“The Mission of First United Methodist Church of Roseville is to lovingly
vite, nurture, teach and send out disciples of Jesus Christ.”

“An Easter Story”
Ephesians 4:1-3The Message (MSG)
In light of all this, here’s what I want you
to do. While I’m locked up here, a prisoner for the Master, I want you to get out
there and walk—better yet, run! —on the
road God called you to travel. I don’t
want any of you sitting around on your
hands. I don’t want anyone strolling off,
down some path that goes nowhere. And
mark that you do this with humility and
discipline—not in fits and starts, but
steadily, pouring yourselves out for each
other in acts of love, alert at noticing
differences and quick at mending fences.”
When I was a kid we always went to
church on Easter. I always got a new
suit of Sunday clothes. I was the oldest,
I didn’t have anyone to hand stuff down
to me. My brothers, of course, were able
to use some of my old stuff.
We all put on our new clothes, and before church, Mom would take us to
Grandma and Grandpa Loomis’ house
so they could see us all dressed up like
little angels. We boys had little hats
making us look like little men, little hoodlums is more like it. Mom kept a very
watchful eye on us, making sure we didn’t get dirty before we got to church. It
wasn’t easy for her to keep four wild children clean and well coifed for a whole
Sunday morning.
Easter was a fun day, once we got
through church. Church was the longest
hour of the week. It was very painful
sitting still in church, especially during
the sermon. The rest wasn’t so bad,
except for those long songs with words I

didn’t know. Church words. Many church
songs are written in code. Only the Pastor
and the Church ladies know the code.
Mrs. Lee was a good church lady. She
went to church every Sunday. Anytime I
went to church Mrs. Lee was there. She
was a rather large woman, but boy could
she belt out a tune. She was one of those
loud singers. She’d turn on the high volume
and sing in a high voice, like an opera singer.
One could hear Mrs. Lee’s voice over the
entire congregation. Why, you could hear
her outside and down the street, with the
doors closed. In my mind’s eye I still see
Mrs. Lee in her Easter Bonnet, belting out
those Easter Hymns.
On to the sermon. Booooorrrrring!
I would try and pay attention, just in case
my eternal soul depended on something the
Pastor would say. I didn’t want to miss my
ticket to heaven. The choir sat up high next
to the preacher in this big choir box. There
was a choir box on each side of the pulpit.
That’s where the preacher preached. The
preacher would talk about Jesus “rising
from the dead” on Easter Morning so that
we would be saved from our sins.
This always confused me, I didn’t know how
it all worked. But I knew that I had to believe
it or no heaven for me. I’d watch the choir
ladies nodding their heads, occasionally
agreeing with what the pastor said. Some
of the men nodded too, but not as many.
Many of the men were asleep.
If grown men fall asleep during church, imagine how difficult it must be for a kid like
me. I knew we were in for the home-stretch
when the sermon was over. You could kind
of hear a group sigh of relief throughout the
congregation. It was fun to see the church
ladies in the choir jab their sleeping hus-

in-

bands; they would suddenly wake up with a
surprised look on their faces.
I have many Easter memories like these.
This little bit of my story paints a picture of a
part of my privileged
childhood. I got a
new set of church clothes every year. I
went to a United Methodist Church. We
were Christians. We lived a comfortable
middle-class life in an all-white town. My
Mom was in my life and pointed me toward
God. My Grandparents were in my life and
pointed me toward God. Mrs. Lee and others in the church pointed me toward God.
You can infer other things like, we lived a
comfortable family life. We had a nice home
with heat, electricity and running water –
hot and cold.
When I was growing up, I saw God through
a very narrow lens. I saw my place in the
world through that same narrow lens. I didn’t know any brown people, no Jews, certainly no Muslims. I wasn’t familiar with other cultures except for a few details that I
learned in school.
I am now blessed to see everything through
a much wider lens. I see things that I never
saw growing up in my small town in Northeastern Pennsylvania.
I see people who are suffering;
homeless people who sleep in the rain; A mentally ill man whose behavior
prevents him
from staying in a shelter. He stands on the
corner, in the rain, screaming to the skies in
agony. I see a sister whose brother has
died, grieving. I see refugee children separated from their mothers, crying every night.
I see people caught in the midst of war collateral damage. I see Jesus weeping.
I see cultures different than mine; customs different than mine; people different
than me. Continued on page 2

Continued from page 1
At times in our lives we all stand outside in the rain screaming to the heavens, “This is Me, This is Me God, you
know me, you know my name.”
It’s amazing how God draws us
together. It’s amazing how similar we are.
Regardless of where we were born, or
from what kind of privilege we come.
God intends for us to live in peace. God
intends for us to work toward peace.
God intends for us to love one another.
When I served at Saint Francis in the
Foothills UMC, there were three Somali
Boys in our preschool. I often gave
them a ride to school. The school was
unique. There were Christian kids,
Jewish kids, Somali Kids, Bhutanese
Kids, white kids and brown kids. We
taught Spanish and Arabic to four-year
olds.
I brought a picture of Sedo, who
frequently rode in my car to school, to his
grandmother, a refugee from Somalia,
who lived in Kakuma Refugee Camp in
Kenya. I went to her home and was
greeted and given a fine meal. I filmed
a video greeting to bring back to her
family in Tucson. Later, when the video
was interpreted into English, we heard
the grandmother saying to us, “I am so
grateful, please eat, I wish I had a goat
for you.” A goat is prized food in a refugee camp, way beyond means most
folk’s means. Hearing this grandma
made me cry.

