St. Cronan Advent

Reflections from the St. Cronan Community
Advent 2020

First Sunday of Advent
November 29, 2020
IS 63:16B-17, 19B, 64:2-7

PS 80:2-3. 15-16, 18-19

1 COR 1:3-9

MK 13:33-37

Be Ready! Be Stretched.
Each year for Advent the lectionary reminds us to “be ready!” as we prepare for the coming of Christ. I doubt many
of us were ready for how much the world has changed in the past year. Perhaps we were too content, too timid, or too busy.
The Greek translation for “be ready” is an imperative, a command: not just a suggestion or good advice. Be watchful! Be
alert! God is calling us to be so.
This year has called us to become acutely aware of what is going on around us. The Covid-19 pandemic illustrates
the pain of inequality: front line workers often shoulder most of the burden as we cling to familiar lifestyles; families must
often choose between caregiver responsibilities and jobs; minorities are at continued risk due to health and social inequities;
and the elderly continue to be marginalized. Medical professionals and teachers are underappreciated. In other areas of life,
we see small businesses and the arts struggling to survive.
Advent reminds us that much remains broken, unfulfilled and in darkness. There can be light! Jesus calls us to live
intentionally, working each day to recognize Him in every interaction we have. Let us bring hope to others by committing to
right relationships. Let us stretch ourselves outward to the suffering of the most vulnerable. Let us do so in real ways! I can
seek opportunities to talk to persons who might be experiencing isolation or loneliness. I can commit to doing my part in
feeding the hungry and helping the homeless. I can make a personal stand for social justice by participating in neighborhood
programs. Let each of us be part of moments when the darkness withdraws and the light of Christ shines brightly.
This Advent let us remember that we are the Church. Even when we cannot be in the building.
Show us Christ in one another, make us servants strong and true; give us all your love of justice, so
we do what You would do. Let us call all people holy, let us pledge our lives anew. Make us one with
all the lowly, let us be one in You.
God of Day and God of Darkness, Verse 3

-David Dickey

Monday, First Week of Advent
November 30, 2020
Rom 10: 9-18

Ps 19:8 – 11

Matt 4:18-22

I took these readings from the Feast of St. Andrew, Apostle to my daily prayer time in
which I practice the Bridges Retreat format of Ignatian contemplative prayer. I prepare by asking for a grace, checking in with how I am presenting myself to God, then read the readings,
pausing at what may stir my imagination. I learned this in the Bridges Program I received, September 2019 to May 2020, that has changed my life. I value its ability to help me feel a closer
connection to God.
What I imagined was, in Matthew’s Gospel, Jesus calling his disciples by name, to be
“fishers of men.” That is the same way they fished, drawing people to them. I saw Andrew in
his boat with his brother Peter bending over the ocean with a heavy net. The voice of Jesus cut
through the wind and waves, and they stopped, paused, looked up and “at once left their nets
and followed him.” I can barely imagine stopping anything I’m doing and “at once” leaving it
in this way, so I felt incredulous, admiring, and awe-struck at the faith this represents. Then,
two more brothers, Zebedee and John, also left their nets with Jesus’ call. This process, when
examined in detail, was a gift to me this day of prayer. It represented to me a readiness, a steadiness of heart and mind, and the strongest belief and faith.
May we have the gift of this readiness, steadiness and faith this Advent season in our
hearts, minds, and spirits. Help us to “at once” divert attention from our pursuits to the One who
gives us all, when called and asked. As the Psalmist of today said, receive God’s “words of
spirit and life.”

-Christine Lakey

Tuesday, 1st Week of Advent

December 1, 2020

IS 11:1-10 - A shoot shall sprout from the stump
PS 72 - Justice shall flourish in his time, and fullness of peace for ever
LK 10:21-24 - You have hidden these things from the wise and learned,
you have revealed them to the childlike.
It was in the midst of the presidential election when we first read these readings for
Tuesday of the First Week of Advent. We couldn't help but feel that the message was timely
and was put into our lives at just the needed moment, when uncertainty and some fear were
creeping into our hearts and minds.
As we reflected on the idea that from every lifeless stump, where hope for future
growth is thought to be cut off, a shoot of new life can sprout; we heard the "good
news", the hope of bringing new ways of thinking and new life to those who have been
judged unfairly. We heard the message of justice, faithfulness and peace.
Reflecting on the Gospel, when we think of children, we think of their innocence. They are born a blank slate that is written upon by others. They are sponges that absorb what they see and hear. No one is born with prejudice and hate. May all children and
all of us grow and bloom as we hear the words that will change the world. Let our hearts
rejoice in the belief that our God can transform our human weakness, our sin and division, as
we prepare for the glorious coming of Jesus.
-Helen Heilich & Sandy McKinney

Wednesday, 1st Week of Advent

December 2, 2020
Is 25:6-10A

Ps 23:1-3A, 3B-4, 5,6

Matt 15:29-37

We are invited. When I read through Isaiah, I felt invited. I love a good gathering where there are
food and drink, community, and people coming together. The gospel tells the story when Jesus feeds the
crowd with seven loaves of bread and a few fish. God invites us to an open table, a life where we do not
need to hunger anymore. The psalm of the good shepherd is an invitation as well. It’s an invitation to
come to realize that God not only walks with us but provides and cares for us. The caring becomes
evident in Isaiah, too, where it’s written: “The Lord GOD will wipe away the tears from all faces”. How
often is there something going on in our lives that makes us feel down, unmotivated, and sad. I
personally tend to hide myself in my apartment, preferably in my bed, turning off my phone and just
wanting to sit in my despair. God invites me, however, in this situation. God not only meets me exactly
where I am right now, which might be with tears all over my face, but
God gently wipes them away and brings me to the party, a place of joy
and happiness, a place of goodness and kindness, where there is no fear.
I know it can be hard to accept God’s invitation. Especially when we are
sad or frustrated, worn out, tired, angry, miserable. It’s easier to shut the
door and be alone, but if we let God in and respond to this invitation, we
will be part of the best party ever, promise.
-Melanie Ernst

