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JANUARY SCRIPTURE

Ecclesiastes 3:1
(CEB)
There’s a season for
everything and a
time for every matter
under the heavens…

A PRAYER TO KEEP GOD FIRST
THIS NEW YEAR
Dear God, Thank you that you make all things new. Thank you
for all that you've allowed into our lives this past year, the good
along with the hard things, which have reminded us how much
we need you and rely on your presence filling us every single
day.
We ask for your wisdom, for your strength and power to be
constantly present within us. We pray you would make us strong
and courageous for the road ahead. Give us ability beyond what
we feel able, let your gifts flow freely through us, so that you
would be honored by our lives, and others would be drawn to
you. We ask for your hand to cover us and keep us distanced
from the evil intent of the enemy; that you would be a barrier to
surround us, that we’d be safe in your hands.
Keep your words of truth planted firm within us, help us to keep
focused on what is pure and right, give us the power to be
obedient to your word. And when the enemy reminds us where
we have been, hissing his lies and attacks our way, we trust that
your voice speaks louder and stronger, as you remind us we are
safe with you and your purposes and plans will not fail.
Help us to be known as great givers, help us to be generous and
kind, help us to look to the needs of others and not be
consumed by only our own. May we be lovers of truth, may the
fruits of your spirit be evident in our lives--your love, joy, peace,
patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and selfcontrol.
Shine your light in us, through us, over us. May we make a
difference in this world, for your glory and purposes. Set you
way before us. May all your plans succeed. May we reflect your
peace and hope to a world that so desperately needs your
presence and healing. To you be glory and honor, in this
New Year, and forever. In Jesus’ name.. Amen.
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Greats Among the Bethel Family
Louise Foster, Contributor

Dr. Walter W. Sullivan, Jr.

Mrs. Marilyn Sullivan

Mrs. Marilyn Sullivan is one of Bethel’s smoothest, hardest working, committed, involved, and
friendliest mission-minded members. She is also the spouse of Dr. Walter W. Sullivan, Jr. During
the month of December, Dr. Sullivan was celebrated for his dedication and involvements with Alpha
Phi Alpha. He is recognized in the chapter’s magazine which notes the following: Happy 70th
Alphaversary, Brother Walter W. Sullivan, Jr., December 5, 1950, Alpha Phi Alpha, Clark Atlanta
University, life Member #920, Eta Lambda Chapter, President 1978-1980; 1988-1990. After reading
about the chapter we can say that he definitely embodies the intent and tradition of the organization
--namely: brotherhood, scholarship, leadership, excellence, and service. After speaking with him
recently, it was discovered that he has an even deeper connection to Bethel United Methodist
Church. He is a human history book with a wealth of interesting information about Atlanta and
Georgia.
Dr. Sullivan is a Christian, is intelligent, well-educated, well-traveled and has served as chair on
many boards and is presently serving on church and community boards while maintaining a solid
enjoyment of the sports. He is a financial guru, is gregarious and fun loving. As he celebrates
being a life member of Alpha Phi Alpha Fraternity for 70 years, we add our congratulations and
blessings to him and his super wife.
Dr. Walter W. Sullivan, Jr. was celebrated in November for his sports
affiliations and on Veterans Day, November 11, 2020, Dr. Sullivan was
visited by Freddie the Falcon for being a true Atlanta sports enthusiast
for many, many years and more importantly for retaining his season
ticket status for Atlanta sports, especially the Atlanta Falcons.
You’ve heard the quote, “Behind every great man is a great woman.”
Well judging from the women I know, present company included, I
disagree with that quote and I would rather believe that BESIDE every
great man is a SUPER GREAT woman.

“Each New Year, we have before us a brand new book containing 365 blank pages. Let us
fill them with all the forgotten things from last year—the words we forgot to say, the love
we forgot to show, and the charity we forgot to offer.” ― Peggy Toney Horton
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CHRISTMAS IN NEW YORK
NOTE: Carolyn Williams shared this enlightening story with UMW during our holiday celebration. It was so heart warming and
interesting that we thought it worthy to share with everyone.

