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Happy Halloween 

Mrs. Heakes lives on….if Only in Spirit at St. Mark’s, Lewistown by Canon David Zwifka 
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It was dark.  After all it was the middle of the night.  To be more precise it was 2:10 AM when I heard the door to the parish office 

below open and shut. “Who in God’s creation is coming in at this hour,” I groused quietly to myself.  Several people have keys, so I 

thought someone was using their access privileges.  But then, I realized, I did not hear steps.  You always hear steps in that hallway. 

I lay absolutely still, listening.  No steps.  Were they in stocking feet? Were they wearing really soft sneakers?  My God! What if it 

were an intruder?  Just then I took solace that my abiding companion, Bubba, was at my side. Uncharacteristically, he slept soundly 

near me on the futon.  “That’s odd,” I thought, “he usually notices even the slightest sound that is out of the ordinary.”  And then it 

struck me.  It might be Mrs. Heakes!  Against an intruder I am well protected by my erstwhile canine, but against Mrs. Heakes, 

Bubba was powerless.  I listened still.  No footsteps.  I began to get just a little scared. 

What are the words?  What are the words used for control of spirits?  Ah, “The power of Christ compels you! The power of Christ 

compels you!” Just recite them over and over again if need be.  That would be my defense.  Mind you, I am not one prone to belief 

in spirits roaming the floors of old parish rectories-turned-offices.  However, the eerie quiet of the night, the strange noises of a 

house nearly a century and a half old, and the number of stories about Mrs. Heakes got to me.  It might all be true. 

Mrs. Heakes was the wife of one of the dearly departed rectors of St. Mark’s 

Church, Lewistown.  I had seen both their tombstones in the parish cemetery off 

Greene Avenue, and heard a number of stories, which seemed to me at the time, 

simply an effort to explain seemingly unexplainable events.  Like the time that 

the glass in the display case holding the original communion ware of the parish 

was shattered – with nothing taken and no apparent reason for the breakage.  Or 

the time that the Eucharistic candles lay broken on the high altar after it had 

been set for service the next day.  Creepy noises, unattended and unlocked doors 

(that were never unlocked by the living), and other such phenomena were easily 

and often attributed to the ubiquitous Mrs. Heakes, who, as the story goes, was 

not well appreciated by the members of the parish.  And then, she was widowed 

while her husband served at St. Mark’s.  No children.  No heirs.  She remained 

in the town until her own death some years later.  And now, she is alleged to 

walk the corridors of the parish.  Did she come in that autumn night two years ago? Did she come to check out her husband’s 

“successor?”  No one knows.  No one knows if the opened and closed door could even be attributed to her.  All I know is that Mrs. 

Heakes is now very much a part of my consciousness and I pray for her eternal rest each night before I retire. Since that promise 

was made and kept, I have not heard from her – and hope never to again! 
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St. Francis Day Service Features Canine Congregants by Jeff Hersey 

Canine Congregants included (L to R) Buster Boy, a Cocker Spaniel, Jake, a 

Leonberger, and Sadie, a Cocker Spaniel. 

Who was St. Francis and why were pets included on 

the  October 7th service at St. Benedict’s, New Free-

dom? Giovanni (John) Bernardone, born about 1182, 

was nicknames Francesco or “Francis” because his 

wealthy father, a textile merchant, traveled to France 

frequently and seemed to love everything about 

France. At the age of 20, he was captured during a 

battle with a neighboring state and spent a year in 

prison. He was released because his wealthy father 

paid a ransom. During his imprisonment, he contract-

ed malaria and tuberculosis. This experience, coupled 

with the horrors of war had a traumatic and lasting 

effect upon him. 

In 1205, Francis renounced his worldly life for a life 

of poverty and prayer. In 1209 he founded a monastic 

order, known as the Franciscans, with goals of humili-

ty, poverty, and helping other people. Francis’ broth-

erhood included all of God’s creation. Much has been 

written about his love of nature but his relationship 

was deeper that that. Francis really felt that nature, all 

God’s creations,  were part of his brotherhood. The 

sparrow was as much his brother as the pope. In one 

famous story, Francis preached to hundreds of birds 

about being thankful to God for their wonderful inde-

pendence, and for God’s care. The story tells us the 

birds stood still as he walked among them, only flying 

off when he said they could leave. Another famous 

story involves a wolf that had been eating human be-

ings. Francis intervened when the town wanted to kill 

the wolf and talked the wolf into never killing again. 

The wolf became a pet of the townspeople who made 

sure that he always had plenty to eat. 

The Rev. Canon Ted Babcock gives the blessing of the 

animals at St. Benedicts, New Freedom. 
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Training and Education in Uganda by Tim Rosenberg, St. Edward’s, Lancaster 

Tim Rosenberg, a computer tech by profession and youth leader at St. Edward’s Episcopal Church in Lancaster, is a mem-

ber of Hackers for Charity (HFC), a non-profit organization that donates the skills of computer technologists to solve tech-

nology challenges for various non-profit organizations, and provide food, equipment, job training and computer education 

to the world's poorest citizens.  Later this month, on 30th October, Tim Rosenberg and a colleague will be arriving in Jin-

ja, Uganda, taking with them donated computer equipment and course content to be installed and configured in the Hack-

ers for Charity Computer Training Center.  The Center provides low/no-cost computer skills training to the local popula-

tion.  Although the computer equipment is donated, Tim and Dwight are seeking sponsorship to help defray personal trav-

el costs. People may send donations to St. Edwards Episcopal Church, Lancaster, or donate online through St. Edward’s 

website : http://www.sainteds.org/Africa.htm 

 

