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Joy
Be joyful always, pray continually, give thanks in all
circumstances; for this is God’s will for you in Christ
Jesus. --1 Thessalonians 5:16-18
Rejoice in the Lord always, I will say it again. Rejoice! --Philippians 4:4
A cheerful heart is good medicine; but a crushed spirit dries up the bones.
Proverbs 17:22 (NIV)
On the third Sunday of Advent we lit the candle of joy on the Advent Wreath.
These words were read, “ We have lit the candles of hope and peace. In the glow
of their light, we feel the warmth of a deep and quiet joy.” I have thought of the
word “Joy” this week and what it really means. In the dictionary, as a noun, “Joy”
means “the emotion of great delight or happiness, caused by something
exceptionally good or satisfying; keen pleasure; elation. As a verb “Joy” means to
feel joy; be glad; rejoice.”
During the Christmas season it is easy to feel joy when we see the smiles on
children’s faces, see Christmas trees with colorful lights, hear Christmas music
played on the radio, nibble on Christmas cookies or cakes and especially receiving
hugs from family and friends. It is a joyful season. This year with Covid raging
my family has decided not to have our usual Christmas gathering. At first I felt
sad, but as the December days have gone by; I do feel the joy of Christmas. This
quieter Christmas season has given me time to remember the joy God has given us
in Christ Jesus. Thinking about His birth and His life gives me a quiet joy in my
soul. We really don’t need all the trimmings of Christmas...they are fun and make
us joyful...but giving our life to Christ Jesus is a sustaining joy.
--by Flora Grindstaff
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Angel of Erlanger
For He shall give His angels charge over thee, to keep thee in all thy ways.
-- Psalm 91:11
On a beautiful afternoon in August, 1990, a co-worker
and I were on a mission. We had left The Home Bank at
1 p.m. to visit some of our customers. We were about a
mile from the bank when a car suddenly pulled out in
front of us and WHAM! Sue, the driver, hit the steering
wheel hard. I had a broken arm and hip. We were taken
to Copper Basin Hospital, from which I was flown by
helicopter to Erlanger. (There was another patient on the
helicopter. He was also a Burger.)
The doctors put me back together, but no one thought to wash my hair. Just two
days before I was to go home, there was still blood and glass in my hair. That’s
when I had a visit from an angel. She came to my bedside and said, “I would like
to clean your hair.” She was a beautiful, white-haired woman. I was in Erlanger
for eight days but I had never seen her before and never again. She gently worked
on my hair.
After she left, my husband said that I told him that I would be alright. He said
that my outlook was positive from then on.
We need to recognize our angel or angels. Billy Graham said that we each have
an angel assigned to us – or maybe two. Amen
--by Janice Burger
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Driving Out the Darkness
By November, the rancor of the election and the devastation of COVID-19 had
turned my world and 2020 very dark. The week before Thanksgiving I knew I was
becoming discouraged and as they say in the holiday song, I need a Little
Christmas.
For I've grown a little
leaner
Grown a little colder
Grown a little sadder
Grown a little older
And I need a little angel
Sitting on my shoulder
Need a little Christmas now
Because our house and yard are set back from the road and obscured by a long
fence, I have never set out holiday lighting by the road. As I pondered what to do,
I realized there are currently seven children on our street, a neighbor with
Parkinson’s, and her caregivers. We all needed a little Christmas. Three days
before Thanksgiving they were all treated with a roadside 8-foot reindeer and a
flocked and pre-lit tree.
Walking to the neighbors house the trio gave me joy. Light driving away darkness
is a theme in the Bible as well as world literature and religions.
John 1:4-5 says, “The Word gave life to everything that was created, and his life
brought light to everyone. The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness can
never extinguish it.” (NLT)
I was not alone in my decorating. Our daughter added to her expansive collection
to the delight of their two young children. By December 3rd there was a run on
items for displays. No inflatables or lighted holiday yard decorations were
available for sale at Walmart, Home Depot or Roses.
John 8:12 says, “When Jesus spoke again to the people, he said, “I am the light of
the world. Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness but will have the light
of life.” (NIV)
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Winter is the season of early darkness and long nights. Ancients built bonfires at
the Winter Solstice on December 21 or 22. Electric or primitive, our attempts are
symbolic rising from a place deep in our hearts and psyche. We desire light and
the goodness it represents. Knowing our yearnings Jesus describes himself as light
to help us understand his power and what he offers to us.
Matthew 5:14-15 says, “You are the light of the world. A town built on a hill
cannot be hidden. Neither do people light a lamp and put it under a bowl. Instead
they put it on its stand, and it gives light to everyone in the house. In the same way,
let your light shine before others, that they may see your good deeds and glorify
your Father in heaven.” (NIV)
Is it enough to seek light to make one’s life more bearable? Or must we share our
found light? Pray for opportunities.
