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Christmas During Covid-19 
As of Nov. 29, 2020, the First Sunday of Advent, 

we are resuming our livestream only (no in-person) 
worship services Sunday mornings at 10:00 in order 
to keep everyone safe as the winter surge in Covid-
19 infections soars in Delaware and across the 
country. We enjoyed in-person worship for several 
Sundays in November, and we give special thanks to 
our staff, leaders, 
and volunteers 
who planned and 
carried out the 
policies to make 
sure everyone was 
safe. 

To facilitate better online access, we are offering 
simultaneous livestream worship on both YouTube 
and Facebook. Please see our website (eumcrb.org), 
Facebook site (facebook.com/epworthUMC), or 
YouTube site: (search on Epworth UMC - 
Rehoboth Beach, DE) for links to livestream 
worship. 

Advent begins a new worship series: The Host. 
We may be feeling uprooted from our expectations 
of the holiday season. Jesus, our host, welcomes us 
into a house not made with hands, but founded, 
built, and filled with love. 

Winter 2020-21 Worship 
Schedule 

 

Sunday 10:00 a.m. Worship Service 
Sunday 10:00 a.m. Online Live stream 

On Epworthôs YouTube page: 
Epworth UMC Rehoboth Beach, DE 

or Facebook Live: 
(www.facebook.com/epworthUMC/live/) 
Links are also on our webpage: 

eumcrb.org 
 

Other ways we are connecting: 
Prayer Meeting (open to all) 
7:00 p.m. on Wednesdays 

 

Lunch Bunch (Choir) 
12:30 p.m. on Wednesdays 

 

Afternoon Tea (Memorial Bells) 
4:00 p.m. Sundays 
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This Newsletter is sponsored in honor of my 

husband, Dennyõs, birthday, 12/14, 

granddaughter, Sarahõs, birthday, 12/16, 

and daughter, Laineõs, birthday, 2/24,  

by Laurel St. Germain. 



Pastor Vickiôs Views 

 I am typically a purist. No Christmas decorations or music until AFTER Thanksgiving. Yet, Iõve seen so many 
friends and family members who have already begun decorating for Christmas. And, this year, I completely understand. 
As the song from the musical, Mame, says, òWe Need a Little Christmas.ó 

Haul out the holly. 
Put up the tree before my spirit falls again. 
Fill up the stocking. 
I may be rushing things, but deck the halls again now. 
For we need a little Christmas, 
Right this very minute, 
Candles in the window, 
Carols at the spinet. 
Yes, we need a little Christmas, 
Right this very minute. 
We need a little Christmas now.  

 We definitely need a little Christmas now. Many of us have COVID-19 weariness, tired of being separated from 
family and friends. Everyday tasks seem so much harder. For those still in the work world, Zoom meetings sap our ener-
gy and the extra screen time strains our eyes.  Then we have the recent elections and the on-going realization of our divi-
sion in this country, which can make both sides feel misunderstood. Additionally, we have ever-present struggles for 
justice, both racial justice and justice for those of us who identify as LGBTQ and those of us who love someone who 
identifies as LGBTQ.  
 In fact, over the past week, we have seen in the Lewes-Rehoboth Beach area three incidents which demonstrate 
hatred toward people seen as òother.ó First, cyber-bullies hacked into a program by Fay Jacobs, a CAMP Rehoboth his-
torian, wearing MAGA hats, showing clips of KKK cross-burnings, and screaming things like òNo fags, No N-word, No 
Jews, No lesbians.ó It took ten minutes to get them off of the Zoom. Second, someone burned large letters spelling 
òTrumpó into the yard of an older, bi-racial lesbian couple, intimidating them and discouraging those of us who have 
seen this area as a safe haven. Finally, an assistant fire chief posted an anti-LGBTQ slur on his social media after seeing a 
drag show at the Blue Moon, calling the performer a òfaggot.ó My heart breaks over these acts of hatred, and I cannot 
imagine how God feels, watching his children, created in the Divine image, tearing others apart.  

Although the current climate seems without light, reflecting the shorter days in our region, Godõs love breaks 
forth into our despair. Long ago, Jesus came at a time when the climate seemed hopeless. The Israelites found themselves 
oppressed by the Romans, strained by rigorous rules their own religious leaders imposed, and impoverished by exces-
sive and illegal taxes, collected by their òownó people who gained wealth at their expense.  

Into this gloomy atmosphere, Mary, a young, seemingly insignificant peasant girl, gave birth to Jesus. Jesus 
brought the hope that the song above references. He brought the promise of eternal life, signified by an evergreen tree. 
He offered himself, both throughout his life and on the cross, as the greatest gift ever given. Jesus shined a light into our 
darkness, which can never extinguish it. And, he became our song, our reason to sing.  

Although our Christmas will look different this year, I invite you to take this time to focus on the ways Jesus 
brings light into your life. How do you see the events of your life more clearly in the light of the love of Jesus? In what 
ways does Jesusõ light bring you hope? Where have you experienced the healing light of Jesus in your life?  

