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The Special Local!
 Every town has one; or  maybe 
several.  You know just who I’m 
talking about.  The folks we call 
special needs.  The folks that may 
live in group homes or half-way 
houses. 
 One evening my wife and I 
went out to dinner at a favorite 
local restaurant prior to me heading 
out on the road for two and a half 
weeks of camps and hospital visits.  
There he was.  He came walking up 
to our table, diet coke in hand, and 
gave us a very warm, and very loud, 
greeting.  “HEY GUYS!  How are 
you  tonight?  Are you behaving 
Woody?”  Seemingly assured of our 
well being and telling us he was glad 
to see us he moved on to another 
table.  
 I watched in amazement as he 
greeted person after person by 
name and, sincerely, asked how each 
was doing.  Some people appeared 
offended or, in the very least, 
embarrassed or annoyed as he 
hollered out their names.  One 
response spoke volumes to me, 
though.  As he greeted one young 
lady (she was about the fourth he 
had named at that table) she 
appeared genuinely moved and said, 
“I can’t believe you know my name.”  
It struck me that this was Jesus in 
action; Jesus in the ‘least of these’ 
saying, “of course I know your 
name.  You are special to me.”
 I left there believing that 
perhaps it is the rest of us who are 
special needs.

 Greetings!  I pray that this issue of the ‘Troubadour’ 
finds each of you well and that your Christmas was a blessed one.  
Well, so much for my plans.  I had hoped to get a few more issues 
of the ‘Troubadour’ out this year but, as you can see, it didn’t 
happen.  It has been an interesting year with trying to figure out 
how some new projects fit in and whether or not some old 
programs still do fit in.  God continues to surprise me!  In this 
issue I hope to bring you up to date on what’s been happening.  
 In the photo above is Ganna, one of the seniors we’ve 
been able to help in Ukraine, along with our dear friend Ruslan, 
when she invited us into her home during my November trip.  
Leading up to that, though was an absolutely incredible year.  
 My weekly hospital visits to Children’s Hospital of 
Philadelphia and St. Christopher’s Hospital for Children, also in 
Philly, Penn State Children’s Hospital in Hershey and the Janet 
Weis Children’s Hospital in Danville, kept me busy.  First and 
foremost is always our support and encouragement of 
hospitalized children and their families.  Our coffee hour still 
struggles along and it is one of the programs we actually 
considered stopping this year but those who do participate have 
  (see ‘Greeting’ on page 8)

Blessings to you & yours 
in the New Year!



A BUSY CAMP SEASON!
 My camp season started a little earlier this 
year with two bereavement camps for children who 
had experienced loss in their families both held on 
the third weekend in May.  Camp Courage, a three 
day camp, is held at Camp Victory in Millville, PA 
and is sponsored by Columbia-Montour Hospice.  
Camp S’more, a one day camp, is sponsored by 
Hospice of the Good Shepherd of Chambersburg, 
PA and is held in Biglersville, PA.  The photo to the 
left was taken on May 28th as I sat waiting for my 
flight to Phoenix, Arizona where I was going to be 
visiting children and families in Phoenix Children’s 

Hospital on May 29th and then going to a camp for 
children with moderate to severe asthma, called 
Camp Not-A-Wheeze, in Prescott, Arizona where I 
would spend the next week leading music.  I would 

find myself at the same facility in Prescott in August where I was the music director at Camp Rainbow, a 
camp for children with cancer from the Children’s Cancer Center at Phoenix Children’s Hospital.  In 
between I had traveled to Leesville, South Carolina in June where I participated in Camp KEMO, another 
oncology camp, and to the Camp Victory facility, in Millville, Pennsylvania, twice in July where I did music 
for Camp Dost, also oncology, and Camp Spifida for children with spina bifida.  Upon my return to 
Pennsylvania in mid August I provided some music for a remembrance service at Camp Erin, a camp for 
bereaved children which is held, annually, in southeastern PA.  In between camps I managed to squeeze in 
some of my regular hospital visits, visited a few churches, performed at a few events and even managed to go 
to the beach in New Jersey for three days with my wife, Debbie, thanks to the generosity of a friend who 
loaned us her house in Somers Point, New Jersey.

