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at Saint Mark’s
Join us for all our services celebrating the Incarnation of Jesus Christ com-
ing up this December. Here’s a list of our offerings.

Christmas Carol Sing and Potluck Dinner
Sunday, December 13th at 4pm

An old-fashioned carol sing in the church, followed by a lovely potluck 
dinner. If there’s a carol you’re itching to sing but you never hear it on the 
radio, this is the event for you.

The Christmas Pageant
Sunday, December 20th during the 10am service

During our Christmas Pageant, children and teens remind us to “say yes” 
to God’s presence in our lives.

Christmas Eve Services
Thursday, December 24th at 4:30pm and 11pm

The early service is specially designed for families with children and the 
later service is both solemn and festive with special musical offerings by 
instrumentalists and the choir. At both services, we will take up a special 
collection of diapers and baby food for a local charity.

Christmas Day Service
Friday, December 25th at 9am

A quiet, reflective service perfect for slowing down and remembering the 
Prince of Peace is in our midst.

Lessons and Carols
Sunday, December 27th at 8am and 10am

We read selections of scripture that tell the expansive story leading up to 
and including Jesus’ birth. And we sing more Christmas carols!

Let us go now to Bethlehem
to see this thing that has taken place,

which the Lord has made known to us.



For most of us Christmas is an exciting time, though 
our TO DO lists may resemble some sort of social 
experiment. Really, how much more can we add to 
lives already filled with everyday stuff? Who has time 
for extra shopping, extra cooking, extra partying; in 
short extra running around? Face it, we overdo it: we 
overspend and overeat. It’s no wonder that at times 
we hear a mumbled, “I can’t wait for the holidays to 
be over.”

Yet if we conclude that Christmas is stressful, that’s 
a problem. The Prince of Peace is coming and here 
we are feeling anything but peaceful. Each year 
it’s the same thing. We try to create the Hallmark 
Christmas right in our own homes. If you’ve ever 
accomplished that, please let me know; I find it an 
elusive endeavor. Add it to the 
pursuit of “just the right gift” and 
preparing the perfect meal.

And there’s more. For beyond the 
hustle and bustle demanded by 
those holiday chores, a psychologi-
cal element often creeps into the 
picture. Memories poke their way 
through our minds with every note 
of a familiar Christmas carol or 
with each glittery scene depicted on 
a card from a friend. Who can for-
get the fun of having little ones run 
to the tree on Christmas morning? Who can erase 
the heartache of seeing that empty chair at Christ-
mas dinner? Indeed, some visits from the ghosts of 
Christmas past can be real downers. But aren’t we 
all supposed to be joyful during this time? What’s 
going on here?

What’s going on here? Maybe if during Advent we 
take a minute and say those words each time we’re 
feeling stressed, sad, or confused, we’ll actually tap 
into that first Christmas – you know, the one we’re 
supposed to be celebrating. Can we close our eyes 
and see shepherds going about their everyday (or 
nightly) business and being herded themselves over 
to a stable to see a baby lying there? Or can we think 
of Joseph, perhaps still wondering if he did the right 
thing not leaving Mary, now seeing her give birth 
among some farm animals? We worry about not 

finding that flawless Christmas tree and he couldn’t 
even find a room for the Son of God to be born. Talk 
about an epic failure.

What’s going on here? Angels are singing joy to the 
world and we’re missing those people in our lives 
who had brought us joy – when they were with us; 
but now they’re gone. Maybe with God’s grace we 
could experience our spiritual connection overrid-
ing our separation.  Maybe we could picture them 
among the heavenly host singing from their front 
row seats. Again, with eyes closed we might imagine 

the range of emotions felt by Mary 
as her time drew near. Christmas 
has so many intertwining elements, 
it should come as no surprise that 
we find ourselves wavering between 
excitement and exhaustion.

I think Christmas is and will for-
ever be a time for waiting, for won-
der, and yes, for weariness. We wait 
for an awakening in our spirits as 
we welcome again the arrival of our 
savior. We wonder at the Christ-
mas miracle recalled each time the 

story is told and the promise God made through a 
redemption plan well beyond imagination. If we are 
weary perhaps it’s because we’re forgetting what’s 
important. It’s self-inflicted stress based on unreal-
istic expectations. We know that, and yet we mess 
ourselves up every year. Yet every year, Christmas 
comes. Unrelenting, it comes to all. 

As Advent arrives and our TO DO lists grow, let’s all 
take a breath, close our eyes and pray that the won-
der will outweigh the weariness. Happy memories 
will prevail, moody ghosts will be banished, and we 
will await the coming of Christ with joyful hearts. 

What’s going on here? Christmas is coming. Isn’t it 
an exciting time!

