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One-Winged Angels 

But the angel said to her, “Do not be afraid, Mary; you have found favor with God. You will 
conceive and give birth to a son, and you are to call him Jesus.  He will be great and will be called 
the Son of the Most High. The Lord God will give him the throne of his father David, and he will 
reign over Jacob’s descendants forever; his kingdom will never end.”   Luke 1:30-33 

 

As a kid, I sometimes watched the show “Touched by an Angel” on CBS. Roma Downey, Della 
Reese, and John Dye – that’s what angels looked like to me. Even though winged angels are 
mentioned in the Bible, I have long assumed that if angels are real, they probably take on the 
physical appearance of humans when they travel the earth. Deep down I think they are a biblical 
plot device, like the talking serpent and the four horsemen.  

In late November, the youth started selling Christmas cards they designed as a fundraiser for 
camp. One of the designs was an angel with one wing wearing a soccer jersey. I had never 
imagined such a creature and decided to do some research. I discovered there are actually 
several different types of angels in the Bible with different numbers of wings, but the Bible does 
not mention any one-winged angels. These appear to come primarily from the video game world 
of Final Fantasy. But the internet also makes mention of older symbolism. I found some 
evidence that the one-winged angel is an old symbol of the lost or the fallen. It can also 
symbolize incompletion and loneliness. Two one-winged angels represent soulmates, who when 
joined together are capable of ascending to heaven. 

Gabriel, who brought Mary news that she would bear God’s son, was a messenger angel. The 
Bible says that he looked like a man; no wings are mentioned. We do know that he seems to 
scare people. When Daniel meets him, Daniel falls on his face. When he comes to Mary he tells 
her “do not be afraid.”  

The one-winged angel on the youth Christmas cards is far less imposing. With his #7 jersey and 
one hand waving shyly, he reminds me of our teenagers. He’s a little bit lost and strange, but 
he’s friendly and possesses secret gifts. He’s looking for another lost and strange soul to 
befriend so they can fly together. 

Sometimes it is hard to realize we are off balance until we find the peculiar others out there who 
spark fire in our souls. That’s what church should be. Mysteriously we step into a room and 
realize we are in a crowd of other one-winged angels. In this mystery we discover power we 
never knew we had, a secret gift we can only possess together. 

 

God of the Heavens, May we ascend toward Thee by moving closer to each other. Bless us with 
community that empowers and uplifts. Glory be to You in the highest, peace on earth, good will 
to all. Amen. 

 

Brittani Massey Bair  



Time, Attention and Kindness 

As it is, there are many members yet one body. The eye cannot say to the hand, “I have no 
need of you,” nor again the head to the feet, “I have no need of you.” On the contrary, the 
members of the body that seem to be weaker are indispensable….”  
I Corinthians 12:20-22 

 

I was fortunate to know Lynn as a dedicated Habitat for Humanity volunteer. Lynn, a 
retired doctor, worked on the Friday construction crew and was always good-natured and 
willing to do whatever needed to be done. Adding to his value as a volunteer, Lynn drove 
a truck that he was willing to use for loading and delivering tools to the jobsite. 

One Friday Lynn kindly gave a future homeowner and her son a ride to the jobsite so they 
could work and earn “sweat equity” hours towards their house. The homeowner’s son 
was a willing worker, and his hard labor was especially appreciated by the crew that 
consisted mainly of older volunteers. 

At lunchtime the young man had to leave to get to his real job, so Lynn generously gave 
him a ride back to the construction center. The jobsite had been muddy, so back at the 
construction center Lynn offered to clean up the young man’s shoes, first using a tool to 
scrape the mud off, then carefully spraying the soles with a hose so the shoes wouldn’t 
be too wet to wear. I happened to arrive at the construction center in time to observe 
this, and couldn’t help but think of Jesus washing his disciples’ feet. 

Because the young man was worried about getting to his job on time taking a bus, Lynn 
again gave him a ride so he would be on time. 

Lynn’s gift was one of time, attention and kindness. I don’t know if he even recalls this 
day at Habitat for Humanity, but I treasure the memory. 

 

God, give us open hearts, allowing us to take time to be kind, and motivating us to accept 
gifts as well. Amen. 

 

Joy Henry 

  



The Quiet Presence of Christ 

The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he has anointed me to bring good news to the 
poor. He has sent me to proclaim release to the captives and recovery of sight to the 
blind, to let the oppressed go free.   Luke 4:18 

 

We were discussing the meaning of the image of the cross in a Bible study group, when a 
Ryan Stevenson song, “The Gospel,” came to mind. Growing up I was in and out of 
hospitals for most of my life, usually hooked up to an IV. My mother was always 
uncomfortably resting in a chair by my bed, which always gave me comfort, simply by her 
quiet presence. During a longer stay in the hospital, my mother had gone to the gift shop 
and bought a small gold and silver crucifix for me. That small crucifix has always 
represented the quiet presence and comfort of Christ in suffering. As Jesus proclaimed 
his mission in Luke 4:18, Ryan Stevenson paraphrased in the chorus of his song, "To the 
captive, it looks like freedom; to the orphan, it feels like home; to the skeptic, it might 
sound crazy to believe in a God who loves...like a blinding light, in the dead of night, it's 
the Gospel that makes a way!" 

It has been a gift to me to not only understand God as all powerful but also as all good. 

 

Eugina Robertson 

  



Aunt Rachel’s Gift 

If then there is any encouragement in Christ, any consolation from love, any sharing in the 
Spirit, any compassion and sympathy, make my joy complete: be of the same mind, 
having the same love, being in full accord and of one mind.   Philippians 2: 1-2  

 

Everyone in my husband David’s family has a favorite story to tell about Aunt Rachel. She 
was a favorite of so many of us. Even before David and I were married we traveled to visit 
her in Grosse Pointe, Michigan. We especially loved to be in her home for any of the 
holidays. We also enjoyed having her join us on vacations and family gatherings. She 
travelled with us years ago on a three week trip to Peru, Uruguay and Brazil. Memories 
are more fun because they included her.  

