
     The Christmas of 1949 we 
didn’t have a tree. My dad 
had as much pride as any-
body, I suppose, so he would-
n’t just say that we couldn’t 
afford one. 

     When I mentioned it, my 
mother said that we weren’t 
going to have one this year, 
that we couldn’t afford one, 
and even if we could – it was 
stupid to clutter up your 
house with a dead tree. 

     I wanted a tree badly 
though, and I thought that if 
we had one, everybody would 
feel better. 

     About three days before 
Christmas, I was out collecting 
for my paper route. It was 
fairly late, it was snowing and 
very cold. 

     I went to the apartment 
building to try to catch a cus-
tomer who hadn’t paid me for 
nearly two months and owed 
me seven dollars. Much to my 
surprise, she was home. 

     She invited me in and not 
only did she pay me, she gave 
me a dollar tip! It was a wind-
fall for me – I now had eight 
whole dollars. 

     On the way home, I walked 
past a Christmas tree lot and 
the idea hit me. The selection 
wasn’t very good because it 
was so close to the holiday, 
but there was this one tree. It 

pleasure. 

     “I bought it. Isn’t it just the 
most perfect tree you ever 
saw?” I said, trying to main-
tain my enthusiasm. 

     “Where did you get the 
money?” Her tone was accus-
ing and it began to dawn on 
me that this wasn’t going to 
turn out as I had planned. 

     I explained about the cus-
tomer who had paid me and 
she went into a tirade about 
how stupid it was to spend 
money on a dumb tree that 
would be thrown out and 
burned in a few days. 

     She told me how irrespon-
sible I was and how I was just 
like my dad with all those 
foolish, romantic, noble no-
tions about fairy tales and 
happy endings and that it 
was about time I grew up and 
learned some sense about 
the realities of life and how 
to take care of money and 
spend it on things that were 
needed and not on silly 
things. 

     My mother had never 
talked to me like that before 
and I couldn’t believe what I 
was hearing. I felt awful and I 
began to cry. Finally, she 
reached out and snapped off 
the porch light. 

(Continued on page 2) 

The Gift of Forgiveness 

Upcoming Events 2 

Hymn History 3 

Extended Prayer Requests 4 

Service Opportunities; Birthdays & 

Anniversaries 

5 

Children’s Ministry; Special Events 6 

Calendar 7 

Inside this issue: 

  
  
  
T

h
e

 W
e

s
ts

id
e

r
 

W
E

S
T

S
I

D
E

 
C

H
U

R
C

H
 

O
F

 
C

H
R

I
S

T
 

 

 

December 2017 

T H E  W E ST S I D E R  

Minister of the Word: Aaron Metcalf 
Bookkeeper: Linda Coburn 

Office Administrator: Bonnie Miller 

Shepherds: 
Bob Greenlee 
Ray Martus 

 

Created for community 

Visit our website:  
www.westsidecofc.net 

We hope you enjoy this issue of The Westsider. In an effort to keep 

administrative costs at a minimum, you will have access to this 

monthly publication the week prior to the first Sunday of each month 

on our website. If you do not have, or use, a computer we will mail it 

to your home. There will be a limited number of issues printed and 

available at the church building.  

Items for the newsletter are due in the office the fourth Thursday of 

the month for the following month’s publication. Please email:      

office@westsidecofc.net. 

Sunday Assembly Times 
Bible Class: 9:45 a.m. Worship: 10:45 a.m. 

Office Hours: 
Monday & Tuesday 10 a.m.—2 p.m. 

Wednesday & Thursday 10 a.m.– 5 p.m. 
Friday—Office Closed 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Westside Church of Christ 
5525 SW Menlo Dr. 
Beaverton, OR  97005 
503-629-9132 
Email: office@westsidecofc..net 

had been a very expensive 
tree and no one had bought 
it; now it was so close to 
Christmas that the man was 
afraid no one would. 

     He wanted $10 for it, but 
when I told him I only had 
eight, he said he might sell it 
for that. It was so pretty that 
I finally agreed. 

      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I dragged it all the way home 
and tried hard not to dam-
age it or break off any limbs. 
It was still in pretty good 
shape when I got home. 

     I propped it up against the 
railing on our front porch 
and went in. I got Mom and 
Dad to come to the front 
door and then I switched on 
the porch light. 