What’s Going on Here?
by Teresa M. Norris the Journey

Resources and Reflections on Living our Faith 

What’s going on here? Maybe 
if during Advent we take a 
minute and say those words 

each time we’re feeling 
stressed, sad, or confused, 

we’ll actually tap into that 
first Christmas – you know, 
the one we’re supposed to be 

celebrating. 



We have a significant, and 
growing, problem in our 
home. It’s one we have tried 
to address over and over, 
yet seem to always be strug-
gling with it. Our problem 

is books. When we moved to Noank this past sum-
mer, we decided it was time to attack the problem 
head on and “thin the herd.” It was a needed step, 
but one that turned out to be much harder than I 
anticipated.

As I sat on the floor sorting through our vast col-
lection, attempting to thin it down, I found myself 
struggling to let go of books that, truly, we no lon-
ger needed. The first sort through was easy—novels 
I read but didn’t really like, schoolbooks in subjects 
I hated—all found themselves easily tossed into the 
discard pile. But then things got harder. There were 
novels I knew in my heart I would never read and 
schoolbooks from subjects I loved, but knew I would 
never use again—Farm Animal Metabolism and Nutri-
tion anyone? As I bid farewell to each of these old 
friends, I felt as though I was bidding farewell to a 
part of myself; the part who would someday get to 
that novel; the part who would someday buy a cow 
and need to know how to feed it. It was hard to say 
goodbye to not only those books, but also the per-
son I was when those books came into my life. 

However, once all the culling was over and the herd 
of books thinned to a reasonable number, I discov-

ered something. While it was hard to say goodbye, 
the results of bidding these books farewell were 
astonishing. Not only was it now possible to find a 
book more easily in our collection, the room itself 
had been transformed from an over-crowded and 
over-whelming space to one where I was genuinely 
happy to spend time. It was no longer a “storage 
room” but a place where I could escape to read, or 
simply sit quietly and reflect – a refuge in the midst 
of our busy world.

So when the opportunity came to take on the St. 
Mark’s library as one of my internship projects, 
I jumped on it. After all, if I could transform my 
hoarder-esque book vault into a space of refuge, why 
couldn’t I do the same at St. Mark’s. But then I got 
to thinking: this isn’t my library, it’s our library. This 
shouldn’t be what I want out of the space, but what 
we want. So I am inviting you all join me in explor-
ing what the library at St. Mark’s can become and 
then helping me transform it into that dream.

To get us started I have created a simple online 
survey. It shouldn’t take more than 5-10 minutes to 
complete and, I hope, will be a place from which we 
can begin our conversations and dreaming together. 
You can find the survey at bit.ly/StMarksLibrary.

I look forward to your responses and the opportu-
nity to journey together towards creating a space 
that each of us could truly take joy in and, perhaps, 
deepen our relationship with God and one another.

The St. Mark’s Library
by Stacey Kohl, Ministry Intern

Godly Play Stories
Here are the stories our children will be listening to this month in Godly 
Play. If you would like to help out as an adult volunteer or train as a story-
teller, please let Gretchen Barnes, Mike Meyer, or Connie Readett know.

12/6/2015 St. Nicholas
12/13/2015    Holy Family
12/20/2015   CHRISTMAS PAGEANT
12/27/2015 No Godly Play
1/3/2016 No Godly Play

1/10/2016 Epiphany
1/17/2016 Great Family
1/24/2016 Jacob
1/31/2016 Joseph



If you haven’t heard, my term limit as Jr. Warden will be reached this December. 
Therefore, recruitment for my replacement is in order. I ask that every member of 
St. Mark’s consider this opportunity to serve the congregation. To aid your consid-
eration the basic duties are listed below, which can easily be managed in 3-4 hours 
per month:

• Prepare a monthly report (cut and paste new and completed tasks onto a form)
• Present the report during the monthly Vestry Meeting (they are very friendly)
• Request consideration of the Vestry for improvement projects (maybe one per year)
• Check the gage on the propane tank monthly (2 minutes)
• Authorize renewal of service contracts (snow removal, pest control, etc.)
• Occasionally call the appropriate contractor for emergent repairs
• Submit requests for payment to contractors via St. Mark’s treasurer (simple form)

A more hands-on approach is acceptable, but entirely at the discretion of the Jr. Warden. There is no expec-
tation that this role is exclusive to handy persons! Only needed is the ability to communicate by telephone 
or text. Advisors, contractors, service personnel, and the Sexton are always a phone call away. You can do 
this!

The good news is that recent happenings have left St. Mark’s buildings in good repair. The Capital Cam-
paign enabled refurbishment of many of the building spaces. The insurance compensation from hurricane 
Sandy allowed several new roofs to be installed and the lift to be renovated. Our partnership with the Tod-
dler Play Group has rejuvenated the classrooms. The Buildings and Grounds budget has allowed for neces-
sary upkeep. This, along with the generosity of individual parishioners who sponsored projects, have en-
hanced the appearance of the Sanctuary. All of this has made my tenure productive and fulfilling, and I will 
retire assured that my successor will find the same.

