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The beautiful tones of Robert 

Taylorôs rendition of ñO Holy 

Nightò still linger in my head.  

That was one of the most 

outstanding specials we have 

heard at this church.  Then, 

the next Sunday, December 

11, the visiting Robertsons 

played Christmas music on 

the cello and the harp.  Two 

great performances by ac-

compl ished musicians.  

Thanks for having them, Tee! 

Yesterday evening, the Chil-

drenôs Choir treated us to the 

musical, Just Believe.  It was 

an unusual and sometimes 

comical look at traditional 

Christmas carols.  Rapping 

shepherds gave a lighter 

touch to the music, while 

solos by Ruthi Pendergrast 

added real beauty to the pres-

entation.  Trish McKenzie (an 

adult child?) joined Ruthi for 

their version of ñO Holy 

Night,ò while Jonah Johnson 

and Zoe Merrill did interpre-

tive sign language.  It was 

excellent! 

Who will ever forget Nicho-

las Payne as the ñcute don-

keyò whoôs always getting 

his cheeks pinched by old 

ladies?  And how about those 

rocking seniors, Miss Daisy 

(Trish McKenzie) and Miss 

Mary (Pru Johnson)?  They 

made much better seniors 

than I, and Iôm the real thing!  

Of course, as Grandpa Eddie, 

Raymond Knowles didnôt 

have to act.  In real life, he is 

about as senior as you get!  

But he did all right for an 

elderly gentleman. 

Our thanks go to Carol Cum-

mings and the whole musical 

crew for their efforts. 

Today, December 18, is a 

special day, too.  This morn-

ing, our Church Choir will 

present their Christmas can-

tata, and this evening, the 

Preschool choir will sing 

their Christmas musical.  We 

should fill the sanctuary 

twice for these two events.  A 

lot of hard work has gone 

into their making. 

Many of you missed the 

Robertson County Choral 

Societyôs singing of The Mes-

siah.  You missed a lot.  That 

is perhaps the most inspiring 

Christmas music ever written.  

Three of our own, Melinda 

M c C l e n d o n ,  L i n d s e y 

McClendon, and Melissa 

White, are members of this 

very talented choir. 

We all know that next Sun-

day is Christmas Day.  Donôt 

forget.  There will be no Sun-

day School; just Worship 

Service at 10:30 a.m.ðKen 

Kimbro 

December Birthdays 

Ken Hinkle (Dec 1) 

Bob Carroll (Dec 4) 

Rita Banks (Dec 6) 

Hazel Hinkle (Dec 7) 

Lana Kimbro (Dec 16) 

Walter Gregory (Dec 20) 

Bill Armstrong (Dec 21) 

January Birthdays 

Roberta Gregory (Jan 1) 

Shirley Cobb (Jan 8) 

Sandra Love (Jan 8) 

Harriett Underwood (Jan 11) 

Mildred Armstrong (Jan 13) 

Eloy Sedillo (Jan 16) 

Clarence Adams (Jan 22) 

Betty Brake (Jan 28) 

Mac Chester (Jan 29) 
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It is hard to think about Bethlehem Bap-

tist Church without thinking about Linda 

Fox.  She has been here all her life, has 

been our WMU Director and a Sunday 

School Teacher for many years, and is the 

leader of our Prayer Chain.  Linda is spe-

cial.  She has earned the respect and the 

love of the entire church. 

I knew Linda was having some health 

problems and was not feeling well, but 

when I opened a church email yesterday 

morning and read that she was having 

open heart surgery at 8:30 a.m., it was 

such a shock, it drove me to my knees. 

Yesterday, all day long, we got phone call 

after phone call from concerned friends 

wanting to know if we had heard any-

thing.  We had not, but promising to call 

back when we did hear something, I kept 

my word and learned what it meant to 

ñslave over a hot telephone.ò  I kept the 

lines buzzing! 

