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It’s not you who should  
solve my problems, God, 
but I yours,  
God of the asylum-seekers. 

It’s not you who should feed the hungry, 
but I who should protect your children 
from the terror of the banks and armies, 

It’s not you who should  
make room for the refugees, 
but I who should receive you, 
hardly hidden  
God of the desolate. 

You dreamed me, God, 
practicing walking upright 
and learning to kneel down 
more beautiful than I am now, 
happier than I dare to be 
freer than our country allows. 

Don’t stop dreaming me, God. 
I don’t want to stop remembering 
that I am your tree,  
planted by the streams 
of living water. 

 
(Dorothee Soelle, translated from the German, “Träume 
Mich, Gott” in das Brot der Ermutigung (Stuttgart: Kreuz, 
2008), as published in Dorothee Soelle: Mystic and Rebel 
by Renate Wind (Minneapolis: Fortress, 2012), p. 1)  
Dorothee Soelle (1929 – 2003) studied theology, 
philosophy and literature at the University of Co-
logne, earning a doctorate with a thesis on the con-
nections between theology and poetry. She was a 
Lutheran, deeply influenced by Luther’s emphasis 
on the incarnation and the “theology of the cross.” 
Dorothee Soelle’s understanding of Christian faith 
and mission, her invitation to dialogue with diverse 
cultures and religious traditions had and still have a 
huge impact on my life. For me, her poem “Dream 
Me” conveys how interwoven we are with God to 
the very core of our existence. Our relationship with 
God is bound into the web of life. Isn’t that the rea-
son we celebrate Christmas?   
 

Yours 
Pastor Ingrid  

Trinity Team 

Trinity Evangelical Lutheran Church 
10014 81 Avenue 

Edmonton, AB  T6E 1W8 
Phone: (780) 433 1604 

Email: office@trinity-lutheran.ab.ca 
Website: www.trinity-lutheran.ab.ca 

December 2016 

Poetry Issue 

From the editors: 
Since that first song by Mary, 

the Magnificat, Advent and Christ-
mas have inspired many songs and 
poems. So we thought it fitting to 
make this issue of the Trinity 
Team a poetry edition. Hearing or 
reading poetry, and hearing or 
singing songs, strikes different 
chords in us than everyday lan-
guage. The lyrical has a way of 
touching our hearts as much as our 
minds, and of making unexpected 
openings for the Spirit.  

Advent and Christmas are 
times of rejoicing, but they are 
also times where some of us feel 
empty, or where we miss loved 
ones more intensely. You will see 
that the poems in this issue cover a 
breadth of human experience. We 
think this is good: it's honest and 
"real." After all, Jesus became 
flesh and went through all the 
heights and depths of being hu-
man. 

May this issue bless us as we 
approach the birth of the Messiah. 
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Inside this issue: Don’t stop dreaming me, God… 

Kindness 
By: ·Lara Krumwiede 

Kindness looks for  
the ways to help. 

Kindness lets a friend go first. 

Kindness tries to  
keep the peace. 

Kindness never thinks the 
worst. 

Kindness plays with everyone. 
Kindness gives a loving touch. 

Kindness speaks with gentle 
words. 

Kindness never takes too 
much. 

Kindness cares and  
kindness knows. 

Kindness shares and  
kindness shows. 
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T’ was the night before Christmas,  
when all through the house 
not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. 
The stockings were hung by the chimney with 
care, 
in hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there. 

The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 
while visions of sugar plums danced in their 
heads. 
And Mama in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap, 
had just settled our brains for a long winter's 
nap. 

When out on the roof there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from my bed to see what was the mat-
ter. 
Away to the window I flew like a flash, 
tore open the shutter, and threw up the sash. 

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 
gave the lustre of midday to objects below, 
when, what to my wondering eyes should appear, 
but a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer. 

With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 
More rapid than eagles, his courses they came, 
and he whistled and shouted and called them by 
name: 

"Now Dasher! Now Dancer! 
Now, Prancer and Vixen! 
On, Comet! On, Cupid! 
On, Donner and Blitzen! 
To the top of the porch! 
To the top of the wall! 
Now dash away! Dash away! 
Dash away all!" 

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
when they meet with an obstacle, mount to the 
sky 
so up to the house-top the courses they flew, 
with the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too. 

And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof 
the prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 
As I drew in my head and was turning around, 
down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a 
bound. 

He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his 
foot, 
and his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and 
soot. 

