


Remembering the Greatest Generation  
on the anniversary of Pearl Harbor 

 
My Grandfather was part of the 8th Air Force. during 
WWII.   
He was in the 401st, stationed in  
Deenethorpe U.K. 
 
He told me about a special Christmas one year in 
1943.  The 401st decided to have a Christmas party and in-
vite local children.  They had decorated with what they 
had, cigarette cartons, chewing gum and candy bars were 
fashioned into decorations for the tree. 

 
Eight hundred children came from several local villages.  Each child was a  
special guest to an assigned airman.  Festivities opened 
with a huge dinner.  The children were in awe of such a 
big dinner, as the U.K. was having a food shortage during 
the war.  A rare treat for them was ice cream for dessert 
and ice cream and cookies was what was for dessert!  Af-
ter dinner they went to the base theater for a show, then 
to a Christmas party where they sang carols and listened 
to a message from the base chaplain and got to sit on  
Santa’s lap.  Each child was given a bag with candy, gum,     
oranges and a picture of a fortress formation with the 
Christmas greeting:  “From the Yanks of the 401st Bomb 
Group” 

 
My Grandpa told me all the children were very polite and 
proper and had the loveliest British accents.  The children left 
happy and the Airmen got a moral boost.  My Grandfather re-
membered this Christmas fondly, how they made children 
who had been through so much happy. 
 
 

Kimberly Brown 

http://www.americanairmuseum.com/place/106


 

The Colors of Christmas 

Which colors say Christmas to you? Red and 
green?  Silver and gold?  Purple? 

For several years we used purple, green and 
gold at church.  We used those colors for so 

long that I began to think they were official 
church colors. 

Of course, that changed one year to red and 
green with lights everywhere.  We had lights 

around every arch and even around the cross 
in the choir loft, and it was very beautiful. 

Some colors are quiet colors, they speak to 
our hearts and give us peace.  Some colors 

are loud, upbeat, and they give us joy.  It doesn’t matter which of the colors you 
prefer, they help us to Worship our Savior. 

 One of my favorite things to do at home is have the tree lights on and sit drinking 
cocoa.  As I sit there, I am reminded that nothing shines brighter or is more 

beautiful than the one whose birthday we celebrate. 

Jesus, the Light of the World. 

 

1 John 1: 5 

This is the message we have heard from Him and declare to you: God is light; in 
Him there is no darkness at all.  ( New International Version ) 

 Prayer: 

Dear Lord, we thank you for all the beautiful colors we enjoy.  Thank you for 
Jesus, our Light in the darkness.  Help us share this Light with others.  Amen. 

( Theressa Miles ) 



Luke 2:7 And she brought forth her firstborn Son, and wrapped Him in swaddling clothes, and laid Him in a 
manger, because there was no room for them in the inn.  (New King James Version) 
  

The Broken Pieces 
 

Up in the attic of my house there is a box.  In the box you will 
find shattered pieces of a ceramic nativity that my grandmother, 
Maw Maw Christine made for me many years ago.  I don’t really 
even know why I kept it, but I guess being the hoarder that I am I 
just did.  I loved it because “she” made it for me, and in time that 
box of broken pieces taught me a lot.  

  
I don’t know what day of the week it was, but it was obviously during the holidays.  I had my priceless 
nativity covering the mantle.  That way the children could see it without getting too close to break 
anything.  However Calista really wanted a closer look.  Unknown to me at the time the mantle had 
not been secured when the house was built.  As my little girl reached up for a look she tilted it just 
enough for every single piece to come crashing to the floor, then thank goodness the mantle fell back 
in place. 

   
There on the floor lay a heap of pieces.  I was thankful Calista was not hurt, but over the top 
devastated that what I believed irreplaceable was gone.  I cried and cried and cried.  Johnny came 
home and tried to comfort and reason with me, however I would have none of it.  I was gonna feel 
sorry for Sonja no matter what!  He helped me clean up the pieces, secured the mantle and the box of 
broken pieces has been in the attic ever since. 

