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FROM PASTOR’S DESK

 

 

 

Dear Brothers and Sisters in Christ, 

 

It's not difficult to tell the season is 

changing. We're getting ready for 

Advent and Christmas. Looking 

forward to it. Already. The Chrismon 

tree are being decorated, the banners 

and wreaths are being hung on the 

wall, and the Advent candles are being 

elected. 

 

Advent is a season of hope-a time of 

“active waiting” for the celebration of 

Jesus’ birth at Christmas. Advent 

means “coming.” During this season, 

we remember Jesus’ coming into the 

world. We look forward to the 

celebration of Jesus’ presence among 

us at Christmas. And we hope for Jesus 

to come again. 

Advent, the season preceding 

Christmas in the Christian year, is of 

short duration. Only four Sundays 

from November 29 through December 

20. Mystery and wonder and 

expectation are the moods of Advent, 

preparation and repentance its 

themes. 

 
Advent emphasizes the sense of expectant 

waiting for something good to happen -- 

waiting for someone special to come from 

God.  The people of Israel had heard 

God's promise that a Savior would come, 

and, as recorded in the Old Testament, 

waited through some of the darkest hours 

of their nation's history for the fulfillment 

of that promise. 
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Christians know that God's promise 
was fulfilled by the coming of Jesus.  
We celebrate that fulfillment at 
Christmas, but Advent invites us to 
experience the sense of anticipation 
that precedes Christ's coming. 
 

Advent also has a personal aspect.  
Perhaps some of us have not had the 
Christmas experience of having Jesus 
born in the manger of our hearts.  We 
are still in Advent, hoping something 
good will yet come. 
 

So preparing the church for Christmas 

and inviting people to join and share 

the wonder of the season is a sign of 

hope on our part. It's not the end of 

faith but it’s beginning. A way of saying  

that whether in joy, grief or suffering, 

God is with us and waits in the fullness 

of time to redeem us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
On four Sundays of Advent we will light 
the advent candles as we wait for the 
coming of Jesus Christ our Lord. 
 

First Sunday Of Advent – The Candle Of 

LOVE 

Second Sunday Of Advent – The Candle 

Of HOPE,  

Third Sunday Of Advent - The Candle 

Of JOY  

Fourth Sunday Of Advent - The Candle 

Of PEACE  

 
Thus, Advent is a time to make our 
hearts ready to receive Christ.  He is 
coming to us and that is GOOD! 
 
In the joy of the Lord, 
 
Pastor Andrew Paek  
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CHURCH NEWS 

 
 

 

Happy Birthday

December 6 -  Eleanore Foster 

December 12- John Marchitti 

 

Advent Bible Study on Zoom 

Wednesdays, 7-8PM 

(Dec.2nd – Dec. 23rd) 

Zoom Video: 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/6731435552 

 

Christmas Eve Candlelight Service 

(ONLINE AND IN PERSON) – 

Thursday December 24th, at 7 PM. 

We will livestream from our sanctuary!
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“VANTAGE POINT DECEMBER 2020” 
THE GIFT OF THE MAGI 

By Doug Dunlop 

 

A long time ago, in a church that we 

know, there were a lot more 

children than we have today. The 

children have grown up and gotten 

married and have children of their 

own. Such is the wheel of life.  

In those long-ago days, I sometimes 

did Children’s Sermons and little 

“Gospel Magic” tricks.  

The principle of “Gospel Magic” is 

to use simple illusions to teach a 

truth about the Gospel. The point is 

not to figure out the illusion but to 

understand the message or truth it is 

teaching. 

One “sermon” I did was about the 

“Wise Men” or “Magi” and the 

mysteries of Christmas. Since the 

word “Magician” is derived from 

“Magi” I used Magic as a vehicle to 

teach something about Christmas, 

(At least as far as I could understand 

it). 

There are many mysteries and 

traditions surrounding our 

celebration of Christmas. Some may 

be true; some are stories for 

children. I will not try to explain or 

challenge any of the old beliefs and 

traditions. Some things we just have 

to accept by faith and pray and learn 

until the day when God reveals the 

truth to us.  

One of our favorite stories is the 

“Three Wise Men” or “Magi” or 

“Kings” who followed the Star to 

Bethlehem. 

They may or may not have been 

Kings, possibly advisors to Kings, 

astrologers who looked to the stars 

to foretell the future. “Pagan” 

traditions often featured a star or 

comet foretelling the birth of a king 

or other important person. The 

Jewish people (I am told) did not 

believe in astrology so it is possible 

that the Wise Men’s visit served as a 

kind of “Bridge” between the Jewish 

and Pagan worlds. 

