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The Skunk
It was a rustling in the
woods that made me glance out
the window beside my word
processor. At the edge of the
trees I caught sight of a skunk,
his black-and-white pattern
echoing the dappled light. He
seemed to be furiously busy–
burrowing maybe? My
knowledge of skunks began and
ended with that appalling odor.

head into that carton to reach
some bit of food on the bottom?
How long had he been running
in darkness and terror?

Someone braver and more
athletic.

I dialed the number in New
Paltz. A man in the Department
It would be the work of a
of Wildlife listened to my story,
second from me, I thought, to
then held a muffled conversapull that thing off. But the idea tion. “As long as skunks can’t
of pursuing a skunk through the see you,” he said into the
undergrowth kept me immobi- phone, “they don’t spray.”
lized at the window. How
Well . . . that sounded all
would I ever catch him? And
right, as long as the skunk’s
Next moment, though, the
then what? In his panic wouldhead was inside the container.
animal emerged from beneath
n’t he be certain to spray me?
“What happens after the carton
the trees and ran zigzagging
I sat down and tried to pick comes off?” I asked.
across the lawn: plumelike tail,
up the thread of the story due in
“Just make sure,” the man
striped back and . . . where his
the mail that afternoon. But I
advised, “that he doesn’t feel
head should have been, a bizarre could think only of an animal
threatened.”
-looking yellow helmet. As he
running till he dropped from
came closer I saw what the
I wondered how one went
exhaustion. Mustn’t this sort of
“helmet” was. A six-ounce
about reassuring a terrified
thing have happened before?
plastic yogurt container.
skunk. “You could throw a
Might animal experts know
blanket over him,” Wildlife
The carton struck a rock, and what to do?
suggested. “Then run while he’s
the creature whirled in another
From the kitchen telephone
finding his way out.”
direction, only to bump up
I dialed the local ASPCA. “We
against our picnic table. For a
“That might work,” I said,
only handle domestic animals,”
second he stood still, shaking his the woman told me. “You want but I must have sounded as
head frantically. But the yogurt the State Conservation Departunsure as I felt, because the man
carton was cone-shaped, the
asked where I was calling from
ment.” She gave me a number
narrow mouth wedged fast about in New Paltz, New York.
and began looking up names of
his neck. The skunk charged
conservation officers in my
New Paltz meant a toll call.
blindly back into the woods.
area.
Anyhow, by now the skunk
I stared after him in dismay.
Continued on page 3
would be long way off. Maybe
How long since he had forced his someone else would see him.
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Donna Lorraine Hulbert
Sunrise: October 26, 1928
Sunset: May 16, 2018

Family and friends came together on
Monday, May 21st to celebrate the life
of Donna Lorraine Hulbert.

June 3rd
Invocation: Leanna Shirley
Scripture: Anne Greco
Offering: Leanna Shirley
Kids’ Moment: Marti Spaker
Greeter: Patricia Floyd
Fellowship: Betty Heisig

June 10th
Invocation: Valerie Bandemer
Scripture: Mark Heintz
Offering: Valerie Bandemer
Kids’ Moment: Rev. Clara White
Greeter: Patricia Floyd
Fellowship: Debbie Covill

June 17th
Father’s Day and
Women’s Day
Sermon: Rev. Clara White
Invocation: Betty Heisig
Scripture: Mary Bailey
Offering: Betty Heisig
Kids’ Moment: Leanna Shirley
Greeter: Roberta Miller
Fellowship: Roberta Miller

June 24th
Invocation: Leanna Shirley
Scripture: Kathy Gosnell
Offering: Leanna Shirley
Kids’ Moment: Marti Spaker
Greeter: Roberta Miller
Fellowship: Gretchen Young

Donna was predeceased by her
husband, Gerald and siblings Robert
and Wanda Steele.
She is survived by their children:
Kathleen (Dave) Arnet and Jay
(Christine) Hulbert; grandchildren:
Kimberly, Kara, Jennifer and Brendan;
great-grand children: Estelle, Liam and
Nathaniel and her sister Karen.
Donna Steele was born and raised in
Pennsylvania and spent many summers
here and eventually moved to West
Henrietta. She married Gerald Hulbert
and lived on Lehigh Station Road.
Donna was a long-time member of
West Henrietta Baptist Church. She
was a descendant of the Gay family and
cousins of Nancy Gay Reed and Jim
Harper.
She was known as a hard worker who
worked at Delco for many years.
Donna had a warm, loving and gentle
spirit. She enjoyed playing Bingo,
Euchre and getting together with the
girls. Her daughter-in-law described
her as family first; a person with a big
heart full of kindness and generosity.
Donna will be missed.

