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December Birthdays & Anniversaries 
01: Nita Kingsbury    13: LaRae Keopke 

01: Chyanne Robinson   13: Norma Pangburn 

02: John Peters    13: Rebecce Schwartzmiller 
03: Dean Reed     14: Marylyn Shovlin 

04: Burt Todd     17: Sherri Hash 

06: Mark Dahl     17: Mary Jo Turner  

06: Roberta Dobb    18: Laruen Sullivan 

09: Hoot Gibson    19: Henry Harrington 

10: Dale Olson    26: Bob Maes 

11: Gerry Allen    26: Carol Orr 
11: Nita Richard    28: Bill Rhoads 

12: Sue Gerry     31: Andi McCaughey 

  

 
14: Ted & Bea Cline 

21: Brad & Terri Belke 

 

Recently I drove from Cincinnati, Ohio to Richmond, Virginia  
to help care for my son who was undergoing a surgical procedure 
in Richmond.  I’ve been to a lot of places on this planet but 
somehow have never visited American southern states.  The land 
of the Confederacy remains a mystery to me in many ways even 
though I was asked once to teach an undergraduate history class 
on “The History of the New South”.  Always game for a chal-

lenge, I agreed knowing full well I knew next to nothing about the subject, but it was 
to help the history department after the loss of a faculty member to illness.  As it 
turned out, I had a couple of senior students in the class who knew much more about 
the subject:  one was a lovely “Southern Belle” from Georgia and the other was a self-
described “hillbilly” from near Charleston, Virginia.  They were both very bright and 
accomplished students who eagerly exchanged “A” grades for helping me teach.  I  
can honestly say, no two kids ever worked harder to earn their “A” grades as they 
helped me research and actually teach the class. The three of us met every Monday 
morning to prepare our Wed. and Friday morning lectures/presentations.  We used 
documentary films, cuts from movies about the South, novels and poetry to help  
students understand the culture and history of the old Confederacy and the new  
South.   Our Belle persuaded some of her sorority sisters to give us a demonstration of  
“clogging” – a kind of tap dance to the music of fiddles, guitars, banjos, mandolins 
and washboards.  My hillbilly was an expert clogger and, with help from our universi-
ty music department, brought musician friends all the way from West Virginia for an 
evening of music, dance and Southern cooking.  I had the time of my life “teaching” 
that class but I was also, of course, the brunt of faculty jokes about the Montana boy 
who had never crossed the Mason  Dixon Line teaching a course on the New South.  I 
would always retort that my ignorance had unleashed the creative genius of others and 
that is, after all, the roll of the teacher.   The class ended just before the Christmas 
break and as a final act, the students and I went on a field trip to the local Wood 
County museum.  There we looked at the KKK garb and other symbols of the racist 
traditions that were the so much a part of Southern culture but clearly reached far into 
the hearts and behaviors of Northern Ohio culture.  It was a somber moment as we  
                                                                       (continued on back of calendar page)                   



 The December 
Mt. Standard  

  ads are in  
   loving 

memory of    
  Vern Gilman and    

             are sponsored by  
                Pam Gilman. 

Deer Lodge Choir 

     The 30-voice Deer Lodge Com-

munity Choir presents “Joyfully, Joy-

fully” under the direc�on of Glen 

Ellis on December 6, 7:00 pm, at Al-

dersgate. 

     This one hour Christmas program 

features old favorites, new songs for 

the season and audience par�cipa-

�on. 

     Start the Christmas season our 

by joining us in celebra�on.  The fi-

nal number, “Mary Did You Know?” 

brings it all together as we think 

about the magnitude of Christmas. 

     Thanks!  Hope to see you there. 
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In loving memory of 
Jim & Florence Street 

from their Family 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 

Sharon Curran 
12/17/1945—11/16/2016 

 
Roy F. ‘Pete’ Nelson 

09/16/1936—11/19/2016 
 

Richard Arthur ‘Rick’ Holman 
06/24/1947—11/28/2016 

THANKS  

SO MUCH 

     I would like to thank everyone for 
all the cards, phone calls and most 
of all, the prayers during the last 
several weeks while I was recovering 
from my surgery. 
     Roberta and I feel so blessed to 
have the love and support from this 
wonderful Aldersgate family. 
     A special thanks to all of you 
that made that extra effort to help 
with the various cleaning and 
maintenance duties at the church.  I 
appreciate it so much. 
                                  Love & prayers 
                                            Ed Dobb 

Christmas Eve Christmas Eve Christmas Eve Christmas Eve     
Candlelight ServiceCandlelight ServiceCandlelight ServiceCandlelight Service    

Aldersgate UMCAldersgate UMCAldersgate UMCAldersgate UMC    
December 24  December 24  December 24  December 24  ----        5:00 pm5:00 pm5:00 pm5:00 pm    

December  
Coffee Hour Hosts 

 
Dec. 4  -  no coffee 
                 (tree trimming) 
 
Dec. 11  -  Worship Comm. 
 
Dec. 18  -  SPRC 
 
Dec. 25  -  no coffee 

      The financial books for 2016  
will be closing on December 26.  

Please have all offerings and  
donations you would like on your 

2016 statement in by that date. 

Offering Envelopes 

 

 

 

 

     It’s time to prepare the offering  enve-

lopes for 2017.  If you aren’t using the  

envelopes but would like to, please call 

the office.  Both the weekly and monthly 

envelopes are available. 

It’s time to order poinsettias, 

which will be used to decorate 

the church for Christmas.  If you 

would like to give a poinsettia as 

a memorial or in honor of some-

one, please include the infor-

mation with our check. 



Continued from Pastor’s Corner (front page) 
 

remembered all the people who had suffered, died and continued to struggle for racial justice  
in America.  We finished the day and the class at a local pizza place, singing Christmas carols 
and me enduring a few imitations of  “Dr. Andersen trying to teach ‘southern’ with a ‘Yankee 
accent’.” 

     I thought of this class as I drove my son through rural West Virginia to the Southern doctor who 
would make him well again. I marveled at the beautiful forests and hills of West Virginia and sang that 
song we all know so well:  “Almost heaven, West Virginia, Blue Ridge Mountains, Shenandoah  
River…. Country roads, take me home…”   
      The forests of the Virginias still had leaves with deep late fall colors:  shades of rusts, browns and 
maroons.  At one point we stopped at a little West Virginia town for gas and I saw the cross and flame 
of a United Methodist Church across the street.  The church was small with pealing white paint and a 
gravel parking lot. While Nick slept, I walked over and stood at the recently displayed manger scene of 
the Holy Family, various critters, shepherds, kings, etc.  The manger scene was made of painted wood 
that was beginning to fade from years of weather.  The Holy Family was presented with faded African 
faces. The Baby Jesus was as black as the midnight sky.  His eyes were like stars. I stared at it for a 
long time, marveling at the witness of United Methodists – small points of light and love in the night of 
so many lives around the world. 
       The route home had taken us off the interstate on rural roads where the poverty and bitterness of 
some American life was all too apparent.  But there we were:  the red flame of the Holy Spirit and cross 
of the United Methodist Church.  My sleeping son and God’s sleeping son on the same street.  Only a 
few people around.  A few cars drove by.  I got back in to continue to drive.  “Country roads, take me 
home, to the place I belong...”  May your Christmas season remind you that we are always at home in 
Christ, wherever we present ourselves with healing love to the poor, the sick and the lost.   So thank you 
for your witness and service to Christ this last year and y’all have a Merry Christmas now, hear?!!   

Love, prayers and blessings, Pastor Dave 


