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Gloria Christie’s beautiful artwork on the cover of our devotional is entitled
“Ponder.” What a perfect phrase for this season. This time of year, we tend to
reflect on memories of years past, think about our to-do lists for this year, and
wonder how to make the season brighter.
We clean, we decorate. We make lists, we make food. We shop, we sing. We wrap,
we donate. We look forward, we make plans.
It is good to make all these preparations in anticipation of festivities. It brings joy to
our hearts as we get excited - waiting, hoping, . . .
We may also ponder over the list of loved ones with whom we have shared
Christmases in years past – some with us still and some not. Relish and treasure
each memory. As you reflect, ponder what you want your loved ones to remember
about this Christmas one day when they are looking back.
And let’s also ponder the many families and lives we don’t know, but who need our
good God like we do. The people far and near that speak our language or another.
People who may have a palm tree instead of a Christmas tree. People who may
wear clothes, live in neighborhoods, or eat food very different from ours. People
with families and situations vastly different from ours. For this tiny baby we
celebrate came for each and every one of us.
During Advent, we especially want to ponder and prepare for Christ’s coming. We
want to be excited and full of hope. We want to ponder how we can best shine
God’s light for others.
May the devotions and memories shared in this devotional be a reminder of God’s
blessings in years past, in this present moment, and in our journey ahead.
Ponder.
Hope.
Lovingly compiled by Elise Collins and Lea Jones with many thanks to all our
contributors!

Olivia Wright (age 10)

Sunday, November 28

Therefore, with minds that are alert and fully sober, set your hope on the grace to
be brought to you when Jesus Christ is revealed at his coming.
-

I Peter 1:13

Reader: Come, thou long expected Jesus, born to set thy people free;
Reader: From our fears and sins release us; let us find our rest in thee.
Reader: Israel’s strength and consolation, hope of all the earth thou art;
Reader: Dear desire of every nation, joy of every longing heart.
- (from Come Thou Long-expected Jesus)
Prayer: Lord God, you are the hope of all the earth. You are also the hope in each
of our individual hearts. May we feel your presence today, through this Advent
season, and every day. In Jesus’ name we pray, Amen.

unnamed

Lyle Clark (age 7)

Monday, November 29
“Some Assembly Required”
It’s 12:50 AM. Lights twinkle on the Christmas tree, and visions of sugar plums are
dancing in your head. You’re not asleep, though. No, these visions are swirling in
your mind because of the poorly written instructions that came with the perfect,
and decidedly large, Christmas gift you are currently attempting to assemble. This
piece is backwards, that piece is upside down, the holes aren’t lining up, and now
you must reverse engineer the last three steps to find out where you went wrong.
WHERE are the stickers?! Perhaps this sounds familiar?
Kerri and I have long heard the stories of every parent’s nightmare – the “some
assembly required” Christmas gift. Being somewhat of a craftsman, I often
chuckled at other’s tales of despair and sleepless Christmas Eves. Putting myself to
the task of Christmas Eve building, however, proved that the stories were true.
Even the most skilled tradesman is no match for a child’s playset that comes in a
box stuffed with 200 pieces.
There’s something relatable about the “some assembly required” experience. A
right of passage for most parents. There’s also something about this, and many
other Christmas customs, that often gets overlooked. It’s easy to highlight the
struggle (or hilarity) of a rushed Christmas Eve assembly job, but what about the
other kind of assembly? In reflecting on our own experience, the best part of the
memory is not the comedic difficulty, or even our daughter’s reaction on Christmas
morning. She was noticeably underwhelmed. Sound familiar again? For us, the
joy in the experience was the fellowship of being together, assembled.
Other holiday memories throughout the years bear a similar undertone upon
reflection. Christmas gifts are easily forgotten, trappings and trimmings are
discarded, and the family meal that was lovingly prepared is quickly consumed.
The most memorable thing about our holiday traditions is not the traditions
themselves, it’s the commonality of being together. The assembly of friends and
family in celebration produces the most memorable moments.
“And all who believed were together and had all things in common.” Acts 2:44 ESV
Perhaps our sentiments are amplified after enduring varying degrees of separation
due to the pandemic this past year. Or perhaps we are finally gaining an

appreciation for those holiday home videos we disliked so much as kids – thanks
Dr. Brad Christie! In any case, we encourage you to reflect as we have this Advent
season on what makes your memories truly memorable. Believe, be together in
Christ, and your memories will make the celebration of His birth special for years
to come.
-

Parker & Kerri Christie

Prayer: Lord God, fill our season with assembly! Thank you for lives that have
impacted us and for those whom we touch. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

