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“As the good book says...
But who am I te tell You what the good book says!”

So prays Reb Tevyve, the papa
and lead character in the wonderful
musical play, “Fiddler on the Roof.”

Our work in the Coming
Home Network is all about truth: help-
ing our separated brethren—family and
friends—recognize the fullness of faith
found only in the Catholic Church.
We attempt to do this through many
means, but in the end we all know
that “conversion happens” primarily
through the work of God’s grace. All
the great Catholic books in the world,
videos, tapes, television programs,
even heart-felt personal testimonies
can not break through without the in-
ner working of the Holy Spirit. In fact,
the testimonies of so many converts
indicate that the Lord can use almost
anything to reach even the hardest
hearts—even a non-Catholic, secular
community theatre.

Over the past few years my
two older sons, Jon Marc and Peter,
have had roles in several musical pro-
ductions with the local Zane Trace
Players. Most recently Jon Marc was

asked to play the rabbi’s son in Fiddler
on the Roof; and Peter the role of a vil-
lage youth. After a week of rehearsals,
they had not as yet found someone
to play Perchek, the socialist student
who wins the hand of Tevyve’s second
daughter, Hodel, wooing her away to
follow him into exile in Siberia. One
Sunday afternoon, I made the mistake
of helping out by reading the part, and
sure enough, I became Perchek.

I wasn’t pursuing this role.
Lord knows I have more than enough
to do! But with hindsight I now know
that it was surely God’s plan, because it
was a very enriching experience. Please
allow me to share just a few things.

First, after weeks of listening
to the seventy-nine year old Jewish
judge recite with great feeling the lines
of Reb Tevyve (which he was playing
for the seventh time), I became con-
vinced that there is no greater model
for intimate, personal prayer. Rent the
video and watch and learn. Tevyve be-
lieves deeply in the Lord; he lives by the
good book and talks with God—even

complains—out of awesome respect. |

wish we all prayed our impromptu as
well as our devotional and liturgical
prayers as intimately and sincerely.

“On the other hand,” (a phrase
used many times by this faithful Jew)
this play is an interesting illustration of
the problem of personal interpretation
of both Tradition and the Scriptures.
One of the running gags in the story
is the interesting spin put on the words
of the good book by both Tevyve and
the local rabbi—or even imputed to
the good book. One of my favorites
is when Reb Tevyve states, “As the
good book says, ‘when a poor man
eats a chicken, one of them is sick.”
The rabbi’s son (played by my son Jon
Marc) replies, “Where does the good
book say that!” And Reb Tevyve replies,
“I don’t know, but somewhere it says
something about a chicken!”

But no where is the danger of
personal interpretation more evident
than when my character teaches the
two innocent young daughters that
the clear meaning of the biblical story
of Leban and Jacob is that “one must
never trust an employer!” In a sense

Continued on next page...



the entire play is about how a family
is to live out the truths of Scripture
and Tradition in the midst of pressures
from society and culture.

But I learned one more im-
portant personal lesson. After five
performances in which I had por-
trayed my role with few flaws, and
might I add with much acclaim, the
good Lord brought me back down to
earth—just in case I had any fleeting
ideas that I should quit my day job
and head off to Hollywood. In the
sixth and final performance, in the
scene where my character is persuad-
ing the two youngest daughters that
the Bible teaches socialist ideals, the
Lord had fun with me. The younger
children exit, leaving me with their two
older sisters, Hodel and Chavah, and
I am to sit on a small bench to read,
awaiting Hodel’s mild rebuke. As I sat
down and listened to her statement,
“That was a very interesting interpreta-
tion!”, the bench suddenly crumbled
beneath my weight. And I didn’t
merely fall backwards, both of my

feet went up into the air reminiscent
of a Chevy Chase pratfall. Scrambling
up as quickly as a fifty-year old can, I
noticed that Hodel and Chaval were
struggling to keep from splitting a gut
laughing. Regaining my composure, I
responded, “Not as interesting as that
fall!"” and then went on with the scene
as if nothing had happened. The moral
of this story: next time they need to find
a lighter Perchek!

The fiddler playing precari-
ously on the peak of a roof is an image
of a family trying to balance their lives
on the security of long-held beliefs and
traditional customs. How many of our
Protestant friends are just like this,
trying to live their lives and bring up
their children based around what they
think God is teaching them through the
Bible alone, through the interpretations
of their local minister, or through the
unexamined traditions of their particu-
lar denomination?

