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Advent      2018  

Child 
For Unto Us a  

is Born! 



  

 

 

Many thanks to all  
of our Devotional writers! 



The surprise was complete. No one guessed even close to the mark. 

Those silver dollars became part of the family lore even to this day. No 

one recollects what she bought with them. My heart warms and my eyes 

tear up even as I write. The legendary three kings could not have felt any 

better. 

Bill Wayson  

Prayer: Oh Creator of all things and all feelings, help us find joy in sim-

pler things as we celebrate Christ’s birth. Remove all envy and greed 

from your holiday and bless us with families who truly appreciate all you 

have given us. 
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Liberty at Advent 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
      - Dan Collins 

 

Epiphany 

A Silver Christmas in the Golden Age 

“They opened their treasure and presented Him with gifts.” 

Scripture: Matthew 2: 1-12 

1956 was a good time to start a career or a family in the United States. 

The War was over and recovery in full swing. Beginning a golden age for 

young professionals, the nation was fully committed to creating a middle-

class to serve a swelling population of Baby Boomers. Advanced educa-

tion was inexpensive and welcoming; jobs were plentiful; inexpensive 

home ownership was available for white first-time owners, and wages 

were rising – what better time to start a new family? 

I began teaching in 1955 for $3,600. a year – just about the same as my 

high school science teacher made after 30 years of teaching. My wife and 

two children lived reasonably well during that year; my wife frequently 

remarked that she had put the dinner on the table for only a dollar and a 

half. A year later, the school board in a consolidation of eight smaller 

districts adopted the highest of the eight salary schedules for all person-

nel. My annual salary jumped to $4,800. overnight! 

In those days, I liked to surprise both my kids and my wife on Christmas, 

preferably keeping all gifts secret until opened. Mastering the challenge 

of managing the surprises was my gift to myself. 

My gift to the wife was to be $75. in cold, hard cash to spend anyway she 

wanted. Having undesignated cash would be a rare treat for a wife who 

demanded little for herself. In those days, we could take our monthly 

check to the bank and get silver dollars. Carrying an ounce of silver wore 

pockets, but it made the paycheck more tangible. Getting 75 of them 

would be a surprise. The challenge was how to package the hefty gift. 

Nearly five pounds weight would enhance the mystery, but the packaging 

would have to stifle rattling and clinking. 

An old picture frame, double-sided tape and cardboard backing solved 

the problem. Wrapping couldn’t hide the frame, but the shape would 

enhance the mystery. What sort of picture would weigh so much? 



Christmas Day 

“While they were there, the time came for the baby to be born,  

and she gave birth to her firstborn, a son.  

She wrapped him in cloths and placed him in a manger,  

because there was no room for them in the inn.” 

(Luke 2: 6-7) 

  

  

Our Prayer for You 

Almighty God, whose glory the angels sing, 

Tell us once more the good news of the newborn King, 

The Emmanuel, God with us. 

Hearing, may we believe, 

And spend our days praising his name,  

Jesus Christ our Savior. 

Amen. 

  

Christmas Blessings 

from 

Pastors Becky & John 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 “Arise, shine, for your light has come, 

and the glory of the LORD rises upon you. 

See, darkness covers the earth 

and thick darkness is over the peoples, 

but the LORD rises upon you  

and his glory appears over you….” 

Isaiah 60 

 

Dear Friends,  

Jesus is the Light of the World! In Advent, we are particularly reminded 

of this truth as Jesus comes to us at the darkest time of the year, bringing 

a light that “shines in the darkness, and the darkness cannot over-

come.” (John 1: 5) 

In medieval times, there was a well-known legend that on Christmas Eve 

the Christ Child would wander the world looking for places where he 

would be welcomed. Those who worshipped Jesus placed lit candles in 

their front window to invite him in. But here is my favorite part of the 

story: No one knew what he would look like when he came. He might 

come as a ragged beggar, or as a small child, a prince or a pauper. So 

Christians made sure to invite everyone who knocked at their doors into 

their homes on that Holy Night.  

I wonder what it would be like if we were to shine a light of welcome 

from our window? Or to carry a light of love out into our neighbor-

hoods? It may seem impossible in the rush of this season, but Jesus is the 

One who will go with us. May this collection of memories, stories, and 

scripture inspire you to shine the light of the Christ Child this Advent.  

In the name of the Emmanuel,  

Pastor Becky 

PS: Thank you to Charlie Rowland for our beautiful cover art, and to 

Dan Collins for our wonderful “Liberty at Advent“  art. I would also like 

to express my great appreciation to the wonderful team who helped me 

with this Devotional: Charlotte Carleton, Jan Hasting, Amy King and 

Tracey Scott.  



First Sunday of Advent 

The Impossible Truths of Christmas:  

Prophesied of Old 

 

Scripture: Genesis 3: 1-5, John 1: 1-4 

Although some of us are last minute Christmas shoppers, most of us 

begin preparing for Christmas long before December 25 -- because 

Christmas is a major big deal.  And because Christmas is a major big 

deal, did you know that God began preparing for Christmas from the 

very beginning? 

The Scripture passage is the story of Adam and Eve’s disobedience in 

the Garden.  This story describes the core tragedy of being human: alt-

hough we were created as the crown of God’s creation and endowed with 

unique gifts and abilities, and living in the closest possible relationship 

with God, nonetheless we turned our back on all of it in order to exercise 

our shadow abilities of disobedience, selfishness, rebellion, and pride. 

The main thrust of Genesis 3 is to draw us into re-experiencing the dy-

namics of our original sinfulness.  But, surprisingly, in God’s curse on the 

snake, we hear the very first Biblical word about Christmas.  God says to 

the snake: 

  “I will put enmity between you and the woman, 

   and between your offspring and hers 

  he will crush your head, 

   and you will strike his heel.” 

From the earliest days of the church, this verse, Genesis 3:15, has been 

called the protevangelium, that is, the “first gospel”.  And that’s because 

the church heard in this verse the very first prophecy of the appearance 

of God’s unique offspring—the Son of God, Jesus Christ—who will set us 

free from the power of sin we so eagerly fell prey to at the beginning.  

This offspring, though suffering powerfully under the wound of evil on 

the cross, delivered the crushing and saving blow to evil through the res-

urrection. 

costume. Many years later, my mother told me that all the kids 

“rehearsing” was the parents’ favorite part of the evening. 

As we grew up, we added musical interludes, featuring all our instru-

ments from school band class. I don’t think any of the parents ever nomi-

nated our musical numbers as their favorite part.  Year after year, the 

most sought-after role was the role of Mary. I landed that part two years 

in a row, which did cause controversy and drama “on set.” We never had 

a baby cousin young enough to play the role of baby Jesus, so Mary had 

to carry around a baby doll and place it in our laundry-basket-manger. 

As the years have gone by and we have outgrown the treasure trove of 

costumes from Grandma's attic, one thing remains the same. As my fami-

ly gathers together on Christmas Eve every year the focus is not on the 

delicious food that everyone prepared or the presents under the tree, but 

rather on that story of Jesus' quiet entry into our world. We may no long-

er chaotically pantomime this story, but as a family we gather as my uncle 

opens his Bible to the Gospel of Luke and reads, “In those days, Caesar 

Augustus issued a decree that a census should be taken of the entire Ro-

man world…” (Luke 2:1) 

The story that Luke tells us of the birth of Jesus will always hold a very 

special place in my heart. Not only does this story induce a flood of 

childhood memories, but it reminds me of the wonderful gift I was given 

to understand and treasure the greatest gift of all: Jesus Christ our Lord 

and Savior. 

