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Now on his way to Jerusalem, Jesus traveled along the border 
between Samaria and Galilee. As he was going into a village, ten 
men who had leprosy met him. They stood at a distance and 
called out in a loud voice, “Jesus, Master, have pity on us!” When 
he saw them, he said, “Go show yourselves to the priests.” And as 
they went, they were cleansed. One of them, when he saw he was 
healed, came back, praising God in a loud voice. He threw himself 
at Jesus’ feet and thanked him — and he was a Samaritan. Jesus asked, “Were not all 
ten cleansed? Where are the other nine? Was no one found to return and give praise 
to God except this foreigner?” Then he said to him, “Rise and go; your faith has made 
you well.” (Luke 17: 11-17)

There was a day (believe it or not) that I ran cross-country. Once I completed college, 
I became a dedicated jogger. I loved to run. Even in the heat of the summer it felt 
great to get out and hit the road. It was a good time to think and a good time to work 
out frustrations of life and ministry. Nowadays I’m a dedicated walker. Generally, 
I walk a mile or more every day as time permits. It also is a great time for personal 
reflection. 

There are many different kinds of walks people undertake. I’m almost certain that 
this coming Thanksgiving, after the customary feast, I will rise from the table, put 
on my walking shoes and enjoy with Lauren what I hope will be a walk in the cool 
November afternoon. This kind of annual walk is great for catching up: sharing 
stories, joys and struggles as well as preparing for dessert when we finish our walk. 

There is also what Lauren has labeled as my “hospital walk,” which has been rather 
limited during the pandemic.  This is fast-paced, stretch-your-legs, take-the-stairs 
kind of walk when you have many folks you want to visit. It is an all-business kind of 
walk constantly calculating distance, traffic and detour possibilities to make the most 
efficient use of time. 

There is one kind of walk, however, that is quite rare in life. It is a walk that is often 
long, soulful and inquiring as one seeks insight and inspiration into the issues of life 
and faith that matter most. I have personally found these kinds of walks are best when 
done in places of quiet refuge — perhaps surrounded by nature, the kind of walk that 
seems more spiritual than physical in nature. 
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“Return to Jesus and Give Prause”

Conrad Sharps
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Return to Jesus and Give Praise continued.

I accept God the Father as 
my father. I accept God the 
Son as my Savior.  I accept 
God the Holy Spirit as my 
enabler, my strengthener, 
my counselor, my teacher, my instructor 
and my nurturer.  I accept the will of God as 
my will.  I accept the people of God as my 
people.  And I commit myself heart, mind, 
body, soul and spirit to Jesus Christ as my 
Savior and the Lord of my life and I do this 
fully, freely and forever of my own free will.

I Accept
By Janet McGugan

I wonder what entered the mind of leper number ten (the Samaritan leper) as he walked away from Jesus. As he 
walked and his body was healed before his eyes, what made him stop, turn around and run back to Jesus? Why 
did he, a foreigner, a man many in the crowd would think impure as a Samaritan, desire to return to thank Jesus 
and praise him for the healing he provided? What were his thoughts as he journeyed back to Jesus? 

It had to be a walk full of inspiration, full of thanks, full of praise for Jesus. I say this because the scripture 
tells us he threw himself at Jesus’ feet. This, above all other possibilities, is the kind of walk I wish for you this 
Thanksgiving. There are, I am certain, at least nine other destinations for which we could set our sights … many 
different directions we could go in the celebration of this holiday.  But is it not to the feet of Jesus to which we 
should head? 

Our nation still reeling from a divisive presidential election, our culture at war — and our families being 
destroyed by divorce, substance abuse, and suicides born of depression should remind us there is only one who 
can truly heal us and make us clean. It is to God we must return if we are to find healing, fulfillment and peace. 

It is to Jesus I wish to return this season and at his feet lay my praise, my thanks and my life. Only he can give my 
journey purpose; only he deserves my thanks, for he alone is my destination. 

May your walk this Thanksgiving season be long, soulful and full of thanks and praise to God for the great gift of 
faith in Jesus Christ. 



Page 5

My role as a family caregiver began with a routine call home to check in with my parents. 
This call was the beginning of my journey as a long-distance caregiver for five different 
family members, spanning fifteen years. Each situation began with a crisis. And, each one 
required travel, as I was in Florida and my family in Michigan. Over time, my care involved 
both long-distance and near-distance caregiving. 

