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December 2018 
 
Stories are as old as humanity itself.  Storytelling is a practice that, thought 
can change its form, in essence will never grow obsolete.  
 
Our stories are gifts that were given to us by God to be shared. By telling our 
stories, we encourage one another, challenge one another, and remind one 
another of God’s very real work in the world.  
 
Our ability to hear each other’s stories is a gift given to us by God to be 
shared.  In the listening, we express love to each other, show each other that 
we are valued, and join in gratitude for God’s very real work in the world.  
 
So it is only fitting that during The Season of Giving and Receiving, we gather 
around this short collection of just some of the stories that make up the fabric 
of our beloved community.  
 
Our hope is that your reading will be just a seed - an invitation to more 
storytelling around the table, on a family walk or in your heart.  
 
As you read these stories, you are invited to ponder:  
 

- Where has God given you and yours the opportunity to worship fully, 
spend less, give more, or love all?  
 

- What future stories of worship, love and generosity might God be 
stirring in you today?  

 
 
In Christ, the Great Storyteller, 
 
Julia Corbett 
Children, Youth and Family Director 
Trinity Presbyterian Church 
1615 6th Ave Tacoma WA 98405 
www.tpctacoma.org   
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SUNDAY, DECEMBER 2ND 
 
“The Word became flesh and blood and moved into the 
neighborhood.”  John 1:14 -The Message  
 
I grew up going to St Ann’s Catholic Church. I experienced 
God there. I worshipped God there. The smell of incense 
during the Christmas Eve Mass connected me somehow to 

ancient times and the presence of God.  My simple “yes” to God led me to 
meet some Young Life leaders who shared the stories of Jesus.  He was real 
in their lives. He became real in mine. It is from this experience that I see the 
world, my work, my family and friends. It’s how I worship God.  
 
Christmas reminds us that God became flesh and revealed himself in Jesus. 
Word made flesh, the Incarnation, changed my life. It is Jesus –God in the 
flesh -that moves me, draws me, gives me the vision and passion to live with 
myself and give myself away.  
 
God calls to the deep part of us to come and hear the love being spoken by 
the Spirit in the quiet of the day or night.  In the quiet I may be running or 
walking as I pray. I have heard the voice of God sitting on a rock by the sea 
and also in motion on the way to meet someone. God is present. God is with 
us. God revealed in flesh prompts me to worship him. One day I will worship 
fully by becoming fully human, enfleshed, real. I can feel the joy and the 
abundance even now.  
 
Lana Rocke  
 

 
MONDAY, DECEMBER 3RD 
 
“I will sing of loyalty and of justice; to you, O Lord, I will 
sing.” Psalm 101:1 
 
When I think about worship, it always includes singing, a 
beautiful way to lift our voices to God together.  Looking 

back over lots of years, I pick two examples of worship through singing: 
  
# 1   In a very small village in Southeast Alaska, this old man was a ‘regular’ at 
church, and he sang his heart out, ‘off key’.  We all knew that , to God, it was 
beautiful music. 
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#2   It was Christmas Eve in Denver, 1963.  The streets were icy and my sister 
was ill with leukemia.  We decided to have our own Christmas Eve service at 
home that year.  We read the Christmas story in various languages, that we 
older kids were learning, and sang carols.  My sister had one of her own 
about Baby Jesus,  that she sang for us and it ended w/:  …’and he didn’t 
have a blanket.’ 
  
I love singing at Trinity and am very grateful for our leaders who help us 
make a joyful noise together, at Christmas, and throughout the year.  
 
Sue Shoop 
 

 
TUESDAY, DECEMBER 4TH 
 
“And when Jesus had been baptized, just as he came up 
from the water, suddenly the heavens were opened to 
him and he saw the Spirit of God descending like a dove 
and alighting on him.” (Matthew 3:16)  
 

When my dad got sick I leaned on my friends, my family and my faith. As my 
mom and brother talked constantly with the doctors, I went to the chapel in 
the hospital. There was a gorgeous painting of a dove in movement that 
made me 
think of the power of the Holy Spirit. I knelt multiple times a day and read a 
psalm. Then I listened. For the first time I can remember my mind was 
cleared of the constant lists and to dos and I just listened. That image of the 
Holy Spirit was blowing through me, through my dad, my mom and my 
brother. When I would go on a run, that same image would come to my mind 
and give me comfort. I would picture the spirit blowing as I ran, encircling my 
dad. As I prayed at my dads bedside, I knew the Holy Spirit was there in that 
room.  
 
Later my son saw a different image in the chapel of Noah’s dove returning 
with a branch in his mouth. And he said mom that’s the sign of hope. That’s 
Grandads hope. My mom would later say she was driving to her house crying 
one night and a white bird hit her car. And she knew God was there.  
 