God’s Rainbow by Harper Christie

Tuesday, November 30
WE WAIT NO MORE

AS ABRAHAM LONGED FOR ISAAC AND SARAH FOR HER SON, WE WAIT FOR
CHRIST’S ARRIVAL THE BLESSED HOLY ONE.
HIS BIRTH FORETOLD FOR AGES BY PROPHETS AND BY KINGS THE WORD OF GOD
INCARNATE THE NEW BORN KING OF KINGS.
A STAR WOULD SHOW HIS BIRTHPLACE NOT A PALACE OR GREAT HOME, BUT IN A
LOWLY STABLE WOULD THE ANNOINTED ONE BE BORN.
WE THANK GOD FOR OUR SAVIOR AT THIS TIME OF THE YEAR. WE PRAISE GOD
FOR OUR SAVIOR THE PRINCE OF PEACE IS HERE.
OSCAR WATKINS
Prayer: Lord God, thank you for sending your son in such a beautiful way. Thank
you for knowing and meeting our needs so graciously. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

A favorite tradition of the Maughon
family:
We hang all the Christmas cards
that we get around our doorway
the leads from the kitchen to the
living room so that we can look at
the pictures/cards every day. We
leave them up almost year-round.
My kids actually took most of them
down this morning in preparation
for this Christmas.

Barrett Fleming (age 10)

Wednesday, December 1
Christmas Memories
Growing up in Massachusetts my early memories of Christmas always included
going to grandma‘s. Grandma and Grandpa always prepared a big Christmas Day.
It included aunts, uncles, cousins, mother, brothers and myself. We were blessed
and we were thankful for each other, but especially for a big dinner and presents.
Then my brothers, cousins, and I would go out and play. If there was snow, we
would build snowmen or forts and have snowball fights. Later in the day we would
go inside for apple pie or apple dumplings. Grandmother was a great cook.
My more resent memories are the twenty years of Christmas days with Addy and
Laine. We spend Christmas Eve at church. I have fond memories of Addy as a child
participating in the nativity reenactment as a sheep, angel, and Mary. On
Christmas Day we open presents, call family and invite friends for dinner. Laine
makes a great meal and a special birthday cake for Jesus. We thank the Lord for
his many blessings and praise his love for all.
- Ken Orcutt
Prayer: Lord God, thank you for all the memories and traditions we treasure. In
Jesus’ name, Amen.

Nativity by Mills Anderson (age 6)

Thursday, December 2
As children at Christmas time, my sister and I were always given the important job
of setting up the Nativity scene. The creche wasn’t fancy. Mom had bought it in the
50’s when I was a baby and probably spent less than $5 on it at the time. The
stable was three-sided and was made of cardboard. The roof had a slit in it where a
cardboard star, covered in glitter, was attached. There was a hole in the back wall
for inserting a small light bulb to illuminate the manger with a soft glow. On the
back wall there was a scene depicting the three Wise Men following the star. My
sister and I would carefully unpack the creche, unwrapping the tissue paper from
each figure. They had all been wrapped individually except for the baby Jesus who
was always wrapped up with Mary. The figures were made of hard plastic. Mary
was kneeling and was wearing a blue robe. She looked so serene. Baby Jesus was
so peaceful lying in the manger and had a little gold halo. His arms were
outstretched as if in blessing. The other figures were Joseph, a shepherd with 2
lambs, the three Wise Men, a donkey, a cow, and one camel. The camel’s hump
was covered with a red blanket that had gold trim and tassels. We also had hay to
sprinkle on the stable floor. My sister and I loved arranging everything and
pretending we were part of the scene. Over the years, one of the camel’s back legs
got broken off. It was just a cheap plastic camel and probably not worth saving, but
it was special to my sister and me. After experimentation, we found that one of the
lambs was just the right height to prop up the camel so it didn’t fall over. So from
then on, every year, we would unwrap that broken camel and prop his leg up on
the lamb. After my sister and I left home, we came back one Christmas and found
the camel had a new leg. Our Dad, who was an engineer, had fashioned it from a
nail. Dad was always more concerned with the structural soundness than the
aesthetics whenever he did one of his fix-it projects. I can just see him measuring
and determining how deep to drill into the leg to get the length of that nail just
right. That camel was sturdy and no longer fell. Even though the camel was fixed, I
felt like something important had been lost. As children we hadn’t appreciated the
symbolism. The lamb had been holding up the broken camel, just as Jesus, the
Lamb of God, had been sent to hold up a broken world. Jesus had come to earth to
save mankind, to offer hope, to heal, and to bind up the broken. I guess once Dad
fixed the camel it appeared to no longer need the Lamb, but maybe that’s where I

was missing the point. We are all broken, whether it’s visible or not, and we will
always need the Lamb to hold us up.
- Judy Sieckman
Prayer: Lord God, thank you for the beauty we can find in brokenness. Hold us
together and make us whole. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Charlie Eichelberger (age 6)

Jenna Lucas (age 10)

