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“You are the light of the world. A city set on a hill cannot be hidden.” —Matthew 5:14 

                                                                                                                             
Cobham Park Baptist Church News 

DECEMBER 2020 

 

Dear Cobham Park Church Family, 

         2020 has been a wild ride, and we need to catch our breath! If I could give you a Christmas 
gift this year, it would be the peace of Christ. So, in the following story I invite you to visit simpler 
times. Maybe we’ll catch a glimpse of Jesus through a child’s eyes! Some of you will want to know 
if this story is based on true events. That’s a difficult question to answer. What I’ve written is fic-
tional in its details, but true in its spirit. Maybe I should just include a disclaimer: “Any resem-
blance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is deliberate.” 

In Christ’s Love, 

  

                                                                   Pastor Keith 
 

 

 

The Magi of High Wall Cove 

 
 
 

 In a boy’s mind, anticipation can make years out of days. Chad  
Dewey lived for his summer visits with his grandparents in the mountains 
of North Carolina. Now with the prospect of spending Christmas there, 
the wait would be maddening!    

        First of all, there would be no work. “Nanny” and “Gramps” always 
provided refuge from school and chores. Most healthy boys of twelve 
must be "encouraged" to work, and Chad was no exception to this rule—a  

fact his parents would certainly affirm.  By the time Chad was back home in Virginia’s Tidewater, 
he’d likely be spoiled rotten. 

 

         There was another reason for excitement. Chad had explored every woodland trail within miles 
of his grandparents' cabin in High Wall Cove. He’d searched nearby fields for Indian arrowheads. 
But all that had been in the blazing summer. High Wall Cove frozen over—now that would be a 
completely new experience! He’d be trading poison ivy and ceiling fans for snow and wood-
stoves. Chad couldn't help but smirk as he realized another benefit: “Oh, and I’ll be there with 
Gramps and Nanny by myself, with no whiny little brother or bossy big sister.  It’ll be heaven!” Why 
Chad’s parents were being so merciful was beyond him. Besides all this, he’d discovered a hideout 
deep within the forests of High Wall Cove that (as far as he knew) no other eyes had seen. Chad 
wanted to find that place again.    

        December was an eternity of waiting. It ended with a Dad who exhorted Chad to respect his 
grandparents, a Mom who cried that her baby wouldn’t be with her for Christmas, and siblings who  
whined  because  their  brat  brother  was  going  to  High  Wall  Cove  without them.  But dreams do  
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 sometimes come true. Chad eventually found himself standing on the porch of Gramps’ cabin around 
suppertime on December twenty-third. There was no snow, which was a disappointment, but it was 
chilly. The rusty thermometer nailed to the apple tree said it all: eleven degrees Fahrenheit.   

         “Well, give your Nanny some Sugar!” His grandmother commanded her due.   

         “Hey there, good buddy!” Gramps’ handshake was firm as the shop-vise in the tractor shed.   

         After mandatory goodbyes to his parents, Chad was soon unpacked and looking around the 
place. His grandparents’ cabin always seemed exempt from the march of time. Although it had a fresh 
coat of hunter green paint on the outside, everything inside was the same as he remembered it. Same 
smells of pine paneling, wood smoke, and bacon. Same double-barreled shotgun over the door-
frame. Same mantel clock that clanked rather than chimed (Gramps always said he’d get that 
fixed). Same carved rocker with its patina of cracked varnish and threadbare corduroy cushion. 

         Through the window, the view hadn’t changed either: beyond the cow pasture and countless 
small wooded ridges, High Wall mountain took its stand on the horizon. It was aptly named, for High 
Wall was nothing like the forested hills back home near the Chesapeake Bay. With tremendous      
vertical rock faces all along its west side, much of High Wall was too steep for trees to take hold, alt-
hough forest clung to more level terrain scattered between the great cliffs like stair steps.   

         To the left of High Wall and closer to the cabin, the mountain named Little Chief rose above the 
tree line. Only one dark rock face peeked out from its forests.  When the setting sun struck that rock 
at a certain angle, Chad thought that it did indeed resemble the weathered face of an elderly Indian 
chief. With the green leaves now gone till spring, Little Chief looked quite bald. 

         “Alright buddy, reckon we can find us a Christmas tree?” Gramps only had to ask once, and 
Chad was nearly out the door. “Not until you bundle up!” Nanny yelled after him. 