As of today, December 7, Linda is pro-

gressing very well and we pray for her 

speedy recovery.  She will be missed until 

she returns.  Her absence leaves a gaping 

hole in our assembly.ðKen Kimbro 

Our Seniors Yesterday 

Judy (Carroll) Privett, 1951 

 

 

Here is a new twist to the Shoe Box Minis-

try. 

I drove my grandson, Bailey, to school one 

morning, and when he got in the car, he 

noticed the unfolded boxes in the back seat 

with him.  He wanted to know what they 

were. 

I explained that they were unfolded shoe 

boxes.  We would fold them, put toys and 

stuff in them, and send them to children 

who had nothing. 

He thought for a moment and then asked, 

ñWhy doesnôt Santa go to see them?ò 

I had to think for a moment on that one.  

ñOh, he does,ò I said.  ñItôs just that we 

help him.  We fill the boxes, take them to 

the church, and the church sends them to 

Santa.  Then Santa has other helpers that 

give them out.  Itôs sort of like weôre 

Santaôs elves.  Bailey, you make a perfect 

elf.ò 

He thought for another moment, then 

added, ñIôm probably the only kid in my 

class thatôs a modern-day elf.ò 

ðKen Kimbro 

Wisdom of 

Children Flossie Carroll 

I often speak of Bethlehemôs icons.  We 

lost another one.  Mrs. Flossie Carroll 

(Judy Privettôs mother) passed away 

Tuesday, November 29.  She was 94 

years old. 

I always thought of her as a ñprim and 

proper,ò very pretty lady.  Most impor-

tant, though, she was a devout Chris-

tian.  Those of us who knew her will 

miss her.  We extend our sympathies to 

Judy, Johnson, Jessica, Jeff, Scott, and 

the entire Privett and Carroll fami-

lies.ðKen Kimbro 

Joan LeMay 

She was the ñfirst ladyò of Bethlehem 

for several years while Bro. Robert 

LeMay served as our pastor.  Joan Le-

May, 79, passed  away Friday morning, 

November 25, after an extended illness. 

Joan will be missed by the entire com-

munity, and all who knew and loved 

her. She had a unique personality and a 

great sense of humor.  It was Joan who 

dubbed Bobby Bowling as ñThe Mayor 

of Bethlehem.ò 

We extend our sympathies to Bro. 

Robert, Millie, and to the entire LeMay 

family.ðKen Kimbro 

Our grandson, Bailey, arranged one of 

our manger scenes.  Unlike what we 

adults would have done, he has all the 

characters with their backs to you, but 

facing the Baby Jesus.  Sometimes it 

takes the sweet innocence of a child to 

set the focus in the right direction. 

Welcome, Ladies! 

The ladies are arriving and I have been 

exiled to my upstairs home office, or the 

den (my choice).  I write about this be-

cause they are seniorsðevery one of them!  

It is Lanaôs Sunday School class , and they 

are here to feast on their Christmas dinner 

of salads.  Salads?  Why not just go outside 

and graze?  Iôll tell you why.  Those ladies 

make salads that are too good to be called 

salads!  I know.  I got to eat with them! 

All kidding aside, these women are won-

derful Christian ladies, dear friends, who 

are always welcome in our homeðand 

ones I can joke with, too, I hope! 

ðKen Kimbro 

I Stand Amazed 

The first Christmas the choir at Long 

Hollow Baptist Church sang the 

ñHallelujah Chorusò from Handelôs 

Messiah, the church sat.  I was sur-

prised, Lana was shocked, and the pas-

torôs wife was mortified.  Considered 

by many to be the ñInternational An-

them of Christianity,ò we had all been 

taught to stand any time it was pre-

sented.  The three of us got together 

and decided that the next time the an-

them was sung, we would stand, even if 

we were the only three in the church 

who did.  They sang it again at Easter.  

