
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Advent 2019 

 

First Presbyterian Church 

PO Box 426 / 108 East Cambridge Avenue 

Greenwood, SC 29648 

(864) 229-5814 



 

Artwork by Emma Collins (age 6) 

 

Welcome to Advent! 

Advent is the period of time starting four Sundays before Christmas and going through to 

Christmas Day. During this time, we will be bombarded with all kinds of marketing for a 

commercial holiday. We’re going to be busy making lists, buying stuff, checking off our lists, 

and buying more stuff! We’ll be baking, cooking, and decorating. We’ll attend parties, send 

and receive cards, and watch our calendar fill to bursting!  

Or maybe this time of year makes us feel lonely or empty.  

Breathe. This booklet is intended to be simple and uplifting – gently reminding us of why we 

celebrate Christmas in the first place – a tiny baby Jesus, sent by our heavenly Father, wrapped 

lovingly in the arms of his parents, surrounded by livestock, shepherds, and kings. A tiny baby 

sent by a loving Father for us. 

We hope you will be able to make time to read through these devotions as we journey 

towards Christmas. We intend for you to enjoy these reflections and illustrations by our own 

church family, and that each will provide a quiet moment for you and God to connect during 

the hustle and bustle of the holiday. 

 

Pause amidst the whirlwind, take a deep breath, and anticipate God.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thank you to everyone who contributed a devotion or art work.  

A special thank you to Robbin Goforth for our cover image. 

Thank you, Lea Jones, for always going above and beyond  

in these special projects. 

Gratefully compiled by Elise Collins. 



 

Artwork by Charles Scott 

Advent FAQ’s 

In these modern days of social media and fact finding, it may be nice to go back to the days of 

answering inquiring minds about the basics of Advent and the birth of Jesus, our Lord and Savior.  

With that in mind, let us proceed with a short, fact finding mission on the birth of Jesus and the 

days leading up to His birth: 

What does Advent mean?  Advent is Latin for ‘coming’ or ‘visit’.  It is the 4 Sundays and weeks 

leading up to Jesus’ birth.  In 2019, it is December 1 to December 24. 

Why did God announce the coming of Jesus to shepherds?  God announced the coming of Jesus, 

His son, to shepherds in the fields.  As said in Luke 2: 8-12: 

8 
And there were shepherds living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch over their flocks 

at night. 
9 
An angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord shone 

around them, and they were terrified. 
10 

But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid. I 

bring you good news that will cause great joy for all the people. 
11 

Today in the town of 

David a Savior has been born to you; he is the Messiah, the Lord. 
12 

This will be a sign to 

you: You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.” 



If God had chosen the priests to announce the coming of Christ, do you think they would have 

been “sore afraid” and would have taken the news to all?  Do you think they would have been 

humbled and honored to be told as the shepherds were?  Just as Jesus did in His ministry, God 

chose the lowly people to take the news to others. 

Why do we celebrate Advent?  During Advent, we prepare for, and anticipate, the coming of 

Christ.  We remember the longing of Jews for a Messiah and our own longing for, and need of, 

forgiveness, salvation, and a new beginning.  Even as we look back and celebrate the birth of 

Jesus in a humble stable in Bethlehem, we also look forward anticipating the second coming of 

Christ as the fulfillment of all that was promised by His first coming. 

Why was Bethlehem chosen as the site of the birth of Jesus?  Mary and Joseph went back to 

Bethlehem because of the census and Joseph was from Bethlehem.  For the census, you must go 

back from whence you come.  Plus, it was foretold that Jesus would be born “in the City of 

David,” and Bethlehem is the birthplace of King David.      

Lelion Elledge 



 

 

Hope - Expectation - Anticipation - Preparation 

 

He sees where you are in life, and reaches for you steadily. 

 

 



 

Photo submitted Sally Anderson 

December 1 

We celebrate the Advent Season with the hope, excitement, and expectation of Jesus’ 

birth.  The Old Testament scriptures tell of the hope of the prophets that a Messiah would come 

and the hopes were fulfilled in the coming of Christ Jesus.   

My oldest granddaughters, Katelyn and Isabelle, enjoy helping with the decorations for 

the Christmas season, and especially the manger scene.  Throughout the days leading up to 

Christmas, the nativity figurines are rearranged and often appear in different rooms of the house.  

Baby Jesus once disappeared for a week, eventually found in Katelyn’s bookbag.  The year 

following the disappearance, I purchased the Fisher Price Little People Nativity set for the girls.  

Playing with Little People sets has been a favorite of all of the grandchildren and the Nativity 

set was eagerly anticipated when the Christmas decorations were unpacked. 

I recall a particular arrangement of the Nativity which I discovered where Isabelle had 

been playing.  There was the stable with only the figure of baby Jesus in the manger.  In front 

of the stable, forming a single line, there were no less than 50 Little People extending from the 

den into the kitchen. Not only Mary, Joseph, an angel, camels, sheep, shepherds, and wisemen, 

but figures from the Halloween set which included a ghost, witch, goblin, bat, scarecrow, and 

black cat, along with Cinderella, Snow White, Rapunzel, Ariel, Belle, and the Beast.  When I 

asked Isabelle what they were all doing, she replied, “They are all waiting to see the baby Jesus!”  

That baby is the long-expected Jesus.  That baby will help us with whatever life throws 

at us.  That baby is with us every day. 



Isaiah 9: 6 (KJV) “For unto us a Child is born, unto us a Son is given; And the government 

will be upon His shoulder.  And His name will be called Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, 

Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.” 

Prayer:  Thank you for the gift of your Son, Jesus. May we always be excited and thankful for 

Jesus coming into this world.  Help us to find ways to joyfully share our faith with others. 

 

                                Sally Anderson with granddaughters,  

                                                                  Katelyn Rouse, and Isabelle Jenks 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Artwork by Maggie Hammett 

December 2 

Light in the Darkness 

 

Isaiah 9:1 (NAS) - "The people who walked in darkness have seen a great light; upon those who 

dwelt in the land of gloom a light has shone." 

 

Years ago at our annual family Christmas party, as was tradition, the adults watched while 

the children took turns opening their gifts.  Our son, Jim, who was just five years old at the time, 

sat eagerly awaiting his turn.  As children do, Jim had made a wish list and made sure everyone 

knew what was on it. When his turn came around, his eyes lit up with excitement as he produced 

from the box the number one item on his wish list that year; a real adult-sized shiny new 

flashlight!  Not wanting to wait any longer and with his prized flashlight held firmly in his fist, 

he jumped up, grabbed his grandfather by the hand and said, "Come on PaPa.  Find me some 

dark."  We adults in the room could not help but chuckle over the sweet and comical phrasing 

Jim had used to describe his excitement over the chance to use his new flashlight to "find some 

dark" and give his new gift a test run.   

