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April 1, Palm Sunday
9:30/11:00 Worship Services
9:30 Sunday School
April 5, Maundy Thursday
7:00 PM Service
April 6, Good Friday
7:00 PM Service
April 8, Easter Sunday
9:30/11:00 Worship Services
Children’s Time at both services will
have an Easter Egg Hunt
10:00 – 11:30 AM Continental
Breakfast – Fellowship Hall

Special Dates
Palm Sunday ~ April 1
Maundy Thursday ~ April 5
Good Friday ~ April 6
Easter ~ April 8
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I dream. Not everybody does. At least not everybody remembers their dreams. I do.
And BTW (Now I have to admit that the whole Twitter thing has passed me by without even saying hello – but I have
learned a few little abbreviations that I sometimes find useful – LOL.)
Oh – and BTW – BTW means – by the way. If you go back and read from the beginning it will make some semblance of
sense now. And no, I did not really LOL at the end of the last paragraph.
Back to my original BTW – I dream in color. Being a Psych major in college I did some reading about dreams and
learned that some people actually dream in black and white. These are, I think, the same people who still prefer the Mass
in Latin, still use rotary phones, and have no idea what LOL means!
I suspect that some people also dream in Hi Def. I have asked the Lord about this and have received noticed that Hi Def
requires cable, and you know how I feel about cable. So, for now, I’ll settle for low def color.
A particular dream is what started all this nonsense. The dream was of my granddaughter Adelyn. She’s two. She was in
the yard spinning and singing. She was wearing her pink pouffy ballerina dress with a red hoody over top, had a ribbon
in her hair. Her smile was a “life is so good” kind of smile. And she sang, I’m sooooo glad. I’m sooo glad…”
I don’t know what she was glad about, but she was glad. She sings constantly. “Pap pap is sooo silly. Gramma is laffin at
me. I want sommme carrrrots.”
She likes carrots. Really.
Everything is a song with Adelyn. And in my dream, listening to her, watching her, I thought, “I want to stop time right
now. I want nothing to change for her. I want her life to always be this good.”
I know it won’t be though. Caden, my grandson, he’s ten, said to me recently, “Grampa I don’t want to turn twelve.” I
asked him why. He said because he wanted to stay a kid. Very Peter Pan, and there is a whole stack of psychological
literature written about Pete, but I wish I could make it happen for Caden.
Sometimes I am tired of being an adult. I’m tired of Sudan, and Somalia, and global warming (yes I believe it!) and
tragic weather, and environmental destruction, and hateful speech and acts of violence from Christians in the name of
Jesus, and the vilifying of teachers, and 30 million Americans with no health care, and friends dealing with debilitating
diseases, and people I love in spiritual and emotional turmoil, and my sacrum (no it doesn’t have anything to do with
sacred – it’s my tail bone and it ain’t in the right place right now!) and my stupid teeth need a lot of work, and I am still
worried about Sidney Crosby…
Now – those of you who are still reading – maybe not too many – that last paragraph was kind of a bummer huh? – but –
let me say to those of you still with me – whenever I get this way I try to remind myself of the central truth of my faith.
Jesus rose! Holy Crap! Okay – slightly inappropriate word, but what do you say when a dead guy ain’t dead no more? I
mean come on. You have got to say something. Wow doesn’t cut it. Yippee or yahoo seems too small. Hallelujah is
getting there but it’s such a “religious” word. All the Christian kids are using it these days. And I know me. If I were
there I would have said, “Holy Crap”
Jesus rose! He rose! He is not dead! He broke the spell! Yes it looks pretty bad sometimes, and no being a Christian
doesn’t magically make everything better. We still have to incarnate this love of God and show the world a better way
and we don’t always do such a good job of that, but… Jesus Rose!
Jesus Rose! And that can mean only one thing, no matter how bad we make this world - and this is not an excuse not to
care – but no matter how bad we make it – a totally undeserved victory awaits us and all of creation.
And so, she sings and dances because, I am convinced that somehow she knows. Jesus Rose! Pastor Chuck

