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VISION STATEMENT OF THE NY ANNUAL CONFERENCE 
THE NEW YORK ANNUAL CONFERENCE THROUGH THE GRACE OF GOD EMBODIES THE 

BELOVED COMMUNITY OF HOPE, BUILDING UP A HEALTHY BODY OF CHRIST, WITH HEART-
WARMED UNITED METHODISTS IN MISSION FOR THE TRANSFORMATION OF THE WORLD. 

 
VISION STATEMENT OF THE UNITED METHODIST CHURCH OF LAKE RONKONKOMA 

WE ARE THE CHURCH AT FIVE CORNERS SPREADING THE “LIGHT OF CHRIST” 
FROM OURSELVES TO THE COMMUNITY AND THE WORLD. 

 

Be sure to invite your friends and family to our 

Spring Festival and Quilt Show! 
 

 



Join us for Registration Day on Sunday, May 3.  Please arrive a few 
minutes early and accompany your child to his or her Sunday School 
class.  At that time we will have registration forms and flyers so that you 
may register your children for next year's Sunday School class as well 
as our Wednesday programs; Enrichment, Youth Choirs, MYF, 
Confirmation.  We look forward to seeing you! 

 

 

 



 



DRIVER SAFETY WORKSHOP TO BE OFFERED 

A Driver Safety Workshop by Defensive Driving 

First Corp will be held at our church.  The class will 

be on June 6, 2015 at 9:00 AM.  The cost is $35.00.  

A light Breakfast and a light Lunch will be provided. 

Save money on your vehicle insurance with 

completion of this course.   

A sign-up sheet is on the bulletin board in Hertlin 

Hall or you can RSVP to the church office at  

                                       631-588-5856.    

 
 

Join the Quilting Club on Fridays from 

1:30 PM – 4:00 PM. 

All skill levels welcome! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

The UMM will have a Breakfast Meeting on  

Saturday, June 6th at 08:00 at the  

Airport Diner - 3760 Veterans' Memorial Highway, Bohemia.   

All men of the church are welcome to attend. 



Do you enjoy playing games? 

Join us for Game Night on  

Friday, May 15
th

 at 7:00 p.m. 

Bring your favorite game or play one 

brought by others. 

All adults are welcome to attend. 

 

 

 

 

 

The United Methodist Women had its April meeting at our new time of 7 p.m., 
which seemed to help our parking problems, and we had a wonderful turnout of 
about twenty women. 
 

Patricia Hayward gave an informative and inspirational talk about the 
importance of forgiveness as part of her and our journey with the Lord.  
We all learned from her witness to the power of forgiveness, and why 
and how it affects our daily walk with the Lord.  Patricia’s questions 
about forgiveness reflected our own, and she answered them so well, 
step by step through this vital area of faith.  Her program will resonate 
with each of us for a long time.  Thank you, Patricia. 

 

COME TO THE TREASURE HUNT!  The UMW will have a table 
at the Spring Festival on May 2 (rain date May 9).  We have 
been fortunate to be offered some of the household collection of 
a dear friend who has moved to assisted living.  See a wide 
variety of wonderful items, old and new.  Stop by and find 
your new treasure. 
 

All ladies of the church – Mark your calendars!  The UMW End of the Year Party 
will be held on Friday, June 12 at Helen Morley’s home, 3 Antrim Court, 
Farmingville.  Bring a “beginning” or an “ending”.  This will be an evening of great 
fun, good food and camaraderie.  Thank you, Helen, for opening your home to the 
UMW. 
 

UMW’s next meeting will be on Monday, May 11 at 7:00 p.m.   
 

Have a blessed day, 
Catherine Carlson 



 



 

 

 
MAY BIRTHDAYS 

  These names are offered each month as an opportunity  
  to extend to our friends and loved ones the love of Christ  
  on these special days and to express our thanks for the  
  gift of their presence in our midst. 
 