Friday, December 3
Christmas is a season of joy and wonder. At holidays my mother would come alive
with excitement and the house would fill with the smells of homemade cinnamon
rolls and yeast breads baking in the oven. The tree would be decorated and strung
with silver tinsel (one strand at a time) and my father would reluctantly string lights
on the bushes by the front door. Simple traditions, but they brought such comfort
and joy to my sisters and brothers.
I didn’t come from a particularly religious family, but we had a lovely old nativity
set that I became fascinated with when I was a child. I found such enjoyment in
placing all the nativity pieces in the correct order and then changing it up all over
again. I often would take baby Jesus from his manger and carry him with me
around the house. It became well known that if baby Jesus was missing from his
manger then he must be with me.
Over the years, I’ve had some very hard losses, but I began to realize that in my
darkest moments I wasn’t alone. Jesus had been patiently waiting and yes, he was
now carrying me. John 14:6-Jesus said to him, “I am the way, and the truth, and
the life. No one comes to the Father except through me.” I found Jesus in that
darkness and with him as my savior, I have found peace and meaning in my life far
beyond my expectations. I have truly been blessed beyond measure.
A Prayer for Christmas Morning by Henry Van Dyke
The day of joy returns, Father in Heaven, and crowns another year with peace and
good will. Help us rightly to remember the birth of Jesus that we may share in the
song of the angels, the gladness of the shepherds, and the worship of the wise
men. Close the doors of hate and open the doors of love all over the world. Let
kindness come with every gift and good desires with every greeting. Deliver us
from evil by the blessing that Christ brings and teach us to be merry with clean
hearts. May the Christmas morning make us happy to be thy children and the
Christmas evening brings us to our bed with grateful thoughts, forgiving and
forgiven, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.
- Lynda Thurman

Kate Justesen (age 8)

Ellie LaForge (age 6)

Saturday, December 4
The Ceramic Nativity
In the mid 60’s my father was serving a church in the Ohio West Conference of the
United Methodist Church. A member of the congregation made my parents a
beautiful ceramic Nativity Scene. I loved it and always admired it, but from a
distance since my mother was adamant we weren’t to touch. I looked forward
every Christmas for when the Nativity was set up in the big bay window of the
living room. As the years went by and my parents moved, a special place was
always located for the Nativity Scene. It was such an important part of our
Christmas season, always keeping us focused on the purpose of the season. When
Mark and I had our young family, I wanted a beautiful Nativity for our family. I
found one that was beautiful but wasn’t breakable. I loved that my children could
touch the figures without fear of something getting broken. It became the center
of our Christmas season. Several years ago, when my parents were moving to
Assisted Living, my mother blessed me with the family ceramic Nativity Scene. I
love that set and proudly display it every Christmas now in our home. It is one of
the first things set up for Christmas and always the last to be put away at the end
of January. It is a constant reminder of the Greatest Gift of All.
- Marjorie Williams
Prayer: Lord God, thank for the things we have that we remind us of the people
you gave us to show us your love. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Enzo Steifle (age 8)

Rufus Dunlap (age 6)

Sunday, December 5

Let the morning bring me word of your unfailing love, for I have put my trust in you.
Show me the way I should go, for to you I entrust my life.
- Psalm 143:8
Reader: Love has come and never will leave us!
Reader: Love is life everlasting and free.
Reader: Love is Jesus within and among us.
Reader: Love is the peace our hearts are seeking.
- (from Love Has Come)
Prayer: Lord God, your abundant love is a gift we crave. Open our hearts to receive
your great love and to allow it to overflow into our relationships, choices, words,
and actions. In Jesus’ name we pray, Amen.

Livy Dunlap (age 4)

Monday, December 6
My early teaching career included years at Central Presbyterian in Anderson, SC.
Every Christmas our preschoolers learned a song about the birth of Jesus. The song
contained these verses:
Knock, knock, knock went Joseph at an inn in Bethlehem.
Can you shelter a family and be a big help to them?
“No room, no room,” said the man in Bethlehem.
“No room, no room,” said the man in Bethlehem.
Knock, knock, knock went Joseph at a stable door so bright.
Can you shelter a family for the Christ child is born tonight?
“Come in, come in,” said the beasts of Bethlehem.
“Come in, come in,” said the beasts of Bethlehem.
- William Grime (1948)
During Advent, let us prepare and open our hearts to the coming and birth of Jesus
and be as receptive and welcoming as the beasts of Bethlehem!
- Sally Bell Evans
Prayer: Lord God, open our hearts to those around us that need a glimpse of you.
In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Larkin Dunlap (age 5)

Tuesday, December 7
From the time that John and I were little, we were taught about the grace of God
and His importance in our lives. Beginning at a young age, both of our
grandmothers, as well as our parents, continued to etch in our minds the real
meaning of Christmas. I can remember the saying that is continuously said around
our household, “Jesus is the Reason for the Season!” The miraculous birth of Jesus
Christ is an incredible blessing that has allowed us to have a forever loving father
who came to Earth to take care of our sins. The time of Advent has become more
important to our family in recent years because it is a time for the four of us to be
together. With me being home from college and being able to come to Advent
church services, a feeling of comfort washes over our family. Not only is Christmas
a time for our family to grow our relationship with the Lord, but it is also a time for
us to reflect on all of the blessings that God has bestowed upon us. Advent is a
time for our family to righteously worship the Lord and remember just what
Christmas is all about.
- Reid Stokes
Prayer: Lord God, thank you for precious loved ones who influence us and set your
example. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