 

This story has now been told every year at our family Christmas party much to the chagrin 

of our adult son.  As I began to think about what to write for this Christmas reflection, it occurred 

to me the flashlight story serves as a metaphor for Christ's birth.  Our little son's desire was to 

use his flashlight to light up the dark, in other words, to dispel the darkness.  Isn't that what 

Christmas is all about?  The Light, Jesus Christ, was born to dispel the darkness that exists in our 

hearts and in the world.  John 12:46 says: "I have come as Light into the world, so that everyone 

who believes in Me will not remain in darkness."  The Son of God was born on earth to dwell 

among us, to dispel the darkness with His light, to be The Light. 



 

As we light the candles of the Advent wreath in our church and in our homes this season, 

each week, a new candle is lit gradually dispelling more and more darkness drawing ever closer 

to the coming of Christ as we celebrate His birth at Christmas. The birth of Jesus brought Light 

and Life into the world.  His light shows us that even in our darkest days, we have hope.   John 

8:12 says, "I am the Light of the World; he who follows me will not walk in darkness, but will 

have the Light of Life." 

 

May we all resolve to shine with the light of hope, faith, joy, and peace this Christmas 

season. 

 

Dear Lord, we pray each day will be one of light, peace, and gratitude as we remember, at this 

special time of year, Christ's holy birth.  We thank you for bringing Christ into the world to 

dwell among us bringing light into the darkness. We pray the love of Christ will guide us in 

serving as His light to others this Christmas season.  Amen.                          

 

Anna Welborn 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Artwork by Aubrey Kate Munnerlyn 

December 3 

Good Things Come to Those Who Wait 

Scripture: “What has come into being in him was life, and the life was the light of all people. 

The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it.” John 1:3-5 

When I was pregnant with my first child, time seemed to crawl. My due date was May 

17
th
, and I naively expected that labor would appear right on time. After all, punctuality has 

always been one of my traits. However, the military doctor who examined me said, “Not this 

week.” At my appointment the following week, he repeated his prediction.  

 It was June in Savannah, Georgia, and we had no air conditioning. My legs and hands 

were swollen, and I was more miserable than I had ever been. I resorted to taking castor oil, 

which a friend had assured me would bring on labor. It didn’t. Another friend recommended 

going for a ride over a bumpy road. After the doctor’s “not this week” happened again, I 

thought, I’m going to be pregnant forever. The waiting finally ended on June 12
th
 when my son 

was born after a long labor. 

 Mary surely must have been filled with anticipation, awaiting the birth of her son. She 

must have felt the discomfort of those final weeks of pregnancy, and I can imagine her reaction 

to Joseph’s announcement that she was going to ride a donkey to Bethlehem so he could pay 

taxes and be registered. “You want me to do what and go where? Have you lost your mind?” 

Going over rough terrain on the back of a donkey must have helped bring Mary’s waiting to an 

end. As miserable as the waiting was, the miracle of birth brought joy to Mary, to me, and to 

all mothers who finally cuddle their precious newborns.  



 During the Advent season, most of us don’t have to endure the trials of pregnancy and 

labor, but we are filled with the anticipation of the birth of our Savior. A miracle happens 

annually, and we wait for it in a season filled with love and the angels’ message: Peace on earth, 

good will to men. 

- Clarissa Blackmore 

Lord God, Help us to be patient, but with an overflowing expectancy of your goodness this 

season. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Artwork by Christopher Collins  

December 4 

Do you Hear What I Hear? 

Do You See What I See? 

Most of us are familiar with the Christmas song, “Do You Hear What I Hear.” In 1962, it 

was written in a search for peace during the height of the Cuban Missile Crisis. However, this 

song is not just about sounds or what you hear. It invites many of us to see, to hear, and to 

listen.  The second verse asks the question, “Do you see what I see?” During Advent, the sights 

of the season are quite bold and splendid.  Glittering lights adorn the streets and houses, colorful 

packages are placed under the tree, ornate decorations inside and outside of our homes awe us 

with intrigue and pleasure, and glowing shades of red and green are everywhere, even in what 

we wear.  What we see is a smorgasbord of color and noise, which make it difficult to notice or 

pay attention to the very small, subtle, or insignificant sights around us.  

About 15 years ago, when Bill and I were decorating our Christmas tree, we noticed a 

small bird nest tucked snugly amongst several limbs.  We were excited and felt special that we 

had chosen a tree that was once a home to one of God’s small creatures. It was amazing that it 

had stayed intact during the cutting and transportation of the tree.  The nest was so tiny it was 

hard to see, and then after we found it, it was difficult to find again.  After Christmas, we saved 

the nest in a plastic bag. Thus, our tradition began.  Ironically, later we started to find tiny nests 

on the ground that had most likely been blown down from winds. Our Christmas tree is now 

home to six nests that have been found by our children and grandchildren. In fact, one year I 

opened a present from a grandchild, and it was a bird’s nest!   Now, every year, the nests are 

hidden in our tree.  Although all of the grands are older, the younger ones still like to see if they 

can find all six nests.    



Just imagine, the night wind saying to the little lamb, “Do you see what I see? Way up 

high in the tree…A nest, a nest, snuggled in the leaves, with a home as good as can be.” 

Dear Lord:  This season, let us all see clearly the gifts given to us from our Lord and Savior, Jesus 

Christ. Guide and direct us to adjust our lenses, and zoom in and focus on your goodness and 

light. 

Linda and Margaret Stevens 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Artwork by Olivia and Lucy Wright 

December 5 

Growing up in the African Methodist Episcopal Zion Church (AMEZ), the liturgical 

calendar held no significance for our congregation as a means of ordering the church year.  Our 

major observances were Christmas and Easter.  I had no idea what Advent meant until I went 

to college and began the study of music history, which like the visual, sculptural, and literary 

arts, is the history of the Christian Church, from the fall of the Holy Roman Empire until the late 

18th century.   

It was not until I became Director of Music Ministries at First United Methodist Church 

in St. Petersburg, Florida that I truly began to appreciate the liturgical calendar. It provides order 

and a manner of framing worship as a journey and not some random events strung together. 

One of the biggest challenges was finding ways to help the congregation be more receptive to 

singing hymns that would help prepare us spiritually and emotionally for the glory and wonder 

of Christmas.  With only four Sundays in Advent, there is a desire to sing “Joy to the World” as 

soon as possible.  

I enjoy getting ready for Christmas.  One of my favorite Advent hymns is “Come Thou 

Long Expected Jesus,” text by Charles Wesley.  The two verses look both backward to the Old 

Testament prophets announcement of One to come bringing hope and release from sin, and the 

New Testament’s fulfillment of the prophecy in the birth of Jesus Christ.   