I wrote a book about my experiences, because of a comment from a friend who said, “How did you know what 
to do in certain situations and circumstances?” My background as a clinical and school social worker, helped 
me know how to advocate, find resources, and work with systems in a productive way. What was lacking for me 
was not knowledge. Instead my challenge was how to take care of me while caring for others. There are many 
ways that we can take care of ourselves, from healthy eating habits, exercise, spending time with family and 
friends, enjoying a hobby, reading and the list goes on. 

One big way I do not list that can help us when times get tough, is faith. My message is not meant to preach 
about God, but instead as a retrospective recognition of what drove me back to my own faith. So, just what am I 
referring to in terms of taking care of me? This is not an uncommon struggle for caregivers. There is a variety of 
ways that we can and should take care of our needs. I write here about my return to faith, with the catalyst being 
my feelings, that had oftentimes become overwhelming.

Realizing that my faith was something that could carry me through some of the toughest experiences of my 
life did not occur overnight. As my caregiving role grew to ultimately caring for my mother, father, aunt, 
uncle, and my brother without any forewarning, I oftentimes felt hopeless and helpless when their needs were 
overwhelming.  Watching suffering and learning that a family member’s health was declining, and hospice was 
in need, I realized that I had an internal void. Friends were supportive, as was my family; however, something 
was still missing; and, that something was faith. I felt that my life was not in control.

As a child, I went to Catholic Schools until the 10th grade and our family of five attended church every Sunday 
and holidays. This was our norm, and this is what I was raised to do. However, my parents stopped attending 
church on many Sundays. And sometimes they let my brother drive me to church. He did not attend. Instead, 
he dropped me off and went to his friends’ houses. I waited on the steps alone, rather than go into the church 
by myself. When I left home for college, my church going ended. In retrospect, I am glad that I was raised with 
exposure to church through my Catholic schooling. It gave me a foundation of faith. 

Recently, I realized the significance of my epiphany of my need to bring faith back into my life. While caring 
for others, I recognized that I could not do it alone. My faith was rekindled by my five caregiving experiences 
and for this I am grateful, because I know that it made a significant difference in my ability to cope with my 
losses and stress.

Sometimes it takes a crisis or an unhealthy way of living to return to faith. I for one am deeply grateful to have 
had this choice when it was presented during the most challenging fifteen years of my life. My renewed faith 
gave me the support that I was lacking despite friends, family, social workers, and a Life Coach. I know that 
faith brought me peace during my darkest moments.

 

Faith and Caregiving
By Caroline H. Sheppard, MSW
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Joy to the Children, Toys for Tots, and other groups provided Christmas cheer for the majority of the 
approximately 500 homeless students enrolled in the Nassau County Schools, Families in Transition 
program during the 2019-2020 school year. “Homeless students live doubled up with friends or 
relatives, in a shelter, motel, vehicle, campground, on the street, in an abandoned building or in any 
inadequate, unsafe, or substandard housing.” (McKinney-Vento Homeless Education Act)

Annually, there has been an unserved population of about 35 to 45 teenage to 20-year-old enrolled 
students. These students are not served at Christmas by any other program. Angie McClellan, the Homeless Liaison for 
Nassau County Schools, is our contact. She and her staff provide us with complete needs and wish lists for each student. 
These lists are available November 18 through the first week in December. Angie’s phone number is 904-277-9021, if you’d 
like to speak with her about the program.

This will be the sixth Christmas Season our Chapel Family has participated in shopping for and delivering Christmas gifts 
and more to this precious group of Nassau County homeless students who might not otherwise receive gifts. 

The first year (2015) of participation, the ladies of Adventures in Prayer and two Bible study classes served 15 teens by 
providing basics—new shirts, pants, and shoes—along with sporting goods, toys, art and craft supplies, gift cards, food 
baskets, stocking stuffers, and more. In 2016, with help from neighbors in Isle De Mai, 27 teens received Christmas gifts. 
In 2017 our Chapel members and Isle De Mai served 42 (22/20) homeless teens. In 2018, the total number served was 47 
(29/18). In 2019, we served 35 (24/11) and provided enough funds to serve several students who signed up after our delivery 
date. In addition to the traditional gifts, many students asked for and received bicycles/helmets/accessories. Each year there 
have been special requests for serving multiple students in a single family—our Chapel Family has generously provided for 
every need.

