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First Sunday of Advent
November 29, 2020

Scripture Readings: Isaiah 64:1-9 & Mark 13:24-37

 If ever there was a year we needed Advent, this is the year. 
We hardly know how to describe the year we have lived through. 
We hesitate to reflect on all the mess around us in 2020. All we 
know is that nothing seems right, nothing seems like it used to 
be, nothing. We need Advent!
 The prophet Isaiah cried out for us, “O that you would tear 
open the heavens and come down … To make your name 
known … so that nations might tremble at your presence.” So 
tear through the mess, O Lord, and come down to us again. 
We long to be your people, a people of hope.
 We light the first candle of Advent as a sign of our hope. 
Hope that you can meet us, even in the mess of our world. 
Hope that you still see us, though we feel we are lost in the 
rubble. Let this light be the guide that brings us to Emmanuel 
once more.
 O Come, O Come Emmanuel.



Monday, November 30, 2020

When they saw the star, they rejoiced with exceeding great joy.
           
        Matthew 2:10

Symbols of Christmas

 A few years ago our Sunday school class took a look at some of 
the symbols we see at Christmastime. We even used a few of these 
items to decorate our Christmas party gathering that year and I still 
enjoy thinking about these special items used during Advent. Do 
you know what these items represent?
 HOLLY symbolizes immortality.
 EVERGREEN TREES stay green all year. They symbolize ever-
lasting life and hope. These trees point up to heaven.
 STARS represent the Star of Bethlehem. This special star in the 
sky guided the journey of the Wise Men to Jesus. They are symbols 
of hope.
 CANDY CANES remind us that Jesus is our Shepherd because 
this candy is in the shape of a shepherd’s crook. White stripes rep-
resent purity and the red stripes represent the blood of Jesus.
 BELLS represent the arrival of the Christmas Season and the 
birth of the baby Jesus.
 WREATHS are circular never-ending symbols of God’s love for us.

 There are other items we decorate with and enjoy during this 
exciting time of year. Next time you see, hear, smell, taste or touch 
one, take a moment to pause and rejoice in the everlasting, extraor-
dinary blessings we have as children of God.
 We thank God for the gift of His Son our Lord and Savior Jesus 
this Advent season. And Merry Christmas!

Mary Beth McQuary



Tuesday, December 1, 2020

 The advent season is a wonderful time, well normally. Normally, 
we are preparing to celebrate the coming of Christ with finding the 
right gifts to give to others as we remember the gift given to us. 
Normally, we are preparing to celebrate the coming of Christ with 
decorating our homes to help us celebrate Christ’s coming and re-
member this season of joy. Normally, we are preparing to celebrate 
the coming of Christ by gathering with friends and family, coworkers 
and neighbors and experiencing the joy of the celebration. Normal-
ly, our hearts are enjoying the celebration as we go from house to 
house singing carols or spending a night watching and listening to 
children play their part in the story as sheep, shepherds, wisemen, 
Mary, Joseph, an angel or even a star. But these days aren’t normal.
 If I am honest with myself, the preparations that I normally make 
are preparations so I can celebrate. Now, what we celebrate is a 
wonderful thing, the best thing, but this year isn’t normal and maybe 
that is a good thing. Now, I do not think there is anything wrong with 
parties and candy, eating food and being with family, having pag-
eants and singing carols. I believe we should absolutely celebrate, 
but maybe this year gives us an opportunity to focus less on the 
celebration.
 You see, Christ didn’t come so that we would celebrate his com-
ing, although we should. Christ didn’t come so that we would be 
overjoyed that he came, although we should. The Father sent the 
Son so that we might be saved. Do you remember what the angels 
told the shepherds? In Luke 2:10-12 we hear that “the angel said to 
them, ‘Do not be afraid. I bring you good news of great joy that will 
be for all the people. Today in the town of David a Savior has been 
born to you; he is Christ the Lord. This will be a sign to you: You will 
find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.’”
 I’m going to guess that this year may be a little quieter than your 
normal Christmas season, and maybe that is a good thing. Take 
those moments of quiet and remember that you and I needed sav-
ing and the Father sent the Son. Use some time to prepare our 
hearts to receive the one who came. If I don’t receive him, what am 
I really celebrating? Remember that if Jesus is really who we say he 
is, then celebration only makes sense from a position of one who 
surrenders to the one who saves.



 This season before you wrap another gift, place another decora-
tion, sign another card, bake another cookie or however else you 
prepare and celebrate, thank him for coming to save and admit that 
you still need him. Before you celebrate, bow your heart and con-
fess once again that your hope is only found in him. Maybe even 
pray “O holy Child of Bethlehem, descend to us, we pray; cast out 
our sin, and enter in, be born in us today. We hear the Christmas 
angels the great glad tidings tell; O come to us, abide with us our 
Lord Emmanuel!”

