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It may be cold outside, but our 
spirits are warmed as we recall 

the many fine folks who we’ve had 
the pleasure to meet this year.

We sincerely value your business 
and wish you all the very 

merriest holiday season followed 
by a simply spectacular year. 

Thanks!
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364-3331

Raise Your
Holiday Spirits!

Everyone here is wishing you 
a season that’s uplifting in 

everyway! We appreciate your 
vote of confidence and look 

forward to serving you in the 
year ahead.

Dresden 4x4
& Automotive
518 Pikeview • Dresden

364-5110 24 Hr.
Wrecker
Service

from
Jackey, 
Bill & 

William

Merry 
Christmas

BY DAVID FISHER
News Writer

A brightly-colored Nativity 
scene, created by a local couple 
to put on display during the 
Christmas season, could be 
described as a labor of love. 

Jim and Tracey Garner of 
630 Evergreen Street in Dresden 
want the Christ-centered theme 
of the lawn decoration to convey 
the true meaning of Christmas. 

According to Tracey, it was 
a group effort. She crafted 
the religious scene over the 
past several months and put 
it on display this year for the 
first time. Tracey ordered the 
pattern, and Mr. Walter Thorne 
of Martin, who also decorates his 
lawn every year with Christmas 
scenes, helped by cutting out the 
individual plywood pieces that 
make up the different characters 
typically associated with the 
manger scene. 

She began painting the project 
in July 2015 and completed it 
around the first of December. 
Tracey also received assistance 
from her children, 17-year-old 
Katie, and her 14-year-old twins 
- Mekayla and Mekena, as well 
as other family members. 

After coming home from 
Dresden Family Clinic, where 
she works as a nurse, Tracey 
labored on the Nativity scene 
many nights until 10:30 or 11:00.

Jim, who is the former pastor 

of New Hope Baptist Church, 
and works at Parker-Hannifin 
in Greenfield, helped by cutting 
the stakes. 

The Nativity scene is covered 
with polyurethane to protect 
it against the elements and the 
ground stakes that hold it in 

place are constructed of treated 
wood. 

Tracey also crafted a porch 
display depicting a Christmas 
tree bearing the scriptural quote 
from Luke 2:11, which reads, 
“Unto you is born this day in the 
city of David a Savior, which is 

Christ the Lord.”
Rather than emphasize the 

commercial and secular aspects 
of what Christmas has come 
to be for many these days, 
the Garners wish to remind 
everyone of the Christ child who 
came to take away the sins of the 

world. Those willing to accept 
him as Lord and Savior can 
sing “Joy To The World” from 
the perspective of one saved 
by grace. For the Christian, it’s 
not just another holiday; it’s a 
celebration of the birth of the 
Savior of all humankind. 

A beautifully crafted Nativity scene graces the front lawn of the home of Jim and Tracey Garner, located on Evergreen Street in Dresden. 
Tracey did most of the work on the project, which took several months to complete, but other family members assisted.

Dresden Nativity Scene A Labor Of Love
For Unto Us A Child Is Born

Merry Christmas

With best wishes to our neighbors, friends and associates 
at this joyous time of year. For your trust in us, we are 
deeply grateful.

Washburn and Hutcherson Law Firm
117 North Poplar St. • Dresden • 731-364-9715
302 University St. • Martin, TN • 731-587-5888

http://www.washburnhutchersonlaw.com

This poem was written by a 
Marine stationed in Okinawa 
Japan.

‘Twas the night before 
Christmas, he lived all alone, in 
a one bedroom house made of 
plaster and stone.  I had come 
down the chimney with presents 
to give, and to see just who in this 
house did live.

A strange sight I did see, no 
tinsel, no presents, not even a 
tree.  No stocking by mantle, 
just boots filled with sand.  On 
the wall hung pictures of far 
distant lands.

With medals and badges, 
awards of all kinds, a sober 

thought came through my mind.  
For this house was different, it 
was dark and dreary.  I found the 
home of a soldier, once I could 
see clearly.

The soldier lay sleeping, si-
lent, alone, curled up on the floor 
in this one bedroom home.  The 
face was so gentle, the room in 
such disorder, not how I pictured 
a United States soldier.  Was this 
the hero of whom I’d just read?  
Curled up on a poncho, the floor 
for a bed?  

