
The Power of Shared Experience:  Using the first two chapters of Luke, we will enter into the story of 

Jesus’ birth through the distinct perspectives of the people who shared this sacred moment together. 

The focus will be on the people Luke tells us about in chapters one and two, what their experiences were, 

the meaning of their relationships, and how they were transformed through the miracle of the 

incarnation. 

The story Luke writes is a community’s love story, a story about God’s love written for people who love 

God.  

The presence is... HOPE 
 

December 1, 2013 The First Sunday of Advent  

Today prayerfully read: Luke 1: 1-4 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

I am reading a book entitled “One Thousand Gifts” by Ann Voskamp.  Actually I am reading it for a second 

time, as I must be a slow learner.  The main point of the book, as I interpret it, is learning to focus on giving 

thanks and thus experience true joy  As Ann says, “living fully right where you are”.  I have always thought I 

was thankful, just not in every situation.  Ann talks about listing 1000 things that she was thankful for, focusing 

on the simple things in everyday life.  I have adopted her idea of making a list and am finding that in thanking 

God for the small everyday things in life, I am more aware of how wonderful our God is and how everything is 

a gift from Him.  I find myself being more observant as I go about my day, realizing gifts that often I just 

rushed by or took for granted.  Things like my granddaughter reaching to hold my hand, the beautiful pink tint 

to the clouds as the sun sets in the evening, the way one star shines brighter than all the others on a clear night, 

just naming a few.  I am far from the goal of being thankful in all things, good and difficult, but as Ann says, 

this is a learning process and hopefully I am taking the first steps and realizing that I can be thankful that in all 

circumstances God is with me.  I have been thinking of this season and the greatest gift of all, the birth of our 

Savior, in a tiny manger in Bethlehem.  Our human hearts cannot adequately fathom the amazing gift that God 

the Father has given to all of us in the birth of His Son, whom He gave up for our salvation.  How can we not be 

thankful for a love such as that! 

Thank you Lord for saving my soul 

Thank you Lord for making me whole 

Thank you Lord for giving to me 

Thy great salvation so rich and free!! 

(Lyrics and Music by Seth & Bessie Sykes) 

Let’s remember the true reason for the season and give thanks! 

Submitted by:  Becky Perryman 



The presence is... the future 
 

December 2, 2013 

Today, prayerfully read:  Luke 1: 5-7 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... expectation 

December 3, 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:8-10 

Every year the first thing I bring up from the storage room to decorate for Christmas is my Nativity scene.  I 

love it.  And as I put each piece out I try to imagine what each would have felt that night of Jesus’ birth. 

The Shepherds – Wow! They had heard a choir of angels. (Luke 2:11), They had been told that “born for you a 

Savior who is Christ the Lord.” Their sign was a baby lying in a manger. Did they run to the town or did they 

walk trying to comprehend what had just happened? But as they approached I feel they would have embraced 

the scene. Gathering around taking in the precious sight. 

The Animals – they embraced the baby with their soft sounds. 

Joseph – now here was a man who could have had Mary killed, but after a visit from an angel took Mary as his 

wife and obeyed. (Matt 1:22-25) What could Joseph been thinking? Did he embrace the miracle? Did he have 

any idea what he was to do now? 

And Mary, how tired she must have been. Every mother experiences the wonder of seeing their child for the 

first time. They embrace that moment with wonder and love and amazement. Mary was told she had been 

chosen to be the mother of God’s son…GOD’S SON! Did she know as she embrace the baby that at the end she 

would be embracing the crucified Savior of the world? 

I am always reminded of a day in my life when our oldest daughter Rachel was 1 ½ years old. She had a small 

Nativity in her room. I was folding clothes and I could hear her in her room singing in her toddler voice “Away 

in a Manger” the words ere hers, but she missed a few and added others. The she added “Jesus Loves Me This I 

Know” As I approached her room I saw her rocking away in her rocking chair and as I got close to her. She 

looked at me with her bright eyes and smiling face and said “Mama, I rock baby Jesus.” 

With childlike wonder let us embrace Jesus not only in the Season but through the New Year. May we embrace 

His goodness, His love and His presence in our daily life. 

