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 All guests are welcome.     

“always caring, always sharing” 
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   No matter who you are… 

or where you are on life’s journey,   

YOU are welcome here. 
 

Call your friends! 
Invite your family! 

Put on your dungarees! 
Fill your SCUBA tanks! 

Batten down the hatches! 
Stow your ditty bag 

And get ready to  

Go Deep for God! 
 

 

Vacation Bible School       
July 16-20       

  

    

Mission Statement for St. John UCC 

St. John United Church of Christ, Wood River, Illinois 
 is a Christian Community: 

 

 Worshiping the Triune God 

 Claiming the historic faith of the church 

 Sharing the Good News of Jesus Christ 

 Nurturing for Christian discipleship 

 Ministering to one another through fellowship and caring 

 Serving our community and the world 

 Connecting with other Christians for witness and service 
 

Inside this issue: 

 

Kids Klips 
 

Birthdays 
 

Manna Money News 
 

Calendar 
 

Vacation Bible  
School  
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Getting to Know You 

If I had eight hours to chop down a 
tree, I’d spend six hours 
sharpening my axe.  

   —Abraham Lincoln 

http://www.stjohnucc.net/


    As the hype for the 
summer Olympics 
grows around us, I 
cannot help but think of 
an experience I 
encountered and wrote 
about in 1996 when the 

Olympics were in Atlanta.  I think of this often when 
Olympic fever is again upon us and thought the 
story might touch some of you in the same way it 
still speaks to me. 
 After visiting a church member at Barnes I 
was approaching the pedestrian bridge back to the 
parking garage.  A crowd was gathering at the 
short ramp leading up to the bridge.   
 A young boy, maybe 9 or 10 years old, was 
in a wheel chair.   His legs were small, atrophied 
and out of proportion to his upper body.  He was 
about a fourth of the way up the bridge and using 
every ounce of strength in his arms to slowly turn 
the wheels of his chair.  His brown hair was 
streaked with sweat and stuck to his forehead. 
 He would hold tightly to one wheel, extend 
his arms as far down the front of the wheel as he 
could reach, quickly let go with one hand and grab 
the top of the wheel to keep from losing ground 
and then repeat that on the opposite side.  
 With a deep breath and heaving all of his 
body’s weight and strength he pushed the wheels 
forward another quarter turn and another foot or so 
up the ramp.  And then he rested, panting at the 
exertion, slowly regained his breath and repeated 
the process. 
 His mother stood to the side, her trembling 
hands half folded in prayer and half covering her 
mouth.  Her friend (or maybe a sister) held the 
mother’s elbow, mouthing the words, “He can do 
it,” and then biting her lower lip. 
 Each time he let go of the bottom of the arc 
and frantically grabbed for the top, his mother’s 
hands twitched, broke the clasp holding them 
together and reached out toward her son.  As he 
let out an exhausted breath she took in a deep 
breath and drew her hands back to her mouth. 
 We bystanders could see, a promise to let 
him do it himself had been made but she had not 
known how difficult would be the fight within herself 
to keep that promise.  Each turn of the wheel, each 
slight backward motion of the chair, each gasping 
breath and lunge forward drew her hand 
involuntarily away from her mouth and pulled her 
body forward.  We could see the leaning, ready to 

run to him and then the struggle to pull back, to 
reach without taking a step, the open mouth to 
breathe and the quick clench of the jaw to keep 
from crying out to him, “Enough!” 
 She held her tongue as she held her mouth 
closed and ground one heel into the carpet to keep 
from stepping forward. 
 I suppose there were some people who 
glanced at the effort and slid their way through the 
gathering crowd, but not many.  Most passersby 
were like me, gathered by an invisible hand to be 
the spectators and prayer partners in a valiant 
athletic endeavor more worthy of our attention and 
encouragement than anything we would see on 
television or in an arena. 
 As he crested the ridge of the ramp and 
rested his chair and exhausted body on level floor, 
he tried to raise his arms in a victory punch but 
they were too tired.  He raised them to his shoulder 
level and then slumped down in his chair panting in 
relief.  We cheered and clapped.  His mother and 
friend ran to him, hugged him and wiped their tears 
on his shoulders.   
 And we wiped our tears away with whatever 
was handy, our sleeves, the napkin around a 
coffee cup, a head band and I even saw one man 
in a 3 piece suit use the silk handkerchief I didn’t 
think anyone ever used. 
 We glanced at each other and diverted our 
eyes back to the chair or to the floor, embarrassed 
at the intimacy and vulnerability we had shared 
with strangers on our way in or out of the modern 
temple of healing. 
 The boy acquiesced and allowed his mother 
to push the tired champion and his chariot in a sort 
of victory lap across the bridge to the elevator and 
on to the parking garage. 
 And we, who had shared such a divine spirit 
of community, pulled back into our shells, 
reoriented ourselves to our agendas for the day 
and broke the connection we felt for those fleeting 
moments.   
 To this day, however, whenever I hear the 
Olympic theme or see the medal winners standing 
atop their pedestals, I cannot help but think that in 
a makeshift arena, thousands of miles from the 
pageantry, absent the parade of nations and 
without a laurel wreath to present to the winner, 
our man won. 
 I hope you think of him now, too. 