The Ministry of Junior Warden
by Jeff Cloutier, Junior Warden

You might have noticed a few cosmetic changes on 
the front of this issue of The Lion’s Tale; namely, the 
issue title is not “December 2015” but “Advent, 
Christmas, and Epiphany.” And instead of saying 
“Monthly Newsletter,” the subheader now says 
“Seasonal Magazine.” These changes mark the be-
ginning of an experimental year for The Lion’s Tale, 
in which we are having fewer but longer issues that 
are tied to the liturgical season as opposed to the 
calendar month. 

As such, starting with this issue, we’ll continue with 
issues tied to Lent, Easter, Pentecost, and Bal-
loons (a back to school issue). These will come out 
roughly two months apart, and there’s a possibil-
ity for another issue between balloons and next 
Advent; we’ll see how the experiment is going. The 
experiment has to do with realigning our various 

communications to serve different purposes: since 
the bulletin, weekly e-Tale, website, and Facebook 
page all carry newsletter material, The Lion’s Tale 
editorial team wanted to push the Tale in a new 
direction, one which preferences spiritual growth 
material, personal stories from parishioners, po-
etry, and home-use liturgical resources. 

There will still be some pertinent timely material in 
The Lion’s Tale, but not as much as before. Also, the 
monthly calendar page is going away, in an effort 
to have one web-based calendar, which is always 
up to date. If you do not have access to the Internet 
and would like a paper calendar, please let us know 
(thelionstale@stmarksmystic.org) and we will print one 
and mail it in your next issue. As this year’s experi-
ment with The Lion’s Tale as magazine progresses, 
please send your feedback to the same email.

The Experimental Evolution of The Lion’s Tale



In early September, Fr. Adam received an email 
about a new video contest that was coming to our 
area called Envision Kindness. After looking at their 
website, I thought that this would be a great proj-
ect for our high school youth group, MIX (Made in 
Christ). The project consisted of making a 2-minute 
video depicting a kind act in a humorous way. The 
purpose of this contest was to share acts of kindness 
in a world filled with bad news in the media. 

After brainstorming, MIX decided that they would 
complete some of the projects on St. Mark’s TLC 
list. We spent two Sunday mornings doing yard 
work in the area between the rectory and apart-
ment. My husband, Craig, cut overgrown brush with 
a brush cutter and the youth group removed the 
brush and put it on a trailer. During the process, we 
found lots of debris (broken flower pots and an old 
rusty wheelbarrow) and a lovely statue of Mary. The 
youth group also placed stones in the window well 
of the Toddler Playgroup, weeded a small overgrown 
garden near the stairs to the back door of the rector, 
placing mums and small pumpkins in it to spruce 
it up, raked leaves and cleaned the area between the 
playground and door to the education wing, and 
planted a large mum in the wooden pot near the 
window to the Toddler Playgroup. Eight members 

of MIX did most of the heavy yard work. We filmed 
over two hours of footage, and Ryan Koehler edited 
the material and added captions, music and audio. 

Once submitted to the website, the public voted on 
the videos they liked best. The top 5 of these videos 
went to a panel of judges who determined the top 
three for cash prices. Sadly, MIX came in 6th after 
public voting, so we did not make it to the final 
round. If we had won a cash prize, we would have 
donated it to WARM. 

I was very proud of all of MIX’s efforts. The other 
high school groups were from local high schools and 
they were able to generate lots of votes very quickly. 
We were the only group from a church that entered, 
and we actually did an act of kindness rather than 
act one out. 

I love the message that Envision Kindness is try-
ing to spread across the country and hope that our 
youth group will continue doing kind acts.

made    christ

Envision Kindness:
A Video Project by M.I.X.

by Jessica Koehler



Prayers for 
Advent Wreath Lighting

Each Sunday of Advent at St. Mark’s, we mark the steady march 
to Christmas by lighting candles on the Advent wreath. As 
we light successively more candles, the light in the sanctuary 
grows, even as the light outside diminishes. Then during the 
darkest days of the year, the light of Christ breaks forth with 
the nativity of our Lord Jesus Christ. You can share an Advent 
wreath at home with the prayers below.

The advent wreath marks the time as we wait in expectation for 
the coming of Christ.  In a circle representing the continuing 
presence of Christ, decorated with the evergreens of everlasting 
life, the candles light these dark days:  these are light of hope, 
faith, joy, and peace.  As we light candles each night from the 
first Sunday of Advent till Christmas, we pray for the coming 
the Emmanuel.

Prayer
Holy Lord, God Almighty, 

A Voice cried out in the wilderness:
“Make ready the way of the Lord, 

Clear him a straight path.”
Prepare our hearts, make the rough ways smooth,

Clear any obstacle that stands 
between us and your will.