JESUS LOVES ME THIS I KNOW! 

Sharon Peacock 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... Christmas Past 

December 4, 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:11-14 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... singing 

 

December 5, 2013 Today prayerfully read Luke 1:15-17 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

MY GOD STORY 

I have always believed 

 

Growing up in a home of some what non believers nor Church goers I have to say honestly I really do not know 

where I got my Faith at such a early age, but from the first days of remembering my Childhood  I believed. 

 

My mother a catholic had not really gone to Church that much or ever before I asked her to take me.  What can 

a mother say, so off we went to Church with brunch to follow.  It was a outing for her, it was a belief for me. 

 

As a small child growing up my 1st memory of believing was prayer. My mom taught me the prayer of Now I 

lay me down to sleep, and for some reason this to a small child I just did not love.  I did not want to pray that if 

I die before I wake. made me a little scared to go to sleep at night so I made up my own prayers.   I would pray 

every night just pray, for family , friends, people that did not have food, children  that did not have what I had, 

families or food and such.  So I prayed until sleep took over.  One special prayer that is still with me today is 

my prayer with Sirens.  When ever I heard a Siren I would pray a little pray that what ever it would be it would 

turn out ok.  I have never stopped doing this.  It is a little longer now but still just a short prayer to help with 

what ever that siren might hold. 

 

One night while laying in bed, I heard a siren and again said my prayer.  I got a chill after that prayer and got up 

out of bed, and just went to the window and looked up and prayed more.  About 45 minutes later my older sister 

got a call saying my parents were involved in a drunk driving accident and were taken to the hospital.  My mom 

was seriously hurt.  She told me later that while she was in that ambulance , me at my young age of 7 she knew 

I was praying for her. 

 

I still pray today for any siren I hear, living in San Antonio kept me busy as we had several all the time, living 

next to Mercy now has kept me more so.  As I grew up with different Churches in my life when I moved to San 

Antonio I found a small wonderful Church I loved, a United Methodist Church.  I went because of the structure 

of the church, old stain glass, beautiful little church.  I fell in love with the pastor and my church family.  I have 

stayed with the United Methodist Church now for over 35 years. 

 

How I knew to pray at that early age I will never truly know. What made me pray for the sirens is something I 

just thought should be done, or God helped me think of that one.  I can only think that in God's wonderful way 

he took this baby girl and blessed her and brought her into his life  with prayer.  And know that if there ever is a 

siren out there with someone you know and I hear it that a prayer is already on it's way. 

And what in a church or home could be more shared  then prayer. I have always believed. 

 

Blessings, Debi Altheimer 
 



The presence is... His Peace 

 

December 6, 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:18-20 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

The presence is... friends 

 

December 7, 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1: 21-22 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... LOVE 

December 8 2013 Second Sunday of Advent Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:23-25 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

Too Busy 

It was the end of an already wild shift when I was told that I would be taking the next patient to come out of the 

Neuro Intensive Care Unit. I thought to myself, I can’t take care of one more person. I am way too busy! 

Little did I know that God was sending me a patient who would teach me valuable life lessons on endurance, 

forgiveness, persistence, love and live forever in my heart. 

Josh was a young man who had been in a bad motor vehicle accident. By rights and medical sense, he should 

have died on the spot. He did not die because God had a purpose for Josh and sent an angel to save him. A man 

who is a registered nurse was following and witnessed the accident. This man saved Josh’s life by performing 

an emergency tracheotomy using a pocket knife and then taking the ink out of his pen, inserting the pen into 

Josh’s airway and using the pen to blow air into Josh’s lungs. 

Josh lived, but sustained a severe spinal cord injury that left him with quadriplegia, no movement or function 

from neck down. Now Josh was coming out of the intensive care unit to the Neuro floor and he would be my 

patient. So I took report and prayed to God for strength to get through the day and to give my patients the best 

care possible. 

Josh’s healing process was very slow with many setbacks along the way. He was Mennonite and his family 

stayed with him always even through the night. I could feel God’s presence in his room. They were quiet 

people, gentle and very grateful. 