There is a short story by “O Henry” 

(a  Pen Name) called “The Gift of the 

Magi” which told the story of a 

young couple, Jim and Della who 

each gave up a treasured possession 

to buy a gift for the other.  

In the flurry of gift giving 

surrounding the Christmas season, 

the lesson we need to learn is the 

greatest gift is love and sharing for 

as the Master said “It is better to 

give than receive” Without love and 

sharing we are all alone. Love 

makes us one!  
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THE GIFT OF THE MAGI 

ONE DOLLAR AND EIGHTY-SEVEN CENTS.  

That was all. She had put it aside, one cent 

and then another and then another, in her 

careful buying of meat and other food. Della 

counted it three times. One dollar and eighty-

seven cents. And the next day would be 

Christmas. There was nothing to do but fall 

on the bed and cry. So, Della did it.  

 

While the lady of the home is slowly growing 

quieter, we can look at the home. Furnished 

rooms at a cost of $8 a week. There is little 

more to say about it. In the hall below was a 

letter-box too small to hold a letter. There 

was an electric bell, but it could not make a 

sound. Also, there was a name beside the 

door: “Mr. James Dillingham Young. “When 

the name was placed there, Mr. James 

Dillingham Young was being paid $30 a 

week. Now, when he was being paid only $20 

a week, the name seemed too long and 

important. It should perhaps have been “Mr. 

James D. Young.” But when Mr. James 

Dillingham Young entered the furnished 

rooms, his name became very short indeed. 

Mrs. James Dillingham Young put her arms 

warmly about him and called him “Jim.” You 

have already met her. She is Della. 

 

Della finished her crying and cleaned the 

marks of it from her face. She stood by the 

window and looked out with no interest. 

Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she 

had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a gift. 

She had put aside as much as she could for 

months, with this result. Twenty dollars a 

week is not much. Everything had cost more  

than she had expected. It always happened 

like that. 

 

Only $ 1.87 to buy a gift for Jim. Her Jim. She 

had had many happy hours planning 

something nice for him. Something nearly 

good enough. Something almost worth the 

honor of belonging to Jim. 

 

There was a looking glass between the 

windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen 

the kind of looking glass that is placed in $8 

furnished rooms. It was very narrow. A person 

could see only a little of himself at a time. 

However, if he was very thin and moved very 

quickly, he might be able to get a good view 

of himself. Della, being quite thin, had 

mastered this art. 

 

Suddenly she turned from the window and 

stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining 

brightly, but her face had lost its color. 

Quickly she pulled down her hair and let it fall 

to its complete length. 

 

The James Dillingham Youngs were very 

proud of two things which they owned. One 

thing was Jim’s gold watch. It had once 

belonged to his father. And, long ago, it had 

belonged to his father’s father. The other thing 

was Della’s hair. 

 

If a queen had lived in the rooms near theirs, 

Della would have washed and dried her hair 

where the queen could see it. Della knew her 

hair was more beautiful than any queen’s 

jewels and gifts. 

 

If a king had lived in the same house, with all 

his riches, Jim would have looked at his watch 

every time they met. Jim knew that no king 

had anything so valuable. 

 

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her, 

shining like a falling stream of brown water. 

It reached below her knee. It almost made 

itself into a dress for her. 

 

And then she put it up on her head again, 

nervously and quickly. Once she stopped for 

a moment and stood still while a tear or two 

ran down her face. 
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She put on her old brown coat. She put on her 

old brown hat. With the bright light still in 

her eyes, she moved quickly out the door 

and down to the street. 

 

Where she stopped, the sign said: “Mrs. 

Sofronie. Hair Articles of all Kinds.” Up to the 

second floor Della ran, and stopped to get 

her breath. Mrs. Sofronie, large, too white, 

cold-eyed, looked at her. 

 

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della. “I buy 

hair,” said Mrs. Sofronie. “Take your hat off 

and let me look at it.” Down fell the brown 

waterfall 

Twenty dollars,” said Mrs. Sofronie, lifting 

the hair to feel its weight. “Give it to me 

quick,” said Della. 

 

Oh, and the next two hours seemed to fly. She 

was going from one shop to another, to find a 

gift for Jim. 

She found it at last. It surely had been made 

for Jim and no one else. There was no other 

like it in any of the shops, and she had looked 

in every shop in the city. It was a gold watch 

chain, very simply made. Its value was in its 

rich and pure material. Because it was so 

plain and simple, you knew that it was very 

valuable. All good things are like this. 

It was good enough for The Watch. 

As soon as she saw it, she knew that Jim must 

have it. It was like him. Quietness and 

value—Jim and the chain both had quietness 

and value. She paid twenty-one dollars for it. 