Lynn Beach
(Advent 2020)



Wednesday, December 2, 2020

Carry each other’s burdens, and in this way you will fulfill the 
law of Christ.
       Galatians 6:2 (NIV)

Trail Angels

 I love to get outside and take a nice long walk by the river or 
down Buttermilk Falls, but I have never been a serious hiker. I was 
intrigued by a term I recently read in Becky Thompson’s book Peace: 
trail angels. If you Google “trail angels,” you will find that these an-
gels love helping hikers. They will bring food and water to the trails, 
they will shuttle hikers into town to replenish supplies, they will offer 
their homes for an overnight stay in a real bed and give them a hot 
meal. But Becky Thompson reflects on her favorite: “hikers who set 
out on the trail without a pack of their own, hoping to find hikers who 
will allow them to carry their packs a few miles.” (p. 74) She goes on 
to say we don’t have to be hiking and literally carrying someone’s 
backpack, but that “we are all just travelers passing through this 
world on our way to the next, and we should eagerly look to carry 
others’ burdens and share ours along the way.” (p. 78)
 This Christmas as we buy gifts, give gifts and receive gifts, let 
us remember that “God has given us the gift of His presence so 
we don’t walk any road alone, the Holy Spirit is always with us. 
But sometimes we forget that the Lord has given us another gift in 
addition to His love. GOD HAS GIVEN US THE GIFT OF ONE AN-
OTHER” ( p. 79)
 As Galatians 6:2 says, let us be there for each other and carry 
each other along life’s journey.

Elizabeth Wilson



Thursday, December 3, 2020

I pray that God, the source of hope, will fill you completely with 
joy and peace because you trust in him. Then you will overflow 
with confident hopethrough the power of the Holy Spirit.
 
        Romans 15:13

 This year is not one that I think any of us will soon forget. Each 
month, sometimes each day, has been met with new tales of horrors 
that threaten to take our loved ones, our livelihood, and our hope if 
they could. 
 I remember my brother had asked my grandma when she was in 
her late 80s, if she could pass on one piece of advice, what would 
it be. Her advice? “Trust in the Lord.” When I read Romans 15:13, 
what stands out the most to me is “because you trust in him.” 
 With ever changing global, national and local dilemmas we watch 
the news looking for hope. Hope for a vaccine, hope for improve-
ment in race relations, hope for someone to lead our nation. The 
problem is when we put our hope in the world, the ever changing 
world, we will be disappointed. It’s rather like the line from Romeo 
and Juliet where Juliet tells Romeo not to swear by the moon, the 
ever changing moon, lest his love prove likewise. When we place 
hope in something that is ever changing, our faith, peace and joy 
will prove likewise.
 When we put our trust in the Lord, “the source of hope,” we will be 
filled with joy and peace. Our hearts will overflow with hope through 
the power of the Holy Spirit. 

I pray that in this Advent season your hearts are filled with joy and 
peace and overflow with hope as you put your trust in the unchang-
ing, everlasting son of God, Jesus Christ our Lord. 
         Amen

Stephanie Johnson



Friday, December 4, 2020

I can do ALL things through Christ

 When Brian and I were first married, we went on a trip to Flor-
ida with my parents and sister over spring break. Each morning, 
Brian and my sister tried to get me to join them to go running on 
the beach. I kept politely declining….and one morning I even said, 
“Erin doesn’t run!” Later that morning my Dad called me out onto the 
balcony overlooking the ocean to see Brian and my sister writing 
“ERIN DOESN’T RUN” in huge letters in the sand! We laughed and 
it became a joke in our family!
 Years later, I proved myself wrong by running four half marathons. 
I distinctly remember the last few miles of my first half marathon….
my running companions and I were reciting Philippians 4:13 “I can 
do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” That running ex-
ample is how I had always thought of Philippians 4:13; that I CAN 
do the difficult things I WANT to do in my life (but think I cannot do) 
because Christ gives me strength to do them. However, my under-
standing of that verse and also my relationship with Jesus recently 
changed.
 A year and a half ago, someone in my extended family, who is im-
measurably important to me and whom I love immensely, received a 
medical diagnosis that has broken my heart and challenged my faith. 
The diagnosis has made me feel angry with God, completely bro-
kenhearted and frantic to “fix” my uncomfortable feeling about God 
and my faith. In an effort to make sense of this diagnosis through the 
lens of my faith, I have struggled, cried, prayed, journaled and read 
Christian books.
 After returning home from the recent Woman to Woman retreat 
with BUMC, God finally spoke to me. During the retreat, the speaker 
talked about life verses and anchor verses. I have never felt like I 
have a life verse, and I had never heard of an anchor verse. So I was 
sitting with my journal and writing about that. Suddenly the verse 
“I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me” came into 
my mind and heart. I started writing and it was like I was receiving 
a download straight from God into my heart, and it was coming out 
through my pen into my journal.



