Jump to appended: Weekly Devotional #28
                *PRAYER REQUESTS*    *(indicates new) 
Please remember all people on our Prayer List with prayers, thoughts, cards: 

MEMBERS & FRIENDS OF THE VALLEYS:  

*Shirley Seiler; *J. S. Miller, (Hospital, had surgery, Gary/Carol Millers’ sister); Arletta Thomas; Janette & Dennis Leitzel; Rahn Cooper; Barbara Lauver; Gerry Wiest; Neva Cichy; Gary Fetterhoff; Donna Motter; Hannah Gonder, (Leon/Diane Shaffer’s granddaughter); Kayla Gonder; Dennis Croutharmel; Marissa Faust; Gail Shertzer; Michelle Chubb, (Charlie/Gail Shertzer’s daughter); Mary Cooke; Gary Miller; Carol Cooper; Jane Baker; Dean Etzweiler; Esther Masser; Sue Maichle; Sophia, Ben & Sarah Heinbaugh; Carole Fetterhoff, Randy Pomeroy; Lori Graeff;  Kelly Richter; Deanna McNair; Kelly Shutt; Deb Castellani; Judy Miller; Dorothy Rand; Ben Baker; Inez Boyer; Liam Neiswender; Terry Etzweiler; Carl Baker; Neva Smith; Rick Welker; Rob; Naomi Patrick; Alan Bostdorf; Nancy/Tim Wilbert; Jacob Castellani; Stan/Loretta Brown; Cammie/Raymond Enders; Jennifer Herb; Karen Kahler; Jean Enders; Hilda Baker; Karen Saul; Destiny Snyder; Glenda Lissner; Guy Kerstetter; Katy Campbell; Larry Snyder; Carolyn Rickmer; Joslyn Thomas; Kevin; Jim Zeigler; Janelle Miller; James Eisenhard; Janet Flowers; Ruth Boyer;  Henry Hassinger; Phyllis McCleaf; Sue Miller; Ray Meredith; Jerry Sturm; Jerry Valentine; Janeal Yerger; Peyton Simmers; Justin Hoffman; Deb Perkins; Mike Miller & Dee Hansen, (Gary Miller’s nephew & niece); Ellie Baker; Glen Hale; Kenny Baker;
OUR SHUT INS: Myra Hoffman; Lila Baddorf; Hannah Klinger; June and Greg Gelnett; Vickie Shoffler; Janet Noblit; Lori Graff; Lamar Ressler 
MISSIONS: Covenant Missionaries: Jen/Minh D.; Cathy C.; Covenant Missionaries, all Missionaries serving all around the world.

Please inform the Valleys if you or a member of your family is in the hospital, hospitals do not inform us unless you tell them to contact us.  Please call the church office (717-896-3118). Please put prayer requests (also name of person requesting prayer) on the back of “Welcome Card” which is in the pew rack and place it in offering plate, also please give a contact name who we can contact for updates or call the church office. In order to keep prayer list accurate, we will keep people on prayer list for 60 days unless we receive a phone call or email update to keep them on the list from person who put person on prayer list.
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                               July 17, 2022
     Sixth Sunday after Pentecost
Sue Miller - Guest Speaker 
                      The Valleys Evangelical Covenant Church
        3682 Peters Mountain Rd.  P O Box H Halifax, PA 17032
       Church Office Hours: Mon. thru Thurs. - 10AM to 3PM 

                                  Church Office (717-896-3118)           

   Web Site - ValleysEcc.Org   Email - valleysecc.halifax@gmail.com
View online services at Link:

https://www.facebook.com/The-Valleys-Evangelical-Covenant-Church-113739983341029/     or on YouTube Link https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCWCNvvB8qUyJVry4rUWQFGQ 

If you are not on Facebook, go to the above YouTube link and you should be able to see any of the services (after the live stream is finished).  You can also listen to the sermon on Valleys website.  
      Valleys new email!  valleysecc.halifax@gmail.com
The Valleys Evangelical Covenant Church

Sue Miller, Guest Speaker
 Dave Novinger, Liturgist

Hymnal Technician, Bridget Campbell
Video Technician, Seth Guertin
July 17, 2022 - Worship, 10:15AM
Sixth Sunday after Pentecost 
          Hymns are in the (RED) HYMNAL for Worship & Celebration            unless otherwise noted.  (*Please stand as you are able)
   Prelude       Lighting of Candles  
Announcements, Call to Worship                       Sue Faust                                  
Call to Worship: (Responsively)                                    
L:  Those who love God, those who know God by name,
P:  God will deliver and protect.
L:  Those who call out to God,
P:  God will answer. God saves us in times of trouble.
L:  We gather this morning as those who trust God.
P:  God satisfies us with the gift of our salvation, Jesus, Glory be to God!
      L:  Come, let us worship together.
 
*Hymn -    “O Come, O Come Emmanuel”            Page 123
*Invocation                                                           Liturgist                
God our Redeemer, you promise deliverance to those who love you. Draw near us as we draw near you in worship. Open our eyes to see, our ears to hear, our minds to comprehend, and our spirits to encounter the revelation you have for us this day. Transform us with the truth of your love and grace, in the name of the one who loved us and gave his life for us. Amen.
Scripture Readings *indicates sermon text
Sermon Test:*Psalm 91:1-16   (Responsively)  (See Insert) Liturgist
O. Testament:  Psalm 27:13-14              (See Insert)  Scott Miller
Hymn -                    “Amazing Grace”                    Page 202
N. T.: *Sermon Text:  Acts 4:20             (See Insert)  Norine Goss
Message:            “Sue’s Spiritual Experience”       Susan Miller
Prayers with the Lord’s Prayer (sins/sinned)        Liturgist
Our Father, who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy Name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our sins, as we forgive those who have sinned against us. And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen.
*Hymn -                “In Christ Alone”                   (See booklet)
*Benediction                                                        Liturgist
People of God, pursue righteousness, godliness, faith, love, endurance, and gentleness. Live boldly, trusting God with everything you are and everything you have. Take hold of the life to which God calls you. Go forth, rejoicing in God and tell others about God’s great love and our savior Jesus. Amen.
   
