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Dear CCUMC Family,
Happy 2019! Can you believe that it is the New Year already? Do you have a New Year's
resolution?
The two most common New Year's resolutions are to get in shape and to get back to
church. I'll be honest with you- my New Year's Resolution is to run my first marathon BUT
I've already broken my training schedule! Here are we are, almost a month into the New
Year, and instead of logging the miles on the treadmill I'm curled up on the couch with a hot
cup of tea and a good book (I'm currently reading The Anatomy of Peace by the Arbringer
Institute. It's the book that we are currently using in our small group study).
In Hebrews, Paul encourage us to "run with perseverance the race that is set before us
(Hebrews 12:1)." You don't have to enjoy the sport of running to understand Paul's metaphor. For
many of us, life can feel like a race. Sometimes we run the race well. At other times, we stumble and
fall. Sometimes the track is slippery with ice and other times it is smooth sailing. Life has both difficult
and joyous moments.
This year will mark my fifth year in ministry. I can't believe that I have served at Christ Community
Church UMC since 2014! I want to thank you all so much for a beautiful five years of ministry! I'm so
grateful that you have all allowed to me to run alongside you in your race of life. I have been so blessed
to cry along with you when we mourned and to rejoice by your side when we have preserved and
triumphed. My heart has been so full over these past five years that I couldn't help but sing your praises
in my very first (although very small) book. You can read more about it in the pages of this newsletter.
The Importance of Perseverance
Shortly after Thanksgiving, I experienced a serious setback with my running, I had a frightening fall
and I hurt my knee so badly that I could barely walk for a few days. It happened one morning when I
was out for an early run before my office hours.
I vividly remember the terrifying feeling of the road rushing toward me as I fell. Then, I was on the
ground and in so much pain that I was actually crying. Both of my knees felt as if they were on fire and
the blood was starting to seep through my pants.
I pulled out my trusty iPhone and called Jeff. I was in
tears as I sobbed into the phone, "Please come get
me! It really hurts."
I was over a mile from home. I crawled to the side
of the road and waited near the tennis court. I was so
relieved to see his car pull up next to me. I did my best
to fight back tears as he drove me home.
Cont. p. 4
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The Prayer quilt is then ready to be displayed in
Church so that individuals may tie a knot with the
heavy thread and say a prayer for that special
person who is in need.
I have spoken to Pastor Rebecca regarding
this ministry and have discussed the possibility of
using a section of one of the upstairs former
classrooms to set up a "sewing" corner where we
would meet maybe twice a month (or as desired) to
work together. Of course this would be pending
approval of the Admin. Councill and sufficient
interest in developing this ministry. If approval and
interest is shown we would begin set up of needed
supplies and equipment and I would be glad to
help anyone who is interested in learning some
basic sewing. Pastor Rebecca suggested that we
could take this a little further and invite people who
knit or crochet to join us, possibly even to share
their knowledge of their craft with others. The Hub
is constantly in need of infant baby sweaters either
crocheted or knitted for the Baby Kits.
Please prayerfully consider becoming active in
this ministry whether we meet in the Church or
work independently. God seems to be leading me
in this direction and maybe He will speak to you
also.

United Methodist Women
The members of The United Methodist Women
(UMW) enjoyed a delicious lunch at Red Lobster
for our Christmas celebration. We were pleased to
have two guests attend. There was a lot of good
food and sharing fellowship among the group.
Maybe you will consider joining us in the future. We
do not have meetings during the winter months due
to unpredictable weather conditions. Our next
meeting will be in March so that we may organize
the Lenten Luncheon. Stay safe ladies and I will
keep you updated on future events.
Gloria Frederick,
President of Christ Community UMW

Prayer Quilts
Are you interested in giving a
helping hand to reestablish the
ministry of making Prayer Quilts for
those in need? You do not have to
have any fancy sewing skills, in fact,
you don't need to know how to sew at
all. There are many steps to creating a
quilt.
First is choosing a design and
determining the size of patches
needed. Choosing complimenting
material and cutting patches are also
steps that do not require using a sewing machine.
For those of you interested in the sewing part, you
only have to be able to sew a straight seam to sew
patches and rows together. I have seam guides to
help with this. It always works best to press the
seams open so here is another non-sewing task as
is pinning rows together so that corners meet
neatly.
The finished quilt top is then laid out on batting
(soft inside material) and then on top of the quilt
backing. There are several different ways to attach
the backing. A final pressing makes a nice neat
looking project.
Once the prayer quilt is completed, someone
hand sews the heavy thread in each patch.