Having an image to return to helped me focus and clear my mind of the 
every day. It helped me to truly listen, hear and see God. Even now as God 
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miraculously healed my dad, that image gives me strength and hope in my 
daily prayers.  
 
Julie Quesada 
 

 
WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 5TH 
 
“Be still before the LORD and wait patiently for him” Psalm 
37:7 
 
I used to be afraid of the dark. Noises would be spookier; 
shadows would take on lives of their own. I didn’t even 

like walking down the hallway to my room when it was bedtime. Darkness 
felt so suffocating. I also felt ashamed by this, and worried what my older 
brother might do with this information. Would he tell the friends? Tease me 
to no end? It was enough to keep it to myself. 
  
As I got older, I began to tolerate and eventually even enjoy what the 
darkness could bring. I began to notice that things would slow down…that 
energy took on a different pace. I could think more deeply. Even the glow of 
light felt different. Although I really look forward to the warmth and 
extended days of summer, the winter months hold a special place in my 
heart. It’s like God telling us to slow down and pay attention to the things we 
don’t normally pay attention to. I don’t always get it right or live into that 
perfectly, but I appreciate that darkness calls us into this deeper opportunity 
for reflection and being. It is like a hibernation and waiting for the Light to 
return. 
  
The darkness doesn’t scare me anymore. I’m no longer a child, but still a 
child of God. His Light keeps me warm and it’s also why I know I don’t have 
to be ashamed of anything. I always appreciate the season of Advent and His 
invitation for us to slow down and wait. 
 
Stephen Coates-White 
 

 
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 6TH 
 
As Jesus went on from there, two blind men followed him, 
calling out, “Have mercy on us, Son of David!” Matthew 
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9:27 
 
The Jesus Prayer: ‘Lord Jesus Christ, Son of God, have mercy on me, a sinner’ 
 
I learned about The Jesus Prayer from writer Rod Dreher. It’s common in 
Orthodox Christianity and after a little research I learned that it is sometimes 
prescribed to be prayed a certain number of times a day as a spiritual 
practice. I haven’t used it like that exactly.... for me The Jesus Prayer is 
usually like a dense foam life ring I cling to in the choppy seas of distress and 
anxiety. It’s short and powerful: it clearly states who Jesus is and who I am. It 
cuts right to the truth that I need help.... a lot of help. Godly help. These 
words are the perfect starting point when I need to cry out to God but don’t 
quite know how. Lately I’m trying to keep it in my heart and at my lips during 
the routine and peaceful times as well.  
 
Dan Gasper 
 
 

FRIDAY, DECEMBER 7TH 
 

“After the earthquake came a fire, but the LORD was          
not in the fire. And after the fire came a gentle           
whisper.” 1 Kings 19:12 

 
In 1980 it was discovered that I had melanoma. I went 

in for surgery to have it removed.  As I was coming out from my medicinal 
haze something occurred which had never before happened: A gentle voice 
softly spoke directly to me. The Voice said,” Michael, you need to start living 
your life!” it was true. I was very shy, introverted, and tried to not let anyone 
know it. It changed how I went about my life. I joined a choir, did stage plays, 
joined an Improv comedy group, coached a women’s softball team. I became 
energized to live beyond my comfort level. 

On November 8, 1986 the same voice spoke to me once again. This time I 
was on the deck of our home. I was outside to smoke a final cigarette before 
going to bed.  I was painfully aware of how negatively my actions were 
impacting my family. I remember thinking “if there were a god, I could simply 
ask him to help me and I could change.” I immediately snorted derisively as I 
thought how ridiculous that sounded. But the idea persisted. I gave in to the 
impulse and prayed: “God, if you exist, I could sure use some help because I 
feel that I am hurting my own family!” 
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 I remember nodding my head for a two second beat and thinking, “Riiight! 
Who am I kidding.” In that instance a still, soft voice (the same voice I had 
heard when coming out of anesthesia five years earlier), once again sounded 
within my ear. In thinking back on the memory, all other sound seemed to 
have vanished. Only the sound of the Voice was heard. “Michael,” the Voice 
gently said, “If you are going to pray TO God, then why don’t you pray TO 
GOD?” The voice was right. I had simply lipped the words out to empty 
space, hopefully; However I had only been speaking to myself.  I tried again. 
This time I closed my eyes and spoke directly to God. “Oh God,” I begin. No 
sooner had the sound of the O begin vibrate from within my throat than Our 
God made His Presence Known! 

