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SERMON TITLES &  

SCRIPTURE READINGS 
  

June 6           “The Prayer Of Faith!”   
  James  5:13-20     
     

June 13          “The Revelation From Jesus!”        
   Revelation 1:1-3  
 

June 20          FATHER’S DAY 

            ”The Seven Churches!”   
  Revelation 1:4-8    
 

June 27          Jamie Gripentrog  
                              
 
  
       
 

                
       
 
      

BIBLE READINGS 

June 6     2 Chronicles 4-18, John 13-16:15  
 
June 13    2 Chronicles 19-36, John 16:16-19 
 
June 20    Ezra 1-10,  Nehemiah 1-11,            
    John 20-21, Acts 1-4 
       
June 27    Nehemiah 12, Esther 4-10, Job 2,  
    Acts 5-7:34 
 
   
  
      
 
 
 

 

EASY TITHE—UPDATE 

There is now a new fund option when giving online through 

Easy Tithe, Special giving. If Special giving is selected, a box  

titled “Note” will allow you to type in the fund you would like 

your giving directed toward.   Any questions please contact 

Tony Farr. 

  

 

 

 

 

We are excited to share with you that we have received ap-

proval to hold our Pinewood Derby at Zion on     Wednesday 

June 2, 2021 beginning at 6:30 pm. If anyone did not build a 

derby car this year, there is still time to join in on the fun. We 

will have cars available at Pack Graduation on May 6th, or 

you may contact your den leader and we will make arrange-

ments to get you a car kit. 

 

Yours in Scouting, 

Lisa  



From Pastor Kwon’s Desk 

                                                  

                                                         Meeting Face to Face 

 

It has been so long since I have seen many of you in person. But, even those that I have seen we had to keep our 

faces covered for our safety and the safety of those around us.  

The good news is that the church will no longer mandate face covering.  

The Centers for Disease Control and Prevention declared it was safe for fully vaccinated adults to resume most 

activities, indoors or out, in groups or individually, mask free and without social distancing. 

"According to the CDC, it is safe for fully vaccinated people to stop wearing masks in most indoor and outdoor 

settings."  A news release said, "Fully vaccinated" means it has been two weeks since a person received the second 

dose of Pfizer or Moderna or the single dose of Johnson & Johnson." 

Since the breakout of the pandemic our church has done its best to abide by state and local regulations and do 

our best to make sure safety and sanitation is a priority. Many of those authorities have declared the mask       

mandate over. 

If you are not vaccinated, we encourage you to continue to wear a face covering but we leave it up to your 

judgement and wisdom to make the right decisions. 

We will continue to work hard to keep the church facilities clean and gatherings safe, but also enjoy seeing each 

other face to face. I hope to see the Face of God in each other. 

Miss you all! 



 

CELEBRATING June                                 

BIRTHDAYS AND ANNIVERSARIES 

 

  7. Shannon Tollefson  

11. Don & Carolyn Baasch,  

11. Kevin & Chris Carolfi 

12. Erik Tollefson 

15. Mike & Trina Kundinger 

17. Trinity Carter 

22. Noah Schultz 

23. Don Baasch 

24. Dave & Mary Jane Swenson 

25. Andy & Dona Balciar 

27. Arlene Pfahning 

28. Chris Carolfi 

29. Nick Poeschel & Spring Fleming 

30. Andy Roehrborn 

  

 

     

 

Please have your articles for the Voice into the office by 

June 19 for the July Voice!   Thank you! 

Leadership Team Meeting,                                                

Wednesday,  June 16, @6:45 PM. 

CHURCH OFFICE HOURS FOR THE SUMMER!  Beginning May 

7—September 10, Mary Jane will be in the office Monday—

Thursday, 8:30 AM—12:30 PM.  If you need anything you can 

call my cell phone.  715 615 0957.  Enjoy your summer! 



 

CONGRATULATIONS TO THE 2021 GRADUATING CLASS 

 

 

HIGH SCHOOL GRADUATES - 

Cameron Berry, Ethan Dagit, Matthew Donovan, Allie Gripentrog, Dylan Hart, 

Katie Paul, Dane Tollefson, Tabari Whitney 

COLLEGE GRADUATE - 

 Sadie DeGrand 

 

        (if we missed anyone please let us know.) 

