THE CHURCH AT HIGHLAND PARK
WELCOMES YOU TO
THE FIRST WEEK OF ADVENT
| NOVEMBER 27, 2022 |
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WORSHIP ON THE FIRST SUNDAY OF ADVENT

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 3, 2022

Experience Advent

by Margaret Stafford

NOVEMBER 27, 2022
Chiming of the Hour

The Children of Highland Park

Prelude

Bring a Torch Jeanette, Isabella,
Chase Petersen, organist and accompanist

Welcome and Invocation

Rev. Cheryl Kimble, pastor

Advent Hymn No. 80, Hope verse only

Hope, Peace, Joy, and Love

Lighting of the Advent Candle

Edna Nation

Opening Hymn, No. 83

Come, Thou Long-Expected Jesus

Passing the Peace of Christ
Mary Ellen Sullivan, liturgist
One:
The Lord be with you.
Many:
And also with you.
One:
Lift up your hearts.
Many:
We lift them up unto the Lord.
One:
Now with the power of God’s love and in the fullness of God’s Spirit
please greet one another with the Peace of Christ!
Hymn of Peace, No. 125 (chorus only)

Angels We Have Heard On High

Gloria! In excelsis Deo!
Gloria! In excelsis Deo!
Children are invited to the front steps.
Children’s Sermon

Abby Byrd,
Children’s Ministry Coordinator

Following the children’s sermon, children 2nd grade and below are dismissed to the nursery.
Hynm, No. 90

People, Look East

Sentences of Stewardship

“Touching and Feeling the Love”
I call it the manger scene, but you may call it a nativity set.
Today I remember the manger scene I grew up with. The stable, created
by my dad, was made from smooth, split cherry limbs with a roof of
prickly pine needles. With Mary, Joseph, Baby Jesus, a shepherd, three
wise men, an angel, sheep and a cow placed just so, I stood in awe. I was
allowed to TOUCH each one, but I could pick up only one small lamb.
The Christmas before Joe and I married, I decided to create my own manger scene. Off to the dime store I went to select each nativity figure. Each
one felt cool and smooth to the TOUCH, but I wanted them to feel special. Carefully I glued on red, blue, and green velvet for the wise men’s
robes, cotton fur collars and glitter on the gift boxes. The angel, I painted
white with a gold cord at the waist. Mary had a blue corduroy shawl, Joseph had a tan wool cloak, and the she
pherd wore brown terrycloth wrap. The cow was plain brown. Camels and
donkeys were made from olive wood that my parents brought back from
the Holy Land. A variety of sheep were made from plaster, metal, and
wood. Small pieces of real straw covered the floor of the stable which Joe
made from rough barn boards and a roof covered with brown dried daylily leaves from Joe’s mother’s flower bed. In the center of everyone else,
lay Baby Jesus wrapped with white cording in a rough brown manger.
So, for 59 Christmas seasons, this manger scene has been lovingly assembled as the center of our Christmas decorations. Every year, with reverence, our family unwrapped each figure from the well-worn tissue paper,
and placed it in the stable.
As each Christmas season ends, the message is the same – God loves us.
Let us celebrate!

Mary Ellen Sullivan
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FRIDAY, DECEMBER 2, 2022

