ThE-mail from the IEP

                         #18

December. 11, 2009

Friday Greetings,

            Advent is here and it makes me wonder where the year has gone.  I certainly have embraced the Season with its singing and the joyous presentations of so many church choirs.   This past Wednesday I also was blessed with the worshipful presentation of “Carols of Many Nations” at the chapel on the campus of the Princeton Theological Seminary.  Yes it is a wonderful time of the year.

I picked up an old book the other day and as I flipped through the pages a worship bulletin fell out.  On the back of it was this parable:

     "One afternoon as a group of disciples were traveling through a deserted area, a thunderstorm drenched them. Taking shelter in an overhanging cave near the road they waited out the storm until after nightfall. With their wet firewood they could not get a fire going to protect them from the cold and the wild animals.

     Tired, afraid and confused by the crucifixion and skeptical about stories of resurrection sightings, they fell back into their old ways of bickering and blaming. After a period of arguing they fell silent. 

     Then without a word one of them laid on the fire bed a small bundle of dry wood he had been saving for a family celebration back home. Another of their number pulled from her robes a vial of oil that she used for anointing those who came to her for advice and healing. With a glance at the others with whom she had quarreled, she poured the oil on the wood. A third disciple moved quickly to strike the flint to ignite the fire. As the flames rose, lighting faces around the fire, they realized that Jesus was setting among them watching them with love in his eyes.

     In the light of his love their fear vanished, their doubts evaporated and they knew they were changed forever.  And Jesus said, Truly I tell you, the day is coming soon when your church will burst into tongues of fire, fueled with self-sacrificing love, ignited by the energy of faith, and fanned by the changing winds of the spirit. It is written, "Behold I am doing a new thing (Isaiah 43:19).”   

                                    --From the "Pseudonymous Gospel of the Lost Apostle"                                                                                                         discovered in a cave in Palestine.

Advent is the silence between the hate of darkness and the dawn of the love found in the Christmas's light.
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Calendar

Dec.     24, 25, 31 Office closed for Christmas 

                                             2010

Jan.       1 – Presbytery Office closed for New Year’s.

              5 - C.O.M.  Arts building PTS                    

            7 - Presbytery 2009 Financial Books close.

          10 – Installation of Rev. Tom Robinson, Flemington

          12 – 6:45 p.m. Presbytery, Dutch Neck – meal 5:45

             
Gleanings:        

       
A gift

The philosopher Socrates one day was blessed by his pupils with a number of gifts, among them was a remarkable tribute from one disciple: "Nothing that I am able to give to you do I find worthy of you," his student goes on to declare, "and only in this way do I discover that I am a poor man. And so I give to you the only thing that I possess -- myself."

      Heroes and Love

            On a foggy Christmas night Rudolph was a hero because of his red blinking nose that gave Santa direction.  But after the Christmas night Rudolph had to go back to the North Pole and live the rest of the year with a blinking nose.  God loves us even when we are not heroes, because of our blinking noses. 

      From the Movies:

            In the movie "Shrek" - The green ogre wins the princess. The beautiful prince takes love's true form...a green ogre. The lowly donkey is the hero.  The fairy tale outcasts are invited to the wedding celebration. The wedding takes place in a swamp. The smelly onion becomes the glorious coach. And, the self-exalted lord ends up in the fiery pit. Interesting

            "And the Grinch, with his Grinch-feet ice-cold in the snow, stood puzzling and puzzling: "How could it be so?" "It came without ribbons! It came without tags!" "It came without packages, boxes or bags!" And he puzzled three hours, till his puzzler was sore. Then the Grinch thought to something he hadn't before!" "Maybe Christmas," he thought, "doesn't come from a store." "Maybe Christmas...perhaps...means a little bit more!"

                                                            --Dr. Seuss, The Grinch Who Stole Christmas
