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SERMON TITLES &  

SCRIPTURE READINGS 
  

April 4            EASTER SUNDAY     
           “The Coming Of the King!”  
  Matthew 21:1-9     
     

April 11         “Faith Made Complete!”        
   James 2:14-26 
 

April 18         ”γλώσσα(glóssa)”   
  James 3:1-12   
 

April 25         “Wisdom From Above!”  
                          James 3:13-18  
    
 

                
       
 

BIBLE READINGS 

April 4     Judges 3-9, Ruth, Luke 7:31-9  
 
April 11    Judges 10-21, 1 Samuel 1-3,      
     Luke 10-12:34 
 
April 18    1 Samuel 4-21, Luke 12:35-17 
       
April 25    1 Samuel 22-31, 2 Samuel 1-22,   
    Luke 18—22 
   
  
      
 
 
 

Please have your articles for the Voice into the office by 

April 19 for the May Voice!   Thank you! 

Leadership Team Meeting,                                               

Tuesday,  April 20, @6:45 PM. 



 

CELEBRATING APRIL                                  

BIRTHDAYS AND ANNIVERSARIES 

 

  1. Dave & Karen Lane  

  2. Jeff Barum  

  7. Spring Fleming  

  8. Sujin Kwon 

11. Pastor Hyeok Won Kwon 

16. Collin Elmhorst 

18. Brandon Carter 

19. Breanna Peskie 

20. Treva Brodhagen 

21. Alice Peterson, Ruby Semenchuk 

28. Andrew Balciar 

29. Tim Smith, James Winer 

  

 

     

 

EASTER SUNDAY 

APRIL 4, 2021 

SCOUTING FOR FOOD 

 

There are many families across our council that are struggling to put food on the table 

and as Scouts it is our duty to help others in need and do a good turn daily. That is the 

reason that the Samoset Council participates in the Scouting for Food Drive every 

year. Scouting for Food takes place on two consecutive weekends. On the first week-

end, Scouts distribute bags and/or door hangers to let their neighbors know about the 

drive. On the second, Scouts revisit those houses to pick up bags full of canned food, 

cereal, pasta, peanut butter, juice, and other nonperishable items. 

This year the date for distributing doorhangers is April 10th, 2021 and the day for food pick up will be April 17th, 2021. The Unit 

Serving Executives at the Samoset Council will work with the Units to coordinate food drop off at local food pantries and coor-

dinate which neighborhoods your Unit will be responsible for. Please share this information with local newspapers, news sta-

tions, Chamber of Commerce, and community event calendars. The more awareness of the event the more food that can be 

collected for families in need.  



From Pastor Kwon’s Desk 

  

The Cross and Resurrection 
 

The Catholic Church has traditionally emphasized the suffering of Jesus. So, the body of Jesus is hung on the 

cross used in the Catholic Church. It is called a “Crucifix” (십자고상: 十字苦像). It means to meditate on the 

suffering while looking at the image of Jesus on the cross. 

 

After the Reformation, the Protestant church abandoned the crucifix. First, because there is a danger of it  

leading to idolatry. Once made in the image of Jesus, it is to be treated as sacred. It's okay to think of Jesus and 

value it, but it's very easy to cross the line and go too far. Second, it is because of the belief that the resurrection 

is what completes our salvation. That's why Protestant churches use empty crosses.  

 

The Catholic Church, which places importance on suffering, created a feast called “Lent,” and established a  

tradition of meditating on the sufferings of Jesus for 40 days before Easter Sunday. It meant very good when I 

first started, but over time this tradition has been misused. An example is Mardi Gras or Fat Tuesday. Due to the 

forced abstinence during Lent, there was a tradition of eating and drinking heavily on the eve of the beginning of 

Lent. 

 

The bigger problem was that Easter Sunday worship was misunderstood as the end, a completion of one’s  

spiritual journey. People would live holy and spiritual lives during lent but go back to their old ways as soon as it 

was over. Easter Sunday should be a new starting point for your spiritual life, not the end.  