Thank you.
Gloria Frederick

Altar Flowers
The chart to sign up for
altar flowers for 2019 is now
posted on the bulletin board
at the back of the sanctuary.
Placing flowers on the altar is
a wonderful way to glorify
God while remembering a
loved one or marking a
special day. The cost for
flowers is $35 for a centerpiece or $45 for two side
vases. Checks should be made payable to
CCUMC and marked "altar flowers" and can be
placed in the morning offering plates.
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"Though our sins be as scarlet, they shall be white
as snow." (Isaiah 1:18)
We fear the present time. We have daily
worries. The load we carry is too heavy. The news
today is not joyful or peaceful, but we can trust in
God. "Fear not, for I am with thee: be not
dismayed; for I am thy God. I will strengthen thee.
Yea, I will help thee; yea, I will uphold thee with the
right hand of my righteousness." (Isaiah 41:10)
We fear the future. We fear wars, natural
disasters, evil men, an unsafe world in which to
raise our children. We fear loss of a job, illness,
danger, broken relationships. But the psalmist
says, "God is our refuge and strength…Therefore
we will not fear, though the earth be removed, and
though the mountains be carried into the midst of
the sea." (Psalm 46:1-2)
God has an answer to our fears. God wants us
to give up our worries and fears and to trust him.
"God has not given us the spirit of fear, but of
power and of love and of a sound mind." (II
Timothy 1:7)
I read that the greatest fear humans have is
the fear of dying. "And thy life shall hang in doubt
before thee, and thou shalt fear day and night and
shall have none assurance of thy life."
(Deuteronomy 28:66) But Jesus has conquered
death. "Through death he might destroy him that
had the power of death, that is, the devil; and
deliver them who through fear of death were all
their lifetime subject to bondage." (Hebrews 2:15)
Jesus came to deliver us from fear, anxiety,
and worry. The angel at Jesus' birth said, "Fear
not. I bring you good tidings of great joy." Ask God
to set you free from fear this new year. Jesus has
set you free. And if Jesus has set you free, you are
free indeed. "Their houses are safe from fear;
neither is the rod of God upon them." (Job 21:9)
Fear not this new year. Ask God to bless you
with joy and peace. God has given us forgiveness
for the past, help in the present, and assurance for
the future.

Fear Not
Richard VanScoyoc
Every New Year's, I try to find a
scripture for my New Year's resolution.
In 2018, the year just past, I chose to
always "give thanks in all
circumstances" and "be content in
whatever state I am in." This year, I
chose just two words: "Fear not."
When Jesus was born, God sent
the angel of the Lord to shepherds,
announcing the birth of the savior. The shepherds
were frightened to see an angel. (Wouldn't you be
frightened too?) The first words the angel spoke
were, "Fear not." The heavenly messenger needed
to calm their immediate fear and reassure the
shepherds that he meant them no harm. Then the
angel continued with a message to make them put
aside all fears. "I bring you good tidings of great joy
[not just joy, but "great joy"], which shall be to all
people. For unto you is born this day…a Savior,
which is Christ the Lord." (Luke 2: 10-11) Heaven
could not contain the good news from just one
angel; heaven sent "a multitude of the heavenly
host" (angels) who said, "Glory to God in the
highest, and on earth peace, good will toward
men." What a wonderful experience for the
shepherds to see and hear. God loves us so much
that he sent Jesus to save us. "There is no fear in
love; but perfect love casts out fear." (I John 4:18)
God sent Jesus as a Christmas gift to all
people, even unto the shepherds. Jesus not only
belonged to the family of Joseph and Mary, Jesus
belongs to the whole world's family, so there is no
reason to fear. The angels proclaimed that Jesus'
birth brought peace. Peace is the absence of fear.
Yet fear seems to be part of our human condition.
We have many fears. We fear the past. We
regret many things we have done in the past. Our
sins and mistakes haunt us. But we have been
redeemed by God. "Fear not for I have redeemed
thee. I have called thee by name. Thou art mine."
(Isaiah 43:1) Paul said, "Forgetting those things
which are behind, and reaching forth unto those
things which are before, I press toward the mark
for the prize of the high calling of God in Christ
Jesus." (Philippians 3:13-14) Our sins are cast into
the ocean. A new year is here; we can start over.