Meals at Aunt Rachel’s house were always pretty elaborate but not pretentious. She had 
baked and frozen items for days in preparation for company. The table was always 
beautifully set and the food was delicious. The meals were wonderful as we could sit for a 
long time in good conversation that included Aunt Rachel telling or retelling some 
interesting story of hers. After the meal we shared in clean up and inevitably would 
discover something planned for the meal still in the oven or forgotten in the microwave, 
a good time for a laugh!  

Aunt Rachel gave me a wonderful and simple gift. I loved to help her with meal 
preparations as she was a good teacher and someone to emulate in the art of hospitality. 
Her gift to me was to have her say to me sometimes: “You are a GOOD person to have 
around.” I could feel her love for me as we shared that time together. Such a simple thing 
but it made such a lasting impression.  

It is important to acknowledge the good in the other as we find God in those around us. A 
genuine word of encouragement and acceptance can be a simple and precious gift.  

 

Thank you God for special people in our lives. May we pass on to those around us the love 
we have been given. Amen. 

 

Margaret Graves 

  



The Good Gift 

“Every good and perfect gift is from above….”   James 1: 17a 

 

Jack and I didn’t give each other big Christmas presents. They were more likely to be 
small and thoughtful. For Christmas 1975, our last one before his fatal heart attack, he 
gave me two gifts, one I had suggested, The Poetry of Robert Frost, and another, a 
complete surprise. As I opened it he simply said, “Because you like to write.”  The slender, 
velvet-lined box held a lady’s pen and pencil set, black and gold.   

Jack’s insightful words about my liking to write have proven true in the 43 years that have 
followed. Today I am an inveterate note-taker. A pen in my purse is as essential as my 
lipstick. Since I want to be sure I always have one, there have been weeks when I’ve 
found as many as four pens in my purse at one time! I have discovered that the physical 
act of handwriting is a powerful aid for retaining and recalling “wonderful words of life.” 
When I read a good book I have a pen in hand – to mark a passage or write a thought in 
the margin or a notebook. (You should see my Study Bible!) My Sunday School class can 
tell you I filled the blackboard when I taught. I’ve kept notes from borrowed books, 
January Bible Studies, university classes, and museum lectures over the years. My 
notebooks tell the story of my life.  

Along the way I’ve found others who like to write. Once as I left Dr. Roy Honeycutt’s 
Sunday School class I remarked to Dr. Henlee Barnette, “That was so good I desperately 
wanted to take notes, but I didn’t have a pen.” He replied, “Why didn’t you ask me?  I 
always carry two or three.” 

I had never thought about my liking to write until Jack told me. He knew me. People who 
pay attention, know and love us help us to know ourselves. What a good and perfect gift! 

 

Heavenly Father, Grant that we may seek simple gifts to express our love, and trust you to 
perfect them. Amen. 

 

Dorothy Poole Spurr 

  



The Un-Christmas 

“I despise your festivals…but let justice roll down.” Amos 5:21, 24 

 

In 2018 a “simple Christmas” is an oxymoron. Shopping, party and meal planning, 
traveling, planning and attending special concerts, plays, and church programs are hardly 
simple processes. I grew up with these activities and enjoyed the festivities of the season. 
Then in the summer of 1963 while selling Bibles door-to-door in Pennsylvania, I met and 
actually joined for a few months a primitive church group (some use the term cult; it has 
no name but goes by 2x2 on the internet) which met in homes, had no church buildings 
or staff, and amid other “first century” beliefs didn’t celebrate Christmas or Easter any 
different than any other Sunday (They also didn’t engage the world in any social service 
activities.). Though I later abandoned the group and became an agnostic for many years; 
the simplicity appealed to me…and still does.  

 I, of course, love to hear Vivaldi’s Gloria, and Handel’s Messiah, and I enjoy the spirit of 
giving that the season brings forth, but for the purpose of this Advent theme on 
Simplicity, I thought we might as well acknowledge that our Christmas celebrations are 
not essential to honoring in our lives the message of Jesus. 

It wasn’t until 336 BCE that Christians celebrated Christmas after the Roman Emperor 
Constantine converted to Christianity, and even then it was an invention placed on 
December 25 to tame the pagan festivals of the time. Our early Anabaptist ancestors and 
their cousins the Mennonites didn’t celebrate Christmas; nor did their co-separatists, the 
Quakers, and Puritans observe the festivities of their day. They were fairly drab folks. 
Later groups, such as the Jehovah’s Witnesses and the autonomous Churches of Christ, 
don’t join in the fun either. After the Civil War, the country needed to lighten up, and in 
1870 under Ulysses S. Grant December 25 became a national holiday in an attempt to 
unite north and south. I think the season still brings out the best in people and “our 
better angels.” 

So, as we stay busy this season with all of our celebrating, in some part of our mind we 
need to hear the voice of Jesus calling us to do what’s really important: do justice, love 
kindness, and walk humbly (and simply) with our God every day of the year. 

 

God, help us not to get so caught up in the hyper-activities of the season that we lose 
sight of the simple joy that you continue to walk among us yourself. Amen. 

 

John Arnett  



Simple but Strong 

"But God chose what is foolish in the world to shame the wise; God chose what is weak in 
the world to shame the strong.   1 Corinthians 1:27  

"Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven."   Matthew 5:3 

 

Jean Davis was called "retarded" and some people would talk down to her or make fun of 
her, thinking that she would not perceive the slight...but Jean knew. My mother 
"adopted" Jean after meeting her in a children's Sunday School class. Jean's mother was a 
single working mom and needed a break from time to time so Jean would periodically 
come to stay with us for a few days.  

