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 ADVENT 2019:  

 “The Gifts of Christmas” 

 

December 1 — First Sunday in Advent 

“The Gift of Hope” 

9 & 11 am — Worship and Communion 

  

December 8 — Second Sunday in Advent 

“The Gift of Peace” 

9 & 11 am — Worship Services 

6 pm — Homecoming Advent Concert 

  
December 11 — Service of Remembrance 

7 pm — Worship in the Chapel 

  

December 15 — Third Sunday in Advent 

“The Gift of Love” 

9 & 11 am — Worship and Children's Christmas Pageant 

6 pm — Advent Concert with Ladies of Longford  

  
December 22 — Fourth Sunday in Advent 

“The Gift of Joy” 

9 & 11 am — Worship and Christmas Choir 

6 pm — Advent Concert with David Tolley 

  
Christmas Eve at Liberty 

4 pm — Family Service  

6, 8 & 10 pm — Carols & Candlelight Services 
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Epiphany 

Visitors from the East 

“When they saw the star, they were filled with joy.” 
 

 

Jesus was born in Bethlehem in Judea, during the reign of King Herod. 

About that time some wise men from eastern lands arrived in Jerusalem, 

asking, “Where is the newborn king of the Jews? We saw his star as it 
rose, and we have come to worship him.” 
 

King Herod was deeply disturbed when he heard this, as was everyone in 

Jerusalem. He called a meeting of the leading priests and teachers of reli-

gious law and asked, “Where is the Messiah supposed to be born?” 
 

“In Bethlehem in Judea,” they said, “for this is what the prophet wrote: 
 

‘And you, O Bethlehem in the land of Judah, 
      are not least among the ruling cities of Judah, 
for a ruler will come from you 
     who will be the shepherd for my people Israel.’” 

 

Then Herod called for a private meeting with the wise men, and he 

learned from them the time when the star first appeared. Then he told 

them, “Go to Bethlehem and search carefully for the child. And when 
you find him, come back and tell me so that I can go and worship him, 
too!” 
 

After this interview the wise men went their way. And the star they had 

seen in the east guided them to Bethlehem. It went ahead of them and 

stopped over the place where the child was. 
 
When they saw the star, they 

were filled with joy! 
 
They entered the house and saw the child with his 

mother, Mary, and they bowed down and worshiped him. Then they 

opened their treasure chests and gave him gifts of gold, frankincense, and 

myrrh. 

 

 
                  Matthew 2:2-12 
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Dear Friends, 

  

Long before silver bells jingled, and Christmas lights twinkled  

from every store window,  

God reached down from heaven with the best gift of all: 

Hope, wrapped in flesh. 

The Prince of Peace, lying in a manger. 

Love, wrapped in swaddling clothes.  

And Joy – Joy that fills our hearts to overflowing.  

   

Our focus this Advent is the gifts of Christmas: Hope, Peace, Love and 
Joy.  These gifts are associated with the candles of the Advent wreath, 

because these are the gifts that Jesus himself brings to us this holy season.  

More than gold, frankincense and myrrh, these are the real gifts of 

Christmas.  My prayer is that the devotional thoughts in this booklet will 

help each of us to quiet our hearts and gaze more at the Emmanuel and 

less at the frantic December world around us this season. I invite you to 

set aside time each day to read the day's Scripture passage and medita-

tion, and to pray along with the given prayer. 

  

May the promise of the manger fill your heart with Hope. 
May the gift of the Spirit center your home in Peace. 

May our gracious God surround you with Love this Christmas. 
And may you know the true Joy of Christmas as we celebrate  

the coming of Jesus, the Emmanuel. 
  

Pastor Becky 

  

Thank you to Charlie Rowland for our beautiful cover and dedication 
page art and more, and to the wonderful team who helped me with this 
Devotional: Charlotte Carleton, Jan Hasting, Amy King and Tracey 
Scott.  



First Sunday of Advent 

The Gifts of Christmas: Hope 

“And in His word I put my hope” 
  

Scripture: Psalm 130:5-7, Micah 5:2 

  

We hear a lot about the spirit of Christmas this time of year. Flyers and 

catalogues fill our mailboxes with promises that we will find the spirit of 

Christmas at the next holiday open house, store sale or cocktail party.  

Folks come up to us to ask: Do you have the Christmas Spirit? It is sup-

posedly in the air! 
  

Charles Dickens’ famous story The Christmas Carol gives us a clear look 

at the Christmas spirit. It arrives through visits by three spirits, the spirits 

of Christmas Past, Present and Yet to Come, to that old curmudgeon 

Ebenezer Scrooge.  He refuses to share his great wealth or to help the 

needy Tiny Tim. When asked about anything to do with Christmas, 

Scrooge invariably responds, “Bah Humbug!” Scrooge is visited through-

out Christmas Eve night by these three spirits, and he's basically scared 

silly into this Christmas morning vow: I will honor Christmas in my heart 

and try to keep it all the year. We go on to see an Ebenezer Scrooge who 

has changed from a bitter, old miser to the picture of caring and generos-

ity.  

  

There's a lot to be said for Charles Dickens' picture of the Christmas 

spirit. He hits on a theme I think we neglect in all our hopes for this sea-

son: transformation.  We know as Christians what Christmas is NOT 

about – the exhaustion of shopping and chopping and frenetically run-

ning here and there – but I think we have probably missed out on what 

Christmas IS about: Jesus coming to change us into his followers.   As 

surely as the spirits Past, Present and Future appeared for the purpose of 

changing Ebenezer Scrooge, Jesus’ coming is to change us, to transform 

us.   He is coming to make us more like Him.   

  

No one who visited the baby Jesus remained the same.  And so, when 

asked if we have the spirit of Christmas, let’s think about what that spirit 

is: not just a spirit of caring and generosity, but the spirit of the Christ 

child himself, living in our hearts, transforming us into his image.  Now 

that’s the real spirit of Christmas.  And just what I am hoping for this 

Christmas. 

 

Pastor Becky 

  

 

Christmas Day 

So it was, that while they were there, the days were  
completed for her to 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. 

Luke 2:6-7, King James Version 
  

  

What child is this, who, laid to rest, 

On Mary's lap is sleeping? 

Whom angels greet with anthems sweet, 

While shepherds watch are keeping? 

This, this is Christ the King, 

Whom shepherds guard and angels sing: 

Haste, haste to bring Him laud, 

The babe, the son of Mary. 

 

The King of Kings salvation brings, 

Let loving hearts enthrone him. 

(William Chatterton Dix, 1865) 
  

This Christmas  

 may each of you know gifts  

of  

hope, peace, love and joy 

at   

the birth of this holy Child. 

  

And may our hearts in love enthrone Him! 

  

  

With warmest Christmas blessings  

Becky & John 

 
 

 

 



ing, as “grace upon grace.” We ask for a waiting room. God comes, as 

the old carol goes, with “healing in his wings.” 

  

Tonight, our God answers our meager prayers with an outrageous gift of 

grace. God answers our prayers not with what we ask for, but with what 

we need: nothing less than himself. The fullness of God’s presence, the 

transcendence of God’s glory, the sheer awesomeness of God’s power 

arrives in our world, wrapped in the flesh of a baby boy. He arrives to a 

world made dark by brokenness and begins to beat back the rising tide of 

darkness in every form with the bright light of grace.  