Mike Curtis 

 

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 8TH 
 
Religion that is pure and undefiled before God, the 
Father, is this: to care for orphans and widows in their 
distress, and to keep oneself unstained by the world. 
(James 1:27) 

 
I was brought up with the understanding that worship was done within the 
walls of a church.  That sometime during a church service, the church 
leadership would direct our attention towards a time of solitude and 
reflection.  

I enjoyed those times and fully believe that those times were authentic times 
of worship.  I still do.  But over the years, my understanding of Worship has 
expanded simply by being faced with the questions ‘How do people on the 
margins worship?  Do they worship?  Is worshiping God a gift and if so, does 
everyone have access to that gift?’  One of my favorite authors wrote 
(speaking of Jesus) ‘You will meet me in the Passion – in the heart of badness 
where I have always been.’  And after wrestling with that thought for a very 
long time, I had begun the slow process of seeing worship as the gift that I 
think it was meant to be.  And that is reflective in the inclusiveness of 
worship.  

Engaging with, supported by, being in company of those whose lives have 
been affected by poverty and injustice…it’s there where Christ appears to 
dwell.  This is one of the great gifts that Trinity has been given.  To live in a 
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community that has been marginalized but so very capable of a form of 
worship that can open all of our eyes. 

Mark Hillis 

 

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 9TH 
 

“Indeed, the word of God is living and active, sharper 
than any two-edged sword.”  Hebrews 4:12 

 
How do I best worship God?  

 I love to read and I love immersing myself into 
studying and reading on all kinds of topics.  I even love 

reading and studying theology and the Bible, however, my actual ability to sit 
down for long periods of time and do this has been greatly limited over the 
last 12 years.  Being a mom of three boys is one of the reasons for this 
limited time to study and read!  This has been an often frustrating and 
guilt-inducing realization. I know I have less time to sit and read, but when I 
do have time, I just want to read fiction (or a People Magazine), and not 
study Scripture. However, recently I have found a new love for “reading” 
whole books on my phone, listening to podcasts, and meditating on scripture 
through listening to others’ recordings.  
 
My daily scripture practice has been listening to the  “Prayer as you Go” App, 
the “Sacred Space” app, and the “Reimagining the Examen” app. These fresh 
methods have transformed my worship with God as they have allowed me to 
experience a more creative and new way to engage with the Bible, sacred 
music, and imaginative contemplation.  I still love time to sit down and read, 
however, I know that new spiritual growth has been awakened in me with 
this new method of engaging with Scripture and prayer.  
 
Erika Mariani 
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Spend Less 
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MONDAY, DECEMBER 10TH  
 
“Put off your old self, which is being corrupted by its 
deceitful desires;  to be made new in the attitude of 
your minds;  and to put on the new self, created to be 
like God in true righteousness and holiness.” Ephesians 
4:22-24 
 

As a little girl, I spent hours watching my dad make or fix things around the 
house. He never felt the need to teach me how to do it, but always 
welcomed my presence nearby.  
 
Years later, when my husband and I moved into our first apartment, I too 
discovered the joy of creating that my dad must have felt all his life. I found 
myself picking up old ugly things in thrift stores or even on the sides of the 
roads, brainstorming how I could make them into something new, gathering 
the materials, learning the techniques, overcoming the hurdles and 
challenges that I may not have expected at the get go, and finally seeing 
these discarded items transformed into something new, beautiful and 
unique. 
 
This practice took on an even deeper meaning when I started to create 
things for my children. Restoring a glider where I would rock my firstborn or 
creating a family gallery wall by using thrift store picture frames and a can of 
spray paint, instead of buying all new expensive things, brought me immense 
joy and satisfaction. And now, as I look around the home my husband and I 
made for our children, sprinkled with unique things, each with its special 
story, each filled with love and care, I am made aware of the spiritual 
meaning of giving a less than ideal object a new life, a new purpose, and a 
new chance to be a blessing to someone.  
 
Kristy Humphreys 
 
 

TUESDAY, DECEMBER 11TH 
 
“In everything I did, I showed you that by this kind of hard 
work we must help the weak, remembering the words the 
Lord Jesus himself said: ‘It is more blessed to give” Acts 
20:35  
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At Christmas time, our extended family organized an effort to give to a single 
charity of one person’s choice. The idea was to create a larger noticeable 
impact by pooling our money and to create some family awareness of what 
is important to the person picking where the money goes. 
  
 In the past, we gave given money through an international humanitarian 
NGO for a water well.  Another Christmas we pooled our money to give to a 
very small nonprofit in the Appalachia for solar powered lights and stoves: in 
a an area where firewood is scarce the lights allowed for activities at night 
such as reading or house chores without creating health hazards from 
inhaling smoke from wood burning fires.  
  
