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There are many places all over the world celebrating the concept
of light overcoming the darkness. This time of year there is a real need
for this light, physically and spiritually as well. There is a wonderful
song/chant called “Tina-singu” that says “we are the candles, we are the
burning.” Candles are wonderful and holy expressions of God’s love that
lights up the dark. But even more wonderful is the idea that we too can
be candles that bring light to any situation. This is so much more satisfying than walking into a room in some kind of emotional state, whether
it’s a desire to “be seen” or “show everyone” or “nervous and afraid of
disturbing anyone,” or any other motive or desire.
The best desire I have found, the one that makes me comfortable in
my own skin and willing to walk into just about any room, is the idea that
I am loved and God’s light shines within me. It’s not my light; it’s God’s
light. This relieves me of the need to look good or say the right thing or
grab people’s attention. It empowers me to say what I think needs saying,
and to always keep in mind that those around me are worthy, cherished
people of God, and I need to listen as well as speak (That’s why God
gave me two ears and one mouth!).
We have a lot of lovely things coming up this month, at church
and other places. We can get tense and overwhelmed, which leaves us
vulnerable to anger and misunderstandings with people we know and
love and people we don’t. My prayer for myself and for you is that we
give ourselves enough “holy breaks” so that we remain calm and can
speak and listen from a place of loving kindness. Remember the words
to Silent Night; they are healing and worthy of a holiday prayer that goes
around and around our minds and hearts:
Silent night, holy night, all is calm, all is bright…
Sleep in heavenly peace, sleep in heavenly peace…
Take time to breath in the beauty around you this December. Slow
down, even while shopping. Step back, drink a cup of something and
watch the world go by. Feel God’s presence and smile. Even when so
many bad things are happening in the world, remember that we can be
the candles; we can be the burning.
Christ love to you and yours,
Pastor Julie

DECEMBER EVENTS at TCC
December 2nd - first Sunday in Advent &
Communion Sunday. Greens in the
Sanctuary windows w/ Rev. Julie during
the first Hymn.
December 9th - Dial Self presentation and
collection. Dial Self supports young
people in need of services in Franklin
County.
December 16th - Church Christmas
Pageant in the Sanctuary, followed by a
Brunch/Party in Fellowship Hall and a Gift
Swap. If you wish to participate, bring a
wrapped $5 limit. gift with your name
inside. The person who opens your gift,
will find you to thank you. You do the
same with the gift you choose.
December 24th Christmas Eve Service at 7
pm - It is suggested that you take home
your poinsettia to enjoy at home during the
holidays or deliver to a shut-in.
The Minister’s Office & the
Business Office will be closed from
Christmas Day through New Year’s Day,
and will reopen on Tuesday, Jan. 2nd,
2019. Pastor Julie can be reached on her
cell phone (937 409-1376) in case of an
emergency.
December 30th The Worship Service will
be at the United Church of Bernardston.
The Bible Dig continues the first 3
Tuesdays of December, weather
permitting. The Dig will resume January 8,
2019 at 5:30 pm

HARVEY MILK (1930 - 1978)
was a visionary Leader who became one of the first
openly gay elected officials in the United States
when he won a seat on the San Francisco Board of
Supervisors in 1977. Milk’s achievements gave
hope and confidence to lesbian, gay, bisexual and
transgendered (LGBT) people in the United States
and elsewhere at a time when the community was
encountering widespread hostility and
discrimination. His remarkable career was tragically
cut short nearly a year after he took office, when he
and San Francisco Mayor George Moscone were
assassinated.
A commitment to serving a broad
constituency, not just LGBT people, helped make
Milk an effective and popular politician and leader.
Many other qualities made
him successful as well. He was an eloquent speaker
with a winning sense of humor and he showed
pioneering leadership in building coalitions between
diverse groups.
Milk believed that government should
represent all citizens, ensuring equality and
providing needed services. He spoke for the
participation of LGBT people along with other
minorities in the political process. He believed that
the more LGBT people came out as their authentic
selves, the more their families and friends would
support protections for their equal rights. In the
years since Milk’s death, there have been hundreds
of openly lesbian, gay, bisexual and transgender
public officials in America.
In 2009, Milk was posthumously awarded the
Medal of Freedom by President Barack Obama,
who raised his “visionary courage and conviction”
in fighting discrimination. The Harvey Milk
Foundation, established by his nephew, Stuart Milk,
and his campaign manager and aide, Anne
Kronenberg, is dedicated to realizing Harvey’s
vision of equality and authenticity for everyone,
both in the U.S. and globally.
(Copied from the back sheet of Forever
Stamps of Harvey Milk, United States
T C C T R U M PE T

