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Pastor’s  Reflections 

Someone shared with me this article that Rev. Angela Pleasants, former pastor of Wingate UMC and District Super-
intendent of Catawba Valley, wrote recently.  I believe that this is applicable to the  discussions in the Talk It Over 
Groups.  The Art of Neighboring requires us to change our perceptions, learn more patience, step out of our comfort 
zones, listen to others, become aware of those around us, and live out the love of Christ.  May we be moved into 
action as we reflect on last month’s study on neighboring in the Bible and heard from speakers about the lives of 
those in the neighborhood.   May these words from Rev. Pleasants inspire us as we move forward! 
 
“I strive to maintain my workout routine when I travel. Recently, when I was out of town, I neglected to take my 
resistance bands for strength training. I continued my cardio routine by walking five miles each day. When I re-
turned home and resumed my strength training, I noticed a significant difference. I was weaker in the area I once 
had great strength.  
 
When we focus on one area of training while neglecting other areas, the neglected areas become weak. If I were to 
continue in one form of exercise and never to change my routine, it would have adverse effects on my body. Over 
time it could lead to stress on muscles and joints.  
 
Some local congregations have been doing ministry the same for many years. As a result, they are experiencing 
stress and weakness. When a change in ministry is suggested I often hear the mantra, “We have always done it this 
way.” We learn that doing the same thing and getting the same results is insanity. It can hinder growth. Likewise, 
when churches refuse to learn new ways to minister, we hinder our spiritual development. There are times we will 
need to cast our net on the other side.  
 
“They went out and got into the boat; and that night they caught nothing. So Jesus said to them, ‘Children, you do 
not have any fish, do you?’ They answered him, ‘No.’ And he said to them, ‘Cast the net on the right-hand side of 
the boat and you will find a catch.’ So they cast, and then they were not able to haul it in because of the great num-
ber of fish.” John 21:3-6 NASB. It would have been insanity for them to continue casting on the side that was not 
giving them results. 
 
How often do we continue to cast our nets in areas with no results because we refuse to change? There was nothing 
wrong with the know-how of the trained fisherman. They were just casting on a non-productive side of the boat. 
Jesus said to cast on the other side of the boat. Instead of them saying, “Jesus, we have always fished from this side 
of the boat.” They were obedient to the command of Jesus and changed their tactic. As a result, their catch was so 
massive they were unable to haul in the catch. 
 
Don’t miss the call of God when he inspires new minds and fresh expressions of worship and ministry. No matter 
how trained and learned we are, there is little we can do without Jesus. We must die to self to discover the resurrect-
ed life and the harvest of the Lord. Go ahead, cast in a new direction and enjoy the harvest.” 
 
Peace, Tracy 



 



 

The Book Club meets on the second Tuesday of each month at 7:00pm at the Parsonage (109 Hinson Street).   

Everyone  Welcome! 

                                                                     

 

 

                                                                                                                    

                                                  

 

TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 14 AT 7 PM                                                                                                    

The Faith Club by Ranya Idiby,  

Suzanne Oliver, Priscilla Warner 

TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 12 AT 7 PM 

 Camino Island by John Grisham 

TUESDAY, DECEMBER 12 AT 7 PM 
Shepherd's Abiding by Jan Karon  

TUESDAY, OCTOBER 17 AT 7 PM 
Hillbilly Elegy by JD Vance 

TUESDAY, AUGUST 8 AT 7 PM 

The Radium Girls by Kate Moore 



 

P rayer Ministry               

Continual Need:  Emily Lawrence, Lynn Deason, Eddie Goodman, Charles Riddle,  Kevin Neuberth, Diana 

Starnes, Taylor Byrum, Polly Mohr (Sue Channell’s sister), Luther Johnson (Verma Johnson’s brother),  