I realized the families that 
I saw this night, owed their 
lives to these soldiers who were 
willing to fight.  Soon round the 

world, the children would play, 
and grownups would celebrate a 
bright Christmas day.  They all 
enjoyed freedom each month of 
the year, because of the soldiers, 
like the one laying here.

I couldn’t help wonder, 
how many lay alone, on a cold 
Christmas Eve in a land far from 
home.  The very thought brought 
a tear to my eye, I dropped to my 
knees and started to cry.  The 
soldier awakened and I heard a 
rough voice, “Santa, don’t cry, 
this life is my choice.  I fight for 
freedom, I don’t ask for more, 
my life is my God, my country, 
my corps.”  

The soldier rolled over and 
drifted to sleep, I couldn’t control 
it, I continued to weep.  I kept 
watch for hours, so silent and 
still and we both shivered from 
the cold night’s chill.  I didn’t 
want to leave on that cold, dark 
night, this guardian of honor so 
willing to fight.

Then the soldier rolled over, 
with a voice soft and pure, whis-
pered, “Carry on, Santa, it’s 
Christmas Day, all is secure.”  
One look at my watch and I 
knew he was right.  “Merry 
Christmas, my friend, and to all 
a good night.”

A Soldier’s Version Of ‘Twas The Night Before Christmas’

Three Kings came riding from 
far away,

Melchior and Gaspar and Baltasar;
Three Wise Men out of the East 

were they,
And they travelled by night and 

they slept by day,
For their guide was a beautiful, 

wonderful star.
The star was so beautiful, large 

and clear,
That all the other stars of the sky
Became a white mist in the at-

mosphere,
And by this they knew that the 

coming was near
Of the Prince foretold in the proph-

ecy.
Three caskets they bore on their 

saddle-bows,
Three caskets of gold with golden 

keys;
Their robes were of crimson silk 

with rows
Of bells and pomegranates and 

furbelows,
Their turbans like blossoming 

almond-trees.
And so the Three Kings rode into 

the West,
Through the dusk of the night, over 

hill and dell,
And sometimes they nodded with 

beard on breast,

And sometimes talked, as they 
paused to rest,

With the people they met at some 
wayside well.

“Of the child that is born,” said 
Baltasar,

“Good people, I pray you, tell us 
the news;

For we in the East have seen his 
star,

And have ridden fast, and have 
ridden far,

To find and worship the King of 
the Jews.”

And the people answered, “You 
ask in vain;

We know of no King but Herod 

the Great!”
They thought the Wise Men were 

men insane,
As they spurred their horses across 

the plain,
Like riders in haste, who cannot 

wait.
And when they came to Jerusalem,
Herod the Great, who had heard 

this thing,
Sent for the Wise Men and ques-

tioned them;
And said, “Go down unto 

Bethlehem,
And bring me tidings of this new 

king.”
So they rode away; and the star 

stood still,
The only one in the grey of morn;
Yes, it stopped --it stood still of its 

own free will,
Right over Bethlehem on the hill,
The city of David, where Christ 

was born.
And the Three Kings rode through 

the gate and the guard,
Through the silent street, till their 

horses turned
And neighed as they entered the 

great inn-yard;
But the windows were closed, and 

the doors were barred,
And only a light in the stable 

burned.
And cradled there in the scented 

hay,
In the air made sweet by the breath 

of kine,
The little child in the manger lay,
The child, that would be king 

one day
Of a kingdom not human, but 

divine.
His mother Mary of Nazareth
Sat watching beside his place of 

rest,
Watching the even flow of his 

breath,
For the joy of life and the terror 

of death
Were mingled together in her 

breast.
They laid their offerings at his feet:
The gold was their tribute to a 

King,
The frankincense, with its odor 

sweet,
Was for the Priest, the Paraclete,
The myrrh for the body’s burying.
And the mother wondered and 

bowed her head,
And sat as still as a statue of stone,
Her heart was troubled yet com-

forted,
Remembering what the Angel 

had said
Of an endless reign and of David’s 

throne.
Then the Kings rode out of the 

city gate,
With a clatter of hoofs in proud 

array;
But they went not back to Herod 

the Great,
For they knew his malice and 

feared his hate,
And returned to their homes by 

another way.

The Three Kings                 By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Wishing you a holiday season 
furnished with tradition, 

friendship, family, goodwill, 
good cheer 

and all the comforts 
of home!