And she hurried home with the chain and 

eighty-seven cents. With that chain on his 

watch, Jim could look at his watch and learn 

the time anywhere he might be. Though the  

watch was so fine, it had never had a fine 

chain. He sometimes took it out and looked at 

it only when no one could see him do it. 

 

When Della arrived home, her mind quieted 

a little. She began to think more reasonably.  

 

She started to try to cover the sad marks of 

what she had done. Love and large-hearted 

giving, when added together, can leave deep 

marks. It is never easy to cover these marks, 

dear friends— never easy. 

 

Within forty minutes her head looked a little 

better. With her short hair, she looked 

wonderfully like a schoolboy. She stood at 

the looking glass for a long time. “If Jim 

doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before 

he looks at me a second time, he’ll say I look 

like a girl who sings and dances for money. 

But what could I do—oh! What could I do with 

a dollar and eighty-seven cents?” 

 

At seven, Jim’s dinner was ready for him. Jim 

was never late. Della held the watch chain in 

her hand and sat near the door where he 

always entered. Then she heard his step in 

the hall and her face lost color for a moment. 

She often said little prayers quietly, about 

simple everyday things. And now she said: 

“Please God, make him think I’m still pretty.” 

 

The door opened and Jim stepped in. He 

looked very thin and he was not smiling. Poor 

fellow, he was only twenty-two—and with a 

family to take care of! He needed a new coat 

and he had nothing to cover his cold hands. 

Jim stopped inside the door. He was as quiet 

as a hunting dog when it is near a bird. His 

eyes looked strangely at Della, and there was 

an expression in them that she could not 

understand. It filled her with fear. It was not 

anger, nor surprise, nor anything she had 

been ready for. He simply looked at her with 

that strange expression on his face. Della 

went to him. 

 

“Jim, dear,” she cried, “don’t look at me like 

that. I had my hair cut off and sold it. I 

couldn’t live through Christmas without 

giving you a gift. My hair will grow again. 

You won’t care, will you?  
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My hair grows very fast. It’s Christmas, Jim. 

Let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice—

what a beautiful, nice gift I got for you.” 

 

“You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim slowly. 

He seemed to labor to understand what had 

happened. He seemed not to feel sure he 

knew. “Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. 

“Don’t you like me now? I’m me, Jim. I’m the 

same without my hair.” Jim looked around 

the room. “You say your hair is gone?” he 

said. “You don’t have to look for it,” said 

Della. “It’s sold, I tell you— sold and gone, 

too. It’s the night before Christmas, boy. Be 

good to me because I sold it for you. Maybe 

the hairs of my head could be counted,” she 

said, “but no one could ever count my love 

for you. Shall we eat dinner, Jim?” 

 

Jim put his arms around his Della. For ten 

seconds let us look in another direction. 

Eight dollars a week or a million dollars a 

year— how different are they? Someone may 

give you an answer, but it will be wrong. The 

magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not 

among them. My meaning will be explained 

soon. From inside the coat, Jim took 

something tied in paper. He threw it upon the 

table. “I want you to understand me, Dell,” 

he said. “Nothing like a haircut could make 

me love you any less. But if you’ll open that, 

you may know what I felt when I came in. 

 

” White fingers pulled off the paper. And 

then a cry of joy; and then a change to tears. 

For there lay The Combs—the combs that 

Della had seen in a shop window and loved 

for a long time. Beautiful combs, with jewels, 

perfect for her beautiful hair. She had known 

they cost too much for her to buy them. She 

had looked at them without the least hope of 

owning them. And now they were hers, but 

her hair was gone. But she held them to her 

heart, and at last was able to look up and say: 

“My hair grows so fast, Jim!” And then she 

jumped up and cried, “Oh, oh!” 

 

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful gift. She 

held it out to him in her open hand. The gold 

seemed to shine softly as if with her own 

warm and loving spirit. 

 

“Isn’t it perfect, Jim? I hunted all over town to 

find it. You’ll have to look at your watch a 

hundred times a day now. Give me your 

watch. I want to see how they look together.” 

Jim sat down and smiled. “Della,” said he, 

“let’s put our Christmas gifts away and keep 

them a while. They’re too nice to use now. I 

sold the watch to get the money to buy the 

combs. And now I think we should have our 

dinner. 

 

The magi, as you know, were wise men—

wonderfully wise men— who brought gifts to 

the newborn Christ-child. They were the first 

to give Christmas gifts. Being wise, their gifts 

were doubtless wise ones. And here I have 

told you the story of two children who were 

not wise. Each sold the most valuable thing 

he owned in order to buy a gift for the other. 