With Christmas decorations and advertisements appearing earlier each year, and the list 

of family and community activities getting longer, it can be challenging to wait for the BIG 



EVENT.  I hope that as we journey through this Advent season, we will be patient and allow 

ourselves to get prepared with scriptures, prayers, and hymns for the coming of the Christ child, 

the hope of all the earth, the desire of every nation and joy of every longing heart. 

 

Come, thou long-expected Jesus, born to set thy people free; 

from our fears and sins release us, let us find our rest in thee. 

Israel's strength and consolation, hope of all the earth thou art; 

dear desire of every nation, joy of every longing heart.  

 

Born thy people to deliver, born a child and yet a King, 

born to reign in us forever, now thy gracious kingdom bring. 

By thine own eternal spirit rule in all our hearts alone; 

by thine all sufficient merit, raise us to thy glorious throne. 

 

Amen.      

Marion Smith 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Artwork by Lily Collins 

December 6 

Patience is the hardest fruit of the Spirit to put into practice. It requires one to be, well, 

patient. For the 400 years before Jesus was born, the people of Israel were in a process of 

waiting for God’s promised Messiah. During this time, no prophet or message was given to the 

people of Israel from God. 

 

Often times we feel that God is silent in our lives. Sometimes we are stuck in that waiting 

period for God to make something happen in our lives. Other times we simply do not know 

what God would have us do in that moment.  

 

We are often told by others “the time for that will come” yet we are left striving in the 

present, while having hope in the future. Like the nation of Israel often did, we turn to ourselves 

for the answers to our questions that God simply hasn’t answered yet. It doesn’t take long to 

find the negative results of turning to ourselves or even each other for answers, instead of relying 

on God.  

 

1 Peter 5:6 (NIV) tells us “Humble yourselves, therefore, under God’s mighty hand, that 

he may lift you up in due time.” 

 

In Due Time.  Due Time is God’s time, not ours. So while we are practicing patience in 

our lives, it may so often feel like eternity, we must however remember who is truly eternal and 



in control of all things. We can easily remember this as we wait patiently for the Holiday season 

to arrive.  

 

Lord Jesus, I pray that you help me to learn to wait on you. As a child is dependent on their 

parents for everything, mold me to be dependent on you for everything I need in my life. I 

cannot do this without you, Lord. Amen 

 

Andrew Goforth 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Artwork by Shirley Gardner 

 

December 7 

 

“Be still, and know that I am God!” Psalms 46:10 

As winter approaches, my 4-year-old class at Noah’s Ark Preschool discusses the ways in 

which animals prepare for the cold days ahead.  How amazing it is that God embedded an 

innate sense of survival in the animals he created.  Once the cool air makes its debut, animals 

begin to gather food and eat as much as they can to survive the cold winter months.  Animals 

seek warm shelter, where many will sleep until spring arrives.  Others will migrate to escape the 

cold, and return only when the warmth of spring is near.  Many of us may “plump” up like the 

animals as we celebrate the holidays with delicious meals.  Some of us may want to sleep through 

the cold winter months, while others may want to escape the winter entirely.   

    As we discussed all the ways animals prepare for the winter season, I began to think of 

how Christians prepare their own hearts and minds for the sacred season ahead of us.  We are 

so quick to plan the perfect meal, purchase the perfect gift, and decorate the perfect tree, but 

what preparation goes into our spiritual growth?  Do we intentionally prepare ourselves for the 

celebration of Jesus’ birth?  No matter what season of life you are currently in, I want to 

challenge you and your family this season to seek ways in which you can grow spiritually and 

enjoy the true reason for the season.  Some ideas may include: serving those less fortunate than 



ourselves, being a “Secret Santa” to precious children in our area, attending Christmas services 

at church, just to name a few.   

    Even more importantly than the ideas mentioned above, can we be more like Mary in 

Luke 10:39, “who sat at the Lord’s feet listening to what He said.”  While Martha, her sister, 

“was distracted by all the preparations that had to be made” (Luke 10:40).  Can we be still in a 

season that is encouraging us to “hustle and bustle” through the holidays?  I admit that I fall into 

this trap only to realize that the sacred moments pass too quickly, and I didn’t fully embrace 

them with all of the distractions this holiday season brings.   

    How are you preparing for the winter ahead?  

Amanda Dunlap   

Prayer:  Dear Lord, May we spend this holiday season seeking you.  Help us to cherish those 

special moments and minimize the distractions that keep us from You.  Amen. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Peace 

 

 He observes what matters to you, and walks with you comfortingly. 

 

 



 

 

 

December 8 

 

I recently had a conversation with a good friend who asked me how I remain positive, 

confident, and at peace in God’s love and faithfulness, especially when faced with tragedy and 

loss.   

  This is what I have learned about dealing with life’s difficult chapters.  

  One’s attitude, or outlook on life, is a choice. It is not the circumstances that define us, 

but how we respond to them that determines who we are and what our future holds. I can 

choose, for example, to live a life of hopelessness, bitterness, and fear- or one filled with faith, 

gratitude, trust, and joy.  

  When my heart becomes overwhelmed and my head is spinning, I must stop, sit silently, 

and remember the many, MANY TIMES God has already carried me. He is, after all, GOD. He 

created this amazing world, so I am certain He can handle my little life and do a better job at it 

than I can.   

   God is my loving Father. He will take care of my needs. This does not mean God promises 

that life will be easy. (He did not make it easy for Jesus.) However, I believe He is with me 

always, and He will hold me-even carry me- through the valleys.  You know the saying- “God 

won’t give you more than you can handle?”   If we could handle everything on our own, we 

wouldn’t need God.   

  God is all knowing. Think of an aerial view of the forests, the mountains and the valleys. 

While our view is limited to what we can see in front of us, God is very aware of what lies 



ahead. Just as a child does not understand all the decisions made by the parent, we may not 

understand all of God’s ways. While I do not believe God wants us to suffer, we live in a world 

with humans and sin. Humans have free will, and because of that, bad things happen.  Tragedy 

happens. There is pain and sorrow in this world. But, I believe God hears us, hurts when we 

hurt, and He wants the best for His children.   

  God can take the ashes, the pain, and tragedy and create something beautiful.   

  Prayer is powerful, and as I pray, I remember to pray for God’s will.   

 To truly remain positive, confident, and at peace in God’s love and faithfulness requires 

a daily renewing of spirit. One must take the time to be still and know that He is God.   

To be totally transparent, I must confess- I struggle and fall short at living the words I 

have shared with you. On the bright side, I’m positive, confident, and at peace knowing that 

God isn’t finished with me yet.   