  
Well miracle of miracles Christmas did happen.  As a matter of fact we had several Christmases.  I put 
out another crèche, and the old one became another nice memory of my grandmother.  I was 
thankful to have a family that was happy and healthy.  I was also thankful to lay my eyes on what 
really mattered.  Christmas was a celebration of the birth of Jesus.  My ceramic Jesus may be broken, 
but the real deal is alive and well.  Obviously I needed a dramatic reminder of that.  

  
One day as I was busy at home the telephone rang.  It was Wanda Bond, an old friend of my 
grandmother’s.  She had somehow heard my tragic story of the nativity.  You see Maw Maw used to 
do ceramics out at Wanda’s shop.  She told me that she had the very last set my grandmother made 
and she wanted me to have it.  You know tears come to my eyes now just remembering.  It sits every 
year on my now secure mantle.  Thru children and years some of the pieces are chipped and a piece 
or two broken but it is ok.  

  
Now the box in the attic.  It’s been over 25 years and it’s still there.  You know 2020 has been a very 
strange year.  In January after putting away my Christmas decorations for some reason I climbed into 
the attic and started looking thru the box.  It has taken all this time to bring myself to look at it.  But 
like life, as I look now many of the broken pieces somehow are not as bad and even seem fixable.  

  
The year 2020 has not been terrible for me.  It has been quite different and in some ways very 
good.  At first glance it may be like the box of broken pieces, sadness and chaos at every turn.  At 
second glance you may be able to see God at work in all of it.  So this Christmas may be different than 
all the others, but that doesn’t mean it can’t be as meaningful.  As a matter of fact it may be the most 
meaningful and memorable Christmas yet.   

“Turn your eyes upon Jesus, Look full in His wonderful face, 
And the things of earth will grow strangely dim,             
In the light of His glory and grace.”        
        By Helen H. Lemmel, 1922 

                                                                                   
I can hear it now, “Remember the Christmas of 2020, back during the pandemic.” 

  
                                                                   --Sonja Guthrie 



Silver Pinecones 
My father was older and had to retire because of his health when I was a 
toddler.  We had Mr. Mom before it was ever a movie.  We were quite poor 
but our parents always found a way for Deanna and me to have a wonderful 
Christmas. 
  
One year, I think I was maybe five or six, Daddy and I went to visit his 
cousins and they had a big spruce pine tree with loads of small pinecones 
on the ground.  He got a bag and I helped him pick up a whole bunch of 
them.  He wouldn’t tell me what we were going to do with them but when 
we got home Daddy spray painted them all silver and set them out to dry. 
  

A few days later we went into the 
woods and cut down a tree Daddy had 
his eye on for our Christmas Tree.  We 
had some lights and a few ornaments 

and Sister, Mother and I started 
hanging our little pinecones on the tree 
for our decorations! I was so proud and 

I thought they were just beautiful! 
  
Now that I am older and I think back on those little pinecones I am sure 
that Daddy was just trying to keep me occupied and make a little memory 
for me, but it was so much more for me!  I look back and see a father’s love 
for his child and I am thankful I am a Christian and know that my God loves 
me too! 
  
“Yet to all who did receive Him, to those who believed in His name, He gave 
the right to become children of God.”  ( John 1: 12; New International 
Version ) 

  
Sarah Tringle 
 



LOOK  
 
LOOK UP. 
DID YOUR FATHER NOT IGNITE THE STARS IN THE SKY 
WITH ONE BREATH 

DOES HE NOT MAINTAIN THEIR FURIOUS BLAZE WITH 
HIS AWESOME POWER AND WONDER 

  
LOOK WITHIN. 
HAS HE NOT DONE THE SAME WITH YOU 

WILL HE NOT KEEP YOUR FIRE BURNING WITHIN AS 
LONG AS YOU CALL UPON HIS NAME 

  
LOOK AROUND. 
DO YOU SHINE AS BRIGHT AS THE STARS IN THE DARKNESS OF TODAY 

DO THOSE AROUND YOU WONDER WHAT IS DIFFERENT AND KNOW THAT GOD HAS HIS 
HANDS ON YOU 

  
LOOK AHEAD. 
HAVE YOU CONSIDERED THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST 

