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July and August 

Financial Reports 
 

We hope that you find this information helpful 

as you pray for this congregation and evaluate 

your giving and participation in the worship, 

work and mission of this part of the Body of 

Christ.             Sincerely, the Session and Pastor  
   

Tithes and Offerings needed for each week of 

this year = $1,702.00. This figure is based on a 

total 2016 budget of $88,504.00 which was 

approved by the Session on December 27, 2015. 
 

JULY 
Total Tithes and Offerings  

needed (4 weeks)                        $8,510.00 

Actual Tithes and Offerings 

received (4 weeks)                           $8,773.00 

This results in a budget  

overage for this month                       $263.00 
 

Total Expenses (4 weeks)                $5,870.06 

resulting in an overage for   

the month                                 $2,902.94 
 

 

AUGUST 

Total Tithes and Offerings  

needed (3 of 4 weeks)                      $5,106.00 

Actual Tithes and Offerings 

received (3 of 4 weeks)                    $3,519.00 

This results in a budget  

shortage for this month                 ($1,587.00) 
 

Total Expenses (3 of 4 weeks)         $4,204.34 

resulting in a shortage for   

the month                         ($685.34) 

  

YEAR-TO-DATE 

Total Tithes and Offerings  

needed (34 weeks)                          $57,868.00 

Actual Tithes and Offerings  

(34 weeks) received                        $48,745.00 

This results in a budget  

shortage to this point                     ($9,133.00) 
 

Total Expenses (34 weeks)             $47,251.93 

This results in an overage  

to expenses for the year                    $1,483.07 

 

For those of you who understand a chart better 

than a bunch of numbers, below is the ‘picture’ 

of our YTD finances for August 2016 (through 

week 3): 
 

 
 

************************************** 

Session Highlights 
 

June 26th Stated Meeting 
 

The Session:  

 Reviewed and approved the April and May 

financial reports. 

 Approved Bennett Ross to cut down the 

dying fir tree in the grassy area in front of the 

church. 

 Appointed Elder Lelia Bruder as our 

commissioner to the July 26th Presbytery 

meeting at Grandfather Home for Children.  

 Reviewed and approved updates to the 

church’s bylaws to include guidelines for 

phone polling of the Session. These changes 

require a vote of the congregation for final 

approval. This action will probably take 

place at our annual congregational meeting.  
 

July 03rd Poll 
 

The Session approved the following items: 

 A fellowship breakfast for Sunday, July 10th, 

from 9:30-10:45. 

 A covered dish luncheon on Sunday, July 

24th (following worship), to celebrate Pastor 

Thurmond’s birthday. 

 A yard sale for Saturday, August 06th, from 

7-12. 

 Moving the regular Session meetings in July 
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and August to July 31st and August 21st, 

respectively, due to other events scheduled 

on the fourth Sundays. 

 Use of the new fellowship hall on Sunday, 

October 02nd, to provide a lunch for some 

members of the Overmountain Victory Trail 

Association as they end their Revolutionary 

War Memorial Events in Burke County. 
 

July 31st Stated Meeting 
 

The Session: 

 Reviewed and approved the June financial 

report. 

 Approved Circle #1 to place flowers on the 

tables for Homecoming. 

 Approved the reschedule of Teacher’s 

Appreciation Sunday to August 14th and to 

include light refreshments after worship. 

 Discussed pressure washing the manse and 

fence and doing necessary repairs to the 

buildings and grounds before Homecoming. 

Some of the men took care of this the next 

week. 

 Discussed appointing an Outreach 

Committee (at the request of Circle #2) to 

plan events to reach out to unchurched 

people in the community with the intention 

of getting them involved in the life and work 

of our congregation. The majority of the 

Session felt that rather than appointing a 

committee, people who are interested in such 

a ministry should gather and make some 

plans for the Session to discuss and approve. 

 At the June Session meeting, the Session 

received a request from an elder to consider 

adding a Wednesday night service. The 

elders agreed to poll the congregation to 

assess the interest level. At this meeting we 

discussed what might be required to add a 

service. No final decision was made, but we 

did agree to continue our discernment of this 

request and revisit it at the next meeting.  
 

August 21st Stated Meeting 
 

The Session: 

 Approved the July financial report. 

 Received a written report from the July 26th 

presbytery meeting. 

 Approved adding a Wednesday night 

service. Beginning on September 07th at 

7:00, there will be a Bible study at the 

church. The topic will be: the parables. 
 

