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we represent. 

 

The Good News 
St. Paul’s Episcopal Church                                Chittenango,  New York 

                                                                  September  2026 

 

Our Services 
Sundays at 10AM  

 
Subscribe to our YouTube 

www.youtube.com/
@stpaulschittenango13037  

 
And find us on FaceBook  

https://www.facebook.com/
StPaulsChittenango/  

Continued on Page 4 
Doing something a bit different this month, I am not writing the lead arti-
cle, I am sharing an article I found on Facebook, from a writer/farmer I 
follow. Farmer Girl. Here is what she wrote this morning: 
 
You are Sarah. You are seventy-five years old, although right now your name is still Sarai, 
and your husband Abram has just come home with news. God has told him to leave. Leave 
your country, leave your relatives, leave the place you know, pack everything you own, gather 
the household, and start walking toward a land God will show him. Where exactly is this 
land? Apparently that information is being released on a need-to-know basis, and evidently 
neither of you needs to know yet. There is no map with a little red line drawn across it, no 
address to put into GPS, no estimated arrival time, and definitely no convenient roadside sign 
announcing PROMISED LAND, 147 MILES, CLEAN RESTROOMS AND CAMEL PARK-
ING AVAILABLE. There is simply a command from God and a promise attached to it. God 
tells Abram that He will make him into a great nation, bless him, make his name great, and 
bless the nations of the earth through him. So you pack. You leave Haran. You walk away 
from familiar people and familiar places because your husband believes God has spoken, and 
you are going with him.  
 
But there is one rather enormous problem with this whole "great nation" promise, and you 
know it better than anyone. You have no children. You have spent decades wanting a baby 
and not having one. At seventy-five years old this isn't a fresh disappointment anymore. This 
is an ache you have learned to carry so long that you probably know exactly how to smile 
when another woman announces she is expecting, exactly how to congratulate her, exactly 
how long you can hold somebody else's newborn before you need to hand the baby back, and 
exactly how to keep your face composed until you are alone again. In your world, being una-
ble to have children carries enormous social weight too. People notice. People wonder. People 
whisper. You have watched younger women marry after you and have babies before you. You 
have watched their babies grow into children and perhaps watched some of those children 
become parents themselves. Meanwhile your tent remains quiet. Abram has servants, live-
stock, wealth, and an entire household large enough that when Lot is captured he can take 318 
trained men born in his household and go rescue him. Three hundred eighteen trained men. 
This is not exactly a tiny operation. Yet the one thing you and Abram do not have is the one 
thing necessary to turn Abram into a great nation. A child.  
 
And then God keeps talking about descendants.  
 
Not just one descendant either. God tells Abram his offspring will be like the dust of the earth. 
Later He takes Abram outside and tells him to look toward heaven and count the stars, if he 
can count them, because that is what his offspring will be like. You are Sarah. You have spent 
your entire adult life unable to have one baby, your husband is getting older, you are getting 
older, and God is apparently discussing your family tree using astronomical objects as a unit 
of measurement. You can almost imagine Abram coming back into the tent afterward saying, 
"God said our descendants will be like the stars," and you looking at him, looking at yourself, 
looking back at him, and thinking that perhaps we should begin with one.  
 

Then years pass. That sentence is much easier for us to read than it was for you to live.  
 
We can turn a page in Genesis and skip years in approximately two seconds. You cannot. You 
have to wake up every morning in those years. You have to live every ordinary Tuesday be-
tween the promise and its fulfillment. You have to watch another month pass, then another   
year, then another birthday. You have to keep hearing this enormous promise while absolutely 
nothing in your body suggests it is getting closer. In fact, every year suggests the opposite. So 
eventually you do something painfully human. You decide that perhaps God has given you the  
 

About Faith. 
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Prayer List 
 

      Contact Information 
         Father Leon Mozeliak 
           Home: 315-457-1302  
             Cell: 315-369-8205 
           frleonm@yahoo.com 

 

St. Paul’s Vestry 
 

Robin Weisbrod 
 Sr Warden  

Communication Chair 
Home: 315-655-4321 

Cell: 315-367-8111 
rdweisbrod@gmail.com 

 
Treasurer 

                  Gary Gilbert 
 

               Sue Gerling    
              Jr Warden 
              Worship 

                                            
     Betty Wood  
                    Outreach 
 
  Lynn Mozeliak 
    Pastoral Care 
 
     Val Travers  
     Fellowship 
 
  Judy Olmsted 
   Vestry Clerk 
 
 Robin Weisbrod 
             Newsletter Editor 

 

Want to donate to St. Paul's?  
Not sure how to do it online?  
 