 I realized that Philippians 4:13 is not a verse meant to motivate 
me to complete things in my life I want to complete. Instead, through 
Paul, God is explaining and providing so much more than simple 
motivation. God’s children can do ALL THINGS through Christ! Paul 
was talking about God’s provision during his imprisonments, beat-
ings, hunger, persecution and loss. He was talking about the fact 
that he can get through those things because God will give him the 
ability to do so through his relationship with Jesus. The same is true 
for me. I can get through medical diagnoses, Covid fears, heart-
break, loss, change and other things that scare me and hurt me. 
This realization gave me my anchor verse. 
 When I am weak and broken, I can choose to surrender the situa-
tion to God. I can choose to turn to Jesus instead of trying to control 
the situation. I can make the choice to give Him my weakness and 
then rest, knowing He will give me strength and hold me through 
my tears, loss and fears. To me, the chorus of the song There was 
Jesus states this perfectly. “Through the waiting, through the hurt-
ing, through the healing and the hurting, like a blessing buried in 
the broken pieces. Every minute, every moment, where I’ve been 
or where I’m going, even when I didn’t know or couldn’t see it, there 
was Jesus.” 
 I won’t know how Jesus will give me strength. I may not under-
stand how He will hold me up or carry me through ALL THINGS. 
It could be through an answered prayer, another person’s words, 
praise and worship music, nature, His word, or things I can’t know or 
imagine. I can’t know how it will happen, but I know it will. Because 
God’s word says so, and He is faithful. 

Erin King



Second Sunday of Advent
December 6, 2020

Scripture Readings: Isaiah 40:1-11 & March 1:1-8

 Our lists are long, even in this strange mess where we live 
these days. And we want to do it right, we want to be safe, but 
we want to be able to enjoy the season. We have work to do 
to put right what has gone wrong, to heal what is broken, to 
mend the relationships, and to prepare for the company that 
will come.
 The prophet Isaiah reminded us there is work to be done. 
“Prepare the way of the Lord, make straight in the desert a 
highway for our God.” When God comes in, healing is to be 
found, but we need to make the way; we need to open the door 
into our lives.
 We light the first and second candles as a sign of our faith 
that the God we worship is not far from us and that we can 
clear the way for that God to come and dwell with us. We light 
these candles in faith that company is coming.
 O Come, O Come Emmanuel.



Monday, December 7, 2020

Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host appeared with 
the angel, praising God and saying, “Glory to God in the high-
est heaven, and on earth peace to those on whom his favor 
rests.” When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, 
the shepherds said to one another, “Let’s go to Bethlehem and 
see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us 
about.” So they hurried off and found Mary and Joseph, and 
the baby, who was lying in the manger. When they had seen 
him, they spread the word concerning what had been told them 
about this child, and all who heard it were amazed at what the 
shepherds said to them. But Mary treasured up all these things 
and pondered them in her heart.
        Luke 2:13-19

 “Mary treasured up all these things and pondered them in her 
heart.” 
 This verse in the story of the birth of Christ is my favorite. I can 
identify with Mary on the level of a mother as my journey to mother-
hood was not without obstacles or hardship. At the age of 23, I had 
medical problems that could have prevented my having children. I 
will always remember the first time I held each of my four children. 
These are moments I have treasured and pondered in my heart.
 I wonder what Mary felt that night. Her journey to motherhood had 
many obstacles and hardships. The circumstances of her pregnan-
cy to an outsider brought disgrace. She might have been shunned 
by family and friends and Joseph considered calling off their mar-
riage. However, she knew the truth about the situation and had to 
trust God.
 One of my favorite Christmas songs is “Mary Did You Know.” I 
have often questioned if Mary really knew the magnitude of the birth 
of her baby. 
 “Mary did you know that your baby boy would save our sons and 
daughters?
 Did you know that your baby boy has come to make you new.
 This child that you delivered, will soon deliver you.”



 I imagine Mary sitting back and soaking in the moment as it un-
folds. The angels announcing the birth of the Messiah, the shep-
herds, the wisemen…treasuring up all theses things and knowing all 
she sacrificed and will sacrifice in the future was worth it. Emmanuel 
God with us.

Dear Heavenly Father, 
 Thank you for the gift of your Son. In this season, even as it looks 
different than what we are used to, help us to sit back and reflect on 
the season. Open our eyes to see and learn something new about 
the story of the birth of Christ. During this time, as we come together 
differently as a church family, bless our church and all that we are 
doing to further Your Kingdom. Amen.

Heather Wilson



Tuesday, December 8, 2020

Be careful, however, that the exercise of your rights does not 
become a stumbling block to the weak. 
       1 Corinthians 8:9

 When I was in high school, my youth group spent a week at 
church camp at Camp Cedarmore in Baghdad, Kentucky, at what is 
now a Crossings Camp.  One night our small group leader organized 
a bonfire for us and we all gathered around the fire for a devotion.  
She instructed us to go find a rock.  Any rock, but one that would fit 
inside our pocket. Off we went, returning shortly with our finds.  
 She read us the scripture from 1 Corinthians 8:9.  She asked us 
to take a few moments in silence and think about an action or activ-
ity in our life that is a stumbling block between us and our relation-
ship with Christ.  Something that needed to be removed to make us 
better aligned with Jesus.  At the time, I chose my mouth!  Some 
of  you are really surprised at this, I know!  lol  Honestly, though, it 
seemed at the time that ALL of my friends and classmates were us-
ing cuss words and that was the cool thing to do.  Sometimes even 
my friends would make fun of me for NOT using cuss words.  So 
under pressure, I started saying bad words every now and again. 
But I was convicted of that and ashamed.  
 My small group leader encouraged us that night to keep that 
small stone with us and pray every time we felt it in our pocket for 
Jesus to help us remove that “stumbling block” from our lives.  When 
we were delivered from that behavior, we were to throw that stone 
away and not pick it back up again.  I learned that the exercise of 
my right to cuss actually only made those doing it feel better about 
themselves and me feel worse.  
 Lately, I have found myself thinking about that scenario again.  I 
realize that some of the ugliness in the world, the slander of groups 
of people, the vivid opinions that we all think must be shared, even 
our actions, our words, our reactions, our relationships, our habits, 
etc. quickly become stumbling blocks to our personal relationship 
with Jesus and they can also be stumbling blocks for others.  On oc-
casion, I find myself bending over to pick up a small stone and slip-
ping in my pocket as a reminder of something I need to constantly 
pray about.  It feels so good and refreshing to throw that stone away 