We, as private donors and followers of Jesus, are able to share our faith with these dear students and their families. Each 
year, students served receive a Bible, devotional, gratitude journal, or Christmas Story picture book. Each helper is blessed 
by the opportunity to serve God’s children right here in Nassau County. I have seen the gratitude and joy of receiving 
gifts overflow from these students and their caregivers. With the covid virus complicating the lives and livelihoods of this 
vulnerable population, it is more important than ever for them to know they are remembered and loved.

There are many ways to participate. 

1. A person can serve one or more students by shopping for and wrapping his or her gifts. The average cost per student is 
$150. Last year two families got together to shop for a student. The options are very flexible!

2. Donations are always welcome from those who don’t have the time or ability to shop. 

3. With donations comes the need for shoppers and gift wrappers.

4. Help is also needed to deliver the gifts to the collection site in Yulee. Meeting the staff, seeing the free clothes closet there, 
and folks being served, fills one with renewed hope!

 The lists are available and shopping begins about November 18. All gifts will be delivered to the school collection site by 
December 8. Donors will receive a donation receipt from Nassau County Schools in January, 2021.

Your prayers for this ministry are greatly appreciated. Like The Sower statue in our Chapel garden reminds us, we are 
sowing seeds of love, hope, kindness, joy, compassion and more into these precious students who may not know who Jesus 
is. We pray that, with God’s blessing, the seeds we sow this and every Christmas Season will grow in the hearts of the teens 
we serve. 

As of now there are 47 Nassau County Homeless teens that will benefit from our Christmas gift ministry. More are sure to 
be added as we get into the holiday season.

Please call or email Claudia Smith at gandcjsmith@gmail.com or 912-294-4778, if you would like to help this Christmas.

Nassau County Homeless Teen Christmas Ministry - 2020

Claudia Smith
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Surprise! Surprise! Words about sunset! It’s another favorite time of day 
for this beach lover, running a close race with sunrise. Often, viewers of 
my photography confuse the two sun positions, forgetting I live on the 
east coast where the big ball of light appears on the morning horizon. 
Truthfully, as of late, I don’t even bother correcting them. Afterall, it is the 
SAME sun. Just a different point of view. 

When I first moved to the beach, neighbors began inviting me to join them for sunset walks. 
Now obviously somewhere in my mind I did know that obstructions would in fact prevent me 
from seeing the entire descent of the golden sphere. However, what surprised me most was the 
gorgeous-ness before my very eyes in the eastern sky of reflections coming from the west. The 
clouds lit up in shades of warm peach, lavender and pink which 
in turn colored the ocean and yes, the sand too! A breathless 
moment of God’s magnificent wonders!  

As I ponder these daily moments of delight, it seems to me that sunrise grants us a chance to 
start anew after the darkness of night seems to have wiped our slates clean from yesterday’s 
debris. The thrill of that first glimpse excites and encourages new beginnings, new projects, 
completing existing projects, reconnecting with an old friend, making a phone call to check 
on an older relative who has fallen on hard times and on and on. We work down our to do 
lists item by item until...yes, the sun begins to descend across the sky before we know it, 
westward bound. 

A thought occurred to me several days ago as the eastern sky took on that gentle, pastel 
hue from the setting sun. Isn’t it fascinating how the glowing ball on the opposite side still 
continues to reflect some of its beauty back to us east bound viewers? Maybe little snippets 
of our productivity during the  day are being encapsulated in the puffy pink cloud cluster 
above the ocean to remind us how much we’ve achieved since our sunrise journey began. Or maybe, just how many little 
‘God gifts’ were squeezed into the hours.  

The magic minutes before sunset usually give us a few hints of what’s to come, but not always. There have been times when 
the sky is streaked with gray horizontal clouds rendering a false prelude up to the last minute. Just when I think no big deal 
tonight, voila! That setting sun explodes into reds and pinks and purples and the most unusual blues ever I’ve witnessed in 
the sky. So, I walk down to the water with faith and trust that God might just surprise me when I least expect it. And I do 
not want to miss a single second of His beauty!  

“It is good to praise the Lord and make music to your name, O Most High, proclaiming your love in the morning and your 
faithfulness at night, to the music of the ten-stringed lyre and the melody of the harp.” Psalm 92:1-3 

Sunset Facing East

Jennifer St. Clair
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Our Chapel ministries do wonderful work around the country,  the world ... and locally.  Camp 
Success/The Parent Help Center based here in Jacksonville,  works to correct the parent-teenager 
relationship of boys and girls headed for the criminal justice system without intervention.  Its reach is 
national;  it works on parents as well as children;  and it’s Christian based.   Founded by Glenn Ellison,  
a Marine and NFL player,  20 years ago,  it has just been granted land near the Jacksonville National 
Cemetery close to the Airport.   This story from an appreciative parent shows the mighty Christian 
impact of one of our many initiatives.