  

And so, tonight we are invited to dream bigger for those we love, to hope 

boldly for our world, to work tirelessly for our communities, to pray fer-

vently for our deepest needs because God has taken on flesh, and grace 

walks among us. Tonight, our God comes into the world to lavish upon 

us the abundance of his grace, because it is precisely what we need.  

  

Pastor Kyle 
  
Prayer: Gracious God, on this Christmas night, we thank you for the gift 
of Jesus. Gives us grace to believe that the good news of Christmas is 
true. Give us grace to believe that in Jesus you come to us to lavish your 
grace upon us. And give us grace so that this good news might transform 
our lives. In Christ’s name we pray.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Caption: Dra. Keila Yuja (second from right), along with Mayor Marlon 
Pineda (center right), prepares to cut the ribbon at the dedication of the 
Las Flores Clinic’s new waiting room (September 2018). 

Prayer: Dearest Lord, may your gifts of hope and peace and love be liv-
ing presents in our hearts and homes this holy Advent season.  
  

 
 

 

 

 

       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Monday, December 2 

Christmas Magic 

“May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in believing,  
so that by the power of the Holy Spirit you may abound in hope” 

  
Scripture: Psalm 33:20-22, Romans 15:13 
  

As parents, there are times we need to act on the fly when posed with 

certain questions from our children.   It’s a challenge knowing when to 

transform childhood fantasies into certain realities. We hang on to their 

innocence like a dog protects its bone.  Several years ago, my 9-year-old 

son asked me about the validity of Santa. With a gulp I told him “Santa is 
part of Christmas magic. He is REAL”. With hope restored and a glim-

mer in his eyes he said, “I know right?” then went about his merry way.  

 

We’ve all experienced Christmas magic. Who doesn’t love the glow of 

Christmas lights, pine aroma, gatherings with friends and family, and the 

scrumptious cookies we gobble up because they are only baked once a 

year? As a child, a magical time I recall was the annual family trip down-

town to see Santa at Macy’s department store. My recollection is very 

similar to scenes from the movie, Christmas Story. We would ogle at the 

sparkly, animated window displays and stand in long lines. We just need-

ed a few moments to make sure he knew what we were hoping to see 

under the tree Christmas morning. My husband and I have experienced 

the magic with our children. Oh, our mischievous Shelf Elves! Bubble 

baths with marshmallows, snowball fights with cotton balls, “flying” by 

way of being tied to a ceiling fan and sledding down our banister. There 

was the magic dust that we sprinkled on the front lawn so the reindeer 

could find their way. We paid to decorate gingerbread houses at offsite 

locations so we could leave the mess behind. Who has time for more 

clean-up in December? Oh, and the year Santa paid a special visit to our 

house.  The kids found it funny that he arrived in a car and not a sleigh. 

These traditions and memories are blessings that have bound our family 

and given us stories for a lifetime.   

  

Our Christmas is founded in our affirmation of eternal life with our 

Heavenly Father. This time of year is a happy reminder of the hope we 

have because of Jesus Christ. His birth and life among us removed the 

barrier of sin and became our bridge between Heaven and Earth. Our 

hope in Him is solid and it is REAL.  

 

Mary Dyser 

 

Prayer: May we enter this magical season, O Lord, with childlike wonder 
and sure hope in Jesus.  

 

 

Christmas Eve 

Las Flores, Honduras 

“From his fullness we have all received grace upon grace.” 
  

Scripture:  Luke 2:8-20, John 1:14-16 
  

As I walked up to the clinic in Las Flores, Honduras, I noticed a smatter-

ing of plastic lawn chairs strewn about under the trunk of a large tree. 

Weary women fanned themselves, the children who were well enough 

played nearby. Those who were too sick to play were resigned to waiting 

on the lap of whoever brought them — mom, grandma, aunt, sister, 

neighbor. I walked up the steps and found a crowded room filled with 

people left with few choices but to quietly wait. What other choices do 

you have when this is the only doctor for miles around? 

  

I had come to meet with the staff of this clinic, the Centro de Salud de 

Las Flores. A careworn nurse showed me into an exam room. Moments 

later an impossibly young physician, Dra. Keila, came in to give me the 

grand tour. She showed me her barebones clinic, where she treated pa-

tients, where she administered vaccines, where she kept medicine, some 

of which had been left by previous Liberty mission teams. She told me 

about seemingly insurmountable challenges: diseases for which she had 

no medicine, patients with no way to the hospital, women trapped in cy-

cles of violence, left with children as often as scars. In the face of opposi-

tion, she stood defiant, determined to heal despite a deck stacked against 

her. Soon the conversation turned to the future: “What is your dream for 
this clinic,” I asked. 

  

“Una sala de espera,” came the reply without a moment’s hesitation. I 

knew I had heard her correctly, but I checked the translation, anyway. I 

still couldn’t believe it. A waiting room. In her wildest dreams, she only 

wanted a room indoors where mothers waiting to see the doctor needed 

only to contend with colicky children and not the blazing sun and the 

driving rain, too. It was an answer breathtaking both in its humility and 

insufficiency. 

  

It led me to ponder, though: How often is our hope hemmed in by prag-

matism? How often are our dreams brought low by realism? How often 

are our prayers tethered by cynicism and our certainty that the world is 

governed by scarcity and not grace? “Sure, the tools to heal my patients 

as I have been trained to do would be great, but that isn’t going to hap-

pen, so a waiting room will do.” Imagine instead if we remembered that 

the fullness of God’s glory comes to us as a never ceasing river of bless-



 Prayer: Lord help us experience the sheer joy of life in Christ as we cele-
brate his birth with our families. Help us to find new ways to bring that 
joy to others both near and far.   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tuesday, December 3 

Overcoming Holiday Burnout 

“So then, let us rid ourselves of everything that gets in the way… 
and let us run with determination the race that lies before us.” 

  
Scripture: Colossians 2:6-7, Hebrews 12:1-2 

  

We hear all the time about folks who, because of intensive and demand-

ing work, are emotionally exhausted or “burned out.”  More and more of 

us are among the burned-out ones.  There are constant demands on our 

time — work, kid activities, church committees, play groups, sports prac-

tices, music lessons, etc., etc., etc.  It’s almost impossible to find time for 

ourselves. 

  

And, during the Christmas season, these demands expand even more.  

We are preparing for family gatherings, meals, gift-shopping and wrap-

ping, decorating, and it never seems to end.  Pretty soon, we are dreading 

the holidays instead of enjoying them. 

  

Instead of worrying about things left undone, we need to learn how to 

experience renewal during the holiday season…how to “run with determi-
nation the race that lies before us” with a constant drawing of strength 

from the source which is our supply.  As we keep our eyes fixed on Je-

sus, we find the weariness will be replaced by energy; dread replaced with 

enthusiasm.  When we realize our joy in what we are doing is the result 

of a deepening devotional life, of sharing 

with Christian friends, of sufficient rest 

and healthy living, then as we approach 

Christmas, we also learn how to consider 

others and to consider what we do in a 

fresh and enriched way. 

  

Our goal should be to sort out the aspects 

of the season that we enjoy most fully and 

really capitalize on those with an attitude 

of gratitude. 