         Just before dark, they returned with a fresh-cut pine. Nanny would be running the home-side of 
this production: “Oh—good!  Right over by the picture window, boys. I’ve got popcorn ready to 
thread on a string, an’ berries too. Come New Year’s, the birds’ll have a feast!” Nanny and Gramps 
always decorated their tree with something edible, and then moved it outside on New Year’s 
Day. Nanny once used ornaments covered with peanut butter until Gramps put his foot down 
(“Woman! I’m gettin’ more on my fingers an' ev'rywhere else than on the tree!"). From inside         
the warm log cabin, they'd usher in January by enjoying the colorful show of countless birds and 
squirrels darting in and out of the loaded pine boughs.   

         After the tree was appropriately dressed, and everyone had their fill of popcorn and cranberries, 
bedtime was an easy sell. 

 

 

         Chad woke up wondering why the furniture of his room was wrong,    
but his heart leapt upon remembering that he wasn't at home, but in the 
mountains—and the woods were waiting for him! He quickly pulled on 
some clothes over his long johns. He tiptoed into the cozy main room 
which served as a combined living room, kitchen, and dining room. But 
Gramps was already sitting in the rocking chair by the woodstove. He'd 
donned  his  red  flannel shirt and faded work bibs, and he held a steaming  

mug in one hand. "Well, lookie here at the early bird. Ya' beat your Nanny out of bed this 
mornin’. Want some coffee?" "No Sir, I wanted to walk to Santa's real quick." Inwardly, Chad saw a 
chance to revisit his secret place as well. "You're not go'in out to pester that man so early, an' before 
your Nanny's breakfast too." Chad rolled his eyes, but remembered his Dad's firm warning to mind 
Gramps. "Yes, Sir," he surrendered. 
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         Now, Frank Tapps wasn't the real Santa Claus. It's just that everyone called him "Santa"         
because he was a portly man of sixty-eight who sported a strikingly full and white beard. To top it 
off, he'd retired from plumbing to devote himself to his first love: woodcarving. In his little garage 
shop, Frank spent his days transforming pieces of local hardwood into amazingly lifelike owls, foxes, 
rabbits, and countless other creatures. He actually made a better living selling these than he ever had 
working under a kitchen sink. Frank swept the sawdust off his work bench each morning and then 
paused to thank God for his vocational surprise ending. 

         Chad ended up being thankful that he didn’t miss breakfast. If you haven't had a genuine    
country breakfast cooked in an iron skillet, then you haven’t really lived. Nanny was the undisputed 
queen of "country cookin’," especially when it came to breakfast. The bacon: crispy and melting in 
your mouth. Grits: just enough butter, and the perfect consistency. Sausage: just spicy enough to get 
your attention. Eggs: cooked any way a grandson asks for. Buttermilk biscuits: indescribable.   

         "Chad, why don't ya ask grace for us?" As Gramps waited, Chad oddly remembered how he'd 
teased his brother and provoked his sister before leaving Virginia. Hadn't he been a little too high and 
mighty? "Gramps, would you pray this time?" Gramps and Nanny joined hands with him across the 
table. Chad bowed his head but couldn't resist peeking at his grandparents through one squinted eye. 
They always talked to God like He was right there in the room. And they obviously meant every 
word. "Why don't I ever pray that way?" Chad wondered to himself. "...Amen!" "Nanny, would you 
please pass the biscuits?" 

         After breakfast, Chad grabbed his stocking cap and a tattered army surplus jacket from the 
heavy-laden hooks on the wall. He snatched his walking stick from the corner and slammed the door 
behind him. "And to think it's Christmas Eve. I'm startin’ to wonder if he loves them woods more 
than his own grandparents!" Nanny sounded betrayed. The pendulum of the mantel clock swung 
eight times before Gramps answered, "No harm in it—a boy can learn an awful lot walkin’ in the 
woods." 

         The frigid air stung Chad's nose as he started down the long dirt road through the woods to 
Frank Tapps' cottage, which was nestled in the oaks below Little Chief mountain. After a mile of 
brisk walking, he left the road to follow a deer path he'd found two summers ago. The trail wound its 
way downhill through a grove of wild cherry trees. Now that the leaves were gone, only their smooth, 
mottled bark betrayed their true identities. There was much less underbrush in his way now, and 
Chad hurried on toward a secret hiding place. Soon he heard the roar of water in the distance, and the 
descent continued until the path met a robust, half-frozen stream about eight feet wide. As he         
followed the stream, it narrowed at a waterfall's brink, then tumbled over mossy rocks to a deep pool 
seven feet below. Many boys and girls find secret little spots in the world where, for some reason, 
things make more sense. In a spot like that, one might even understand what biblical Jacob meant 
when he said, "Surely the LORD is in this place, and I was not aware of it." For Chad, this was just 
such a place.   