But there is also a message in
this play for Catholics who practice the
rules and rituals of our faith without

knowing the reasons why: for when
culture or our families challenge our
beliefs—in the play, allowing our chil-
dren to marriage people with contrary
traditions or little faith—do we un-
derstand our Catholic faith enough to
stand firm on what is true? In the play,
Tevyve leaned on “TRADITION”,
which by the end had crumbled un-
der the weight of his circumstances.
In Protestantism, the Bible is held up,
which under the weight of rational-
ism, selfism, and indifferentism also
crumbles. Thank God, we have the
Church to help us understand how
to live our lives under the guidance of
both Tradition and Scripture. Now if
we can only be humble and submissive
enough to listen and joyfully obey.

/ -
Marcus Grodi
CHN, President

THE PRODIGAL COMES HOME
By Rob Rogers

Luke records a great parable
of our Lord in which many of us can
probably see ourselves reflected—the
one that has come to be known as the
parable of the prodigal son. It was while
reading this Gospel passage nearly
three years ago that I found my heart
weeping as I saw there a parallel to my
own dark past and glorious return to
our Father’s arms. You see, / was that
ignorant, self-righteous son who once
thought he needed nothing from the
Father.

I once thought my life’s
destiny would be whatever I chose to
make it. The laws of right and wrong,
I insisted, could be twisted to fit my
needs. My conscience had been seared

when I was still young. I
had come to view faith as
a threat to my freedom.
Every Sunday
when I was a child, my
parents took me to a place
where I didn't want to be,
a place where I didn’t feel
comfortable. I had been
baptized in the Anglican
faith, and I attended

. seventeen
Raes: years of my
3% life. T put
" God out of
my life. I
recognized
His pres-
ence only
when nec-
essary to
please oth-

services until I was about
nine years old. Finally, after
I had put up enough of a fuss, and my
parents had lost sight of our need for
the faith, I gained my “freedom.”

It was a “freedom” I would
abuse every chance I got for the next

ers, such as
on certain
occasions when I needed to talk about
faith in order to be part of a conversa-
tion. But I was convinced that I didn’t
really need God.

I took to this “free” lifestyle



like bees to honey. Since I had tried to
push God out of my life, Satan could
freely gain a great portion of my soul.
Slowly my vision narrowed, my sense
of guilt faded, and I lost any sense that
my actions had consequences for which
I was responsible.

I thought I was free! Deep in-
side, of course, I knew my “freedom”
was only an illusion that would one
day fade, and I would be left to face
the outcome of my choices alone and
without comfort. Nevertheless, I still
loved the illusion.

As the years went on, I contin-
ued to take whatever I could get from
the world. Work at our family business
provided a seemingly endless source of
money, which gave me a distorted sense
of reality. I wanted to have my hands in
everything I saw going on around me,
and nothing was going to stop me.

In the eyes of my parents, I
was a great son, but I had to work hard
to keep them from suspecting other-
wise. By the time I was in high school,
I'was deep into drugs, even selling them
to friends. Alcohol also became an easy
friend. Through these two tools of the
Devil, my true identity was buried, and
I became another person.

I wore mask after mask so
I could appear to be whatever the
occasion called for. I had become a
social chameleon. “Truth” to me was
something I could fabricate. Nothing
was sacred, and nothing was beyond
my twisting, if twisting it was for my
benefit.

Whenever I found someone
who loved me, I would appear to
respond with genuine love on the out-
side, but inside I was actually trying
to calculate how much I could profit
from the relationship. I gained trust
through falsehoods and used it to my
benefit. I quickly learned that I could
take advantage of those who loved me
to further my own agenda.

This abuse of love left a deep
void in my heart, which I learned to
bury through my addictions. On oc-

casion, when I would allow my heart
truly to love even a little, a glimpse of
the truth would surface inside. The
inner battle, to which I was otherwise
blind, would manifest itself every once
in a while, causing me to feel the true
turmoil of my soul. In these moments,
those who loved me would draw nearer
to me, wanting to help me. But the
moment would soon pass, and I would
return to my blindness.

My pit of despair was too
deep to escape. I was helpless to crawl
out of it on my own. I convinced my-
self that I was comfortable where I was
living and safe in my false image of
myself. I chose to know nothing else.
Truth was something I feared. The dark
had become a comfort for me.

