
  

 

 

THE PANORAMA 
The Newsletter of  

The Lewistown  

Presbyterian  

 Church 

 

!ǇǊƛƭ нлмт 
 

 

HOLY WEEK AND EASTER OBSERVANCES  

MAUNDY THURSDAY: 
We will remember the 
events of the last hours 
of Jesus beginning with a 
light meal in the Baraca 
Room at 6:30 PM on 
Thursday, April 13. We 
will also observe the 
sacrament of the Lordôs 
Supper around tables as 
we believe it was first 
experienced by Jesus and 
his disciples. We will then 
proceed to the sanctuary 
for a service of Tenebrae, 
during which we will hear 
the gospel accounts of 
Jesusô arrest and 
crucifixion as the lights are dimmed to the point of darkness. This is a deeply moving service 
and is a very helpful way to remember what Jesus did for us.  
 
GOOD FRIDAY SERVICES: Pastors from a number of area churches will lead a 
Stations of the Cross service at Sacred Heart Catholic Church at 11 AM on Good Friday, April 
14. Then, at 11:45 AM, all who wish to follow the cross through Lewistown will meet outside 
Sacred Heart to walk through our community, during which we will stop and pray for various 
ministries and community groups.  
 
EASTER EGG HUNT: Children are invited to hear the real story of Easter, enjoy 
snacks, do crafts and find Easter Eggs on Saturday, April 15 at 10 AM. Invite your friends, 
family and neighbors!  
 
EASTER MORNING WORSHIP:  
Early Service: We will meet at Mount Rock Cemetery at 7:30 AM for a short service to 
consider the wonder of the women who discovered the empty tomb and the joy of discovering 
that Jesus had risen from the dead.  
Resurrection Celebration: Our worship service at our regular time (10:30 AM) on 
Easter Sunday will celebrate the risen Lord with joyful hymns and anthem, and a reflection on 
what the resurrection means for us!   

Celebrate the resurrection of our Lord with us!  
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PASTORôS PAGE  

I am currently enjoying a book entitled Jesus 
without Borders: What Planes, Trains, & Rickshaws 
Taught Me about Jesus. It was written by Chad 
Gibbs, a blogger who from Alabama, ñthe buckle of 
Americaôs Bible Belt.ò Gibbs recounts his travels 
around the world exploring what faith in Christ 
means to people from different backgrounds.  

I found the chapter on England particularly 
interesting, in part because I served as a student 
intern at a church outside Cambridge during 
seminary. Also because Gibbs reports on attending 
Holy Trinity Church, Brompton where the Alpha 
Course started and one of my favorite teachers, 
Nicki Gumbel, is the vicar. And, most importantly, 
because the church in the UK can help us prepare 
for what is coming next in the USA. It is said that 
the church in England is what the church in the 
United States will be in fifty years (or sooner!). 

In the United States in which most of us grew 
up, Christianity was decidedly the majority 
religion. Most of our neighbors attended church 
somewhere and the question was more likely to 
be, ñwhere do you go to churchò than, ñdo you go 
to church?ò However, in England, practicing 
Christians are very much in the minority. When 
Gibbs asked the daughter of his hosts how many 
Christian friends she had in school, the girl 
responded that she was the only Christian she 
knew of at her school.  

Researchers have found that only 18% of the 
Millennial Generation find Christianity relevant to 
their live; and the percentage of young Americans 
who identify as Christian is dropping rapidly. We 
no longer live an in an age in which Christian faith 
can be assumed of our neighbors. And while we 
live in an area that holds onto Christian faith more 
than many, the loss of faith and Christian 
commitment is impacting us, nonetheless. 
Decreasing church attendance is one of the more 
telling signs of these trends, and we are sadly not 
exempt.  

Gibbs discovered something interesting at Holy 
Trinity, Brompton. He found a gathering of 
devoted, excited, passionate Christians who were 
deeply committed to Jesus Christ and to each 
other. He noted that their passion and 
commitment was much stronger than that of most 
of his American brothers and sisters. A friend  
helped him understand by describing what it is like 
to live in a place in which Christians are in the 
minority, saying, ñWe became more intent on 
going to church, not out of a sense of duty but 
because there, in that little gathering, were the 
only people in your life who truly understood you.ò 
In that way, being part of the church in the UK is 
more similar to being a part of the first century 
church than it is to being a part of the church in 
Bible-belt, USA.  