         He carefully climbed down the steep embankment beside the plummeting stream, holding on to 
cherry saplings and using his walking stick as a third leg. Just above the pool below, he gently pushed 
aside a bunch of mountain laurel to reveal a dim hollow behind the falls. Carved away from the rock, 
the opening was barely big enough to crawl into. From there, Chad could sit up and look out through 
a thin wall of water racing by in front of his face. He was always alone in that secluded place—and 
yet he never felt lonely. In the summer, he would sit watching and thinking for much longer, but the 
waterfall's icy mist made that a little too uncomfortable today. In fact, he could see that the outer edg-
es of the fall were frozen solid. After another awkward crawl, he scrambled up the embankment and 
backtracked to the road. 
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          "Hey young'un! Long time no see." Frank Tapps never stopped work-
ing as he greeted the visitor to his shop. He was perched on a high stool, 
shaping the neck of a chocolate colored duck with a Dremel tool. "Hey 
Santa." Chad smelled the aroma of fresh cut walnut, and noticed the gener-
ous layer of wood dust on everything: shelves, carved animals, tools, and 
even Santa's bifocals and beard.  

       As the boy turned to admire the new projects completed since last  
summer,  Frank finally put his work down.  "What's that under the sheet?"  

Chad's attention had quickly moved to the one covered place in the whole shop. "Well, I’ve been 
workin’ on that since summer!" Frank pulled back the dusty drop cloth, uncovering something very 
different from anything else in the room. "The National Cathedral in Washington commissioned that 
for next Christmas." It was hard for Chad to absorb the possibility that Santa's connections went that 
far, and his face showed it. "You mean Washington D.C.?" Frank Tapps tried to hold back a 
smile. "Son, you'd be surprised at the places this old man's work has ended up wit' God's help." It had 
never occurred to Chad that Santa could be known beyond Ashville. This was, after all, the same man 
who had given Chad’s little brother carving lessons for a penny a day last summer. 

         "Them's my first human subjects, 'though I liked doin’ the camels the most." Under the sheet 
were four men in Middle Eastern dress, flanked by two camels laden with saddles and baggage. They 
were obviously meant to represent the Magi who had followed the star to Jesus, and they each stood 
just under two feet in height. The detail of the carving was breathtaking, and their faces were shaped 
with fierce expressions of earnest longing. They seemed to be searching the horizon intently, jaws 
clenched with determination.   

         "Wait Santa, you should only have three wise men." "Ah, my boy, but the good book don't say 
how many there were, just that they brought three gifts to Lord Jesus." "Why didn't you carve a man-
ger scene too?" "Strike two! The Magi started their trip right after Jesus was born, but fin'lly got to 
Bethlehem two years later." This made Chad pause. His car ride from Virginia to the North Carolina 
Smokeys had taken nearly ten hours—including some long stops—but two years? "Yep, Chad, I can 
only imagine what them boys put up with to get to Jesus.  An' think of the money it took 'em to be on 
the road for two years goin’, an' two years comin’ home. An' I reckon more’n a couple of folks tried 
to kill 'em or take what they had." "Yeah, Santa, I can see it in their faces." Frank Tapps' eyes 
gleamed with pride. 

         Chad decided to strike while the iron was hot. "Santa, can I...I mean...do ya think I could have 
somethin’ you carved? A little bobcat or somethin’?" Frank looked at his animal menagerie thought-
fully, like Noah taking inventory of his cargo. He walked over to what he called his "second chance" 
section and blew some dust off a pile of rejected pieces. "Yep, this one's perfect for the occa-
sion. Merry Christmas boy!" Chad carefully took the carving from Frank's hands. It wasn't a bobcat, 
or even an animal. It was a crown—probably left over from the Magi project. It was, as far as wood 
crowns went, superb. It was not, however, meeting Chad's expectations.   