Tanya Karn 

Prayer: God of all, this holy Christmas Eve help us to appreciate with 

childlike wonder the day you made your love for us incarnate in your 

Son, Jesus. 

 

 

 



Christmas Eve 

The Greatest Gift of All 

“But Mary treasured up all these things 

 and pondered them in her heart.” 

Scripture: Micah 5: 2-4, Luke 2:19 

I come from a large, but very close-knit family. My family always made it 

a priority to spend holidays and birthdays and other important occasions 

together. This meant that I grew up with my cousins and I even graduat-

ed with a few of them. As I look back on my childhood, I am blessed by 

the numerous memories I have of my siblings and my cousins together. 

One of my favorite memories is of all the times we spent Christmas Eve 

together at our grandparents’ house. 

My oldest cousin, Stephanie, started a long-standing tradition when we 

were all quite young: our group of cousins, totaling ten kids, voluntarily 

reenacted the Christmas story for our parents on Christmas Eve. For the 

first year, our reenactment was more of a chaotic pantomime than a play. 

My two youngest cousins, LeAnne and Jared, were about three at the 

time and being the youngest, they were cast as the animals. One was a 

sheep and the other was a donkey. You could tell which was which, not 

by their costumes, but because neither of them knew what sounds the 

animals made, they just crawled around and yelled: “Sheep! Sheep!” and 

“Donkey! Donkey!” respectively. I know there is video evidence of this 

first Christmas pageant somewhere; however, because both LeAnne and 

Jared are now adults, I’m sure they have hidden it away in some dark, 

dusty corner of my aunt and uncle’s basement. 

As the years went on, our Christmas Eve reenactment got more involved 

and more elaborate and even included accurate animal sounds. Stepha-

nie wrote scripts, assigned roles, directed, and only once narrated as the 

donkey. Speaking roles were in high demand and I remember that my 

first speaking role was as the main angel. This was a special role not be-

cause of my lines, but because of my costume; I wore an old costume 

wedding dress from my grandma’s treasure trove of dress-up clothes 

stashed in the attic. In fact, upon arriving at my grandparents’ house, all 

of us cousins would dart up to the attic to prepare, practice, and get into 

What’s so amazing about the first messianic prophecy—this strange and 

obscure prophecy of conflict between the seed of the woman and the 

serpent—is that it tells us that, from the very beginning, God has been 

preparing Christmas for us. 

You see, God is not a last-minute God, slapping together our salvation in 

some kind of improvisational move.  And God isn’t a seasonal God, do-

ing God-like things only at pre-set times.  No.  Our God is an eternal 

God, and a sovereign God, and He works His purposes out for us and 

this world eternally and sovereignly.  Into the very blueprint of creation, 

God has woven His love and grace for us.  And Genesis 3:15 assures us 

that God has been preparing Christmas for us forever. 

Pastor John 

Prayer: Gracious Lord: Since you have prepared Christmas for us from 

the very beginning, help us to prepare ourselves for Christmas this year 

with faith and love and hope.   

 

 

 

 

 

       

 

 

 

 

 

 



Monday, December 3 

The Christmas Tree 

“…and all the trees of the field will clap their hands.” 

Scripture: Isaiah 55: 8-13, Matthew 1:22-23 

Nearly twenty years ago, Kathleen and I spent our first Christmas togeth-

er as a newlywed couple in Boston.  We were in our final year of law 

school, living in a small apartment near Boston Common and the Massa-

chusetts State House.  As was the custom for students in graduate school, 

no real time could be spent preparing for the holiday or getting into the 

Christmas spirit.  The specter of final exams had been haunting us since 

Thanksgiving, and would not leave us until just a few days before Christ-

mas.   

One evening after classes, we decided that we were not going to spend 

our first Christmas without at least putting up a tree.  It would require an 

adventure across the city, but we were willing to make the time.  It had 

been easy living in Boston without the need of a car until now.  Having 

no personal vehicle (or donkey) to haul the tree required a little more 

creativity and effort on our part.  We bundled up to leave our apartment, 

walked across the Common, and boarded the T, Boston’s subway.   

After a long adventure across town on the Green Line, we arrived at Star 

Market, pronounced “Stah Mahket,” and selected a small tree.  We hur-

ried back to the T stop, carrying our little tree together.  And yes, we 

took the tree on the subway all the way back to our apartment.  After we 

set it up and decorated it, we knew that it had been worth our strange 

little journey. 

This was not the last time we would go on an unusual Christmas journey 

together.  The following year, we walked several blocks down Massachu-

setts Avenue in Washington, D.C., carrying a slightly larger Christmas 

tree up the hill to our apartment building.  Even today, I believe Kath-

leen can still feel the strain of that adventure in one of her hands.  How-

ever, as the case was in our first year, the Christmas journey together was 

worth it.  And just like Mary and Joseph’s Christmas journey, Christ  has 

always  been with us along the way. 

Phillip Peterson 

Prayer: Lord God, you sent your only Son to rescue us and give us the 

gift above all gifts: the gift of new life in you.  As we await Christmas day,  

fill us with the joy of salvation, and the wonders of your love. In the name 

of the Emmanuel we pray. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Fourth Sunday of Advent 

The Impossible Truths of Christmas: Savior 

“I bring you good news that will bring great joy to all people.  

The Savior—yes, the Messiah, the Lord—has been born  

today in Bethlehem!” 

Scripture: Luke 2: 8-12, John 3: 16-17 

I cringe whenever I see someone wearing a “Jesus Saves” tee-shirt.  At 

sports events, the camera always focuses in on at least one guy jumping 

up and down like a crazy man in that tee-shirt. It’s embarrassing…and 

I’m not sure it really attracts folks. 

But the reality is: God saves us.  That’s the bottom line.  We are not a 

people who normally see ourselves in need of rescue.  We see ourselves 

as self-sufficient, doing fine, thank you very much.  But Jesus’ very name 

reveals his purpose: “Jesus” means “God saves.” He was born to us and 

for us because above all things, we need rescue.   He saves us from our-

selves, from our mistakes and failures, from our wanderings and tempta-

tions to be so much less then we were created to be.  He saves us from 

that very un-Christmassy word: sin. He saves us for new life in him. 

God saves us, because that’s what God does.  God told Moses, “I have 

come down to rescue them from the hand of the Egyptians and to bring 

them up out of that land into a good and spacious land, a land flowing 

with milk and honey…”  Then 1500 years later, in a land occupied by a 

Roman army under the thumb of a crazed Caesar Augustus, God heard 

his people’s cries and saved them through Jesus. 

And God still saves us today.  Jesus – from manger to cross - saves. He 

saves us because he loves us.  He saves us because he never gives up on 

us.  The impossibly wonderful truth of Christmas is that Jesus came to 

save us. That’s the bottom line.   

“For God so loved the world, that he gave his one and only Son, 

that whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life.” 

(John 3:16) 

Pastor Becky 

Prayer: Almighty God, we are full of gratitude for all the joys of this Ad-

vent season, and especially for the incomparable gift of your Son, the 

Emmanuel, God with us, through all life’s journeys.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Tuesday, December 4 

The Christmas Chickens 

“For the Lord is good. His unfailing love continues forever, 

And his faithfulness continues to each generation.” 

