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It wasn’t the time until the Sunday after Thanksgiving. 
That’s when my dad would pull down the attic ladder, 

climb up the wooden steps, and begin handing down 
to my mother worn, musty, cardboard boxes. Each was 
labeled with words like lights, manger, and garland 
scribbled in faded BIC pen ink. The last box to come 
down was a long box that had been 
reenforced with packing tape that 
had yellowed over the years. As 
Andy Williams crooned “It’s the 
Most Wonderful Time of the Year” 
from the turntable, that last box was 
opened and the family artificial tree 
with its prickly, shedding, plastic 
needles was removed each “branch” 
sorted by color-coded size on the 
floor and then assembled on its 
unrealistic “trunk.” The excitement 
coming from the three of us kids 
was overwhelming.

My favorite part of that late 
November Sunday was when the 
Nativity set was unboxed. Each 
figurine was unwrapped from its 
newspaper shroud and placed in 
its position around the manger. Not only did Mary and 
Joseph, the shepherds, and the out of place wisemen, 
but even the donkey and camel, seemed to be bowed in 
humble adoration of the newborn King.

The entire Christmas season was filled with delights for 
the senses. Good music played almost continually from 
the turntable or dad’s reel-to-reel. The aromas of baking 
delicacies filled the air and the house was simply deco-
rated. Every element directed our thoughts to one of the 
most significant holidays of the Christian faith. 

Christmas is the perfect time to direct our focus on the 
birth of Jesus and to reprioritize placing our attention 
on putting others before ourselves. It’s a reset of sorts 
in response to the pressures and demands of the world 
around us and it is a fantastic way to connect with other 
believers.

Ellen White had a surprisingly lot to say about Christ-
mas. Here are just a few of her thoughts:

“Christmas is coming. May you all have wisdom to 
make it a precious season. Let the older church members 

unite, heart and soul, with their children in their in-
nocent amusement and recreation, in devising ways 
and means to show true respect to Jesus by bringing 
to Him gifts and offerings. Let everyone remember 
the claims of God…. In every church let your smaller 
offerings be placed upon your Christmas tree. Let the 
precious emblem “evergreen” suggest the holy work 
of God and His beneficence to us; and the loving 
heart-work will be to save other souls who are in 
darkness. Let your works be in accordance with your 
faith” (Review and Herald, December 9, 1884).

“The holiday season is fast ap-
proaching with its interchange 
of gifts, and old and young are 
intently studying what they can 
bestow upon their friends as a 
token of affectionate remem-
brance. It is pleasant to receive 
a gift, however small, from 
those we love. It is an assurance 
that we are not forgotten, and 
seems to bind us to them a 
little closer.

Brethren and sisters, while 
you are devising gifts for one 
another, I would remind you of 
our heavenly Friend, lest you 
should be unmindful of His 
claims. Will He not be pleased 
if we show that we have not 

forgotten Him? Jesus, the Prince of Life, gave all to 
bring salvation within our reach.... He suffered even 
unto death, that He might give us eternal life....

Shall not our heavenly Benefactor share in the 
tokens of our gratitude and love? Come, brethren 
and sisters, come with your children, even the babes 
in your arms, and bring your offerings to God 
according to your ability.... Let us, upon the coming 
Christmas and New Year’s festivals, not only make 
an offering to God of our means, but give ourselves 
unreservedly to Him, a living sacrifice” (Review and 
Herald, December 26, 1882).

You can also read more about Christmas celebra-
tion in The Adventist Home, pp. 477-483.

Christmas is the perfect time to develop family 
traditions that tie the hearts of family members 
together. It is also the perfect time to connect with 
friends and to make new friends, and to demonstrate 
charity as God demonstrated charity through His 
Gift, the gift of His Son.

Pastor Eric Bates, D. Min. 
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Members In Action ministries may or may not be sponsored by the Arden 
Seventh-day Adventist Church. However, we are all commissioned to reach out to 
our community of friends and neighbors to share with them the gospel of Jesus 
Christ through ministry.

“Then the King will say to those on His right hand, ‘Come you blessed of My Father, inherit the 
kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world: for I was hungry and you gave Me food; 
I  was thirsty and you gave Me drink; I was a stranger and you took Me in; I was naked and you clothed 
Me; I was sick and you visited Me; I was in prison and you came to Me....’ ‘Assuredly, I say to you, 
inasmuch as you did it to one of the least of these My brethren, you did it to Me.” Matthew 25:34 NKJV

People won’t care how much you know 
until they know how much you care!

MeMbers in ActionArden Adventist

On a recent run to Asheville to feed the homeless, Jerry, 
my husband, and I came across Todd, a young, home-

less man, whom we haven’t seen in months. When you take 
food every weekend to the same location, you tend to meet 
up with the same street friends. From time to time, you 
meet one or two that really stand out in your mind, whether 
it’s their unusual name, behavior, distinctive clothing, or 
unusual circumstance. In Todd’s case, it’s because we were 
the first people he met the day he became homeless. That 
first meeting stuck in my mind all these years. Because of 
that unique connection, Todd is someone I’m always pleas-
antly surprised to see, but also curious how his situation 
develops. 

