
CONNECTIONS
Connecting With Our People

Merry Christmas to everyone!  I wish you all blessings 
and happiness from God and a successful New Year!

This completes my first year writing this newsletter; it 
has been quite a wonderful experience and a truly God 
given education for me.  I have interviewed a lot of 
wonderful people and because of it, I have respected and 
loved them more.

I named this newsletter "Connections" because it was 
my vision not to create a dead, dry publication that just 
informed about events in the church but something that 
would help us to know and understand each other better, 
because knowing and understanding someone makes it real 
easy to love them.  My hope was that this newsletter would 
help to draw us closer together as a church family and from 
the replies I have received, I think in some small way I have 
succeeded.

I have concentrated on our older people because they 
are the ones who have labored to build this church and it 
seems to me do not get the respect and recognition they 
richly deserve.  The youth don't seem to realize that; "As  
you are now we once were and as we are now you one day 
shall be."  These people were all children, teenagers, sons, 
daughters, aunts, uncles, moms, dads and finally, grandpas 
and grandmas.  They have lived a victorious life and come 
through all that it has to offer, both good and bad.  They are 
full of wisdom and wondrous adventures, things we may 
never experience ourselves.  We can learn from each and 
every one of them.

In interviewing all these people, I always found a great 
humbleness and reluctance to talk. They all felt that the 
contributions of others were greater than their own, that 
others should get the recognition, that they didn't deserve 
it.  Also, though, there was a great eagerness to share their 
experiences with the church, a great desire to bless others.

I never knew about whom I was going to write each 
month.  It was God who would reveal that to me, and it was 
always a blessing.  I had some who turned me down; to 
them I say, "I understand but hope someday you will allow 
me to write about your wonderful experiences."   To the ones 
who, although reluctantly, said yes, I say, "Thank you so 
much because you really blessed me."

From each one of these interviews, I came away with a 
different impression.

Ralph and Elsie Murphy, a wonderful couple in love and 
dedicated to each other, who gave themselves completely to 
God and the church.  They just loved the church and each 
other so much that they did all they could, never thinking 
themselves very special.

Bill Mann, is a wonderful man of God;  So enthusiastic 
about Him, so deeply in love with Him.  He is just so 
thankful about all that God has done for him.  He is so 
grateful to God that he is always trying to find some way to 
give back to Him.

Daily and Elva Carpenter is another one of our couples, 
who don't feel they should be recognized for all their work.  
They did however let me interview them, because they 
hoped that in some way it would bless others. they are a 
hard working couple dedicated to our church.

Tom and Esther Henderson, what a gentle spirit there 
was in Tom, a spirit of caring and of love for our people.  He 
always had a cinnamon candy for me on Sunday mornings 
because he knew that is what I liked.  That simple action 
showed the love and caring that he had.  Esther is so 
enthusiastic and busy loving God and this church.

Audrey Purdum, what can I say about our dear Audrey.  
We all know mammaw and we all love her.  A woman full of 
intelligence, common sense and the Word of God.

Our own Frank Harris is always trying to find some way 
to help by volunteering in many areas as a permanent 
member of the choir, he loves his church.  Let us make sure 
we express our appreciation to him.

Our own great Pastor Ray, a man of great God-given 
vision and spirit, is one to be respected and loved by all of 
us.  His great spirit of thankfulness and love of God are 
things we all need.  Pastor Ray, you have already become a 
great man, but you are bound for even more greatness in 
God.

Bob Burns, initially turned me down, but after praying 
about it he decided that he could bless this church with his 
story.  Bob cried throughout the entire interview, trying to 
tell what God has done for him and about his great desire 
to, "See souls saved."  What an amazing, softhearted man.  
He is a man of love, who wants to make sure we all see 
heaven.

Richard and Virginia Tewell, are a genteel couple whose 
greatest desire is to minister and to help others. Brother 
Tewell is frustrated that his health is starting to get in the 
way of his desire to minister.  Remember this fine couple in 
your prayers.

Charles and Violet Barnett are a strong, stalwart couple 
for God.  They have seen troubles and come out stronger 
every time.  Now their health gets in the way of their desire 
to  minister.

These and so many others, who just like the ones I have 
written about, continue to work quietly in the the 
background giving back to God and serving you and me.
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This Christmas season, all of us need to stop and 
thank these who serve us.  Give them a special hug and 
word of love and gratitude for all they do.

