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Sharing Sharon's Blog This Christmas  
December 24, 2013  

 

How often do you say “Merry Christmas” and what importance do you place on these two words? A 
friend of mine posted an incident that involved her husband, and I asked permission to re-post her blog 
for you. It impressed on me the need to say “Merry Christmas” to everyone I meet! 

 
KEEPING CHRIST IN CHRISTMAS 
Do you know what you get if you take Christ out of CHRISTmas?  
A MESS. That isn't an original thought, I saw it on Facebook earlier 
in the week. That statement and a story my husband told me this 
week are the basis of this this week's post. 
 
To appreciate this, you have to know my husband. He's a sixty-three 

year old flooring contractor. He's a redneck. If you've read any of Jeff Foxworthy's "You might be a 
redneck if..." That's my husband. The other thing you need to know is that he's only been a Christian for 
about five years. When he decided to get saved, he didn't just stick his toe in the fountain of life, he 
jumped in head first without a life preserver. He's the kind of person who believes that if something is 
worth doing, it's worth doing with your whole heart. Enough background info. 
 
One day last week my husband went into a popular chicken fast food restaurant. The young lady 
behind the counter wished him a happy holiday. His response? "Young Lady, I'm a Christian and the 
proper phrasing is Merry Christmas." She was quick to tell him that she was not allowed to wish her 
customers a Merry Christmas. He told her that was a shame because he was sure in the mood for a 
chicken lunch and turned to leave. The man behind the counter, who happened to be the manager, 
asked my husband where he was going. Larry shrugged and said he guessed he would go across the 
street for a pizza since he couldn't in good conscience eat in an establishment that openly denied the 
birth of his savior. He comes home with stuff like this all the time. Most days I just take a step back and 
wonder what God is doing with the man I married. But this story sort of made me proud. 
  
Every year at this time we hear the arguments. But how many of us really take a stand? I'll have to 
admit, I probably would have had my chicken and wished the guys behind the counter a Merry 
Christmas as I left. Not because I agree with the whole happy holidays, over Merry Christmas debate, 
but because I'm not big on confrontation. 
 
But part of the reason I would have had chicken is the difference between a person whose been saved 
her whole life, versus a newly minted Christian. Sometimes we just take things we've had forever for 
granted. I wear the mantle of my Christianity every day. It's as much a part of me as breathing. Maybe 
it's a little tarnished from all the wear. My husband's story made me want to polish that mantle up to it's 
original shine. To be vocal about what I believe. To keep Christ in Christmas. 
 
What are you doing to keep Christ in your Christmas? 
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Taking Hold of What is Important 
December 16, 2013 
  
The Christmas season is a special time of year, but I recently had the opportunity to see it through the 
eyes of a child. 
  
Our friends took their two-year-old to a live nativity scene. They wandered around looking at the various 
parts of the Bethlehem Village until they reached the stable. The little girl stopped, sized up the scene, 
giving special attention to Mary. She pulled her hand away and walked to Mary. 
  
“I want to hold baby Jesus.” she said. 
  
Mary sized up the little girl, and then she smiled and handed the doll to my friend’s daughter. The little 
girl held the baby gently, swaying back and forth just like most of us do when holding an infant. Once 
satisfied, she handed the baby back. 
  
Besides being a cute story of childhood innocence, the incident made me wonder how many of us long 
to “hold baby Jesus.” 
  
For Christmas each year I write and illustrate a story for each of my grandchildren. Coincidentally, one 
of the stories this year is about a little girl who, when asked what role she wanted to play in the 
Christmas pageant, said she wanted to hold baby Jesus. She was told no, but God intervened, and she 
ended up cradling the real savior in her arms. 
  
Children seem to get to the heart of matters more quickly than us adults. During the holiday season, 
what does your heart long to do? Do you ache to hold the savior, or are you too busy baking and 
cleaning and shopping? 
  
Take time during the last days before Christmas to wrap your arms around Jesus. Merry Christmas to 
all of you! 
  
Blessings, 
Regina 
 
  

How to Avoid Becoming a  
Gift-Chunker? 
December 9, 2013 
  
Last week I talked about the nuggets of wisdom embedded within my pastor’s sermons. I thought you 
might enjoy a personal story he shared. He had the opportunity to visit a small church for its Christmas 
pageant. As he entered the church, he was greeted with an urgent request. The third wise-man could 
not attend. All my pastor had to do was follow the lead of the first two wise-men. Being a good soul he 
agreed, unaware that the other two wise-men had not attended any practices. 
  
