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N OT I C E  

P R I N T  I S S U E   
E N D I N G  S O O N  

ANASTASIS TO CONTINUE ONLINE 

 

We hope you have enjoyed the community stories of encounters with God that have been 

shared over the last year.  Our Winter 2020 issue will be the last print version of our quarterly 

magazine to be mailed to the local community around St. Stephen. However, you have several 

ways to continue reading: 

 Call 717-766-2168/ email office@StStephenLC.org and ask to be added to Anastasis’ email 

distribution list. When the next issue is ready, you will get an email with the link.  

 Follow our Facebook page/facebook.com/StStephenLC.org or visit our website/

www.StStephenLC.org  periodically to see if a new issue has been posted. 
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Fleeing.   

Running away.   

Seeking refuge and safety.   

While not many of  us have had the experience 

of  literally running for our lives, I’m willing to 

bet that many who read this magazine know 

what it is like to struggle with God – maybe 

even to feel like you are running away from 

God.   

God doesn’t give up on us. God pursues us.  

And often that can be scary.  

Those of  us who have answered God’s call to 

professional ministry have talked many times 

about God’s call for our lives – and how we 

tried to run away from it. We want to do life 

our own way. We want to continue to pretend 

to be in control of  our lives.  

There’s a powerful image that I like to use 

when I talk about this idea of  running away 

from God. Imagine God standing at the end of  

time. God reaches out God’s arms towards us.  

It seems as though God’s hands will catch us.  

We squirm. We try to shake God off. But God 

continues to pursue us. And when God catches 

us, God draws us into a loving embrace.  

In this edition of  Anastasis, you’ll read stories 

of  people running away from and running to 

many different things.  

Some are fleeing. Some are lost. But all are 

caught in the loving embrace of  God – drawing 

us in to close relationship with the Trinity.  

Thanks be to God that God doesn’t quit, God 

doesn’t tire, God pursues us. 

Blessings! 

 

T h e  Tr a v e l  t h r o u g h   
F L I G H T  

I s s u e  

Pastor Matthew Best 

PHOTO CREDIT: Stacy Schroeder  
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Matthew 2:13b: An angel of the Lord appeared to Joseph in a dream 

and said, ‘Get up, take the child and his mother, and flee to Egypt, and 

remain there until I tell you; for Herod is about to search for the child, to 

destroy him.’ 

The Holy Family fleeing Egypt is the scriptural reference for 

this issue.   

Did Mary want to leave her home and comfortable surround-

ings with a young child? Did Joseph choose to guide his new 

family to an unfamiliar faraway location? Of course not. How-

ever, when the safety of your family is at risk from a wicked 

king and the angel tells you to go, you go! 

Egypt accepted them into their country. 

Virtually every Salvadoran family we talk to on our trips to El 

Salvador has stories about relatives or friends who have left 

their homes, not because they want to, but because they, too, 

are at risk.   

 

Why? 

1) Threats, kidnappings, disappearances, and murders of family 

members by gangs  

2) Recruitment of their children to join gangs – or else 

3) Extortion of their businesses to pay “renta” – monthly pay-

ments from any businesses, or else! 

4) Climate changes forcing workers within the agricultural sec-

tor to find work elsewhere 

 

What the media does not say: 

Many of these Central Americans do, indeed, try to apply legal-

ly for visas at the American Embassy to come to the U.S.; 

however, they are often denied over and over again after pay-

ing an exorbitant application fee each time. As a last resort, 

they hire a series of coyotes (guides) to accompany them across 

borders from one country to another at terribly expensive 

costs – we are hearing $8,000-$12,000 per person – to enter 

illegally.  Many die enroute or are raped or molested on this 

arduous, dangerous journey. Many simply are never heard from 

again. If  they arrive safely, they face ICE, separation in deten-

tion facilities, and deportation. 

 

Snippets of stories we have personally heard: 

One young man who is an aspiring actor paid $8,000 to a coy-

ote in hopes of getting to NYC to pursue his career.  He was 

badly beaten in Mexico by the coyote he had paid to guide 

him.  It took him 1½ months to recover sufficiently enough to 

return home alone. 

A young teenage girl recently traveled with her dad to Tennes-

see where they are living with her uncle and cousins.  Because 

they are illegal, they risk deportation and constantly look over 

their shoulders. 

A young couple and their three-year-old daughter left in the 

dark of night with only the clothes on their back because the 

gangs threatened to move weapons into their place of business.  

 

REFUGEES  
   

    by Caroline Sheaffer 

 

  

 

We check in with Yesenia every time we visit El Salvador.  Her brothers 
were both killed by a gang and her father was kidnapped (and later 
released) by them.  She appreciates our ongoing caring support. 
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If they refused to cooperate, they would be killed.  The husband was 

caught by ICE and immediately deported. 

A young man who was working in a restaurant was threatened by a 

gang because he was allegedly dating a “gang” girl.  He was able to 

reach Canada, where his brother lives. 

One young mother whose daughter we know left with a group.  Her 

body was discovered in a mass grave in Mexico – one of 58 victims 

murdered by the Mexican Zeta drug cartel for refusing to join them. 

One of our drivers/translators who was unable to find enough work 

to support his three-generation household that has extensive medical 

costs crossed the border with the intention of staying for a short time 

to save money to bring home.  He was caught by ICE and remains in 

a Texas jail where Don calls him periodically to lift his spirits. 

Whole neighborhoods of people living in gang-infested areas remain 

in El Salvador because they don’t have the money to leave.  If they try 

to walk across the street to buy groceries or try to cross the street to 

worship in a church that is located in a rival gang area, they can be 

killed. Their homes are living prisons. Many members of the police 

cannot be trusted because they are complicit with gangs. This is reality 

in El Salvador. 

Read the following story which is so typical of those we hear about 

and read about: https://www.ncronline.org/news/people/recalling-

harrowing-trip-and-across-border-child?clickSource=email 

The ELCA has declared itself a sanctuary church.  Lutheran Immigra-

tion and Refugee Services (LIRS) works faithfully in immigration re-

form.  ELCA Advocacy works diligently to advise and litigate on be-

half of refugees worldwide. AMMPARO (Accompanying Migrant 

Minors with Protection, Advocacy, Representation, and Opportuni-

ties), another Lutheran outreach group, acts on behalf of children 

often in border states whose rights are often at risk. 

