
MISSION  
ENRICHMENT
The Spirit of the Gospel in Service of the Mission Volume 17, No. 6  |  Nov-Dec, 2017

Ideas or comments are welcome.
The Mission Enrichment Newsletter for those working with the Missionary Oblates of Mary Immaculate is published six times a year. 
Geri Furmanek, Editor | Mission Enrichment Office | Paul Schulte Center | 224 S.De Mazenod Dr.,  | Belleville IL 62223-1035 
Tel:618-394-6990 Fax:618-394-6987 | e-mail: gfurmanek@omiusa.org

Our  Winter  Search  for  Meaning 

 Several years ago, my family and I 
changed up our holiday ritual.  For years 
the busyness of the season had been 
ratcheting up to increasingly unworkable 
heights.  The holidays had come to mean 
unmitigated stress and overload in the 
form of last-minute shopping for gifts 
no one needed, convoluted travel plans, 
and weeks of gluttony.  The clincher came 
one day as I was driving my three kids 
to school, and my older daughter said, 
apropos of nothing, “Christmas doesn’t 
really mean anything.”
 She was right.  For one thing, my 
husband, raised Jewish, and I, brought up 
Presbyterian, were raising our three kids continued on back page

without religion.  They had never attended 
midnight Mass, acted in a Christmas 
pageant, or recited the Hanukah prayer 
while lighting the menorah.  Of course 
the holiday season carried no religious 
significance for them.  But my husband 
and I had failed to supply any alternative 
to fill that spiritual vacuum.  And so the 
hole had been filled for us—with Barbies, 
Shopkins, and Minecraft figurines.  Each 
December, Amazon Prime became our 
God.
 The year my daughter pronounced 
Christmas meaningless, we’d moved 
halfway across the country, and our usual 
holiday ritual, like everything else in our 
lives, was suddenly up for reevaluation.  
It seemed as good a time as any to 
reexamine our practices, and we decided 
to simplify.  We skipped the extended 
family circus, steered clear of the crowded 
aisles at Target, and set off for a friend’s 
borrowed house in the woods of Vermont, 
a white clapboard bungalow set on a 
frozen lake—a million miles away from our 
usual holiday frenzy.
 Once there, our pace changed.  We 
slept in, turned off our electronics, and 

By: Katherine Ozment (Spirituality & Health, 2016 Nov.-Dec.)

No drug, not even alcohol, causes the fundamental ills of society.  If we’re looking 
for the source of our troubles, we shouldn’t test people for drugs, we should test 
them for stupidity, ignorance, greed and love of power. 

– P.J. O’Rourke

3 Simple Solstice Rituals
Let There Be Light
Because the winter solstice is a 
celebration of light, light a fire—or 
several.  Meditate in darkness and then 
light candles to symbolize the return of 
the sun.  Make ice lanterns by placing 
a candle in a plastic tub of any size, 
filling the tub with water, and freezing 
it.  Add color by placing small fir 
branches, pinecones, and holly berries 
in the water before freezing.

Ring in the New Year
Arrange a collection of bells on a 
solstice altar and create your own 
bell-ringing ceremony.  Gather family 
and friends to ring the bells several 
times in unison, each time symbolizing 
connection—to family, community, 
nature, the universe.  Then ask each 
person to state a wish for the coming 
year.  With each wish, ring the bells in 
unison, formally acknowledging each 
individual hope for the New Year.

Goodbye to All That
Yule comes from the Norse Jul, 
meaning “wheel,” and yule logs, a 
Scandinavian tradition, are said to bring 
good fortune in the New Year.  Top 
your log with a mix of seasonal items 
such as small sprigs of holly, cinnamon 
sticks, and thyme; wrap it in a red 
bow; and use a felt-tip pen to write 
something you want to let go of on the 
log itself (stressful holidays, perhaps).  
Then light it up and let it go. †
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“It is a miracle if you can find true friends and it is a miracle if you have enough food to eat, and it is a miracle 
if you get to spend your days and evenings doing whatever it is you like to do, and the holiday season—like 
all the other seasons—is a good time not only to tell stories of miracles, but to think about the miracles in 
your own life, and to be grateful for them.” 