 

 
Pictures from Tim's previous trip to Uganda in 2009 

 

 

The Community Café of St. Andrew’s, State College 

The Community Cafe was born of a desire by parishioners to fill the outreach void that was left when the State College 

Area Food Bank, which was housed at Saint Andrew’s for many years, outgrew its space. Since March 2009, the Com-

munity Cafe has been serving soup and bread suppers from 5:00 to 6:45 p.m. every Thursday, and welcomes everyone 

to the table. Volunteers arrive at 4:00 to begin setting up and usually finish by 7:15. But it’s more than an opportunity 

to volunteer; it’s an opportunity to break bread together, to help those in need — whether they’re in need of a hot meal 

or fellowship — and to support this growing ministry. 
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May 30, 1977 Strange Visions in Shamokin 

      Holy Trinity Episcopal Church  

(Edited from Time Magazine Archives from 1977)  

"Grandma—on the cloth. See?   There is God's face." A little girl named Iris Reigle spoke those words at the end of a 

prayer meeting at Holy Trinity Episcopal Church in Shamokin, Pa. The 25 worshipers looked at the white brocade cloth 

covering the altar tabernacle where consecrated bread is kept. On the cloth, in use for 15 years, they now saw a pattern of 

shadows that seemed to them to resemble the face of Jesus. "We called some of our friends and told them they had to 

come immediately," recalls Housewife Violet Burrows. "We were afraid it would go away." 

After that prayer meeting busloads of people from as far away as Texas and California flocked to the humble coal town of 

12,000 to gaze at the Christ of the tabernacle cloth. One day a band of bejeweled gypsies roared up in a red Rolls-Royce, 

crawled on their knees to the altar, and left 13 dozen red roses as they departed. By last week the number of visitors had 

passed 60,000 (including repeaters), even though news accounts of the "miracle" cloth have been spotty. On weekends 

the line waiting to get into the modest blue stone church stretches a block or more. Five priests are on duty to anoint peo-

ple in search of healing, and every 30 minutes lay readers pray for thousands who make written requests. Four pilgrims 

claim to have been cured of serious maladies. 

"Do you see him?" "Can you see the eyes?" "Just where the fold is—that's the hair." So run the hushed comments as cloth 

watchers stand three deep before the altar. "This is my fifth visit," says Mrs. Pat Kovaleski from nearby Mount Carmel, 

who suffers from Hodgkin's disease. "I see it differently each time, but my reaction is always one of awe." 

The miracle cloth is moved periodically, and while most see what they consider to be the face of Jesus, others discern two 

kneeling figures or Jesus standing with a staffer the Virgin Mary. TIME'S Marion Knox, during a visit to Holy Trinity, 

observed "a vague impression of two eyes, a jaw line, a nose and possibly hair. It's perfectly visible, just as you can spot a 

horse in a cloud after someone has suggested it is there." 

Spectacles are nothing new for Parish Priest Frank R. Knutti, 70, whose parish is involved in both the Anglo-Catholic and 

Neo-Pentecostal movements. Before entering the ministry late in life, he was variously a jazz saxophonist, a member of a 

barnstorming aviation troupe, and a manager of several radio stations. Accompanied by his blind cocker spaniel Taffy, he 

zips around his parish in a TR-6. 

But Knutti is not applying any show-business touches to the cult of the cloth. He vetoed all proposals for concession 

stands and bumper stickers. "Whatever it is, it's good and people have gotten a tremendous spiritual uplift from it," he 

says. "I want to share it but I don't want it to become a side show." 

One of the early visitors to Shamokin was Knutti's bishop, Dean Stevenson of Harrisburg, who also saw the face. He says 

that he was "aware of a presence which strengthened me. We don't have a lot of experience with such things, and there's 

no procedure in the diocese for it. I have no idea where this might lead." 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

And even today, the Rev. Canon Robyn Szoke of  the Diocesan Office remembers…. “As a young adult in 1977 and a 

seeker becoming stronger in faith, I will never forget the day trip we took to Shamokin PA.  A routine visit at first to visit 

aunts and uncles, and Mom's homestead on Pine St., we decided to become  a part of the  "in" crowd to stand in line over 

an hour at Holy Trinity Episcopal Church, just to get a glimpse of what was there.  I was so skeptical, I did not want to 

wait; Mom was so sure there was something there, we waited. Folks around us were sharing the story, a 9 year old saw 

the face of Jesus during the liturgy. Well it sounded to me like a strong faith-filled imagination of a child bored during 

service - until Mom and I walked in. There was a sense of awe and wonder in the space; every one had deep respect and 

reverence to be sure we were on Holy ground.  A look to the veil and one and all could see an image that day, a shadow 

image that looked like the face of Jesus. A miracle? A coincidence? A fold in the cloth? Was it real?  Questions emerged, 

but what I remember most was the deep spiritual hunger of the folks who were waiting to see, to get a glimpse of the 

Lord. Some came for healing, some came for deep needs. But the wondrous thing, from my perspective now as an older 

adult, is that my faith has shown me that which is not visible to the human eye but the spiritual eye can see: there is the 

promise, the face of Jesus is present to us to the end of time and we don't even have to wait in line.” 