After several weeks Josh went to Rehabilitation and then after a few months, he went home to continue out 

patient therapy. 

Several months went by and it was just before Christmas. I was busy trying to finish up paperwork, when I got a 

knock on my office door. To my surprise, there was Josh, all smiles. I reached down to hug him and he put his 

arms around me to hug me back. I never thought that Josh would ever be able to hug anyone again, at least not 

physically. That hug is the best gift I have ever received! 

Josh continued to get physically stronger, he could drive a truck with hand controls, he could run a logging 

truck with special controls and he showed the world that a spinal cord injury does not stop a person from living 

life! 

I feel that Josh is an inspiration to others with disabilities and encourages all to be the best that they can be. 

Never be too busy for the Lord’s plan for your life! Meeting and caring for Josh was a gift! Thank you Lord! 

Patricia Auston 

 



The presence is... life-changing 

December 9 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:26-29 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

The presence is... helping 

 

December 10 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:30-31 

 Seven years ago my dear sweet husband suffered a lingering death, our 6 children were with us all the 

way.  They each gave me strength and comfort not only then but now.  We were farmers and worked hard at 

everything.  We were married a long and loving 61 years.  I miss him so much!  I felt so alone! 

 Now that I've reached the ripe old age of 90, there are many things that make sense to me.  I've ask God 

questions many times.  One big one was  "Why did I have so many kids?"  It was so much work!  Now I believe 

His plan was to provide me with kids I can go visit in different states: NJ, AZ, FL, IA, MO.  They each care for 

me in their homes and provide the love and strength I need.  Today, I don't know what I would do without 

them.   

God is good! 

 

Ruth M. Flock 

 

May you have a fun, family, love filled Christmas as you celebrate His birth! 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

The presence is... emerging 

December 11 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:32-33 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 



The presence is... childlike faith 

 

December 12 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:34-35 

Lord Jesus, 

Mater of both the light and the darkness, send your Holy Spirit upon our preparations for Christmas. 

We who have so much to do seek quit spaces to hear your voice each day. 

We who are anxious over many things look forward to your coming among us. 

We who are blessed in so many ways long for the complete joy of your kingdom. 

We whose hears are heavy seek the joy of your presence. 

We are your people, walking in the darkness, yet seeking the light. 

To your we say, “Come, Lord Jesus!: 

Peggy Thomas 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... the old 

December 13 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 1:36-37 

2011 was a really rough year for me. On Valentine's Day that year, I found out I had breast cancer (it ended up being on 

both sides). It was caught very early and, compared to a lot of people I know, the treatment was very simple. I had a 

lumpectomy a couple of weeks later and then went through radiation treatments. I had tons of support from my family 

and my church family. I really felt the presence of God because of the peace I felt through the whole experience. There 

were a few scary moments, but a prayer with Melissa brought the peace back to the front of my mind. After the 

treatments were done, I went on with my life thinking that cancer had been a simply bump in the road. 

 

In September, I went in for my first follow-up mammogram. Another suspicious 'spot' was seen and after another 

biopsy, I was told the cancer was back. My first reaction was total fear. I texted Melissa and Andy to tell them my news 

and to ask for prayers. Even though Melissa was at a women's retreat, she stepped out in the hall to call me. After we 

talked a little, she prayed with me. I felt a sense of peace start to come over me. This was on a Friday evening. That 

Sunday morning, I was scheduled to help run sound for the 8:20 service. One of the hymns sung at that service that 

morning was Great Is Thy Faithfulness. As we sang those words, such a sense of peace came over me that it was almost 

overwhelming. I stood in the balcony at the sound board and I felt God's arms enfold me and I knew that everything was 

going to be okay. God had been faithful to me earlier that year and had been faithful to me through so many other 

things in my life (even when I wasn't asking for His help). He would be faithful to me again. Also, again, the support and 

prayers of the people surrounded me and helped me through. 

 

Since then, I have been able to be there for a couple of other people who have gone through breast cancer. I sometimes 

think I got off easy, because I never had to go through chemotherapy. So I can't relate to that aspect of cancer 

treatment. But I hope that I can convey God's peace to those that He places in my path. 