John and Reid Stokes

Wednesday, December 8
Do Your Expectations Live Up to Reality?
Luke 1: 36-38 The Message
And Mary said, “Yes, I see it all now: I’m the Lord’s maid, ready to serve. Let it be
with me just as you say.” Then the angel left her.
Mary must have felt many emotions: excitement, and joy, as well as fear of the
unknown. Mary was anticipating the birth of a very special child. She understood
she had been chosen by God to bring this child into the world. She expected this
child to do extraordinary things! Would reality live up to her expectations?
Children and adults create long lists of wanted items. Important items? Yes, to the
list maker! Christmas packages often provide those much-desired items. Quickly
unwrapped and put aside to unwrap another item. Would reality live up to their
expectations?
Mary’s gift of Jesus far exceeded her hopes! He taught everyone to “Love one
another.” He taught us to forgive one another. He taught by example that we
should help all of God’s children – those in need, the hungry, the unclothed, the
physically unattractive, and those who speak in other languages. He taught us to
pray to his heavenly Father. Every person is a child of God with no exceptions! In
the reality of today’s world, do you allow Jesus to fill your life with joy?
Let’s look at those Christmas gifts you felt were so important on your list. Are they
tossed aside? Are they broken? Are they still the most important toy available or
have they been replaced by a newer, faster model? Did they really meet the
expectations you had for them?
Follow the model of Jesus and all your expectations will live up to reality!
- Phyllis Zuehlke
Prayer: Lord God, help us to remember that people are more important than
things. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Baxter Penney (age 6)

Johnny Tubbs (age 4)

Thursday, December 9
It seems that every year our family begins to prepare for Christmas a little earlier
than the previous year. We believe it is because we all yearn for everything Advent
and Christmas represent. The wonderful excitement that fills our home and hearts!
As life seems to get busier and sometimes more stressful, we must rely on the
virtues of Advent: Hope, Love, Joy, and Peace. The Hope that we have when we
place our faith in Jesus which gives us strength for today and tomorrow. The Love
that we must have for one another just as Christ loves us. The Joy that comes with
gathering with friends and loved ones during the Christmas season as we
anticipate the celebration of His birth. The Peace in knowing that God sent his son,
Jesus Christ, the ultimate gift, for you and me.
John 3:16 For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten son, that
whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.
- Erin & Yates Brown
Prayer: Lord God, help us to focus on you – fill us with your hope, love, joy, and
peace. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Bella Din (age 9)

Friday, December 10
Christmas Traditions
During Advent my heart is full of excitement, love, peace, and joy. Some
consider the Christmas season a busy time, I see it as a time to slow the pace,
taking time to reflect on what wonderful blessings I have in my life and a special
time to spread God’s love with family and friends.
As I begin to decorate, I am filled with a wealth of memories. I have a
collection of cherished treasures from years past that I love to enjoy during the
season. One special treasure are the hand knitted stockings from my great-aunt.
Aunt Ruby made sure everyone in our family had a stocking with their name
knitted. These beautiful stockings were truly gifts of love and took her
approximately 80 hours of knitting to complete. Other items I treasure are beaded
Christmas ornaments that were hand crafted in the 70’s and gifted to me from a
family friend. These ornaments are truly stunning and each ornament has a
unique design. One of my favorite decorations is a lighted ceramic Christmas tree
which originally belonged to my grandmother. Both of our children would
practice learning their colors pointing out the lights on the tree when they were
toddlers. My decorations are old, they have some wear and tear but to me they
are priceless. It’s the memories that make them so special.
Christmas meals are filled with family recipes from generations past. My
dining room table has a tablecloth that belonged to my great-grandmother. My
china is a Christmas pattern that Kirk and I received as wedding gifts almost 40
years ago. We use candle holders that belonged to Kirk’s grandmother. All
blended to make a beautiful, festive setting that honor our loved ones.
Worship services during Advent are absolutely amazing. The sanctuary is
beautifully decorated and has such a peaceful presence. Sermons always deliver
and fill us with the Holy Spirit. The choir and music are spectacular. Whenever I’m
in the sanctuary I feel calm, at peace, and loved. I have warm memories of growing
up at First Presbyterian Church and certainly my favorite memories are of our
children participating at church and enjoying all the wonderful activities our church
offers.
We are truly blessed and so very thankful for the gift of Christ!

“I give thanks to you, O Lord my God, with my whole heart, and I will glorify your
name forever.”
- Laura Boland
Prayer: Lord God, thank you for treasured items evoking lifelong memories. In
Jesus’ name, Amen.