Make us ready to receive you 
in our homes and hearts,

To hear the message of Christmas, 
And to know that God is with us.

Glory be to the Father and to the Son and to the 
Holy Spirit, AMEN.

HOPE: Week 1 (beginning November 29th)
The 1st Sunday of Advent symbolizes Hope, reminding us that Jesus is coming. Light one purple candle.

O come, O come, Emmanuel (verses 1-2)
O come, O come, Emmanuel,

and ransom captive Israel,
that mourns in lonely exile here

until the Son of God appear.
Rejoice! Rejoice!

Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.

O come, thou Wisdom from on high,
who orderest all things mightily;

to us the path of knowledge show,
and teach us in her ways to go.

Rejoice! Rejoice!
Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.

Prayer
Eternal God, who has taught us that love 

is the fulfillment of the Law,
Pour into our hearts this best of all Your gifts,

That loving our neighbor as ourselves
We may live as children of the day and of the light;

In the name of Jesus, who lives in reigns forever
with you and the Holy Spirit, AMEN.

FAITH: Week 2 (beginning December 6th)
The 2nd Sunday of Advent symbolizes Faith, reminding us of Mary and Joseph’s great faith in God to say 
“yes” to an extraordinary request. Through Mary and Joseph, God works great things. In this season of giv-
ing, the faith and love of Mary and Joseph guide us. Light two purple candles.

O come, O come, Emmanuel (verses 1-3)
O come, O come, thou Lord of might,

who to thy tribes on Sinai’s height
in ancient times didsr give the law

in cloud and majesty and awe. 
Rejoice! Rejoice!

Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.



Prayer
O Heavenly Father, shine in our hearts
the light of the glory of your son, Jesus;

Cast out the darkness of the night, 
And let your word light the path of salvation,

That we might walk in your way, 
guided by your love, 

lights in this world to shine before all;
That the world, seeing your light in us

will give glory to God.
In the name of Jesus, who lives in reigns forever

with you and the Holy Spirit, AMEN.

JOY: Week 3 (beginning November 13th)
The 3rd Sunday of Advent symbolizes Joy, reminding us of the joy Mary felt when the baby leapt in her 
womb and that of the shepherds when they heard the angels’ song. Light two purple and one pink candle.

O come, O come, Emmanuel (verses 1-5)
O come, thou Branch of Jesse’s tree,

free them from Satan’s tyranny
that trust thy mighty power to save,
and give them victory o’er the grave. 

Rejoice! Rejoice!
Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.

O come, thou Key of David, come,
and open wide our heavenly home;

make safe the way that leads on high,
and close the path to misery. 

Rejoice! Rejoice!
Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.

Prayer
Holy Lord, marvelous are your words 

and great are your deeds;
We sing your praises, 

we sing with joy the coming of the Messiah.
We lift our voices high; 

we come before you in praise and thanksgiving.
 Fill our lives with song and rejoicing; fill our 

lives with peace and good will.
In your Holy Name we pray, AMEN

O come, O come, Emmanuel (verses 1-7)
O come, thou Dayspring, from on high,

and cheer us by thy drawing nigh;
disperse the gloomy clouds of night,

and death’s dark shadows put to flight. 
Rejoice! Rejoice!

Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.

O come, Desire of nations, bind
in one the hearts of all mankind;
bid thou our sad divisions cease,
and be thyself our King of Peace. 

Rejoice! Rejoice!
Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.

PEACE: Week 4 (beginning November 20th)
The 4th Sunday of Advent symbolizes Peace, reminding us of the message of the angels: “Glory to God in 
the highest heaven, and on earth peace among those whom God favors.”  Light all four candles.



PoetryCorner

Christmas Sonnets
by the Rev. Adam Thomas

One
The greatest story ever told began

When God breathed deep and bade the light to shine;
Creation burst from Love and Word, then ran

Away and grasped at purpose less divine
Than God would wish or yearn for it. For God
In foolish wisdom wove with freedom’s thread

And gave creation chances to be flawed,
If chance there were to choose the Lord instead.
This freedom came to earth when Eden’s dust
Was poured in human form, but right away

The fruitless choice was made, and broken trust
Turned Eden’s joyful hues to shades of gray.
The freedom God had granted first abused,

When fear and shame were learned and love refused.

Two
With love refused, sad separation reigned:
We littered earth with broken covenants

And chose dark paths to walk and then complained
To God that we were lost beyond all sense.

In longing God would call us to return,
And for a fickle time we would repent.

The cycle thus unleashed: we’d grasp then spurn
The love of God, but God would not relent.
We showed no willingness to come to God

So God in mercy chose to come to us,
As shepherd, comforting with staff and rod,

To teach us sheep again to love and trust.
As love so often does, this love began

When Mary felt a tremor ‘neath her hand.