For this Christmas, our immediate family is planning to give only stocking 
stuffers to each other and one gift for each person, so that the rest of our 
money could go toward something that we as a family decide upon: similar 
idea as previous effort but local. 
 
Paul Duke 
 

 
WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 12TH 
 
“What should we do then?” the crowd asked. John 
answered, “Anyone who has two shirts should share with 
the one who has none, and anyone who has food should 
do the same.” Luke 3:10-11 
 

I live in a community where we work hard to share resources with one 
another. Our everyday resources such as physical living space, common food 
items, household chores, and vehicles are shared amongst a group of people 
who are from different socio-economic status.  
 
One reason I love this life is that I am reminded of our love for one another. 
When I get to share food and living space I am reminded that God wants us 
to be surrounded by others and not isolated with items or hours full of busy 
work.  

 
What this looks like in my everyday is a small bedroom with not alot of items, 
a shared kitchen when sometimes all the pots are dirty or being used, other 
people’s dishes needing to be washed, a giant garden that I share with all my 
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neighbors, and dinners with 15 people every week. I am overly thankful 
when a local market donates a large box of produce half rotting and I spend 
my afternoon cleaning, cutting and freezing the produce with the 
anticipation we will have it over the winter when those vegetables are not 
available and this delicious source from Earth is not wasted.  
 
I don’t own my own car, I share with others in my community.  Most of my 
community members own their own car, I am the only one who does not. 
It’s hard when I want to go camping in the summer and I can’t borrow a 
vehicle for multiple days, or can’t afford the gas that it costs to drive the 
community Toyota Tundra to Seattle for an event with friends, I feel guilty 
asking my housemate to borrow their car when I want to go to the gym at 
night or an errand that I can’t walk too. However, when my housemate finds 
me at 8am on a rainy day and says “ Melissa can I drive you to work this 
morning and we can catch up?” my heart is overfilled with love. I am 
challenged and reminded that I don’t need to go someplace else to 
experience fullness, my everyday life in my direct neighborhood has so much 
to offer and walking the 20 minutes through Hilltop from my house to Trinity 
allows me to experience God’s love for my neighborhood.  
 
Melissa Yager 

 
 
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 13TH 
 
“Put on then, as God’s chosen ones, holy and beloved, 
compassionate hearts, kindness, humility, meekness, and 
patience, bearing with one another and, if one has a 
complaint against another, forgiving each other” 
(Colossians 3:12-13). 

 
Mornings are not easy at our house. I am not a morning person. My husband 
is not a morning person. Our daughter is not a morning person. Our youngest 
is a baby, but even she knows the hours before 7:30am are sacred and not 
for being cheerfully or willingly awake.  
 
With my 5 year old starting kindergarten this fall, mornings have taken on a 
whole new stress level to get out the door and around the corner to catch 
the bus on time. There have been meltdowns, tears, and definitely more 
than one sprint down the street to the bus stop.  
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There was a morning this past week, though, where we were on time and 
un-rushed. As my daughter and I walked to the bus stop together, the baby 
on my hip, my 5 year old silently and comfortably slipped her hand into my 
free one. It was soft, cool, and gentle; trusting and reassuring and so very full 
of love.  
 
This season can be stressful and busy. There’s pressure to make grand 
gestures in our giving and in our celebrating, to fit it all in. Yet this Advent, I 
will be thinking about that sweet morning and a five year old’s hand in mine - 
about the importance of slowing down sometimes, and about the power of 
simple, gentle, and honest acts of love.  
 
Emily McCann 
 
 

 
FRIDAY, DECEMBER 14TH 
 
“The earth is the Lord’s, and everything in it, the world, 
and all who live in it;” Psalm 24:1 
 
When I think about the concept of spending less and 
being a wise steward of God’s resources, my BFF comes 

to mind. 
 
She grew up in a very modest, loving Christian home.  Her mom was an 
example of a woman of prayer who trusted God to provide for their family. 
She was a frugal woman and taught these values to her children.  Because of 
that example and foundation of discipline, my friend is the woman she is 
today. 
 
Over the years I have witnessed my friend struggle financially and have been 
amazed at how creatively God has provided. I cannot recall her being 
seduced to buy something she either could not afford or did not need. 
 
Some people are born to be ‘givers’ - my friend is one of those people. 
Recently she received an inheritance when her mom passed.  Again, knowing 
these to be God’s resources, she prayerfully waits on Him to reveal a need 
and is joyful when she can become a part of meeting that need. 
 
My friend’s active faith is such an inspiration to me as she is someone who 
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truly seeks to enrich others’ lives by her generosity and purity of heart simply 
because she loves God and wishes to share Him and His gifts with others. 
 