A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 
and he looked like a peddler just opening his 
pack. 

His eyes--how they twinkled! His dimples, how mer-
ry! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry! 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 
and the beard on his chin was as white as the 
snow. 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 
and the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath. 
He had a broad face and a little round belly, 
that shook when he laughed, like a bowl full of 
jelly. 

He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf, 
and I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself. 
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head 
soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 
and filled all the stockings, then turned with a 
jerk. 
And laying his finger aside of his nose, 
and giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle. 
But I heard him exclaim, 'ere he drove out of 
sight, 
Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night! 

 
“Clements C. Moore was a pastor and a father. He wrote 
this poem in 1822 to honour his nine children. The poem 
has been read for the last 194 years by great-grandparents, 
opas, omas, grandparents, and parents to their children as 
they innocently wait for Christmas morning.“  

–Nowlane Milner 
 

Die Originalversion des Kindergedichts vom 

Weihnachtsmann (St. Nick) und dem Ren erschli en. 

A Visit from St. Nicholas 
By Clements C. Moore (1779 -1885) 
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Gott geb euch frohe Herzen 

Gott geb euch frohe Herzen, lasst fahren Gram und Zorn,  
denn Jesus Christ, der Retter, ist heute euch geborn:  
ein Held, der Satans Macht besiegt,  

dass keiner geh verlorn! 
 
Botschaft voll Freude und Trost,  

O Botschaft voll Freude und Trost.  
 
Einst rief die armen Hirten das himmlische Gesind,  
ein jeder liess die Herde am Feld in Nacht und Wind,  
lief eilig hin nach Bethlehem, zur Krippe und zum Kind.  
 
Botschaft voll Freude und Trost,  

O Botschaft voll Freude und Trost.  
 
So kniet voll Jubel nieder, als wärt ihr selber dort,  
und seid Schwestern und seid Brüder in echter Lieb hinfort,  
denn Weihnacht macht die arme Welt zu einem neuen Ort. 
 
Botschaft voll Freude und Trost,  

O Botschaft voll Freude und Trost.  
 

Submitted by Edith Thielmann 
 
This is a translation of the English hymn God Rest Ye Mer-
ry Gentlemen but which starts out with the wish that God 
may give us happy hearts. 

Hohe Nacht der klaren Sterne 

Hohe Nacht der klaren Sterne, 
die wie weite Brücken steh’n 
Über einer  efen Ferne, 
drüber unsre Herzen geh’n. 

Hohe Nacht der großen Feuern, 
die auf allen Bergen sind, 
Heut' muss sich die Erd' erneuern, 
wie ein junggeboren’ Kind! 

Mü er, euch sind alle Feuer, 
alle Sterne aufgestellt. 
Mü er,  ef in euren Herzen 
schlägt das Herz der weiten Welt! 

Hans Baumann (1914 ‐ 1988) 

“This song is one of my favourite 
Christmas songs that I have heard 
sung ever since I can remember. I 
interpret the song as the rebirth 
and cleansing of the world by 
Mary giving birth to the human 
Christ, who brought light into a 
dark world. The song also repre-
sents the circle of life in nature, 
including humans.” – Erika Ewen 

Weihnachtslied 
Vom Himmel bis in die  efsten Klü e 

Ein milder Stern herniederlacht; 
Vom Tannenwalde steigen Dü e 

Und hauchen durch die Winterlü e, 
Und kerzenhelle wird die Nacht. 

 Mir ist das Herz so froh erschrocken, 
Das ist die liebe Weihnachtszeit! 
Ich höre fernher Kirchenglocken, 
Mich lieblich heimatlich verlocken 
In märchens ller Herrlichkeit. 

 Ein frommer Zauber hält mich nieder, 
Anbetend, staunend muß ich stehn, 

Es sinkt auf meine Augenlider, 
Ein goldner Kindertraum hernieder, 
Ich fühl's, ein Wunder ist geschehn. 

(Theodor Storm, 1817-1888) 

This poem describes the author’s marvel at being outdoors 
near a pine forest on Christmas Eve. The various natural 
phenomena plus the sound of distant church bells give him 
the feeling that a miracle has happened. Submitted by Han-
nah Noerenberg 

Thou Shalt Know Him When He Comes 

Thou shalt know him when he comes, 
Not by any din of drums,  

Nor his manners, nor his airs,  
Nor by any thing he wears.  