There is no greater blessing than to give and when you 
do, God will bless you even more.  Give by showing 
appreciation and honor to those who serve God and us in 
this church.
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Our Christmas Stories
I asked for your Christmas stories and got a quite a few, some are brief, others are not, but they are all great stories, so 

Merry Christmas and enjoy:

Frank Perfetti:
To set the story, it was 1962 and I was ten years old.  The year before, my Aunt Sylvia who is my dad's sister, met and 

married a Bahamian by the name of Etienne Dupuch.  He and his father were printers and publishers living in Nassua, 
Bahamas.  My father, who was a printer himself, was asked if he would come down and run their new print shop in Nassau.  
We all discussed it and agreed that moving to the Bahamas would be fun, so off we went.  Back then you were extremely 
weight limited about what you could take, so a lot of our stuff, which included most of my favorite toys, had to be left behind.  
When we arrived we didn't have much money and were told that Christmas would be very skimpy this year so we really 
expected nothing under the tree.  Well the tree was set up and we were going to celebrate anyway despite the lack of money 
and the 80 degree sunny weather. We just didn't care about the presents. On Christmas morning, lo and behold, we found a 
brand new bicycle for each of us, my brother, sister and myself.  The true importance of this was that with only one car, that 
was the only way we could go anywhere including to school (except to walk), so this was a many fold blessing.  Despite the 
lack of money, we all had a really blest Christmas.

Shannon Bartlett:
My favorite Christmas memories are with family gathered around the tree reading the Christmas story.  As I've grown 

up, I've learned that the treasures are not the gifts under the tree but the people God placed in my life.  I am very thankful 
for growing up in a Christian home and being taught the real meaning of Christmas.

Rose Bailey:
In 1981, my husband Gale and I and our three young daughters, ages 5, 10 and 15 went to Troy, Ohio to pastor our first 

church.  Leaving our home in Miamisburg was very difficult as we obeyed the call of God.  My husband had recently lost his 
job of 16 years because of the company moving south.  I had to give up my job of 9 years because there was no transfer 
available.  The church was a small congregation and now we were finding places of employment in a new setting.  There was 
very little money for that first Christmas away from home.

We couldn't attend our extended family Christmas of 60 miles away because the weather was 15 degrees below zero.  
That in itself was a beat of the heart.  We were away from family, friends, our home church and our jobs.  To try and make it 
a joyous Christmas, we attended the Presbyterian Christmas Eve Service, which was in walking distance of our church.  It 
was an amazing service, with the Christ child atmosphere and its beautiful lit candles.

At that time, Liz Claiborne purses were a real hit for the more uppity class,  I so much desired the girls to each have 
one.  Shopping around, I found a bargain and got each of them their first Liz Claiborne purse.  When Christmas arrived and 
they opened their other small gifts, it was finally time for them to open their "big present."  The glow on their faces that year 
will be one that I will never forget.  We only spent about $200 for the entire Christmas fo the five of us.  It was the happiest 
time together.  We sang Christmas carols and dad read the Christmas Story, as he always does.  That Christmas showed to 
me that it isn't the amount that is spent that brings such happiness, but the way in which the gift is received.  Praises to 
God for His gift of love to us.  That Christmas Eve in Troy is a "golden nugget" in our lives, one of which I would never want 
to erase.

SANTA SEASONAL
by Rose Bailey

How I helped Santa carry the load
It was not his to carry, as on the sleigh he rode

A mystical figure, as children do see
What was Santa really meant to be
He brings joy and fun to every heart

Giving gifts was his way from the very start.
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But the greatest gift of all, has the "back burner" quote
A true figure of loveliness, the writer s wrote
It was the gift of a baby, so small yet so great
No one knew the meaning of His future fate.

He came to bring peace to all the world
No one left out, no boy, no girl

His name is Jesus, so soft yet strong
Christmas is where His name belongs

The story of Santa is ok read to her or him
But the true gift of Christmas, came in a manger in Bethlehem

God gave His son, the best gift of all
When we need a true friend, He is the one to call.

For He never sleeps, nor needs rest for His tasks
All we have to do, is to Him graciously ask

And He'll be there, anytime or anyplace
Santa or Jesus, is not really a race

For Jesus is always, not a seasonal joy
But a permanent peace, for every girl and boy.

