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What Are We Waiting For? by Fr Steve Schlossberg
“Advent” means “coming,” or “arrival,” and it connotes an important coming or an auspicious arrival.
So we don’t normally speak of “the advent of lunch time,” or “the advent of the pizza delivery guy”; we
more normally speak of “the advent of a new age,” or at the very least, “the advent of a new year.”
Following the election of a new President, we sometimes speak of “the advent of a new Administration.”
We get the word from the Latin “adventus,” which was used by the ancient Romans to denote the
visitation of the Emperor to a town or city. And that’s the image the early, Latin-speaking Church
appropriated when it picked up and used the word to name the first season of the Church Year: our
King is coming to visit our village. God is coming to lay claim to the world. That’s what the season of
Advent is meant to help us remember.
Coming as it does immediately before Christmas, however, the season of Advent for most of us is the
season when we remember that God has already come. We spend Advent looking forward to Christmas,
so that when Christmas finally arrives, we can look backwards, with refreshed appreciation, to the
coming of Jesus at Bethlehem. That is natural and that is most appropriate—to spend the four weeks of
Advent preparing to celebrate the great Feast of the Nativity of our Lord.
But most traditionally, the season anticipates the Second Coming of Christ. It looks forward, not to
another Christmas, but to the consummation of all history, the end of the world as we know it, the
beginning of the world as God meant it to be. If the First Coming of our Lord Jesus Christ was the
advent of the Kingdom of Heaven on earth, then his Second Coming will be the final realization and
perfection of that Kingdom. It is the advent of a new Administration.
That explains why so few of the readings and lessons for Advent have anything to do with Mary or
Joseph or Bethlehem, and why they focus instead on repentance, preparing to meet God face to face,
and bracing ourselves for a day whose advent cannot be predicted. That explains why Jesus so often
warned his disciples to “be ready” and to “be watchful, for you know not the day or the hour of my
coming.”
What does it mean to be ready for the unexpected hour? It means to be prepared to meet Jesus at any
hour. It actually means to be prepared to meet him at every hour. It means to be living in fellowship with
God and at peace with our neighbors every day, and every hour of every day. Those will be ready to meet
God face to face on the Last Day who remember that God meets us face to face every day.
For us, the most important day of all is not the Last Day. For us, the most important day is the day we
are given today. “This is the day the Lord has made,” the psalmist sings, and for those who follow Jesus,
every day is the advent of new possibilities, new opportunities and new life.
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How Do We Keep Advent? by Angie Schlossberg
Editor’s note: Christmas is celebrated by Christians around the world, but the traditions that have arisen to commemorate
this special day vary not only from denomination to denomination, but from country to country, and even family to family.
Canvassing our own community for different traditions any of us might borrow on, we asked Angie Schlossberg how her
family keeps the holy days of Advent and Christmas.
As with most married couples, Steve and I had to try to synthesize two different families’ traditions to
meet the needs of our own household. This blending has taken a number of years, and it hasn’t been an
entirely smooth process, especially when it came to gift giving (more on that some other time), but what
has resulted is an amalgam of adopted rituals that makes the meaning of Christmas more meaningful to us.
Taking the definition of Advent to heart (it means “the coming”), I like to think of the decorating and
celebrating that goes on in our home as an unfolding of the Christmas story itself. Beginning with the first
