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L i v i n g  i n  t h e  I n - B e t w e e n  
 
Advent is an in-between time of year. It is a season between the holidays 
of Thanksgiving and Christmas, yes.  However, Advent is also about what 
was and what is to be.  It is about what has already happened and what 
has yet to occur.  It is a time of joyful expectation as we worship God 
waiting for the coming of Jesus Christ into our world, into our hearts and 
into our homes. 

 

As Christians, we are called to live our lives fully in the world.  As human 
beings, however, we know all too well the realities of life: the joys and 
sorrows, triumphs and setbacks, the loves and the losses of being alive.  
We do live our lives fully. 

 

Yet, we also live expectantly.  Christians live life in the here and now and 
but we also live in anticipation of the life yet to come. 

 

 

 

For more about Advent at Good Shepherd visit:  

gslcwi.com/advent 
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December 2nd  
Noelle LoConte 

Therefore, since we have been justified through faith, we have peace with God through our Lord Jesus 
Christ, through whom we have gained access by faith into this grace in which we now stand. And we 
boast in the hope of the glory of God.  Not only so, but we also glory in our sufferings, because we know 
that suffering produces perseverance; perseverance, character; and character, hope. And hope does not 
put us to shame, because God’s love has been poured out into our hearts through the Holy Spirit, who has 
been given to us.  
Romans 5:1-5  

For my job, I am a medical oncologist, which means I am a cancer doctor. Most of the 
patients I treat have incurable cancer and live in a time of liminality. Sometimes we 
know they are incurable right away at the time of diagnosis. The liminality of those 
situations are the realization that death is sooner than they may have thought, and what 
do they do with their remaining time? How do they keep living normally, when 
“normal” has gone out the window? Sometimes the chance of a cure exists, but we 
won’t know for sure until they have had five years pass between treatment and the 
declaration of “cure.” So, those patients (and families) live in liminality for those years: 
what if the cancer comes back? Usually when cancer comes back, it is no longer curable, 
so in some sense they are looking over the edge of cliff, wondering what will happen. 
How do you carry on with chores and work and the mundane of life when you might 
learn at your next CT scan that the cancer is back? How do you not worry that the cancer 
is reappearing or worsening every time you have a cough or a new pain? Some patients 
and families avoid the discomfort of liminality by denying the seriousness of their 
cancer. I have a litany of patients who I know have been told their prognosis, only to tell 
their family, “No one told me how long I will live.” I fully understand this use of denial 
as a coping skill, though it robs us of the time to come to terms with the discomfort of 
liminality and the what-ifs. I also live in liminality with these patients – I often wish I 
could fix their suffering, take away their cancer, heal the pain of their families, but often 
all I can do is listen and bear witness as they go through the process of moving from one 
space to another. Often this time of liminality is also a thing of great beauty and grace: 
amends made to estranged children, marriage proposals to long-term partners, quitting 
jobs which don’t provide fulfillment, making large donations, urgent checking off of 
bucket lists and all the beautiful experiences that come along with that.  
Sometimes I am certain I have witnessed a miracle made possible by this time of 
liminality. I have a drawer in my office where I have saved every card, postcard, note, 
calendar, obituary, etc. that a patient or a family has ever sent to me. To me, these are a 
physical representation of what living in the between times can mean, of what the 
perseverance, character and hope that comes from suffering can look like.   
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December 3rd 
Ryan Panzer 

He said, “Go out and stand on the mountain before the Lord, for the Lord is about to pass by.” 
Now there was a great wind, so strong that it was splitting mountains and breaking rocks in 
pieces before the Lord, but the Lord was not in the wind; and after the wind an earthquake, 
but the Lord was not in the earthquake;  and after the earthquake a fire, but the Lord was not 
in the fire; and after the fire a sound of sheer silence. When Elijah heard it, he wrapped his face 
in his mantle and went out and stood at the entrance of the cave. Then there came a voice to 
him that said, “What are you doing here, Elijah?”  
1 Kings 19:11-13   
 
When you are a seminary student, you learn about God constantly. You read textbooks 
on Jesus, you listen to lectures on the Gospels, you write papers on theology. As a 
seminary student who has taken most of my classes online, I have completed most of 
this work on a laptop or smartphone. I would not trade my seminary education for 
anything. Studying theology at Luther Seminary has been a tremendously enriching and 
rewarding experience. It has expanded my theological horizon in ways I never would 
have imagined.  
And yet, learning about God and experiencing God is not the same thing.  
   I suppose I am like many in my generation who would point to an experience of God in 
creation. When I think of the place where I have felt most connected to God, two places 
come to mind. The first is Pine Lake Camp. Many of you are likely familiar with that 
wonderful retreat up in the Waupaca woods. The second is Rock Island State Park. While 
Rock Island is not a Bible camp, it is out of reach of a cell tower, and rugged enough 
where I would not want to pack my laptop.  
   I try to get up to Pine Lake when I can these days. I make the trip to Rock Island every 
summer. Both places afford me the opportunity to silently reflect on what God has done 
in my life. Since I cannot haul my seminary textbooks with me, getting away to Pine 
Lake or Rock Island provides the chance to see how the grace of God discussed in my 
theology lectures is in fact very much at work in the world, and that this grace extends 
even to me.  
   The thin spaces in my life are places where digital distractions are unavailable. Without 
the chatter of my apps and notifications, all I can hear is the voice of Christ - along with 
the occasional howl of coyotes or rustle of whitetail deer. I could read all I want about 
God’s calling in abstract. I need to unplug and venture out to actually experience it.  
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December 4th  
Emily Thomson 

Be still and know that I am God  
Psalm 46:10 (NIV) 
 
 “Praise Him in the hallway”“God doesn’t close doors without opening a window”  “If 
nothing ever changed, there would be no butterflies”“And if not, He is still good” These 
are some of phrases you hear when you find yourself in a place of change or transition. 
This last one has spoken deeply to me and is often cited as Daniel 3:18. It is not a direct 
translation but more of a synopsis of the faith journey of Shadrach, Meshach and 
Abednego. The faith to be able to know that no matter if you find yourself in a fiery 
furnace or not, in the end He is God and He is good. Luckily, my faith journey has not 
involved any fiery furnaces to date but many times I have found myself facing a spot 
where I needed to trust God and affirm, He is good.  

My graduation from Ball State with a degree in education during a time when only 25% 
of my class found a teaching position (and I wasn’t one of them) was the first time I 
discovered Psalm 46:10. I didn’t know it was a psalm then because I only knew the 
phrase “Be Still and Know”.  “Be Still and Know” became a way for me to slow my 
whirling, fiery brain and start learning to trust in something unseen. Later my journey 
included a teaching position in a new state, a husband, three children, and two houses. 
Along the way of not always knowing the next steps, I found a little more of my 
centering verse: “Be Still and Know that I Am”.  The great “I Am” continued to calm my 
whirling, fiery brain and force me to trust that all will be right in the end. Shortly before 
the next “between place” of a lost job and a move to a new state, I found a plaque of the 
entire verse of Psalm 46:10. The final piece of what I always knew was completed in the 
only way it could be – with God. The Psalm was one of the first things to hang in our new 
Wisconsin kitchen. From its’ place, I have been reminded through several “between 
places” to stop, be still and know God. My whirling, fiery brain is slowed for moments 
and my trust is challenged and grown. 

 As I am facing a large “between place” of an empty nest and searching for new work, I 
found an addendum to my centering verse “and if not, He is still good”. This melds my 
verse with another phrase that has seen me through the dark places of loved ones going 
home to heaven, “God is Good…Always”. My whirling, fiery brain is slowed, my trust is 
secure, and I know that wherever the next place is, it is Good because He is already there.  