Elsie Murphy:
My most memorable Christmas was 1998 because two days before our first grandchild was born.  Trevor was born to our 

daughter, Ginger, and her husband, Scott.  It was a glorious time!

 Ralph and Elsie Murphy:
What Christmas means to us is a time for all our family to get together.  My son, Gary, and wife, Anna, with all their 

family come from North Carolina.  Ginger and Scott along with our two great grandsons, Trevor and Gavin, from 
Maineville.  Mike and his wife, Tara, from Seattle, Washington.  Glenna and her husband, Bill, with our granddaughter, 
Karen, and husband, Jason, and granddaughter, Cheryl, from Dayton.  We have a great day together with lots of food and 
gifts.

Louise Reid:
In a day of excess and self-indulgences it is hard for some to realize there is enjoyment in simple things at Christmas.
I  grew up on a very remote farm with grandparents who were not only having a hard time making a living during the 

great depression, but were, by nature, very frugal and practical people.  This meant you got by on what you had.
Christmas day was much like any other day, chores had to be done which consisted of feeding the stock, milking the 

cows and bringing in water and wood.  My brother and I got very few gifts; sometimes, only one item each.  These might 
consist of new gloves, marbles or a new knife for my brother, and gloves, socks and, on a rare occasion, a new purse from the 
5 & 10 for me.

I loved paper dolls so I really liked receiving crayons, paste and tablets because I usually made my own.  I would draw a 
doll on a piece of cardboard and cut her out, then color her hair and her facial features.  Then I would trace around her 
outline, adding tabs to make her dress and then decorate it.  It was on a rare occasion I would receive purchased paper dolls.

At school we had really neat Christmas programs and each class made decorations for a huge tree in the gym where the 
Christmas plays were held; at home, though, we never had a tree.

When my brother was about 8 and I about 10 we decided we needed a tree so with our grandparent's consent, we took 
the hatchet and went tree hunting.  Our farm had many Cedar trees growing so finding one was quite easy; however, we 
had a hard time cutting it down because Cedars are very prickly and hard to handle.

We ended up picking a small one and sat it on a table, but making it stand was a chore.  We first put it in a can but it 
kept flopping over.  My brother then decided to put small rocks around it and that worked.

Now that we had our tree the next challenge was decorating it. We first threaded popcorn on a string and then we 
colored sheets of tablet paper and cut them into strips making paper chains.  Our topper was a crude drawn star we colored 
yellow and attached with a safety pin.  We spent most of the day on that little tree, and I remember it as such an enjoyable 
time.

I am convinced, looking back, that when our grandparents allowed us or even made us do for ourselves, it benefited us 
greatly in our adult life; that all by itself was a great gift.
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Bob Burns:
It was Christmas, 1954, and my sister and her husband were coming in; he had just been discharged from the Army.  I 

went out and cut the biggest Cedar tree that I could pull home, and my mom and little sister cooked popcorn, stringing it 
and putting it on the tree.  After we finished decorating the tree, my mom made us all go to bed.

When we awakened the next morning we found that my sister and her husband had slipped in during the night and left 
presents under the tree.  We all were allowed to select one to open and after opening mine and seeing what was inside, I fell 
over the box and started crying out loud with tears of joy streaming down my face.  My mom pulled me up and said, "Son if 
only I had know you wanted it, I would of done something to get it for you."  We were so poor that I would not ask for it 
because I thought that would have been selfish of me.  You see, inside that box was a ball glove and no one knew except God 
that I wanted it, and God had laid it on my sister's heart to get it for me.  I still have that glove yet today.

Anne Williman:
My baby's body nestles against me as I sit in the rocking chair next to the fireplace.  His tiny head, adorned with a touch 

of dark blonde hair that matches mine, rests on my shoulder.  Though I can't see them, I know his blue eyes, just beginning 
to be fringed with lashes, aren't closed.  They may rise and fall with the rhythm of the chair's back and forth motion, but 
this small son of mine hasn't yet completely given up his resistance to life as he knows it.  I've changed his diaper, fed him, 
burped him , and done everything else I could think of, but still he cries.  So I rock, wanting to help, but not knowing what 
he craves.

The room is dark, lit only by the candles on the mantle.  The rest of the family sleeps; only my son and I are aware of the 
slow passage of the night.  In awe at his miniature size--not even ten pounds yet--I shift his tiny form to my other shoulder.  
He wails.