It was a cold, Thursday evening, back in November 2017, 
when two of my friends and I fed a large group of home-
less people on Patton Avenue in downtown Ashville. The 
three of us were behind a large table, scooping hot food and 
handing it to our street friends, not really having enough 
time to focus on the people we were serving. As the line 
was decreasing, and we were almost out of food, we noticed 
a young man approaching our table, almost hesitating to 
get in line for a hot meal. He looked clean, and was nicely 
dressed, which usually isn’t the case with street people. 
He seemed shy, and very quiet compared to the rest of the 
group, but looked hungry, nevertheless. He smiled when he 
approached our table. I couldn’t help but think that he was 
too clean to be a homeless person.

“So, how long have you been doing this?” I found myself 
asking. For the record, I normally don’t ask such a question, 
but since this young, good-looking guy stood out in the 
crowd, I found myself asking a question we were all won-
dering, but afraid to ask.

“It’s actually my first day being on the street,” Todd 
responded. “I didn’t really know where to go and I saw the 
van here with your group passing out food, and I came to 
get some.” I can still remember his face when he told us it 
was his first night on the street. In all the years of feeding 

the homeless, I had never encountered someone who just 
became homeless that day. 

Once everyone got a meal, our group began cleaning 
up, and we noticed Todd coming toward us. I thought he 
wanted more food and was ready to let him know we ran 
out of everything to pass out. Instead, he surprised us by  
asking, “Do you know where I can spend the night?” He 
further told us that he got off the bus earlier in the day, and 
didn’t know his way around Asheville. Unfortunately, we 

didn’t either. At the time, we didn’t even know to refer him 
to the Rescue Mission, which was just down the street. We 
couldn’t do anything for him. We felt helpless, to say the 
least.

Since that night, I’ve made it my personal mission to 
learn all I can about the homeless situation in Asheville. 
I’ve had at least three personal tours of the Rescue Mission, 
volunteered there during the holidays, made friends with 
the residents of the mission by taking them lunches every 
week and asking questions so I would be better prepared for 
the Todd’s in my life. I’ve read countless rules, articles, and 
policies discussing the homeless, and got educated about 
locations where the homeless can sleep during inclement 
weather. 

I felt extremely helpless the first night I met Todd. Now, I 
can at least provide some info for new street friends. I can 
look beyond the fear and confusion on their face and sug-
gest a safe, warm place to sleep. It’s not always easy driving 
back to a warm house, knowing I’ve met so many on the 
street that don’t have that luxury, but at least I can offer 

ArDeN STreeT MINISTrY
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the hemeless some hope, and my daily prayers. I pray for 
Todd whenever I think of him and even though I’ve only 
seen him a handful of times since we first met, he still re-
members me. I asked him that point blank this past Easter. 
I asked how and when we met and he also remembered the 
night. 

“It was a cold, Thursday evening, and you gave me my 
first meal,” Todd said. To be honest, I was shocked that  he 
remembered it. But I guess his first night on the street was 
too memorable to forget. Since then, I’ve wondered where 

he stayed that night. I may have to ask him the next time we 
pass out food and run into him. Coincidentally, Jerry, Linda 
(another one of our volunteers), and I ran into Todd a few 
months ago on the street. He made such an impression on 
Linda that she frequently asks me about him. He still looks 
younger than most of our street friends, and smiles every 
time he sees us. For a while, he was employed and stayed 
at a local hotel that houses the homeless, but the pandemic 
took a hit on the street people as well, and many have to 
start over. 

Last time we ran into Todd, I was shocked to see him 
smoking. When I asked where he gets his cigarettes, he 
mentioned that some guy drives around downtown Ashe-
ville, and gives free cigarettes to the homeless. I honestly 
didn’t believe him, although we had seen plenty of street 
friends sharing cigarettes, and wondered how they could 
afford them.

One Sabbath afternoon, just as we ran out of food to pass 
out, an old junky-looking car slowed down and the driver 
began speaking to us. He told us how he had seen our van 
driving around and passing lunches to the street people and 
wanted to find out more about our ministry. Not too long 
into the conversation, the man told us that his ministry to 
the homeless is giving them free cigarettes. He complained 
about how expensive they were to pass out, but felt this was 
his mission. He felt our ministries were the same—we’re 
helping people that need us.

Not wanting to sound rude or have a “holier-than-thou” 
attitude, but I honestly couldn’t believe there are people 
passing out harmful things to our street friends and justi-
fying it. We told the man that we felt food was a necessity 
and we enjoy feeding our street friends. I told him that I 
had heard from previous homeless friends that they are 
given free cigarettes, but I didn’t believe them. As soon as 
we drove away, we immediately prayed and asked God to 
stop him from giving our homeless friends harmful sub-
stances. Then I thought of Todd —this is where his smoking 
habit began. He has enough struggles on the streets and he 
doesn’t need more bad habits.

The last time we ran into Todd he looked like a lost soul, 
walking and searching the streets of Asheville, but he is still 
alive and his life chapters continue. If the Lord impresses 
you, I encourage you to pray for Todd, and all the homeless 
sleeping on the streets and living in the woods. Also pray 
for the individuals who supply the homeless with harmful 
substances, take advantage of them, and do them harm. 