Another Christian blogger, Benjamin Sledge, 
recently wrote, ñIôm excited the North American 
church is dying.ò He believes that as cultural 
Christianity dies, a more authentic and vibrant 
Christian community will take its place. The church 
will be smaller but its faith, commitment, love and 
service will be far bigger.  

I had a taste of this kind of Christianity when I 
was at the University of Pennsylvania. Penn prides 
itself on being the first US college founded without 
ties to any church. When I attended there 250 
years after its founding, faith in Christ was 
ridiculed by many professors and students alike. 
My Christian sisters and brothers were very much 
aware of our minority status. Our gatherings and 
relationships were precious and energizing. Our 
commitment to Christ was challenged but 
strengthened by the resistance we found on 
campus.  

As the cultural Christianity to which are 
accustomed wanes, will we still be committed to 
Christ and his church? I pray that our faith is 
based in a real and life-changing relationship to 
Jesus Christ and a desire to serve him no matter 
what. That is true Christian faith.  

From Pastor James Thomas 

CHRISTIAN EDUCATION COMMUNIQUE 

  ñAlternate;ò itôs a word used fairly frequently 
these days. Alternate medicine, alternate diet, 
alternate energy sources, alternate lifestyleéand 
the list goes on. My directionally challenged self 
has become quite familiar with the ñalternate 
routeò. Only those who suffer with the same 
malady will truly understand. Thanks to Lola, my 
GPS co-pilot, itôs been a while since Iôve taken one, 

but whenever I do follow an ñalternate routeò I end 
up somewhere I never intended. Sometimes there 
are signs that give me a clue that I might be 
headed in the wrong direction, like ñWelcome to 
New Jerseyò or ñthis exit for trucks onlyò or 
questionable graffiti on a dilapidated warehouse. 
More often than not, though, all seems well and I 
travel happily down the highway enjoying the 

From CE Director, Ginny Westover 

/ƻƴǝƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǇŀƎŜ 
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scenery. What feels to me like the right way is 
not. Sometimes even the right way seems 
wrong. If nothing else, I have learned that I 
cannot trust my sense of direction. 

 Iôm quite sure that Walter Brueggemann was 
not thinking along these lines when he entitled 
his devotional book for Lent, A Way Other Than 
Our Own, but I have thought of the analogy 
often as Iôve read the bookôs chapters. The 
theme throughout the devotional is this: ñGod 
has always called people out of their safe, walled 
cities into uncomfortable places, revealing paths 
they would never have chosen.ò A very familiar 
passage in the Old Testament was written to a 
people who ended up in a place they never 
imagined; a place they certainly would not have 
chosen. The nation of Israel had turned from God 
to follow their own ways, lured by the culture 
around them, choosing independence and 
comfortable living over obedience to the 
instructions God had given them. From Israelôs 
perspective this way of living seemed to be 
taking them in the right direction, but it was a 
road that ended in Babylonian captivity, 
servitude, and despair.  So God poured His heart 
out to His children through the preaching of a 
prophet: 

 ñSeek the Lord while he may be found; call 
on him while he is near. Let the wicked 
forsake their ways and the unrighteous their 
thoughts. Let them turn to the Lord, and he 
will have mercy on them, and to our God, 
for he will freely pardon. ñFor my thoughts 
are not your thoughts, neither are your 
ways my ways,ò declares the Lord. ñAs the 
heavens are higher than the earth, so are 
my ways higher than your ways and my 
thoughts than your thoughtsò Isaiah 55:6-8. 

 ñMy ways are higher than your ways...ò Today 
these words are often read by shoppers browsing 
the card section of the local Christian bookstore. 
They are intended to remind us, the readers, of 
Godôs complete otherness. We may, in turn, 
respond to this declaration of transcendence with 
a sigh of resignation and acknowledgment. 
Originally, the phrase of higher ways and higher 
thoughts was uttered to exiles, destitute and 
longing for home. The intent was not to evoke 
acquiescence (ñI canôt for the life of me 
understand what God is doing; I guess his ways 
are just higher than mine.ò) but to bring about 
repentance. ñLet the wicked forsake their ways 

and the unrighteous their thoughts. Let them 
turn to the Lord.ò By doing what? The next 
chapter of Isaiah answers: ñMaintain justice, do 
what is right, keep the Sabbathéò and Isaiah 58, 
ñloose the bonds of injustice, undo the thongs of 
the yoke, let the oppressed go freeò. These 
phrases sound an awful lot like the words Jesus 
used when he spoke to the crowds about the 
poor and needy. They paint a picture of Jesusô 
interactions with the marginalized and suffering. 
They define an alternate way.  