Poor baby, I think, gently patting his back with a hand larger than he is.  Already he's experiencing the frustration of 
being confined to his two-month-old body.  I marvel at how helpless he is.  He must stay in the position in which I place him; 
he's unable to turn over.  He's totally dependent on me for his nourishment.  When he needs another diaper, he can only 
tolerate it until I change him.  He is literally imprisoned in his tiny body.  The only form of communication within his 
capacity is a deafening wail, and often I can only guess what it means.

Settled now on my other shoulder,he quiets to a soft whimpering.  My glance travels to the mantel.  Though it is heavily 
shadowed, I can make out the nativity set in the dim candlelight.  There stands Mary, frozen and hovering over the newborn 
Christ-child.  Her lips have that special smile that is on my own face when I view my son, the look of love so deep, so 
complex, that it makes the chest ache.  Longing to again touch that soft skin and stroke the silky hair, she reaches out for 
her baby in the manger.

But when Mary cuddled her infant son, it wasn't in a warm living room gaily decorated with tinsel and holly.  No, she 
cared for her child in a stable, far from her home, under conditions which were rustic even for that day and age.  Yet here 
heart must have thrilled at the birth of her baby, as mine had when my son arrived.  The visitors and gifts were memories 
to be treasured.  But what about after the shepherds and wise men left?  Mary would have faced the same tasks I had, 
keeping her little boy fed and clean and satisfied.  Surely that baby, like my own son, was confined to his body, unable to do 
much beyond cry and sleep.

The thought amazes me.  Never before this Christmas have I realized the utter helplessness of the newborn, and 
suddenly I see that Jesus Himself would have been no less dependent.  Yet He, knowing what it would be like, chose to come 
to earth and experience the limitations of human beings.  Unlike my baby, the King of kings was fully aware of what He was 
getting into.  The Son of God was born in the most humble of surroundings, in a form that would take years to mature into a 
man who could accomplish what He came to do.

In the rocking chair, I sit breathlessly, overwhelmed by that knowledge.  Only in caring for this tiny son of mine have I 
fully discovered how much he needs me.  I cannot comprehend Jesus' willingness to submit to the indignity of life as a baby.  
Yet He loved me enough to do it.  I blink back a tear.  The Lord of lords, aware that He would be unable to do the simplest 
things, still wanted to travel the entire path of mankind, from birth to death.

I stroke the soft head against my cheek.  Soon, too soon, my son will turn over, and walk, and talk and grow to be a man.  
In the same way, Jesus did not stay the baby in the manger.  Yet, He was still imprisoned voluntarily in a body which could 
do little compared to what he could do as God.  He was to know complete helplessness and to endure the cruel death on the 
cross.  But the pain He felt was as no one else has ever experienced.

The warm form against me has finally relaxed in sleep, and I carefully carry my baby's limp body into his room, where a 
cradle awaits him.  I kiss his cheek and gently lay him down.

I tiptoe back to the living room to blow out the candles pausing a moment for one more glimpse at the still wooden figure 
in its manger bed on the mantel.  The house is quiet now, and I stand motionless, memorizing each thing in the room.  For I 
want to remember every detail of this special Christmas.  Special not only because it is my son's first, but because I have 
caught a glimpse of what it cost Jesus to come into the world as a baby.



Anna Oaks:
I was born in 1943, not long after the great depression.  My father had a good job but we had a large family with ten 

children.  By today's standards we lived in poverty, but we didn't notice it because everyone around us lived the same way.
I was very happy as a child and Christmas was a magical time of the year.  Santa was real to me, and I was always 

excited to see what he brought me.
We never had a decorated tree or wrapped gifts but mom had these be long stocking that she would wear and she would 

give one to each of us and on Christmas Eve we would nail them to the mantle.  On the days before Christmas, we never 
saw a piece of fruit, nuts or candy but on Christmas morning, those big stockings would be filled with goodies and a small 
toy right at the top!

One Christmas morning I awoke real early and sneaked out of bed to check out what Santa had brought.  There in the 
top of our stockings was a small baby doll for each of the girls.

The doll that was in my stocking, though, I didn't like so I secretly switched it with my sister.  When everybody got up 
and my sister discovered the doll in her stocking she didn't like it either.  Well, my mother had to settle the argument.  She 
said that that doll was for me because it looked more like me.

Well, I took the doll and played with it and loved it so much I still wish I had it today.