  

K.C. Baker 

  

Prayer:  Lord, help me when I feel over-
whelmed by the holidays, to discern be-
tween necessary and optional, and to al-
ways remember the true hope and wonder 
of Christmas. 



 Wednesday, December 4 

The Perfect Gift 

“Store your treasures in heaven” 
  

Scripture: Matthew 6:19-21  

  

When I think of Christmas gifts, my mind always goes to the time I spent 

at my grandmother’s house. Weeks before Christmas she would give me 

the Sears Christmas catalog to look through so I could select a gift that I 

wanted her to give me. I spent hours looking at all the gifts that were 

available. By Christmas I had memorized the pages of all the toys that I 

wanted. I’m not sure why I did this because I almost always selected a 

doll. I would imagine the times I would have playing with her and the 

clothes I knew my grandmother would make for her. My new doll at 

Christmas would be the perfect gift. 

  

Recently, I was in my lower level going through the clutter that I have not 

been able to part with and saw my favorite doll that my grandmother had 

given me probably 50 years before. She looked old and worn and her 

dress had a tear in it. She had been loved by a little girl for many years, 

but like me she was getting older. I admit I felt very sad for both of us. 

Somehow, she didn’t look like the perfect gift anymore. 

  

And then I was reminded of a scripture from Matthew 6:19-21: Don’t 
store up treasures here on earth, where moths eat them and rust destroys 
them…. Store your treasures in heaven, where moths and rust cannot 
destroy…. Wherever your treasure is, there the desires of your heart will 
also be.  
  

This Christmas, I am looking for gifts that look more like hope, peace, 

love and joy. Gifts not found in the long-ago Sears catalog but found as I 

discover Jesus anew as the best gift of all. 

  

Vickie Doyle, Parish Visitor 

  

Prayer: Gracious God, dur-
ing this Christmas season, 
remind me often of the 
gifts that are eternal. Make 
me as excited as I was as a 
little girl anticipating 
Christmas. Christmas is 
coming! 
 

 Monday, December 23 

A Christmas Eve Surprise 

“For nothing is impossible with God” 
  

Scripture: Luke 2:1-7 

  

Christmas traditions have always played a huge role in our Christmas 

celebrations. When our children were young, our typical Christmas Eve 

consisted of taking the children to the Children’s Service, having dinner 

with our elderly neighbor who was an adopted grandma for our children, 

then taking her to the early evening service before heading home to open 

Christmas jammies and put the children to bed. Then I would head out 

for Midnight Mass. 

  

Christmas mornings were always the same: up early (telling the kids to 

wait until there was a 7 on the clock), downstairs for a photo on the stairs, 

Santa presents and coffee, breakfast over family gifts, then dressing and 

getting ready for brunch with extended family at our house at 11am. 

  

This was our tradition until the year we decided to surprise my Mum 

back in Scotland for her 70
th
 birthday, which is on Christmas Eve. We 

had our usual Christmas Eve at home (with the addition of packing) and 

typical morning. As soon as the family left after brunch, we called Scot-

land (as usual) to chat. We claimed we were planning a quiet night watch-

ing movies.  It was a lie!  As I was talking to my Mum, I was packing the 

car for the drive to the airport for an overnight flight to Edinburgh!  

Meanwhile, my Mum is bemoaning the fact that Dad is buying enough 

food to feed an army (he, along with the rest of the family in the UK, 

were in on the surprise).  Little did she know!!
 

  

The next day we arrived in Edinburgh where we were met by my brother 

and driven to my aunt’s house which was closest to the airport.  All the 

family (aunts, uncles and cousins) were gathered in the front room. We 

sent Emilia and James in first – Grandma took one look and said 

“Emilia!! James!!” and burst into tears! For the rest of the week we’d be 

walking through a store together and Grandma would burst into tears of 

joy saying, “I can’t believe you’re here!” 
  

While the idea was to give this gift to Grandma, seeing the joy on her 

face was a priceless gift to all in the family. 

  

Ian Slimon 



The Fourth Sunday of Advent 

The Gifts of Christmas: Joy 

 “Your joy will overflow” 
  

Scripture: John 15:1-11  

  

My dominant memory of Christmas mornings from 1991 through 2000 

is this: after our family had opened all the presents, it was time for me to 

start assembling some of them.  And for nine consecutive Christmases, 

this meant assembling some major-league toy for my two girls: A Barbie 

sports car, a "Stir 'n Bake" kitchen, a "My Little Ponies" castle with twinkle 

lights and a revolving door.  And there were three things about this job 

that were always the same: it always took a lot longer than it seemed; 

there was always at least one part missing; and the dominant color of all 

the pieces was pink!  But it was always worth all the effort because these 

presents gave our girls joy. 

  

Well, happiness.  Because joy is something far higher and deeper than 

happiness -- at least we hope so.  One of the reasons we look forward to 

the Christmas season so much is because joy is not something we experi-

ence on a regular basis, and we hope to find joy again every December. 

  

Of course, Jesus didn't promise a seasonal joy.  Jesus promises a life-

long, life-changing joy.  In John 15, Jesus talks about our faith-

relationship to him as being like a branch being connected intimately to 

the tree's trunk: "I am the vine, you are the branches.  Those who remain 
in me, and I in them, will produce much fruit" (15:5).   
  

Remaining close to Jesus -- believing, loving, obeying -- is the source of 

Christian joy.  Joy is not a random experience that sneaks up on us, but 

it's the result of living intentionally in relationship to Jesus: 

"I have loved you even as the Father has loved me.  Remain 
in my love.  When you obey my commandments, you re-
main in my love, just as I obey my Father's commandments 
and remain in his love.  I have told you these  
things so that you will be filled with my joy.  
Yes, your joy will overflow!" 
 
  

Pastor John 

  

Prayer:  God of Joy, as we count the days until we celebrate your 
coming, let me find my joy not only this season but this whole 
year, in living my life as your child.   

 Thursday, December 5 

Our Gifts are Gifts of Hope 

“Whatever you do for the least of these, you do for me.” 
  

Scripture: Psalm 62:5-8, Matthew 25:37-40 
  

Our yearning after God,  

   our hope for a better way 

      creates infinite possibilities 

          to touch the lives of the untouched 

  

to reach the hearts  

   of the unreached 

  

to heal the wounds  

   of the unhealed 

  

to feed the bodies 

   of the unfed 

  

to accept the personhood  

   of the unaccepted 

  

to love the being 

   of the unloved 

Our gifts are gifts of hope; 

O God,  

   touch 

      reach 

         heal 

            feed 

               accept 

                  and love us 

that we might love one another.  

  

From Anne Weems, Searching for Shalom 

 

Prayer: Lord, teach us how to bring your Emmanuel light and hope into 
the lives of others these cold December days.  
  

 

 

Hope anchors the soul 



Friday, December 6 

That Lump of Coal 

“The light shines in the darkness and the darkness has not overcome it.” 
  

Scripture: Isaiah 60:1-3, John 1:1-5 
  

It was Christmas 1977.  My sister and I had woken early to sneak down-

stairs and peek at the gifts. My mom created a beautiful setting on Christ-

mas morning.  Each gift was arranged with care under the tree and 

wrapped to perfection.  Paper corners were folded to match the pattern 

and the ribbons on each package were a masterpiece.  Even though we 

wanted to sneak a peek, we didn’t dare flaw her beautiful work.  