Lonnie Whitley (Carrie Wallace’s brother), Martha Burgess (Doris Wheeler’s sister), Aimee Risch (mother 

of Victor Hendrix); Thomas Knight (Denise Henton’s friend), Scott Schumpert (Pastor Tracy’s brother), Na-

talie Wheeler (Doris Wheeler’s granddaughter) 

Current Need: Molly Bentley; Bill Dunlap; Ervin Hamilton; Verma Johnson; Glenda Ohmann; Bucky 

Henton; Matthew Ferguson; Mary Pressley (Georgia Coyle’s sister);  J. B Ashcraft  (Randy Ashcraft’s fa-

ther); Doris Wheeler; Sam Summers; Wes, Alisha & Faith Kilby; Arlene Frye; Ann Barber, Joyce Goodman; 

Diane Griffith; Kay Knight; Rollin Channell; Arthur Johnson (Verma’s brother); Keenan Denard (Tonya 

Johnson’s son)  

Homebound: Vivian Chaney, Robert Troy, Carrie Wallace, Steve Ferguson, Paul Perkins 

College Students:  Douglas Lawrence (UNCC), Jonathan Helms-Brown (Wingate University), Kyndal Cas-

key (Wingate University) 

Grieving a Loss: Lori Garmon, for the loss of her father on July 2nd.  The family of Johnnie Lamm. 

Missionaries: Rev. Umba Kalangwa, Tanzania, East Africa; Rev. Macklann Basse, Togo, West Africa 

Always: Our World, Our Nation, Our Community, Our Church 

Activities and Events in Need of Prayer 

-Please pray for all the children who may come to  Vacation Bible School, Saturday, Aug. 5th, as well as 

all those who will lead and assist in that ministry. 

-The Worship Committee, which will meet twice this month.  On Aug. 9th, at 6:15 pm, plans and visions 

for the Open Hearts Worship will be the focus.  At 6 pm on Aug. 17th, planning will begin for a Children’s 

Sabbath Service, which will be held Oct. 8th. Please also prayerfully consider if you would like to join either 

of these meetings, which welcomes all contributions of thoughts and ideas. 

-Please pray for the Smyrna UMC Homecoming on Aug. 27th, that it may offer a blessed celebration of 

past, present, and future for our sister church. 

-Please hold in prayer the work, and those who will participate in the meetings, of the Reimagining Health 

Collaborative on Mental Health that will begin our local monthly meetings at 5 pm Aug. 27 at Smyrna 

UMC. Please also pray for inspiration to find a good name that fits this group and work! 

-Be in prayerful consideration of the personal calling of God in your life, as we soon will begin the process 

of filling committees and leadership roles for our 2018 church ministries. In praying for God’s help for oth-

ers, we may forget to also ask that He clearly shows us where we may serve. Lay Servant Training may 

also be something you want to consider, which will be held at Wingate UMC on Oct. 7th. 

-Never forget to hold up in prayer the work and lives of Rev. Tracy Schumpert, and all Pastors, as they 

empower and guide our faith lives. May our prayers help strengthen all that they do. 



 

M issions Ministry 

   By the O.O.C. 

Gleaning Ministry—We have had one gleaning mission during the month of July 2017.  We received 700 

pounds of fresh produce from Creekside Farms of Union County on 27 June 2017. Distribution was made to The 

Winchester Seniors, The Union County Community Shelter, Restoration House, and Gatewood Village. 

Loaves and Fishes—Our church has provided 12 items of food to Loaves and Fishes during the month of July 

2017.  The requested item for July 2017 was (3) 16 oz. packages of dried beans.  The requested item for August 

is (3) 7.25 oz. boxes of macaroni and cheese or three (3) 16oz. packages of pasta.  As always, substitutions are 

welcome. 

Community Garden—We will turn over the entire garden as soon as possible, and we will plant green leaf vege-

tables for Fall.  This is about three weeks early due to changes in our weather pattern.  We will also replant some 

of the Summer plants in order to take advantage of our long period of summer weather remaining. 