 

These and many other problems led the leaders of the Reform to abandon the tradition of Lent. They tried to 

restore the significance of Easter Sunday as a new starting point, not the end of a spiritual journey. In the light of 

the teachings of the Bible, it was a very good and sincere effort. However, as time went on, the Protestant church 

turned to an extreme that overlooked the cross and suffering. Jesus passed through Friday's death and Saturday's 

tomb to the glory of resurrection. This is the whole picture. However, the Catholic Church focused on Friday and 

Saturday, and the Protestant church focused only on the morning of the Resurrection. 

  



 

The gospel we believe is “the gospel of the cross and resurrection”. Death on the cross and resurrection from the 

tomb are the two pillars of the Gospel. There is no resurrection without death, no glory without the cross. Without 

the resurrection, the sacrifice on the cross would have been incomplete. Either of the two should not be toned 

down. You have to treat both seriously. 

 

In this respect, it is a good thing that Lent has been restored in today's Protestant churches. We must pass Friday 

and Saturday before the morning of the resurrection. But we must remember that He who was crucified is also the 

Lord of the resurrection. It is essential to meditate on the suffering of Jesus Christ. However, it is equally important 

to meditate on His resurrection and continue the journey.  

So, the apostle Paul writes:  

 

 

“
10 

I want to know Christ—yes, to know the power of his resurrection and participation in 

his sufferings, becoming like him in his death, 
11 

and so, somehow, attaining to the          

resurrection from the dead.” (Philippians 3:10-11) 

 

 



     

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

Jamie Gripentrog        (Here is the complete story) 

  

          

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. Some-
one is hurting or is heading down the wrong road and needs to know of God’s love, and you have the op-
portunity 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. Some-
times, 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 ser-
vice 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 congre-
gation. 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 marijua-
na he had in the van was a legal amount and there was nothing illegal in the van so he didn’t get any tick-
ets. 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.”  

           “Howie remembered me from the other day and was friendly with me. I asked where his van was 
and he said it was parked over at the Hay Creek Bowling Alley. He said he got the tail light fixed, but 
was still waiting on the new back window to come in. Howie said the bowling alley had a rock band last 
night and he drank a little too much so he figured he would just spend the morning getting sober. He 
thought about cracking open a can of beer for breakfast, but he just couldn’t get himself to do it. He was 
sick of it and was sick of the pounding headache he had. He saw the church here while walking and de-
cided to sit down under the tree with Flash and watch the sunrise before he tried to sleep off the sins of 
the night before. He said he was sorry for sitting here and would get up and head down the road to his 
van. I told him he was fine sitting here. For some reason, I just felt like God had him here for a reason.”  

          “I told him he could sit under this tree as long as he wanted to, but he should probably get rid of 
the beer before the Baptists saw him. He laughed when I said that and said he wouldn’t drink it here and 
he wouldn’t drive until he sobered up. I told him I would hold him to that, reminding him, I was the sher-
iff. I told him, I was leading the church service today and would love for him to join us. If Flash, who 
seemed to have the energy of a teenager being told to clean their room, could behave, he could come in-
side too. Otherwise, I could have my wife take him home to our place for a bit if he wanted to stay for the 
service.” 

 

 



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

  

            “The wheels in his head were turning as he thought about it. He said, “I haven’t been in a church 
for over 10 years and I’m afraid the place would go up in flames. I’d probably be as uncomfortable as a 
vegetarian in a steak house.”  

“I laughed when he said that and I reminded him that the reason he probably sat here under that 
tree was because he felt a little bit of God’s peace. He admitted that the old cross and steeple reminded 
him of a simpler time and of days where he felt peace with God. Those years are gone now, and he said 
he has done too much over the years to be allowed back. He said, he has hurt and disappointed too many 
people and doesn’t deserve God’s love.”  