In September there was a bit of a break from camps but then in October I participated in two more 
bereavement camps.  The first weekend camp was the fall session of Camp Courage, the first session being 
in May.   The second was Camp New Horizons in Leesville, South Carolina, a weekend camp for children 
who have lost a sibling to cancer.

Although it has been 25 years since I participated in my first medical camp, I continued to be humbled 
by the joy that is found in the midst of difficult times.  So often those that work at these camps or in 
children’s hospital will hear the comment, “It must be so sad to work with those children.”  It is just the 
opposite.  There is probably more joy in those places than in a ‘normal’ camp.  I’ve tried to figure out why 
that is and I truly believe that part of it is that those that attend these camps, or those that find themselves 
in a children’s hospital, have come to realize how each moment is a gift and so they tend to grasp it and run 
with it.  I believe there many miserable people out there because they can’t see what they already have 
because they’re looking ahead, striving to have more.  The gift that these children, and their families,  
continue to give me is the gift of realization; the gift of understanding that I am already so abundantly 
blessed.  Now don’t get me wrong.  I still see things that I want, or think that I need, but I am given quick 
reality checks every day by those who I spend my time with in these places.  I find the Presence of God is so 
strong in the midst of trial, if we will but travel there with Him to love and care for those who struggle.  We 
will truly find Him there in the ‘least of these.’

One of the biggest lessons in ministry for me is that realization about the preciousness of this gift of life 
we’ve been given.  I’ve come to realize that the greatest way for us to worship and give thanks to the Creator 
for that gift is through the living of our lives in a way that points to Him.  In that way we praise and worship 
Him constantly and we join Him in the work He is already doing!
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At the Charlotte Airport on my way to camp!
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Monday through Thursday of each week, unless otherwise 
noted, Woody visits hospitals in Philadelphia, Hershey and 

Danville, PA.

Check our website for the most up-to-date calendar at
www.hearttohandministries.com

Friday January 23rd, 2009 - 8 p.m. to 10 p.m.

Woody will be appearing at Starbuck’s Coffee on Harrisburg 
Route 22.  The actual address is:  5116 A Jonestown Road, 
Lower Paxton, PA 17109.  For more information, the phone 
number is (717) 671-6924.

Friday January 30th 
                   through Thursday February 12th, 2009

Woody will be traveling to Ukraine to minister in 
orphanages, drug rehab centers and with street children.  
Want to travel along on future trips?  Contact Woody.

Saturday February 14th, 2009 - 6 p.m.

Woody will be playing at the Great Awakenings Cafe
at 1466 East Cheltenham Ave in North East Philadelphia
for Congenital Heart Defects (CHD) Awareness Day.

Sunday February 15th, 2009 - 10:30 a.m.

Woody will be participating in Youth Sunday at
St. John's Evangelical Congregational Church at 
683 Steelstown Road in Annville, PA 17003
For more info call the church at: (717) 838-1171. 

Friday February 20th, 2009 - 8 p.m. to 10 p.m.

Woody will be appearing at Starbuck’s Coffee on Harrisburg 
Route 22.  The actual address is:  5116 A Jonestown Road, 
Lower Paxton, PA 17109.  For more information, the phone 
number is (717) 671-6924.

Saturday February 21st, 2009 - 12:00 to 1 p.m.

Woody will be appearing in concert at the annual Children's 
Fair held at Columbia Mall in Buckhorn, PA.  There are a lot 
of great activities for children throughout the mall from 10 
a.m. to 4 p.m. that day.

Sunday April 5th, 2009 - 10:15 a.m.

Woody will be participating in the Palm Sunday worship 
service at Christ Church, United Church of Christ
460 Main Street, Conyngham,  PA 18219.
Call the church at (570) 788-1964 for more information.

Sunday April 19th, 2009 - 9:30 a.m.

Woody will be sharing with the Hope Sunday School Class
at Trenholm Road United Methodist Church, 3401 Trenholm 
Road, Columbia, South Carolina 29204.  The church phone 
number is 803-254-6695

Sunday April 19th, 2009 - 3 p.m.

Woody will be providing music for the annual Children’s 
Remembrance Service for the Children’s Cancer Center at 
Palmetto Richland Hospital in Columbia, SC.

