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SERMON TITLES &  

SCRIPTURE READINGS 
  

March 7         “Pure Joy In Trials!”   
  James 1:1-11     
     

March 14       “Birth Through the Word Of Truth!”    
     James 1:12-18  
 

March 21       ”Be What You Wan To See!”   
  James 1:19-27    
 

March 28      PALM SUNDAY                                         
            “Favoritism Forbidden!”  
                          James 2:1-13        
 

                
       
 
      

BIBLE READINGS 

March 7    Numbers 26-36, Mark 8:22-10:52 
 
March 14    Deuteronomy 1-30, Mark 11-16 
 
March 21    Deuteronomy 31-34, Luke 1:1-56  
       
March 28    Joshua 1-24, Judges 1-2,   
    Luke 1:57-7:30 
   
  
      
 
 
 

Please have your articles for the Voice into the office by 

March 19 for the April Voice!   Thank you! 

Leadership Team Meeting,                                               

Tuesday,  March 16, @6:45 PM. 

  

 

 

DAYLIGHT SAVING BEGINS ON SUNDAY, MARCH 14.  

PLEASE REMEMBER TO SET YOUR CLOCKS AHEAD ONE 

HOUR ON SATURDAY BEFORE GOING TO BED! 



From Pastor Kwon’s Desk 

  

Nail on the Cross 

 

Ash Wednesday officially began the season of Lent. Now we are spending this time to reflect and     

prepare before the celebration of Easter. During this time, we are to replicate Jesus Christ’s sacrifice and 

withdrawal from our routines of life and into the desert. Reminding ourselves how Jesus endured     

temptations by Satan began his public ministry. 

This year Zion UMC has gathered our hearts to focus on prayer. Mike Ziaya has made some wonderful 

hand crosses that we are handing out to our church family. We hope as these crosses are held in your hand 

that you will feel a connection with your church family, a family of God. That the Holy Spirit will lead 

you in prayer. 

We also have a wooden cross in front of the church, under the bell. As we come to church, or pass by 

we are praying and putting nails on the cross. As it is still quite a challenge to gather together physically. 

This will be a way for us to stay connected in prayer. 

As I was hammering in some nails with my family, my 6-year-old daughter says it is fun. I know that it 

may be hard for her to fully understand the significance of this now but I hope someday when she grows 

older that she will remember this experience. I firmly believe such experiences to her will be greater than 

gold. Because it will lead her to eternal life and all the glory she will receive in heaven. Experiencing 

how Jesus takes our burdens and cleanses us of our sins will be what we all experience together during 

Lent. Sin will continue to get in the way of our relationship with God. We can never overcome on our 

own. We need the cross. So, let us join together in prayer.     

Let us pray together, “Lord Jesus Christ, you let yourself be nailed to the Cross, accepting the terrible 

cruelty of this suffering, the destruction of your body and your dignity. You allowed yourself to be nailed. 

You did not try to escape. Give us the faith to lay our burden on your cross and continue to pray. Give us 

the peace and joy that can only come from you. May we never flee from what we are called to do. Help 

us to remain faithful to you. Bless our church family, a family of faith, so that we can be your presence in 

this world. In your name, Amen.  



 

CELEBRATING MARCH                                  

BIRTHDAYS AND ANNIVERSARIES 

 

  2. Tayshawn Carter  

  3. Lisa Berg   

  7. Levi Swenson, Soon-Ha Kwon   

  9. Bonnie Gripentrog 

15. Damon Dallman 

16. Janalee Vayda 

18. Paul & Kate Langjahr 

21. Wilma Reynolds 

23. Maria Semenchuk 

24. Dane Tollefson 

25. Deb Castellano 

27. Matthew Donovan 

30. Nicholas Mitchell 

31. Dave & Vicki Foemmel 

  

 

     

 

PALM SUNDAY 

MARCH 28, 2021 

MARCH 

20 - 

FIRST 

DAY OF 

SPRING! 



 





Excerpt from Cash County Justice-Sunday Morning Coming Down written by Jamie Gripentrog 

 

The following story, Sunday Morning Coming Down, is a short chapter from a book I’ve written called 
Cash County Justice. If you recognize the title, it’s from a song written by Kris Kristofferson and made 
famous by Johnny Cash. The song is about a young man, struggling on a Sunday morning because of the 
sins of the night before.  

In this short chapter, inspired by the song, Richard Spaulding, a young reporter from Chicago is visiting 
Sheriff Jack “Big Country” Graham who has been sharing stories and introducing Richard to fellow  
deputies, family and characters of Cash County. In the story, you will hear a reference to a fellow named 
Jeff. That is Jack’s older brother.  

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 Sher-
iff 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!  



               

 

 

                     Sunday Morning Coming Down 

 

 

 

 On a crisp and cool afternoon, not long after the  homecoming game, Jack and I were heading back 
to his farm when we made a quick stop at the Hay Creek Methodist Church. Apparently, Jack was going to 
be leading the service in a few weeks and he wanted to stop by and get a hymnal from the church so he 
could pick out some songs. I had never seen him preach and was hoping to be able to see him if I could but 
I was pretty sure I had to be in Chicago that weekend.  