Go to: https://cnyepiscopal.org/
give/ click on "Give to my  
Parish" and look for St. Paul's 
Chittenango.   
 
You will get an email stating your 
donation has gone thru and our 
Treasurer will get an email, with 
your name and amount given.   

Volunteer Opportunity  
Clothing Exchange 

 
No Clothing Exchange for September BUT there will be 

Volunteer opportunities this month.  
 

During the week of September 14th: 
Monday September 14: 6-8 PM 

Tuesday September 15: 12-2 
Wednesday September 16: 12-2 

Thursday September 17: 6-8 
 

We will be sorting and getting the Summer Clothes gone and 
the Fall//Winter Clothes to the fore! 

List of Names as of August 23, 2026 

 

For the sick:  Ethel Barber, Ron Beaty, Debra Becker, Nancy 
Berger, Lewis Briggs, Hunter Brink, Catherine Carter, Angelo 
Coker, Terry Crammer, Barb Dayo, Deb Elderbroom & Lukas, 
Christine Gardner, the Rev. Charles Grover, Meghan Guercio, 
Samantha Huebler, Sue Huebler, Violet Irwin, Amy Kenneson, 
Adrienne Kraus, Corinne Kraus, Patricia Ladd, Don Lee, Betty 
Lesczynski, Michael Lesczynski, Linda Macri, Bonnie Mat-
thews, Carolyn Moredock,  Tania Mousaw, Brian Mozeliak, 
Justine Mulford, Bob Olmsted, Chris Omsted, Bud Penner, 
Mack Sager, Roe Salamone, Richard Satimore, Dorothy Saun-
ders, Judy Short, Jim Snyder, Jennifer Southwich, Mickey Tem-
ple, Gerry Weisbrod, Katherine Weisbrod, Ruth Williams. 
 
New Prayer List for August 2026/September 2026 has been 
posted on the bulletin board. 
 
 

If you wish to have someone added to St. Paul’s Prayer list, please contact 
Becky Kraus at bak092364@gmail.com / 315 382-9056 or Robin Weisbrod 
at rdweisbrod@gmail.com / 315 655-4321. 
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04—Judy Olmsted 
13—Dick Matthews 
23—Becky Kraus 
23—Betty Wood 
25—Dorothy Saunders 
29—Fran Abriola 

Birthdays 

S
ep

te
m

b
er

 

 

 September 6,  2026 

                 Holy Eucharist 

            Rev. Charles Grover 
            L.E.M.:  Judy Olmsted 

           Lessons:  Claudia Jensen 

           Prayers:  Claudia Jensen 

           Acolyte: Katherine W. 

           MIDI: Valerie Travers  

           Coffee Hour: Vestry 
 
 September 13,  2026 
                 Morning Prayer 

   Robin Weisbrod 

            Lessons: Sue Gerling 

             Prayers: Sue Gerling 

            MIDI: Valerie Travers 

         Coffee Hour: Sue Gerling 

Ministry Team Schedule 

Anniversaries  
02—Don and Jan Lee 
04—Dick Matthews and Edna Brown 
25—Bob and Roberta Kincaid 
28—Bob and Judy Olmsted 

 September 20, 2026                              
                    Holy Eucharist 
           Rev. Dr. Leon C. Mozeliak, Jr. 

L.E.M.: Judy Olmsted      

Lessons:  Robin Weisbrod  

Prayers:  Robin Weisbrod   

         Acolyte:    TBA  

         MIDI:    Valerie Travers 

         Coffee Hour:   TBA 
 

            September 27, 2026 
                 Morning Prayer 

    Robin Weisbrod 

            Lessons: Tania Mousaw 

            Prayers:  Tania Mousaw 

             MIDI: Valerie Travers 

             Coffee Hour: Please Volunteer 
 

     Altar Guild  
 
Robin Weisbrod 
Katherine Weisbrod 
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Continued from pg 1…. 
destination but expects you to figure out the transportation. Maybe the promise is real, but perhaps it was never supposed to happen 
through you. You have an Egyptian servant named Hagar, and in your culture there is an accepted way for a barren wife to obtain chil-
dren through a servant. So you give Hagar to Abram. It is practical. It is culturally understandable. It might even feel like faith at first 
because you aren't abandoning God's promise. You are trying to help accomplish it.  
 
