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Easter Joy 
A sharing of  Easter stories or messages from our 

congregation members 

From Wilma Kallies 

When our son, Steven, was about two he got up early Easter Sunday 

before anyone else was awake and found his Easter basket filled with 

sweets and immediately ate everything.  When we came downstairs 

his mouth was smeared with chocolate.  We cleaned him, got him 

dressed, and went to church where he was so "high" on sugar that he 

flopped on the pew like a fish out of water.  I had to take off his shoes 

so he wouldn't be so loud.   

Fast forward to his daughter, Ava.  Last year on Easter when she was 

three, her mom couldn't find her and called out her name.  When mom 

approached the closet she heard whimpering.  There she found Ava 

with her Easter basket, face smeared with chocolate, whimpering.  Ava 

said, "I'm sorry mommy.  I couldn't help it.  It just tasted so good."   

Like father, like daughter.  

April  12, 2020 

From Cheryle Dropps 

A new pastor was visiting the homes of some of his parishioners. At one house it seemed obvious 

that someone was home but yet no answered his repeated knocks on the door. He then took out his 

business card and wrote “Revelation 3:20” on the back and left it in the door. 

On the following Sunday when the offering was processed, the pastor found that his business card 

had been returned. Added to it was this message, “Genesis 3:10.” 

He then reached for his Bible to check out the verse and then broke in laughter upon reading it.      

Revelation 3:20 begins” Behold, I stand at the door and knock”. Genesis 3:10 reads, “ I heard your 

voice in the garden and I was afraid for I was naked.” 



 

“He knows 

the way, 

because 

He is the 

way " 

Stay safe, and 

healthy!   

Happy Easter,  

Love, 

Bonnie Bruce 

A story from Linda Hammerberg 

One day a farmer's donkey fell down into a well. The animal 

cried piteously for hours as the farmer tried to figure out what 

to do. Finally, he decided the animal was old, and the well need‐

ed to be covered up anyway; it just wasn't worth it to retrieve 

the donkey. 

He invited all his neighbors to come over and help him. They all 

grabbed a shovel and began to shovel dirt into the well. At first, 

the donkey realized what was happening and cried horribly. 

Then, to everyone's amazement he quieted down. 

A few shovel loads later, the farmer finally looked down the 

well. He was astonished at what he saw. With each shovel of dirt 

that hit his back, the donkey was doing something amazing. He 

would shake it off and take a step up. 

As the farmer's neighbors continued to shovel dirt on top of the 

animal, he would shake it off and take a step up. Pretty soon, 

everyone was amazed as the donkey stepped up over the edge 

of the well and happily trotted off! 

MORAL : 

Life is going to shovel dirt on you, all kinds of dirt. The trick is to 

shake it off and take a step up. Each of our troubles is a step‐

pingstone. We can get out of the deepest wells just by not stop‐

ping, never giving up! Shake it off and take a step up. 

Remember the five simple rules to be happy: 

1. Free your heart from hatred ‐ Forgive. 

2. Free your mind from worries ‐ Most never  

3. Live simply and appreciate what you have. 

4. Be kind. And Give more. 

5. Expect less from people but more from yourself. 

Happy Easter    



I grew up in a small town in western              

Nebraska. My dad was a farmer, so much of 

my youth was spent working on the farm. 

Until I left home to join the Air Force at 18 

years old, our Easter routine was always the 

same. My sister and I would always get a new 

dress to wear for Easter (sometimes it included 

a new veil or hat since I was brought up Catho‐

lic and the  priest insisted that all females must 

keep their head covered in the church building ‐ 

what a weirdo) and my three brothers would 

always get a new tie and/or a new white shirt. 

My older brother, Eli, always liked to wear a 

bow tie and looked very dapper. We would 

then wear our new duds to church on Easter 

Sunday.  I remember one priest we had was 

very long‐winded and my oldest brother,     

Arthur, became a master at sleeping with his 

eyes open. 