May we continue to uphold in prayer the individuals and families ex-

periencing threats and dangers, advocating for and support ingthem 

individually as well as corporately through the efforts of our church-at

-large. 

Our biblical reference in Matthew continues: Matthew 2:19: When 

Herod died, an angel of the Lord suddenly appeared in a dream to Joseph in 

Egypt and said, ‘Get up, take the child and his mother, and go to the land of 

Israel, for those who were seeking the child’s life are dead.’  

Joseph, Mary, and Jesus were able to return home.  Their crisis was 

solved.   

The situation in the Central American countries is very complicated 

requiring sensitivity, understanding, and humanitarian support.   

We pray for humane and just responses and solutions on both sides 

of our border.   

 

Come to TAPOLOGY where we talk 

about issues and theology that 

matters over some cold drinks. All are 

welcome.   

F I R S T  S U N D A Y S  5 : 0 0 - 7 : 0 0 p m  

Upcoming dates … 11/3,  12/1, 1/5 

 

Hosted at:  

DESPERATE TIMES BREWERY 
1201 CARLISLE SPRINGS RD 

CARLISLE, PA  17013  
 

Tapology was founded in 2017 by two local 
churches: St. Paul Lutheran Church in Carlisle 
and St. Stephen Lutheran Church in New King-
ston. Since then, more and more people have 
joined to enjoy food, alcoholic and nonalcohol-
ic beverages, friendship, and fellowship. Each 
month, we discuss a different topic related to 
faith. We invite the questioners, the doubters, 
the believers, and all people from all walks of 
life, denominations, and faith traditions to join 
for this monthly event. Find details about up-
coming events and more at:  

www.facebook.com/TapologyCarlisle  
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Perilous crossings and watery deaths. Escaping from danger-

ous homelands. Arriving in a new country with no food or 

money. Unable to speak the language. Meeting with hostility 

upon arrival. Families being separated. Sheltering in ram-

shackle camps.  Sanctuary cities. A government that doesn’t 

know what to do.  The U.S. border in 2019 – or the American 

border in 1710?   

I grew up not knowing much about my ancestors or why they 

came to the shores of America. I guess I just figured they 

wanted a different opportunity and gave them small credit for 

being adventurous souls who wanted to create a life in a new 

land. But I didn’t realize until recently that they left their 

homeland out of necessity and were not simply adventurous, 

but instead were extremely courageous and amazingly resili-

ent. I needed a bit of a history lesson before I could truly ap-

preciate the beginnings of their story, indeed of my story.   

In the late 1500s, Lutheranism was strong in the land along 

the Rhine River in the area of Alsace Lorraine called the Pala-

tine. But in the 1600s, the Thirty Years’ War resulted in eight 

million fatalities, which was followed by Louis XIV waging 

the Nine Years’ War from 1688-1697. The towns, farms, and 

vineyards of the Palatine people had been completely de-

stroyed, and famine and plagues were rampant. The only time 

in history that Germany saw this level of destruction was in 

1945 during WWII.  Louis XIV demanded that the region be 

returned to Catholicism and was determined to weed out any-

one who didn’t comply.  In 1705 church property was divided 

up with the majority allotted to the Catholics, completely 

leaving out the Lutherans.  They lost their homes, their liveli-

hoods, and were about to lose their religion, literally. 

In 1708 to escape the devastation and persecution, my Pala-

tine great great great great great great great great (that’s great 

x8) grandparents Catherine and Valentine Lauck and four of 

their children (four others had previously died in infancy) set 

out for England, hoping to then sail to the new English colo-

nies across the ocean.  They built log rafts and sailed up the 

Rhine for over a month to reach Rotterdam, Holland.  This 

journey itself had many challenges as they had no food or 

money and were in danger of being sent back by the officials.  

When they reached Rotterdam they stayed in a squalid en-

campment with other Palatines who were arriving by the hun-

dreds each week. 

Once they were able to cross to England, they found that the 

British had set up 1,600 tents in various encampments for the 

refugees to stay in until they could gain passage to the colo-

nies.  Lack of food and poor living conditions caused disease 

to overtake many before they could even leave Europe.  Ba-

bies who were born in the encampments had a very low sur-

vival rate.  Some of the Palatines resorted to crafting wooden 

toys to sell or they begged for money in order to live. 

The British citizens became wary of the newcomers, with 

their begging and their disease.  They often became violent 

towards them, which sometimes escalated into deadly attacks.  

The government also did not want to deal with the problems 

that were erupting, so they sent some of the Palatines back to 

Germany, some to Ireland, and some to the Bristish-owned 

Caribbean islands.   

Finally on Dec. 25, 1709 four thousand sick and destitute Pal-

atines were sent on ten ships to the colonies.  How thrilling it 

must have been to stand on the docks, watching those ships 

that would soon set sail for a new land promising a new be-

ginning on Christmas Day, of all days!  I can almost hear the 

church bells ringing and the choir singing in the background, 

“I saw three ships come sailing in on Christmas Day, on 

Christmas Day...”   Among the passengers onboard were 

Catherine and Valentine Lauck and their four children, proba-

bly at last filled with hope.  In my head I can see the grainy 

black and white film footage as they board, and await its turn-

ing into full cinematic color when the downtrodden passen-

gers step foot on the shores of the new world.   I can envi-

sion the joyful trumpets sounding in celebration and people 

awaiting the arrival of the ships with bouquets of flowers. 

I  Saw Three  Ships   

COME SAIL ING IN  
ON CHRISTMAS DAY  

by Sally John 
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Of the 4,000 who boarded those ships, 

1,700 died at sea during the difficult six-

month crossing.  Two of them were Cath-

erine and Valentine.   In June 1710, two 

years after first leaving their Palatine 

homeland, the four orphans finally arrived 

in a foreign land, mourning the deaths of 

both parents, unable to speak the lan-

guage, with no money, and probably in 

compromised health.  No trumpet fanfare.  

No friendly faces.  The oldest son of 

Catherine and Valentine died not long 

after arriving in New York.  Not such an 

enchanting vision any more.   

