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   Parents play an important role in passing faith to their children, but when 
children are baptized, the congregation vows to see that the child is nurtured 
in the faith.  Churches have a responsibility to provide Christian education and 
resources to parents for passing on the faith.
   When children and parents can discuss faith and become involved in 
educational experiences together, the faith of both the children and the adults is 
strengthened.
   In September, many congregations move into back-to-school mode, starting 
new study groups or classes. Those who aren’t part of a faith community often 
are more willing to attend a class or event than a worship service, IF they are 
invited.  Parents who don’t attend church are sometimes willing to send their 
children to Sunday School or a Christian pre-school with a neighbor or friend, IF 
they are invited.  The invitation is important and it’s most effective if it comes 

from someone they know. 
   While important for children, 
people of all ages benefit 
from Christian education 
and spiritual formation 
opportunities. Christian 
education is not something we 
do once as children and we’ve 
got it. It is a lifelong process 
of learning, believing, growing, 
and serving. 
   The United Methodist 
Church offers a wide variety 
of resources for Christian 
education and spiritual 

formation.  Visit the UMC General Board of Discipleship website (gbod.org) to 
see ideas and resources for individuals, families and congregations. Some can be 
used in informal settings with three or four people. Talk with your pastor or the 
leaders in your congregation to learn more about what’s offered at your church 
or what you’d like to see available.  Volunteer to help.
   In the Western PA Conference, September 14, 2014 has been designated as 
Christian Education Sunday.  Churches are urged to use this day (or another of 
their choice) as a time to celebrate their Christian Education ministries, honor 
Sunday School teachers, group leaders, or your pre-school teachers. Special 
offerings may be received to support scholarships available through the Western 
PA Conference for lay people to attend training events. Thank the Christian 
educators who have made a difference in your life!

Christian Education: A Lifelong Process

Wheelchairs Wanted! Rev. Debbie Hills of All God’s Children Ministries 
is collecting wheelchairs for a ministry in Guatemala. She hopes to ship 
about 200 chairs.  A donor has offered to pay the $6,000-$7,000 cost of 
shipping. If you are willing to collect wheelchairs, Debbie has lots of 
ideas. If anyone has an unused wheelchair and doesn’t know what to do 
with it, offer them this solution. Email deacon.dhills@gmail.com.



    On a summer day a long time ago, my life nearly changed forever.  I was playing 
while my Dad, the resident handyman, was working on his latest project. On this 
particular day, Dad was working under the car.  Suddenly he appeared on the back 
porch of my grandparent’s house looking as white as a sheet.  The car jack, which 
was holding up the back end of the car, had collapsed. My dad just narrowly escaped 
before the car came crashing to the ground.  He was safe and we were grateful.  
   I’ve thought about that day off and on over the years.  I wonder how my young life 
would have been affected if Dad had not made it out from under the car.  I would 
have become father-less.  How would my life have turned out without his influence 
and support?  How would I have dealt with the loss emotionally?  Those questions 
have no answers --- but it does make you wonder.
   This summer was a difficult time for many across the world. Child immigrants were 
flowing into our country from Central America.  Children playing on a beach in Gaza 
were killed by an Israelite rocket.  A rocket downed a Malaysian airliner, killing 295 
people and affecting countless families.  It seems as if every day another tragic story 
captured the headlines.
   No matter your political or emotional opinion, there is one constant in these 
tragedies. In each story there are innocent, impressionable, children whose lives will 
be affected for a lifetime because of circumstances that invaded their lives.
   I grew up in a safe environment. I was free to come and go throughout the day.  I 
played at East End playground, rode my bike to the Ohio River, picked up an ice 
cream cone at the Dairy Queen, and participated in a pick-up game of “wiffle ball” 
down the street in the open lot on the corner of Poplar & First.  The only ground rule 
was that when the street lights came on, I was to make my way home.  
   When I was a boy, Mom and Dad provided a wonderful home in which to be raised.  
Mom always had a meal on the table and Dad worked plenty of overtime hours to 
provide us with the best life possible.  In the summer and on weekends, we camped 
and fished and churned homemade ice cream in the backyard.  When I went to bed, 
the last words I heard at night were, “I love you.”
   When I was a boy, I didn’t have a care in the world.  Life was good and I was 

blessed.   I didn’t realize then how very 
lucky I was.
   My heart has broken several times 
this summer when I watched network 
news and read the papers.  I don’t 
know where you stand on the issue 
of immigration, but I look at the 
faces of children and I cry, knowing 
that they live in places where they 
cannot roam the streets in safety and 
do not have the assurance of a hot 
meal around a family table.  They are 
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children – innocent, impressionable, and 
dependent.  
   I don’t know where you stand on the 
issue of Palestine and Israel, but my 
heart broke when word came that four 
children playing on the beach were killed 
by a rocket that was fired and landed in 
the wrong place.  I watched the news 
and saw a lone survivor, a boy, being 
rolled down a hospital corridor with a 
reporter frantically trying to interview 
him.  He’s just a boy, scared to death, 
and in shock over the loss of his friends.  
What, if anything, could he say to a 
reporter?  When I was a boy playing on 
the beach all I could think about was 
catching the Frisbee or how to ride that 
big wave heading in my direction.  I 
didn’t worry about rockets or a reporter’s 

microphone.  All I worried about was 
what was for supper and when could I go 
out and play.
   I don’t know what your attitude is 
about responding to an act of violence, 
but I have ached this week over the 
spouses and children who lost loved 
ones when a rocket downed an airliner.  
Those people were told by their pilot 
that the fasten your seat belt sign had 
been turned off because there wasn’t 
any turbulence and, before they knew 
what had happened, a different kind 
of turbulence ended their lives and 
changed their families and their children 
forever. 
   In the gospel of Mark, we read that 
one day people started bringing little 
children to Jesus, just so they could 

touch him.  The disciples got annoyed, 
but when Jesus saw it, he was indignant 
with his disciples and said, “‘Let the little 
children come to me; do not stop them; for 
it is to such as these that the kingdom of 
God belongs. Truly I tell you, whoever does 
not receive the kingdom of God as a little 
child will never enter it.’ And he took them 
up in his arms, laid his hands on them, and 
blessed them.” (Mark 10:14-16)
   I love that image!  More than that, I 
have always loved the priority Jesus 
placed on children.  He told us through 
the scriptures that the children have the 
right idea.  Their innocence, playfulness, 
and inquisitive nature is what the 
kingdom of God is all about.  Children, 
whether they are Mexican, Palestinian, 
Dutch or American, all deserve the best 
that life can offer them.  They deserve to 
have good food, a safe home, a place to 
play, and loving parents to raise them.  
We need them to keep our innocence 
alive so we can understand what the 
Kingdom of God is all about.
   I don’t know how my life would have 
been different had that car fallen on 
my Dad and ended his life.  But I do 
know that my innocence would have 
disappeared and my childhood would 
have ended abruptly.  My heart breaks 
when I read stories that tell me that a 

young person has, for whatever reason, 
lost their childhood and their innocence.
   The only assurance that I have in the 
midst of poverty, tragedy and pain are 
those simple words from the scriptures:  
“And he took them up in his arms, laid his 
hands on them, and blessed them.” (Mark 
10:14-16)
   Jesus didn’t just do that a long time 
ago in Galilee.  He did this summer in 
Mexico, in Gaza, and in the Ukraine.  
And he will do for us, God’s children, in 
the places where we need it the most. 
   It’s that simple assurance that helps 
me make it from one day to the next.  I 
hope it helps you too.
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