The Christmas season always started for me with Thanksgiving. We lived in Harlem on Seventh Avenue (now
Adam Clayton Powell Jr. Boulevard). Every Thanksgiving I was stuffed into a snow suit and my mother and I would
take the number two bus down Seventh Avenue to Fifth Avenue. The number two bus was the worst bus in the
entire New York City transit system. It was slow, late, crowded and often broke down. But it was our bus. It
belonged to Harlem and I didn’t care because we were going to the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. It was
always bitter cold. My eyes would water and my nose was red but I loved every minute of it. The marching bands
and the floats were wonderful. But the best part of the parade were those giant balloons. It took at least 20 or more
people just to hold down one balloon. I decided on a career path right then and there. I would work for Macy’s
doing anything just so I could hold down a balloon and march in the parade. We went to the parade each year for
at least 6 years. Then one day in November 1950 my mother told me “No more parade because we are getting a
TELEVISION!”
My grandfather Papa retired when I was born. As soon as I was able to walk we would hang out together. Papa and
I took the infamous number two bus downtown to see all the magical Christmas decorations in the Fifth Avenue
department store windows. So many of the stores are no longer in existence but I do remember Saks Fifth Avenue,
Lord & Taylor, Bloomingdale’s and of course Macy’s. Papa promised to take me to Times Square for New Year’s
Eve when I turned 12, but he passed away before that time.
Going to visit Santa was one big deal. I got to sit on his lap and tell him what I wanted for Christmas. I assured him
that I had been really good all year long. The challenge was to actually be good until Christmas. And then on
Christmas Eve I would leave Santa the traditional snack of milk and cookies. I always tried to stay
awake so that I could see Santa but I never did. On Christmas morning everything was always
perfect. You didn’t even notice if you didn’t get everything you asked for
As I got older some of the big kids at school would whisper that there was no Santa Claus. They
said that parents actually bought the gifts and hid them. So I started searching everywhere for
hidden toys. I never found any. And that was okay because deep down inside I still wanted to
believe in Santa.
Soon after Thanksgiving my mother and my aunt started their shopping marathon. Shopping bags
and boxes started to pile up. Christmas cards were mailed out. And we had a real tree trimmed with
decorations that we’d had for years.
Then came the cooking and baking. The aromas of Christmas past are still with me. Everything was down home
southern traditional with some pigs feet thrown in for good measure. My mother always made a fruit cake which
everyone avoided.
My Aunt Irene was born on Christmas Day. My grandmother insisted that Aunt Irene received two gifts--one for her
birthday and the other for Christmas. Once I started paying attention in Sunday school I realized that Christmas
was also Baby Jesus’ birthday. Therefore Baby Jesus needed a cake and a gift. Giving Baby Jesus one of the
cakes (but not the fruit cake!) was not a problem. However, the gift giving became a puzzle. My mother said that
every time we give a donation to the Salvation Army it was like giving a gift to Jesus. So every time I would see a
Salvation Army officer I would put whatever coins I had with me into the kettle and say this is a gift for Baby Jesus.
If you walk along Seventh Avenue you will find there’s literally a church on every corner--some big, some small,
some historic. The first Sunday school that I attended was at my cousin’s church, Union Baptist. She and I could
walk there by ourselves like big girls. I loved hearing stories about Jesus and praying with one eye open. At
Christmas time everyone was excited about our impending Christmas program. I was in the youngest group so all
we did was march down the aisle singing “Away in a Manger.” I think that’s all the church trusted us to do. Our
families, of course, thought we were brilliant.
After Christmas there was still one more treat in store. My mother and I would go to Radio City Music Hall every
year to see the Christmas show. The first part of the show is a live Nativity scene with wonderful music. It looked
like a Christmas card come to life. The costumes and the lighting were unforgettable.
The second part of the show featured the world famous Rockettes. They were dressed like toy soldiers in long
white pants, tall hats and red dots on their cheeks. They were tap dancing in unison. I knew how to tap dance
because I went to dancing school. I abandoned my dream of marching with Macy’s. My new career path would be
becoming a Rockette. But then I looked at them again and realized that there were no Negro girls up on the stage
with them. I thought to myself that maybe I could be the first Negro Rockette. Then I remembered what Papa
always said about the limitations of our world at that time.
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