With the colder weather upon us, please consider  
donating warm jackets, sleeping bags, blankets, gloves, hats, 
and hand warmers to Arden Street Ministry. We pass out 

both food and clothes to the homeless community because 
we believe our mission is to follow the example of Jesus and 
help those less fortunate than ourselves. We love the Todd’s 
we meet because Jesus loves the “broken people” just as 
much as He loves us. So please give, and give generously, 
because you can’t outgive God. But you can make a big 
difference in the life of someone who needs you. Our street 
friends need you! Make a difference this holiday season.
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Arden Seventh-day Adventist Church, 35 Airport Road, Arden, NC 28704
You may email your request to: prayer@ardenadventist.org or contact us on our 
website at www.ardenadventist.org and click on the Ministries heading.

My Prayer Request: _______________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________
Name __________________________________________________________
Phone ___________________  Email __________________________________

If  you have a prayer request, come join with our Intercessory Prayer group which meets  
every Tuesday at 9 am. Or fill in the information below, cut out and send to: 

£ I would like help 

 with my Bible study. 

“If my people, who are called by my name, will humble themselves and pray and seek my face and turn from 
their wicked ways, then I will hear from heaven, and I will forgive their sin and will heal their land.” 2 Chronicles 7:14 NIV

Arden Adventist Grace Notes

eDITOr’S NOTeS
Gailon Morisette, Editor

It was just a small, white envelope stuck among the branches 
of our Christmas tree. No name, no identification, no in-
scription. It has peeked through the branches of our tree for 
the past ten years or so.

It all began because my husband Mike hated Christmas—oh, 
not the true meaning of Christmas, but the commercial aspects of 
it—overspending, the frantic running around at the last minute to 
get a tie for Uncle Harry, and the dusting powder for Grandma—
the gifts given in desperation because you couldn’t think of 
anything else.

Knowing he felt this way, I decided one year to bypass the usual 
shirts, sweaters, ties and so forth. I reached for something special 
just for Mike. The inspiration came in an unusual way.

Our son Kevin, who was twelve that year, was wrestling at the 
junior level at the school he attended; and shortly before Christ-
mas, there was a non-league match against a team sponsored by 
an inner-city church, mostly black.

These youngsters, dressed in sneakers so ragged that shoestrings 
seemed to be the only thing holding them together, presented a 
sharp contrast to our boys in their spiffy blue and gold uniforms 
and sparkling new wrestling shoes.

As the match began, I was alarmed to see that the other team 
was wrestling without headgear, a kind of light helmet designed 
to protect a wrestler’s ears.

It was a luxury the ragtag team obviously could not afford. Well, 
we ended up walloping them. We took every weight class. And as 
each of their boys got up from the mat, he swaggered around in 
his tatters with false bravado, a kind of street pride that couldn’t 
acknowledge defeat.

Mike, seated beside me, shook his head sadly, “I wish just one of 
them could have won,” he said. “They have a lot of potential, but 
losing like this could take the heart right out of them.”

Mike loved kids—all kids—and he knew them, having coached 
little league football, baseball and lacrosse. That’s when the idea 
for his present came.

That afternoon, I went to a local sporting goods store and 
bought an assortment of wrestling headgear and shoes and sent 
them anonymously to the inner-city church.

On Christmas Eve, I placed the envelope on the tree, the note 
inside telling Mike what I had done and that this was his gift from 
me.

His smile was the brightest thing about Christmas that year and 
in succeeding years.

For each Christmas, I followed the tradition, one year sending 

A Christmas Story
a group of mentally handicapped youngsters to a hockey game, 
another year a check to a pair of elderly brothers whose home had 
burned to the ground the week before Christmas, and on and on.

The envelope became the highlight of our Christmas. It was 
always the last thing opened on Christmas morning and our 
children, ignoring their new toys, would stand with wide-eyed 
anticipation as their dad lifted  the envelope from the tree to 
reveal its contents.

Copyright © 1982 Nancy W. Gavin. Submitted by Edwin G. Whiting
The story first appeared in Woman’s Day magazine in 1982. My mom had sent the 

story in as a contest entry in which she subsequently won first place. Unfortunately, 
she passed away from cancer two years after the story was published. Our family 
still keeps the tradition started by her and my father, and we have passed it on to our 
children. Feel free to use the story. It gives me and my sisters great joy to know that 
it lives on and has hopefully inspired others to reach out in a way that truly honors 
the spirit of Christmas. —Kevin Gavin

As the children grew, the toys gave way to more practical 
presents, but the envelope never lost its allure. The story doesn’t 
end there.

You see, we lost Mike last year due to dreaded cancer. When 
Christmas rolled around, I was still so wrapped in grief that I 
barely got the tree up. But Christmas Eve found me placing an 
envelope on the tree, and in the morning, it was joined by three 
more. Each of our children, unbeknown to the others, had placed 
an envelope on the tree for their dad.

The tradition has grown and someday will expand even further 
as our grandchildren stand around the tree with wide-eyed antic-
ipation, watching as their fathers take down the envelope. Mike’s 
spirit, like the Christmas spirit, will always be with us.

