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From the Pastor’s Desk         
“While they were there, the time came for her to deliver her child.  And she gave birth to her firstborn son, 
and wrapped him in bands of cloth, and laid him in a manger, because there was no place for them in 
the inn.”       Luke 2:6-7 

 

It is time of anticipation and excitement.  As I write this 
Thanksgiving is only a week away and I look forward to 
having family and extended family at our home, eating good 
food and creating memories of love and joy and catching up 
with each other.  It will be a good day.  I know the stores, 
on-line and brick and mortar stores are excited.  I have seen 
Black Friday sales for at least three weeks.  They stores are 
ready to entice us to buy their merchandise on-line or in 
person.  We too are eager to buy special presents for loved 
ones.  We like to see their face light up with joy and surprise 
as they open their gifts.  Besides the shopping, there are 
Elementary School Christmas Concerts, Junior High and 
High School Christmas concerts, college Christmas 
concerts. Plus, there are the Sunday School Christmas 
programs.  All of it celebrating and leading up to Christmas. 

Besides the shopping and the concerts, we also 
decorate our homes in anticipation of Christmas.  We 
string beautiful lights on outdoor trees or line our 
houses with colorful lights, some twinkling to add to 
the festive mood.  There are reindeers, Santas, and 
Manger Scenes 
outlined in lights.  There are greens hung outside on decks 
and doors.  Christmas trees, live or artificial, are decorated 
with lights and decorations creating a festive atmosphere.  
Underneath the Christmas tree are wrapped presents, little 
ones to grandparents look with anticipation and wonder 
which present is theirs and what could it possibly be.   
     Along with decorations, there are the wonderful aromas 
of Christmas goodies filling homes with delight as special 
Christmas cookies are being baked or pies or rolls or special 
breads.  Umm, fingers are often gently slapped as we are 
eager to taste and are told, we have to wait for Christmas.  
We look forward to Christmas with all its celebrations, 
getting ready, anticipating all our traditions we have around 
the event of the birth of our Lord Jesus. 

But there was little anticipation or excitement at the birth 
of our Lord.  Life was going along normal.  Merchants were 
busy buying and selling merchandise.  Carpenters were 
building.  Fishermen were fishing.  Priests were teaching 
classes in the synagogues.  Shepherds were watching their 
sheep.  The politicians were busy wielding their power, to 
ensure they kept their power.  Caesar Augustus issued a 
decree that all the world should be registered, a census for 
the tax rolls. Each family were to go to their town or city of 
their family origins and register. 

No one was anticipating the birth of Jesus, the long 
awaited, Messiah.  Mary was wondering if she and Joseph 
could wait to travel to Bethlehem after the baby was born.  
She was about the end of her pregnancy.  But the local 

Roman soldiers insisted that the decree was to be obeyed 
in a timely manner.  Mary and Joseph packed a number of 
clothes and items, just in case for the baby and started out 
on their trip.  The people in Bethlehem weren’t anticipating 
the birth of the Messiah.  They were all trying to make sure 
they had a place to stay themselves.  The Roman soldiers 
in town were busy patrolling the large crowds, making sure 
there was order and enforcing the registration process.     
      No one was ready for the birth of the Messiah, nor was 
anyone expecting the Lord to become Immanuel, except 
God.  The Father had sent his messenger Gabriel to a small 
town, to a young girl, that no one knew, except the people 
of Nazareth.  Gabriel greeted Mary, “Hail, O Favored One.”  
Mary was surprised by such a greeting, she wasn’t 
anticipating becoming the Mother of the Messiah.  Though 
Caesar had issued the decree, God knew his promise of the 

Messiah being born in Bethlehem, a descendant of 
David.  When the time came, Mary and Joseph were 
in a manger.  Mary laying on a fresh bed of straw, 
gave a strong push and Joseph caught the baby.  
Baby Jesus took in a breath and let out a cry of life.  

