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So there are actually four stages of Christmas – and you thought there were 4 Sundays in 

Advent! Stage 1 – When you believe in Santa Clause. Stage 2 – When you don’t believe in Santa 

Clause. Stage 3 – When you play Santa Clause, and stage 4 – When you look like Santa Clause! 

Oh yes – that season is upon us once again. The frenetic pace is building. I was in Costco 

yesterday and it was crazy town in there! We can begin to sense that dual energy that is starting 

to swirl around us. That holly jolly, good-hearted, good-natured feeling vs the stress of 

wondering how we’re going to get everything done in time! And through all of this, is that 

feeling of anticipation, that waiting, that sense that something big is about to happen. 

 

I so vividly remember as a child myself and my siblings huddled at the top of the stairs, counting 

down the minutes by the seconds until we were able to come down on Christmas morning. You 

see, we were not allowed to come downstairs until 6am and even though we had no idea what 

time it actually was, one of us would wake, and wake the others, and the counting would begin. 

Now needless to say, none of us knew that our parents were probably up until 5am putting 

together a bicycle, or a sled, or some other toy that had 300 parts to assemble! But what I mostly 

remember about those days was the waiting, and the waiting – wrapped in the anticipation and 

mystery of what was to come and believing something big was about to happen. And it never 

disappointed. 

 

Even as an adult, moving into that “looking like Santa” phase, I continue to be awed by the 

mystery around me, I continue to believe that something big is about to happen. Think about the 

colors of the leaves in the fall – how does that happen year after year? What mystery is 

unfolding? Yet at least once each fall, my breath is taken away by a surprise encounter of a 

spectacular, color filled landscape. At least once each fall, I am struck by the colors as the sun 

begins to set. And at least once each fall, I am reminded that as one season is ending, a new one 
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is just beginning. And I wait – sometimes with anticipation – for what is right around the corner 

– knowing that something big is about to happen. 

 

You see, we are surrounded by mystery, we are surrounded by things unknown. The vastness of 

the night sky, the tumult of the swirling ocean, the workings of the tiny atom to the miracle of 

life. We often sit on the edge of the unknown yet believe. As with - The profound and moving 

power of love. I bet if I asked each of you what love means to you, I’d get a different answer 

from each of you – yet we believe. Take for instance what happens here, in this community. 

Whether in person or online we build together something that we cannot necessarily touch, but 

we know it exists. Our relationships here, together, our relationships with our family and friends 

– so many of the things that bring real joy to our lives are built on connections, where our hearts 

and spirits join. Have you ever had the experience of listening to a piece of music, or reading a 

poem, or admiring a piece of art, when you are transported to a place that can only be described 

as a place bigger than you, a place of ultimate peace? When you know you are surrounded by a 

universe so full of love that it can be overwhelming? That, for me, is where I believe the Divine 

lives. 

 

But we are also surrounded each day in our lives by the unexpected, by mystery, by blessings. I 

was recently talking to a relatively high-ranking manager in the organization that I work for. I 

don’t know this woman well and she has the reputation of being a bit edgy, or a bit salty. She 

recently lost her husband unexpectedly, so I offered my condolences and asked her about her 

husband hoping I was not being too personal, or not crossing a line. She proceeded to tell me a 

bit about him, how they met and how long they had been married. At the end of the conversation, 

she said to me “thank you so much for asking – you’ve been a blessing to me today. You helped 

me remember my husband.” I stepped into the unknown, and not only did she feel blessed, I felt 

incredibly blessed. You see I truly believe that our hearts and our spirits wait with anticipation to 

be opened up to the experience of human connection, to the experience of loving and being 

loved, to the experience of believing. And that is what I see happening each year during this 

season. Folks have a little more pep in their step, smiles come a bit more easily and frequently – 

our hearts and spirits are waiting, are anticipating, the rebirth of this love. We know it’s coming, 

and we know it’s big. When I was younger, I used to wonder why we couldn’t always treat each 
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other the way we treat each other during this holiday season? Why does this only happen once 

per year? Now that I am older, I am grateful that this happens yearly. I am grateful for the 

anticipation of once again the confirmation that the human spirit is good, and loving, and kind. I 

look forward to this rebirth of love. For me, this season is not about the presents – although I 

love getting them! Or the decorations, the lights, the tree. It’s about witnessing this mystery 

being told by our ancient stories – and believing. 

 

As I’ve talked about several times here, I grew up in a very Polish household. Christmas eve was 

a major production. The meal is called Vegelia or Vegelia and is very similar to the Italian feast 

of the 7 fishes. I have a searing memory of my grandmother, my Babci, standing at the stove 

frying those small smelts or whole herrings with their tiny eyeballs staring up at me. It was a 

meal where every item played a major role in that evening’s meal. And there was no 

deviating…it was the same every year. If you didn’t like something you ate it. There was no 

negotiating. But to this day, I continue to anticipate, to wait, for that time together. To this day, 

Tom and I have continued that tradition. Every item is the same, and you eat every item. Talk to 

our son Mark about pickled sardines or stewed prunes! But for my family, that evening begins 

the rebirth, the opening of our hearts, the joyful sound of our spirits getting a peak, just a peak, of 

that magnificent mystery, witnessing love in real time. And believing, even if only briefly, that it 

is all possible. 

 

So where is your staircase that you’re huddled on, counting down the seconds until you can 

charge down into the darkness and the mystery? Whose life are you blessing or being blessed 

by? Where do you peek at this rebirth of love, and know that it is all possible? Hold onto those 

moments’ folks. Cherish the waiting and the anticipation. Know that in that mystery is where life 

happens. As we charge headfirst into the craziness, keep watch for the surprises in the ordinary. 

Anticipate that something big is about to happen. You won’t be disappointed. 

Amen and may it be so. 

 

 