After dashing out of church, my family would 

then pile into the car and head to one of our 

cousins house (sometimes they came to our 

house) where we would then have a big meal 

around one o’clock. I always remember there 

being tons of food. Since I come from a    

Mexican/Spanish culture, most of the families 

were big, usually three to seven kids in each 

family.  There were kids of all ages every‐

where. We always had lots of fun and music 

was always playing in the background.  

We never had Easter baskets. That was never 

part of the routine. I don’t ever  remember my 

Mom or Dad even having an Easter bunny  

anywhere in our house.  

I think back now on those times with love and 

gratitude to my parents for keeping our life 

simple  ‐ faith, family, delicious food, and an 

appreciation for music. 

Easter Memories from Alisa Nelson 

Thursday, April 2, 2020  

The Covid 19 virus has us homebound.  

I’m alone at Indian Lake now that Wayne has 

gone to heaven. It’s a nice day so I will go sit 

in the garage entryway with the garage doors 

wide open and enjoy the sunshine on a warm 

day. Across County Road 424 is a field and 

swamp that I can see.  

Oh! What’s that noise?  

It’s a sandhill crane flying east and squawking 

and squawking. Oh! It looks like it found its’ 

partner. All is quiet now. 

A few minutes later more noise is coming 

from over the house. Now what? Two crows, 

one has something in its beak and the other 

one is trying to get it.  They land across the 

road. Another crow comes flying from the 

east, hey what’s going on? It lands near them. 

I watch the crows for a bit, then a fly comes 

crawling by my feet. Then three more flies 

come crawling out of the  grass. They go 

round and round and greet each other, then 

all crawl back to the grass. 

I wasn’t alone ‐ the Lord provided me with  

some company to cheer me up. 

I Need Cheering Up from Evelyn Pearson 

Happy Easter from Jackie Giuliani & family 



It was 1976 and I was a freshman at Michigan 

Tech.  I was going through a difficult time   

after my boyfriend of 18 months broke up 

with me.  He didn’t think I was “cool” when I 

told him I wasn’t interested in doing drugs.  

He had recently joined a fraternity and I sadly 

watched him transition from a dedicated   

student, avid hockey player and devoted  

boyfriend to someone who chose drugs over 

everyone and everything.  He was ultimately 

expelled from school.   

My friends did what they could to comfort me 

though my heartbreak.  Young love and loss 

can be extremely painful.  I cried all the time 

and my own stellar academic performance 

began to fade.  Depression wasn’t something 

we knew anything about and yet I recognized 

I was more than just sad.   

On Good Friday, my best friend encouraged 

me to sleep over at her house and she vowed 

we’d talk all night if we had to.  “You’re not 

thinking about doing anything stupid?” she 

asked.  We knew of a teenager in a nearby 

town who had committed suicide.  We talked 

about it in hushed tones and had no idea why 

he had killed himself.  He was popular, good 

looking and came from a great family. Again, 

why would he do something so terrible when 

he had everything going for him.  Why         

indeed?   

“Of course not!” I assured her.  We did stay up 

all night and at about 6:00 a.m. I told her I 

was going to walk home.  I only had a couple 

of blocks and decided to take the long way.  

When I started down the hill I looked to my 

left.  Students at then Suomi College in    

Hancock had erected three crosses that    

overlooked our street. I decided to walk over.  

I sat on the snow and just stared at those 

crosses.  I sat there for two hours!  The sun 

came up and still I sat.  I don’t remember 

praying.  I don’t remember saying anything.  I 

do remember for the first time in weeks, I  

didn’t cry.  I also admitted to myself that 

wanting to die was something I HAD thought 

about.  I was 19 years old.  

I left those crosses and headed home.  Jesus 

saved my life in more ways than one that 

Easter.  I gradually began to live again.  I got 

back on track personally, academically and 

socially.  I joined a sorority.  Made life‐long 

friends.  Met my future husband and got on 

with my life.   Each Easter I think about that 

trek though the snow.  Jesus knew I was   

hurting.  He knew I felt hopeless and lost.   He 

made sure I found my way to that hill.    