Amy Pritchard 

 

Lord, you see the big picture of which I can only see a small part. Help me to trust you and find 

joy wherever I am in life. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

 

 

 



 

Artwork by Lily Collins 

December 9 

Faithfulness in the Season 

Galatians 5:22 “But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, forbearance, kindness, goodness, 

faithfulness” 

There’s an old Christmas coffee mug in my collection this year, one that saw my mother’s 

last days on this earth. My brother gave it to me recently. I was over helping to clean his room 

and found it amongst his collection of this year’s church bulletins and taped service CDs. I asked 

him where he got it. He said, “I got it when we were packing up her room at the Wesley 

(Commons).” I must have looked like “what?” Because he went on to say, “You know for when 

I see her next, I can give it to her.” My brother has a faithfulness like no other. I asked him if I 

could borrow it for the Christmas season and of course he said yes. He always does. 

Soon we will be decorating, shopping, cooking, and doing all of those traditional family 

things that we love. Or not! We will begin to feel the holiday stressors of places we need to be, 

parties, functions, and even a night out with friends may at times seem like a test. As the hustle 

of life gets to you this time of year know that we are His faithful people. At any time we can 

talk to Him through prayer, sing to Him with praises, or adorn Him with our love. He is our 

Savior of faithfulness, never gives up on us, and is there for us all the time, never leaving. 

As for me, I am planning on sitting back and relaxing with a hot liquid in my new favorite old 

Christmas mug and thinking about all the wonderful memories that made Christmas special for 



me and my brother: hope, peace, joy, and most of all, love. So find your mug if you need too 

and do the same. 

Mary Margaret Jackson  

and John Mark McQuown 

 

Lord God, thank you for the love you share with us through others. We cherish these memories. 

Help us to sit back and appreciate each moment. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Artwork by Charlie Eichelberger 

 

December 10 

 

A Hard Candy Christmas 

The times were hard back in the 1930s. Unlike the lyrics in a song, a lot of people would 

not be fine and dandy. A hard candy Christmas was all they could expect, me included. 

Because of the Great Depression, everyone found it extremely difficult to even have 

enough food. My family was no different. For me there would be no decorated tree or presents. 

I lived in a small house with my grandparents and their two teen-aged daughters. I was 

only five years old but I was sure Santa Claus would not be stopping by that year. 

One thing I remember, though. I had been taught the real meaning of Christmas. Even at 

that young age I knew why it was important. Regardless of the hard times, there was a sacred 

reason to celebrate the birth of the Savior. We may not have a Christmas tree or presents, but 

we would be together and be able to give thanks for that. 

Christmas Eve, I stared into the fireplace and familiar thoughts of sugar plums danced in 

my head. Still, my worries kept crowding them out. Later in bed, I continued to hope. I tried 

hard to hold back the tears but couldn’t, and drifted off into a troubled sleep. 

In the cold of the morning, I didn’t want to get up. There were no sounds and I thought 

everyone was still asleep. Then, someone peeked in and called me to the next room. A fire was 



burning and the first thing I saw were presents. Santa must have come. At that moment, my faith 

in the Magic of Christmas was kindled forever.  

It was not going to be a hard candy Christmas after all. Santa – and especially God – had 

made it all fine and dandy.   

Praise the Lord for the hope and joy of Christmas. I learned early in life that He’s with us always. 

Bill Collins 

 

Lord God, you’re with us in the good times and the hard times. Help us to feel your presence 

always. In Jesus name, Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Artwork by Lily Collins 

 

December 11 

 

When I was asked to write this devotional, my immediate thought was time... How am 

I going to find the time to do this?? There’s never enough. I know, I’ll stay up later than my 

usual 1 am and just do it because I just can’t tell her no! But then laundry happened, and 

schoolwork, and all the million other little things we moms do after the kids go to bed each 

night. The day it was due I got a sweet text asking if it was ready to be sent, and a “you don’t 

have to, friend.” I almost backed out but then texted back hours later~ no, I don’t have to, but 

I need to. So here I am, typing this one-handed on my phone as I dry my hair at night, thinking 

what am I going to do. I feel like this most days. Go go go, never stopping to breathe, think, 

sometimes eat... praying less than I should and not thanking God enough for all He has blessed 

me with. 

 

Amazingly the only time I slow down is at Christmas. It happened out of the blue, one 

night several years ago when my kids were much younger. Like most parents do, I was trying to 

fit in all the Christmas activities and family outings that I could in order to create these special 

memories for my kids. We still haven’t been to the Polar Express! We need to go get pictures 

with Santa! Connie Maxwell lights! Uptown! Presents! I was so busy and stressed trying to plan 

all these moments and adventures, that I realized I was failing to ENJOY the moments. And 

perhaps, my kids weren’t enjoying them all that much either. 

 

My breaking point came when we were rushing to get ready to go to yet another night 

out on the Christmas town to some “fun family event.” The kids were fussing and fighting, my 

husband was on his last nerve, and I was on the brink of tears. Looking at this trainwreck scene 

of Christmas “joy,” I said, “Everyone stop. Put on your pajamas. Even YOU dad.” They looked 

at me like I was insane but (after some pouting and whining) everyone listened, and I quickly 

changed out of my “going-out” clothes into my coziest robe and slippers. While they were 

changing, I made hot cocoa with hot water from the tap and some of those cheap packets and 



grabbed some packaged gingerbread cookies from the pantry. When they came down ready I 

said, “Get in the car.” They got in not knowing what to expect and probably wondering if Mom 

had finally lost it. I said simply, “We’re not going.” I passed out the cocoa and cookies and said 

“drive” to my husband. We spent the next 2 hours driving aimlessly, with no goal, no plan, 

other than to see some cool Christmas lights and listen to Christmas music. It was the most 

peaceful Christmas night I had ever had since having children. And they were happy. The fighting 

stopped, the moods calmed. There was peace in that moment.  

 

I realized that life is so crazy busy and with good intentions we sometimes try to force 

these special moments, all the while missing out on the real moments. In my attempt to create 

the perfect Christmas, I was making Christmas a hectic time, denying my children the opportunity 

to actually enjoy the spirit of the season. I decided then to make Christmas our time to slow 

down (even if we were the only family not to get those cute Polar Express pictures)! Christmas 

should be a time of peace and calmness, and I was unintentionally destroying that calmness. I 

decided then that we would stop the rush, the busyness, the have-to-do attitude~ if only at 

Christmas. 

 

Do I still make them get a picture with Santa, even at 14, 12, and 10~ yes! What mom 

doesn’t ha?! Do I have 14 Christmas trees? Um, guilty, but only because I find joy in decorating 

each and every one! But the best moments so far have been like that drive~ easy, calm, together, 

no frills, little money. Like sitting together at the Christmas Eve service in the candlelight, reading 

Christmas stories in bed, watching Christmas Vacation and Elf for the 10th time late by the fire, 

baking every cookie the girls can imagine while letting Freddie eat as many as he wants! Those 

moments~ the best. 

 

There is a scripture that helps remind me during the season to slow down and enjoy those 

moments. This: Micah 5:5 (NIV), “He will be our peace.”  