 

This Christmas, I wish for all you to experience God's peace. I encourage you to look back on your life and see how many 

times God has been faithful to you. I pray that you have the opportunity to spend time with family and friends and that 

you keep Christ at the center of your celebration.  

 

Merry Christmas! 

Joy Perry 

 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 



The presence is... encouragement 

December 14, 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 1:38-40 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... JOY 

 

December 15, 2013  Third Sunday in Advent Today, prayerfully read Luke 1:41-44 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

HOPE--A wishy washy maybe or a kind of unsure optimism?  The modern idea of hope is "to wish for, 
to expect, but without certainty of the fulfillment; to desire very much, but with no real assurance of 
getting your desire." (J. Hampton Keathley III, Th.M., hamptonk3@bible.org) 
 

Strong's #8615 Hope, tiqvah (teek-vah), expectation; something yearned for and anticipated eagerly, 
something for which one waits.  Tiqvah comes from the verb qavah meaning "to wait for" or "to look 
hopefully" in a particular direction. 
Strong's #1680 Hope, elpis (el-peece);  Hope, not in the sense of an optimistic outlook or wishful 
thinking without any foundation, but in the sense of confident expectation based on 
solid certainty.  Biblical hope rests on Gods promises. 
 

Mary and Elizabeth were both filled with HOPE, not with a wishing, maybe, worldly kind of hope but with 

an excited, intense, eager expectation of the fulfillment of what God had promised to each of 
them.  Both of them choosing to believe God for what, in the natural world, seemed impossible---a 
baby born to a barren woman and a baby conceived by God Himself.   They shared that hope, 
excitedly waiting for the day they would bring each of those special children into the world. 
 
 

 

As we celebrate this Christmas season may we have HOPE--God's Hope--earnest, intense, expectation of the 

fulfillment of ALL that God has promised to us in His Word and brought to us through His son, our 
Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. May we be like the children in the following lyrics, basing our hope on 
the solid certainty of God's Word.   Fingertips and Noses by Newsong: 
 
 

 
 

Up in the hills somewhere in Kentucky 

In a little old school way back in the nothing 

Where special kids born with special needs 

Are sent to learn life's ABCs 

Their teacher, Mrs. Jones, tells them all about Jesus 

How in the twinkling of an eye He's coming back to get us 

About streets of gold and pearly gates 

How they want to go, they just can't wait 

And she can't keep them in their seats 

They're all at the windows straining to see 

And it's 

Fingertips and noses pressed to the windowpanes 

Longing eyes, expectant hearts for Him to come again 

All they know is that they love Him so 

mailto:hamptonk3@bible.org


And if He said He'd come, He's coming 

And they can't keep their windows clean 

For fingertips and noses 

She tried to explain to the kids about His coming 

She tried to calm them down, but they just wouldn't listen 

They just giggled and they clapped their hands 

They're so excited that He's coming for them 

And the first thing you know they're out of their seats 

Back at the windows straining to see 

Where will Jesus find us when He comes again? 

Will we be like little children waiting just for Him? 

With our 

Fingertips and noses pressed to the windowpanes 

Longing eyes, expectant hearts for Him to come again 

All we know is that we love Him so 

And if He said He'd come, He's coming 

And we can't keep our windows clean 

For our fingertips and noses 

 

Blessings, Melody Farabee 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... the young 

December 16, 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:45-50 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

The presence is... remembering 

 

December 17, 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:51-56 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... giving 

 

December 18, 2013 Today, prayerfully read: Luke 1:57-58 

In December of 1994, my grandfather passed away at the age of 102.  My Dad had been called to his hometown 

by his siblings a few days earlier, so he and Mom had already made the trip to Northern Illinois.  At the time, 

my brother, Steve was living in Kansas City and my sister, Pat was living in Hutchinson, Kansas. While both 

wanted to attend the services, neither wanted to make the drive. 

Steve’s preferred method of travel was Greyhound Bus and he made his reservations.  Pat, living near a train 

station decided to see how close she could get to the little town of Pearl City, Illinois by Amtrak.  My brother 

Rick and I both living in Springfield, divided the responsibilities of gather our siblings wherever it was that they 

landed. 