Syl Field 
 

 
SATURDAY, DECEMBER 15TH 
 
“Each of you should use whatever gift you have received 
to serve others, as faithful stewards of God’s grace in its 
various forms.” 1 Peter 4:10 
 
Spend Less: oftentimes when we come across this 

phrase, we immediately think it means to spend less on ourselves and more 
on others. Of course, this is very important, but as the holiday season 
surrounds us, I begin to think that maybe we should spend less on others as 
well. 
 
When I was younger, I made presents for my parents, for holidays as well on 
a whim. However, I valued store-bought gifts over handmade keepsakes. As I 
grew older, I came to appreciate handcrafted presents, though I found 
challenges in creating. 
 
As my sister’s seventh birthday approached, I made plans to create a 
notebook for her, which she had asked for. I was worried. Last Christmas, I 
had tried to make her a pair of comfy slippers as a gift, but never completed 
them. Also, as I started to make the journal, I came across all the problems 
that could easily be solved by store-buying a notebook, such as binding. But 
making the gift felt even better because I was persevering through these 
troubles. Once completed, I could stare at something beautiful and think, I 
made that. For someone else.  
 
When my sister received her lovingly made journal, her excitement was 
much more than it would have been for a glossy plastic notebook from The 
Dollar Store. 
 
So while making gifts for people may seem less dignified, and much harder 
than shopping sprees at the mall, it is in spending less and creating more that 
we can find the true satisfaction of Christmas giving, at its heart. 
 
Lucia Ayer 
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SUNDAY, DECEMBER 18TH 

 
 “What should we do then?” the crowd asked. John 

answered, “Anyone who has two shirts should share 
with the one who has none, and anyone who has 
food should do the same.” John 3:10-11 

Our neighbors lived on a shoestring budget, barely 
making it from week to week. The single mother and her three children 
made their 500 square foot one bedroom apartment work by having the 
mom sleep on the living room couch, while the kids all shared the small 
bedroom.  
 
How astounded were we one summer day, when we learned that these 
neighbors have decided to share their space with another family of four who 
had found themselves homeless! For two long hot summer months, the 
guests lived in our neighbors’ living room, while the mother shared a bed 
with one of her kids every night.  
 
Walking alongside our neighbors at that time, never hearing them complain 
but joke instead that living so close together gives them another reason to 
spend more time outside, recentered me in a profound way and forced me 
to redefine my boundaries of generosity, making me ask: how far am I will to 
go to help someone in need?  
 
Justin Mootz 
 

 
MONDAY, DECEMBER 17TH 
 
 “Remember this: Whoever sows sparingly will also reap 
sparingly, and whoever sows generously will also reap 
generously.” 2 Corinthians 9:6 
 
My friend came to the US 33 years ago as a thirty year 

old man.  What he lacked in English language skills he made up in hard work. 
He put his two sons through Bellarmine and then through college installing 
siding and insulation in new homes. 
 
He also had an eye for Americana and spent his spare time combing through 
garage sales and flea markets for treasures.  At age 63, he is still finding 
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them.  When he needs to know more about some object he sometimes 
comes to me. 
Earlier this year, he was cleaning out his house and came upon a bag of 
paper items he bought 20 years ago at the flea market.  He asked me to look 
through the bag and let him know if he could sell any of it.  
 
I put it off for a few weeks. When I finally got around to it, the material was 
so compelling, I missed a couple of doctor appointments, dinner and sleep. 
In the bag were over a hundred letters, sketches and notes to two young 
Tacoma Japanese boys who were interned in World War II at Tule Lake, 
California.  Their parents had been sent to another camp in Utah, and they 
were with their maternal grandparents who spoke no English.  Their father 
was drafted and both their parents spent the next few years in Omaha where 
father served as an MP in a POW camp for Italian soldiers.  The boys 
returned to Tacoma months before their parents and had to take care of a 
number of complex affairs here.  (I later learned that the four of them, finally 
reunited, lived under the same roof a few blocks from Trinity for the rest of 
their lives).  
  
I spent an emotional 24 hours organizing the material. It slowly dawned on 
me that I might know this family.  I asked a friend of mine who is a gifted 
researcher to check out some names.  In the next few days, we confirmed 
that I knew relatives of these two boys (both now deceased and without 
heirs).  
 
I contacted my friend.  I told him that each of his letters would sell for over 
$100 on eBay and that he had at least $10000 worth of them.  He needed 
the money and was excited at that news.   But I also told him that I knew the 
family. He thought for a moment and said that if it were his family, he would 
want the letters back.  He asked me to contact them and return the letters to 
their home.  
I contacted the relative I knew (and had not seen in 30 years) and returned 
the items to her, explaining their path.  The family is still sorting through and 
fleshing out this story. 
 