 These words and others similar to them have 
challenged me this Lent to ask some hard 
questions about my attitude and involvement 
with the poor and needy in this community and 
in my neighborhood. How willing am I to speak 
up for those who have no voice? How quick am I 
to welcome and accept those labeled 
ñunacceptableò? Do I respond with compassion 
or criticism? Do I reach out or walk the other 
way? How tightly do I hold onto my stuff? How 
generous am I with all that God has given to 
me? 

 I like the ease of my lifestyle. I like to choose 
how I spend my leisure time and with whom I 
spend it. I like the positive strokes I receive by 
surrounding myself with people like me. I like to 
live with controlled risk. This road is a smooth 
one, for the most part. The scenery is pleasant 
and it feels right (if ñrightò is to be measured by 
enjoyment and lack of major problems). 
Sometimes I wonder if it is truly the right route 
though; one that Jesus would travel. This 
comment by Mr. Brueggemann has proven 
uncomfortable and unrelenting: ñIn my 
judgment, the church in the United States must 
face hard decisions such as we have not faced 
for a long time. We have indeed bought in as 
individual persons, even as a church, on 
consumerism, aimed at self-indulgence, comfort, 
security and safety. We live our lives out of our 
affluence, and we discover that all our self-
indulgence makes us satiated but neither happy 
nor safe.ò 

 During these final weeks of Lent, as we 
anticipate and look forward to the new life and 
hope of the resurrection, I pray we would seek 
the higher ways and thoughts of God, lived out 
through Jesus. And no matter how good it may 
seem, I pray that we will not trust our own sense 
of direction. 

CHRISTIAN EDUCATION COMMUNIQUE  

From CE Director, Ginny Westover 

(continued from page 2) 
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GROWING IN GODôS GARDEN 

 There is a beautiful flower in blossom in the 

sunroom of our log house out here in Treaster 

Valley. That, in and of itself is not unusual, even 

though it is not the time or season for such a 

plant  to display its singular beauty. It has sent 

up a spike of some twenty-seven inches high 

flanked by several flat leaves of the same length. 

The blossom head  of this plant consists of four 

identical six-petal blossoms, each of which 

measure  approximately six inches from tip to tip 

of the petals. It is not surprising that our 

sunroom should be graced by such an enjoyable 

specimen, because, our son  Paul, has inherited  

his grandmotherôs ñway with flowers.ò From 

where I am now sitting I can see at least ten 

poinsettia, (from last yearôs Christmas display), 

two Orchids, three lemon trees, a coffee bean 

tree, many African violets, a tropical pineapple, 

fruiting bush fig and several other plants whose 

names I cannot pronounce, and about twenty 

Dawn Redwood seedlings. 

  By now, you have probably guessed that our 

out of season sun porch flower is an amaryllis. It 

has a story all of its own. It was purchased near 

Christmas several years ago, and provided a 

bright presence throughout the Holiday season. 

Then, as it continued in its life cycle, the color 

faded from its petals which dropped from the 

stem as the green leaves yellowed, and all of its 

life seemed to shrink back into the bulb from 

which it had grown. Then, it was relegated to a 

dark corner of our cellar to live in dormancy. 

Spring  arrived and the plant slept on until it was 

noticed that some tiny leaf tips appeared, 

indicating that it was ready to grow again. But 

Alas! Time constraints and just plain neglect, 

found it moving, pot and all, to a shady place on 

our stone wall. Sunlight was dim and watering 

irregular, so it seemed that the neglected plant 

just seemed to give up. 

 A second winter came but still no much needed 

care was extended. Then came the second 

Spring, with the shrinking bulb practically 

begging for attention. It was then transplanted to 

a spot in one of the flower beds.. The summer 

sun and rain  encouraged the bulb to enlarge 

send up a fountain of lush green leaves which 

faded back down as fall approached. Another 

move brought the dry looking bulb to a fresh pot 

of good soil and moving it back to the warmer 

cellar where it was forgotten until a casual glance 

discovered some new, green growth. Up it came 

again to the warmth and light of the sunroom 

where it rewarded us with the beautiful blossoms 

which I have just described. 

