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Advent with a Twist: Looking for Jesus at Christmas with Bare Feet & Curls 
 
Thanksgiving is a freeing holiday. We love having everyone together. No gifts. No expectations.  Just family 
and food. So.Much.Food. But now Thanksgiving has come to an end and it’s officially Christmas in our homes. 
Everything is decorated. Excitement is building. Gifts are wrapped. And holiday traditions, like Advent, are 
starting. 
 
If you grew up in church, or have ever attend church during the Christmas season, than you are likely familiar 
with Advent. It is intended to be a time for us to reflect on God’s sacrifice. That moment He sent Jesus to earth 
as an infant to live a sinless life and die a cruel death. 
 
Historically there are 5 parts to Advent - each one signifies an important aspect of the Christmas story. While 
we love the traditional concept of Advent, Becky and I want to shake things up and highlight the various people 
who make this story so interesting.  
 
In the weeks leading up to Christmas Day we are still going to focus on the popular Advent virtues, but we will 
be doing it in a unique way.  
 
(Click on each week’s title to jump to that article.) 
 

● Week 1: The love of Joseph. (Matthew 1:18-25) 
● Week 2: The peace of Mary. (Luke 2:19 and Luke 2:51) 
● Week 3: The shepherd’s joy. (Luke 2:10-12) 
● Week 4: Simeon and Anna’s hope. (Luke 2:21-38) 
● Week 5: The purity of Jesus. (Isaiah 1:18) 

 
We hope you’ll join us this holiday season for our Advent with a Twist. 
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The Love of Joseph 
By Cassie Wilson 
 

Weddings are wonderful! The decorations, the 
entertainment, the beautiful dresses, the delicious 
food. Each marriage celebration I’ve attended 
has been memorable but my own wedding is, by 
far, my favorite! A fairytale story.  
 
This was not Mary and Joseph’s experience. 
They did not choose each other out of love - their 
marriage was pre-arranged and it started with 
Mary carrying a child that did not belong to 
Joseph. 
 
Luke 1 sets the stage for our first week in this 
Advent with a Twist series. An angel appeared 
to Mary. The long awaited Isaiah 7:14 prophecy 
was at last being fulfilled. While Mary knew this 
was a God ordained moment - would anyone else 
believe her? How would Joseph respond to the 
news that his soon-to-be wife was having 
someone else's baby? 
 
The Bible gives us little glimpses into the man of Joseph. He was a direct descendant of King David. His family 
belonged to Bethlehem. He was a carpenter. He was committed to following God’s laws. He was gracious. He 
was respected. He seems, in general, to be a pretty stand up guy! 
 
But Joseph must have felt insulted by this turn of events. His future wife, who appeared to have been 
unfaithful, claimed to be carrying the Messiah. I’m sure it wasn’t the first time the Jewish people had heard this 
kind of announcement - an Old Testament prophecy used to cover up sinful choices.  
 
But Joseph was a man of kind integrity. Instead of humiliating Mary by publicly divorcing her, since he knew 
that would disgrace her entire family, he decided to act gently and divorce her quietly. Well, at least that was 
Joseph’s plan… until an angel appeared to him. Matthew 1 reveals that after this encounter with the angel, 
Joseph did what God commanded and took Mary home as his wife.  
 
In that moment, he chose to love his wife and (adopted) Son. One could even suppose that it is because 
Joseph loved God that he chose to honor his commitment to Mary. There may or may not have been much 
affection between the two, we don’t really know. But we do know that when God told Joseph to make Mary his 
wife, he obeyed. Sometimes obedience to God is the first act of love. 
 
We often misunderstand love. We treat it as a feeling that’s perfectly packaged like our Christmas gifts. But 
love is not a feeling. It’s an action. It’s a choice that we must actively make each and every day. It is not always 
easy but it is patient and kind. It protects and trusts and hopes and perseveres. 
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The act of love from Joseph is a beautiful illustration of God’s unparalleled love for us. A love that took Jesus, 
the Christ Child, from that crude cradle to the cruel cross. A selfless and reckless love that chooses us and 
chases us and pursues us and fights for us. A love that never gives up.  
 