The Lord had become Immanuel, God with us. 
       We celebrate the wonder of the birth of Jesus, Son of 
God and Son of Man, our Lord becoming Immanuel, God 
with us.  We celebrate singing Christmas carols.  We 
celebrate with all the traditions of concerts, decorating, 
sharing gifts, baking, eating together as a family, 
worshipping the new born King.   
     Still there are times, when we don’t expect our Lord to 
be Immanuel, God with us.  We don’t anticipate our Lord 
being actually with us.  We remember the manger.  We 
remember the angels coming to the shepherds.  Like the 
people of Bethlehem and all the others on that special night, 
we don’t’ anticipate our Lord being Immanuel.  We, like 
them, go about our normal busy routines.  Yet, our Lord is 
Immanuel.  Our Lord knows you, just as He knew Mary, a 
young girl in a small town.  The Lord knows you.  The Lord 
is Immanuel, God with you, walking with you at work, at 
home.  The Lord celebrates with you in moments of joy.  The 
Lord carries you and gives you his peace in times of stress 
and chaos.  The Lord claims you with his love when the 
world does not.  Jesus comes to disperse the darkness of 
pain and woundedness with the light of his love.  The Lord 
listens to your prayers and answers.  When you are feeling 
alone, or you against the world, Jesus comes.  Jesus is 
present.  Our Lord Jesus is Immanuel, God with us.   Have 
a blessed Christmas, celebrating our Lord being Immanuel. 

                                           Pastor Randy  



   Wanderings and Wonderings 
 

(Excerpts from “Because of Bethlehem: Love is 

Born.  Hope is Here.” – “I Love Christmas” by Max Lucado) 

 

“I love Christmas.  Let the sleigh bells ring.  Let 

the carolers sing. The more Santas the merrier.  The 

more trees the better. 

I love Christmas.  The “ho ho ho,” “the rooty 

toot toot,” “the thumpty, thump, thump,” and the 

“pa rum pa pump um.”  The “Silent 

Night” and the sugarplums. 

I don’t complain about the 

crowded shops.  I don’t grumble at 

the jam-packed grocery store.  The 

flight is full?  The restaurant is 

packed?  Well, it’s Christmas. 

And I love Christmas.  

Bring on Scrooge, Cousin Eddie and the 

“official Red Ryder, carbine-action, two-hundred 

shot range model air rifle.” “You’ll shoot your eye 

out!” 

The tinsel and the clatter and waking up “to see 

what was the matter.”  Bing and his tunes.  Macy’s 

balloons.  Mistletoe kisses, Santa Claus wishes, and 

favorite dishes.  Holiday snows, warm 

winter clothes, and Rudolph’s red nose. 

I love Christmas. 

I love it because somewhere 

someone will ask the Christmas 

questions:  What’s the big deal about 

the baby in the manger?  Who was he?  

What does his birth have to do with 

me?  The questioner may be a child looking at the 

front yard creche.  He may be a soldier stationed far 

from home.  She may be a young mom who, for the 

first time, holds a child on Christmas Eve.  The 

Christmas season prompts questions. 

…my dad, a man of few words, had told my 

brother and me, “Boys, Christmas is about 

Christ…” 

God knows what it is like to be a human.  When 

I talk to him about deadlines or long lines or tough 

times, he understands.  He’s been 

there.  He’s been here.  Because of 

Bethlehem, I have a friend in heaven. 

Because of Bethlehem, I have a 

Savior in heaven.  Christmas begins 

what Easter celebrates.  The child in 

the cradle became the King on the 

cross.  And because he did, there are no marks on 

my record.  Just grace.  His offer has no fine 

print.  He didn’t tell me, “Clean up before 

you come in.”  He offered, “Come in and I’ll clean 

you up.”  It’s not my grip on him that matters but 

his grip on me.  And his grip is sure. 

So is his presence in my life.  Christmas 

presents from Santa, that’s nice.  But the perpetual 

presence of Christ?  That’s life changing! 

God is always near us.  Always for us.  Always 

in us.  We may forget him, but God will never 

forget us.  We are forever on his mind and in his 

plans.  He called himself “’Immanuel’ (which 

means ‘God with us’)” 

Not just “God made us.” 

Not just “God thinks of us.” 

Not just “God above us.” 

But God with us.  God where we are: at the 

office, in the kitchen, on the plane.  He breathed our 

air and walked this earth.  God … with … us! 

… Christmas, as my dad said, is about Christ. 

Christ’s name occupies six of the nine letters, for 

crying out loud.  This isn’t Santa-mas, or shopping-

mas, or reindeer-mas.  This is Christ-mas.  And 

Christ-mas is not Christ-mas unless or until you 

receive the message of Bethlehem.   

God is with us … God is always with us … 

that’s the heart-shaping promises of Christmas.  

Long after the guests 

have left and the 

carolers have gone 

home and the lights 

have come down, 

those promises 

endure … that 

promise is endures!” 

 

May you ask the questions. May you find … 

realize … experience … the answer.   

It comes from Bethlehem …   

Christ ... “Immanuel – God with us!” 

 

Have a Blessed Christmas! 

 

Wanderings and Wonderings,  

Pastor Bill Peters 

 

 

 

 