New Raised Garden—We continue to do maintenance on our New Raised Garden, and we have harvested some 

green bell peppers from our new plants in the garden.  All other plants continue to do well. 

Missions Ministry—We had a very successful Mobile Food Pantry on 5 July 2017 in spite of a little heat.  Our 

church provided $100.00 for emergency food assistance to one local family during the month of July 2017.  

Plans for our Annual Community Thanksgiving Dinner have started.  Specific information will begin to appear 

in bulletins and the newsletter for September 2017. 



 

    Loaves and Fishes Ministry        

 August  Donations Requested:  

Three (3) 7.5oz. Boxes of Macaroni and Cheese or Three (3) 16 oz. Packages of Pasta 

As always, substitutions are welcome. 

                      Wingate United Methodist Men’s Breakfast     

 

         Wingate United Methodist Women’s Group    

The Wingate UM Men meet for breakfast once a quarter, on the fourth Sunday, at 

8:00am.  The next meeting is scheduled for September 24th. 

Flowers for Worship 

If you would like to place flowers in the church for worship, please contact Pat Byrum by the Friday prior 

to the date you wish to place them.  If the flowers are in honor or memory of a person or event please in-

form Pat at that time so that proper notation can be made in the bulletin. 

All women are invited to join the UMW for our next meeting.  This will be on Septem-

ber 10th at 1:00pm in the Miriam Braswell classroom. 

Electronic Giving  
 
Everything we have belongs to God and we are simply managing those resources here 
on earth. Through our tithes and offerings, we demonstrate in a tangible way our love 
for God and our neighbors.  We are excited to share with you an additional way to give 
to the ministry of the church at Wingate UMC!  Use the convenient GivePlus Mo-
bile app or go the Wingate UMC Website.  Thank you and all givers for your contin-
ued generosity to God's mission! 



 

Views From A Loft (The Choir Loft, That Is) 
By Kurt Hendrix 

 As I said in an earlier column, it has been forty-five years since I served in Vietnam.  August is an especially dear month 

to me, for this was the Month of Going Home.  In terms of combat action, it had been a rather lop-sided year.  For the first seven 

and a half months, I couldn’t say for sure that anyone had pointed a rifle in my direction.  Starting in April of 1972, all of that 

changed.  The North Vietnamese (NV’s) attacked in division strength at several places along the length of South Vietnam in what 

has come to be known as The ‘72 Easter Offensive.  In early May, several NV soldiers made a determined and pretty credible 

attempt to shoot off the front end of my helicopter.  I found this annoying because I was sitting in there at the time.  To be fair, I 

was snatching up the crew of a downed Cobra helicopter and, as the bounty on the heads of Cobra pilots was 40,000 piasters, I 

was flying off with a small fortune, which they felt belonged to them.  Well, they’d just have to settle for  their “Brave Destroyer 

of an American Helicopter” merit badge. Still, it was a big change from the earlier months of my tour.   

 In mid June, the helicopter I was assigned to fly took a burst of fifty-one caliber machine-gun fire through the engine and 

I was afforded the chance to do my very first, this-is-for-all-the-marbles, forced landing autorotation.  The platoon instructor pi-

lot, who had given me most of my check-rides while I was in Vietnam and was flying the aircraft immediately behind mine in our 

formation, said it was the very best one I’d ever made.  I’d like to tell you about it this great autorotation, but I don’t remember a 

thing about it.  Apparently, in order to have long-term memories of something, you must first make short-term memories of the 

event. Sometimes, you can be so focused on the present that your brain fails to make any short-term memories.  This is why acci-

dent victims often have sketchy, if any, memories of the accident.  I remember, clearly, being slammed sideways by the impact of 

the half-inch-thick bullets; the howling jet engine going suddenly quiet; and the curious, shuffling-cards sound of the compressor 

section shedding its blades: then, nothing until my crew and I were trying to break the Olympic record for the twenty-yard dash to 

the rescue helicopter.  As we lifted off, a Cobra gunship rolled in hot and pumped a pair of rockets into my damaged helicopter (I 

had been carrying a load of ammo we couldn’t leave for the NV’s).  It was a very impressive boom. 

