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Hello Church Family! Itôs hard to believe 
itôs already the month of November, but 
Iôll have to say that itôs one of my favorite 
months of the year. I think, because itôs 
the season in which we pause a bit and 
give thanks for the blessings in our lives. 
That doesnôt mean we donôt have 
challenges, but remembering our blessings 
helps us endure difficult moments. 
 
Thankfulness is an inward feeling and an 
outward expression. When we feel 
thankful, we can share that feeling with 
those around us by what we say and what 
we do. Our thankfulness is reflected within 
our spiritual practices of setting aside time 
to worship God in community, serving Godôs people through acts of kindness, supporting 
the mission of organizations helping communities of people, and sharing our financial 
blessings so that the Kingdom of God is revealed. 
 
This month we have an opportunity to declare before God our intentions to honor God 
financially, but honoring God isnôt all about the money we share through Godôs Church. Itôs 
also honoring God through the offering of our time and talents. 
 
This month, the Stewardship Committee is asking you to make a financial pledge to 
Lewistown Presbyterian Church. I encourage you to do so as a spiritual practice for 2022. 
The Mission and Evangelism Committee is asking you to participate in ñThanks for 
Givingòðan entire month of mission activities meant to bless people and organizations 
near and far. Consider this an opportunity to pledge your time and talents to God. 
 
Your time, talent, and treasures are needed at Lewistown Presbyterian Church. We were 
created to serve with God and too often we choose to invest our time in activities that 
have no Kingdom value. Itôs not a bad thing to spend our time in activities outside the 
church, but all to often we neglect the most important relationship weôve been given. Our 
relationship with the Living Lord! 
 
I encourage all of us to receive the gift of this season of gratitude as a way to recommit 
and reorient our lives towards living for Christ, in all that we say and all that we do.  
Please join your church family in doing so, and   to be blessed! 
 
In Christôs Love, 

Pastor Sarah  
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Rev. Robert L. Zorn, Pastor Emeritus 

The leaves are 

falling fast in around 

our home in 

Treaster Valley. 

Some trees are 

already bare, while 

others seem to be in 

competition with 

each other with their 

display of brightly 

colored foliage. It 

seems that the trees 

are ñshutting downò 

for the long winter season. While they appear to 

be dead, we know they are just dormant. And 

even in this period of dormancy there is growth 

and regeneration. With the coming of Spring we 

will hopefully see a great new burst of vitality and 

growth. This is the annual cycle of growth and rest 

that is  part of the natural order of things in our 

area. Pennsylvanians who have moved to other 

parts of the country say that one of the things 

that they miss most is the Fall season's color and 

beauty. 

Ecclesiastes reminds us that there are also 

ñseasonsò in our lives. And, as much as we would 

like to slow down 

their progress, we 

know that we too 

must change. We 

do not feel, look or 

act like we did just 

a few years ago. 

We cannot nor 

would we wish to 

put everything on 

ñholdò until a later 

date. Even during 

these less active 

times we can continue to grow in Godôs grace. 

Even now your church is asking for your 

stewardship commitment. We are also preparing 

for the Advent-Christmas season and the rebirth 

of our basic Christian faith. Then comes the New 

Year and the opportunity to make and keep 

resolutions. And not long after will come Easter. 

So let us use this time for the regeneration of our 

faith. Let us read, study, worship and pray that 

God will lead us and keep us through the long 

winter and allow us to continue our work and 

worship and witness for many seasons beyond. 

The Neighbor³s Table is moving to Thursday, Dec. 2, from 5:30 PM to 

7:00 PM because our ´Thanks for Givingµ month is just too full of 

service activities! Everyone is invited to learn more about the work of 

Mother Hubbard³s Cupboard and of course, enjoy a tasty meal provided 

by the Mission and Evangelism team.  RSVP on the ´Thanks for Givingµ 

sign up form and turn it in to the church office. There is a seat for you at 

our tables! 