Sunday in Advent, I adorn the dining room with finds from nature that are dry, dull, brown or gray: a
large, unadorned grapevine wreath on the wall, pinecones and a leafless tree branch in a vase on the table.
Next, the “snow” descends in the form of silver, clear glass, or “snowy” ornaments hung from the
branches, inserted into the wreath, and covering a landscape on the buffet table. All of this is to remind us
that our own hearts, without Christ, are ultimately brittle and cold. Only the Light that is coming into the
world can warm us and bring us a new way of viewing our lives. As we remember that Light, we set up our
advent wreath and light the first candle.
If you’ve ever read The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe by C.S. Lewis, then you’ll remember that the land
of Narnia begins to thaw from its 100 year winter after the arrival of Father Christmas, a.k.a. St. Nicholas.
So our own home begins to transform after December 6th, the Feast of St. Nicholas. The house is now
adorned with faux evergreen swags, a variety of St. Nicholas figures stand atop the piano, and that
morning, our children wake to find that the boots that they put by the fireplace the night before are now
filled with their favorite candy and much needed new socks. We break out our collection of “Santa” mugs
and sip delicious egg nog. The anticipation is growing!
On the second Sunday of Advent, we light the second candle on our advent wreath. We continue what we
started on the first Sunday of Advent, reading Jotham’s Journey, a bit of historical fiction that our children
really enjoy (there are two other titles in this series, Tabitha’s Travels, and Bartholomew’s Passage, which we are
reading this year). We also move our crèche figures a little closer to their destination, the “stable” in front
of the fireplace. Our Magi figures, which were stationed at the farthest point (on top of our wardrobe), will
begin a slow journey around the room. Their journey won’t end until Epiphany, but Mary, Joseph, and the
donkey, move from the top left corner of the piano to another piece of furniture a few feet nearer to their
goal.
The third Sunday of Advent marks the continuation of “the thaw” because it is at this point that we put up
the Christmas tree. Just as the lighting of the third candle reminds us that the Light of Christ is ever
increasing, so too, the lights in our home increase as we string lights on our tree and elsewhere around the
house.
The ornaments, however, we save for the last Sunday in Advent. That is the point at which the decorating
is complete, though the crèche figures will continue to move around on their journey to “Bethlehem.”
Our decorations will stay up through Epiphany, a time of celebrating God’s gift to all the world, our Lord
and Savior, Jesus Christ.
Live. Give. Grow.
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Psalm 18 by Wendy Ide Williams
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Melchiszedek the Mystery Man by Dave Hunn
The bible has many mysteries, and of course, the mystery of faith is the most overwhelming.
There stands one individual who seems to have a nearly supreme status in the bible (especially the
Old Testament), yet that is unproven and he is barely mentioned. His name is Melchiszedek. He is a
remarkably infrequent figure in the Torah, in the Christian Bible (the Psalms, Genesis, and later,
Hebrews) whose background and status is relatively unclear and seems to be well understated. In
contrast, here are some observations based on the author’s own research.
 Melchizedek’s name is translated “King of Righteousness” (among other related translations); this
indicates very high status.
 Melchizedek was labeled as both “Priest and King” (of Jerusalem). This dual role has led some
to believe that he may represent the coming Messiah.
 In Genesis, “Priest of God Most High.” Jesus is spoken of as “A priest forever in the order of
Melchizedek.”
 Some Christians hold that Melchizedek was a type of savior; others that he was indeed, Christ in
