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VISION: 

Making God’s love real by 

Seeking God, 

Serving our neighbor, and 

Supporting each other. 

 

SUNDAY SCHOOL 

Adults and Children 

9:00 am   

 

WORSHIP 

10:30 am 

 

Communion:  

First Sunday of each month 

MISSION: 

Making Disciples of Jesus for the  
Transformation of the world 

Office:  208 Lake Ave. 

Mail to P.O. Box Only 

8:30 am - 12:30 pm 

Monday-Friday 

Dear Friends: 

 

During the month of June, it is my hope that we will 

celebrate the special place we occupy in God’s great 

plan.  Human beings are created in the image of God 

and as such we possess inherent dignity and value.  

Unfortunately, and far too often, we seem conflicted 

about our own self-worth and live far below the 

standard God expects.   

 

Bearing the image of God calls us toward self-

improvement as we intentionally choose not to remain 

as we are.  It is my hope that Dundee UMC will be 

known as a place, where people come to grow, 

especially spiritually.  Such growth becomes contagious 

when we remind each other of how truly special we are 

in God’s eyes.  May we heed the advice of the Apostle 

Peter: “Grow in grace and in the knowledge of our 

Savior, Jesus Christ” (2 Peter 3:18). 

 

My brothers and sisters, let us not pass up on any 

opportunity to grow.  We want to be prepared to face 

the storms of life that will assault us.   

 

Be encouraged and seek higher 

ground!   

 

In His Service,  

Pastor Paul  

 



 

Jean & Robert Crotser, Paul Gillespie, Sandy & Phil Griner, Jenny Jacobs, Blondel Jarrett & family, Vickie 

Julin, Alice Kingsley, Lou Lisi, Ted McGaughey, Misty Michetti, Lacy & Jeremy Nihiser (work) & family,  

Fannie O’Neal, Walter Overstreet, Evelyn Strong, Kathy Wagner, Larry Whitman, Shirley Witter.  

 

SHUT  IN’S / NURSING HOME 

Carl Caldwell, JoAnn Hoblit, Vivian Parker, Elaine Wade & Bill Witt,  

Steve Lawson    6/1 

Joan Miller    6/5 

Mary Ann Otto    6/8 

Mary Lou Ganz    6/12 

Everett Furness    6/16 

Cassidy Jones    6/17 

Mike Jones     6/17 

Jessica Griner    6/20 

Mary Jo Juneau   6/20 

Vivian Parker    6/21 

Ivan Carson    6/29 

     David & Mary Ann Cook          6/18 

     Richard & Mary Ann Otto  6/18 

     Ivan & Diane Carson     6/23 

     Pastor Paul & Brenda Lawson       6/27 

  5/02           33 

  5/09           54 

  5/16           48 

  5/23           50 

  5/30          ??

5/02        $  2945 

5/09        $  2798 

5/16        $  4235 

5/23        $  1200 

5/30     $  ????

5/02                

5/09         

5/16         

5/23       12 

5/30 



Miracles Still Occur! 

When I was about 12 years old, I began fervently praying that 

God would see fit to bring me a husband who was “just like my 

Daddy – a good Christian man, who happened to be urbane and 

erudite.”  Since it was my Daddy who taught me to read way 

before I went to school, I wasn’t being a show-off. I knew what 

those words meant, and that’s what I figured would make a good 

husband.  I can just see God’s smile as He looked down on me, 

and the twinkle in His eye when he replied.  “Little girl, you are 

certainly being specific here – I’m afraid I don’t have exactly 

what you want, so I’ll just make one now.  You’ll  have to wait 

for him, though.”  Well, that didn’t happen, because I wasn’t 

very good at waiting.  I married the man I thought was perfect 

for me when neither of us were old enough to vote yet.  Way too young.  That didn’t work out as I had 

planned, so I did it again, and again.  By the time I was 40, though, I  had just given up, and I stayed 

single for 30 years, happily doing what I wanted, my way.  All this time, my “dream man” was happily 

married to the love of his life, travelling all over the world as a Naval officer, living in exciting places 

like Japan and New Orleans.  In the meantime, I had retired twice, hated it both times, and somehow 

got talked into driving a school bus for Polk County.  I had this one student, a girl, whose father stood 

with her every single day, usually with a fragrant cup of coffee in his hand and at least one cat in his 

lap.  I was intrigued enough to ask around, and discovered that he had been a widower for a number of 

years, and was raising their adopted daughter by himself.  My route was such that I usually picked up 

my “kids” right in front of their houses.  This house intrigued me – a two-story, lights on everywhere at 

6:30 in the morning, and when I peeked in the front windows, all I could see were bookshelves, stuffed 

with all kinds of books.  That certainly took care of the erudite part.  Anyway, towards Christmas, I 

managed to hand him his daughter’s Christmas “goodie” bag, but whispered that there was something 

in it for him.  I had written him a letter, you see, explaining who I really was, and inviting him to 

church!  Imagine my surprise when less than 15 minutes later I heard my cell phone announce a text, 

but I had students on the bus and couldn’t read it.  What agony!  Finally, I discovered that he was 

asking me out for a cup of coffee!  This was the first date of all time, because when he leaned across the 

table, took my hands, and said the grace my Daddy taught me as a child, I had to look up and say, 

“Thanks, Father – now I understand the concept of ‘your time.’” 