         "Now that crown, you won' find stain or paint anywhere on it. I try an' let the nat'ral beauty of 
the diff'rent wood colors come through." The crown was a fist sized piece of bird's eye maple. It was 
intricately engraved and topped with a little turban. The precious stones were made of red cherry, 
dark walnut, and yellow ash, with one large diamond of tiger oak at the front. As beautiful as it was, 
Chad's disappointment was obvious. "What am I s'posed to do with this?" Frank took the impertinent 
ingratitude in cheerful stride: "Well, let's see... you could use it as a paperweight, or a doorknob, or a 
Christmas orn'ment, or jus' set it up for decoration on a shelf!" "Thanks Santa." Chad made a noble 
effort to appear sincere, tucking the crown into his jacket pocket. 
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        Every Christmas Eve in the cove, neighbors gathered at the clapboard 
church just up the road from Gramps' cabin. The building sat atop stone 
piers and had always been painted white from steps to steeple. Its history 
began as a one-room schoolhouse in the nineteenth  century. Up until the 
seventies, worship services were held here once  a month as local Baptists, 
Methodists, and Episcopalians pooled their offerings to host traveling 
preachers. Now, folks just drove thirty minutes over the mountain to 
churches in town.  The  structure  still  hosted  revival meetings, visiting 
politicians, family reunions, and other community events. It had never  

boasted a name or denominational affiliation but was simply known as the "little white church." It 
was here that Chad Dewey found himself wedged in an unpadded chestnut pew between Gramps and 
Nanny—about halfway up the aisle on the left. 

 

            Chad surveyed the Christmas Eve assemblage of nearly every man, woman and child within a 
five-mile radius. Admittedly, this only totaled 67 people, as hundreds of summer tourists—the locals 
called them "sand fleas"—had driven their luxury SUVs back to Florida and Georgia for the winter. 

         It was already dark outside, and the iron chandelier of kerosene lamps was lit overhead. Its 
flickering flames cast stark shadows on the four rabbet boarded walls. "Yep, still no electricity," Chad 
thought, feeling satisfaction that there were still holdouts against technological progress. Two         
pot-bellied stoves, their sides glowing dull red, kept the bitter highland air at bay. The scents of    
lemon furniture polish and dust bore silent testimony to yesterday's herculean battle with a year's 
worth of dirt and cobwebs. On either side of the simple pine altar, a picture of Jesus hung on the front 
wall. To the left, a Warner Sallman portrait of Christ seemed to peer out the side window. To the 
right, the picture depicted Christ on his knees in Gethsemane, His face turned pleadingly to heaven as 
a huddle of disciples dozed in the distance. 

         After fifteen minutes of singing Christmas carols a cappella, ninety-year-old Janet Evans stood 
to make an announcement. Everyone strained to hear her trembling voice. After a few attempts,     
she successfully informed the group that she and her older daughters had planned a Christmas      
pageant with her visiting grandchildren and great-grandchildren (these composed about a third of the        
congregation). Nanny squealed with delight, and even Chad found himself a little excited. An         
expectant hush fell over the pews. 

         Everything went without a hitch at first, with Mary, Joseph, the baby Jesus (serenely played by 
Mrs. Evans' newest great-grandson), and the shepherds all playing their parts perfectly. The dramatic 
conclusion was to be the presentation of gifts by the Magi. This phase began with three-year-old    
triplets Kyle, Ken, and Kayden marching down the aisle from the back row. They were wrapped      
in plaid bathrobes, topped with tin-foil crowns, and each gingerly toted a gift. As they neared the 
manger, Kyle abruptly turned and ran back from whence he came, tearfully screaming, "Mommy! 
Mommy! Mommy!" 

        Janet Evans and her middle-aged daughters frantically motioned for Ken and Kayden to lay their 
gifts at the manger, which both now refused to do. Little Kayden was somehow convinced that these 
were gift-wrapped toys for him and wasn't about to leave them behind for his newborn brother. As 
the sanctuary erupted with laughter, both boys finally kneeled by the manger, setting down their gifts 
of gold and myrrh beside them. Kayden—quickly followed by Ken—then removed their crowns and 
reverently laid them before the manger. Their mother started to correct them but then stopped, realiz-
ing the holiness of this unscripted moment. After a long pause, those who could find their voices 
closed with two verses of "Silent Night." Amazingly, all performers remained in their places until the 
last word.   
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      "What's the matter, cat got your tongue? Didn't ya like the ser-
vice? Oh, them Evans kids was somethin' else!" Nanny had noticed that 
Chad wasn't saying much back at the cabin. Something about the         
preschool wise men had gotten to him, but he had no idea what or why. In 
fact, for the last few months, he'd felt like something wasn't quite right, 
but he couldn't put his finger on it. "You men can stay up all night if y'all 
want, but I'm turnin’ in—tomorrow is Christmas, remember?!" Nanny  

shut the door of her bedroom, leaving Gramps and Chad by the woodstove. 