Friday May 15th through Sunday May 17th, 2009

Woody will be participating in Camp Courage, held at the
Camp Victory facility in Millville, PA.  This camp, for bereaved 
children, is sponsored by Columbia/Montour Home Health 
& Hospice in Bloomsburg, PA.

Saturday May 16th, 2009 - 1:30 p.m.

Woody will be providing music for the annual Children’s 
Remembrance Service for the Janet Weis Children’s Hospital 
in Danville, PA.  The service is held at Trinity United 
Methodist Church at the corner of Lombard Street and
Locust Lane in Danville, PA.

Saturday May 30th, 2009 - 11:15 a.m.

Woody will be providing music for Adult Cancer Survivor 
Day Celebration at Geisinger Medical Center in Danville, PA.

Saturday June 6th through Friday June 12th, 2009

Woody will be leading music at Camp Not-A-Wheeze, 
a camp for children with moderate to severe asthma, 
in Prescott, Arizona.  The camp is sponsored by the 
American Lung Association of Arizona.

Saturday June 13th through Saturday June 20th, 2009

Woody will be leading music at Camp KEMO, a camp for 
children with cancer, held at the Kinard Conference Center
in Leesville, South Carolina.  The camp is sponsored by the 
Children’s Cancer Center at Palmetto Richland Hospital in
Columbia, South Carolina.

Saturday June 20th, 2009 - 9 p.m. to midnight.

Woody will be appearing at Yesterday’s Restaurant,
at 2030 Devine Street in Columbia, South Carolina 29205
as a fundraiser for projects in Ukraine.

Saturday June 27th, 2009 - 4:00 to 11:00 p.m.

Woody will be appearing at WoodyStock, a fundraising event
for Heart to Hand.  Bring the lawn chairs and a picnic dish 
and enjoy an evening of assorted music and fun just outside 
of Port Trevorton, PA.  Call 374-4907 for info & directions.

Woody’s Calendar

mailto:wwolfejr@ptd.net?subject=email%20subject
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-WkXV6c1PhE
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Here is a newly revised statement of Our Beliefs!

COFFEE ANYONE?
Folks that know me well, know of my addiction 

to coffee.  I don’t drink it to stay awake (I drink 
coffee right up to bed time and can fall right to 
sleep).  It would be nice if caffeine worked in that 
way for me with a l l the driving I do but, 
unfortunately, that’s not the case.  I am one of those 
folks who just likes it.  Nothing fancy; no cream or 
sugar; just strong black coffee.

With that said, it seems that I’ve been drawn to 
a number of books in which coffee has played a lead 
role.  The first was ‘Confessions of A Caffeinated 
Christian’ by John Fischer.  In it John discusses a 
part of his journey that arose from meeting a very 

real cross-section of humanity in the neighborhood 
coffeehouse.  He tells of a group of men who started 
to fellowship in the local Starbucks, which they now  
refer to as St. Arbucks.  I loved this play on words 
and started using it in my travels.  I would invite 
people to join me at St. Arbucks after a day of 
visiting their hospital or participating in a retreat.  
It truly opened up a lot of discussions.

The second book that spoke of coffeehouses 
that I read was ‘Organic Church’ by Neil Cole 
where Neil told of multiple fellowships that grew 
out of initial meetings in the local coffeehouse.  
(see ‘Coffee Anyone?’ continued on page 5)                                                            
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We believe . . .

in a God whose grace and mercy is scandalous.
in a God who loves us so much that He sent His Son to live among us and to die for us so that 

we might have life everlasting.
in a Redeeming God who can take a murdering, adulterous, lying man like King David and, in 

his redemption, call him a man after His own heart, so maybe He could even use you or me.
in a God who knows each of us better than we know ourselves, and yet still desires that 

relationship with us.
in a God whose ways are too great to understand although we sometimes act like we do, and 

then we package our understanding into our religion.
in a God who is bigger today than He was yesterday, and He hasn’t changed.
in a God who is big enough for our biggest questions and even our most intense anger but who, 

ultimately, wants us to come to Him in our brokenness so that we might receive His peace. 
in a God who calls us to love one another as He has loved us, and He continues to uphold His 

side of the covenant when we fail to uphold ours.
in a God who can be found in His most distressing disguise in the poor and the marginalized.
in a God who says that what we do to these people, the least of our fellow man, we have done 

unto Him, and inversely, that which we have neglected to do for the least of our fellow man we have 
neglected to do for Him.