     “Where did you get that 
tree?” my mother exclaimed. 
But it wasn’t the kind of ex-
clamation that indicates 
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NCO 9 am—12:30 
pm 

1 
 
  

 

2 
Leaf Raking 10 am 
to 2 pm 
 
 
 
 

3          
All Church Potluck 
 
1st Sunday of Ad-
vent Conspiracy 
 

4 
 
 
 
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30 
pm 

5 
 
 
Home Schoolers 9-
noon___________ 
Boy Scouts  7-9 pm 

6 
 
Family 
Group/potluck  
6:30 pm  
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30 

7 

 
 
 
NCO 9 am—12:30 
pm 

8 
 
 
 

9 
Christmas Dinner 
 
 
 
 

10 
2nd Sunday of 
Advent Conspiracy 

11 
 
 
Boy Scouts 7-9 pm 
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30 
pm 

12 
 
 
Home Schoolers 9-
noon___________ 
Boy Scouts 7-9 pm 

13 
Family 
Group/potluck  
6:30 pm 
 
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30  

14 
 
 
 

NCO 9 am—12:30 
pm 

15 
Montessori  
School Christmas 
program 7 pm 
 
 

16 
 
 
 
 
 

17 
3rd Sunday of Ad-
vent Conspiracy 

18 
 
 
 
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30 
pm 

19 
 
 
 
 
Boy Scouts  7-9 pm 

20 
 

Family 
Group/potluck  
6:30 pm  
 
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30  

21 
 

 

 

NCO 9 am—12:30 
pm 

22 
 
 

       

23 
 
 
 

 

24 
4th Sunday of Ad-
vent Conspiracy 
 
 
 
 

25 
Christmas Day 

 
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30 
pm 
 
NCO 7-8:30 pm 

26 
 
 
 
 
 
Boy Scouts 7-9 pm 

27 
 
Family 
Group/potluck  
6:30 pm  
 
NCO 3-5 & 7-8:30  

28 
 
 
 
 
NCO 9 am—12:30 
pm 

29 
 

30 

     “Leave it there,” she said, “so eve-
ry time we see it, we’ll be reminded 
of how stupid the men in this family 
are.” 

     Then she stormed up the stairs to 
her bedroom and we didn’t see her 
until the next day. It was the worst 
Christmas I ever had. 

     Fast forward to 1971. Dad had 
died a few years previously and Mom 
was spending Christmas with us.  

    On Christmas Eve I was up late, 
alone with my thoughts, alternating 
between joy and melancholy, as I 
thought about that tree and what my 
mother had said to me. 

     I heard a noise in the kitchen and 
discovered that it was mom. She 
couldn’t sleep either and had gotten 
up to make herself a cup of hot tea. 

     I told her how happy I was that 
she was with us for Christmas and 
how I wished that Dad could have 

The Gift of Forgiveness 
(Continued from page 1) 

lived to see his grandchildren and to 
enjoy this time because he always 
loved Christmas so. Then she said, 
“Do you remember that time when 
you bought that tree with your paper 
route money?” 

     “Yes,” I said. Great tears started 
down her face and she cried, “Oh, 
son, please forgive me. That Christ-
mas has been a burden on my heart 
for twenty-five years. Nothing will 
ever make what I said right, but you 
need to know that we were fighting 
all the time. We were two months 
behind in our house payments, we 
had no money for groceries, your dad 
was talking about going back to Ar-
kansas and that tree was the last 
straw. I took it all out on you. I’ve 
wanted to say something for ever so 
long and I’m so glad it’s finally out.” 

     We both cried a little and held 
each other and I forgave her – it was-
n’t hard, you know. 

     Then we talked for a long time, and 
I did understand; I saw what I had 
never seen and the bitterness and 
sadness that had gathered up in me 
for all those years gradually washed 
away. 

     The great gifts of this season can’t 
be put under the tree; you can’t wear 
them or eat them or drive them or 
play with them. We spend so little 
time on the great gifts – understand-
ing, grace, peace and forgiveness. It’s 
no wonder that the holiday leaves us 
empty, because when it’s over, the 
only reminders we have are the dirty 
dishes and the January bills. 

     The great gifts are like the one that 
began it all in Bethlehem. They come 
as He came – quietly, freely, unex-
pectedly – and if you’re not careful, 
you’ll miss them entirely. 

Adapted from an article by  
John William Smith 

     Each Sunday in De-
cember, bring your spare 
change or dollars to give 
to Living Water Interna-
tional so that water wells 
can be constructed in 
villages that have no 
easy access to clean wa-
ter. 

     Our Advent Conspira-
cy collection will be com-
bined with the Agape 
Church of Christ’s collec-
tion to dig a new well or 
refurbish an existing 
well.  



December 
2—Leaf Raking at building 10 am– 2 pm 
3—All-church Potluck noon 
3—Advent Conspiracy Collection for Liv-
 ing Water International 
9—Christmas Dinner 
10—Advent Conspiracy Collection for Liv-
 ing Water International 
15– Montessori Preschool Christmas Pro-
 gram 7 pm 
17—Advent Conspiracy Collection for Liv-
 ing Water International 
24—Christmas Eve 
24—Advent Conspiracy Collection for Liv-
 ing Water International 
25—Christmas Day 
31—New Year’s Eve 
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With Gratitude in Your Hearts Sing . . . 
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      John’s mother was a devout, Godly woman. His 

father, on the other hand, was an unbelieving sailor. 