 

Stop and realize that I am God  
Psalm 46:10 (Beck’s)  
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December 5th  
Mark Renner 

      God... when pursued 
is the White Tail (tale) flash 
in the brush...  
the sound of something leaving quickly to avoid... 
not detection, but 
ultimate domestication. 
     Sometimes,  
when sleeping on the tree stump, 
in the patch of sun, 
in the midst of snow cold winter, 
God comes to nuzzle your hunting boots, 
just to keep the game alive. 
     One can no more than tremble at such a moment. 
 

Many years ago, (I think I was 7 or 8 years old) I begged dad to take me along deer 
hunting at “Buck Rock.” This was mythic, since, year after year, many members of the 
family harvested a buck deer from the shelter of this particularly large boulder in the 
east woods of Grandpa’s farm. We walked together in silence, through the crunchy 
November snow, in pre-dawn darkness, and took our seat at the rock.   

Even close to Dad, the rock at our backs to block the wind, I was soon miserably 
cold. When the sun came up, cloud cover and the bare oak branches overhead made any 
hope of being warm a joke.  I struggled between wanting to stick it out so I would not 
disappoint Dad and the deep fear that soon my hands and feet would just fall off. Finally, 
I spoke up. “Dad, I’m frozen.”  Dad said, “Can you find your way back? Follow the fence, 
until it reaches the road and turn right, toward the house.”   

I started bravely enough, but soon was hopelessly lost. The trees had no defining marks 
to provide direction. Clouds blocked the sun, so I could not gain a sense of direction. I 
could not find the fence line we had followed in the dark.  With each step, the woods 
became less familiar, less safe, and I got colder.  There is no panic like 7-year-old 
panic. Absent developed adult skills of assessment and planning, primitive 
“fight/flight” instincts took over. I started to run. Within moments I knew I had no hope 
of finding my own way out. I started to sob. I was mad at myself. I was mad at the woods 
that would not show me a way out.  I was terrified.   
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“Dad....Dad...DAD...DADDY, I’m lost. Where are you?” 

The fear of abandonment, being lost in the face of the universe, lies deep in the sense of 
self.  Danish Lutheran philosopher Soren Kierkegaard called this “existential angst,” or 
anxiety about our very being.  Angst is pervasive weightlessness, like that experienced 
by astronauts, translated into feeling one is falling headlong at everything, but landing 
on nothing: relationally, spiritually, emotionally, epistemologically, or teleologically.   

Inability to find one’s way “home” to warmth and safety, and the anxiety that comes 
with that inability, is never far from the human heart.  It does not take much to remind 
any of us of our deficiency.  Whole genres of politics, entertainment, and marketing are 
focused on turning those anxieties into profit by promising mental and emotional 
“comfort food.” Karl Marx opined that religion was such a “comfort food,” an opiate for 
the people to distract from their misery and prevent them from lashing out against 
economic injustice and power imbalances. He was correctly observing how easy it is for a 
social order based on the dominate/manipulate model to exploit the human tendency 
toward INCURVATUS IN SE (rolled up within one’s self) by linking religious or political 
virtue signaling to the need to “belong” or to be “safe” or to be “valued.”    

  The narrative of humanity to address this loss of meaning is “theodicy,” (how do we 
justify the ways of God?)  In book of Job, two theodicies are brought into sharp contrast. 
The first attempt is raised by Job’s “friends.” God is a God of power and retributive 
justice, so you are being punished, justly, for something you have done. Confess. There is 
an assumption of a quid pro quo at work. God deals with us according to our level of 
perfection, or lack of it.  Job got what he had coming.   

The second theodicy is attributed to the Almighty himself.  In response to Job’s, “ELI? 
ELI? LEMA SABBACTHANI?” God makes himself known in the whirlwind. From a literary 
perspective, this is not by accident.  Job invites us to look at the chaos at creation. The 
author confirms this, placing the words of creation in God’s response, “Where were you 
when I laid the earth’s foundation?” Some conclude this affirms the notion of God’s 
capricious exercise of power, bullying Job into acquiescence to what is happening to 
him. “I’m going to do what I’m going to do.”  I think they may be missing something 
crucial. 

By invoking creation, the author of Job frames the issue as the source of life itself. Is Job 
being told that he is being acknowledged as a child of God? In the face of his pain and 
sense of abandonment and loss, the display of power by God seems cruel and 
callous. However, there is another possibility. Job sees no way out. His stinking body, full 
of sores, is as close to the mud of Eden as you can get, ashes to ashes, dust to dust.  
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There is nothing for him to do but trust that his redeemer lives. Only a creator God is 
able to resurrect his life. God must provide context for and movement to such trust, 
thus, the purposeful display of power. Otherwise Job would have something of his own to 
hang onto.   

Placement early in the Old Testament gives the impression it is close to the time of 
Abraham. Thematic review suggests it is much later, possibly a couple of hundred years 
before the time of Christ.  The story picks up the creation, ADAM/EVE in the garden, the 
fall, Jacob’s wrestling with God (and Jacob’s prevailing), exile into bondage, and the 
awesome display of God’s glory (theophany) at Sinai. Retelling the story of the salvation 
and restoration of Israel through the character of Job, the author makes a powerful case 
for the TRUST=JUST model of relationship with God, as did the writer of the 23rd Psalm 
long before.  No wonder that Job is often cited by modern Jews as a hopeful message in 
the face of the SHOAH (complete destruction) experienced in the Nazi death camps. 

Notice that perfection is not required! God’s affirmation of Job’s goodness is what 
started the problems in the first place, almost as if the closer one is to God the harder life 
can be. It is Job’s willingness to challenge God to be what God claims to be, having 
defended God’s justice throughout, that gives rise to the rebuke of the friends by God 
and the restoration of Job. God handles Job’s challenge by affirming God’s 
trustworthiness through the recounting of the loving intent and acts of creation 
history.  TRUST=JUST is also an attribute of God! The willingness of the people of God, 
recorded multiple times in the scriptures, to challenge God to be God is the evidence of 
their trust, not a manifestation of unfaith.  

In the cold woods, I called out, “Dad....” It did not take long to hear the answer. He was 
trustworthy in his response as he walked with me out along the fence line I had 
missed.  I know he was disappointed I had made noise enough to scare the deer. I know 
he was relieved as well that I had called out when I needed 
him.  ABBA!  Papa!  Daddy!  Are you there? At the beginning of the Lord’s Prayer, Jesus 
says this is how to begin to talk to God. 
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December 6 
Ashley Vlack 
“He has made everything beautiful in its time. He has also set eternity in the human heart; yet 
no one can fathom what God has done from beginning to end” Ecclesiastes 3:11 

I’ve experienced several liminal times in my life- times when I have noticeably shifted 
from one chapter to another, from one version of myself to the next. One of those times 
was during college at UW-Whitewater. I was heavily involved with a campus ministry 
and was given the opportunity to spend the summer in Ghana, ministering to people and 
sharing the good news. As the trip approached and generous donations poured in, my 
health unexpectedly declined from the weight of everything I was attempting to balance 
- too much. It left me struggling with an especially rough bout of anxiety. After much 
debate and many tears, my doctor, family and I decided the best thing for me was to stay 
closer to home for the summer. I remember feeling completely frustrated with the 
situation but mostly disappointed in myself for not being able to juggle everything. Up to 
that point, everything had fallen so completely into place that it seemed like the trip was 
meant to be. What I didn’t realize at the time was that saying no to Ghana created space 
for another kind of blessing to unfold.  