 

Father, this and every Christmas, help us to cherish the season. May we find peace and truly 

enjoy the moments to be with those we love. Help us to say yes to all these activities, not out 

of obligation, but to create real memories with our children and families, no matter how small. 

Help us remember the real reason for the season... And just slow down. Amen. 

 

Kristen McClendon 
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December 12 

 

Some years ago, a group from this Church went on a mission trip to Guatemala, where 

we visited many schools, churches, clinics, and other locations where the work of the Lord was 

being carried out.  We stayed in nice hotels and generally ate our meals in classy restaurants.  

One morning, after about 2 hours on the bus, and a long hike down a steep mountain 

trail, we visited with Salome’ Lucas and his family.  We had to walk because the road down the 

mountain was too steep and narrow for our bus.  Salome’, mostly on his own initiative, was 

noted for practicing sustainable agriculture on his small farm.  He planted on the contour, used 

strip cropping, experimented with different crops, and in general was an example to his neighbor 

farmers for ways to be more productive in that steep mountainous terrain. 

He also provided lunch for us – lovingly prepared by his family - a bowl of black beans, 

a boiled egg, and a tamale.  It was not the kind of meal I would normally enjoy, and I am not 

sure if it was the long walk to get there, the beauty of the surrounding mountains, or the 

camaraderie of our group, but it was one of the most memorable meals of the trip. 

With all our material wealth, the appeals to buy more “stuff,” and the general 

commercialization of Christmas, during the Advent Season it is good to remember the simple 

things of life, such as black beans and boiled eggs, and be thankful for all the things we do have.  

Sometimes the simple gifts are the best ones. 



Robert W. Gooding 

 

Dear God, We thank you for the simple things in life. Make us mindful this season of our many 

blessings, equipping us to extend your love to others in our time, talents, and gifts. In Jesus’ 

name, Amen. 
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December 13 

 

When talking about Christmas as a family, all of us agree that our favorite tradition is the 

Christmas morning brunch we have with our family and neighbors, new and old.  We started 

this tradition when Henry was 9 months old.  Everyone comes to our house after the fun of 

Christmas morning and brings a brunch item or a holiday treat to share.  Christmas morning 

brunch is a special time for us to connect and enjoy some of Joyce Hyde’s delicious cheese 

cloud!    

 

During the Advent season we give thanks for the relationships we share and the great 

times we have enjoyed over the years.  Proverbs 17:22 (NKJV) states, “A merry heart does good 

like medicine.”  Romans 12:10 (NLT) states, “Love each other with genuine affection and take 

delight in honoring each other.”  This Christmas season love each other, be thankful for the gift 

of Christ, and take your medicine! 

 

Matt, Liza, Henry, James,  

and Annie Logan 

 

Dear God, We are so grateful for friends and family. Help us lift each other up and shine for 

you. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
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December 14 

 

The Mass of Christ (2 Corinthians 9:15) 

Have you really ever pondered the exact denotation of Christmas?  It means Christ’s Mass 

or his people; we fellow Christians who follow our Lord, accept him as our Savior, and celebrate 

Him on this holy day. It’s quite atypical this word would shine a light on Christ’s people rather 

than His glory? Why?  

Maybe the emphasis on us refers to the amount of worth He believes we possess. If this 

is true, that’s an awful lot of gratuity. According to scripture we all fall short of God’s glory and 

violate His law, hence we sin, again, again, and again. But, still, we are forgiven. Luke 5:32 “I 

have not come to call the righteous, but sinners, to repentance.” We are the mass of Christ being 

called to Him. We are the ones being given “the gift of eternal life in Christ Jesus our Lord,” 

Romans 6:23. Of all the earthly gifts we could ever receive, eternal life is by far the greatest gift.  

Again, John 3:16 states, “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.”  The verse begins with God 

loving the world. Once more, all that love to us, the unworthy sinners.  

So, during this particular advent season, we try to not only focus on praising Him for 

sending us the gift of His only Son so that we shall be unendingly forgiven, but also accepting 

that no one loves us more than He. Not one being. We are Christ’s mass. We are ceaselessly 



loved by our Savior and that is the ultimate gift. “Thanks be to God for his indescribable gift!” 

2 Corinthians 9:15 

Danielle Steifle 

Lord God, Thank you for loving us and for showing us how to love others. Help us spread your 

love with everyone we encounter. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Joy 

 

He anticipates who you can be, and cheers you on eagerly. 
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December 15 

 

Sing in Exultation  

      The morning after Halloween I dragged all of my tired children out of the bed, made 

them eat breakfast, pretended I didn’t see it when part of that breakfast was a healthy handful 

of their loot from the night before, and jumped in the car to go to school. I turned the car on 

and tuned the radio to 102.5. The girls started squealing with joy in the back seat … “It’s on! 

It’s on! Mommy! Christmas music!” I am every little bit as excited as they are that we can finally 

start listening to Christmas music again and it will play in our home and our car everyday from 

November first through New Year’s Day. Last year in second grade, Maddie Ray played a game 

to see who could identify the most Christmas songs the fastest. When she got in the car she was 

very excited to tell me she had won… and added “I knew songs none of my friends had ever 

heard of!” It was a very proud Mama moment for me because my mom passed her love for 

Christmas music down to me and I am so happy to say that I am passing it along to all three of 

my daughters. (If you need a good laugh and see my youngest daughter Tessa, ask her to 

sing “Santa Baby” for you.) 

      Music has the ability to minister to the soul of adults and children alike, and make 

complex ideas more accessible to our little ones. Gracie and I were in the kitchen singing along 

to Harry Belafonte's version of “Mary’s Boy Child” when she repeated the lyrics “And man will 

live forevermore because of Christmas day.” She asked “Man will live forever and never die 



because of Christmas?” I asked her who was born on Christmas Day and she immediately 

said “Baby Jesus, and he died on the cross for our sins so we can live.” Her eyes got big and 

round and she said “Oh!” In that moment, through the lyrics of that song, I watched a five year 

old child realize the enormity of what Christmas Day really means.  

My favorite church service all year is the early Christmas Eve service with the children 

and families of our church joining to sing our praises to God and feel closer to Him through 

hymns and songs that have been passed down through generations. I have been singing these 

hymns for as long as I can remember now and “O Come all Ye Faithful,” “Angels We Have 

Heard on High,” and “Silent Night” are just a few that bring goosebumps to my arms and tears 

to my eyes every single time.  

      There are Christmas carols that fit every mood and tone of worship. Some are about the 

pure and simple joy of celebrating the birth of Christ. There are songs about the feelings of peace 

and love that unite humankind during this Advent season, songs that make you feel humbled to 

receive the greatest gift of eternal life through the birth of Jesus Christ, and those that express 

the optimism and hope that Christmas Day brings to the world. I invite you to join my family 

in playing all of these Christmas songs and singing your praises to God throughout this whole 

Advent season.  

