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THE GIFT OF GIVING
By Anne McCormack
Living during the Great Depression, to put it mildly, wasn’t easy. Almost all who lived through that period were
affected to some degree—the poor lost what little they had, middle-income families became the poor, and even
many of the well-to-do lost their complete fortunes……my husband lived in a chicken coop in Freehold with his
parents and two brothers for two years. Times were extremely tough for some, and money was tight for everyone.
People learned how to make do and live on much less than was required, and children learned not to complain and
did without their heart’s desires. Food was not the problem, but lack of money to purchase the food was, and so
some children went to bed hungry. Any kind of luxury would have been out of the question, and many of the
things that our children enjoy today and take for granted also were not an option.
I was a very fortunate kid because while my family would
never be considered wealthy by any stretch of imagination, we were
better off than many other families because my dad had a job. That
was a huge advantage, and he was more able to provide the essential
needs of our family than were many of our neighbors who had little
in the way of material possessions. Even though I never felt terribly
deprived, in my young heart of hearts I was aware of the times and I
knew not to ask for anything and relied heavily on hope which
occasionally became a reality, but often remained a fantasy. But I
was a happy kid, and so were my friends, some of whom were totally unaware that they were poor. God has a
way of shielding his children from hardships through His teaching and His love for us. Wasting not,
resourcefulness, creativity, sharing, appreciation, and being content with less are valuable attributes for a lifetime
and precious gifts from God.
My father had a very limited formal education, but he was very smart—street smart and industrious and
became a skilled blue-collar worker—an operating engineer for a large heavy construction company. And he was
kind. Having a very generous nature, he took great pleasure in helping those in need in small ways; and most of
the time, he did it secretly. We lived in a small apartment—I did not have a bedroom, but slept on the pull-out
sofa in the living room. A family of four who lived in our building was evicted from their apartment because the
father had lost his job and was no longer able to pay the rent. We didn’t know them very well at the time, but Dad
invited them to move in with us and helped them pack up all their worldly possessions, and jam them into our
small living space. They stayed with us for several months until they were back on their feet. The pure logic of
something like that would be unthinkable today, but it’s true, it happened, it worked, and we were all better for the
experience. While our four parents were probably quite uncomfortable in such cramped quarters, I thought the
arrangement was fantastic and remember fondly what fun I had living with them and their two daughters. Our two
families became lifelong friends.

Every Friday was pay day , and I sat on the stoop of our apartment
house anxiously waiting for Dad to arrive home from work with the
little brown envelope that contained his salary in cash. After supper,
we would gather in the living room to watch him open the envelope. I
honestly don’t remember how much money was in it, but I know it was
far less than $100. Dad would carefully remove the cash from the
envelope and divide it up for various expenses for my mother to
manage--some went in his pocket, and I would get a quarter for being
good and helping my mother with chores. (That quarter provided
10 cents for two-way bus transportation to the movies, 10 cents for the movie itself, and 5 cents for candy…
what a haul! I usually made a few dimes every week for going to the local A&P for people in the building, and
that got me through for some penny candy and some ice cream). Occasionally when Dad earned a little extra
overtime pay, he would allow me to count the bills and the coins in the envelope. My eyes glistened as I spotted
a couple of 20’s and my heart thumped with the thought that I might get a little extra allowance. A few times, I
got lucky, but it was not a given, and I knew it.
After the pay-outs, Dad would go to his desk and take out two five-dollar bills from his pay. He
carefully addressed two envelopes to two different families who were experiencing difficulties, inserted a five
dollar bill in each, stamped and sealed them, and then gave them to me to mail. I loved having some part in this
mystery giving as no note or identification was ever included, and this ritual went on week after week. One of
the recipients, I still remember, was a young widow struggling to raise her two little daughters. Five dollars
seems like nothing today, but then a loaf of bread was about 8 cents and a quart of milk was about 20 cents; so it
probably was a God-send to her, and she never knew or met the giver.
Yes, the Depression was truly a challenging decade, but it was a wonderful time too—a time when folks
cared for each other and shared what they had …and it was a time for building character. Children are never
too young to learn the value of giving; and when I think of my father, I think of his example of giving which
cannot be measured in dollars but only from the heart. I also think of Matthew 25:40 that says, “The king will
reply, ‘I tell you the truth, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers of mine, you did for me.’”