once the deliverance of that stumbling block has been given.  
 During this season of cleansing and reflection, do you have stum-
bling blocks that need to be removed?  Identify them and feel the 
grace of God when you can throw them far away when deliverance 
comes!

Kelly Wilson



Wednesday, December 9, 2020

God is our refuge and strength,
An ever-present help in trouble.
Therefore we will not fear,
though the earth give way and the mountains
fall into the heart of the sea.
     Psalm 46:1-2

 Advent is a season of expectation, preparation and waiting in the 
calendar of our Christian church. We expect to celebrate the birth 
of our Savior, Jesus, and we do much in the way of preparation for 
that time while waiting.
 If you are like me, you are not very good at waiting, and can be-
come anxious or impatient while doing so. However, this has been 
a year of waiting, impatience and anxiety for all of us. With the pan-
demic still running rampant in our world, we are waiting, expecting 
and anxious to return to some semblance of normalcy once more.
 While waiting and having more “down time” than usual, we can 
put this period of waiting, expecting and anxiety to good use. The 
old excuse of not having enough time to spend with our Lord has 
never sounded more lame. Never have we had more time to spend 
with Him or more need to do so.
 So during this time as we prepare for this joyous period of expec-
tation for His coming and birth, let us spend that time with Him. Let 
us recognize that He is still in control, and we need our relationship 
with Him more than ever. We must keep in constant communica-
tion with Him. Let us read His word, talk to Him, pray for His will to 
be done, and for the Spirit to lead us to do the right things to get us 
through 2020 and beyond.

Prayer: We welcome Your coming and your birthday Lord Jesus. 
Help us to put our impatience and anxiety aside and put our focus 
on the celebration of you, our Lord and Savior. Amen.
 
Judy Stone



Thursday, December 10, 2020

Scripture Readings: Ecclesiastes 1 and John 16

Why?

 I have spent my life asking questions about why things happen 
the way they do. My precious grandfather was so excited about his 
100th birthday on July 15 of this year. He had been looking forward 
to it for years as had we. I can honestly say I have only ever met 
a couple people who lived that long. Obviously, over the past few 
years he had some health issues, but all in all, he was doing great. 
 Then March came. Assisted living was great to him, but he was 
confined to his room and it was the hardest thing to imagine – his 
sitting alone day after day. As summer neared and the virus seemed 
to lighten up, a few people were allowed a short visit outside once a 
week. He was delighted to have company again. The family decided 
to go ahead and have a party on his actual birthday, July 15, even if 
it meant quarantining with him for two weeks afterward so he could 
return to assisted living. 
 Fortunately it seemed restrictions were lessening so they let my 
aunt take him out for half a day three days before his party. He 
drove to various family members’ homes and visited outside. His 
smile in the photos that day was genuine – it was good for him. 
 The very next morning my papaw was taken to the ER with heart 
failure. We rushed in to see him and to have a few coherent mo-
ments with him. After a day and a half of his suffering, about an hour 
and fifteen minutes before his birthday, my cousin did a hard thing 
and told him happy birthday and that he was 100. Within minutes, 
he let go and went to see Jesus. 
 In my little mind it just didn’t make sense. Why did he not have 
heart failure the day after his party? I still don’t know. However, I rest 
in the fact that he is with Jesus and his birthday party in Heaven was 
better than it would have been in New Albany. 
 The writer of Ecclesiastes struggled a lot with the question, 
“Why?” The “Teacher” or King Solomon is searching for wisdom in 
a world that doesn’t make sense. He writes in chapter 1, verse 18, 



“With much wisdom comes much sorrow; the more knowledge, the 
more grief.” Doesn’t 2020 sometimes feel this way: much sorrow 
and grief? 
 I hope you are waiting for the “but….” Here it is: John 16. Jesus is 
talking to His disciples before He is about to be taken, beaten, and 
crucified. (2020 doesn’t seem so bad compared to this.) The most 
hope ever offered in words comes at the end of the chapter in verse 
33. “I have told you these things, so that in me you may have peace. 
In this world you will have trouble. But take heart! I have overcome 
the world.” Thanks be to God and our Savior, Jesus Christ.