 I walked in with him into the old church I had been to a few times now. Jack showed me around 
and shared with me some more of what this old church meant to him. He showed me the Sunday school 
room where him and Jeff were taught, and the large basement where many meals and parties were held 
over the years. I couldn’t really understand why this old church and his faith meant so much to him but it 
was very evident that it did. He shared why he was leading the service in a few weeks and shared with me 
he was more nervous about giving a sermon than he ever was with dealing with his job as sheriff.  

 He explained by saying, “Every time, a man or woman stands in the pulpit and shares from the 
word of God, he is doing the most important thing he could ever do. He is pointing people to the savior of 
the world and showing them how to get to heaven. There is nothing more important in life than that. You 
preach to honor God and you preach because someone in the pew needs a word of encouragement.     
Someone is hurting or is heading down the wrong road and needs to know of God’s love, and you have the 
opportunity to help them find God.” 

“I have been surprised over the years and have discovered that the Lord does work in mysterious 
ways. He can use the simplest message or the smallest country church to reach others. I have discovered 
that you never know what God will do on a Sunday morning at the Hay Creek Methodist Church.       
Sometimes, God begins working even before the small congregation arrives.” 

 “A few years ago, on a hot and humid Sunday morning in August, I was preparing to lead the     
service at church. As was my usual custom, I arrived at church hours before the service to calm my nerves, 
ask God for help, and make a hundred changes to my message. Sunday mornings were always a stressful 
time for me and I couldn’t imagine how a full-time minister could do it…. actually I do know, they rely on 
God!” 

 “Anyways, I arrived at a little before 7 am on this hot summer morning and I just knew I was going 
to sweat like crazy leading the service. It was going to be a real scorcher with temps expected to be close to 
95 degrees. At least my message was written down so if I passed out, someone could read it to the         
congregation. I was planning on speaking about the prodigal son and how God just loves it when his     
children come home to Him. In fact, God runs towards us with open arms.” 

“As I arrived and parked my pickup truck in the small gravel parking lot of the church, I noticed 
sitting under a tree, not far from the church was a man and a small beagle that looked vaguely familiar.” 



 

 

 

“As I walked by the man and his pooch, I said good morning and he returned the favor. The skinny rugged 
looking man was in his late 40’s and was just sitting under the tree smoking a cigarette and holding an   
unopened Miller beer can. His beagle was old as dirt and kind of chubby, but still had a smile on his face 
as he panted in the morning heat. I remembered now who the man was from our encounter a couple days 
ago. His name was Howie, I think. He had scraggly hair, a full beard and was wearing a pair of dirty blue 
jeans. He also had on the same shirt he had a few days ago, a ripped and stained Green Bay Packer’s tee 
shirt that reeked of alcohol and cigarettes.” 

 “Just a few days earlier I helped one of our state troopers as he stopped the van and searched it. 
Howie had been driving a little too fast and had numerous equipment violations on the old van. Once he 
was stopped, Howie admitted to having a small amount of marijuana in the van and some beer, which  
luckily for him, was unopened.”  

“Howie had been living in the van for a year or so and he had everything he owned in it. It was easy 
to tell that he and his old dog lived in the van. He had old towels he used as curtains on the back windows, 
a small mattress with some blankets that he and the dog slept on, lots of food, clothing, a bag of empty beer 
cans he was going to recycle and a few 12-packs in a cooler. The small amount of marijuana he had in the 
van was a legal amount and there was nothing illegal in the van so he didn’t get any tickets. He did get 
some warnings by the trooper on the equipment violations on the Chevy van. Howie said his old van was 
basically held together by duct tape and a prayer, but the engine was sound, the tires were good, and the 
radio worked.”  

“I stood with him and his old beagle he called Flash and got his story as the trooper did a quick 
search of his van. He was a friendly enough guy, but there was definitely some sadness in his eyes. His full 
name was Howie Meyer and he said he was passing through the area looking for temporary work at the 
upcoming Cash County Music Festival. His dog Flash was a friendly, low-energy beagle that he said he 
picked up over a year ago in North Dakota. He was sitting in his van in a parking lot of a local WalMart 
where he had been camping out for a few days when he saw someone stop their car. The door opened and 
the man just threw the dog out into the parking lot and squealed off leaving the old hound. The old dog, 
who looked confused and sad, came right to him, so he kept him. Ever since then, they’ve been buddies 
driving from town to town and sleeping in the van in parking lots or camping out in campgrounds and 
sleeping in a small tent he has.” 

“If he found some good work and liked the area, he would stay for a bit, if not, he was going to 
keep on driving. Since he’s had Flash though, he hasn’t worked at all. He was originally from southern  
Illinois and said his last job was in Platteville working on a horse farm but that was way over a year ago. 
Before that, he did some construction work in Iowa and before that he worked at a bar in Mankato. He 
even thought about getting a place to live in Mankato, but he got fired from the tavern for drinking too 
much while working. Luckily, he has some money saved up back home.”  

 “I gave him some info on places that were hiring if he was serious and a few shops where he could 
get his work done on his van. The trooper then came back and told him he was free to go so I wished him 
well. I figured I would probably never see him again, but here he was, in front of the Hay Creek Methodist 
Church on a Sunday morning.”  