Scripture: Psalm 100: 1-5 

When my sister and I were growing up in Cleveland, my grandmother 

would get us each a new Christmas tree ornament every year. Many years 

she made them herself in ceramics, lovingly inscribing our names and the 

year on the back. As grandma got older, she began buying the orna-

ments. Whether made or purchased, each addition to our collections 

was meaningful and special. We have angels, stars, bells, candles, stock-

ings, Santa’s—all the traditional signs of Christmas.  

And, we have Christmas Chickens! At least, I think that’s what they are. 

Even brand new, these ornaments were rather odd looking. And as they 

chipped and aged over the years, they became odder still.    

These Chickens, along with all our other ‘special’ ornaments, have always 

stayed at my mom and dad’s, even after my sister and I moved away. 

Each year, we’d gather at my parents’ home in early December to lug up 

the tree from the basement—a big, heavy relic from the 80s—then deco-

rate it with all our keepsakes. Opening the boxes was always so much 

fun, each ornament a special memory of Christmases past. And the 

Chickens, in particular, became sort of a family joke. If my sister found 

them first, she’d put them on the back of the tree. But if I found them, 

they’d go front and center. The Chickens inevitably got moved a few 

times during the season. But I always made sure they had prime real es-

tate come Christmas morning.  

Well, time goes on and new traditions replace old ones. That big old tree 

now has a new home in my family room, and its branches get adorned 

with my own kids’ growing collection of ‘special’ ornaments. A few years 

ago, we bought mom and dad a much smaller, easier to manage, pre-

decorated ‘designer’ tree that’s super simple to put up. It’s beautiful and 

they love it. But I still remember feeling a little sad the first year they 

used it. We had Christmas in Cleveland that year, and when we arrived, I 

when I’m in knots over life, it is the same feeling that I felt as a little girl. I 

was seen, touched by gentleness and kindness and given a break from the 

realities of life that affect even a small child. 

Susan Bourquard 

Prayer: Loving God, thank you for handling the pain of our lives with 

your abundant grace and tender mercies. May you touch all in need of 

your healing and peace in a special way this Christmas. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 Saturday, December 22 

Christmas Tensions & Joys 

“Thou dost show me the path of life; 
in thy presence there is fullness of joy.” 

Scripture: Isaiah 9:6, Psalm 16: 11 

My fondest Christmas memory takes me back to my grade school days, 

(probably first or second grade). So much of my life has happened since 

then. All members of my immediate family are deceased. Since I’m the 

youngest, I’ve been the one left with memories that I often just process 

with myself. I appreciate the opportunity to share this with all of you. 

Often holidays brought fun but also a great deal of tension to our home. 

It seemed everyone somehow got triggered about something, like buying 

the right gifts, having the best decorations, and being on time for all of 

the activities. As a child, I felt this tension and my tummy often went into 

knots because of it.  

One Christmas Eve everything changed. We were having dinner in our 

dining room, and I remember feeling the tension even then as we had to 

eat and then hurry to get to Christmas Eve service on time. Someone 

suggested I look out the window (we had large almost floor to ceiling win-

dows), and there stood Santa in all of his glory. The snow was coming 

down and he just stood there smiling at me. I was always afraid of the 

Department Store version of him, but this Santa was different. Suddenly 

someone got up, went to the front door, and let Santa into our foyer. We 

all got up to greet him. He looked down at me with such warmth and 

handed me a present. I remember feeling much needed joy and peace 

due to his kind, gentle way. It was as if he saw right into my heart and 

wanted to relieve me of the emotional pain I was feeling. He also looked 

beautiful with a wonderful full white beard and gorgeous deep red velvet 

suit.  

As I grew older and this memory was discussed, I found out this Santa 

was our neighbor. His wife made his outfit and my parents gave him the 

present to give me. 

When Christ, with His very gentle way, makes himself known to me 

was touched to find that Mom and Dad had added a few of our most 

special ornaments to their new tree. Guess what? The Christmas Chick-

ens made the cut!  

They looked especially funny next to all the shiny, pristine baubles on 

that new tree. But when you think about it, those humble Chickens are 

actually the perfect symbol of Christmas. After all, nothing about the set-

ting of that first Christmas morn was designer-made or off the pages of 

Martha Stewart Living. Indeed, the only perfect thing was the babe in the 

manger and God’s love for this world. And that love holds true, even 

when our own lives are a little chipped, damaged, or odd-looking to the 

rest of the world.  

Jenny Gatchell  

Prayer: Dear Lord, this season, as we get caught up in trying to make  

everything ‘perfect’, please help us remember that the most perfect gift of 

all times came to us in a setting that was anything but. Help us find time 

in this busiest of seasons to reflect on your amazing love and to do our 

best to share that love with others in all the ways that we can.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday, December 5 

A Season of Sacred Waiting 

“Wait for the Lord; be strong and take heart and wait for the Lord.” 

Scripture:  Psalm 27:14, Ephesians 3:20 

A few years ago, I offered Pastor Todd “Christmas blessings” in early 

December. He cautioned me not to “fast forward” and reminded me that 

Advent is a season of sacred waiting. Todd used our encounter as the 

opening story for his Sunday sermon. His charge to the congregation was 

this – replace the cultural rush to Christmas with the spiritual hush of 

Advent. He gently urged us to pause, reflect, and wait with anticipation. 

This precious lesson on sacred waiting was beautifully reinforced last 

March when I travelled to Honduras as a member of Liberty’s medical 

mission team. We provided health care services for nearly 400 men, 

women and children in three rural communities at a church, a school, 

and an open-air plaza. Every plastic chair, wooden bench, sturdy crate, 

and concrete ledge became a perch as villagers endured long waits for 

triage, translation, and treatment. No one complained. 

One pregnant mom needed to be transferred to a local hospital for emer-

gency care. Pastor Kyle prayed over this frightened young mother. All of 

the women and children from the village moved their chairs to surround 

her in a circle of love. I stayed by her side until she was transported. We 

waited and prayed together. She did not complain. 

After a long day of seeing patients, a young physician welcomed us into 

her clinic. Her creative use of limited resources was especially evident 

when we toured the small clinic with its modest inventory of medicine 

and supplies. Despite the challenging clinical environment, none of the 

staff complained. 

The Holy Spirit nudged me to ask a simple question: “What is the one 

thing you wish for most of all?”  Her answer was poignant – “A waiting 

room, so moms and grandmothers and children don’t have to stand out-

side for hours in the hot sun while they wait.” She did not want glossy 

magazines, decorative artwork, and freshly brewed coffee. She needed a 

These days I have expanded the reading to include some of Luke 1 and 

Matthew 1.  I want to leave you with my favorite part of the story, the 

Good News! 

And, lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them, and 

the glory of the Lord shone round about them and 

they were sore afraid. 

And the angel said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I 

bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all 

people. 

For unto you is born this day in the city of David a 

Savior, which is Christ the Lord. 

And this shall be a sign unto you; Ye shall find the 

babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger.  

Luke 2:9-14 (KJV) 

Brad & Maria Knowles 

Prayer: Heavenly Father, during  these last days before Christmas, give 

me moments of pause that I may reflect on what the birth of Jesus means 

in my life.  Help me be more Christ-like so people will see You through 

me, and provide opportunities to share the Good News to those who 

need to hear it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Friday, December 21 

Traditions: Past, Present, and Future 

“And glory of the Lord shone round about them.” 

