




John M. Neale's life is a study in contrasts.  He 
suffered from bad health, but he was incredibly 
productive.  He was both of scholarly tem-
perament and a devoted improver of the social 
conditions in his area. His contemporaries 
often ignored or despised him, but he is held in 
high esteem now due to his many 
contributions to the church and to writing 
hymns. Because of his ill health he spent his 
last twenty years as a warden of Sackville 
College in East Grinstead, a retirement home 
for poor men. There he served the men 
faithfully and expanded Sackville's ministry to 
indigent women and orphans. He also founded 
the Sisterhood of St. Margaret, which became 
one of the finest English training orders for 
nurses.



Hymn #54  
O Come, O Come

Emmanuel





w

December 8

11:30- 12:00 Worship
12:00-1:00 Hanging of the Greens

1:00-2:00 Eating
2:00-4:00 crafting and 

practice and film for the movie
4:00 Going to Monroe to see the Nativity





Right Sharing of World Resources (RSWR) is an 
independent Quaker not-for-profit organization sharing 
the abundance of God’s love by working for equity 
through partnerships around the world.
RSWR gives grants to groups of marginalized women in 
Kenya, Sierra Leone, and India to fund individual micro-
enterprise projects. Right Sharing’s work is grounded in 
a sense of stewardship for the world’s material, human, 
and spiritual resources.



ONCE AGAIN
by Philip C. Baisley ©2018 Baisltunes (ASCAP)
Once again the shepherds make their way to Bethlehem
The wise men load their camels for the journey once again
And once again the sun decides to push away the night
And bless the end of darkness with the coming of the Light

And the bells peal out
And the children sing
And the carols ring
As we all go out



And once again we unpack Mary, Joseph, and the child
An imitation pine scent candle burning all the while
And once again we set aside our pettiness and pride
Remembering the holy that lives deep down inside

And the bells peal out
And the children sing
And the carols ring
As we all go out



And once again we make our way to a stall in Bethlehem
We summon up our wisdom for the journey once again
We feel the hope within us rise as day wins over night
And once again we celebrate the coming of the Light
Once again we celebrate the coming of the Light



46And Mary said,

“My soul magnifies the Lord,
47and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior,
48 for God has looked on the humble estate of this servant.
For behold, from now on all generations will call me blessed;

49 for God who is mighty has done great things for me, and holy is God’s 
name.
50And God’s mercy is for those who fear God from generation to 
generation.
51 God has shown strength with God’s arm; God has scattered the proud 
in the thoughts of their hearts;
52God has brought down the mighty from their thrones and exalted those 
of humble estate;
53God has filled the hungry with good things, and the rich God has sent 
away empty.
54God has helped God’s servant Israel, in remembrance of God’s mercy,
55as God spoke to our ancestors, to Abraham and to his offspring forever.”



Miracles?
Virgin births?

Intrusive Angels?
Scared Shepherds?

Confused Magi?



One of the things the story of 
Mary as the mother of Jesus 

does is to reassure us that when 
things seem their most 

confusing and upsetting, when 
they just don’t seem to be 

making sense, we can trust a 
power greater than ourselves to 
guide us toward a better world.  

We only have to pray and do 
our part in love and truth.





What measures did 
she (and her parents) 
take for her to remain 

innocent?
Why did she choose 

to sing a song of hope 
and change?





Ellis Island
1905



The New Colossus

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,

With conquering limbs astride from land to land;

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.

"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she

With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!"

Emma Lazarus

https://www.nps.gov/stli/learn/historyculture/emma-lazarus.htm
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This Land Is Your Land

Woody Guthrie

This land is your land, this land is my land

From the California to the New York island

From the Redwood Forest, to the gulf stream 

waters

This land was made for you and me

As I went walking that ribbon of highway

I saw above me that endless skyway

And saw below me that golden valley

This land was made for you and me

I roamed and rambled and I followed my 

footsteps

To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts

And all around me , a voice was sounding

This land was made for you and me

When the sun comes shining, then I was strolling

In the wheat fields waving and dust clouds rolling

The voice was chanting as the fog was lifting

This land was made for you and me

As I went walking I saw a sign there,

And on the sign it said "No Trespassing."

But on the other side it didn't say nothing.

That side was made for you and me.

In the shadow of the steeple I saw my people,

By the relief office I seen my people;

As they stood there hungry, I stood there asking

Is this land made for you and me?

Nobody living can ever stop me,

As I go walking that freedom highway;

Nobody living can ever make me turn back

This land was made for you and me.

https://www.google.com/search?sxsrf=ACYBGNRIVnOcMsCAl670V54CvWiSy__Jlg:1574882947233&q=Woody+Guthrie&stick=H4sIAAAAAAAAAONgVuLQz9U3sDA2yFvEyhuen59SqeBeWpJRlJkKANr7vh8cAAAA&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwjfq4eVkIvmAhVbHzQIHYNoCHsQMTAAegQIDRAF&sxsrf=ACYBGNRIVnOcMsCAl670V54CvWiSy__Jlg:1574882947233






All babies have that of God in 
them and can grow up to be leaders

These women need to be able to dream of better worlds 
with hope. 









• How do we help create a world where all 
women can be as innocent as they want to 
be and as progressive as they want to be?  

• How can we help create a world where all 
young children can grow up to be the best 
they could become?

• What songs can their mother’s sing about the 
world in hopes of their lives?

• How can we help those hopes come true?