2 Corinthians 4:6 says, “For God, who said, ‘Let light shine out of darkness,’ made
his light shine in our hearts to give us the light of the knowledge of God’s glory
displayed in the face of Christ.” (NIV)
--by Kathy Thompson
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Too Busy for Christmas? Really?
When we were asked to write a devotion, my first reaction was panic and thoughts of I
can't! I'm too busy with work, kids, grand-kids, shopping, baking, getting packages
ready to be mailed out, etc, etc, etc. This reaction brought Martha's story quickly and
firmly to the front of my mind.
"Martha, Martha," the Lord answered, "you are worried and upset about many things,
but only one thing is needed. Mary has chosen what is better, and it will not be taken
from her." --Luke 10:41-42
But in all truth, it was more the emptiness in spirit that I have been experiencing that
stopped me. This will be the third Christmas without my cohort and best friend...my
mom. I have been trying to fill up the emptiness with busyness and Mom would be the
very first one to tell me that's not the way to fix things.
Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. --Matthew 5:3
As I reflect back on my many Christmases, it's a blur of love, laughter, ice skating,
snowmen, newborn calves, cows escaping the barnyard in a blizzard, Christmas trees
falling over, all night long gift wrapping competitions, cookie and candy making, lots of
game playing, and more love and laughter. I have been so blessed with loving parents,
grandparents, aunts & uncles who have all shaped me into who I am today and all I can
say is Thank You.
Through the years I watched Mom grow closer and closer to God and never, ever lose
faith even in the midst of losing her husband and son within a few short months of each
other. She was, and still is, my role model for goodness.
Many women do noble things but you surpass them all. --Proverbs 31:29
The first Christmas after Mom died, Tim and I sent
every member of our family a crystal snowflake.
Legend holds that a snowflake never falls in the wrong
place, and snowflakes are symbols of individual
perfection. We thought this was a perfect way to honor
our special lady. It was our hope that every year, as the
snowflakes were hung on Christmas trees all over the
country, everyone would close their eyes, take a deep
breath, feel her love, and know that we, her family, are
connected as one. The heart remembers most what it
has loved best....and she was loved "best " by us all.
5

For God, who said, "Let light shine out of darkness," made his
light shine in our hearts to give us the light of the knowledge of
the glory of God in the face of Christ." – 2 Corinthians 4:6
Lord, thank you for my overflowing blessings and forgive me
for focusing on what matters least when I’m surrounded by
what matters most.
---by Mindy Nicholson
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Making Space
The righteous cry out, and the LORD hears them;
he delivers them from all their troubles.
The LORD is close to the brokenhearted
and saves those who are crushed in spirit.
The righteous person may have many troubles,
but the LORD delivers him from them all;
he protects all his bones,
not one of them will be broken.
--Psalm 34:17-20 NIV)
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This meditation and prayer by Susan Narjala has meant a lot to me this year. Perhaps it
will bless you, also.
….Scripture reminds us that Jesus didn’t come down for those who have it all together.
He came for those who are broken, hurt and disappointed. He came for the messy and
the forgotten. He came to heal the brokenhearted. He came to restore that joy. He came
to flood your heart with peace that just doesn’t make sense in this situation.
Maybe circumstances won’t change. Maybe those fissures from the past won’t magically
mend. But this Christmas know that He came for YOU. As broken and messed up as
your year may have been, His love is infinitely greater. He is able. Able to restore joy,
bring peace and truly bless your Christmas with the best gift of all – His presence.
Prayer
Father God, This Christmas, I can’t seem to shake off the gloom. I’m sometimes in a
dark place when I think of this past year. But despite the brokenness, help me remember
that You bring life and healing and hope to the hopeless. Amen.
--shared by Cathy Turner
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Christmas Remembered
Scripture: The star they [the wise men] had seen in the east went on ahead of them until
it stopped over the place where the child was. They were thrilled and excited to see the
star. – Matt. 2:9b-10 (Contemporary English Version)
In September of 1968, I embarked upon the journey of a lifetime as a young missionary
for the UM Board of Global Ministries to the Philippine Islands. It was a strange time,
like 2020 has been for our world, as the Philippines were under martial law.
I was living with a Filipino Family with five children in a small Nipa
Hut in the barrio. December arrived and I was determined to make
it a Christmas to remember for them. I bought each of the five
children a set of new clothes in their favorite color and a pair of new
flip flops. I found a shiny new rice pot and a new apron for Ema
(mother) as hers was stained and torn from selling fish in the market
seven days a week. I gave my new Case Knife and new flip flops to
Ta Tang (father).