        

                            PSALM 98:1-7 (KJV) 

1 O sing unto the LORD a new song; for he hath done marvellous things: his right hand, and his 

holy arm, hath gotten him the victory. 2 The LORD hath made known his salvation: his 

righteousness hath he openly shewed in the sight of the heathen. 3 He hath remembered his 

mercy and his truth toward the house of Israel: all the ends of the earth have seen the salvation 

of our God. 4 Make a joyful noise unto the LORD, all the earth: make a loud noise, and rejoice, 

and sing praise. 5 Sing unto the LORD with the harp; with the harp, and the voice of a psalm. 

6 With trumpets and sound of cornet make a joyful noise before the LORD, the King. 7 Let the 

sea roar, and the fulness thereof; the world, and they that dwell therein.  Amen. 

Lauren Shirley 
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December 16 

 

I was deployed with the U.S. Army to Afghanistan for an entire year, from May 2007 to 

May 2008.  During a year-long deployment like that, soldiers were offered 15 days of “leave,” 

to go home or wherever they wished.  Obviously, every soldier couldn’t take their leave all at 

the same time, so it had to be planned out to ensure a certain percentage of the troops, by unit, 

remained present to effectively continue operations.  Leave dates around the Holidays were 

given priority to the lower-ranking Soldiers, especially those who had children.  I was an Officer, 

Captain at the time, and with no wife or kids. I went ahead and put the thought of being home 

for Christmas out of my mind.   

Christmas for my family, like yours I’m sure, is a very special holiday and I had to accept 

the fact that I wouldn’t be with my family during such a magical time.  It was a “tough pill to 

swallow,” but I planned my leave for January, thinking “I’ll be home for Bowl Games and it 

will be like a ‘second Christmas’ (as my Mom called it) for our family.”  So, my family had 

prepared for me to be home in January and absent during Christmas.  In my 29 years, I had 

never missed a Christmas. 

One day in early December, I walked into the Headquarters building and noticed that a 

Soldier’s name had been removed from the December 22
nd

 leave date.  I asked around as to 

why that leave date was now vacant, and was told that the Soldier had kids and decided to go 

home after Christmas.  He and his wife wanted to give their kids something else to look forward 

to, after Christmas.  So after double-checking this and ensuring no other Soldiers wanted that 



spot, I added my name to it.  Now this was still no guarantee that I would be home for 

Christmas.  I was told to plan on about 3-4 days of travel before reaching the U.S.  This was 

because you had to travel to Bagram Airfield, then wait on a flight to Kuwait, then in Kuwait 

wait on a flight home, and oh of course, all travel was weather dependent, and during this time 

of year there was frequent inclement winter weather.   

I left Kabul, Afghanistan in a vehicle convoy the morning of Dec 22
nd

, 2007, and by the 

Grace of God, made it to Atlanta, Georgia at 7am, December 25
th
, 2007.  I had spent one night 

in Bagram Air Field, only one night in Kuwait (which I had heard could be up to three nights), 

and went back in time nine hours to arrive on U.S. soil by 7am, Christmas morning. 

Before my flight departed from Kuwait that previous night, I called my brother, Neal.  

He was celebrating Christmas Eve with our family and I explained to him, that barring a major 

travel issue, I would be in Atlanta that next morning.  Neal and I devised a plan and upon 

hanging up the phone, he proceeded to slowly, throughout the night, get “sick.”  This was setting 

up his “reason” for not being at my parent’s house early Christmas morning, because he was 

soon on his way to meet me at the Atlanta airport.  I got off the plane, by-passed the monorail, 

and speed-walked through the strangely, vacant airport.  I couldn’t believe that I was home.  I 

hadn’t been home since late-April, almost 8 months prior at that point. 

My brother and I arrived at my parents’ house in Greenwood around 10:30am.  As you 

can guess, it was a very emotional surprise.  Tears of happiness streamed down as I hugged 

everyone in this surreal moment.  I remained in my uniform, the uniform that I had been in for 

about 36 hours, as we ventured around Greenwood to surprise my aunts, uncles, and cousins, 

and finally, Sarah!  It was a day I will remember in detail for the rest of my life. 

I was very fortunate to be home for Christmas, but the reality is that thousands of other 

soldiers were not.  Sure, it was wonderful being home with family surrounded by Christmas 

trees, decorations, a roaring fireplace, parties, but all that stuff starts coming down a few days 

afterwards.  God’s love and greatest gift of all, his Son, Jesus, does not.  The truth is, God sent 

his Son to this earth not just for that one day we celebrate, but for every single day.  No matter 

where we are or who we are with, that gift can be ours if we believe in him, and ask him into 

our hearts, and live for him.  Philippians 2:8-10 says “And being found in human form, he 

humbled himself by becoming obedient to the point of death, even death on a cross.  Therefore 

God has highly exalted him and bestowed on him the name that is above every name, so that 

at the name of Jesus every knee shall bow, in heaven and on earth and under the earth.” 

- Brian Pinson 

Prayer:  Heavenly Father, when I look around me I am overwhelmed with the blessings 

in my life, but over all of that I thank You for the greatest gift of all, Your Son, Jesus.  Lord, 

place Your comforting hand on those away from their loved ones during the Christmas season, 

remind them that You are with them regardless of where they are.  Amen 

 



 

 

Artwork by Liza Evans Justesen 

 

December 17 

ALL THINGS BRIGHT AND BEAUTIFUL 

 

Genesis 1:31 (NRSV)   “God saw everything that He had made, indeed, it was very good.” 

All things bright and beautiful…The Lord God made them all.  I have always loved that 

hymn and had an abiding love for nature.  At Christmas there was always a lovely decorated 

tree in the living room, but we also had a tree outside for the birds and squirrels.  Popcorn was 

popped and strung on thread by the four children.  We sampled a bit of that popcorn but then 

went on to string cranberries on a heavier thread.  The tree wasn’t a symmetrical beauty like the 

tree indoors but had its own appeal and the animals loved it.  We were entertained by watching 

them from inside the warm house and were happy that we had shared the simple treats with 

them.  We helped in a small way to care for a part of God’s creation.   

Creator God, We thank you for the beauty and harmony You’ve given us especially Your 

Son, Jesus Christ.  Help us to remember to care for all of Your creation.  AMEN. 

Marilyn Towne 
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Thinking Out Loud 

Christmas lights, Christmas colors, coming home to lights in the yard, my boys making 

music and conversation, choirs that must be akin to the angels singing, baking with my mom, 

decorating cookies with my sister, fixing something with my brother, my husband and brother-

in-law making us all laugh so hard that my side aches, remembering Dad’s laugh that could 

overfill any size room and God sending the Stephens to sing carols in my driveway his last 

Christmas with us. A fun evening out with family and friends can be a hug from God to someone 

else. 