This Christmas season let’s follow Joseph’s example (despite our circumstances) to faithfully love the people 
around us, the God who made us, and Jesus who rescued us.   
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The Happiness of Heaven 
By Becky Lee 
 

I wonder what Mary looked like. Was she petite? Was she tall? Were her features delicate or strong? Was she 
graceful or athletic? These details may not matter much to her story but it helps me play out the narrative in my 
mind. And Mary’s story is one that I play over and over again. 

 
She was chosen by God to give birth to His son. 
She accepted the calling with humble obedience. 
She raised this God-child and spent years of her 
life pouring into his. Then, when the time came, 
she watched him die on the cross. 
 
So, I wonder again, what did she look like?  
 
I imagine that when the angel appeared her eyes 
first filled with fear and then awe. I imagine she 
reached for a rock or tree to support herself in the 
shock of the moment. Perhaps she slowly sank to 
the ground as she realized what was happening 
and turned a trembling face upward when she 
accepted the message. 
 
Mary may have cried silent tears as she told 
Joseph of her pregnancy, afraid of what he would 
do. She probably laid awake at night not knowing 
how this was going to play out but not doubting 

that it would. In her culture, she should have been stoned to death for this pregnancy. Yet this child would be 
born, just as the angel said, and so she would live to give him birth. But how? 
 
Mary waited the nine months of her pregnancy with what I imagine to be excitement, joy, and terror. I imagine 
that every time she passed the whispering townsfolk on her way to get water she wrapped her shawl a little 
closer around her, protecting herself from their stares. After Jesus was born, I picture her holding his little hand 
and drawing him in close to her skirts in an attempt to protect him too. 
 
As Jesus grew and did no wrong, I picture her feeling overwhelmed and inadequate. How exactly do you teach 
the perfect child? Maybe she didn’t. Maybe she just learned. I don’t know, but as a mom myself, I empathize 
with the desire she must have felt to love him as a mom while honoring him as her God.  
 
I imagine Mary being fearful but trusting as Jesus went off on his missions. She saw some people embrace 
him. She saw others reject him. She knew that on multiple occasions he narrowly escaped being thrown out of 
the temple and stoned. No doubt Mary was in tune with all the events transpiring in Jesus’ life, feeling his hurts 
and sharing his joys. Because that’s what moms do. 
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Then there are the parts of Mary’s story that I absolutely cannot imagine. I cannot imagine watching my child 
be tortured. Or following as he was forced to carry the cross. And the agony of seeing him struggle to push 
against the nails, driven deeply into his hands and feet, just to draw a breath. It must have made it nearly 
impossible for her to catch her own. 
 
There is much I wish I knew about Mary. When the angel first appeared to her, did she know the sorrow that 
would overshadow her life? Did she understand that this perfect God-child was born only to be a sacrifice? Or 
did she think that as an adult he would sit on the earthly throne of Israel, taking the place of Herod?  
 
Because Mary was chosen by God there are a few things that I can assume. I believe she had a pure heart 
and a desire to honor God. I believe she was kind and humble, and that she possessed wisdom and 
discernment. Also, I know that as Jesus’ life unfolded, Mary pondered all that was and was to be in her heart 
(Luke 2:19, 51).  
 
Maybe it is because of these things that Mary, whose life was marked by sorrow, was able to experience God’s 
peace. I believe it is because Mary sought after God and opened her heart to Him that she received the 
happiness of heaven. Not because of anything she did, but because she knew exactly who God is and who 
Jesus was. 
 
You see, real peace, the peace that comes from God, is knowing that this life is not the end; that Jesus’ 
sacrificial death has opened the door to heaven and you are being called to enter in; that someday Jesus will 
come back to restore everything to perfection. 
 