Unsigned:
It was right before my youngest son's third grade class let out for the Christmas holiday.  The year before my son had 

wanted a certain coat which we could not afford at the time.  A year later he still wanted that same coat but he wasn't one 
to ask for much so I decided to get it.

One morning when he left to catch the bus for school he came running back into the house without his new coat on and I 
yelled at him asking, "Where is your coat?"  Well, he mumbled something about being late for the bus and left.  All day long 
I steamed about what could have happened to that expensive coat.

When he got home I yelled at him again, "Where is your coat?"  That is when this third grade child calmly explained to 
me that the little boy down the street was only allowed to either have shoes or a coat for school, so he would always arrive 
at the bus stop without a coat and cold.  When this little boy told my son that he liked his brand new coat, my son took it off 
and gave it to the boy right there at the bus stop.  Every Christmas season I think about the compassion my little boy had 
when all I could think about was what did he do with that coat that cost me $80.00.

This little boy who received the coat continued to have a rough life and became a rough man, but still treats my son with 
extra kindness and friendship.

Liz and Virgil Amburgy:
It was only about a week before Christmas and one of our cousins was out of work.  They were a proud family with four 

kids, and they had worked hard to care for them, but now he had no job and no money coming in.
We prayed about helping them because we thought, "All they could do is say no."
We shopped and shopped for groceries, fruit, candy and gifts.  Aft a quick phone call to let them know we were coming 

over we arrived and rang the bell.
They gladly received our help and we left believing we had obeyed God.  Later they told us what a great Christmas they 

had.  If we had not obeyed God, the children might have been disappointed, but God remembered them and we got to be 
God's hands.

Cindy Abney:
Our favorite Christmas story was about ten years ago.  Doug received a UPS delivery from his place of employment, and 

we thought it was a watch, coat or some other gift for his 17 years of service.  Instead, it ended up being a letter saying he 
was relieved from employment effective immediately.  This came as quite a shock to us, and it was very close to Christmas.  
The boys were little and we were always struggling to make ends meet.  With money so tight, we just lived paycheck to 
paycheck and because of that, we always had to wait until the last possible paycheck to buy Christmas so the timing 
couldn't have been worse.

But God is good!
Our church rallied behind us and bought us Christmas that year.  Doug and I could never afford to buy for each other 

and that year we had presents under the tree as well.  It was so much fun opening gifts and being surprised by each one and 
there were so many.  At that time we went to a very small church, and we knew those giving were hurting financially as 
well, but they gave despite their own limitations and bought perfect gifts for each of us.  It truly was the most meaningful 
Christmas we have ever had and one I will never forget.

God and His people are so good!
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Jackie Barnett:
I love everything about Christmas.  You can look at any traditional Christmas items and relate them to Jesus.  The tree 

(green) the life Jesus gave us.  The red bulbs for the blood He shed.  The white snow represents how He washed our sins 
away.

What I remember most about Christmas was when I was younger, all our families gathered together at my Grandma 
Lawsons.  We ate, played and visited with family we had not seen in a while.  This year is especially exciting for me because 
we have a one-year-old grandson, and two new wonderful son-in-laws to start new and share old traditions with.

Kevin Caskey:
This is the time of year where we should all pause and reflect on what God has done for us.  As we do that we are 

humbled at the thought of God coming to earth to save us.  I am thankful for His salvation, and all the benefits that we 
have received as the result of His gift to us.  Along with spiritual blessings, He has also given us each other.  We are so 
blessed to have such wonderful people in our church.  I wanted to take a minute to stop and thank all of the people who 
helped make "The House" the ministry that it is.  To all of the teachers, our C. E. Director Missy Osborne and, of course, our 
always supportive Pastor,  THANK YOU!!!  I also want to thank everyone who attends "The House" on Sunday morning.  If 
it were not for your faithful attendance and prayers, we would not have this ministry,  because you are the  reason we do 
what we do.  Thank you, Jesus, for all of the ones who serve You in love and unity.  Merry Christmas everyone!