*Extinguishing of candles

  Greeting: “The Peace of God be with you.”            Liturgist
 Response: “And also with you.”                               Congregation

 “Go now in peace.”                                                  Liturgist


Post-Service Music 
Worship Service: We welcome you today July 17th the Sixth Sunday after Pentecost! Hand sanitizer and masks are available. Please use your judgment if you feel unwell, to remain home until you are better. Please put your offering in the basket in rear of Sanctuary. Weekly envelopes/ monetary donations may be dropped off at the church during office hours or mailed. Bulletin & devotionals are on the church website. 
WE WELCOME AND THANK Susan Miller for worshipping with us and being our Guest Speaker and sharing her testimony with us today July 17th! 
PLEASE TURN OFF CELL PHONES, PAGERS, ETC. during our worship service.  Thank you for your cooperation.
                             CHURCH CALENDAR 
            
July 17 -  9:00AM - Sunday School at Valleys
                10:15AM - In-Person Worship Service or Online -
               Sue Miller, Lay Speaker
July 18 - 7:00PM - Eldersl Meeting
July 20 - 7:00PM - Council Meeting
July 24 - 9:00AM - Sunday School at Valleys
                10:15AM - In-Person Worship Service or Online -

               Speaker to be announced

ELDERS WILL MEET tomorrow evening July 18 at 7:00PM.
LAY READERS: July 17 - Scott Miller, Norine Goss; July 24 - Doris Hand, Ed Dobbin; July 31 -Theresa Miller, Dave Novinger; Aug. 7 - Ed Berra, Diane Shaffer.  If you cannot read scripture on your Sunday, please inform the church office. Thank you.

“Free” Back-to-School Yard Sale Friday August 12th (10:00AM to 7:00PM) and Saturday Aug. 13th (10:00AM to 2:00PM) will be held at the HALIFAX AREA HIGH SCHOOL CAFETERIA. Donations of CLEAN, GENTLY USED OR NEW CLOTHING (NO torn or stained clothing please!) for ages Kindergarten thru 12th grade, school supplies - book bags, crayons, colored pencils, mechanical pencils, cap erasers (to fit on pencils), rulers, vinyl protractor (no compass), are being accepted.  Deadline for donations is Monday, August 8. 

Donation boxes are at Valleys ECC and Halifax Area High School, Middle School and Elementary School offices. Helpers are needed to help move clothing, etc, sort clothing from August 6th to August 15th. Helpers are also needed during the Back-to-School Yard Sale on Aug. 12th and 13th.    Clothing racks are also needed.  Please call the church office if you have a rack to lend for the yard sale. (We will need them from beginning of August until after the yard sale.)We are also accepting monetary donations. Please mark any monetary donations “Back-to-School Program” or you may sponsor a child ($50 donation) for “First Day Fresh Impressions”.  If you are interested in helping, please see Ed Dobbin or call the church office, 717-896-3118.
1ST SCRIPTURE READING - *Psalm 91:1-16 (Responsive) (ESV)
91 He who dwells in the shelter of the Most High
    will abide in the shadow of the Almighty.
2 I will say to the Lord, “My refuge and my fortress,
    my God, in whom I trust.”
3 For he will deliver you from the snare of the fowler
    and from the deadly pestilence.
4 He will cover you with his pinions,
    and under his wings you will find refuge;
    his faithfulness is a shield and buckler.
5 You will not fear the terror of the night,
    nor the arrow that flies by day,
6 nor the pestilence that stalks in darkness,
    nor the destruction that wastes at noonday.
7 A thousand may fall at your side,
    ten thousand at your right hand,
    but it will not come near you.
8 You will only look with your eyes
    and see the recompense of the wicked.
9 Because you have made the Lord your dwelling place—
    the Most High, who is my refuge—
10 no evil shall be allowed to befall you,
    no plague come near your tent.
11 For he will command his angels concerning you
    to guard you in all your ways.
12 On their hands they will bear you up,
    lest you strike your foot against a stone.
13 You will tread on the lion and the adder;
    the young lion and the serpent you will trample underfoot.
14 “Because he holds fast to me in love, I will deliver him;
    I will protect him, because he knows my name.
15 When he calls to me, I will answer him;
    I will be with him in trouble;
    I will rescue him and honor him.
16 With long life I will satisfy him
    and show him my salvation.”
    
2ND Reading - Old Testament - *Psalm 27:13-14 (NIV)
13 I remain confident of this:
    I will see the goodness of the Lord
    in the land of the living!
14 Wait for the Lord,
    be strong and take heart
    and wait for the Lord.
3RD Reading - N. Testament *Acts 4:20 (NIV)
20 As for us, we cannot help speaking about what we have seen and heard.”
Reader: “The Word of God for the people of God.”
People: “Praise be to God!”
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
1st Hymn :“O Come, O Come, Emmanuel (Veni Emmanuel) (Page 123)
        John Mason Neale | Thomas Helmore
CCLI Song # 31982 CCLI License # 2572107
Verse 1   O come O come Emmanuel
And ransom captive Israel
That mourns in lonely exile here
Until the Son of God appear                   Refrain
Refrain   Rejoice rejoice Emmanuel
Shall come to thee O Israel
Verse 2    O come Thou Dayspring come and cheer
Our spirits by Thine advent here
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night
And death's dark shadows put to flight    Refrain
Verse 3     O come Thou Wisdom from on high
And order all things far and nigh
To us the path of knowledge show
And cause us in her ways to go                Refrain
Verse 4     O come Desire of nations bind
All peoples in one heart and mind
Bid envy strife and quarrels cease
Fill the whole world with heaven's peace  Refrain
Link for “O Come, O Come Emmanuel”    (Pg. 125)
https://youtu.be/gLnlhpXV5IM?t=1 