A TIME FOR REGENERATION OF OUR FAITH  

THE NEIGHBORôS TABLE 
A PROGRAM OF THE MISSION AND EVANGELISM COMMITTEE 
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Ginny Westover, Christian Education Director 

It was dark when I turned 

onto Kezar Mountain Road 

and pointed my car toward 

the sandy driveway leading 

to my parentsô home. The 

white birch along the stone 

wall glowed dimly in the 

rising moonlight. There was 

the house, just ahead, 

partly hidden by an ancient, monstrous forsythia. 

The red cape cod stood as it had for the past two 

hundred-plus years; a local landmark of sorts, 

having graced postcards and calendars thanks to 

my grandfatherôs photographic artistry. I pulled up 

to the door and turned off the car, reminding 

myself that congestive heart failure had 

necessitated Momôs moving in with my sister, 

another two and a half hours north. She would not 

be opening the door to greet me. I was aware that 

the eager anticipation I usually felt had been 

replaced by uncertainty and rising dread. And now 

the key that I had retrieved from my cousin was 

not cooperating with the lock. Fighting back 

exhaustion and tears I gave the knob a final, 

frustrated jiggle and shoved open the door. 

The smell of home greeted me. I flipped on the 

light and braced for the reality of what I knew was 

(and wasnôt) there. Everything was as it had been 

when I visited two months earlier; blue braided 

rug, knick-knacks on the fireplace mantel, rocking 

chair and Lazy Boy, table with mauve tablecloth, a 

small, tidy stack of mail on the phone stand by the 

kitchen door. I looked at the empty recliner in the 

corner and remembered the choke of grief I felt on 

the first visit after my fatherôs death twenty-five 

years earlier. I was not prepared for this new wave 

of emotion. The impact of my momôs absence dealt 

an unexpected blow. The silent emptiness was 

startling. I thought, ñThis place is not home 

without my motherôs presence.ò  

Sleep did not come easily that night. My travel-

weary body craved rest but my mind swirled  

awake with memories. Tired of tossing and turning, 

I switched on the lamp and reached for my Bible. 

It flipped open to John 1 and the page of notes I 

had begun jotting to prepare for our Youth Bible 

study. ñIn the beginning was the Word. The 

Word was with God, and the Word was God. 

The Word became 

human and made 

his home among 

usé (became flesh 

and made his 

dwelling among 

usébecame flesh 

and blood and 

moved into the 

neighborhoodé)ò Wide awake now, I grabbed a 

pen and kept reading, intrigued by this idea of 

ñhome.ò Chapter 14:22,23ïñJudas (not Iscariot) 

said to him, ñLord, how is it that you will 

manifest yourself to us, and not to the 

world?ò Jesus answered him, ñIf anyone 

loves me, he will keep my word, and my 

Father will love him, and we will come to him 

and make our home with him.ò ñHome;ò 

dwelling-place; abode/abiding; from the same root 

meaning ñto remain;ò ñstay;ò ñto settle down and 

make yourself at home.ò This is a permanent 

dwelling. The continual presence of the Father, 

Son, and Spirit. Intimate, warm connection. 

I was getting the impression that the idea of home 

is much more about relationship than building or 

location. Much more about deep, lasting friendship 

than furnishings. About being safe, settled, and 

secure in love. Persons, not place. 

A branch scratched against the window pane. 

Lifting my gaze, I saw my reflection in the 

sparkling clean glass. Crisp white curtains edged in 

blue framed my profile. A colorful trio of glass 

paperweights lined the windowsill. Pictures of 

grand and great-grandchildren smiled from the 

tops of book stands. All evidence of my mother. All 

comforting reflections of who she is, but definitely 

not substitutes for her presence. More than 

anything, I wanted to be with her; to hear her 

voice, enjoy conversation and the warmth of her 

love. Even if it wasnôt at this place. Sleepy at last, I 

turned off the light and pulled the quilt up around 

me. 

Thoughts about ñhomeò and about Jesus making 

his home among us and within us continued to sift 

through my mind as I went about the dayôs tasks 

of cleaning out freezers and cupboards and garden 

beds. By the time I was on the road traveling to 

my sisterôs home I was pondering these words of 

CHRISTIAN EDUCATION NEWS  

Continued on page 9 
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Ginny Westover, Preschool Director 

 

OUR PRESCHOOL!  