May we all remember each other, and the real reason for the 
season, and His true spirit this year and always. God bless you as 
you pass this along to your friends and loved ones.

Your Christmas

Gift This Year
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Unlucky Jim Arden Adventist 

FAMILY TIeS An Uncle Arthur’s Bedtime Story
First publiished by Arthur S Maxwell in 1964 — Reprinted by permission.

Copyright @ 1996 by Review and Herald Publishing Association

> > >

JIM THOUGHT he was the most unlu cky boy who had 
ever been born. Everthing seemed to be going wrong. 
Life looked particularly dark at the moment, because his 

only glass marble had just rolled down a drain.
But besides that, he had a lot of reasons to feel blue. He 

was shivering with cold. He should have had warm socks 
and underclothes to wear, but he didn’t have any. His dad 
was out of work and didn’t have enough money to buy 
them.

 He was hungry, too. It had been a long time since lunch, 
and the bread and butter he’d had then seemed to have gone 
clear down to the South Pole, As Jim trudged along the 
streets with his hands in his pockets, he saw lots of other 
boys and girls going into beautiful homes for their supper, 
and he knew that he would have to climb up the dirty, nar-
row stairs of a dingy, crowded apartment building for the 
little bit of bread he would get.

Just then he passed a toy shop blazing with lights and full 
of everthing that could make a boy’s heart glad. Jim stopped 
a moment and watched other boys and girls coming out 
carrying all sorts of interesting packages.

Jim jabbed his hand deeper into his pocket and fingered 
his nickel again, his very last coin. How he wished he could 
buy something to take to his little sister, lying at home so 
sick. If only he could get her something she would really 
like.

“If I ain’t the unluckiest fellow that ever lived!” he said to 
himself.

But the next day his luck changed. He was walking down 
the street when a well-dressed woman stopped and spoke to 

 

him. “Is your name Jimmie Mackay?” she asked.
“Yes, ma’am,” said Jimmie, surprised, and wondering what 

was going to happen.

“Well,” said the woman, “we have your name on a list at 
our church, and we want you to come to a special Christ-
mas party next week. Here is a ticket for you.”

“Oh, boy!” said Jimmie, not knowing what else to say. 
“But what about Jean—she’s my sister,  y’ know; she’ll be 
better by then. Perhaps, uh, she ought t’ come too.”

“I’m afraid we can take only one from each family this 
time. We’ll try to take Jean the next time,” said the woman 
kindly. 

“Well, that’s luck and unlucky,” said Jim to himself as the 
woman walked away. “Lucky for me and unlucky for Jean.”

Then a bright idea occurred to him. Maybe he could let 
Jean go instead of him. He looked at his card. It read “Admit 
bearer—Jimmie Mackay—only.”

“Unlucky again!” murmured Jimmie.
So Jimmie went to the party. Most of the time he forgot 

all about his troubles. Everything was so different, so very 
wonderful. He had never, ever had so much to eat.

After the meal they all played games until it was time for 
the presents on the Chrismas tree to be given away. Every-
one was excited, because each child would be able to choose 
just what he or she wanted most.

Jim could hardly sit still as he wateched the other children 
going up in front of him. He felt as if he were on pins and 
needles. He had seen a wonderful toy fire engine hanging 
on the tree—something he had wanted all his life. How he 
hoped and hoped and hoped that no one else would ask for 
it first!  
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At last, after what seemed hours, Jimmie’s turn came to 
make his choice. “Jimmie Mackay!” called out the woman 
by the tree. 

Jimmie jumped from his seat like a shell from a cannon. 
All be could see was the red fire truck. It was still there!

As he approached the woman he noticed that she was 
the same one who had spoken to him in the street and 
given hem his ticket for the party. Just then he had a 
bright idea.

“And what would you like to have, Jimmie?” asked the 
woman. “You may have any one thing you like from the 
tree.”

What an offer! Jimmie could hardly believe it. He stood 
and gazed up at the sparkling, heavily laden tree. He 
caught sight of the fire truck.

“Most of all,” he said, looking up at the lady, “I would 
like that red fire truck; but if you don’t mind, I’ll take that 
doll over there.” Tears filled his eyes as he said it, but with 
great resolution he kept his face straight.

Somehow the woman seemed to understand, and with-
out a word she brought Jimmie the doll. As he went away, 
she squeezed his hand. Bending down, she whispered, 
“God bless you , Jimmie.”

But the other children didn ’t understand at all; there 
were giggles and snickers, whoops and yells as they told 
the world that Jimmie had chosen a doll! Some of the 
boys called out, “Sissy!” and others said with a laugh, 

“Imagine a boy taking a doll!” The litttle  girls said, “That was 
just the doll we wanted!”

Jimmie blushed. He couldn’t help it. Finally he became so 
uncontrollable that he put on his cap and went out with the 
doll under his arm.

All the way home he thought about the bad luck that 
seemed to have dogged his footsteps. First, he had lost his 
fire truck, and second, he had been laughed at by the whole 
crowd of children.