in a God who can use anyone or anything to achieve His good and perfect will but who desires 
to use His church.

in a God of Resurrection who calls His followers to practice resurrection, that others lives 
might be lifted from the ashes and rubble and set on the path that leads to life.

and with all this said, we believe in a God who will never force His way into our lives.  We must 
open our hearts and accept His gift to us in His Son, Jesus.



(‘Coffee Anyone?’ continued from page 4) 
Spending my days meeting people where they are at 
in the rooms and units of several Children’s 
Hospitals, this thought intrigued me because it 
made so much sense with what I’ve experienced.  
We spend a good bit of effort in our churches trying 
to come up with a new attraction when it was God’s 
attraction to us in His Son Jesus that drew people to 
Him.  God did not create a huge program to draw 
people in to meet His Son.  He sent His only 
begotten Son into the midst of the brokenness, to 
share in the trials and suffering of His creation.  
How different our methods have become.

After reading the books mentioned, and others 
by Donald Miller (‘Blue Like Jazz’ & ‘Searching For 
God Knows What’), Michael Frost (‘Exiles’) & Rick 
McKinley (‘This Beautiful Mess’) to name a few I 
decided it was time to follow God’s leading into a 
local Starbucks.

One evening last May, after spending a day at a 
local hospital where a few of my friends were having  
a very bad day, I stopped at a Starbucks along the 
route home to get a coffee for the 1½ hour ride.  At 
the register was a sign that said ‘Musicians Wanted’.  
I inquired with the clerk and she told me that they 
invited musicians to play on Friday evenings.  They 
played for tips only.  I was told that I needed to 
contact the manger during morning hours for 
bookings.  I filed the number in my cell phone and 
forgot about it for a couple of weeks.  I was at my 
first week-long camp in Prescott, Arizona when I 
came across the number one morning and decided 
to call.  I shared with the manager about what I do 
but assured her that I knew a bunch of acoustic 
classic rock and current tunes that I could do there 
(it’s not  a Christian Coffeehouse after all).  I told 
her that if they didn’t like what I played they could 
ask me to leave and I wouldn’t be offended.  She 
promptly offered me not one, but two dates.  I 
agreed to both.

The next month found me setting up in the 
corner of the Starbucks, not knowing what to 
expect.  I had decided against a tip jar.  I had been 
told that if I had CD’s that I was not aloud to sell 
them in the Coffeehouse but that I could sell them 
outside, after my performance.  This wasn’t a 
problem since I give my CD’s away.  What a 
wonderful journey it has been.

Let me share one Starbucks’ story.  One evening 
as I completed my setup and was tuning my guitars 
to start, a young woman wearing a ‘Marilyn Manson’ 
t-shirt walked up to a table near me with her arms 
laden with books.  She cast a wary eye in my 
direction but decided to stay.  (For those of you who 
are unfamiliar with Marilyn Manson, Senator Joseph 
Lieberman would refer to Marilyn Manson as "perhaps 
the sickest group ever promoted by a mainstream record 
company" during Congressional hearings held to 
determine the effects, if any, of violent lyrics on young 
listeners.  One of Manson’s CD’s was entitled ‘Antichrist 
Superstar’ if that te$s you anything.  Born ‘Brian Hugh 
Warner’ he took his stage name combining the first name of 
Marilyn Monroe with the last name of convicted murderer 
Charles Manson.)   This young woman, through her 
dress and demeanor, seemed a real Manson fan.  I 
could only imagine what was going through her 
mind as she watch this grey-bearded old guy tuning 
up his guitars.  I started out with a song by Shawn 
Mullins called ‘Home’ which starts with the line, 
‘Funniest girl I ever knew,, had hair as orange as 
halloween’ which I thought  fit the situation.  It is 
about a girl trying to find her way home.  The eyes 
of that young woman sitting there in front of me 
seemed to fill with tears.  After I had played about 
½ hour I apologized to her because she hadn’t yet 
opened a book.  She said that was okay.  When I 
finished for the evening, although many had stayed 
for only a portion, drank their coffee and then left, 
this young woman had stayed the entire two hours.  
I thanked her for sticking around to which she 
responded, “Have you ever felt you were lead 
someplace?”  I replied, ‘I sure have!”  She said, “This 
might sound a little strange but I drove around for 
about twenty minutes tonight trying to decide 
where to go study and I was laughing as I walked in 
here because I don’t even drink coffee.  Your music 
really touched me tonight.  I’m glad I was here.”  