Many of those who survived the trip were 

taken up the Hudson River and appren-

ticed to families in New York.  Some of 

the children were separated from their 

parents (if they had survived) never to see them again.  Queen 

Anne of England now expected the immigrants to reimburse 

her 10,000 pounds to pay for their passage to the colonies, so 

the Palatines were indentured into low level jobs, which fur-

ther prevented them from moving forward.  

Some of the men soon found themselves in the middle of an-

other war.  Trying to show loyalty to the queen, they enlisted 

as soldiers in the French and Indian War.  Those who weren’t 

killed in battle came home to families who were starving, be-

cause the governor of New York had not taken care of them 

as was promised when the men enlisted.  This governor was 

not happy that the Palatines had invaded his territory and he 

was bound to make life difficult for them. 

In 1723 in an effort to escape the tyrannical governor, 33 Pala-

tine families decided to embark on a journey to the sanctuary 

of Pennsylvania, where the governor was especially welcoming 

to those who were persecuted for their faith.  With the aid of 

friendly Indian guides they traveled across the untamed wilder-

ness to the head of the Susquehanna River.  They built rafts 

and floated 200 miles downstream to the Swatara Creek near 

Harrisburg, and then went on to the Tulpehocken Valley (in 

today’s Berks County) where they established a settlement.  

This is where the remaining three Lauck orphans came to set 

up a new life.   

It took another nine years, but Abraham Lauck (my great x7 

grandfather), one of the children of Catherine and Valentine, 

was finally able to buy some farmland.  In 1751 he deeded part 

of his land to build St. Daniel’s Lutheran Church, of which he 

was a founding member.  After a long life Abraham died in 

1771 at age 88 and is buried in the cemetery there. This church 

is still active today and one of their ministries involves operat-

ing a free clinic for those who are poor or uninsured – provid-

ing a service to people who probably very much resemble their 

founding members. 

Closer to home, if you read the history of St. Stephen’s found-

ers you will find some similarities.  In 1754 Henry Longsdorf 

arrived in the port of Philadelphia from … the Palatine.  He 

also gave up part of his land for a church to be built.  I wonder 

what hardships he encountered on his journey here.  I’m sure 

the road he travelled wasn’t an easy one. 

Because we are assailed in today’s world with news stories of 

immigration issues and the tragedies inherent in them, we 

sometimes think this is a new phenomenon.  Rather than feel-

ing empathy or being spurred into action, it is easy to shield 

ourselves by becoming desensitized at best or cynical at worst.  

But we must realize these stories have been a part of our histo-

ry and heritage for many, many generations.  We cannot turn 

our backs and pretend they don’t matter, because they sur-

round us, they envelop us, they are literally and genetically in 

our blood.     

PHOTO CREDIT (St. Daniel’s Lutheran Church near Berks Co., PA): Provided by author from St. Daniel’s webpage.   
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“Hello, Maddie.  Hello.  May I come in?” I asked as I stood 

outside my granddaughter’s bedroom door festooned with a 

Taylor Swift poster. 

“Sure, G.P.  Come on in,” she replied from inside her cozy 

den. As I ushered myself through the portal, I saw Maddie, so 

busy at her desk working on her homework that she didn’t 

even look over at me. 

“How’s my ‘Squirt’ today?” 

“C’mon, G.P.  You know I don’t like it when you call me 

‘Squirt.’  I’m almost eleven now.  I’m not a squirt anymore.  

I’m bigger than that.” 

“Sorry, Maddie.  I forgot,” I fibbed as I moved her bulging 

backpack from her rocking chair and plopped down onto the 

cushioned seat.  As my only grandchild, this growing young 

woman would always be my ‘Squirt.’ 

“Need any help with that homework?” 

“Nah, G.P.  I’m almost done.  It’s just a science worksheet, 

and I’m pretty good in science,” she muttered, still without 

looking up from her desk.  I’ve rarely seen a youngster who 

could concentrate so completely on a task.  No matter what 

she was doing or who she was with, Maddie’s mind seemed 

always to be engaged on something deep, figuring out how 

something worked or thinking about why something was hap-

pening, things like that.  She must have gotten the deep-

thinking gene from her father’s side of the pool. 

“Your mom’s note said that I should help you put up your 

little Christmas tree here in your room.  We can start on that 

as soon as you’re finished there.  I see she has it all here in this 

box ready for us.  We can have it done before supper time.” 

“No, thanks, G.P.  I’m not doing Christmas this year.” 

“You’re not what?” I queried, not sure I had heard what she 

had announced so matter-of-factly. 

“I’m not doing Christmas this year.  I might 

not ever do Christmas any more,” she replied, and she 

snapped shut the rings of her notebook and zippered closed 

the purple cloth cover. 

As she swung around in her chair to pick up her backpack, I 

reached out and caught hold of her arms and drew her onto 

my lap.  “Why in the world, Maddie, would you not want to 

do Christmas?  You’ve always had such fun before.  You 

couldn’t wait to come over to our place and help put up the 

decorations.  Last year you started playing your Christmas mu-

sic the day after Halloween.  What’s going on here, Squirt?” I 

asked, forgetting her admonition not to call her by her no 

longer applicable pet name. 

“Last week in church Pastor Tom said the world would be 

different if it wasn’t for Christmas.  So maybe if I don’t do 

Christmas anymore, things will be different.”  She pushed her-

self off my lap and started to pull another school book from 

her pack. 

“Whoa, there, Girlie.  Tell me that again.  I’m not following 

your reasoning there.”  And I confiscated her history book 

from her hands before she could return to her study desk.  

“You’re going to have to give G.P. a little more information 

on this new idea.  My shrinking old brain’s not processing 

things right, I guess.  What’s going on here?” 

Maddie recaptured her history book from my grip and 

plopped it down on her desk.  But before she opened it to do 

her work, she slid over to her antique four-poster bed and 

  NOT DOING CHRISTMAS   

by Lloyd Sheaffer  © 2003 - Revised © 2019. Reprinted with the author’s permission. 

PHOTO CREDIT: Sally John  

PHOTO CREDIT: Sally John  
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slumped down onto the mattress, her feet tapping nervously 

against each other, the first sign she had revealed that some-

thing was bothering her. 

“I hardly never see Mom anymore.  She said because it’s 

Christmas season her store has to stay open real late.  As soon 

as I get home from school, Mom leaves for work, and she 

doesn’t get home until after I’m asleep.  I think she has to 

work until midnight.  She told me I’ve got to stay here in my 

room until Daddy gets home from his work.  He had to go out 

of town today, so that’s why Mom wanted you to come here.  