preincarnation. (L Michael White, From Jesus to Christianity).
 Melchizedek predates Levi (therefore Levites), the priestly class, by five generations.
 Melchizedek blessed Abraham, central figure of Judaism, Christianity and Islam, and Melchizedek
received a tithe from Abraham. It is arguable that Melchizedek’s stature was higher than
Abraham at the time.
 Some interpretations say Melchizedek is without genealogy, or setting, giving him an ethereal
special status as both genealogy and setting were of great earthly value. (Hebrews 7:3) Others
say he is the son of Noah.
 There is no historical data to prove his existence, whereas there are numerous data supporting other
people and events in the bible, especially in the New Testament.
 King David in Psalms 110:1-4 compares the [future] Messiah as “priest forever in the order of
Melchizedek
 The Epistle to the Hebrews preached that the priesthood of Melchizedek was superior to that of
Aaronic priesthood. The argument is made in Hebrews 7 and a little in 8.
 Mormons hold that Melchizedek’s priesthood is the priestly authority of the 12 Apostles
(remembering that were all Jewish) and it is superior to the Aaronic authority or the Levites. In
general, Mormons seem to elevate Melchizedek beyond other Christian religions level.
 Today, there are strong followers in an organization called the “Order of M” a fundamentalist
Christian site centered (and sponsored by) the “End of Times” organization which has a specific
agenda in its interpretation of the Bible.
Curious? Good. No matter how you read the bible, it is an unending treasure of infinite dimensions
and depth. Read and wonder.
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Christmas: The Real Story by Martha Noebel
When I think about Christmas, I always picture a manger. We should think about the reason that Jesus,
the Son of God, came to this world as a baby. Without a doubt, His great love for us caused Him to step
out of the heavens only to begin the trip to the cross.
So I felt we should also have a picture of Calvary when we think of Christmas. I like the message on a
Christmas card I received. It says:
As the King, He had a different kind of birth...
He had a different kind of kingdom...
And He wore a different kind of crown
That is not your typical Christmas card, now is it? And then I think of the scripture,
For God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, so that everyone who believes in him will
not perish but have eternal life (John 3:16).
The Living Water For The Soul Devotion I recently received said that God sets the pattern of true love here,
the basis for all love relationships -- if you love someone dearly, you are willing to pay dearly for that
person's responsive love. God paid dearly with the life of his Son. Jesus accepted our punishment, paid
the price for our sins, and then offered us the new life he bought for us.
But what a sad picture to think about on one of the happiest days of the year. We do not want to picture
our precious Lord on the cross, all bloody, torn, and dying. It is much easier to picture Him as the baby
in the manger, all soft, warm, and cuddly.
Then I realized that we need to have hope and envision the completed cycle. The picture I would like to
present to you is the one of the empty tomb. He rose from the grave and is no longer dead. He is very
much alive. Better still, let's see Him standing at the throne of God, at the right hand of the Father. He is
ever making intercession for us.
Who is he that condemneth? It is Christ that died, yea rather, that is risen again, who is even at
the right hand of God, who also maketh intercession for us (Romans 8:34).
The price has been paid for all our sins. The King of Glory is risen to His rightful place. Death could not
keep Him down, the grave could not hold Him, and our wrong doings did not place such a weight as to
destroy Him. But instead His love paid the price we could not pay, with a love we don't deserve.
Now unto the King eternal, immortal, invisible, the only wise God, be honour and glory for ever
and ever. Amen (1 Timothy 1:17).