Joy Adams



Friday, December 11, 2020

 The song says “let it snow, let it snow, let it snow” and we sing 
along “let it snow, let it snow, let it snow,” but I’m not for sure any of 
us really want a good hard snow. Michelle would like there to be a 
little snow on the ground for Christmas. I’m okay with a little snow as 
long at it isn’t on a Saturday night or Sunday morning. We (adults) 
think snow is more of a hassle than a blessing. It means we have to 
shovel; it means the streets might be slick and may limit where we 
go; it means we have to brush, or worse scrape, off the car when we 
go out. It can be a hassle.
 My daughter Madison, doesn’t see the hassle; she sees only the 
joy. She sees the beauty. She sees the possibilities. She sees the 
fun. I came home early for lunch one Tuesday because Madison 
was wanting to go and play in the snow. We threw snow balls, we 
made snow angels, we crunched steps in the freshly laid snow. It 
was fun. It was even more enjoyable watching her. How can there 
be two views of snow? How can one see the hassle and one see the 
joy?
 Do you remember when Jesus got up to speak in the synagogue 
in Nazareth (Luke 4:14-21)? He got the scroll of Isaiah the prophet 
and turned to the section that says: “The Spirit of the Sovereign 
LORD is on me, because the LORD has anointed me to preach 
good news to the poor. He has sent me to bind up the brokenheart-
ed, to proclaim freedom for the captives and release from darkness 
for the prisoners, to proclaim the year of the LORD’s favor.” (Isaiah 
61:1-2) The scripture goes on to talk about how comfort will
come to those who mourn and how God will provide for those who 
grieve in Zion. Here is how he is going to provide for them – “to be-
stow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of gladness 
instead of mourning, and a garment of praise instead of a spirit of 
despair.” (Isaiah 61:3). Where there was hassle, God was bringing 
hope.
 I don’t want this to change how we see snow, but how we see 
each other, our neighbors, our enemies, our future, our present, 
our past, and our problems. We might know someone who has just 
been mean, been unfriendly, caused you pain and trouble. Instead 
of seeing the hassle, can we find hope? Not for you getting rid of 
the problem, but for them putting on a garment of praise. Maybe the 



finances are tight. instead of the worry and sadness, can we see the 
gladness in what we have and how God is working and
will work? I want us to see the hope for us, for those around us, for 
the church and this community.
 We are called to be a people who see the hope, not the hassle, 
because God takes our ashes and gives us beauty. As the snow 
falls this season, as you scrape off your car, as you shovel your 
sidewalk, as you bundle up for the chill, don’t just see the hassle, but 
enjoy the hope that there is spring soon to come.

Lynn Beach
(Written in December 2008, when Madison was just over 3 years old)



Third Sunday of Advent
December 13, 2020

Scripture Readings: Isaiah 61:1-4, 8-11 & John 1:6-8, 19-28

 We want everything to look nice: the decorations of the sea-
son, our homes with their lights and tinsel, wreaths and rib-
bons. We want to lighten the darkness around us, bring beauty 
to the ugliness that wears us down. We decorate, because it 
is tradition. Because it lifts our hearts. Because it makes us 
feel like children again. We deck our halls because company 
is coming.
 The prophet Isaiah smiled when he said, “God will give a 
garland instead of ashes, the oil of gladness instead of mourn-
ing, a mantle of praise instead of a faint spirit.” No matter how 
far we feel from the spirit of the season, God promises to deco-
rate us with love and with joy.
 We light these candles as a sign of our joy in the beautiful 
things of this season – not just the things that glitter and flash, 
but the deeper things, the beauty of the heart and the soul, the 
beauty of love shared in service and hospitality. We light this 
candle of joy because company is coming.
 O Come, O Come Emmanuel.



Monday, December 14, 2020

He prayed to God regularly.
     Acts 10:2
A Wink and a Nod

 A couple of months ago I decided to join a prayer study entitled, 
Draw the Circle. I registered to be a host for the small group. Linda 
Dee Ames was our discussion leader. We held the first three ses-
sions (out of five) down by the Ohio River at one of the pavilions. 
The weather in September was balmy and sunny these weeks and
we enjoyed our study together. Concurrently, our Sunday school 
class was meeting down at the River during this time as well. We 
were studying the Book of Acts.
 I struggle from time to time, wondering and hoping that I am on 
God’s path doing His Will. I pray regularly that God will give me a 
sign and always enjoy it when He does! I think sometimes I may 
be missing His signals, so I get overjoyed when a “wink or a nod” 
comes through to me loud and clear.
 So on our first session together with the Draw the Circle group, 
I was pleasantly surprised when I saw the Bible quote for Day 1. It 
was, of course, a quote from the Book of Acts. Chapter 10. We had 
just finished reading Chapter (you guessed it) 10 the Sunday prior to 
our first session. A coincidence, you say? No way! This, to me, was 
a little “wink.”
 I so enjoy receiving these from God. You see, I don’t believe in 
coincidences. I think these are ways God keeps connected with me. 
I think He likes seeing my surprise and excitement when I pick up on 
these communications.
 Does this ever happen to you? Are you missing out on these 
winks and nods? Tell yourself to try to be open to these messages. 
They help me know I am on His path for me. They help me realize 
that I am not alone, that my prayers are not being filed away in a far 
away file cabinet.
 Prayer this day: Dear Lord, thank you for the little “winks and 
nods” you send my way. Keep me on the right path. Help me re-
member these communications so I can share them with others!