There was no pain. Grief
emerged only when I allowed the
quiet voice inside to speak out, urging
me to start the long, impossible climb
out of my pit. But hopeful moments
like these would be quickly erased by
my actions whenever I was under the
influence of drugs and alcohol. I often
publicly inflicted pain on myself. Any
glimpses I had caught of the truth I
quickly rejected as lies, while the lies I
took as the truth.

Off to School and Then London

Next I went off to college. But
instead of focusing on studies, I looked
for opportunities to give another boost
to an ever-growing ego. Soon, however,
this ego suffered a terrible blow: I was
on academic probation by the end of
my second year.

Still, the wound to my self-
ishness was soon forgotten, buried
beneath the usual addictions and lies.
In the shadows of pleasure offered by
the Devil, my eyes were blind to the
truth about the road I walked.

Finally, with the assistance of
afamily friend, I packed all my troubles
into the trunk of my car and moved
West to begin a career in the hospital-
ity industry. I felt free, because I felt I
was leaving all my problems behind. It

would be just my best friend and I, off
to start anew, to forget what had been
and to find rebirth.

My new life was short-lived,
however; within a few weeks, my ego
unpacked itself, and things turned out
to be much the same as they had been
before. Even so, I fooled myself into
believing that the change of location
had somehow altered who I was. I con-
vinced myself to continue on this new
road because I was a different person.

I felt somehow refreshed. My
new friends thought I was a man of the
world and open to the energies of life.
I developed a drug-induced sensation
of spirituality, a false kind of religion
that many of our youth today embrace.
For those who adopt this perspective,
religion is whatever you make it; God
is whatever you perceive Him to be,
and salvation is not something to worry
about.

Through what at the time
seemed to be no more then a random
roll of the dice, I was offered a great job
at a hotel in London, which included
supervising all in-room bars and private
functions. This opportunity was like a
dream come true: further travel, work
at a top hotel, the exciting adventure
of living in London, and full access to
more alcohol than I had ever seen. I
didn’t hesitate to accept the offer. Full
of even more pride than before, my
ego was once again running the show.
As I boarded the plane for England, I
imagined how proud my family would
be as they talked about me.

Leaving everything behind, I
headed over the “great pond.” Little did
I know that this journey would change
everything. It would stop me from run-
ning from the truth. It would shatter
seventeen years of ignorance, seventeen
years of lies. London would prove to
be my hell, though in my blindness, I
thought it was heaven.

Once there, I entered a new
circle of colleagues and other acquain-
tances where morals were deeply in de-
cay. The hospitality industry there was



corrupt from top to bottom, seeming
to center itself on my two addictions.
Alcohol and drugs found their way into
everything and everyone I knew. In a
strange way, I felt at home, and in this
home, I was king—or so I thought.

The Road to Damascus—Almost

My time at this hotel soon
ended; corrupt business practices
have a way of taking their revenge on
you. Yet despite my deceit, despite my
theft, someone was there helping me
struggle through the mud of my own
making on the low path I had chosen.
A management position at another
well-known hotel became available,
and my life shifted into high gear.

I promised myself a new start.
No more shifty handshakes, no more
questionable transactions to speed that
climb up the ladder, and no more lies.
But I soon fell on my face; the burden
I was carrying was just too much. My
addictions to alcohol and drugs were
creeping into my professional life, and
I was holding desperately onto a life
that was founded on lie after lie. My
weakness was beginning to show.

I still remember vividly
the night—May 10, 1998—when,
sprawled out on my back in misery,
I had what was nearly a “Damascus
Road” experience. I was utterly broken.
I had traded all sense of morality and
values for nights of female company;
substance addictions were often my
only nourishment; hatred governed
my heart and left me helpless.

Yet evil has one great self-de-
structive fault: ignorance. That night
a crack appeared in the wall Satan had
helped me to erect around myself.
Through that crack I curiously peered
out into a light—a light so bright it
dazzled my heart, the light of the Holy
Spirit.

In one night, all the ignorance
that had ruled my life began to dissolve.
In its place was the truth that it had
hidden from me—the life God could

give me. He began to reveal to me the

possibility of a life I had only dreamed
of in the shadows of my mind.

I felt as though someone were
taking a thirty-pound sledge hammer
to my body. I was riddled with pain.
My heart ached as the guilt of years
now seized and broke its hardened
shell.

