
   

 

PASTORAL  PERSPECTIVE  

   TOWER BELLS  
 First Presbyterian ChurchðPalatka, Florida 

ñ...dedicated to living in the image and spirit of Jesus Christ.ò 

                   January 2012                               

Volume 3, Issue 1   

 

ñDo not lay up for yourselves treasures on earth, were moth and rust consume  

and where thieves break in a steal, but lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven. 

For where your treasure is there your heart will be also.ò   (Matthew 6:19-21, RSV) 

 
A couple weeks ago it was time to pull out the Christmas decorations out of the shed.  But when we opened the boxes 

we were horrified to learn that a leaky roof had led to most of our ñChristmas Treasuresò being ruined by mold!  An-

gels and ornaments, Santaôs and snowmen ï many of which we have had for years ï all had to be pitched.  It was heart

-breaking. 

 

Is there a lesson to be learned here?  Yeah, sure:  Fix the leaks, and be sure to store your valuables in a safe place.  

This lesson is true in the literal, physical sense; but itôs also true when weôre talking about our lives and the treasures 

of our heart. 

 

We can tend to ignore problems, until itôs too late.  A year ago Linley and I noticed that our ornaments were getting 

musty from being stored in the shed.  Because of that we actually did move some of the Christmas boxes into Emmaôs 

closet, but there was only so much room.  The rest I took back out to the shed, but instead of fixing the leaky roof, I 

simply wrapped the storage boxes in garbage bags, hoping that would keep the water outéIt didnôt. 

 

Whatôs true of storage sheds can also be true for our lives and relationships:  we might be aware of a problem that 

needs to be attended to before itôs too late, but oftentimes we wait, thinking that things will get better in time, or weôll 

get around to it later.  So we shove those problems into that shed out back that we all have, and then its ñout of sight, 

out of mind.ò  The trouble is, this approach rarely works!  Problems do not usually get better on their own; without 

attentive prayer and action on our part, problems tend to get worse! 

 

And this is true of our ñspiritual lives,ò as well.   The care of our souls requires our best effort, but without attention 

and care, we may find our faith getting stale and musty over time!  Even worse is when we pack up our faith and store 

it in an out-of-the-way corner of our lives, assuming we can always go get it if and when we need it.  But if our faith 

has not been guarded, tended, pondered and polished over time, it may not be there for us when we need it!  Donôt let 

inattention and disuse, nor the storms of life, ruin your relationship with God. 

 

When this Christmas season is over, and itôs time once again to put those cherished ornaments away for another year, 

be sure you take good care of them.  But even as you carefully pack your angels away, donôt pack up the message of 

those Christmas Angels, that message of ñpeace on earth and goodwill to those with whom God is well pleased!ò  

And as you lovingly store your manger scene until next Christmas, be sure that you donôt put Jesus Christ, our living 

and present Savior, away until that time.  No, thatôs worth keeping out, and coming back to all year long! 

 

Have a merry Christmas and blessed New Year, 

-- Pastor Bob 
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  The Memories . . . . . .     
 

  This Christmas, no doubt, we all made a few memories that will last 

 with us for quite some time.  However, one particular Christmas will AL-

 WAYS stick with me.  It was Christmas 1991 and my Grandmother 

 (affectionately called either ñNannyò or ñMiss Happyò) had been in Heaven 

 just over 2 months.   

 
 

 She was always making something 

for people whether it be a cake or an af-

ghan or a blanket...her hands were always 

moving.  I think somehow she knew the year before that she 

wouldnôt be with us the next.  Christmas of 1990, everyone 

got a new blanket or afghan from her.   Back to 1991...I 

woke up that Christmas morning and while it was a joyous 

occasion, I still couldnôt help but feel a little sad because my 

Nanny wasnôt with us.  Mom told me ñAdam, youôve got 

one more gift under the tree.ò  I looked and sure enough, 

there was one more gift stuffed all the way in the back.  I 

looked at the tag and it said ñTo Adam...Love, Nanny.ò   I 

was quite puzzled and looked to my mother for some clarifi-

cation. 
 

 You see, Nanny had found out in September that her 

cancer had returned and this time she wasnôt going to be 

able to beat it.  She knew that she wouldnôt make it to 

Christmas.  So, she set out right then and there to make sure 

that I would know she was still thinking of me.  She didnôt 

 have time to make anything so she bought me the most beautiful (at least to me) wooden jew-

 elry box for Christmas.  Two months after she was gone, in the presence of some wrinkled up 

 wrapping paper and a discarded red bow, 

 she was still with me.   
 

 That jewelry box may have a monetary 

 value of only $20 - $30 but to me, itôs worth 

 millions...and even then, that wouldnôt be 

 enough.  My unforgettable Christmas mem-

 ory this year???....the fact that my Nanny 

 has had 20 Christmases with the Savior 

 Himself.   
 

 Merry Christmas, Nannyéé. 
 

 Merry Christmas everyone! 

 Pictured Top To Bottom:   1.  My Nanny (Miss Happyò),   2.  An afghan she made for my mother, 

           3.  Me (age 5) with the Baby Blanket she made for me when I was born. 
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THANKSGIVING FELLOWSHIP DINNER,  NOVEMBER, 17, 2011  

(Over 150 people were in attendance) 
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FRIENDS WEDNESDAY KIDS BY THE TREE THEY DECORATED IN W. HALL.  
 
 
 
 

 


