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CELEBRATING MOM
In Spring 2013, a young man named Aba Atlas wanted to do something
special for his birthday, so he gave his mom a present – and made a video
about the gift and its beloved recipient. (Locate it on YouTube by searching
for “iProjectAtlas, Dear Mother.”)
For years, Aba’s mother had worked long hours outside the home and then
cared for her kids each evening. She’d bought a house so her children
would always have a place to call home, yet the mortgage caused her great
stress. Working at a $30,000/year position, Aba saved enough money to
pay off his mom’s mortgage and, on his birthday, presented her with a
check. According to a caption in the video, her response was “Wow x
9000.”
“I want to celebrate my life by celebrating the woman who gave me life,”
Aba says.

Special Dates
Nat’l Day of
Prayer ~ May 1
Mother’s Day ~
May 11
Armed Forces
Day ~ May 17
Memorial Day ~
May 26
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Life’s Little Blessings
Linda Tobolewski

I’ve been teaching Sunday School here for over 20 years and I still love it. Your
children and grandkids are such a blessing and I thank the Lord for them every
day. So I needed to share this story with you.
One of my favorite holidays is Psalm Sunday. I know that sounds strange but
Psalm Sunday is when I teach my favorite Sunday School lesson. Psalm Sunday is
when the kids parade down the aisle waiving their psalms. I love to close my eyes
and picture Jesus riding into Jerusalem on a donkey with children running ahead
of him and around him yelling “Hosanna!”
This year as I hurried the kids to the back of the church, trying to keep them quiet
for a few minutes and explaining what they were about to do … something
amazing happened. Now Sulley, Catherine and Alaina decided to wait in the front
entry way. They were all in awe of the big long rope hanging down in front of
them. Catherine explained to all of them that only the man in charge of the back
of the church (Fred Ralph) was allowed to pull on that rope. They all kept staring
in awe of that rope that must ring the bell. So they asked the man in charge of
the back of the church if that rope rang the bell and he said it did. They asked
him if he had rang it yet, and he said no. And then the man in charge of the back
of the church asked the children if they would like to ring the bell. You would
have thought that someone just gave them a million dollars. Now the younger
children joined the older ones. Reilly, Tyler and Katie gathered round that big
long rope. Fred didn’t think all of them put together would be strong enough to
make the bell ring so he was there to give them a hand. Now those children all
grabbed unto that rope and began to pull and pull and pull and the bell rang.
Reilly was holding unto the bottom of the rope and as the bell rings, the rope rises
up and down. Reilly actually was lifted off the floor each time by a foot or so.
The kids thought this was just the best thing ever.
Fred and I looked at each other and just smiled. I wanted to yell out to the
congregation, “You need to see this”, but instead a warmth came over me and I
felt Jesus’ presence. And then Jesus smiled……
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A Few months ago, after I preached a sermon about
how I read scripture, one of our members made a
very interesting comment to my wife. The person
who made this comment had, like my wife, grown up
in the church and Sunday school. The Bible was
valued, learned, and memorized. But this person had
been feeling that it was time to read the Bible in a
more (I am not sure of the right word to use here so
bear with me) a more … adult …, mature…,
sophisticated … way.
I think the comment was interesting and important
because many of us do the Bible a great disservice by
either reading it with the same level of understanding
we did at age ten, or by not really reading it at all.
It has seemed to me for a long time now that how we
read the Bible is at the heart of the culture wars
within the church, and is one of the most important
reasons so many young people are finding it hard to
find a faith that brings them closer to God and
enriches their lives.
One the one hand, the level of sophistication with
which we read the Bible has not changed since we
were kids. This true in no other area of life. We no
longer believe in the tooth fairy of Easter Bunny. We
have given up the idea that thunder is the sound of
God bowling in heaven. We accept that George
Washington telling the truth about cutting down the
cherry tree is a legend. We are adult in our approach
to everything else in life. But we seem not capable of
bringing our adult selves to the interpretation of
Scripture. I think this is a problem for us.
On the other hand, many of us just ignore the Bible.
In a book I have been reading recently the author
tells this story:
I recall visiting a church one Sunday and speaking to
the assembled host of approximately 180 persons on
the subject of the Ten Commandments. I began by
asking, “How many of you think the Ten
Commandments are important?” There was an
almost universal response of raised hands. “Yes” they
were saying, “that is the basic standard of ethical
behavior. We all think ethical behavior