Thursday, 1st Week of Advent
December 3, 2020
IS 26:1-6

PS 118:1 AND 8-9, 19-21, 25-27A

MT 7:21, 24-27

Rocks and Roots
As I read today’s gospel, I am drawn inward, beyond the words Jesus speaks, beyond the wisdom of the man who
builds his house on rock. To recognize the truth of these words, and explore the settled and strong rocks of my daily life, I
need to look at my roots, feel them in the deepest tissues of my body, the truest stories lodged in my memories, the lives of
my ancestors. For the wise man of this teaching did not gain wisdom from one experience, from hearing one teaching. His
history, my history, our histories bring us to this moment of selecting the rocks where we build, create, give birth, and find
refuge.
The questions that arise are “What are our rocks? How do we select them?” In my life, I look into the roots of family,
the roots of friendship, the roots of community. I know that I have taken for granted, many times, the splendor and blessings
of my biological family. They loved me as God has loved us, and instilled within me
the courage and trust to enter the communities of my adult life: small communities of
deep friendship, nourishing communities of spiritual growth, selfless communities of
serving the poor, the sick, the dying, the lonely. And over the decades, the roots of
many generations wind themselves around these rocks, turn and twist beneath and beside the smooth and ragged surfaces that keep me connected to earth, provide an anchor for the love we share, the hard work we do, the choices we make.
Perhaps my house is not built merely on one rock, but on a carefully created
cairn. Each rock, stone, pebble is a chosen community of my life, my rooted life within the city of God on this earth. One element of the cairn cannot endure in place without the others, a delicate balance. Toss one away mindlessly, and the floods and winds
find an easy mark for destruction. Let us be aware. Let us be thankful. Amen
-Eileen Heidenheimer

Friday, 1st Week of Advent
December 4, 2020
IS 29:17-24

PS 27:1, 4, 17-24

MT 9:27-31

“The Lord is my light and my salvation.” So says the response in this day’s psalm. The first
stanza continues “of whom should I fear? The Lord is my life’s refuge, of whom should I be
afraid.” I do not believe I have been alone in experiencing a lot of fear and anxiety in
response to this past year: a pandemic, several hurricanes, and an election which at the time
of writing continues to be denied by the sitting President. Drawing strength through prayer
and meditation has been the only thing which has enabled me any sanity.
In both Isaiah and in Matthew, the fruits of placing one’s faith in God are demonstrated.
Isaiah shared the redemption of Lebanon, and in Matthew the blind men were healed through
their faith in Jesus.
As I have worked to stay centered for my family and for my patients, it has been faith in God
which enables me to be the father, therapist and husband I believe God wants me to be. I’ll
admit, I have not always had the faith I wished I had, and there have been days of high stress.
But when I find that faith, when I can truly turn my life over to God’s control and stop trying
to control the world myself, I find peace.

The Lord is my light and my salvation, of whom should I fear?
-Kevin Doyle

Saturday, 1st Week of Advent
December 5, 2020
IS 30:19-21, 23-26

PS 147:1-2, 3-4, 5-6

MT 9:35–10:1, 5A, 6-8

Before I begin, I want to let you know that I like to substitute the word “Love” for
“God”. It makes God easier for me to imagine. It takes God out of my head and into
my heart.
So, in the first reading, the prophet Isaiah tells us that all good things come from Love and that one day,
our Teacher will no longer be hidden. We will be able to see him and he will tell us how to live. He will show us
the way of Love.
Then, lo and behold, one day (about 700 years later!) a man named Jesus roams around the towns and
villages in Israel and heals illnesses, comforts the confused, and reminds people that all good things come from
Love. He is overwhelmed by the need, so instructs his twelve buddies to help out and let the people know that the
Community of Love is near. And then…
Wait for it….
That’s our message. Wait. First, your teacher WILL come. He did. Then, the Community of Love WILL
come. It will. Advent is about waiting. I hated this when I was younger. The Advent songs with their sad minor
chords were so annoying compared to the happy Christmas songs playing on the radio and in the malls. Ugh.
Church songs. Well, I’ve grown up a bit, and I now love the longing. The delayed gratification. The promise. I
know that it will not be anticlimactic. I know that I really have no clue what the Community of Love really feels
like or looks like. But I know what small love feels like and looks like, and so I have faith.
I appreciate and embrace the responsibility put on my shoulders to care for the towns and villages and heal
people and show them the way with my love. My Teacher needs help and I’m willing to be the Teacher’s pet.
-Susan Marting

Second Sunday of Advent
December 6, 2020
IS 40:1-5, 9-11

PS 85: 9-10, 11-12, 13-14

2 Peter 3:8-14

MK 1:1-8

These readings contain so many wonderful images—quite a feast for my imagination. And so filled with
paradox!
Comfort is the first word that speaks to me. I so need to be comforted and held at this time. Imagining
myself wrapped in God’s arms feels so very consoling.
And I long for the time when kindness and truth shall meet, and justice and peace shall kiss. Such
tender and intimate images for strong realities in short supply right now.
There is promise that truth springs out of Earth, making me want to abandon my shoes and walk
barefoot to absorb its healing and challenge. That justice can look upon me from heaven calls me to gaze
back at the night sky to catch the sparkle from the twinkling stars.
Even though the abundance of God is as available as the elements of Earth and the Cosmos that
surround me, I cannot simply bask in them. I feel called and challenged with
the question “What sort of person ought I to be?”
As I wait during this Advent season, how can I allow kindness and truth,
justice and peace, to flow through me? How can I allow comfort to overflow
from my heart to the hearts of others, to the new heaven and new earth we are
called to create?
How can I wait when I want to rush ahead with my agenda to fix it
all? How can I allow the Spirit working in and through me to find me actively
waiting in peace?
-Marge O’Gorman, FSM