Thou shalt know him when he comes,  
Not by a crown nor by a gown,  
But his coming known shall be,  

By the holy harmony 
Which his coming makes in thee.  

Thou shalt know him when he comes. 

"The lyrics from one of my favorite Advent anthems."  
- Frank Thede 
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The Oxen 

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock. 
"Now they are all on their knees," 
An elder said as we sat in a flock 
By the embers in hearthside ease. 

We picture the meek mild creatures where 
They dwelt in their strawy pen, 

Nor did it occur to one of us there 
To doubt they were kneeling then. 

So fair a fancy few would weave 
In these years! Yet I feel, 

If someone said on Christmas Eve, 
"Come; see the oxen kneel 

"In the lonely barton by yonder coomb 
Our childhood used to know," 

I should go with him in the gloom, 
Hoping it might be so. 

Thomas Hardy (1840 – 1928) 

(A barton is an archaic word for farmyard, and a coomb is 
a short valley or deep hollow. Source: Collins English Dic-
tionary, https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/
english) 

Der Gedanke, dass die Ochsen im Stall zu Bethlehem sich 
vor dem neu geborenen Messiahs vielleicht verbeugt ha-
ben, und der Wunsch, dabei gewesen zu sein. 

Where Thy Stand 

In the dark night of this moonlit night 
is where thy stand  

to make thy plans to face another day, 
now the past may be gone, while all those memories 

linger on  
within the strength of thy mind. 

With there being no time to waste on yesterday's means,  
and now as the seasons begin to change  
to a warmer phase,  
while time moves silently on past  

those memories from yesterday. 

Now in the dark of this moonlit night 
is where thy stand  

to make plans to face another day. 
And now thy await on better days, 
while peeling away those layers within thy mind, 
to try and find that doorway back to better times. 

Now it's few and far between  
when lost in yesterday's means 

That we can sometimes fail to see what really lingers 
beneath those memories from yesterday's means. 

While digging amongst those memories  
within thy mind 

that we all hold dear and like to share  
within the spirit of the mind. 

Now hope soars high,  
while in the shade of yesterday's means. 

Now don't worry thy friends, for this is just a flight 
within thyself  

and those memories from yesterday's means  
that did not always give back. 

Now in the dark of this moonlit night  
is where thy stand, to make thy plans 

to face - just another day.  

Susan Marie Vashall   
(all rights reserved and remain with S.M.V.) 

Die Gedanken einer Frau, die zwischen der 
Vergangenheit und der Zukunft steht.  

Ice Floes 
It’s that twitch of time between 
Something being transparent and  
Coagulating opaque -  
The hardening of a steadfast rule 
In what was just a stream of liquid ideas –  
The river changes and the way we  
Think about being with the river changes with it. 
The audible crush of metal ice on the  
Bank’s clay pot rims 
Reminds us of how we must  
Catch up to circumstance 
One degree and sharp, cold formation 
At a time. 

 
M.G. Grove 

 
Beim Betrachten von aneinanderstoßenden Eisschollen im 
Fluß denkt die Autorin daran, wie wir Menschen uns 
manchmal auch brutal an Veränderungen gewöhnen 
müssen. 
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The Church of My Dreams 

This is the Church of my dreams: 
The church of the warm heart, 

Of the open mind, 
Of the adventurous spirit; 

The church that cares, 
That heals hurt lives, 

That comforts the old people, 
That challenges youth; 

That knows no division of culture or class, 
No frontiers, geographical or social; 

The church that inquires as well as avers, 
That looks forward as well as backward; 

The church of the Master,  
The church of the people, 

High as the ideals of Jesus, 
Low as the humblest human; 

A working church, 
A worshipping church, 

A winsome church, 
A church that interprets the truth  

in terms of truth, 
That inspires courage for this life and hope 

 for the life to come; 
A church of courage 

A church of all good men, 
A church of the living God. 

  
John Milton Moore 

So what is this thou feelst taking hold  
but a numbing feeling  

sweeping over the youth's souls. 

What is this, the youth trying to take control  
with the numbing of the soul. 

For will we ever see that this will never  
gain the control they may seek. 

For only to lose more than we may ever speak,  
for as the numbing takes hold,  
what may appear within the eyes, but a haze, 

sweeping over their once beautiful colored eyes. 

For this is not the way, for the youth to take flight. 

The loss may be great  
with our once keen senses losing flight. 

For the numbing of one's soul, 
sooner or later we'll lose control. 

