
 

Advent Reflection, Week Four  

“I wait for the Lord, my soul waits, and in [God’s] word I hope; my soul waits for the Lord more than 
those who watch for the morning, more than those who watch for the morning.” –Psalm 130:5-6 

Be still. Listen. That for which you have waited is approaching.  

When I was a little girl, we lived near all of my extended family in Minnesota.  Every Christmas Eve we 
would gather with my mom’s side of the family. Everyone would meet at Grandma and Grandpa’s 
house, all the cousins would play and I suppose the grown-ups did things too, but I was not interested in 
whatever they were doing. One of the big games of the evening was to keep running into the dining 
room to look out the window to see who could see Rudolph’s nose, meaning that Santa would be 
coming soon. 

But every year, before Santa came, everyone would gather in the living room, Grandpa would lead us in 
the Polish tradition of blessing the “crib” (the nativity manager) and the youngest member of the family 
would put baby Jesus in the nativity set, the center of the family gathering. We would have prayer, sing 
“Happy Birthday” to baby Jesus, and share Oplatki (Polish Christmas wafer). 

As a child, this was always the most special time of the whole evening. It was filled with our family 
prayer and with the feeling that this is what we had been waiting for all year. And even now, with the 
tradition moved far from my grandparents’ living room, this is what I wait for all year. And now, when I 
sing “Silent Night, Holy Night. All is calm, all is bright,” it brings me a deep sense of connection and hope 
that in the silence of the night, as I bless my own Christmas crib, that hope comes with the morning light 
in a world where there is still unconditional love available. 

I don’t know how your year has been, but I know that it has been a difficult time for many people, and 
Christmas, though filled with hope, remains for many, a painful time as well. I believe we all need to feel 
that unconditional love of Christmas. My hope for everyone, regardless of joy or sorrow, tradition or 
change, is that you will join in the expectant waiting of this week. That you will wait for the Lord, and in 
the silent, holy night, you will watch for the morning that brings new hope. 

Be still. Listen. That for which you have waited has come! 
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