2nd Hymn:  “Amazing Grace”(Page 202 Red Hymnal) 

John Newton | John P. Rees 
 Public Domain
CCLI Song # 5256521 CLI License # 2572107

Verse 1    Amazing grace how sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me
I once was lost but now am found
Was blind but now I see
Verse 2    'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear
And grace my fears relieved
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed
Verse 3     The Lord has promised good to me
His Word my hope secures
He will my shield and portion be
As long as life endures
Verse 4     Thro' many dangers toils and snares
I have already come
'Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far
And grace will lead me home
Verse 5     When we've been there ten thousand years
Bright shining as the sun
We've no less days to sing God's praise
Than when we first begun
Link to hymn “Amazing Grace” (Pg. 202)
https://youtu.be/CDdvReNKKuk?t=1 
GUEST SPEAKERS;
    July 17 - Sue Miller

    July 24 - Pastor Ron Reitz
    July 31 - Pastor Kristine Heckard
SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHERS:  July 17 - Marie Herb; July 24 - Sharon Fetterhoff; July 31 - Ed & Peggy Berra; Aug. 7- Bob Endy.  If you cannot teach on your Sunday, please inform Dave Novinger or the church office as soon as possible. Thank you.
"O Come, O Come, Emmanuel" is a Christian hymn for Advent and Christmas written by John Mason Neale. This glorious hymn calls upon various divine bodies to give wisdom, salvation, victory, and safety among other requests. It is a translation of a Latin hymn, "Veni, Veni, Emmanuel." The 1861 translation, by John Mason Neale, from Hymns Ancient and Modern is the most notable in the English-speaking realm, but other English translations also endure. Adaptations into other modern languages (particularly German) are also in broad use. The lyrics and the melody for "O Come, O Come, Emmanuel" emerged independently. The Latin text is first documented in Germany in 1710, whereas the melody most commonly associated in the English-speaking world has its origins in 15th-century France.

     The Biblical Origin of "O Come, O Come Emmanuel": In Scripture, the name "Emmanuel" first appears in Isaiah 7:14, which says, “Therefore the Lord Himself will give you a sign; The virgin will conceive, and give birth to a Son, and will call Him Emmanuel” (NIV). The original meaning of the name is: “with us is God,” or “God with us.” Although it says in Isaiah 7:14 “thou shalt call his name Immanuel,” Mary and Joseph didn’t give their son that name. Instead, they followed the directions given specifically to them in Matthew 1:21 (Joseph in a dream) and Luke 1:31 (Mary by the angel Gabriel) to name Him Jesus.

       As seen in Matthew 1:23 above, the meaning of Emmanuel is “God with us.” The promised child was given the name of Jesus but was also Emmanuel, God in the flesh.

       There are numerous textual variations in many hymnals, including even the order of the stanzas. Many hymns found in our hymnals transcend centuries, cultures, translations and many variations until we find them in the form that we sing. With this hymn, the essence of the original Latin text remains. By singing “O Come, O Come, Emmanuel” with the antiphons interspersed, Christians today may participate in a sacred Advent ritual at least 11 centuries old.
3rd Hymn: “In Christ Alone” (See Booklet)
Keith Getty | Stuart Townend
CCLI Song # 3350395 CCLI License # 2572107
Verse 1   In Christ alone my hope is found
He is my light my strength my song
This Cornerstone this solid Ground
Firm through the fiercest drought and storm
What heights of love what depths of peace
When fears are stilled when strivings cease
My Comforter my All in All
Here in the love of Christ I stand
Verse 2    In Christ alone who took on flesh
Fullness of God in helpless babe
This gift of love and righteousness
Scorned by the ones He came to save
Till on that cross as Jesus died
The wrath of God was satisfied
For every sin on Him was laid
Here in the death of Christ I live
Verse 3     There in the ground His body lay
Light of the world by darkness slain
Then bursting forth in glorious Day
Up from the grave He rose again
And as He stands in victory
Sin's curse has lost its grip on me
For I am His and He is mine
Bought with the precious blood of Christ
Verse 4     No guilt in life no fear in death
This is the power of Christ in me
From life's first cry to final breath
Jesus commands my destiny
No power of hell no scheme of man
Can ever pluck me from His hand
Till He returns or calls me home
Here in the power of Christ I'll stand
Link to hymn “In Christ Alone”

https://youtu.be/rn9-UNer6MQ?t=3
History of Hymn/Song “In Christ Alone”

      Written in 2002, “In Christ Alone” was a collaborative effort between Englishman Stuart Townend  (born 1963) and fellow songwriter (and now good friend) Northern Irishman Keith Getty (born 1974). “The song came about in an unusual way,” Townend explains. “Keith and I met in the autumn of 2000 at a worship event, and we resolved to try to work together on some songs. A few weeks later Keith sent some melody ideas, and the first one on the CD was a magnificent, haunting melody that I loved, and immediately started writing down some lyrical ideas on what I felt should be a timeless theme commensurate with the melody. So the theme of the life, death, resurrection of Christ, and the implications of that for us just began to tumble out, and when we got together later on to fine tune it, we felt we had encapsulated what we wanted to say.”