Talking with my sister, she asked, “Would Chillicothe be too much out of your way?”  Now, the direct route to 

my grandparents home is through St. Louis and then immediately due north almost to Wisconsin.  My husband 

and I studied the map and determined a route through Chillicothe and Iowa, then east to Illinois. “Yes,” we said, 

“that will be alright.” 

We left home that day in time to be in Chillicothe before Pat’s train was to arrive at 11:00 am.  It was a cold day 

and daylight would be short, but it was decent traveling weather.  Not seeing any Amtrak signs before we 

passed a police station, (this story predates cell phones and GPS) we decided to stop and ask directions instead 

of waste time hunting.  “No, ma’am”, the Officer said, “there hasn’t been a train through here in 20 years.”  

Hmmm…I put a call in to my brother-in-law’s store back in Hutchinson, but the receptionist would have to call 

back when she figured it out.  And then , The Desk Sergeant said, “Uh-oh. I see Chillicothe, Illinois has an 

Amtrak station.” 

Mystery solved, we figured a new route to a different Chillicothe.  The Officer suggested he would contact the 

Chillicothe, Illinois Police and request them to notify my sister that we wouldn’t be there for while.  As in, not 

until evening.  Before leaving Chillicothe, Missouri we called “up north’ to let the rest of my family know of 

our delay. 

On our way, we had plenty of time to ponder whether Pat was in a safe place, whether she had food, whether 

she had a big enough book for the wait, whether she was beating herself up for never saying, “Illinois.” 

Meanwhile, at the Amtrak station in Chillicothe, Illinois, my sister knew the Officer pulling up to the station 

was there to see her.  She was relieved that it was ‘silly’ news.  Knowing she would be there for several hours, 

she began to look around the neighborhood and see what there was to do.  A little café next door provided 

lunch.  The Amtrak station was not locked, but it also was not manned, so taking her ‘carry-on’ bad with her, 

the restaurant manager recognized her as a ‘traveler’ and offered secure storage if she wanted to walk uptown.  

She accepted and later returned to the café to retrieve her belongings and to have another little bite to eat before 

the café closed for the day. 

Darkness fell and a couple hours later, we arrived.  My sister and I ran to greet each other with arms extended.  

Laughing through our anxious tears, one of us said, “Well, if its’ not one Chillicothe, it’s another!” 

Great expectations…wide-eyed watchfulness…hope and anxiety for the future (minutes, hours, days…)…peace 

with the past…rest for weary travelers.  These are some of the everyday images that also come to mind when I 

consider Advent and the birth of the Holy One.  Whenever you find yourself in an unexpected place, know that 



the Christ-child born in Bethlehem has been, is and will always be where you were, where you are and where 

you’re going. 

Priscilla Skeeters  

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

The presence is... worth finding 

December 19, 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 1:59-61 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

The presence is... full of surprises 

December 20, 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 1:62-65 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

The presence is... living in us 

December 21, 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 2:1-7 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... PEACE 

December 22, 2013 Fourth Sunday of Advent Today, prayerfully read Luke 2:8-12 

When I think about Christmas, I think about the people that I have spent the “day” with.  Growing up in my 

family Christmas was always at our house.  Brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles and even grandparents but that does 

not mean that we were all blood relation but brothers and sisters in Christ.  I remember one Christmas in 

Bolckow,MO waking up early on Christmas morning and realizing that our family friends were sleeping in the 

living room.   Not focusing on the presents but how excited to wake up and see our friends in the house on 

Christmas morning.  I was more excited that day to have the friends in town wake up in our house than I was 

about the presents.  The reason they were at our house was their heat went out so they came to our house.  The 

friendship and love that our 2 families shared is more than just a common bond because of kids or other 

interests.  It is an un-ending love that binds generations.  Since then families have moved.  Families have 

changed.  New generations have been born while others have passed.  Even though we are spread out now, this 

Christmas will be spent on the phone, internet and at home with the ones we love and reconnecting with the 

ones afar.  Let us all take time this Christmas to make memories with the family that we share this holiday with.  