 I thought that there must be a life lesson 

somewhere in this ñHe spoke also this parable; a 

certain man had a fig tree planted in his 

vineyard; and he came and sought fruit on it, 

and found none. Then he said unto the vine 

dresser, behold, these three years I come 

seeking fruit on this fig tree, and find none. Cut it 

down; why cumbereth it the ground? And he, 

answering, said unto him, lord, let it alone this 

year also, till I shall dig about it, and fertilize it;  

and if it bare fruit, well, and if not, then after 

that thou shall cut it down.ò  

 I think we have discovered an allegory about 

our own redemption. We are that plant. Within 

each of us dwells a potential  for beauty and 

service, thusly: Rooted in the garden of Sacred 

Scripture, stimulated by the Holy Spirit, 

nourished by warm fellowship with others and 

warmed by the sun of Godôs presence, we can be 

like the persons spoken of in the first Psalm 

(Psalm 1:1-3) Happy are those who do not follow 

the advice of  the wicked, or who take the path 

that sinners tread, or sit in the seat of the 

scoffers; but their  delight is in the law of the 

Lord, and on his law they meditate day and 

night. They are like trees planted by streams of 

water. Which yield their fruit in its season, and 

their leaves do not wither. 

ñIn the Bulb There is a Flowerò 

In the bulb there is a flower; in the seed, an 

apple tree; In cocoons, a hidden promise: 

butterflies will soon be free! In the cold and snow 

of winter thereôs a spring that waits to be, 

Unrevealed until its season, something God alone 

can see. 

In our end is our beginning; in our time, infinity; 

In our doubt there is believing; in our life, 

eternity, In our death, a resurrection; at the last, 

a victory, Unrevealed until its season, something 

God alone can see. 

wŜǾΦ wƻōŜǊǘ ½ƻǊƴ 
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PRESBYTERIAN PRESCHOOL  

     Forget lions and lambs. This year March acted 

like a misguided ping pong ball! And there were 

times when our classrooms appeared to follow 

suit! A little bit of silly and lots of fun learning 

seemed especially appropriate for Dr. Seussô 

birthday. Circle time was filled with rhyme and 

the very exciting discovery in the preschool 

classes that we could put letters and their sounds 

together and 

read words like 

ñcatò and ñhatò 

and ñhopò and 

ñpop.ò Then 

when the 

classroom was 

sizzling with 

yummy smells, 

quite a few 

preschoolers 

discovered that 

they, like Sam I 

Am, ñdo so like 

green eggs and 

hamò (even if 

they wouldnôt go 

so far as to eat 

them on a boat 

or with a goat). 

Eating green 

eggs and ham 

with friends was 

just fine; 

especially when 

we could listen to Pastor Jim tackle the tongue 

twisters in other Dr. Seuss favorites. 

    Mother Goose hung around both nursery school 

and preschool classrooms, finishing up a series on 

nursery rhymes. The day the three and four year 

olds heard the story of Goldilocks and The Three 

Bears was one of Marchôs sixty eight degree days. 

After acting out the story and doing the ñThree 

Bear Chant,ò one little boy exclaimed, ñBoy, this is 

making me sweat!ò Miss K, from the library 

continued the rhythmic stories with fun counting 

rhymes and jingles of her own. 

    Both classes counted the days until Spring 

would arrive. Confident it was well on its way, we 

made pussy willows and read about lady bugs. 

Preschoolers kept their counting brains in tip, top 

shape with some gumball math and anticipated 

counting the steps that lead upstairs to our third 

floor ñmovie theaterò on Pajama Day. And then 

the snow came. Maybe that was the real reason 

that the lady bug in our story was so grouchy. 

Bear and Tim were a little out of sorts too, after 

being roused from a long winterôs nap. We offered 

to share our Salad Day greens and veggies with 

them but they 

said they didnôt 

eat that green 

stuff and 

preferred donuts. 

Hmmmé weôve 

heard that line 

beforeé 

     Everyone was 

relieved to have 

a full week of 

school after 

being off for a 

few days. Any 

vestiges of winter 

disappeared in a 

hurry from 

bulletin boards 

and were quickly 

replaced with 

bunnies, Easter 

eggs and spring 

flowers. Is it any 

surprise that 

when we read 

The Foot Book that flip-flops were the footwear of 

choice? Army man shoes, train boots, and Bob the 

Builder shoes followed. 