Talk about being touched.  She continued to 
share her story and tell me that she designed 
jewelry.  At one point, as she spoke, her eyes got 
wide and she asked if I would ever consider doing 
music for one of her jewelry shows at a local gallery.  
I told her I’d be honored and I thought she was 
going to cry.  She asked if I had a card.  I handed her 
a ‘Heart to Hand’ card and her eyes again got wide.  
“You’re a minister?!’, she asked.  I explained that I 
(see ‘Coffee Anyone?’ continued on page 6)
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(‘Coffee Anyone?’ continued from page 5)                                                            
was but that it involved music with critically and 
chronically ill children in hospitals and not being a 
pastor in a church.  I told her that I just tried to 
meet and care about people where they were, just as 
I had tried to do with her that evening.  “Cool!”, she 
said.  She asked if my calendar was on my website 
because she wanted to try to get some of her friends 
to come hear me.  I had given nothing but a little of 
my time and a bit of attention yet it impacted both 
of us that night.  She didn’t look at ‘religious’ people 
quite the same and I didn’t look at Marilyn Manson 
fans quite the same.  We’re all alike in that we are 
both in search of the One who loves us in spite of 
ourselves.

Through my own trial and error I am more and 
more beginning to see why people flocked to see 
Jesus.  In Jesus they found the One who loved them 
unconditionally and He wasn’t afraid to be in the 
midst of those scorned by man.  He didn’t seem to 
worry about an earthly reputation, that which keeps 
so many of us from going to the places Jesus would 
have us go.  Jesus shared the truth of the Gospel in 
love by going out in love, whereas the way of the 
church today seems to be steeped in judgement and 
condemnation or, even worse, in a love of self that 
excludes outsiders unless, of course, they join and 
become a part of.  We have our ‘in church’ bowling 
groups, bridge groups, computer groups, cooking 
groups, dining groups, etc. but you have to come to 
our church first to even find out that these groups 
exist.  I wonder what would happen if, instead of 
exchanging recipes, we simply cooked a free dinner 
once a month for the homeless; or if we went and 
played cards with a stranger in an Alzheimer's unit, 
or sponsored a trip to McDonald’s for local 
underprivileged kids; or if we came alongside the 
single mom who was about to lose her home 
because of the extreme medical needs of one of her 
five children, perhaps helping her find a job or 
assisting with child care; or if we provided heating 
oil for another family undergoing similar trials and 
maybe groceries for another?  It seems that most of 
my serious God encounters happen anymore when I 
get out of the pew and out of the building.

The last three examples are areas where Heart 
to Hand has been asked to help recently.  I was 
thrilled that we were able to help because of the 
generosity of God’s people but then I had to ask 

myself, “Where is the local Church?”  In each 
circumstance I was contacted by a hospital social 
worker to ask if we could help and, in each case, it 
was a hospital at least 1½ hours from me and the 
families were each 1 to 2 hours away from me.  So 
what’s the problem some might ask.  Why is it that 
the churches in their own communities didn’t know 
of the need.  If our answer to that is, “Well they 
didn’t come to us” or They’re not members of our 
church” I pray “Lord have mercy.”  Jesus knows our 
need and brokenness personally because He entered 
into it.  I believe it is time for us to do the same for 
those whom He has called us to love.