Submitted by Deacon Paul
Martha Noebel is a staff writer for Christian Broadcasting Network
This article was posted on CBN.com at
http://www.cbn.com/spirituallife/devotions/Noebel_Christmas_RealStory.aspx
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Frequently we hear the term “Intercessory
Prayer”, but have you ever wondered—“Just
what is intercessory prayer?”

From blood we are born.
From blood we will pass.
We are His flesh and blood.
And with His we will thrive.
A Conversion Conversation
“I know Him, I was there.”
“I know Him and I wasn’t.”
It shines high on the shore of our life.
It warns us of the shoals of evil.
It directs us to the channels of mercy.
It is the shiny light of his love.
Bill Muller
aka St. John’s Poet Laurate

Intercessory prayer is the act of praying on
behalf of others, but beyond that, the person
(intercessor) is acting as a “mediator” between
God and the person or people, closing the gap
between them. An example of intercessory
prayer is when we pray as a congregation at the
time of the prayers in the Service of
Communion.
If you feel that this is a ministry in which you
would like to be involved, please see me after
church on Sunday, e-mail me at
statem@nycap.rr.com or call me at 432-9690
and we will discuss “next steps”.
Love and blessings,
Deacon Sandy

Love Letter to St. John’s
Thank you all for who you are and most significantly for whose you
are. I look forward to Saturdays to come be with you all at Bible Study
(and coffee!). I know I have discovered a faith community which is
both welcoming and sustaining. As time goes on—for me—I find that
Jesus’ command to Love One Another is paramount in my life and
central to my beliefs. Please know that you exemplify that for me, with
all of our collective warts, etc. I thank God for all of you.
Ellie O’Reilly
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Have you always wanted to write? How about to publish? by Sandra Hutchison
If you think you have a book in you just crying to come out, you might enjoy a program called “Resolve
to Be Read: Three Paths to Publishing” Saturday, Jan. 10 at the Troy Public Library from 1-3 p.m. I’ll be
presenting along with suspense novelist Jenny Milchman and nonfiction author Diane Cameron. We’ll be
giving practical tips about the road to publication and discussing some of the rewards and challenges of
our three different approaches: the traditional way, the hybrid way (traditional plus Troy Book Makers),
and the indie way (which is what I do).
To reserve a spot, call (518)274-7071 or visit TheTroyLibrary.org.
Seven or eight years ago I got tired of agents telling me that my first novel was good, but not something
they could sell “in a tight fiction market.” I put my manuscripts away. Last year I contemplated another
round of submissions because the piles of manuscripts were bugging me as unfinished projects and I was
getting ready to downsize from Averill Park to Troy. In the meantime, self-publishing had become a little
less the domain of crazy people. So I decided to try that route. I formed Sheer Hubris Press (get it?) and
put out my debut novel, The Awful Mess: A Love Story.
Now, I happened to go into this with years of experience in traditional publishing behind me. And I’ve
actually had some success, with sales of over 5,000 copies and over 200 largely positive reviews at
Amazon.com. My book was also one of five general fiction semifinalists for the Amazon Breakthrough
Novel Award.
The Awful Mess is a sunny contemporary twist on The Scarlet Letter set in a small town in New Hampshire
during the time of the controversy over Bishop Robinson. It explores the various ways a small town
copes with scandal (and faith, or lack thereof).
My second novel, The Ribs and Thigh Bones of Desire, releases this month. It’s a coming-of-age novel set in
the 1970s about the potentially scandalous relationship between a widowed physics professor and the girl
who used to babysit his daughter. (It doesn’t have much to say about faith.)
Since people get up to all sorts of bad behavior in these books, I’d like to make it clear that my novels are
not autobiographical, though the first one was inspired by knowing three different Episcopal priests who
went off the rails with female parishioners. The second was inspired by simply hearing about something
that happened in my town when I was a teenager.
Both books are available at Market Block Books in Troy or on Amazon, and will also be available for
sale at the library workshop. I’m also about to release a free comic short story on Amazon and the other
electronic retailers called “The Short, Spectacular Indie-Publishing Career of Matilda Walter” (it’s a twist
on Thurber’s “The Secret Life of Walter Mitty”) so that’s a low-risk way to check me out. If you’d like to
learn more about my writing, read blog posts and sample chapters, or check out my various social media
links, visit sheerhubris.com … or come to the library session … or you could just ask me during coffee
hour.
Live. Give. Grow.
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Advent 2014 – Christmas 2013 by Brynna Carpenter Nardone
It is 2014, and the end of November as I write this introduction to a piece I wrote early this year. Last fall, Father Steve