Three
Her hand leapt up to shield her dazzled eyes

When Gabriel, awash in radiance,
Appeared to her, and much to his surprise,

He saw no fear in Mary’s countenance.
Confusion showed instead on Mary’s face:

She wondered how she ranked as favored one
When her humility would grant no place

As high, yet humble love would bear the Son.
Now God entrusted Mary to decide

If God’s design to walk upon the earth
Would flow through Mary’s womb, thus God relied

On human freedom to approve the birth.
But God chose well: the humble maid said, “Yes,”

And through her love this broken world was blessed.

Four
The world was blessed one night in David’s town,

But so few saw the miracle arrive
That we might wonder whether it came down

At all, or if it simply failed to thrive.
The savior people sought was not a child,

Who nestles helpless at his mother’s breast.
They sought a fighter who like Samson piled

The bodies of the foes he sent to rest.
They sought a soldier who like David led

His troops to bloody victory with ease.
They sought a muscle-bound Messiah bred

To root out rank imperial disease.
So when the unexpected came that night
The people waiting all ignored the light.

Five
The light was fading fast in Bethlehem

When Joseph, hand in hand with Mary, passed
the final house, which closed its doors to them

Like all the rest had done that day. At last
The months of waiting ended with a burst

Of pain that echoed through the darkling gloom;
She knew the birth would now be unrehearsed
And cried to Joseph, “Please go find a room.”
But Joseph would not leave her in the street,

So heaving Mary to his arms he veered
Off down a dusty trail and heard the bleat

Of sheep and goats, and knew a stable neared.
For once, thank God, a door stood open wide,

And breathless, weak, the couple dropped inside.



Six
The couple dropped inside a stable stall,
And Joseph gathered up the fresher hay

While anxious Mary paced from wall to wall
Until the urge to push would not delay.

The universe contracted to the here,
The now, the pain, the prayer, the ancient swell,

The final push, the crystal cry so clear,
The Word made flesh was born — Emmanuel.

The universe expanded once again
As light ascending from within the child,
Reflected in the nighttime sky, and then

The light ignited in a star most wild.
The brilliance shone on heaven and on earth,
Proclaiming God-with-us, the Savior’s birth.

Seven
The Savior’s birth took place, yet no one heard

Until the herald angels praised his name
To shepherds (“lowlife rabble,” many slurred),

And yet for outcasts such as these He came.
When eastern wisdom read the star’s good news,

The magi journeyed west toward the flame;
But Herod welcomed them with bloody ruse,
And yet for immigrants like these He came.

For all creation was the Savior born:
Yet not for wealth, nor fortune, nor for fame,
But for the broken, lost, abandoned, scorned,

And Yes — what Joy — for you and me He came.
The greatest story ever told endures

Oh God, keep telling it till we are yours.

Art: “The Nativity”
 by El Greco, C. 1604



The Story Behind
“O Little Town of Bethlehem”

by David Tubbs, Director of Music

  

Many biographies have 
been written about Phillips 
Brooks. He was one of the 
most loved and respected 
preachers of the nineteenth 

century in this country. He was large of stature and 
had a big heart. He was powerful and effective in the 
pulpit. He was intelligent, hardworking, and greatly 
influential. He had a high moral character and was 
dedicated to serving Christ. But now, he is perhaps 
best known as the author of one of the best loved 
Christmas carols: “O Little Town of Bethlehem.”

Phillips Brooks was born in Boston, December 13, 
1835. His Puritan ancestors, who were involved in 
religious and educational matters, arrived in New 
England in 1630. Many of them, including three 
of his brothers, had gone into the ministry. He was 
brought up in the strict evangelical ways of St. Paul’s 
Episcopal Church. His father made his children 
learn a new hymn every Sunday.  These Phillips nev-
er forgot, and he later used them in his sermons. He 
attended Boston Latin School and, at sixteen, he was 
accepted into Harvard College, where he did well in 
languages, logic, and philosophy. After graduating 
near the top of his class in 1855, he took a teaching 
job at Boston Latin School. However, he only lasted 
five months, apparently unable to control the thirty-
five boys in his class. 

Encouraged by his Harvard teachers, he entered 
Virginia Episcopal Theological Seminary where 
he developed a passion for evangelism. In 1859 he 
became deacon for the Church of the Advent in 
Philadelphia, where his sermons attracted much 
attention. In 1861 he was called to be rector of the 
Church of the Holy Trinity, also in Philadelphia.
During his tenure there, he supported the Union 
during the Civil War and took a firm stand against 
slavery. On Sunday, April 23, 1865, with a heavy 

heart, Brooks gave a eulogy at his church for Presi-
dent Abraham Lincoln, who had been assassinated 
nine days earlier. His sermon gained wide attention, 
and he became known as one of the best preach-
ers in the country. But Brooks had been personally 
affected and drained by the horrors of the Civil War 
and the assassination of President Lincoln.