The next miracle occurred when he told me his age over dessert (not yet 60!) and with a smile, 

said “Your turn.”  I froze, but had to tell the truth, so with great fear and trepidation, I told him that I 

was “not yet 70.”  I thought that would sound better.  His immediate reaction was “So?”  Turns out, my 

husband is almost exactly 12 years younger that me!  The miracle that hits you when you realize that 

God does listen to a twelve year old girl’s prayer was enough to knock me off my feet.  Then he began 

to tell me about his wife (first and only), to whom he was married for almost 30 years.  She had cancer, 

and her body just wasn’t strong enough to handle the chemo.  They were childless for years, and finally 

adopted Kristen when Dewey was almost 50, and Elizabeth five years older.  (He admitted to me later 

that he had never dated women his age!)  Sadly, after a childhood no one should have to had to 

endure, Kristen finally had a Mom and a Dad, but for only a few years – then they were on their 

own. 

 



The miracle that gave me the strength to write that note 

changed my life.  It was clear from the beginning that not only 

would I fit the profile of stepmother for Kristen because of my 

education and years of working with specific populations, but 

we fell in love quickly.  It occurred to me very fast that while I 

had been married before, I had never been in a real marriage – 

grounded in our mutual faith in God, and our need to raise a 

child to adulthood.  Our first Christmas, Dewey had just had 

hip replacement surgery, and insisted that I attend a service at 

his church by myself.  I enjoyed it very much, but that was the 

night of the next miracle.  You see, his first wife, Elizabeth, is 

buried in a space underneath the floor of the sanctuary.  I felt 

compelled to visit her before leaving that night, and fell into a 

conversation, whereby I promised to take care of the two people she cared most about.  I had my hand 

on the cold marble slab covering the niche, and as I spoke, and cried, and made promises, I realized 

that the marble under my hand wasn’t just getting warm to my touch, it became quite hot!  I know 

that Elizabeth had heard me, and felt that she was saying, “I’m holding you to each and every one of 

those promises!” 

So now I find that I am married to the man of my dreams, but I’m also stuck in a house with a 

teenager who hates the ground I walk on.  Here comes the next miracle – it took a while, but I fell in 

love with her, too.  It doesn’t matter that she wasn’t formed under my heart, she was stealing her way 

into my heart day by day.  There were lots of hurdles – bad grades, and didn’t care, bad attitude, and 

didn’t care, and couldn’t grasp my ideal living space of “a place for everything, and everything in its 

place.”  Scroll ahead two years, and Mother’s Day 2021.  (The first one was pretty much ignored by 

all, and that was OK with me at the time.)  So imagine my surprise when my husband hands me not 

only my very first Mother’s Day card and a red rose corsage to wear to church, but Kristen hands me 

a hand-made “Stepmother” card, written by herself, and saying things like “Thank you for turning me 

into the young lady you keep telling me I can be.”  The miracles keep piling up, because she now 

comes to me every day after school, so we can talk about the “drama” of the day.  She ran up the 

stairs just this week to have me approve her makeup.  “I need your opinion – how do  my eyebrows 

look?”  She’s 17 now, and it matters. 

But the big miracle is that I have what I prayed for all those years ago – a God and faith-based 

marriage to a good man who let me retire and spend my days turning his house upside down!  But to 

have this child, who while she wasn’t grown under my heart, grows in my heart more and more every 

day – that’s the miracle of my life.  A friend from church told me the other day that she could see 

from the smile on my face that my marriage agrees with me – actually, my family and my life agree 

with me.  The advice I always give younger women who are bemoaning the fact that there are really 

“no good men out there” is simple.  Don’t give up – keep looking for him – God has made one for 

you, too – you just have to recognize him when you find him.  Yes, life down here on earth is messy, 

complicated and difficult, but it can be the biggest miracle of your life – it is mine. 

Bless you my friends, and know that you are loved. 

Nancy Kathleen (nee Hicks) Ertell 

continued 
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2021 

Weekly Activities 

Sunday: 9:00 AM Adult Sunday School/in Class   

 9:00 AM Young Spirits /Zoom Online   

 10:30 AM Worship 

 Communion (1st Sunday) 

Monday:    7:00 PM TOPS 

Saturday:    5:00 PM   Manna Café (4th Saturday) 

 

Bible Study 
W/Pastor Paul  

@ 7:00 PM  

Bible Study 
W/Pastor Paul  

@ 7:00 PM  

Bible Study 
W/Pastor Paul  

@ 7:00 PM  

Bible Study 
W/Pastor Paul  

@ 7:00 PM  

Bible Study 
W/Pastor Paul  

@ 7:00 PM  