 “I asked him why he felt that way and surprisingly, he agreed to tell me more of his story. As he 
began telling his story, I emptied my bottle of water into an old dish I had in my truck. The old beagle 
quickly drank it up and thanked me with a smile.” 

“About 10 years ago Howie said, he was a different person. He said that he dressed nice, had lots 
of money and was what many people would call a successful man with a bright future. He had just gotten 
married to a beautiful lady and they were planning on having kids as soon as possible, but he ended up 
throwing it all away.” 

 “I asked what he did for a living back then and he shocked me when he said he was a minister of 
a large church in southern Illinois. As I looked at Howie, I saw a defeated man and had a hard time     
imagining him as a pastor, although there were times when he spoke that I could see faint glimpses of 
charisma. I could also tell that he was an educated man, although you wouldn’t know it by looking at 
him. Howie said every Sunday, his church was packed with hundreds of people as he led all three       
services. He said he was a great speaker and that he loved being up front telling people about God. He 
was the lead pastor of the largest church in town. He did love God and sharing his word with others, but 
then it all came crumbling down. It started with his pride and ego going unchecked. He began dabbling 
in drinking and pornography, but then just escalated.” 

“He had a secret side like many people do and his transgressions became exposed. He said he 
gave into temptation and sin and before you know it, he had numerous affairs. It started out with one 
woman at his church and then another, and another. With his charisma and power, it was easy pickings. 
Eventually, the people at church found out when the husband of one of the women caught them together 
and beat him to within an inch of his life.”  

 “With all his sins exposed, he resigned from the ministry and his wife left him. He came back 
from the hospital after the angry husband assaulted him and found everything was gone. His wife took 
everything and didn’t look back. He couldn’t blame her though.” 

“He tried to hang on and survive for a while and worked a few different jobs while he tried to his 
life back together. He was hoping to maybe get into ministry again, but he couldn’t keep it together. All 
the friends he had before had left him, even his family wanted nothing to do with him. He found a job as 
a traveling salesman and began drinking more. He started smoking cigarettes and marijuana and just did 
whatever he wanted. His life with God was in the past. He became a regular at the strip clubs and chased 
women until that stopped being fun.”  

            “About 5 years ago, he sold his house and everything he had which wasn’t much. He bought the 
van, said goodbye to his disappointed parents, and decided to travel as far as he could, hoping to outrun 
the sin in his life. He lived in Las Vegas for a while, managing to lose ton of money, but luckily, he got 
much of it back when his father bailed him out and wired him some money.” 

 

 

 



               

 “He got out of Vegas, realizing he wasn’t a good gambler and just hit the road. He traveled through 
the desert, thinking he would settle someplace in the dessert but kept on driving to California. California 
was a fun place but wasn’t his scene. He then wound up going to Seattle and Portland where he worked a 
few odd jobs and spent many nights camped out by the Pacific Ocean just watching the waves roll in. After 
that, he decided to continue his nomad life and went east towards back towards Wyoming. He spent a ton 
of time getting drunk with the rodeo cowboys and even worked for a bit on a horse ranch. But eventually, 
he left town and travelled on, eventually leading to Cash County.” 

“His drinking wasn’t a problem until he stopped in a new town and tried to settle down. At least 
that’s what he said, but I had my doubts. That morning after the night of drinking, he was reminded again 
of how much he hated everything and how alone he truly was. He could have had it all, but he threw it 
away. Now he was living in a van without a friend in the world or a future to look forward to. Howie said, 
he didn’t deserve happiness in this life.” 

“The hot summer sun was really beginning to heat things up and he began wiping the sweat from 
his brow. Then, he lit up another cigarette and said to me, “Don’t lose sight of the goal of this life Sheriff. 
Live a good life and stay close to God. Don’t go messing everything up like I did. You will regret it and 
once you go down that road, there is no way back.”  