Eight months later, he took a trip to the Holy Land. 
He writes: 

“…after an early dinner (we) took our horses and rode 
(from Jerusalem) to Bethlehem. It was only about two 
hours when we came to the town, situated on an eastern 
ridge of a range of hills, […] Before dark, we rode out of 
town to the field where they say the shepherds saw the 
star.” As he sat on a hill looking back at the village of 
Bethlehem, while shepherds were still “keeping watch 
over their flocks,” he was overcome with emotion. “We 
returned (to Bethlehem) and waited for the service,” 
(at the Church of the Nativity), “which began about ten 
o’clock and lasted until three (Christmas).” 

He was greatly moved by the Christmas Eve services. 
In February, 1866, he wrote a letter about that night 
to the Holy Trinity Sunday School: 

“I remember especially on Christmas Eve, when I was 
standing in the old church at Bethlehem, close to the spot 
where Jesus was born, when the whole church was ring-
ing hour after hour with the splendid hymns of praise to 
God, how again and again it seemed as if I could hear 
voices that I knew well, telling each other of the ‘Won-
derful Night’ of the Saviour’s birth.” 

It was such a powerful experience that later he said, 
“forever there will be a singing in my soul.” That 
inspired him to write the poem “The Little Town 
of Bethlehem” for the Sunday School. The children 
were delighted when he read the poem to them. This 
was the energy that sparked the carol.



O Little Town of Bethlehem

O little town of Bethlehem,
how still we see thee lie!

Above thy deep and dreamless sleep
the silent stars go by;

yet in thy dark streets shineth
the everlasting Light;

the hopes and fears of all the years
are met in thee tonight.

For Christ is born of Mary;
and gathered all above,

while mortals sleep, the angels keep
their watch of wondering love.

O morning stars, together
proclaim the holy birth!

and praises sing to God the King,
and peace to men on earth.

How silently, how silently,
the wondrous gift is given!

So God imparts to human hearts
the blessings of his heaven.

No ear may hear his coming,
but in this world of sin,

where meek souls will receive him, still
the dear Christ enters in.

Where children pure and happy
pray to the blessèd Child,

where misery cries out to thee,
Son of the mother mild;

where charity stands watching
and faith holds wide the door,

the dark night wakes, the glory breaks,
and Christmas comes once more.

Lewis Henry Redner, organist at Holy Trinity, had 
asked the Rev. Brooks to write a hymn for Christ-
mas for which he would compose the music. Brooks 
asked Redner to set his poem to music for the Sunday 
School children to sing on Christmas Eve. Redner had 
trouble fitting a tune to the poem until the middle 
of the night before Christmas Eve, when he awoke 
with a tune in his head. He jumped up and wrote it 
down quickly. In the morning he harmonized the 
tune and gave it to Rev. Brooks saying, “I think it was 
a gift from heaven.” The children sounded like a choir 
of angels that Christmas. “Neither Mr. Brooks nor I 
ever thought the carol or the music to it would live 
beyond that Christmas of 1868.” However, nearly 150 
years later it one of the most loved Christmas Carols 
ever written. 

In 1868 Brooks became rector of Trinity Church, Bos-
ton, his hometown. There he remained for twenty-five 
years until his death in 1893. In 1891 he was elected 
bishop of the Episcopal Church in Massachusetts. He 
was the first American to preach at Westminster Ab-
bey and to the Queen of England. Many honors were 
given him. Brooks wrote with the exuberance and joy 
of children and with simplicity and beauty. Within 
“O Little Town of Bethlehem” is one of God’s prom-
ises: “Bethlehem Ephrathah, you are one of the little 
towns of Judah, but from you I will bring a ruler for 
Israel, whose family line goes back to ancient times” 
(Micah 5:2). And according to Dr. Bill Wymon, “Not 
only does the hymn beautifully describe the little 
town asleep in the December night, it also gracefully 
modulates from a description of Christmas into an 
examination of the meaning of Christmas: first in its 
encouragement of charity and faith, and then into the 
coming of Christ into the human heart.” 
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At the end of the season of 
the church year after the 
feast of the Epiphany, we 
find ourselves standing on 

the mountain with Peter, James, and John. Countless 
stars shine in the deep blue sky above, and we find 
ourselves staring up at those stars in wonder and 
awe. But then a new light – one that outshines the 
stars themselves – grows in front of us. It’s so bright 
that we can barely look at it, yet it commands our 
vision. Jesus is at the center of the 
light. It’s not shining on him, but 
forth from him. He is the light. 
As we gaze at him, a thought stirs 
in our guts: this is what Jesus 
looks like all the time. But in this 
moment, we are given the gift of 
seeing him as God sees him: as a 
luminous being that outshines 
the sun. We are given the gift of 
revelation, a sudden and surpris-
ing knowledge that we can at-
tribute only to God. We are given 
the gift of epiphany.