There’s No Place 
Like Home 

for the Holidays

101 E Main St, Sharon, TN · (731) 456-2840
Sharon Furniture
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Merry Christmas
& Happy New Year

WEAKLEY COUNTY TRUSTEE

Marci Floyd

My family and I would like to thank each of you 
for allowing me to serve as your Trustee. We 
have received a great blessing from you. Thank 
you for the trust you have put in me.

Merry Christmas and Happy New Year! Marci 
Floyd & family, Jeff, Joshua and Jacob
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Here is a fairly well known 
tale. I think it is worth re-telling. 
It conveys a valuable message; 
No matter how tough things 
are, don’t give up. You just 
don’t know what lies around the 
corner.....! 

Robert May was a short man, 
barely five feet in height. He 
was born in the early part of the 
last century, that is to say, the 
nineteen hundreds. 

Bullied at school, he was 
ridiculed and humiliated by 
other children because he was 
smaller than other boys of the 
same age. Even as he grew 
up, he was often mistaken for 
someone’s little brother. 

When he left college he 
b e c a m e  e m p l o y e d  a s  a 
copywriter with Montgomery 
Ward, the big Chicago mail 
order house. He married and in 
due course, his wife presented 
him with a daughter. Then when 
his little daughter was two years 
old, tragedy struck; his wife was 
diagnosed with a debilitating 
disease. She became bedridden 
and remained so until she died. 
Nearly everything he earned 
went on medication and doctor’s 
bills. Money was short and life 
was hard. 

O n e  e v e n i n g  i n  e a r l y 
December of 1938 and two 
years into his wife’s illness, his 
four-year-old daughter climbed 
onto his  knee and asked, 
“Daddy, why isn’t Mummy 
like everybody else’s mummy?” 
It was a simple question, asked 
with childlike curiosity. But it 
struck a personal chord with 
Robert May. 

His mind flashed back to his 
own childhood. He had often 
posed a similar question, “Why 
can’t I be tall, like the other 
kids?” The stigma attached to 
those who are different is hard 
to bear. Groping for something 
to say to give comfort to his 
daughter, he began to tell her a 
story. It was about someone else 
who was different, ridiculed, 
humi l i a ted  and  exc luded 
because of the difference. 

Bob told the story in a 
humorous way, making it up 
as he went along; in the way 

that many fathers often do. His 
daughter laughed, giggled and 
clapped her hands as the misfit 
finally triumphed at the end. 
She then made him start all over 
again from the beginning and 
every night after that he had 
to repeat the story before she 
would go to sleep. 

Because he had no money for 
fancy presents, Robert decided 
that he would put the story 
into book form. He had some 
artistic talent and he created 
illustrations. This was to be his 
daughter’s Christmas present. 
The book of the story that she 
loved so much. He converted 
the story into a poem. 

On the night before Christmas 
Eve, he was persuaded to attend 
his office Christmas Party. He 
took the poem along and showed 
it to a colleague. The colleague 
was impressed and insisted that 
Robert read his poem aloud 
to everyone else at the party. 
Somewhat embarrassed by the 
attention, he took the small 
hand written volume from his 
pocket and began to read. At 
first the noisy group listened in 
laughter and amusement. But 
then became silent and after 
he finished, they broke into 
spontaneous applause. 

Later, and feeling quite 
pleased with himself, he went 
home, wrapped the book in 
Christmas wrapping and placed 

it under the modest Christmas 
tree. To say that his daughter 
was pleased with her present 
would be an understatement. 
She loved it! 

When Robert returned to 
work after the Holiday, he was 
summoned to the office of his 
head of department. He wanted 
to talk to Bob about his poem. 
It seemed that word had got 
out about his reading at the 
Christmas party. The Head of 
Marketing was looking for a 
promotional tool and wondered 
if Robert would be interested in 
having his poem published. 

The following year, 1939, 
printed copies of the book 
were given to every child 
who visited the department 
stores of Montgomery Ward 
and it eventually became an 
international best seller, making 
Robert a rich man. His wife had 
unfortunately died during this 
time, but he was able to move 
from the small apartment and 
buy a big house. He was at last 
able to provide handsomely for 
his growing daughter. 