asked if I would be willing to make drawings for Advent. Drawing had always been a large part of my life, but my identity
as an artist had slid into a dark place. I had been sick with Lyme disease for a long time and was better, but frequent
cancellations and changes of plans due to pain and exhaustion had led me to avoid promising anything to anyone, even to
an understanding God. I knew making a series of drawings would be a season of groping in the dark to find my identity,
and that God had decided for the season to begin.
Fearfully, I accepted Father Steve’s request as an annunciation; I received the seed of my artist-self that I would carry on
the journey of the characters surrounding Jesus’ early life. The path inside me stretched dark and long as my pen followed it
in black and white. Looking inside of myself for images from Advent was exciting and terrifying — I didn’t know how
much illness had changed me and what I would see it had left behind.
On the first Saturday in Advent I went into church — it was strangely vacant. I saw my drawing of the Second Coming
on the stack of bulletins and gasped — the end, or the beginning, had indeed come. Father Steve had raptured out all the
text from the cover that usually warmly greets us. Christ, large, made from my lines, was plucking people from fields and
houses surrounded by angels and floods. Standing in church alone, I read the few words Father Steve left behind: “Welcome
to St. John’s.”
As the weeks went on and my pen chased after the elusive John the Baptist, Joseph’s private dream and Mary being visited
by the angel, I travelled so far as to feel myself inside the first Advent. As with the Second Coming, embracing the
experiences of the characters terrified me. But by the time I had reached the threshold of Christmas, I had found startled
shepherds as homeless as I felt to keep me company and guide me through my fear. In completing my drawing of them,
inked in and surrounding Jesus, they shared their gift of Him with me. With many characters’ guidance and
companionship—both Biblical characters and parishioners of St. John’s—I was able to write a prayer for Christmas Eve.
And when Angie and Lydia led us in the prayer, I felt the path inside me fill with light and understood that it had never
been entirely dark or mine alone.
********************
Christmas Eve, 2013. My drawing was put on the cover of the bulletin, so I felt I must show up to
church early. My prayer was inside, so I felt I must show up in a red dress with my waist cinched by a
black-beaded belt which I had bought for the occasion, as though I were going to someone else’s
opening at a gallery or a poetry reading (if it were my own, like a priest, I’d wear black). After being
confirmed last May, soaking up the Book of Common Prayer, writing prayers and publishing drawings
about scripture for the last few months, and years of spectating and worshiping God inwardly, I am still
uneasy about this performance art that we make every Sunday and holiday in praise of God.
Clergy must feel this confusion, giving words to God while knowing it is they themselves who get up
and speak. One can say they are God’s words, but they rise from above your own chin which may be
sporting unwanted hairs, or even worse, a self-satisfied smile, detracting from them. But the Messiah
himself was not anything to look at, it says in Isaiah. If you are not Him – the Word made flesh – words
can seem like things you shoot through the clouds at God to bring him down. I think for priests, words
are like arrows skillfully shot from a laptop inside a coffee house—a portion of God always arrives in
church wrapped in a sermon before every Feast. But for me, hunting for God and trying to pin Him to
paper has often made me feel out in the cold and like I am dodging the arrows that miss Him and fall
from
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from the sky. Now I am here inside, shaking once again from God-knows-what (am I having a relapse or
did I catch Joe’s cold?), my mind lying naked in the stack of bulletins while my body staggers in front of
an enormous and gaudy wreath before it drenches the pew with liturgically incorrect redness while my
priest is flying white through the aisles like a dove.
My children follow and sit quietly, looking somewhat awed, next to me. They must feel my anxiety. The
air quakes with my illness, or discomfort, or fear, and I suspect it is not mine alone, but the way mine
sniffs out the rest and joins it and moves with it like a pack. I imagine I am feeling the discomfort of
people making their biannual pilgrimage to the inside of a church. I feel tremors of adult children sitting
small next to their elderly parents in an effort to make peace with them, their own children ticking like
timers promising to go off loudly at unknown but predetermined times. I suspect the deacons have
anxiety, and feel fairly certain there are waves of it emanating from my priest. I imagine that he must
have worried that this sermon must matter for those who have only a couple of chances a year to know
that God loves them, and that the deacons must have prayed knowing people can only feel the weight of
His love against their chests after persevering through a triathlon of family, commercialism, and the