GIVING
By Renee Bergin
Our writer’s group topic is ‘Giving’ this month,and I’d like to share my various experiences with giving.
Sometimes, I will give monetarily to the church. As a single mother, raising my son without any additional
financial support, giving monetarily can be difficult. Without the spirit of complaining, you can imagine what
it’s like, having food, gas, clothes, the lights on and the rent paid. I am truly blessed to be able to pull this off,
especially living here, in New Jersey, one of, if not the most expensive states in the United States to live in. Yes,
thank you Jesus for the ability to support myself and my son. That being said, I do try to give monetarily to the
church, or to different organizations or to the needy as those different opportunities to give financially cross my
path.

There’s also the opportunity to ‘serve’ as giving. I believe that my serving in the church is a way to give
to God, so I often serve where I believe God calls me to serve. I have even taken my ‘serving’ out of the church
and will clear a dinner table at a friend’s house, or jump in to help in any circumstance while out in the
community, (school, work, etc.) Again, all for the glory of God.
Remember, this is my own personal way of giving, each of us having our own gifts/ways of giving, as I
have talked about and discussed with Jesus (often times at length) in my own personal relationship with him.
Romans 12:6-8 states: Having then gifts differing according to the grace that is given to us, let us use them: if
prophecy, let us prophesy in proportion to our faith; or ministry, let us use it in our ministering; he who teaches,
in teaching; he who exhorts, in exhortation; he who gives, with liberality; he who leads, with diligence; he who
shows mercy, with cheerfulness.
That verse also reminds me that there is one gift that God gives each and every one of us, and it doesn’t
require any work, it doesn’t cost any money, and it’s something that we can give to the poor, the needy, to those
who are ‘down and out’ or to those whose stories we don’t know. It’s something we can give to the elderly, to
the children, to the disabled, the happy and to the sad. No words are required. It’s so very simple and it
doesn’t require a degree or the knowledge of a foreign language. It’s called a “Smile.” Try giving a smile to
someone today, and watch how the other person is lifted up, as God has called us, as Christians, to do.

Sheep or Goat?
by Andrea Rodgers
As Miranda Ellsworth listened to her tour guide explain the history and significance of a bronze statue of a
young shepherd with several sheep at his feet, her mind wandered to Matthew 25: 31-45, the verses about sheep
and goats. Miranda spent several hours per week volunteering in the church food pantry and visiting sick
members of the church when they were admitted to the hospital. I really hope that Jesus thinks of me as a sheep
and not a goat.
Miranda glanced at her friends and smiled. She, along with members of her church, had planned this trip
many months ago, and now, here she was, in a foreign land, soaking in the culture and ambience. I’m going to be
soaking in more than just ambience if I don’t find a restroom soon. She glanced across the street from the park
and saw a sign for a public restroom. The tour guide was still discussing the statue, so Miranda decided that if she
moved quickly, she could race to the bathroom and return before anyone even knew she was gone.
However, when Miranda returned to the park statue a few moments later, her church group was nowhere in
sight. She tried to squelch the rising tide of anxiety that bubbled up from deep within her. Why did I run off like
that without telling anyone? I don’t speak a word of the language here. Who can I ask for help? What am I going
to do? Biting her lip, she began jogging along a path that cut through the large public park. Maybe this is a short
cut and I can catch up with them. The cobblestones were uneven, and she found herself wishing that she had worn
a better pair of walking shoes.
The sun began setting, but Miranda was too panicked to enjoy the beauty of the majestic view. Blindly,
she pushed onwards along the path, praying that she would be quickly reunited with her group. She turned right,
and then the path suddenly became dark and narrow. A middle-aged woman with tattered clothing and only a few
crooked teeth motioned towards Miranda and muttered something indistinguishable. Is she going to try to mug