 

         "Have some coffee, son?" "Thanks Gramps." Why Gramps liked coffee just before bedtime was 
one of life's great unsolved mysteries. They both sat staring at the fire behind the half-open door of 
the stove. The oak in Gramps' rocker creaked like the timbers in an old ship. "It's gettin' mighty cold 
out. Wouldn't be surprised to see it way below zero by mornin'. Reminds me of the Christmas of forty
-four, when your Gramps was in Belgium." Chad nodded but didn't say anything. He'd never heard 
Gramps talk about the war. Even when someone asked about it, he would always change the subject. 

         Gramps stared into his black coffee. "Mercy! Why, that was the coldest winter I ever seen. The 
Nazis nearly wiped us out, ya' know. Christmas Eve, I found m'self hunkered face down in a snow-
filled ditch. The Nazis done pinned us down with heavy machine gun fire, an' I was the only one left 
breathin' in that hole. I knew it was over for me. I remember thinkin', 'What have I ever given t' the 
Lord?' I guess I done some good things, but they didn't seem to amount t' much when it was all said 
an' done." Chad waited, afraid to say anything. "I did what lots of boys done in a foxhole—I started 
talkin' to God. I said, 'Lord, I don't have anythin' to give, an' I know I'm prob'ly goin' to be dead soon 
enough, but forgive me for Jesus' sake, please! Lord, everythin' I got, I give to you, forever. Amen."  

         After a few seconds, Chad couldn't wait any longer: "What happened?" Gramps looked him in 
the eye. "Well, things was never the same after that. I made it out that day, but that was jus' the start 
of what God has done for me." Chad began to feel uncomfortable. This wasn't the kind of war story 
he'd expected. After a few more minutes of listening to sparks pop in the stove, Gramps broke the  
silence. "Say, I'm tuckered out. Let's go to bed before your Nanny breaks up this show." With that, 
Gramps shut the stove door, put his mug on the counter, and walked away as if they'd just been    
talking about the weather. 
 

         Chad woke and looked at the electric clock on his nightstand. It was three 
forty-seven a.m. For the next hour, he tried to go back to sleep, but ended up 
mulling over the last two days. No—make that his whole life. He'd never felt like 
this before. He thought about praying, but how do you pray when you don't know 
what to say? He was certain that he felt like one of the wise men. He'd heard all 
about Jesus, and knew He was out there, but was still looking for Him. Chad 
whispered in the dark, "Where are You, Jesus?" He remembered the determined 
faces of Santa's carved Magi. How many times had they wondered if they would 
actually see the face of the King? He wished that God would give him a guiding 
star. Looking out his bedroom window, he saw the dimmer stars fading as the sky 
lazily turned from black velvet to dark purple, heralding the coming Christmas 
morning. In an instant, he knew what he would do. 

         Hoping not to wake anyone, Chad pulled on his clothes and eased out of his bedroom. The main 
room was dark, although the burgundy horizon shed a little light through the east window. He could 
barely see the outline of wrapped presents waiting under the Christmas tree. Chad scribbled a note on 
the kitchen counter for Nanny and Gramps, writing that he'd be right back. He pulled on his mud-
caked boots, borrowed Gramps' sheepskin cap with ear flaps, and took down his jacket. With walking 
stick in hand, he gently closed the door behind him. 
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         The biting chill was sharper than Chad had expected, and it sounded like he was walking on  
fortune cookies outside the cabin. He looked down to see that the grass was covered in a layer of 
ice. In the growing light, he could see that every tree branch and rock seemed to be covered with 
glass. He started down the road, trying to keep his balance on the ice, and feeling like a wise man in 
search of Bethlehem. 