Monday, 2nd Week of Advent
December 7, 2020
IS 35:1-10

PS 85AB and 10, 11-12, 13-14

Lk 5:17-26

For those with a journey to make –
Isaiah, the prophet of Advent, cries out: “Be strong, fear not. Here is your
God who comes to save you.” Isaiah is prophesizing about a journey full of hope.
For those who would travel, he says: “Open your eyes, open your ears, sing loudly,
kick off your dirty shoes and dance!”
For people in the midst of the pandemic, we have been in exile too long. We need Isaiah’s words to
lead us on and give us comfort. The story of the paralyzed man in Luke felt the same exile. His travel was so
limited, his friends had to lower him through the roof to see Jesus! What a trip! But what hope filled the
man’s heart.
Jesus does for the paralyzed man what he does for us: “Get up, pick up your stuff and go home.” And
those who were watching all this were amazed. “We have seen incredible things today.”
We are on an Advent journey. Our steps toward God are only possible because God has already been
moving toward us, drawing us nearer by God’s own heart of love. Somehow the paralyzed man knew that Jesus would provide what was promised: this Man of living hope would let him walk again.
The right time to make the journey is now. This Advent season carries us from the crib to the cross.
We can only make the journey because we believe that what we hope will happen has already begun in us.
Darkness leads to light, woundedness leads to healing, divisions lead to peace, loneliness leads to community
and sadness leads to hope. “We have seen incredible things today.”
Have I spoken a word of encouragement to another? Let’s help each other on the journey.
-Mary Nolan, BVM and Donna Day, SL

Tuesday, 2nd Week of Advent
December 8, 2020

Solemnity of the Immaculate Conception of Mary
GN 3:9-15, 20

PS 98:1, 2-3AB, 3CD-4

EPH 1:3-6. 11-12

LK 1:26-38

Today’s readings begin with Eve and end with Mary. They are two of the most recognizable mothers
of the Church. The first reading tells us that God called Eve the mother of all living. She symbolizes all of
humanity in her failings and in her glory. When Eve ate the forbidden fruit, God didn’t fault her but rather
He chastised the serpent for tempting her. Eve remained in God’s favor.
But Mary is the central figure of today’s feast. Most scholars believe that Mary was chosen to be the mother
of Jesus because she was plain and simple. She led a simple life and was an obedient servant to her family.
However, I choose to believe that God chose Mary because she was a very strong woman that would
stand up to the challenges of being an unwed mother. It took great strength to believe the angel Gabriel
when he told her to not be afraid and that being unwed and with child would be
alright. Mary showed her strength when she said “yes” to Gabriel. It took
strength to go to Bethlehem with Joseph when she was 9 months pregnant. And it
took strength to be the mother of Jesus. God knew how strong Mary was and
knew she was capable of facing all the challenges that would be put before her.
During this Advent season, beset with a deadly pandemic, we must all find
strength just as Mary did. We need to say “no” to the temptation of social
gathering and say “yes” to caring for others.
-Carolyn Coyne

Wednesday, 2nd Week of Advent
December 9, 2020
IS 40:25-31

PS 103:1-2, 3-4, 8 and 10

Lk 11:28-30

They that hope in the LORD will renew their strength, they will soar as with
eagles’ wings; They will run and not grow weary, walk and not grow faint. {Is.
40;25-31)
The first candle of Advent is lit for HOPE because it is the prudential cornerstone of waiting.
Today’s reading from Isaiah reminds us that when we hope and trust in God, as Julian of Norwich heard
in her “shewings”, all WILL be well.
The simplest, hardest and most necessary part of Advent waiting is Divine Hope. Without Hope,
we have nothing, as Isaiah reminds us; with It, all things become possible. I stand in my dad’s memory of
loading bombers in England during WWII. Without Hope in God, he could not have done what he did; as
he waited for empty bombers to return to England, futility would have overcome him. Divine Hope was
all he had, and what he clung to. He “reminds me” of this simple reality every year on this day, his
heavenly birthday.
Our times are little different. Strife is everywhere. Our hope IS in “trusting in the slow work of
God” (Teilhard de Chardin SJ). Divine Hope is our Advent waiting belief, and our work of trust in God’s
invisible, perpetual Mercy and Love, which we celebrate in Christmas’ Incarnation. It is what makes our
burden “light” (Mt. 11:30).
May Hope carry us forward to Christmas’ Incarnate Word, and 2021. Ameen.
-Donna Zuroweste