Men’s Breakfast
7 a.m. Tuesdays at
Peppermints
Prayer Meeting
9 a.m. Saturdays
Bible Study
7 p.m. Thursdays
Deacons’ Meeting
10 a.m. June 1

Advisory Council
6:00 p.m. June 4
BOCE Meeting
10:00 a.m. June 9
Trustees’ Meeting
11:30 a.m. June 17
Cabinet Meeting
6:00 p.m. June 26

Saver’s Fundraiser
June 30

June 6 - Carol Dubois
June 11 - Chris Pires and
Elizabeth Hirschman
June 12 - Sally Kubica
June 15 - Stan Enedy
June 20 - Bonnie Healy
June 25 - Justin Van der Meid
June 28 - Ashley Marie Dubois
June 30 - Betty Wynne
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Continued from page 1
How long would it take, I
wondered, for someone to get
here? Where would the skunk
be by then? Standing there in
the kitchen, I was gripped by
a sudden strange urgency. I
thanked the man, hung up,
and ran outside. Without
stopping to change out of my
next-to-best slacks (does skunk
scent ever wash out?), and forgetting about the blanket
theory, I ran up our driveway
to the road.
Of course the skunk
wasn’t there. Nor did I know
why I was. In his frenzy,
when I’d seen him last, the
animal had been heading the
opposite way, straight down
the hill into the woods.
But my feet never slowed.
I turned left and dashed down
the street as though rushing to
a long-ordained appointment.
I’d run perhaps a hundred
yards when a black-and-white
streak emerged from the
bushes beside the road and
ran straight at me, the carton
bumping the pavement with
each step. I stooped down
and grabbed hold of the
yogurt carton before the
astonishment of finding the
skunk hit me.
The animal was tugging
and twisting, unexpectedly
strong, to get away. If they
can’t see you they won’t spray.
His front claws scrabbled
against the slippery yellow
plastic, his body strained
backward, and still he could
not wrench free of the
carton’s viselike neck. It took

both of my hands tugging the
other way to hold on—until a
small black head suddenly
popped free.
And there we stood, facing each other, two feet apart.
I don’t know what he saw,
and how threatening or not
the apparition was, but what I
saw was a sharp quivering
nose, two small round ears,
and alert black eyes that
stared straight into mine.
For fully ten seconds we
held each other’s gaze. Then
the skunk turned, ran a few
yards, and vanished into the
mouth of a culvert that runs
beneath the road.
For a moment more I
stood there, looking after
him. Three minutes could not
have passed since I hung up
the telephone in the kitchen.
But a timeless parable had
played itself out, I thought, as
I headed back down the
drive. The skunk was all
those needs I hesitate to get
involved in: Involvement takes
time and I have deadlines to
meet. I probably can’t do anything anyway. Somebody else
can handle it better. Besides,
involvement can be ugly and the
stench may rub off on me.
And all these things, of
course, may be true. But I’ve
got a yellow pencil-holder on
my desk, a rather scratched
and battered one, to remind
me that every now and then
God’s answer to a need is me.
By Elizabeth Sherrill
HIS Mysterious Ways, Vol. 2
A Guidpost Book

In March, we
collected approximately $246.00 for
the America for
Christ Offering and
the Noisy Offering
was $160.00 for the
Coffee Connection Organization.

In April, the Noisy Offering was
$41.41 for Evy and Evie’s Food
Ministry Work.
In May, we collected $745.00 for
Crop Walk. The Noisy Offering
will be donated to David and
Michelle Heed’s Missionary work
in Tanzania.
In June, we will focus our attention on the One Great Hour of
Sharing Offering. This is the
second of our main offerings and
our goal of $500.00. Please continue to lend your support to our
efforts.
The Noisy Offering for June will
go to RHAFT.
We continue to support global,
national, local and community
missions with our donations.
Thank you for your continued
support and generosity. We do
have other Special Projects we are
working on and you will be
personally contacted by Mission
Committee members in the very
near future.
With God’s love,
Mission Committee
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We were not planning on building a new
house for Habitat this year because of low
finances.

FCHH Harvest
Home Coalition

Hi Friends,

@HarvestHome Coalition

We just wanted to show off our
kids program. This is Joseph. He
grew up in the feeding program,
needing assistance for life.
Today he taught there, about
God giving us chances when we
show respect. Just wanted to
share that short testimony with
you.
In Christ,
Michelle and Dave Heed

We were blessed by Thrivent Financial (to
engage Lutheran congregations to share
in the coalition). We will be providing
50% of the funding for the house which is
scheduled for July 15 to start digging the
hole. This GREAT news and I’ll have
more information as time goes on.
Mike Shirley

Clip this out and start collecting
the things you wish to donate,
and bring them (as you have
done in the past) to Church the
week before June 30th. We will
need volunteers to transport the
donations to Savers between
10am & Noon. See Gretchen
Young with questions.

Spring’s Fling
First Lady Spring rolls out lush rugs
Renews her living rooms,
Displays God’s floral tapestries
Fresh from her humming looms.
Cathedral Forests, sunlit streams,
See rainbow rays sashay.
While everywhere, her welcome air
Parades a new born day!

Plan ahead!
The deadline for the JULY LINK
is June 18, 2018
Please send your articles, news, Board
and Committee activities to:
Joyce Shutts.