Richard VanScoyoc celebrated his 102 birthday on
October 16. He is a loyal contributor to our church
newsletter. He served for many years as a gifted lay
preacher. Now, he shares his faith through writing. We
are so blessed to have him as part of our church family.
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If you're anything
like me, you may
have also already
broken that New
Year's Resolution.
I've read six books
so far in January but
I haven't run nearly enough miles!
I want to let you know that it's okay to make
mistakes. It's not our mistakes that are important.
Jesus died to wash away our mistakes and save us
from sin. Instead, the important thing is that you
pick yourself up, dust yourself, and keep trying.
One of my favorite Bible verses reads, "I have
fought the good fight, I have finished the race, I
have kept the faith (2 Timothy 4:7)."
We are more than our mistakes. We are not
defined by our mistakes or our shortcomings. What
defines us is God's love for us. I am not defined by
the number of books I read or by the number of
miles I run. We are not defined by our
accomplishments. There is nothing that we can do
to earn God's grace. God's love is a gift that is
freely given.
I'm certain that it is going to be a great New
Year for us at Christ Community United Methodist
Church. The race won't always be an easy one and
I know that there are many obstacles ahead;
nevertheless, I know that we will rise to the
challenge and overcome any obstacle together.

When we arrived home, my knees hurt so
badly that he actually had to carry me into the
parsonage (I'm lucky that he is bigger than me!).
My left knee was particularly swollen.
At the time, as I sat on the couch with a bag
of frozen peas on my left knee, I felt broken and
dejected. Maybe the critics and naysayers were
right. Maybe it was a bad idea for a woman with
low vision to run.
"I don't think I want to run anymore," I said to
Jeff as I shifted the bag of frozen peas that I was
using as an ice pack from one knee to the other.
"First of all," he said with a smile, "that is a
waste of a perfectly good vegetable. We are going
to need to buy some ice packs the next time we
are out shopping. Secondly, don't be so
melodramatic. You know you're going to run
again."
"No," I sniffled, "I think I will just stick to the
treadmill. It's safer."
"Whatever," he said with a shrug. "Think
whatever you want. But I know you- you're not a
quitter."
Well, it's a New Year and (surprise!) Jeff was
right. You may remember earlier this week when
we had some lovely warm weather. After weeks of
running inside on the treadmill, I at last put on
several layers and ventured outside. I was having a
fairly good vision day and the weather was
beautiful. Friends- I ran for miles! I ran right past
the spot where I had fallen down in November and
didn't look back. This was an important lesson for
me to keep in mind as we stride together into a
New Year.

My dear friends, let us run together and support
one another. Let's run a good strong race into 2019
and beyond!
Happy New Year!

Striding Together Into 2019!
I knew that I was getting
old this New Year's Eve
because I was barely able to
stay awake until midnight. As
soon as the ball dropped, we
were ready to call it a night!
Even so, we took a photo in
order to document the
beginning of 2019. By the time
that you read this, you may
have already made your New Year's Resolution.

Rev. Rebecca
P.S. If you would like to combine the two most
popular resolutions of getting back to church and
getting into shape, I encourage you to join us
every Wednesday night in January at 7PM for
yoga church. Depending on the level of interest
and attendance, we will then decide our schedule
for the coming year.

4

insisted that my brother and I at the very least
graduate high school. And now that I'm older, I
understand this to be why, although we had very
little extra money growing up, my parents were
always somehow able to afford for me to pick out
books to order from the scholastic reading sheets.
He was not going to let his illiteracy effect my love
of reading.
My dad admitted that he could not read and
write. He wasn't proud of it but he never hid it from
me or my brother. He encouraged us to learn and
read and wasn't afraid to ask us a word if he was
trying to puzzle it out. After he had his heart
transplant and retired on disability, he had more
time on his hands than he had his entire life. It was
in those days that he would sit down with a
children's book, one of the books from my own
childhood, and my mom would help him read.
Finally, in his sixties, he was learning how words
come alive on the pages.
So yes, achieving literacy is a lifelong process.
I am thankful this Christmas season I was given
the opportunity to make a small contribution to a
program that is encouraging adults that it is never
too late to learn to read and write.

