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200th Anniversary Update
As the 200th Anniversary draws closer, we want to remind
everyone that the service will be April 10th, 2016 with Bishop
Robert L Driesen. The 200th edition of the church directory
will be arriving late January. Expect a few surprises inside.
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A New Year With The Lord
A new year is about to unfold
With new opportunities to explore
Doors will open for new experiences,
New adventures with the Lord
Remember not the former things,
The things of this past year,
The Lord will do new things in us,
Much more than we are aware
For He will make a way for us
As we put our trust in Him
And He will guide our every step
By His presence we have within
What God has placed within our hearts,
We find we'll be able to do
If we look for the opportunities,
We'll see the door to go through
We mustn't let anything hold us back
But rise up and take our place
And be all that God wants us to be
With a fresh touch of His grace
© By M.S.Lowndes
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Twas the Night AFTER Christmas Poem
Twas the night after Christmas, when all through the house,
Every creature was searching (both me and my spouse),
The stockings, the drawers, we looked everywhere,
In hopes the receipts for our gifts would be there.
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from the house to see what was the matter.
When, what to my wondering eyes should I see,
But my neighbor, too searching, his trash on the street.
More rapid than eagles he looked, but in vain,
And he shouted his creditors, and called them by name:
“On VISA! On MASTERCARD! On DISCOVER, I’m appalled!
I’ve thrown cash away! Cash away! Cash away—all!”
He’d splurged once again; he knew it too well,
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself.
And then, in a twinkling, I heard in my head,
A gentle reminder from what he had said.
I, too, was as guilty, from my head to my foot,
My conscience was tarnished like ashes and soot;
I focused, this season, on presents and things,
And not on my family, my friends, and my King.
I spoke not a word, but went straight to my work,
Ran into my house (I’d been such a jerk!),
Right up to my wife I came with a hug,
And kissed all my kids, right there on the rug.
“The night after Christmas is better,” said I,
“Than never recalling in Christmas is Christ!
The best of all gifts, which to us has been given,
Is Jesus, who died for our sins . . . and is risen!”
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The History of 'APRONS'
I don't think our kids know what an apron is. The principle use of Grandma's apron was to protect the
dress underneath because she only ...had a few. It was also because it was easier to wash aprons than
dresses and aprons used less material. But along with that, it served as a potholder for removing hot
pans from the oven.
It was wonderful for drying children's tears, and on occasion was even used for cleaning out dirty
ears.
From the chicken coop, the apron was used for carrying eggs, fussy chicks, and sometimes halfhatched eggs to be finished in the warming oven.
When company came, those aprons were ideal hiding places for shy kids..
And when the weather was cold, Grandma wrapped it around her arms.
Those big old aprons wiped many a perspiring brow, bent over the hot wood stove.
Chips and kindling wood were brought into the kitchen in that apron.
From the garden, it carried all sorts of vegetables. After the peas had been shelled, it carried out the
hulls.
In the fall, the apron was used to bring in apples that had fallen from the trees.
When unexpected company drove up the road, it was surprising how much furniture that old apron
could dust in a matter of seconds.
When dinner was ready, Grandma walked out onto the porch, waved her apron, and the men folk knew
it was time to come in from the fields to dinner.
It will be a long time before someone invents something that will replace that 'old-time apron' that
served so many purposes.
Send this to those who would know (and love) the story about Grandma's aprons.
REMEMBER:
Grandma used to set her hot baked apple pies on the window sill to cool. Her granddaughters set
theirs on the window sill to thaw.
They would go crazy now trying to figure out how many germs were on that apron.
I don't think I ever caught anything from an apron - but love
---Hawk Seeker of Truth---
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Norma Jean Herr was in hospital several days. Home and is now
attending church and S.S.
Diann Rupert is doing better and attending church . So glad to see
these ladies on Sunday morning.
Ralph Stahlnecker is in Buffalo Valley Lutheran Village , Lewisburg.
The delicious food that was served for the fellowship meal was well
attended , 190 was the count.
Christmas Eve service was also well attended . Our church was ringing
with hand bell music and choir singing. A beautiful candlelight service . A family appeared at the Manger outside later in the evening
and for the third year left a gift for the Baby Jesus . Amazing.
Merle Nicholas was in Hong Kong for Christmas, visiting his son .
We were all sad to hear the passing of Betty Mincemoyer. She
was so faithful to our church , loved it and all the people in
it.
Expressing sympathy to her family.
We were sad to hear the passing of Donny Snyder, Carl
Snyder ’s brother. Expressing sympathy to Carl and Betty, and to
Donny’s family.
Did you notice , Wounded Warrior Wreaths were place on our cemetery?
I am leaving the rest of this page blank for us all to reflect on the events of the
past year.