“If I aint the unluckiest fellow. . .” he began. Then he felt the 
doll under his arm. Immediately his thoughts brightened and 
his step quickened. A few minutes later he was up in the little 
dark bedroom where Jean lay sick in bed.

“I’m so glad you’ve come!’ said Jean. “It’s so lonely here all 
by myself. And what do you have there?” she asked, sitting 
up in bed and peering eagerly at the doll. “Is that for me? Oh, 
Jimmie, Jimmie, you are a dear.”

Jimmie forgot all about his bad luck. A thrill of joy went 
through him as he saw his sister’s delight. Just then there 
was a knock at the door. It was the woman from the church. 
“What. . .” began Jimmie. 
“ I’ve come to say how sorry I am that the children were so 
unkind to you this evening,” interrupted the woman. “They 
are sorry, too, now. I told them why you chose the doll. And 
they asked me to bring you something for yourself. Here it is. 
Now I must go, for it is getting late. Good night!” and she was 
gone,

Jimmie gasped, and then opened the package.
It was the fire engine!
Then he danced a jig around Jean’s bed, chuckling to him-

self and saying, “If I ain’t the luckest fellow alive!”
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by Max Hammonds, MD, MPH, MHALifestyLe focus
Disease is an effort of nature to free the system from conditions that result from violation of the laws of health. In case of sickness, the 
cause should be ascertained. Unhealthful conditions should be changed, wrong habits corrected. Then nature is to be assisted in her 
effort to expel impurities and reestablish right conditions in the system. —The Ministry of Healing, page 73. 

  Editor’s Note: The sole purpose of any health information provided by Grace Notes is for information only 
and is not intended to recommend or assist in self care, or to be a substitute for diagnosis and/or treatment by 
your personal physician. Please see Disclaimer on page 11.

Max Hammonds is a retired anesthesiologist, writer, 
health lecturer, musician, and sailor, and writes from 
his home in Hendersonville, North Carolina.

Some people just seem to catch everything that comes down 
the pike is an old saying we have heard for many years. 

But in today’s modern world of immunologic knowledge and 
broad-spectrum antibiotics, we don’t expect people to easily 
succumb to the ravages of infectious diseases. 
However, the last eighteen months have taught 
us that genetics, personal health, and life style all 
play a large part in what we “catch” or how well 
we can be.

Whether dealing with infectious diseases or 
cancers, the army of white cells in our bodies 
are the warriors that fight these invaders (also 
known as antigens). In the last thirty  years, 
multiple types of white cells have been iden-
tified, each cell line having very specific types 
of receptors (places for attaching to invaders) 
and very specific ways of identifying, tagging, 
marking, coupling specific chemicals (known as 
antibodies) to these invaders, preparing them 
to be dissolved, injected, neutralized, engulfed, 
and destroyed by other white cells—the “killer” 
cells. Whether the body knows how to recognize 
the invader and make—and remember how to make—these 
antibodies determines the ability of the body to fight off these 
invaders.

This ability to recognize the invader, make antibodies, and 
remember how to make them in the future depends on several 
factors. One factor is genetics. Some families just don’t have 
very good antibody factories, whether to certain cancers or to 
certain infectious agents. This inability can be passed down 
from generation to generation —a weak immune system. Or 
the family gene line may carry faulty antibody factories that 
get confused and attack certain body parts because they look 
sort-of-like a specific invader. When the white cells mistak-
enly begin to attack normal body cells (heart, kidney, lung, 
joint connective tissue), this is called an auto-immune disease, 
such as Sjogren’s, rheumatoid arthritis, scleroderma, etc. The 
treatment for such diseases is to suppress the immune system 
chemically, markedly weakening the response of the immune 
system’s antibody factories.

Another factor in having a strong immune system is the 
general health of the body. If a person is older than 65 or has 
diabetes, heart disease, lung disease, cancer, kidney failure, 
chronic bowel disease, arthritis, or are on immune suppressive 
medications, their immune system will be weak. They will not 
be able to mount as robust an antibody response as people 
who are healthy.

And one last factor: those who have an unhealthful lifestyle 
—overweight, not exercising, too little sleep, highly stressed, 
alcohol/tobacco/drug use, poor nutrition, few meaningful 
relationships or social support—will have a weak immune re-
sponse to invaders. Any one these factors, or a combination of 
them, will markedly decrease their ability to recognize, make 

antibodies, and remember how to generate a high antibody 
response in the future.

Like any sports team, our bodies need to mount a strong 
defense—strong enough to raise the antibodies high enough to 

defeat the infection or the cancer. For example: 
with COVID-19 infections, we can imagine 
that the very low level of antibodies that allows 
severe disease or death is 1,000, the low level of 
antibodies that allows hospitalization is 1,500, 
and the low level of antibodies that allows only 
mild disease is 1,800. Therefore, the antibod-
ies we need to generate to prevent even mild 
disease needs to be greater than 1,800.