When Jean was with us, she delighted in going to church and singing the songs; she made 
a profession of faith as a teen. She also loved to read the Bible and could tell Bible stories 
and quote scriptures. It was clear that Jean loved God and Jesus and would proudly 
profess her faith to anyone who asked.  

Although she was older than I, because she never really progressed beyond the mental 
age of eight, she was a great playmate for me and my younger brother. Interestingly, Jean 
learned to cook meals and had a good amount of common sense, therefore my Mom 
would sometimes have her babysit my brother and me for short periods of time.  

One prayer meeting night Mom left Jean in charge. When they returned, Jean, my 
brother and I were all asleep with Bibles and knives beside us. Jean had prayed that God 
would protect us from the unseen demons outside our window. It turned out that it was 
just cows eating grass but Jean was sure that prayer and the Bible would save us. 

 

Father, you continue to remind us that we can learn lessons of faith from people who 
simply believe. May we have such strong faith during these times. Amen. 

 

Dale Tucker  

  



 

 
 

Peace 
  



Through the Ever-Changing Sea 

Cutting loose the anchors, they left them in the sea and at the same time untied the ropes 
that held the rudders. Then they hoisted the foresail to the wind and made for the beach. 
But the ship struck a sandbar and ran aground. The bow stuck fast and would not move, 
and the stern was broken to pieces by the pounding of the surf.   Acts 27:40-41 

 

These verses describe a shipwreck that Paul survived in the Mediterranean Sea. In this 
account, the sailors attempt to cut their dead weight and head for shore in the midst of a 
storm.  

This October, we used the metaphor of the Church as a ship and the words of the 
Crescent Hill Hymn as our theme for the fall youth retreat. This story of Paul’s shipwreck 
was the basis of my final “talk” for the weekend. I felt it was important to acknowledge, 
after two days of embracing the positive side of the Church-ship metaphor, that it’s not 
always smooth sailing in the sea of faith. There are crashing waves, raging storms, and 
shipwrecks. 

Like the sailors in the storm with Paul, when the seas of life get rough, we have a 
tendency to panic. We race to cut loose the anchors and untie the ropes. We seek to cut 
the excess and make things simpler. There is often much to be gained from unburdening 
ourselves, simplifying our lives, and focusing our attention on what really matters. As long 
as we understand what is really most important, we can survive waves and storms. We 
can even survive the ship being broken into planks of wood. 

What really mattered to Paul, and what should matter most to us, were the other people 
with us in the boat. As we ride the waves of this Christmas season, may we keep our eyes, 
hearts, and shopping carts focused on what really matters. Instead of stashing one more 
treasure in the belly of the ship, toss a lifeline out to someone who’s been thrown 
overboard. Gather your crew and celebrate the simple joys of the journey when you can. 
And when the day comes that you find yourself swimming for shore in the midst of 
tempest peril, know you won’t be swimming alone. 

 

God of Mercy, 
Not our choice the wind's direction, unforeseen the calm or gale. 
Thy great ocean swells before us, and our ship seems small and frail. 
Fierce and gleaming is Thy mystery drawing us to shores unknown: 
Plunge us on with hope and courage 'til Thy harbor is our home. Amen. 
 

Brittani Massey Bair  



The Simplicity of Peace 

Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. Do not 
let not your hearts be troubled, and do not be afraid.   John 14:27 

 

One of my favorite Christmases in elementary school was when I received two simple 
gifts: a Bible and a puppy. Both of these gifts have been an important part of my whole 
life. Higgins and Schultz are presently my precious pups, and several have come before 
them. Dogs have been with me in my sorrows and my joys. The scripture as well has given 
support throughout my life.  

An ideal that lives within me is for our world to live in peace, which appears to be far 
from simple. Peace and social justice for us all should be an attainable goal. However 
throughout history, war has always been the answer to the unrest and conflict in our 
world. When I was in college, our dorm was having a door decorating contest. For my 
door, I used the scripture above with a manger in the middle of the door and pictures of 
the tragic events of the Vietnam war filling the rest of the display. Searching for peace 
and justice in our world has been a priority throughout my life. My plea is for the 
simplicity of peace to envelop our world. 

Live simply so that others can simply live.  
If you have more than you need, you have something that belongs  
to someone else. 
When you have more than you need build a bigger table - not a higher fence. 

These 3 quotes, with some paraphrasing, are so important for the positive existence of all 
people. I certainly fall short of these ideals, but I feel strongly that this exemplar would 
help to remove hunger, homelessness, and many other ills in our world. May it be so. 

 

God, teach us your peace. Amen. 

 

Debbie Brashear 

  



Friendship and Hospitality 

Above all, keep loving one another earnestly, since love covers a multitude of sins.  Show 
hospitality to one another without grumbling.  As each has received a gift, use it to serve 
one another, as good stewards of God’s varied grace.   1 Peter 4:8-10   
 
When I think of gifts I am most often drawn to the more tangible things we give and 
receive.  Now that I am in my senior adult years, I have become aware that the most 
important gifts I have received and hopefully given are not things that money can buy.  I 
have always treasured my friendships and have had some lasting for most of my life but I 
never thought of them as gifts. 

A friend takes you to the doctor, sits by your side in the hospital, sees that you have 
groceries and other necessities and does many other seemingly insignificant things for 
you.  Some of my most enjoyable things to do are making a friend’s favorite pie, cake or a 
special dish, cookies and cupcakes for the little ones, crocheting baby afghans, mending 
and even quilting for family and friends.  These are a few of the ways I try to show 
friendship and hospitality to others and it always comes back four-fold. 

I think friendship and hospitality go hand in hand.  A friend once told me that I had the 
gift of hospitality.  That in itself was a gift.  I had never considered hospitality as a gift.  
That was the way I grew up.  Although we had little in the way of money or material 
goods, our doors were always open and there was always enough food for a meal and a 
bed for the night for anyone who might drop in. 