  

Some of the highlights under the tree were the new Atari game, pink roll-

er derby skates and the Pet Rock!   This was quite the trend of the time.  

Pet Rocks came in their very own box.  Each rock, tucked in into its nest-

ing, came with an instruction manual.  We named the rocks and set them 

up in our rooms.   

  

The final tradition was to unload the stockings by the fireplace.   Con-

tents included: candy, new pencils, Bonnie Bell Lip Smackers on a rope, 

cute eraser tops and the dreaded LUMP of COAL. This was not some-

thing anyone wanted!  

  

Four weeks later the blizzard of the century arrived at our doorstep.  It 

snowed for 24 hours. We had 36 inches of snow with 10-foot drifts.  

There was frozen sand on our trees, (we lived on Lake Erie) and if you 

opened the door, snow would fall into the house.  We lost power for 

days.   

  

Our source of heat, light and food preparation was the fireplace.  We 

exhausted all the available firewood and began using whatever we could 

find in our house as tinder.  As I searched my room, there sat the Pet 

Rock - pretty useless, and the lump of coal - not useless!  It was a piece of 

charcoal and when I brought it downstairs, my mother remembered a 

bag in the garage. We used that bag of charcoal throughout the day to 

cook food and warm the living room.  It provided light, heat and suste-

nance. 

  

How much of our Christmas celebrations are steeped in the trends of the 

day? Is your focus on what the world values or what God desires?  The 

gift of Jesus provides eternal warmth. He is the light that shines in the 

darkness and the radiance of the glory of God.  

 

Though I stayed in Syracuse only that evening that year, I carried back to 

Ohio what I’d intended to deliver. The surprise was pleasing and memo-

rable for the recipients and left me happy memories. My son and his 

family enjoyed it, too, even to this day. It was the best gift I’ve ever given 

myself. 

  

Bill Wayson 

  

Prayer: Father, help us to value the truly valuable as we celebrate your 
gift to all humankind. Forgive us our self-indulgence. Help us avoid envy 
and greed that tarnishes the true meaning of Christmas. Help us be child-
like with an innocent belief in the most humane values advocated by your 
son, Jesus. In His name we pray.  

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 Saturday, December 21 

Yes, Hannah, There Is a Santa Claus 

“And above all these, put on love” 
  

Scripture: Isaiah 35:1-2, Colossians 3:12-14  

  

In 1995, I bought a Santa Claus costume to wear at the nursing home 

where my mother lived in Westerville. The “old folks” enjoyed the visit. 

Playing Santa with them inspired me to take Santa to Syracuse to surprise 

my grandchildren there.  

  

Hannah, my granddaughter, was about seven years old; her brother, Phil-

ip, was five. Like most kids their age, these two interacted with school-

mates whose ideas of Santa varied from childlike adoration to pseudo-

sophisticated skepticism. However, the two had parents who cultivated 

Santa’s realness. Sister and brother stood their ground when any peers 

insisted, “There is no Santa Claus.” If ever Grandpa was to play Santa, 

this was the year.  

  

My drive to Syracuse, though a bit harrowing because of lake-driven 

snow between Erie, PA. and Buffalo, brought me to Syracuse in late af-

ternoon, giving me time enough to change into the Santa suit. The snow-

storm had caught up with me and the city magically transformed into a 

Currier and Ives scene, with lamp-lit snowfall on top of previous drifts – 

always one of the city's best features. The streets were Victorian greeting 

cards. Dressed as Santa, I parked several blocks away and trudged with 

school-boy anticipation toward my unsuspecting son’s family.  

  

Santa climbed the porch stairs, refinished with a fresh layer of snow. He 

rang the doorbell.  My son, Marty, opened the door. Though shocked to 

see Santa (me), he entered immediately into the script, exclaiming, "Look 

who's here!" as he ushered Santa in to see Hannah and Philip. Though 

both kids were somewhat surprised, they sat on Santa’s lap between the 

Christmas tree and the burning fireplace. Hannah was somewhat skepti-

cal at first, but grew to like the idea that Santa was in her house before 

Christmas Eve. She warmed to the occasion. Philip was wide-eyed and 

talkative, as usual. Trying hard to disguise my voice, Santa conversed 

about what Christmas meant to each of them, their expected gifts, and 

what they were giving their parents. This surprise visit obviously rein-

forced their belief in the good qualities that St. Nicholas and Father 

Christmas had promoted for centuries. Pleading a case for all other chil-

dren in the world, Santa exited the drama and vanished into the snow-

storm. 

  

This Advent season let us celebrate in ways that radiate the light and love 

of Jesus.  Don’t be a useless Pet Rock that focuses on the trends of the 

day.   Be a Lump of Coal - ready ignite His love, warmth and light to the 

world! 

  

Dawn Parr 

  

Prayer: Lord, may this Advent be a time when you shine the bright light 
of the manger into our homes, our church and a waiting world. 
  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Saturday, December 7 

There’s No Place like Away for the Holidays  

“Do not conform to the patterns of this world but be transformed by the 
renewing of your mind.” 

                                                                                                   

Scripture:   Isaiah 40:28-31, Romans 12:1-2 
  

The Christmas season is usually a time for family and tradition.  We dec-

orate the house, bake cookies, watch Christmas movies, and go to the 

Christmas Eve service at church.  This is a time when we can take a step 

back and reflect on what’s important to us and see how traditions can 

hold true amidst change.  In this way, we can see God’s faithfulness 

through the course of our lives. 

  

This year for Christmas, I won’t get a chance to do many of these things.  

I am travelling to Australia and New Zealand over Christmas break to 

visit some college friends.  I am not even sure at this point if I will get to 

spend Christmas day with anyone; I may spend the day travelling.  This is 

especially hard for me as a college student because normally winter break 

is my time to relax with family, but I can’t do that this year. 

  

This has made me think about what I should do during this special time 

of year.  How will I sit back in amazement at the birth of our Lord and 

Savior?  How will I take time for what’s most important to me when my 

family is across the globe?  God welcomes change and new circumstanc-

es.  Romans 12:2 says, “Do not conform to the patterns of this world but 
be transformed by the renewing of your mind.  Then you will be able to 
test and approve what God’s will is - His good, pleasing, and perfect will.” 

Traditions are great, but there is also power in embracing change in our 

lives.  New circumstances bring the chance for growth.  This comes from 

trusting God and his plan for us even when we are unsure of what will 

come next.  Asking God to do something new in your life can give you a 

chance to see God’s goodness and love in a new way.  New circumstanc-

es can let you lean on God in a different way and grow your faith in ways 

that you wouldn’t have been able to before.   

  

This Christmas season, I am asking God to renew my mind and revive 

my faith so that I can know the Lord in a new way. 

  

Carolyn Haase 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prayer: May God watch over our children and continue to protect them.  
Thank you for music and joyful singing, especially during the celebration 
of the birth of your Son, Jesus Christ.  May heaven and nature sing! 
  