me? I’ve got to get out of here! Trying to escape from the frightening woman, Miranda turned around and
began rushing back the way she came. As her feet pounded along the path, her foot suddenly caught on a tree
root and she pitched forward. Her head struck the cobblestones hard, and she was thrown into a world of
shadows.
**********
When Miranda awoke, she was surrounded by darkness. She tried to stifle her rising fear. Where am I?
What happened to me? Then, slowly it all came back to her. I don’t even have my wallet with me; I left it on
the bus, and I’m not even sure where the bus is now. What am I going to do? By now, she prayed that her
friends had realized that she was missing and that they had notified the local police.
Miranda sat up and gradually became more aware of her surroundings. She touched her fingers to her
forehead, and realized that she must have some sort of bandage around her head. She blinked several times, and
her eyes began to adjust to the dim light. Suddenly, Miranda became aware of heavy breathing close by. On her
lap, she discovered a musty, worn woolen blanket, on top of which was a half slice of stale bread. Miranda
peered more closely into the darkness, and realized that there was indeed a person sitting on the ground next to
her. It was the frightening woman she had seen right before she fell! The woman must have bandaged her
wound, covered her with the blanket, and shared her meager slice of bread with her. Once again, Miranda’s
mind flashed to the bible story of the sheep and the goat. “Thank you,” she whispered to the woman, seeing the
inner beauty of the sheep who sat next to her. The woman smiled a crooked smile in return, and gently patted
Miranda on the arm.
Suddenly, Miranda heard people calling her name. It was her church friends, along with a local police
officer! Miranda sprang to her feet, crying with joy as she embraced her friends. “This woman here helped
me,” Miranda said, turning to point out the woman who had been so kind to her, but alas, the kind woman had
vanished, melting away into the shadows of the night.

A Lobster Tale
By: Dave Wilenta
As I approached the back entrance of 756 Minnie Place, I felt an uncanny urge to turn back and head in
the opposite direction. Perhaps, if I had obeyed my instinctive urge over 30 years ago, my eating habits would
be dramatically different today. As I made my way up the stairs a pungent smell made its way through my
nostrils. I couldn’t quite pinpoint the scent but soon realized it was not in the least bit pleasant. As I walked in
and tracked my nine year old feet over the heavily worn floral pattern linoleum floor, my Grandfather barked
“You hungry kiddo.” “Ah, no Pop-Pop I just ate, just came by to see how you’re doing”, I muttered. The big,
burly man sporting his usual white V-neck T-shirt and dark slacks motioned for me to have a seat. “What did
you eat”, he said. I knew there was no right answer, so I simply told him the truth. “I had two hot dogs at the
ball-field”. “Acchhh, sit down and have some real food, learn to eat like a man”, he snarled! I knew there was
no way to refuse his command.
Whenever Pop-Pop had something cooking, anyone and everyone was obligated to stay for some.
So, I sat down like a good little boy, and waited anxiously to see what it was that smelled so terribly bad.
The smell reminded me of my uncle’s modest fishing boat for some reason. Could it be seafood???? Oh, no!!!
The only sort of seafood I had ever tried was tuna fish with loads of mayo, trapped between two slices of thick