The story is not quite over. In 
1947, songwriter Johnny Marks 
used the theme of Robert’s poem 
for a song. He showed the song 
to a famous film star of the 
day, Gene Autry, ‘The Singing 
Cowboy’. Autry recorded the 
song and it became a world-
wide number one hit. You may 

just remember it. The first line 
goes....”Rudolph The Red-
Nosed Reindeer had a very 
shiny nose.....!”

In many ways,  secular 
celebrations garner more attention 
than religious gatherings during 
the holiday season. But all it takes 
is a little digging to find religious 
services to fill our calendars come 
the month of December.

Midnight Mass
Many Christian churches 

commemorate Jesus Christ’s birth 
with a special midnight Mass on 
December 24th. Some Christians 
wait until the clock strikes midnight 
to place baby Jesus figurines into 
their Nativity scenes a t home. 
Midnight Mass may bring entire 
communities together to share 
the holiday season message of 
joy and peace. Midnight Mass 
also may feature awe-inspiring 
performances by church choirs or 

private performers who lend their 
talents to the festivities.

Living Nativity
Area houses of worship and 

community centers may produce 
their own Living Nativity 
pe r fo rmances .  Cos tumed 
volunteers and actors present the 
story of Christ’s birth and the good 
news that followed. This can be an 
especially exciting experience for 
children and may also be a creative 
way to reinforce religious beliefs, 
especially to children who may 
have difficulty otherwise relating 
to written text.

Christmas pageants
In some areas, children play 

integral roles in recreating the story 
of Christmas. Private Catholic 
schools may offer performances 

of Christmas pageants that 
explain the Nativity and other 
events leading up to the birth 
of Christ. Parents and extended 
members of the family can enjoy 
a religious experience while also 
sharing praise for their youngest 
performers. 

Volunteer efforts
Houses of worship may 

organize clothing drives, holiday 
meals, toy donation collections, 
and many other community events 
this time of year. Volunteer to lend 
a hand at such events, which can 
help to remind you that the holiday 
season is one of giving.

Community candle lighting
Jewish celebrants  may 

participate in a community-
sponsored hanukkiyah (Chanukah 

menorah) lighting ceremony. 
Although candles or oil is 
traditionally burned for Chanukah, 
many public places use an electric 
system for safety and convenience. 
The lighting has a schedule based 
on tradition and ritual. A Chanukah 
candle lighting service can bring 
the religious experience alive for 
many involved.

Caroling
Christmas caroling, which 

likely evolved from the British 
tradition of wassailing, has largely 
fallen out of favor. However, many 
close-knit towns and communities 
still include caroling among their 
traditions. Caroling can be a great 
way to spread holiday share cheer. 
Although carols are often a blend 
of religious and secular tunes, 

many people find their faith is 
revitalized by joining their friends 

and neighbors to carol during the 
holiday season.

Celebrate Christmas With Religious Sights & Sounds

You Just Don’t Know What Lies Around The Corner
Don’t Give Up...

Once upon a time, there was a 
man who worked very hard just 
to keep food on the table for his 
family. This particular year a few 
days before Christmas, he punished 
his little five-year-old daughter after 
learning that she had used up the 
family’s only roll of expensive gold 
wrapping paper.

As money was tight, he became 
even more upset when on Christmas 
Eve he saw that the child had used 
all of the expensive gold paper to 
decorate one shoebox she had put 
under the Christmas tree. He also 

was concerned about where she 
had gotten money to buy what was 
in the shoebox.

Nevertheless, the next morning 
the little girl, filled with excitement, 
brought the gift box to her father 
and said, “This is for you, Daddy!”

As he opened the box, the father 
was embarrassed by his earlier 
overreaction, now regretting how 
he had punished her.

But when he opened the 
shoebox, he found it was empty and 
again his anger flared. “Don’t you 
know, young lady,” he said harshly, 

“when you give someone a present, 
there’s supposed to be something 
inside the package!”

The little girl looked up at him 
with sad tears rolling from her eyes 
and whispered: “Daddy, it’s not 
empty. I blew kisses into it until it 
was all full.”

The father was crushed. He 
fell on his knees and put his arms 
around his precious little girl. He 
begged her to forgive him for his 
unnecessary anger.