FOR GOD SO LOVED YOU THAT HE SENT HIS ONLY SON, EMMANUEL, CHRIST THE KING 

  
FOR GOD, WHO SAID “LET LIGHT SHINE OUT OF DARKNESS”, MADE HIS LIGHT SHINE IN OUR 
HEARTS TO GIVE US THE LIGHT OF THE KNOWLEDGE OF THE GLORY OF GOD IN THE FACE OF 
CHRIST. – 2 CORINTHIANS 4:6 ( New International Version ) 
FOR GOD SO LOVED THE WORLD, THAT HE GAVE HIS ONLY BEGOTTEN SON, THAT WHOS0EVER 
BELIEVETH IN HIM SHOULD NOT PERISH, BUT HAVE EVERLASTING LIFE. – JOHN 3:16 ( King 
James Version ) 
“THE VIRGIN WILL BE WITH CHILD AND WILL GIVE BIRTH TO A SON, AND THEY WILL CALL HIM 
IMMANUEL WHICH MEANS ‘GOD WITH US.’” – MATTHEW 1:23 ( New International Version ) 

  
No matter where you may find yourself this season, remember to look up, look 
within, look around and look ahead.  We serve an almighty, powerful God who 
loves us unconditionally and makes His face to shine upon us.  May He lift you 
up and fill you with the peace and joy of His love.  
 
Austin Mills 

  



  

“Messiah is coming. Wait. Be patient” 
  

Messiah is coming.  

Wait. Just wait. Be patient.  Isaiah prophet of old proclaimed, 

“O Zion, messenger of good news, Shout from the mountaintops! 

Shout it louder, O Jerusalem.  Shout and do not be afraid. 

Tell the towns of Judah, “Your God is coming!” 1 

  

Messiah came.  

Born of Mary. The first advent. 

The first coming. 

Came to die on the cross for 

you and me. 

Dead, buried, God resurrected 

Him that Easter morn! 

When he ascended back to 

heaven, two white-robed men 

said, 

“Jesus has been taken from you 

into heaven, 

 but someday he will return 

from heaven in the same way you saw him go!”  2 
  

Messiah is coming again.  

Wait. Just wait. Be patient.  The second advent. 

“No one knows the day or the hour, not even the angels 

   in heaven or the Son himself. Only the Father knows.”  3 

“You must be ready all the time, for the Son of Man 

   will come when least expected.”  4 

“So be on your guard. Stay alert and be clearheaded.”  5 

Jesus Christ is coming again! 

 

Pat Oakes 

  

(All Bible references are from the New Living Translation) 
1  Isaiah 40:9;  2  Acts 1:11b;  3  Matthew 24:36;  4  Matthew 24:44; 5  I Thessalonians 

5:6 



GGeorgia in a Manger 
One December afternoon in 2018, my three-year-old son John West 
wanted me to play soccer, baseball, or 
football with him out in the yard. At 
the time, my seven-month-old 
daughter was ready for a nap so I 
told him he would have to wait. 
He of course did not want to wait 
so kept persisting we play now. I 
tried to explain that I didn’t have a 
good place to put Georgia down for a 
nap outside. He told me we could just put her      

in our manger. I told him she could not lay in the manger! It wasn’t 
made for a real baby like her to sleep or lay down in. It was hard, 
rough, and not very sturdy. Being a clever little guy, he informed me 
that Jesus slept in the manger and so Georgia could, too.  To him, a 
manger was made for a baby because that is what he had been 
singing about and learning about during the Christmas season. He 
went and got the manger for me to put her in. He was not giving up. 
If it was good enough for baby Jesus, it was good enough for our 
baby Georgia. Well, I laid Georgia in the manger that day only for a 
few seconds, but it really made me think about what Mary had to go 
through as a new mother. How strong and brave she must have been. 