My eyes saw and my being felt
the pain that all my lies had caused me.
My body felt as if it were being broken
piece by piece. Yet as I was lying there
shattered, confused, alone, and scared,
the love of Jesus Christ—though I
didn’t know it was His love—raised
me up in a way I had never before
known. Warmth embraced me and
comforted me. Hatred was swallowed
up by grace. My ignorance gave way to
curiosity, and my eyes were opened to

the glory of life from God.

From Confusion to Rome

The next morning, I felt ter-
ribly confused about what had trans-
pired. Had I lost my mind? suffered
a nervous breakdown? experienced an
acid flashback? Whatever had hap-
pened, when I looked into the mirror,
I saw someone I hadn't seen for years,
and I was frightened. I saw a young
boy I thought I had left behind many,
many years before.

Nothing made any sense. Ev-
erything, I felt, had changed. It was as
if Thad awakened in one of my dreams,
yet this was reality.

Strangely enough, I wouldn’t
accept that Christ had come to me the
night before. There was no way I was
becoming Christian, I told myself—no
way. Yet my heart cried for this change,
and a desire to search out the truth was
engulfing me.

My mind became a sponge,
soaking up everything I could learn
that I thought might help me under-
stand this new reality. I took a vow of
chastity, gave up the bottle, and some-
how rationalized that drugs would be
my route to spiritual salvation (thus
one of Satan’s claws remained in my

side). I began to read everything spiri-
tual I could get my hands on, starting
with Eastern mysticism and yoga. At
one point I almost entered a Buddhist
monastery in southern England.

Next I found myself exploring
Judaism, especially the mystical strain
known as Cabbalism. Finally, however,
I went back to my scientific roots and
there sought a logical explanation for
what had happened in my life. In this
way of thinking, there was no such
thing as sin; my drug abuse was no
hindrance to any kind of salvation; and
I was relieved, since I could no longer
count on alcohol to lean on.

I convinced myself that I had
found what I was looking for. Every-
thing made sense, I said, and with that
I stopped, no more questioning the ex-
perience of that night. In fact, I began
to explain it away—a mistake that
allowed Satan to slip slowly back into
my life. In time, I went back to alcohol,
and everything began to spin down-
ward, though all the while I thought I
was enjoying a wonderful life.

What I had experienced that
memorable night transcended the logic
of the mind, but I had tried to fit it
into logical categories. What had taken
place had been a miracle, but I now
shrugged it off as an ordinary occur-
rence, a random chance. All the impact
of that night now seemed lost.

Meanwhile, while managing
the hotel where I worked, I befriended
Barry, the security manager. He would
later be my Confirmation sponsor and
is even now my mentor. Our luncheon
talks became God’s way of entering my
life without my realizing it.

Slowly I began to reach out
for the spiritual food Jesus Christ was
offering me through Barry. Then,
after several months, he invited me
to attend a course at his parish. My
heart jumped at the invitation, and a
song came from my soul. I answered,
“Without a doubt!”

I still remember that night as
clearly as if it were just this morning.



As I walked from the hotel to the Holy
Apostles Parish, it seemed as if I were
going crazy, as if I were on fire. My
addictions had taught me to crave, but
this was a kind of desire I had never
known.

As soon as I stepped into the
hall that night, bam!1 felt inside the
same sledge hammer
that I had felt a year -
before. I cried like
a baby separated
from its mother.
Then I met Mi-
ren,
who to this day
is my spiritual
mom.

a woman

Hers was a ~
rare kind of love. She
greeted me with the
words “You’re home!”
It was a welcoming I
shall never forget. Though
she didn’t know me from a
stranger on the subway, yet
she gave me the love I had
always wished to find. I knew then
that I was home, in my real home. The
home I had run from in ignorance I
now ran to in love.

i

Thirteen weeks went by as
the course progressed, and each week
I hounded Barry: “I want to be Catho-
lic. I want to be Catholic!” But each
time I pressed him, he replied simply,
“Patience, Rob.”

Finally I was brought to the
priest. He gave me a catechism and
some writings by Thomas Merton, and
we set a date for my first Confession.

In the meantime, I was cat-
echized one-on-one by an amazing
son of God. Twice a week I met with
Edward, a Jewish convert who was very
orthodox in his teaching. A couple who
became my spiritual parents, also very
orthodox and deeply involved in the
charismatic renewal, opened their arms
to me as well. I was nurtured by them
all, raised as a spiritual infant with the
desire to praise the Lord with all my
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heart.