Around that time, I received an email from Sarah Iverson asking if I was interested in 
helping on the youth-parent trip to Pine Ridge Reservation that summer. I honestly 
hadn’t given Pine Ridge much thought before then. My mom and sister had gone the 
first year and I knew there was a great need, but I honestly felt drawn to more “exciting” 
opportunities abroad. I somewhat reluctantly agreed to go, not really expecting too 
much one way or another. Oh, I was so foolish. Once we arrived on the reservation, I 
can’t describe it, but I felt such overwhelming peace. I was immediately taken with the 
the dreams of Lakota youth sprinkled across the walls of the Dream Center, the 
breathtaking sunsets over the sacred black hills, and the altar on the hill, lovingly made 
by GS travelers with river stones, in memory of Lakota youth who have taken their lives. 
It is also a harsh place in every sense of the word- from the brutally hot summers and 
heartbreaking tribal history, to the ongoing exploitation of land and severe poverty 
gripping many families. In the midst of it all, we spent the week doing what we know- 
learning, listening, playing with kids, sharing meals and giving piggyback rides galore.  

I have returned too many times to count. Each time I reconnect with the same kiddos I 
met on that very first trip (some now teenagers!) while meeting new friends too. Pine 
Ridge unexpectedly, yet thankfully, has become a soul place for me - a place where I 
arrive and instantly feel at home, like I’m exactly where I need to be, doing exactly what 
I need to do. I look forward to returning this December and for years to come. From this 
chapter in my story I have come to realize that God doesn’t always give us what we 
want, but He always gives us exactly what we need, and it’s always at the perfect time.  
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December 7 
Sue Lewis 

“Jesus Christ the same yesterday, and today, and forever.” Hebrews 13:8 

Everything had changed in a moment.  It was three years ago and we were planning a big 
vacation to Vancouver Island, BC. We had been preparing for several months - now we 
would be going nowhere. “Gary, you need open heart surgery as soon as possible.”  
Those words hit both of us like a bucket of ice water and we both gasped.  As the 
cardiologist began explaining the details, I could feel my own heart beginning to pound.  
As an RN, I knew the risks and possible complications well - too well probably.   I began 
to pray silently, but my prayer turned into a painful internal wail.  “Why God; why now; 
why this way; we’re not ready; I’m not ready…” It was a mercy that neither of us knew 
then what the coming months would bring with several more hospitalizations and a 
near fatal episode of acute heart failure before Gary’s heart troubles were over.   I think 
this betwixt time, between the first surgery and the recovery, was so much harder for 
me because I felt so alone.  Gary was the sick one; I was the well one.  I felt I had to be 
strong for Gary and keep myself very busy in order not to just fall apart completely.  This 
resulted in my being exhausted most of the time and fear plus exhaustion don’t equal 
peace or trust.  I know now that it wasn’t my strength or stubbornness that kept me 
from falling apart, but rather the prayers of friends and family and believers around the 
world. 

In those weeks that added up to months, I had to stand on the faithfulness of God and 
trust that He really did have a plan in all of this.  In order to do that, Hebrews 13:8 
became my mantra: “Jesus Christ the same yesterday, and today, and forever.”  Who He was 
in the 50 years since I had accepted him as my Lord is exactly who He is in the present and 
precisely who He will be in the future!  He has never failed us and He wouldn’t fail us now.   

A Christian author once wrote that our faith journey could be compared to standing in a 
spotlight on an otherwise totally darkened stage. While I am in the spotlight on that 
stage and the light stays still, I feel in control and want to stay there. In order to get me 
to move on, God moves the light.  I am now in the darkness with no explanation of the 
why. But I can see the light and if I am willing to move through the darkness I will again 
be in the light. 

To me, the betwixt times are the darkness that helps me move toward the Light. Thank 
You, Lord that You are my Light. 
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December 8  
Anonymous 
 

I was so excited for this new chapter in my life – getting married, starting a new job, and 
moving to a new city.  My parents enjoyed 50+ years of marriage, and I was looking 
forward to the same, including the plan to have at least 4 kids.   

Fast forward a year, and I quickly learned that my spouse and I held entirely different 
ideals of what a marriage was all about. Riddled with denial and embarrassment, I 
continued to portray a happy and successful marriage to those around me. With my self-
confidence plummeting, I turned to the church for support, but seeing all the kids and 
families just made me feel even worse. So, I stopped going to church, but continued to 
pray to God to save my marriage. 

Four years later, I was still waiting for therapists to give me the right solutions, and I 
was still waiting for God to answer my prayer. 

For some reason, I decided to call an out-of-state friend and finally shared my situation. 
He said, “Each time you think about something negative with your life, give equal time 
to thinking about something that is positive in your life.” While that was far from the 
solution I wanted, I gave it a try anyway. 

Then, a few weeks later, I reached out to another friend and again shared my situation. 
She asked, “What do see in your future?”  My response was, “I fix my marriage and live 
happily ever after or I get a divorce and live happily ever after.” She said, “What about 
the possibility that nothing changes and you live in limbo the rest of your life?” 

I was speechless and felt like I had been hit with a 2 x 4.  I had never even thought about 
that third possibility, but that was exactly where I seemed to be headed.  After absorbing 
these two separate conversations, I realized I was so attached to what “I” thought my 
future was going to hold, I was unwilling to accept anything that deviated from that 
picture.  This also prevented me from feeling joyful for others who were happy. 

I gradually started to lean more on God, not for answers, but for support.  Instead of 
praying for my marriage to stay intact, I simply prayed for direction and guidance. And, I 
thanked God for giving me those two friends at exactly the right time.   

Proverbs 3:5-6:  “Trust in the LORD with all your heart and lean not on your own 
understanding; in all your ways submit to Him, and He will make your paths straight.” 

I did eventually seek a divorce, and I have since remarried. I have a wonderful spouse 
and family, although it does fall shy of the 4-plus kids I envisioned (WHEW!).   
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Overall, I believe I’m exactly where God wants me to be. Those years of liminality now 
allow me to more easily deal with the ups and downs of life. And, I’m much more at 
peace without having everything planned out because I know I’m not alone. 

Any yet, I also know I’m not perfect.  I still catch myself trying to manage life on my 
own.  It is those times where I especially reflect on this story reminding myself that 
while I may not like a given situation, I need to be patient and put my trust in God.   

Philippians 4:6-7: “Be anxious for nothing, but in everything by prayer and 
supplication, with thanksgiving, let your requests be made known to God; and the 
peace of God, which surpasses all understanding, will guard your hearts and minds 
through Christ Jesus.” 

God’s decision – not mine -- to give me the years of liminality with my first marriage 
changed the direction of my life.  Remembering that helps me realize that with God by 
my side, I can more easily face other times of liminality as they occur even though I 
know it is very possible that the result or solution “I” desire or envision may not be the 
same as the one that God intends for me. 
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December 9  
Greg Meyer 
 
In my college days, the pastor of my church had graduate degrees in both Divinity and 
Engineering. I thought he was a real nerd. I went on to receive graduate degrees in both 
Divinity and Engineering. 

Therefore, I’ve spent much of my life studying and pondering truths physical and 
metaphysical, scientific and spiritual, natural and supernatural. It has created in me a 
fair amount of cognitive dissonance. 

I’ve read a lot of books, written by Christians smarter than me, whose purpose was to 
ease or even erase that tension, to defend the rationality of our faith. And yet Paul, when 
recommending the gospel to the sophisticated and proud Corinthian congregation, did 
not assert its philosophical superiority, nor its internal logical consistency, nor its 
historical trustworthiness, nor its aesthetic beauty. He embraced its foolishness. 

1 Cor 1:21-24 

For since in the wisdom of God the world through its wisdom did not come to know 
God, God was well-pleased through the foolishness of the message preached to save 
those who believe. For indeed Jews ask for signs and Greeks search for wisdom; but we 
preach Christ crucified, to Jews a stumbling block and to Gentiles foolishness, but to 
those who are the called, both Jews and Greeks, Christ the power of God and the 
wisdom of God. 