Scripture: Luke 1:26-38, Matthew 1:19-24, Luke 2:1-21 

Traditions are a funny thing.  We hold them in such high regard for the 

feelings of safety and security they bring us as we carry them out.  While 

many of them are part of our shared cultural identity, some vary wildly 

from person to person.  Some vary minutely, but the minutiae is what 

makes them special. 

There are about as many ways to celebrate Christmas as there are peo-

ple.  Take my wife, Maria, and me as an example.  While we may have 

shared in the American experience of having a Christmas tree, exchang-

ing gifts, and the concept of Santa Claus; our families practiced those 

traditions quite differently.  My family had a star on top of our tree; 

Maria's had an angel.  We opened wrapped gifts on Christmas Eve; while 

her family opened them Christmas morning.  “Santa Claus” brought un-

wrapped gifts the next morning to my house, while he apparently took 

the time to wrap hers in special Santa paper. 

We have been married just over a year, which means we're still in the 

process of merging our well-established individual traditions into our tra-

ditions.  While we have friendly debates about whose traditions are going 

to “win,” there was one important tradition I wanted to carry into our 

new shared identity as a couple. 

Before my family unwrapped those Christmas Eve gifts, we'd take the 

phone off the hook, turn off the TV, and gather round as my Dad read 

the story of Jesus birth from Luke Chapter 2.  Dad wanted to impress 

upon me the real meaning of Christmas, the birth of the Savior of the 

world.  It's a tradition I've always wanted to carry on when I had a family 

of my own. 

While it took a bit longer than expected, God blessed me with an inde-

scribably amazing wife who looks forward to hearing that story as much I 

do reading it.  It's my favorite tradition of the year. 

room with a ceiling, walls, and chairs! Our team members prayed with 

specificity and urgency that this need would be met. 

In my personal life, I had been enduring a long season of surrender and 

trust, worrying and waiting. As we were flying home, I paused to reflect 

on what I had learned from these Honduran brothers and sisters in 

Christ. Waiting has tested their character and strengthened their faith. 

They accept sacred waiting as a way of life and choose to pray rather than 

to complain. This is a beautiful form of worship to witness and a worthy 

one to emulate. 

God answered our collective prayers and my personal petition. A gener-

ous donor provided funds to build a waiting room and devoted Christian 

friends continue to surround me in a circle of love. 

Bendigas (Blessings)! 

Linda R. Burnworth 

Prayer: During this Advent season, remind all of us who are waiting with 

anticipation for You to act that You can do more than we can ask or im-

agine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Thursday, December 6 

Christmas Chaos 

“For it is by grace you have been saved, through faith 
—and this is not from yourselves, it is the gift of God.” 

Scripture: John 1:16, Ephesians 2:4-10 

cha·os noun /kāˌäs/ Definition in physics: behavior so unpredictable as 

to appear random, owing to great sensitivity to small changes in 

conditions. 

The Christmas Season can be chaotic.  Other synonyms could be used 

for the busyness of the weeks leading up to Christmas, words such as ut-

ter confusion, tumult, disorder, and even bedlam.  In the hectic days of 

raising two busy children, some form of bedlam occurred most days in 

our home.  Even days that were well planned and expectations were an-

ticipated—chaos still occurred.  Forgotten school treats, the flu, missing 

scotch tape, white shirt still in the laundry, delivery of an unexpected gift 

with nothing to reciprocate—small messes that can add up to large feel-

ings of tired and feeling not “enough”.  These feelings often arise because 

we think things are in our control.  The best laid plans still can have a 

rat’s nest at the end. 

But this year I think I will embrace the messiness and count my blessings 

for the gifts of the season that might not come in tidy, beautiful packages. 

Some of the most beautiful things in my life were not on my original “to 

do” list and some of the biggest blessings came because of a mess. Lists 

of goals not reached may turn into gifts of grace.  I hope to have faith 

when there is proof I’m not in control.  And I hope to remember that 

Jesus embraced the messiness of life—he didn’t say “follow me when your 

shirt is clean” or “I will love you when you are enough”.  He said that 

grace is a gift wherever we are and whoever we are—even when we’re a 

holy mess.  Grace is a gift for us even in the chaos.  

Mimi Taylor 

Prayer: God of grace and glory, as the pace of this season becomes more 

frantic, help us to lean into your all-embracing love.  

Prayer: Gracious Father, as we prepare to celebrate the birth of your 

Son, quiet our minds from the busyness of our everyday lives. Let us be 

still and allow the peace, calm and joy of your presence to fill our hearts.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Friday, December 21 



Thursday, December 20 

Silent Night, Holy Night 

“Be still and know that I am God.” 

Scripture: Psalm 46:10, John 8:12 

Growing up in a large family, Christmas was a very exciting time of year.  

It was a family tradition for us to attend and participate in the Christmas 

Eve service at our church in Seattle, Washington.   There were seven 

children to prepare for the festivities, so the house was a flurry of activity. 

Halos, wings and costumes were gathered for final inspection and choir 

robes pressed.  Hair was brushed and re-brushed several times.  Songs 

and story lines were rehearsed over dinner and off to church we’d go.   

The sanctuary of the church was always decorated beautifully.  The smell 

of pine needles permeated the air.  The altar overflowed with pine 

boughs, shiny red Christmas balls and silk ribbons.  Poinsettias were 

carefully placed on each step leading to the manger, which sat centerstage 

overflowing with hay.  

The children’s program was at the beginning of the service.  Upon com-

pletion of our small part, we would return to the sanctuary one by one to 

sit with our parents. My mother kept a never-ending supply of Lifesavers 

in her purse, which made their way up and down our pew several times 

during the remainder of the service.  There was wiggling and yes…some 

giggling, but it all came to a hush when the final song was sung.  The 

lights were dimmed, candles lit throughout the church, and the congrega-

tion sang Silent Night. The sense of peace, calm and joy that filled my 

heart at that moment was inexplicable.  I was so happy to be celebrating 

the birth of Christ our Lord and Savior, surrounded by family and 

friends in this beautiful church I called home.    

In December 2006, I attended my first Candlelight service at Liberty.  It 

was the first time in many years I felt that same wonderful deep sense of 

peace, calm and joy as candles were lit one by one and the congregation 

joined in singing Silent Night.  I knew at that moment God had provided 

once again for me.  He led me to my new home and church family.   

Colleen Teahan 

Friday, December 7 

Advent Overseas 

“My grace is enough.” 

Scripture: 2 Corinthians 12:9, Philippians 2:5-11 

About twenty years ago, I spent three and a half months during the fall 

and winter in Kenya, Africa.  It was part of my semester abroad through 

the School for Field Studies.  The trip was an absolutely amazing experi-

ence.  Instead of having a tourist-type safari where you’re whisked away 

on some land rovers, have catered meals, comfortable beds and “real” 

bathrooms, I got to experience Africa behind the scenes.  Half of the trip 

we stayed in tents and the other half in grass huts with none of the con-

veniences of home.  We lived with many different tribes of people and 

each day God revealed the majesty of His creation!  Whether it was 

climbing Mt. Kenya, waking up to a view of Mt. Kilimanjaro outside of 

my tent each morning, viewing the magnificent animals or just being quiet 

and soaking up the unobstructed views of the moon and stars at night; all 

of it was truly a once in a lifetime experience. 