We are called to reveal the cross of Jesus to 
those who are perishing.  I’m not talking about a 
golden or stained-glass cross in the front of our 
sanctuaries but, rather, the bloodied and tear 
stained cross that our Savior died on for our sin, yet 
I have seen more passion for the former than I have 
for the latter.  Recently, within 24 hours of returning 
from a trip to Ukraine, I visited a church where 
nearly $17,000.00 had been spent to physically 
reveal a stained-glass cross behind the altar that had 
been hidden by a projection screen for a small 
portion of each service.  It was all I could do to 
keep from weeping as I thought of how that money 
would have converted to $102,000 Ukrainian 
dollars that could have fed a few hundred children 
in orphanages and shelters for a year.  It could have 
filled an oil tank, or a refrigerator, or kept a mother 
from loosing her home.  The Son of man has no 
place to lay His head, and yet most of us are able to 
sleep comfortably in our warm homes each night, 
and worship in our beautiful sanctuaries.  If what 
Christ tells me is true, and I believe it is, then He is 
in the least of these that we often choose to not 
even look upon.

The church is called to join the work that God 
is doing.  We are called to a life of sacrifice, yet few 
of us would sacrifice our comfort and pleasure for 
the well-being of others.  God has blessed me with 
so much and yet I constantly have my eyes on more 
that I think I need in order to get by.  I’ve been 
blessed with great guitars, yet I have seen some of 
the most powerful ministry in places like Ukraine 
accomplished by people playing dime-store guitars 
that may even be short a string or two.  I have a 
(see ‘Coffee Anyone?’ continued on page 7) 
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(‘Coffee Anyone?’ continued from page 6)                                                            
2003 VW Jetta Diesel with 170,000 miles on it and 
I think that maybe I should have something a little 
less worn so I don’t risk breaking down on one of 
my many road trips, but then I meet a family who 
hasn’t been able to afford a car and must rely on 
others to get them to their hospital appointments.    
I have complained in restaurants about a meal that 
is not quite up to their standard and then I think of 
those children and families I have met that would 
give anything for even one poorly cooked meal.  
 In some ways in this journey I think I might 
have it a little easier because God has called me to a 
place where it is easy to fall in love with a small 
child even if they live a much different life from 
mine.  The suffering of these children breaks my 
heart and I am moved to respond.  I wouldn’t do as 
well if I had to live up to that ‘loving my enemy’ 
stuff.  But I know that He has raised up those who 
are gifted in each and every way and it is when we 
choose to answer our individual call that God can 
fulfill in us what He has created us to do.  If each 
be l i e ver in th i s countr y wou ld take t r ue 
responsibility for only one other person the world 
would be turned upside down.  By responsibility I 
am not talking about just inviting them to church 
but by living a life that is inviting; a responsibility 
that brings us up along side them in the midst of 
their trials; a responsibility that finds us rejoicing 
with those who rejoice and mourning with those 
who mourn; a responsibility that simply comes out 
of falling in love.  When people are simply loved 
they respond and they are drawn closer to the 
source of that love.  I believe we have made all of 
this ministry stuff way too complicated.  We ask 

people if they know Christ as their Lord and Savior 
or if they know where they would spend eternity if 
they would die tomorrow and then we tell them 
they need to trust their life to a Jesus that they have 
never even met because they have only seen us raise 
ourselves above them because we know(?) where we 
are going and they don’t.  We litter creation with 
our tracts that often find their way to the bathroom 
floor (travel stop urinals seem to be a favorite place) 
and then I have to wonder how much of a witness 
they are to the one who must clean them up.  Are 
we afraid we might have to actually talk to someone 
who is different from us?  I know, I know.  Those 
tracts and our other literature and our programs all 
contain words of truth.  It’s just the delivery that is 
lacking.  Jesus points to love and love alone as the 
identifying feature of the believer; “By this all men 
will know you are My disciples if you but love one 
another.”  Jesus’ love cost Him everything.  Jesus 
didn’t decide to love us because it was convenient.  
Ours costs us little more than what we put in the 
collection plate or the time it takes to drop a tract.  
To risk nothing, is to lose nothing except perhaps 
our life.  ‘Then Jesus said to his disciples, "If anyone 
would come a(er me, he must deny himself and take up his 
cross and fo$ow me.  For whoever wants to save his life 
wi$ lose it, but whoever loses his life for me wi$ find it.  
What good wi$ it be for a man if he gains the whole 
world, yet forfeits his soul?  Or what can a man give in 
exchange for his soul?  For the Son of Man is going to come 
in his Father's glory with his angels, and then he wi$ 
reward each person according to what he has done.  
(Matthew 16:24-27)  
 I don’t know about you, but I do know 
about me (although not as well as God does!) and I 
can assure you that I don’t have it all together but I 
trust in the One who does.  I am simply a man who 
has chosen to believe that what Jesus tells me is true 
and that in Him I can do all things.  We must take  
up our cross and follow Jesus to the places He would 
have us go.  It’s about letting others really get to 
know us, along with all that can entail; the good, the 
bad and the ugly.  It is then that others can look at 
us and say ‘well maybe God can love me, too.’  Our 
struggles and weaknesses speak volumes, so sit and 
cry with someone; sit and laugh with someone; sit 
and let down your guard with someone because in 
the true reality of our lives God will make His 
presence known.   - Woody

