
 "It is Christmas in the heart that puts Christmas in the air." 

(W.T. Ellis) 

From our heart to yours a Christmas thought we share… 

UGM  Christmas Donations 

Please bring donations to the church by the 10th of                   

December.  Roberta will pick them up and deliver them              

to UGM.  The lists of needed items are below.   

Thank you for your time and help.  Lets help others as we can. 

 

Men’s needs:  Hoodies, winter socks,  gloves, and hats,          

underwear, jeans, shoes, boots, and coats. 

Women’s and children’s needs:  Robes and PJ’s for all ages 

(even teen boys and girls), hoodies and warm socks and       

slippers. 



December Birthdays  

& Anniversaries 

    

 1st - Pam Doyon 

   Othman Mohamad 

 3rd - Wayne Rau 

 8th - Larry Price 

 9th - Rick lockert 

 12th - Jeni Sherman 

   Sally Schafhirt 

 13th - Enya LaFrance 

 14th - Alexa Knutson 

 18th - Carol Vrolson 

 19th - Robert Hammer 

 23rd - Ron & Carol Ring 

   Kergen Boone 

 24th - Sarah Briggs 

 28th John & Bev Parott 

   John & Dotie Godley 

   Christelle Mwange 

Prayers 
 

Please keep these people in your prayers. 
 

Dick and Shirley Thompson - Dick is doing 
better and hopes to be  released around the 
17th from the hospital. 
 

Judy Knutson - it is not Rheumatoid   Ar-
thritis, it is Polymyalgia Rheumatica.  It may 
go away in a couple of years. 
 

Pastor René - His family, Ryan is home   be-
cause of a fellow student has Covid.   
 
RJ Ewing - not doing well.  Very sick. 
 
Brian - Linda Stancil’s ‘son’ needs a new 
transmission 
 
Wanda Haggerty - fell and broke her hip, 
please send cards as she needs                        
encouragement. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pastor Rene  would like you to record Christ-
mas wishes to the congregation.  Take a video 
of your family wishing the congregation a 
Merry     Christmas and send it to him via 
email.  Please turn them in by the 20th of this 
month.  Thank you all.  



  
 
  
Some of my most cherished memories of the          
Advent season occurred while we were living in     
Clarkston Washington. The kids were actively growing up 
during this time and it was fun to do things with them.  

For a much smaller area such as the LC Valley, there were a 
lot of community events that took place during this time of 
year that bring back a lot of fond memories. Locomotive Park 
was always decorated to the hilt and was so fun to walk 
through. It was and probably still is considered one of the top 
20 Christmas displays in the country for small towns. Then 
there was the floating boat Christmas parade down the Snake 
River.  

It was always good to get home and have some hot chocolate 
after viewing that event. We used to rush out of the house at 
night when we heard Santa flying overhead. It actually was a               
 helicopter that flew overhead hanging a lighted Santa 
 sleigh and his reindeer display with the accompanying 
 ho-ho-ho. It was always fun to run the Santa run early 
 in December. Everyone dressed up and had a good time 
 even though it was cold. But for me, the one event that 
 meant the most was the lighting of the Giant star on 
 the Lewiston Hill.  I knew Advent had arrived.   

   Lance Abnerathy  



A Christmas Story 

 

Those of us fortunate enough to grow up in the 1940’s actually lived many of the scenes in this  
 endearing movie. We can relate to the “double dog dare”, having our mouths filled with a bar of 
 Lifeboy soap when we were caught using “bad words” and pressing our noses into the   department 
 store windows in downtown Spokane; e.g. Penney’s, Sears and Roebucks and  Montgomery Ward in 
 wild eyed wonder and amazement during Christmas. Mom and Dad would take us to the obligatory 
“Santa” visit at one of the aforementioned stores to make our Christmas wishes known. As the saying goes; 
those were the days. 

 I want to share a memory not necessarily of Christmas, but at least during the Christmas   season. 
This would be during the winter of 1949-50. I was 8 years old that Christmas season and of course the ex-
citement was building. Being the passive and calm young man that I was, I was genuinely surprised when 
Mom said, “If you don’t settle down, I am going to tell your Father and when he gets home…” well you get 
the picture! 

 We had a substantial snow fall that winter of 1949. If you check the records, you will find we reeived 
almost  94” of snow. Of course that didn’t make any difference to me because it was Christmas. I remember 
that we must have had about 3 to 4 feet of standing snow that year. I know that being 8 years old it seemed 
to be very deep indeed.  

 My dad was a carpenter by trade and he put in some really long, hard days on the job. And I know 
when he came home often he was “bone” tired. He always seemed to be of good nature, or at least that is 
what I remember. It wasn’t until I was much older that I realized just how good of an act he would some-
times put on. 

 This one evening we all three decided that we would go to the Garland theater to see a   movie. I 
don’t recall what movie it was, but I do recall the fun we had walking and talking all the way down to the 
movie. I don’t know if families enjoy that walking and talking as much now, but back then, it was a form of 
entertainment in itself. 

 It was always a treat to go see a movie and of course for me the best part was the cartoon at          
Intermission. As to the rest I think I probably slept through it. But then it was time for the walk home. It  
wasn’t all that long of a walk, perhaps a mile or possibly a mile and a half. Walking through snow almost as 
deep as I was tall. And of course when walks weren’t shoveled, as they often were not, there was always the 
street.  

 You see at that time there wasn’t the traffic that we have now. There wasn’t the amount of residual 
light emanating from street lamps, neon signs and so forth that we now have. You could even walk in the 
middle of Monroe street and look up and see the stars in the heavens above. 

 So then, this is my “Christmas” memory that I would like to share with you. The three of us, mom, 
dad and myself on a beautiful, cold winters night walking in the deep snow and singing  Christmas carols all 
the way home.  Looking up into a dark crystal-clear sky and seeing all the    beautiful stars.  Once we got 
home, I was off to bed and asleep while mom and dad talked over the day.  

 My prayer is that we all can once again experience the joy of family and the peace of God our        
Father and Jesus Christ, our Lord and Saviour. As Tiny Tim would say “God Bless Us Everyone”,  

      Gary. 

                         