    Pastor Mike 

 
Get ready to go OVERBOARD! 

 
Vacation Bible School is July 16-20 from 6-8pm. All ages 
from PreK until 6th grade are welcome. This year’s theme is 
Operation Overboard, and it will be an undersea adventure! 
Last year we had 70 children, and we hope to have an even 
greater turnout this year. Go to 
http://overboard.cokesburyvbs.com/stjohnuccwoodriver  to 
sign up to volunteer or to register a child. We have a wish 
list online if you wish to purchase any of those items you can 
do so. Ways you can help:  

1. Take a slip of paper from the board in Berry Lobby 
and donate the item on that slip. You can leave the 
donated items in Berry Lobby. We really need 
everyone to pitch in, as we want to make the church 
look like a fantastic undersea adventure, and that 
takes a lot of decorating material!  

2. Donate money to VBS so that we can buy 
items/snacks/crafts necessary. 

3. Buy a “scrip” card from the church for Wal Mart or 
Shop and Save and donate that, so that we can buy 
supplies necessary. Everyone wins! 

4. Volunteer! We need people to help decorate on 
Saturday the 14 and after church on Sunday the 15. 
MOST IMPORTANTLY, we need people to staff VBS! 
We need kitchen help, craft help, science help, 
recreation help, you name it, we can put you to 
work!  Please say yes to Rene or Laura when we ask, 
we would appreciate it a lot. 

5. Sign up to bring dinner for the volunteers at VBS one 
night. Last year, we had wonderful dinners brought 
in by church members to feed our awesome 
volunteers, and we really appreciated it! Pizza, 
sloppy joes, cold cuts, soup, anything is appreciated, 
and it is better than fast food.  

6. Bring your kids, grandkids, neighbors, nieces, 
nephews, anyone you can think of to participate in 
VBS. Last year, our attendance grew every night, as 
the kids bought more and more friends. Let’s do 
that again this year!  

Getting to Know You 
 What is 
there to know 
about Chris 
Jones?  Well some 
people might say, 
“Not a lot”, but then 
those people don’t 
know him very 
well. 
    Chris has done 
a lot of interesting 

things in his life.  He has been acting and directing 
since he was in high school.  He has performed 
with most of the major theater companies and a 
good deal of the minor ones too, in and around the 
St. Louis area.  He has been a Scottish warrior-
poet (MacDuff, in “Macbeth” for St Louis 
Shakespeare), the dwarf Gimli, in “The One Hour 
Lord of the Rings Trilogy” for Magic Smoking 
Monkey Theater.  He’s appeared in classics like 
Eugene O'Neill’s “Desire Under the Elms” (for 
Muddy Waters Theater) and Shakespeare’s “Julius 
Caesar” (again for St. Louis Shakespeare) and “A 
Midsummer Night’s Dream” (at SIUE). 
     Chris is currently the Drama Coach at East 
Alton-Wood River High School, where his students 
affectionately call him “Docta Jones”,  awarding 
him an honorary doctorate in awesome in 2010. 
     Chris has also appeared in the award winning 
short films “Brick Flick” and “Finding Familiar” that 
both featured in the “Best Of” for the St. Louis 48hr 
Film Project.  Chris was also starred in the 
independent feature film “Gameheads” which 
received no awards, because it was terrible. 
     Aside from coaching drama, Chris travels 
around Missouri with the Delta Dental “Land of 
Smiles” program, teaching grade school children 
proper dental care, and does a fair amount of 
carpentry for theater companies around St. Louis, 
mostly for The New Jewish Theater in Creve 
Coeur.  Chris will also, every once in a while, 
perform the original Star Wars Trilogy in 15 
minutes, on his own, using only a box of vintage 
toys.  Oh yeah, Chris is also a huge Sci-Fi and 
Movie dork. 
     Chris is serving as a member of the Ad Team, 
has played Jesus and other biblical figures for 
Sunday School and Vacation Bible School and 
shares his talents with the church in many other 
ways.   

http://overboard.cokesburyvbs.com/stjohnuccwoodriver


 
 After a year of selling Gift Cards and 
enjoying the “rebate” St. John UCC receives every 
time you buy a gift card through our Manna Money 
team, we can joyfully report: 
 On our initial $2,000 startup loan from the 
church, we have made a profit of $1,678.69. 
 We have contributed $50 to the church’s 
accounting costs, $225.00 to our funeral lunch 
ministry, $100 to the Pastor’s Discretionary fund to 
assist church members in times of need and 
completely paid the church’s $300 pledge to the 
child sponsorship program for the year. 
 That leaves us with $1,878.31 in the bank, 
$1,500 in cards on hand and $1,003.69 profit still 
available for mission and ministry needs. 
 