Why I Supported the
Literacy Program in This
Year's “Gifts For Jesus”
Pam Harker
Literacy is basically defined as the
ability to read and write. Not a very specific
definition. When I looked deeper, I
discovered new ideas about literacy that
involved understanding computers and
technology that caused me a little concern for my
own literacy skills. The demands for being literate
today have changed and continue to change.
Literacy Advance defines it as this, "Literacy is the
ability to read, write, speak and listen, and use
numeracy and technology, at a level that enables
people to express and understand ideas and
opinions, to make decisions and solve problems, to
achieve their goals, and to participate fully in their
community and in wider society. Achieving literacy
is a lifelong learning process."
It sounds like I still have time to learn and grow
and that is really the key to literacy, giving adults
the space, time, encouragement and resources to
learn to read and write and grow in their skills at
any age. The National Assessment of Adult
Literacy defines adult literacy as "...using printed
and written information to function in society, to
achieve one's goals, and to develop one's
knowledge and potential." This is the reason I
supported the adult literacy program for our
offering this Christmas season.
I can not image not being able to read this
newsletter article. My dad could not have read it.
He dropped out of school with barely a seventh
grade education. He missed part of the school term
due to an injury and was going to have to repeat
the year. My grandparents decided to agree to sign
him out after that to work at home. Thus began a
very laborious life of work. He honed his skills as a
carpenter and had a solid work ethic and took pride
in whatever job he did. Those are skills that I'm
proud to say he passed on to me. Unfortunately,
he could not be promoted to a supervisory position
because he was unable to perform the necessary
paperwork that would be required. My dad knew
what he was capable of and could not achieve
because of his limited literacy. This is also why he
5

f A donkey is stronger than a horse of the same
size.
f They have incredible memories. They can
recognize areas and other donkeys they were with
25 years ago.
f In the desert, a donkey can hear the call of
another donkey 60 miles away.
f Because their food source is scarce, they
utilize 95% of what they eat and their digestive
system can break down inedible vegetation and
extract it's moisture.
f Donkeys have an aversion to canines so they
are used as guard animals for cattle, sheep and
goat herds.
f And my personal favorite, their reputation for
stubbornness is due to their highly developed
sense of self preservation. It is nearly impossible
to force or frighten a donkey into doing something
it deems as contrary to its own best interest or
safety. Donkeys are very independent thinkers.
I recommend this book to anyone who has
time for a short read, loves animals, and believes
God can use all kinds of creatures and
circumstances to wake us to His love and grace.
Chapter by chapter, you'll hear how Rachel
discovers herself and grows in her relationship
with God and the people around her by allowing
herself to fall in love with a homeless donkey.
My favorite quote from the book is one by
C.S.Lewis - "Isn't it funny how day by day nothing
changes but when you look back everything is
different."

Book Review
Pam Harker
Flash: The Homeless Donkey Who Taught Me
About Life, Faith, and Second Chances
by Rachel Anne Ridge
Allow me to be honest.
I'd never thought much about
donkeys. I always heard they
were stubborn creatures, so I
knew we had that in common.
and I knew about the donkeys
in the Bible, the one Mary rode
and the one Jesus rode, but
that was about it. Then we
were vacationing in Nevada
some years ago and we came
across a group of wild burros
in the desert. Out there thriving
with the cactus, they were
fascinating and beautiful.
I happened to be in line at
CVS recently and this little book caught my eye.
Flash: The Homeless Donkey Who Taught Me
About Life, Faith, and Second Chances. On the
cover, of course, is a donkey looking rather
unimpressed. My thoughts flooded back to the
donkeys of the desert. Now I'm curious. What could
a donkey teach someone about faith? I love a good
animal story. My one fear is that the little critter will
die and I'll be wrecked. Rest assured, spoiler alert,
Flash is still alive and well. He even has a
Facebook page if you want to check up on him.
Here are some donkey fun facts:
f In many countries of the world, donkeys are still
the preferred mode of transportation.
f They are highly intelligent, despite popular
misconception.
f They can live over fifty years.
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is different but our hope is that by bringing families
together, they can learn from one another's
experiences and leave knowing they are not alone
in whatever struggles they face.
The church will open our doors the first
Saturday of every month, starting in February,
from 9 am until 10 am. We will have group
discussion questions for parents, provide a snack
and offer child care.
Please consider offering your time by serving
once a month during this group. We need people
to provide snacks and child care. Contact
Reverend Rebecca or Pam Harker to serve.
There is a sign up sheet on the bulletin board in
the rear of the sanctuary.
If you know anyone who is touched by autism
and would benefit from this group, please pass
along the information. Thank you for your support
and prayers.