What are the odds that these letters once were lost but then were found? 
What are the odds that my friend would ask me to look them over and I 
would know the family?  
What are the odds that a picker would be guided by more than the invisible 
hand of the marketplace?  
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This whole affair, it seems to me was guided by a different hand.  
As inspirational as the story of those two boys was, the story of my friend’s 
generosity moves me as much, maybe more.  
 
Chuck Kleeberg 
 
 

TUESDAY, DECEMBER 18TH 

“One person gives freely, yet gains even more; another 
withholds unduly, but comes to poverty.  A generous 
person will prosper; whoever refreshes others will be 
refreshed.”  Proverbs 11:24-25 

Many times my husband and I have been the recipients of 
an unexpected gift of generosity, whether financially or other gift (like when 
friends babysat our infant twins when my husband’s kidneys failed so I could 
be with him during dialysis and then later with a kidney transplant). Other 
times we have given to someone else’s need, even when the amount didn’t 
make sense for us financially, but we knew it was what God wanted, and that 
he would provide. In both kinds of cases, I’ve felt God’s love in the gift. We 
are always beloved, but it is amazing to be able to feel it, like something 
palpable.  
 
We were grateful to be able to give more when we moved here to the great 
city of Tacoma and had to downsize our household belongings. We were 
moving to a delightful 1926 house that didn’t have much storage, with no 
garage. 
 
Some of the purging was a no-brainer: boxes that had not been opened since 
the last move. Some was a bit heartbreaking, like going through our 
thousands of books and just keeping those that we needed or that gave us 
joy. (We loved having people come in and get a treasure, and donated the 
rest to the local library.) We gave away the China hutch and dining room 
table to acquaintances. A young couple from Craigslist was happy to pick up 
our leather couch that had served us well over the years. We gave a lot to 
our favorite local charity. And as the giving grew, so did my sense of freedom 
from possessions.  
 
When we got to the house, we realized that some large furniture items 
would not fit through the doors or hallways! Thus, the unexpected giving to 
those on the Buy Nothing neighborhood app. But it was all good, and the 

20 



possessions that we now have fit us well. We ended up giving much more 
than we “had to.” It is so freeing to intentionally have less, to be less 
encumbered. And when the downsizing goes toward someone else’s need, it 
is amazing. Giving more (as well as times of receiving generously) gives us a 
glimpse of God’s loving generosity to us every day.  
 
Kelly Humphreys 
 
 

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 19TH 
 
“He told them another parable: “The kingdom of heaven 
is like a mustard seed, which a man took and planted in 
his field.  Though it is the smallest of all seeds, yet when 
it grows, it is the largest of garden plants and becomes a 
tree, so that the birds come and perch in its branches.” 
Matthew 3:31 

 
“When a teacher makes a student feel seen—and understood—it can lead to 
incredible learning.” 

When this teacher hung up his chalk 18 years ago, his selflessness and a 
heart for developing emerging urban community leaders took centerstage. 
Using his gifts that could have graced the boardroom of any major company, 
he worked tirelessly to create a nonprofit organization that would help 
students from difficult and forgotten corners of our community to “learn 
together and lead together.”  This new ministry allowed students to be seen 
and feel heard, while creating a safe and authentic place for dialogue and 
leadership development: a formula that later was recognized and adopted by 
many others in the US.  

Unapologetically rooted in Christian theology, the mission of this venture 
showcases the love of Jesus in both what they do and how they do it.  As 
someone who has had the privilege to serve in this ministry for the past six 
years, I’ve watched hundreds of students come together to dialogue about 
hardships, share learnings and then help others as they graduate and take on 
leadership positions across the nation!  I’m often in awe of the deep roots 
that are being planted all over the country, due to the generous investments 
that are made by this one teacher and his team.  

I am so thankful to God for the countless hours that have been given to 
change a system that is so deeply rooted in the ‘way that it has always been 
done’ and  for the example of relational giving that I see in this ministry on a 
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daily basis. 

Bradd Busick 
 

 
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 20TH  
 
For he will command his angels concerning you to guard 
you in all your ways; (Psalm 91:11) 
 
Do you believe in guardian angels? I have certainly had 
some in my lifetime: not the kind with wings, in flowing 

robes and halos on their heads; the flesh and blood kind - but not any less 
powerful.  
 