bread. As my mind wandered, Buster had made his way up from the basement, and came charging at me, ears
pointed, tail wagging. My grandpa’s dog was happy to see me, and I was delighted to see him. As he lay at my
feet, while I calmly stroked his ears and neck, I felt a reassurance with Buster at my side. At the time I didn’t
know what made me feel that way, but would soon figure it out. I keenly watched my grandpa reach into his
old, faded brown stove to check on his preparation and asked “What are we eating?” He replied, “Don’t worry
kiddo, you’ll love it.”
As I nervously waited for my food, I glanced around the kitchen. The dark, dreary wood paneling
seemed outdated, even from a nine year olds perspective. The lighting in the kitchen was quite scarce. Either
the forty-watt light bulbs were on their way out, fading slowly away, or the massive floral-patterned discolored
sconce that was shielding them was doing its job all too well. The dark paneling, scant lighting, worn floor, and
the somewhat familiar stench of my uncles fishing boat made me very uneasy. As I leaned back in the old
wooden chair, it creaked and along with its creak came my meal. “Lobster tails son, I already took them out for
you, here is some butter if you want to dip them”, Pop-Pop grunted. “Eat, go ahead try it”, he said.
I knew I was not going to enjoy my meal. As my grandfather
peered curiously out of the corner of his eye, I gradually raised a piece
of lobster to my mouth, plopped it in and began chewing. “Oh Lord
Jesus”, I thought and almost blurted it out audibly. It was worse than
I could ever have imagined! It was if I had taken a dive to the bottom of the sea and chomped on an immense
mouthful of the ocean bottom. That’s exactly how lobster tasted to me. I didn’t bother chewing much of it. I
pretty much swallowed it whole, figuring it would be easier that way. As I looked up with a poker face, I
noticed Pop-Pop coyly grinning at me. “Good, ha Davey,” he chirped. I replied with a disingenuous nod of
approval. He said “Try it with some butter”. As ordered, I dipped another piece of ocean bottom into the butter
and quickly shoveled it into my mouth. This time it was different. It now tasted like a greasy, rubbery, slithery
piece of the ocean bottom. I absolutely couldn’t stand it! Lobster was dreadful!!!
As I forced back the lobster that was trying to come out the way it had gone in, I knew I would have to
finish my plate, or else I was at risk of offending my grandfather. No one offended Pop-Pop …. and lived to
tell about it as far as I could remember! I was out of options. I had nowhere to turn, nowhere to hide, my time
was up…. As I desperately gazed around the kitchen, while a bead of sweat formed on my brow, my eyes
caught sight of the familiar old, tattered dark wood crucifix hanging above the stove. I remember thinking, if
anyone can get me out of this jam, it’s Jesus! I was hesitant to ask him for help because I hadn’t been praying
all that much recently, or ever for that matter. I knew I had nothing to lose and everything to gain, so I gave it a
shot! “Oh Jesus, please…..if there is a way to get me outta this, please show me. I’m sorry to say, but I think
lobster is the most awful tasting thing you’ve ever created and I can’t possibly eat another bite….I promise to
go to church next Sunday, if you help me out”!
As the last of my prayer was silently uttered, I noticed Buster had made his way to the outskirts
of the kitchen, on the edge of the imitation oriental floor rug in the living room. And then it dawned on me! An
answered prayer! Wow that was quick…Thank you Jesus! If I could somehow get the rest of my lobster
across the kitchen to Buster, I would be saved. Dogs eat anything, don’t they?... I reflected. The timing had to
be precise, so I eagerly waited for Pop-Pop to turn his back. Finally the moment had come as he went to check
on his Kielbasa, which had been boiling for quite some time. As he shifted his broad shoulders toward the
stove and away from me, I picked up the remaining pieces of sea bottom in my right hand and hurled them
towards Buster, my furry angel sent from above. I strategically coughed in order to muffle the sound of the
food splattering on the floor. Buster gulped it up in no time and my grandfather didn’t hear a thing. My plan…
I mean God’s plan had worked! I remained seated and a few minutes later after he was satisfied with his polish
sausage, he turned towards me. “Now that’s good food, eh kid?!” “Want some more, I have plenty?” “Ah no
thanks Pop-Pop”, I replied. “I’m pretty stuffed and wanna watch some T.V.” “OK, maybe later you can have

some Kielbasa” he mumbled. “Gee, anything but lobster” I thought to myself. As I stepped over Buster to
make my way into the living room, I turned back, leaned down, and gave Buster a loving embrace. “A boy’s
best friend” I thought, as I continued to affectionately cuddle my new favorite furry angel.

Food for the Soul
By Rob Petillo
Imagine being a single mother of three girls, ages
12-17, sharing a home with people you barely know, just
trying to get by, and to raise your girls in a safe, loving,
caring environment, with the hope that the sacrifices you
make every day will eventually enable your children to
lead fruitful lives. Imagine working three jobs, coming
home and helping your kids with their homework, and
doing everything else you possibly can to set a good
example for your children; teaching them how to rise
above some of life’ s great challenges. Imagine now, if you
can, that even with all of your hard work, you are barely
making ends meet, the environment you are raising your kids in is suddenly not looking very safe, and to make
matters worse, you cannot afford to put enough food on your table for your children. What would you do? Who
would you turn to?
In the interest of the three girls, I have been asked not to share the family’s name, so I will refer to them
as the Smith family, but unfortunately, this is a very real story. Even more unfortunate is the fact that this is a
problem that affects many families and individuals right here on the Jersey Shore. There are many working class
families that are experiencing the same difficulties as the Smith family, and find themselves in a situation that
they had never expected to find themselves in; not knowing where their next meal is coming from.
Like many hard working parents who are struggling to meet this basic Human need for their children,
Ms. Smith is very proud. The thought of asking for a handout had never entered her mind. She was determined
to provide for her family no matter how hard she had to work, and was doing her best. One day at school, her
fifteen year old daughter told one of her teachers that she was very hungry and has not eaten. The school staff
moved quickly to help this struggling family and eventually it came to Susan McCoy, who is a member here at
FPCOM. Susan, realizing that The Manasquan Food Pantry would be more than willing and able to help this
family in need, showed up after hours to the Pantry and was welcomed by the Pantry’s caring and dedicated
staff. Susan was given enough food to feed the Smith family for five days, and when she showed up at the
family’s home unexpectedly, she was met with overwhelming gratitude and emotion from Ms. Smith, who cried
tears of joy. With the help of the Manasquan Food Pantry, the Smith family was able to meet this challenge head
on, and is now doing well enough to be almost totally independent.
This is just one example of a family who is in need of not just food, but also in need of hope.
Fortunately, there are places for people to turn when in a situation such as the Smith family. The Manasquan
Food Pantry has served the community for many years, helping families and individuals in need, and is not just

