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Explorers Sunday school 
Trinity United Methodist Church 

Beaumont, Texas 
December 13, 2020 

Third Sunday of Advent 
“De Colores” 

 
For of his fullness we have all received, grace upon grace. -- John 1:16 
 
 
 
Jesus was a master teacher, an artist. He left us an opus of images, to help us picture who 
we are and why we’re here.  
 
For example, in chapter 5 of Matthew, Jesus invites us to think of ourselves as table salt.  
 
In fact, we are table salt, to the tune of roughly 40 teaspoons each, walking around in 
tennis shoes and stretchy pants.   
 
The table salt in our bodies maintains the fluid in our blood cells. It transmits information 
to our nerves and muscles.  
 
Our bodies can’t make the salt we need, so we have to get it from tortilla chips.  
 
If you over-salt the soup, you can always throw in a potato. 
 
If you knock over the saltshaker, you have to throw some over your shoulder. 
 
“If you lose your saltiness, how will people taste godliness?”  
 
You see the genius of Jesus for working with what we already know! 
 
Then he turns to another image:  
 
“Here’s another way to put it: You’re here to be light, bringing out the God-colors in the 
world. God is not a secret to be kept. We’re going public with this, as public as a city on a 
hill … Now that I’ve put you there on a hilltop, on a light stand—shine! Keep open house; 
be generous with your lives.” 
 
In the mid-1950’s my church and I both drew our first breath in the city of Beaumont, on a 
flat coastal plain. And here we still are, 16.4 feet above the salty Gulf, working to bring out 
God-flavors and God-colors.  You could hardly say we’re standing on a hilltop!  
 
On the other hand, the word Beaumont means ‘beautiful mountain’.  Holy, holy, holy. 
 
Always, Jesus invites us to look more deeply, and make creative connections! 
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“Keep open house.” I can do that.   
 
My open house today is our sanctuary at 19th and Harrison. 
 
Our sanctuary, bringing out God-colors:   
 

Rosy brick,  
cool stone,  
warm wood,  
crimson carpet and cushions,  
rainbow of glass,  
cross of gold.   
 
Grace upon grace! 

 
The colors described above stay the same. Keep coming back, though, and you’ll see a 
color scheme that changes with the seasons of the church year: Altar cloth, lectern cloth, 
banners and stoles -- these we call paraments.  Paraments are color-coded as follows: 
 

 
Purple for Advent.  
Gold or white for Christmas.  
Green for Epiphany.  
Purple for Lent.  
White or gold for Easter.   
Red for Pentecost Sunday.  
Green for the six months after Pentecost known as Ordinary Time. 

 
 
This code of colors is subject to rules. Yet flexible.  
 
More on that later. 
 
Infused as I am each Sunday  
with the God-colors of my church,   
I can’t help but carry the energy with me.   
 
For instance,  
 
although this world with virus filled  
should threaten to undo us,  
I can still make a rainbow  
to catch the morning sun.  
 
My way of praying. 
 
I love the warm end of the spectrum ... 
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But it’s the blue, indigo, and violet that touch the deepest part of me. 
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Let’s explore the liturgical use of blue and purple for Advent, beginning with purple.  
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As I understand Christian tradition, Easter is meant to be our crown. Long before we 
thought of observing Christmas, we poured our energy into the astonishment of 
resurrection, and we developed the forty days of Lent as a time to get ready. The color for 
Lent has long been purple.   
 
Later we came alongside the deep need of humans in the northern hemisphere for hope in 
the bleak midwinter. Christmas!  Preceded by a time of waiting and reflecting. Advent!  
Because Lent and Advent had this time of waiting and reflecting in common, we chose to 
use purple for both.   
 
Traditionally, purple is the color of sorrow, prayer and penitence. A strange fit for Advent?  
But consider: As Mary’s belly grows, as the holy child turns toward the birth canal and his 
future, I feel uneasy and ill-prepared. The nursery is not ready.  I know it, I confess it, I’m 
sorry, and now with God’s help I will do something about it.  
 
Outward signs: Yesterday my eye fell upon a small etagare—you know, one of those units 
for display and storage.  For years it’s stood in the utility room, laden with bird seed, 
clutter, and dust.  Now comes an Advent epiphany, to wit: 
 
Maybe this etagere wants to be in the dining room! For the few who gather at our 
Christmas table this year, the shelves could be shining, generous, and full of love. 
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Outward sign, inward grace:   Thank you God for loving me in all my dusty corners. Thank 
you for the occasional Elbow in my ribs. Thank you for the good feeling when the needed 
work is done.  
 
Now for the promised word about flexibility, which is to say, Advent blue! 
 
In adorning their sanctuaries and chapels, Anglicans and Lutherans felt a need to 
distinguish Advent from Lent. So rather than purple, they went with deep blue.  Like 
purple, blue is a reflective kind of color.  Also a royal color.   And, a dark-water color, “in 
the beginning.”   
 
Perhaps closest to the bone:  Deep blue is the color of the sky just before dawn.  
 
When the long night is almost more than we can bear, deep blue speaks assurance, and 
peace.  
 

 

                                                                                                                           image by Lynn Strait 



 7 

So, purple it is for Advent. Or blue!   
 
On the second Sunday of Advent, I got to church quite early.  Whom should I find outside 
the sanctuary but the principal cellist of the Symphony of Southeast Texas? Masked, of 
course.  There he was with his cellphone, framing an image of statue and church, 
sweeping up to steeple and blue sky, streaked with angel-feathers!  He showed me the 
result, and we both rejoiced. 
 

God is not a secret to be kept. 
We’re going public with this, as public as a city on a hill! 

 
Thus inspired, I went inside and tried for an image of our purple paraments. (Thank you, 
Altar Guild!) 
 

 

 
Then, I noticed the art glass. 
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What is art glass? You may well ask.  
 
Way back in the sixties, our sanctuary still on the drawing board, our planning committee 
opted for a contemporary alternative to stained glass.  They hired a design company. 
 
An designer named Odell Prather (1912- 2001) went to work.  Soon, the side panels of our 
soaring sanctuary were embedded with myriad chunks of faceted glass, arranged in 
abstract designs.   
 
Guess what? Odell signed her work.  
 
(Your mission, should you decide to accept it: Find this chunk of amber!) 
 
 

 

 
 
A few years back, when our pews were away for re-covering, I took a tour of Odell’s 
abstractions.  Each panel, carefully explained. One of those times I’ve nodded my head, 
but didn’t really really get it.  The colors, however, speak to me from head to toe!  No 
wonder Jesus kept saying, “To put it another way ...” 
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Being a tactile creature, one of my favorite things is to approach a chunk of Odell’s glass, 
and put my hand directly on it.  I crave the coolness, the contrast of smooth and sharp.  
And why not? Creation invites our full-bodied participation. Other times I just lose myself 
in the color. 
 
What follows is from my heart to yours.  
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“De Colores” from your fellow Explorer, 

Phoebe 
 