As the carol “We Three Kings” began, and the wise-men walked solemnly down the aisle. The lights 
were dimmed. The mood was sacred. As the first wise-man reached baby Jesus, he tossed (chunked) 
his gift toward the babe and kept walking. My pastor was shocked; this was not the attitude of joy that 
the wise-man had shown that first holy night. He watched as the second wise-man also, with no 
apparent thought, chunked his gift toward the baby. 
  



What to do? This was a sacred moment, a time of worship and joy. My pastor approached the babe 
and … chunked his gift and kept walking. 
  
The moral of this story? Don’t let the attitude of the world affect how you 
celebrate the arrival of our King. Many around you make Christmas nothing 
more than a season filled with greed and debt. Take time to kneel beside 
the babe and gaze into his eyes, even if this is only a few seconds in 
prayer, just you and the babe who became your savior. 
  
Don’t celebrate the love that God displayed on December 25th by chunking 
the meaning of the holiday at the foot of gifts and business. 
 
Have a blessed Christmas season. Keep it in perspective, my friends. 
  
Regina  
 
  

Peace in Black and White Stripes 
December 3, 2013 
  

I try to take home some nugget of thought each week from my pastor’s 
sermons. I use the next seven days to rub my hands over it, chew it 
around, and try to find a good application to my Christian walk within this 
world we live in.  
  
Last week my nugget was using peace as the referee of our lives, helping 
us determine if a decision is within God’s will. To be honest, I had a hard 
time with this one. I have made a lot of decisions, both at work and at 
home, that gave me “peace” initially, only to create grastic distress later. 
Could I really trust my sense of peace over an issue as the benchmark 

for decision-making? After a week of hard thought I finally found resolution. 
  
You can only trust peace if you know the source of your contentment. When I am making a decision, 
have I prayed for God’s help, for His hand in the decision, or have I simply decided? If God isn’t part of 
the game plan, then He can’t be held responsible for the quarterback being sacked. So what does this 
mean to me as I make decisions that affect my job and my family? I need to live within the will of the 
Lord at all times, keep myself in His locker-room, if you will. Only if God is part of my game-plan will the 
peace I feel be true PEACE. 
  
I have often lived by the axiom that once a decision is made, put it to rest. Let it go. Stop second-
guessing. If I am living in the palm of God, this is good advice. If not, I need to spend more time in 
God’s game-book, the Bible. 
  
Can you trust peace as your referee? Whose locker room are you hanging out in? Take the week to 
consider PEACE AS THE REFEREE OF YOUR LIFE. 
  
Have a blessed week, dear readers. 
Regina 
 
Some previous comments 

•  Katie, thank you for your kind words. I can't imagine how it must have felt to see 
the promised king! Someday we will find out. regina smeltzer 



•  I "ache to hold the baby Jesus"...I want to follow the star and find Jesus...he is 
my gift this season. Thank you for sharing such important words. Katie Sellers  

•  Paul, thanks for your thoughts. I know you must be overwhelmed with anxiety at 
times with all the decisions you have to make on various levels. We really have to know we are 
okay with God in order to move forward. regina smeltzer 

•  Love the analogy. I also have found it to be true. Particularly writing papers for a 
certain goal in life. I had this wonderful professor who was very encouraging in keeping the 
course and not to lose Heart. Oh, that was you. 
Losing sight of the real giver of Peace, and giving into the calamity of the insanity of this world 
causes much angst to one's spirit and grieves our Creator, as well as our own souls. Holding 
onto that Peace in all situations is the most critical pivotal fulcrum to a Christian's Faith in the 
raging sea of Life. As Christ stood up in the boat as His disciples were frantic with panic and 
fear, he was at Peace. He rebuked the winds and the waves, and they became calm. Peace 
was the fulcrum, the anchor to the ability to do what needed to be done. It's amazing how easy 
we can be so easily thwarted in this world from the truth, and thrown into a panic, particularly by 
a simple paper. 
Love and Admiration Always. Your student, Paul McKnight 