Happy Easter indeed! 

Chris Harkness 

My Easter story…………. From Chris Harkness 



  

A story from Ruth Warmanen 

My Easter story isn’t about eggs or flowers or bunnies.  It’s about water!  Unwelcome water!  

Two weeks ago, after a spring rain, I walked down to my basement and stepped onto squishy 

carpet.  A quick visit from a plumber pointed to trouble with the drain tile, but exactly where 

the problem lay wasn’t so easily solved.  I contacted a veteran excavator; he checked it out 

and promised to return as soon as possible.  I moved furniture and boxes to dryer spaces and 

called my carpet guy to lift the soggy rug and pull out the saturated pad!  Then, as fans and 

dehumidifier blasted on high, I stood guard with my trusty shop vac to suck up incoming flow. 

That night it rained again.  Without carpet to impede its advance, the water quickly seeped in 

all around the perimeter of the foundation.  At 1:30 am, I was frantically pushing and pulling a 

box spring and mattress to even higher ground.  I knew the floor drain would prevent serious 

flooding, but anything on the floor was getting wet feet!   My anxiety was rising with every 

passing, seeping hour! 

After a night of fitful sleep, I called the guy with the backhoe.  I must have sounded desperate 

because by late morning he had driven the digger from his house and started attacking the 

outlet of the drainage pipe.  Within a few minutes, he called me from the ditch and said, “I 

think you’ll want to see this.”  I slogged through the muck not knowing what he had uncov‐

ered.   

Here comes the Easter part of the story.  From the hillside gushed a most welcome waterfall – 

sparkling and clean!  My backhoe hero lifted the piece of corrugated pipe he had removed.  It 

was completely plugged with fibrous roots!  He assured me that water was no longer flowing 

into the basement.  And it wasn’t! 

So what does plugged piping have to do with Easter, you ask?  Let’s try several angles.  The 

drain tile was buried in the hillside – a tomb of sorts.  When the dirt, roots and rocks were dug 

out – or a stone was rolled away – clean, “living” water gushed forth!  This was welcome water 

and the relief was tangible!  It’s a relief that we will all feel when we are freed from our tomb‐

like existence prompted by the virus. Through Jesus’ suffering and death, our sins have been 

washed away – like water out of drain tile!  And, even though we continue to sin and plug up 

our spiritual systems, the waters of forgiveness will flow forever.  Christ is risen!  He is risen 

indeed!  Easter blessings to all, dear church family! 



From Buck Peterson 

A recurring memory for me is working in Unit‐

ed’s kitchen for the Easter Brunch on Easter 

morning, I am not exactly sure how long I have 

been involved with it, but it is 10+ years.  I 

have a plethora of great memories of all the 

different people I have worked with over the 

years, some who have passed, some who have 

moved away, but many who continue to be 

part of this annual fellowship event.  It also is a 

great opportunity to share part of the Peter‐

son family tradition of making potato sausage 

for special events, a tradition that my grand‐

mother brought with her from    Sweden over 

130 years ago, which was continued by my fa‐

ther and passed on to me.  It is disappointing 

that the Easter service, brunch and the fellow‐

ship it brings will not be part of this Easter, but 

it will make next year's all that more special. 

Happy Easter 

From the Emily Hendricks and family 

Hello church family! The Perry/Hendricks family would like to 

wish everyone a Happy Easter! This is the shirt Owen was going 

to wear to church on Sunday so we thought it would brighten 

everyone’s day to see it!  Stay healthy and safe!  We will see you 

soon! 

Chris, Emily and Owen  

From the Clinton and  

Margaret Davis family 

We remember and honor our departed 

loved ones Mr. and Mrs. Charles G. 

Johnson,  Helen, Carl, Clinton and 

Sigrid Rosengren, Harold & Catherine 

Bishop,   William & Lillian Ahola, and 

Clinton & Margaret  Davis. 