and the Ten Commandments are important.”
Pleased with this enthusiastic endorsement of
this time honored code, I went on to say,
“Well, if you agree that the Ten
Commandments are important, then you must
know what the Ten Commandments say. Let’s
see if you can name them.” There was much
embarrassed squirming as all 180 people
could not come up with all ten.
Some old friends of mine have suggested that
because I read the bible with a less literal
approach than I once did that I have lost my love
for the Word. I think just the opposite.
I love the Bible. In my preaching and teaching I
strive to make it live for the hearers. I have spent
my adult life studying it and in its pages I
encountered the living God. Over the years that
God has shaped my worldview, my character, and
my understanding of myself. I continue to be made
newer and newer by the Word. I wish that
experience for the person who made that comment
to my wife, and for all of you.
To that end, I am offering to study the bible with
anyone who wants to. We will find time to get
together in convenient groups of two and three
and read with our adult eyes, words that have
lived for God’s people in different times and places
for 3,500 years.
If you are ready for that adventure, send me an
email or a text. I will get back to you. Here is my
contact information.
Email – chuckhesed123@verizon.net
Cell – 814-881-1905
For the Love of the Word
PASTOR CHUCK
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People to Pray for
Sharon Wheeler's husband passed away. Prayers for Sharon and her family.
Earl Lipphardt passed away April 14. Prayers for his family.
Michelle Barth and family - Michelle has been waiting to be put on a lung transplant
list. She was just diagnosed with stage 4 liver cancer.
Kathy Weidenboerner's mom Dorothy is recovering from a stroke
Bob White is severely anemic - working with a blood doctor
Ann Lewis's daughter Jennifer - battling cancer
Sally Palo- many health issues
Continued prayers for Hagan Hetz and his family
Dave Sanner going through cancer treatment
Michael Heath - a new job and and a new place to live -prayers that he will do well
Al Copeland still in Afghanistan where he is doing security work at a prison
Lori Straub continues to battle both MS and Sjogren’s disease.
Deb Pifer and Julie Seggi both continue battling MS. Julie has some special needs
because she cannot work and has no means of supporting herself right now.
Jackie Ostergaard has Alzheimer’s and is at Sarah Reed

Things to Celebrate
Dave & Andrea Ward had a baby girl - Julia Dianne Ward - born on
April 2, 2014

Our Young People in the Military
Joe Grimaldi – home from Kandahar, Afghanistan soon to return to his
base in Seattle.
Scotty Case - Mississippi
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In a Different Voice
(a monthly column written by Judith Johnston)

Strange, interesting, weird, charming, scary — as America becomes increasingly diverse, we
are confronted by more & more people whose ways are not our ways. Yet, God seems to
have spoken to his children in many different places at very different times. Some of these
diverse views will be featured each month to encourage a healthy curiosity about other
spiritual writings and to open us up to possibilities for a larger spiritual awareness.

It is never too early or too late to care for the well-being of the soul.
Epicurus, Greek philosopher, 341-270 B.C.

They question thee concerning the soul. Tell them: The soul has been created by
the command of my Lord; and you have been granted but little knowledge concerning
it.
Koran 17:86

Farewell: that is to say, give your soul good fare. But you fare well if you feed
it, not on great quantity, but on the best quality.
Marcilio Ficino, Renaissance philosopher, 1433-1499
My soul waits in silence for God only;
From Him is my salvation.
Psalms 62:1
46) And Mary said: “My soul exalts the Lord,
47) And my spirit has rejoiced in God my Savior.
Mary,

mother of Jesus ,

Luke 1:46,47

This column and the book review, The Snow Leopard, first appeared in “The Flyer” in
August, 2009. We are repeating it in memory of the author, Peter Matthiessen, who died April
5, 2014, at age 86, of acute leukemia. Matthiessen was an American novelist, naturalist,
wilderness writer, and a three-time National Book Award winner. Also a prominent
environmental activist, one reviewer noted,” No one writes more lyrically...about animals or
describes more movingly the spiritual experience of mountaintops, savannas, and the sea.”
His was a many faceted life – born to a well-to-do family; served in the Navy; a degree from
Yale; founding a literary magazine, The Paris Review, to cover his work with the CIA; 2
marriages and fatherhood; early pioneer of LSD; oceanographic research; and becoming a
Buddhist priest.
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The Snow Leopard
by Peter Matthiessen
Like Thomas Moore’s Care of the Soul, The Snow Leopard also expands the view of the
Soul as Matthiessen takes the reader on a perilous but awe-inspiring journey, totaling over
500 miles on foot through the Himalayas in northwest Nepal near the frontier of Tibet with
his zoologist friend, George Schaller. George wants to study the bharal, or Himalayan blue
sheep, in rut to determine whether they may be more goat than sheep. Matthiessen hopes to
see the rarest and most beautiful of the great cats, the snow leopard. Only two Westerners,
George being one of them, had seen a snow leopard in the past 25 years.
Their destination is the Land of Inner Dolpo and the Chrystal Monastery, said to be “the last
enclave of pure Tibetan culture left on earth, and Tibetan culture was the last citadel of ‘all
that present-day humanity is longing for, either because it has been lost or not yet been
realized or because it is in danger of disappearing from human sight: the stability of a
tradition, which has its roots not only in a historical or cultural past, but within the
innermost being of man...’.”
On September 28, 1973, the journey begins with 4 Sherpas and 14 porters, mostly barefooted and carrying 80-pound loads. Matthiessen’s journey concludes on November 29
followed by George’s on December 15. What transpires during the intervening weeks is
certainly nourishment for the soul, both for the author and the reader.
Most of Earth’s peoples have a limited concept of the Himalayas, mainly from photos of
Mt. Everest. We are unaware of the dark gorges of wild water and ice that never see the
sunlight;
of the panoply of wildflowers and songbirds that soften the ragged, icy crags; of the
numerous vegetables grown by tiny groups of isolated families who live at 15,000 feet or
more, scattered among the 20,000-foot peaks that tower over their rough huts and
beautifully decorated Buddhist monasteries, some thousands of years old.
Bharal herds, yak herds, wolf packs, Yeti sightings, rice-and-water meals, a joyous feast
with musical instruments and dancing, wet sleeping bags, blizzards, hours of meditation,
days of silence, haggling with the porters and Sherpas, doubting one’s survival--Matthiessen treats us to meticulous observations of the ever-changing, always
unpredictable, and death-defying events of each day.
Oh, did I hear you ask if Matthiessen ever saw a snow leopard?
Judith Johnston
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Sunday School
The last day of Sunday School is May 18. We will be
honoring the teachers during the service on that day.
Ken Krause will continue a class in the Adult Lounge at
9:15 am.