Saturday, December 11
Luke 1:26-38 (NRSV)
The season of Advent is a season full of expectation. We wait patiently, lighting
Advent candles one by one each week in church and at home. We read slowly
through the birth narratives of Jesus, needing to jump back to Isaiah and Malachi
and others, to prevent ourselves from storming up onto the manger scene before
late December. And if we’re being honest with ourselves, we look longingly to the
gifts that slowly pile up at the base of our Christmas tree. (And sometimes, we
even sneak a peak!) Grace and I are particularly bad about waiting to receive gifts
from one another. We inevitably open one or two (maybe all of them) early each
year. But it’s worth noting that this season of expectation as we know it begins
unexpectedly… very unexpectedly as it unfolded in live time. After Elizabeth and
Zechariah received unexpected news of their late-in-life pregnancy (Luke 1:5-24),
we come to Mary, “perplexed” by an unexpected visit and a rather flattering
greeting (“favored one” in 1:28) from Gabriel, an angel of the Lord. Perplexed
Mary heard that she’ll give birth to a son, a rather important one (“the Son of the
Most High,” so he’s called by Gabriel), and she asks the most natural question one
could think of: “How can this be?” (1:34). The season of expectation begins
unexpectedly: with God showing up to a virgin Palestinian woman and letting her
be the first to know “Jesus the King is coming.” And we would do good to un-hitch
ourselves from the predictability of the Advent season. No, it’s not a bad thing to
be excited to finally light the last candle in the wreath, but perhaps we do
ourselves a disservice when we try and wrap up the Advent season nicely, neatly,
and in good, reliable order. Our hope for this season is that God breaks into the
Advent season in such a way that we join perplexed Mary, the first disciple, by
responding to God’s ongoing, ever-present handiwork in our lives by saying with
awe and wonder, “How can this be?”
Expecting the unexpected,
Grace Hollingsworth and Carter Rief
Prayer: Lord God, shake up our routine and status quo and delight us as only you
can. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Angel by Reagan Anderson (age 1)

Sunday, December 12

Though you have not seen him, you love him; and even though you do not see him
now, you believe in him and are filled with an inexpressible and glorious joy, for you
are receiving the end result of your faith, the salvation of your souls.
-

I Peter 1:13

Reader: Joy to the world, the Lord is come! Let earth receive her king;
Reader: Let every heart prepare him room, and heaven and nature sing.
Reader: Joy to the earth, the Savior reigns! Let all their songs employ,
Reader: While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains, repeat the sounding joy.
- (from Joy to the World)
Prayer: Lord God, there is no joy like the joy you offer! Your joy can permeate our
sorrows, distress, drudgery, conflicts, and disappointments. May we experience

your joy in the highest, lowest, and all the in-between moments of our lives. In
Jesus’ name we pray, Amen.

Max Munnerlyn (age 7)

Monday, December 13
For us, Christmas is a time for family traditions and sharing the true reason of
Christmas with our children. We go to the mountains with my grandparents and
other family members. We truly do not spend time together often enough. So, it’s
a time we get to cook, play card games, and tell old family stories that would
otherwise be forgotten if we could not share them with the newer members of the
family.
We each bring an ornament for the small Christmas tree my grandparents pack
each year. The day before we leave, the kids make a birthday cake for Jesus.
-

Savannah Campbell

Prayer: Lord God, thank you for togetherness. Help us not to take our loved ones
for granted in all the hustle and bustle of every season. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Lainey Campbell (age 3)

Wells Campbell (age 8)

Tuesday, December 14
What Christmas Means to Me
(In Pictures!)

- Dale Culbertson
Prayer: Lord God, a picture is worth a thousand words – thank you for sites and
experiences before us. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Wednesday, December 15
Christmas is such a special time of year. I would be willing to say that most of my
memories in life have something to do with Christmastime. From a small child and
the anticipation of what may be left under the tree for me from Santa, to getting
engaged in front of the tree at John’s parent’s house on Christmas Eve, to being a
parent and anticipating the joy of Christmas morning through the eyes of my
children, all the memories are neatly packed in my mind. I may not remember
most of my birthdays but Christmases remain! Maybe it is because each year, I pull
down boxes of Christmas ornaments that date back to my very first Christmas. The
original boxes that they have been in for 50 years are worn and taped together,
the tissue paper is getting crumbly and some of the ornaments have lost a piece of
themselves or been glued back together from some Christmas incident or another
over the years. The boxes moved from house to house when I was a kid and 600
miles when we moved to Greenwood and then several times as I have moved as an
adult. And every single year, when I pull those worn boxes out and place the
ornaments on the tree, I think of each Christmas. No, I don’t remember the first
ones but I remember the stories that my parents told me about my first
Christmases when I pull out the fragile glass kangaroo ornament that was my very
first. My grandparents started the tradition of buying me an ornament a year from
the time I was born. And usually I can recall the significance of the particular
ornament. Some years my parents would get one that had a special meaning for
that year, us buying our first home or our first Christmas together. The tradition
continued with my children with my mom and John’s parents all contributing to
the ornament collection. So many things have happened over the years before or
after Christmas. Deaths, births, heartbreaks, separations, kids moving in or out but
each year those boxes have been brought down and the main tree trimmed with
all of the memories of my whole life and my kids lives so far. Those boxes bring me
comfort. I can see and smell and hear the voices of my loved ones that are not with
me any longer and instantly remember as much of that Christmas as possible. It
reminds me of our Lord and Savior. He is constant. He is with us even if we try to
pack him up neatly in a box and tuck him away. He is there. Waiting. Ready for us
to pull the box out and unwrap the memories of love and peace he brought to us
on a Christmas Day a long time ago. As we trim our trees and buy the gifts and plan
the meals for Christmas this year, may we remember to unbox the best gift we

have ever been given, Jesus Christ. He really doesn’t need to be packed up at the
end of the season either….