The Moderna two-shot vaccination in a 
healthy person might raise the antibody levels 
to 2,900-3,200. The Pfizer two-shot vaccination 
could raise the antibody levels to around 2,700-
3,000. The J&J one-shot vaccination might raise 
the antibody levels to around 2,200-2,500. (By 
comparison, getting infected by COVID-19 
and surviving probably raises the antibody 
levels to 10,000 to 20,000.) All of the vaccines 

can raise the antibodies to protective levels in those who are 
able to mount a good antibody response, even if they drop to 
60-70% over time. BUT, if a person has one or more of the 
above weaknesses—genetic, compromising illness, or poor 
lifestyle—they will not respond well to even the most effective 
vaccination. They will not be able to recognize well the invader 
or make enough antibodies to stop the infection. This explains 
why a few of those who have been vaccinated, sometimes still 
get infected. For one of the three reasons above, they were not 
able to generate a good initial antibody response to the vacci-
nation, high enough to ward off the disease.

What can we do to increase our chances of getting an 
excellent response to any of the vaccines? We cannot change 
our age nor change our genetics. But we can change our life 
style. A vegetarian or pescatarian (includes fish) diet, a cardio-
exercise program, maintenance of ideal weight, sleeping seven 
or more hours per night, sunlight and vitamin D, no drug or 
alcohol use, enriched social contacts and support groups—all 
of these have been shown to strengthen our immune antibody 
responses to a host of invaders, including COVID-19.

Improving our lifestyle habits helps to cover the effect of 
genetics, improves all of our ongoing disease processes (like 
heart disease, lung disease, etc.), and improves our immune 
system’s ability to produce the antibodies we need to fend off 
those invaders—including COVID-19.

Why Some People Get Sick More Often
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The Sixth Word is short: “You will not murder.” In fact, 
this utterance, along with the next two, are each only two 

words in Hebrew. Despite their brevity, however, they con-
tain some big ideas and promises.

The Hebrew word translated “murder” describes the un-
lawful killing of another person. In today’s legal system we 
use the term “homicide.” Numbers 35 gives examples which 
clarify the meaning of the Hebrew word. In short, it seems 
to cover the main categories of modern homicide, both mur-
ders and manslaughters.

Numbers 35 also describes the six Levite cities of refuge 
which were to be strategically placed within the Promised 
Land, showing that there was a difference between inten-
tional and unintentional homicide, as well as capital pun-
ishment. Got Questions Ministries gives this succinct sum-
mary: “The Mosaic Law stated that anyone who committed a 
murder was to be put to death. But for unintentional deaths, 
God set aside these cities to which the [manslayer] could flee 
for refuge. He would be safe from the avenger—the family 
member charged with avenging the victim’s death—until the 
case could go to trial. The congregation would judge to find 
if the attacker acted unintentionally. If he did, he would re-
turn to the city of refuge and live there safely until the death 
of the high priest who was in office at the time of the trial, at 
which point he could return to his property. If the [manslay-
er] left the city of refuge before the death of the high priest, 
however, the avenger would have the right to kill him.”

Adventist pioneers generally applied the Sixth Word to war 
as well. In the formation years of the church, 1860-1863, the 
United States became embroiled in the Civil War. While Ad-
ventists wanted to show their patriotism, most felt morally 
obligated to act as non-combatants in the conflict. In 1864, 
they sent J. N. Andrews to Washington, D.C., to appeal to 
Provost Marshal General James Fry, who was administering 
the draft. It was determined that Adventists fell under the cat-

egory of “conscientious objectors” and could 
serve as non-combatants “assigned to duty in 
hospitals, or to the care of freedmen….” With 

this recognition, drafted Adventists could still serve, but 
would now be able to observe the Sabbath and would not be 
obligated to carry a weapon. In subsequent wars, Adventists 
have often remained non-combatants; for example, I grew 
up hearing the inspiring stories of World War II conscien-
tious objectors such as Desmond Doss, Keith Argraves, and 
my own grandfather, James Small.

  Of course, beyond the letter of the law lies the spirit of 
the law, which is much broader.  Jesus quotes the Sixth Word 
in Matthew 5:21 and goes on to say that anyone “enraged 
with his brother” or calling him an empty-headed fool is 
liable to be condemned just like a murderer. 1 John 3:15 
concurs, equating hatred for a brother or sister to murder. 
This kind of anger or hatred is sometimes viewed negatively 
in the New Testament, other times positively; Ephesians 
4:26 clarifies that it is possible to be angry with out sin. So 
how are we to tell? 1 John explains that the opposite of this 
negative hatred is love, and Matthew 5 shows that the way 
out is reconciliation.

Therefore, the spirit of the law, and the promise implicit in 
the Sixth Word is that because of God’s example of love and 
salvation, his people will seek to be like him when we relate 
to others. We will view each individual as a child of God; 
we will extend to them patience, long-suffering, and grace. 
Anger taken to extremes wishes harm to others, but we will 
wish to harm neither ourselves nor anyone else (the “love 
your neighbor as yourself ” principle), instead seeking peace 
and the upbuilding of all. We will do everything we can to 
ease suffering, to care for others, to promote health, wellness, 
and abundant life.

In “Patriarchs & Prophets” (p. 308), Ellen White puts it this 
way: “All acts of injustice that tend to shorten life; the spirit 
of hatred and revenge, or the indulgence of any passion that 
leads to injurious acts toward others, or causes us even to 
wish them harm (for ‘whosoever hates his brother is a mur-
derer’); a selfish neglect of caring for the needy or suffering; 
all self-indulgence or unnecessary deprivation or excessive 
labor that tends to injure health—all these are, to a greater or 
less degree, violations of the sixth commandment.”