Submitted by Julie Aho 

The very first Easter was not  in a crowded worship space with singing and praising. On the very first 

Easter the disciples were locked in their house. It was dangerous for them to come out. They were 

afraid. They wanted to believe the good news from the women, that Jesus had risen. But it seemed 

too good to be true. They were living in despair and fear. If they left their homes their lives and the 

lives of their loved ones might be at risk. Could a miracle really have happened? Could life really 

have won over death? Could this time of fear really be coming to an end? 

Alone in their homes they dared to believe that hope was possible, that the long night was over and 

morning had broken, that God’s love was the most powerful and will never die.  In time they were 

comfortable to leave their homes and went into the world to celebrate and spread the good news 

that Jesus was risen. 

This year we might get to experience a taste of what that first Easter was like, still in our homes dar‐

ing to believe that hope is on the horizon. After a while, when it is safe for all people, we will come 

out, gather together, singing and shouting the good news that God brings life even out of death, 

that love always has the final say! 

This year we might get the closet taste we have ever had yet to what the first Easter was like. 

Easter Thoughts by Nancy Clark 
 

Psalm 46:10 

"Be still, and know that I am God" 

This verse came to my mind during this time dealing with the coronavirus.  We are all practicing   

social distancing and staying isolated in our homes giving us time to "be still."  I have used some of 

this time for spiritual reflection and reading God's Word.  It brings me comfort and strength and 

a greater gratitude for our reason for Easter. 

Even though we cannot celebrate Easter worship together as a Church family, I pray you will take 

some time daily to open God's Word or read a daily devotion and strengthen your relationship with 

Him.  Perhaps this is part of God's plan for us.  

Have a Joyous Easter! 

Love and Hugs to all of You. 



One more from Cheryle Dropps 

This story was written by an 8 year old boy named Danny Dutton in Chula Vista, CA for an assignment. The 

assignment was to explain God.  

“One of God's main jobs is making people.  He makes them to replace the ones that die so there will be 

enough people to take care of things on earth. He doesn't make grown‐ups, just babies. I think because they 

are smaller and easier to make. That way, He doesn't have to take up His valuable time teaching them to 

talk and walk. He can just leave that to mothers and fathers. 

God's second most important job is listening to prayers. An awful lot of this goes on, since some people, like 

preachers and things, pray at times besides bedtime. God doesn't have time to listen to the radio or TV be‐

cause of this. Because He hears everything there must be a terrible lot of noise in his ears, unless He has 

thought of a way to turn it off. 

God sees everything and hears everything and is everywhere which keeps him busy. So you shouldn't go 

wasting His time by going over your mom and dad's head asking for something they said you couldn't have. 

Atheists are people who don't believe in God. I don't think there are any in Chula Vista. At least there aren't 

any who come to our church. 

Jesus is God's Son. He used to do all the hard work like walking on water and performing miracles and trying 

to teach the people who didn't want to learn about God. They finally got tired of Him preaching to them and 

they crucified Him. But He was good and kind like His Father, and He told His Father that they didn't know 

what they were doing and to forgive them, and God said OK. 

His Dad (God) appreciated everything that He had done and all His hard work on earth so He told Him He 

didn't have to go out on the road anymore, He could stay in heaven. So He did. And now He helps His Dad 

out by listening to prayers and seeing things which are important for God to take care of and which ones He 

can take care of Himself without having to bother God. Like a secretary only more important. You can pray 

anytime you want and they are sure to hear you because they got it worked out so one of them is on duty all 

the times. 

You should always go to Church on Sunday because it makes God happy, and if there's anybody you want to 

make happy, it's God.  Don't skip church to do something you think will be more fun like going to the beach. 

This is wrong! And, besides, the sun doesn't come out at the beach until noon anyway. 

If you don't believe in God, besides being an atheist, you will be very lonely, because your parents can't go 

everywhere with you, like to camp, but God can.  It is good to know He's around you when you're scared in 

the dark or when you can't swim very good and you get thrown into real deep water by big kids. 

But you shouldn't just always think of what God can do for you. I figure God put me here and He can take 

me back anytime He pleases. 

And that's why I believe in God.” 