“For the mountains may depart and the hill be removed, but my steadfast love shall
not depart from you, and my covenant of peace shall not be removed,” says the
Lord, who has compassion on you. John 15:13
- Beth Bell

Prayer: Lord God, thank you for reminders of the many ways you have been
present with us throughout our lives. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Eva Rose Steifle (5)

Thursday, December 16
For many years growing up in Iva, I remember the First Presbyterian Church
hosting international college students from all over our country for Christmas. I
was so excited and looked forward each year to seeing who I would meet. The
church would house the students in its Sunday school rooms converted to
bedrooms. The community took part by providing meals and entertainment for
the students. While some of the students couldn’t speak English, we still were able
to communicate with them. Although there were some non-Christians, they
seemed to appreciate and respect our celebration and worship services of
Christmas. Christmas is a time of giving. Providing a place for these students to
stay during the special season of Christmas was rewarding to me and our
community.
- Joan White
Prayer: Lord God, keep us mindful of others in the world with us. In Jesus’ name,
Amen.

Lyla Ray Steifle (age 4)

Friday, December 17
In Passages, Gail Sheehy describes life as a series of goodbyes: goodbye to infancy,
childhood, youth, friends, jobs, family, and, eventually, to life itself. That’s a rather
depressing way to describe life’s journey. Just goodbye. For Christians, however,
there’s a great “Hello” waiting at the end of our journey, promised to us by our
Lord and Saviour. Advent provides us with the joy of welcoming Jesus into human
life and saying hello to Him. The wooden cross of Holy week becomes a sparkling
Christmas tree, reflecting the light He brings into the world. We may have to bid
farewell to all we thought was important in this life, but Advent renews the
promise of God’s eternal love when He came to earth to save us.

“This is indeed the will of my Father, that all who see the Son and believe in him
may have eternal life; and I will raise them up on the last day.” John 6:40
- Clarissa Blackmore
Prayer: Lord God, surround us with your love in all our hellos and goodbyes. In
Jesus’ name, Amen.

Mayson Munnerlyn (age 9)

Saturday, December 18
Christmas Lights
Growing up, one of the best parts of the Christmas season, besides opening
presents and playing Mary in the Christmas pageant at church, were all of the
beautiful Christmas lights! The lights looked like huge colored balls surrounded by
a glowing haze to me, think Van Gogh’s ”Starry, Starry Night,” because I was nearsighted. I didn’t know the blurry green masses on the trees were actually
individual leaves until the sixth grade! My hometown in Kannapolis, NC always had
beautiful Christmas decorations including a lighted snowman floating on a large
mill pond as you entered downtown.
I never really associated those lights with the true light of Christmas. It was not the
brilliant heavenly light surrounding the angels that frightened the shepherds. It
wasn’t the bright star that led the three wisemen to find the newborn king. It was
the baby Jesus himself. John 8:12, Again Jesus spoke to them saying “I am the light
of the world. Whoever follows me will not walk in darkness, but will have the light
of life.”
I think that our Candlelight service on Christmas Eve, when we pass the light from
candle to candle is very symbolic of our being the “light of the world.” Matthew
5:14, 16 “You are the light of the world. …
16 …let your light shine before others, so that they may see your good works and
give glory to your Father who is in heaven.”
As we decorate our homes, businesses, and streets this season with Christmas
lights; let’s remember that the true light of Christmas is the baby Jesus and by our
actions, we reflect that true light.
-Susie Epps
Prayer: Dear Lord, help us to be the “lights of the world,” and by our actions to
bring others into your light. Amen

Sunday, December 19

I have told you these things, so that in me you may have peace. In this world you
will have trouble. But take heart! I have overcome the world.
-

John 16:33

Reader: Before the marvel of this night, adoring fold your wings and bow;
Reader: then tear the sky apart with light and with your news the world endow.
Reader: Proclaim the birth of Christ and peace that fear and death and sorrow
cease:
Reader: Sing peace, sing peace, sing gift of peace:
- (from Before the Marvel of this Night)

Prayer: Lord God, peace is often elusive for us. Help us to still our hearts, minds,
and bodies, and abide in the peace you offer. In Jesus’ name we pray, Amen.