HEART TO HAND MINISTRIES, INC.                                                  WINTER 2008-09

 PAGE 7

Heart to Hand Ministries, Inc.
733 E. Front Street

Danville, PA 17821-2121
(570) 271-0622

www. hearttohandministries.com

 Heart to Hand Ministries, Inc. is a 
501 (c)(3) non-profit organization.  

All contributions are tax-deductible except for 
those contributions for CD’s or shirts.
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(‘Greeting’ continued from page 1)
been so blessed that we decided to keep it going even if we only have volunteers for seven or eight days a 
month.  If you would like to get involved please contact us.
 Through generous donations of guitars from Jeff Welch, founder of ‘Notes 4 Another’ we were able 
to deliver three guitars this year; one to St. Luke’s Street Children’s Drop-In Center in Kiev, Ukraine, 
another to a 6 year old girl who is an oncology patient from south central Pennsylvania, and one was 
delivered, just at Christmas, to a girl, who was at one time homeless and in the streets, who is now being 
raised by her grandmother.

 In 2008 I presented a few more school 
programs than usual, but was especially 
thrilled to revisit two that I do  each spring 
and one that I do every fall.  In the spring I 
did programs at the Franklin Learning Center 
in Chambersburg, PA (pictured to the left) 
which is a school for children with special 
needs and a second for Columbia-Sullivan 
County Head Start in Berwick, PA.  In 
October I do an assembly for special needs 
Students from several schools, held at 
Lehighton High School in Lehighton, PA.  
The children at each of these centers always 

brighten my day.  They sing and laugh in a way that truly glorifies God.  He makes no mistakes!
 There were too many funerals in 2008, but then one is too many.  One especially touched me and 
taught me a little bit more about this thing we call ministry.  I received word that a little 10 month old boy, 
who I had been visiting in one of the Cardiac Intensive Care Units that I frequent, had died.   His funeral 
was going to be held a few days later at a location about 3½ hours from me.  As I was preparing to leave, my 
wife asked about my part in the funeral and I shared that I was just going.  The family had not asked me to 
participate.  It had been a long week and about half way to where the service was to be held, I realized how 
tired I was and thought that maybe I should just return home.  After all their young son had not been a 
patient long and we had only had a few short visits.  However, in my heart, I felt that wasn’t an option.  
Because of heavy traffic I arrived at the church just as the service was about to begin.  Following a very 
beautiful and uplifting service of resurrection, the family stood near the door to thank each and every one as 

One of Woody’s Oncology friends!St. Luke’s Street Children’s Drop-In Center



NEWSLETTER UPDATES VIA EMAIL

 For those readers who regularly use the 
internet and have an email account, we would 
like to offer you the ability to receive both the 
newsletter  and tax receipts for contributions 
via email.  If you would be interested in 
subscribing to this please send an email to 
woody@hearttohandministries.com and type 

