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Women’s Bible Study                                           
Through December                                                               

��������	�
�����
	������
�������������������������� ��������������������������������������������������� ��������������������������

�����������	����������������	���������
��������������������	����

���������������������� ���� ��!������
!�		�""��###$#%&%���		�""'�(�""��")���  

 

$���%�&���������
���
������
�����������������������������

���"'��(�����"�����
�

All I want for Christmas is my two front teeth,  
My two front teeth, see my two front teeth.  

Gee, if I could only have my two front teeth,  
Then I could wish you “Merry Christmas.” 

 
It seems so long since I could say,  
“Sister Susie sitting on a thistle.” 
Gosh, oh gee, how happy I’d be 

If I could only whistle. 
 

All I want for Christmas is my two front teeth,  
My two front teeth, see my two front teeth. 

Gee, if I could only have my two front teeth,  
Then I could wish you “Merry Christmas.” 
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The Story of Tim DeClue,    
Esquire Music Leader 
 
PART I 
I’m sure after seeing me for-
get to turn on my microphone 
before starting to sing last 
Wednesday, some of you 
probably wondered how in the 
world that amateur ever got 
put in charge of the music at 
the Esquire.   Sometimes I 
wonder too.  When I was in 
sixth grade the piano player at 
church asked me what my fa-
vorite subjects were in school.  
I don’t remember what I told 
her I liked, but I do recall            
saying I hated music.  
Hmmm.  Maybe this story is 
worth telling after all. 
 
I grew up attending a small 

Missionary Baptist church 
where my dad was the 
preacher.  The church was 
about nine miles outside of 
Alton, Missouri – which made 
it about a 35 mile drive from 
West Plains, Missouri where 
we lived.  Alton only had a 
population of 714 people at 
the time, and since the church 
was nine miles outside of this 
metropolitan area, we were 
clearly “in the sticks.”   The 
church had been built as a 
one-room schoolhouse in the 
early 1900’s and even had a 
steeple with a bell and rope 
you could pull on to make 
ring.   The road in front was 
gravel and you had to drive 
(or walk) three miles to see 
pavement of any kind.  We 
had two outhouses at the 
church but no running water.  
If you wanted something to 
drink at church you either 
brought it with you or stayed 
dry ‘til you got home.  The 
only air conditioning we had 
during the summer came from 
some pitiful hand-powered 
cardboard fans or an occa-
sional old floppy hymnbook.  
We also kept the windows 
open during the summer – 
and you know what flies in 
open windows in Missouri – 
those fans frequently doubled 
as wasp killers.  Those wasps 

(or “waspers” as we called 
them) were many and loved 
to dive bomb the faithful.  
Pretty much every church I’d 
ever walked into at that time 
had the same setup, so I 
really didn’t think there was 
anything out of the ordinary if 
someone needed to take a 
healthy swing at a wasp or 
two in the middle of a Sunday 
sermon. 
 
I’m sure you are wondering 
what in the world all of this 
ancient history has to do with 
the Esquire.  Me too.  Guess 
we’ll have to wait ‘till next 
time to find out. 
 
To be continued... 

Have a very Merry 
Christmas & we 

hope to see you at 
our Christmas Eve 
service. Right here 

at The Esquire      
at 5:00! 