************************************ 

A Correction  

from the August Newsletter 
 

Professional journalists know how important 

it is to ‘fact check’ their information before 

putting it into print. I wrote an article in the 

last newsletter about our high school graduates 

and did not fully ‘fact check’ all of my 

information, which led to inaccurate article 

regarding Kalah Freeman. Below is the 

correction: 
 

In July, Kalah Freeman received a check from 

The Henry Harney Scholarship Fund in 

recognition of her acceptance to The University 

of North Carolina in Greensboro where she 

plans to study history and minor in pre-

medicine. She graduated from Burke Middle 

College with an Associates in Science degree. 

Burke Middle College is a dual-enrollment 

program (in association with Western Piedmont 

Community College) which gives certain high 

school students an opportunity to earn a diploma 

from WPCC while still in high school.  
 

Kalah is shown below with Kenny Harney, the 

brother of Henry Harney for whom the 

scholarship is named. 
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We have pledged $2,500.00 this year in support 

of the Guatemala Scholarships. We currently 

have $1,274.01 in that account and $500.00 set 

aside in the budget. Therefore, we still need 

$725.99 before October 01st for this ministry 

outreach. If you are interested in contributing to 

this ministry please designate your financial gift 

to the Guatemala Scholarship Fund.  
 

**************************************

Vacation Bible School 2016 
 

 
The day began with singing: 
 

 
Anita Woods was the story teller for the Bible 

passage. 

The Bible story which was the theme for the 

day was Mark 2:1-12.  
 

1When [Jesus] returned to Capernaum after 

some days, it was reported that he was at 

home. 2 So many gathered around that there was 

no longer room for them, not even in front of the 

door; and he was speaking the word to 

them. 3 Then some people came, bringing to him 

a paralyzed man, carried by four of them. 4 And 

when they could not bring him to Jesus because 

of the crowd, they removed the roof above him; 

and after having dug through it, they let down 

the mat on which the paralytic lay. 5 When Jesus 

saw their faith, he said to the paralytic, “Son, 

your sins are forgiven.” 6 Now some of the 

scribes were sitting there, questioning in their 

hearts, 7 “Why does this fellow speak in this 

way? It is blasphemy! Who can forgive sins but 

God alone?” 8 At once Jesus perceived in his 

spirit that they were discussing these questions 

among themselves; and he said to them, “Why 

do you raise such questions in your 

hearts? 9 Which is easier, to say to the paralytic, 

‘Your sins are forgiven,’ or to say, ‘Stand up and 

take your mat and walk’? 10 But so that you may 

know that the Son of Man has authority on earth 

to forgive sins” – he said to the paralytic – 11 “I 

say to you, stand up, take your mat and go to 

your home.” 12 And he stood up, and 

immediately took the mat and went out before 

all of them; so that they were all amazed and 

glorified God, saying, “We have never seen 

anything like this!” 
 

The children dressed up and acted out portions 

of the story themselves. 

 
People heard that Jesus was in town. 
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The four friends remove the roof of the house in 

order to get their friend to Jesus. 
 

 

The friends took hold of the mat their friend was 

lying on and took him to the roof. 

 
After the paralyzed man was healed, he stood up 

and went home. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Some of the scribes shouted, ‘It is blasphemy!’  
 

 
But the friends … 
 

 
… and the people were amazed and glorified 

God. 
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Lunchtime! Who does not like chicken nuggets 

and macaroni and cheese? 
 

Next, the children participated in several 

activities to help them remember the Bible story: 
 

 
 

 
The children made their own story boxes with 

Jesus, the paralyzed man and the four friends. 

 

 
 

 
In this activity, the children expressed great 

creativity. 

 

 
This activity involved a series of four sections 

of poser board attached with brads so that they 

could be formed into various shapes to tell the 

story of Jesus healing the paralyzed man.  
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The day ended with a game of Pictionary. 
 

Great fun was had by all and we hope a little 

learning happened also. 
 

************************************** 

For a Laugh … or a Smile 
 

 
 

 
Moses teasing Jesus. 

Addresses for Our College Students 
 

Austin Staton 

NC State University 

2921 Thurman Drive 

16370 Sullivan Hall, 1201 E 

Raleigh, NC 27607 

 

Kalah Freeman 

klfreema@UNCG 

Greensboro, NC 27413 

(Yes, that is all you need.) 
 