     Who can resist the cuddly cuteness of a spring 

lamb? We recounted the story of Maryôs tag-a-

long lamb and made puppets to help us tell our 

own version of the tale. Pastor Jim read a story 

about a runaway lamb and the good shepherd 

who risked it all to find the wayward wooly and 

bring him back to the sheep pen. It was the same 

story that Jesus told to let us know how much He 

loves each of us. Like the shepherd in the stories, 

Jesus, the Good Shepherd, loves us and rescues 

us. Even when we are much like misguided ping 

pong balls.  

From Ginny Westover 
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PRESCHOOL PICTURES 
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smells and quite a few preschoolers 

discovered that they, like Sam I Am, do 
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SENIOR PRESBYTERIAN LADIES: Our Senior Presbyterian Ladies invite you to the Honey Creek 
Inn every first Wednesday of the month at 11:30 AM for good food and fellowship. We would love to have 
you come out and join us! Our next lunch will be Wednesday, April 5. 

WRAPPED CANDY IS NEEDED: We are in need of small, individually wrapped candy to fit inside 
plastic Easter eggs for the egg hunt on April 15. Please bring donations to the church by April 9. 

THANK YOU to everyone who made possible the collection of ninety hygiene kits for donation 
to Presbyterian Disaster Assistance! Your generosity fulfills Rick Warren's call to action as well as Paul's 
message of bearing one another's burdens by following the law of Christ (Galatians 6:2).   

MOTHER HUBBARDôS CUPBOARD: The suggested donations for April are: Jelly, peanut butter, 
macaroni, cereal, fruit, canned/boxed juices and paper products. 

SNACK COLLECTION: Donations of snacks for LUMINA and Backyard ministries can be placed 
in the box in the Narthex. Thank you for your partnership with these ministries.  

ARE YOU MISSING A CAKE PAN? We have many cake pans that have accumulated in the 
kitchen. Please check to see if yours may be one of them. 

FAMILIES OF THE WEEK  

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

For many years, we have prayed for two families each week. Beginning this month, in an effort to build 

ties between church members, we have asked our individuals and families of the week to share a little 

bit about themselves so that you can get to know them better and pray for them more specifically.  

April PaigeðI have lived on South Brown Street 42 years. Pat Packer is my brother. Robin Harpster is 

my sister, Jean Clark is my aunt, Tom Gross is my brother. Janice Hassinger and Raymond Paige are my 

children. I have four grandchildren and six great grandchildren.  Last year I had four operations and this 

year I am having two more. All my life I have enjoyed going back to our family camp at Poe Paddy.  I 

like the people and the pastors at our church. I always call them my church family. I always enjoy the 

bulletin and the newsletter and I am always helping at church events. 

Robert PaigeðI work at Trinity and live on N. Grand Street. I just bought a car. I enjoy wood working 

and like riding. I enjoy coming to church to get more knowledge. I really like coming to the church 

during the holidays. 

Pat & Lisa PackerðLive on Bratton Avenue where they help care for Lisaôs mother. Pat has three 

children and eight grandchildren. Pat and Lisa enjoy fishing and camping. They like the church because 

the people are warm and friendly. 

Zo± and Ciar§n FinanðZo± writes, ñI'm working as an early intervention teacher in Lewistown and 

attending Penn State for my masters in Special Education. I graduated Slippery Rock with a degree in 

Special Ed and Early Childhood. Ciar§n is working in Carlisle at Faulkner Collision. He graduated from 

Corby-Tresham college. We have our dog Oliver and cat Winston. We got married last May 21st. Ciar§n 

first moved to the United States in April.  Our favorite memory of our church is our wedding day. 

Ruby Heckman FlemingðRuby joined the church in 1987. Her husband Maxwell passed away in 2007. 

She is now living with her daughter Jean McGinly in Centre County.  

Bob and Jean PattonðBob and Jean joined the church in December of 1972. They will celebrate their 

62nd wedding anniversary on July 16th. Bob is retired from Arrow and Masland companies.  Jean retired 

from Mifflin County School District never leaving 1st grade.  Bob is an avid golfer and enjoys reading.  

Jean enjoys knitting, reading and gardening. Their favorite time with the church was joining and being 

baptized. 

Paul and Thiry OlbrichðPaul and Thiry are both retired. They both enjoy working with the Stone Arch 

Players. Thiry enjoys directing while Paul enjoys working with the lighting. They have two sons. Chris 

and Donna live in Pittsburgh and have two children, Nathaniel and Samantha. Eric and Christine live in 

State College with their son Alexander. Paul and Thiry consider the church part of their family and miss 

it when they are not here.  