But let me speak a last word to the wise of 

these days: Of all who give gifts, these two 

were the most wise. Of all who give and 

receive gifts, such as they are the most wise. 

Everywhere they are the wise ones.  

 

They are the magi. 

 

 

Received from Doug Dunlop 
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HYMN OF THE MONTH 

 
SILENT NIGHT 

 (United Methodist Hymnal#239) 

Silent night, holy night, 

all is calm, all is bright 

round yon virgin 

mother and child. 

Holy infant, so tender and mild, 

sleep in heavenly peace, 

sleep in heavenly peace. 

 

Silent night, holy night, 

shepherds quake at the sight; 

glories stream from heaven afar, 

heavenly hosts sing Alleluia! 

Christ the Savior is born, 

Christ the Savior is born! 

 

Silent night, holy night, 

Son of God, love's pure light; 

radiant beams from thy holy face 

with the dawn of redeeming grace, 

Jesus, Lord, at thy birth, 

Jesus, Lord, at thy birth. 

 

Silent night, holy night, 

wondrous star, lend thy light; 

with the angels let us sing, 

Alleluia to our King; 

Christ the Savior is born, 

Christ the Savior is born! 

 

 

 

 
 



THE SPIRIT DECEMBER 2020   

 

TOTOWA UNITED METHODIST CHURCH 9 

 

 

"Silent Night, Holy Night" is one of the 

most popular Christmas carols, 

composed in 1818 by Franz Gruber to 

lyrics by Joseph Mohr in the small 

town of Oberndorf, Salzburg, Austria. 

The backstory is that as a youthful 

priest, Mohr had arrived in Oberndorf 

the year earlier. One day he went for a 

walk before he wrote it, looked out 

over a very quiet, winter-laden town. 

Being inspired by the town at peace, 

he wrote a song about a calm and 

bright silent night, and the wonder of a 

tender and mild newborn child, not 

long after the Napoleonic wars had 

taken their toll.  

Before Christmas Eve, Mohr brought 

the words to Franz Gruber, an organist 

in the nearby village of Arnsdorf and 

asked him to compose a melody and 

guitar accompaniment for the 

Christmas Eve service. As a result, the 

now-famous carol was first performed 

as “Stille Nacht Heilige Nacht” on 

Christmas Eve, 1818 at St. Nicholas 

church in Oberndorf. Joseph Mohr 

played the guitar and sang along with 

Gruber. 

An organ builder and repair man 

working at the church took a copy of 

the six-verse song to his home village. 

There, it was picked up and spread by  

 

 

 

two families of traveling folk singers, 

who performed around northern 

Europe. In 1834, the Strasser family 

performed it for the King of Prussia. In 

1839, the Rainer family of singers 

debuted the carol outside Trinity 

Church in New York City.  

“Silent Night, Holy Night” was 

translated into over 300 languages 

with many different arrangements for 

various voices and ensembles. It was 

sung in churches, in town squares, 

even on the battlefield during World 

War I, when, during a temporary truce 

on Christmas Eve by soldiers on both 

sides.  

Over the years, the carol's mystique 

continued to grow with its popularity. 

And this simple melody, with its words 

of comfort, become a beloved hymn of 

peace throughout the world and has 

been performed by a vast number of 

singers from every music genre ever 

since.  
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“CHRISTMAS COMET”! 
 
The winter moon is shining bright and 

bold, 

Shining on the people, shivering in the 

cold. 

The Christmas Comet too, is shining 

up above, 

A promise to the people, for peace and 

hope and love. 

The moon shines bright, to light the 

night,  

for all the world to see. 

That Christmas is a promise of hope for 

you and me. 

We just need to reach out, and hitch a 

ride upon that star. 

To make that promise happen, and end 

all fear and war. 

Merry Merry Christmas, the stars are 

shining bright, 

For rich and poor, for all are loved, in 

God’s sight. 

 
 
            

  

“THE TURKEY WHO SAVED 
CHRISTMAS” 

 

Twas’ the night before Christmas, and 

Oh what a fix, 

All the reindeer had called in sick. 

It must have been green hay or 

something like that, 

Or Rudolph’s party that left them all 

flat. 

Poor Santa was wondering what should 

he do, but Mrs. Claus came up with an 

idea that was new. 

“Remember that Turkey you saved on 

Thanksgiving,  

He wants to thank you for letting him 

go on living. 

The reindeer have been teaching that 

Turkey to fly.  

He’s gotten so good he can touch the 

sky. 

So Santa hitched the Turkey to his sled.  

And with church bells ringing, off they 

sped. 