  If you would like to be on our birthday list, call the church  
  office at 588-5856 and we will gladly add your name.  

 

1 Olivia Holmes 

3 Linda Stelling 

3 Katie Pfeil 

5 Rudy Gibiser 

7 Susan Filipowich 

11 Paula Filipowich 

11 Sarah Graf 

12 James Baumann 

12 Gabriella Czerw 

15 Art Ricker 

15 Lorraine Taliercio 

16 Adam Subbiondo 

16 Art Germain 

17 Rosemarie Heiserer 

21 Ashley Cartier 

21 Rose Young 

28 Nancy Zukowski 

29 Katy Carroll 

 

 

 

 



 



Please join the Art Club on  

Monday afternoons in  

Baker Hall - 2:00 PM to 3:30 PM. 

All skill levels welcome! 
 

 

Memorial gifts have been given in memory of 

Marie Clukey 
 

from  
Georgene Clark,   

                       Ron and Marilee Drisgula 
 

 

Rev. Joseph Ewoodzie, Coordinator 
of Mission and Outreach of the 
NYAC, joined us for Mission 

Sunday on April 26th.   
 

Our focus was  
“Imagine No Malaria”.   

 

The children enjoyed his special 
Children’s Message! 

 

 

Please notify the church office of any 

telephone number, address or email address 

changes so that we may update our files.   
 

REMINDER:  Articles for the Good News  
                     are due in the church office by the 
                     fifteenth of each month.  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

MARTHA'S PLACE THRIFT SHOP  
 

SPRING IS FINALLY HERE WITH GOOD WEATHER AND 
THE TULIPS AND DAFFODILS HAVE BLOOMED.  THE 
FORSYTHIA WILL BE BLOOMING SOON. 
 

WE ARE BUSY AS EVER HANGING SPRING AND SUMMER 
CLOTHING AND WE HAVE SOME VERY NICE TOPS, 
SKIRTS, DRESSES, POCKET BOOKS, SHOES, BLAZERS, 
JACKETS, CARDIGANS, ETC. TO IMPRESS OUR PUBLIC 
SHOPPERS. 

 

ONCE AGAIN I IMPLORE YOU TO DROP IN TO SEE WHAT A FINE DISPLAY 
WE HAVE FOR ALL------MEN AND CHILDREN INCLUDED. 
 

WE ALSO HAVE DISHES, LINENS, PILLOWS, AND OTHER HOUSEHOLD 
ITEMS. 
 

Yours in Christ, 
Marilee Drisgula and all volunteers 
 

 
 

The MYF extends a big 
“Thank You” to the congregation 
for the overwhelming response  

to our Plant Sale. 



 







 



         A true story by Catherine Moore 

 

"Watch out!  You nearly broadsided that car!"  My father yelled at me.  "Can't you do 

anything right?"  Those words hurt worse than blows.  I turned my head toward the elderly 

man in the seat beside me, daring me to challenge him.  A lump rose in my throat as I 

averted my eyes.  I wasn't prepared for another battle. 
 

"I saw the car, Dad.  Please don't yell at me when I'm driving."  My voice was measured 

and steady, sounding far calmer than I really felt. 
 

Dad glared at me, then turned away and settled back.  At home I left Dad in front of the 

television and went outside to collect my thoughts.  Dark, heavy clouds hung in the air 

with a promise of rain.  The rumble of distant thunder seemed to echo my inner turmoil.  

What could I do about him?   
 

Dad had been a lumberjack in Washington and Oregon.  He had enjoyed being outdoors 

and had reveled in pitting his strength against the forces of nature.  He had entered 

grueling lumberjack competitions, and had placed often.  The shelves in his house were 

filled with trophies that attested to his prowess. 
 

The years marched on relentlessly.  The first time he couldn't lift a heavy log, he joked 

about it; but later that same day I saw him outside alone, straining to lift it.  He became 

irritable whenever anyone teased him about his advancing age, or when he couldn't do 

something he had done as a younger man. 
 

