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December Birthday’s

Dec. 1  Ruth Steiner 3056-T
Wednesdays at Georgetown Dec. 1%  Mary Swanson  3004-T

TCBY $.99 Waffle Cones Dec. 2" Robert Layman 17A L Newsletter 8300 Maysville Rd. Phone (260)749-6725
Renew Senior Day 15% off Dec .6  Jim Kelly 23C
Peerless Cleaners Wacky Wed. Specials Dec. 6" Robert Russell 22C
J J’s Antiques Senior day 15% off Dec. 8"  Ralph Beck 14B

Dec. 8"  Kathleen Love 2006-AL
Dec.10™  Harold Towsley 1003-AL
Dec.10™"  Neil Monroe 15A
Dec.12"  Mildred Sabones 2013-AL
Dec.14"  Carol Prucha 3034-T
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AVAILABLE SERVICES |5 emasees
EEEEEEEEEEEES

Dr. Carter Hearing Clinic- every Friday at our
Goeglein Rd location-436-6400

O ,Holy Night ( by Adolphe Adom)

O ’Holy Night! The stars are brightly shinning.

It is the night of the dear Savior’s birth.

Celebrating December Long lay the world in sin and error pining,

w Till he appeared and the soul felt it’s worth.
¢ A thrill of hope the weary world rejoices,

For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn.

Hanukkah
December 2—10 Fall on your knees! Oh, hear the angels voices!

Foot Care with Ken Sorg- 20.00 fee
December 22, 9:00am-Therapy room
Sign up at the desk.

Oh night divine, Oh night when Christ was born;

December 25" Christmas
Oh night divine, Oh night divine.

Haircuts, Salon Services with Peggy RESIDENTS ACTIVITES
Monday thru Friday (260) 748-6439

ART WORKSHOP- with Janet Musselman
Physical Therapy-call the front desk Will resume in January

Sewing-Pat Platner, helps with light mending KNITTING AND CROCHETING-Living

needs bring to the front desk. area
Jim Pyle can help with your clock repairs BINGO-WITH DJ AND RUSSEL-Saturday
(260) 748-0420 at 2:00pm unless otherwise listed

In the Activities Calendar
White Glove for transportation needs

(260) 433-8490 CARD GAMES ON TUESDAY’S
Euchre- 12:00 3" floor and Crazy- 8’s 2:00
in Chapel with DJ Hankey and Russel

Chapel services are the 2" Wednesday of Strome
the month and Bible study on Wednesday at ,
10:00am WATCHMANS CLUB-with Gene Taylor New Year’s Eve

December 31

If you need any assistance call Vicky at the
front desk 749-6725 I'm happy to help©



JUST SING

She should never waited so long to tackle the Christmas
shopping . Kimberley Little reminded herself as she
shifted her bundles from one aching arm to the other.
She had hated shopping, hated having to brave the
crowds, and sift through endless piles of merchandise.
But there was only so much holiday gift-buying one could
do through catalogues, and of course, the children
needed their annual photo taken with Santa Claus. So
here she was, imprisoned in a slow-moving “Visit Santa *
line, wondering if she might spend the entire holidays in
this Albuquerque mall.

Of course, she had to admit she was never ‘up’ at this
time of the year, no matter how smoothly things went.
Her father had died tragically in a plane crash just a few
days before Christmas when Kimberley was fourteen,
and although many years have passed, she never faced
December without feeling echoes of that familiar shock,
sorrow and loneliness. As her faith matured, Kimberley
had gotten involved in her church, singing in the choir,
and teaching her young sons to pray. She didn’t doubt
that her father was in heaven with Jesus, and she would
see him again. But every year as Christmas approached,
the same nagging question emerged: “This is suppose to
be so wonderful. So why isn’t it?”

Kimberley shifted packages again, and looked at her
three sons. Their moods seemed no cheerier than hers.
One was demanding a ride on the train further down the
mall. Another was hungry. “I hate Christmas!” muttered
the eldest, his lip thrust out in frustration.

Kimberley felt guilty. “Moms have so much influence on
the spirit of the family, “she says. “If we’re just a little bit
cranky, everyone picks up on it. “She didn’t want to spoil
this season for the children. They shouldn’t carry the
same vague sadness that she did.

And yet...She glanced around at the other families in line.

They were all like hers, she realized, the kids were
irritable, tired, fighting with one another, the parents
grimly Determined to Endure.

Why are we like this? Kimberley wondered. Where was
the real Christmas, the spirit of love and peace, the joyful
awareness that a Savior had come into the world?

December Highlights

Saturday, Dec.1,
with Santa in the Chapel

Monday Dec. 3, 6:00pm-Music Performance w/

Final Harvest

Saturday, Dec. 8, 2:00pm-Starz Dance
Academy

Friday, Dec. 14, 5:00pm-Candlelight Dinner

Saturday, Dec. 15, 1:00pm-Janice Dyson
Alumni Dancers

Thursday, Dec. 20, 2:00pm-Christmas Party

Monday, Dec. 31, 2:00pm-New Year’s Eve
Part

How did one cut through the confusion, the fatigue,
the pressure, yes, even the sorrowful memories, to
find it?

Suddenly, God nudged her. “It couldn’t have been
anything else,” Kimberley say’s, because all at once
| felt a little tingle, as if something new was
happening. And | realized that if | wanted to feel
better about myself, | had to take the first step. |
had to be brave. “But how?

Sing a carol...The suggestion was already in her
heart. She had recently performed a solo in church.
She knew how to sing. But this noisy shopping
center was not church. “Oh, no, God, not, me, “she
told Him silently. “You remember how shy |
am...People will stare.”

Bring Christmas to the mall. Sing!

Kimberley sighed. It was no use. She knew that
Voice. And hadn’t she asked Him where Christmas
was?

Softly she began to sing. Silent night, holy night,
"The couple in front of her, who had been filling out
a photography order form, paused and turned
around.

“All is calm, all is bright. Kimberley reached for her
youngest son and picked him up. What if they

threw her out of the mall for disturbing the peace?

You’re bringing the peace, the answer came. Sing!

The children behind her had stopped arguing. “Listen”

one whispered to the other. “That lady’s singing.”

The tips of Kimberley’s ears turned red. “Round yon
virgin, mother and child...she went on. Her sons
would never speak to her again.

But...Was it her imagination, or did she hear another
voice? And another? Yes, the couple in front of her
was singing, their order form forgotten. Now the
children behind her, and their parents, and the family
next to them. Dazed, Kimberley realized that the
entire section of the Santa Claus line had joined her.
Even her own offspring.

It was true! Little risks could lead to wonderful things.
And she was feeling better, her spirit soothed, her
mind quieted. Maybe Christmas, and its eternal
message, was simply as close as anyone allowed it
to be.

Voices faded as the song ended. “Let’s do Angels We

Have Heard on High” Kimberley suggested to the
people around her. It was her eldest’s favorite carol,
and her dad had always liked it too.

It was going to be a wonderful Christmas.

A FEW PICTURES OF THE
RENOVATION

-

Please make sure cars are not
parked past curb with front of car.
So we can plow the sidewalks.

MAINTENANCE NEWS

B3