excessive jollity of others. Or maybe for all those here who are not me, what is in the air is just blessed
anticipation of all things beautiful: family, lovingly-selected gifts, food shared in health and peace, and the
birth of Christ.
I wish I could shake myself. I wish I could shake my awkwardness in my red dress – my attempt to be
bold and beautiful for the One who is healing me. I wish I could just worship Him invisibly, not greeting
uncomfortable people at the door with a drawing of frightening shepherds and a fragile God, not with a
newborn prayer still struggling to cry out, not reeling in the pew like a cardinal with a broken wing.
My priest’s wife, Angie, moves to the front with her daughter to read my prayer. Earlier, she had the
children bring straws to line the manger for the infant. Angie is forever digging up traditional-yet-earthy
expressions of worship and seeking ways to bring them into our church – customs that you can imagine
someone’s thrice great-grandmother starting in a kitchen by a wood stove. When she is not, it seems she
is carefully hanging copies of Renaissance Jesuses and Marys or her husband’s or a parishioner’s liturgical
drawings in the hallway. Somehow, in her hands, every expression of Christ gives expression to the
personhood of the one who conceived it. She gave birth to four boys, and then a daughter, who is the
age of my own. All things I fear I am not and was not while I was ill—tolerant, tireless, loving, beautiful,
and bountiful—she appears to me. She is as much of Mary as I am able to grasp. Her youngest, an
unselfconscious child who climbs stacks of chairs in the closet and makes towers from disposable cups in
the kitchen, is as much humanity of the Christ Child as I have been able to embrace. Angie and Lydia
took turns the leading the prayer. Lydia’s voice crackled and shone through the church like a white star.
Angie: Like a mother who knows her child is coming, but does not know when, make me full of
anticipation. Like a mother, I wait; let me feel you move within me.
Us: Holy Spirit, fill us and move us to pray
Angie: Like a mother, I wait; fill me with thoughts of You even when I don’t feel You.
Us: For those who live in our thoughts and have departed from us, let us pray together.
Angie: Like a newborn, You come; You fill me and others with the joy of your appearing.
Live. Give. Grow.
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Us: May all people, nations, and every created thing bless and praise You, Lord Christ.
Lydia: Like a father, You protect; You help me to not be afraid.
Us: Beloved Father, protect those in sorrow and need. We pray especially for the concerns of those among us.
Angie: Like an animal in the stable, You nourish; You give your life so that I can live.
Us: We pray that You would bring life to many through the Church, which is Your own Body.
Lydia: Like an animal in the manger; You carry, You bring me where I need to go.
Us: We pray for our ministers who bear our burdens.
Angie: Like the heavenly host, You startle; You speak to me boldly.
Us: Surprise us, make us bold to hear You.
Lydia: Like a star, You lead; You guide me with your brightness.
Us: Bless and guide our young people throughout their lives.
Angie: Like one of the shepherds to whom the angels appeared, I leave; behind me is all I own.
Help me proclaim the good news of your arrival to everyone I meet on the path that leads to
You. Like a shepherd; You broke away; You left Heaven to save this sheep who was perishing. I
confess my sins to You, who, in becoming a man, gave up everything to find me.
After the service, Angie told me I looked stunning, and my children’s twenty-year-old babysitter, home
from college, told me I looked beautiful and gave me a hug that stanched the red leak and pushed my
heart back into place. I let my kids play in the gym for a little while with Angie’s, went home, and
alone—Joe was still feeling sick— wrapped gifts and placed them under the tree. Christmas morning,
after saying good bye to Joe and the kids who were leaving to visit his aunts, uncles and cousins, I got
into bed with my cold and shook there all day.
***************************
As I write, it’s the end of November, 2014, again. I feel healthy. My self-identity as an artist has grown at least as
mature as a toddler. I look forward to a very different Christmas this year, with my beloved cousin visiting and neither Joe
nor I sick with Lyme disease or colds. Though I am hopeful of health and joy, I am not sure how deeply it matters to my
experience of Advent if I am joyful, frightened, sick or well. I think what matters is that whatever I am, I am expectant. I
think I have learned that to be expectant, I must remain vulnerable like a pregnant woman, a newborn child, or a
homeless person. I must seek God to protect me, satisfy my needs, and expand my joy. I hope that while joyful this year, I
will remain awed by my experience of drawing and writing in search of God and myself. And I think it’s okay, maybe
even good, if I am frightened when I think about carrying and giving birth to the two of us.
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Christmas 2013 by Brynna Carpenter Nardone
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Advent Love by Jennifer Firth