As planned, we stood, and as hoped, the 

rest of the church followed.  Thatôs how 

Long Hollow began standing for the 

ñHallelujah Chorus.òðKen Kimbro 



Source: (Nashville: Personality of a City, 

by Alfred Leland Crabb, New York: 

Bobbs Merrill Company, Inc., 1960)ð
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Our 

Tennessee 

Christmas 1779 

It is early summer, 1779.  War rages in 

the East, and British victory after British 

victory leaves the prospects of an inde-

pendent America bleak.  Farther west, a 

group of Wataugans commissions James 

Robertson to lead them from the Watauga 

Settlement in North Carolina (now Ten-

nessee) to begin a new life in the Western 

Wilderness of the state.  Robertson ex-

plores the location and reports back in 

early fall.  His reports are so positive that 

about 500 men, women, and children 

agree to take the perilous journey.  They 

will begin their new life at a location 

Robertson selected that he calls the 

Bluffs. 

Captain John Donelson, who has a lot of 

experience with water travel, will take the 

women and children, and enough men to 

pilot thirty boats down the Holston River 

to the Cherokee (now Tennessee) River, 

on to the Ohio River, and finally up the 

Cumberland to the Bluffs.   

Robertson and 200 men leave Watauga at 

the beginning of November, with twenty 

horses, fifteen cattle, and a herd of sheep.  

They will take the Wilderness Trail 

through the Cumberland Gap into West-

ern Virginia (now Kentucky) and travel 

west and southwest until they cross back 

into North Carolina, north of the Bluffs. 

Donelsonôs party leaves Fort Patrick 

Henry (now Kingsport, Tennessee) the 

first day of winter, with Donelson leading 

them in his boat, the Adventure.  They 

face many hardships before they reach the 

Bluffs.  Donelson has to contend with 

attacks from the Cherokees, British allies.  

There is an outbreak of smallpox and as a 

measure of  safety, the ill are placed in a 

boat that travels behind the others.  This 

boat is captured in an Indian attack and 

the 29 aboard are never heard from again.  

But the most frightening foe of all is the 

thirty miles of rapids at Muscle Shoals. 

It takes Robertson and his party well 

over a month to reach Double Springs 

(now Bowling Green, Kentucky).  They 

cross the North Carolina line, stopping 

for short visits at Kilgoreôs Station (now 

Cross Plains, Tennessee) and Manskerôs 

Station (now Goodlettsville, Tennessee). 

Christmas Eve is freezing cold and as 

they approach the Cumberland, Robert-

son worries about crossing the river.  He 

knows the men can make it, but he is 

concerned about getting the livestock 

across to the south bank.  When they 

arrive, they find the river frozen and 

strong enough to hold their weight.  The 

sheep are skittish, but the next morning, 

men and livestock walk across the Cum-

berland. 

Itôs Christmas Day, 1779, and Robertson 

has promised his men a Christmas din-

ner.  He sends hunters out to look for 

meat.  A shot rings from the forest, but 

what good will one small animal be for 

feeding 200 hungry men?  Soon, hunters 

return with a very large bear.  They drag 

the bear across the Cumberland and roast 

it for their Christmas meal.  The follow-

ing day, work begins on a stockade. 

Donelson said that his boats would be at 

the Bluffs by February, but February 

comes and goes, as does March.  There 

is growing concern, but on April 24, a 

lookout blows the warning horn when he 

spots the bow of the Adventure easing 

around the bend about a mile down river.  

The horn sounds again and everyone 

gathers at the waterôs edge to welcome 

their families. 

There is a huge celebration.  Work is 

stopped for a week of feasting, singing, 

preaching, praying, and thanksgiving.  

When the fort is completed, it is named 

Fort Nashborough after General Francis 

Nash, a Revolutionary hero of North 

Carolina who fought alongside Robert-

son at the Battle of Alamance in 1771.  It 

is called Nashborough for over three 

years, but in 1784, the British Nashbor-

ough is changed to the French Nashville 

to honor our French allies in the Revolu-

tion. 

Fiddlinõ Around 

Last month, I asked you to check with 

seniors to see who has ñfiddled around.ò  

I donôt think you did, for I didnôt get any 

reports back.  I ought not tell you who it 

isðjust let you find outðbut I canôt stand 

it.  I have to blab! 