by Nathan Thane

Offertory

Savior of Nations Come,
Chase Petersen

Doxology tune No. 124
Pastoral Prayer

In a special place within my treasure chest of memories I keep those
of my childhood family Christmas. From the anchors of my grandparents Mamaw and Papaw, their nine offspring and spouses had
generated 27 grandkids. Not all were yet born when I was 7 years
old but enough were present at Christmas to bring much happiness
during that and future Christmas reunions. Our entire family spent
Christmas eve in a small country house in the middle of a cotton
field just outside Rule, Texas. The smell of the dust inside and the
cotton windswept fields always caused my asthma to act up. I had
to beg my mother to let me play kick the can with my cousins. As
the night wore on having worked up a sweat we removed our coats
to let the crisp night air cool us off. Back inside I felt the touch of
my cousins as we cramped shoulder to shoulder on the living room
couch to look through my cousin Tommy Jo's bubble gum card collection of the Beatles. Everyone picked a Beatle and shared why he
was their favorite. The tree was decorated in old fashioned bulb
lights, icicles and popcorn. What a wonder it was with all the draw
gifts and a special gift for each and every grandchild. The room was
smoke-filled from the cigarettes of several of the parents. Papaw
took turns letting each grandchild sit with him as he cracked open a
walnut just for you and if your turn was lucky you could watch him
peel an orange with his pocket knife. I still have the now digitized
Christmas video taken by my mom's 8-mm camera. She had to use a
bar attachment with 4 bright blinding lights, forcing us to squint as
we tried to look natural through the lights towards the camera. We
patiently watched the long dirt road leading to the farm waiting for
the last of the cousins to arrive. For each headlight off in the distance we held hope as it approached. Finally after everyone was
there we said a short prayer and passed off presents with tomorrow's Christmas lunch to look forward to, of course prefaced by my
Grandpa's prayer for all of us. For me this was heaven on
earth. Surrounded by those you love at a special time of year.

Rev. Cheryl Kimble

The Lord’s Prayer

spoken in unison

Anthem

One Candle Lights the Way,

Scripture Reading

Isaiah 2:1-5

Sermon

“Hope While Waiting”

Special Music

Hope for Everyone,
Malachi Burke, soloist

Scripture Reading

Matthew 24:36-44

Pastor: The Word of God for the people of God.
People: Thanks be to God.
Sermon

“Hope While Waiting”

Hymn of Response, No. 76

Rev. Cheryl Kimble
If You Will Only Let God Guide You

Closing and Announcements

Rev. Cheryl Kimble

Sung Benediction, tune No. 103

Go, All Ye Faithful

Go all ye faithful! All who know the Savior.
Carry the message far beyond these walls
Hold forth, the Christ light. Conquer every darkness.
Go forth, O Church of Jesus! Proclaim the One who frees us!
Speak peace! Reach out in mercy, in kindness and love.
Amen.
Postlude
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Rev. Masyn Evans-Clements,
Associate Pastor
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Good King Wenceslas
Chase Petersen

THURSDAY, DECEMBER 1, 2022
9:30a.m.
9:30a.m.
9:45a.m.
10:30a.m.
11:00a.m.

by Abby Byrd

Current Sunday Schedule

Adult Sunday School In-Person or Zoom
Young Adult, Youth and Children In-Person only
Choir Rehearsal
Coffee in Atrium
Morning Worship In-Person and Livestream

Contact info@thechurchathp.org if you need additional details.

Announcements

Salvation Army Angel Tree - Gifts are due back today, November 27th.
Roxanne will be delivering them to the Salvation Army next week.

Fall Food Drive- The Church is collecting items for the Fall Food Drive

that benefits the Baptist Community Center Mission and Micah 6 food
pantries. December 4th will be the last Sunday to bring your donations.

Christmas Stockings for the Baptist Community Center Mission were

passed out last week, but there were some left if you would like to pick one
up in the Atrium. We will have till December 11th to fill and return to the
Church. A list of suggested items can be found in the stocking.
Plum Pudding Festival is December 18 after worship. Dust off your drums,
ukulele, accordion, yuletide carol and dance—basically if you consider it a talent or a kind-of talent we would love for you to share it with us (we think.)
This will be a potluck soup, chili and decadent dessert lunch. It’s going to be
a feast for your senses!