Autism Support Group
We at Christ Community are
making a commitment to support
families touched by autism by creating
a safe space for families to come
together and discuss their experiences.
"Autism, or autism spectrum disorder
refers to a broad range of conditions
characterized by challenges with social
skills, repetitive behaviors, speech and
nonverbal communication." (As defined
on the Autism Speaks website.)
Parents of children with autism face
many daily challenges. Often times they feel left
out or looked down upon. We want to give these
families a time to come together and share their
experiences with one another. Every autistic child

Christmas at Christ Community
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He looked up from the pages of my journal and
arched an eyebrow at me.
"What?" he asked as he held my journal high
aloft above my head. "You want this back?"
"Give it back now!" I shouted. I could barely
control the anger in my voice. I felt inexplicably
violated by the fact that he had read my most
private and innermost thoughts. He laughed coldly
as he turned away from me and began to read
aloud from my journal.
"Stop that! Give it back!" I shouted as
I frantically reached for the book. I cursed my short
stature and the fact that it seemed everyone in the
world was taller than me.
As he read, I could feel the heat rush to my
face. He was reading one of my poems. Even at
the time, I knew that it wasn't a very good poem. It
lacked structure and the wording was awkward;
however, it was my poem.
I stood frozen with horror as he read my
heartfelt words aloud in his ironic tone of voice.
After what felt like an eternity, but in reality was
only about a minute, I managed to gather myself
enough to lunge for my journal once more.
He laughed before he at last relented and handed
me the book. "You can have it back. I've read
enough."
I grabbed my journal from him and clutched it
tightly to my chest. I felt as if the wind had been
knocked out of me.
His quiet voice cut through the sound of my
frantic heartbeat drumming in my ears. "What do
you think," he asked, "That you're some kind of
writer?"
"Not yet," I said defiantly as I turned to face
him once more, "But I will be someday!"
"No you won't," he replied. His voice sounded
dull and matter of fact as he spoke, "Not with
writing like that."
"It's only a journal," I mumbled defensively. "It
needs editing."
"No amount of editing will help," he said as he
began to make his way toward the door. "Women
don't write poetry. Besides- I don't see how you
think you can be writer when you don't even speak
English."

Through My Good Eye:
A Memoir in Verse
My chapbook Through My
Good Eye: A Memoir in Verse
was published on December 1,
2018. If you ordered an
autographed copy through the
church, they are scheduled to
be delivered on January 18,
2019. All the profits made from
this book are being donated to
Christ Community United
Methodist Church. As of
January 9, 2019 we have
earned approximately $360
from the sales of this book!
(In case you're wondering,
a chapbook is a short collection of poetry that is
usually less than forty pages. Chapbooks tend to
contain approximately 20 poems and often focus
on one particular topic.)
I wrote this book over the course of my first five
years in ministry. I am not exaggerating when I say
that these years have been the happiest of my life.
I feel as if I am at long last living out the mission
that God placed upon my life when God called me
to be a preacher.
Writing As an Act of Rebellion
This small book is my statement of defiance
against a world that is steeped in the sins of
racism, ableism, and sexism. It is also my love
letter to God and to my church family at Christ
Community UMC.
I was in my junior year of college when
I experienced an encounter with racism that will
stick with me for the rest of my life. After dinner one
evening, I returned home to what I thought was my
empty dorm room. Imagine my surprise when I
opened the door to find a young man nonchalantly
leaning against the wall and holding a book in his
hand. Although the young man was a friend of my
roommate and a fellow English major, I hadn't
been expecting anyone to be in the room.
I was even more shocked when I realized that the
book he was holding was my journal.
"Give that back!" I cried.

Cont. p. 9
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"What do you mean, I don't speak English?" I
asked. I was dumbfounded. "I'm an English major!
And women do write poetry! What about Emily
Dickinson and Sylvia Plath? "
"Emily Dickinson was an agoraphobic who died
in obscurity and Sylvia Plath stuck her head in an
oven."
I recoiled from his callous response.
"And English isn't your first language. Although, I
have to admit, you speak it surprisingly well for
someone who's not even an American."
I was truly and utterly flabbergasted. "What do
you mean, I'm not an American? I was born in
Virginia! English is the only language I speak!"
He paused with his hand on the doorknob and
turned to face me.
"That doesn't matter," he said as he looked
directly into my eyes. "It's not your language. Your
language is- what is it they speak wherever you're
from?"
"My Dad was from the Philippines. They speak
Tagalog or Cebuano," I replied flatly.
"Yeah - that. That's your language," he said.
"And you don't even speak that."
He shrugged once more and stepped out the
door. As he left, he said over his shoulder with a
sneer, "Your English is terrible and you don't even
speak Filipino. And you call yourself a writer."
On that fateful day, his uninvited intrusion lasted
only a few minutes, but his words have continued
to haunt me for over a decade.