—Lemony Snicket, The Lump of Coal

Feeling trapped in problems? Al-Anon points the way to 
solutions.  Fellow members show us how they applied to 
themselves the wonderful, relieving ideas we’re learning.  
 The effects of the Al-Anon program are revealed to me 
as a series of little miracles, as each day lifts another burden 
because I am changing my way of thinking about it.  (from One 
Day at a Time in Al-Anon, p. 200)
 I can’t keep thoughts from coming into my head, but I have a 
choice about whether or not to entertain those thoughts for the next 
hour.  Am I making the choices I want to make, or is habit making my 
choices for me?  A change of attitude means a change in my thinking.  I 
will look at the principles I am practicing today.
 “We must alter our lives in order to alter our hearts, for it is impossible 
to live one way and pray another.” –William Law    
(from Courage to Change, p. 209)

Yes, but…. (from One Day at a Time in Al-Anon, p. 200)
 A phrase that turns up quite often in Al-Anon meetings is: “Yes, but…”
 Member A is explaining how an Al-Anon idea can be applied to B’s problem.  B, 
interrupting, says: “Yes, but…” and proceeds to show how different her case is, and 
how much worse than others, and that it couldn’t possibly be solved by anything as 
simple as applying a Step or a slogan.
 “Yes, but…” means she’s not ready to listen because she doesn’t want her 
problem underrated.  She’s been living with it, and only she knows how awful it 
is.  She overlooks the fact that we’re all there for the same reasons.  
 If ever I am tempted to say “Yes, but…,” I will remind myself to concentrate 
on what my Al-Anon friend is saying.  If I’m sure I want to make my life 
more livable, I’ll listen with an open mind, and apply what I hear.
 The key to Al-Anon is to accept and use the program without any of the “Yes, buts” 
that would reveal only my resistance and uncertainty.

Editor’s note: The following is the sixth in an on-going series this year;  
with gratitude for all those who work the steps of recovery in Al-Anon.

 “I will not resist the 
impact of a new idea.  It 
may be just the one I’ve 
needed without being aware 
of it.  I will make my mind 
more flexible and receptive to 
new points of view.” †

The Power of Forgiveness  
by Fr. Richard Rohr, OFM  
(Aug. 27, 2017)

Fr. Rohr shares this personal story of 
forgiveness that happened in his family near 
the time of his mother’s death. 
 My mother was lingering on the 
threshold, and for several days she had been 
talking about “a mesh” she couldn’t get 
through.
 I was sitting by her bed, telling her how 
much I would miss her.  She said she wanted 
to hear that from my father, whom we 
always called “Daddy.”  Of course, Daddy 
had been telling her that for weeks.

 So Daddy came over and effusively told 
her, “Oh, I’m going to miss ya.”
 She replied, “I don’t believe it.”
 I couldn’t believe my ears!  I said, 
“Mother, you’re a few hours from death.  
You can’t say that!”
 She persisted: “I don’t believe it.”
Daddy redoubled his efforts: “I ask your 
forgiveness for all the times I’ve hurt you 
in our fifty-four years of marriage, and I 
forgive you for all the times you’ve hurt 
me.”
 I said, “Mother, isn’t that beautiful?  
Now say that back to Daddy.”  And suddenly 
she clammed up.  She didn’t want to say it.
I said, “Mother, you’re soon going to be 

before God.  You don’t want to come before 
God without forgiving everybody.”
She said, “I forgive everybody.” 
 I said, “But do you forgive Daddy?” and 
she became silent again.
 Then Daddy jumped in and said, “Honey, 
I never fooled around with any other 
women.”
 We all knew that.  She even said, “Well I 
know that, I know that.”
 My siblings and I still don’t know how 
Daddy had hurt Mother.  But any married 
person knows there are many little ways a 
couple can hurt one another over fifty-four 
years.
 Then I said, “Mother, let’s try this.  Put 
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 While attending a conference, I 
returned to my motel room late one 
evening.  The overhead light outside my 
door was burned out and I had difficulty 
finding the keyhole.  When I managed to 
open the door, I felt around the wall for 
a light switch.  I found the plate where a 
switch was once installed... but no switch. 
 Not discouraged easily, I remembered 
spotting a lamp by the bed when I 
deposited my luggage earlier in the day.  I 
found the bed in the dark and felt around 
until I found the lamp, but when I switched 
it on, nothing happened.  Now what? 
 Though I knew that it was dark outside 
my window since the outdoor light was 
broken, I thought that perhaps if I opened 
the curtains I might be able to use the 
light from the street to find another lamp.  
So I made my way slowly across the room 
to the drapes and... no drawstring!  (Have 
you ever had days like that?) 
 I finally stumbled around until I found 
a desk lamp I could turn on and, once 
again, my world was lighted.
 Physical light is important, of course, 
especially when you’re in an unfamiliar 
space.  But there is another kind of 
light that is even more vital -- inner 
light.  Inner light shines from love and 
compassion and faith.  It illuminates and 
warms a world that, for many people, can 
be dark and lonely and confusing. 
 One December I received a letter from 
a reader in Mexico City who said this 
about the darkness around her:  “Yesterday 
I bought a Christmas decoration.  It’s a 
plastic star, maybe 18 inches across, strung 
with small white and gold Christmas 
lights.  I hung it in my living room window 