I have little patience for the sinister form of anti-intellectualism I find in some corners 
of the Church, where stubborn denial of demonstrable fact is mistaken for great faith 
and obedience.  Yet I have built my entire worldview around the irrational and 
unprovable assertion that a dead Israelite was resurrected thousands of years ago.  Each 
Sunday I joyfully proclaim my belief in the nonsensical notions that God is three and 
also one and inhabits a human body. 

There are times when I find all of it rather absurd, rather embarrassing, rather foolish.  I 
hold on, I suppose, for the same reasons we all do. Because there are other times when, 
out of the corner of my eye, I get a glimpse of a shadow of something transcendent. The 
veil between heaven and earth parts ever so slightly and briefly and offers me a 
tantalizing taste of eternity. Yes, it is hard to explain, but it is impossible to explain 
away. 
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I ache with anticipation for the day when my questions will be answered, and my 
curiosity will be satisfied, and my foolishness will be proven wise. Until then, I believe 
and I doubt. I trust and I question. I confess and I deny. I praise and I curse. I hope and I 
despair. And I wait. 

1 Cor 13:9-10, 12 

For we know in part and we prophesy in part; but when the perfect comes, the partial 
will be done away... For now we see in a mirror dimly, but then face to face; now I 
know in part, but then I will know fully just as I also have been fully known. 
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December 10 
Krista Nelson 

At times in my life I have come to a point, a liminal area, where I have been uncertain of 
how to proceed. Liminal is derived from the Latin word limen, simply meaning a 
threshold. A threshold joins one area to another, i.e. an entrance, doorway, portal, etc. 
Sometimes these areas can be comfortable and predictable while other times frightening 
and uncertain. 

In August of 2013 when my sister died, I lost not only a sister but my best friend. In 
November my husband, Don, fell on the ice, hit his head, and broke his back. In 
December our daughter-in-law gave birth prematurely to our grandson, Drew, who 
spent 98 days in the NICU. In January of 2014 Don had brain surgery to remove a tumor 
that was detected when he fell on the ice in November.  

While dealing with all of these traumatic incidents my mind was flooded with questions. 
How do I deal with all of this simultaneously? When will our lives improve? Will Drew 
lead a normal life? Will Don’s tumor be cancerous? It was an exhausting time of 
uncertainty. 

During those six months I spent much time waiting … waiting for test results, waiting 
for paperwork, waiting for life to improve. During the waiting I discovered I enjoyed 
being alone, as it gave me time to think, to be still, and to look realistically for hope. I 
remembered the Bible verse, “Be still and know that I am Lord,” Psalm 26:10. It gave me 
comfort. In our fast-paced world it is challenging to be still, but it gave me time to 
process everything that was going on in our family’s lives. The stillness gave me time to 
think, to pray, and to hope. 

During that time I also tried to be more aware of others around me. I soon realized I was 
not the only one going through tough times. I found myself being more “in the 
moment,” appreciating the simple things in life. 

One cold, January night on my way home from the UW Hospital where Don was 
recovering, I appreciated the peacefulness of the night with a fresh blanket of snow. As I 
turned into our driveway, I saw something unfamiliar. It was a bright light reflecting off 
the snow, nestled on top of a snowbank. What was it? Had I forgotten to turn off an 
outside light? No … it was a stunning ice globe with a candle flickering inside! It was a 
glimmering light of HOPE piercing the cold, dark night! Tears of joy ran down my 
cheeks! My compassionate neighbor had provided me with a ray of hope.  
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On the wall by the front door of our home is this prayer: 

O, Lord God, who has called us as thy servants 
To ventures of which we cannot see the ending, 

By paths as yet untrodden and through perils unknown: 
Give us faith to go out with good courage. 

Not knowing where we go; 
But only that thy hand is leading us 

 And thy love supporting us; 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen. 

 
I first learned this prayer in 1973 when I worked as a volunteer at Holden Village, a 
Lutheran retreat center in the Cascade Mountains of Washington. This prayer served as 
the focus of our wedding in 1976 and has served as a constant reminder as we go in and 
out of our home through the liminal spaces of our lives. 
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December 11 
Becca Mortensen  

Trust in the LORD with all your heart; and lean not on your own 
understanding. In all your ways acknowledge God, who will direct your paths. 
Proverbs 3:5-6 

When I was denied admission to the music program after choosing the university 
because of its good reputation for that very program, I stood on the threshold of a 
metaphorical doorway - unsure if I should reenter that room months later after more 
practice and dedication, or if I should step all the way through that threshold into a 
hallway of unknowns. I was standing between what I had thought my purpose was and a 
bunch of unknown possibilities. 

In all honesty, I was probably more disappointed that my plan was shaken than that I 
was told “no” or “try again later” to the music department, because aside from being 
interested in firefighting when I was a toddler, I had always wanted to be a music 
teacher. I taught Sunday school music at church, took music theory classes, participated 
in community and school musicals, took vocal lessons, and did all I could to feel 
prepared for this path I was sure that I was on.  

There had been security in knowing the plan and being able to actively work toward it, 
but suddenly, my stability in a plan was lost. 

In advent, we know what we’re waiting for because through tradition, we repeat this 
same wonderful story each season. We can imagine what the anticipation was like for 
Mary, Joseph, and the world, but we know the end result and so in some ways, advent 
can seem like an easy wait. But in our own lives, these times of uncertainty, transition, 
and waiting are harder because we can’t see what’s coming and can’t be as sure of how 
to prepare for what’s next.  

I often want to skip through the uncertainty of transition. Even in my work here, I 
sometimes want to skip the transition period and get right to being secure! It’s like me 
saying, “let’s skip advent and just bring in baby Jesus!” 

But during these times of transition or “Holy Spirit tornadoes” is when I become most 
aware of how God is a master coordinator. Even before I knew music education wasn’t 
my path, God had already provided experiences, insight, support systems, and 
affirmations that would guide me to and prepare me for where I am now. I even recall 
looking at my resume one day in college and realizing that so much of what I’d 



 
18 

 

experienced was preparing me for a path into youth ministry! As we wait in, wonder 
about, pause over, trip through, or freeze above our thresholds, God is coordinating. 

We might be unsure of which direction to put our focus, but there is someone who really 
knows what is coming and what is needed. I admittedly don’t seek out or naturally enjoy 
the liminal seasons of my own life, but I trust that when they come, God is working on 
the details and coordinating what will be needed with whatever path I take going 
forward.  
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December 12th  
Judy Liliensiek  
God’s loving presence and guidance in my life have been amazing moments of feeling 
connected to the Spirit and love of God. In October 2017, my husband Bill and I decided 
to go to Hawaii to celebrate 50 years of marriage. Our daughter was healing after a year 
of treatment for breast cancer. 

Claiming and believing “All good things work for those who love the Lord,” (Philippians 
4:14) we arrived in Honolulu on Oct 13, 2017. We visited Pearl Harbor, and my husband 
was so happy - he was in awe of the many memorials. October 14 we boarded a cruise 
ship, where we relaxed and saw the sights. On October 17 we were in Hilo, Hawaii. We 
went to a Botanical Gardens by the ocean, and it was so beautiful that Bill said “this is 
just like paradise.” We went back to the cruise ship, rested, went up on deck and had a 
drink. When we came back to our cabin to dress for dinner, my husband felt short of 
breath. I propped him up on pillows and tried his relief inhaler, but there was no 
improvement. I dialed 911 and opened the door. Help was there within minutes and took 
him to the ship infirmary. I followed, but they had me go back to my room to pack up 
with two men assisting. My husband was being taken off the ship and we were leaving 
the port in 30 minutes. If I did not get down to the dock in time for the ambulance, they 
would send me by taxi. I hoped and prayed to be on time to be in the ambulance with 
him. I was.  