As they took their presents on their 

flight,  

I heard Gobble Gobble to you, and to 

all a good night. 

 

 
Contributed  by Doug Dunlop 
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A Christmas Memory 

 

Ruthie * and I would go to sleep                                          

and there would be no Christmas tree. 

Miraculously it appeared on Christmas 

Day, 

all trimmed with ornaments of glass— 

a robin that perched on a branch, 

a perfect dill pickle that hung from 

another, 

branches trimmed with tinsel “rain,” 

carefully hung strand by strand. 

 

On the couch our dolls, all in a line, 

wearing crisply ironed dresses. 

At the base of the tree, the train; 

with the touch of a switch 

it would run around 

the track in the rumpled snow 

that was a pure white sheet. 

Around the track, small houses, a train 

station, 

and tiny evergreens. 

 

We never knew how many hours 

It took our parents for this surprise. 

We never knew how little sleep 

they must have had on Christmas Eve. 

and still had time to arrange new gifts,  

to fill our long stockings with nuts, 

small change, and one beautiful tangerine 

for each.      

 

*my little sister    

 

Elizabeth Marchitti 

December 20, 2015 

 

 

 

 

Special  Guest 

 
We have three manger scenes  

each Christmas: 

one on the porch-- 

we bought it many years ago, 

when we were first married. 

 

The tiny one that miraculously 

was exactly the right size 

to fit in the opening 

of that small chest 

where our 3 foot tree stands, 

artificial, looking real. 

3o years old. 

 

One more, the beautiful manger scene 

that  takes up a whole shelf 

in our bookcase/stereo cabinet.         

A sparkling star hangs from the ceiling 

above. 

Three kings, on another shelf,  are 

on their way to see Jesus on January 6th. 

 

Mary and Joseph look down lovingly 

at the sleeping baby. 

A shepherd carries one of his sheep 

on his shoulders. as sheep and cows 

are seen in the background, 

and a quiet donkey hides. 

 

But wait, a dalmation puppy peers 

into the manger, close enough 

to give the sleeping king a kiss. 

Who's to say that there wasn't a puppy 

there on that miraculous night? 
 

Elizabeth Marchitti  

December, 2019 
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‘TWAS 11 DAYS BEFORE CHRISTMAS’

‘Twas 11 days before Christmas, around 9:38 when 20 beautiful children stormed 

through Heaven’s gate. 

Their smiles were contagious, their laughter filled the air. They could hardly 

believe all the beauty they saw there. They were filled with such joy; they didn’t 

know what to say. They remembered nothing of what had happened earlier that 

day. “Where are we?” asked a little girl, as quiet as a mouse. “This is Heaven” 

declared a small boy. “We’re spending Christmas at God’s house”. When what to 

their wondering eyes did appear, but Jesus, their savior, the children gathered 

near. 

He looked at them and smiled, and they smiled just the same. Then He opened his 

arms and He called them by name. 

And in that moment was joy that only Heaven can bring, those children all flew into 

the arms of their King.  

As they lingered in the warmth of his embrace, one small girl turned and looked at 

Jesus’ face. And as if He could read all the questions she had. He gently whispered 

to her, “I’ll take care of mom and dad”. 

Then He looked down on earth, the world far below. He saw all the hurt, the sorrow 

and woe. Then He closed his eyes and He outstretched His hand, “Let my power 

and presence re-enter this land”! 

“May this country be delivered from the hands of fools”. I’m taking back my nation, 

I’m taking back my schools”! 

Then He and the children stood up without a sound. “Come now my children let me 

show you around. “Excitement filled the space, some skipped and some ran. All 

displaying enthusiasm that only a small child can. 

And I heard Him proclaim as He walked out of sight, “In the midst of this darkness, 

I AM STILL THE LIGHT !!!!” 

 
Contributed by Doug Dunlop
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CHRISTMAS BLUES, AND OTHER NEWS! 
 

BY DOUG DUNLOP 
 

Christmas is coming, it’s almost here, everyone’s favorite time of the year?  

Except for some who are out in the cold, lonely and homeless and getting old. 

Or some that are trying their best to get through, trying to stay busy, lots to do. 

A frenzy of shopping, parties and fun, always moving, on the run. 

Watching the children, Santa parades, so many things to help us be brave! 

Another year coming, time to move on, sing the New Year’s Auld Lang Syne song. 

Gotta keep moving no matter the price, soon enough we’ll be packed in ice. 

So much bad news on the radio, where did all the happiness go. 

Someday Christmas will truly be here, and then we’ll all give a cheer! 

“God Bless Us Everyone”! now my story is done! 
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