He won’t be back until tomorrow.”  Maddie rose and shuffled 

to the window; maybe she was looking for her father’s and 

mother’s cars to appear in the driveway. 

“Well, Honey, Christmas is a busy time for all of us,” I mut-

tered, a lame attempt to make her feel better.  But she contin-

ued, still gazing out through the sheer curtains covering her 

window. 

“I don’t see Daddy much, either, after he does get home from 

work.  We eat supper, and then he goes into his office.  He 

said because it’s Christmas and he has to buy all those pre-

sents, he needed to take on an extra job to make more money 

to pay the bills.  He works in the office until it’s my bedtime, 

and then he checks on me after I’m in bed.  Then I hear him 

go back into his office and shut the door.  But I can still hear 

him working on his computer.  He’s already gone to work be-

fore I get up in the morning.  I wanted to be in the Christmas 

play at church this year, but Daddy said he couldn’t take me to 

the practices because he had this extra job to do.  It was only 

two nights a week, G.P.  Why couldn’t he take me?”  

I didn’t know what to say to her, but I could sense she had 

more worrisome things inside her that needed to come out. 

“Is that all that’s bothering you, Maddie?  You can tell me 

more if you want to.”  For the first time I noticed tears rising 

in her eyes.  She sank onto her desk chair. 

“I asked Mom if my friend Afsani and her mother could come 

here for Christmas dinner.  Mom said that wouldn’t be right, 

since her people didn’t believe in Jesus or didn’t celebrate 

Christmas.  If it wasn’t Christmas, then they could come.  Al-

so, Mom said that Christmas was for families and because Af-

sani wasn’t a family member, we probably shouldn’t include 

her and her mother.  I said Afsani wouldn’t mind.  Her dad 

had to go back to India ’cause her grandma got sick, so it’s just 

Afsani and her mom here.  I just didn’t want them to be lone-

ly.  And we always have too much food, and it just gets 

thrown into the garbage.” 

I remained silent. 

“And you know what else, G.P.?  Mom and Daddy said I 

shouldn’t talk about Nanna because it’s Christmas.  They said 

if I talked about her, it would make you even more sadder.  I 

miss her, G.P.  Why can’t I talk about her?  What difference 

does it make that it’s Christmas?  I mean they said at her fu-

neral that Nanna wasn’t really dead, only her body wasn’t here 

anymore.  But Pastor Tom said she was still alive in her spirit 

and that she’d always be alive inside of us.  Isn’t Nanna alive at 

Christmas, too?” 

“Of, of course, she is,” I somehow managed to respond, alt-

hough in barely more than a whisper.  My mind raced back to 

four months ago when.... but Maddie interrupted my memo-

ries. 

“It seems that because it’s Christmas, things are not right or 

fun anymore.  So maybe if I don’t do Christmas anymore, the 

world will be different.  Mom and Daddy and I can do stuff 

again.  I can be with my friend.  I can talk about Nanna.  

That’s how I want things to be different, G.P.  Do you think 

that’ll work, G.P.?”  she wondered as she pushed the box with 

her little artificial tree and its shiny decorations back into her 

closet and pulled the door closed. 

I remained quiet, silently wondering what in the world we had 

done to Christmas.   

 

… Third Saturday of each month at 5:00pm ... 

S T  S T EP H E N  L U T H E R AN  C H U R CH  

30 WEST MAIN ST., NEW KINGSTOWN, PA 17072 

Upcoming dates: 11/16,  12/21, 1/18 

 

Enjoy a delicious home-cooked meal followed by 

some kind of relaxed activity. Details of each 

month’s menu and entertainment can be found at 

www.StStephenLC.org closer to each event. 
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I had a revelation in the middle of the hospital emergency 

room about eight years ago. It was a turning point in my 

life that impacts me still today, and I love sharing the sto-

ry in hopes of inspiring someone else to make a change 

that might go against the grain of what society expects 

from us. 

My husband and I have three children—two daughters 

and one son—who are mostly-grown, moving through 

their college years, now. 

But eight years ago, our middle daughter Kelly was about 

13, and she had missed several days of school already. So 

when she woke up on the third or fourth day of a mysteri-

ous illness that we couldn’t pinpoint, my instincts told me 

to take her to the ER. We feared she had a concussion 

from some serious soccer action at a tournament the 

weekend before.  

While I was in the ER, I was frantically responding to 

work emails and trying to reschedule several meetings and 

calls coming up on my daily schedule. At the time, I was 

working full-time as PR/marketing director for a major 

arts festival. My schedule was constantly spiraling out of 

control; I brought work home every night. In a typical 

week, especially as our 10-day annual festival approached, 

I logged 60-70 hours per week. Festivals are supposed to 

be fun, and although I loved my job, it wasn’t fun any-

more. In fact, the workplace environment was toxic at 

times. 

My boss, the festival’s executive director, was not happy 

with me that day. And that triggered something in me. I 

stopped responding to emails, turned my phone off and 

put it away. I sat in one of the ER’s exam rooms next to 

my daughter’s bedside.  I felt a calmness come over me, 

and that’s when the revelation came.  

I looked at my daughter and thought, “She is so much 

more important to me, my family is so much more im-

portant to me, than my job. My family is my priority and I 

need to leave this job.” 

I focused on the doctors, the tests they ran, and my 

daughter, for the next hour or so. The good news was 

that she did not have a concussion. The even better news 

was that I had a shift in perspective. 

I remember calling my husband to give him an update. I 

said something like, “The good news is that Kelly doesn’t 

have a concussion. She actually has a virus that’s going 

around, and I’ll tell you more about that in a moment. But 

while I was in the hospital I also came to the conclusion 

that I need to leave my job. If it’s ok with you, I’m going 

to call my boss and then submit my two-week notice in 

writing when I get home.” 

My husband was well aware of my crazy work hours, un-

healthy and toxic workplace issues, combined with my 

attempts to be the best mom and best communications 

professional at the same time. Without missing a beat, he 

said, “Ok.” 

It took a dire situation, my daughter landing in the ER, to 

open my eyes. I think that God and His Holy Spirit use 

situations when we’re at rock-bottom, to show us escape 

routes, options to flee those situations and climb our way 

back into healthy, Christ-focused paths. Sometimes it 

goes against the norm. But Jesus went against the norm 

too. 