When I came to the dock, they brought Bill out on a stretcher and were doing chest 
compressions. “That is not good,” I thought. All the way there, they continued the chest 
compressions. They took him right in and continued to work on him as I sat outside the 
curtain in shock. A few minutes later the doctor came out and told me my husband was 
gone.  I was in a state of shock. Moments later a volunteer from VASH (Visitors Aloha 
Society of Hawaii) named Jerry came to be with me. (His presence formed an immediate 
connection as my oldest brother is named Jerry.) Jerry stayed with me and we said 
prayers, and read Psalms 23, the Lord’s Prayer and other bible verses. I felt a strong 
presence of God.  

Jerry spoke with my children. They were assured I would not be alone. Jerry arranged for 
hotel accommodations, took me to the grocery store, drove me to my hotel, gave me her 
cell phone number for contact, and made sure I had things to eat and drink. The next day 
Jerry drove me to the funeral home, stayed with me while I communicated with my son 
and daughter. The following day, Jerry took me to the airport, and on the way stopped 
for prayers in a beautiful healing garden. On the flight home, I sat next to mother and 
daughter, Susan and Allison. This too was of comfort as I have a dear Christian friend 
named Susan Allison. I saw God working, and I knew that my husband was with God. I 
felt I had the presence of God and His angels during this transition of death to eternal 
life. 
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December 13th  
Ian Coen-Frei  

Recently, my life has been filled with physical transition. The seminary schedule is one 
year of classes, a summer doing chaplaincy, another year of classes, a full year of 
interning with a congregation, then a final year of classes before entering into a draft 
and being sent forth to a first call or a PhD program (another possibility). All told, once I 
complete seminary, I will have moved eight times between 4 states since finishing my 
undergrad degree in 2015. That’s a lot. And trying to find some sense of continuity, some 
feeling of stability, in this time has been a constant focus. 

Add to the physical movement the changes in my relationships (a marriage and the 
deaths of three close family members), the changes in my friends I have for support 
(three distinct groups), and grappling with discovering what God’s call in my life even 
means; the liminal time has become a norm for me. And while there are challenges that 
come with that, I have also begun to learn the ways in which God has been able to enter 
into this time and space in new, and completely unexpected ways. 

In seminary, one of the things I have learned to embrace is that with so much gray area 
in life, that we need to be careful about using rigid binaries to parcel up our lives in the 
world. Lutherans are beautifully equipped for this through our use of the terms: 
Both/And. We say we are both saint and sinner. That we are a church gathered around 
both Word and Sacrament. That we preach both Law and Gospel. This paradox, though 
challenging for my brain educated to look for fact or fiction, has been freeing to reach 
out for. In 1 Corinthians 1:18, Paul writes “For the message about the cross is foolishness 
to those who are perishing, but to us who are being saved it is the power of God.” The 
message about the cross (the Gospel) is not something which can easily fit into the 
categories we impose upon the world. As such, being freed to live in service to this 
unconstrained gospel means that the pilgrimage of my life will not follow a course that 
might fit into the boxes I want it to. It means that there will be times when I will have to 
pick up my cross and follow the Christ. But in these liminal times and spaces, that is 
when I have been able to, and hope to continue to encounter the crucified and risen 
Christ. 
 
 For it is in those experiences I hear Jesus speaking, saying, “Come to me, all you that are 
weary and are carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and 
learn from me; for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your souls. For 
my yoke is easy, and my burden is light.” (Matthew 11:28-30) 
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December 14th  
Sarah Iverson 

But now, this is what the LORD says— he who created you, Jacob,  he who formed you, Israel: 
“Do not fear, for I have redeemed you; 
    I have summoned you by name; you are mine. 
2 When you pass through the waters, 
    I will be with you; and when you pass through the rivers, 
    they will not sweep over you. 
When you walk through the fire, you will not be burned; 
  the flames will not set you ablaze. (Isaiah 43:1-3) 

Over the past 8 summers, I have had the honor of leading groups of GS pilgrims on 
journeys to Pine Ridge Reservation, South Dakota. Some evenings, sun and moon are 
suspended directly across from each other, bathing the prairie in light. The open spaces 
keep your head and heart walking a tightrope between feeling completely lost and finally 
found. The trip is a crash course in living liminally.  

The most liminal moments occur when we first arrive. As the bus pulls into the driveway 
emotions are high. Returning travelers are excited. New pilgrims are anxious. People are 
ready to be off the bus. Everyone wants to jump into doing something but it’s unclear 
what needs to be done first. 

As the trip leader, I dread this half hour. Everyone’s looking to me for answers, and I 
have yet to gain my own bearings. I can see the anxiety, fear, and eagerness on people’s 
faces. Without direction, I know those feelings can easily melt into regret, anger, and 
confusion. It’s a time for clear leadership but, in reality, I have little more information 
than they do. 

These 30 minutes are a microcosm of the feelings and experiences the week will 
certainly contain. If we can navigate this time with patience, grace, trust, humor, and 
mutual care – as individuals and a community – we are well positioned for the week 
ahead. 

But how can we do that? By year two, I figured it out! After our first trip, I realized that 
these first 30 minutes were in fact the pivotal moment of the trip.  

We needed to call it out. Name it. Claim it. 

Now, on each trip, we spend the last 20 miles of our approach in silence. We let our eyes 
take in the new terrain, while our hearts and heads gather themselves. As the Dream 
Center finally comes into sight, I say something like… 
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“These next 30 minutes are going to be, for most of us, the most uncomfortable parts of 
this whole trip. Despite our months of preparation, in this time you may feel unprepared 
and vulnerable. You’re gonna want me to tell you what to do and where to go, and I can 
tell you right now, I don’t know. It’s a time that’s ripe for us to be short with each other, 
to be defensive, and to be overly and overtly fearful. BUT, it’s only 30 minutes. If you can 
stay present, kind, and patient as I get our directions, and if we can each participate fully 
and kindly in what needs to be done, I can almost guarantee that 30 minutes from now 
we’ll feel more settled…and we’ll eat some homemade cookies.” 

So…I get off the bus, go meet the emotional whirlwind that is Lori, get our instructions, 
bring them back to the team and we get to work. 30 minutes later we’re waving goodbye 
to our bus driver, Paul, and settling in to listen to Lori over those homemade cookies. 

 

By naming and claiming the discomfort of that liminal time up front, we enter more 
gracefully and communally into it. It loses its power to scare us and assumes a power to 
transform us. 

Liminal times show up in our relationships, our work, our families, our congregation. All 
around me I see people living in life’s liminal experiences. Experiences that leave us in 
that in-between place for an unknown amount of time. They can be disorienting, 
maddening, scary, and exciting.  

In our baptism we are named and claimed as Children of God. As God’s children we are 
living in the ultimate in-between time. The time between Jesus’s resurrection and his 
coming again. It is a time ripe for fear, discomfort, and confusion. But if we name and 
claim our identity each day, we call out that liminal space we live in. Perhaps we can 
stand more confidently and hopefully in this betwixt time, offering ourselves up for 
continual transformation as we await Christ’s ultimate arrival. 
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December 15  
Mary Bosben 

Joyful Expectation is our theme for Advent at Good Shepherd this coming season.  