Mary Beth McQuary



Tuesday, December 15, 2020

Let heaven celebrate! Let the earth rejoice!
 Let the sea and everything in it roar!
 Let the countryside and everything in it celebrate!
 Then all the trees of the forest too
 will shout out joyfully
      Psalm 96:11-12

 I remember a while back that it was an unusually warm Christmas 
Day and everyone kept saying it didn’t feel like Christmas. Having 
grown up in Florida, it felt very much like Christmas to me. I remem-
ber the palm trees lined with Christmas lights. Going to the boat pa-
rade and seeing the floating light shows going down the intracoastal 
waterway. The oranges would come in season about that time and 
they were so juicy and sweet. I have a lot of good memories of warm 
Florida Christmases.
 It has taken a little adjustment to the thoughts of a white Christ-
mas. But there is something serene about the silence in the air and 
the barely audible sound of snow as it falls on the ground. Seeing 
the snow glow of red, green, yellow and blue on the lights strung on 
the trees outside. Watching the red birds perch on the snowy limbs.
 I can see why people dream of a white Christmas.
 Anywhere we go, God’s creation is there. There is something we 
can find to praise God for. When the hustle and bustle of the season 
gets you overwhelmed, take a moment and look at God’s creation. 
Take a deep breath and breathe in the glory of His masterpiece.

Stephanie Johnson



Wednesday, December 16, 2020

Restore us, O Lord God Almighty; make your face shine upon 
us that we may be saved. 
        Psalm 80:19

 I have started this numerous times, stopping every time it de-
volved into a litany of complaints about what I can’t have, what I 
can’t do, what hasn’t gone right, what I miss so desperately. But 
what if I think of it differently? Speak of it differently? What if I latch 
on to something positive in this very difficult year? And there it is: 
tacked on the bulletin board next to my desk: Psalm 80:19. 
 April was painful; May was worse. A deep despair had taken hold, 
manifesting in physical symptoms that prompted a call to the doc-
tor’s office. After a brief telephone conversation during which she 
determined I was able to breathe and talk, she recommended an 
anti-depressant. I said I’d think about it, but I was hesitant to take yet 
another pill and more than a little concerned about the side effects. 
I called a friend, a medical professional who also had personal ex-
perience with this particular medication. I shared with her what was 
going on and sought her guidance. She asked when I’d last taken a 
really deep breath (couldn’t remember). She asked how I was sleep-
ing (not well). Then she asked the really big question: 
 “Have you been spending time with God?” 
 The answer was no. I spend a lot of time in church, a lot of time 
doing the work. But I hadn’t been spending quality time with God – in 
his presence, in his word. The next morning, I curled up in my spot 
on the couch and picked up my Bible, bookmarked at Psalm 80. 
 The entreaty, “Restore us, O God,” appeared three times in that 
Psalm, each a little more insistent than the one before, culminating 
in “Restore us, O Lord God Almighty; make your face shine upon 
us that we may be saved.” I prayed Psalm 80:19 countless times 
that morning, inhaling “Restore us, O Lord God Almighty,” exhaling 
“make your face shine upon us that we may be saved.”  
 I tacked that verse on my bulletin board and have prayed it count-
less times since that, inhaling, exhaling, remembering to breathe, 
feeling the fist wrapped around my aching heart turn loose. 

Sandra Stone



Thursday, December 17, 2020

This is why it is said: “Wake up, sleeper, rise from the dead, 
and Christ will shine on you.”
       Ephesians 5:14

God said, “Wake Up” 

Mike and Angela Whitaker both tested positive for the coronavirus 
and were isolating at home when Mike fell gravely ill and was taken 
to the hospital where he was in a coma and on a ventilator for more 
than two weeks. This is his story. 

 They expected me to die. They told Angela and my daughters to 
expect the worst. They had been treating me with everything they 
could, but I wasn’t responding to it. They planned to put in a trach 
because I’d been on the ventilator too long. Later that evening, they 
called Angela and asked if they could give me plasma with COVID 
antibodies, and she gave her permission. After receiving two bags 
of plasma, I had improved a bit, so they postponed the trach. 
 This is how I woke up. I was placed facedown on the bed to help 
me breathe, and I was restrained as I had been trying to pull the tubes 
out. When I first opened my eyes, all I could see was the sky outside 
my window. But I heard a deep voice telling me to wake up. Wake up. I 
heard that nearly a dozen times. That’s why I opened my eyes. I closed 
my eyes but kept hearing that voice telling me to wake up. Looking out 
at that blue sky, I thought Angela and I were in Hilton Head. I closed 
my eyes again but kept hearing, “Wake up!” With all my might, I started 
moving my hands and feet and reaching behind me. 
 I heard another voice say, “Well, get him out of there.” The next 
thing I knew, someone with a full gown, mask and shield, rolled me 
over on my back, looked straight at me and told me, “You’re okay. 
You’re going to be okay.” He said his name was Juan and he as-
sured me I was going to be perfectly fine, that I had nothing to worry 
about. The next thing I remember I was in ICU, and there were half 
a dozen women scrambling around, working on me. I asked them 
what was going on. They said they’d better let my wife explain. The 