Thursday, 2nd Week of Advent
December 10, 2020
IS 41:13-20

PS 145:1 AND 9, 10-11, 12-13AB
MT 11:11-15
I confess I found today’s readings uninspiring and uncomfortable. After all, here is the writer of Isaiah
telling us that God is calling us worms and maggots! And in Matthew’s gospel, Jesus is telling us about John
the Baptist but the words are full of violence. I read the Bible Commentaries for these readings but I was still
uninspired.
There is another way to approach the readings – to use Lectio Divina. So……….
Lectio: I choose a word or phrase from the readings, a word or phrase that stands out for me; I read
it out loud:
I am the Lord your God, who grasp your right hand; it is I who say to you “Fear not, I will help
you.”
Meditatio: I repeat the phrase again out loud. What does this phrase mean to me? I have many
concerns during this time of Covid. Our connections with people are limited; our ability to move around is
constrained; our worship and religious expressions are different, Thanksgiving and Christmas will be without
our family present. But God is present in all this, grasping my right hand, reminding me to “fear
not,” helping me to be grateful, to accept God’s grace, to reach out and help others.
Oratio: I repeat the phrase again out loud. And then I talk to God. Dear God, I thank you for this
time, as difficult and troubled as it is. I hear your words and know that you are with me and will help me. I
ask for your guidance in all I do.
Contemplatio: I repeat the phrase again out loud and then I rest in God. I pray without words but let
the phrase I used today wash over me.
-Saralou Hendrickson

Friday, 2nd Week of Advent
December 11, 2020
IS 48:17-19

PS 1:1-2, 3, 4 AND 6

MT 11:16-19

The Gospel reminds me of an old afternoon TV cartoon from the 1950’s: Gloomy
characters trudge in a circle, repetitively singing a mournful dirge: “We’re happy when
we’re sad. We’re always feeling bad.” Nothing satisfies them. So also the crowds in the
Gospel, and often ourselves. Others, even Jesus, try to give us what will make us happy,
but we refuse, making us even more unloving and unlovable. Why is it so hard to give
ourselves over to an understanding and a loving God?
I think it’s fear. It’s understandable not wanting to follow a fasting John, but why
not a celebrating Jesus? Maybe the chasm between who God calls us to be and who we are – that chasm
seems too great to cross over. We’re afraid to try something that won’t work, another outcome for which
to berate ourselves. It’s too hard. Of course it is, if everything depends on us. But it doesn’t. Look at what
Isaiah reminds us: “I, the Lord, your God, teach you what is for your good, and lead you on the way you
should go.”
Advent calls us to change our focus. If we focus on the political situation, the world conflicts, the
effects of climate change, the COVID-19 virus, our own powerlessness, it does seem hopeless. Rather
focus on what the psalm reminds us: “Those who follow you, Lord, will have the light of life.” “Blessed
is the one who delights in the law of the Lord”. Allow Jesus to accompany us as we acknowledge our
needs, our fears, our insecurities, and then let him hold them, take them, be with us with his love and
power. “I can do all things through him who strengthens me” (Phil 4:13). “Trust me,” Jesus reminds us.
“Trust me. Focus on me, and trust me.”
-Barbara Schlatter, CPPS

Saturday, 2nd Week of Advent December 12, 2020
Feast of Our Lady of Guadalupe
ZEC 2:14-17 or RV 11:19A, 12:1-6A, 10AB

Judith 13:18BCDE, 19

LK 1:26-38

I took pictures as they clung to each other, crying. After being separated for years, mother and daughter were
finally reunited.
As an immigration attorney, I’ve always wanted to be present when my clients were reunited with family
members, but the opportunity had never presented itself. This time, I was particularly excited because the legal
work had been challenging – the teenager would have been expelled from the United States if not for some lastminute legal filings and interventions.
But as I stood there, snapping photos at their request, I felt voyeuristic. The forces that had separated
mother and child were vast – our government, other governments, criminal groups, individual persecutors. The
harm ran deep and wasn’t healed merely by an airport reunion. And I was certainly no savior.
This, I believe, is a fundamental error: We want to be the saviors. Perhaps it is our privilege – be it
whiteness, gender, legal status, or something else. It makes us feel that we are somehow able to liberate others,
rather than recognizing our complicity.
God chose Mary, a lowly 14-year-old. Jesus chose his Apostles – fishermen, not the educated elite. Our
Lady of Guadalupe chose Juan Diego, an indigenous farmer. Mary didn’t appear to the likes of me – a white,
privileged attorney in the United States. People like me, who receive respect and honor from society, should be
wary. And I, too, should turn to the powerless as my guide to salvation – not as someone needing to be saved.
Instead of aiming to be Saviors, maybe we should aim to be more like the donkey in today’s Gospel –
faithfully carrying Mary on her journey to visit Elizabeth. Embodying humility and a sense of awe that we have
been invited to a miraculous reunion. Ready to learn from those we once thought we were called to
save. Realizing that they, in fact, may be fulfilling their own call to save us.
-Jessica Mayo

An additional reflection
“The Lady said, ‘Go to the Archbishop and tell him to build a church in her honor on that
site’.” That was the message Juan Diego delivered to the Archbishop, he gave him the bouquet of
roses harvested there in December, and the Archbishop’s entourage got bug eyed when they spied
the colorful picture of Mary imprinted on the inside of his tilma. That stunning picture of the
mysterious woman spoke to the bishop who built the church in 1536 and continues to speak to
Juan’s descendants.
She is blanking out the golden sun with the rays blazing
around her: more important than the sun god. She is standing
balanced atop the crescent moon: more important than the moon
god. The squiggles on her dress represent the god of the winds:
more important than wind power gods. She has a black belt
wrapped high on her belly signifying she is pregnant. She has a
tiny cross around her neck signifying her God as the crucified
Jesus. This representation of the brown skinned indigenous
woman became popularly recognized as Our Lady of Guadalupe,
the Mother of Jesus, and won millions of Mexican people over to
Christianity of the missionaries. While there are many
representations of Mary artistically rendered on the basis of
visionary’s descriptions, this is the only self-portrait of Mary.
-Fr. Gerry Kleba