Bill Mann:
The kind of Christmas we had back when I was a young boy in 1930 was a simple one.  Christmas at our home was 

going out into the woods and cutting down a small cedar-fir tree and decorating it with twisted crepe paper and stringed 
popcorn and draping it around the tree.  But we kids (my brothers and sisters) always looked forward to the tree at our 
church because it was decorated so beautifully and it was spectacular because of its size.  The men of the church would take 
the sled out into the woods and get a large cedar tree and bring it back to the church, and the missionary workers would 
decorate it with beautiful gold, red, green, blue and purple store-bought ornaments and angel hair.  It would be a thrill to 
see all the beautiful colors and brought excitement to all of us.  The missionaries would give us a big brown bag full of fruit 
and candy.

But the most memorable Christmas was the year my step-father was injured in a saw mill accident.  He was unable to 
work for a period of time and money was very tight.  I knew that there was not going to be any Christmas for me and my 
siblings.  The news of my step-father's accident had traveled to my uncles here in Middletown, and they were working at 
Armco.  They got together and decided to buy Christmas for my family.  What a wonderful surprise it was for us at around 
7PM on Christmas Eve when they drove up to our house with a car load of groceries with fruit and treats for our whole 
family.  God blessed our family once again in a time of need.

Abby Caskey:
The most memorable Christmas was when my grandma, Who I call Nana, put me in a stocking with my little brother 

Caleb.  We had a lot of family time that week.  First we went to my Nana's Christmas dinner and we had a snowman cake 
for desert.  After that we went to a Christmas party at my aunt and uncle's house.  We ate ice cream and played Toss The 
Bean Bag.  While I was there I also played with my cousins.  When Christmas was just two days away, I went sledding on 
my huge hill!  At the bottom I accidently slid into a tree!!!  But the good thing is no one got hurt.  I love celebrating Jesus' 
birth.  When we got done sledding we decorated the tree.  Then Nana came over to play dirty Santa which is my favorite 
Christmas game.  First you wrap up presents and put them in the center of the room.  The first player picks a present, if 
you don't like it you pretend like you want it and someone will trade you.  If you do like it you are supposed to act like you 
don't like it then everybody won't want the present because you are acting like you don't like it.  That night it was 
Christmas Eve and everybody went to sleep.  When it was morning everyone in the house ran downstairs and their eyes 
popped out of their head!  There was a huge pile of presents under the tree.  Quickly, we started ripping presents open and 
all the toys that we asked for were in the boxes!!!  It was the best.

MERRY CHRISTMAS EVERYONE!!!

June Jackson:
June calls this, "My Good Deed Story."
  Several weeks ago an old pastor friend of mine died and I sent my condolences to the family.  I hadn't seen them in 

several years.  About six weeks after he died, his widow called me.  She said she had no food in the house and hadn't eaten 
in two days.  Her husbands social security checks hadn't came in yet and she had run out of money.

She lived in another town and being late in the evening, I didn't quite know what to do.  I asked if her church could help 
and she replied, "I haven't told them.  They've already done so much."  The church had paid her rent to keep her from being 
evicted and she didn't want to tell them she needed help again!  I knew I shouldn't be out in an area I wasn't familiar with 
and was wondering what to do when my daughter-in-law stopped by and said, "Order her a pizza."
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Well, I called  a pizza parlor and asked if they'd take my credit card and deliver a pizza to my friend, even though I was 
calling from another town.  I explained the situation and the manager told me he'd be happy to help; no one should have to 
go hungry, he then asked if she would like bread sticks and drinks also.  He refused to take my credit card saying that this 
would be on him and he would deliver the pizza himself.

He gave me his cell phone number and told me to call him the next day.  When I called, he said the situation was like I 
had told him and that the widow broke down and cried when she saw the food.

That store manager had already gone above and beyond the call of duty, I just wanted a quick fix until I could do 
something later on.  But, here is the best part!  That wonderful human being went out the next day and bought that 73 year 
old widow $138.00 dollars worth of groceries.  He also said if I needed anything else to call him.

We'll keep checking on her, but I know God directed me that night, what a wonderful person that store manager was.

Thank you from Charles and Violet Barnett to their Nursing home team:
We have really enjoyed working in the nursing homes over the years.  The residents were always so glad to see us and 

appreciated everything so much.
We could not have done it without the support of others from our church.  Buster Thompson was a great guitar player 

and Wanda Cramer played piano.
Sylvia Gillespie, Margaret Smith, Mary and Carol Roberson, Pauline Miller, Pearl Hall were teachers.  Ruth Hitte, 

Roger and Marcia Johnson, Dale Barnett all had great singing ability.
I couldn't say enough about Brother Everett and Sister Hazel Soard.  They loved the people so much and brought this 

into the services; she would even bring favorite foods to the people.

