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				Introduction

				What a glorious time of year!

				The Christmas season is a time for giving and a time for celebrating our faith. Included here are twelve passages of Scripture along with twelve inspirational stories for you to enjoy leading up to the holy day. Reflect on each piece of Scripture and enjoy each story as you ready for the holidays. You will find warmth, comfort, and inspiration in them all.

				A very merry Christmas to you and yours, and enjoy!

	
				For the First Day of Christmas

				That night there were shepherds staying in the fields nearby, guarding their flocks of sheep.

				Suddenly, an angel of the Lord appeared among them, and the radiance of the Lord’s glory surrounded them. They were terrified,

				but the angel reassured them. “Don’t be afraid!” he said. “I bring you good news that will bring great joy to all people.

				The Savior — yes, the Messiah, the Lord — has been born today in Bethlehem, the city of David!

				 — Luke 2:8–11

	
				For the First Day of Christmas

				Advent at Hall House

				By Cathy C. Hall

				I LIVE IN THE SUNNY SOUTH, so I’ve rarely experienced those cold temperatures that usher in the Christmas season for so many others. I’ve never enjoyed shopping much, so I don’t start Christmas searching for sales and discounts and coming home with my arms laden with packages. At my house, Christmas officially starts when I yell for my youngest son, “Bring up the box marked ‘Advent Wreath’!” 

				Most Christians think of the Advent wreath as a cherished spiritual tradition of prayers, candles, and greenery. Perhaps, when they picture the wreath, they see a loving family, gathered around the warm glow of the deep purple tapers rising majestically from the ring of holly. Maybe they get a warm feeling inside, recalling all the prayers recited and sent heavenward. Of course, that would be the Advent wreath tradition over at the perfect house. At the Hall house, the Advent wreath tradition is a little less than perfect. 

				I introduced my husband to the Advent wreath in the early days of our marriage. He accompanied me to church where the candles were lit and the priest said a special prayer on the four Sundays leading up to Christmas Eve. Growing up in a Catholic home, there had always been an Advent wreath in the house, and when our first Christmas together arrived, my husband and I had a little Advent wreath of our own. For a brief, shining moment we shared something close to a prayerful, meaningful Advent wreath tradition. Then, we had a little boy.

				Joey was born on December 28, and by his first Advent, he was hitting his stride in the rambunctious toddler stage. So, the first step in celebrating/childproofing our Advent wreath tradition was our purchase of a very sturdy wreath. Our wreath may not have won any decorating awards, but it still stands today like the Rock of Gibraltar. This can be a particularly good thing when a toddler, a dog, or even teenagers are in the proximity of a fire-bearing object.

				Keeping the prayers short and sweet seemed like a very good idea, too. So, we bowed our heads for a Bible verse and squeezed in a quick “Come, Lord Jesus, as soon as possible! Amen!” 

				With the arrival of our daughter, our Advent wreath tradition changed once more. Laney was quiet and serious. She watched everything with her thumb firmly entrenched in her mouth. Joey, on the other hand, was a chatterbox. That child could talk paper off a wall. It seemed perfectly reasonable, at least to me, to invite Joey to add something personal and spiritual to our evening Advent celebration. It was time, I decided, for Joey to participate in the prayer department. Okay, it was really about talking Joey into sharing the all-important fire responsibilities. 

				We began our prayers with reading short — the shorter the better — passages from the New Testament. Our ultimate goal was to end up on the chapter of the birth of Christ on Christmas Eve. I thought it was a wonderful idea, just like something out of a Norman Rockwell Advent. We’d end our short reading with a little prayer, courtesy of Joey. Another terrific idea, except for the fact that our son wasn’t happy with his ten seconds of prayer fame. He desperately wanted to take part in the Bible reading, but he didn’t know how to read a word. 

				Still, I’m not one to discourage my children’s growth in the faith. So, that year, as we gathered around the Advent wreath, I would read a short verse and then hand my son the Bible. The stories he told weren’t in any Bible I’d ever read, but what he lacked in authenticity, he more than made up for in length. We endured endless, convoluted stories of Jesus and Ninja Turtles charging down Sesame Street in Bethlehem or his preschool playground. 

				Just when we thought it was time for our “Come, Lord Jesus, Amen,” Joey would take a big breath and start up again. Candle wax flowed over the Rock of Gibraltar wreath onto the placemat. Laney fell asleep in my numb arms. Dad’s patience wore dangerously thin. I think the most common prayer offered that Advent was one of thanksgiving when Joey finally ran out of words.

				Our third and last child came along to join in the tradition, and by then, our family had the whole Advent wreath ritual down to something of an art. We carefully included baby John in the candle-lighting rotation, and during a moment of wisdom, we switched from Bible readings to an Advent booklet. When John was school age, I had a brainstorm. We’d include prayers for special intentions! We figured that would be a wonderful way to involve the kids. The children certainly got involved, but not in the way we had imagined. 

				Invariably, one of the younger children would have a special intention that Joey decided wasn’t “prayer worthy.” He didn’t think it was right to pray for an “A” on a test or to ask God for help in beating another sports team. He especially didn’t think we should bother the Lord with dog prayers. 

				“Dear Lord, please let Sally quit barking so the neighbors won’t complain anymore.”

				“You can’t pray for that!” he shouted.

				“Can, too,” John replied, just a little louder.

				Joey remained adamant and decided that shouting was the best way to prove his point. “You have to pray for people!”  The arguing intensified, feelings got hurt, Dad yelled, and tears were shed — all in the glow of our Advent wreath. Eventually, we made it to our “Come, Lord Jesus. Amen!” prayer. I have a feeling that God even heard our Sally dog prayers since she’s still here and barking happily.

				Our children were here, too, though not always for the first days of Advent. Our youngest child, John was still at home, and he brought the wreath box upstairs. I unpacked the wax-covered Advent wreath and placed the candles in the holders. 

				Three of the Halls came together to pray and soon enough, twenty-something Halls arrived home for the holidays. 

				The entire family gathered again to pray and wait for the Lord’s coming. We had taken turns lighting the candles as we remembered the Light of the World. We opened the Bible and reflected while we listened to His word. Finally, we offered our special intentions, trusting in His power to answer our prayers. 

				As always, there were moments of laughter, joy, tears, and thanksgiving around our dilapidated wreath. There was bound to be an evening when candle wax overflowed and ruined yet another placemat, but that’s okay. It’s our less-than-perfect Advent tradition, and the Halls wouldn’t start the Christmas season any other way. 

OEBPS/images/AdamsMedia.gif
Aadams





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
ADAMS MEDIA





