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If We Will Shine, He Will 
Be Found 

    By Sister K. LaFave 

As we let our light shine in this dark 
world, we will be watched and 
observed. If we rise out of our own 
need to gratify self, and ascend to a 
place where we can give forth the 
radiance of the Holy Ghost, there will 
be those who will desire to 
follow us. They will fall at the feet of 
Jesus, with a heart full of worship. 
The star that led the Wise Men to 
Bethlehem didn’t speak; it just shone.  
Should we be a portent, a sign to the 
world, leading them to the Savior? “Let 
your light so shine before men, that 
they may see your good works, and 
glorify your Father which is in heaven.” 
Let it shine! Let it shine!  Let it shine! 

  

 
 
 
The gift tag read "From Mommy," 
which caught my five-year-old eye. All 
the other gift tags read "From Mommy 
& Daddy," so I was curious to know why 
this particular Christmas gift was from 
my mom only. During childhood, there 
are many moments that pass over you 
... but there are some you never 
forget. This was one of those 
moments.  
 
I opened the gift and it was a popular 
doll of that decade. I didn't have a lot 
of dolls and I remember feeling so 
happy and surprised. Her name was 
"Jenny,” and she had dark shiny hair, a 
pretty chocolate colored dress with 
tiny flowers on it, brown tights and 
shiny brown plastic shoes. I remember 
my mother explaining to me that she 
bought the doll with the money from 
her cleaning job, so it was her gift to 
give. 

 

The Gift 
By Sister Rachel Jeffers 

I was only a five-year-old child, but I 
knew what that meant. I knew the 
value of such a gift and the price 
paid for it. My sister was an infant 
at the time and my mom would bring 
her along to clean houses. I 
understood, even at a young age, the 
sacrifice of love.  
 
My "Jenny" doll still sits on my 
bookcase, as pretty as she was 
almost 30 years ago, because there 
are some gifts you keep close to your 
heart. Next to her is a doll that was 
a gift from my late uncle, Adrian. 
Side by side they sit, and each doll 
whispers secrets to my heart. Each 
doll has a story. One story is sweet 
and one is sad. Both are stories of 
love. 
 
Imagine how God felt that first 
Christmas when He gave His only son 
as a gift to us. He knew the value of 
the gift. He knew the price that 
would be paid. He knew some would 
soil and throw away His gift. He knew 
some would accept His gift and value 
it only for a season. But, He knew 
some would treasure it for the rest 
of their lives. And for those, and 
many more He hopes will find their 
way, He gave us His best gift. Merry 
Christmas. 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 

They were guided by the star. It 
shone brightly in the sky. It drew 
their attention and captivated 
them. It was not just any star. 

They knew this was a sign from 
God.  In this case, the star they 
located through stargazing was a 
portent (prophecy) from God. (This 
was not astrology. Astrology is "...a 
form of divination based on the 
theory that the movement of the 
celestial bodies—the stars, the 

planets, the sun and the moon—
influence human affairs and 
determine the course of events." 
By contrast, the Bible refers to 
the celestial objects as carrying 
signs from God. But it prohibits 
worship of what we see in the skies 
or even holding such things in too 

high regard.) As they scurried 
about in haste, packing for their 
journey, they continually kept their 
eyes on the star. Looking over 
their shoulders and lifting their 
heads, they quickly gathered items 
for their trip. They paused just 

long enough to be sure they packed 
gifts befitting a King.  

The star went before them taking 

them to the place where the young 
child was. They fell down and 
worshipped him.  
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“EXPRESSIONS” 

Etiquette 
 

My family all pile into my brother’s 
pickup truck and sing Christmas carols 
on the way to the cemetery where my 
dad, my mom and Frank are buried. We 
then sing around the graves and leave 
Christmas trees, which are decorated 
with things animals can eat.  

Sister Janet Welcome 

 
You only have to spend a couple of 
minutes with my family to realize being 
quiet isn’t an option and speaking your 
mind is a must, even if it is when you 
are picking out a Christmas tree. Some 
families get all dressed up and grab 
their cameras to get their traditional 
trees. My family prepares their 
speeches, one for the tree they don't 
want, (it’s too short, too wide, not full 
enough) and the other for their dream 
tree. I was one of those children who 
always believed “we can make it fit” 
and wanted one of those large trees 
one would only dream of, and believe 
me, I fought for my dream tree.  Now 
I have grown to understand that a 30 
foot tree won’t fit in our living room 
and I have also learned it isn't the 
tree that makes the traditions but 
rather the reason for the season. I’m 
so thankful for a family that 
established a love for Jesus. Ever 
since I could remember, our Christmas 
morning started with a reading of 
Christ’s birth, which we read by our 
small, but fitting, Christmas tree. I’m 
thankful for what I believe is one of 
the greatest families I could have ever 
been given and I am blessed to be able 
to share Christmas with them this year 
and every year. So when I look at our 
tree, I see years of blessings because 
of what my family has poured into me.  

Sister Amy Shields 

    
 
But verily God hath heard me; he 
hath attended to the voice of my 
prayer.  Blessed be God, which 
hath not turned away my prayer, 
nor his mercy from me. 
 
Throughout my life no matter 
where I was, the highest high, or 
the lowest low, God has always 
been there right when I needed 
Him most. He has never turned 
away my prayer and His mercy is 
new every morning! 
 
 
 
 

Ingredients 

1-18oz. pkg Oreo cookies  
1-8oz. pkg cream cheese  
4 oz white chocolate almond bark  

Directions 

Add Oreos to food processor and 
blend until fine.  
 
Add cream cheese to Oreo crumbs and 
blend until dough-like.  
 
Chill mixture for 15 minutes then roll 
into bite-size balls. Chill balls for 15 
minutes.  
 
Melt almond bark in microwave 
according to package directions. Dip 
chilled Oreo balls in melted chocolate 
using fork so chocolate can "drip off." 
Set covered cookie balls on waxed 
paper and let set aprox. 30 minutes. If 
using sprinkles or decorative sugars, do 
so before chocolate sets.  I usually 
make a dozen at a time sprinkling after 
each dozen.  Prep Time: 1 hour. 

The Etiquette of Conversation 
Some Victorian Etiquette for Today 

•  Be cool, collected, and self-
possessed, using respectful, 
chaste, and appropriate language. 

• Recollect that the object of 
conversation is to entertain and 
amuse.  

• Do not always commence a 
conversation by an allusion to the 
weather. 

• Do not, when narrating an 
incident, continually say "you see, 
you know," etc. 

• Do not make a pretense of 
gentility, nor parade the fact 
that you are a descendant of any 
notable family. You must pass for 
just what you are, and must 
stand on your own merit.  

• Do not make a parade of being 
acquainted with distinguished or 
wealthy people, of having been to 
college, or of having visited 
foreign lands. All this is no 
evidence of any real genuine 
worth on your part.  

• Do not attempt to pry into the 
private affairs of others by 
asking what their profits are, 
what things cost, whether 
Melissa ever "had a beau," and 
why Amarette never got 
married.  

Taken from The Essential Handbook 
of Victorian Etiquette           
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Oreo Cookie Balls 
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Psalms 66:19,20 

 