In 2016, we will hear this story 
of the Transfiguration just over 
a month after we hear of another 
kind of epiphany: the story of 
the magi’s journey to Bethle-
hem. Most often we conflate this 
story within the Christmas pageant, of course, but 
it should and does stand on its own. This is a story 
very much like the Transfiguration, a story of people 
seeing in a way that doesn’t seem normal. This 
group of wise people from a distant land is in tune 
with God’s movement throughout creation. They 
take upon themselves an arduous trek through the 
desert to Jerusalem and then to nearby Bethlehem. 
They find the Christ-child: so humble, so vulnerable. 
He’s not adorned as a king. He lives in a house, not 
a palace. His parents are poor. And yet, these wise 
people see beyond such mundane details.

They look into the heart of this situation, and 
they see the holy in their midst. Like Peter, James, 

and John witnessing their illuminated Lord on the 
mountain, so the magi see and celebrate the sover-
eignty before them. They look at the child Jesus and 
see the king he is.

The gift of the magi is not in their gold, frankin-
cense, and myrrh. Those are mere tokens. Their gift 
is the ability to see beyond, to perceive the deeper, 
holier level of existence that most of us are blind to 
most of the time. They practice the ability to have 
epiphanies, to resonate with revelation.

You don’t have to be a wise 
person, a magi, to develop this 
spiritual resonance. Who knows 
how often the disciples would 
have seen Jesus as the luminous 
being he obviously was if they 
but trained themselves to see 
with the eyes of the heart? Who 
knows exactly what the magi 
saw when they looked at the 
young messiah?

There is so much more to see 
than the merely visible. There is 
so much that God is revealing to 
us each day of our lives that we 
miss because we are looking in 
the wrong direction or because 
we are wearing the wrong set of 
lenses. This is what the Feast 

of the Epiphany is all about – following the Magi’s 
example, training ourselves to see into the heart of 
things, to see what God is always revealing.

This is hard work, I know. God knows we often miss 
what’s right in front of us, let alone what’s deep 
within. And so God has given us the light of the 
world to help us see. The disciples notice the glory 
of this light on the mountain. The magi adore this 
light in the humble abode in Bethlehem. And each 
of us has this light shining both on us and forth 
from us. This is important, so I will say it again: 
Each of us has this light shining on us and forth 
from us. You and I are luminous beings in the eyes 
of God, like Jesus created to be bearers of God’s 

Surprising Vessels of Revelation
A Reflection for the Feast of the Epiphany

by the Rev. Adam Thomas



light to every place we go and everyone we meet. We 
ourselves are epiphanies. We ourselves are surprising 
vessels of God’s revelation.

When we take up this mantle – to be vessels of God’s 
revelation – we carry with us the joy 
of the magi as they adore the young 
messiah. We carry with us the wonder 
of the disciples as they witnessed the 
transfigured Jesus. And we carry with 
us the light of the world, which shines 
forth from the divine spark that God 
planted within each of us.

The Prophet Isaiah knows this, as evidenced by this 
song: “Arise, shine; for your light has come, and the 
glory of the Lord has risen upon you.” Isaiah invites 
us both to bask in the radiance of the Lord, but 
also to shine ourselves. In this we are like the moon, 
which shines by reflecting the light of the sun.

The best way to keep your eyes open for God’s move-
ment in this world is to shine out as a light of that 
same movement. The more you shine, the more your 
light will illuminate those things that God yearns 
for you to see.

As we enter the season after the Feast 
of the Epiphany in early January, the 
light will continue to grow. This is 
a blessing of living in the northern 
hemisphere. Let the lengthening of 
days serve as a reminder that the light 
of the world is growing within you, as 
well. This world of ours has a way of 

diminishing us, and the truth we bear can fade away. 
But the good news is this: even just the hint of flame 
can keep the darkness at bay. So glow. Let your light 
shine through. Show the way that God sees you, 
as a luminous being whose light is a revelation, an 
epiphany, to others.

We are like the moon, 

which shines 

by reflecting 

the light of the sun.

A Song for Epiphany
Arise, shine, for your light has come,

and the glory of the Lord has dawned upon you.
For behold, darkness covers the land;

deep gloom enshrouds the peoples.
But over you the Lord will rise,

and his glory will appear upon you. 
Nations will stream to your light,

and kings to the brightness of your dawning.
Your gates will always be open; 

by day or night they will never be shut.

They will call you, The City of the Lord,
The Zion of the Holy One of Israel.

Violence will no more be heard in your land,
ruin or destruction within your borders.

You will call your walls, Salvation,
and all your portals, Praise.

The sun will no more be your light by day;
by night you will not need the brightness of the moon. 

The Lord will be your everlasting light, 
and your God will be your glory. 