nurse got a tablet and put it on a pole, so I could talk to Angela on 
Facetime. She told me I’d been in a coma for over three weeks. 
Once that phone call and all the crying was over with, the nurse 
came back in. I asked her where Juan was because I wanted to talk 
to him. She asked me to describe the man, but then said there was 
no one working there who matched the description. 
 The nurses thought I had been dreaming or hallucinating, but 
I know what happened. God told me to wake up, and Juan (who I 
believe is my guardian angel) took care of me and told me I would 
be okay. I can still hear God’s voice and see Juan’s face as plain as 
I can hear and see anything else. 
 I was supposed to die, but God didn’t want me to die yet. It wasn’t 
my time, and he told me so personally. God told me to wake up, to 
get up. That’s why I’m here today. I had to do my part and fight, and 
the doctors had to do their part, but God was in control. 
 The best thing -- God is absolutely wonderful. Anyone who doesn’t 
have God in their life should get him soon, the sooner the better. I 
hope I can talk to as many people who will listen and get at least one 
person to turn to God. Once they see what God can do, they’ll be 
thankful they did. 

Mike Whitaker



Friday, December 18, 2020

 Michelle, Madison, Kaitlyn and I were sitting around our dining 
room table the first Sunday of Advent having lunch after worship. 
Michelle read the devotional from the church’s Advent devotional. 
After she finished reading, she lit the first candle.
 While we were eating dinner, Madison asked if she could blow 
out the candle after we were done. Michelle told her that we were 
not going to blow it out, but we were going to snuff it out. Madison 
looked at Michelle with a strange look on her face and said very 
dramatically “with our nose?” Michelle told her no and held up the 
snuffer (I don’t know if this is the real name for it, but you know the 
thing I’m talking about – you snuff out candles with it).
 Madison just didn’t know. She used the knowledge she had and 
came up with the best thought she could. It just didn’t make sense 
to her. She didn’t have all the information.
 So this started me thinking (every once in a while it happens). 
When does Christmas make sense? When I am putting up Christ-
mas lights, does it make sense? Because you know how much I 
love putting up lights (In case you can’t hear the sarcasm, it’s there). 
When I am picking out a tree, in the rain, at wal-mart and putting in 
my van, as I get wet because I can’t hold an umbrella and the tree, 
does it make sense? How about when I am spending money on gifts 
I need to spend elsewhere or probably more correctly, nowhere at 
all, does it make sense? You might say I’m a scrooge; my wife has 
said that before, but really when does it make sense?
 If someone doesn’t believe in Christ, if someone doesn’t know 
the story, does it really make sense? Are we lighting up the neigh-
borhood, just to be festive? Are we planting trees in our houses just 
to brighten the place up? Are we battling crowded stores and empty 
wallets just because it’s what we do and makes us feel good? If you 
don’t know, does it make sense? I’m know, to some extent, it is fun 
(I mean who doesn’t like to open a gift) and we are always up for 
another reason to have a party - good food, friends, family, I’m there.
 I’m not against Christmas parties. What do you think happened 
when the shepherds heard the heavenly host jammin’ about Jesus 
(yes, I know that is corny) and what do you think was happening 
when they crowded into the stable? They carried that party out into 



the streets even after they left. I’m not against gifts; I’m sure I’ll nev-
er spend as much as the wise men did that first Christmas. I’m not 
even against decorations, even if I do mumble under my breath with 
every strand of light I put up, God’s light show always outdoes mine. 
But if these things aren’t accompanied by the beginning of the story, 
it just doesn’t make sense.
 My prayer for you and me these next few weeks is that we can 
find time, or more realistically, take time to read again the beginning 
of the story, to sit and remember the promises that were fulfilled, to 
think about that night in a stable, before shepherds and parties, be-
fore wise men and gifts, probably without even noticing the beauty 
of a special star, It is the event that lets the others make sense. It is 
what makes our celebrations make sense – “a Savior has been born 
to you; he is Christ the Lord.” - “The virgin will be with child and will 
give birth to a son, and they will call him Immanuel – which means 
God with us.” – “The word became flesh and made his dwelling 
among us. We have seen his glory, the glory of the One and Only, 
who came from the Father full of grace and truth.”

Lynn Beach
(Written in December 2009 when Madison and Kaitlyn were 4 and 2)



Fourth Sunday of Advent
December 20, 2020

Scripture Readings: 2 Samuel 7:1-11, 16 & Luke 1:26-38

 We live on the brink every day. We stand on the threshold 
between this world and the next one. We live and move be-
tween the ordinary and divine, between the mundane and the 
mystery. Too often, we forget to look up and see the angels 
in our living room. We forget that the love we give and live is 
a sign of eternity, God with us, right now. We forget that com-
pany is coming.
 Luke tells us that God’s favor came to a girl, an ordinary girl. 
It might have been you or your daughter; it might have been 
the girl down the street or your grandchild. But the messenger 
of God came and greeted her and said, “The Lord is with you.” 
What a gift and a promise: Emmanuel, God is with us.
 We light three candles with peace in our hearts for the prom-
ise of proximity, the nearness of God. Even when we forget to 
listen, to lean into that presence, God is as close as our own 
breath. This, in a confused and confusing world, is a peace 
that passes all understanding. It is the peace that knows com-
pany is coming.
 O Come, O Come Emmanuel.