  

  

 

 

 



Friday, December 20 

Liberty, Advent, and Children 

“Truly I tell you, unless you change and become like little children”  
 

Scripture: Psalm 150, Matthew 18:1-4  
  

The best part of Liberty Presbyterian church is the kids and the music 

especially during the Advent season and Christmas Eve service.  Okay, 

the poinsettias and of course Becky, John, and Kyle; but the best two 

things are the kids and the music. 

  

My story goes back in time to 1996 and my family and I were at my fa-

ther’s memorial service.  My father had passed away unexpectedly and 

we were all together at a church in Mount Vernon, Ohio, discussing how 

the service should go.  Someone suggested that a bouquet of roses be 

placed on the altar; one rose for each of his grandchildren.  I was not 

married at the time but knew in my heart that someday I would be mar-

ried and have kids of my own.  So, I spoke up and suggested that a rose 

be added to the bouquet for the grandchildren yet to be born.  Well, all 

these years later, that rose represents my three daughters: Grace, Ella, 

and Gina. 

  

It was one of the highlights of my time as a parent when Ella and Gina 

participated in the Children’s Christmas Eve service a few years ago.  We 

were front and center.  My wife Sheila and her parents were with us and 

the kids read the passages from the Scriptures to celebrate the birth of 

Christ.  It was a very proud moment for a very proud father. 

  

As a parent the times with my kids are special, especially going to Colora-

do with Grace and then to Michigan with Gina and Ella, attending their 

orchestra concerts, coaching all three of them in basketball, watching 

Sheila coach them in basketball and tennis and listening to countless 

hours of music from various instruments, walls build with all three and as 

a family attending Liberty Presbyterian Church.   

  

But as I reflect on Advent and Christmas and attending Liberty Presby-

terian Church, the best part is everything.  Advent at Liberty is a beautiful 

and a special time but all year long, the kids and the music make Liberty 

a very special place for me. 

  

Scott Martin 

  

Prayer: Lord, I thank You for Your provision in my life.  I pray that You 
will continually renew my mind, so that I can be reminded of Your pres-
ence and Your calling on my life in every moment.  I pray that You will 
do something new in my life and in my faith so that I may experience 
Your goodness in a fresh way this season.   
  

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

The Second Sunday of Advent 

The Gifts of Christmas: Peace 

“To guide us to the path of peace” 
  

Scripture: Isaiah 9:2-7, Luke 1:67-79  

  

Here's a picture of Advent peace: it's Friday evening, all your family is 

home safely, and you look out the window on a full moon-filled night to 

see your neighborhood snuggled in six inches of new-fallen snow.  Of 

course, that's only really peaceful if you have nowhere to go on Saturday 

morning!  And a half-foot of snow is anything but peaceful if it's coming 

down at 6:30 on a Tuesday morning!  This classic, snow-covered image 

of December peace assumes that peace closes us in against the world.  

But the peace of Christmas is good news for all people, peace for the 

world and in the world. 

  

When old Zechariah hears from the angel that God is finally blessing 

him with a child, the angel strikes Zechariah dumb because of his unbe-

lief.  So, when nine months later this promised child is born, Zechariah 

lets loose in a song praising God (Luke 1:67-79).  And at the climax of 

Zechariah's praise, he prophesies about the future character of his new-

born son, John: 

  

“And you, my little son, 
  will be called the prophet of the Most High, 
  because you will prepare the way for the Lord. 
You will tell his people how to find salvation 
 through forgiveness of their sins. 
Because of God's tender mercy, 

 the morning light from heaven is about to break upon us, 
to give light to those who sit in darkness and in the shadow of death, 
  and to guide us to the path of peace." 
  

The work of Zechariah’s son John the Baptist, and the work of Jesus, was 

not to bring a blanket of peace wrapping us up tightly.  Rather, Advent 

peace is light in a world of darkness, life in a world of death.  And even 

more, it's the power that enables us to stand up and step out on the path 

from anger, alienation and war to God's promised peace. 

  

Pastor John 

  

Prayer:  God of peace, give us the desire and the strength to be peace-
makers in our homes, our workplaces, and our oh-so fallen world.  
  

  

 

 Prayer:  Lord, when the future looks dark, may your promises light our 
path and lift our burdens.  
  
  
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Thursday, December 19 

A Rough Christmas 

“Plans to give you hope and a future” 
  

Scripture: Jeremiah 29:11-13  
  

It was April of 2006. I was 30 years old and in the early stages of preg-

nancy with my second child. My husband and I were just about to tell 

family members our good news when we learned that a lump on my hus-

band’s ankle that had been diagnosed six months earlier as scar tissue, 

was really a rare, stage four cancer called Ewing’s Sarcoma.   

  

The months ahead involved extensive chemotherapy, many trips to the 

hospital and something that we were all dreading; the amputation of my 

husband’s leg.  We knew that without this surgery, his chances of survival 

were very slim, and we were fearful, not knowing if his chemo-weakened 

system would allow him to heal afterwards.  While we worried that being 

pregnant and caring for our toddler daughter would be a huge challenge 

while fighting cancer, it turned out to be our greatest blessing.    

  

Needless to say, it was a rough Christmas. We were facing many 

more rounds of chemo and an uncertain fate.  We hadn’t been to church 

in months and felt out of touch. My husband was feeling well enough to 

spend a little time with the family Christmas morning and although we 

had agreed on “no gifts” for one another, there was a small package for 

me under the tree.  In it was a shiny diamond circle pendant. More stun-

ning to me than the bling that radiated from the box, was the note that 

accompanied it:  

  

“This small jewel is a love/hope pendant.  It represents the love and 
hope that you bring to all around you...it’s in the shape of a circle which 
signifies how your never-ending love and hope inspire and start the chain 
reaction in all of us...you are the rock that has kept me going and will 
continue to for the rest of my life.”  
  

Similar to this undying connection of love between husband and wife, is 

the never-ending connection to God and our faith, though that manifests 

in many different ways. It was through this most troubling part of life that 

our foundation became rock solid and our faith in God and God’s future 

for us - although not knowing quite what it would entail - became an un-

wavering part of our everyday life.  The gift of that Christmas was not the 

necklace; it was hope, the promise of tomorrow and the reassurance of 

life everlasting.  

 

A Liberty Member  

Monday, December 9 

Peace or Stress? Joy or Dread? 

“I bring you good news that will cause great joy for all the people” 
  

Scripture: Luke 2:8-12  

  

It is with a deep sense of joy that I embrace Advent and Christmas this 

year.  It may sound a little strange that I say “this year,” but like many 

people I had a habit of succumbing to circumstances when it came to all 

that goes with the season. 

  

You see, I have to confess that for several decades Christmas was a time 

of year that I dreaded.  December had become the busiest month of the 

year for me at the hospital because of changes in patients’ health insur-

ance.  In fact, I would always work on the days between Christmas and 

New Year just to have uninterrupted time to catch up from the pre-

Christmas deluge.  Add to that all the obligatory “company parties” that 

had to be attended, and what little joy there might have been was dashed 

by a calendar without a free minute.  It was difficult to see how the holi-

days could be any kind of gift at all, unless you consider ultra-high stress a 

gift!   I suspect that, for a variety of similar reasons, my sentiment applies 

to many of us. 

  

But since retiring as a Physician last year, all of that has changed for me.  