We have always been a family who bakes during the holidays.
I grew up with all sorts of Christmas treats everyday. My mom and
grandma always share their love of cooking and baking during the
holidays and that love has been passed down to me. One of my favorite treats are my grandma's cinnamon rolls. Grandma has been
making homemade cinnamon rolls for as long as I can remember.
She always has pans of them waiting for us when we go to visit and
sends them home with us when we leave.
Last year, grandma came to visit and we made 18 pans of cinnamon rolls in one day! I will never forget the smell of my mom's
house on that day. A combination of cinnamon, yeast, butter, sugar,
and my grandma's “smell” that is instantly recognizable to all of us
in the family..... There is nothing better. Not only was it my first
time making cinnamon rolls, but I had the expert there with me
showing me all the tips and tricks as we went. Having that time with
my grandma was irreplaceable and totally worth the stomach ache I
got from eating too many cinnamon rolls! We all have had an experience where a smell has transported us to a different time and
place. Well, those homemade cinnamon rolls do that for me. I just
hope that in 50 years, if I get a whiff of those cinnamon rolls that I
will be transported back to my mom's kitchen, surrounded by some
of the most important women in my life.

Dates to remember:
December 4: Youth and Children trip to Elgin Christmas Tree Farm
December 10: Youth Christmas party
December 18: Plum Pudding Festival
December 25 and January 1: Worship at 11:00a.m. but no Sunday School
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WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 30, 2022

by Sheila Kershaw

I can’t imagine that the stable in Bethlehem where Jesus was
born was a delight to the senses. There was likely no snowfall and
surely no glittering lights or scented bayberry candles. No fragrant
greenery or steaming hot chocolate or the cozy warmth of a fireplace.
Instead, our Lord was born in what likely was a smelly, uncomfortable place. If the traditional nativity scene is accurate, he may
have entered this life on a pile of prickly hay and spent his first days
listening to the sounds of livestock.
If taken literally, the first Christmas was not a warm and fuzzy
story. The best part to me is that the child who would become our
Savior and King made his debut in the most humble and ordinary of
places. His beginnings set the tone for his life and ministry.
An earthly newborn king would have been wrapped in rich
cloths and slept in a soft cradle. Noblemen would have come to pay
homage to the royal heir and the child would have grown up in comfort and splendor.
Not so for our God who became flesh. What exquisite, quiet,
unassuming love he shows in all that he is and does.
I guess the lesson could be that we remember the forgotten,
the poor, the disabled, the sick, the homeless. Because these are the
ones Jesus embraced and lived alongside.
PS: I wish I could have been in the fields the night the angels
sang out that the Christ child was born. I wish I could have seen that
enormous star in the sky, guiding the faithful to that lowly stable.
What sights they must have been!
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DEVOTIONALS FOR THE FIRST WEEK OF ADVENT

Experience Advent: Come to Your Senses
Scriptures: Isaiah 2:1-5 and Matthew 24:36-44

SUNDAY NOVEMBER 27,2022

by Barbie Farmer

During the Christmas season, we set up many decorations that
appeal to our sense of sight. We have two representations of the nativity scene discussed in the Book of Luke. We have a treasured stained
glass scene that my father made when I was about 7 years old. Unfortunately, my dear father died of cancer right after Gary and I got married, so our kids never met my dad. Our son, Doug, built a wooden box
to replace the aging box that held the lighted nativity scene. We leave
it out year round. We put the Precious Moments nativity scene on our
mantle for Christmas. It was given to our family by Gary’s mom and
stepdad. Doug built the creche to go with the set when he was about
10 years old.
Our house has a mixture of Christmas decorations that refer to
Jesus’s birth and others that are secular about Santa, wintertime, and
family. My mom and our daughter, Liz, would display the Hallmark
Christmas village from the book and movie Sarah, Plain, and Tall. Mom
worked at a Dallas Hallmark store for 40 years. We hang our Christmas
stockings for our family. We are very sentimental, so getting these
decorations out brings wonderful, heartfelt feelings. Romans 12:10 Be
devoted to one another with love.
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MONDAY, NOVEMBER 28, 2022