An accident took the life of the 
child only a short time later. It is told 

that the father kept this little gold 
box by his bed for all the years of his 
life. Whenever he was discouraged 
or faced difficult problems, he 
would open the box, take out an 
imaginary kiss, and remember the 
love of this beautiful child who had 
put it there. 

In a very real sense, each of us 
has been given an invisible golden 
box filled with unconditional love 
and kisses from our children, 
family, friends and God. There 
is no more precious possession 
anyone could hold.

The Gold Wrapping Paper 

Sometimes it is easy to forget 
the true meaning of Christmas. 
The busy traditions of the season 
and the appealing advertisements 
for material goods can leave the 
pure and simple truths far, far 
behind.

Jake was nine years old with 
tousled brown hair with blue 
eyes as bright as a heavenly 
angel. For as long as Jake could 
remember he had lived within 
the walls of a poor orphanage. 
He was just one of ten children 
supported by what meager 
contributions the orphan home 
could obtain in a continuous 
struggle seeking donations from 
townsfolk.

There was very little to eat, 
but at Christmas time there 
always seemed to be a little more 
than usual to eat, the orphanage 
seemed a little warmer, and it 
was time for a little holiday 
enjoyment. But more than this, 
there was the Christmas orange!

Christmas was the only time 
of year that such a rare treat was 
provided and it was treasured 
by each child like no other food 

admiring it, feeling it, prizing it 
and slowly enjoying each juicy 
section. Truly, it was the light 
of each orphan’s Christmas and 
their best gift of the season. How 
joyful would be the moment 
when Jake received his orange!

Unknown to him, Jake had 
somehow managed to track a 
small amount of mud on his 
shoes through the front door 
of the orphanage, muddying 
the new carpet .  He hadn’t 
even noticed. Now it was too 
late and there was nothing he 
could do to avoid punishment. 
The punishment was swift and 
unrelenting. Jake would not be 
allowed his Christmas orange! 
It was the only gift he would 
receive from the harsh world 
he lived in, yet after a year 
of waiting for his Christmas 
orange, is was to be denied him.

Tearfully, Jake pleaded that 
he be forgiven and promised 
never to track mud into the 
orphanage again, but to no avail. 
He felt hopeless and totally 
rejected. Jake cried into his 
pillow all that night and spent 

Christmas Day feeling empty 
and alone. He felt that the other 
children didn’t want to be with 
a boy who had been punished 
with such a cruel punishment. 
Perhaps they feared he would 
ruin their only day of happiness. 
Maybe, he reasoned, the gulf 
between him and his friends 
existed because they feared he 
would ask for a little of their 
oranges. Jake spent the day 
upstairs, alone, in the unheated 
dormitory. Huddled under his 
only blanket, he read about a 
family marooned on an island. 
Jake wouldn’t mind spending 
the rest of his life on an isolated 
island, if he could only have a 
real family that cared about him.

Bedtime came, and worst of 
all, Jake couldn’t sleep. How 
could he say his prayers? How 
could there be a God in Heaven 
that would allow a little soul 
such as his, to suffer so much all 
by himself? Silently, he sobbed 
for the future of mankind that 
God might end the suffering in 
the world, both for himself and 
all others like him.

As he climbed back into bed 
from the cold, hard floor, a soft 
hand touched Jake’s shoulder, 
startling him momentarily and 
an object was silently placed in 
his hands. The giver disappeared 
into the darkness ,  leaving 
Jake with what, he did not 
immediately know!

Looking closely at it in the 
dim light, he saw that it looked 
like an orange! Not a regular 
orange, smooth and shiny, but 
a special orange, very special. 
Inside a patched together peal 
were the segments of nine other 
oranges, making one whole 
orange for Jake! The nine other 
children in the orphanage had 
each donated one segment of 
their own precious oranges to 
make a whole orange as a gift 
for Jake.

Sharing what we truly value 
is the true spirit of Christmas. 
Our Heavenly Father gave us 
His beloved Son. May we, like 
the children in the orphanage, 
find ways to share His love with 
others less blessed.

The Christmas Orange
Sharing what we truly value is the true spirit of Christmas

May your holiday season be 
fi lled with good times and fond 

memories for a long time to come. 
Thank you for your business 

this past year.