The phrase has an exciting ring to it. Perhaps it even brings back memories of our early 
childhood days – starting school, new friends, summers, Christmas gifts. Life was good! 
Time passed and as we aged there were new things to anticipate such as High School, 
dates, then college, perhaps new job opportunities, marriage and then maybe 
anticipating the arrival of children. Life was exciting! If we were blessed with Christian 
parents we grew to love the Lord and He became the focal point in our lives.I sat one 
gloomy, rainy day looking at a huge maple tree across the street. It seemed to have a 
million beautiful golden leaves.  The tree’s leaves, like ourselves, have a beginning and 
an end. The leaves, as they fall, have no worries during that span of their life. It made me 
ponder about how I have been living my life from beginning and until the Lord calls me 
home. Have I joyfully anticipated His coming and did I share that good news of salvation 
with others? Satan tries hard to discourage us from doing so!We all too soon discover 
that life is not perfect. We read in the paper and listen to the news everyday it seems of 
tragedies: the duck boat at the Dells sinking with lives lost, a plane with all passengers 
crashing into the ocean, an entire town named Paradise (how ironic) being wiped out by 
fires in California, children and adults killed by people with guns. The list goes on and 
on. We almost want to cry out to the Lord to come quickly!My sister and I spend some 
time together and often she says after the news stories that we should turn on the “Good 
News” station!  If only there was such a station! My husband and I used to sing duets 
often and one of the songs we sang was entitled:  I LOOK NOT BACK  (words by Annie 
Johnson Flint).  Three of the verses went like this: 

 I look not back; God knows the fruitless efforts, 
The wasted hours, the sinning, the regrets. 

 I leave them all with Him who blots the record. 
 And graciously forgives, and then forgets. 
 
 I look not round me; then would fears assail me, 
 So wild the tumult of earth’s restless seas. 
 So dark the world, so filled with woe and evil. 
 So vain the hope of comfort and of ease. 
 
 But I look up—into the face of Jesus, 
 For there my heart can rest, my fears are stilled; 
 And there is joy, and love, and light for darkness, 
 And perfect peace, and every hope fulfilled. 
 
Come, Lord Jesus.   We joyfully anticipate your arrival! 
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December 16  
Josie Mueller  

But they who wait for the LORD shall renew their strength; they shall mount 
up with wings like eagles; they shall run and not be weary; they shall walk and 
not faint. (Isaiah 40:31) 

The summer right after you graduate and before you go to college is probably one of the 
most interesting transition times of life. You feel like you have all this freedom because 
you are done with high school, yet you still are living at home abiding by your parents’ 
rules and expectations. At the start of the summer, all I wanted to do was get to school. I 
go to the University of Minnesota, and I was so ready to start my new life there. As the 
summer went on, I was still excited, but the reality of leaving and what that meant was 
really starting to hit me. Don’t get me wrong, at some moments I was ready to leave, but 
I also knew that when I left it would never be exactly the same. 

My home will always be my home, but it won’t be where I make all my new memories, 
which made me sad. The thought of not getting to see and be with my brothers as they 
grow up is also something that is super hard for me. It was during this whole 
complicated time that I really needed to put my full trust and faith in God. I prayed a lot 
and tried to read scripture every week. Coming to college I still didn’t really know what 
God’s plan was for me; I still don’t! Not knowing is so uncomfortable for me, so I knew I 
had to find people to journey with me. One of the things I was nervous about was finding 
a faith community and people that would support me in my relationship with Christ. I 
prayed that God would provide me with someone that I could trust to go with me to the 
different campus ministries.  

He not only answered that prayer, but he also found me one of my best friends. After 
finding a campus ministry that I liked, I went full in and felt closer to God than I ever 
have in my life. Just like with everything that’s good in your life, Satan takes it and tries 
to use it against you. As I navigate being a part of this new ministry during this new 
phase of my life, it’s challenging.  In high school I was a part of the same church as my 
parents, I had faith leaders and mentors in the church, I had experiences that I looked 
forward to at church each year. And now I have to figure out and make decisions – even 
decisions about faith – apart from all of that. That can be hard. Even though I am 
surrounded and loved by my close friends, campus ministry group, and my family I can 
still feel pretty alone. I have even felt frustrated at God because I felt like He is using this 
gift of a new faith community to awaken me to questions about what I am doing and 
what I believe.   
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I still haven’t figured it all out, but I also know that God has a plan and maybe I just have 
to wait and see. Waiting is really hard for me because I like to know things right away. I 
also try to plan out everything in my life and make every decision overly complicated, 
which doesn’t help. This new season of my life has definitely shown me that letting go 
and letting God is probably one of the most difficult things to do in life. Every day I pray 
and read scripture and try to live in the moment so that I don’t miss anything God has to 
tell or show me. By no means do I have it all figured out now, but that is the beauty of it, 
I don’t have to. God’s plan is greater than anything I could ever come up with. It’s not 
going to be easy all the time, but whatever He has for me is journeying towards. 
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December 17 
Kris Zimmerman 

The Lord said, “Go out and stand on the mountain in the presence of the Lord, for the 
Lord is about to pass by.”  Then a great and powerful wind tore the mountains apart 
and shattered the rocks before the Lord, but the Lord was not in the wind. After the 
wind there was an earthquake, but the Lord was not in the earthquake.  After the 
earthquake came a fire, but the Lord was not in the fire. And after the fire came a 
gentle whisper. When Elijah heard it, he pulled his cloak over his face and went out 
and stood at the mouth of the cave. Then a voice said to him, “What are you doing 
here, Elijah?” (1 Kings 19:11-13) 

About 10 years into our marriage, we found ourselves moving out of our single child 
family identity. Our second son was about to be born, and we felt ready to move from the 
familiar rhythms that we three Zimmermans were accustomed to. We had waited for 
what was the “right time,” and were well into the 9 month wait of meeting this new 
addition to our family. The wait was over as the day finally arrived for Aaron to be born. 
Now began of the next stage - between newborn and who this little guy was going to 
become. How were we going to help him get there? Future possibilities seemed endless. 

Not 24 hours after Aaron was born however, we found ourselves shell shocked as his 
skin went from slight discoloration to extremely jaundiced very quickly. He was rushed 
into the intensive care unit before we knew what was happening. It turned out he was 
struggling with ABO hemolytic disease, his blood cells being attacked by maternal 
antibodies. The onset was so rapid that it appeared incubation in UV boxes was not going 
to be enough to reverse the condition. We began talking about more drastic treatments 
like blood transfusion. It was pretty scary. Ultimately, we were fortunate that Aaron 
responded to subsequent treatments, and eventually recovered.  

In between the rush to the ICU and bringing our son home, we had about 2 weeks that 
felt like 2 years. It was all we could do to wait, doing what felt like nothing. We sat by as 
his condition fluctuated. We spent nights in the ICU in chairs, on pull-out beds. Our 
family visited and stayed with us. Friends and co-workers wondered how they could 
help out as they waited to see the outcome. Our lives were quickly consumed by waiting. 
Waiting with absolutely no idea where our situation would take us. If not helpless, we 
certainly felt like we very little agency in the way our own lives were unfolding. Prayer 
and community played no small part in helping us navigate through this storm as we 
constantly wondered “What are we supposed to do?”   
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Turns out that the driftless feeling existing in that space between what is and what’s 
next is not unique. We tend to feel it most during extreme situations like ours. Maybe 
between jobs or waiting to hear responses from college applications. But the thing is, 
this liminal space is always there. We are ALWAYS in between something. Waiting for 
water to boil, or an app to download, or your hair color to set. Between home and work 
on the morning commute. Liminal space is the ultimate connective tissue to our lives. 