      Townend and Getty both admit they are motivated by the idea of capturing biblical truth in songs and hymns that will not only cause people to express their worship in church, but will build them up in their Christian lives. The uniqueness of Townend’s writing lies partly in its lyrical content. There is both a theological depth and poetic expression that some say is rare in today’s worship writing. And not surprisingly, it’s an emphasis that Townend and Getty both maintained within the composition of this song in particular. “I think content is vitally important to our corporate worship,” Townend shares. “Sometimes great melodies are let down by indifferent or clichéd words. It’s the writer’s job to dig deep into the meaning of Scripture and express in poetic and memorable ways the truth he or she finds there. Knowing the truth about God and who we are in Him is central to our lives as believers. Songs remain in the mind in a way sermons do not, so songwriters have an important role and a huge responsibility.” He continues, “The lyric [of this song] excites me because it places our hope, our assurance, our eternal destiny in the right place—on the solid foundation of Christ. I know in my own life I need reminding continually not to live by my feelings or my circumstances, but by the unchanging truth of the gospel.”
Attendance: 
In-person worship for July 10 was 38. 
Face book views for July 10 as of July 13 were 37.
Face Book views for July 3 as of July 13 were 39.
History of hymn “Amazing Grace”

“Amazing Grace” is a Christian hymn published in 1779, with words written in 1772 by the English poet and Anglican clergyman John Newton (1725–1807). “Amazing Grace” is probably the most beloved hymn of the last two centuries. The soaring spiritual describing profound religious elation is estimated to be performed 10 million times annually and has appeared on over 11,000 albums. It was referenced in Harriet Beecher Stowe’s anti-slavery novel Uncle Tom’s Cabin and had a surge of popularity during two of America’s greatest crises: the Civil War and the Vietnam War.

Ironically, this stirring song, closely associated with the African-American community, was written by a former slave trader, John Newton. Newton wrote the words from personal experience. He grew up without any particular religious conviction, but his life’s path was formed by a variety of twists and coincidences that were often put into motion by others’ reactions to what they took as his recalcitrant insubordination. He was drafted into service in the Royal Navy. After leaving the service, he became involved in the Atlantic slave trade. In 1748, a violent storm battered his vessel off the coast of County Donegal, Ireland, so severely that he called out to God for mercy. This moment marked his spiritual conversion but he continued slave trading until 1754 or 1755, when he ended his seafaring altogether. He began studying Christian theology. Newton also wrote these words: ‘By the grace of God I am what I am, I am not what I ought to be. How imperfect and deficient I am! I am not what I wish to be. And then added: Though I am not what I ought to be, I can truly say that I am not what I once wasa slave to sin and Satan. I can heartily say with Paul: By the grace of God I am what I am!’
MISSION OFFERING donations (May thru August) go to “Back to School Project” (Please put it in weekly envelopes marked “Missions”.)
ALTAR FLOWERS: Cost for altar flowers has increased to $37.00 to sponsor flowers for Sunday worship services. 

GIANT GIFT CARDS may be purchased through church office.

The Valleys Evangelical Covenant Church
3682 Peters Mountain Road (Physical address), P. O. Box H (Mailing address), Halifax, PA  17032

Office: (717)-896-3118       Fax : (717)-896-9038        

                Email: valleysecc.halifax@gmail.com    Website: ValleysEcc.Org
Weekly Devotional #28               July 17, 2022                    “Sue’s Spiritual Experience”

                                      Sixth Sunday after Pentecost

This Sunday Susan Miller (Donna Donahue’s sister) is our Guest Speaker. This devotional is her story of God’s grace and love during her time of illness. We pray this devotional will be meaningful to you. 

Take a minute or two for silent prayer to come before God.

Call to Worship: 

L: Those who love God, those who know God by name,
P: God will deliver and protect.
L: Those who call out to God,
P: God will answer. God saves us in times of trouble.
L: We gather this morning as those who trust God.
P: God satisfies us with the gift of our salvation, Jesus. Glory be to God!
L: Come, let us worship together.

Invocation:  

God our Redeemer, you promise deliverance to those who love you. Draw near us as we draw near you in worship. Open our eyes to see, our ears to hear, our minds to comprehend, and our spirits to encounter the revelation you have for us this day. Transform us with the truth of your love and grace, in the name of the one who love us and gave his life for us. Amen.
Readings: *indicates sermon text

Responsive: *Psalm 91:1-16

O. Testament: *Psalm 27:13-14

N. Testament: *Acts 4:20

Meditation: “Sue’s Spiritual Experience” by Susan Miller


This is my testimony of how I contracted and completely recovered from double Covid pneumonia.  It is also a reminder of the power of prayer and to never underestimate it. And it is also a story of redemption, forgiveness, mercy, grace and love, which began fifty years ago in August of 1972 when my mother passed away from stomach cancer, two days before her 55th birthday  We shared so many things as a mother and daughter, many of which were spiritual.  She was a beautiful person, both inside and out, and it was my very first experience of losing someone so close to me.  It was almost more than I could bear to watch her basically starve to death.  I had always been a Christian and trusted Jesus as my personal Lord and Savior, but after that devastating experience, I felt that if I continued to totally give myself to Him, he would surely bring some calamity down on me as well.  So there was always a piece of myself that I couldn’t completely commit to Him.  Our pastor at the time tried to “comfort” our family by telling us that, “God didn’t spare his own son, so why would he save your mother?”   Not much comfort for a twenty five year old (or even a 75 year old).   

Fast forward fifty years.  It was the first weekend in December of 2021 and I was standing in our church office the Friday of Dec. 3rd, when the office manager, on her way out the door, turned to the church secretary and me and said, “ I just want you to know that there are a lot of people in our church getting sick (with Covid), so do whatever you need to do – stay home from church, wear a mask, social distance – do whatever makes you feel comfortable.”  An icy shiver swept through my body as the fear of catching the dreaded virus shook me to the core.  But I had already committed to helping out with a ladies tea the following day, and spent most of that Friday helping with favors and setting tables for about one hundred women.  The day of the tea we were seated eight to a table and I helped the committee clean up.  But as usual, there were hugs from well meaning sisters in Christ throughout the day. 