(The Third Song of Isaiah)
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Across
1 Actor Jon
5 Elec. guitar
10 Helps
14 Opera solo
15 Disney-based Cirque du Soleil  
 show (with “La”)
16 Big Apple firefighters, for short
17 German author Thomas
18 Photographer Adams
19 500 sheets of paper
20 When it came?
23 Some are essentials
24 Ctrl-Alt-___
25 _____-cadabra
27 7.5% to the waiter, say
31 Possessing dry wit
32 You might have an ace in it
33 Comic book ray gun sound
35 Where a lowly cattle shed stood?
39 Half-___
40 Attention getting sound
41 The Hunger Games country
42 Truck hitch piece
45 Some M.S. degree getters
46 Here in Paris
47 ____ contendere
49 Where the angels are from?
55 N*_____ (boy band)
56 Tiny island
57 Disastrous destiny
59 Open source home theatre 
 software
60 Northeastern German district,  
 once a state of the Holy Roman  
 Empire
61 Private theatre box
62 Univ. near the Alamo
63 You might say it when you’re  
 feeling down
64 Discharge

Down
1 What 1-Across might eat on a  
 sandwich
2 Biblical region
3 Teeny skirt
4 Almond shape around Jesus in  
 icons
5 Slow creature
6 Salad serving utensil
7 Twice daily traffic hour
8 Aid and _____
9 Certain powder
10 Mythological Arabian jinn
11 Putting on a pedestal
12 Order not to attempt life saving  
 measures, for short
13 Prefix before -bol and -metry
21 One Direction’s Horan
22 The NAACP’s pro bono arm
25 ______ Less Traveled
26 Until you get a ring, it’s all they  
 are
27 Float

28 Islamic scholar
29 Newer TV tech
30 Tops of heads
31 Central African ctry.
32 Laughing sound
34 Hank ____, Marvel’s Ant-Man,  
 among other heroes
36 Glue advice: “A little ___ will do  
 ya!”
37 A witch might cast one
38 Romantic cuddle
43 Subtropical tree
44 Actor Wheaton
47 Tom Brady’s union, for short
48 Leered at
49 New media news outlet
50 North Africa country
51 An upper, briefly
52 What you say when you spill
53 A ___ with a View
54 Baseballer Berra
55 Product no. near bar code
58 “Hail fellow well ___”

Crossword Puzzle
“Carol Queries”

Retraction from Last Issue
In the recommended books article of the November 2015 issue, we incorrectly published that Pam Allen had 
recommended the book Closer to the Light by Melvin Morse. We’re not sure how we made this mistake, but 
we are here to rectify it now. Pam actually recommended Abraham Heschel’s classic The Sabbath, which rein-
terprets the command to observe sacred time for the modern time, by reaching back to the roots of the practice.



God Came Near by Max Lucado
December 9th at Noon in the Undercroft

It all happened in a moment -- a most remarkable moment.

God came near.

He came not as a flash of light or as an unapproachable 
conqueror, but as One whose first cries were heard by a 
peasant girl and a sleepy carpenter. The hands that held him 
were not manicured, but callused and dirty.

No silk. No ivory. No hype. No party. No hoopla. God had come near ... for 
you.

Travel back in time and relive Christ the Son of God becoming man. Come 
with Max as he brings to life the most important event in history ... when 
God came near. And as you catch a vision of this incredible moment, let it 
mark the beginning of a new life for yourself.

God came near. If he is who he says he is, there is no truth more worthy of 
your time. (summary from goodreads.com)

2016 titles to be determined soon.
Our first meeting in the new year is January 13th at Noon in the Undercroft
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Crossword Puzzle Answer
“Carol Queries”

Where’s the Monthly 
Calendar?

With our experimental schedule for 
The Lion’s Tale as a seasonal instead 
of monthly periodical, the calendar 
is not perfectly set far enough out 
to allow for paper printing. If you’d 
like paper copies of our calendar, 
please let the office know (860-
572-9549) and we will print you a 
copy of our website calendar. Oth-
erwise, please find the calendar at 

stmarksmystic.org/calendar



The Lion’s Tale
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church
15 Pearl Street
Mystic, CT 06355

First Class Mail
The next issue of The Lion’s Tale ships Friday, February 5th. Please 

send all articles to thelionstale@stmarksmystic.org by Monday, January 25th.

Participate in the Foster Child Gift Program

In December, we will once again help bring Christmas cheer to local foster children by 
giving them gifts. Our social worker, Claudia Mitchell has supplied us with the names 
of 20 children in the foster system and their wishlists for gifts this Christmas. The 
children range in age from infant to 17. Look for more information on the bulletin 
board in the Undercroft on Sunday, December 6th if you’d like to participate. All you 
need to do is choose a child, purchase a small selection of items from their wishlist 
(not every item), and bring them unwrapped to St. Mark’s by December 16th.