I feel very fortunate and most grateful to have an abundance of friends, some who are as 
close as family.  I enjoy meeting new people of all ages and making new friends.  

 

Thank you God for friends and lasting friendships and the ability to show hospitality in 
small ways. Amen. 

 

Virginia Johnston 

  



The Gift of a Simple Email 

Comfort, comfort my people, says your God. Speak tenderly to Jerusalem, and proclaim to her 
that her hard service has been completed, that her sin has been paid for, that she has received 
from the Lord’s hand double for all her sins.   Isaiah 40:1-2 
 

One of the best Christmas gifts I ever received came in the form of an email I received in 
December a few years ago. The email read:  

Hello, I am hoping to contact a surviving member of the family that owned and operated 
Hudson's Market there on Frankfort Ave. in the 1960's. Unfortunately, I stole several bottles of 
RC cola from Hudson's Market during that period. Looking back, I remember how nice the 
Hudson's were to all us kids and I really want to pay the family back. I'm hoping some of your 
church members might still be in contact with the Hudson family. Maybe you could give them 
my contact info below. I would like send a check to someone in their family. Thanks for your 
time.   Joe Douglas of Colorado 

With the help of several church members, I learned that Ms. Sidney Hudson Hennessey was the 
only remaining living child of the Hudsons who ran Hudson’s Market. I was able to contact her at 
her home in Tuscaloosa, Alabama. She grew up on Riedling Drive, was baptized at Crescent Hill 
Baptist Church, and remembered Dr. Burhans very fondly. 

Rather than email Mr. Douglas the information I learned, I called him directly. He was delighted 
and abundantly grateful to receive Ms. Hennessey’s contact information. He shared with me 
further details of his nefarious activity at the market. He said that he used to park his bike 
outside the rear entrance to the store then would go inside and purchase a candy bar or moon 
pie. However, right next to the rear exit, out of view from whoever was sitting at the cash 
register, the Hudsons always stacked pallets of RC Cola. He said he just couldn’t resist the 
temptation to grab a bottle as he went out the door.  

After he shared his thoughts, I told him that Greg Robertson had solved the riddle. He was able 
to connect me with Ms. Hennessey. Mr. Douglas asked, “Does he work at a funeral home?” 
“Yes.” I said. He responded, “Well, isn’t that something.” “Isn’t what something?” While choking 
back tears he said, “That’s the funeral home that handled all the arrangements for my mother’s 
funeral when she died back in the early 1990’s. I just think it’s pretty special that someone there 
who took care of my mom then, helped take care of me now.” Upon hearing that, I couldn’t help 
but add, “And maybe your mother and God had a hand in helping work this all out too. God 
works in mysterious ways.” 

Mr. Douglas and Ms. Hennessey connected. Mr. Douglas sent a sizable check to the University of 
Alabama Scholarship Fund. 
 

Good and gracious God, may we accept the simple, yet extraordinary gift of knowing in our heart 
of hearts that when we seek forgiveness and repent that you and others will receive us with 
gladness and delight. Amen.  
 

Jason Crosby  



Simple as a Tree 

Happy are those who delight in the law of the Lord. They are like trees planted by streams 
of water, which yield their fruit in due season.   Psalm 1:2-3 

 

While driving north on US 127 from Casey Co, Kentucky the last of October and viewing 
the trees decked out with the splendor of fall leaves, the thought occurred to me of the 
simplicity of trees which stand quietly, not smoking cigarettes or using illicit drugs, not 
carrying firearms, and not engaging in other destructive activities. Much like Shel 
Silverstein’s “Giving Tree” they seem to be passive, but they’re active as well, sending 
their roots down in search of water and other nutrients and sending their leaf-bearing 
branches up toward the sun for the wondrous process of photosynthesis. As in Ken 
Medema’s “Tree Song” they engage in an inward and outward journey. 

The “first tree in the greenwood, it was the holly,” goes a popular Christmas carol with 
reference to its favored use in early Druid celebrations, later co-opted by the Christians as 
being symbolic of eternal life and the foreshadowing of the crown of thorns to be recalled 
during Easter. Eventually, the evergreen conifers came to symbolize the eternal hope of 
Christmas; and after Luther allegedly first brought the cut tree indoors and Queen 
Victoria and her German husband Albert adopted the practice in 1846, the trees became 
an essential element in the celebration of the season. 

In this 100th anniversary of the end of WWI, it’s fitting to remember not only Howard 
Dohrman, whose plaque honoring his death in 1919 in Germany hangs in the Birchwood 
lobby, but also Joyce Kilmer who also died in that same war in 1918. I close this short 
essay with this paraphrase of his “Tree” poem:  

Advent meditations are made 
By fools like me, 

But only God 
Can make a tree. 

 

Like a tree may we send our roots into the soil of contemplation and in gratitude let the 
branches of our lives bear fruit in due season. Amen. 

 

John Arnett 

  



Simply Contented 

Keep your life free from love of money, and be content with what you have, for he has 
said, “I will never leave you nor forsake you.”   Hebrews 13:5 

 

Isn't it a wonder when children on Christmas Day will sometimes opt to play with the 
cardboard box in which their carefully selected toy came! Oh the things I could do with a 
cardboard box, big or small. 

Tamsin Kelly writes in Parents magazine “Why a Cardboard Box Is All Your Child Needs.” 
Kelly suggests that the box offers infinite possibilities for play that allows their 
imaginations to run wild. Cardboard is neutral in contrast to the bright colors and 
flashing lights. She points out that the humble cardboard box has joined Lego and Mr. 
Potato Head in the USA National Toy Hall of Fame. There is no right or wrong way to 
draw on a box and it has no value so the parents are not hovering trying to protect 
"their investment." 