         It took some doing to find his secret waterfall because he couldn’t hear any sound to guide 
him. For a few minutes, he even feared that he was lost. When he finally found the stream, he saw 
that it had frozen through. After struggling down the slippery embankment, he reached his secret ref-
uge behind the falls. Instead of racing water, he now looked through a wall of white ice. In the thinner 
areas, the  contours of the imprisoned waterfall refracted the morning light into rainbow colors. The 
ice was reminiscent of the sunlit Austrian Crystal on his mother's living room shelf, which sent shim-
mering figures of red, purple, and green dancing on the wall. Being careful not to bump his head on 
the sharp icicles overhead, he found a seat in the little hollow. 

         Chad pulled Santa's wood crown out of his jacket pocket and examined it in his lap. He then 
reverently placed it in front of him. It was strange: here he was in a place so small that he couldn't 
stand, yet he felt as if he were within a vast cathedral, brimming with the very presence of God. He 
began to speak. "Lord God, I don't have anything to bring you—even this crown was given to me. I 
know I’ve been living a selfish life…please forgive me in Jesus. Everything in me, I give to you    
forever. Amen." Nothing would be quite the same for Chad Dewey. 

 

 

Christmas Eve Service 
 

We plan to have a  

special candlelight service 

from 6 to 6:30pm  

on December 24th  

in the Fellowship Hall.  

We’ll also stream this  

service online.  

Start Christmas right! 



8 

 



9 

 

Say Cheese! 
 Who says we can’t enjoy  
worship in a pandemic? Everyone 
has been pitching in to help with 
precautions, and we continue to 
trust the Lord to lead us though 
this thing! God has truly been 
good to us; thank you all for  
continuing to show the love and 
patience of Christ. 
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 Many of us have special childhood Christmas memories that tug  

on our hearts, pulling us back to particular moments, unique gifts, or 

familiar places or faces. One such memory for me captures a scene in 

my grandmother’s living room where our extended family gathered     

on Christmas Eve to exchange gifts. With nine grandchildren simultane-

ously opening gifts, Grandmama’s fancy living room was soon cluttered 

with crumpled wrapping paper and empty boxes. I only remember         

a couple of gifts from my grandparents back in those days, but the great-

est gift my grandmother ever gave me didn’t come wrapped in a box.  
 

 Among all of Grandmama’s Christmas decorations was a musical ornament like the one in the 

picture. Hers was a deep pink and measured about five inches in diameter. When the string at its base 

was pulled, the ornament played a beautiful music box rendition of “Silent Night.” [When I did some  

research, I found one of the musical Christmas balls listed on ebay as “1960s Vintage Reuge Swiss    

Mechanical Musical Christmas Ball,” selling for upwards of $65.] Grandmama had it hanging near a 

book shelf just out of reach of our curious little fingers. This was one decoration she kept on display all 

year rather than packing it away, signifying to me that it was indeed very special to her.  
 

 Although I don’t remember all of the details, I am pretty certain that she instructed us not to play 

with it but to wait for her to pull the string. Because it was just out of our reach, to pull the cord we had 

to stand on our tiptoes, hold the ball with one hand, and pull the string with the other. I don’t recall      

exactly when or how it happened, but at some point when Grandmama wasn’t in the room, a little thumb 

pushed too hard on the ball and left a large indented spot on her beautiful Swiss musical Christmas ball. 

Even though I don’t remember if I was the culprit, I take full responsibility being the oldest of the nine 

cousins. 
 

 This is what I do remember. When Grandmama discovered the damage, we didn’t receive the 

punishment we deserved. We made an intentional choice to disobey, and she made the intentional       

decision to forgive. We made a choice to go our own way; she made a choice to love us still. So, of all 

the Christmas gifts exchanged in her living room, the greatest gift she ever gave me was lived out 

through her example of God’s unconditional love. She pointed me to Jesus. 
 

 At this Christmas season, think of the greatest gift we have ever received. Jesus was first wrapped 

in swaddling clothes and laid in a manger. Years later, he was wrapped in a linen shroud and laid in a 

tomb. But at his resurrection, Jesus left the wrappings of linen cloths behind. Despite the dents and 

scratches we make in this life, God calls us to himself and pours out his unconditional love through the 

gift of his son, Jesus. We choose to disobey and go our own way. God offers forgiveness and loves us 

still. This Christmas, as we open our gifts and toss the wrappings aside, may we be reminded of our 

greatest gift that came wrapped in swaddling clothes and grave clothes! 
 

For by grace you have been saved through faith,  

and this is not of your own doing; it is the gift of God. 

—Ephesians 2:8 
 

Merry Christmas! 