************************************ 

The Pastor’s Ponderings 
 

I decided not to write a long article this month 

but to simply share a poem with you. It is about 

recognizing that God has given us various 

people in our lives who help us see all the gifts 

which God has placed in us to be all that we can 

be. Enjoy.  
 

In Your Eyes 
 

In your eyes I see myself; 

At first I didn’t believe it. 
 

You see me as helpful and kind; 

So, I resist memory rewind. 
 

You see me as brave and strong; 

I mostly feel I just get along. 
 

You see me as confident; 

I am aware of the energy spent. 
 

You see me as loving and gifted; 

I am frightened by my views, shifted. 
 

You see me as beautiful; 

I try to keep my emotions cool. 
 

You see me as true and wise; 

I just try to minimize the lies. 
 

You see me as sure and steady 

So, I am growing and more ready, 
 

To see myself in your eyes, 

A reflection of God’s design. 
 

Pastor Yvonne 
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“An Oak Tree's Prayer” 
 

Oh Woodsman, pray, don't take my life away, 

Come, listen to what I have to say. 

This spot has been my home for years. 

I've seen many smiles, witnessed many tears. 

Many a bird built a nest in my midst; 

By thunder and lightning I've been kissed.  

The squirrels have run all over me,  

Eating and frolicking, merrily. 

Picnics have been spread at my feet; 

I've heard many secrets;  

survived cold and heat.  

I've experienced fears, and untold joys; 

I've been enjoyed by girls and boys. 

The sun, moon, and stars have admired me, 

The rains have danced merrily on my leaves. 

I've provided shade from the summer's heat; 

I've been a haven where lovers meet. 

So please, don't take my life from me.  

I'm happy being an old oak tree. 
 

     By: Greta Stephens  

     (Submitted by Doris Whisnant) 
 

************************************** 

A woman called her husband and said, “The car 

won't start. I think there's water in the 

carburetor.” 
 

“Really?” the husband answered sarcastically. 

“Do you even know what a carburetor is?” 
 

“I'm sure that there is water in the carburetor, 

and this car isn't moving.” 
 

Her husband sighed. “Where is it?” 
 

“In the swimming pool.” 

************************************** 

A child was sitting on a park bench eating a 

chocolate bar. An older man nearby looked over 

and said, "You know, eating a lot of chocolate is 

bad for you. 
 

The boy thought for a minute and replied, “My 

great-grandfather lived to be 105.” 
 

“And he ate that much chocolate?” 
 

“No, but he did mind his own business.” 

“Two Choices” 
 

What would you do? You make the choice. 

Don't look for a punch line, there isn't one. Read 

it anyway. My question is: Would you have 

made the same choice? 
 

At a fund raising dinner for a school that serves 

children with learning disabilities, the father of 

one of the students delivered a speech that 

would never be forgotten by all who attended. 

After praising the school and its dedicated staff, 

he offered a question:  
 

“When not interfered with outside influences, 

everything nature does, is done with perfection. 

Yet my son, Shay, can't learn things as other 

children do. He can't understand things as other 

children do. Where is the natural order of things 

for my own son?” The audience was stilled by 

the query. 
 

The father continued. “I believe that when a 

child like Shay, who was mentally and 

physically disabled comes into the world, an 

opportunity to realize true human nature 

presents itself, and it comes in the way other 

people treat that child.” 
 

The he told the following story: Shay and I had 

walked past a park where some boys Shay knew 

were playing baseball. Shay asked, “Do you 

think they'll let me play?” I knew that most of 

the boys would not want someone like Shay on 

their team, but as a father I also understood that 

if my son were allowed to play, it would give 

him a much needed sense of belonging and some 

confidence to be accepted by others in spite of 

his handicaps. 
 

I approached one of the boys on the field and 

asked (not expecting much) if Shay could play. 

The boy looked around for guidance and said, 

“We're losing by six runs and the game is in the 

eighth inning. I guess he can be on our team and 

we’ll try to put him in to bat in the ninth inning.” 
 

Shay struggled over to the team’s bench and, 

with a broad smile, put on a team shirt. I watched 

with a small tear in my eye and warmth in my 
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heart. The boys saw my joy at my son being 

accepted.  
 