Braxton McCurry (age 6)

Monday, December 20
A Christmas Eve to Remember
One of my fondest memories of Christmas has to do with the Christmas Eve service
with my children. I remember looking forward to the day when my own children
could be a part of the adventurous but heartwarming celebration.
If you have ever had your children participate in this yearly event you also have
wonderful stories to share. My children and I laugh every year around Christmas
time as we reminisce about those wonderful memoires.
My first child Noah was a part of two Christmas Eve services. The year he was a
shepherd sticks out in my memory. Ms. Julie was reading the narrative and the
children were the “silent” actors. I emphasize the word silent, but as you all know
the Christmas Eve service was far from silent. As Ms. Julie spoke the words “And
the angels said Glory to God in the Highest” Noah must have felt the Holy Spirit
because he repeated loudly “Glory to God in the Highest.” Yes, the speech was well
received, and he said it with such conviction that I will never forget that moment.
The second appearance of Noah was as a wise man, and as a good mom would do,
I said do not repeat anything Ms. Julie says unless she tells you to. Well, he
followed directions, but waved a few times to me in the audience. He was
affirming, see I am not repeating Ms. Julie’s word.
Rachel’s first year in the Christmas Eve service allowed her to play an angel with a
star overhead. Well as we say in the south, “Bless her Heart,” she tripped and fell
up the steps. It was a tough debut for the angel. However, her second appearance
in the Christmas Eve service was a bit different.
Rachel has always been an independent young lady and as such she was in
“charge” of the animals during her second Christmas Eve service. She was a cow
with an attitude. Quietly, the leaders in charge that year, helped her understand
that she was part of the animals so she could keep them in line and did she ever.
To use the term bossy explains it well.
Isn’t it wonderful to remember such heartwarming memories?
Doesn’t it come down to the heart?

Isn’t that what Christmas is about?
Those feelings we have when we are surrounded with family, friends, church,
Christ?
What do your memories hold for you?
Make memories this Christmas and hold Christ close to your heart.
Luke 2:13-14
Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host appeared with the angel, praising
God, and saying, “Glory to God in the highest heaven, and on earth peace to those
on whom his favor rests.”
-

Teresa Johnson Carter

Prayer: Lord God, thank you for the precious sights and sounds of Christmas. In
Jesus’ name, Amen.

Margaret Munnerlyn (age 7)

Harlan Munnerlyn (age 4)

Tuesday, December 21
Known as “Model City,” my hometown, Kingsport, TN, has a unique layout.
According to the Tennessee Encyclopedia of History and Culture, “Kingsport was
the first economically diversified, professionally planned, and privately financed
city in twentieth-century America.” The main street through the downtown
shopping district leads directly to a round-about known as Church Circle, which is
one of the cornerstones of planned urban design with its “spoke and wheel”
pattern.
My home church, First Presbyterian, sits at the top of this circle. Our
Christmas/Advent service was highlighted by the lighting of the large Christmas
tree in the middle of the circle. Each church on the circle (First Baptist, First
Presbyterian, Broad Street Methodist, and First Methodist (the latter two now
merged)) planned its Christmas Advent service for the same night. Our service
included beautiful Christmas music, a reading of the Christmas story by a mother
to children (my mother, sister, and I participated one much-remembered year),
Christmas carols, and candle lighting (including someone’s hair catching fire, of
course).
Following the candle lighting, each congregation exited to its church’s porch. Then,
one by one, each congregation sang the carol pre-selected by its choir director –
serenading each other with beautiful music! Then we members proceeded from
our respective porches to the church circle, surrounding the giant Christmas tree
there, where we sang carols together as the tree was lighted – as one body of
Christ celebrating a glorious birth!
And that is my absolute best memory of the Advent Season!
-

Sharon Smoke

Prayer: Lord God, thank you for glimpses of your glory and for occasions of wonder
and love. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Maggie Hammett (age 7)

Wednesday, December 22
NO THREE-STRIKE RULE
I am not a real baseball fan. In fact, I have not watched a game on television since I
traded my baseball bat for golf clubs as a teenager. That all changed recently when
the Atlanta Braves made it deep into the postseason. Although I could not name a
single player on their roster, I found myself watching and cheering on the Braves as
they advanced to the World Series. I would shout at the television as players would
swing at bad pitches or watch as good pitches crossed the plate. How could they
play and practice as much as they do and still manage to strikeout so often.
Then I got to thinking about some of my swings in life that have missed the mark. I
thought about some of the things I have done that may not have been Christ-like. I
considered the comments that tore someone down instead of building them up. I
thought about some of the opportunities, gifts, and talents that I had squandered
by just letting them pass by like a fastball right down the middle. Then I became
thankful. Thankful that God’s plan for my life did not include a three-strike rule.
Rahab was a prostitute, a traitor, and an outsider. Even with those three strikes
working against her, God did not say, “You’re out!” Instead, Rahab has a place
amongst God’s people. She is regarded as an example of faith (Hebrews 11:31).
Rahab’s faith and trust in God, not her deeds, led to her life being spared.
The Bible is full of examples of people who repeatedly swung and missed, yet God
still used them for great deeds and their life counted for something of eternal
significance. The story of Rahab shall serve as a reminder to us all during Advent
that while God sees our sins, he is not counting strikes and just waiting for us to
strikeout. Instead, God offers his grace abundantly. He desires for each of us to
draw near to him and have a relationship with him.
So remember this during Advent season: you have not used up all your strikes. God
is not finished with you and there are more pitches – and blessings – still to come.
Confess your sins to God, accept his grace and live your life with the peace that
only Christ can offer, knowing that as long as you trust in him, the umpire of life
will never call you out on strikes.
-

Jason Willard

Prayer: Lord God, we mess up countless times, but you are willing to forgive every
time we ask. Thank you for your grace. May we learn to be as gracious. In Jesus’
name, Amen.