‘Sign Me Up for updates’ in the subject line 
and we will get you set up.  We won’t share your 
email and we won’t clutter you inbox with a 
bunch of emails.  If you prefer a hardcopy, that 
is not a problem.  It will just be business as 
usual.  This is just one way we’re looking at 
saving the expense of postage.
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they went to their cars to go to the cemetery.  This took a good bit of time and since I had slid into the back 
pew I was the last one out.  As I took my place before them they both looked up in disbelief, and  they hugged 
me together, as one.  They stepped back with the mother still holding my hand and said, “We can’t believe you 
made the trip from where you live!  You brought so many smiles to our son and this touches us so greatly.”  As 
I stood there with tears rolling down my cheeks I realized that in Christ we have the ultimate example of love 
and together we can exclaim, “I can’t believe You left the glory of heaven and came here for me!”  My small 
sacrifice was absolutely nothing in comparison to what Christ did for me yet it was  just what these young 
parents needed at that moment.  No fancy guitar or well-planned program--just a moment of love shared as I 
mourned with those who mourn.  I’ve said it before and I say it again.  We make this ministry stuff way too 
complicated.  It is as simple as going out just as we are, knowing that it is God in the midst that allows it to 
happen, so let’s stop taking credit for all we do to further the Kingdom and just praise God that He allows us 
to participate in His plan.
 Our annual Thursday evening Christmas caroling in the Janet Weis Children’s Hospital was well 
received and was so much fun for the volunteers that we are going to carol once a month in the Children’s 
Hospital throughout the year.  Of course our song selections may be slightly different.  Check out our website 
calendar and join us.  This year, as in so many years in the past, Heart to Hand was in charge of the Christmas 
Eve Service for patients, family and staff at the Geisinger Medical Center in Danville, Pennsylvania of which 
the Janet Weis Children’s Hospital is a part.  The chapel was filled to capacity and some chose not to come in 
when they saw how crowded it was so we are going to move it into the lobby for next year in order to allow 
everyone to attend.  The breakfast that we serve to the families and staff of the Janet Weis Children’s Hospital 
was another smash hit.  What an incredible way to start out the day on which we celebrate the birth of Hope.
 There are hundreds of stories to share but none compare to the greatest story of all.  God entered into 
the midst of our darkness and it is that light of Hope that we are called to share with a world still struggling in 
darkness.  It is that Hope that keeps me going when my heart aches and my flesh tells me to protect myself 
from the trials of others.  It is that Hope that rings out in the laughter of orphans and widows as they share in 
times of fellowship with those who have stopped to visit.  It is that Hope that shines out in the smiles of 
street children over the thought of a hot meal or a hot shower.  It is that Hope that shows forth from each of 
us when we step outside of the box; outside of our comfort zone we’ve created there in the safety of our 
homes and sanctuaries.  Our God cannot be contained in our programs, our litanies, our contemporary or 
traditional services or our ministries.  He can’t be contained in our hearts either for, if He dwells there,  He 
will come spilling out.
 So there it is--a very brief synopsis of the year.  I pray for forgiveness if I have offended anyone 
through the ramblings contained in this newsletter.  I simply write out of the struggle of my own heart and 
that struggle for me often involves where I belong in the church.  With that said, I especially struggle with the 
fact that people put way too much into my words.  I simply desire for others to know this incredible love that 
I have experienced in the midst of some very dark places.   I am trying to live my life in a way that reflects my 
choice to believe that what Jesus tells me is the absolute truth and I pray that in some small way others might 
know that I am His follower because they have felt loved.  Thanks for reading this far.

mailto:woody@hearttohandministries.com
mailto:woody@hearttohandministries.com
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GANNA DULOGLO UPDATE
In July of 2006 Heart to Hand was able to bring 10 
year old Ganna Duloglo from Bila Tserkva, Ukraine 
to the Janet Weis Children’s Hospital in Danville, 

PA.  Doctors, and the hospital, had agreed to 
perform surgery which she was unable to have in 
her home country.  She spent 5½ weeks here with 
her father, Mykola, and returned in August 2006 to 

be reunited with her mother and 
brother a f te r a success fu l 
procedure to relieve pressure in 
her brain.  Since that time her 
family will not allow me to stay 
anywhere else but in their home 
when I am in that city during my 
trips to Ukraine.  I just stayed 
there in November, arriving four 
days after Ganna’s 13th birthday.  
The picture to the left is from that 
visit during a day in the park where 
we were enjoying the beauty of 
autumn.  I am happy to report that 
she is doing wonderful, is enjoying 
school and especia l l y enjoys 
helping her mother around the 
house.  Isn’t God awesome!