by Kade Keith

In recent years, the Christmas season has meant the scratchiness of
loading and unloading bales of hay for a DIY hayride at my parents’
place. Sometimes it pokes through your sleeves, sometimes it
scratches you directly since even December might be t-shirt weather.
Driven outdoors as a COVID precaution, this hayride has been the
focal point of the last few Christmas family gatherings. The whole
loop takes 15 minutes, and features a variety of decorated scenes,
each with a corresponding soundtrack. A nativity, Charlie Brown,
The Grinch … you get the idea.
While my younger cousins have a lot of fun, I think it is my parents
who enjoy it the most. A hayride is, among other things, a chance to
tell a story. And every year they get to plan out the scenes, the
route, and the narrative for this 15 minute excursion.
It’s a challenging task when you think about it. Setting all the decorations up and deciding what makes the cut. They’ve got to make
some tough calls. And, on top of that, deal with any foliage that
might have sprung up and blocked the path since the year before.
It’s also a great vehicle for reflection. A chance to decide what matters most in this season. Decide what parts of God’s story to tell to
those who you come together with to celebrate. That might be the
oldest Christmas tradition of all: gathering around and telling the
holiday story. It’s a tradition I look forward to participating in every
year at The Church at Highland Park.
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TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 29, 2022

by The Morton Family

“Oh, What Fun…”
Christmas season is a big time celebration in the Morton house. Three of us (first
Chuck, then Bell, then Courtney) all have December birthdays, in addition to celebrating Christmas throughout December in as much and as many ways as we
can. The senses stand out for us in these ways:
Sight - We always plug in our Christmas tree first thing in the morning and leave
it plugged in all day, even if we just have a few minutes to enjoy it while slamming cereal before rushing out the door to school and work. It starts the day in
a festive way and is great to come home to. We love to look at lights on other
houses as we are driving around town to get to different activities and also enjoy seeing Santa wherever he shows up.
Smell - We love holiday scents like gingerbread, cinnamon, pumpkin, and
cloves. In recent years, we make a stovetop potpourri that is a recipe from an
old friend’s mom who passed away a few years ago. Making the potpourri and
having it simmering on the stove makes us think of her and decades of friendship. We have spent Christmas in Colorado in the past as a family and remember
the smell of the pine trees when we picked one to cut in a fresh snow. Chad also
commented on the smell of the credit card on fire as he is trying to handle 3
birthdays and Christmas in a 3 week span!
Sounds - Courtney enjoys bugging the family by playing the “Christmas Jazz”
holiday station as much as possible in the evenings. If she gets to the speaker
first, you can guess what will be playing throughout the month of December.
Jingle bells, “Ho ho ho,” and Mariah Carey’s “All I Want for Christmas is You”
are also big time players during the holiday season.
Touch - Smooth wrapping paper, soft blankets, hanging ornaments on tree
branches, stirring batter while baking, sealing Christmas cards, snuggling on the
couch watching a holiday movie, hugging relatives we haven’t seen in a while,
trying to attach a Christmas bow to our pets… there is lots to feel!
Taste - Umm, yes, it is well known that November and December are the best
months of eating in the entire year. In fact, a few years ago on Christmas Eve,
we were in the midst of our pre-meal prayer, about to enjoy a delicious Mexican
meal, when the picnic table we were sitting on collapsed. I guess we had gotten
our fill that year! We always make pigs in a blanket on Christmas morning and
can’t talk about Christmas food without mentioning Mimi’s Mac and cheese and
the birthday cakes she makes for us each year.
Engaging with our senses during the Christmas season orients us in the moment
and can act as an anchor to being present in a Holy time. It also can be a reminder of all the sensory inputs that Mary and Joseph had in the barn the night
Jesus was born - crisp hay, the pain of the birth, hearing the baby’s first cries,
holding his warm body, feeding him for the first time… We wonder how they
imagined his big life playing out in those first moments. May you enjoy all of
your senses, in all their fullness, this holiday season!
By Chad, Courtney, Bell and Chuck Morton
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