As we reflect on these questions, I also invite you to practice a long-standing Advent tradition 
in your home by creating and lighting an Advent wreath. You can make a simple wreath out of 
evergreen and use any candles you have. Traditionally, the wreath has three purple (or blue) 
candles and one pink, with a white Christ candle in the middle. However, the original wreaths 
contained white candles. Our family lights the candles on the Sundays of Advent, and then we 
light them every night at dinner. So, by Christmas, the first candle has burned pretty low. For 
that reason, I use pillar candles.  

As you know, Epworth members write devotionals for Advent (under the guidance of David Garrett), and these 
would be perfect to read as you light the candles. Since we cannot gather as we typically do at Christmas, wouldnõt it be 
awesome to know that many Epworth households were lighting their Advent wreath and reading the same devotionals 
every night? If you choose to practice this tradition with us, send us your pictures!! We would love to use them in wor-
ship and on the website. May you hear the angels sing their heavenly song again this season: òPeace on earth! Goodwill 
toward ALL people!!ó  



structure in the middle of 
what looked like a desert, 
and singing òAnd Can it 
Be That I Should Gainó (a 
Wesley hymn Iõd never 
heard before) and nearly 
tearing the roof off with 
passion. 
õTis mercy all, immense 
and free, for, O my God, it 
found out me! 
 
A week later, having 

bid a tearful farewell to 
my newfound friends, I 
celebrated a midnight mass in a cavernous cathedral 
in Sydney, Australia. Nearly everything about that 
experience was foreign and strange to me, yet the 
light and love of Christ breaking into my life all over 
again made a sanctuary in the midst of the strange 
sights and sounds (I had never been to a midnight 
mass on Christmas eve, or at any other time in my 
life). We emerged after sharing communion in the 
first moments of that Christmas Day, 1987, to a city 
alive with thousands of homeless people, gathered in 
a cathedral bright with light and not made with 
hands. Like an oasis in a vast desert or an island in a 
stormy sea. 

I spent the following Christmas in Tokyo, Japan, 
near my shipõs homeport in Yokosuka. Vicki was able 
to join me for several wonderful weeks, and we had a 
little tree in our hotel room. I spent nearly all of 1987 
and 1988 alone and at sea on the far side of the world, 
and learned there, as I could have learned nowhere 
else, the awesome power and promise of Christmas: 
Emmanuel - Our God is with us. For so many 
Christmases before and after those two, many 
familiar props, presents, sights, and sounds have 
sometimes drowned out the one true nature of the 
sanctuary we seek. In God, sanctuary seeks us out 
and surrounds us always and anywhere. 

May you be blessed this Advent and Christmas 
season with a renewed sense of the sanctuary of 
Emmanuel: God-with -Us. Embrace the space in all 
the change and isolation that focuses the power and 
presence of Godõs light and love, around and within 
you. And may we sing together, lifting the roof and 
knocking on heavenõs door:  
õTis mercy all, immense and free,  
for, O my God, it found out me! 

 

Advent: Sanctuary of Light & Love 
Bo Gordy-Stith, Pastor of Community & Communications 
 
Klaus Baudelaire: Do you think anything will ever feel like home 

again? [Violet ties up her hair] 
Lemony Snicket: [narrating] Sanctuary... is a word which here 

means a small, safe place in a troubling world. Like an oasis 
in a vast desert or an island in a stormy sea. 
From the movie, òA Series of Unfortunate Eventsó 

  
Iõve been reflecting on my job title as we live ever 

more deeply into this long winter of quarantine at 
Epworth, in America, and throughout the world. 
What kind of community can we experience when we 
are deprived of most of the experiences that defined 
community for us until 2020? And in the necessary 
isolation we endure behind our masks, we have come 
to appreciate all of the unspoken ways we 
communicate with one another ð our body language 
and the way we express ourselves in our facial 
expressions ð as we are forced to communicate behind 
masks or in a Zoom meeting. As this quarantine 
extends into the better part of a year, what does 
community and communication even mean anymore 

As our daughter and her fiancé prepare to marry 
one another on December 12, 2020, they are not only 
adjusting their expectations, but learning to 
appreciate that change not only blocks a way to the 
past ð it also opens new possibilities and new 
understandings. Before Covid-19, our daughter shared 
with us her desire for what she then called a òcozy 
Christmas wedding.ó Social distancing and Covid-19 
restrictions will make her wedding cozy and intimate 
in a way she could not have imagined when she coined 
that phrase. Perhaps in that way, even as she prepared 
and planned her wedding day over a year ago, she was 
being prepared for the unique experience of sanctuary 
ushered in not by things familiar, but by a fresh 
awareness and appreciation of persistent blessings 
regardless of the circumstances. 

As this Advent season begins, I remember another 
Advent and Christmas season in 1987 I spent on the 
far side of the world, in the Indian Ocean and on both 
sides of Australia. Far from Vicki and all my family 
and friends, in a hemisphere where December was 
summer, I discovered sanctuary in strange an 
unexpected places and people. The wife and children 
of a missionary pilot (who had been killed in a plane 
crash while serving in Africa) took me in while our 
ship made a port call in Perth. I remember a worship 
service they took me to in a simple cinderblock 