It's a very dangerous game, taking flight, 
while the love once shimmered 
disappearing from their eyes, 
for a haze sweeps over their once loving eyes. 

So what will it take, for thou to see  
that the numbing of the soul 
will not gain control 
of a perfect flight. 

For what may appear in a blink of an eye 
but a headstone that may read, 

"For here lies a once loving bird 
that never took a perfect flight; 

for the numbing of this youth 
birds' wings were too great." 

For this is what we need to see, 
to shake thee back to reality, 

for thou hopest this fate will not appear within 
sight, 
for thou hopest we may all one day 
take a chance on  

A perfect flight. 
 
 Susan Marie Vashall   
(all rights reserved and remain with S.M.V.) 

The Loss of a Perfect Flight 
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Christmas Gifting 
by Hannah Noerenberg 

What to get everyone this year  
for Christmas? 

That is the annual question  
on many minds, 

along with the repeated search  
through boxes to find  

where all the Christmas deco 
 has been stashed  
from last year –  

last year 

How much has happened  
in a year, this year 

How is this Christmas  
different from the last? 

People are missing, that’s for sure. 
Their spots in church benches  

now strangely vacant, 
Their beds in nursing homes  

now again have been taken 
or their beds at home  

stare eerily empty… 

So much has happened  
in a year, this year 

For so many this Christmas is  
so different from the last… 

Unpacking the boxes,  
the heart stops 

when the hands unwrap  
the stable scene –  

This was in their living room,  
when they were alive 

at their hospital beds  
when they were dying. 

Nothing has changed in a year,  
since that year so long ago 

Christmas remains the same,  
since that day it became clear 

He was born a babe  
to die a martyr 

carried with Him to the cross  
all our sins to barter  

in a deal with His Dad,  
I’ll trade you my life,  
my death,  
my cruel punishment 

for their freedom,  
their release from  
bondage to sin –  
my Love Supreme,  

my Sacrifice 

Everything has changed,  
nothing has changed:  
the people here  
have gone over there 

God’s love for them  

remains the same,  
Christmas past and future,  
again and again 

What to share with everyone  
this Christmas? 

The Love of the One who went 
 from Crib to Cross 

The Faith in the One  
who feels our loss,  
and knows our pain 

The Assurance of the One  
who takes us home,  
when our time has come 

Everything has changed this year –  
the focus from gifts and tinsel, 
boxes and cheer 

slipped away  
when the radiant Crib  
and the victorious Cross  
stand in their place 

 
What to give everyone  

this Christmas? 
The gift that you give  

when you share your faith      
in the One who Is and Was  

and will always Be 
Here and now  

and in all Eternity. 
 
Der Glaube an den Messiahs, der von 
der Krippe zum Kreuz hinüber ging, ist 
das wichtigste Geschenk, das wir zu 
Weihnachten verschenken können. 

RE/form Head and Heart Challenge 

Luther inspired 
Grace is what he found 

500 long years ago 

Challenge yourself  
Read the Bible 

10 minutes per day 
For one whole year 

And see . . .  
 what the Holy Spirit 
  blows your way. 

Back of calendar and bulle-
tin in paper 

Website and Facebook 

online 

You can find 
Readings Pastor Jason 
assigns 

From the universal  
Lectionary cycle A, B, & 
C 

Which unites 
me to you 
us to we (world church) 

And be amazed . . .  
 with what the Holy 
Spirit 

  blows our way. 
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Dec. 11: Third Sunday in Advent ‐ wor‐

ship at 9:30 and 11am 

Dec. 18, 10:30am: Combined service 

with Pageant:  

"How the Grinch Stole Christmas" 

Dec. 24, Christmas Eve:  

4pm Family Service,  

6pm German Candlelight Service,  

8pm English Candlelight Service 

Dec. 25, Christmas Day:  

9:30am (German) & 11am (English): 

Fes ve Christmas worship with Holy 

Communion 

Jan 1, New Year's Day: 11am Combined  

English & German New Year's Day 

service, with recep on to follow 

January 8, 12:30pm: A Bap smal Party 

January 15: Red Leaf Group  

Apprecia on Day 

January 22, 6pm: A Prayer for Unity 

February 19: Beige Leaf Group  

Apprecia on Day 

March 1, 7pm: Ash Wednesday Service 

Called into Worship 
Come, praise the Lord - Psalm 134:1-2 

How the Grinch stole Christmas 

Combined Worship Service 
Sunday December 18, at 10:30 a.m. with Potluck  

Christmas Greetings 

(From A Fairy To A Child) 

Congregation, if Grinch may 
For a moment lay aside  

Cunning tricks and selfish play,  
'Tis at happy Christmas-tide. 