Monday, December 21, 2020

I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.
        Matthew 28:20
Time Capsule

 The year 2020 has been a unique year for everyone – and not 
just everyone in our country, but also everyone in the world. We 
have collectively faced this corona virus that has had an impact in 
our lives in many ways. 
 I wanted to do something to capture this historic year in my fam-
ily’s lives so I announced to the family that Tom and I are putting 
together a time capsule. I looked to my family for photos, writings, 
artwork and just about anything that could be placed in a capsule 
for 50 years. Something that could be shared that meant some-
thing to them. Then, hopefully, in 50 years, one of our grandchil-
dren will be alive to open it and share the contents with descend-
ents we will probably never know. Maybe it will convey to them 
the historic moment we have experienced during this year and the 
impact it has had in our lives.
 So far this year, we have had three babies born (two on the 
same day!) and a marriage on one side of our family. Birthdays 
and anniversaries were held without big celebrations. One niece’s 
family moved to a new house. Another niece moved to another 
state. A whole bunch of kids were homeschooled and some are still 
being homeschooled while others have returned to school, maybe 
for just part time. Activities like eating out in a restaurant, going to 
church, and travel have been impacted by this pandemic. Many, 
many changes to our day-to-day lives. 
 And yet, through it all, the one constant in our lives is our God, 
our Lord and Savior. He has promised us He will always be with us. 
And, He is. He is our Light, our Way, our Hope. He is ever present in 
our lives for which we give thanks. We all give thanks for our many 
blessings throughout this year during this special time of year.
 We look forward to remembering the birth of Jesus with hope, 
love and thanksgiving this Advent Season.

Dear Lord God, send Your Holy Spirit to us this Advent Season as 
we await the birth of Your Son, Jesus Christ. Help us remember 
what really matters this Christmas Season. In Jesus’ name, we 
pray, Amen.

Mary Beth McQuary



Tuesday, December 22, 2020

Memories of BUMC

 I like to remember some time from the past when there was an 
MYF Group. Mr. Wilbur Ashcraft took interest in that group and oc-
casionally took the group on Hayrides on the back of his Farm Truck 
to Otter Creek Park for Saturday night cookouts and picnics. Trips 
were enjoyed by all, including chaperones and other attendants. 
Thank you, BUMC.

James Taylor



Wednesday, December 23, 2020

We always thank God for all of you and continually mention you 
in our prayers. We remember before our God and Father your 
work produced by faith, your labor prompted by love, and your 
endurance inspired by hope in our Lord Jesus Christ.
       1 Thessalonians 1:2-3

 I dreamed a few weeks ago that I was at a gathering of church 
family and friends. I looked across the room and saw my sister, who 
lives in Florida, and my mother, who has been gone for 10 years. 
They looked so happy, smiling and waving at me, and then I woke 
up. I’m trying these days to pay attention to divine nudges, to make 
contact with folks when they come to mind, so I called my sister. 
I told her about the dream which had given me joy even though I 
was puzzled by the setting and the people surrounding us. My sister 
clarified it for me quite simply: “They’re important to you.” 
 She was right, and perhaps that was yet another divine nudge 
to let the people who matter to me know they do and tell them why.  
Maybe this wasn’t what Paul had in mind when he wrote these 
words, but here are the thoughts that come to my mind. 
 . . .your work produced by faith. . .  Our pastor, musicians, singers 
and technicians work to create a Sunday morning worship experi-
ence that will bring people closer to God. Sunday school teachers 
and small group facilitators, youth and children’s directors and volun-
teers bring people together to learn and grow and share their lives.  
 . . .your labor prompted by love. . . There are the big projects like 
funding and building Habitat for Humanity homes and sending mis-
sion teams far and wide. And there are the smaller, more personal 
expressions of love shown in times of struggles, illness or grief. 
 . . . your endurance inspired by hope in our Lord Jesus Christ. 
No explanation needed here. Thank you for enduring these difficult 
days with me, inspired by hope in our Lord. 
 

Sandra Stone



Christmas Eve
December 24, 2020

 Advent hope moves us; Advent love leads us; Advent joy 
stirs us; Advent peace stills us, that we might affirm our King 
Jesus.
 It is time we set flame to this Advent affirmation by lighting 
the Christ Candle.
 We believe that Jesus is the Son of God. He was born of 
the Virgin Mary in Bethlehem of Judea. He was the long-await-
ed Messiah whose coming was prophesied. The same Jesus 
lives today in our hearts. He deserves our highest loyalty and 
total commitment. In Jesus Christ our hope is fulfilled; our love 
is consummated; our joy is complete; and our peace is sealed.
 Rejoice, a Savior is born.
 A savior is born, indeed. Joy to the world!