Put simply, the way of sin and evil is death, but God’s way 
of love leads to life. The sixth word affirms this reality and 
promises that God’s children will always seek to live and 
serve like Jesus who said: “I have come that they may have 
life and have it more abundantly” (John 10:10).

TEN WORDS OF LIFE: THE SIXTH WORD
REVIEW: The name “Ten Commandments” is 
more properly translated the “Ten Words” or “Ten 
Utterances” from Hebrew. The Greek “Decalogue,” 
is explicitly “Ten Words.” After ten plagues, God gives ten mighty 
“words,” ten unmistakable signs that God provides a happier, more 
fulfilling life for each person who follows Him out of captivity. In 
Jewish tradition, the First Word is Exodus 20:2: “I am the Lord 
[YHWH] your God [Elohim], who brought you out of the land of 
Egypt, out of the house of slavery.” This statement becomes a pre-
amble to the following utterances and reminds us that “whatever is 
to be done at His command may be accomplished in His strength: 
all His bidding are enablings” (White, E., “Christ’s Object Lessons,” 
331).

by Chris Small

CONVERSATIONS
GO  D

TEN WORDS OF LIFE
with
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by  Max Hammonds
The Long View

Now the main point in what has been said is this: we have such a high priest, who has taken His seat at the right 
hand of the throne of the Majesty in the heavens, a minister in the sanctuary and in the true tabernacle, which the 
Lord pitched, not man. Hebrews 8:1, 2 NASB95

Previously, we discussed how Twenty-first 
Century humans struggle with the concept of a 

literal sanctuary in a literal heaven. Yet, in the book 
of Hebrews, we clearly read about a High Priest 
who ministers in the Heavenly Sanctuary, that is, 
“the true tabernacle” (Heb. 8:1, 2). And when we 
try to describe what is actually happening in this 
Heavenly Sanctuary, we speak in metaphorical 
clichés that we often don’t understand. We say 
that Jesus is “interceding for us,” but do we really 
understand what that means?

We have already spoken of the work of the 
assistant priests here on earth —that’s God’s 
people (1 Peter 2:9), the metaphorical meaning of 
the various altars and items of furniture, and the 
role of the Holy Spirit in gifting (1 Corinthians 
12:7, 11), and empowering (Ephesians 3:16) the 
assistant priests. But what about the High Priest—
what about Jesus? What is He actually doing in 
there? What does a High Priest do, not just in the 
Second Apartment, but in the entire sanctuary? What does He 
do to direct our work as assistant priests? What is He doing to 
“cleanse the sanctuary?” How does all of this relate to the Good 
News of God’s Grace-Faith Relationship with us? 

Let’s begin in the courtyard where the Plan of Salvation begins. 
At a point in time—specifically Passover, Spring of 31 A.D.,—
Jesus died once for all people (Hebrews 10:10, 12, 14) as the 
perfect Lamb of God. And the ceremonial laws that prescribed 
the sacrificial activities of the Altar of Burnt Offering were 
fulfilled (Matthew 5:17), and made available for all time, for all 
people (1 John 2:2).

However, Jesus as High Priest “in the true tabernacle” stands 
ready to apply His precious sacrifice to those who have never 
surrendered their heart and might yet choose to do so (1 Peter 
1:18, 19), and to those who have lived in an intensely intimate 
relationship with Jesus but have “missed the mark” in some 
of their heart choices (Revelation 12:11). Even these people—
including Paul, you and me—must from time to time reconfirm 
their choice of Jesus as their Savior and Lord (1 Corinthians 
15:31). That’s why it’s called the tamid—the “daily” sacrifice. We 
still have an enemy of souls who challenges the right to salvation 
(Jude 1:9) for every soul who chooses to commit their heart to 
Jesus. Thank God we have a High Priest who still confronts and 
overcomes that challenge daily on our behalf.

We usually think of Jesus as High Priest moving on to his 
activities in the Holy of Holies, especially since the beginning of 
the judgment in 1844 (another topic for discussion later in this 
series.) But remember: the courtyard of the earthly sanctuary—

which represents the once-for-all sacrifice of Jesus 
(Revelation. 5:6) of the Heavenly Sanctuary—ºis 
the only entry point for new Christians to join 
the ranks of the saved (John 10:7, 9, 11). This 
part of the Heavenly Sanctuary is not closed for 
business. God’s business is salvation and it begins 
here, and continues here, until everyone who will 
has chosen Jesus, and probation closes (2 Peter 
3:9).

Just as the earthly priests were washed and 
purified at the laver for service in the First 
Apartment of the earthly sanctuary, Jesus as 
High Priest oversees the preparation of His 
assistant priests by baptism in the water and in 
the Spirit (John 3:5-8; Acts 1:8), for service in this 
world (1 Peter 2:9), the earthly extension of the 
Heavenly Sanctuary.