Then Hagar gets pregnant. You are Sarah. Sit in that moment for a minute.  
 
You have spent decades unable to conceive, and the woman you gave to your husband becomes pregnant. Suddenly the plan that 
looked perfectly logical on paper has a heartbeat attached to it, and all the pain you thought you had learned to live with comes roaring 
back. Hagar begins looking at you differently. You begin looking at Hagar differently. Jealousy, resentment, humiliation, anger, and 
hurt fill the space where you thought there would finally be relief. You lash out. Hagar runs away. God meets her in the wilderness and 
sends her back, and eventually Ishmael is born. Abram has a son now. You still don't. And for the next thirteen years Ishmael grows 
up in front of you. Every birthday is another reminder that you tried to make God's promise happen yourself and discovered that just 
because we can force something to happen doesn't mean we can force it to become what God promised.  
 
Then Abram is ninety-nine years old, and God speaks again.  
 
This time God changes his name from Abram to Abraham, because he will be the father of many nations. And then God talks about 
you.  
 
Your name will no longer be Sarai.  You are Sarah.  
 
God says, "I will bless her, and moreover, I will give you a son by her."  
 
By you. Not through Hagar. Not through some alternative arrangement. Not through another younger woman who is biologically capa-
ble of doing what your body has never done. You. Abraham laughs.  
 
Which is worth remembering because Sarah tends to get all the attention for laughing later, but Abraham absolutely got there first.  
 
God tells him the son will be named Isaac, and then three visitors arrive at your camp sometime later. Abraham sees them and sudden-
ly this nearly hundred-year-old man is running around arranging hospitality. You prepare cakes. A calf is prepared. The visitors eat 
while Abraham stands nearby, and you are inside the tent listening. Of course you are listening. 
There are mysterious visitors sitting outside talking to your husband about you, and anybody pretending they would politely wander to 
the opposite side of the tent and mind their own business is giving themselves entirely too much credit.  
 
Then you hear one of them say, "I will surely return to you about this time next year, and Sarah your wife shall have a son."  
 
You are Sarah.  You are eighty-nine years old.  
 
You know your body. You know what menopause is even if you don't have that particular modern word for it. Genesis is extremely 
clear that "the way of women had ceased to be with Sarah." There is no medical ambiguity here. There is no little remaining window 
of possibility. You are not standing there thinking the odds are low.  There are no odds. So you laugh to yourself.  Of course you do.  
 
This isn't a polite little chuckle because somebody told a mildly amusing camel joke. This is the involuntary laugh that comes out 
when somebody says something so completely outside the boundaries of reality that your brain doesn't know what else to do with it. 
You are almost ninety years old, Abraham is almost one hundred, and somebody outside your tent has just casually announced that by 
this time next year you are going to have a baby.  
 

Then the LORD says, "Why did Sarah laugh?"  +Oh. You freeze. Apparently the conversation outside the tent has now included the 
laugh you made inside the tent.  
 
You panic and say, "I did not laugh."  And He says, "No, but you did laugh."  
 
There are some moments in Scripture where you can almost hear the silence afterward.  
 
But then comes the question that has been sitting underneath your entire story.  
 
"Is anything too hard for the LORD?"  
 
You are Sarah, and that question follows you into the months ahead because eventually something happens that has never happened 
before.  
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You are pregnant.  At ninety.  
 
At first maybe you don't trust it. You have lived with disappointment far too long to immediately believe hope. But another 
week passes. Then another. Your body begins changing. The impossible little life inside you grows. You feel movement. A 
kick. Perhaps you grab Abraham's hand and place it against your stomach, and this nearly hundred-year-old man feels his 
promised son moving beneath the hand of his ninety-year-old wife, and at some point the two of you have to look at each 
other and acknowledge that your household has officially moved well beyond anything explainable by normal biology. You 
tried to make this promise happen years ago and created an absolute mess. Now you can do nothing except watch God do 
exactly what He said He would do.  
 