I was ordained as an elder in the United
Methodist Church (UMC) in May of 2018. At my
ordination, I was overjoyed. God had called me for
a very specific task: to be a preacher. At last, I felt
that I had completed the task that God had set
before me.
I had graduated from college, attended
seminary, worked at two pastoral internships, and
completed the extensive ordination process
required by the UMC. I had dedicated my life to the
church, and in return, my beloved UMC had
ordained me and covenanted with me to always
provide me with a church to serve, thanks to our
guaranteed appointment process.
As I stood on the stage at our annual
conference, I smiled broadly into the blinding lights.
"If I die tomorrow," I thought to myself, "I can die
happy. I've done what God has called me to do. At
last, I am a preacher."
Then, a voice that was not my own whispered
in my heart, "Not yet... not yet."
"What do you mean?" I asked the still small
voice, "I mean, I know it's not time to die yet. I hope
to serve for many more years-"
"Write your book, the voice whispered softly in
my soul, "Write your book."

A Still Small Voice
As I say in the forward to this collection, I didn't
set out to write a book of poetry. For years, I
scribbled quietly in the privacy of my own home. In
my mind, as long as I kept my writing to myself, I
wasn't hurting anyone. Furthermore, as long as I
only wrote sermons, I wasn't embarrassing myself
or my office as a church leader. Clergy are
supposed to write sermons. It's a major job
requirement.
I continued to write: poems, short stories,
devotions, essays, and even the occasional
partially finished novel. I also continued to read
voraciously and I remained passionate about
reading poetry. In 2018, I read 120 books.

Writing for the Glory of God
After returning from annual conference, I tried
to ignore the nagging feeling in my heart. I told
myself that I was still young and that I had plenty of
time; however, I couldn't shake the feeling that I
should start taking my writing more seriously
cont. p. 10
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Upcoming Dates

.
Then, my beloved said something that
struck me, "You're always talking about
how people should use all their gifts and
graces to serve God- what if you're
supposed to write? What if God gave
you the ability to write in order to serve
Him? What if, by not writing, you're not
fulfilling your call after all?"
When I heard that simple question, I felt as if a
bucket of ice water had been dumped over my head.
My beloved had convicted me with those
straightforward words. It was as if the Holy Spirit had
spoken through him, in the plainest language I could
possibly imagine.
My greatest wish is that, when I at last meet my
Savior face to face, that He shall look at me and say,
"Well done, good and faithful servant, welcome
home." I do not want Him to say, "I called you to
preach. Why did you not write of my love?"
It is therefore, with a humble heart, that I dedicate
this little book to the glory of God and to the people
of Christ Community United Methodist Church. All
profits made from this collection will be donated to
Christ Community United Methodist Church.

Please mark your calendars for the following
upcoming dates:
Yoga Church: Every Wednesday in January at
7PM! We will be having yoga church every
Wednesday in January at 7PM. After January,
we will consider the interest and attendance level
as we make plans for the coming year. All ages
an ability levels welcome.
Elephants in the Pews: Every Sunday in
January at Noon! Please join us downstairs for
lunch as we engage in respectful discussion
about challenging questions.
Finance Team & Administrative Council
Meeting: January 21st at 6:30PM- Pastor
Rebecca would like your approval and support
for a brand new and exciting resolution she
would like to bring before Annual Conference,
2019! Come learn how the church can be more
accepting to people with disabilities.
Also, Rev. Ed Zeiders (from UMSF and
Dimensions)will come in order to speak with us
about planning for our financial future. This is
one meeting you won’t want to miss! All church
members are invited to attend.

P.S. If you would still like to order a copy, please let
me know! Through My Good Eye: A Memoir in Verse
is also available on Amazon.com

Autism Support Group:
February 2nd 9 -10AMSoup, snack and
childcare provided.

*Note: This article was adapted from its original
publication on my website, "Rev. Rebecca Writes."
You can find book reviews and weekly devotions
there at BeckieWrites.com

“Gifts for Jesus”

Veteran's Home: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $628.00

Every year, we donate our Christmas Eve
offering to local charities and church organizations.
Jesus was the greatest gift in the entire world. We
honor him by humbly offering our gifts as well. Thank
you to everyone who donated to these wonderful
organizations. When God loved the world, he gave
us the gift of Jesus Christ (John 3:16). In return, we
joyously give back our first fruits. May God bless you
and keep you this New Year and always!

Live Literately
(An organization to promote literacy): . $505.00

Altoona District Mission Central HUB: . $393.00
Shares of Ministry: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $503.00
Altoona Food Bank . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $200,00
Total: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $2,229.00

10