She concludes: "Best of all, a cardboard box is the opposite of the conspicuous 
consumption we parents worry our children are being brought up surrounded by. What 
could be better than saving money, recycling and giving your child hours of 
entertainment? All with a box." 

So, what is a "cardboard box" type of gift for an adult? Some ask their family to make 
donations to a favorite charity in their name, asking the charity to notify the person in 
whose name it was given. Who needs another doodad, tie or a box of socks? Of course, I 
always appreciate something made by caring hands whether it was food, a work of art or 
a hand crafted item. 

 

Dear God, may we learn to be contented with and thankful for simple things. Amen. 

 

Dale Tucker  

 

 

  

  



A Tree for Mom Johnson 

And now faith, hope and love abide, these three, and the greatest of these is love.          I 
Corinthians 13:13 NRSV  

 

Eva Bland Johnson, my mother’s mother, lived on a farm outside Junction City, Ohio until 
about half-way through WWII. Most of her 7 sons had been drafted into the Services so 
she moved into New Lexington and lived with her son Paul’s wife Evelyn. My brother and 
I often visited along with our mother and so distinguished between our mother, 
“mommy” and our grandmother, “Mom Johnson”.  

Mid December when I was 11 or 12 my brother and I learned she was not planning to put 
up a Christmas tree that year. One evening about dark we took money earned from our 
paper route, rode our bikes down “the straight hill” (steepest hill in town), and bought 
Mom a tree. Through the growing darkness we pushed our bikes and carried the tree 
back up the hill and the several blocks to her house, gleefully presenting her tree to her. 

I believe now that the decision do without a tree had been not for economic reasons but 
to avoid the effort involved. Nonetheless Mom expressed great surprise and glee at our 
gift and we glowed with satisfaction that she would now have a tree. I suspect her glee 
was feigned and our glow was due to our misunderstanding, but our love for her and her 
love for us were as real and true gifts as we ever exchanged. 

 

May we learn to love our enemies as we do our family and friends. Amen. 

 

John Birkimer 

  



Endless As a Montana Sky 

The heavens declare the glory of God; the skies proclaim the works of his hands. Day after 
day they pour forth speech; night after night they reveal knowledge. Without speech or 
language, without a sound to be heard, their voice has gone out into all the earth.   Psalm 
19:1-3 Berean Study Bible 

 

In a small group we were sharing about times in which God revealed himself in 
unexpected ways. I was not very close to my father growing up. He was often verbally 
abusive, and scared me most of the time. When I was about 12, my dad decided we 
needed to move to Oklahoma to take care of my grandmother, who had Alzheimer's. I 
loved northern California! I did not want to move! I resented my father for years for that 
decision. One night, I went outside to pray, and God opened my eyes. Under that Big 
Oklahoma night sky, I experienced the vastness of the universe and the presence of God 
that I can't ever explain in words. The band White Heart comes close in their song 
“Montana Sky:” "He's as endless as a Montana sky." 

 

Eugina Robertson 

  



 
 

Joy 

 
  



We Are Children of God 

Give away your life; you’ll find life given back, but not merely given back – given back with bonus 
and blessing. Giving, not getting, is the way. Generosity begets generosity.   Luke 6:38, The 
Message 

 

On our honeymoon 27 years ago, while lying in the sand at the beach, Catherine and I heard 
cries for help coming from the water. You could see the little black dots, heads of the souls, that 
got caught in the rip currents. I happened to have had some close experiences in the water 
before and knew just how to help them. I ran to the water’s edge, swam out, and helped 5-7 
people float back to safety. I never got their names or received any thanks. 

A few weeks ago, I had a bicycle accident where I fell hard in the middle of the intersection of 
Sheridan/Devon and Hollywood. I was immediately surrounded by about 8 strangers who 
blocked the road with their cars, directed traffic, and called for help. I never got their names or 
thanked them for guarding me. 

One of the many things we experience again and again in our live, is the love of God. We are 
given the opportunity almost every day to give thanks for the very love God adorns us with. 
Sometimes it’s in the form of a simple smile. Sometimes it’s a familiar sound, like the jubilant 
scream of children playing outside after dinner. And sometimes it’s what we can give. 

So, giving and receiving becomes a way of life. 
We receive the gift of friendship and give it back. 
We receive the gift of love and give it back. 
And we give the gift of ourselves and receive it back. 
The cycle spins on. 

I use the opportunity to give, to honor the gift I’ve received. 

My ability to give has taken more of a twist than a turn though. The power of giving has turned 
around on me and allowed me to give to myself in ways only meaningful to me, and those very 
close to me. Thanks to the giving and receiving cycle I share with my spiritual community, I can 
stand here and tell you I am a self-loving human attached to a strong spiritual community that 
shares in the grace of God not only with each other, but in the mirror to ourselves. 

We are better because of our giving! 

We are Children of God. 

 

Thank you, Lord, for the gift of our love. May we receive this gift and give it back. Amen. 

 

Larry Schnur (former CHBC member, son of Betty Schnur) 



The Gift of the Beaters 

But Peter said, “I do not possess silver and gold, but what I do have I give to you, in the 
name of Jesus Christ….”   Acts 3:6 

 

Ah…the lucky soul who was home and in the kitchen when mom was baking or making 
mashed potatoes. Being given a beater (if a sibling was involved) or BOTH beaters from 
cake batter or, better yet, chocolate chip cookies, was like winning a prize. Something 
about raw dough was so delicious. Maybe the anticipation of the finished product helped 
the elation. 

Then again, could the joy of licking a beater be enhanced by the comfortable experience 
of being in a safe warm kitchen full of great smells from good foods? Knowing you are 
loved by that parent, grandparent, or friend who was creating good food was the best 
gift! 