West Tennessee
Public Utility District

Huntingdon, Tennessee

986-8289 • 1-800-443-7794
EOE

On Thursday night December 13, 2018, members of the 
Weakley County Sheriff’s Department, Martin Police Department 
and Dresden Police Department, Weakley County Circuit Court 
Clerk’s office, Department of Children’s Services and Weakley 
County 911 Center personnel, took 50 underprivileged children 
from Weakley County shopping for Christmas. 

The “Shop with Sheriff Smith and Justice” program, which 
is named after a children’s book written by Weakley County 
Sheriff’s Investigator Eric Smith entitled, “Sheriff Smith and 
Justice Investigate the Bedroom Monster,” is intended to make 
Christmas a little brighter for some of the less fortunate children 
of Weakley County. 

Each child was given $100 to buy clothes and toys, and they 
were escorted through Martin’s Wal-Mart by officers. The 

Department of Children’s Services also supplied a blanket and 
other items to each child, and the officers gave Bibles to the 
youngsters. 

The program, which is made possible by donations and 
fundraisers, began in 2015 as a way for Weakley County 
Investigator Eric Smith and the Sheriff’s Department to give 
back to the community and help out children who might not have 
such a merry Christmas.

Those involved with the “Shop with Sheriff Smith and 
Justice” program expressed their appreciation to each person or 
business that donated money or played in the fundraising golf 
tournament - especially those that sponsored a hole during that 
golf tournament

Weakley County law enforcement officer, court officials and DCS personnel joined together again this year to help raise funds to 
provide a Merry Christmas to 50 deserving youngsters. 

‘Shop with Sheriff Smith and Justice’ 
program makes Christmas brighter

The Weakley County Chamber 
of Commerce held its annual 
Christmas reception on Thursday, 
December 6, 2018 at the Dresden 
Elks Lodge. 

It was Gleason’s turn to host 
the reception, and they put on a 
good spread of food and drink for 

the guests. 
“We were very pleased with the 

turnout,” said Weakley County 
Chamber Director Barbara 
Virgin. “We had another record 
number with over 200 guests 
attending the standing room only 
event.

“Charles Anderson, our 
Chamber president this year, did a 
remarkable job. He worked hard 
to get door prizes, donations and 
sponsorships. 

 “The food, which was catered 
by Simply Southern of Gleason, 
was exceptionally good,” director 
Virgin said. She stated, since 
Gleason, which is also known as 
‘Tater Town’, is a large producer 
of the tasty tuber, guests were 
treated to a sweet potato bar. 

“Everyone had a great time at 
the festive Christmas occasion,” 
she said. 

Next year’s Chamber president 
will be Ty Smithson of Greenfield, 

and it will be Greenfield’s turn to 
sponsor the Chamber Christmas 
Reception. 

“Chamber presidents try to 
get as many people as they can 
to come to the reception and to 
become Chamber members,” 
director Virgin said. 

“The Chamber is working 
with the various towns to get 
better communications with the 
businesses,” she said. 

The annual gathering gives 
chamber members a chance to 
network and catch up on the latest 
happenings in local municipalities 
and discuss upcoming events. 

“We try to let everyone know 
what we do to benefit Weakley 
County, and we appreciate 
everyone’s support,” she said. 

Looking back on 2018, 
director Virgin stated it was a 
good year for businesses moving 
into Weakley County, and the 
situation is getting better. 

Guests at this year’s Weakley County Chamber of Commerce Christmas Reception enjoyed good food, fellowship and door prizes 
– all provided by Chamber members from the City of Gleason. 

Chamber of Commerce Hosts Christmas Reception

Simmons 
Bank
101 S. Church Street
Dresden, TN
731-364-3131
www.simmonsbank.com

Wishing You Peace, Joy
& Prosperity

We hope this Christmas 
delivers everything you’ve 
been hoping for and more! 
As we celebrate another successful year, we’re 
filled with gratitude for your support and trust 
in us. Friends and neighbors like you make us 
feel truly fortunate. Happy Holidays! 

Korner Kafe
Merr y Christmas & Happ y New Year!

— Gary, Brenda, LaDonna, and Greg

102 S. Cedar St., Gleason • 731-648-1999
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It may be cold outside, but our 
spirits are warmed as we recall 

the many fine folks who we’ve had 
the pleasure to meet this year.

We sincerely value your business 
and wish you all the very 

merriest holiday season followed 
by a simply spectacular year. 

Thanks!
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364-3331

Raise Your
Holiday Spirits!