April 2012
People Dealing with Cancer

Kathy Loomis is undergoing a new experimental treatment. She still needs a liver
transplant but is no longer a candidate for a full transplant so they are trying to
match her with someone who will donate a piece of their liver which will be
implanted into Kathy’s liver.
Dave Burton has bone cancer in his right arm and has chosen not to be treated.
Mary Simonian – breast cancer – recently finished her chemo
Teresa Weber has a number of family members battling cancer – her husband Dan
has Leukemia that has recently become active again - her brother Bob is dying of
pancreatic cancer – and her mom is also very ill

Other General Concerns

Tom Harvey – recovering from a Staph infection
Dolores Buell has moved to West Lake Woods
Tom Lee has moved to St. Mary’s
Lauren Scharf – general health concerns
Lori Straub & Deb Pifer both have MS
Edie Leuschen has had her knee replacement and is doing rehab
Joe Sample and Jon Papson both dealing with intestinal diseases.
Jeremy Myers and Scott Case are serving in the military.
Ruth Crist – Jackie Ostergaard – Dan Miller have Alzheimer’s
A number of people looking for work.

Kelli and Hagan Hetz had their baby – Hendrik Gunner Hetz – in Feb. Hendrik in
6’4” and has a rusty red beard. I mean he must – his name is Hendrik Gunner
A bunch of babies are coming in the next few months – pray for these couples
Sara and Jake Tobolewski - expecting in May
Julie and Adam Wagner – expecting in May
Jill and Steve Iszkula - expecting their third – probably in May

And, not to be out done Carissa and Eric Iszkula (Steve’s twin brother) are also
expecting their third in May
And, I know there are more babies on the way, I just can’t remember who is having
them

The Help
by
Kathryn Stockett
“…that’s the way prayer do. It’s like electricity, it keeps things going.”

Aibileen

“Rumor is you got some kind a power prayer, gets better results than just the
regular variety.”
“We all on a party line to God, but you, you setting right in his ear.” Mindy to
Aibileen
Like all good writers, this author overlaps the spiritual underpinning of a historic
and humanitarian event (the Civil Rights struggle of the 60’s) with both comedic and
horrific experiences of the main characters—black maids who keep the homes of
the white elite in Jackson, Mississippi, running in apparent perfect order.
Opening chapters reveal a symbiotic relationship between unschooled, poor black
women whose education and employment options are severely limited by a racist
society which leaves them with housework and child rearing as their only viable
skills, and wealthy, white women who need “the help” to provide their spacious
homes with daily cleaning and meals, as well as affection, early training, and the
often messy cleaning of their children.
How nice to be pampered, do lunch with like-minded friends, belong to “important”
societies—a fantasy of many tired and overworked mothers.
But what about the maids? What really lies behind the compliant “Yes, Ma’am,”
“No Ma’am,” responses as they polish silver, change diapers, and listen in silent
humiliation as their employers talk about the need for separate maids’ bathrooms
because black folks have “all sorts of diseases.” But, it’s O.K. for these maids to
kiss and feed their white babies and rock them to sleep.
White socialite, Skeeter Phelan, returning to her parents’ home after her college
graduation, sees through the hypocrisy and injustice and decides to write a book by
interviewing these maids and presenting their points of view as “the help.” She
begins with Aibileen and Mindy.
Fears of job losses, house burnings, death, and family rejection hover over the
secret night time interviews as Skeeter, Aibileen, Mindy, and eventually several
other maids unite In ways unprecedented in Jacksonville to put together a book
that begins to change all of their lives and bring hope for a brighter future.

Food Pantry Collection of the Month
Pasta Products (Dry)
April Food Pantry Date Moved
Due to the first Saturday in April being
Holy Week, and the second Saturday
the Hall being booked, the Food
Pantry will be held Saturday, April
21. If there is a food emergency, please
call the church office at 474-3914.