I am writing about the success of my child after participating in the Parent Help Center for my 11 year old (at the time) 
adopted son who was completely out of control and making seriously criminal bad choices.

I adopted my son when he was 4 years old from the foster care system. He had been in 5 different homes prior to living 
with me and was removed from his biological parents due to drugs. I won’t get into much of his prior history as this is his 
story to share one day if he chooses. 

My son had been kicked out of 4 pre-schools, I sat in his kindergarten class for ¾ of the year to assist his teacher with 
him due to extreme behaviors; he was suspended 43 times from K to 5th grade; he ran through traffic during rush hour 
on numerous occasions; I was called to his school over 200 times to de escalate his situations. He then became aggressive 
at home with me when he was 11. He had years of counseling and therapy, behavior coaching, a high needs case manager, 
medications and every service he could possibly have. I had tried every avenue to help him. 

In March of 2019 he had his first hospitalization due to his erratic and unsafe behaviors. I called our adoption worker 
at the state and told her that “I could no longer parent my child.” These words that came out of my mouth hurt so deep 
and I couldn’t believe I was saying them. Who gives up their child? I’ve worked with members of our church, I’ve prayed, 
I had the entire church and family praying. I work in the mental health field and I was “DEFEATED”.  The adoption 
worker knew that I had tried all the services that were available. I had also looked into military schools across the 
country which were between $7,000 and $10,000 a month. This is substantial but not out of the question when your child 
needs help and you need your sanity.  

I researched further and found the Parent Help Center. I sent an email explaining my desperation and received a call 
within 24 hours from Melissa. This was the first time I felt like anyone understood the seriousness of our crisis at home 
and was definitely a GOD thing because I had searched for years and never saw The Parent Help Center during my 
searches. After my initial contact with Melissa, she explained how the program is run and the cost. Within 24 hours 
my son was enrolled, plane tickets purchased and hotel room reserved,  all while he was still hospitalized. I let the 
Psychiatrist at the hospital know what my plan was moving forward upon his discharge. She was so encouraging. I then 
informed his team outside of the hospital as well as his school (at this time he was enrolled at a locked down Behavioral 
School). The hospital kept him until 3 days prior to us leaving from Phoenix, AZ to Jacksonville, FL to start our new life 
with The Parent Help Center. 

My son thought we were going on vacation. I hated doing this and felt like a horrible person let alone a parent doing this 
to a child. It was frightening but I knew I had tried every therapy, medication, mental health service that was offered and 
all were unsuccessful. I needed to give my child ONE last try before giving up my rights as his Mom and, at this point. I 
would have tried anything not to have to make this decision.  I had several family members disagree with me about the 
Parent Help Center which made my decision even more challenging, but they also didn’t live in the same state nor did 
they understand the seriousness of my son’s behaviors. 

When we arrived at TPHC, I won’t lie, it was a bit intimidating. My son thought the police lights (that directed us to a 
parking lot) were carnival lights and he had no idea what was going on. It had to be this way, otherwise it would have 
been a HUGE challenge to get him there, especially on a four hour flight.

I spent the weekend there with my son to learn new approaches to change my parenting style. This program isn’t just for 

Doing The Lord’s Work

Ed Weihenmayer
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my son to learn Respect, Accountability and Work Ethic; it is for me as well to learn that what I was doing at home wasn’t 
working and I had to make serious changes if I truly wanted to help my son. 

It has been 14 months since we attended. Today we are a family again!!! We enjoy each other, we LIKE each other again, 
there is love, respect and PEACE in our home, and for the very first time my son is on the Honor Roll at school. He’s 
proud of himself, has self-respect and self-love. I couldn’t be more proud of him and I no longer want to give up my 
rights as his parent. I can’t recommend this program enough for families. We are blessed to not only have the curriculum 
and the support from TPHC but it is led by leaders of Christian faith who believe in our children as well as we as parents.

And there are many stories of such success,  all based on Christian love.  The Parent Help Center gets teenagers back on 
track and saves families in the process.