                                                               Cindy 
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 Every year, we celebrate the birth of Jesus. We remember the first Christmas 
because Christ’s coming has given us great hope and salvation. But what about His 
next coming? That “second Christmas” will be even more joyous! When Christ 
comes again for us, all hopes will be fulfilled and every wrong will be made right. As 
we look into 1 Thessalonians, let’s learn to live in that hope. Join us in reading 
through a chapter of 1 Thessalonians each week in December. The daily readings are 
very small so that you can have time to meditate on what God is saying in each 
verse. Each Thursday, Pastor Keith plans to send out a devotion by Facebook & 
email. Contact the church office if you want your email added to our list.  
 

1) Each day, pray that the Holy Spirit would speak through God’s Word. 2) Carefully read 
the day’s verses. Try to read them in the morning and evening so you have time to turn 
them over in your mind. 3) Why do you think Paul said this to the church at Thessalonica? 
What situation could he be addressing? 4) What gets my attention in today’s verses? 5) 
What is God saying to me specifically? 6) Close in prayer. 

Dec. 1st: 1:1-3 

Dec. 2nd: 1:4-6 

Dec. 3rd: 1:7-10 (devotion) 

Dec. 4th: 2:1-4 

Dec. 5th: 2:5-6 

Dec. 6th: 2:7-8 

Dec. 7th: 2:9 

Dec. 8th: 2:10-12 

Dec. 9th: 2:13-16 

Dec. 10th: 2:17-20 (devotion)  

Dec. 11th: 3:1-3 

Dec. 12th: 3:4 

Dec. 13th: 3:5-7 

Dec. 14th: 3:8 

Dec. 15th: 3:9-10 

Dec. 16th: 3:11-12 

Dec. 17th: 3:13 (devotion)  

Dec. 18th: 4:1-2 

Dec. 19th: 4:3-6 

Dec. 20th: 4:7-8 

Dec. 21st: 4:9-10 

 

Dec. 22nd: 4:11-12 

Dec. 23rd: 4:13-15 

Dec. 24th: 4:16-18 (devotion) 

Dec. 25th: 5:1-5 

Dec. 26th: 5:6-11 

Dec. 27th: 5:12-13 

Dec. 28th: 5:14-15 

Dec. 29th: 5:16-18 

Dec. 30th: 5:19-22 

Dec. 31st: 5:23-28 (devotion) 
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@gmail.com 
 

Church Phone:  
(804) 333-4350 

 

Pastor:  
Keith Williams 

“Every Member a Minister” 
 

Contributing Photographer: 
Kimberly A. King 

Editor:   
JoAnne Brown 

 Postage  Paid 

 Nonprofit 

 Permit #306 

  Warsaw, VA  

22572 

Our Deacon Ministry 

 

Mike Slaw (Chairman) 
(804) 333-1400 

 

Andrew Packett 
(804) 761-6695 

 

Gary Sanders 
(804) 761-5267 

 

Bo King 
(804) 761-1058 

 

Wayne Carter 
(804) 314-2611 

 

Craig Brann 
(804) 445-6699 

 

Ronnie Hall 
(804)337-3636 

 

Jimmy Sanders 
(804) 333-4183 

 

Bruce Pflugradt 
(804) 462-5531 

 

David Mann 
(804) 761-8698 

 

Mark Wiseman 
(804) 724-3338 

 

Rusty Brown 
(804) 761-1859 

P.O. Box 306 
Warsaw, VA 22572 
 
 
 

 

( Physical Address: 13829 History Land Highway) 

  

 What is Advent anyway? Advent means, “arrival.” Through       the 
centuries, many churches have used the four weeks leading up to Christ-
mas as a time of special preparation for Jesus. Christians might ask them-
selves, “Is my heart ready for Jesus?” “How do I need to prepare  my-
self?” Advent candles are often used in worship services to expectantly 
mark the approach of Christmas. Although there is a great deal of variety 
in practice, it is common to light one additional candle each of the four 
Sundays leading up to Christmas. The first two candles can be purple, the 
third pink, and the fourth purple. These four candles are often said to 
represent the hope, love, joy, and peace that Christ brings. The white 
Christ-candle is usually lit on Christmas Eve or Christmas Day, symbolizing 
the arrival of Jesus, the light of the world.  

 Regardless of what advent traditions you’re familiar with, it’s good 
to use this season as an opportunity to get ready for God’s fresh move-
ment in your life. Prepare yourself for Jesus’ arrival! 