Peace is knowing the happiness of heaven. It is Jesus. And you can know Him too. 
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The Little Shepherd Boy 
By Becky Lee 
 

When Mark and I first got married we decided to 
save money by taking our garbage and recycling to 
the dump every week. It was a great idea, but it 
didn’t exactly go the way we planned. We are 
blessed with a large garage, and with a large 
garage comes a lot of space. So when we skipped 
taking our garbage one week, it was no big deal. 
Then we skipped two weeks. Then three. You get 
the picture. 
 
Eventually, we admitted defeat and found a 
company who will pick up our garbage at a more 
reasonable rate. Our garbage now is picked up 
every week at the side of the road. What did this 
teach me? That the people who pick up our 
garbage are invaluable! 
 
Sometimes we can be tempted to look down on 
“dirty” jobs. We think they are for the desperate or 
uneducated. But imagine a town without these jobs. 
It would be dirty and unattractive. The quality of life for everyone would go down. So, yes, these jobs are 
important and the people who do them deserve our gratitude. 
 
I picture the same being true with shepherds. In ancient cultures, being a shepherd was a dirty job. Shepherds 
were part of the lower class. They were undesirable even though their way of living was necessary. In Israel, 
animal sacrifices at the temple was of extreme importance, yet the value of the shepherd himself, the one who 
raised and took care of the sheep that were sacrificed, was overlooked. 
 
Each year I find myself marveling at certain parts of the Christmas story, like the shepherds. I love that God 
sent the angels to the shepherds to announce the birth of His son, Jesus; not to the privileged or wealthy, but 
to the humble. 
 
Imagine this with me… 
 

A little shepherd boy follows his father into town to buy some oil and grain. As they pass by all the 
people, he notices that many try to avoid them. While looking at their beautiful, clean robes, he is 
suddenly aware of how dirty and torn his own is. He brushes away some of the dirt with his hand and 
looks at it. Pew! Just dirt? He wipes his hand off on his robe. 
 
Later, as the boy sits back out in the field with the sheep, he picks up several rocks and throws them, 
each one harder and farther than the one before. It’s not much but it passes the time. Once he scared 
away a mountain lion by hitting it with rocks. With all the practice, he was pretty good at it. Besides, he 
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knew that these sheep needed him. Especially the ones that were all white. They get the best price for 
those. 
 
For a moment, he looked down at his robe again and wondered why he can’t have something nicer. 
Why didn’t they ever have money for better things when they sell so many sheep to the temple? He’s 
overheard his parents talking so he knows they don’t get much for the sheep they provide.  
 
Ah, oh well. The boy picks up more rocks. Maybe someday things will change.  

 
Maybe a shepherd boy such as this one saw the angel. A boy who was born into an underprivileged yet hard 
working family. One who was passed by as someone not worthy of notice. Someone with the stigma of being 
unclean. 
 
But God did not see these shepherds as others saw them. He didn’t judge them by their profession or social 
status or the cleanliness of their clothes. He saw them as people. His people. 
 
And that’s how He sees us. We are His people and He cares much more about the state of our hearts than 
anything else. He cares so much that He sent His son, Jesus, to be born only to die so that His goodness can 
cover us. So that we can have new, clean hearts.  
 
Like the shepherds, I marvel at the angels’ appearance and the message they brought. Because of Jesus, I am 
made worthy. Because He died, I am forgiven. Because He was resurrected, I have new life. Because He 
chose me, I can choose Him. 
 
What joy! 

 “Don’t be afraid!” [the angel] said. “I bring you good news that will bring great joy to all people. The 
Savior—yes, the Messiah, the Lord—has been born today in Bethlehem, the city of David! And you will 
recognize him by this sign: You will find a baby wrapped snugly in strips of cloth, lying in a manger.” 
 
Luke 2:10-12 NLT 
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A Brave and Beautiful Hope 
By Cassie Wilson 

It’s hard for me to imagine a life 
before the arrival of Jesus. A life 
where all 613 Levitical laws were 
expected to be obeyed. A life 
where animal sacrifices, blood 
sacrifices, were required to atone 
for sin because there was no way 
anyone could actually adhere to 
that many laws. A life where the 
Old Testament pointed to a 
Messiah that the world itself had 
not yet been introduced to. A life 
without direct access to God.  
 