If you are interested in
learning more about refugee,
asylum-seekers and
immigrant issues and ways
we maybe able to help these
people, please join us at a
joint meeting with St. Mark’s
UMC on Sept. 3, at 6:30 pm.
We can set up a carpool for
transportation. Contact
Kathleen (707)290-4430
Sponsored by

Recycle July 2019
$ 70.50 received for recycle
cans & bottles
Thanks to all who brought
their cans & bottles.
Also, thank you Don Harris!

Happy Baking!!!

Mark your Calendars!
August 2: Rapid Response Legal
Observer Training St Mark’s UMC, Sacramento - 6:30 - 8 pm
September 30: Immigration Workshop
St Mark’s UMC, Sacramento
8:30 am - 1 pm
See Fliers on the

I am bonded with my many Muslim
friends. I have shared many meals and
given many kids rides to school. I have
greeted them after they first arrived
from refugee camps. I spoke at a
Mosque a few years ago and an Iman
spoke in my church.
We fear Unknown neighbors, but once
we get to know them, the fears subside
and are replaced with loving community. I know for a fact, that when we sit
around a table for a meal, lasting relationships are formed. We get to know
people and their customs. We talk
about our kids and how well their soccer team is doing. We try food that we
have never tasted and are delighted
by new discoveries. We laugh and cry
together. We share hopes and dreams.
Suddenly, the unknown becomes
known and the new revelation is beautiful.

Are you a baker? The Hospitality Team is
looking for people to bake occasionally for our
Sunday Fellowship Luncheon. It is totally your
choice what you would like to bake. We do ask
however that you coordinate with our team
when you would be bringing a baked good so
that we know how much we have coming. If
you don’t bake you can purchase something to
bring. We are also looking for folks to help
serve and clean up. Please see Roy DeBiseLoomis or Jan Sechrist to sign up!

Mission/Outreach Bulletin Board
for details or see Kathleen Mirtoni or
Dennis Bull.

Help
Lift
Us Up

GOAL 130,236.53
$ 113,553.34 – Donations
Collected - $ 7,340.00 –
Pledged Balance $ 9,193.16
– Needed to reach Goal

July 25-28: Men’s Walk to Emmaus,
South Reno UMC
Aug 1 - 4: Women's Walk #70, South
Reno UMC
Oct. 3 - 6: Combined Chrysalis Flight

(Youth) Point Pleasant UMC (near Elk Grove)

Scholarships Available.
Talk to Kathleen Mirtoni

July 2019

Attendance: 342
(4 Sundays) = 86

We wish all of you a happy and
healthy rest of the summer. Our
next bake sale is early September
and we would welcome anyone who
is willing to help. Thanks in
advance.

Rob Bray 8/2
Lorri Brady 8/3
Cathe Moody 8/5
Codi Stauffer 8/7
Nancy Clark 8/7
Rebecca Scott 8/13
Esther Gascon 8/13
Kap Watkins 8/13
Yvette Sipes 8/14
Pat Beers 8/23
Gloria Lopez 8/23
Jim Wecker 8/25
Ellen Lopez 8/29

Our regular meetings will resume
September first and third
Wednesday of each month at 10 am.
All are welcome. We helped out
some last month by ironing on the
logos for Vacation Bible School
T-shirts.

UMW will not be meeting in
August. The next scheduled
meeting will be September 18th.
Watch for details in the
September Chimes!
Again this year, UMW is sponsoring the All-Church Picnic on
September 28th. Details about
this event will be in the September

Here’s a little something to ponder:
Signs of Love (unknown author)
Compassion ,kindness , humility,
gentleness, patience, forgiveness.,
seems like these are what Jesus
wants us to do..
Please come by to visit, and share
your ideas about projects to help our
church and community.

Our Church Team Leaders

(sometimes we go out for lunch!)
For more info see: Anne
Gregory, Donna Hall, Nancy Bray,
Hazel Nofz, Dee Huston, Shelly
Newton, Debbie Thompson, Barbara
Hulse, Sherel Harris ,Susan Reining

Join us after Worship on Birthday
Sunday August 18th at the
Fellowship lunch as we celebrate
these wonderful people and more...

LIFE IS FRAGILE ,
HANDLE WITH CARE.

Susan Reining/ Barbara Hulse.
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