Hands
My mom and I lay on the bed crossways and compared hands. “My hands used to be smooth
and pretty like yours,” she said. “And yours will be like mine someday, after I’m gone.” “I wear
perfume like my mother’s, but not the same. You’ll have your own, too, similar to mine but not the
same.” My mother was talking about time and death. I didn’t want her to continue but I kept quiet.
Lying on my side, the tears came, falling off the side of my nose. She smiled and held my hand. She
wasn’t sad but thoughtful, reflective. The moment was too tender, too truthful, for me to be able to
hold it together.
When I serve communion I wash my hands like a doctor. Sometimes I need to wait till the
water gets warm, because cool water isn’t acceptable. I pump the soap into my palm; I either wait
for the water to turn or I wash and wash until the warmth begins to emerge; it’s a soothing feeling. I
stare down at the soap, the water, my hands under the light. My hands are older now, not quite as
old as my mother’s were, but they’re getting there. The soap and water shine. I think about what I
am preparing for, what I’m going to do in a few minutes. Holy hands, I think to myself. I am blessing my hands, or asking that they be blessed. I want to serve communion in a way that matters. Not
rote or habitual, not mindlessly or carelessly. I want to infuse this hand washing with holiness, the
kiss of divine energy. It is my intention that makes it so. It is my practice, my love, my thoughts and
my caring that covers those hands with holiness, along with soap and water.
I wish I could heal like Jesus. I wish I could take my holy hands and touch a leper, someone
with AIDS, depression, a crying baby, a grieving mother, a child with fever, or dying, and say,
“Little girl, get up.” Then she would rise and smile and ask for something to eat and I would raise
my holy hands heavenward and give thanks for the power that came through me, not of me, but
through the transparency of my thoughts and the passion of my heart.
My hands have some spots. And, once in a great while, despite my best efforts, I chew off all my
fingernails, usually at night. At night, while watching the horrible news, the offensive comments,
the division, the glaring absence of compassion... One by one, I chew my nails down to the quick.
Then I swear I’ll stop doing this childish, neurotic habit and for a long time, I’m successful.
My hands shook a great deal when I was a young person. Nervous Nelly, that was me. I was so
young to have such nervous hands. Eventually the hands stopped shaking, though I can’t remember
when. Over time my hands became more useful. I learned to cook, to change a baby’s diaper, to
clean a house, top to bottom, to write a poem or an essay or a sermon. I learned to hold hands with
my husband, my children, or someone in a hospital bed. My hands became more wrinkled, more
veined, shiny around the knuckles. Sometimes they ache a little and I think about Arthur. “Arthur
came to see me today,” said my Aunt Emma when I was little. “Arthur who, Aunt Emma?”
“Arthur-i-tis,” she would say. And I would smile.
I’ve taken to clapping my hands recently. Not always in joy or appreciation, but as a way to focus,
get on track, or complete the task already. When distracted, it somehow serves as a wake-up or a
winnowing tool of sorts.
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IT’S A PRIVILEGE TO BE A DEACON
Serving our church community and our pastor has been a privilege to me during the past
year. I would like to share with you my thoughts about our roles in being part of the Diaconate.
We support the Minister in the religious and spiritual life of the church. We assist the
Minister in preparation and administration of the Sacraments. We help to create a friendly and
caring experience throughout the Congregation. We try to be aware of who we feel needs
attention on any given Sunday. It is important for us to be vigilant and aware. We offer care to
those around us, and we help solve problems if they come to our attention.
The Diaconate meets on the first Sunday of the month at 8:30 a.m. - Communion Sunday.
Members are responsible for preparing and serving Communion. A formal meeting follows at 9
a.m. We address concerns and any other issues brought before us. We plan for activities
occurring in the coming months . There is a Diaconate Retreat every three months at members’
homes to renew our commitment, to reaffirm each other, and to share thoughts and ideas
pertinent to being effective as Deacons.
Being a Deacon is a personal calling. If you would like to warm your heart and the hearts
of others, please consider becoming a Deacon. We anticipate five vacancies in 2019. You are
really needed.
Serving with love, Marion Scott
Be patient toward all that is unsolved
The following are TCC DEACONS

in your heart…

Linda Leavis

Try to love the questions themselves…

Martha Morse

Do not now seek the answers,

Ruth Johnson

which cannot be given

Marion Scott

because you would not be able to live them.