As Advent began, God began to reveal to me that these native African 

people had nothing and yet everything they needed.  Many would walk 

three hours or more each day to get a measly bucket of dirty water.  They 

had very little to eat (maybe some cow’s blood mixed with milk) no la-

trines, no electric or any of the other conveniences that we don’t even 

think about each day.   Yet, they were full of joy!  Adults would waive to 

you with both hands as you went by and kids would shriek with glee if 

you waved back.  They would dance and sing and praise God for all that 

he provided!  They had all that they needed.  They had God, and that 

was enough. 

Jeremy Carpenter 

Prayer: Dear God, this upcoming Christmas season, help us not to focus 

on our worldly possessions but help us to remember that You are 

enough.  

 



 
Saturday, December 8 

Glory! 

“I am the Good Shepherd” 

Scripture: Luke 2:8-15, John 10: 14-16 

Have you ever been in a Christmas program and dressed as one of the 

characters? Which character would you pick to be? At Liberty Presbyter-

ian, we have the opportunity each year to see the children portray the 

Christmas story through song and live characters to help us witness the 

birth of Jesus. 

Well, I grew up as my Mommy’s girl, and yes, I was usually an Angel 

part! The shepherd was not my choice because my uncles are real life 

farmers and to me, they seemed like the shepherds and it was clearly a 

tough job. So, that would not have been my choice of characters to play! 

This past June, my sweet mother went to meet her Maker in heaven.  In 

her home, I stumbled across a devotional she wrote for her church a 

couple of years ago. Her choice was to write about the shepherds: 

“It is so significant that God planned the reception of Jesus, His Son, by 

angels announcing His birth to shepherds. Oh, how exciting to imagine 

the Shekinah glory, surprise, awe, and yes, fear the shepherds must have 

felt when the angels brought the joyful message of the long-awaited birth 

of the Christ Child! God must have a special place in his heart for shep-

herds. Remember some: Abel, Moses, Jacob, David, and most im-

portantly, Jesus, who called himself the good shepherd, and said, ‘A good 

shepherd lays down his life for his sheep.’ As we remember the shep-

herds’ response, ‘Let us go straight to Bethlehem then, and see this thing 

that has happened which the Lord has made known to us,’ let us be re-

minded not just of belief in and worship of our Lord, but also of the eve-

ry day caring, protection and servant attitude which a shepherd displays.” 

Mary Lynne Johnson Loftus and the late Sherry Johnson 

Prayer: Lord, our Shepherd and Savior, we confess our weakness and 

ask for Your guidance and strengthening as we struggle to live as Your 

servants. Help us to serve others in need. In Jesus’ precious name. 

Jewish family, so there weren’t many examples of how our families split 

Christmas celebrations between geographically disperse families. It sure 

didn’t take long for us to decide we would never spend another Christ-

mas away from family. As amazing as our time was together, we really 

missed out on the meaning of Christmas. We missed the church service, 

Christmas Eve, the hugs on Christmas morning over a cup of coffee,  

watching the looks on kids and grandparents faces. We missed being in 

the presence of other Christians celebrating the birth of Christ. This is 

the real part of Christmas. Christ’s birth brings us all together for the hol-

idays. Christ’s birth also unites all Christians in the celebration of ever-

lasting life that began on that day. Sure, there are other things that hap-

pen, like decorating a tree, wrapping presents, volunteering, going to 

church and, of course, watching a few football games (not available in 

Mexico in the mid-nineties), but the ability to do that with family and 

fellow Christians is because we are all together to celebrate Christ’s birth. 

As time has gone on and we now have college and high school aged kids, 

our third dog, and have parents who are well past retirement, the holi-

days have not changed for us. The magic of Christmas is not the time, or 

the place, but the people we are with in that time and place. Christ was 

not born alone but with witnesses and visitors, family and even a few 

“pets”.  As I look back and forward, I find myself longing for more peo-

ple in my time and place, more connections with others.  That is the 

body of Christ that we celebrate on this special day. 

Phil Haase 

Prayer: Dear Lord, help us to connect to one another as you have con-

nected to us, with everlasting, unconditional love.  

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday, December 19 

New Family, Longing for Old Traditions 

“Everyone who loves is born of God.” 

Scripture: 1 John 4: 7-16 

The year after Lisa and I got married we had this great idea to “take off” 

for Christmas. We both could get a couple of weeks away from work and 

we figured it would be like going on a honeymoon again. No kids, some-

one to watch the dog and, bingo, we were off windsurfing in Cabo San 

Lucas for two weeks. I was an avid windsurfer and Lisa was learning 

quickly. We would be joining another couple that was 10-15 years older 

than us and never had kids. They were the eternal hippies that had great 

engineering jobs and traveled the world surfing and experiencing life. 

The “vacation” started off great with perfect weather and wonderful com-

pany. In fact, the entire two weeks were great. We came back tanned and 

refreshed.  

This was pre-cell phones, so we never really called home and didn’t even 

talk to family on Christmas day.  Of course, our Mexican hosts were very 

into Christmas and churches were busy and family festivities were fre-

quent. There were few tourists and almost no one our age. This wasn’t all 

bad as we really had a great time with each other and got a chance to real-

ly connect outside of our busy young professional lives. We arrived 

home and immediately I could feel that something was missing. We fe-

verishly caught up with family on the Christmas stories. What niece and 

nephew got what and how the feasts and shenanigans happened during 

the family meals.  We shared our stories and spent a good amount of 

time catching up over the phone and in visits that happened throughout 

the next months with family. Our thirst for the experience of the Christ-

mas we missed was apparent. In fact, we often refer to that Christmas as 

the one we were not there for, as if Christmas was a place and not an 

event. 

Inevitably, Lisa and I started to contemplate next Christmas. Would we 

save up and travel again? Would we do it every other year? Now that we 

were a new family how were we going to do this going forward? Lisa is 

the first to be married in her family and my older brother married into a 

The Second Sunday of Advent 

The Impossible Truths of Christmas: The Virgin Birth 

 “The Holy Spirit will come upon you, and the power of the Most High 

will overshadow you…For nothing is impossible with God.” 

 

Scripture: Isaiah 7:14, Luke 1:26-34 

For about a week this past summer, we had the pleasure of hosting 

friends who have a young son. It seems that just as he arrived at our front 

step he also arrived at the “linguistic sponge” stage of development, soak-

ing up and repeating endlessly every word uttered within earshot. Appar-

ently one of the phrases he picked while in our home was, “That doesn’t 

seem possible, does it?” 

At the zoo: “That giraffe has a long neck, doesn’t he, buddy?” 

“That doesn’t seem possible, does it?” 

Later that day: “Do you want to go higher on the swings?”  

“That doesn’t seem possible, does it?” 

After dinner: “Okay, little man, I think it’s bath time.” 

“That doesn’t seem possible, does it?” 

You get the idea.  

An angel shows up in a teenage girl’s bedroom and tells her, “Guess 

what? You are going to become pregnant with the son of God by the 

power of the Holy Spirit.”  

She responds, “That doesn’t seem possible, does it?” 

Mary gets hung up on the impossibility of her pregnancy. A pregnant 

virgin? That doesn’t seem possible, does it? Might I suggest that the big-

ger impossibility here is that God would choose to wrap himself in hu-

man flesh and be born as an ordinary human being, that God would 

choose to live among us as one of us. God’s identity is revealed not as 



God clings to power, but as God’s very life is poured out for the life of 

the world. As an act of sheer grace, God enters into our world—into our 

lives—in order to save us. That really doesn’t seem possible, does it? 