Thanks to all who attend and do the many things at church that
Has to be done, and Thanks to Pastor Faron for his service.

Peace be with you. Ginny
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Heartfelt Creation
When I'm an old lady, I'll live with each kid,
And bring so much happiness just as they did.
I want to pay back all the joy they've provided.
Returning each dee...d! Oh, they'll be so excited!
When I'm an old lady and live with my kids.
I'll write on the walls with reds, whites and blues,
And I'll bounce on the furniture wearing my
shoes.
I'll drink from the carton and then leave it out.
I'll stuff all the toilets and oh, how they'll shout!
When I'm an old lady and live with my kids.
When they're on the phone and just out of reach,
I'll get into things like sugar and bleach.
Oh, they'll snap their fingers and then shake
their head,
When I'm an old lady and live with my kids.

Lois Rathmell, Merle Nicholas and
Francine Bishop
The above three make our Hymn
Sings a musical success. Some
times they are not sure which one
should be at piano or organ, but
they certainly can make music together.

When they cook dinner and call me to eat,
I'll not eat my green beans or salad or meat,
I'll gag on my okra, spill milk on the table,
And when they get angry I'll run if I'm able!
When I'm an old lady and live with my kids.
I'll sit close to the TV, through channels I'll click,
I'll cross both eyes just to see if they stick.
I'll take off my socks and throw one away,
And play in the mud 'til the end of the day!
When I'm an old lady and live with my kids.
And later in bed, I'll lay back and sigh,
I'll thank God in prayer and then close my eyes.
My kids will look down with a smile slowly creeping,
And say with a groan, "She's so sweet when she's
sleeping!"
-by Joanne Bailey Baxter

The Hymn Sing would not be
complete without Jeff Kuntz
giving his knowledge of writers
of songs and always sings a special song for us.
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February 10, 1947
Dear friends in the service;

Although Spring is just around the corner, we are now just beginning to find out what cold weather old man
winter can bring. Jack Frost has been painting our windows almost all last week, as the first few days of the
week brought us one cold wave, with temperatures as low as two degrees below zero. Then Saturday night
brought us the start of another cold wave which is still here. As far as the weather is concerned, you who are
in warm climates can be glad you are there for the present time.
As there are several cases of rabies among dogs in Milton, the police are catching stray dogs and killing those
that do not have license, both in Watsontown and Milton.
Sunday School was held upstairs again yesterday. The reason being that the janitor did not have time to get
the room cleaned up. We also purchased fifty additional chairs for our Sunday School, which are very helpful. We should have attendance of 200 now that we have so much room.
The Choir and Male Chorus are having a dinner tomorrow evening at the Kent-Mar Tea Room in Milton. Hope no
one eats to much.
The Evangelical United Brethren Church in Dewart is going to hold a cafeteria supper on February 14 at the
community hall. This is the church that just opened a short time ago. They seem to have a good congregation.
Speaking of February 14th, that reminds me that it is also Valentine's Day-the day Dan Cupid is in the air and
people send Valentine's to certain friends.
We are glad to hear that S-1/c LaRue Kilgus is expecting to be discharged this month. He is now stationed in
Florida. His brother, Paul, is in Manila.
I am very sorry to tell you that Charles Machamer passed away at 9:30 Saturday evening in the Williamsport
Hospital. He had been ill for about a month.
The Chef Boy-Ar-Dee plant at Milton has completely shut down, as of today, due to an over supply of stock on
hand.
There are three new babies in the neighborhood. They are, a baby daughter born Friday Feb. 7 to Mr. and
Mrs. Elwood Kurtz, a baby daughter born Saturday night February 8 to Mr. and Mrs. Frank Hans, and a baby
boy also born Sunday Feb. 9 to Mr. and Mrs. Vincent Myers.
This is about all the news I am able to give you right now.
Hoping you all return home in the near future and until you do “God be with you 'til we meet again”.