your average soup kitchen. It serves high quality foods, and is dedicated not only to supplying the food people
need to survive, but also helping them to get back on their feet, so they will no longer need the help of the
Pantry. For Thanksgiving, Christmas, and Easter, each
participant receives a full holiday meal, consisting of a
turkey or ham with all the trimmings. They take pride in the
fact that they serve such good food, and their motto is, “If
we won’t eat it, we don’t serve it.” Together, all the
wonderful volunteers at the Manasquan Food Pantry are
determined to make sure that the Pantry is not only clean
and serves the best foods, but also that all participants are
treated with the respect and care they need and deserve.
However, there is a problem. In July of 2011, the Pantry was
serving 97 families and 353 individuals. Presently they are
serving over 200 families and 800 individuals. The need for
more support has never been greater. In addition to what they
receive from State and Federal agencies, the Food Pantry spends between $30,000 and $35,000 that they receive
in donations per year on food. Since the amount of people that the Pantry serves has more than doubled in the
last three years, it is not hard to recognize the need for more donations.
Most of us here on the Jersey shore are blessed enough to where we will never have to worry about
having enough to eat. That is not the case for many. As Christians, we are called to continue the mission of
Jesus. It is not always easy, but God promises us that if we live as he calls us to, we will be rewarded for our
generosity. Scripture tells us, “The generous will themselves be blessed for they share their food with the poor.”
- Proverbs 22:9. Jesus himself told us that when we feed the hungry, clothe the naked or visit the sick, we do it
for Him. 37 “Then the righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry and feed you, or thirsty
and give you something to drink? 38 When did we see you a stranger and invite you in, or needing clothes and
clothe you? 39 When did we see you sick or in prison and go to visit you?’40 “The King will reply, ‘Truly I tell
you, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of mine, you did for me.’ - Matthew
25:37-40.
Much of our Christian Faith is predicated on the belief that, not only is it a blessing to feed the hungry
and minister to the poor, but it is our obligation as disciples of Christ. How are we to shine as an example of
Christian love, hope, and charity if our deeds do not back up our words and our faith? “14 What good is it, my
brothers and sisters, if someone claims to have faith but has no deeds? Can such faith save them? 15 Suppose a
brother or a sister is without clothes and daily food. 16 If one of you says to them, “Go in peace; keep warm and
well fed,” but does nothing about their physical needs, what good is it? 17 In the same way, faith by itself, if it
is not accompanied by action, is dead.” - James 2:14-17.
The Manasquan Food Pantry has been taking action, and leading by example for many years, and is a
vital part of Christ’s Mission here on the Jersey shore. Not only does it feed the hungry, and share God’s love
with those in need. Its light shines as a beacon of hope for people like the Smith family, who would otherwise
have none. It allows good, hard working people, who may be going through some rough times, a fighting
chance to get back on track and restore their dignity. It allows parents who are struggling, to again put good
food on the table for their children. The Manasquan Food Pantry is one of the most important ministries in our
community. The high quality food that it serves is a testament to how much the men and women who volunteer
so much of their time to keep it running, genuinely care about God’s people; but it is more than just a food
pantry. It is a place where people can go to find hope. It supplies the needy with more than just food for the
belly. It supplies them with food for the soul.