I hope my memory of Georgia in a manger will bring a smile to your 
face like it does to mine. I love to see life through the eyes of my 
children. I encourage you to sing or listen to “Away in a Manger” 
today and think about what it must have really been like for Mary and 
Joseph placing a newborn baby in a manger.   

Samantha Thames 
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The Gift of Giving 
 
Being in the Navy, I spent most of my Christmases away from my family.  I 
was not married yet, and no kids.  I used this opportunity to volunteer at 
Christmas rather than sit and be sad.  Also, it helped me reflect on the true 
meaning of Christmas. 
My best memory was the year I helped make stockings for Christmas for my 
fellow deployed brothers & 
sisters.  I was able to make 
one hundred!  I never knew 
who got them, but I was 
happy to know someone’s 
Christmas was better.  
My Navy buddy Ken Jones 
asked if I would help service 
the shuttle buses for the San 
Diego Blind center.  We got 
pretty dirty, but boy did I get 
blessed.  I still missed my 
family and those 
Christmases long ago, 
however I still had a happy 
heart knowing I could help 
someone have a better 
Christmas.  It also helped me 
remember the true meaning of Christmas and the best gift, Jesus 
Christ!  Thanks be unto God for His unspeakable gift! 

  
Harold Brown 
 

The Flag of the United States of America that is now flying in front of the 
Administration Building was flown aboard the USS Princeton CGT 2008 
and is presented by retired Navy veteran Harold Brown, EN2 (SW).  The 
USS Princeton was built by employees of Ingalls Shipbuilding in 
Pascagoula, MS.   
 
Thank you, Harold, for serving our country and our Lord! 

 













Luke 2:11   … for today in the 
city of David there had been 
born for you a Savior, who is 
Christ the Lord. 
 
This Nativity Chrismon is one 
of the original ones made for 
our Chrismon tree.  A nativity 
scene is three dimensional            
depiction of the Birth of Jesus.  
Typically a scene includes the 
Holy Family, a manger, angels, 
an assortment of shepherds, 
animals and the Magi.  
 
For Christians the nativity  
symbolizes the miracle of                 
Jesus’ conception, His humble 
birth, His ultimate sacrifice and 
the gift of everlasting life to 
those who believe.  
 
So as we gaze on the Nativity 
scenes this season. Let us               
remember the true meaning   
of Christmas, And Pray: 
Immanuel, God with Us Suzy Guthrie 



I Love the Christmas Season! 
I love the traditions, the family time, and the memories of past. 
Christmas has always been a special time for me. It was my mother’s favorite time, 
which I assume is where I got it. We have continued a family tradition of decorating 
the tree with a variety of ornaments from old to new. We have ornaments from our 
childhood, some made by our children, those we received as gifts, those which 
celebrate births of our children, and ornaments we purchased for vacation memories. 
As much as I love Christmas, I do experience times of sorrow and stress through the 
season as I know others do. Christmas can bring about stress, anxiety, and depression 
in all of us. From the hustle and bustle of trying to find that perfect gift for someone, 
trying to make all of the season functions, and remembering the loved ones who are no 
longer with us for the celebration. 
We must stay strong through the ups and downs.  
We must not forget the reason we celebrate. 
This is all for the birth of our Savior! What a wonderful time. 
  
Bible Verse: 
“For to us a child is born, to us a son is given, and the 
government will be on his shoulders. And he will be called 
Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father,  
Prince of Peace.” 

Isaiah 9:6 (NIV) 

  
Prayer: 
Dear Lord, we come to you in celebration during this special 
time. You are the Prince of Peace! You are our Savior.  
You came into this world to save us all, and for this we are 
thankful. Let us never forget the reason we join together for 
celebrations during this time of the year, the reason we 
decorate with evergreens, the reason we decorate our homes 
and houses of worship, the meaning behind gifts, and the meaning behind the many 
carols we sing. What a joyous time of celebration. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
  
(Paul Hardy) 



We 
walked 
through 
the desert 
dry 
We 
thirsted 
for more 
and you heard our cry 
  
We walked through the valleys and 
wandered in the darkness 
You held our hand and did not 
forsake us 
  
We have been at sea without a sail 
But the sea did not win  
and darkness did not prevail 
  
So come our King  
and shake this ground 
For we were lost,  
but now we’re found 
  
Burst our hearts and shine your light 
Lead us on through the night 
  
Until every tribe and every nation 
knows your name, 
Until the earth transforms  
and is not the same 
  
Thank you, Heavenly Father, for 
hearing our cry and for providing all 
that we need.  Through victories in 
the past, we find hope for the 
future.  As we ponder the birth of 
Christ, your son, may we speak your 
name and shine your light to the 
ends of the earth so that all will 
proclaim Jesus Christ is Lord.  
 