When I was in college, God brought into my life a family who had three kids. 
Two of them were biological and one little girl - adopted from Russia. Aware 
of my origin, the family invited me to babysit for them every once in a while. 
I didn’t do it very often, but nonetheless my relationship with the family 
grew close enough that, when my husband and I got married, we invited the 
family to our wedding. Relatively poor and preparing to go to Russia to do 
mission work, we asked people not to give us any wedding gifts but to 
support our ministry instead.  
 
Were were in the car driving to our 3 day honeymoon in Canada, when we 
opened an envelope from these babysitting clients that contained $3000. 
There are no words to describe the mix of relief, joy and gratitude we felt 
that moment!  
 
The couple continued to be our guardian angels for years ahead. Several 
times their unexpected and unrequested generosity came to us and the 
community we served as God’s salvation!  
 
Eventually we have lost touch with the friends, but as we live in a more 
financially stable situation, we never forget our guardian angels and try to do 
the same for others whom God brings our way.  
 
Julia Corbett 
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FRIDAY, DECEMBER 21ST 
 
“Is not this the kind of fasting I have chosen: Is it not to 
share your food with the hungry and to provide the poor 
wanderer with shelter—when you see the naked, to clothe 
them,  and not to turn away from your own flesh and blood? 
Then your light will break forth like the dawn, and your 
healing will quickly appear.” Isaiah 58:6-8 

This heartbreaking, heartwarming story of need and giving happens right 
near home. My friend is a teacher at a high school in Parkland. She found 
that so many of her students were going without during the holiday season. 
She decided to bring a little light to these kids.  
 
My friend goes out of her way to find the means to bless the kids—the kids 
who are easy, the kids who are hard, the hungry kids, the sad kids and the 
kids full of hope. Along with a team of student leaders who give up their own 
wish in order to grant other’s wishes instead, she also rallies hundreds of 
people to fulfill these wishes through her Facebook group.  
 
This teacher writes up little snippets about some of the students to help 
explain their stories. For others, she justs lists their wishes. You would THINK 
that these kids from hard places (believe me, the stories are heartbreaking) 
would ask for the moon. But some of them ask for the simplest things.  
 
That’s what gets me.  
 
Here is a list of some of the things that the kids have wished for: Donation to 
Mary Bridge Children’s Hospital, ASB card, bikes, Beats, lunch money, 
ginormous stuffed bears, Crocs, paint and canvas, Scooby Doo fruit snacks, 
basket of King’s Hawaiian rolls, cheese, Hot Cheetos, donation to the 
homeless, baking supplies, a puzzle, chocolate, etc. 
  
My friend gives the credit of this program to the people who fulfill the 
wishes...and although it gives us the opportunity to serve with generosity, 
the AMAZING generosity belongs to her. She has invested in these kids...she 
knows them, has cried with them, laughed with them and been angry with 
them. She gives countless hours during the Christmas season to ask for 
donations and gather and wrap the gifts to be given during a weeklong 
celebration.  
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Look how the program has grown over the years: 2014--32 wishes granted; 
2015--56;  2016--85;  2017--128!! Doesn’t this make you want to be a wish 
maker? 
 
Deb Llwellyn 
 
 

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 22ND 
 
“Listen to me, you … whom I have upheld since your birth, 
and have carried since you were born. Even to your old age 
and gray hairs I am he, I am he who will sustain you. I have 
made you and I will carry you; I will sustain you and I will 
rescue you.”  Isaiah 46:3-4 
 

By the time I was about 9 years old, I’d heard every Sunday School lesson our 
church had to offer. My sisters and I were the Pastor’s kids, and the teachers 
knew that we were not really getting much out of another week of felt-board 
stories about Jonah and the whale.  
 
What to do with the Martinez girls? One teacher had an idea: she knew we 
could sing in harmony. So, every Sunday during the Sunday School Hour, 
she’d drive us up the road and have us perform at the “old people’s home,” 
with a promise of a chocolate pastry to follow. The people in the home 
mostly slumped and stared, and we tried hard not to squinch up our noses at 
the sour smell of the place. But we’d sing hymns on request. Week after 
week we’d sing “Leaning on the Everlasting Arms,” and “Great is Thy 
Faithfulness.” But far and above the big request was “In the Garden.”  
 
I’d watch the old faces soften as we sang, often closing their eyes, lips lightly 
mumbling the lyrics. And these old people who, at best I’d tolerated 
eventually became real to me. They weren’t a means to pastry or a way to 
get out of Sunday School lessons. They were children who had grown up and 
gotten old. They knew the same songs I did - songs about Jesus. And we were 
connected by His love through time and space. And that made me love them. 
I still do, even though they are all long gone. Because soon enough I will be 
them, and I’ll want to hear “In the Garden,” too. 
 