In the bottom of the eighth inning, Shay’s team 

scored a few runs but was still behind by three 

in the top of the ninth inning, Shay put on a 

glove and played in right field. Even though no 

hits came his way, he was obviously ecstatic just 

to be in the game and on the field, grinning from 

ear to ear as I waved to him from the stands. In 

the bottom of the ninth inning, Shay's team 

scored again. 
 

Now, with two outs and the bases loaded, the 

potential winning run was on base and Shay was 

scheduled to be next at bat. At this point, do they 

let Shay bat and give away their chance to win 

the game? 
 

Surprisingly, Shay was given the bat. Everyone 

knew that a hit was all but impossible because 

Shay didn't even know how to hold the bat 

properly, much less connect with the ball. 
 

However, as Shay stepped up to the plate, the 

pitcher, recognizing that the other team was 

putting winning aside for this moment in Shay's 

life, moved in a few steps to lob the ball in softly 

so Shay could at least make contact. 
 

The first pitch came and Shay swung clumsily 

and missed. The pitcher again took a few steps 

forward to toss the ball softly towards Shay. 
 

As the pitch came in, Shay swung at the ball and 

hit a slow ground ball right back to the pitcher.  

The game would now be over. 
 

The pitcher picked up the soft grounder and 

could have easily thrown the ball to the first 

baseman. Shay would have been out and that 

would have been the end of the game. Instead, 

the pitcher threw the ball right over the first 

baseman's head, out of reach of all team mates. 
 

Everyone from the stands and both teams started 

yelling, “Shay, run to first. Run to first!” Never 

in his life had Shay ever run that far, but he made 

it to first base. He scampered down the baseline, 

wide-eyed and startled. Everyone yelled, “Run 

to second. Run to second!” 
 

Catching his breath, Shay awkwardly ran 

towards second, gleaming and struggling to 

make it to the base. By the time Shay rounded 

towards second base, the right fielder had the 

ball, (the smallest guy on their team who now 

had his first chance to be the hero for his team). 

He could have thrown the ball to the second 

baseman for the tag, but he understood the 

pitcher's intentions so he, too, intentionally 

threw the ball high and far over the third 

baseman's head. 
 

Shay ran toward third base deliriously as the 

runners ahead of him circled the bases toward 

home. All were screaming, “Shay, Shay, Shay, 

all the way, Shay.” 
 

Shay reached third base because the opposing 

shortstop ran to help him by turning him in the 

direction of third base, and shouted, “Run to 

third! Shay, run to third!” 
 

As Shay rounded third, the boys from both 

teams, and the spectators, were on their feet 

screaming, “Shay, run home! Run home!” 
 

Shay ran to home, stepped on the plate, and was 

cheered as the hero who hit the grand slam and 

won the game for his team. 
 

“That day,” said the father softly with tears now 

rolling down his face, “the boys from both teams 

helped bring a piece of true love and humanity 

into this world.” 
 

Shay didn't make it to another summer. He died 

that winter, having never forgotten being the 

hero and making me so happy, and coming 

home and seeing his Mother tearfully embrace 

her little hero of the day!  

 

And now a little footnote to this story: We all 

tell thousands of jokes without a second thought, 

but when it comes to talking about life choices, 

people hesitate. 
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We all have thousands of opportunities every 

single day to help realize the “natural order of 

things.” So many seemingly trival interactions 

between two people, presenting us with a 

choice. 
 

Do we pass along a little spark of love and 

humanity or do we pass up those opportunities 

and leave the world a little bit colder in the 

process? 
 

A wise man once said, “Every society, is judged 

by how it treats it's least fortunate amongst 

them.” Now you have two choices: 

1. Keep this to yourself, or 

2. Tell others 

May your day be a Shay day! Amen!! 
 

 
 

************************************** 

My dog used to chase anyone passing on a 

bicycle. It finally got so bad that we had to take 

his bike away. 
 

************************************** 

Why did the physics teacher break up with the 

biology teacher?  
 

Because there were no chemistry. 
 

**************************************  

“Senior Misunderstanding” 
(Got my concealed carry permit yesterday.) 

 

Yesterday afternoon I went to our local gun shop 

to get a small handgun for personal protection. 

When I was ready to pay for the pistol and 

ammo, the cashier said, “Strip down, facing 

me.” 

Making a mental note to complain to the NRA, 

I did as she instructed. After the hysterical 

laughing stopped, I learned that she was telling 

me how to place my credit card in the card 

reader. 
 

I've been asked to shop elsewhere in the future. 

They need to make their instructions to seniors 

a little more clear. 
 