For me it is that space where God just exists within creation, waiting for us to meet Him. 
His voice is always there, often underneath any number of activities or struggles, but it 
is there. As human beings we often define ourselves by what we are doing or have 
planned. It can be easy to miss the quiet of those liminal spaces that breathe in and out 
of every single moment. Gratitude of the present moment can allow us to fully 
appreciate what God has put in front of us, and what he has planned just ahead. And to 
just be grateful that we are not alone in the waiting. 
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December 18 
Sarah Key 
 

lim·i·nal /ˈlimənl/ adjective 
1. relating to a transitional or initial stage of a process. 
2. occupying a position at, or on both sides of, a boundary or threshold. 

 
For God alone my soul waits in silence, 

    for my hope is from him. 
 He alone is my rock and my salvation, 

    my fortress; I shall not be shaken. 
 On God rests my deliverance and my honor; 

    my mighty rock, my refuge is in God. 
Trust in him at all times, O people; 
    pour out your heart before him; 

    God is a refuge for us.  

Psalm 62:5-8 

 
Transitions are hard. It’s that simple and that real. Sometimes they are planned, while 
others aren’t. Some are desired, while others aren’t. Regardless, transitions are part of 
the cycle of creation and life. Personally, I am often so caught up in what is coming once 
the transition is complete or what I have lost in an unforeseen transition that I don’t 
stop to breath into the liminal space that accompanies the transitions in my life. I was 
reminded of this during a recent transition in my life. 

Last November (2017) my husband, children, and I answered God’s call for me to 
become a pastor.  This meant transitioning some of my responsibilities at Good 
Shepherd to other staffers, beginning the ELCA’s Candidacy process, applying for 
seminary and scholarships, and completing my bachelor’s degree.  At 39-years-old I 
was going back to school…online. Once I began my undergrad classes in March my life 
changed quickly. The next five months were an intense mesh of work, school, and a little 
family time squeezed in. Most days I felt stuck between two worlds, not having the time 
or energy to enjoy either to its fullest. I loved my classes, I love my family, I love the 
interns I got to work with at Good Shepherd, but I couldn’t give all of them the attention 
I wanted to. It wasn’t until I neared the conclusion of this liminal time that I was able to 
see the moments of support, grace, compassion, and mercy I experienced and fully 
appreciate them. Moments like receiving a campus tour by my Psychology of Religion 
professor at Colorado State when I was on campus in May. Hugs and love from our 
amazing interns. Moments of clarity and peace with our children and youth at Pine Lake 
Bible Camp. Family and friends encouraging me each step of the way. The instant bond I 
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felt and support I received from my seminary classmates when I arrived on campus to 
take Greek in July while I was still finishing my Senior Capstone class for my bachelor’s 
degree.  

Liminal space can be lonely and overwhelming.  Liminal space can also be full of love 
and grace. And I have come to realize that liminal space is a near constant in my life. 
There is space between my family life and ministry life and seminary life.  I think that is 
a good thing.  It forces me to embrace my πιστις (pistis); πιστις is New Testament Greek 
for faith or as my seminary professors tell us a faith grounded in trust.  This liminal 
space requires me to put my full faith and trust in our Creator; to take time to enjoy 
moments; to not just give, but also to receive grace from those I encounter; to give 
compassion and empathy to myself and others.   
 
“For in hope we were saved. Now hope that is seen is not hope. For who hopes for what is 
seen?  But if we hope for what we do not see, we wait for it with patience.  Likewise the Spirit 
helps us in our weakness; for we do not know how to pray as we ought, but that very Spirit 
intercedes with sighs too deep for words. And God, who searches the heart, knows what is the 
mind of the Spirit, because the Spirit intercedes for the saints according to the will of God. We 
know that all things work together for good for those who love God, who are called according 
to his purpose.” Romans 8:24-28  
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December 19 
Diane Charles 

“If we don’t encounter liminal space in our lives, we start idealizing 
normalcy.” – Richard Rohr 

I seem to be a person who needs routine - I’m old and I have lots of routines. And to me 
that defines normal. My life has recently been absolutely turned upside down. With 
upheaval comes loss of routine and everything that is normal. 

It started with the loss of my care receiver, who I had visited every other week for three 
years. Then the unexpected death of my best friend of 31 years - who was my sound of 
reason, we talked nearly every week. My chiropractor of 17 years with weekly visits was 
diagnosed with cancer and was gone within 3 months.  

As I was grieving these losses, my family (and I) were also very excited about the 
approaching birth of my second great-granddaughter, Kyrston Evalynn.  It was a 
healthy pregnancy for my granddaughter and normal delivery until everything went all 
wrong - Kyrston only lived 49 hours. At the same time, my youngest sister was dying of 
cancer, someone I talked things over with every day. Suddenly there was absolutely 
nothing in my life that felt normal. Even routines got forgotten or at best they didn’t feel 
good - mostly I just didn’t care about them. 

So how does one come back from this? I sure wasn’t “speaking” with my God because all 
I could think about was where had he been and how all of this could happen! I sought a 
spiritual director, but the re-hashing of events just was not comforting. So then, I tried 
finding comfort in routine again, but with such huge holes in my support system, that 
was very difficult also. 

Psalm 46:10 has been my mantra since the death of my husband 18 years ago, “Be still, 
and know that I am God”. It’s beautiful to say while walking and then even more powerful 
when taken apart.  

Be still, and know that I am God. 

Be still, and know that I am 

Be still, and know 

Be still, 

Be. 
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Peace can be found in those words and for me the beginning of trust again. Because you 
know right along with a good routine, comes ‘control’ and when we think that ‘we’ have 
control that is when we lose trust in God. I am slowly coming out of my betwixt time, 
with the help of many beautiful and loyal friendships. With time and distance from 
events comes more clarity - the chance to better appreciate where the hand of God was 
or better still when his arms were wrapped around me, holding me up. 
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December 20 
Dan Viegut’s 7th Grade AMPED Small Group (with help from Dan and 
Sarah) 

That same day Jesus went out of the house and sat by the lake. Such large crowds 
gathered around him that he got into a boat and sat in it, while all the people stood 
on the shore. Then he told them many things in parables, saying: “A farmer went out 
to sow his seed.  As he was scattering the seed, some fell along the path, and the birds 
came and ate it up. Some fell on rocky places, where it did not have much soil. It 
sprang up quickly, because the soil was shallow. But when the sun came up, the plants 
were scorched, and they withered because they had no root. Other seed fell among 
thorns, which grew up and choked the plants. Still other seed fell on good soil, where 
it produced a crop—a hundred, sixty or thirty times what was sown. Whoever has 
ears, let them hear (Matthew 13:1-9). 

Middle School may be one of the most liminal spaces of them all. Biologically, 
psychologically, socially – you are “in between” in all these areas of growth.  You’re 
trying out new activities, figuring out your friend group, trying on new identities, all 
while your hormones seem to be having their own adventure.  

It’s a time of life when a comment, an experience, a loss, or a question – however large 
or small – can become so deeply embedded in your heart and mind, that it affects your 
adult life in ways you don’t understand. It is a time of planting. Seeds are going in, but 
we have yet to see what fruit they will bear. It is a time that needs a good gardener. 

Our Confirmation ministry is called AMPED and it is full of good gardeners, who gather 
each week to feed the soil of these kids’ lives with patience, love, wisdom, humor, 
compassion, and usually some sort of baked good. 

Dan Viegut has been one of these gardeners for over 6 years. He interviewed his small 
group about their feelings when, among all the other things going on in their bodies and 
lives, they began their AMPED experience. Their questions and concerns are not so 
different from the one’s adults ask when entering into something unknown and new. 
Maybe, like them, we need to spend some time with a good gardener to keep the soil 
healthy while we wait for seeds to come forth.  

 “Starting Confirmation was a big change.  I’m already busy, and hungry, and I do 
sports/dance/etc. and I wasn’t sure what to expect.  Did I have time?” 
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“When I started Amped, I thought it would be boring and I felt like it was something others 
were making me do.   I wasn’t sure I wanted to do this.” 