While society looked at me as being highly successful, I 

wasn’t successful at being a Christian. There were so 

many opportunities at my church that I had to “pass” on 

because I didn’t have the time. There were friends and 

neighbors and causes that I wished I could help, and I 

constantly felt frustrated because I knew I had the gifts, 

but not the time, to help them either. I was trying to do 

the best I could for my family, planning home-cooked 

meals, teaming up with my husband to help our kids tack-

le homework, supporting and taking our kids to their ac-

tivities, but I still felt like I wasn’t the mom I wanted to be 

either. In all areas of my life, I wasn’t able to be a Chris-

tian. One of my favorite Bible verses is Matthew 5:14, “Be 

 LETTING THE LIGHT IN 
by  Karen Hendricks 
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the light.” But my light 

had gone out. 

I had founded my own 

business on the side 

several years earlier, to 

take on freelance writ-

ing, marketing and PR 

projects. I already had 

one wonderful steady 

client and we enjoyed 

working together. I can-

not tell you how excited 

I was that day, to think 

about putting myself in 

the driver’s seat of my 

career, adding another 

client or two, but more 

importantly, managing 

my schedule so that I 

could be more present 

for my family and 

friends. Working from 

home sounded like a 

dream.  

I’m sure many people 

looked at my “career 

move” as a step back-

wards, especially finan-

cially. But the work has been, and continues to be, rewarding 

and meaningful. Word-of-mouth (or the Holy Spirit?) 

brought every one of my clients to me over the years. I was 

able to help my kids through their college searches and vis-

its, their sports tournaments and travel, and everyday occa-

sions like family dinners became more meaningful (and 

probably healthier!).  

Without the noise of stress and the overload of too-much 

work, I was able to listen and hear—and respond—to those 

around me who needed help in their lives. Jesus calls us to 

be a light to others, and I was finally able to start shining 

again. 

There’s a career ladder that society expects us to climb. But 

the value of money at the top of that ladder can’t compare 

to the value of love found at the top of another. It’s ok to 

step off that career ladder and swap it for another one—the 

ladder that Jesus calls us to climb on our heaven-bound jour-

ney.   

PHOTO CREDIT: Karen Hendricks 
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In the Holy Family's flight into Egypt, we read, "After the 

scholars were gone, God’s angel showed up again in Joseph’s 

dream and commanded, ‘Get up. Take the child and his mother 

and flee to Egypt. Stay until further notice. Herod is on the hunt for 

this child, and wants to kill him.’  Joseph obeyed. He got up, 

took the child and his mother under cover of darkness. They 

were out of town and well on their way by day-

light ..." [Matthew 2: 13-15, The Message (MSG), Copyright © 

1993, 2002, 2018 by Eugene H. Peterson], 

When faced with what seems to be insufferable situations, 

we often drop back to our primal options: fight or flight.  

Just as often, we find our actionable choices, though giving 

the appearance of being yes/no or black/white, to be far 

from cut and dried. Absent an angel visitation (followed by 

an unwavering conviction in that guidance), we might find 

ourselves stuck in an indecisive state. Unable to act, we allow 

or force others -- or the situation itself -- to make the deci-

sion for us, the result of which may be untenable. The action 

leading to that state of indecisiveness now has an appropri-

ate name: freeze. 

To complicate matters, our lives generally do not allow for 

making one "fight, flight, or freeze" decision at a time. Our 

lives are not comprised of unrelated issues and events. Deci-

sions made today impact not only what decisions we must 

make tomorrow, but sometimes even the alternatives given 

us in those follow-up decisions. At the end of our rope, we 

may just want to run away but we know that is not practical 

or rational. 

Unlike Joseph's decision to flee, our daily decision-making 

does not typically involve life or death situations. Even so, 

and maddening as it might be, decision-making in that gray 

area between "fight, flight, or freeze" is the stuff of everyday 

life.  

Though we can look for easy answers in literal interpreta-

tions of Biblical passages, more careful searches for God 's 

directions through scripture may lead to better outcomes.  

When we examine scripture holistically using language, geog-

raphy, ancient culture, and historical politics, and discuss the 

ramifications of this multi-layered context with others, we 

may find that God's Word speaks to us in entirely new ways.  

Such exploration is the essence of Christian Education. 

That exploration not only applies to our own "fight, flight, 

or freeze" decision-making but also to our responses to oth-

ers who are themselves in difficult situations. We can find 

many examples in scripture where God's answer to prayer 

was delivered via the hands and mouths of others.  Here 

again, black and white answers do not provide healthy out-

comes.  Just like those of the Pharisees, legalistic replies on 

our part fall short of the grace-filled interactions to which 

our Creator would otherwise prompt us. In addition, legalis-

tic responses often entail judgment  as opposed to under-

standing, resulting in glib platitudes. Continued, careful, and 

communal examination of scripture enabled by Christian 

Education can empower us to respond in a more God-

worthy, grace-filled way that provides real emotional support 

and help. 

Scripture taken as a whole calls us to community.  Re-

discovering that scripture together and how it applies to us 

in today’s world can provide wonderful opportunities for 

connection in spite of other forces which cause us to isolate 

ourselves in an "us-versus-them" world.   † 

 

   FIGHT OR FLIGHT 
        The Decision is Easy … Not! 

              by Greg John 

PHOTO CREDIT: Stacy Schroeder  
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Peeks at God at work in 

our congregation and 

community  
 

The Gift of a Bible 

I love the fact the St Stephen hands out Bibles – and I’ve 

handed out a few myself to different people who had none – 

but this fall, when some of my grandchildren received new 

Bibles during a children’s sermon, was the first time that I got 

to directly witness others encountering God through the gift 

of a Bible. It was huge in my family, for which I will forever 

be grateful. 

Jameson (3) came back to the pew, very excited to show her 

mama the new book she got. She loves books and storytime 

(probably because her older siblings Jadam and Angel always 

have their nose stuck in a book), While they were looking 

through the pages, Jamie wanted her mom to start reading to 

her right away. Brandi explained she couldn’t read during 

church but, if Jamie reminded her, she would read it to her 

whenever she wanted for storytime. I’m sure Jamie’s new 

Bible will be read often. 