Sincerely yours
Mrs. Marion Newton

This is a continuation of letters that members wrote to those who were in the military
service. Found in the attic at the Hartranft residence, retyped by Kathi Wertman..
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A CHRISTMAS STORY TO REMEMBER
It was Christmas Eve 1881. I was fifteen years old and feeling like the world had
caved in on me because there just hadn't been enough money to buy me the rifle
that I'd wanted for Christmas.
We did the chores early that night for some reason. I just figured Pa wanted a little
extra time so we could read in the Bible. After supper was over I took my boots off
and stretched out in front of the fireplace and waited for Pa to get down the old Bible.
I was still feeling sorry for myself and, to be honest, I wasn't in much of a mood to
read Scriptures. But Pa didn't get the Bible instead he bundled up again and went
outside. I couldn't figure it out because we had already done all the chores. I didn't
worry about it long though I was too busy wallowing in self-pity.
Soon Pa came back in. It was a cold clear night out and there was ice in his beard.
"Come on, Matt," he said. "Bundle up good, it's cold out tonight." I was really upset
then. Not only wasn't I getting the rifle for Christmas, now Pa was dragging me out
in the cold, and for no earthly reason that I could see. We'd already done all the
chores, and I couldn't think of anything else that needed doing, especially not on a
night like this. But I knew Pa was not very patient at one dragging one's feet when
he'd told them to do something, so I got up and put my boots back on and got my
cap, coat, and mittens. Ma gave me a mysterious smile as I opened the door to leave
the house. Something was up, but I didn't know what..
Outside, I became even more dismayed. There in front of the house was the work
team, already hitched to the big sled. Whatever it was we were going to do wasn't
going to be a short, quick, little job. I could tell. We never hitched up this sled unless we were going to haul a big load. Pa was already up on the seat, reins in hand. I
reluctantly climbed up beside him. The cold was already biting at me. I wasn't happy.
When I was on, Pa pulled the sled around the house and stopped in front of the
woodshed. He got off and I followed.
"I think we'll put on the high sideboards," he said. "Here, help me." The high sideboards! It had been a bigger job than I wanted to do with just the low sideboards
on, but whatever it was we were going to do would be a lot bigger with the high side
boards on.
After we had exchanged the sideboards, Pa went into the woodshed and came out
with an armload of wood - the wood I'd spent all summer hauling down from the
mountain, and then all Fall sawing into blocks and splitting. What was he doing? Finally I said something. "Pa," I asked, "what are you doing?" You been by the
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Widow Jensen's lately?" he asked. The Widow Jensen lived about two miles down
the road. Her husband had died a year or so before and left her with three children, the oldest being eight. Sure, I'd been by, but so what?
Yeah," I said, "Why?"
"I rode by just today," Pa said. "Little Jakey was out digging around in the woodpile trying to find a few chips. They're out of wood, Matt." That was all he said
and then he turned and went back into the woodshed for another armload of
wood. I followed him. We loaded the sled so high that I began to wonder if the
horses would be able to pull it. Finally, Pa called a halt to our loading then we
went to the smoke house and Pa took down a big ham and a side of bacon. He
handed them to me and told me to put them in the sled and wait. When he returned he was carrying a sack of flour over his right shoulder and a smaller sack
of something in his left hand.
"What's in the little sack?" I asked. Shoes, they're out of shoes. Little Jakey
just had gunny sacks wrapped around his feet when he was out in the woodpile
this morning. I got the children a little candy too. It just wouldn't be Christmas
without a little candy."
We rode the two miles to Widow Jensen's pretty much in silence. I tried to
think through what Pa was doing. We didn't have much by worldly standards. Of
course, we did have a big woodpile, though most of what was left now was still in
the form of logs that I would have to saw into blocks and split before we could
use it. We also had meat and flour, so we could spare that, but I knew we didn't
have any money, so why was Pa buying them shoes and candy? Really, why was he
doing any of this? Widow Jensen had closer neighbors than us; it shouldn't have
been our concern.
We came in from the blind side of the Jensen house and unloaded the wood as
quietly as possible then we took the meat and flour and shoes to the door. We
knocked. The door opened a crack and a timid voice said, "Who is it?" "Lucas
Miles, Ma'am, and my son, Matt, could we come in for a bit?"
Widow Jensen opened the door and let us in. She had a blanket wrapped around
her shoulders. The children were wrapped in another and were sitting in front of
the fireplace by a very small fire that hardly gave off any heat at all. Widow
Jensen fumbled with a match and finally lit the lamp.
"We brought you a few things, Ma'am," Pa said and set down the sack of flour. I
put the meat on the table. Then Pa handed her the sack that had the shoes in it.
She opened it hesitantly and took the shoes out one pair at a time. There was a