I still don't think I looked that bad. 

Unknown 
 

************************************** 

Here's something to put a smile on your face. 

Too cute not to share! 

Here goes:  

Jesus loves you 

This I know 

I pray the Lord will 

Heal your toe, 

Your head, your kidneys 

and your spleen, 

And all the places 

in between!!!!!! 
 

************************************** 

“Women's Revenge” 
 

“Cash, check, or change?” I asked, after folding 

items the woman wished to purchase. As she 

fumbled for her wallet, I noticed a remote 

control for a television set in her purse. “So you 

always carry your TV remote?” I asked. “No,” 

she replied, “but my husband refused to come 

shopping with me, and I figured this was the 

most evil thing I could do to him legally.” 
 

************************************** 

You know you're getting old when the candles 

cost more than the cake. 
 

************************************** 

“Should I Really Join Facebook?” 
 

Read it all the way through. Priceless, and really 

quite true. 
 

A good laugh or people in the over 70 group. 
 

When I bought my Blackberry, I thought about 

the 30-year business I ran with 1800 employees, 
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all without a cell phone that plays music, takes 

videos, pictures and communicates with 

Facebook and Twitter. I signed up under protest 

for Twitter and Facebook, so my seven kids, 

their spouses, my 13 grand kids and 2 great 

grand kids could communicate with me in the 

modern way. I figured I could handle something 

as simple as Twitter with only 140 characters of 

space. 
 

My phone was beeping every three minutes with 

the details of everything except the bowel 

movements of the entire next generation. I am 

not ready to live like this, so I keep my cell 

phone in the garage in my golf bag. 
 

The kids bought me a GPS for my last birthday 

because they say I get lost every now and then 

going over to the grocery store or library. I keep 

that in a box under my tool bench with the 

Bluetooth phone (it's red) I am supposed to use 

when I drive. I wore it once and was standing in 

line at Barnes & Noble talking to my wife and 

everyone in the nearest 50 yards was glaring at 

me. I had to take my hearing aid out to use it, 

and I got a little loud. 
 

The GPS looked pretty smart on my dash board, 

but the lady inside that gadget was the most 

annoying, rudest person I had run into in a long 

time. Every ten minutes, she would sarcastically 

say, “Re-calc-ulating.” You would think that she 

could be nicer. It was like she could barely 

tolerate me. She would let go with a deep sigh 

and then tell me to make a U-turn at the next 

light. Then if I made a right turn instead. Well, 

it was not a good relationship. When  I get  really  

lost  now, I call my wife and tell her the name of 

the cross streets and while she is starting to 

develop the same tone as Gypsy, the GPS lady, 

at least she loves me. 
 

To be perfectly frank, I am still trying to learn 

how to use the cordless phones in our house. We 

have had them for 4 years, but I still haven't 

figured out how I lose three phones all at once 

and have to run around digging under chair 

cushions, checking bathrooms, and the dirty 

laundry baskets when the phone rings. 
 

The world is just getting too complex for me. 

They even mess me up every time I go to the 

grocery store.  You would think they could settle 

on something themselves but this sudden “Paper 

or Plastic?” every time I check out just knocks 

me for a loop. I bought some of those cloth 

reusable bags to avoid looking confused, but I 

never remember to take them with me. 
 

Now I toss it back to them. When they ask me, 

"Paper or Plastic?" I just say, “Doesn't matter to 

me. I am bi-sacks-ual.” Then it's their turn to 

stare at me with a blank look. I was recently 

asked if I tweet. I answered, “No, but I do pass 

gas a lot.” 
 

P.S. I know some of you are not over 70. We 

senior citizens don't need any more gadgets. The 

TV remote and the garage door remote is just 

about all we can handle. 
 

 
 

************************************** 

“The Last Cab Ride” 
 

A beautiful reminder about what life is really 

about. 
 

I arrived at the address and honked the horn. 

After waiting a few minutes I honked again. 

Since this was going to be my last ride of my 

shift I thought about just driving away, but 

instead I put the car in park and walked up to the 

door and knocked. 
 

“Just a minute”,  answered  a frail, elderly voice. 
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I could hear something being dragged across the 

floor. After a long pause, the door opened. A 

small woman in her 90's stood before me. She 

was wearing a print dress and a pillbox hat with 

a veil pinned on it, like somebody out of a 1940's 

movie. 
 