Fourteen guests represented the Chapel at  The Nest, A Women’s Center 4th Annual 
Fundraising Banquet and Silent Auction on September 17.  The banquet raised a little 
over $57,000, almost as good as last year even though 100 less people attended due to 
Covid 19.  The speaker, David Gibbs III, the president and general counsel of the National 
Center for Life and Liberty, was excellent!   The Nest is a Christ-centered ministry committed to providing 
a safe place of refuge for those facing the challenges of an unplanned pregnancy.  They provide support 
through options counseling,  life-affirming ultrasounds, post-abortion support, along with promoting 
sexual purity.  The NEST is very appreciative of the ongoing support that the Chapel provides through our 
Outreach giving!

News From The Nest
By Sally Ericksen

Please remember to bring your Samaritan’s Purse, Operation Christmas Child, filled 
shoeboxes back to the Chapel no later than Sunday, November 8 for the Blessing of the 
Boxes. You can also order shoeboxes online by entering this link :   

https://build-a-shoebox.samaritanspurse.org/view/4df1194a-b759-4034-b548-c47d5a7be80e   

You will see the Amelia Plantation Chapel FL order page. The online cost per shoebox is $25, or $31 if you 
select to provide your child with the book, The Greatest Journey, in your child’s native language. Both of 
these prices include the $9 shipping per box. 

 If you have any questions, please contact Claudia Smith at 912-294-4778 or gandcjsmith@gmail.com.

Blessing of the Boxes - November 8 Service
By Claudia Smith
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It is always an adventure when my brother visits, even when we do nothing out of the ordinary. Covid 
has kept me closer to home and a bit more tentative about commitments, in addition to finding fewer 
playmates for adventures. And somehow it had been more than five months since our last visit.

We were (and still are) tired of covid and the mask tattlers (who rat out those who forget to wear 
masks), the uncertainties, and the restrictions. This was a weekend free of worry, absent political 
rhetoric, and full of fun. And there is no reason you can't have fun AND be safe. By now we are all 
used to toting around masks in our pockets, purses and glove compartments. We wash our hands 
frequently and stay away if we don't feel safe. 

Our fun started with dinner and drinks on the screened porch. Temperatures were cool and it was luscious to be 
outdoors. We consumed limes from the garden, fresh shrimp from Atlantic Seafood in Fernandina Beach, cheesy biscuits 
shaped like alligators and a lovely salad with local lettuces from Traders Hill Farm and tomatoes from the farm stand. 

The good meal fired us up for kayaking the next morning. Despite the clouds and harsh wind, we had a good time 
paddling south from Kayak Amelia on Little Talbot Island. Our destination was Huguenot Park where Simpson Creek 
and the Fort George River meet the Atlantic, but we were kept away by strong high tides and heavy winds. Instead, 
we admired the birds and grasses (and even the little crabs who cling to the grasses) and sounds of silence (until the 
ignoramuses sped through on their jet skis with noise and heavy wake...but that soon passed) on Simpson Creek. The 
wind made paddling more difficult and we did not venture too far as the currents were against us for the return trip.

Out on the water, I saw my brother paused in the marsh grass, both hands opened and eyes focused on what I assumed 
was his cell phone. "What are you doing?" I called, fully expecting to admonish him for his lack of attentiveness to our 
beautiful surroundings. "Playing with a little crab," he answered. I laughed and enjoyed watching his simple pleasure, 
annoyed with myself that I assumed otherwise.

After Kayaking, we drove to Safe Harbor Seafood in Mayport, which included a ferry ride across the St. Johns River, and 
enjoyed a big lunch (much deserved after the kayaking). Brother had a whole fried snapper and I enjoyed my favorite 
shrimp while we observed river life and the shrimp boats and recalled stories from our childhood. 

My brother has a grand sense of adventure. Rather than taking the ferry back across the river, we drove backroads and 
investigated Yellow Bluff Fort State Park along the St. Johns River (an earthen fort built by Confederate troops as a lookout 
for Union troops during the Civil War), the El Faro Memorial (October 1, 2015 this cargo ship and its 33 crew members 
disappeared on their weekly run delivering food and goods from Jacksonville to San Juan, Puerto Rico), and the New 
Berlin Cemetery (dating from 1854 and nestled in the Yellow Bluff community). 

The El Faro Memorial’s individual memorials for each of the crew had been draped in ribbons for the 5th anniversary. We 
solemnly walked past them, reading the names and acknowledging the many mementos. Its location, under the Dames 
Point Bridge, seemed fitting and appropriately reverent. In addition to a number of feral cats lounging about, there were 
individuals paying respects and several people fishing from the docks.