Excerpt from Cash County Justice-The Day My Dad Was Changed and Pastor Bobby   
Graham written by Jamie Gripentrog  

This month, in honor of Father's Day, I am sharing with you two short stories from my 
book, Cash County Justice. Both these stories have to do with the impact of our dads. In The 

Day My Dad Was Changed, journalist Richard Spaulding, a young reporter from Chicago is   
visiting his dying father in a Chicago hospital. They have never been close, but Sheriff Jack 
“Big Country” Graham and his wife Cathy, make a visit and Richard's dad is changed. In 
the story Pastor Bobby Graham, Richard visits with Sheriff Jacks' nephew who tells the   

story of losing his father as a young boy, seeking after God, and discovering purpose in life. 
Richard Spaulding, a man who has never been close to God, is finally moved to make a commitment to 
Christ. Cash County Justice is a story of faith, a story of an honorable lawman in fictional 
Cash County, Wisconsin, and a story of how one young reporter's life was forever 
changed as he spent time with Sheriff Jack “Big Country" Graham. If you love stories of faith, 
stories of trucking and stories from our heroes in law enforcement this book might be for you. I 
hope you enjoy your short stop in fictional Cash County, Wisconsin; a place where faith,  
family, farming, and the music of Johnny Cash reign supreme!  

SOUP OR SOCKS ASSISTANT JOB OPENING 

Soup or Socks is advertising for an assistant position to the director beginning mid-July to early August.  
It is a part -tine job (20-25 hours/week Monday thru Friday, with occasional weekend hours).  The hourly 
wage is $15.50 and paid time off will accrue with hours worked.   

Duties will include, but are not limited to, inventorying, storing and distributing food and clothing,       
interacting with clients, volunteers and donors, assisting in fundraising and special events and attending 

occasional meetings representing Soup or Socks. 

Applicants need a high school diploma (some additional education preferred), must be familiar with Microsoft Word, Excel 
and QuickBooks, able to life 50 pounds and stand for long periods of time. 

 

Contact Cheryl Hartl at Soup or Socks if interested. 



    The Day My Dad Was Changed 

 

           Not long after I got back from South America, Sheriff Graham and his 
wife Cathy made the trip down to the windy city. Sheriff Graham was scheduled 
to make an appearance at an award ceremony for the Law Enforcement Officer 
of the Year. This year’s recipient was Portland, Oregon school resource officer 
Jenny Rodgers who single-handedly stopped a school shooting, saving hundreds of lives.  

 I had plans to meet up with Jack and Cathy at the award ceremony but I had to cancel at the last mi-
nute. I had just found out that my dad Spencer Spaulding was in the hospital with some terrible news. My 
dad just found out that he had cancer throughout his body and had only a few weeks to live at best. He was 
in shock and so was I.  

 My dad was a hard man. He was smug, cynical and ornery. He was driven for success and loved to 
win and show off how successful he was. He always had to have the best clothes, the best cars, the best 
house, and of course the best women. He was the type of man who was a smooth talker and always had an 
agenda. He played people and took what he wanted. It didn’t matter if you were his business partner, a cli-
ent, or his wife or son, he always made sure he got what he wanted.  

 I don’t like talking about it much, but my dad and I had the appearance of a good relationship, but 
nothing could be farther from the truth. My dad bought my affections with gifts and handouts, but I really 
had nothing but hatred for him. He was an emotionless ass who only cared about himself.  

 My mom was the opposite of dad. She loved people and was genuine. She always put others first 
and she always tried to take care of others, especially me and dad. I don’t why she even bothered with dad. 
He paid her back by treating her like garbage. He was always gone and he didn’t hide the fact that he was 
spending his time chasing other women.  

 Eventually, the heartache became too much and while I was at a basketball camp, my mom 
drowned in our bathtub after taking a bottle of sleeping pills. While my mom was dying, dad was out of 
town with another woman.  

 Dad claimed he was sorry and for about a month, he was at least trying to be a good dad to me. But 
before long, he threw himself into work and women again. I can’t complain that he didn’t take care of me 
though. I always had the best education, the best cars, and lots of spending money. He was a failure as a 
husband and father, but as a real estate icon and investor, he was successful.  

 This successful business man who was only 55 years old, thought he had the world at his fingertips. 
He thought he had it all and was in control.  Suddenly, he found out he can’t buy his life back. I went to see 
him right away after he called me. He was in the 10th floor of the Mercy Hospital and was a shell of him-
self. I hadn’t seen or talked to him in about 4 months and he looked sick. He had lost a ton of weight and 
looked frail. We would often have long periods of not talking because we could never get along it seemed. 
Now I wished I had spent more time with him.  

 Despite that, our visit was brief and awkward. Dad said he was leaving me everything and said I 
should do something with my life other than write stories. He never respected my work.  He told me his 
partner in real estate could set me up and I could make a go of it in real estate. He couldn’t understand why 
I studied journalism and never respected my choices. I wanted to fight with him, but instead, I decided to 
leave for a while.  