Third Sunday of Advent December 13, 2020
IS 61: 1-2, 10-11

Luke 1: 46-48, 49-50, 53-54 Thes. 5: 16-24 John 1:6-8, 19-28

There is a phrase in today’s everyday lexicon that is called my “happy place.” I’m not sure of it’s history
but I have heard it said often, and it seems to have taken hold in the world of wellness and psychological verbiage.
For some it means being in the mountains or near the ocean, for others it may simply be a hike in the woods or an
hour in a museum, for some a certain corner of their home or apartment that speaks to refreshment. For me
growing up, there was a large rock formation near our house (within shouting distance) where I escaped from the
tumult of a household of nine, usually with a book and without telling anyone where I was off to. It didn’t take my
mother very long to figure out where I went, and she became quite adept at yelling loudly enough for me to hear
her. I often ignored the call.
Today’s readings are a call to finding the joy, eg. our happy place, in the mystery that is Advent and God.
When we move into the spiritual understanding of joy, we need to move beyond how we feel and think about what
kind of decisions we are making in our day-to-day lives. In this ongoing time of pandemic that shows no sign of
abating at the moment, how are we choosing to approach each day? For most of us, our lives as we have known
them have truly been turned upside down and inside out. We haven’t been able to celebrate freely as a religious
community for nine months, the length of time that it takes for a new life to form in its mother’s womb. Have I
been able to think about how I am being newly created during this time of less activity? Paul calls us to be glad
and give thanks in all circumstances; am I able to join that attitude to my prayer? We have been isolated from
family and friends both by circumstances and choice. I think especially of the people confined in nursing homes
and hospitals who are unable to see loved ones. How painful for both sides to be separated so deliberately. I was
unable to tell my dear aunt good-bye, and even her immediate family saw her only at the very end. The rituals of
grieving and saying good-bye are disrupted with formal ceremonies being delayed for who knows how long. How
long, O God, how long? John reminds of John the Baptist who “came to testify to the light.” He was stirring things
up and calling the locals including the Jews and anyone who would listen to be prepared for a light beyond
understanding. Are we prepared to again see the light anew and to reflect that light even from the confinement of
our circumstances?
-Kathy Stock

Monday, 2nd Week of Advent
December 14, 2020

Memorial of St. John of the Cross
NM 24:2-7, 15-17A

PS 25:4-5AB, 6 and 7BC, 8-9

MT 21:23-27

When the priests and elders of the temple question Jesus’s authority, he offers a
response on the stipulation that they answer a similar question about the authority behind
John’s baptism. Not only is this a shrewd political response, the answer the temple authorities
then give Jesus is not an honest one—it is one concerned more with its potential ramifications
than a good-faith attempt to answer the question. In short, they risked nothing in their answer.
Jesus’s subsequent refusal to provide an answer in return reminds us that in order to truly draw
close to Holy Mystery, we must not be satisfied with easy answers that risk nothing but must
risk a true, deep confrontation with difficult questions and life situations.
St. John of the Cross exemplified this stalwart commitment to not taking the path of
least resistance. During his reformation of the Carmelite Order, he was taken prisoner and held
captive by fellow Carmelites who opposed the reformation. Prior to this, he had received an order from superiors
within the order to cease his reformation efforts, which he did not heed, as his work had been approved by a papal
nuncio. It would have been a much safer decision to heed his superior’s orders and return to his original
community. Instead, he risked the potential repercussions, which as we know, were dire.
Even during his imprisonment, John of the Cross showed a refusal to take the path of least resistance.
Instead of devolving into despair, which arguably could have been the easier path, he finished the majority of his
Spiritual Canticle, as well as standing on a bench to read his breviary by the thin light that came from the small
gap between the wall and ceiling of his cell. Furthermore, he managed to escape by prying his cell door off its
hinges a full eight months after his original imprisonment. John of the Cross applied himself to confronting
substantial political problems and deep spiritual questions and refused to be satiated with answers of convenience.
If his poems are any indication, he was rewarded with plentiful spiritual insights.
-Loren Gailliardetz

Tuesday, 3rd Week of Advent
December 15, 2020
Zep 3: 1-3, 9-13

Ps 34:2-3, 6-7, 17-18, 19 and 23

Mt 21: 28-32

In today’ reading from the Old Testament, the prophet, Zephaniah, speaks about Jerusalem. Speaking for God, he
describes the demeanor of the people of Jerusalem, a city which he personifies as a woman, as follows:
She would never listen to the call, would never learn the lesson
She has never trusted, never drawn near to her God.
Then he relates what has happened to other places who have behaved similarly:
I have wiped out nations . . . I have emptied their streets . . .no one is left there.
And then he tells Jerusalem what will become of her. What a compassionate surprise!
You need feel no shame for all your misdeeds, for I will remove your proud boasters from your midst. (or
perhaps “ the proud boasting from your hearts”?) In your midst (or perhaps “in your hearts”?) I will leave a
humble people, and those who are left in Israel will seek refuge in God.

What more could we ask of our God for our wayward selves and our sadly
broken and divided country? Would that we and our new leaders will once again
become a humble people who seek refuge in God and care for our citizens and guests
the way God does. And this though WE may have been like the brother in today’s
Gospel who disappoints his Father with his response and then thinks better of it, or lo,
even if we have been like the brother who spoke the words but then deceitfully did not
do the promised deed. Whatever we have been, whatever our country has been
through, here, in Zephaniah, is the tender but firm promise not only of Holy
Mystery’s power to heal but of the will to do it. May we embrace it and do our
grateful share to work in collaboration with it!
-Sister Chabanel Mathison, O.S.U.