Four days after his sixty-seventh birthday, he had a heart attack.  An ambulance sped him 

to the hospital while a paramedic administered CPR to keep blood and oxygen flowing.  At 

the hospital, Dad was rushed into an operating room.  He was lucky; he survived.  But 

something inside Dad died.  His zest for life was gone.  He obstinately refused to follow 

doctor's orders.  Suggestions and offers of help were turned aside with sarcasm and insults.  

The number of visitors thinned, and then finally stopped altogether.  Dad was left alone. 
 

My husband, Dick, and I asked Dad to come live with us on our small farm.  We hoped the 

fresh air and rustic atmosphere would help him adjust. 
 

Within a week after he moved in, I regretted the invitation.  It seemed nothing was 

satisfactory.  He criticized everything I did.  I became frustrated and moody.  Soon I was 

taking my pent-up anger out on Dick.  We began to bicker and argue. 
 

Alarmed, Dick sought out our pastor and explained the situation.  The clergyman set up 

weekly counseling appointments for us.  At the close of each session he prayed, asking 

God to soothe Dad's troubled mind. 
 

But the months wore on and God was silent.  Something had to be done and it was up to 

me to do it. 
 



The next day I sat down with the phone book and methodically called each of the mental 

health clinics listed in the Yellow Pages.  I explained my problem to each of the 

sympathetic voices that answered in vain. 
 

Just when I was giving up hope, one of the voices suddenly exclaimed, "I just read 

something that might help you!  Let me go get the article." 
 

I listened as she read.  The article described a remarkable study done at a nursing home.  

All of the patients were under treatment for chronic depression.  Yet their attitudes had 

improved dramatically when they were given responsibility for a dog. 
 

I drove to the animal shelter that afternoon.  After I filled out a questionnaire, a uniformed 

officer led me to the kennels.  The odor of disinfectant stung my nostrils as I moved down 

the row of pens.  Each contained five to seven dogs.  Long-haired dogs, curly-haired dogs, 

black dogs, spotted dogs all jumped up, trying to reach me.  I studied each one but rejected 

one after the other for various reasons; too big, too small, too much hair.  As I neared the 

last pen, a dog in the shadows of the far corner struggled to his feet, walked to the front of 

the run and sat down.  It was a pointer, one of the dog world's aristocrats.  But this was a 

caricature of the breed. 
 

Years had etched his face and muzzle with shades of gray.  His hip bones jutted out in 

lopsided triangles.  But it was his eyes that caught and held my attention.  Calm and clear, 

they beheld me unwaveringly. 
 

I pointed to the dog.  "Can you tell me about him?"  The officer looked, and then shook his 

head in puzzlement.  "He's a funny one.  Appeared out of nowhere and sat in front of the 

gate.  We brought him in, figuring someone would be right down to claim him.  That was 

two weeks ago and we've heard nothing.  His time is up tomorrow."  He gestured 

helplessly. 
 

As the words sank in I turned to the man in horror.  "You mean you're going to kill him?"  

"Ma'am," he said gently, "that's our policy.  We don't have room for every unclaimed dog." 
 

I looked at the pointer again.  The calm brown eyes awaited my decision.  "I'll take him," I 

said.  I drove home with the dog on the front seat beside me.  When I reached the house I 

honked the horn twice.  I was helping my prize out of the car when Dad shuffled onto the 

front porch.  "Ta-da!  Look what I got for you, Dad!" I said excitedly.  
 

Dad looked, then wrinkled his face in disgust.  "If I had wanted a dog I would have gotten 

one.  And I would have picked out a better specimen than that bag of bones.  Keep it!  I 

don't want it."  Dad waved his arm scornfully and turned back toward the house. 
 

Anger rose inside me.  It squeezed together my throat muscles and pounded into my 

temples.  "You'd better get used to him, Dad.  He's staying!" 
 