Thank you from Stacie and the family to Aunt Sue Brashear:
I would like to say thank you to one of the most giving people I know, my Aunt Sue Brashear.  Aunt Sue has always 

been there to lend a helping hand whenever it is needed.  She has helped me countless times throughout my life, always 
being supportive and always being there when I needed her. I have watched her help family and friends so many times with 
anything from lending a cup of sugar, to babysitting, to helping with a project, making a dessert, teaching a Sunday School 
class, making all of the costumes for an entire play or helping plan a wedding and reception, including the cake!

I thank God that He has allowed me to know someone as special as my Aunt Sue.  We all love you and appreciate all 
that you do.  But most of all we appreciate you just for being you!

Thank you from Cindy Abney to Russ Terrell:
I would love to recognize Russ Terrell for his continued commitment to serve.  I have never seen such a servant's heart.  

It was an honor to work with him on the Jail Ministry Team, what a humble individual.  I tried to glean from him the 
wisdom, humility and essence of grace he omits as he serves a population that others sometimes forget.  Russ, you will never 
know how much you have influenced my life with your spirit of giving.  I pray God to pour out blessings to you and your 
family in  an amount that can't be contained, pressed down and running over!!!!!!!!!!!!

THE BEST CHRISTMAS PRESENT EVER!
CHILDREN'S CHRISTMAS PLAY

PRESENTED BY THE
ROCK ISLAND CHILDREN'S MINISTRY

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 13 AT 6PM.

DIRECTED BY CAROLYN PERFETTI AND LINDA INGHAM

Upcoming Events
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Past Gift, Present Joy
A Christmas Musical

Saturday, Dec. 19 at 7:00pm
Sunday, Dec. 20 at 6:00pm

Presented by
 The Stratford Heights Adult Drama Team

with music by
The Voices of Psalm 95 and

The Exaltation Choir and Orchestra

Upcoming Events



COMING FEBRUARY 27, 2010!
LIVE VIA SATELLITE

Focus on the Family 
presents

FOCUS ON MARRIAGE
Celebrating God's Design For Commitment

9:30am to 4:30pm
The cost is $25.00 per person.
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Upcoming Events

Important Information
As winter approaches we are at times faced with the 

issue of canceling services and activities due to severe 
weather.

You will be notified of cancelations by:

* An EMAIL through our EMAIL SYSTEM*

*You can receive a text message, to do that send a text 
to 513-571-6776 asking to be notified of church news 

through text messaging. Please be sure to include your 
name in the text message.*

*We will air cancelations on TV Middletown and on 
Cincinnati ABC and CBS.(More TV stations will be added 

to the list)* 
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Cincinnati Zoo Bird 
Show

On Wednesday, November 18th, the Cincinnati Zoo and Botanical Gardens brought in their Traveling 
Bird Show to our Gym for the Royal Rangers and Missionettes program.

The four birds they brought were a Laughing Kookaburra from Australia, a Hyacinth Macaw from 
Central and South America, a Spectacled Owl from the rainforests of Central and South America and a 
Yellow Napped Amazon Parrot from the rainforests of Central America.

The trainer put on quite an engaging show for us as we listened to the calls of the Laughing 
Kookaburra and the antics of the Hyacinth Macaw as he flew over everyones heads and did some tricks.  
The Amazon Parrot talked for us for awhile and the Spectacled Owl was quite spectacular.

There were about 143 people enjoying the show with some adults present, but most of them were our 
Royal Rangers and Missionettes kids.
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Cincinnati Zoo Bird Show



4419 Nelson Road

Middletown, Ohio  45042

(513) 423-0797

fax (513) 423-4219

www.shcog.com

OPPORTUNITIES FOR WORSHIP

SUNDAY

Early Morning Worship--8:30 am
Sunday School--9:30 am

Morning Worship--10:45 am
Evening Worship--6:00 pm

TUESDAY

Oasis--6:30 pm

WEDNESDAY

Missionettes & Royal Rangers--7:00 pm
Family Life Night--7:30 pm

Noah's Ministry for children 0-3 years 
old offered for all services except 8:30 

MISSION STATEMENT

We will passionately embrace God, connect 
with one another, pursue discipleship into 

all the world through Jesus Christ!

Pastor Ray 
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