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Winter Wheat 
 

From Michael Fish, OSB, Cam., 
 

The Church chose the Winter Solstice – the shortest day and longest night, the middle of Winter 

– to celebrate the coming of Light and Life, powerfully saying, in our darkest dark there is light 

and hope. It reminds me of those comforting words from Brother Roger of Taize, “In our darkest 

night, God kindles a fire that will never die away.” 
 

In the middle of Winter, God stooped down and lit a fire on the earth, or sowed winter wheat 

which sprang up verdant green. 
 

What is Christmas but Spring in Winter, hope in despair, light in darkness, warmth in cold, bread 

in bleakness. So, as we step into the month of December, synonymous for us with Advent, 

perhaps we could be on the lookout for the kindled fire or the green flames of winter wheat 

breaking the surface of our awareness. 

 

 



Early yesterday morning I realized that in 48 hours I’d be in the airport in Ft. Lauderdale 

following a two-hour drive that began in the darkness of night. Two precious days was all I had 

before becoming lost in a sea of agony, chaos, and non-stop noise. I lamented that for the prior 

three days I had not been able to take a walk along the Jetty. Heck, I had not yet taken a three-

minute walk to the ocean front that abuts Ocean Village. On Wednesday I was 22 miles south of 

my home at the clinic getting my covid test when the Hyundai dealer called saying a part for the 

car I needed had arrived. The dealer is 21 miles north of my home. I went from the clinic to the 

dealer, then back to the post office. I drove 95 miles…for just about nothing. On Tuesday and 

Wednesday, I spent and estimated four hours on phone calls to donors. My time in Florida had 

zipped by without any time for me.  
 

So, I took off my watch, turned off my phone, shut down my computer…and read. And continued 

my decluttering campaign.  
 

I peeked at my email, once or twice. There was one response to yesterday’s Journal about my 

cleanup efforts that intrigued me. A reader wrote (in part): 
 

I envisioned those old treasured books which you shelved in those simple, humble crates 

stacked one upon the other. The books represented for me the treasures of our 

relationships with God, each other and creation fulfilled through prayer. The crates 

symbolized our fragile humanity which encloses these treasures, the expression of our 

spirituality. Each one of us, if we but look for it, has our own individual treasure trove 

of "books" just waiting for us [to] immerse ourselves in God's guidance on our faith 

journey.  
 

In never ceases to amaze me what thing in any given Journal hits someone in a novel way. 

 

 
 