Then labor comes, because apparently being ninety does not exempt you from that portion of the experience either.  
 
You are Sarah. You are in pain. There are women around you helping. Abraham is somewhere nearby, presumably being 
extremely useful by staying out of everyone's way. Hours pass. The promise that sounded beautiful when God talked about 
descendants like stars now involves contractions, sweat, fear, exhaustion, and all the very physical reality required to bring 
one tiny descendant into the world.  
 
Then you hear him cry. Your son. After all those years. After all those empty months. After all those other babies you held 
and returned to their mothers. After Hagar. After Ishmael. After trying to fix God's timing. After Abraham laughed. After 
you laughed. After you denied laughing while speaking to the God who had quite obviously heard you laugh.  
 
Someone places a newborn baby in your arms. You are ninety years old, and you are holding your son. Isaac. Laughter. 
God actually told you to name him Laughter.  
 
And suddenly the laugh inside the tent has become something entirely different. You say, "God has made laughter for me; 
everyone who hears will laugh over me." Of course they will. Somewhere people are hearing the news that Abraham and 
Sarah had a baby and doing the ancient equivalent of checking whether they read that correctly. Sarah? That Sarah? Abra-
ham's Sarah? Ninety-year-old Sarah? Yes. That Sarah. You laughed because God's promise seemed impossible, and now 
God has put Laughter in your arms.  
 
Your story doesn't suddenly become neat after that. This isn't a children's story where Isaac arrives and everybody lives 
happily ever after under a beautifully positioned palm tree. The consequences of your earlier choices are still there. Ishmael 
is still Abraham's son. Hagar is still a real woman who has been deeply hurt by this entire situation. Eventually the conflict 
becomes so severe that Hagar and Ishmael leave, and that part of your story is uncomfortable because Scripture does not 
turn you into some flawless stained-glass woman who never gets jealous, never becomes impatient, never makes a bad de-
cision, and never hurts anyone. You are Sarah. You are complicated. You believe God and doubt Him. You follow faithful-
ly into an unknown country and then try to take control when His timing takes too long. You can leave everything behind 
because God said go and later laugh because God says something you cannot imagine being possible.  
 
And somehow, centuries later, Hebrews 11 puts your name among the people remembered for faith. Not because you never 
doubted. Not because you never laughed. Not because you never tried to force the story forward. Hebrews says you consid-
ered Him faithful who had promised. That might be the part of your story we need most.  
 
Because we like faith when it looks impressive. We like Abraham leaving Haran. We like dramatic moments where some-
body trusts God and immediately sees what happens next. We are less comfortable with twenty-five years between God's 
promise and Isaac's birth. Twenty-five years of ordinary mornings. Twenty-five years of wondering. Twenty-five years 
where your body grows older while the promise seems to grow less possible. Twenty-five years in which you make mis-
takes, get impatient, create problems, and discover repeatedly that God's faithfulness does not depend upon your ability to 
understand His schedule.  
 
You are Sarah. You have spent most of your life believing one particular thing will never happen. Now you are sitting in 
your tent with a newborn asleep against your chest. Look down at him. Look at his tiny fingers. Feel his breathing. Feel the 
weight of him in arms that spent decades empty. Remember the stars God told Abraham to count. Remember the dust. Re-
member Hagar. Remember Ishmael. Remember the years. Remember standing behind the tent flap trying not to laugh loud-
ly enough for the visitors to hear you. Remember saying, "I did not laugh," and hearing God answer, "No, but you did 
laugh."  
 
And now laugh again. Not because the promise is ridiculous anymore. Because God kept it. You could not see how. You 
could not make it happen. You tried. You failed. You doubted. You laughed. And God was faithful anyway.  
 
You are Sarah, ninety years old, holding a baby named Laughter in your arms, and suddenly the question God asked out-
side your tent doesn't sound quite so rhetorical anymore. "Is anything too hard for the LORD?"  
 
You once laughed because you thought the answer might be yes.  
 
Now the answer is sleeping in your arms.                 
              Note: Thank you for reading this, and thank Farmer Girl for writing it. 
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