The New Berlin Cemetery is in need of some groundskeeping. Many of the headstones were covered in vines or lichens 
and the engravings were barely legible. In some places, markers were inaccessible and blocked by large bushes or trees in 
addition to vines. 

I paused at graves and honored the deceased by reading their names aloud. In many cases, there were family members 
together in fenced areas and the engravings on the stones indicated some were fishermen or ships' crew or captains. 
Several were identified as “mother” and there were many infants including six week old Napoleon Bonaparte Broward, 
son of Florida Governor Napoleon Bonaparte Broward. 

Defying Covid by Adventuring Close to Home

Katherine 
Dudley Hoehn
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Will your anchor hold in the storms of life,
When the clouds unfold their wings of strife?

When the strong tides lift, and the cables strain,
Will your anchor drift or firm remain?

Pricilla Jane Owens authored the lyrics of this hymn in 
1882.  This classic Christian hymn was inspired by the 
Epistle to the Hebrews (6:19), and comforts us during our 

storms of life. Owens was born in 1829 Baltimore, Maryland of Scottish and Welsh blood.  
She became a Sunday school teacher at Baltimore’s Methodist Episcopal Church, where 
she led her pupils in musical composition for over fifty years.  Most of her creations were 
written for children.  She became quite prolific as a writer of prose and poetry. The melody 
of this piece was written by William J. Kirkpatrick (1838-1921).

This hymn has been closely associated with the Boys’ Brigade, founded by Sir William 
Alexander Smith.

We have an anchor that keeps the soul
Steadfast and sure while the billows roll,

Fastened to the Rock which cannot move,
Grounded firm and deep in the Savior’s love. 

Securing Lifes Anchors

Bill Hilles

Inside one family area was a mound of oyster shells, some rather recently dropped. Seashells placed on or near a grave may 
be to show that someone made a pilgrimage there or that the person buried continues to be remembered. If that is the case, 
these family members had many visitors who remembered them with the remnants of their bivalve consumption.

On the drive home, we saw roseate spoonbill, herons (great, little blue, big blue, and white), and a few ugly old wood storks. 
And everywhere, even out on the water in our kayaks, we saw butterflies, mostly Gulf Fritillary, that seemed to be feeding 
heavily and on the move south. 

It was energizing to have an unscheduled day, without roadmaps or electronic guidance, where we allowed ourselves to just 
be, eyes open wide and ready to experience what the world had to offer. I'm tired of being so busy getting from one place 
to another, or staying on a schedule, while agonizing about things that have been put on hold indefinitely. All of that swirl 
had helped me forget to enjoy the journey. This certainly was a day when every aspect of the trip was enjoyable, absent of 
responsibilities and worry about the uncertainties that have plagued us this year. 

You don't have to go far for adventure. Open your eyes. Allow yourself to wander a bit and even get lost. Finding your way 
home is part of the fun.



Page 12

Upcoming Events

• November 8 at 10:15am we will hold our annual Congregation and 
Special Meeting.

• November 15 at 11:15am we will begin holding our 2nd service again! 
Remeber to RSVP by Wednesday the week prior to the service you 
want to attend.

• Wednesday, November 25 we will close the Chapel Office at 1:00pm 
for the Thanksgiving holiday.

• The Chapel office will be closed Thursday, November 26 and Friday, 
November 27 in honor of Thanksgiving and will reopen with regular 
business hours on Monday, November 30.

In early September, Suzanne and I tested positive for Covid 19. 
Roughly one week later Suzanne's dad also tested positive and the 
local board of health classified Ella, our twelve year old daughter, as 
a "Probable Case". It was a very challenging and uncertain time for 
us. The virus lived up to its billing as a severely debilitating disease. It 
attacked nearly each and every part of our bodies.

It was a test of Faith and our physical and emotional constitutions. 
However, one thread that ran true, very true, was that our Lord and 
Savior was ever-present in this journey of healing and the eventual 
restoration of our health. We are grateful and feel abundantly blessed.

We are also very appreciative of the prayers, telephone calls, get-well 
cards and meals that we received during our illness. Our Chapel 
Family was our daily lifeline of love and support. 

We received meals from folks in our congregation that we only casually 
know. As husband and a father, it was humbling and encouraging to 
know that our Chapel truly is a family that demonstrates in words and 
practices what it means to be God's light and love. 

Suzanne, Ella and I are very grateful for your kindness and generosity.

A Message from the Vacirca’s