I neatly wrapped each item, stuffed them in a pillow case and
arrived at my new home.
The Nipa Hut was hung with handmade paper stars; our Christmas Tree was a branch
the children had found and hung paper-made animals and garland on it from scraps
they had found. Outside we could hear the Cathedrals Bells from the town square. We
each prayed, sang carols in Tagalog and English and settled down on our mats on the
floor for our Christmas Eve dinner of rice and smoked fish with coconut milk served on
shiny green banana leaves.
After dinner, we gathered around the tree and the children with such glee opened their
gifts from “the American”. Each exclaimed, “We have never had gifts before, what a
Christmas!” The children showed me their hand-made Nativity and made sure I saw the
baby Jesus. Father stole away downstairs and returned shortly. The children were
bursting with glee. “We have a special gift for you Achie (sister) something every
American needs for Christmas…” The father reached inside his shirt and produced a
beautiful puppy. The children remarked, “She will keep you safe from the guns and the
Constabulary in your new home.” We all agreed to name her Mission!
I exited the Nipa Hut under a dark sky with Mission under my arm. There were no lights
anywhere, only the glow of small candles in windows, the sound of carols and one
brilliant star in the East reminding all in the face of death and the challenges of living in
this land that indeed Christ was born so that all might have Hope, Joy and Peace.
Each of us has a very special Christmas in our life.
Remember yours, and the special joy it brought to you,
and to those with whom you shared it!
by Donna Ratzlaff
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Weight vs Wait
Cast your burden upon the Lord - He will support you! God will never let
the righteous be shaken. --Psalm 55: 22
But those who wait on the Lord shall renew their strength. They will soar
on wings like eagles.... --Isaiah 40: 31
We have all had moments similar to David in
Psalm 55 – those “poor me” and “poor pitiful
me” moments. But we were never meant to
carry the weight of our burdens alone. God
wants us to express our concerns with Him
and, more than likely, our burdens are lifted
by those He puts in our paths. As we wait for
God to intervene in our lives, may we be the
ones available to ease the weight of someone
else’s burden. Maybe, just maybe, we can all
be more “wow, awesome” moments!
--by Elaine Morgan
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Decisions
God does not promise us an easy life, but he gives us the privilege of taking everything to
him in prayer and to know he hears them and will answer. --1st John 5:14-15
Perhaps you’ve heard this story, about a 92-year-old woman who was well dressed, her hair

combed, and her makeup on, even though she was legally blind. Her husband had recently
passed away and she was waiting in the lobby of an assisted living facility to be escorted to
her new home. A member of the staff came and they started walking down the hallway. As
they walked, the staff member started giving her a visual tour of her new living quarters,
including descriptions of the colors, curtains, etc.
"I love it" the older lady stated with the enthusiasm of an 8 year old getting a new puppy.
"But Mrs. Jones, you haven't even seen the rooms yet!"
"That doesn't have anything to do with it" she replied. "Happiness is something you decide
on ahead of time. Whether I like the room or not does not depend on the colors or how the
furniture is arranged.... It is how I arrange my mind. I have already decided to love it. It's a
decision I make every morning when I wake up. I have a choice; I can spend my time
complaining about the parts of my body that do not work, or I can be thankful for the parts
that still do. Each day is a gift and I will focus on it and all my happy memories that I have
stored away.”
With this past year and most likely months to come, how do you
want your memories to be? Will they be depressed, angry, sad,
fearful? Or can we look at it as a time when we were not running
here and there like a bunch of ants, but as a time to catch up on
things we seem never to get around to, spend more time with our
families, reflect where our life is going and, mostly, spend more
time with God? This year has given us more time to read our
Bible, read devotions, and thank God for the blessings that we do
have.
So make a decision about how your "Covid time" is spent. I have spent mine catching up
on things long put off, more reflection about my life, and spending more time with the
Lord. If we keep our eyes on the Lord, we can find comfort and remember Jesus is with us
and will see us through the storm.
Lord, help us to turn to you when life gets rough and remind us to call on you during our
stressful times. Amen
--by Linda Haney
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The Lord’s Peace
Peace I leave with you, My peace I give to you, not as the world gives do I give to you.
Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid. --John 14: 27
Coming to a new country at age 13 was traumatic for me. I was raised by my stern but
loving Grandmother while my mother worked hard six days a week to provide for our
needs. Then Mom met a friendly American Air Force soldier, got married and off we
went to a new country.
Leaving Grandmother was the hardest thing I ever had to do. Learning to cope with
prejudice in my new country was another. Between my overwhelming homesickness and
fear of the school bullies, my new father decided to send me back home. Then, Mom
announced that I was going to be a big sister. Could I leave her behind all alone in this
new land?