Jadam sat back down in the pew next to me and proudly stat-

ed, “This Bible is just like yours.”  I told him that many peo-

ple in our congregation use that same Bible for Bible Study, 

which is why he probably got it for Confirmation.  

I looked over at Angel who said nothing but already had hers 

unwrapped and was paging through it. Jadam asked if he 

could unwrap his also. 

Cam took his home and put it on the kitchen counter. It was 

his mom’s birthday so I was at their house as well. At one 

point, his poppy looked at me (because he knows I take the 

kids to church) and asked, “What kind of Bible is this?” as he 

was leafing through the pages. I explained that it is an age-

appropriate Bible for Cam to read and understand. Cam 

quickly added that his church gave it to him. I could hear the 

excitement in his voice. His poppy commented that the 

church “just giving away Bibles like that” is very cool and 

Cam said, “yeah, ‘cause my church thinks it is important that 

we know about Jesus and God and stuff.” 

Thank you from the bottom of my heart. 

—Le Ewell 

 

The Gift of Community 

A new family to our Dinner with Friends gathering sat by 

themselves in the corner near the Sacristy. They seemed to be 

having a good time as they enjoyed the sloppy joe barbecue 

sandwiches and salads and desserts.  I said hello to them and 

made some quick small talk as I made my rounds of the Fel-

lowship Hall, but I did not take time to have any conversa-

tion with the group. 

During the bingo entertainment one of the youngsters won a 

game and seemed overjoyed at the “fabulous prize” she re-

ceived, a Dollar Tree headlamp. For the rest of the evening, 

lots of laughs came from their corner. 

After the activities wrapped up, the group’s father was exam-

ining the small bulletin boards by the church library, and I 

made a point of speaking more with him. In the course of 

our talk, the gentleman thanked me for the meal and especial-

ly for having the bingo games. “It’s not like this at other plac-

es,” he reported.  He told me that they have gone to other 

churches’ community meals and at many of them “they just 

want you to eat and get out of there. They don’t have any-

thing else to do.”             [continued on page 17] 

Glimpses o f  

GOD 

PHOTO CREDIT: Laura Wills  
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God’s Work. Our Hands. 
A “By the Numbers” look at some of  the social ministries of  our congregation so far this year. 

 

500 
dollars raised by Sunday School 

classes to purchase five fish farms 
for hungry people in  

other countries 

 

   

  

 

 

 

 

  

   

1000 
bars of soap labeled for the 
Save Our Adolescents from 

Prostitution program 

210 
freezer meals for 

those who are ill or  
recuperating 

360+ 
meals provided at Denny’s for 

homeless individuals encountered 
during our bimonthly Flying J truck 

stop outreach 

28 
gallons of  

vegetable soup made & 
sold at this year’s  
Harvest Festival 

720 
hot meals served 

to Dinner with 
Friends  

participants 

1 
gift basket donated to  St Barna-
bas silent action with proceeds 
sending kids to their summer 

camp program 

49 
years of hosting an annual  

Harvest/Apple Festival with all 
the proceeds going to help local 

people in need. 

316+ 
pounds of food and personal 
care items donated to New 
Hope Ministries over a six-

month period 

12 
college care 

packages 
packed and 

mailed 

2944 
dollars raised so far from this 
year’s Harvest Festival, with a 

few more items to come in 

20 
Christmas stockings  

assembled for  
area children  

who are homeless 

3 
grants to help local 
people struggling 

to escape the cycle 
of homelessness 

PHOTO CREDIT: Clip art images from Creative Commons  
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 [GLIMPSES OF GOD, continued from page 15] 

As we continued talking, he said he was glad his kids could 

play bingo; often they can’t play because they are not over 

eighteen. “They had some real fun,” he shared.  He continued 

that usually they didn’t have a chance to talk to anyone or to 

interact with the other folks. “There’s not much laughing, 

either.” I explained to him that here at St. Stephen we want to 

offer more than just food; we try to provide an experience of 

community and a time that we all can get to know each other. 

We shook hands and said good night. I said that I hoped they 

would come again. “We will.” 

On occasion some of our church people wonder if it is worth 

having an activity after the monthly meal, since quite a few 

people just eat and leave, not staying for the games or videos 

or music or Jokey-Okey. Dinner with Friends is a community 

meal; the meal part is important, but just as indispensable is 

the community we build. After all, “It’s not like this at other 

places.” 

Praise God for that. 

—-Lloyd Sheaffer 

 

Hometown: Gardners 

Educational/Work Background: This is a new field for 

me.  My last job was 13 years in warehousing.  

Hobbies: Home improvements, jigsaw puzzles. 

Why I Applied for the YFMD position: When my life sud-

denly changed directions, I realized that I now had the 

opportunity to pursue something that I had never con-

sidered a possibility for me before.  I love being hands 

on and working with the youth.  Their excitement and 

energy is so contagious! 

Favorite Things About St Stephen:  The history and sup-

port 

Contact Info: 717-766-2168 /YFMD@StStephenLC.org. 

MEET OUR NEW YOUTH & FAMILY  

MINISTRIES DIRECTOR JENNY BATCHELOR 

 

COMMUNITY  
THANKSGIVING SERVICE  
Sunday, November 24, 2019 @ 7:00pm 

+++++++++++++++++ 

Trinity United Methodist 

4 West Main Street 

New Kingstown, PA 17072  

PHOTO CREDIT: Creative Commons  

PHOTO CREDIT: (left) 

Provided by Jenny 

Batchelor;  

(right) Laura Wills 
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The Highmark Caring Place—the premier grieving center in 

the nation—is a safe place where grieving children and fami-

lies find peer support, coming together with others who un-

derstand what they’re going through. As an essential commu-

nity resource, the Caring Place offers services at no charge to 

grieving families from throughout the community. 

Grieving children need this help and support. One out of 

every five children will have someone close to them die by 

the time they’re 18. These children are often left feeling iso-

lated and alone, different from all of their classmates, friends, 

and peers. 

The Caring Place provides peer support, where the children 

who attend come to know that they are not alone in their 

experiences and feelings. They and their families get support 

and encouragement from each other, facilitated by trained 

adult volunteers. 