Playing freeze tag with my cousins among the magnolia trees and putting pennies on the 

railroad track for the trains to squish.  Papa letting us win at checkers and rewarding us with a 

“Co-cola” and then walking us so much around town that we had to carry the dog home.  (If 

your granddaddy is a mail carrier, don’t take the dog when you walk with him.)  Tracking 

Rudolph by radar on the radio, so-o-o many presents in my grandmother’s living room that the 

doors would not push open, and yet somehow, I was there for her chocolate cake!  My sister 

remembers ambrosia.  My brother can’t believe we don’t remember all of those presents!  How 

so many people fit in that little house and found a place to sit and eat is a Christmas miracle of 

its own. 



Ivory candles with thin red ribbons around them set in sweet smelling greenery lighting 

up our beautiful stained glass windows, an organ so loud that it did not matter if you could sing 

or not, and then a baritone’s perfect delivery of O Holy Night that silenced the place.  “For God 

so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son so that whoever believes in Him will 

not perish, but have everlasting life (Jn 3:16)” How else could we respond, but with Joy to the 

World? 

Take time to enjoy what is good about family and friends, the sights, sounds and smells 

of the season. “The Lord’s unfailing love and mercy still continue, fresh as the morning, as sure 

as the sunrise.  The Lord is all I have and so I put my hope in Him. (Lamentations 3:22-24) 

Tamara McLeod 

Lord God, Christmas fills the senses and the emotions. Thank you for the festivity of the season. 

Fill our hearts. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
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December 19 

 

How Rich is Your Soul? 

“We have become rich in gifts but poor in soul.” Those words came from Dr. Brad Griggs 

as he led our church in the prayer of confession one recent Sunday morning. I have to admit, I 

was reading through the bulletin and not paying much attention when he started to speak, but 

those words not only got my attention, they concerned me. I reflected on my own life for a 

moment, then looked down the pew at my children. I could not help but wonder: am I 

cultivating in my home an atmosphere that is essentially “rich in gifts and poor in soul?” With 

the discussion of Christmas lists and the daily chant of “Daddy, I want Santa to bring me . . .,” 

it seems, as a society, we have moved straight from Halloween to Christmas without much time 

spent on giving thanks. This rush to “get Christmas done” can not only rob us of the joy of the 

season, but leaves many parents stressed and anxious. 

So how do we ensure that we keep the meaning of Christmas about the coming of a 

savior and not about keeping Amazon in business? Well, it starts with the example set the other 

364 days of the year. We begin by daily devoting our lives to God through prayer, tithing, 

spreading the gospel, volunteering, and leading Bible study in our homes. We will never impress 

upon our families – especially in a world that tries so hard to remove God from every arena – 

the true meaning of Christmas if they only hear mention of His name or see Mom and Dad open 

their Bibles during the holidays. 

Giving a gift to someone you love is a noble act; receiving something you really want is 

pretty neat, too! I do not mean to convey that gift giving is in any way bad, but my prayer is 

that you will spend some time during Advent reflecting on ways that you can treasure the best 

gift of all: Jesus. Try to speak His name daily in your home, pray with your children, and allow 

them to see the fruits of the Spirit in your life all throughout the year. Hopefully, this approach 



will leave your children with a soul far richer than any gift they could ever find under a tree. 

         

  Jason Willard 

Lord, help us be mindful that the greatest gift is the one Mary placed in a manger in Bethlehem. 

May we be ever mindful of His sacrifice and love during Advent and throughout the coming 

year. May we freely share that gift with others so that their souls will be overflowing in riches. 

In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
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December 20 

 

Of the many inspirational people in the Bible, the courage and dedication of Mary is 

profound.  For a person so young and vulnerable to calmly and confidently risk societal and 

potential physical death is a sign of Faith beyond imagining.  Mary’s response to the angel, “let 

it be to me according to your word.” (Luke 1:38, KJV) is a declaration that she will do whatever 

is asked of her because God is showing the way. 

The morning devotion for December 14 in Billy Graham’s Hope for Each Day reminds us 

that some months later  

“a young Jewish maiden went through the experience countless mothers has before her: 

she brought forth a child.”   

“But this birth was like no other in the history of the human race.” 

“This was the unique Son of God, sent from Heaven to save us from our sins”. 

And in closing this devotion reminds us 

“Amid the glitter and busyness of the season, don’t lose sight of the miracle of the first 

Christmas.  With the wise men, let us fall down and worship Him.” (Matthew 2:11, KJV) 

 

 

 



May it be so with us. 

Jim and Nancy Booth 

Heavenly Father, though we may feel ill-equipped, help us to respond to your call with the 

courage of Mary. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
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December 21 

 

After each service at the Northmont Presbyterian Church, located in north suburban 

Pittsburgh, PA, three or four couples went to a restaurant for brunch.  The women sat at one 

table and the men sat at another. Over the years as you can imagine we got to know each other 

rather well.  One gentlemen and I began teasing each other weekly - all in good jest of course.  

 

I indicated that I was going to speak to the men of the church in the coming weeks about 

finances. And of course my teasing friend John had to quirk:  “Post you couldn’t sell a deck chair 

on the Titanic.”  And I said, “John you had better be there to hear my talk.” 

 

It wasn’t a few days later that I heard that John was seriously sick.  Then the worst of the 

worse, John passed away. My sadness was profound. 

 

A few days, later at the podium in front of about forty men, I was frozen, could not 

speak, John was not there, and I was deeply affected. In fact, I was so affected I hardly knew 

what to do.  I bowed my head and whispered:  “Dear God, please help me get through this 

talk.”  I looked up, and to my utter amazement, I was relaxed and ready to begin my 

presentation.  

 

As I reflect back on this experience, realizing God does not normally respond instantly to 

prayers, I am forever thankful and my wonder at God’s love grows.   

 



If I had to describe this miracle, I would say it was an instant response to a prayer from 

our Holy Father. 

 

God Bless! 

 

Dave Post 

 

Father God, You hear us! Sometimes we feel Your response immediately and sometimes we 

don’t, but we can rest assured that You love us and are working for our good – just like when 

You sent Your son, Jesus. In His name, Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Love 

 

He knows your name so well, and calls to you lovingly. 
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December 22 

 

Value 

 

Advent is the time in which we prepare for Christmas. For many, part of the preparation 

involves spending money to buy presents, decorations, and the food for large family gatherings. 

Christmas shopping also means Christmas sales; shoppers hunting for the best bargains and the 

best value. 

 

But how do we determine the value of an item? One obvious factor in establishing value 

lies in what the item contains. Losing a wallet or a purse would not be such a big deal if it were 

empty. But, when filled with money, credit cards, and ID’s; we feel the sting of the loss more 

deeply.  