Which takes us to the First Apartment where 
Jesus as High Priest is overseeing the work of 
God’s people, the assistant priests. Here He 

breathlessly monitors our activities as ministering priests and 
sends the Holy Spirit in His name to us, every time we ask (Luke 
11:13; John 14:16, 17). In our work of studying/teaching others 
(lampstand), ministering to others (table of showbread), and 
intercession for others (altar of incense), we can function only 
by the power of the Holy Spirit. At the same time, Jesus the High 
Priest actively superintends and defends the transformation of 
character (Romans 12:2) that occurs in God’s priests while they 
are participating—by the Spirit with Jesus—as assistant priests. 

Yes, defends. Don’t forget we have an “adversary, the devil, 
[who] prowls about like a roaring lion, seeking someone to 
devour” (1 Peter 5:8). We have an enemy, “the accuser of our 
brethren . . . who accuses them before God, day and night” 
(Revelation 12:10). Jesus has to constantly confront our 
adversary with His blood on our behalf, and defend our right 
to ask for—and His right to send—the Holy Spirit (2 Peter 2:9, 
Rev. 12:11).

For those who are uncomfortable with the idea that Satan 
can “accuse the brethren” before God in heaven, remember 
that the assistant priests function in the earthly extension of 
the Heavenly Sanctuary, a domain to which the deceiver still 
has access. But Jesus, the High Priest, constantly monitors His 
assistant priests’ situation from the Heavenly Sanctuary and 
intervenes on their behalf (1 Corinthians 10:13).

Jesus is extremely busy and intimately involved hourly and 
daily in the functions of the Heavenly Sanctuary. But as High 
Priest, He has one more responsibility to perform, which occurs 
behind the Veil—the topic for our next article.

The High Priest of the Heavenly Sanctuary
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Our Purpose is, by God’s Grace, 
to reflect His character in our 

community, to demonstrate a quality 
of life that will attract all to be 

reconciled to Jesus Christ, and to 
encourage people to become His 

loving, maturing disciples. 

The newest member of our Arden congregation is Catherin Merchant, who was 
baptized on November 6, 2021. Catherin was born and raised in Rockford, 

Ilinois, the fourth of four siblings. While she attended Holmes Junior High 
School, she and two girlfriends informed the coach that they wanted to form 
a girl’s track team, in which they competed quite successfully. She also was the 
first girl to take the boy’s mechanic’s class, a skill that was quite useful in her later 
years.

While attending Stevenson High School, she and her family enjoyed their 
membership in the swim and tennis club (a skill she has continued to this day), 

and their time at a lake swimming, boating, water 
skiing, and camping. They were also able to enjoy 
the Michigan winter sports of ice skating and 
skiing.

After graduation, she married and moved to 
Ypsilanti, Michigan, where her two daughters, 
Melissa who lives in Asheville, North Carolina,  
and Jessica who lives in Chapel Hill, North 
Carolina. In 1988, she met and married her second 
husband and moved with him and his large family 
brood of children to Little Rock, Arkansas, where 
they bought a 20-acre farm, to raise horses, cows, 
chickens, and ducks. During this time, she worked 
with her husband when they started a construction 

company. Catherin worked as a carpenter, doing framing, floor joists, roof rafters, 
and hanging drywall. In addition, Catherin also worked part time as an in-home 
nurse aide and a phlebotomist, and for a nursery company in the summer.

After a devastating home fire in 1988, which took the life of her small daughter, 
Jennifer, Catherin and her husband moved to the Ozarks where they started a 
restaurant and worked at all of the jobs inherent in such an enterprise.

In 2008, the rabbit ears (with tin foil wrappings) of Catherin’s television picked 
up 3ABN (a cable channel) where she watched David Asscherick, and was 
introduced to the Seventh-day Adventist Church. This continued for several 
months and then suddenly disappeared. A few years later, her amazing television 
picked up Amazing Facts and Doug Batchelor (another cable channel), which she 
watched again for several months before it also disappeared.

In 2014, she located and attended—only once—the Sherwood, Arkansas,  
Adventist church. There she met “Miss Bonny” who faithfully visited with her in 
her home, sharing magazines and God’s love, and sending her the Sabbath School 
Quarterly every quarter,  until her arrival here at Arden. 

In 2020, Catherin came to North Carolina to care for her daughter, Jessica, who 
was struggling with a severe illness. When she came to Asheville to live with 
her daughter, Melissa, she discovered the live-stream church services of several 
churches, including Arden Adventist church. From June to October, she watched 
the Arden services and joined—on Zoom—Dewayne’s Sabbath School class. She 
contacted Pastor Eric who brought her to the church for her first experience in an 
Adventist church since Sherwood, Oklahoma.

After attending the recent Prophecy Seminar and some long discussions with 
Pastor Eric and Dewayne Butcher, Catherin was baptized on November 6, 2021, 
utilizing her handkerchief used at her Lutheran christening.

We welcome Catherin, and her wealth of practical knowledge, to our Arden 
Adventist church family .

Jean Davey is retired from the University of South Carolina, where she worked as a 
computer programmer in the Payroll, Budget and Human Resources Departments. Jean 
writes from her home in Hendersonville, North Carolina.
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