own lives seems like an inebriated and overstuffed practice of 
denial. 

The church, after all, reserves 12 whole days for feasting and festivity during Christmas. Both 
darkness and light are real, and our calendar gives time to recall both. But in the end, 
Christians believe the light is more real and more enduring. There is still good news to 
celebrate, even when — perhaps especially when — it’s been a hard year. 

The arrival of Christmas Day is not the culmination of the holiday season, but merely the 
starting pistol for almost two weeks of good food and drink, parties and community gatherings, 
lights and gifts, service and time together. Times of worship become jubilant and joyful: White 
replaces purple, babies are finally placed in mangers, and Christmas carols fill the air. 

My church community tries to keep the party going for 12 whole days, which can be a little hard 
when everyone else’s tree is on the curb and school is starting up again, but we try 
nonetheless. Christians are called to take up celebration as intentionally as they take up 
waiting. 

We need communal rhythms that make deliberate space for both grief and joy. For me, the old 
saying rings true: Hunger is the best condiment. Abstaining, for a moment, from the clamor of 
compulsive jollification, and instead leaning into the reality of human tragedy and of my own 
need and brokenness, allows my experience of glory at Christmastime to feel not only more 
emotionally sustainable but also more vivid, vital and cherished. 

Our response to the wrongness of the world (and of ourselves) can often be an unhealthy 
escapism, and we can turn to the holidays as anesthesia from pain as much as anything else. 
We need collective space, as a society, to grieve — to look long and hard at what is cracked and 
fractured in our world and in our lives. Only then can celebration become deep, rich and 
resonant, not as a saccharine act of delusion but as a defiant act of hope. 
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