 

A second factor in value resides in the ownership of the item. A ring once owned by a 

king or queen would be quite valuable indeed. Value is also associated with those whom we 

love. An old jacket becomes more valuable to us if it once belonged to a beloved grandparent. 

A poorly made ceramic mug is treasured when it was made with love by our child or grandchild.  

 

God uses Advent to remind us of our own value. We each possess exquisite value. We 

belong to the King of Kings, who made us in His image, and fills us with the Holy Spirit. God 

considers us to be so valuable, that He gives each of us a gift beyond measure. We receive the 

gift of His only Son, Jesus. This is the true gift of Christmas.   

 



So as we prepare for the gift of the coming Christ-child, remember to think about your value to 

God. We can put any price tag we want on an item, but the true value is measured by the price 

someone is willing to pay for it. Jesus was willing to pay the ultimate sacrifice for us upon the 

cross.    

 

Prayer: Lord, during this hectic and busy time of Advent, remind us to pause and consider true 

value. Our worth is not measured in how much we have or what we do. Rather, our true worth 

is that we belong to You and are Your beloved children. The gift of Your Son reminds us that 

You value and love us. Amen.  

David Gardner 
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December 23 

 

Advent is the period beginning four Sundays before Christmas as Christians prepare to 

worship or celebrate the birth of Christ Jesus. 

 Luke chapter 2: verse 7 – “And she gave birth to her firstborn son and wrapped him in 

swaddling cloths and laid him in a manger, because there was no place for them in the inn.” 

 The Bible doesn’t give us many details about Jesus’ birth and Mary’s labor. Tradition has 

portrayed Jesus’ birth as serene and effortless. Being a retired OB-GYN and deliverer of 

numerous babies, I wonder about this. Mothers, when they have delivered their first child, might 

question this also.  

 Perhaps there were the noises of bleating sheep or a braying donkey in the stable. Luke 

gives no mention of help such as her mother or another woman to assist in delivery. Perhaps 

Joseph was her support person and assisted in labor and delivery. Perhaps the angels were 

present and helped during Jesus’ birth. 

 I think it is humbling and inspiring to consider these important factors in the life of Jesus. 

As Mary and Joseph looked after the baby Jesus and recovered from the birth process, visitors 

arrived to celebrate and worship – including shepherds, wise men, and angels. 



 Thank God for the birth of Jesus and thank God for Mary and Joseph. 

John Eichelberger 

 

Father God, the birth of Your son was real and human. We wonder at the birth story as 

portrayed and as we consider the more realistic details. Thank You for delighting us far beyond 

our expectations. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
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Genesis 15:5- "Look up at the sky and count the stars- if indeed you can count them..."  

Every year our children have a huge list of ideas of what they'd like for Christmas. And 

every year we have plans of what we'll do and where we'll spend Christmas. Sometimes we get 

so carried away that we just don't stop for a second to embrace what Advent is. When Ernesto 

and I first started our business everyone had an idea, what to do and how to do it. Ernesto and 

I were so lost many times, unsure of what would be next times when would just trust in 

ourselves, and leave God out. But a few years ago, before Christmas, we had the chance to go 

down to Edisto. It would only be a small vacation because Ernesto had a full schedule for 

Christmas, so we decided we would turn everything off and just enjoy the kids, and have a 

moment with God. I remember we stood on the deck one night, it was pitch dark, and we 

looked up the sky. My tears rolled down, and I said, "You know we're one of those stars, and 

our names are on them. We are His. The sand--that's us. He promised we would be blessed, and 

everything is going to be okay."  Abraham was doubtful too. He was probably more upset than 

my kids on a Christmas morning getting pjs and not some cool gadget. And yet despite of how 

unsure things were going to be, a couple chapters over in Genesis 22:17 (NIV) the Lord speaks 

again to Him. This time He's about to sacrifice His only son, and the Lord's angel speaks out and 

says- "I will certainly bless you. I will multiply your descendants beyond number, like the stars 

in the sky and the sand on the seashore. Your descendants will conquer the cities of their 

enemies."  

When the three wise men heard the Messiah would be born all they had was a promise 

and a star. A star to guide them to their promised King. Maybe Joseph and Mary were afraid 

and uncertain of what was to come. All they knew was that their King was here, and He would 

transform and save the world. Today we know we are His stars and He is our star, He is our 

morning and evening star. Everyday His mercy is new; His love and grace is infinite. We might 



never comprehend the magnitude of His blessings and love, and we might never be able to 

count all of our blessings, but just to know that we are blessed- that's amazing grace. 

And that's better than any Christmas gift and, it's a promised gift we receive every single 

day. 

Prayer- Lord, thank You for Your love, mercy and grace. Thank You for blessing us, for every 

small detail in our lives. We are very grateful. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

Ernestino & Lizbeth Ortiz 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Christ has come 

 

He knows you, loves you, and waits for you quietly. 
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December 25 

Christmas Day 

 

 

 

“And it came to pass in those days, that there went out a decree from Caesar Augustus that all 

the world should be taxed. (And this taxing was first made when Cyrenius was governor of 

Syria.) 

 

And all went to be taxed, every one into his own city. 

 

And Joseph also went up from Galilee, out of the city of Nazareth, into Judaea, unto the city 

of David, which is called Bethlehem; (because he was of the house and lineage of David:) to be 

taxed with Mary his espoused wife, being great with child. 

 

And so it was, that, while they were there, the days were accomplished that she should be 

delivered. 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. 

 

And there were in the same country shepherds abiding in the field, keeping watch over their 

flock by night. 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 Saviour, 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. 

 

And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and 

saying, Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.  

 

 
And it came to pass, as the angels were gone away from them into heaven, the shepherds said 

one to another, Let us now go even unto Bethlehem, and see this thing which is come to pass, 

which the Lord hath made known unto us. 

And they came with haste, and found Mary, and Joseph, and the babe lying in a manger. And 

when they had seen it, they made known abroad the saying which was told them concerning 

this child. And all they that heard it wondered at those things which were told them by the 

shepherds. 

 

But Mary kept all these things, and pondered them in her heart. 

 

And the shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all the things that they had heard 

and seen, as it was told unto them.” 

 

Luke 2: 1-20 (KJV) 
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Benediction 

 

Go and tell what God has done in you this Christmas. 

In the darkest season of the year you have received sight,  

Through the aches and pains of age, you have a renewed will to press on, 

In the rush and clamor of a noisy world, you hear God through the laughter of children, 

encouragement of friends, melodies of Christmas and the Holy Word.  

The newborn Christ will show that the dirty can be clean, the dead can be raised, the deaf can 

hear, and the poor receive good news.  

We all can be redeemed into new life. 

Blessed are you who have eyes to see, ears to hear, and a heart of love.  

Amen. 

 

        Dr. Kyle D. Hite 