This is not a life I desire but yet 

this was the reality for Simeon and Anna. They were both devout Jewish worshipers who, contrary to many of 
their peers, did not put their hope in the covenant of the law. Instead, their hope was in the Savior that Isaiah 7 
had eagerly anticipated. Their hope was in a Rescuer still to come. Their hope was in the covenant of grace.  
 
While they don’t often make appearances in the children book versions of  “The Christmas Story” both Simeon 
and Anna did meet Jesus while He was an infant. They were righteous people committed to upholding Old 
Testament traditions, but they also didn’t ignore the prophecies about a coming Savior.  
 
As was required by Levitical Law, Mary and Joseph went to the temple in Jerusalem to dedicate their first born 
Son and to offer a sacrifice. Luke 2 explains how Simeon, an old man, appears before them and takes Jesus 
into his own arms - praising God that the Messiah had arrived.  
 
Mary and Joseph did not personally know Simeon. They did not walk into the temple announcing their arrival 
with the Savior. The Spirit had told Simeon that he would not die until he had seen the Lord’s Messiah. And so 
he had been waiting… and watching. When Jesus arrived - Simeon was ready. He spent his whole life 
preparing to meet his Savior and the moment finally arrived. 
 
After Simeon blesses the family, Anna comes in. Anna was an 84 year old prophetess, a person chosen to 
speak for God, who never left the temple. She spent her days and nights worshiping, fasting, and praying. As 
Anna listens to Simeon she also begins thanking God that Israel’s redemption had arrived. Imagine how she 
felt when she looked on Jesus’ face. Countless others before her lived their whole lives looking forward to the 
coming of the Messiah yet she was the one privileged to experience it. She, faithful Anna, got to see her hope 
in the flesh. 
 
It’s remarkable to me that these two God-honoring, God-fearing, God-serving individuals immediately 
recognized who Jesus was and stopped what they were doing in order to publicly worship Him. That is faith in 
action. Faith that defies culture. Faith that is brave. Faith that hopes even when things seem impossible.  
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As we begin to wrap up our Advent with a Twist series let us not forget how the Old Testament prepared the 
way for the New Testament. Let’s appreciate all that happened in Genesis through Malachi to make way for 
the arrival of our Savior. Just as Simeon and Anna anticipated the coming of Jesus let us celebrate both His 
birth and His resurrection. You see... 
 
Hope is not found purely in a Bethlehem stable. Hope was born when The Baby from that stable conquered the 
grave. Look to the manger and, even more importantly, don’t stop searching until you find the cross. 
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The Perfect Gift 
By Cassie Wilson 

 
It’s Christmas Eve and here, in 
Western New York, we’ve been 
experiencing the joys of winter 
since early November. I don’t 
always love how long and cold our 
winter months are, but there is no 
denying the breathtaking beauty of 
a fresh snowfall. The way it clings 
to the trees and sparkles in the 
sun. Its spotlesseness is bright and mesmerizing.  
 
I can’t help but wonder if Mary, Joseph, the shepherds, and all who were part of that first Christmas had this 
same feeling when they first saw Jesus? Did his purity reflect off the faces of those who first welcomed him on 
earth?  
 
With snow, you fear making any kind of movement because, the second you touch it, the elegance is 
diminished. The stains and imprints left behind are obvious and unattractive. That is us. That is sin. But that 
was not Jesus! Jesus came to earth pure and without sin and he left this earth pure and without sin. 
 
We, on the other hand, come before the throne of God broken and defective. Yet there, in our ugliness, Jesus 
lovingly transforms us into something beautiful. His purity, his perfectness, covers our own shortcomings. 
 

“Though your sins are like scarlet, They shall be as white as snow…” 
Isaiah 1:!8 

 
We cannot redeem ourselves or those we love. God knew we needed a rescuer and Jesus willingly offered 
himself. His earthly life was not easy. He was rejected, he was mocked, he was beaten, and he was killed. 
Christmas isn’t just about Jesus’ birth in a manger. It’s about Jesus’ life and how, through his death, heaven 
was made possible for each of us. 
 