last night.  It looks so beautiful from 
outside – even better than I had hoped!  
I live on the second floor of a five-story 
government housing project building.  The 
building where I live is tucked away where 
few people go.  Not a whole lot of folks 
see my lighted star.  As long as I have it 
plugged in, that star shines bravely and 
brightly out into the cold night.  It shines 
on regardless of whether anyone is around 
to see it or not.  And I know that anyone 
who does see it must be heartened by it – 
it’s that lovely.” 
 She ended with this observation:  “I 
got to thinking, ‘Isn’t that the way we 
should be?  Shouldn’t our lives in some 
way shine out into the cold night – 
regardless of whether or not anyone 
admires them?  It’s certainly nice when 
someone notices us and is encouraged or 
heartened.  But, after all, isn’t it the shining 
itself that is most important?” 
 It is the shining that is important, 
whether or not you feel as if you are 

The problem is not to find 
the answer; it’s to face the 
answer. 

–Terence McKenna 
(from Quotes That Will Change 

Your Life, p.44)

one hand on your heart, and I’m going to 
pray that your heart gets real soft.”  …I held 
her other hand and started kissing it.
 After about a minute she said, very 
faintly, “That melts me.  When you kiss my 
hand like that, now I’ve got to do it.”  After 
a pause, she continued:  “I’m a stubborn 
woman.  All of my life I’ve been a stubborn 
woman.” 
 “Well, Mother, we all knew that,” I said.  
“Now look at Daddy and you tell him.”
So she looked over and she didn’t call him 
“Daddy,” as she usually did.  She spoke to 
him by name: “Rich, I forgive you.”
 I prompted her again: “Mother, the other 
half—I ask for your forgiveness.”

 She started breathing heavily and rapidly.  
Then she summoned her energy and said, 
“Rich, I ask your forgiveness.”  A few more 
moments of labored breathing, and she said, 
“That’s it, that’s it.  That’s what I had to do.”
I said to her, “Mother, do you think that was 
the mesh?”
 She replied, “It’s gone!  The mesh is 
gone!  And, God, I pray that I mean this 
forgiveness from my heart.”
 Then she said, referring to my two sisters 
and my sister-in-law, “Tell the girls to do 
this early and not to wait ‘til now.  They’ll 
understand a woman’s heart and the way a 
man can hurt a woman.”

 Mother was so happy then, and fully 
ready for death.
 That’s the power and the grace of 
forgiveness.  But let’s do it now!  Let’s ask 
for the grace to let go of those grudges and 
hurts we hold on to.  How else will we ever 
be free?  In forgiveness, we live up to our 
true and deepest dignity.  We then operate 
by a power and a logic not our own.  We live 
out of the True Self and not just the tiny self 
that is always offended and complaining.  
Without forgiveness nothing new happens, 
and we remain frozen in a small past. †

Let It Shine by Steve Goodier

making a difference.  For someone 
today just may be stumbling in 
discouragement or sadness or fear 
and in need of some light. 
 So let your light shine.  Whatever 
light you offer may be a beacon of 
hope and encouragement in someone’s 
darkness.  And if you feel that your 
light is no more than a candle in a 
forest, remember this – there isn’t 
enough darkness in all the world to put 
out the light of one small candle. 
 Will you let your light shine? †
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took leisurely trips into town and to a 
local farm to learn about the area.  One 
day, while playing outside in the snow, 
the kids found a fallen branch bursting 
with fragrant needles.  We placed its thick 
stem in a pot by the window and called it 
our Christmas tree.  The kids made simple 
ornaments with white paper and crayons, 
tying them to the branch with yarn.
 The next day I gave each child a $10 bill 
and we drove to the general store in town 
to choose small gifts for one another.  On 
Christmas morning, the five of us sat by 
our potted branch and opened our gifts—
ornaments, chocolates, and small toys.  
In the past, such items would have been 
mere stocking stuffers, but this time they 
were the main event.  Because they were 
so few and so small, we appreciated them 
more.  We spent hours opening each 
one and telling stories about why we’d 
chosen them.  With so little before us, 
our focus shifted to a sense of gratitude 
for the simple things—and one another.
 It occurred to me later that we were 
practicing a version of what people 
have been doing in winter since ancient 
times—in particular on the winter solstice, 
the shortest day of the year.  The word 
solstice comes from the Latin sol, meaning 
“sun,” and sistere, meaning “to stand still.”  
Ancient people noted the sun’s seeming 