Everyone here is wishing you 
a season that’s uplifting in 

everyway! We appreciate your 
vote of confidence and look 

forward to serving you in the 
year ahead.

Dresden 4x4
& Automotive
518 Pikeview • Dresden

364-5110 24 Hr.
Wrecker
Service

from
Jackey, 
Bill & 

William

Merry 
Christmas

BY DAVID FISHER
News Writer

A brightly-colored Nativity 
scene, created by a local couple 
to put on display during the 
Christmas season, could be 
described as a labor of love. 

Jim and Tracey Garner of 
630 Evergreen Street in Dresden 
want the Christ-centered theme 
of the lawn decoration to convey 
the true meaning of Christmas. 

According to Tracey, it was 
a group effort. She crafted 
the religious scene over the 
past several months and put 
it on display this year for the 
first time. Tracey ordered the 
pattern, and Mr. Walter Thorne 
of Martin, who also decorates his 
lawn every year with Christmas 
scenes, helped by cutting out the 
individual plywood pieces that 
make up the different characters 
typically associated with the 
manger scene. 

She began painting the project 
in July 2015 and completed it 
around the first of December. 
Tracey also received assistance 
from her children, 17-year-old 
Katie, and her 14-year-old twins 
- Mekayla and Mekena, as well 
as other family members. 

After coming home from 
Dresden Family Clinic, where 
she works as a nurse, Tracey 
labored on the Nativity scene 
many nights until 10:30 or 11:00.

Jim, who is the former pastor 

of New Hope Baptist Church, 
and works at Parker-Hannifin 
in Greenfield, helped by cutting 
the stakes. 

The Nativity scene is covered 
with polyurethane to protect 
it against the elements and the 
ground stakes that hold it in 

place are constructed of treated 
wood. 

Tracey also crafted a porch 
display depicting a Christmas 
tree bearing the scriptural quote 
from Luke 2:11, which reads, 
“Unto you is born this day in the 
city of David a Savior, which is 

Christ the Lord.”
Rather than emphasize the 

commercial and secular aspects 
of what Christmas has come 
to be for many these days, 
the Garners wish to remind 
everyone of the Christ child who 
came to take away the sins of the 

world. Those willing to accept 
him as Lord and Savior can 
sing “Joy To The World” from 
the perspective of one saved 
by grace. For the Christian, it’s 
not just another holiday; it’s a 
celebration of the birth of the 
Savior of all humankind. 

A beautifully crafted Nativity scene graces the front lawn of the home of Jim and Tracey Garner, located on Evergreen Street in Dresden. 
Tracey did most of the work on the project, which took several months to complete, but other family members assisted.

Dresden Nativity Scene A Labor Of Love
For Unto Us A Child Is Born

Merry Christmas

With best wishes to our neighbors, friends and associates 
at this joyous time of year. For your trust in us, we are 
deeply grateful.

Washburn and Hutcherson Law Firm
117 North Poplar St. • Dresden • 731-364-9715
302 University St. • Martin, TN • 731-587-5888

http://www.washburnhutchersonlaw.com

This poem was written by a 
Marine stationed in Okinawa 
Japan.

‘Twas the night before 
Christmas, he lived all alone, in 
a one bedroom house made of 
plaster and stone.  I had come 
down the chimney with presents 
to give, and to see just who in this 
house did live.

A strange sight I did see, no 
tinsel, no presents, not even a 
tree.  No stocking by mantle, 
just boots filled with sand.  On 
the wall hung pictures of far 
distant lands.

With medals and badges, 
awards of all kinds, a sober 

thought came through my mind.  
For this house was different, it 
was dark and dreary.  I found the 
home of a soldier, once I could 
see clearly.

The soldier lay sleeping, si-
lent, alone, curled up on the floor 
in this one bedroom home.  The 
face was so gentle, the room in 
such disorder, not how I pictured 
a United States soldier.  Was this 
the hero of whom I’d just read?  
Curled up on a poncho, the floor 
for a bed?  

I realized the families that 
I saw this night, owed their 
lives to these soldiers who were 
willing to fight.  Soon round the 

world, the children would play, 
and grownups would celebrate a 
bright Christmas day.  They all 
enjoyed freedom each month of 
the year, because of the soldiers, 
like the one laying here.