By her side was a small nylon suitcase. The 

apartment looked as if no one had lived in it for 

years. All the furniture was covered with sheets. 
 

There were no clocks on the walls, no 

knickknacks or utensils on the counters. In the 

corner was a cardboard box filled with photos 

and glassware. 
 

“Would you carry my bag out to the car?” she 

said. I took the suitcase to the cab, then returned 

to assist the woman. She took my arm and we 

walked slowly toward the curb. She kept 

thanking me for my kindness. 
 

“It's nothing,” I told her. “I just try to treat my 

passengers the way I would want my mother to 

be treated.”  
 

“Oh, you're such a good boy,” she said. 
 

When we got to the cab, she gave me an address 

and then asked, “Could you drive through 

downtown?”  
 

“It's not the shortest way,” I answered quickly. 
 

“Oh, I don't mind,” she said. “I'm in no hurry. 

I'm on my way to a hospice.” I looked in the 

rear-view mirror. Her eyes were glistening. “I 

don't have any family left,” she continued in a 

soft voice. “The doctor says I don't have very 

long.”  
  
I quietly reached over and shut off the meter. 

“What route would you like me to take?” I 

asked. For the next two hours, we drove through 

the city. She showed me the building where she 

had once worked as an elevator operator. We 

drove through the neighborhood where she and 

her husband had lived when they were 

newlyweds. She had me pull up in front of a 

furniture warehouse that had once been a 

ballroom where she had gone dancing as a girl. 

Sometimes she'd ask me to slow in front of a 

particular building or corner and would sit 

staring into the darkness, saying nothing. 
 

As the first hint of sun was creasing the horizon, 

she suddenly said, “I'm tired. Let's go now.” 
 

We drove in silence to the address she had given 

me. It was a low building, like a small 

convalescent home, with a driveway that passed 

under a portico. 
 

Two orderlies came out to the cab as soon as we 

pulled up. They were polite and intent, watching 

her every move. They must be expecting her. 
 

I opened the trunk and took the small suitcase to 

the door. The woman was already seated in a 

wheelchair. “How much do I owe you?” she 

asked, reaching into her purse.  
 

“Nothing,” I answered.  
 

“You have to make a living,” she said.  
 

“There are other passengers,” I responded. 
 

Almost without thinking, I bent and gave her a 

hug. She held onto me tightly. 
 

“You gave an old woman a little moment of 

joy,” she said. “Thank you.” 
 

I squeezed her hand, and then walked into the 

dim morning light. Behind me, a door shut. It 

was the sound of the closing of a life. For the 

rest of that day, I could hardly talk. What if that 

woman had gotten an angry driver, or one who 

was impatient to end his shift? What if I had 

refused to take the run, or had honked once, then 

driven away? On a quick review, I don’t think 

that I have done anything more important in my 

life. 
 

We’re conditioned to think that our lives revolve 

around great moments. But great moments often 

catch us unaware, beautifully wrapped in what 

others may consider a small one. 
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People may not remember exactly what you did, 

or what you said, but they will always remember 

how you made them feel. 
 

Life may not be the party we hoped for, but 

while we are here we might as well dance. 

Amen. 
 

************************************** 

The doctor called Mrs. Cohen saying, “Mrs. 

Cohen, your check came back.” Mrs. Cohen 

replied, “So did my arthritis!” 
 

************************************** 

A drunk was in front of a judge. The judge says, 

“You've been brought here for drinking.” The 

drunk says, “Okay, let's get started.” 
 

************************************** 

A man called his mother in Florida, “Mom, how 

are you?” 
 

“Not too good,” said the Mother, “I've been very 

weak.” 
 

The son said, “Why are you so weak?” 
 

She said, “Because I haven't eaten in 38 days.” 
 

The son said, “That's terrible. Why haven't you 

eaten in 38 days?” 
 

The mother answered, “Because, I didn't want 

my mouth to be full in case you should call.” 
 

************************************** 

The Goings on at QMPC 
 

Elders on Call 
 

Sept. 04th-10th – Rich Bruder 

Sept. 11th-17th – Bennett Ross 

Sept. 18th-24th – Ann Dietz 

Sept. 25th- Oct. 01st – James Sandford 
 

Children's Sermons & Downstairs Teachers 
 

Sept. 4th – Heather Kramer, Gladys Ross  

Sept. 11th – Ruth Pershing, ??? 