Bob Scott

And the point is

Ruth Cinseruli

to live everything.

Randy Foster

Live the questions now.

Lynn Foster

Perhaps you will then

Gail Bedard

gradually,

Joe Bedard

without noticing it,

Pat Shearer

Live along some distant day
into the answers.
Rainer Maria Rilke

.

DECEMBER BIRTHDAYS
2 - Bruce Cromack - 90 Yrs. !
3 - Helen Monroe 95 Yrs. !
5 - Dave Yucavitch
6 - Joy Gorzocoski
6 - Ginger Shaw

LOST !!
One Fire Red Bowl
at the Riverside Service.
It is a 1 1/2 Quart
Pyrex
Bowl and
it needs to come home. If you
think you have it, please call
me at 498-2727.
Thanks from Helen Monroe.

8 - Olivia Hammond
13 - Tom Shearer
16 - Linda Leavis
26 - Stephanie Kellogg
28 - Nathan L’Etoile
30 - Brenda Bordner
31 - Rebecca Trumbull

11/14/18
A poem from Roy Patno…”Good
morning. I was up before sunrise this
morning and while watching the sun come
up these thoughts came to mind. .”
The sun rises,
it shines upon the earth;

I would like to thank everyone who so
generously contributed to the “Silent
Auction” table at the Holly Berry Fair.
The individual donations, beautiful
hand crafted items, purchases to fill the
baskets and scratch tickets for the Christmas
Tree
were amazing and a huge factor in
the success of the table.
Thank You!!!!

Judy Johnson

its’ brilliant warmth,
reaching down to life.
The creatures of darkness
scurry to rest;
the creatures of light
sigh in relief.
The gift of life arises;
its’ warmth comforting;
its’ light available to all,
free to all.
Jesus upon the cross.

HANDS (continued )

I’ve taken to clapping my hands recently. Not always
in joy or appreciation, but as a way to focus, get on track, or
complete the task already. When distracted, it somehow
serves as a wake-up or a winnowing tool of sorts.
My hands will cook a holiday dinner. They will make
pumpkin pie, stir up a smooth and savory gravy, set a pretty
table for beloveds all around. I will wash my hands as if
about to serve communion, a different communion, though
no less holy. I will stare down at the soap and water and
hands spinning in the light. For health and safety, for
chopping and stirring, for serving and holding, for the simple
and fleeting love of this life.
Rev. Julie

Sunday, November 15, 2018, the TCC community
hosted an Appreciation Sunday for our Faithful friend,
Bruce Cromack.
Many fine and funny compliments were paid to honor
our friend Bruce. Among them is the following poem
from Bruce’s brother Ted Cromack.
Once we stood toe-to-toe
While doubled up fists traded blow by blow
I don’t know the cause nor the intent
But we’d finally stop when both were spent.
Bruce now a man once was a boy you see
And the chip never falls far from the tree.
Taught by his father to work and to play
He’s become more like him every day.
He trod through the forest, strong and able
And brought home game to adorn his table.
However, I tell you straight from the heart
The hunt’s what’s important, right at the start.
Now dad taught us all the value of hard work
And Bruce always was there, never one to shirk;
But when work was done, he knew how to play
And over cards, hunting or golf Bruce could hold sway.
He build a family and now it’s a crowd
Four girls and a son they do him proud.
Grandchildren and greats a dozen at a time
With Bruce as a model, they’ll turn out fine.
Now we’re here for you Bruce and want you to know
Though your steps may be unsteady and slow
We all wish you well and may your next year be best,
For this verse is heartfelt, though offered in jest.