I couldn’t help wonder, 
how many lay alone, on a cold 
Christmas Eve in a land far from 
home.  The very thought brought 
a tear to my eye, I dropped to my 
knees and started to cry.  The 
soldier awakened and I heard a 
rough voice, “Santa, don’t cry, 
this life is my choice.  I fight for 
freedom, I don’t ask for more, 
my life is my God, my country, 
my corps.”  

The soldier rolled over and 
drifted to sleep, I couldn’t control 
it, I continued to weep.  I kept 
watch for hours, so silent and 
still and we both shivered from 
the cold night’s chill.  I didn’t 
want to leave on that cold, dark 
night, this guardian of honor so 
willing to fight.

Then the soldier rolled over, 
with a voice soft and pure, whis-
pered, “Carry on, Santa, it’s 
Christmas Day, all is secure.”  
One look at my watch and I 
knew he was right.  “Merry 
Christmas, my friend, and to all 
a good night.”

A Soldier’s Version Of ‘Twas The Night Before Christmas’

Three Kings came riding from 
far away,

Melchior and Gaspar and Baltasar;
Three Wise Men out of the East 

were they,
And they travelled by night and 

they slept by day,
For their guide was a beautiful, 

wonderful star.
The star was so beautiful, large 

and clear,
That all the other stars of the sky
Became a white mist in the at-

mosphere,
And by this they knew that the 

coming was near
Of the Prince foretold in the proph-

ecy.
Three caskets they bore on their 

saddle-bows,
Three caskets of gold with golden 

keys;
Their robes were of crimson silk 

with rows
Of bells and pomegranates and 

furbelows,
Their turbans like blossoming 

almond-trees.
And so the Three Kings rode into 

the West,
Through the dusk of the night, over 

hill and dell,
And sometimes they nodded with 

beard on breast,

And sometimes talked, as they 
paused to rest,

With the people they met at some 
wayside well.

“Of the child that is born,” said 
Baltasar,

“Good people, I pray you, tell us 
the news;

For we in the East have seen his 
star,

And have ridden fast, and have 
ridden far,

To find and worship the King of 
the Jews.”

And the people answered, “You 
ask in vain;

We know of no King but Herod 

the Great!”
They thought the Wise Men were 

men insane,
As they spurred their horses across 

the plain,
Like riders in haste, who cannot 

wait.
And when they came to Jerusalem,
Herod the Great, who had heard 

this thing,
Sent for the Wise Men and ques-

tioned them;
And said, “Go down unto 

Bethlehem,
And bring me tidings of this new 

king.”
So they rode away; and the star 

stood still,
The only one in the grey of morn;
Yes, it stopped --it stood still of its 

own free will,
Right over Bethlehem on the hill,
The city of David, where Christ 

was born.
And the Three Kings rode through 

the gate and the guard,
Through the silent street, till their 

horses turned
And neighed as they entered the 

great inn-yard;
But the windows were closed, and 

the doors were barred,
And only a light in the stable 

burned.
And cradled there in the scented 

hay,
In the air made sweet by the breath 

of kine,
The little child in the manger lay,
The child, that would be king 

one day
Of a kingdom not human, but 

divine.
His mother Mary of Nazareth
Sat watching beside his place of 

rest,
Watching the even flow of his 

breath,
For the joy of life and the terror 

of death
Were mingled together in her 

breast.
They laid their offerings at his feet:
The gold was their tribute to a 

King,
The frankincense, with its odor 

sweet,
Was for the Priest, the Paraclete,
The myrrh for the body’s burying.
And the mother wondered and 

bowed her head,
And sat as still as a statue of stone,
Her heart was troubled yet com-

forted,
Remembering what the Angel 

had said
Of an endless reign and of David’s 

throne.
Then the Kings rode out of the 

city gate,
With a clatter of hoofs in proud 

array;
But they went not back to Herod 

the Great,
For they knew his malice and 

feared his hate,
And returned to their homes by 

another way.

The Three Kings                 By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Merry Christmas
Jackey, Bill, William, 
   Brandon & Dustin

from

234 Evergreen Street | Dresden, TN
731-364-2248 | www.dresdenfloralgarden.com

Dresden
Floral Garden

Come see us for lanterns & other Christmas decor,
1/2 price jewelry & a BACKROOM BARGAIN AREA.

& gift shop