 
My husband, Wayne, and I attended church the following morning, but by the afternoon on Dec. 5th, I felt like a hot coal had landed inside my chest. I even remember saying to him, “what was that?”  I thought perhaps I was catching a chest cold, and drank lots of hot tea with honey and lemon to ward off the sickness.  On Tuesday, December 7th we were introduced to a wonderful doctor through some folks in our church, who got some Ivermectin to hopefully help us get well and stay well. This was probably to my advantage.  That same evening, Wayne began to feel ill, and by Thursday of that week (Dec. 9th), we both got tested for Covid.  The rapid test showed that we were both positive.  On Friday, our family doctor ordered a monoclonal antibody treatment, which we received the following Monday (Dec. 13th).  Both of us didn’t feel well the next day, but Wayne was able to overcome any ill effects.  I, on the other hand, seemed to get worse. 

 
 By Wednesday morning, December 15th, our daughter, Gretchen felt the urge to call and see how I was doing.  I decided to sleep in a different bedroom the night before so that Wayne could, hopefully, get a good night’s sleep without listening to me cough.  I answered the phone beside the bed, and was not coherent, and Gretchen could hear me wheezing when I talked to her.  I hung up the phone. She knew something was wrong, and tried to call back to get the good doctor’s phone number.  Wayne was also ill and didn’t pick up his cell phone.  She scrambled to find the doctor’s phone number.  One last attempt: she called my sister who had the number she was looking for.  Another miracle was that the doctor answered his phone and she didn’t have to leave a message. He was running errands and said he would stop by our house. 

 
When he knelt by my bedside, his voice had so much compassion in it, just like 

I imagined Jesus would sound. He found my oxygen level had plummeted to 57, my fingers nails had a bluish tint, and I was in A-fib. He calmly told me I would need to go to the hospital for some oxygen and immediately had Wayne call 911.  And so I left our house in the ambulance, with only my night gown to my name.  

 
They did a chest x-ray (which showed my lungs were very “junky” with double pneumonia) and a CT scan in the ER, which showed I did not have any blood clots and around 2:00 A.M. of December 16th, I was moved to the Covid floor.  The folks working there were angels of mercy, and I never forgot to tell them, (nor will I ever forget them, even though I could only see their eyes because of their masks and other gear that was on their heads).  I found it interesting that many of the women put lots of make up on their eyes and especially their eye lashes.  Some even had extensions.  When I mentioned that I had never seen so many pretty eyelashes, they told me that that was the only part of expression a patient could see, so they wanted to highlight them.

I don’t remember exactly what night this happened, but I do recall that I sensed perhaps a demonic presence was in the room with me, but had no idea what it was.  When I opened my eyes in the dark room, up in the corner near the ceiling were, what appeared to be two very large black macaroni noodles chasing one another.  When I closed my eyes they were gone.  I opened them again and they were still there, one tumbling over the other.  I was not afraid, but told them I didn’t know what they were, but they did not have a place in my room, and to leave – and then they disappeared. I never saw them after that. 

 
Earlier a family doctor from our primary care group came in and told me I would feel very isolated and alone being in the Covid unit.  (Nothing could have been further from the truth, as long as I could remember three family phone numbers.)   She also said that I was the most “critical of the critical”, and she had seen people in my situation go either way.  I didn’t seem to be bothered by her conversation.  I felt that the doctor was just being honest with me, and that my life was not my own and whatever happened was God’s will. But our daughter, Gretchen, was quite upset over this, and felt the doctor was speaking death over me. She told me to lay my hands over my body, declare life over myself, and not allow fear and discouragement to fill my thoughts.  Gretchen told me that the night before, these words popped out of nowhere into her head: “Do not focus on your surroundings or situation.  Trust in Me!” She came across the following verses from her NIV Bible in her morning quiet time with the Lord:  “You will keep in perfect peace those whose minds are steadfast, because they trust in You”, (Isaiah 26:3), and, (NIV) “A heart at peace gives life to the body”, (Proverbs 14:30).  A friend had dropped off my glasses and Bible that day, so I was able to read all of Psalm 91 with Gretchen. The verses I focused on were 9 -11 ​, “Because you have made the Lord your dwelling place – the Most High, who is my refuge – no evil shall be allowed to befall you.  No plague come near your tent.  For he will command His angels concerning you to guard you in all your ways.”  And vs. 14b – 16 (ESV)-  “I will protect him, because he knows My name.  When he calls to Me, I will answer him; I will be with him in trouble; I will rescue him and honor him.  With long life I will satisfy him and show him my salvation.”   And Psalm 27: 13 - 14 (NIV), “I remain confident of this: I will see the goodness of the Lord in the land of the living!  Wait for the Lord, be strong and take heart; wait for the Lord!”   Claiming those scriptures certainly gave me hope and I clung to them every day and night.  

Another thing I was totally unaware of was that our doctor friend, who told Wayne to call 911, texted our daughter the following information on Dec. 17th :   

“I feel we are all like Aaron and Hur  holding Moses ’arms up in the battle of Exodus 17. Such interesting words in verse 16, ‘By the hand upon the throne of Adonai’.  I sense our prayers are our hands upon THE THRONE.  We are all holding one another’s arms up on behalf of your mom in the battle.  Beautiful imagery. “   He also offered another prayer.  This is part of what he said:  “We trust your power to heal and to protect from the flaming arrows of darkness.  God, you are so good.  We trust and believe in you.  Thank you for watching Susan.  Send angels to visit her tonight and to bring courage and words to sustain her and brush away fear and dread.  Grant her replenishing rest in her sleep.  In Jesus’ most beautiful name, the Name above all names.”  I didn’t find out until a few days later, how this prayer was being answered.