Did you ask Johnny Milteer?  Well, 

Johnny is an accomplished professional 

musician, but it is not he.  Did you ask 

Raymond Knowles?  Now Raymond is 

musically inclined, but heôs too old to 

fiddle around!  Did you ask Hazel Hinkle 

or Faye Carroll?  Hazel and Faye have 

beautiful voices, but I have never seen 

either of them play a musical instrument. 

Then who is it?  Did you ask Pru John-

son?  WOW!!  Itôs Pru! When she started 

playing the bass fiddle, she was so small 

she had to stand or sit on a bar stool to 

play.  Donôt we have some amazing sen-

iors?!ðKen Kimbro 

Electric Trains 

While working as a mall Santa, I had 

many children ask for electric trains.  ñIf 

you get a train,ò I would tell each one, 

ñyou know your dad is going to want to 

play with it too.  Is that okay?ò 

The usual answer was a quick yes, but 

after I asked one boy this question, he 

became very quiet.  Trying to move the 

conversation along, I asked what else he 

would like Santa to bring him. He 

promptly replied, ñAnother train.ò 

Author unknown 

You can no longer drive down Main 

Street to see Christmas lights.  The athe-

ists have all but destroyed that age-old, 

beautiful tradition.  But there are still 

lights close by.  David Dever has outlined 

his storage barn with lights.  The Pistels 

are lighted, and there are others on Gum 

Station Road.  Look around.  Youôll find 

them!ðKen Kimbro 
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we had our Christmas program.  The pas-

tor of our little country Methodist church 

was a circuit preacher, so he wasnôt there 

for our Christmas programsðhe was 

probably preaching to the Baptists.  For 

this, I was grateful.  Preachers always 

have something to say, but as a small 

child, I was in no mood to hear it before 

the Christmas program. 

Our program was always the same.  We 

sang Christmas carols acappella.  Nobody 

knew how to play the piano.  Then the 

children had a little play or sang Christ-

mas songs.  These, too, were sung acap-

pella.  Even if there had been a record to 

go with our music, the church could not 

have afforded a record player.  And there 

were no such things as CDs and DVDs 

back then. We could not have afforded 

them either.  To us children, the last part 

of the Christmas program was the best.  

Santa Claus!  He gave out fruit and 

candy, and we got to tell him what we 

wanted for Christmas. 

One year, Santa looked an awfully lot 

like my Dad.  He even sounded a bit like 

him, too. But I know it wasnôt him.  He 

was far too fat to be my Dad, and when 

we got ready to go home, Dad was right 

there with us. 

Whether itôs the 1940s or the 2010s, the 

message has not changed.  Jesus came to 

earth, born to a virgin in a lowly stable, 

the Savior of the world!  I wish you all a 

very merry Christmas!ðKen Kimbro 

Christmas in Tennessee 

The frost clings to my window 

As the blue grey morning light 

Casts shadows on the green grass 

It's a most unusual sight 

While the bird that's softly singing 

In my old magnolia tree 

Is the very first to greet me 

On my first Christmas in Tennessee 

I fondly think of new friends 

That I have come to know 

Their kindness and their caring 

On my first Christmas without snow 

My heart is filled with gladness 

For this gift God gave to me 

Knowing Christmas in Tennessee 

I've never understood so well 

The meaning of true giving 

As I've learned from my new neighbors 

In this land where I am living 

My heart is filled with gladness 

Trading hot chocolate for sweet tea 

To have the chance to be here 

Spending Christmas in Tennessee 

The sun begins to shine on me 

In a sky so rich and blue 

It puts a smile upon my face 

Because I know it's true 

That I have truly been blessed 

With a special gift to me 

A full heart, a peaceful mind and 

It's Christmas in Tennessee 

Author Unknown 

Christmas is a special time of the year.  

It is a time for us to remember and cele-

brate the birth of our Lord and Savior, 

Jesus Christ.  But it is also a time for 

family, for giving, for receiving, and for 

pure fun. 