“I gave him and Flash some more water and we talked some more about my life and his and then I 
invited him again to stay for church. He slowly shook his head and thanked me for my time and the water, 
but said he had to go. He then got up to leave and walk back to his van which was parked about 5 blocks 
away. As he began shuffling down the road towards the bowling alley with his old beagle in tow, I quickly 
caught up to him.”  

“I reminded him that if you walk away now, you may never have this opportunity again. Remember 
that today is the day of salvation and that as far as the east is from the west, God can remove your trans-
gressions. I know you have heard these things a million times, and you have probably told hundreds of peo-
ple this over the years, but you need to hear them one more time. You walk away now; you will keep     
running down a road of loneliness that will lead to death. Yes, you made a mess of things and you hurt a lot 
of people along the way, but you and I both know what the answer is. If you stay here Howie and get right 
with God again, you will never be alone again. Let Him fix your life and let us help you.”  

“He stopped walking, turned around, and with tears in his eyes, he thanked me and said, “Maybe 
someday Sheriff, but not today. As he made his way down the road, I was frustrated and disappointed. I did 
what I could to convince him to stay and get right with God, but I blew it I guess.” 

“I sat down under that old oak tree and quickly prayed for Howie. Then I looked at my watch and 
was surprised by how much time we had been talking. Soon the organist would be coming followed by the 
rest of the congregation. I was far from being prepared and my heart was hurting too much to lead the ser-
vice, but I had no choice.”  

“With a heavy heart, I began the service with a couple traditional hymns. Hymns that normally in-
spired me and made me happy, were just were words in a book today. Halfway through the hymn Great is 
Your Faithfulness, I watched as door of the church opened up and Howie and his dog walked in and took a 
seat in the back. A few people noticed him right away and I was afraid, they would make him feel uncom-
fortable. Sometimes, people in churches can make visitors feel unwelcome. Thankfully though, as we 
greeted one another after the hymn, the congregation made him feel very welcome. I shook his hand as 
well and thanked him for coming back.” 

 

 

                       



 

 

 

“That day turned out to be a good day, as the Lord showed up in a mysterious way. I went to church 
that day with many expectations. I figured we have about 30 to 40 people here, I would have some good 
conversations, some good food after the service, and God would show up and bless us. What I didn’t ex-
pect was that a mysterious man, a former preacher, who had run away from God, would be a real-life ex-
ample of the prodigal son. He came home that day, and God ran towards him with open arms.” 

“He heard my sermon on the prodigal son and finally after years of running, he came back home to 
his Father. After the service, Howie and Flash made quite a few friends with the congregation. They 
looked past the beer-stained t-shirt, the heavy beard and the smell of beer and smoke and saw a heart of a 
wounded man.”  

“Howie and Flash ended up staying in Hay Creek for a couple years. Howie really connected with 
the Thompson family and he ended up living and working on their large dairy farm. Eventually, though, 
Howie moved back to his hometown to live with his mom and dad and take care of them in their last days. 
He sends me Christmas cards every year and says he is doing good. He belongs to a good church that nur-
tures him, he has stopped drinking, and he has met someone again and they are planning on getting married 
soon. He works full time at a factory with his girlfriend and he has managed to finally put his life back   
together.” 

As Jack finished telling me the story about Howie, we walked outside in the cool air and 
he pointed towards the tall steeple of the small church and the cross and said, “That day,  
Howie was drawn to this place because, even after a night of sinning and years of running 
from God, he knew that in his heart of hearts, he could find some peace in His presence. 
We can all find comfort and joy in His presence. This beautiful cross and steeple of this 
small church calls sinners far and wide. They are saying, come home to God, He loves you 
and cares for you. All over the world, the symbol of the cross and the steeple are sending 
that same message.” 

I then began thinking about the many crosses I have seen over the years and how I never 
really gave them a second thought. But then I remembered how when I was young, my mom would always 
point out to me how beautiful the cross was on one of the churches in our neighborhood as it stood out in 
the landscape of the city.  

Maybe there was something to all this I thought as we left the church. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

New Board Members Needed!! 

 