The words that are shaping my Advent journey this year are words I heard on Maundy
Thursday. Bishop Bert Schlossberg visited St. John’s during Holy Week, and in his sermon
on Maundy Thursday, he encouraged us to bestow “pint-sized bits of love” on our
neighbors and to show kindness to the people near us—especially those right beside us.

This idea echoes the new commandment Jesus gave shortly before His death:
A new commandment I give to you, that you love one another: just as
I have loved you, you also are to love one another. By this all people
will know that you are my disciples, if you have love for one another.
John 13: 34-35 (ESV)

I’ve often thought about the “pint-sized bits” of love Bishop Schlossberg suggests we
shower on our neighbors and it seems Advent is an ideal time to lavish these bits on one
another with intention. As we anticipate the birth of Immanuel, “God with us,” how better
to prepare than to heap kindness and mercy on each other abundantly without expecting
anything in return, without regard to our mood or the state of our to-do lists, without
considering anything but showing unrestrained kindness to the people near us.

Why not smile at the person in the check-out line ahead of you who’s holding things up?
Or actively listen to the person who’s speaking to you? Or hug extra tight the friend who’s
hurting? By doing so, we help prepare our hearts to celebrate the birth of the One whose
every word and deed was guided by love. By doing so, we demonstrate our gratitude for
His Love for us. By doing so, we show others we are His disciples. By doing so, we
experience His Presence with us now.
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From the Haiti Committee by Dawn Stuart Weinraub
These photos (more can be found on the Missions Outreach bulletin board posted in time for the St.
Nicholas Fair) show some of the big improvements Fr. Jean-Jacques Deravil has made to the church and
school buildings of our partner parish, the Church of the Holy Spirit, in Lascahobas, Haiti. He has sent a
message of thanks to the St.John’s-St.Paul’s Haiti Committee for the continuing monthly stipends that
made this possible.
The Committee was able to beef up its Fund and assure another year of dependable modest financial aid
thanks to the generosity of people who contributed talents and made winning bids at the “Harvesting
our Talents for Haiti” auction in October. We learned a lot in the process and have some great ideas for
next year, including some changes to the refreshments menu. We look forward to lots more talent
sharing now that we know just how talented our parishioners and friends are.
Back by popular demand: a Chili Cook-Off on a Saturday late in February, probably February 28. Again,
we expect to recruit and offer more chili entries and side dishes, and we are already brainstorming
strategies for bringing in new competition and big appetites from a wider range of chili lovers. Your
ideas and participation in any form are valuable, so pass them along and get ready for a hot time in the
cold winter.

Morning Assembly, Lascahobas
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Walkway to New Classrooms

Church Repairs

New Stairs

Live. Give. Grow.

Page 15

St. John’s Episcopal Church
146 First Street
Troy, NY 12180

ST. JOHN’S EPISCOPAL CHURCH CALENDAR OF EVENTS
DECEMBER 2014
WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 3, 10, 17 – ADVENT MEDITATION SERVICE
SATURDAY, DECEMBER 6 – ST. NICHOLAS FAIR 9:00 A.M. TO 1:00 P.M.
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 7 – VICTORIAN STROLL OPEN HOUSE 12:00 TO 4:00 P.M., CHIMES CONCERT
12:00 TO 12:30 P.M. AND LIVING NATIVITY LITURGY 12:00 TO 2:00 P.M.
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 24 – CHRISTMAS EVE HOLY EUCHARIST 4:00 P.M. AND 10:00 P.M.
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 25 – CHRISTMAS HOLY EUCHARIST 8:00 A.M.
JANUARY 2015
SUNDAY, JANUARY 2 – EPIPHANY POTLUCK BRUNCH 11:15 A.M.
SUNDAY, JANUARY 25 – ANNUAL MEETING
SUNDAY, JANUARY 2 - MONDAY, FEBRUARY 2 – INN FROM THE COLD
FEBRUARY 2015
SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 7 – COMMUNITY BREAKFAST 9:00 TO 11:00 A.M.
TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 17 – SHROVE TUESDAY PANCAKE SUPPER 5:00 TO 7:00 P.M.
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