I didn’t really know what to say so I mumbled I love you and said I would be back in a while. I went for a 
long walk along Lake Michigan and thought about how much I hated that man and loved him at the same 
time. The lake and the skyline at night always made me happy to be alive, but it didn’t work tonight. I sat 
down on a bench and called Faith. She was sorry to hear about my dad and said she was going to come 
down to Chicago tomorrow to see me and to meet my dad. I told her she shouldn’t bother, but she insisted. 
She told me to go and see my dad because I would regret it later on if I didn’t. She said I should try to find 
the good in him because there was good in everyone. I thought, that’s easy for you to say, you’ve never met 
him.   



     

 

 

 

So, I took her advice and walked back up to the hospital to see my dad. As I dreadfully peeked my head in-
to his room, I was shocked at what I saw. Jack and Cathy were standing next to my dad, holding his hand 
and praying for him. My dad had his eyes closed and for the first time, I saw something different about him. 
He was weak and humbled.  

 As Jack finished praying for him, Cathy gave him a big hug and said he should be proud of his son. 
Dad then said, he was and that I was a good person, just like my mom. 

 A tear began welling up inside of me as I stepped into the room. Jack and Cathy gave me a big hug 
and said they have had a great visit with my dad. For the last hour, they really got to know each other. 
While I was moping around and talking on the phone with Faith, God was working on my dad, I guess.   

 As Jack and Cathy left, my dad looked at me with love in his eyes and told me he was sorry for eve-
rything he had done. He said he loved me and asked me if I could spend time with him while he was still 
here. I couldn’t say no.  

 For the next two weeks, my dad was a different man. He was in a lot of pain, yet I had never seen 
him more at peace. We learned a lot about each other through our talks. He shared how much he missed 
mom and that she was his true love. He made me promise to be good to Faith and of course, I made that 
promise.  

 Jack and Cathy called almost every day to talk to dad and me. Faith, was right there with us as we 
spent time together. Two weeks after my dad met Jack and Cathy, he died peacefully in his sleep with me 
and Faith by his side.  

 Not many people got to see the new and improved Spencer Spaulding, but I did. He finally became 
a good man and a good father, all thanks to a Cash County Sheriff, his wife, and God of course.  

 

 

                 Pastor Bobby Graham and the Greystone Chapel  

 

 It was a warm and sunny July day when I decided to drop in and visit Jack’s    
nephew Bobby Graham at the Greystone Chapel. The Greystone Chapel is a small       
community church. If you are a fan of Johnny Cash, I’m sure you recognize the name of 
the church. The small church was named after the song written by Folsom Prison inmate 
Glenn Shirley. He wrote the song for Johnny Cash to perform at Folsom Prison. The 
church even has some grey stones from Folsom Prison, one of Johnny Cash’s Bibles on 
display in the narthex, and a large picture of Folsom prison with some of the lyrics of the song and some 
Bible verses on it.   

 The Greystone Chapel is a small, non-denominational church located just north of Eagles Landing. 
It is a small, but active church set among a grove of maple and oak trees with the Oneida River behind it. 
Pastor Bobby said, that during the summer they often have baptisms in the river and community cookouts 
to bless the people of Cash County.  

 Pastor Bobby who was a tall and skinny guy with long hair and a beard, gave me a tour of the small 
church. The small grey stone church consisted of a beautiful sanctuary with a large wooden cross on the 
wall, a couple of small offices, rooms for children and youth, and a large fellowship hall. After he gave me 
a quick tour of the church, he had been serving at for 5 years, we went outside and sat at a picnic table on 
the banks of the Oneida River. While sitting there, we watched a bald eagle perched high above us on a tree 
who seemed to be intrigued by our conversation. 

 As we talked on this nice summer afternoon, Pastor Bobby shared with me what Uncle Jack meant 
to him. He said, “I remember it like it was yesterday, the day my daddy was killed in the line of duty. I was 
only 5 years old at the time, but I knew from the way my mom screamed that daddy was never coming 
back. My little sister Katie and I loved our dad so much. I have nothing but good memories of him playing 
ball with me, reading me stories, and playing for hours with my toys.” 



“Just before dad went to work that night, he let Katie and I sit in his squad car and turn the lights and sirens 
on briefly. He gave us both hugs and kisses and told us he would be back before we woke up and would 
make us breakfast. His specialty was scrambled eggs and bacon.” 

 “Sometime later that night while we were both asleep, I heard a knock on the front door, a few    
people mumbling, and then my mom screaming and crying. I ran out of my bed and went downstairs into 
the living room. My mom was lying on the floor crying with my dad’s boss and our pastor standing nearby.” 

 Pastor Bobby then said, “I’ve often thought about how different life would have been if my dad was 
still here. I struggled a lot with this over the years as did Katie and mom. It was all so unfair. A growing boy 
needs his dad. A little girl needs her daddy and a wife needs her husband by her side.” 