And yet, this is the impossible possibility of Christmas, that God crosses 

over that chasm that separates life and death, light and dark, heaven and 

earth, sacred and profane, divine and human, and comes to us to set all 

that is wrong back to right.  

It doesn’t seem possible, does it? 

“Nothing is impossible with God.” 

Pastor Kyle 

Prayer: Gracious God, it doesn’t seem possible that you would choose to 

enter our world in order to save our world. We thank you that you are a 

God of possibility, that all things are possible for you, and that you will 

stop at nothing to demonstrate your love. Help me to trust in your prom-

ises and open my mind to the possibilities of your love. In Jesus’ name 

we pray.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

12 before I got my first off-the-rack, store-bought dress.  I can’t remem-

ber that dress even though at the time I thought I had finally crossed over 

to the real world.  Funny, isn’t it though, how vivid my memory is of my 

extended family wardrobe, even without DVD proof. 

Without sounding too contrived, Christ’s birth can also be viewed as 

nothing more and nothing less than a hand-me-down.  His birth is the 

ultimate gift that keeps on giving to a world in desperate need of mean-

ing.  The (im)possible truth of Christmas, for me, is a fabric of love care-

fully stitched together by Christ, the ultimate gift.  Maybe being shaped 

by hand-me-downs isn’t so bad after all.  

Bev Graves 

 Prayer: Dear God, thank you for the gift of your Son and for your love 

that never ends.  May we hand down that love to all we meet during this 

season of joy and during all of the seasons yet to come. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Tuesday, December 18 

Holiday Hand Me Downs 

“Every good gift and every perfect gift is from above.” 

Scripture: Psalm 89:1-4, James 1:17  

Christmas Day of my youth would define the dress you would wear for 

the next six years, if you were on the next-to-the-bottom rung of the 

cousin ladder, as I was.  In the extended Snapp family gathering, Aunt 

Bernice (my mom) always sewed matching dresses for the seven girls in 

the extended brood and matching shirts for the eight boys.  Santa, an 

uncle playing the part in mom’s homemade Santa outfit,  would whip the 

clothing out of his bag, would make us put the dresses and shirts on, and 

would have us pose in order of age for the home movies.  Year after year 

the pictures showed a family in matching seams. 

The upside of this tradition was a new dress every year as well as today’s 

movies-to-DVD, providing much laughter at any family gathering.  The 

downside was this was also the hand-me-down season.  It didn’t matter if 

I outgrew the 1956 red plaid dress with Peter Pan collar by Christmas of 

1957.  Christmas in 1957 meant  I inherited cousin Elaine’s ( a year old-

er) 1956 red plaid dress, in 1958 Kathy’s (two years older) red plaid dress 

via Elaine, in 1959 Liz’s (three years older) red plaid dress via Kathy and 

then Elaine, ad nauseam, until Alice’s top rung on the ladder was finally 

reached.  This annual rite of passage actually taught me empathy.   Poor 

cousin Carla, a few years younger, had it even worse than I.  Unfortunate-

ly, it also taught me to be jealous of older cousins whose status was much 

higher up, or so I thought at the time.  I got tired of the red plaid dress 

by the third year and could only hope the bigger versions wouldn’t make 

it to grandma and grandpa’s house for Christmas…usually no such luck. 

The impossible truth of Christmas then was that much of my childhood 

was shaped by never ending hand-me-downs.  The impossible truth of 

Christmas today is how much I miss the spirit of those hand-me-downs, 

even though, I must admit, I was a tomboy who hated wearing dresses.  

Maybe those dresses were the gift that kept on giving, seemingly forever, 

but the gift was sewn out of love and the DNA of a German-Dutch family 

of cousins who to this day still kneel down at a manger.  Moreover, I was 

Monday, December 10 

Mary, Did You Know? 

“My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior.” 

Scripture: Luke 1: 39-47 

Since becoming a mom, Advent and the Christmas season are much 

more meaningful. Christmas has always been an exciting time; however, 

recently I find myself feeling more and more in awe of Jesus and the sto-

ry of his birth. I especially think of Mary and what she went through as 

Jesus’ mother. My new favorite Christmas song has become “Mary Did 

You Know?” The first time I heard this song after becoming a mom was 

very emotional. It had a whole new meaning.  As a mom I can’t even 

imagine what Mary went through. Jesus was her baby! Can you imag-

ine?!?! The King of Kings, Lord of Lords, came into this world as a baby, 

just as you and I. He was a child who went through all the phases our 

kids do. Mary fed him, cared for him, bathed him, nurtured him - all the 

things mothers do. She watched him grow. She also watched him suffer. 

She watched him die. That thought is too painful for me to even think 

about. A mother’s love is indescribable. Everything Mary went through as 

Jesus’ mother is unimaginable. She was God’s servant and sacrificed so 

much. I’m not sure I could do what she did as a mother. She was a true 

follower of God and was willing to do whatever He commanded her to 

do. Could you do the unthinkable if God asked you to do it? I do my 

best to put my full trust in God. Sometimes it’s easy; however, most of 

the time it is not. Thinking of Mary during the Advent season always 

seems to bring me closer to God and reflecting on my faith. The story of 

Jesus being born is awe-inspiring and humbling. Mary was a brave, strong 

woman with an incredible faith in God. She 

inspires me to put my faith in God and to 

trust him fully and completely. 

Casey Fuchs 

Prayer: Lord, help me to trust you complete-

ly without fear and insecurity. Let thy will be 

done, in the name of the Emmanuel. 



Tuesday, December 11 

Laid in a Manger 

“She gave birth to her first child, a son. 

 She wrapped him snugly in strips of cloth and laid him in a manger….” 

Scripture: Isaiah 11: 1-6, Luke 2: 6-7 

When Jesus was born among the animals and laid in a feed trough, or 

manger, I wonder what Mary and Joseph were thinking in regard to His 

future. I am sure that they were hoping that their son would do good 

things that would help and care for others. I’m sure they wanted Him to 

grow into a young man of character and honor. 

Their son, a tiny vulnerable baby, would break the mold when it came to 

caring for others. He went above and beyond and demonstrated a love 

that the world had never known before. He healed the blind. He reached 

out to the marginalized. He preached a message that uplifted the lowest 

of society. He died that people might experience forgiveness for the sin 

in their lives and so that they could know the mighty power of God’s 

love. 

As we enter this Advent season this year, may we again examine the life 

of Jesus, what He did, and who He was. Let us remember Jesus, the son 

of God, who came to this earth as a little baby, just like us.  

After all these years, it is still hard for me to explain this impossible truth. 

I am grateful that with each Christmas I have new opportunities to share 

with my family and friends what this truth means to me. 

 How will you share this truth during Advent and the Christmas season? 

Vickie Doyle, Parish Visitor 

Prayer: Gracious God, I pray that I may better reflect your hope, your 

love, and your grace to those around me. Let Christ be born anew in me 

today.  

 

 

were less than 20%.  My husband offered to be tested and was a 

100% match.  

After the bone marrow transplant, Melissa went into remission 

for 110 days and we were ecstatic. However, she relapsed and 

was admitted for chemo and blood transfusions.  Short of a mir-

acle, there was not much more that could be medically done.   