In addition to these peer support groups, the Caring Place 

provides educational programs, consultation services, presen-

tations and resources for schools and other professionals in 

the community who work with children, and works to raise 

awareness of the needs of grieving children and how to re-

spond to them. 

The first Caring Place facility opened its doors in Pittsburgh 

in 1997, while locally, the facility in Lemoyne began in 2003. 

With two other Caring Place facilities in Pennsylvania, since it 

began, the program has served more than 100,000 family and 

community members across the state. 

Grief at the Holidays 

While the holiday season is a time that many people celebrate 

with family and friends, it can be particularly difficult for 

those grieving the loss of a loved one. 

The holidays, and the anticipation of the holidays, can intensi-

fy feelings of grief. During these times, the togetherness we 

experience with those around us highlights all the more clear-

ly the absence of the one who is missing. 

The fact that these days are special seems to make it worse. 

Sometimes it’s their very specialness itself that hurts. When 

the one we love is missing, their absence is all the more no-

ticeable on days like these. 

And it’s also easy to feel even more set apart—different from 

everyone else—during these times. Children and adults can 

feel all alone, outside the circle of fun, laughter and together-

ness. 

It is important that grieving families leave space for their grief 

during this time and allow for time to take care of themselves 

and their families outside of traditional expectations. 

Online resources are offered at no cost, available during the 

holiday season and year round, including the publication, 

“Coping with Grief at the Holidays.” These resources pro-

vide a variety of basic tips and ideas in order to help children 

and their families along their journey of coping with grief 

during the holiday season. 

Children’s Grief Awareness Day 

Children’s Grief Awareness Day, observed throughout the 

nation and in countries around the world, was begun by the 

Highmark Caring Place right here in Pennsylvania in 2008. 

This day provides an opportunity for all of us to raise aware-

ness of the painful impact that the death of a loved one has in 

the life of a child—and an opportunity to make sure that 

these children receive the support they need. Held on the 

third Thursday of every November (November 21 this year), 

each year it grows larger and larger. 

SUPPORT FOR THE GRIEVING 
             from the staff  at The Caring Place 
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Children’s Grief Awareness Day is important in helping 

grieving children know that they are not alone in their grief, 

and in providing a way for all of us to show our support for 

these grieving kids. Although the topic of death and grief can 

be poignant, observing and participating in Children’s Grief 

Awareness Day doesn’t have to be a somber occasion. No 

matter what you do, your actions will carry the meaning of 

support to kids who have had a loved one die. 

Every year thousands of people find creative ways to raise 

awareness of the impact of death on children and to let griev-

ing children know they are not alone. The simplest way of 

showing that support is to wear blue on that day and then to 

let people know that the color represents children’s grief 

awareness. 

There are many other ways to be a part of Children’s Grief 

Awareness Day, from Liking the Facebook page or setting up 

information displays about children and grief, to lighting lu-

minaria as a tribute to those who have died or to the grieving 

children themselves, to creating a Memory Wall, or a strip of 

butterflies with names written on them in memory of loved 

ones, or simply learning more about children and grief. 

Publicity about the reason for your activity—to show aware-

ness of grieving children—allows the entire community to 

know what Children’s Grief Awareness Day is about. 

You can also check out the Children’s Grief Awareness Day 

Website for more ways you can join in observing the day. 

 

HighmarkCaringPlace.com  
866-613-4673  
#HighmarkCaringPlace 
ChildrensGriefAwarenessDay.org   
#CGADHope   

 

PHOTO CREDIT: Stacy Schroeder  
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The stories the world tells  

 often threaten to overwhelm, flurries of  

… l o s s : d e v a s t a t i o n : v i o l e n c e : p r e j u d i c e : a n g e r : f e a r :  
r a p e : d e a t h : g r e e d : m u r d e r : d e c e i t : r o b b e r y : p a i n : r a g e :  
f a i l u r e : t e r r o r : d e s t r u c t i o n : n e g l e c t : i n t o l e r a n c e  . . .  
 

We get caught and  

 swept along with the current. 

 

Occasionally, we re-surface and re-member ourselves. 

We want to flee but see no escape. 

 Where is God is all of this?  we cry 

but often do not 

 listen long enough to hear or 

  look long enough to see. 
   

++++++ 
     

God is in those pockets of grace, 

the gentle eddies that protect from the torrent so we can 

  catch our breath and start again. 

 

The Holy One is swimming right beside us. 

 

God is in the river and  

 God is the river. 

 

There is nowhere we can go 

where God is not loving and grieving and fighting and hoping with us. 

 

The trick is to remember who we are 

—and whose we are— 

  in the midst of the flood. 

Pockets of           

      GRACE 
by Stacy Schroeder 

 

Y o u  a r e  in v i t e d   
t o  a n y  a n d  a l l  o f  t h e s e  sp e c ia l  

SEASONAL  

WORSHIP  

OPPORTUNIT IES  
hosted by 

ST STEPHEN EVANGELICAL LUTHERAN CHURCH 
NEW KINGSTOWN, PA 17072 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
 

November 3 

ALL SAINT’S DAY 
9:00am … Candlelight remembrance of loved ones 

during worship. All are welcome to participate and/
or submit names for inclusion. 

 
 

December 4, 11, 18 (Wednesdays) 

ADVENT  

SOUP SUPPER & SERVICE  
6:00pm … Meal 

6:30pm … Worship   
 
 

December 24 

CHRISTMAS EVE  

SERVICES 
5:00pm … Children’s Focused Worship 

7:00pm … Traditional Service with Carols 
11:00pm … Candlelight Service with Silent Night 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

PHOTO CREDIT: Stacy Schroeder  
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 C o m mun i t y  Wor k s ho p Op po r t un i t i es   
 

TWO FRESH WAYS TO START THE NEW YEAR  
Choose one—or both—to launch 2020 in a faithful, intentional way 

 

VISION BOARD WORKSHOP 
Sat, January 25 at 10:00AM-12:00 NOON 
ST STEPHEN EVANGELICAL LUTHERAN CHURCH 
30 West Main St, New Kingstown, PA 17072 
 

Words have power. We know that and yet we often are careless with 
how we use them. At the beginning of this new year—this new dec-
ade—why not try a new kind of goal-setting based on the power of 
words? This workshop will help you discern a few key words or phrases 
that will help you focus on whatever is most important for you in 2020. 
You will then craft a vision board—a collection of words and images—
to visually inspire you throughout the year. 