We have heard the children say -
Gentle children, whom we love - 

Long ago, on Christmas Day, 
Came a message from above. 

Still, as Christmas-tide comes round, 
They remember it again -  
Echo still the joyful sound  

"Peace on earth, good-will to men!" 

Yet the hearts must childlike be 
Where such heavenly guests abide: 

Unto children, in their glee,  
All the year is Christmas-tide! 

Thus, forgetting tricks and play  
For a moment, people dear,  

We would wish you, if we may,  
Merry Christmas, glad New Year! 

(adapted from Lewis Carroll poem ) 

The Pleasure of God’s Word 
by Andrea Wilhelm 

Every time 
 I read the Word 
 I hear the Word 
Rich echoes rise inside me 
 of other Words, the 
fuller Word - 
Echoes multiplying 
 Truth, Justice,  

 Love, Kindness,  
 Healing, Wisdom, 
 Hope, Life. 
Might this be the Holy Spir-
it, 
 Spirit of Jesus, 
Moving through me through 
the Word, 
 shaping, expanding, 
surprising me? 
What pleasure for head and 
heart 
 to be this sounding 
body 
 of the Living Word 
Every day. 
 

Eine Beschreibung davon, wie 
die Autorin das Lesen oder 
Hören von Gottes Wort erlebt . 
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Pandora’s box is my heart. 

Open my heart, the songs always sing.  
Why? Inside are secrets; hate, anger, loss, pride, and envying,  
To name a few; oh so very dark is the hue. 

Open my heart, the songs always sing.  
Who wants to face all that suffering? 
 

“I do!” a voice replied from deep, way deep, inside. 
“It is muddy in here and the air hard to breathe.  
I really want to be your inner, intuitive, loving authority. 
Hold my hand, follow me, I’ll light the way to the truth of your suffering.” 

 
NO WAY! Hmm . . . What to do? Heck what do I have to lose? 
Placed my hands on my heart; something stirred;  
Tight bands of protection, hurt and fear cracked apart.  
Tears, cleansing waters, appeared with cries heard. 
 

“Oh thank goodness!” the deep inner intuitive voice answered. 
“Now let’s clearly see, square on, your suffering. 
Here is a clue, it is a fear wound in need of healing.   
Look fear straight in the eye; don’t be afraid, I am here to be your guide. 
Trust me, hold my hand, follow me, we’ll go gently.  
No one is to blame; life is just tricky and truthfully hard on this plane. 

 
Here, this is what we can do, 
Build wisdom, by questioning fear through and through: 
Ask, Fear why have you come? What needs mending? 
Seek, What is it I am holding onto so dear? 
Knock, Help me to know if this is truth or fear in disguise? 
Reveal, What assumption or misunderstanding can say good-bye? 
     What control needs letting go? 
Then Open, to how truth, integrity, compassion, gentleness, 
Acceptance, trust, love and forgiveness can grow.” 

 
 Pandora’s box is my heart. 
 And Christ is the HOPE that lights the dark. 
Now truly I smile with Christ in me; breathe, question and pray. 
Daily, little by little, my fears are cleared away. 
Suffering is easing; my body has lightened up. 
My mind is calming; the world feels all anew. Who knew! 
 Open my heart, the songs always sing. 
YES! I do this gladly; for Christ is my King. 
 

“Psst, there is a mustard tree in here . . . flowering!” 
 
 
John 8:12      Then spoke Jesus again unto them, saying, “I am the light of the 
world: he that follows me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of 
life.” 
 
Wie in der mythischen Büchse der Pandora ist das Herz voll gemischter Gefühle. Ein 
Gespräch zwischen der Stimme der Angst und der der Erkenntnis, bis das Herz Jesus 
als König anerkennt.   

Pandora’s Box 
by Barbara Ritter 
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Our child, conceived in the radiance of Summer, 
June, our toddler asleep, my visiting parents upstairs, 
A clung-to hope that had us cling 
To begin the sinew and the seam, the 
Melding fireworks of promise, 
The instigation of unfathomable love. 