Cooking For Crowds
A Volunteer’s Guide to Safe Food Handling
Fairview Presbyterian Church – Adult Lounge
Saturday, April 14, 2012
9 am – noon
Our new kitchen comes with new equipment and many
rules and regulations required by the Health Department.
The workshop will cover the causes of foodborne
illnesses, the prevention of the caused conditions, and the
safe purchasing, storage, and preparation of food.
Everyone here involved with our kitchen needs to
come to this workshop– Deacons & all volunteers
making meals here for events such as funeral dinners, our
Congregational Breakfast & Dinners, Prayersteps, VBS,
the Harvest Dinner, etc. We are urged to attend so that
our events will be successful and won’t risk anyone’s
health or damage our reputation. There are brochures on
the front & back tables with information & registration
forms.
Please sign the sheet on the table outside the Sanctuary
if you plan on coming. Fees will be paid by the church.

First Annual BeauTEAful Blossoms
Ladies, save the date! Our first annual Beau TEAful Blossoms Tea will be held on Saturday,
June 16, 2012 from noon until 3 pm, in the Fellowship Hall. There will be a fashion show, vendors,
chinese auction, silent auction, door prizes, and more! The cost will be $15.
Tickets will go on sale the beginning of May.
Donations of items are needed for the auctions. Please call Linda Boyd McFarland at 474-3089.

Welcome New Members!
The following have joined our
church last month.
Welcome to Fairview Presbyterian
Church!
Tom & Lori Straub
AleksZaytsev
Scott & Kris Russin
Steve & Jill Iszkula
Jason &Jonali Derry
Colleen Illig

Church Work Day
Saturday, April 14
8 AM – Noon
HELP IS NEEDED! Come one, come all!
Bring your rakes, hoes, shovels, &
wheelbarrows! We will be weeding, mulching,
preparing for the Memorial Garden,& sprucing
up the buildings inside and out.
SEE YOU THERE!

“The Houses that Joy & Peace
Built”
Habitat for Humanity will be building two houses,
side-by-side and complete all the work in only 21
days!
Together with over 40 churches represented and
more than 300 volunteers each year, Habitat has
successfully completed “The House that Faith
Built” in 2009, “The House that Hope Built” in
2010, and ‘The House that Love Built” in 2011.
To help two families this June Habitat needs
double the prayers, double the volunteers, and
double the treasure. Their goal for the combined
faith community is to contribute half the cost of
materials to build the two houses, which means
$50,000.
The groundbreaking for the Joy & Peace Builds is
on Wednesday, April 4 at 10 am at 1278 & 1282
East 23rd Street.
Can you help?
The build is from June 4 through June 23. Habitat
needs help with the building, devotions each
morning, snacks & lunches provided for about 45
people. There is a sign-up sheet on the table
outside the Sanctuary. Please sign your name and
what you can help with. We will have a meeting
with Habitat and let them know what we can help
with, and when. Please consider taking part in
this important community event. Any questions,
feel free to call Amy at the church office.
Go to www.habitaterie .org for more
information

A Letter to Pastor Chuck
Rev. Chuck Cammarata,
When you are filled with such joy and happiness, how do you thank the people
responsible? I asked my friend Ginger that question, and her answer was “Write them a note
of appreciation from your heart, and let them know how you appreciate what they have done
for you.” This is my attempt to put into words how much I have been blessed by the
congregation of the Fairview Presbyterian Church, and a fine gentleman named Dave Sanner.
I was trying to get a grip on getting my car repaired which was going to be costly. It started
off to be a shift cable, and ended up needing a whole new transmission – Yikes! The estimate
was well over my pocketbook’s budget, yet I need my car desperately, Again, my friend
Ginger told me about your church, and Dave, and how you help people with car repairs. I said
to myself, “right,” maybe some people for minor repairs, but not so in my situation. Well, I
was taken back when I received a call from Dave himself, asking my situation. Having told
him the circumstances about my car, he took over the whole situation, making calls and visits
to my garage, looking for a transmission and the covering the cost of labor. He had my car
repaired, and absolutely no cost to me. Did that ever knock my socks off. I asked myself, how
can people be so kind hearted and helpful? I was told that this is what your church does for
people in need.
Being a person of faith, I never knew that such a wonderful thing could be done for me, but
has God shown me differently. The people of Fairview Presbyterian Church are God’s special
people. You have so graciously helped without any strings attached. This is God working
through his faithful people … just awesome. God is truly an awesome God, and from every
inch of my being, I am ever so grateful for your kindness, help, and support through this
dreadful situation. Thank you, to each and everyone of you, and especially Dave Sanner for all
that you have done for me, and may I learn to do for others, as you have done for me.
Thank you from the bottom of my heart, and may God bless you all.
Christine Haaf