 I don’t recall that it actually says so in The Bible, but it sure seems a part of divine law that bad things happen in threes.  

My third happened a little over a month later in late July.  A tumbling bullet ripped a hole in my helicopter’s belly tank and my 

fuel began to pour out all over the landscape.  I’d had a bit over a thousand pounds of jet fuel when the hit occurred — hopefully 

enough to get me to Firebase Nancy, the closest, friendly territory where I could land.  The flight leader gave me a Cobra gunship 

and another Huey transport helicopter as escort, in case I had to autorotate again. While headed to Nancy, all I could think about 

was those Bugs Bunny/Yosemite Sam cartoons where Sam had a barrel of black powder that had a hole in it and left a trail of 

powder as he ran off.  Bugs would light the trail of powder which would catch up to Sam and blow him up.  I now had a five hun-

dred-yard-long trail of fuel following me through the sky.  I called on the radio”...Anybody remember those Bugs Bunny Yosemi-

te Sam cartoons?”  “The ones with the black powder,” someone replied.  “Yeah.  Do you think a tracer round through the fuel 

plume would light it off?” I asked.  No one answered, but I noticed both my escorts moved farther away.  I never found out the 

answer because no one did put a tracer bullet through the plume.  I reached Nancy, cut across the traffic pattern, and shot a land-

ing to the parking area.  The engine quit in the middle of the shut-down procedures — I’d had about two or three minutes more 

time when I set down.  I realized about then that I had reached my excitement quota for this tour and was ready to go home. 

 However, home might not be ready for me.  Armed Forces Radio Vietnam and Stars and Stripes had a lot of stories of 

unrest in the States about the Vietnam War.  That, of course, was nothing new, but you begin to look at things in a different way 

when you are the one who is about to step into the maelstrom.  You begin to wonder how it will be to get into a situation where 

American citizens, frustrated over their inability to get their government to listen to them, were attacking returning soldiers, sail-

ors, airmen, and marines.  How will you react to such an attack?  It is one more weight on your shoulders at a time when you’re 

already scared to death that you might get wounded or killed right at the very end of your tour — the short-timers fear.  You al-

ready know you won’t get greeted by flowers and ticker tape — you pray you won’t be greeted by spittle, rocks, and bottles. 

 When I went to my first duty station after returning from Vietnam, I heard the horror stories of what happened to some of 

my friends.  Some of them WERE pelted with rocks and bottles.  Almost all of them were threatened and called names.  One man 

was called a “baby-killer”; an ironic bit of name-calling because he had almost been killed forcing his way through fog to land at 

a hospital in Saigon with a baby who had been wounded in a mortar attack.  I know because I was his co-pilot — one of my first 

missions in Vietnam.  That the little girl died was not his fault.  He and the rest should have gotten to come home with me. 

 Now, I know there had to have been protests and angry people here, but somehow, never with me.  I wore my greens 

when I landed at Douglas Airport (just “Douglas” in those days).  On Sunday, I went to church in my  dress blues.  While in uni-

form and for the next thirty days of leave, the only hand gestures I received were open hands reaching out to shake mine and the 

only words I heard were some variation on the theme, “We’re glad to have you home.”  I cannot tell you how much it helped me 

to deal with the experiences of that war to be so greeted and so welcomed.  I bleed for those who were not welcomed so.  As this 

is a somewhat public forum, I would like to take advantage of it to say to all of you, “Thank you.” 



 

Taylor Byrum — August 2nd 

Susan Ozmore — August 5th 

Seth Lawrence — August 7th 

Ivan Rogers — August 12th 

Sue Channell — August 20th 


