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This time of year is filled with so many differegmotions,
some of them good and some of them not so good.
Traditionally, we set up our Christmas tree the afigr
Thanksgiving. This year was no different. My ayeld
daughter Emilia woke up on Friday asking every five
minutes when it was time to set the tree up andréd¢e the
house. Sadly, | have to admit, | wasn't in the tchtmset
the tree up and decorate the house. | felt likeag another
chore added to the mega list | already had going.

| am happy to say though, that with my husbandlp,hee
fetched the boxes from the basement and placekeall
decorations in their correct places all while thei€tmas
music played in the background. Emilia was sotedcand

smiled the entire time. | was really thankful far that day.

I’'m thankful for her every day, please don’t misaergtand,
but on that Friday, | was especially thankful, hessal was
reminded of the excitement that goes along withisbmas.
Why is it that we lose that excitement when welded? Is
it really about Santa and the gifts? Probablyosdtfe
children, but as adults we should be even moreegk¢han
they, because we understand the true meaning of the
Christmas celebration - the birth of Jesus Chiliisthere a
greater gift?

The challenge is now to keep the excitement uptlad
proper focus in the coming weeks.

It is difficult to not be stressed out. | find n@ysgoing over
list after list trying to remember everything timsteds to be
purchased, making sure no one is left out, keepitign

out budget, and preparing for the many family gattys.
Christ said to cast all our burdens on Him. Wathiveking
that the celebration of His birth would be onetwfde
burdens? | am confident that was not His intentitven He
said it, though He is willing to take them anyway.

One way we are keeping this Christmas season fdause
Jesus is through Advent calendars — you know tles tmat
have chocolate hidden behind a door with the daitgew
on it. My children love these. Before they caemphe
door we read a verse or two about Jesus and hask &
few questions. We then pray to God and thank Hinitfe
blessings He has poured out on us and anythingledse
children feel led to ask or share. Then they carehheir
chocolate. | have come to love this time togethdle
usually do our devotions in the morning and chaeola
before school is always a big hit.

This time of year is a challenge for everyone, ratter how
much we try to not be stressed, it's impossibletadie with
all that goes on. | do pray that our Prince ofdeeMighty
Counselor, and Comforter grant you His Peace, ldisnGel
and His Comfort this Christmas season and thatyauld
be able to “see” through the eyes of your child(tée joy
and excitement it brings.

4---‘

Sunday, December 21, 2008:
Come and enjoy our Christmas concert performed by children & adults!
The concert starts at 6pm and childcare will be provided for 4 and under.

Christmas Eve Service:
Join us at 5:30pm for our traditional Christmas Eve Service.
No childcare provided.

Christmas Day Celebration
Join us at 10am to celebrate the birth of our Savior.
No childcare provided.
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“For God so loved the world that he gave his onedaonly
Son, that whoever believes in him shall not peristit have
eternal life.” John 3:16 (NIV)
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SCRIPTURE OF THE MONTH
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, Lord, will he ever be able to tell me
what is going on in his head? How are we goingemch him?
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what is MOPS?
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On coming to the house, they saw the child with his

mother Mary, and they bowed down and worshiped him.

Then they opened their treasures and presented hiitin
gifts of gold and of incense and of myrrh.
Matthew 2:11 (NIV)
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It was the first cold day of November. Sleet slapped at our
windows and the lowa wind chill held steady at a bitter ten
degrees. While the initial sight of snowflakes had created
pre-dawn excitement, winter's luster faded fast. By 9 a.m.,
my preschoolers wandered listlessly through the house, and
| wondered if we'd survive the day with goodwill intact. That's
when | got the idea.

Disappearing into the depths of the storage closet, |
excavated the Fisher-Price nativity scene and triumphantly
lifted my sanity-saver from its box. When my 5-year-old
recognized the shiny brown stable, she squealed with
delight. "I have the perfect place for the stable. Let's set it up
by the window!" Immediately, Lizzy began arranging the
pudagy little shepherds, the royally robed angels and the
irresistibly cute animals. Peace restored, | congratulated
myself on salvaging the day and began my mental inventory
of holiday to-dos.

Then Lizzy noticed her younger sister lingering near. "See
our Jesus story?" my eldest daughter asked. Wide-eyed, 2-
year-old Hannah edged closer. "Cow!" she declared as she
grabbed the plastic bovine and moo-ed. "Donkey!" she
exclaimed while caressing the inflexible silver mane. With
loud delight, Hannah inspected each animal until her eyes
landed on the tiny figure propped atop the synthetic manger.
"It's a baby!" she murmured, then reached for the miniature
version of our infant Savior. Cupping the two-inch Jesus in
her hands, Hannah began to rock and sway. "Rock-abye-
baby," she sang.

Horrified by her sister's lack of reverence for the Christ child,
Lizzy stooped to face Hannah eye-to-eye and set the record
straight. "That's not ANY baby," Lizzy harrumphed. "That's
Baby JESUS!" On cue, Hannah stopped rocking and her
blue eyes began to sparkle. "Oh ... yeah," she said with a
contented sigh, "It's MY Jesus!" Then, before her indignant
sister could stop her, Hannah raced from the room and
tucked Jesus in her crib. "Shh," she whispered as she
returned with a finger covering her pursed lips, "Baby Jesus
is peeping." Realizing that the star of her story had been
snatched, Lizzy objected. "You can't have Jesus! | was
playing with him." "No!" Hannah replied in typical toddler
fashion. "My Jesus!" In a flurry, she snatched the Christ child
from his midday snooze and protectively hugged him to her
heart. "He's not YOURS!" Lizzy responded with unusual fury.
"He's MINE!" And with that, my normally kindhearted girls
fell to the floor in a heap of flailing arms and legs.

Once baby Jesus had been rescued from my toddler's
clinched fists, he was put into a "timeout" on top of the
refrigerator until a truce could be reached. Tears were wiped
away. Apologies and kisses were exchanged, and a second
baby Jesus was created out of a tiny doll swaddled in a
Kleenex.

Later as | moved the stable to a nearby tabletop, | chuckled
at the drama that had unfolded over a two-inch baby with
synthetic swaddles and a painted red smile. And | thanked
God that when it comes to the REAL Christ child, there need
be no dispute. My daughters may have been unable to share
their plastic Jesus without leaving someone at a loss, but we
can share the real Jesus without coming up empty-handed.
Because of God's amazing grace on that first Christmas,
Jesus belongs to all of us.
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MITTEE

Mentor: Diane Hodges, 357-8726
Coordinator: Michelle Longey, 737-3377

Asst. Coordinator & Discussion Groups: Karin Coutsdis, 568-6080

Creative Activities: Mary Beth Reed, 789-4216
Publicity: Jenna Banaitis, 785-1832
Hospitality: Maria Seddon, 569-5416 & Sarah Lak8%1-5936

MOPPETS:
Tina Desroches, 357-8592
Megan Patterson, 5683023