I said I wanted a boy at first,  
To be a natural roughhousing companion 
For our toddler son, 
But the first ultrasound showed  
That my dream sense of you was right 
And that you were a girl. 
My soul periscoped down into your 
Formation, sought your forming thought, 
And found you a willful child, a forthright child, 
My girl with the big hope,  
My girl with the bright movements pinging 
Against me in a morse code at night. 

I sent my messages back to you 
Saying how much I really wanted you 
Even though I had never imagined mothering  
A girl child; you confirmed you wanted me 
As your Mama.  And that you would lead the  
Way in teaching me about you. 
I found myself rummaging for my old baby dresses 
Which I paired with cardigans and shoes that you  
Might fill. 

You were real.  Real as a wind-slap while walking on a 
seawall. 

Real as a solar flare.  Real as the fearlessly real question in 
An achingly polite room.   
Real as a schism in the earth’s crust, revealing something 

molten. 
The first ultrasound confirmed your buoyancy 
Your extra long thin legs, legs like I had 
When I was a baby girl. 

Subsequent ultrasounds revealed your struggle 
A chromosonal dissonance –  
The melody of you had somehow not matched a harmony 
And the ugly sound of “Trisomy 18” – a name that seemed 
For something inhuman, like an aimless, yet 
Deadly asteroid – became our stillbirth mode, 
A chromosonal Bermuda triangle –  
A fast candle with three wicks. 
Someone had written gibberish on  
All your gilded pages. 

She and I became closer.  Her kicks seemed 
More urgent.  More messages for me to quickly decode 

Knowing our time with each other was bound 
To be short. 
“Her life is not viable.” Was what they all said, although 
They elliptically alluded to the rare cases, 
Which ours was not. 
The ultrasound markers were unmistakable –  
Defective heart, misshapen head, cysts in the head, 
Clenched fists -  
Of all the signs of the condition, the clenching of fists 
Seemed most telling about her fight, a fierceness, 
Her will to have life. 

“I could never terminate!” the pro-lifers proclaimed  
On the Trisomy 18 message boards,  
“Don’t kill your baby!  Don’t you want to  
Have a chance to hold it in your arms?” 
Shrill irony and the baseness of black and white 
In a heated debate sounding against a universal shrug. 
So much commentary, I noticed barely, 
So many irrelevant words and gestures in the world out-

side Us, 
I held my belly like a cosmos, a heaven ungranted, 
A mocking mirage. 
Salvation-through-death weighed heavily 
In my own personal Garden Of Gethsemane. 

 
Oh my Violetta, tapping on the walls of me, 
You tried to talk this way. 
We reached to embrace as if through 
Prison cell bars. 
I wanted to unclench those fighting fingers, 
Under the sun.  You seemed to comfort me, 
Instead of the other way around. 
You said your lit world 
Was subterranean. You were a deep sea creature 
Surviving on scraps of my sunlight but also 
Something else, you reassured me, something 
Geothermal, the power under deep life. 
In a series of kicks, you told me it was worth the struggle 
To be able to say,  
“I’ve been here!  I know you! I am yours! 
I had a chance to hold you from the inside, 
And be held from the outside!” 

Maybe this is why you moved so much in me 
During our time under the sun together, 
Although a pocketed sun-slighted time there, 
Clouds racing over you and I. 
I held my belly at nights with my swaddling hands 
Unaware of any need to sleep.   

...see Viable page 11 

Vi‐Able 
For Violetta Klara Isobel Grove, December 2013 
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I moved as through  
a different density by day.   

The night was our Mama Daughter time.   
There, I crammed in as much as I could. 
I told you stories.  Our stories. 
Our dreams tangled.   

When I birthed you at 24 weeks 
It was -30 outside, seething Winter,  
Directly opposite  

your Creation’s Summer, 
I could not distinguish Christmas lights 

from siren lights  
Outside our hospital window 
Through my prism tears. 

It was birth.  It was death. 
My body was wracked  

with opposing dialogues. 
It was an abbreviated  

miscommunication. 
The IV drip became an hourglass 
That time saw, distorted, through. 
Your Wake, your coming,  

called “a procedure” –  
Oh, how the bright petals of you fell 
In that antiseptic room! 

We had a couple minutes of your  
Faint life; marked your features;  

kissed your nose; 
Sang to your perfectly shaped ears  

that could not hear, 
For you were soon dead. 

But every kick inside me had proven that 
We had been viable,  

Though fleeting,  
an air-blown kiss from a  

Passing ship’s deck, a wind suddenly 
blown a different way, 

The loss of a hold  
of someone hanging over a cliff. 