You are encouraged to begin listening for God’s guidance on this be-
fore we gather. While supplies will be provided, you are welcome to 
bring your own scissors, a few favorite photos, and even words or pic-
tures cut out of magazines if you want a jumpstart on your work. There 
is no right or wrong way to create a vision board … it should be some-
thing that is meaningful for you.  
 

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 
INTRO TO BULLET JOURNALING 
Sat, January 25 at 1:00-3:00PM 
ST STEPHEN EVANGELICAL LUTHERAN CHURCH 
30 West Main St, New Kingstown, PA 17072 
 

Writing in a journal appeals to many of us, but it’s hard to find the time to 
write or organize our thoughts. That’s why bullet journaling is the perfect 
solution! Bullets are ideas, thoughts, and tasks organized into lists. We will 
create several basic artistic layouts, adding personalization, to start your jour-
nal.   

If you attended the morning vision board session or have chosen personal or 
faith-based goals for the year, this journal style will help you bring those pri-
orities to life. 

Bring a journal of your choice to class; additional supplies will be provided.  
________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

• To reserve a spot for one or both of these classes, please RSVP by Janu-
ary 22 to either 717-766-2168 or the Facebook event page of either 
event (facebook.com/StStephenLC.org). There are no costs associated 
with either class but it does help us prepare supplies. 

• You are invited to pack a lunch to enjoy during the hour break between the two programs.  

• In the case of inclement weather, we will post any cancellations or changes on our Facebook page and respond directly 
to all who have pre-registered with their phone or email addresses. 

PHOTO CREDIT: Stacy Schroeder  

PHOTO CREDIT: Stacy Schroeder  
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CLOSING PRAYER  
Please pray with me.   

God of refuge, we seek you out – or at least we think we do.   

We are running, Lord.  We run from the fear of neighbors around us.  We run from crime and violence.  

We run from partisan politics that divides and separates.  We run from feeling insecure and unsafe.  We run 

away.  We run to things that we think will fill us, but don’t.  We run to people who we believe have all the 

answers, but don’t.  We run to things that promise us safety but fail to live up to this promise.  We run.   

All of this running is tiring.  Embrace us and give us rest.  Let us know that our running can cease.  Let us 

know that you draw us in towards yourself.  Let us stop running and stand in your presence. 

AMEN.  

PHOTO CREDIT: Stacy Schroeder  
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A FEW WAYS TO RECEIV E & RESPOND 

You can hold our ministries and those who work in these ministries in prayer. In need of 

prayer yourself? We pray at every gathering and also have an electronic prayer list that 

goes out regularly with specific requests. If you would like people to pray for you,  please 

call the church office or send a message to prayer@StStephenLC.org.  

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

You are invited to worship and engage in the life of ministry. Our worship services and 

other gatherings listed on the back page of this newsletter. There are many opportunities 

to learn and participate as well as to volunteer your time and skills. For more info, contact 

Pastor Matthew at 717-766-2168/pastor@StStephenLC.org. 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

You can also contribute financially in any of the following ways (all tax-deductible): 

• Cash or check  

• Online at www.StStephenLC.org using the Donate button on the bottom of our 

homepage  

• Text the dollar amount to 717-259-2393   

• Use the GivePlus app on a smart phone 
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A N A S T A S IS   |   F A L L  2 0 1 9  … . .  P a g e  2 4  

WEEKLY GATHERINGS  
Worship:  9:00am 
Sunday School: 10:30am 
 

ADDIT IONAL EVENTS  
All activities held at church unless otherwise noted. 
Wed, Oct 30 – Bible Study.  Two locations: 10:30am at St. Ste-
phen. 7:00pm at Wegmans’s Café, Carlisle Pike.  

Sun, Nov 3 - All Saints Day.  Candlelight remembrance of 
loved ones during worship. 9:00am. 

Sun, Nov 3 - Tapology.  Desperate Times Brewery, 1201 Car-
lisle Springs Rd, Carlisle. 5:00pm.   

Wed, Nov 13 – Bible Study.  Two locations: 10:30am at St. Ste-
phen. 7:00pm at Wegmans’s Café, Carlisle Pike.  

Sat, Nov 16 - Dinner with Friends.  Details/p 11. 5:00pm.  

Sun, Nov 24 - Community Thanksgiving Service.  Held our 
neighbor church, Trinity United Methodist, 4 W. Main St, New 
Kingstown. 7:00pm.   

Sun, Dec 1 – Tapology.  Desperate Times Brewery,  1201 Car-
lisle Springs Rd, Carlisle. 5:00pm. 

Wed, Dec 4, 11, & 18 - Advent Soup Supper & Service.  Meal 
at 6:00pm and worship at 6:30pm. 

Sat, Dec 21 - Dinner with Friends.  Details/p 11. 5:00pm.  

Tues, Dec 24 – Christmas Eve services.  5:00pm (children’s 
focused), 7:00pm (traditional with carols), and 11:00pm 
(candlelight with Silent Night).  

 

Sun, Jan 5 - Tapology.  Desperate Times Brewery, 1201 Carlisle 
Springs Rd, Carlisle. 5:00pm.   

Wed, Jan 8 & 15 – Bible Study.  Two locations: 10:30am at St. 
Stephen. 7:00pm at Wegmans’s Café, Carlisle Pike.  

Sat, Jan 18 – Dinner with Friends.  Details/p 11. 5:00pm.  

Wed, Jan 22 – Bible Study.  Two locations: 10:30am at St. Ste-
phen. 7:00pm at Wegmans’s Café, Carlisle Pike.  

Sat, Jan 25 – New Year Workshops.  Details/p 21. 10:00am 
and 1:00pm.  

Wed, Jan 29 – Bible Study.  Two locations: 10:30am at St. Ste-
phen. 7:00pm at Wegmans’s Café, Carlisle Pike. 

+++++++++++++ 

Need more information? Contact:  

ST STEPHEN EVANGELICAL  

LUTHERAN CHURCH 
30 West Main St,  

New Kingstown, PA 17072 
717-766-2168 

office@StStephenLC.org 
www.StStephenLC.org 

ST STEPHEN EVANGELICAL LUTHERAN CHURCH 
30 West Main St 
New Kingstown, PA 17072 