Now, looking back, I see God's hand in so much in my life. First, he gave me a loving
Grandmother and mother who cared for me. Then he brought me a wonderful and
patient father. Even my new country became home because God had sent good teachers
who looked out for me and protected me from harm in school. He gave me so much after
I decided to “hang in there.” A wonderful new country, a new family, new friends and
now a wonderful husband. God is good! I thank him daily for the nudges He gave me
along the way.
Stop and think of trials in your life and the
outcome that our Heavenly Father brought to
you. And if you still have trials, hang in there,
don't give up. God is with you as He was
(and still is) with me. Feel God's PEACE!
Dear Heavenly Father, Your hand has been on
me all my life. Thank You for helping me
through life's trials, then and now. Give Your
peace to all of Your people who are in need of
it. We love You and thank You. Amen
--by Evelyn Stemmann
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Open Our Eyes, Lord
The King will reply, “Truly I tell you, whatever you did for
one of the least of these brothers and sisters of mine, you
did for me.” Matthew 25:40 (NIV)
Close to ϐive years ago, I was outside one winter morning
taking the dog outside before I left for work. While I was
busy scanning the nearby woods with my ϐlashlight to
have a jump on any wildlife that may be in our yard, out
of nowhere a voice in my head told me to turn around
and look at what we have. As I looked at our house with
heat and some lights on, this voice continued to remind
me, “Others are not as fortunate and need help.” I shared this with some of my
Sonshine Sunday School class as well as with this small prayer group Leland and I
were a part of then. Our pastor at the time, David Anderson, was also in that
prayer group and was asking me about that experience and helping me sort
through it. Now, our church was providing a weekly Monday night community
meal, thanks to a hard-working core group of volunteers. Also, the Copper Basin
Baptist Association and Riverside Ministry were distributing food to area in need.
Besides, I was busy with a fulltime job, working close to 50 hours/week, so the
Lord would understand, right?
Fast forward to the corona virus pandemic and many without the means to feed
themselves, let alone their children. Community support in various programs like
our community meal had to be suspended to keep people safe and contain viral
spread. Everyone has seen on the news the long lines of people trying to get food
for their families. We have heard teachers say that our school kids need to be in
school since those meals are the only times that food is consistent. Our area is still
served to a degree by the Copper Basin Baptist Association and the organization,
“Feed Fannin” but I am wondering how we can help. Is it by starting a food
distribution program where we can keep social distance and other safety
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measures and offer a food box or bag for pick-up? I have dropped my work hours
to about one day per week, so I am planning on investigating community options
for food distribution. During this Advent season, let us be in prayer how to help
ϐight hunger in our community:
Lord, open our eyes to see the needs of our brothers and sisters and ϐill our
hearts to take action where help is needed.
– by Ann Rymer
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The Light of the World
When Jesus spoke again to the people, he said, “I am the light of the
world. Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness, but will
have the light of life.” --John 8:12
In the same way, let your light shine before others, that they may see
your good deeds and glorify your Father in heaven. --Matt. 5:16
“STOP THE WORLD, I WANT TO GET OFF!” That’s how I felt a
couple of days ago. It was “one of those days.” A dear friend and
longtime literacy colleague had just succumbed to Covid-19. It was
snowing outside—before I got all of my plants inside for the winter.
Medical experts were warning that “there are dark days ahead.”
And some acquaintances complained about the inconveniences the
pandemic was causing. As Snoopy often said, “AAUUUUAGH!”

Photo by Skylar Kang from Pexels

“Even the church’s Advent candles don’t seem as bright this year,” I was thinking. But
then I remembered something from first grade. My friend Carolee and I got to sing a
duet in the Christmas play: “A candle in my window, a light across the snow, guides the
Christ Child on His way with its golden glow.”
Carolee didn’t just sing about light; she lives a life of being that Light. In school, even
in first grade, Carolee was kind, friendly, and fun. For half a century she has kept that
light burning, including through her recent quiet, persistent work for and with
incarcerated women. I thank God for friends like Carolee, who quietly but consistently
reflect God’s great love for all people.
Prayer:
God our Creator, thank you for creating light, for the Light of your Word, for sending
Jesus to bring Light to every corner of our darkest days, for inviting us to reflect Your
Light by sharing Your Love with others. Help us to remember and be grateful for all
who shared your Light with us along life’s journey. Show us someone to whom we can
be Your Light today, then give us the wisdom and grace to do it. In the name of the
Christ Child we pray, Amen.
--by Marti Lane
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There is Light at the end of the Covid-19 tunnel and
the Light's name is Jesus. GLORY!