Wednesday, 3rd Week of Advent
December 16, 2020
Is 45:6C-8, 18, 21C-25

Ps 85:9AB and 10, 11-12, 13-14

Lk 7:18B-23

There is a smorgasbord of readings to choose from with today’s scriptures.
The 1st reading from Isaiah 45:6 begins with “I am the Lord, there is no other. I
form the light, and create the darkness, I make the well-being and create woe…Let
justice descend like dew from above, like gentle rain let the skies drop it down. Let the
earth open and salvation bud forth; let justice also spring up! I, the Lord, have created
this.”
The psalm 85:9 offers healing words of “Let the clouds rain down on the Just One, and the earth bring
forth a Savior.” And “Kindness and truth meet; justice and peace shall kiss.”
And a gospel from Luke 7:18 where John sends disciples to Jesus to ask “Are you the one who is to come?”
Only to have Jesus respond with healing diseases, sight, lame, hearing and evil spirits. No room to doubt here!
In this time of election, pandemic and economic fatigue, while moving into longer nights and colder days, I
find hope in these readings.
Let’s remember our current circumstances of uncertainty are not unique to the beginning of time and the
human race.
We need to draw on all of our resources at hand to survive and begin to heal. Food, shelter, and supplies to
keep us safe are all necessary.
But our faith is food for our soul. And we need our hearts to be fed and to be healed.
We have experienced dark days and certainly there will be more to come. But we also have had our eyes opened to
us, and with such sight comes a responsibility to address our demons and move healing forward.
The sins of our behaviors, past and present, are not new to us. There are no obvious answers of how to heal,
but we can no longer ignore our flaws.
Luckily, we have a God who offers light to walk towards: a son, to be born, to bear our sins that we might
begin anew. We have the opportunity to do right, even if it means beginning over and over again.
Signs of new birth.
-Barbara Prosser

Thursday, 3rd Week of Advent
December 17, 2020
Gn 49:2, 8-10

Ps 72:1-2, 3-4AB, 7-8, 17

Mt 1:1-17

Today’s readings are obscure and don’t seem to have much to do with Advent. The first, from
Genesis, describes Jacob assembling his sons and telling them how great one will be. He will conquer his
enemies. “The scepter shall never leave him.” He will be honored by his people.
The second reading is a dramatic prayer asking God to endow “the king’s son” with good
judgement. It then describes his rule as bringing peace from mountains and defending the afflicted. His
rule shall be broad and long-lasting. His name shall be blessed forever. All nations shall proclaim his
happiness.
The third is the unusual recitation by Matthew of the ancestry of Jesus, beginning with Abraham,
through David, through the Babylonian exile, to Jacob, to Joseph and then to Jesus. We are reminded of the
ancient promise God made to Israel—that He would remain with them and make them great. God
promised them a broad, peaceful, long-lasting kingdom. This promise was repeated for generations, for
centuries, from parent to child for over forty generations.
What did this mean for the Israelites? It meant they had to wait. They had
to be patient. Much like us during Advent. God promises us a just and peaceful
kingdom, but we must be patient. And, like the writer of the psalms, we must
pray. We must ask for and work for peace and justice.
And it will come, but not in the epic terms of these readings. Rather peace
will come through the birth of a poor child, born in a stable. This is the wonder
and the mystery of Christmas. God fulfills His promise by giving us a tiny baby,
full of hope.
-Mike Forst

Friday, 3rd Week of Advent
December 18, 2020
Gn 49:2, 8-10

Ps 72:1-2, 3-4AB, 7-8, 17

Mt 1:1-17

In the first reading we are reminded by the prophet Jeremiah that God
provides if we are willing to trust God. Jeremiah is sharing with his people
that they must continue to trust God because God is going to send a savior
through the line of David that will bring about justice. And this person will
bring justice and peace for all, not just those in a certain place, like when the
Israelites were brought out of the bonds of Egypt.
Then we have the gospel story of Joseph’s trust in God. Joseph did
not understand what was happening until he had a dream. Before the dream,
he was working out a solution to the supposed problem of Mary and the baby
on the way. This reminds me of all the times I/we are quick to solutions to so
-called problems facing us and we do not go to God with them. We do not
have time to sort it out or fully understand what is happening, but we have to
resolve the issues as soon as possible. This type of reaction is usually
temporary and only produces results on the ‘surface level’ that won’t last. The Israelites were looking for
another King that was familiar to them and would do so-called ‘kingly things’ to save them. This reminds me
of our current national struggles and times when we think one or two new politicians or new laws are the
answer that will lead us to becoming a perfectly just and fair country. There is no one person or just a few
laws and policies that need to be changed. Instead we need to take it to God and ask the Holy Spirit to guide
us. Much work, courage, and change of heart is needed in our country today and across the world so that all
can live in peace and with hope. Let’s continue to all pray together for our world, work for justice this Advent,
and keep trusting God. We are all one and are all God’s beloved.
-Clare Bass