God has such subtle ways of comforting us, and on a lighter note, my dad, who was an avid Penn State fan in the Joe Paterno days, had a small knickknack of the Penn State Nittany Lion sitting on a shelf above his television.  When Penn State was winning, the lion faced forward, but if they lost a game, the lion was turned backwards with his face toward the wall. Since I was in the Penn State Medical Center, on the computer screen with all of my medical information, the home page had a picture of their insignia, that same lion’s face, looking at me all the time.  It was a sweet reminder of my dad that warmed my heart. 

December 19th, I knew I was very sick.  And even though I believed in Jesus and what He had done for me on the cross, and prayed to Him and thought I had a personal relationship with Him,  I was also afraid that when I died, Jesus would tell me, “Depart from me, I never knew you” because of my trust issue with Him. 

I was tired of fighting this issue of control concerning myself and Christ, and I just gave whatever was left of my tired, old body and my life completely to Him, repenting and asking for His forgiveness and mercy.  I was a totally broken, humbled person.  And then it happened.  In an instant the room was filled with Jesus’ presence and He was standing behind me. I never saw him, but I certainly felt Him and heard Him.  I was lying on my right side, and He was applying pressure to my lower back.  (This happened twice to me during the night.)  It was as if someone put a pillow behind me for support, but there was no pillow there.  (This was not a voice I heard in my head.  I actually heard His voice and I was talking out loud to Him as well.)  He told me to, “lean into Him”, so that He would catch and support me.  I found that interesting, because that implied that we were one.  He began to tell me the names He is known by:  I heard Him say, I am the Alpha and the Omega, The Lion of Judah, The Prince of Peace, the Son of God, the resurrected Christ, The Messiah and Immanuel, among many others.  “Immanuel” was the one He emphasized for me, as He said that he was with me and was closer than my own breath.  I felt so connected to Him.  

I have always loved the hymn, “O Come, O Come Immanuel”, as that beautiful melody carries me into the Advent Season each year.  I said, “Lord, what do you want from me?”  He answered, “Tell your story, and begin with your neighbors and your neighborhood.” He also took away my fear of dying, and He specifically gave me instructions to go to my Jewish neighbor who wanted to sue a man who did unacceptable concrete work for her a few years ago, left before the job was completed, and disappeared with her money. Jesus also said that He paid a heavy price for her sins on the cross, and He wanted her to completely forgive this man and drop all charges, as He said that vengeance was His. He told me to tell her that He was here in the present and she didn’t have to wait for Him. He was her Messiah too, and had come. Jesus emphasized to me that He wanted me to use the word, “Messiah” (anointed one) with her, and Immanuel (God with us) with me.  He said that He is greater than Covid, and He is in control of everything.  The most important thing was that He wants people to put their trust in him, and give Him their hearts, and to remind them of how very close He is to them.  
When our conversation ended, a series of what looked like different shades of blue and green vapor ribbons danced over my body in opposite directions.  I have no idea how long this experience lasted, it seemed to be the remainder of the night, but it was very beautiful and comforting.  It reminded me of the Northern Lights.  I could sense that the Holy Spirit was in my room and felt a great peace about everything, and a love like I have never experienced.  It was the love of Jesus, and I was able to see and love everyone through His eyes.

 I tried to bless everyone who came and went in and out of  my room with that love that was Christ.  It was so amazing.  As I would bless them, they would bless me.  It went on and on for the duration of my hospital stay. 

 My doctor was sorry to tell me I would be in the hospital over Christmas.  Initially I was disappointed, but then I realized I was where God wanted me to be, and I could look for ways to support and comfort the amazing people who cared for me over the holidays.

 
 I never stopped praising and thanking God for everything! That included going to the bathroom, my bed (which the staff said I was the only person they knew of who loved my bed), even putting IV’s in my arm (which I hated because it was always a difficult task for the nurses and they sometimes had to call in the special IV unit to do it.) And then there was the food which was provided for me.  Several times I called down to the kitchen to thank them for the wonderful, nourishing meal that they provided to make me stronger.  The lady who answered the phone was very pleasantly surprised.  She said that they didn’t get many calls like mine.  The praise went on and on.  I couldn’t help myself. At night I would sing Christmas carols, and had long conversations with my sweet sister, who is a “night owl”.  We would reminisce about childhood Christmases, and I would ask her to look things up on her ipad. It was a comfort just to know I could call her anytime throughout the night.   I decided at that point, I would claim the song, “In Christ Alone” as my personal praise song.  My doctor said that singing was the best thing I could do to open up my lungs and to keep singing.  
I used to think the hymn, Amazing Grace was so over sung.   I didn’t even like the tune, but now that I’ve experienced His amazing grace first hand, I am certain I will make it a hymn sung at my memorial service some day. 

 It was such fun to ask the staff about their Christmas celebrations, how many children they had, etc.  Some even showed me pictures of their family opening gifts or children sitting on Santa’s lap.  It gave me as much pleasure to see them as it gave them to share with me.  On Dec. 23rd, my favorite night nurse told me that her fiancé was working at the hospital Christmas Eve and she was going to bring him some food.  She asked me what I wanted and she would bring it to me.  I told her, “Shrimp”, but I was only kidding.  She said she would see what she could do (after she told me she was highly allergic to shell fish and couldn’t even touch it.)  She showed up on Christmas Eve with a beautiful red poinsettia and thirty shrimp.  She said her mother helped her cook them.  So at midnight, there I was, sitting on my bed, eating my shrimp, and singing Christmas carols.  I had to eat all of them, as there was no way to keep them cold, because anything that went into my room could not be taken out.  Though she wasn’t my nurse for that night, she said she hoped I was not allergic to shell fish, or I would be giving my night nurse a run for her money.  She then brought me some peanut butter crackers to have later on in case I wanted something salty.  