All of us have sweet memories of Christ-

mases past.  Some of the best are those 

of our childhood.  I was a small child in 

the 1940s, and I have some very tender 

memories of Christmas in the 40s. 

Perhaps my memories stem from the fact 

that I was so small, or maybe itôs be-

cause times were simpler then, hearts 

were bigger, and there was more Christ 

in Christmas than there is today. 

Christmas was always a family affair.  

There was Christmas at both sets of 

grandparents, and of course, Christmas 

morning at home. 

A week or so before Christmas, we had 

to get a Christmas tree.  I doubt that I 

even knew what an artificial tree was 

back then, for none of us had one.  If the 

weather was bad, Dad would go out 

alone and come back with a nice cedar.  

If the weather was stable, we would 

search for our tree as a family. 

I remember one year in particular.  It 

was cold and cloudy, but that made it all 

the more exciting!  All four of us went to 

a small ravine a little piece from our 

house.  Cedars grew on the side of the 

hill at the ravine.  My sister may have 

been the one who spotted the tree, but 

with Motherôs approval, that was it.  Dad 

cut it and I ñhelpedò him drag it back 

home. 

We decorated.  If we had lights at that 

time, they were those big round lights.  

We strung popcorn and Barbara and I 

made chains out of my school construc-

tion paper.  We didnôt have a lot of orna-

ments, but the best one was the little 

angel that always topped the tree.  I still 

have that angel today.  This year, it is on 

Lanaôs kitchen tree. 

The Sunday night before Christmas was 

a special time at church.  Thatôs when 

The First Christmas 

A little boy returned from Sunday school 

with a new perspective on the Christmas 

story. He had learned all about the Wise 

Men from the East who brought gifts to 

the Baby Jesus.  He was so excited he 

could hardly wait to tell his parents. 

As soon as he arrived home, he immedi-

ately began, ñI learned all about the very 

first Christmas in Sunday school today!  

There wasn't a Santa Claus way back 

then, so these three skinny guys on cam-

els had to deliver all the toys!  And Ru-

dolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer with his 

nose so bright wasn't there yet, so they 

had to have this big spotlight in the sky to 

find their way around!òðAuthor Un-

known 

This little ornament has been a part 

of my Christmas for over 60 years 
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The Christmases I wrote of in ñChristmas in the 40sò are childhood memories that are wonderful.  Not everyone has such sweet 

memories of those years.  Millions of young Americans spent some of their 40s Christmases on the battlefields of Europe and the 

Pacific, thousands of miles from home.  Millions of Europeans and Asians were caught in the middle of the conflict that we call 

World War II. 

An old family friend, Mr. Ed Ray, lost his arm at the Battle of the Bulge in Bastogne, Belgium.  Thatôs where he was, Christmas, 

1944.  Our daughter, Jamie, interviewed him for a paper she was writing for school.  ñWhat was your most frightening experience?ò 

she asked him.  ñWell, we had several frightening experiences,ò he answered.  ñI guess, though, the most frightening was a buzz 

bomb came over, just above the tree tops.  It was Christmas Eve in 1944.  I sure thought it was going to fall right on top of us, but it 

went on over and landed a few miles further.ò 

 Lanaôs father, Herbert Turner, was also at the Bulge.  He and his buddies spent Christmas surrounded by a hostile German Army.  

ñOn Christmas Day, 1944,ò he said, ñwe butchered a calf and had fresh meatðwe didnôt have any other rationsðbut we did give the 

farmer who raised the calf half the meat.ò 

In the early 60s, I worked with a young man named George Widuch.  George was about my age and had migrated to this country 

from Poland.  His parents were decorated Polish Underground heroes.  The Widuchs spent their time around Christmas, 1944, plot-

ting an escape from Poland.  They left in early 1945, but were caught and sent to a work camp in Germany, where they stayed until 

they were liberated at the end of the war. 