On to Zanesville, Ohio

The date of my Confirmation
was set for December 9, 2000. Two
days later, I was to return to Canada
for my first Christmas as a Catholic.
It would also be the first Christmas

with my family in
~ four years.

My fam-
ily eagerly waited.
They loved the
B change in my
7 life. T was clean
~ and sober and

once again living
the moral life that
my parents had
modeled for me as
a young boy. That
Christmas was the
greatest day of my life.
In a river of tears, I re-
ceived Holy Communion.
I walked out into the world
without the void in my heart
that I had carried for so long,.
The next day I completed an
application to work with the National
Evangelization Teams (or NET). I had
become involved with the Franciscan
Friars of the Renewal while in London,
and I immediately fell in love with their
simplicity of life and devotion to serve
others through Christ. When I told
my family that I was leaving the hotel
and planning to do a year of mission-
ary work in the United States with
NET, my decision was met with some
speculation and concern. But their
hearts began to change as they saw the
joy that now filled my life.

For nine months I traveled
across the United States, being fed daily
with the gifts of the Spirit. My experi-
ence with NET peeled away layer by
layer whatever film of my old life still
remained, and I was refined by the fire
of love that burned in my heart. To all
I met, I witnessed to the healing grace
that had saved my life.

After my life on the road with
NET, I returned to Ohio with a woman
who had stolen my heart so we could
discern our course of life. Very happily,
we were engaged on July 5, 2002. As
we sought God about our future and
learned to rest in Him, His grace pre-
sented an opportunity to for me work
with Marcus Grodi and be spiritually
fed as never before.

Today I recognize that so many
different hands have formed my life,
yet each has been guided by the one
hand of God. He lifted me from the
gutter, healed me of my addictions, and
put life back into my spirit. He even
touched my liver, damaged by alcohol
abuse, and restored it to health. In all
these ways, He gave me a will to live
in a way I had never known.

In the mirror, I still see Rob-
ert Rodgers, once an alcoholic, a drug
addict, a thief, a pathological liar, an
abuser of every good thing that came
into his life. But now I also see a sinner
who has been forgiven, a son of God
who has come home to the arms of his
eternal Father, a man who receives such
remarkable life and love that it often
seems like a dream.

The refrain of Psalm 118 is
now the song of my heart each morn-
ing: “His steadfast love endures for-
ever!” The first words from my mouth
each day are spoken to the Lord: “Jesus,
I love you.” I am deeply grateful for
the beauty of another chance, a chance
to help others find the life I found
through Christ our Lord. No day is
a bad day, for Jesus Christ willingly
went to the Cross to die for me so that
I could find true happiness. God bless

and amen.

Rob Rodgers
Helpers Network Coordinator
rob@chnetwork.org



Four Witnesses
by Rod Bennett soft cover- 341
pages

What was the early Church like? Contrary to
popular belief, Rod Bennett shows that there is
a reliable way to know. Four ancient Christian
writers - four witnesses to early Christianity -
have left us an extensive body of documentation
on this vital subject, and this book brings their
fascinating testimony to life for modern believ-
ers. With all the power and drama of a gripping
novel, this book is a journey of discovery of
ancient and beautiful truths through the lives of
four great saints of the early Church - Clement
of Rome, Ignatius of Antioch, Justin Martyr, and
Irenaeus of Lyons.

Yours Free with a donation of $35 or more

Triumph -
The Power and the Glory of the Catholic

Church
by H. W. Crocker 111

hard cover -500 pages !
It has been said that millions of people who { P
hate Catholicism, only a handful do so for its The

gl
Yerand ¢
Cathol;.

genuine doctrine. This book, will go a long way
toward ending pervasive ignorance of the Holy,
Catholic, and Apostolic Church. Crocker edu-
cates the reader to end misrepresentations and
misconceptions of the Faith. Triumph chroni-
cles Catholicism from its earliest establishment
in the Roman Empire to the current Vicar of
Christ, John Paul II. The author's intelligently
lucid writing style is seductive to even the most
time-conscious reader. Harry Crocker will be
on Journey Home September 16th.

{'w Glory,
( :]nnrl, :

Yours Free with a donation of $50 or more

OR Recieve both books with a donation of $75 or
more to the Coming Home Network.