As you celebrate this special holiday with family and friends our prayer here at Bare Feet & Curls is that you: 
 

● Accept God’s pure and perfect gift… Jesus. 
● Boldy and bravely express your hope in Christ as Simeon and Anna did.  
● Experience joy, just as the shepherds did, because you are valued by God.  
● Permeate your soul with Mary’s peace because you know exactly who Jesus is.  
● Choose to love obediently like Joseph, even when it’s hard.  

 
Merry Christmas! 
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BONUS: The Faith of the Magi 
By Sara Eden 
 

I learned early on in our relationship that my husband is not a planner. Two weeks before our wedding, he still 
hadn't bought his tie, and I lost my mind. I convinced myself that he didn’t really want to get married. After all, I 
had all the details perfectly planned and HE DIDN'T' EVEN HAVE HIS TIE!!  But he wasn't getting cold feet. 
Not in the least. He just hadn't gotten around to buying his tie. He knew he still had time.  
 
My husband is perfectly happy getting in the car with no idea of where we're headed. On the most uncertain 
days we've faced, he has stuck to his motto - "We'll figure it out."  It drives me crazy.  I'm a planner, to a fault. I 
have to know every detail and have a contingency plan for every possible scenario. I'm not interested in being 
spontaneous or going with the flow.  It drives him crazy.  
 
If we were traveling with the Magi and word spread that we would be taking a different route home, my 
husband would not be phased. I would start pacing the floor and he would say, "We'll figure it out." I would roll 
my eyes and continue pacing. 
 
You see, I would have already known each place we would stop and rest for the night. I would have planned 
every meal. I would have researched all the camel refueling stations along the route. Go a different way? 
Impossible! We aren't prepared! What about our plans??? 
 
My plans. 
 
How many times have I been insistent about MY plan and forgotten that God's plans are higher? How easily I 
forget that the whole world is His, that He numbers my days. And even though I've seen it time and time again, 
how quickly I forget that He works all things for our good.  
 
I used to be first in line to take a leap of faith. I never worried about logistics. If I felt God was calling me to 
something, I ran toward it as fast as I could. But somewhere along the way, I got scared. I learned some hard 
lessons about what God promises and what He doesn't. He doesn't promise first world comforts, financial 
security, perfect health. He doesn't promise that storms won't come. On the contrary, the Bible makes it 
abundantly clear that storms WILL come. But He also promises that we won't weather them alone. He 
promises to go through deep waters with us. He promises that His plans are good. 
 
We’re in the process of making some big decisions about what the next chapter will look like for our family. I 
know we need to pray and wait for God’s leading - but I struggle with the feeling that we need a decision right 
away.  After all, I need time to plan!  You can guess what my husband says about it.  
 
There’s this line in scripture that many people probably don’t notice but has always stuck out to me. It’s Acts 
9:6.  "Now get up and go into the city, and you will be told what you must do." Most people probably read right 
through it - but for an obsessive planner, I just can’t get past it. Get up and go and THEN I’ll tell you the plan?  I 
can’t imagine hearing a command like that from Jesus. And yet, He asks us to have that kind of faith. The kind 
that follows without questioning - and trusts without fear. The kind of faith the Magi had, when they abandoned 
their plans and traveled a different way. 
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How different the story would be if they had not listened and returned to Herod, to tell him where to find Jesus 
instead. They might not have known all the details of their journey - but they knew God and they trusted that 
His plan was perfect. 
 
I need that kind of faith. The kind of faith that reminds me, as long as God is with us, we’ll figure it out. 
 

After listening to the king, they went on their way.  And behold, the star that they had seen when it rose 
went before them until it came to rest over the place where the child was. When they saw the star, they 
rejoiced exceedingly with great joy. And going into the house, they saw the child with Mary his mother, 
and they fell down and worshiped him. Then, opening their treasures, they offered him gifts, gold and 
frankincense and myrrh. And being warned in a dream not to return to Herod, they departed to their 
own country by another way.  
 
Matthew 2:9-12 
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