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Dear Northwood family, 
 

G 
reetings to you as we head towards this 
Third Sunday of Advent. We’ve traveled 
through Week One’s Hope and Week 
Two’s Joy. Now we are approaching 

Peace, symbolized by the Pink candle we will light 
Sunday morning. 
 
So here’s my question: Are you feeling it? Do you 
see Hope or Joy or Peace? Is naming Advent doing 
you any good, helping pass this unusual time with at 
least a recognizable rhythm, even if all else feels out 
of sorts? Or is this a haunted Advent, covered with shadows of reminders of what it used to be like 
only to be badly parodied back with names and things we recognize but with actions that look 
strange to us? Or maybe you are somewhere different each day, as I am, while certain things feel 
right for a while only for something to remind me we’ve left the familiar behind. 
 
For a few Sundays now, I’ve wanted to have someone film our worship services INSIDE the building 
while we are doing the parking lot service. In the pre-COVID days, filming our worship inside would 
have shown what everyone sees — singing and preaching and standing and sitting and candles lit 
and kids running around. But in these new days, from the vantage of the second floor of Northwood, 
worship is unmistakably different. 
 
For one thing, when I and my family drive into the parking lot, we are often the first there. We come 
into a building that is still dark but has hints of a different weekly rhythm. A little person’s hat or 
gloves, a pre-school Christmas tree hanging in the corner, signs reminding parents — teacher con-
ferences are coming up — all suggest an active ministry taking place unseen to me. 
 
Then we go into the Sanctuary where other strange things are happening. The sanctuary is decorat-
ed, but only on the right side closest to the back parking lot. We have new advent banners, but they 
are hanging to be read from OUTSIDE the building. So too our makeshift Advent Wreath is built for 
parking lot viewing. And then there is literally our ‘prayer closet’ which doubles as a sound booth and 
preaching alcove. Finally, when I preach there, instead of warm lights, decorated walls, thoughtful 
faces, and shared singing, I now see the bones of our building’s walls, endless sky, empty tree 
branches and green proud firs, the houses of my neighbors, and the cars of our congregation. 
 
Yet this is not a lament. What shakes me to my core (but not in fear or frustration) is that preaching 
Hope and Joy and Peace outwardly is what I and the church have been called to do for centuries. 
John Wesley’s best sermons were originally offered and heard by crowds outside — in fields, under 
trees, in front of mines. And all that was said by John Wesley (and Jesus before us with the ‘Sermon 
on the Mount’) had to sound good and applicable first OUTSIDE before it was deemed worthy to 
bring in to our worship, our practices and our spiritual disciplines.  
 
I feel this Advent is teaching me to get back to basics. I’m used to being wrapped up in the crushed 
red velvets and white fleece of this season; protected against the outer cold by warm Christmas 
lights and joyful music. But this year, every Sunday I am staring out a huge window at the world 
where Jesus wants me and our congregation to live, preach, practice, and proclaim the actual gifts 
of Christ. Hope, Joy, Peace, Love you say? Show us. Tell us. Live it. Proclaim it. 

Each year of my life, I ask Jesus to change me for his good so that I am a better servant of his 
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Grace. Advent is supposed to be the place we prepare for His coming. This might be the most real 
Advent I’ve ever experienced. How might I take these holy gifts offered by the Christ to my neigh-
bors and the world around me? I’m no longer just asking these questions to the congregation; they 
are being asked of me. And we all have a front-row seat to witness what happens next.  
 
I’d love to see you Sunday. Remember to buckle up. 
 
With love and stunned revelation, 
 
Pastor Brian  