***Please make sure you indicate which books you
would like when you send in your donation.

Come visit us at www.chnetwork.org
During 2002, our web site has grown to average over 300,000 hits per month.
You can find support in the ways of online discussion boards, chat rooms, an online
prayer list, job postings; as well as conversion stories, CHN news and events, and
“Journey Home” program information. Now making donations to the network is fast
and easy online! Come join this rapidly expanding community.

You will be glad you did!

Upcoming guests on the
Journey Home Program
on EWTN, Mondays live at
8 p.m. EST

September 2
Anniversary Program

September 9
Al Kresta

September 16
Harry W. Crocker 111

September 23
Fr. Carleton Jones

September 30

Patricia Bainbridge

Can’t catch the show
when it’s broadcast
live?

Tuesdays 10 a.m.
Tuesdays 1 a.m.
Saturdays 11 p.m.

Or listen on the Internet at
www.ewtn.com.

\

Tune in for re-airs: (EST)

Y




. Do you have a Job Opening?
2002 Defending The Y J pehing
Please remember our members when you have a job opening.

Faith Conference Often times clergy converts are looking for positions

within the church as well as the private sector. Please
What a faith-filled and spiritually uplifting weekend! email job openings to shala@chnetwork.org so we
The speakers, workshops, Masses, and music were all in- can post them on our website.
spiring. The Coming Home Network’s Mixer on Friday night, Or you can post them yourself on our CHN
attended by approximately 70 people, included speakers, Coming forum, just visit www.chnetwork.org
Home Network members, staff, and many new acquaintances. Fel- for more information.
lowship and conversation, along with great food and beverages, made the
Mixer a great success.
Our annual Coming Home Network luncheon was held at the end of the confer-
ence. With over 50 in attendance, Fr. Ray Ryland, our chaplain, offered the blessing.

Marcus spoke about the work of the Coming Home Network and his new novel, H el ara
How Firm a Foundation. Attendees at the luncheon were given the opportu- p
nity to ask Marcus questions and share their own heartwarming con- Network This is the

version stories. Following this, CHN staff members gave a brief core of our apostolate, comprised
description of their duties. of CHN member volunteers who provide
Thanks to all who attended. Please consider attending
next year’s Defending the Faith Conference,
July 18-20, 2003, as The Coming Home
Network celebrates its 10" anniver-

support,answer questions, offerencouragement

and prayer, and when necessary, ongoing contact

T with inquirers to the Catholic faith. Our Helpers

e — " notify us are m?tched with pe.ople base.:d on faith, life, and
exciting events being SRV BTN if required, geographical location. : :

planned. to your address. If you One of the major changes is the switch

SRR TRVIRRITR 1A () on the web site from the discussion email group to

R i et MR e e Il the great new Discussion Forum. T'his tool enables

$.60 . Please help us to use your dona- ARIEENEFEIEE S C SRR T Caee e Bl e |

tions for better purposes. To let us know your [EEISETEE RN SR 8 0 R o 1 a8 (e

address changes, call 800-664-5110 or e-mail us at JSEE SRR NS EIE I R ORI IS R T R Lo

info@chnetwork.org. with someone on their journey.
Thank You We have new ideas to be incorporated into the
Helpers Network such as a Helpers newsletter or a full
LADIES ONLY! CHNetwork members section in the current monthly newsletter. The Helpers

Kimberly Hahn and Kristine Franklin, Newsletter would include information like a “Helper of
along with their daughters Hannah and the Month”, current success stories, and progress that the

Jody, invite you to join them on a pil- Helpers are making. We are open to suggestions and looking
grimage to the shrine of Our Lady of

Guadalupe and other sacred places
of Mexico. Dates are November 6-
13 and the theme is “The Beauty
of Womanhood.”

for comments. We look forward to hearing your ideas and
suggestions.

If you need help on your journey home, or would like to be a

The pilgrimage is sponsored by Helper;

Franciscan University Jour- ) Contact CHN by phone at

neys Office. For Attention (740) 450-1175

prices and a complete itiner- Members! or by email,

ary call Judy Marshall at rob@chnetwork.org.
1-800-783-6339. If you have joined the Church please notify us. We

would like to have this information to keep up our records.
Call us at (740) 450-1175. or e-mail jim@chnetwork.org. Thank you.
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