Tuesday Evening Adult Class
Tuesday Evening Adult Class will be ending on May 13
for the summer.

Our 2014-2015 Confirmation Students &
Mentors
Sydney Nelson – Donna Cammarata
Liam O’Brien – Mike Mucciarone
Shawn McNally - Scott Russin
Garrett Jageman & Jared Hanas – Pastor Chuck
Tom Grimaldi & Adam Hutchinson – Joe
Weidenboerner
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Bryan Tuten
Wendy Case
Jared Hanas
Al Copeland
Beth McAleer
Linda Tobolewski
Scott Case
Bob White
Collin Crawford
Jean Joseph
Sherry Jarvi
Chuck Cammarata
Joe Nies
Austin Hughes
Luke Tobolewski
Arlene Miller
Fred Ralph
Emily Crawford
Karen Bryant
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Colleen Warley
Lisa Dominick
Susan Thompson
Carter Lee
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Editor’s Page
I’ve just had one of the best weeks.
Jenna was home with her boyfriend,
Itzik, and we had a wonderful time!

of pies, all of which were gone by noon
the next day. It was a feast, and Jenna
and Itzik thoroughly enjoyed themselves.

They flew from Israel to New York City
the first week in April and spent several
days with a friend of Jenna. They did a
lot of sightseeing and shopping in New
York, and a lot of walking. Then they
took a bus to Boston where they stayed
with a friend and his family; he was
Jenna’s boss while she was living in
Boston and she has continued to do work
for him over the Internet while living in
Tel Aviv. Jenna has a lot of friends from
college and work who still live in Boston,
so they spent time with them while
sightseeing there.

The next day Jenna wanted to go to one
of her favorite stores, Target. Jenna,
Itzik, and I spent 2 ½ hours there, and did
my feet hurt by the end of that time. Itzik
was amazed by the prices in the States;
he has to pay between $100 and $200 for
a pair of jeans in Israel, so he had a ball
buying them for $30! I think he bought a
total of 8 pair between New York,
Boston, and Erie. He may even have
bought more on their trip to San
Francisco when they left here.

After 5 days there, they rented a car and
drove to Niagara Falls; Itzik has never
been to the U.S. or Canada so there was a
lot of new things to see. The following
day they drove here where we were
anxiously awaiting their arrival. This
began a week of visiting friends and
family, some people Jenna hadn’t seen
for years and, of course, who Itzik had
never met before.
One of Jenna’s main requests for a meal
was that we have our traditional
Christmas dinner with my side of the
family. Not everyone could make it, but
we did have our annual standing rib roast
with all the “fixin’s”. My sister Janet
who lives in North East made three kinds

After we left Target we went to DSW to
shop for shoes. Another great stop!
Several pair of shoes and boots later, we
admitted our fatigue and went home. I
was beat. But the shopping wasn’t over;
we went to the Grove City outlet mall
three days later! Can you believe it? By
now I was out of money and I think I’ve
done permanent damage to my feet.
I got to cook Jenna’s favorite meals,
some of which I make only when she’s
home. Itzik was a perfect guest, helping
prepare meals and cleaning up
afterwards. I couldn’t have asked for a
better houseguest.
Today they are flying back to Tel Aviv
after spending 5 days in San Francisco.
It was so hard to see them leave. I admit
there were a few tears!
Barb Mucciarone
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