Deanna Neidlinger 
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SUNDAY, DECEMBER 23RD 
 
‘Come, you who are blessed by my Father; take your 
inheritance, the kingdom prepared for you since the 
creation of the world. For I was hungry and you gave me 
something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me 
something to drink, I was a stranger and you invited me 
in, I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and 

you looked after me, I was in prison and you came to visit me… Truly I tell 
you, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of 
mine, you did for me.”  Matthew 25:34-40 

 
I decided to make a quick trip to the grocery store to buy some snacks. It was 
late, probably eleven o'clock. When I had left the store, I walked out to my 
car with crackers and chocolate in hand. It was dark and foggy, the 
streetlamps glowed in the ominous nighttime quiet. I was all alone in the big 
strip mall parking lot. I sat down, put my hands on the steering wheel and 
turned the heat up. As I drove towards the street, I saw a man on the corner. 
He was wearing a heavy jacket, large boots, and scruffy facial hair. Since it 
was late and I was alone, I was nervous. I felt the adrenaline of “what if” run 
through my body. As I pulled up behind him, I reached down to the side and 
locked the car. Then our eyes met. He saw that I locked the car and he 
nodded. He gave me a modest smile, nothing creepy, but I looked away and 
drove off.  
 
This man was not threatening. He did not try to hurt me or take anything 
from me. He did not walk towards me, he just looked at me with eyes of 
peace and contentment. But also with a sort of sadness, a disappointment in 
me. Is it possible to imagine that the spirit of God, so humble and mighty, 
could reside in him on that quiet foggy night? I drove off without saying a 
word. But that interaction with a stranger late at night changed me. It shifted 
my heart just a little bit. Maybe I should not be so quick to judge. And maybe 
I should remember that Jesus too was homeless, standing on a street corner 
with his mom and his dad late at night with no place to call home. 
 
Daniel Herron 
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MONDAY, DECEMBER 24TH 

 “For Christ himself is our peace, who has made the two 
groups one and has destroyed the barrier, the dividing wall 
of hostility,  by setting aside in his flesh the law with its 
commands and regulations. His purpose was to create in 
himself one new humanity out of the two, thus making 
peace,” Ephesians 2:14-15 

My dad was brought up in a family that was traditional, fearful, and often 
close minded. Any culture or people unfamiliar to my dad, he didn’t much 
like. I was understandably a little nervous to bring my Japanese roommate 
and friend home one holiday.  

Surprisingly, dad and my friend hit it off. After her father passed away, dad 
treated my friend like his third daughter. She was a recipient of all his special 
woodworking projects, homemade vegetable beef soup, and flowers. She, 
my sister, and I were the only ones to receive a demo video on just how to 
make that vegetable beef soup before he passed away.  

It would seem for my dad, putting a face to a stereotype, obliterated some 
prejudice. This season might be a good time for all of us to be open to 
experience people we might see as different from ourselves, and maybe this 
season we should not lose faith in close minded family members.  

Deb Saxon 

 

TUESDAY, DECEMBER 25TH 

“Let everything that has breath praise the Lord. Praise 
the Lord.” Psalm 150:6 

Each Christmas Day in the afternoon, my family takes a 
long walk. Like many families we have spent the 
morning around the Christmas tree, opening presents, 
and eating carbohydrate filled baked goods. But, once 

all the wrapping paper is picked up we always bundle up with our scarves 
and winter coats and hit the road for a long walk. We have no planned route, 
we just know we want to be outside and breathe the fresh air. 
 
 If I am going to be honest with you, on Christmas morning I find it a 
challenge to sit in reflection and awe at the miracle of Jesus coming to world. 
On this walk I find peace and the space to open my eyes to wonder. I 
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suddenly sense gratitude for the breathe in my lungs as I exhale an see it 
form a white cloud. I look up at the Douglas Firs that tower in my parents 
neighborhood. The trees have been here much longer than all of us and 
provide a canopy for the brimming forest life below. This walk might be like 
any other, but to me it's special because it pushing back at all the 
consumerism that wants to crowd out the day and it allows us to see the 
love of God in everything.  
 
On this day more than any other I recognize the Love of God in everything, 
because God came to be among the everything that we encounter.  
 
"To be grateful is to recognize the Love of God in everything he has given us- 
and he has given us everything. Every breath we draw is a gift of his love, 
every moment of existence is a grace, for it brings with it immense graces 
from Him. Gratitude therefore takes nothing for granted, is never 
unresponsive, is constantly awakening to new wonder and to the praise of 
the goodness of God. For a grateful person knows that God is good, not by 
hearsay, but by experience. And that is what makes all the difference". 
Thomas Merton 
 
Kyle Bradshaw 
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