While rummaging through my notes and scrapbooks of these items, I found a photo copy of an old document.  It has a banner that 

says, ñMERRY CHRISTMAS,ò and is dated 24 December 1944: 

HEADQUARTERS 101ST AIRBORNE DIVISION 

Office of the Division Commander 

Whatôs Merry about all this, you ask?  Weôre fightingðitôs coldðwe arenôt home.  All true but what has the proud Eagle Division 

accomplished with its worthy comrades of the 10th Armored Division, the 705th Tank Destroyer Battalion and all the rest?  Just 

this: We have stopped cold everything that has been thrown at us from the North, East, South and West.  We have identifications 

from four German Panzer Divisions, two German Infantry Divisions and one German Parachute Division.  These units, spearhead-

ing the last desperate German lunge, were headed straight west for key points when the Eagle Division was hurriedly ordered to 

stem the advance.  How effectively this was done will be written in history; not alone in our Divisionôs glorious history but in World 

history.  The Germans actually did surround us, their radios blared our doom.  Their Commander demanded our surrender in the 

following impudent arrogance: 

December 22nd 1944 

(NOTE: There is not enough room to include the German demands, but their commander bragged about how they would annihilate 

the American forces in and around surrounded Bastogne. (mkk) 

The German Commander received the following reply: 

22 December 1944 

To the German Commander: 

N U T S ! 

The American Commander 

Allied Troops are counterattacking in force.  We continue to hold Bastogne.  By holding Bastogne we assure the success of the Allied 

Armies.  We know that our Division Commander, General Taylor will say: ñWell Done!ò 

We are giving our country and our loved ones at home a worthy Christmas present and being privileged to take part in this gallant 

feat of arms are truly making for ourselves a Merry Christmas. 

McAuliffe, 

Commanding 



September 2011  

22-Kentucky Amish & 

Mennonites,  

Scottsville ñNo meal!  

Bus leaves church at 

9:00 a.m. 

October 2011  

20-Breakfast at the 

Cracker Barrel  

Meet at White House 

Cracker Barrel at 9:00 

a.m. 

November 2011  

5-Bethlehem Health 

Fair  

Seniors assist Tracy 

Dever. 

December 2011  

13-LifeWay Christmas 

Musical, Nashville  
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April 2012  

 

World War II ended in 1945, making 

that year one of the most significant in 

world history, certainly the most signifi-

cant year in the 20th century. 

Jan 2ðKentucky begins a 130 home 

basketball game win streak that ends in 

1955. 

Jan 12ðGerman forces retreat in the 

Battle of the Bulge. 

Jan 18ðWarsaw freed by Soviet Army. 

Jan 20ðFDR sworn in for an unprece-

dented 4th term as president. 

Jan 26ðAuschwitz Concentration 

Camp liberated by Soviet forces. 

Feb 19ð30,000 US Marines land on 

Iwo Jima. 

Feb 23ðUS Marines raise flag on Iwo 

Jima; famous photo. 

Mar 16ðAllies secure Iwo Jima. 

Apr 12ðRoosevelt dies at the ñLittle 

White Houseò in Warm Springs, Georgia 

Apr 12ðHarry Truman sworn in as 33rd 

president. 

Apr 29ðAdolf Hitler marries Eva Braun. 

Apr 30ðHitler commits suicide. 

May 8ðV-E Day; Germany signs uncon-

ditional surrender; WW II ends in Europe. 

Aug 6ðAtomic bomb dropped on Hi-

roshima by ñEnola Gay.ò 

Aug 9ðAtomic bomb dropped on Na-

gasaki. 

Aug 14ðV-J Day; Japan surrenders un-

conditionally to end WW II. 

Detroit Tigers beat the Chicago Cubs 4 

games to 3 to win the World Series. 

It is fitting that Army (9-0-0) is proclaimed 

NCAA Football Champions.  On Nov 10, 

they beat #2 Notre Dame, 48-0. 

Oklahoma A&M (now Oklahoma State) 

defeats New York University 49 -45 to 

win the NCAA Basketball Champion-

ship.  
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