Saturday, 3rd Week of Advent
December 19, 2020
Jgs 13:2-7, 24-25A

Ps 71:3-4A, 5-6AB, 16-17

LK 1:5-25

How shall I know this?
We live in a time where doubt is rational and truth is questioned, and it is no wonder that
we doubt. Misinformation and “fake news” are running more rampant than ever, and we need
only look to the recent election and the conspiracies that have followed to know that you cannot
trust everything you hear. It has become harder and harder to sort through what to trust—and
perhaps even more importantly, who to trust.
In our readings today, we see this tension between doubt and faith, falsehood and truth,
on full display. Manoah heard that his wife who had been barren was visited by an angel, who
told her that she would conceive a son; he believed her—wild as it may have seemed. In the
Gospel of Luke, however, a priest named Zechariah doubted the Good News that his wife
Elizabeth too would bear a son. His unbelief spoke, and so God made it so he could not.
I am Gabriel, who stand before God. I was sent to speak to you and to announce to you
this Good News. But now you will be speechless and unable to talk…because you did not
believe my words.
Upon reflection, God’s striking Zechariah mute was a kindness, for it prevented him—a
priest and religious leader—from speaking further distrustful and unbelieving words. Sometimes
I find myself wishing such a kindness could be bestowed on us and our leaders: this inability to
speak falsehood or “fake news.” And yet, having every reason to doubt makes our ability to
maintain faith all the more powerful. We have faith that—challenging and dark though this year
may have been—the Light of Christ has sparked among and within us. May the Spirit of the
Lord stir within us, bringing faith into our hearts and Truth to our lips.
-David Gaillardetz

Fourth Sunday of Advent December 20, 2020
2 SM 7:1-5, 8B-12, 14A, 16 PS 89:2-3, 4-5, 27, 29 ROM 16:25-27

LK 1:26-38

Liturgical writers tell us that the readings from today’s Mass from the Book of Samuel and the Gospel of Luke are
theologically in relationship to each other. On occasion I have looked for this relationship and not found it, but
today’s readings prove the scholars right. This is why I think it matters!
The relationship in these readings may be found in one sentence in the first reading from Samuel and two
sentences from the Gospel of Luke:
“I will fix a place for my people Israel; and I will plant them so that they may dwell in their place
without further disturbance.” (2 SM 7:5)
“And the angel said to Mary: You will conceive in your womb and bear a son and you will name him
Jesus. He will be great and will be called Son of the Most High and the Lord will give him the throne of
David and of his kingdom there will be no end.” And Mary replied, “Be it done to me according to your
word.” (Lk 1:27 and 1:38)
Why are these passages related? Because in both historical times of
their writing, God was doing something new. This action of the Creator
was a profound act of intimacy with the people of Israel, who were
hopeful for a place to live in safety, and with Mary, a woman who had
taken a huge step to say a faithful yes to what God had chosen for
her. Mary’s words, “Be it done to me according to your word” are the
link. For in these two passages God was actively shaping holy ground and
wanting to fix a place in us where we can root ourselves in God’s love
forever. The people of Israel and the Virgin from Nazareth knew what the
promise meant. Their stories are tied together forever: We will never be
outside the love of God.
In this last sometimes frantic week before Christmas we can ask
ourselves, what will God plant in us this year and how can we tend it?
...

-Donna Day, SL

Monday, 4th Week of Advent
December 21, 2020
SG 2:8-14

PS 33:2-3, 11-12, 20-21

LK 1:39-45

A common thread running through the readings today is the coming of God to
meet us and the joy that it brings.
The first reading from today takes from the love poetry of the Song of Songs,
where the lover’s relationship to his beloved is historically interpreted as the
union of God and Israel, or in Christianity as the pair of Jesus and the Church.
It can also refer to our individual relationships with our loving Creator.
In one verse, the lover, in trying to reach his beloved, is seen “springing across
the mountains / bounding over the hills” like a gazelle. The lover goes on to
say, “’Arise, my beloved, my dove, my beautiful one, / and come...let me see
you / let me hear your voice / for your voice is sweet / and you are lovely.’”
Give yourself a moment to imagine your God coming to you like this, speaking
to you like this.
The Gospel reading shows us Mary’s cousin, Elizabeth, who, along with her preborn child, are delighted
upon hearing the sound of their visiting relative’s greeting. The child inside a pregnant Elizabeth “leaps for
joy” as she spouts off the blessings at hand: that Mary and the “Son of God” have come from far away to visit
her, and that Mary had faith in God’s promise to her. Elizabeth may very well have reacted with envy at her
cousin for bearing God’s own Son; instead she rejoices in the particular ways that God has come to meet her.
In these readings, we see God hasten to meet us—with great interest, excitement, and joy. How are you
responding, or not responding, to God at your door?
-Justin Lorenz

Tuesday, 4th Week of Advent December 22, 2020
1 SM 1:24-28

1 SM 2:1, 4-5, 6-7, 8ABCD

LK 1:46-56

.

“Let’s use Canticle of the Turning for the closing song for our vespers video,”
“Ok, but only the first two verses. After that it gets political.”
...

This was the conversation of two of the Sisters preparing the SSND province celebration. I remember how Mary
Ellen, Cronan’s long-time liturgist, would not use that hymn unless all 4 verses were sung. She recognized the
Magnificat is incomplete without the prophetic challenge of the second part. This is no plastic statue feminine
image of a docile Mary that Luke presents.
The poem-song begins with a traditional address to God, recognizing God’s salvific love and mercy. Mary,
speaking in the name of the people, acknowledges God’s preference for those in need. Then it shifts to the
prophetic voice of the Hebrew Scriptures. The mighty will be cast down. The hungry will be fed while the rich will
be sent away empty. This is the time of reversal, of God’s upsetting the present order. The world of the early
Christian community is not very different from our own in spite of the centuries between them.
I wish I could read the Magnificat as one of the anawim, the little ones. In some areas of my life, like being
a woman in a patriarchal culture and having limited personal resources, I am on the margins; but mostly I live as
one of the privileged, the wealthy and powerful in our world. My skin color, education, and fairly comfortable lifestyle cause me to reflect on the prophetic challenge to recognize my dependence on God. This is not easy for me.
The self-sufficiency culture is a strong allure. But dependence on God is absolutely essential if I am going to be
faithful to the challenge of God becoming human in Jesus. It is essential if I am to receive the promise God made
to Abraham, Sarah, Hagar, and our ancestors in the faith.
The Advent journey is a great time for me, for us, to recognize our complete dependence on God,
The Christmas prayer I offer us today is taken from a Christmas card the Bishop sent to us when I
ministered in Guaimaca: Senor, da pan a los que tienen hambre and hambre de justicia a los que tienen pan.
(Lord, give bread to those who are hungry and hunger for justice to those who have bread.)
Give us this day our daily bread…
-Lynne Schmidt

...