Keaton Willard (age 10)

Bryson Willard (age 6)

Thursday, December 23
The Christmas season is a very special and meaningful time in most families.
It is a time to be with family and friends, some that we only get to see once or
twice a year. It is a time that is rich in tradition, and when I was growing up in the
1980’s and 90’s, the Pinson family was no different. When my siblings and I were
young children, oh how we looked forward to so many fun times throughout the
Christmas season. Our excitement would grow at the sight of our Church’s
greenery, brightly lit Christmas trees, uptown decorations, a growing pile of
presents, Christmas songs on the radio, Christmas movies on television, cooler
weather, and a long-awaited break from school.
Christmas Eve, for us as kids, was just as meaningful as Christmas Day. Early
afternoon on Christmas Eve my family would go to the house my father grew up in
near uptown Greenwood, the house his parents, my “Nanny” and “Pop”, still lived
in. We knew that once we arrived, we’d see our cousins, aunts and uncles, greataunts and uncles, and grandparents – all from my dad’s side. We also knew that
when we got home that night, our other grandparents, my mom’s parents from
Atlanta, would be waiting there for us. There was so much to be excited about!
My Nanny’s house was packed with people. Loved ones that I saw
frequently and infrequently flooded every room. It was so loud with joy, and
everyone wore Christmas colors in their attire. We had a huge dinner followed by
the family gathering in the foyer where the piano was. Us kids, including myself,
that had taken piano lessons would play Christmas songs for the crowd as
everyone sang along. After singing, we gathered quietly in the living room, as us
children rotated in reading the Christmas Story from the Bible. By this time dessert
and coffee were ready, and the “rule” was that no presents were to be opened
until the adults were finished. Lastly, we exchanged gifts. Us children ripped and
threw wrapping paper all over the place as we ran around the room giving hugs
and thanking everyone. This is what Christmas Eve for us was every year. Looking
back now, I call it “Magical”.

As I got older, however, “life” happened, and Christmas Eve began changing.
Older family members went to be with the Lord, and some started their own
family, which resulted in them beginning their own traditions. The crowd grew
smaller and smaller as the years progressed and ultimately, we no longer had that
house in our family. This saddened me because I held so many precious memories
of Christmas Eve in that house and knew it would never be the same. I remember
expressing these feelings and my parents telling me that these changes are part of
life, and that one day, when my siblings and I have our own families, it will be our
job to keep that same “magic” of Christmas traditions alive for our children.
Our lives change, our Christmas traditions change, and there will be
different seasons in our lives. Christmas is what fostered all those memories to
begin with. Christmas, the birth of Jesus Christ, does not change. God in human
flesh, our savior who would ultimately die on a cross for us, will never change.
-

Brian Pinson

Beau (9), Will (7), and Mary (5) Pinson

Friday, December 24
What a special time of the year. As a child all the excitement is about Christmas
morning. Part of our usual Christmas was the McKellar Christmas Eve celebration.
As a child it included good food, some singing, and a lot of family. Later I realized a
valuable tradition was always included as part of the evening. The adults would
recite part of the Christmas story (Luke chapter 2, verses 8-14). Doing this yearly
was a subtle but effective way to teach the importance of the biblical story during
Christmas.
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.
- Luke 2:8-14
- Joseph Beaudrot
Prayer: Lord God, thank you for scripture and stories that have such deep meaning
for us. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

Christmas Eve Advent Wreath

The Word became flesh and made his dwelling among us. We have seen his glory,
the glory of the one and only Son, who came from the Father, full of grace and
truth.
- John 1:14
Reader: Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace! Hail the sun of righteousness!
Reader: Light and life to all he brings, risen with healing in his wings.
Reader: Mild he lays his glory by, born that man no more may die,
Reader: Born to raise us from the earth, born to give us second birth.
- (from Hark the Herald Angels SIng)

Prayer: Lord God, you loved us so much that you sent your son, Jesus, to live
among us. You wanted us to know that you feel what we feel, you experience what

we experience. Help us remember that “Greater love has no one than this: to lay
down one’s life for one’s friends.” In Jesus’ name we pray, Amen.

Saturday, December 25
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, everyone 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

Please keep reading to see more of our children’s artwork.

Mills Anderson (age 6)

Mary Pinson (age 5)

Maggie Hammett (age 7)

Lainey Campbell (age 4)