у 

 

 

KRISLUND TRAVELING DAY CAMPðJULY 17-21, 2017 

/ŀƳǇŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ ¢ {ƘƛǊǘ {ƛȊŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψ 

!ƎŜ  ψψψψψ   DǊŀŘŜ όŎƻƳǇƭŜǝƴƎύ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψ  5ŀǘŜ ƻŦ .ƛǊǘƘΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ   DŜƴŘŜǊΥ   a      C 

tŀǊŜƴǘκDǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

!ŘŘǊŜǎǎΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

9ƳŀƛƭΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ  /Ŝƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

IƻƳŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ  ²ƻǊƪ ǇƘƻƴŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

/ƘǳǊŎƘ ŀŶƭƛŀǝƻƴΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

9ƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ όWǳƭȅ мтτWǳƭȅ нмύΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

    tƘƻƴŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

9ƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ όWǳƭȅ нл ƴƛƎƘǘύΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

   tƘƻƴŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

{ǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƴŜŜŘǎκ!ƭƭŜǊƎƛŜǎΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 

L ƎƛǾŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ ǘƻ ǇŀǊǝŎƛǇŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Wǳƭȅ мс-ннΣ нлмтΣ ŀŎǝǾƛǝŜǎ ƻŦ YǊƛǎƭǳƴŘ /ŀƳǇ 
ϧ /ƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ /ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ [Ŝǿƛǎǘƻǿƴ tǊŜǎōȅǘŜǊƛŀƴ /ƘǳǊŎƘΣ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ Ǌƛǎƪ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΣ ǎǇƻǊǘΣ 
ƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƳǇ ŀŎǝǾƛǝŜǎΦ 

L ǇŜǊƳƛǘ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [Ŝǿƛǎǘƻǿƴ tǊŜǎōȅǘŜǊƛŀƴ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜŘ ōȅ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛȊŜŘ ŎŀƳǇκŎƘǳǊŎƘ 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴƴŜƭ ŦƻǊ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜŘ ƛƴŘƻƻǊǎκƻǳǘŘƻƻǊǎ ŀŎǝǾƛǝŜǎΣ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŎŀƳǇκŎƘǳǊŎƘ-ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜŘ ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜǎΣ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ōȅ ŎŀƳǇκ
ŎƘǳǊŎƘ-ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜŘ ŘǊƛǾŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŎŀƳǇκŎƘǳǊŎƘ-ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜŘ ŀŎǝǾƛǝŜǎ ŀǎǎƻŎƛŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ YǊƛǎƭǳƴŘ ¢ǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ 5ŀȅ /ŀƳǇΦ 

Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘΣ L ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƭȅ ƎƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ [Ŝǿƛǎǘƻǿƴ tǊŜǎōȅǘŜǊƛŀƴ 
/ƘǳǊŎƘΣ ŎŀƳǇ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƛƴƛǎǘǊȅ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎΣ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀōƻǾŜ-ƳŜƴǝƻƴŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ 
ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ƛŦ ŀƴȅ ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀǊƛǎŜΦ 

L ƎƛǾŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƛŘŜƻǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎŀƳǇŜǊ ƻǊ ŀǊǝŎƭŜǎ ǿǊƛǧŜƴ ōȅ Ƴȅ ŎŀƳǇŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ 
ǇǳōƭƛŎƛǘȅΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ ǎƛǘŜǎ ǊŜǇƻǊǝƴƎ ƻƴ YǊƛǎƭǳƴŘ /ŀƳǇ ϧ /ƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ /ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ [Ŝǿƛǎǘƻǿƴ tǊŜǎōȅǘŜǊƛŀƴ /ƘǳǊŎƘΦ 

.ȅ ǎƛƎƴƛƴƎ ōŜƭƻǿΣ L ŀƭǎƻ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜ YǊƛǎƭǳƴŘ /ŀƳǇ ϧ /ƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ /ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ [Ŝǿƛǎǘƻǿƴ tǊŜǎōȅǘŜǊƛŀƴ /ƘǳǊŎƘΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ 
ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ Řŀȅ ŎŀƳǇ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅ ƭƛŀōƛƭƛǝŜǎΣ ƭŀǿ ǎǳƛǘǎΣ ŜȄǇŜƴǎŜǎΣ ƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀŎǝƻƴΦ 

 

tŀǊŜƴǘκDǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ǎƛƎƴŀǘǳǊŜΥ ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ  5ŀǘŜΥ  ψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψψ 
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