
 

 

 
 

Matthew 2:1-2 — 

After Jesus was born in Bethlehem in Judea during the time of king Herod, Magi 

from the east came to Jerusalem and asked, “Where is the one who has been born 

king of the Jews? We saw his star when it rose and have come to worship him.” 

 

As I’m sitting in our dining area looking outside at a beautiful snowfall just a 

couple days before Thanksgiving, my mind wanders between a lovely feeling, 

almost at peace, and one battling the ever-present elephant in the room, i.e., the 

pandemic. But in spite of all the closures, Advent will not be canceled. 

 

Advent has always been such a special time. It was a time we waited. Sometimes 

we waited in traffic, waited in store lines, waited for loved ones to come and 

celebrate with us. We waited for gifts to be opened or to be given. But we waited 

because it meant something much more important than holiday traditions was 

coming. 

 

A very memorable Advent for me and my husband Wolf was in December 1986. 

We were living in Munich, Germany, and we were expecting our first child in 

January of 1987. Well, the patient waiting didn’t go as planned. Our daughter, 

Christine, made her appearance on Christmas Day! 

 

In the years since we combined two cultures quite well. Christmas is always 

celebrated on the Eve — the 24th — so Christine’s birthday could have the 25th 

afternoon to celebrate her birthday. As she got older and understood my sense of 

humor, she understood that she had some tough competition, but she also believed 

that it is something quite special. 

 

This year will be different. But we will celebrate. It may be smaller, quieter, less 

stressful, but that’s not a bad thing. I even find myself exhibiting grace as I look 

out the window and see Christmas lights (shocking before Advent). This year I 

think — let the lights shine and warm the soul. We need it. ❤ 

 

- Connie Malzfeldt 