Christmas has now become something to look forward to.  I am anxious 

to spend time with friends and family without rushing; savoring the mo-

ments.  And I am especially happy that, without that kind of distraction, I 

can reflect on why we celebrate Christmas in the first place.  To think 

that God intervened in history in the humblest of circumstances, and in a 

way that no one expected, is so enlightening.  It underscores just how 

much these events teach us what is really important: that the birth of a 

child in a stable would usher in God’s plan for the ultimate sacrifice of 

love that would save us.   

  

My prayer for the season is that people can resist falling into the trap that 

I did for so many years; that they can find peace and joy, rather than 

stress; and that we can all recognize that in simplicity, humility and sacrifi-

cial giving, we will find it. 

  

Pete Accetta 

  

Prayer: May we find true peace in this season - and the 
gifts of love and joy that come only from the Emmanuel, 
our Savior. 
  



  Tuesday, December 10 

A Charlie Brown Christmas 

“And all the trees of the field will clap their hands” 
  

Scripture: Isaiah 55:12, Philippians 4:6-7 

  

Last year we found ourselves getting ready to sell our home right after 

Christmas, so we could move into the new home of our dreams.   My 

favorite Christmas tradition is putting up the Christmas tree and enjoying 

the memories of each ornament as they are hung, turning our tree into a 

work of art. Last year I knew we wouldn’t be able to do the full tree with 

staging pictures and showings to come. I was wondering how I could find 

that same joy in a different way.  

  

At the ladies’ tea last year one of the speakers shared about her years of 

Christmas trees and how different they each were. Some fancy and some 

minimal.  It was exactly what I needed to hear: don’t get caught up on the 

tree. I decided to draw a tree on our chalkboard wall and let it go! Until 

the week before Christmas when I decided I couldn’t just let it go. I 

needed some form of a tree. Matt and I agreed to go pick up a “Charlie 

Brown tree” with Hadley and put three of our favorite ornaments on it. 

That turned out to be a challenge. We couldn’t find any!  We waited so 

long even the most “Charlie Brown” trees had found a home. Defeated, 

we ended up at Swensons for Hadley’s first drive-in meal, trying to come 

up with a solution.  

  

I was pretty bummed when we got home. But Matt surprised us with a 

great solution. He walked out to the pine tree in the front yard, cut off a 

huge branch and stuck it in the tree holder. I tied a bow on, and it was 

perfect.  

  

We learned that everything doesn’t have to be perfect to give joy, to find 

peace in the chaos, laugh at the crazy and be thankful when it’s over! We 

will probably be at Swenson’s after we find our tree this year.  A new tra-

dition was born. 

 

Julie Gynn 

  

Prayer:  Creator of all the trees of the earth 
and stars of the sky, bless with your abun-
dant grace this our small Christmas tree. 
May Joy and Peace come and nest in its 
branches.  

 
 

 

perched at the very top of the tree looking down on us, we feel secure in 

knowing that we will soon celebrate the birth of our Lord and Savior Je-

sus Christ.  The decorations on the tree are a reminder of joyful memo-

ries of the past and the tree bears many gifts for us to share with the ones 

we love.  Similarly, God wants us to share with others the good news of 

His greatest gift to us, His Son Jesus Christ. 

 

When He spoke to Mary, God told her about His plan for her to give 

birth to Jesus. God didn’t ask her if she wanted to bear a son or do some-

thing else. He gave her instructions and she followed them.  God gives us 

instructions for our lives.  He wants us to trust and obey Him.  He wants 

us to be kind and loving toward one another and to spread the news of 

His greatest gift of all, Jesus Christ.   

 

In our house the tree is a “living” thing, just like God’s love for us.  The 

tree stands tall as a symbol of joy for the celebration of the birth of Jesus 

Christ, love of family and tradition, hope for the future, and peace to all 

on earth. 

 

Kim Betz 

 

Prayer: Like the branches of our Christmas tree, may our hearts reach 
ever out to you and one another, God of love.  

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  Wednesday, December 18 

The Beauty of God’s Love for Us 

“Let all the trees of the forest sing for joy” 
 

Scripture: Psalm 96  

 

If you ask any of our kid’s what is a Betz family Christmas tradition, they 

would probably say, “Well, my dad has this thing about the Christmas 
tree….” 
 

One of the most beautiful traditions our family has at Christmas time is 

our tree.  My husband cannot live without a real tree in our house. Not 

only does our Christmas tree have to be a live tree, but it also must reach 

the requirement of being as tall as possible; most years this means it is 

touching the ceiling! 

 

I grew up in a small southern family who was very comfortable at Christ-

mas in the presence of a rather petite artificial tree.  I remember being so 

excited to get that big box out of the attic with my dad, setting up the 

stand and then matching the colors on the end of the “branches” to the 

colors on the “trunk”.  Those are great memories that I share with my 

parents and our small plastic tree was a beauty in its decorated glory! 

 

As my husband and I have formed our own family and established our 

Christmas traditions, I have come to love this part of the Advent season. 

Our tradition has taken on different forms over the years with our grow-

ing family.  We have had the picture perfect years of driving our young 

family to a beautiful snow-covered tree farm, walking through the forest 

of greenery picking out just the right tree, chopping it down, dragging it 

back to the car with all our kids carrying their saws so proud of their ac-

complishment; really, the most beautiful scene ever!  Then we have had 

years where, due to the busyness of life, my husband runs out alone 

scouring the countryside for the perfect tree for his family, brings it home 

and it takes us days to decorate it!  There was even a year when we 

closed on our new house 5 days before Christmas.  My husband insisted 

that we still honor our tradition by chopping down the tree and parking it 

outside the house ready for the moment we moved in.  The tree actually 

made it into the house and was decorated before the first box was un-

packed!   

 

I feel like our Christmas tree represents the beauty and majesty of God’s 

love for us all in the Advent season.  No matter how it comes to us, in its 

ultimate splendor it always has the most comforting, heartwarming glow 

that spreads throughout our home and into our hearts.  With the Angel 

Wednesday, December 11 

Precious Presence 

“Be still and know that I am God.” 
  

Scripture: Psalm 46, Zephaniah 3:17 

  
I genuinely delight in finding special holiday gifts for my family and 

friends. However, as I reflected on the idea of expected and unexpected 

Christmas gifts, I realized my most cherished memories center around 

presence rather than the presents. This is especially true for me as the 

nostalgic mom of a college senior.  

  

Christopher was baptized here at Liberty during the Advent season in 

1997. As a toddler, he discovered the calendars with chocolates behind 

each door. During the annual “Prepare the Way” event, he carefully 

crafted his first wreath. Two year ago, Christopher and I shared the privi-

lege of lighting the candles on Liberty’s Advent wreath together. Precious 

presence.  

  

One year Christopher was cast as Joseph in the Christmas pageant. He 

agreed because it was a non-speaking part. Then Dawn Parr made an 

unexpected script revision. She had Joseph recite John 3:16 from 

memory to close the play. Many Decembers later, Christopher again 

shared this reassuring scripture during his grandfather's Celebration of 

Life Service. Precious presence.  

  

How and where we gathered together for joyful holiday experiences var-

ied over the years. When Christopher was young, we attended birthday 

celebrations for Jesus. Later, the David Tolley concerts became a season-

al tradition. We served dinner at St. John’s to bless homeless folks and 

hosted two tea tables to honor a dear friend who was bravely facing can-

cer. We rarely missed the peaceful Christmas Eve service at Liberty. Pre-

cious presence.  