Yet again, we saw God’s hand at work and the impossible became possi-

ble. In mid-July a new drug for her specific blood cancer was FDA ap-

proved and she was able to start this in September. She is currently in 

remission.   

As we ponder the miraculous events that God orchestrated in Bethlehem 

so many years ago, be encouraged that in every situation He is at work.  

Look closely and you will see the impossible made possible.  

Dawn Parr 

Prayer: Loving Father, in your hands all things all possible.  Thank you 

for miracles, from mangers to hospital beds.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Monday, December 17 

The Impossible Made Possible 

“So, do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed,  

for I am your God, 

I will strengthen you and help you.” 

Scripture: Isaiah 41:8-10, Luke 1:37 

Last November my sister-in-law, Melissa, began feeling ill. She had 

numbness in her left leg, a low- grade fever, fatigue, back and stomach 

pains and a sinus infection that just would not go away.  After multiple 

trips to her family doctor, she was referred to a pulmonologist. On Fri-

day, November 24, the day following Thanksgiving, she was admitted to 

the hospital for a blood transfusion and was quickly diagnosed with 

AML, better known as leukemia. Her diagnosis is rare with gene muta-

tions that develop the cancer cells. She has spent most of 2018 in a hos-

pital. Last Christmas the family decorated her room and celebrated with 

the hospital staff.  It is her hope that she can celebrate at home this sea-

son.  

Throughout her journey we have seen countless miracles.  God’s orches-

tration allowed us to see His hand at work and make the impossible-

become possible.   

My in-laws had just retired and decided to move closer to Melis-

sa’s family so they could spend time together and travel.  They 

moved last October. 

My mother-in-law is a nurse and an advocate for Melissa in the 

hospital through each appointment, trial or treatment.   

My oldest son, Brandon, is a medical student and during this 

time of diagnosis he was in rotations with immunology. He was a 

wealth of information and able to relate terminology to the fami-

ly in understandable language. His next rotation was pulmonolo-

gy. His current rotation is oncology.  

Because of Melissa’s rare form of cancer, there would be diffi-

culties in finding a bone marrow match. The chances of a match 

Wednesday, December 12 

A Season of Joy, A Season of Grief 

“Do not be afraid, for I am with you.” 

Scripture: Isaiah 43: 1-5 

When you have lost loved ones, like so many of us have, it takes a new 

kind of effort and energy to manage or survive any holiday. Oftentimes 

the anticipation can be even harder than the actual holiday itself.  Each of 

us has to figure out what we can comfortably handle.  When grieving, 

every day is filled with the thoughts and memories of loved ones and 

what our life was like before their death.  During the holidays these 

memories can be even more present resulting in even more personal 

grief.  Feelings of loneliness, anxiety and depression can be compound-

ed.  Society wants us to join in the holiday spirit, but all around are the 

sights, sounds and smells that trigger memories of those who have died.   

No simple guidelines exist that will take away the hurt.  But with a little 

bit of time and a lot of support, I have found a few strategies that have 

helped our family since we were forever changed by the death of my hus-

band, Brian, and my daughter, Megan.  I hope they might help you too.  

Be intentional about self-care.  Take care of your emotional and mental 

health by making time for reflection through journaling about holiday 

experiences, emotions and memories.  Spiritual renewal and focus is so 

important.  Find strength in your faith. Spend time with God in prayer 

and ask Him to guide you through the holiday season.  The holidays will 

be easier to face if you take care of your physical health.  It is essential to 

get enough rest, exercise, sunlight and healthy food. 

Decide in advance how to make your holiday preparations meaningful, 

yet manageable.  Set realistic expectations and understand your limita-

tions.  You don’t have to put out all of your decorations.  Buying gifts for 

everyone is not necessary, and holiday meals can be simplified.  It is okay 

to say no to holiday invitations or to only stay at a gathering for a short 

time if that is what you need. 

It may be helpful to begin new traditions to honor the memory of your 



loved ones.  Perhaps you hang their stocking and have people place a 

note or memory in it.  Maybe you give a gift to a cause that meant a lot to 

your loved one, or volunteer at a place that was important to them.  

Lighting a candle throughout the holiday season can be a meaningful way 

to show remembrance.  Planning a special candle lighting ceremony with 

your family to share memories, music, scripture and prayer can help eve-

ryone to feel that they are honoring and remembering those whom you 

have lost. 

It is okay to admit that you are hurting during the holidays.  It is also 

okay to laugh and feel joy without feeling guilty.  Let those around you 

know that it is okay to talk about your loved ones.  Make it a point to 

always surround yourself with people who will support and care for you 

through your grief process.   It may seem like you will never get through 

dealing with your pain and loss, but with hard work and God walking 

alongside you, the pain of grief does indeed lessen. 

Sharon Casey 

Prayer: Lord, you have promised to walk with us through both the best 

and the worst of times.  Be with all who are grieving this holy season, sup-

porting them and surrounding them with your comfort, your strength, 

and the peace that only you can give.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The central affirmation of the New Testament is that Jesus Christ is the 

unique, specific, complete, all-sufficient revelation of the true God.  Jesus 

Christ is not just good news; he is the news—everything else you've heard 

about God is just rumor.   

The Christian faith affirms that at a specific time, in a specific place, in a 

specific way, God stepped out from behind the clouds of mystery and 

showed us who is He is — definitively, completely, specifically.  God be-

came a man, a human being, in Jesus of Nazareth.  God said, "This is 

who I am—this guy, this carpenter, this teacher, this healer, this prophet.  

If you want to know what I'm like, look at Jesus." 

Because Jesus Christ is the human face of God.  Beyond the angels and 

shepherds and manger and star, this is why, at Christmas, we rejoice. The 

impossible became possible in Jesus Christ. 

Pastor John 

Prayer: Gracious Lord: Give me a specific faith, a faith that is centered in 

your very specific, incarnate, wrapped in flesh gift of Jesus, the Emmanu-

el. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Third Sunday of Advent 

The Impossible Truths of Christmas: Wrapped in Flesh 

 

Scripture:  John 14:1-10 

At his last meal with his disciples, Jesus said: 

“When everything is ready, I will come and get you, so that 

you will always be with me where I am.  And you know the 

way to where I am going." 

   "No, we don't know, Lord," Thomas said.  "We have no 

idea where you are going, so how can we know the way?" 

   Jesus told him, "I am the way, the truth, and the life.  No 

one can come to the Father except through me.  If you had 

really known me, you would know who my Father is.   From 

now on, you do know him and have seen him!" 

   Philip said, "Lord, show us the Father, and we will be satis-

fied." 

   Jesus replied, "Have I been with you all this time, Philip, 

and yet you still don't know who I am?  Anyone who has 

seen me has seen the Father!”   

Jesus brings an incredible, seemingly impossible, specificity to the issue 

of belief. 

For some of us, our faith is not very specific.  Instead, it's pretty general.  

We believe stuff like "the fatherhood of God and the brotherhood of 

humanity", "Be a good person.”  For many people, being a Christian 

simply means behaving decently, with prayer tacked on.  How often have 

you heard people say that it doesn't really matter what you believe as long 

as you are sincere?  But in our passage, Jesus doesn't let us get away with 

these non-specific notions of faith.  On the contrary—he gets incredibly, 

almost blasphemously specific: "Whoever has seen me has seen God."  