 He then looked at me and said, “I don’t think any of us would have made it through these years  
without Uncle Jack and the rest of the family. My grandparents and Uncle Jack’s family were always there 
to help us.”  

 “Mom never remarried so Jack and my grandpas really filled in the gap when my dad died. They told 
me so many stories about dad, things that I had never known before. Funny things like how he always tried 
to impress the girls when he was younger, but instead, he always managed to make a fool out of himself. 
Uncle Jack told me about how my dad always wanted to help people and be a hero. He said my dad even 
toyed with the idea of being a minister but decided instead that he wanted to join the Air Force and        
eventually be a cop.”  

 “As I was growing up, I had a really hard time figuring out what I wanted to do with my life. For a 
while, I wanted to follow in dad’s footsteps but mom and my sister were dead set against it.” 

 “As I thought about what I should do, I remember Uncle Jack filled in as the minister one Sunday at 
the Hay Creek Methodist Church and his message was about the importance of walking with God every day 
and finding out your God given purpose. He said for each of us, our God-given purpose may look different, 
and each of us in the body of Christ have different gifts and abilities. He then said, the end goal of a     
Christians life and purpose should always be the same. Helping others give their life to Christ.”  

 “From that Sunday on, I grew in my faith and by the time I was done with high school, I knew I 
wanted to serve God somehow in ministry. With Uncle Jack’s guidance, I found a good college to go to and 
then I went to seminary in Iowa where I not only got an education, I met my wife. Those years in college 
were tough, but Uncle Jack was always there to encourage me to keep at it.” 

 “When I graduated, instead of taking a position as a senior pastor, I took a job as a youth pastor up in 
Marquette, Michigan where for 10 years, my wife and I served. Our life revolved around mission trips,   
lock-ins, concerts, and just being a good example and encourager to young people in the area. It was a     
special time in our life and I loved living on Lake Superior. There was nothing like watching the waves 
crash against the shore on a stormy day. I also loved the natural beauty of the area and shoveling snow after 
another blizzard hit the area.”  

 “A few years ago, mom started to have some health problems and my wife and I were expecting our 
first child so I began praying about moving back towards home. Just after our daughter Melissa was born, 
Uncle Jack informed me the Greystone Chapel here was looking for a new pastor as Pastor Greg was        
retiring.” 

 “It has been a good move being back home. I get to see my mom and Uncle Jack and the rest of the 
family often. My sister Katie lives over in Algoma and has a nice home just a couple blocks from Lake 
Michigan. Whenever I get the urge to see the waves crash against the shore, I just head on over to Katie’s 
house to visit her and her family.” 

 Pastor Bobby then looked at me again and said, “You know Richard, God has you here in Cash 
County for a reason. I’m not sure why you’re here but I feel like you belong here. I know Uncle Jack and his 
family speak highly of you and you seem to be searching for something. I pray that you find it.” 



  

 

Pastor Bobby then said, “Uncle Jack always said that everybody is searching for meaning in this life. He 
told me that he found out a long time ago that ever since, he gave God control of his life and accepted 
Christ, he has found strength and has found out how to love and forgive and fight for those in need. He said, 
if he didn’t have God in his life, he probably wouldn’t give a damn about anyone. He also said, that this life 
is too important not to live it devoted to Christ and helping others find Him.”  

 As we finished up our time together, the bald eagle who minutes earlier was watching us from up in 
the tree, took off across the river as a group of people on canoes rowed on by. I don’t know what came over 
me, but I looked at Pastor Bobby and said, “I think I might be ready to you know, be a Christian. All my 
life, I’ve been disappointed in people and the church has always been a place where I’ve been hurt and 
judged. But I think I’m starting to get it. My dad giving his life to God was something I never thought I’d 
see. For once, I think I want to believe. I want to have peace and I want to be good for Faith, but I don’t 
know how.”  

 So, on a sunny afternoon on the shores of the Oneida River, this writer who lived the first part of his 
life running from God, sat and prayed the prayer of salvation with Pastor Bobby Graham. There were no 
sparks flying or fireworks that day, just a peace and an assurance I hadn’t felt in quite a while.  

 That night, as I sat in my hotel room, I thought about Pastor Bobby’s dad and my dad. Neither one of 
us had enough time with them. Pastor Bobby had five good years filled with lots of good memories, while I 
had mostly 20 plus years of heartache and disappointment, with a few good weeks at the end of his life.  

 I opened the Bible that Pastor Bobby gave me and opened it right to Psalm 147:3 which reads, “He 
heals the brokenhearted and bandages their wounds.” 

 I thought as I drifted off to sleep that maybe for the first time in my life, I wasn’t alone and that the 
bitterness, anger, and pain I had felt all those years was maybe drifting away.  

   