The indent left on a pillow – 

With the shoes I picked,  
to match your dresses,  

Hollow, empty, like a deserted city 
After a war with no victory. 

M.G. Grove 

Zugleich ein Liebeslied und eine 
Schmerzensklage - die stark gemischten 
Gefühle einer Mutter aus unserer 
Gemeinde in Gedanken an ihr ungeborenes 
Kind, das "nicht lebensfähig" war  

Viable (Continued from page 10) Vom Schenken 
Joachim Ringelnatz (1883-1934) 

 
Schenke groß oder klein, 

aber immer gediegen. 
Wenn die Bedachten die Gabe wiegen, 

sei dein Gewissen rein. 
 

Schenke herzlich und frei. 
Schenke dabei, 

was in dir wohnt 
an Meinung, Geschmack und Humor, 

so dass die eigene Freude zuvor 
dich reichlich belohnt. 

 
Schenke mit Geist ohne List. 

Sei eingedenk, 
dass dein Geschenk -  

Du selber bist. 

Melody the tune you know 
Harmony the rich undertones 
Descant rises all above 
Come now, O Prince of Peace 
make us one body. 

Triad chord, three in one 
Root is Body 
Third is Soul 
Perfect Fifth is Spirit 
 Come, Hope of unity, 
 make us one body. 

Four-part Harmony 
Bass grounds Body to earth 
pulse 
Tenor and Alto provides Soul 
living choice 
Soprano lifts Spirit on high 
  

Come now, O God of love, 
 make us one body. 

God is the conductor 
 We are the notes 
Together we form chords 
 of dissonance (crunch) 
resolving in Perfect Harmony 

Come now and set us free, 
 O God, our Savior. 
Come, O Lord Jesus, 
 reconcile all nations. 

Humanity in Holy Trinity. 
 
Meditation über das Lied 
„Come now, o Prince of 
Peace."  

Perfect Harmony 
by Barbara Ritter 
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Looking Ahead 
Dec 8, 11:30am: 55+ Christmas Dinner, hosted by 
TLW 

Dec. 11: Third Sunday in Advent ‐ worship at 9:30 
and 11am 

Dec 13, 1pm: Adventssingen (German), hosted by 
the Trine en 

Dec. 14, 7pm: Open Caroling at Trinity House 

Dec. 15: Community Dinner: Christmas Dinner 

Dec. 18, 10:30am: Combined service with Pageant 
"How the Grinch Stole Christmas" 

Dec. 24, Christmas Eve: 4pm Family Service, 6pm 
German Candlelight Service, 8pm English Candlelight 
Service 

Dec. 25, Christmas Day: 9:30am (German) & 11am 
(English): Fes ve Christmas worship with Holy Com‐
munion 

Jan 1, New Year's Day: 11am Combined English & 
German New Year's Day service, with recep on to 
follow 

January 8, 12:30pm: A Bap smal Party 

January 15: Red Leaf Group Apprecia on Day 

January 22, 6pm: A Prayer for Unity 

February 19: Beige Leaf Group Apprecia on Day 

February 26, 12:30pm: 114th Annual Congrega onal 
Mee ng 

February 28, 6pm: Shrove Tuesday Dinner Hosted by 
the Trinity Lutheran Women 

March 1, 7pm: Ash Wednesday Service 

The Trinity Team is a publication of Trinity Evangelical Luther-
an Church, Edmonton, Alberta.  The Team is published 3-4 times a 
year - in August, in December, in February, and  in May under the 
auspices of the Communications Committee. 
Next publication date: February 2017. 
The Team is intended to serve the members of Trinity Lutheran 
Church as a comprehensive communications tool.  The editors wel-
come your comments or questions.  Please submit all Team articles, 
information, comments or questions to: Trinity Office (office@trinity-
lutheran.ab.ca)  or drop them off at the church office - Attn: Trinity 
Team 
 Trinity Lutheran Church, 2016 
Source should be acknowledged if material reproduce in whole 
or in part. 
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Comings, Goings and Celebrations 
November 23, 2015 to November 20, 2016 

Bap sms: 

Samuel  
William  
Declan  
Easton  
Maverick  
Mason  

Confirma on: 

Mason  

Weddings: 

Katrina & Brendan  
Emily & Keanan  
Bonita & Mike  

Deaths: 

Harold Seutter 
Eva Aippersbach, 
Larry Tim Coutereille 
Irmgard Bredemann 