Because possums are known for having trouble crossing the road,
you might think the animals aren’t particularly bright. Yet they’re
reportedly smart enough to enter a hole only if two sets of tracks
lead in and out. If only one set of tracks exists, a possum won’t
enter.
The grave was a hole with one set of tracks, and even the bravest
souls feared to go in. But on Easter, Jesus came out of the grave,
stripping it of its terror. We may approach death confidently,
knowing that our Savior conquered it — and provides a way out.

Where was I?
Our young son often asks where he was when something significant happened before he was
born. “Where was I when you two got married?” “Where was I when Nana died? And even
“Where

was

I

before

I

was

inside

your

body?”

My response is always “You were in God’s heart.” God said as much to Jeremiah: “Before I
formed

you

in

the

womb

I

knew

you”

(Jeremiah

1:5,

NRSV).

A Good Friday spiritual asks plaintively, “Were you there when they crucified my Lord?”
Clearly none of us was present when Jesus died. Yet as we worship on Good Friday, we place
ourselves

at

the

cross,

where

Jesus

bore

our

sins.

“Where was I,” we might ask our heavenly Father, “when they crucified Jesus?” I’m confident
that God’s tender answer is “You were in my heart.” Indeed, only because of our place there did
Jesus go willingly to the cross — and rise to assure us of everlasting life.
—Heidi Mann
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Birthdays
3
5
7

Amy Kuhns
Adelyn McAleer
Sara Tobolewski
Donna Pierce
8 Ian Miller
9 Jenna Burton
Jonathan Papson
Dorie Hartson
10 Russ Pickens
12 Michael Burrows
Jr.
13 Edie Leuschen
14 Nash Burrows
16 Doris Brozell
17 Pat Annegan
Carl Fonticella
18 Gail Comstock
19 Marty Manchester
20 Ben Lee
22 Sid Manchester
23 Donna Cammarata
25 Daniel Paden
Joy Stadler
June Welton
27 J.R. Mountain
28 Ann Miller
Ann Lewis
Dennis Vogan
30 Joey Sanders
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Editor’s Page
I’d like to share with you something
that came via e-mail to me. I think it’s
a great piece:
“His name was Fleming, and he was
a poor Scottish farmer. One day,
while trying to make a living for his
family, he heard a cry for help
coming from a nearby bog. He
dropped his tools and ran to the bog.
There, mired to his waist in black
muck, was a terrified boy, screaming
and struggling to free himself.
Farmer Fleming saved the lad from
what could have been a slow and
terrifying death.
The next day, a fancy carriage pulled
up to the Scotsman's sparse
surroundings. An elegantly dressed
nobleman stepped out and introduced
himself as the father of the boy
Farmer Fleming had saved.
'I want to repay you,' said the
nobleman. 'You saved my son's life.'

'I'll make you a deal. Let me provide
him with the level of education my
own son will enjoy If the lad is
anything like his father, he'll no doubt
grow to be a man we both will be
proud of.' And that he did.
Farmer Fleming's son attended the
very best schools and in time,
graduated from St. Mary's Hospital
Medical School in London, and went
on to become known throughout the
world as the noted Sir Alexander
Fleming, the discoverer of
Penicillin.
Years afterward, the same
nobleman's son who was saved from
the bog was stricken with
pneumonia.
What saved his life this time?
Penicillin.
The name of the nobleman? Lord
Randolph Churchill .. His son's
name?

'No, I can't accept payment for what
I did,' the Scottish farmer replied
waving off the offer. At that moment,
the farmer's own son came to the door
of the family hovel.

Sir Winston

'Is that your son?' the nobleman
asked.

I hope you have a wonderful Easter.
See you next month!

'Yes,' the farmer replied proudly.

Churchill.”

Isn’t that something?!

Barb Mucciarone
Pg.