“I also wasn’t sure how I’d fit in.  I knew people, but I knew them from school, and this is 
church. Would it be different?  But I got to know more people, different people, and I liked 
it.  I felt accepted.” 

“After coming for a while, I realized I really liked it, it was fun.  Even if some parts are 
boring, I want to come anyway.  I can learn here, learn about myself, and learn about 
God.  I can find out about who I am, and about what God wants for me.” 

“In Pastor time we learn about God’s story. With Becca and Sarah we get to talk more 
about what we do with our faith and figure out who we are to other people. In my small 
group we talk a lot, and laugh, and share about what’s going on in our lives. Dan tells us 
stories about stars and even brings us pickled herring (gross).  While I’m there I forget 
about a lot of stuff that I’m always thinking about, and I just get to be myself.” 
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December 21st  
Alison Ford  

 
A lot has changed for me in the past 6 months - graduating from the University of 
Minnesota, commissioning into the Navy, moving out to Washington, exploring 
National Parks, leaving behind family and old friends, and trying to make new ones. I 
still feel, excited, overwhelmed, hopeful, and anxious all at the same time. When I am 
more overwhelmed and anxious, it makes it harder for me to focus on what is constant 
and true. I’ve found that worship drowns out that voice of negativity.   

Lately, one form of worship for me has been hiking with Jesus - something about just 
being in nature and moving forward helps me process and connect. As I watched the sun 
rise over Crater Lake I learned that the destination is also just a moment, the real impact 
comes with the journey and recognizing what kept me going, what made it worth it. 
Another form of worship has been discovering what spiritual gifts I possess and then 
actually exercising them. My top three tend towards faith, teaching, and encouragement 
so I’ve tried to incorporate at least one of those aspects into every day.   

Then there’s worship through music which is sometimes able to put my feelings into 
words and speak truths when I can’t. Right now my go-to songs are: Open For Me - 
Preson Phillips, You Say - Anthem Lights, How To Be Yours - Chris Renzema, Your 
Glory/Nothing But The Blood - All Sons and Daughters, Hallelujah Here Below and 
Mighty God (Another Hallelujah) - Elevation Worship, Love Like This - Lauren Daigle, 
and Multiplied - NEEDTOBREATHE. I could go on...  

Basically, it’s hard to feel less-than when you’re praising a God who’s so much more. 
Taking that humble step back to repent and trust God in His sovereignty offers a life 
changing new perspective. I remember why I pursue my relationship with God, why He 
called me to serve in the ways I do, how He has been faithful in the past, how grateful I 
am for all the little things, and how worth it He is. In my experience, worship instills 
confidence, confirms identity, resets priorities, offers perspective, awakens joy, evokes 
gratitude, precedes understanding, and most importantly glorifies God. This passage 
has been a recurring theme for me lately:  

“Rejoice in the Lord always. I will say it again: Rejoice! Let your gentleness be evident to all. 
The Lord is near. Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and 
petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests to God. And the peace of God, which 
transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. Finally, 
brothers and sisters, whatever is true, whatever is noble, whatever is right, whatever is pure, 
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whatever is lovely, whatever is admirable—if anything is excellent or praiseworthy—think 
about such things.” Philippians 4:4-8  

Paul lays this out perfectly for me because the commands are in chronological order! A 
lot of times I try to power through on my own and skip right to trying to force positive 
thoughts into my head. Whatever worship looks like for you, I would encourage you to 
start with that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
36 

 

December 22 
Pastor Chris Enstad  

2“But you, Bethlehem Ephrathah, though you are small among the clans[a] of 
Judah, out of you will come for me one who will be ruler over Israel, whose 
origins are from of old, from ancient times.” 3 Therefore Israel will be 
abandoned until the time when she who is in labor bears a son, and the rest of 
his brothers return to join the Israelites. 4 He will stand and shepherd his flock 
in the strength of the Lord, in the majesty of the name of the Lord his God. And 
they will live securely, for then his greatness will reach to the ends of the earth. 
5 And he will be our peace when the Assyrians invade our land and march 
through our fortresses. We will raise against them seven shepherds, even eight 
commanders. (Micah 5: 2-5) 

When we are living in-between, when we are in that uncomfortable space between what 
has happened and what is to come, when we have nothing to rely on but our faith that 
God keeps God’s promises -- that is when words like these from Micah ring most true. 

The prophet’s words to God’s people served two purposes: 

First, it reminded Israel that God knew their struggles both past, present and future.  
Micah reminded Israel and Judah that the hard part wasn’t even over yet!  And yet, God 
saw and would be present even in God’s people’s coming defeat at the hands of the 
Assyrians! 

Second, Micah painted a picture of the time yet to come.  Yes, these things will hurt… 
but.  But, God would send his Son to stand among them as a great, good shepherd. 

In ministry, as in life, I see these words come true every day.  It is a joy and privilege to 
have the sacred calling to walk alongside fellow human beings in their triumphs and 
tragedies.  I cry out to God with those who do not understand, “why?”  I join people in 
gratitude when we celebrate a triumph or blessing together.   

Each of us is called to be a minister of Jesus Christ to each other and our world.  These 
past few weeks perhaps you have caught just a glimpse, with me, of the great things yet 
to come even as we join together to grieve or celebrate the happenings of the here and 
now. 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Micah+5%3A2-5&version=NIV#fen-NIV-22636a
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We are a people of the already, but not yet.  A liminal people.  As we gather at the manger 
tomorrow let our prayers be filled with wonder and majesty and our God has come to us 
in the form of a little child, our Savior -- our Good Shepherd. 

 

 O Come, All Ye Faithful 

Joyful and Triumphant 

Come ye to Bethlehem 

Come and Behold Him 

Born the King of Angels 

O Come, Let us Adore Him! 

Christ, the Lord 
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December 23 

T h a n k  y o u  f o r  j o u r n e y i n g   
w i t h  u s  t h r o u g h  A d v e n t .  

We hope, in reading the stories of others, you have glimpsed the many 
ways God speaks into the liminal seasons of life. We invite you to reflect 
on your own seasons of liminality and share those stories with others. 

We offer here a reading from the prophet Isaiah for you to sit with as you 
prepare for your Advent to give way to Christmas. Come Lord Jesus! 
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The people walking in darkness 
    have seen a great light; 

on those living in the land of deep darkness 
    a light has dawned. 

You have enlarged the nation 
    and increased their joy; 

they rejoice before you 
    as people rejoice at the harvest, 

as warriors rejoice 
    when dividing the plunder. 

For as in the day of Midian’s defeat, 
    you have shattered 

the yoke that burdens them, 
    the bar across their shoulders, 

    the rod of their oppressor. 
 Every warrior’s boot used in battle 

    and every garment rolled in blood 
will be destined for burning, 

    will be fuel for the fire. 

 
 For to us a child is born, 

    to us a son is given, 
    and the government will be on his shoulders. 

And he will be called 
    Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, 
    Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace. 

Of the greatness of his government and peace 
    there will be no end. 

He will reign on David’s throne 
    and over his kingdom, 

establishing and upholding it 
    with justice and righteousness 
    from that time on and forever. 

 
The zeal of the LORD Almighty 

    will accomplish this. 

Isaiah 9:2-7 
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Verona  
Worship Times 

10:30 am 

4:30 pm 

6:00 pm 

 

Christmas Eve Worship 

Madison  
Worship Times 

10:00 am 

4:30 pm 

6:00 pm 

7:30 pm 

9:00 pm 

10:30 pm 

Monday, December 24th  


	Trust in him at all times, O people;     pour out your heart before him;     God is a refuge for us.
	Psalm 62:5-8