Wednesday, 4th Week of Advent
December 23, 2020
MAL 3:1-4, 23-24

PS 25:4-5AB, 8-9, 10 and 14

LK 1:57-66

One of the things that I especially appreciate about Luke’s gospel is the prominence he
gives to women. From the very first chapter of his gospel, Luke appears intent on
undermining patriarchy and elevating the wisdom and leadership of women. Today’s
gospel reading demonstrates this.
.

The story actually begins back at 1:5 with the encounter of Zechariah and the angel. In the encounter,
Zechariah is portrayed as being troubled and afraid, and then disbelieving of the angel’s announcement that his
wife Elizabeth is pregnant. Zechariah—a man and a priest—is rendered mute by the angel as a result of his
disbelief.
Luke’s spotlight switches in the intervening verses to Mary and Elizabeth, drawing a contrast between their
actions and proclamations and Zechariah’s.
When we arrive at v. 57, Elizabeth has given birth and the child is about to be circumcised. The neighbors
and relatives present, presumably men, attempt to take Zechariah’s place in the naming of the baby, foregoing any
consultation with or consideration of Elizabeth’s wishes. Elizabeth pushes back, exercises her own agency and
insists that the child shall be named John. But the relatives and neighbors dismiss her and turn instead to the
“authority” figure in the family, the father, Zechariah. The mute Zechariah follows his wife’s lead, scribbling on a
tablet that “John is his name”. It is in this moment that Zechariah’s “mouth is opened, his tongue freed,”—the
moment when he sets aside the authority given him by his religion, his society and his community and cedes his
power to the wisdom and leadership of his wife, Elizabeth.
Luke’s gospel begins with two women saying yes to God and initiating God’s plan for the salvation of the
world. Mary and Elizabeth are the paradigmatic examples of what it means to listen to and to follow the voice of
God. For men steeped in both a church and a society driven by millennia of patriarchy, the lesson is simple: Shut
up and listen to women. And like Zechariah, we will find our own true voices when we follow their lead.
-Johnny Zokovitch
.

Christmas Eve/Christmas Day
December 24-25, 2020
“God’s my size!”
Elizabeth Bettenhausen begins her article “God newborn”* with the words of a three-year-old girl who has
been lying on the floor looking at the creche beneath the Christmas tree. This child’s vantage point challenges us
to get down on the floor (maybe metaphorically) to pray in wonderment at the gift of God incarnate among us.
Even then we may see a very quiet baby who whimpers softly to get his needs met. We may need to recall the
frustrations we have experienced when a baby bawls on and on, when nothing seems to work to calm the child. We
may need to recall the incessant diaper changes and the total dependency of the infant on the adults around her or
him. This is how God chose to become one of us.
When we set up the creche for Christmas, we know the rest of the story. We know what we are getting with
this infant. We know how he will grow up, his ministry, and his suffering, death, and resurrection. Mary and
Joseph knew none of this as they held the infant Jesus. They knew the wonder, the uncertainty, the fear, and the
hope every parent experiences.
We trust that God will give us what we need during times of uncertainty. And there are always elements of
uncertainty in each of our lives.
This is Christmas 2020. We are living in global high uncertainty. We are concerned about the coronavirus.
How can we celebrate Christmas with family and friends? What about Christmas Mass? Can we travel safely? Will
shut-downs at care facilities be lifted so we could visit there? What will be the results of the deep divisions and
lack of civility we have in our country? How can we work for peace and non-violence? How can we effectively
bring about racial justice, equality for all people, compassion and care for all those who are suffering? How can we
restore our alliances with other countries? What are the ways we can address climate change and promote greater
care for creation? And most basic: how can we open our hearts to care deeply for others, to become a loving,
compassionate people, a Gospel people?
This is Christmas 2020. We are called to recognize the Incarnation in the uncertainty and anxiety of this
time. We are called to recognize the giftedness this season offers so that we can recognize the greatest gift of all –

Jesus born “on the road” in a time of political and social uncertainty for his people and a time of fear that caused
his family to flee into Egypt to save the child. This Christmas may be the richest of all for us.
In spite of the uncertainty, or maybe because of it, our response can be the wonder and joy of the three-year
-old lying on the floor and saying, “God’s my size!” Christ is born in our world today in and through each of us.
God becomes our size with our concerns and hopes and trust.
John Shea tells another story of a small child’s response to Jesus’ birth.** The child asks,
“…and do you know who he was?”
Her quarter eyes inflated to silver
dollars.
“The baby was God.”
And she jumped in the air,
whirled around, dove into the sofa,
and buried her head under the cushion
which is the only proper response
to the Good News of the Incarnation.
May we each find a sofa with a cushion for our response to the gift of God this Christmas.
*(Christianity and Crisis, Dec. 12, 1988, p, 433)
**”Sharon’s Christmas Prayer,” The God Who Fell from Heaven/the Hour of the Unexpected.

-Lynne Schmidt