Whether you are related or not let this season bless you and everyone that you come in contact with.  Let the 

blessing of the new born King enlarge your “family” as it enlarges your heart.        

Friends and Family 

Friends and family love you no matter what you do,  
Friends and family Always help each other though. 

Having wonderful people to help you along,  
They encourage and inspire you to stay strong. 

 
Friends and family are the trees of strength,  

When you need their help, they'll go to any length. 
They never judge you, just give you lots of love,  

What wonderful blessings they are from God above. 
 

Friends and family keep in touch,  
You can lean on them, they'll be your crutch. 

They email or call day by day  
And for each other they always pray. 

 
 

(April 21 2007) 

James Greene 

Kelly Pittsenbarger 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 



The presence is... a fond memory 

December 23, 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 2:13-18 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

The presence is... born unto us! 

 

December 24, 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 2:19 

What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

“I don’t want a Christmas you can buy. I don’t want a Christmas you can make. What I want is a Christmas you 

can hold. A Christmas that holds me, remakes me, revives me. I want a Christmas that whispers, Jesus.” Ann 

Voskamp 

Advent can be a busy time for so many of us. We put away the Halloween decorations and all of a sudden, here 

we are at Christmas Eve. Where did the time of lounging by the Christmas tree sipping on hot chocolate and 

listening to Christmas music go? Did I miss the chance to drive around and see all the decorations? What 

happened to the month of December? 

Advent may be behind, but Christmas is ahead. This season is not about what will be under the tree or given to 

you by another. It is not about the new toys we purchased on Black Friday. Like Ann Voskamp said, Christmas 

is what holds us and revives us for the year ahead. May the 12 days of Christmas whisper to us the love of 

Jesus. 

Submitted by:  Melissa Dodd 

 

 

 

 



The presence is... YOU 

December 25 2013 Today, prayerfully read Luke 2:20 

When my family gathers for Christmas time, I always look forward to the mealtimes. Yes, of course the food is 

delicious and that’s a big part of it. But I also look forward to what happens when the meal is winding down. 
 

We tend not to leave the table quickly, but sit and talk for a while, often while a plate of cookies is being passed 

around. As we talk, we tend to tell stories that everyone has heard before. Nobody seems to mind, though. As 

many times as we tell them, the stories are as meaningful and intriguing as ever. 
 

They are stories about us. They begin with “Do you remember the time when…” and “How about that one time 

when…” and “That reminds me of …” They are our stories. The stories of our shared experiences. They shape 

our family and affirm our identity. 
 

Over time, the stories we tell around the table begin to include our kids in them. There are new stories that enter 

into the rotation, and our kids are in the stories, both the characters and the story tellers. It is renewal, 

refreshment, and legacy. 
 

At the same time, some of the old stories begin to be told less and less, and eventually fade away. It is the nature 

of the family stories that some will be forgotten as time moves inexorably forward. 
 

Sometimes someone will remember one of those “forgotten” stories and share it, bringing smiles of recognition 

and knowing remarks of “Oh, yeah! I had almost forgotten about that.” The recollection of these stories hints at 

resurrection, and makes you wonder if your own stories will be retold by your great-grandkids a couple of 

generations from now. 
 

There is a mystical power in shared experiences. It allows you to connect with others at a level far deeper than 

most. The birth of Jesus is an unique opportunity to connect with one another in the most powerful of all shared 

experience, the experience of God’s love.  
 

It is as if, for generation upon generation, followers of Jesus have gathered around the table and asked, “Do you 

remember what happened when Jesus was born? Wasn’t that amazing? Do you remember how they had to 

come all the way from Nazareth and Mary was so, so pregnant? Do you remember that smelly old barn? Do you 

remember those shepherds? Do you remember … ?” 
 

It’s a love story. Divine love born in human being. It is the story of God’s love for the world, and it shapes 

God’s family and affirms our identity.  

 

Do you remember the time when God love the world so much that it overflowed into the world in the birth of a 

baby named Jesus? 

Andy Bryan 



What are your experiences?  The meaning of your relationships?  How have you been transformed 

through the miracle of the incarnation? 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 