Such a simple, everyday kind of gift, but understand how many blessings surround an 
electric mixer beater full of dough that is shared. 

 

Dear God, Thank you for memories of years past, and new revelations of how those 
moments became special blessings in our lives. Amen. 

 

Barb Allen 

  



Beth and Navosh 

For we are what he has made us, created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God 
prepared beforehand to be our way of life.   Ephesians 2:10 

 

There’s something pure about a spontaneous act of kindness that becomes a gift. Like for 
my friends Beth and Navosh. 

Beth was driving on a busy Hurstbourne Parkway when traffic stopped because a 
mattress had slid off the roof of a car onto the road. Observing a very distraught woman 
standing beside the mattress, Beth hopped out of her truck and offered to load the 
mattress in the back of her truck and then follow the woman home. The woman 
immediately accepted the offer, and quickly after getting the mattress into the truck bed, 
traffic was able to move forward again. 

After reaching their destination, Beth pulled into a parking place next to the woman’s car 
at her apartment. Away from the traffic, they were able to introduce themselves. Navosh 
went inside to get her son to help Beth carry the mattress into the apartment. A very 
grateful Navosh insisted that Beth stay for dinner. Beth accepted the invitation and 
learned that Navosh was an excellent cook, specializing in the Persian cuisine of her 
culture. With family, laughter, and humorous retelling of the story, a friendship 
developed. Now, year later, the gift for Beth and Navosh is a lasting friendship. 

 

God, we are so thankful for the spirit of love within us and among us. May we be grateful 
and loving every day. Amen. 

 

Joy Henry 

  



My Best Christmas Memory Ever 

And the king will answer them, “Truly I tell you, just as you did it to one of the least of 
these who are members of my family, you did it to me.”   Matthew 25:40 

 

I was eleven years old, a 5th grader in “Miss May’s” class at Saulsbury School. It was 
Christmas time, two days before the school wide party and Christmas break. Gifts were 
wrapped for my friends. Anticipation was in the air. 

It was my mother’s idea to include the Sanders girls. Maudie Pearl and Virgie May lived 
on the other side of town. They were daughters of sharecroppers who depended on the 
success of a cotton crop and a bit of welfare to supplement their needs. It was a meager 
existence. 

I had a collection of dolls from past Christmases, but how could I part with any of them? 
While I was pondering my choice Mother gathered hand-me-down clothes the girls might 
be able to wear. Arriving at school I placed the dolls under the Christmas tree for the 
girls.  

The hand-me-down clothes I took across the hall to give to Maudie Pearl. I must have 
been thinking who would want clothes for Christmas! How wrong I was! She threw her 
arms around me with tears in her eyes. She thanked me again and again as if this was the 
most wonderful gift ever.  

For me this was a holy moment. I knew then the joy of Christmas. I saw it in the gratitude 
of the Sanders girls and also my mother’s awareness of the gift of giving. She taught me 
to step outside my own familiar world by sharing, which is the true spirit of Christmas. 

 

Thank you, dear God, for Christmas memories and for the understanding that the greater 
gift is giving rather than receiving. Amen. 

 

Mary Ann Bootes 

  



Out of the Blue 

The earth is from God, and all that is in it; the world, and those who live in it.   Psalm 24:1 

 

I had not asked for it. I did not even know I would have wanted it. As I saw It under the 
tree, neither Dad nor Mom had had time to tell told me that it was mine before it claimed 
me as its owner. 

The soft-plastic, air-filled ball, about the size of a bowling ball, glowed bright sky-blue 
where it rested in a nest of boxed board games, a tricycle, and a Daisy BB rifle. The gun 
was for my brother, but I had asked for the trike. I was, of course, glad to see its red 
enamel seat reflecting the hot lights lacing the tree. But it was the unexpected blue, as 
clearly mine as the color of my three-year-old eyes, that drew me in the pre-dawn glow 
to the spruce in the living-room window. 

Mom pulled the ball from under the branches and put it in my hands. I held it out for 
Dad’s inspecting smile. I played with it for all that morning, both before and after the 
breakfast biscuits, and for many days that followed. I do not know its fate. 

Nor do I know why the simplicity of an in unsolicited gift of a blue toy sphere still shapes 
and colors my earliest Christmas memories. 

I do know that I did recall that ball the first time I saw a photo of Earth taken from space; 
our wonder-world given us without request and our ability to know it as a blue sphere, a 
truth of shape and hue never revealed on any page from Genesis to Revelation. 

We are privileged, and I wonder what will be Earth’s fate as we squander its simplicity. 

 

Creator, forgive our acts of damage to your precious blue planet. Restore our commitment 
to serve as your stewards. Amen. 

 

Quinn Chipley 

  



What is in Your Hand? 

“What is that in your hand?” “A staff,” he replied.   Exodus 4:2 NIV 

 

What can I get my spouse/child/friend for Christmas? They deserve something big and 
expensive; however I don't have that much to spend, not much time to look and I am not 
sure what they need or want. This could be a "Christmas Quandary!" 

Moses was given a big task by God – "Free my people who are enslaved!" "Sure, God. Oh, 
by the way did you notice that Pharaoh has a huge army with chariots, horses, spears, Oh 
My!" Now that is a quandary! How did God respond? "What do you have in your hand?" 
(Note he did not say, "What's in your wallet!") Let's see what I and you can do with that. 
This reminded me of the Little Drummer Boy who wondered what he could give the 
Newborn King. “I am a poor boy too. I have no gifts to bring that's fit to give a king." His 
solution was to play his drums for the Christ child. 

First, let's reflect on the person to receive the gift. Then think about what is "in your 
hand." Maybe a "Job Jar" approach would work – could they use your time or 
knowledge? Could you fix or make something? Do they need a baby sitter? Do they need 
their yard mowed, leaves raked, car washed or perhaps their house/ 
basement/garage cleaned. Does this person like to read or cook – could you regift them 
one of your favorite novels or cookbooks? Could you write a poem or a story about 
something you know about them? Keep it simple. 