When John’s mother died shortly before he turned 7, 

he was sent away to boarding school, but at the age 

of 11 he went to sea with his father who was the cap-

tain of a sailing ship. The years that followed were 

one continuous round of rebellion and debauchery. 

     Pressed into service in the British Navy, he desert-

ed, was captured and flogged. He said his thoughts 

shifted between murder and suicide. He recalled, “I 

was capable of anything.” He returned to life at sea 

finding employment on several ships that conducted 

business on the West African coast transporting 

slaves. Eventually, John became the captain of his 

own slave ship. Capturing, selling and transporting 

slaves to the plantations in the West Indies and 

America was a cruel and vicious way of life. 

     On March 10, 1748, returning to England from Af-

rica, his ship encountered a sudden violent storm and 

it appeared the ship would be sunk and all lives lost. 

Amidst the pounding rain, howling winds, and crash-

ing waves, in desperation John cried out, “Oh God, 

have mercy on us!” 

     When the storm subsided and safely reached 

shore, John reflected on his experience and won-

dered where that cry had come from. He was not a 

believer. He had no relationship with this God that he 

had called upon in his time of need. Why had God 

responded and saved him? 

     He began reading Thomas a Kempis’ book, The 

Imitation of Christ. The combination of the book’s 

message and John’s experience at sea were used by 

the Holy Spirit to sow the seeds of John’s eventual 

conversion and acceptance of Christ as his Savior. 

     For several more years he continued as a slave 

ship captain, trying to justify his work by seeking to 

improve conditions on his ship as much as possible. 

He even held worship services every Sunday for his 

hardened crew of thirty. Eventually, however, he was 

convicted of the inhumane aspects of his work and 

gave up his life as a slave trading sea captain. Years 

later he would even join forces as the spiritual advi-

sor to William Wilburforce and work to abolish slav-

ery in England. 

     Abandoning his life at sea, he took up residence in 

England, married his childhood sweetheart and be-

came a clerk at the Port of Liverpool for nine years. 

During this time he began to feel called to preach the 

gospel and began to study for the ministry. At the age 

of 39, John Newton was ordained by the Anglican 

Church and was sent to the little village of Olney, 

near Cambridge. His service there was fruitful and 

influential. Large crowds came to hear the “Old Con-

verted Sea Captain” and he never ceased to marvel at 

God’s mercy and grace that had so dramatically 

changed his life. This was the dominant theme of his 

preaching and writing. He said, “That tenth of March 

is a day much remembered by me; and I have never 

suffered it to pass unnoticed since the year 1748—

the Lord came from on high and delivered me out of 

deep waters.” 

     At a time when the only hymns used in the Angli-

can Church were the Psalms of Scripture, John began 

writing original hymns. These were not allowed to be 

sung in his church either, but on Wednesday nights 

when the church gathered for prayer meeting in the 

house across the meadow from the church, they 

would sing John’s hymns there.  

     On the evening of Dec. 31, 1772, he was preparing 

a sermon for New Year’s Day entitled “Faith’s Review 

and Expectation.” As he reviewed his faith journey 

from slave trader to gospel preacher, he was once 

again struck by God’s great mercy and forgiveness. 

That night he wrote: 

 Amazing Grace! How sweet the sound 

 That saved a wretch like me! 

 I once was lost, but now am found, 

 Was blind, but now I see. 

 Through many dangers, toils and snares 

 I have already come; 

 ‘Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, 

 And grace will lead me home. 

Bonnie Miller 
 

Coming Events 

   Do you remember the summer Olympic games of 
2008 in Tokyo? Remember the spectacular opening 
ceremonies and all the elaborate computer generat-
ed graphics that were projected around the arena?  

     Do you remember the gymnastics and the Ameri-
can girl Shawn Johnson who won the gold medal on 
the balance beam? 

     Do you remember watching the track and field 
events? Specifically, do you recall the 4X400 relay? 
The United States was favored to win that gold 
medal but in the final trial run before the medal 
race, the next to last runner dropped the baton 
while passing it to the anchor man and the team 
was disqualified and did not even make it to the 
medal race. 

     And as if 
that were-
n’t bad 
enough, 
the next 
day the 
women’s 
4X400 relay 
team did 
exactly the 
same thing 
in the final 
medal race. 
Both teams 
dropped the baton on the last handoff and were 
disqualified. 