Dad ignored me.  "Did you hear me, Dad?"  I screamed.  At those words Dad whirled 

angrily, his hands clenched at his sides, his eyes narrowed and blazing with hate.  We 



stood glaring at each other like duelists, when suddenly the pointer pulled free from my 

grasp.  He wobbled toward my dad and sat down in front of him.  Then slowly, carefully, 

he raised his paw. 
 

Dad's lower jaw trembled as he stared at the uplifted paw.  Confusion replaced the anger in 

his eyes.  The pointer waited patiently.  Then Dad was on his knees hugging the animal. 
 

It was the beginning of a warm and intimate friendship.  Dad named the pointer Cheyenne.  

Together he and Cheyenne explored the community.  They spent long hours walking down 

dusty lanes.  They spent reflective moments on the banks of streams, angling for tasty 

trout.  They even started to attend Sunday services together, Dad sitting in a pew and 

Cheyenne lying quietly at his feet. 
 

Dad and Cheyenne were inseparable throughout the next three years.  Dad's bitterness 

faded, and he and Cheyenne made many friends.  Then late one night I was startled to feel 

Cheyenne’s cold nose burrowing through our bed covers.  He had never before come into 

our bedroom at night.  I woke Dick, put on my robe and ran into my father's room.  Dad 

lay in his bed, his face serene.  But his spirit had left quietly sometime during the night.   
 

Two days later my shock and grief deepened when I discovered Cheyenne lying dead 

beside Dad's bed.  I wrapped his still form in the rag rug he had slept on.  As Dick and I 

buried him near a favorite fishing hole, I silently thanked the dog for the help he had given 

me in restoring Dad's peace of mind. 
 

The morning of Dad's funeral dawned overcast and dreary.  This day looks like the way I 

feel, I thought, as I walked down the aisle to the pews reserved for family.  I was surprised 

to see the many friends Dad and Cheyenne had made filling the church.  The pastor began 

his eulogy.  It was a tribute to both Dad and the dog that had changed his life. 
 

And then the pastor turned to Hebrews 13:2.  "Do not neglect to show hospitality to 

strangers, for by this some have entertained angels without knowing it."  "I've often 

thanked God for sending that angel," he said. 
 

For me, the past dropped into place, completing a puzzle that I had not seen before:  the 

sympathetic voice that had just read the right article, Cheyenne’s unexpected appearance at 

the animal shelter, his calm acceptance, and complete devotion to my father, and the 

proximity of their deaths.  And suddenly I understood.  I knew that God had answered my 

prayers after all.   
 

Life is too short for drama or petty things, so laugh hard, love truly and forgive quickly.  

Live while you are alive.  Forgive now those who made you cry.  You might not get a 

second time.  Share this story with someone.  Lost time can never be found. 

 
 

God answers our prayers in His time......not ours. 

 



A Little Fun... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 



 



 



 



 



 



     Looking Ahead to Coming Events... 
 

June 6  Defensive Driving Workshop  9:00 AM 

   UMM Breakfast Meeting at the Airport Diner – 8:00 AM 
        3760 Veterans' Memorial Highway, Bohemia 

June 10 – 13 New York Annual Conference at Hofstra University  

June 12  UMW Planning Meeting at Helen Morley’s Home 

June 13  Sower Seeds of Faith & Finance Seminar  

June 14  Nettie Baker Day,  
   Recognition Sunday, 
   Last Day of Sunday School  10:00 AM  

June 19  Game Night     7:00 PM 

June 20  MYF Barbecue at Patchogue UMC  12 – 4 PM 

June 21  Baptism Sunday 

July 17  Game Night     7:00 PM 

August 21  Game Night     7:00 PM 

September 12 Grand Fall Auction   Viewing at 11:00 AM,  
         Bidding at 12:00 PM 

September 18 Game Night     7:00 PM 

October 3  Pumpkin Delivery Day   9:00 AM 

Oct. 23 – 25 Youth Retreat at Quinipet 

October 24 Harvest Dinner     5:00 PM



 