  

Christopher recently completed his own journey through the Bible and 

will graduate from Ohio State on December 15
th
. So how will we cele-

brate this year? I introduced Christopher to the labyrinth at OSU’s Chad-

wick Arboretum after his campus tour and imagined that we might return 

there to commemorate the completion of his studies. Instead, we will 

walk the memorial prayer labyrinth at Liberty together. The center stone 

is inscribed with Psalm 46:10 – Be still and know that I am God.  Pre-

cious Presence indeed! Amen. 

 

Linda Burnworth 



 Prayer: Loving Lord, your presence with us from manger to cross, from 
Bethlehem to the here and now, is a gift beyond measure.  Especially this 
Advent, it is you that we treasure. 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stepping into different homes that day made a lasting memory for me 

that has never faded.  I was struck by the diminutive size of each room, 

the worn carpets, shabby interiors, and the smells, such as burnt food, or 

cigarette smoke.  I found myself unable to say anything when I was hand-

ing boxes of Christmas gifts to these families, but I do remember how 

each of them seemed so appreciative.  I also remember the little tots in 

the home jumping up and down to see ALL THOSE PRESENTS arriv-

ing in time for Christmas Day.  When we were driving home, I remem-

ber asking my dad, “Can you imagine being one of those families that 
receives Christmas baskets from a church?”  He replied, “We were one 
of those families when I was your age.”  I was quiet the rest of the way 

home, speechless.  I had no idea. 

  

Christmas has since taken on a completely new meaning for me. Christ-

mas is a time that should be joyful, hopeful and happy for all, regardless 

of material or tangible gifts.  The Gifts of Christmas: hope, love, joy and 

peace, were all in abundance on that day, even though I may not have 

realized it at the time.   

  

The memory of seeing those smiling faces reminds me that even though 

certain creature comforts may be lacking, these gifts are present in the 

spirit of giving. They are evident as we continue to show care and com-

passion to our fellow brothers and sisters.  There is HOPE that we will 

continue to inspire each other and to lift each other up, especially in hard 

times.  There is the LOVE of Christ that is even more palpable during 

holiday times when we reach out a helping or guiding hand to those who 

may need steadying.  There is JOY in the smiles from the Salvation Ar-

my collectors, the excitement of the children in the church, the anticipa-

tion of reuniting with family members and the kinship felt in sharing ne-

cessities with those less fortunate.  And there is PEACE when we allow 

the spirit of Jesus to do his work through us.    

  

Tom Culver 

  

Prayer:  May we not only know but share far and wide your perfect man-
ger gifts, Lord, of hope, peace, love and joy. And may we always cele-
brate the wonders of your love! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  Tuesday, December 17 

A Different Meaning of Christmas 

“Every good and perfect gift comes from above” 
  

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

  

By the time I was about 10 years old, Christmas had taken on a definitive 

meaning for me.  Nine straight Christmases had come and gone, and the 

holiday season had an essence that had become rooted in my psyche, 

defined by wonderful food, hot chocolate, falling snow, beautiful lights, 

Christmas carols, advent candles, house decorations, and of course, all 

those presents!  I have 4 brothers and we all enjoyed the holiday spirit, 

milking the season, and Christmas Day, as long as possible. We all went 

a little overboard buying multiple gifts for each other and for our parents, 

partly so we could fill the entire living room with presents for Christmas 

morning.  Those shiny and wonderful gift-wrapped baubles would flow 

out from beneath the tree and spill into the next room.  We would gawk 

at the display and giggle unabashedly at the ridiculous excess. 

  

Age 10 was the first real time I could remember that my family was be-

coming involved in Christmas baskets for the church.  I was starting to 

pay attention to what was going on in the sanctuary on Sunday mornings, 

and during the month of December I can remember the minister updat-

ing us on the events of the season.  This included the church’s involve-

ment in delivering Christmas baskets to disadvantaged families.  I 

scanned the bulletin for various items that the sponsored families had 

asked for and I began to feel a little ashamed at the simplicity of some of 

the requests, such as basic toiletries and clothing. 

  

That season I remember going with 

my dad to a few houses after 

church to deliver some of the boxes 

that the church had prepared.  This 

was the first time I had ever been to 

certain parts of my hometown.  For 

instance, I had never crossed the 

railroad tracks to venture into the 

west side of Lancaster, Ohio be-

fore.  Turning onto smaller and 

smaller streets off the main roads, 

the houses were increasingly small-

er and in various states of disre-

pair.  The front yards, driveways, 

and entryways had been neglected 

for years, it seemed.   

  

Thursday, December 12 

Peace and Hope 

“My peace I give to you” 
  

Scripture: John 14:1-4, 27; Revelation 21:3-4  

  

The holiday season of 1997 was a difficult one for my family. My grand-

father had been ill for some time, so his passing was anticipated, and his 

funeral was held on Christmas Eve.  While it cast a melancholy shade on 

the season (he was a great man, and in no small way responsible for my 

politics and love of baseball!), it was expected. 

  

Then came the unexpected. A couple of days after Christmas, my 19-

year-old nephew was killed by a drunk driver, and we buried him on 

New Year’s Eve.  Seeing the devastation his death caused for my sister 

and mother quite frankly caused me to dread the holidays for many 

years.  It was not until I allowed myself to see the world through the eyes 

of a child that the glacier started to melt. 

  

One of my favorite sayings is 

most appropriate here:  If you are 

depressed, you are living in the 

past.  If you are anxious, you are 

living in the future.  If you are at 

peace, you are living in the mo-

ment.  And when you think about 

it, isn’t that really what Christmas 

is all about?  Accepting God’s 

peace, secure in the hope that 

everything is going to be alright, 

no matter the circumstances. 

  

Time and reflection taught me 

that this is so.  Here’s wishing you 

that same peace and hope this 

holiday season and evermore. 

  

Jay Gough 

  

Prayer: God of all, we lift up our brothers and sisters who are mourning 
this season and thank you that the story that began in a manger continues 
for all eternity.  

 



Friday, December 13 

Great is Thy Faithfulness 

“One generation commends your works to another” 
 

Scripture: Psalm 145:1-13 
 

My memories of Christmases past are especially poignant this year. 

 

My parents celebrated 70 years of marriage in April.  Just three weeks 

later, my mother passed away at 96 years old, followed by my father four 

weeks later at age 102.  He truly died from a broken heart.   

 

Just as my parents were faithful to each other for over 70 years, they were 

devoted to God, His church, and their children.  We attended a relative-

ly small parish of the Anglican Church of Canada in Toronto.  Our par-

ents took us to church every week, but the highlight of the year was 

Christmas, especially during childhood.  I developed a love of the tradi-

tional Christmas carols, especially for one that I don’t think I have ever 

heard in the US.  Known as the Huron Carol, it was written in 1643 by a 

Jesuit missionary, Jean de Brebeuf, in order to better communicate the 

gospel with the First Nations people in Canada by combining their lan-

guage and traditions with the Christmas story.   