Austin Mills 

But God led the people about, 
through the way of the wilderness of 
the Red Sea; and the children of 
Israel went up harnessed out of the 
land of Egypt. - Exodus 13:18 ( NIV ) 
 
All nations whom thou has made 
shall come and worship before thee, 
O Lord; and shall glorify thy name. - 
Psalm 86:9 ( NIV )  
 
But ye are a chosen generation, a 
royal priesthood, a holy nation, a 
peculiar people; that ye should show 
forth the praises of him who hath 
called you out of darkness into his 
marvelous light. - 1 Peter 2:9 ( NIV ) 
 
And that every tongue should 
confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to 
the glory of God the Father. – 
Philippians 2: 11 ( NIV ) 
 
For unto you is born this day in the 
city of David a Savior, which is Christ 
the Lord. - Luke 2:11 ( NIV ) 
 

  



Precious Memories 
  

“Precious memories, unseen angles,  
Sent from somewhere to my soul 
How they linger, ever near me,  
And the sacred past unfold.” 
  

The mid 1980s is when I appeared on the scene at First United Methodist Church here in Wiggins and the 
very first thing I ever had the pleasure of doing happened during the season of Advent.  It was to come up 
with and put together some sort of little program for the preschool kids.  I was about 22 years old and so 
excited to be asked.  I remember I took a little golden book, The Animals Christmas Eve and wrote the parts 
from there.  I made simple costumes and with God’s help I feel certain it came together perfectly.  
  
“Precious father, loving mother, Fly across the lonely years; 
And old home scenes of my childhood, In fond memory appears.” 
  
Christmas Eve Communion has always been a must in my 
home.  No matter what is going on we must stop and take part in 
the reason for the season.  When John III was born in 1995 this was 
no different.  It was a very special year.  John III was Jesus in the 
children’s Christmas program, he was baptized on Christmas 
Eve morning and that night the children and I in tradition of the 
church lit the Advent candles as John III was the newest 
member.  I don’t think I will ever forget it.  
  
“In the stillness of the midnight, Echoes from the past I hear, 
Old time singing, gladness bringing, From that lovely land somewhere.” 
  
Oh the music at Christmas!  Sounds of a happy church singing.  All the Cantatas and Candle light and Carols 
we’ve sung reminding us of the story of a beautiful baby born into this world to save us.  I remember loading 
up one year to go caroling, and it was so foggy you could hardly see.  We did it and made a lot of people smile 
that night.  Through the years many have gone on to sing in the Heavenly Choir where I pray they are saving 
a seat form me. 
  
“As I travel on life’s pathway, Know not what the years may hold; 
As I ponder, hope grows fonder, Precious memories flood my soul.” 
  
As a new Christmas approaches, I think it should be as “precious” as those in the past. We must choose to make 
it so.  Yes, it may be different, but we are still celebrating “A Savior who is Christ the Lord.”  I choose to sing 
carols, make ornaments with my Sunday school class, bake cookies, talk to my friends, eat too much, tell the 
story of Jesus, and be happy He was born.  After all, covid-19 or no covid-19 “This is the day the Lord has made let 
us rejoice and be glad in it!”  And in the midst of my celebration, I will remember those happy days gone by. 
  
“Precious memories, how they linger,  
How they ever flood my soul; 
In the stillness of the midnight,  
Precious, sacred scenes unfold.” 
  
--Sonja Guthrie 

 
Precious Memories   by J. B .F. Wright 
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