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Steven Ministry News 

Welcome to our New Members!  



 

If you have any questions about our youth group program 

please contact Drew Homchick for more info: 

drew@audubonparkumc.org  

 

Monday, January 2nd │ 6pm - 7:30pm 
Come join us downstairs at the church for some kickball and 
wiffle ball baseball games. Bring your running shoes. 
 

Monday, January 9th │ 6pm - 7:30pm 
Come and put your soccer skills to the test as we play a 
variety of soccer games with smaller goals. 
 

Monday, January 16th │ 6pm - 7:30pm 
We are bringing back our Annual Youth Auction! This is a 
fun event where we bring church members together for 
fellowship and fun to raise money usually for a mission trip. 
We will meet downstairs in the youth room to discuss all of 
details and plan for the event! 

Friday, January 20th │ 6pm - 8pm 
We will meet at the Jedi Alliance Arcade for an evening of 
videogames, pinball, and fun. 
 

Our Youth Sunday School program (6th grade - 12th 
grade) will meet downstairs in the youth room on Sundays 
from 9am - 10am. 

Last month our church organized an 

“Angel Tree.” Members of the church 

purchased gifts for students in need at 

Audubon Elementary School. Some of 

our members donated money instead 

and the Youth Group used the money 

to shop for the students. They then 

wrapped all the presents so that they 

could be taken to the school and hand-

ed out.  

Thanks to everyone who purchased a 

gift or donated money! Thanks also to 

our youth group for helping us spread 

some Christmas cheer! Well done!  



 

Core Leadership Team 



 

you.  

 

 
 
 
 

COFFEE WITH 
PASTOR GLENN 

Thursdays at 11AM 
APUMC PARLOR 

Associate Pastor of  

Congregational Care 

glenn@audubonparkumc.org 

Greetings Friends, 

I am writing this remembrance the Thursday following the third Sunday in Advent- the Sun-

day that we lit the candle of "Joy." I tell you this "Joy" story in honor of my older brother, 

Gene, who passed away eleven days ago. 

I've shared many parts of our family story in this column and in sermons. You probably re-

call that we lost our dad in a tractor accident when I was two, my brother Gene was five, 

and our two older siblings, Jack and Margaret, were in their mid-teens. This story took 

place when I was five and Gene was eight. It was pretty much just the two of us at home 

then. Home was a tiny Teachers' cottage beside the one-room school in Daisy, WA, where 

our mother took a teaching job after we lost Dad (extra credit for anyone who knows 

where Daisy is!) The school was out in the country, a mile or more from the closest neigh-

bor: no town, T.V., or much of anything else to entertain two young boys. 

Our world was pretty much what we created it to be. The owner of the only store in Daisy 

was a man named George Cranston. George had some pastureland that bordered the 

school property, and along with his cows, he always had a few horses in the pasture. My 

brother was born horse crazy. If there was a horse around, that's where he'd be. Well, 

George's daughter, JoAnn, had a beautiful Pinto mare that Gene loved to coax over to the 

fence for treats he'd carry in his pocket. 

One day, after he'd gotten the mare right up alongside the fence, he climbed over and 

slipped onto her back. No rope, no anything, just a hand full of mane! The plan worked out 

fine until something spooked the other horses. They all bolted and went thundering back 

up the hill where they'd come from (pinto mare with my brother included!) I stood frozen 

with fear for Gene while they all disappeared over the ridge, off to who knew where!  

Here is a memory that's emblazoned on my mind as clearly as what I had for breakfast to-

day (or was that yesterday?). Just as my brother and that little mare broke over the hill and 

out of sight, he looked back at me and flashed a look that has never left me. A look of pure 

delight, pure joy! Not an ounce of fear, just a "what a ride" kind of look. He was in heaven. 

I've been remembering that look these last eleven days. I remembered it again this morn-

ing as I sat at our kitchen table and began to write after relighting the "Joy" candle on our 

Advent wreath. The pain in my heart is still awfully sharp. I love him so much, but I can see 

that look of pure joy. This time as he slipped over the ridge into the arms of a waiting Sav-

ior. "Joy to the World, the Lord has come…." 

 

 

P.S. You may want to know the outcome of the story: About the time I was trying to figure 

out what to tell mom, Gene came walking back over the hill. A little dusty, but grinning ear 

to ear. He'd had his adventure for the day. 
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