 

Lord, help us to really see and learn about the people in our lives so that we can know 
how to use what is in our hands to show love and appreciation for them. Amen. 

 

Dale Tucker 

  



The Quiet Presence of Christ 

The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he has anointed me to bring good news to the 
poor. He has sent me to proclaim release to the captives and recovery of sight to the 
blind, to let the oppressed go free.   Luke 4:18 

I hope you will listen to the song to hear the melody as well as the words.   Romans 8:26 
ESV 

 

We were discussing the meaning of the image of the cross in a Bible study group, when a 
Ryan Stevenson song, “The Gospel,” came to mind. Growing up I was in and out of 
hospitals for most of my life, usually hooked up to an IV. My mother was always 
uncomfortably resting in a chair by my bed, which always gave me comfort, simply by her 
quiet presence. During a longer stay in the hospital, my mother had gone to the gift shop 
and bought a small gold and silver crucifix for me. That small crucifix has always 
represented the quiet presence and comfort of Christ in suffering. As Jesus proclaimed 
his mission in Luke 4:18, Ryan Stevenson paraphrased in the chorus of his song, "To the 
captive, it looks like freedom; to the orphan, it feels like home; to the skeptic, it might 
sound crazy to believe in a God who loves...like a blinding light, in the dead of night, it's 
the Gospel that makes a way!" 

It has been a gift to me to not only understand God as all powerful but also as all good. 

 

God has always spoken to me through songs and hymns. Once in a Companions for Christ 
activity, I had a song or hymn that explained my testimony of my relationship with Christ 
throughout the years. I heard the words and, like Mary in Luke 2:19, I treasured them and 
pondered them in my heart. There is also the power of the melody that seems to express 
that which words cannot convey. 

I was struck hard by a new song by Matthew West, “Mercy Is a Song.” It begins with 
“Mercy is a song,” and ends the first verse with “Oh freedom is a choir and mercy is a 
song.” Likewise the Spirit helps us in our weakness. For we do not know what to pray for 
as we ought, but the Spirit himself intercedes for us with groanings too deep for words. 

 

God, thank you for your incredible mercy and grace. Amen. 

 

Eugina Robertson 

  



Our First Simple Christmas 

I know what it is to be in need, and I know what it is to have plenty.  I have learned the 
secret of being content in any and every situation, whether well fed or hungry, whether 
living in plenty or in want.   Philippians 4:12 (NIV)   

 

Our first Christmas as a married couple was indeed simple. I was finishing college and 
working on the salad bar at a buffet restaurant and Dale was working there too part-time 
as the night dishwasher – the bonus was we got a free meal and a bit of a salary. Plus 
Dale was also the part-time janitor at a nearby McDonalds. That meant that we didn't 
need to buy many groceries and we thrived on casseroles! Many weeks our grocery bill 
was about $7! So when our first Christmas came in 1972, there really wasn't money for 
presents.  

We didn't have a tree or any decorations, but a kind neighbor loaned us a small Christmas 
tree and we decided to spend $10 on each other for presents. Imagine my surprise when 
Dale was able to have 14 packages under the little tree for the $10! I don't recall how 
many presents I was able to get with the same amount of money, but the pile was huge 
and my joy was great. 

As the years passed, the tree size grew to 10 feet and was loaded with dozens of 
ornaments. Some years the Christmas budget was even in the hundreds for the family. 
Those were great Christmas times as well, but I have certainly never forgotten that first 
simple Christmas and perhaps none have been any more special. 

 

Dear God, help us to appreciate what we have and to work toward being content in 
whatever situation we find ourselves. Amen. 

 

Gail Tucker 



 
 

Love 

 
  



The Full Empty Box 

So they went with haste and found Mary and Joseph, and the child lying in the 
manger. When they saw this, they made known what had been told them about this 
child; and all who heard it were amazed at what the shepherds told them. But Mary 
treasured all these words and pondered them in her heart.   Luke 2: 16-19 

 

Mother’s Day – the year long forgotten. The gift from Sam was a 5 x 10 Hush Puppies 
shoe box that may have originally held kid’s shoes. Then it must have been used while 
moving as the “salt shakers and cloth coasters” labels were scratched out with black 
sharpie. In their place on the pink top was penned with that same black sharpie, “To: My 
Awesome Mother”. “P.S. – “Your cookies are great!” When placed in my hands, that box 
felt awfully light. On opening the lid and peeking in, there lay a neatly folded piece of 3-
hole notebook paper. The top fold read, “To: The Best Mom Ever! From: Her Beastly Little 
Son.” The note inside, printed in pencil read: 

“Dear Mom, 
You may notice that this package was not wrapped. That is because love needs no 
wrapping. It should be out in the open. Also, this piece of paper is not really the only 
thing in this box, although it may appear that way. This box is full of love. Before I closed 
it, I whispered, “I love you, mom” into it lots of times and I even threw some hugs and 
kisses in there too. Now whenever you are feeling lonely or sad, you can open this box up 
and a kiss, a hug, or an “I love you, mom” will pop out and cheer you up. 
Love, Your son, Samuel J. Adams” 

A simple gift. A priceless, timeless treasure. Thanks be to God. 

 

Heavenly parent, Your greatest gift to us came simply wrapped in swaddling clothes and 
lying in a manger. Simple. Priceless. We remember the hope, joy, love, peace you bring. 
May we never stop being forever grateful. Amen. 

 

Alice Adams 

 

  



An Open Letter 

Every good thing bestowed and perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father 
of lights….   James 1:17 

 

Dear Amelia, 

I am writing you this note to help you understand just how much I love you, and to share 
some thoughts about a gift I have been working on for you since I first heard of your 
existence so close to your mom’s heart. 