To the question of "What is God like?" Jesus answers specifically: "God is 

like me—exactly like me." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Holiday Memorial  

As we light these five candles in memory of and in honor of 

you, we light one for our grief, one for our courage, one for 

our memories, one for our love, and one for our hope.  

This candle represents our grief. The pain of losing you is 

intense. It reminds us of the depth of our love for you.  

This candle represents our courage – to confront our sor-

row, to comfort each other, and to change our lives.  

This candle is in your memory – the times we laughed, the 

times we cried, the times we were angry with each other, the 

silly things you did, and the caring and joy you gave to us.  

This candle is the light of love. As we enter this holiday sea-

son, day-by-day we cherish the special place in our hearts 

that will always be reserved for you. We thank you for the 

gift your living brought to each of us.  

And this candle is the light of hope. It reminds us of the 

love and the memories of you that are ours forever. May the 

glow of the flame be our source of hopefulness now and for-

ever. We love you.       

      -Source Unknown 



Thursday, December 13 

Mary, the Encourager 

“From one generation to another 

He shows mercy to those who honor him.” 

Scripture: Isaiah 35: 1-6, Luke 1: 46-50  

It arrived on our doorstep with no card, no return address.  I waddled to 

the door to get it, pregnant-out-to-here and unable to catch the delivery 

man and get additional information.  Inside, wrapped in newspapers 

from the late 1960s, was a nativity set.  But not like one I had ever seen.  

It was crafted to represent the holy family, not right after the birth, but on 

the road home.  Mary sat atop the donkey, jaw set, baby balanced in one 

elbow, and gaze firm on the horizon – no car seat, no trace of the 

“discomfort” (to put it mildly) she must have felt, having just given birth, 

and faced with miles of travel astride an animal.     

I liked her look.  Stoic, focused.  She must have been terrified, but she 

wasn’t kneeling and weeping before the manger, like all the other nativity 

mothers I’d seen.  She’d gotten herself together and decided she had a 

job to do.  I put her on the nightstand, and I silently thanked her for the 

message of strength.  I needed it more than anyone knew.  I was a first-

time mom-to-be, but it was my second pregnancy.  The first had ended in 

a miscarriage.  And even though my doctor had assured me that this one 

was fine, this one was perfectly healthy, something just felt off.  It was like 

a nativity that appeared on the doorstep in the middle of August; a bless-

ing in any season, right?  Sure, but…why now?  And who had sent it?  I 

called my mother, grandmother, everyone I knew.  No one claimed the 

mysterious gift.   

And in the next few months, I forgot about her.  She stayed next to me 

on that nightstand, as I struggled with the new baby in my own arms.  

Again, everyone reassured us that he was fine, fine, fine.  But I felt a 

strange heaviness settle between my heart and stomach when he could 

not be soothed by rocking, or when he physically fought attempts to hold 

him, or sat and opened and closed our shutter doors for hours.  And 

later, when he never said the long-awaited “mama.”   

Saturday, December 15 

Starry Night 

“Until the day dawns and the morning star rises in your hearts.” 

Scripture: Matthew 2:1-2, 2 Peter 1:19 

 

There is wonder and awe 

All over the earth 

As we await our  

Master’s Birth. 

Stars winking silently in the sky, 

Help light the way as the time goes by. 

 

Peggy Barnes 

 

 

Prayer: Lord, as the star led the wisemen to the stable, lead us this  

holy season once again to the manger. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



promise that we serve a living Savior who was born, died and then resur-

rected to bring everlasting life to all who call Him Lord.  This year as we 

hear and sing these words, let’s be reminded of the joy of our salvation 

that awaits us! 

Christmas Blessings!   

Steve Banks 

Prayer: God of our past, present and future, may we celebrate with joy 

not only your coming in Bethlehem, but your second coming to rule over 

all the world in wonder, truth and grace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It would be many months before Sean and I learned that our baby was 

significantly impacted by autism.  He was so wrapped in his own cocoon 

against our world that a church Sunday school teacher told me she feared 

he may be deaf.  A physician later told us that he may be silent forever.  

He might injure himself or others in his attempts to communicate.  But 

we must never give up our work to help him be heard.  And we should 

never stop trying to teach the world how to respond to him.   

One day, out of the blue, my grandmother and I spoke on the phone.  

Casually, she mentioned her old friend Carol Hodges.  Carol wanted me 

to know that she was sorry she had forgotten to include a card with the 

nativity she sent me before Judson was born.  She had found the statues 

in a neglected corner of her basement quite unexpectedly.  There was no 

good reason for her to even be down there, now that she recalled it.  She 

just had an itch to go and look through things, and there they were.  The 

Mary and Joseph figurines had been made by my great grandmother, 

Anne Emerson, who had once been in a ceramics class with Carol.  

Though my life overlapped with hers for just a few years, we were very 

close.  The “Emy” I now go by comes from her name.     

Carol could not explain it, but something told her that I needed the nativ-

ity then, right in the middle of a Virginia August.  The urge to get them in 

the mail was so great – she could not explain why – that she had com-

pletely forgotten to include a note.  She was sorry.  She hoped it had not 

frightened me.   

Quite the opposite.  I laughed through tears.  My steadfast Southern 

great-grandmother was known for her toughness.  And I like to think that 

not even death could have stopped her from getting a shower gift to her 

first great-great-grandchild.  And in her typical style, the selection was 

perfect.   

The Mary on the donkey remains on my nightstand to this day.  She is 

fragile and old, but her expression has never wavered.  She is a constant 

reminder that I am not the first mother to have a child who the world will 

not understand.  And that every morning, every long road ahead, affords 

me not just the chance to help him navigate his journey, but to take the 

journey for which I have been created:  The one toward being like the 



mother on the donkey’s back. 

Emy Trende 

Prayer: Lord, this season help me to see and to embrace every gift that 

you give – especially the ones that come disguised in the most unusual or 

challenging packages.          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday, December 14 

Joy to the World! 
“Sing a new song to the LORD, 

    for he has done wonderful deeds…. 
 He has remembered his promise to love and be faithful to Israel. 

    The ends of the earth have seen the victory of our God.” 

Scripture: Psalm 98: 1-3 

This Advent season, the Liberty Christmas Choir will be singing an ar-

rangement of the most published Christmas song of all time, “Joy to The 

World!”  I decided to research the origin of the text and music for this 

classic and was reminded of its interesting history. 

Of more than 750 hymns that Isaac Watts wrote, “Joy to the World” is 

the one that he is best known for.   

Joy to the world! The Lord is come; 

Let earth receive her King; 

Let every heart prepare him room, 

And heaven and nature sing 

What is interesting about this song is the fact that Isaac Watts wrote these 

words in 1719 as he was inspired by the scriptures found in the Old Tes-

tament from Psalm 98, rather than the story of Christ’s birth in the book 

of Luke.  The reason this is so fascinating is that the song was not written 

to be a Christmas carol at all but rather about Christ’s Second Coming.  

The words, “The Lord is come” speak about future events and the 

words, “He rules the world with truth and grace” speak about the glori-

ous days to come when His righteousness and love will rule the earth! 

He rules the world with truth and grace, 

And makes the nations prove 

The glories of his righteousness, 

And wonders of his love 

Although Isaac Watts might have never envisioned these words to be 

used as a Christmas carol, the result is the celebration of Christ’s birth 

and the reminder of the return of Jesus which is good news of great joy!  

In a world where there is much unrest and brokenness, I hold on to the 