stillness in the sky each year as Earth’s 
axis tilts the northern hemisphere to its 
greatest distance from the sun.  And they 
created rituals to try to rekindle the sun’s 
light.  Those practices come down to us in 
a blend of pagan and Christian traditions, 
but at their core they’re about creating 
meaning—and light—in the darkness.  
For those of us who’ve left religion and 
crave new holiday rituals, winter solstice 
celebrations—centered on nature, celestial 
bodies, and turning inward for warmth—
are a powerful alternative.
 Looking back on that winter, I see 
now that it wasn’t just the plastic toys 
and holiday rush we were running away 
from.  Having moved just months before, 
we were also adjusting to the loss of the 
familiar—home, school, work, and friends.  
Life as we’d known it had been blown 
wide open, and we were trying to figure 
out what to create in that new space.  I 
never could have guessed that the answer 
would come from a broken branch brought 
in from the cold, ornaments cut from plain 
white paper, and gifts I could hold in the 
palm of my hand.  Yet, there beside that 
frozen lake, we stood still and drew closer.  
I saw, finally, that it was up to us to create 
our own meaning.  We didn’t have to wait 
for the light to return.  It had been with us 
all along. †

A Friendly Reminder for the Holidays (from AA)

 Just a reminder for friends and family:  At this time of the year, when the 
roadblocks come up with great regularity, I would like to share a personal experience 
with my closest friends about drinking and driving.
 As you well know, some of us have been known to have had brushes with the 
authorities on our way home from an occasional social session over the years.
 A couple of nights ago, I was out for an evening with friends and had a couple of 
cocktails and some rather nice red wine.
 Knowing full well I may have been slightly over the limit, I did something I’ve 
never done before; I took a cab home.  Sure enough, I passed a police road block but, 

since it was a cab, they waved it past.
 I arrived home safely without incident, which 

was a real surprise as I have never driven a 
cab before and am not sure 

where I got it or what to 
do with it now that it’s 
in my garage. †

7 Self-Care Tips  
During the Holidays 

By: Kathryn Drury Wagner

Stop feeling frazzled and find ways to slow 
down, find balance, and recharge.  Why does 
everything have to happen in December?  I 
know I’m not alone feeling frazzled and 
overwhelmed this time of year.  Let’s look at 
some methods for self-preservation. 

1. Create spaciousness in your day.  
Look for a tiny pocket of slow motion.  Maybe 
that means putting down the cell phone, 
turning off the TV/Video.  Or take a 10-minute 
nap instead of vacuuming.  The dust will still be 
there in January.

2. Connect with the Divine. 
At this harried time of year, 15 minutes alone 
with your Spirit Source is not optional—it’s 
essential.  Prayer, meditation, a walk in the 
woods; however you plug in, plug in.  Your 
universal energy is there, waiting to restore 
you. 

3. Declutter. 
As the onslaught of new objects come into 
your home, make sure things are going out, too.  
This applies to gifts received, new decorations 
purchased, winter clothing added to the 
wardrobe, etc.  One in, one out.

4. Take a Sabbath. 
Some Christian faiths don’t work on Sundays; 
for the Jewish faith, Shabbat is from sundown 
on Friday to the appearance of the first three 
stars on Saturday evening.  In some Muslim 
countries, Friday is a non-work day, and for 
some Muslims, Friday is a day for prayer.  If it’s 
not a regular practice for you, you may find it 
challenging to take such a Sabbath day, but 
try it once this month, for rest and spiritual 
enrichment.  Turn off the digital devices, skip 
the mall, spend some time with your family 
reading and cuddling. 

5. Nap for fun.  
Cozy up with the softest blankets and pillows 
you can find and make like a caterpillar in its 
cocoon.

6. Ditch the obligation.  
“Just say no.”  To putting up decorations you 
no longer love.  To events you don’t have time 
for.

7. Check in.  
This is especially important for parents and 
other caretakers.  Ask yourself daily, “Are my 
needs being met?”  If your lunch was Pringles 
and you are going on four hours of sleep, it’s 
time to step in, on your own behalf.  There’s 
only one you.  Be nice to you. †