I’ve been given a gift of enjoying a type of sewing craft called counted cross stitch. When I 
learn of an upcoming special event or celebration I like to sew something to 
commemorate the event, especially for loved ones. 

News of your impending arrival brought much anticipation. I hunted through stores and 
catalogues for just the right pattern/design. Then came vacillating decisions concerning 
colors (What would your hair color be? In what colors will your parents dress you?) 

As I sewed the pattern, starting January 2018, I thought about you. Thought and prayed 
about your arrival and for your folks. Wondered who you’d look like, what kind of 
temperament you would have. I realized the majority of my thoughts while I stitched for 
hours were about you and included lots of prayers for your well-being and future. 

As you grow and learn more about people and life, be more aware of what might be 
behind gifts you receive. Handmade gifts involve a lot of anticipation of how they will be 
received and include hours of prayers, hopes and dreams for whom they are being 
created. 

All of us who know and love you, know you are a true gift from God, a blessing in our 
lives. Thank you for being a gift to us every minute of every day! 

Hope you like it! 

Love, Barb XOXOXO 

 

Dear God, Thank you for giving me a simple gift that might, in turn, make someone smile, 
feel loved and appreciated. Thank you for your gift of Christ living among us to help us 
learn more about you. Amen. 

 

Barb Allen 



The Simple Gift of Unconditional Love 

And I pray that you, being rooted and established in love, may have power, together with 
all the Lord’s holy people, to grasp how wide and long and high and deep is the love of 
Christ, and to know this love that surpasses knowledge that you may be filled to the 
measure of all the fullness of God.   Ephesians 3:17-19 

 

As I look back over the 61 years of my life, I have been so fortunate to have loving 
parents, grandparents, aunts, uncles, cousins, and those who have loved me as a son. 

My parents divorced when I was 13. I had already been staying a good bit of my time with 
my maternal grandmother. I was her only grandchild. She loved me as much as I loved 
her. She told me when I was coming out as gay, that she was an old lady, she didn’t 
understand everything, but loved me unconditionally. What a beautiful gift that was to 
me. 

After Brian and I met in 1984, our lives became entwined with several ladies that meant 
so much to us. One in particular was Elizabeth Gaugh, who we called Aunt Betty. She had 
known my grandmother, my mother, and watched me grow into adulthood. She asked 
me one day, while we were driving to Perryville for a holiday dinner, if we would be her 
family. I said, I think we already are! She would share the last years of her life living with 
us, and we are so grateful for unconditional love she had for us “her boys.” 

Over our professional lives, Brian and I have become very close to one dear lady in our 
church. We have often been asked how did you all meet, and how did your relationship 
grow so close? I believe this friendship was a simple and precious gift from God, bringing 
joy and grace to our lives. Thank you Virginia, for your unconditional love to Brian and 
me. 

 

Dear God, thank you for family and friends who have come into my life and offered me 
the simple gift of unconditional love. Help me offer the same simple gift to others as they 
come into my life. Amen! 

 

Greg Robertson 

  



Who Says Re-gifting Is Bad...It Just Might Be the Perfect Little Simple Gift 

Every good gift and every perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father of 
lights....   James 1:17 

 

I guess there are all kinds of re-gifting. What I do know is re-gifting is simple and is most 
often a simple gift. All the re-gifting that I have experienced has been truly a blessing and 
a gift of love. 

You see, two of the most cherished gifts I have received were re-gifted stuffed toy bears. 
The bears were not re-gifted because the persons didn’t want the bear or didn’t like the 
bear. It was because the bear was very special to them and had a place in their heart. 

One bear was from a special woman. She was given the bear on her fifth Christmas and 
some 80 years later she decided to re-gift the bear that had so many signs of love, to me 
for Christmas. She gave me something that she loved. 

Another bear was from a minister. It was a stuffed toy polar bear. The minister told me 
that he had noticed my collection of bears one evening while at our home for a dinner. 
The bear had been given to him and he knew that it was time for him to give it away to 
another person. 

God’s gift of his son Jesus to us is the perfect gift and it is a gift that God wants us to re-
gift. I know one way you can re-gift God’s perfect gift is by re-gifting a special gift that 
was given to you. To give away something that is special and precious to you is a simple 
but amazing gift that will be cherished and one day be re-gifted by that person. So why 
don’t you share God’s love this year by re-gifting a special gift you were given. It is a 
simple gift and it is a perfect gift too! 

Remember all good gifts are from God and most times those gifts come through people! 

 

Dear God, thank you for the perfect gift of your Son of Love, Christ Jesus. Make us aware 
and help us each day to re-gift your Love and give it away to the person that intersects 
our life that is most in need of your Love. Amen! 

 

Brian Williams 

  



The Gift of Presence and Being 

“Be still, and know that I am God! I am exalted among the nations, I am exalted in the 
earth.”   Psalm 46:10 

 

I was introduced to meditation in one of our Christian studies classes at the Mennonite 
high school I attended. Even though I grew up in the Baptist church, I was drawn to the 
contemplative life of the Catholic monks I learned about in Church History. Instead of 
Southern Baptist, I became Secret Benedictine instead. As in the song, “If I Were A Rich 
Man” from Fiddler On the Roof, " I could study the holy Scriptures and pray all day long" 
At the Earth and Spirit Center here in Louisville, I learned more about the gift of presence, 
simply being in the presence of God not only as a gift from God but also as a gift to God, 
offering my complete attention. I believe God speaks in this silent exchange of gifts. I now 
repeat Psalm 46:10 at the beginning of meditation in four phrases:  

Be still and know that I am God,  
Be still and know,  
Be still,  
and Be.  

Sometimes you can even hear His heartbeat and breath in the silence. 

 

Eugina Robertson 
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