Sept. 18th – Darleen Caputo (visiting a shut-in) 

Sept.25th – Heather Kramer, Leila Bruder 
 

************************************** 

For other activities for the month, nothing is on 

the schedule. 

Editor's Note: 

I don't know how many of you knew Mary 

Ramseur (Walt's wife), but she was a very lovely 

lady that died in Millbrae, California on 

Wednesday, August 10th, after a long battle 

with cancer. 
 

Walt & Mary often flew to North Carolina 

visiting relatives, and always attended Quaker 

Meadows when they came home. (Quaker 

Meadows is Walt's home church from 

childhood.) 
 

In Mary's hometown of Millbrae, Ca. the Daily 

Journal printed a beautiful article about Mary, 

and all the things that she had accomplished 

during her lifetime.  
 

With permission, I am attaching that article to 

this newsletter so you can see for yourselves 

what a beautiful lady she was. 

Thank you, 

Ann Dietz 
 

Printed from THE DAILY JOURNAL, 

August 13, 2016, 05:00 AM 

By Bill Silverfarb Daily Journal Staff 
 

Former Millbrae mayor, supervisor dies: Mary 

Griffin Ramseur served on San Mateo County 

Board of Supervisors for 13 years 
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Mary Griffin Ramseur, a key political figure in 

Millbrae dating back 40 years, died Wednesday 

surrounded by her family. 
 

She was 84. 
 

Ramseur was only the second woman elected to 

the Millbrae City Council in 1976 and later was 

elected to the San Mateo County Board of 

Supervisors in 1987, where she served for 13 

years. 
 

She is survived by her husband of 25 years, 

Walter F. Ramseur, a retired United Airlines 

pilot. She was married to the late Donald F. 

Griffin for 30 years. 
 

Ramseur was active in several organizations 

after her political career ended in 2000 including 

the Millbrae Lions Club and Hiller Aviation 

Museum, where she was a founding board 

member. She was also named Millbrae's 

Woman of the Year. 
 

“It's a great loss. She's the heart of the 

community," said Millbrae Councilman Wayne 

Lee, a fellow Lions Club member.  
 

Ramseur, a former kindergarten teacher, always 

put children first, Lee said.  
 

She founded and formerly chaired the Children's 

Executive Council. 
 

“She exemplifies someone who is devoted to 

community. She was inclusive. She never 

excluded anyone,” Lee said. 
 

She was also a very spiritual person who loved 

to sing in the church choir, Lee said. She was 

also a big supporter of the Millbrae Chamber of 

Commerce. 
 

“Mary was not only a staunch supporter of the 

chamber for nearly 50 years, she worked 

tirelessly for our community and beyond, 

embodying courage, dignity and grace during  

her long  illness,” according  to a chamber 

statement. 
 

When she retired from the Board of Supervisors 

in 2000, U.S. Rep. Anna Eshoo, D-Palo Alto, 

wrote a tribute to Ramseur for the Congressional 

Record. 
 

“So today, Mr. Speaker, I ask my colleagues, to 

join me in honoring this great and good woman 

whom I'm proud to call my friend and my 

colleague. We are indeed a better county, a 

better country and a better people because of 

her,” Eshoo concluded in the tribute. 
 

Ramseur served as president of the board twice 

in 1989 and 1993. 
 

“Mary's tireless dedication to San Mateo County 

and in particular its children, is without 

compare. Our thoughts and prayers go out to her 

family and loved ones and we hope they know 

Mary's legacy lives on through the programs and 

services she spearheaded to provide every child 

a high quality of life. Mary is a shining example 

of a public servant and remains a model of what 

we all strive to accomplish for those we serve,” 

County Manager John Maltbie wrote in a 

statement. 
 

She served as president of the Association of 

Bay Area Governments and chair of the 

Metropolitan Transportation Commission. She 

was also a member of the San Francisco Airport 

Roundtable. 
 

Friend and former Millbrae mayor Marge 

Colapietro described Ramseur as a tireless 

volunteer beyond generous with her time. 
 

“I know that she fought her battle with cancer 

with determination and grace and she will be 

missed in our community and beyond,” 

Colapietro said. 
 

Ramseur is survived by her husband of 25 years, 

three children, three stepchildren and seven 

grandchildren. 
 

A celebration of Ramseur's life is 10 a.m. 

Saturday, Aug. 20, at First Presbyterian Church 

of Burlingame, 1500 Easton Drive, Burlingame. 