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pair for her and one for each of the children - sturdy shoes, the best, shoes that
would last. I watched her carefully. She bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling
and then tears filled her eyes and started running down her cheeks. She looked up
at Pa like she wanted to say something, but it wouldn't come out.
"We brought a load of wood too, Ma'am," Pa said. He turned to me and said, "Matt,
go bring in enough to last awhile. Let's get that fire up to size and heat this place
up." I wasn't the same person when I went back out to bring in the wood. I had a
big lump in my throat and as much as I hate to admit it, there were tears in my
eyes too. In my mind I kept seeing those three kids huddled around the fireplace
and their mother standing there with tears running down her cheeks with so much
gratitude in her heart that she couldn't speak.
My heart swelled within me and a joy that I'd never known before filled my soul. I
had given at Christmas many times before, but never when it had made so much
difference. I could see we were literally saving the lives of these people.
I soon had the fire blazing and everyone's spirits soared. The kids started giggling
when Pa handed them each a piece of candy and Widow Jensen looked on with a
smile that probably hadn't crossed her face for a long time. She finally turned to
us. "God bless you," she said. "I know the Lord has sent you. The children and I
have been praying that he would send one of his angels to spare us."
In spite of myself, the lump returned to my throat and the tears welled up in my
eyes again. I'd never thought of Pa in those exact terms before, but after Widow
Jensen mentioned it I could see that it was probably true. I was sure that a better man than Pa had never walked the earth. I started remembering all the times
he had gone out of his way for Ma and me, and many others. The list seemed endless as I thought on it.
Pa insisted that everyone try on the shoes before we left. I was amazed when
they all fit and I wondered how he had known what sizes to get. Then I guessed
that if he was on an errand for the Lord that the Lord would make sure he got the
right sizes.
Tears were running down Widow Jensen's face again when we stood up to leave. Pa
took each of the kids in his big arms and gave them a hug. They clung to him and
didn't want us to go. I could see that they missed their Pa and I was glad that I
still had mine.
At the door Pa turned to Widow Jensen and said, "The Mrs. wanted me to invite
you and the children over for Christmas dinner tomorrow. The turkey will be more
than the three of us can eat, and a man can get cantankerous if he has to eat
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turkey for too many meals. We'll be by to get you about eleven. It'll be nice to
have some little ones around again. Matt, here, hasn't been little for quite a
spell." I was the youngest. My two brothers and two sisters had all married and
had moved away.
Widow Jensen nodded and said, "Thank you, Brother Miles. I don't have to say,
May the Lord bless you, I know for certain that He will."
Out on the sled I felt a warmth that came from deep within and I didn't even
notice the cold. When we had gone a ways, Pa turned to me and said, "Matt, I
want you to know something. Your ma and me have been tucking a little money
away here and there all year so we could buy that rifle for you, but we didn't
have quite enough.
Then yesterday a man who owed me a little money from years back came by to
make things square. Your ma and me were real excited, thinking that now we
could get you that rifle, and I started into town this morning to do just that,
but on the way I saw little Jakey out scratching in the woodpile with his feet
wrapped in those gunny sacks and I knew what I had to do. Son, I spent the
money for shoes and a little candy for those children. I hope you understand."
I understood, and my eyes became wet with tears again. I understood very
well, and I was so glad Pa had done it. Now the rifle seemed very low on my list
of priorities. Pa had given me a lot more. He had given me the look on Widow
Jensen's face and the radiant smiles of her three children. For the rest of my
life, Whenever I saw any of the Jensen's, or split a block of wood, I remembered, and remembering brought back that same joy I felt riding home beside
Pa that night. Pa had given me much more than a rifle that night, he had given
me the best Christmas of my life.

This wonderful
story was found
on face book

REMINDERS
EVERY SUNDAY- 9AM CHURCH & COMMUNION– SUNDAY SCHOOL TO FOLLOW

2016 NEW C0UNCIL MEMBERS
Serving through end of 2017, Ralph Heater, Carl Snyder, Linda Salvatori, Jeff Reitz , Emmett
Reynolds, and Lori Maneval. Serving through end of 2018, Amy Rickert, Ron Long, Jim
Criswell, and Lois Rathmell.

A new 200 year church history has been written for the anniversary. It will
include hundreds of pictures, facts and information on the church and its
members. As of this date it contains over 250 pages, with information taken
from previous church histories, the original church records from 1839 to present day, plus stories and tidbits from members of the congregation. More information on this book will be provided at a later date. Stay tuned!!
Kathi Wertman is creating this book, spending endless hours on it.

OUR KEEPSAKE

January

OFFERING COUNTERS

Mitzi and Gene
Kurtz

St. John’s Evangelical Lutheran Church
6590 Musser Lane
Watsontown, PA 17777

February

Carl Snyder
Emmett Reynolds