Now we are getting ready to 

Expand! 
 We will be 
placing our orders on 
line instead of calling 
them in.  Soon—we 
hope—we will be able 
to let anyone interested 
sign up to order cards 
on line and still benefit 
the church. 
 In the 
meantime—you can 
order cards anytime by 
filling out an order form. 
Then simply attach a 
check and drop it off at 
the church office.  We 
will place the order the 
next time we call in a 
weekly order—usually 
on Monday morning.  

You can then pick up your cards the very next 
Sunday.  Order forms are available at the church! 
 

 

Words to ponderé 
 
Peace is not the product of terror or fear. 
Peace is not the silence of cemeteries. 
Peace is not the silent result of violent repression. 
Peace is the generous,  
 tranquil contribution of all  
 to the good of all. 
Peace is dynamism.  
Peace is generosity.  
It is right and it is duty. 

– Archbishop Oscar Romero 
 
Watch how you live. Your lives may be the only 
gospel your sisters and brothers will ever read. 

– Dom Helder Camara 
 
It is not easy to see how the more extreme forms 
of nationalism can long survive when men have 
seen the Earth in its true perspective as a single 
small globe against the stars.     – Arthur C. Clarke 
 
The bread that you possess belongs to the hungry. 
The clothes that you store in boxes, belong to the 
naked. The shoes rotting by you, belong to the 
bare-foot. The money that you hide belongs to 
anyone in need.                             – Saint Basil  
 
Religion serves to define the nature of power and 
its legitimate uses. Religious leaders must choose 
whether to collude with the dominant culture as 
sanctioning agents of abusive power or to be 
prophetic critics of the way power is distributed and 
defined.                              – James Newton Poling  
 
Idolatry is the practice of ascribing absolute value 
to things of relative worth. Under certain 
circumstances money, patriotism, sexual freedom, 
moral principles, family loyalty, physical health, 
social or intellectual preeminence, and so on are 
fine things to have around, but to make them the 
standard by which all other values are measured, 
to make them your masters, to look to them to 
justify your life and save your soul is sheerest folly. 

– Frederick Buechner 
 
Be a yardstick of quality. Some people aren’t used 
to an environment where excellence is expected.  

– Steve Jobs  

July 

   3 - Tyler O’dell 
  6 - Evelyn Green 
  7 - Marlene O’dell, Marion 
Skundrich 
10 - Renee Rhodes 
11 - Shelby Fleigle, Reygan 
Rider 

12 - Linda Gebelein, Kathleen McFarland, Blake 
Sabolo, Oscar Crockett 
13 - Lynn Bassett, Ashley Niehaus, Ashley 
Tomkinson 
16 - Dana Gowin 
17 - Jim Jones, Jas Sullivan, Kim Wiegand 
20 - Ford Frazar 
21 - Kaleigh Rider, Jordan Sheraka 
22 - Caleb Lenhardt 
23 - Eric Noble 
24 - Grace Kichline, Fred Gowin, Ryan Helmkamp 
27 - Adalyn Nicole Baron 
 

 
Edison failed 10,000 times before he made the 
electric light. Do not be discouraged if you fail a 
few times.    – Napoleon Hill  
 
 
 
 
 

 
Hospitalized or other Health concerns since the 
last Messenger: 
Ramona Determan,  
 

Staying Close to Home/Health Concerns 
Eleanor Kohlmiller, Pat Westerhold, Margaret 
Rowden, Betty Wiegand, Chuck Ursprung, Lucille 
Aubin, Paul Harris, Ed Hamlin, Evelyn Green, Bob 
Hall, Sherry Jackson 
 

In Nursing Homes 
Henrietta Hughes, VIP Manor 
Ruth Jones,The Gardens, Springfield 
John Niehaus, Jerseyville Manor 
Mary Jo Ringering, Willow Rose, Jersey 
Shirley Thatcher, Villa Rose 
 

Serving in the Military 
Alex Frazar, Tyler O’dell, Blake Sabolo, Brandon 
Sabolo and Brandon Southcombe  
 

 

 Master Sgt Dan Roberts retired from the Air 
Force, after 21 years of service, on June 30, 2012. 
 His retirement ceremony was held at 
Jefferson Barracks on June 3, 2012.  He will be 
working at Boeing in St Louis in his new civilian 
career. 
 Master Sgt. Roberts is Vicki Roberts’ son. 
  

   Born to Heaven 
 We offer our Christian love 
and sympathy to the family of Paul 
Westerhold who died June 24.  
Service of thanksgiving for his life 
was held at the church June 28.

Not going to be 
here Sunday? 

 

You can still 
order gift cards 
and pick them up 
the next Sunday! 
 

Help support our 
“daughter” in 
Africa, church 
members in need 
of some help and 
the other 
ministries Manna 

Money supports. 



 
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
  