A correction for info given in last week’s bulletin…
Pre-Service Music: “The Wind Beneath My Wings”
Henley & Silbar, in loving memory of Bruce’s brother, Ted

It should have read, Bruce’s brother Dana.
Sorry for the mistake

Ted Thornton

View From the Agora
Temple of Hephaestus, Agora, Athens - Photo: Ted Thornton
Paul says in Acts 17:22 - “People of Athens, I can see that in every way you
are very religious.” In this column we explore the many ways people are and have been religious.
The two most important events in Christian history are Christmas and Easter: the beginning and
the end of things. As such, they mirror the bookends of our natural lives. Births and deaths of others are
easy for us to absorb: we can see what happens. Our own births and deaths are not accessible to memory;
so faith has to fill the gaps. This is the basis for the assertion that there is more to life than what meets the
eye. Another way of putting it is that the bookends of Christian faith are the miracles of our births as
conscious, ensouled beings and our faith in continued life on the other side of the grave. Our deepest hopes
are for continuity and contiguity: eternal awareness that we live in God’s never ending love and eternal
awareness of our never ending, loving connections with one another.
As practical guides to how to live a Christian life, Christmas and Easter aren’t much help (we go
to the Sermon on the Mount, Jesus’ parables, and the teachings of the Apostle Paul for these). Yet, it’s
these two miracles that constitute the center of our identity as Christians. Why? To answer this question, it
may be helpful to explore contrasting ways of thinking about our faith. Currently, some theologians are
looking at what the Italian Catholic philosopher Gianni Vattimo (a friend of Pope Francis) calls the
difference
between “strong thought” and “weak thought.” As an example, New Testament ethics can be understood,
discussed, and practiced by way of “strong” thought: rational study and application of the texts. We can
understand and talk about what’s good and what’s bad (not that we always agree).
On the other hand, the miracles of Christmas and Easter can only be experienced through “weak”
thought: thinking that suspends our demand for rational understanding, or, to put it another way, thinking
that requires the willing suspension of disbelief. This is the kind of thinking Vattimo advocates when he
talks
about “weak thought.” The medium of weak thought strikes me as exactly the right tool to use when we
encounter the Christmas narrative. The Nativity stories bubble over with things that don’t make good
(“strong”) rational sense: a virgin who gives birth, a willing if confused husband who could have had his
wife stoned to death for adultery (what “strong thinker” believes in a divine pregnancy?), no room at the
inn,
a midnight manger for a nursery with barn animals instead of midwives in attendance, quaking shepherds
(fear isn’t a trait of any shepherds I’ve known), rich, politically well connected visitors from the East sidestepping cow pies in a stable, the slaughter of infants and toddlers by a first-century Saddam Hussein, just
to mention some. And for those of us who can’t quite bring ourselves to see the brightness and joy in all the

Agora,

continued
And that’s the point: it’s weak, not strong, thought that opens us up to the kind of “self-emptying”

(the Greek word form Philippians 2 is kenosis ) that Julie spoke about in her October 14 sermon (and which
addressed in my column last May about Easter). Kenotic self-emptying purges us of assumptions,
prejudices, and judgements that blind us from experiencing the greater reality of the Christmas and Easter
stories. By suspending our preconceptions we make room in our hearts and minds for others, and we
become capable of compassion, often summed up in the familiar call at Christmas to “turn our hearts into
mangers for the Christ child.” This is weak thought made strongest of all. Merry Christmas!

Need ideas for your Christmas gatherings? Easy to create
for family from our “Feeding the Flock” church cookbook.
CRANBERRY COCKTAIL (P. 6)
8 oz. cranberry juice
2 oz. sparkling water
1 slice or 1/3 piece of lime

Use the guide of 8 to 2, depending on size of glass. Adjust.
Place ice cubes in glass, pour in cranberry juice and sparkling
water and put a thin slice of lime on rim of glass or a third of
lime juice squeezed into drink.
Leftover Turkey or Chicken?
1 can cream of mushroom soup
1 cup Sour Cream OR plain nonfat yogurt
1/2 c. dry white wine (optional)
1 (4 oz) can or 1/4 c. fresh mushrooms
1-2 cups meat, bite size pieces
stuffing on bottom of baking pan
Stir soup, sour cream or yogurt, wine, and mushrooms until
well mixed. Pour over meat, cover evenly.
Options: sprinkle Crispy Onions, grated cheese.
Bake uncovered 30-45 minutes at 350.
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