Another morning, when she did my vitals at some ridiculous hour, I told her I was hungry.  I take a thyroid medication and have to wait about an hour until I can eat anything, so she would come into my room at the earliest time that she was allowed to give me my meds.  She gave them to me at 5:30 that morning and at 6:30 she went down to the cafeteria and got me a full breakfast, plus a delicious strawberry smoothie – way too much food.  She had to put ice in a bucket to keep the smoothie cold, and I managed to save it until the following day. 

 
When I said I was broken and humbled, that is exactly what I meant. I lost all modesty, as I sat on my bedside commode while my favorite nurse scrolled through her phone, showing me pictures of her wedding dress, as she was planning to be married this coming September.  We certainly had a good laugh over that.  I had so many tubes, with high flow oxygen, IV’s and monitors criss-crossing over my body from both sides, there were moments I felt like I was driving a team of horses and needed help at times to get out of bed so that I wouldn’t get tangled up or unplug any of them.

God gave me such an overwhelming love for people, as Jesus living in me.  I could only hope that this blessed feeling would last.  There was even an aide who came in my room one night (probably to get me more peanut butter crackers) and she stayed pouring her heart out to me until 2:30 A.M.   But I had no plans to go anywhere.  I was where God wanted me to be. Whether or not I slept really didn’t matter.  I could catch up on sleep another time.   It was such a special visit for both of us.

The hospital relaxed its rules at the holidays, and allowed one family member to mask and gown up and visit for two hours each day the week before Christmas.  Gretchen and Wayne saw me, one at a time, throughout that week.  It meant so much for all of us to be with each other again.  I was also able to face time with some of our grandchildren during those visits.

Christmas day was almost over, when I received a phone call from my niece, Becky.  (She also had Covid and was quite sick with it, but was able to recover at home.)  She is a spiritual person with a servant’s heart and sometimes God shows her visions that others don’t witness but are an encouragement to many. She wanted to wish me a Merry Christmas and then proceeded to tell me that on early Thursday morning, (Dec. 23rd), she was awakened at 2:00 A.M. and started to pray for me.  She said that God showed her a vision of me lying on my back in my hospital bed with the full armor of God on my body, and then continued to tell me that He showed her I had an angel in my room.  She said, “And he is really tall”.  She went on to describe him as standing between my room door and my bed, facing the door, and dressed in white with a gold sash around his waist.  She could see that his elbow was bent and he had a sword in his right hand.  He was there to keep any pestilence, (Psalm 91), and anything bad or that would bring me harm, from coming through my room door.  (Later, I would be amazed when I would learn what the good doctor prayed, for angels to be with me. -Psalm 91) I was stunned by what she said, but not surprised.  I didn’t think so much that a bad person would come in my room, but perhaps an infection or another illness in addition to what I already had.  It all fit together – the prayers of many, Psalm 91, and now my niece’s vision.  I had great fun with the nurses that night, telling them about the angel (asking them if they believed in them, etc. which led to further conversation) and assuring them that they must be okay, or they wouldn’t have gotten in the door to take my vitals or draw more blood.  

And now another affirmation that God has a sense of humor:  The following morning our daughter, Gretchen, was having her quiet time with the Lord when she expressed to Him that she would love to see my angel.  In her mind she distinctly heard a voice say to her, “He’s not for you”.  

  And so it was, that as the days and nights blended together, I just sat back and watched as God orchestrated everything.  Nothing happened at the same time: phone calls, meals, visits from doctors, nurses, medications, etc.  All seemed to flow in sequential order. 

   Another part of my story involves my dear friend, Donna Farling.  Our mothers were expecting us at the same time, and we went to the same junior high, but we really didn’t connect with each other until we joined the same church as adults.  She was the one who dropped off my Bible and glasses at the front desk the day after I was admitted.  I was in contact with her each day by the phone in my room.  One day her voice changed dramatically and she told me she went to the doctor who said she had bronchitis.  Then a day or so later, I noticed she seemed to have the “Covid cough”.  She was admitted to the Hershey Medical Center on Christmas Day with Covid.  

I asked her where she was located in the hospital and the only thing she could tell me was that she could see the parking garage from her room, but then I had no idea what part of the hospital I was in either.  She also said that she had a very “high maintenance” roommate who called the nurses all the time day and night, had her TV up loud and kept her light on.  Donna was exhausted and just wanted to sleep most of the time.

  
Twelve days later, I was soon going to be discharged, and I was told by my afternoon care giver, that the floor nurse was going to have me moved, because they needed my bed in my Covid unit, even though I was planning to go home the following day.  What I didn’t know was that my care givers didn’t want me to be moved and did everything they could to change the mind of the head nurse.  But at 6:30 A.M. on December 27th, after being in the hospital 13 days, I was bundled up in a blanket, put in a transport chair with my nightgown in a bag and poinsettia in my hand, and whisked through the cold corridors of the hospital to the third floor. When we arrived, I questioned the staff to see if they knew where my friend was, but no one seemed to have any idea.  When they went to move me into my new room, they realized that there was no second bed in there.  After they finally got a bed in place, as they moved me into my new area, a large blue curtain between my roommate and me separated just long enough for me to observe the parking garage, so I knew I couldn’t be too far away from Donna.  When they were doing my vitals, a nurse came in to give meds to the other woman, and I heard her say, “Donna”.  I thought to myself, “This can’t be”.  Then I heard my friend’s voice answer the nurse and I practically yelled, “Donna Farling”.  She responded, “Who is calling me?”   I answered, “It’s Sue Miller.  I’m your new roommate!”   We just couldn’t believe it.  Unbeknown to me, her high maintenance roommate was moved out of her room at 2:00 A.M.  Only the Lord could have put two friends together in a hospital of that size.  I fell back in the bed in disbelief and could feel God smiling on me, and in my head I could hear Him say, “See what happens when you give Me the reins (which was the way I felt in my bed with all of the straps and tubes running across my body), and give me control?  Nothing is impossible with Me.”  Then it was time for breakfast. 