 

Many other traditions associated with Christmas bring back wonderful 

memories, including the midnight Christmas Eve service.  Because it be-

gan at 11:30 p.m., I had to wait until I was I was old enough to attend.  

The rituals and liturgy carry a special place in my heart to this day.  The 

service lasted past midnight so when we emerged after the service it was 

Christmas!   

 

My parents were also committed to maintaining our family Christmas 

traditions for many years.  I remember the Christmas Eve rituals of 

checking the progress of Santa Claus on TV, putting out cookies and 

milk for him, and our dad taking movies of the kids hanging the stock-

ings.  My sisters and I looked at and sometimes shook the wrapped pre-

sents trying to guess what was inside.  We also knew that the really special 

ones would be brought by Santa overnight.   

 

I am very thankful to my parents for their tireless dedication to keeping 

the Christmas traditions alive well into our adult years.  This will be my 

first Christmas without them and so these memories will help to keep 

them alive in my heart and mind.   

 

Monday, December 16 

Judging or Loving? 

“For God did not send his Son into the world to condemn the world, 
but to save the world through him.” 

  
Scripture: Isaiah 11:1-6, John 3:16-17  
  

Judgement.  It is not a word that is associated with Advent, but it is a 

word I have been reminded of in 2019.  We all judge at some point.  We 

judge when we see someone’s kid is coming apart in the grocery check-

out line or when the driver in front of us hasn’t moved fast enough at a 

green light or a friend is late for lunch again or when someone’s idea 

about a political issue doesn’t match ours.  We recognize that something 

is different, and we measure the difference against ourselves.  If we point 

out someone else’s flaws, does it diminish our own? 

  

The reality is that we don’t 

know their story.  The par-

ent in the grocery store 

could be struggling with a 

new behavior challenge in 

their child.  The driver at 

the stop light may just have 

received bad news about 

his health. Our friend 

could be struggling with 

unspoken depression.  

Our judgements keep our 

connections at distance 

because of the surface as-

sumptions we’ve made.  

And maybe our judgements keep our connections at distance because 

someone’s views are different.  If we believe we are absolutely right, does 

it make everyone else absolutely wrong?  Judgment makes us feel safer in 

our own choices.  Jesus was the least judgmental person to walk the earth.  

He loved and accepted everyone — the lepers, the prostitutes, and the 

unlovable.  If there is judgement, there is no love.  He said to love thy 
neighbor — not love thy neighbor if they think and act like me.  

  

Mimi Taylor 

  

Prayer: Lord, turn us from judgement to love, from fear to faith, and 
from indifference to caring for all God’s children. Mold our hearts ‘till 
they overflow with your abounding love.  



The Third Sunday of Advent 

The Gifts of Christmas: Love 

“He will be very great and will be called the Son of the Most High” 

  

Scripture: Isaiah 7:14, Luke 1:26-38 

  

Mary's story has always fascinated me. Reading it year after year, I have 

always wondered how she felt, or what might have been going through 

her mind during the first few months of her pregnancy. There were defi-

nitely no cute pregnancy announcement pictures, gender reveal parties, 

or baby showers to plan. We know that, historically, she was probably 

not very open or publicly joyful about her pregnancy, but I like to believe 

that Mary was filled with joy at this secret life growing inside her womb.  

  

Last Christmas, Mary's story came alive to me in a whole new way be-

cause I had my own joyful little secret. The joy of this new life filled my 

heart to overflowing! I loved that little life more than I think I could have 

expressed, and it was still just a small little secret inside. Part of the joy I 

felt was in imagining what kind of person this little life would become: 

would I have a girl or boy, would they take after me or my husband, who 

would they grow up to become? I was filled with these endless questions 

and just loved daydreaming about this little life. 

  

We read in Luke 1:26-38 that Mary was told about the life of the baby 

that she was to carry. The angel Gabriel says, “He will be very great and 
will be called the Son of the Most High. The Lord God will give him the 
throne of his ancestor David. And he will reign over Israel forever; his 
Kingdom will never end!”  WOW! Not only was Mary daydreaming 

about this beautiful baby boy that she was just told she was going to have, 

but she was given this amazing gift of knowing who Jesus was going to be 

before He was even here in this world.  

  

What an amazing gift this must have been for this new, young mother-to-

be! Not only was this young girl about to have a beautiful baby, but she 

was given the privilege of bringing the Savior of this world into this world. 

  

Tanya Karn, Youth Director 

  

Prayer: Dear Lord, thank you for the joy of new 
life! May the love and joy that Mary felt for the 
precious life growing inside her, grow inside 
each of us this Advent season. 
  

 

Their lives will be a reminder of how God is faithful and keeps his prom-

ises, the most important of which was to send his Son as our Lord and 

Savior.  

 

Bob Baker 

 

Prayer:  Thank you Father for your great faithfulness to us and the many 
reminders you give us each day of your promises to us. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Saturday, December 14 

That Easy Bake Oven 

“There is a time for everything, and a season for every  
activity under the heavens….” 

  
Scripture: Ecclesiastes 3:1-11  
  

The juxtaposition of back-to-school sales and early Christmas shopping 

always throws me for a loop. Why think of sleigh bells ringing before the 

trick-or-treaters come? Okay, four months of seasonal sales makes cash 

registers ring, but the season of good will and peace on earth struggles to 

sustain itself even for a day, let alone for ever-expanding calendar days. 

  

But this year I am struggling with a different equation.  As a figure of 

speech, does a difference exist between the season of Christmas and 

Christmas season(s)?  We often talk about the seasons of life between 

birth and death, but have we ever really explored the 30, 50, 70, 80 sea-

sons of Christmases we tally up over time?  

  

Sure, we pull out old memories to enliven conversation just like we pull 

out old ornaments our kids made in grade school to adorn the tree.  We 

may even cluster decades around both the gift giving and receiving we 

have experienced.  As a kid, I never got the Easy Bake oven I so wanted, 

but as a parent I gave one to my daughter, only to see 35 years later it 

sitting in the original box still untouched, even by my 5-year-old grand-

daughter.  And, when Goodwill calls, the real gift may be help in cleaning 

out the basement of the Ronco Inside-the-Egg Scrambler, Pocket Fisher-

man and Hair-in-a-Can Spray.  At least the star named in your honor for 

$29.95 doesn’t add to any black hole where spiders hide. 

  

Balancing the meaning of the season with the experience of many sea-

sons may be nothing more than a mind game or an exercise in futility.  

Can celebrating an aggregate of 50 Christmases, for example, mean 

something different than just celebrating one Christmas in the here-and-

now?  Actually, I think so.  We all change over time in our needs, Easy 

Bake oven notwithstanding.  We all change over time as to what we give 

day-by-day to others.  50 Christmases, metaphorically speaking, represent 

a life of winter storms, followed by spring promises, summer growth and 

fall harvest.  Repeat the cycle by adding in a yearly celebration of Christ’s 

birth and the cumulative effect is experiencing God’s grace and peace 

over a lifetime. Repeat the cycle and the grace we share with others is 

more than just another Christmas event. One season shapes and renews.  

Many seasons give voice then to what we do.  

  

Bev Graves 

 Prayer: In the name of the Emmanuel, may we stand at the manger 
again this holy Advent season, being renewed in His divine grace until 
that grace overflows into the lives of others. 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