      All of their lives, these men and women had 
been racing and training and practicing for this one 
event, this one moment. And they blew it. Who 
knows how many thousands of times they had prac-
ticed handing off that baton. There’s an exact sci-

ence in passing the baton, slapping it into the hand 
of the next runner. They had done that in other races 
and hundreds of times successfully handed off the 
baton but in this one race—the most important race 
of their lives—they dropped it. 

     Passing our faith on to the next generation is the 
most important thing we will do as Christians. Some-
times we have succeeded in passing that baton and 
we can point with pride to faithful people who are in 
turn passing their faith on to others. Other times, 
Satan has interfered and come between us and the 
next generation and the baton of faith has fallen to 
the ground. But like the Olympic runner on the wom-
en’s team who stopped and picked up the baton and 
completed the race even though their team was dis-
qualified, we can make changes to ensure that the 
baton finishes the race. And fortunately, God doesn’t 
disqualify us—no matter how many times we drop 
the baton. 
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December Service Opportunities 
Communion Prep  Contribution Counters 
Bonnie Miller  Jay Schneider, Nader Khoury 

Slides  Sound Communion Servers  
12/3  Juanita Martus Matt Buckingham Linda Zagorski, Kim Toll, Larry Morgan, Miles Metcalf 
    Stephen Mentzer 
12/10 Bonnie Miller Chelan Metcalf Miles Metcalf, Jasper Bawcom, Matt Buckingham, Nader  
    Khoury, Ray Martus 
12/17 Jay Schneider Amy Schenider Mel Winters, Robert Bristol, Bob Greenlee, Linda Zagorski, 
    Josh Stump 
12/24 Bonnie Miller Nathan Isaacs Kim Toll, Jevon Williams, Miles Metcalf,  Jay Schneider,   
    Stephen Mentzer 
12/31  Bonnie Miller Nathan Isaacs Larry Morgan, Jasper Bawcom, Nader Khoury, Ray Martus, Mekl 
    Winters 
November Income: $14.,575.50 
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~Those with health concerns~ 
Janice Ator 
Jasper Bawcom 
Linda Bissett 
Joyce Farguharson (Melinda Coleman’s sister) 
Janet Maples 
Jim Maples 
Jon Morgan 
Ben Snodgrass 
Helen Urban 
Jennie (Carolyn Mentzer’s niece) 
 
~Family and Friends battling cancer~  
Lauren Ray (friend of Christy family) 
Margo (Ray Martus’ sister)  
Stephen Berry (Greenlee Family Group)  
Gay Stroud (Loretta Stroud’s daughter)  
Betty Call (Janet Maples’ aunt)  
Mary Ellen Taylor (Josh VanderZanden’s grand-
mother)  
Kendra Hornbostel (friend of the Ators)  
Patti (mother of Linda Zagorski’s sister-in-law)  
Arnold Holloway (friend of Kathy Skelton)  
 
~Those who have lost loved ones~  
Rebecca Dickerson (Rebecca’s brother) 
Martha Khoury (Martha’s aunt) 
Annette Elder (Annette’s grandfather) 
Jay Schneider (Jay’s mother) 
Family of Kelly Coburn 
Family of LaVelle Stanley 
Kim Wingfield (Kim’s mother) 
Nader Khoury (Nader’s father and 
mother) 
Sue Bowman (Sue’s mother) 
Mel Winters (Mel’s father and grand-
mother) 
 
 

 ~College Students~ 
 Julia Khoury-Valentine 
 Riley Toll 
 Robert Towell 
 
 ~Those with special needs~ 
 Jim & Janet Maples 
 Kayla VanderZanden 
 Rebecca Dickerson 
 Annette Elder 
 Brittnie, Mark Wingfield’s niece 
 
 ~Shepherds~ 
 Bob Greenlee 
 Ray Martus 
  
  
 ~Staff and Volunteers~ 
 Aaron Metcalf 
 Bonnie Miller 
 Linda Coburn 
  

December Celebrations 
  Birthdays    Anniversaries   

3 Chelan Metcalf    26  Ricardo & Jessica Osorio 
8 Stephan Zeisset    28 Butch & Lynette Walters 
12 Jevon Williams    31 Bob & Connie Greenlee 
18 Carolyn Mentzer  
25 Aaron Metcalf 
26 Carla Morgan 
27 Toshi Buckingham 
29 Rebecca Dickerson 
 

Annual Leaf Raking Day 
     Saturday, Dec. 2, everyone is needed to help gather up 
all the leaves around our building. The Boy Scouts have 
done a great job of clearing brush and making our grounds 
more presentable. Now the final step is needed. Bring your 
work gloves, rakes, shovels, wheel barrows and pick up 
trucks beginning at 10 a.m. The city of Beaverton has desig-
nated us as a drop site that day so we will have a large drop 
box on site to put all the yard debris in.  Come anytime you 
are able and stay as long as you can up until 2 p.m.  