 
Now let me take you back once again fifty years ago.  About two weeks after my mother had passed away, after everyone had gone home, the phone stopped ringing, and the sympathy cards stopped arriving, in exhaustion I fell asleep one afternoon.  When I awoke, I realized that I had experienced a dream.  It was almost three dimensional.  We were at my grandparents’ eat-in kitchen, where we had enjoyed many meals over the years.  (This is the same home that my husband and I live in now.)  My mother was sitting across the table from me, as radiant as I had ever seen her.  She was young and healthy again.  My granddad, sitting at the end of the table to my right, asked her to say the blessing.  And she said, “Our Father, who art in heaven, I pray that these, my loved ones will know You as I know You now.”  I do believe I have come full circle in her request, from the time of her death to that night in my hospital room when I met Jesus – my Immanuel.  

Though I hated to leave my dear friend, and the wonderful staff, I knew that Donna was in good hands and would also be going home in a few days.  By mid- afternoon of December 27th, it was time for my husband, Wayne, to pick me up.  As I was wheeled out to the car to meet him, I passed by a beautiful Christmas tree in the lobby.  My eyes went from the bottom to the top of the tree, and continued to the ceiling.   I noticed there were several large windows near the top of the lobby, where on the other side of the glass I could see the words, “Milton S. Hershey Medical Center” and thought to myself, “Yes, this is where I met my Savior”.  So whether you are seven years old or one hundred and seven; don’t wait to give your entire life to Jesus, or you will miss out on His many blessings, His grace and His unimaginable love.  As sick as I was, I would never change this experience of having Covid and being hospitalized for anything in the world.  

It had snowed that morning, and having been in the hospital for almost two weeks, I couldn’t believe how much the world had changed during that time.  I said, “It’s winter” as we left the hospital grounds.  There were no leaves left on the trees and the earth, fields, and roofs on the houses and barns around the medical center were white.  It was like God was giving us a beautiful benediction on our way home.  Everything looked fresh and new and somehow purified again, just the way Jesus had made me – a new creature.  

There was one more story of confirmation of that special night when I met my Lord.  A few days after I arrived home, I received a handmade Christmas card from the youth group at our church, who knew nothing of what I had experienced.  The front of it read, “Merry Christmas”.  When I opened it, it said, “We will call him Immanuel”, the word Jesus gave to me that night when he came to meet me.  God is with us, He is with us indeed.  
Addendum:

There was a time in which I wondered if this truly happened to me? The answer is definitely, “Yes”, and here is the reason why. There are four components to this experience.

(1) My niece had no idea about the doctor’s prayer for angels to be with me, or the Psalm 91 scripture, about keeping pestilence out of my room and angels protecting me;

(2 and 3) Our doctor friend had no knowledge about the angel in my room, nor did our daughter, Gretchen. She just claimed Psalm 91:vs. 9-11: (EEV) “Because you have made the Lord your dwelling place - The Most High - Who is my refuge - No evil shall be allowed to befall you - No pestilence come near your tent. For He will command His angels concerning you to guard you in all your ways”;

(4) The youth group at our church had no idea about the Lord giving me His name, “Immanuel”, or what I had experienced, and each of their cards were different.

You may wonder what happened when I shared my experience with my Jewish neighbor across the street and gave her the message that Jesus had for her about forgiving those who trespass against us. She finally showed up at our front door on Wayne’s birthday, March 24th. She had baked a beautiful birthday cake for him, and said, “Now I am ready to hear your story”. She sat across from me in our living room, intent on every word that I spoke, and after I was finished speaking she made three comments. The first one was, “That is remarkable”, the second one was, “You need to publish that in some way to share with others”, and her last comment was, “That is a wonderful message of hope and encouragement, and everyone needs that today”. On my birthday in May, she brought me a large bouquet of flowers, and we have grown closer as friends and neighbors.

 Amen.
Prayers with the Lord’s Prayer: (sins; sinned)

Let us pray together:
Heavenly Father, it is wonderful to see Your plan of salvation unfolding through Scripture and to identify passages, like Psalm 91, that point us to Jesus, the promised Messiah of Israel and Savior of the world. We praise You that even though He was fully God, He lived His life in total dependence on You, demonstrating to all Your children that we are also to live a life of faith and trust in You as our Refuge, our Fortress and the God in Whom we trust completely. Thank You for Your continued presence with us. Thank You for Your Almighty wings which cast an impenetrable shadow of protection. Thank You for going before us; and for covering us from behind. Thank You for choosing to be in our midst, for lifting our burdens, and for securing the Heavenly place You have prepared for us. Your divine Words bring so much hope and comfort to our hearts. Remind us daily of Your strength, and may we always see glimpses of Your perfect glory and blessing as we seek Your face throughout our days. Victory and salvation are found in You alone Father, there are many times we have failed to run to You and pour out our worries, fears and problems to you when faced with the overwhelming circumstances of life, but we pray that from this day forward we would live as Christ lived, in total dependence on Him just as He lived in total dependence on You. We pray for all the people on our prayer list, those in our communities, and those in the world, that you would give them comfort and healing, that they will feel your loving presence and have a personal relationship with you and ask you into their hearts and lives. This we ask in Jesus' name and for His greater glory and in the name of Jesus our Savior who taught us to pray, “Our Father . . . Amen. 
Benediction:

People of God, pursue righteousness, godliness, faith, love, endurance, and gentleness. Live boldly, trusting God with everything you are and everything you have. Take hold of the life to which God calls you. Go forth, rejoicing in God and tell others about God’s great love and our savior Jesus. Amen.
