
but in that moment you are 
doing so much more than you 
can ever know. Your        
presence is the salve that   
begins the healing.ò 
Sometimes weôre called to sit 
and weep with those who are 
mourning, allow our hearts to 
break along with theirs, affirm 
their humanity and              
acknowledge they are worth 
the tears. In these moments, 
our presence reminds them 
they are not forgotten. 
The challenge for me, and 
our church, is not to get so 
caught up in the ófixingô that 
we lose our ability to remind 
the broken that God hasnôt   
forgotten them, and He will 
not abandon them. So when 
you encounter people who 
are struggling, and you find   
yourself unable to help, be 
the miracle God designed 
you to be; sit with them, listen 
to them, hug them, cry with 
them, and allow your heart to 
be broken for them. These 
are often the moments when 
healing begins! 

Pastor Mike 

In my home there are boxes 
tucked away on shelves,    
closets, and in the garage, 
filled with various objects Iôve        
accumulated over the years. 
They are various objects that 
seem to have been randomly 
thrown together. However, they 
all have one thing in common; 
they are broken. 
 I hate throwing broken things 
away. Iôm not sure why. Even if 
I have three or four spares   
laying around, I want to fix the 
one that is broken. This doesnôt 
seem like a bad idea. There is 
just one problem. Iôm not very 
good at fixing things. I can fix 
some things, but more times 
than not, I just end up braking 
something even more. It   
doesnôt take long for frustration 
to kick in and for me to put it in 
a box and walk away. I tell my-
self Iôll fix it later, but rarely ever 
do. Itôs hard for me to accept 
that I canôt fix something. In 15 
years of vocational ministry, the 
hardest lesson for me to accept 
is simply this, some things 
canôt be fixed. For a ófixerô like 
me, this can move my attention 

to other situations that can be 
fixed. The danger, however, 
is the ones who are most 
broken, lonely, or lost, often 
get tucked in a box and put 
on a shelf in the back of our 
minds. God doesnôt always 
use us to do something      
miraculous, amazing, or     
inspiring in the eyes of the 
world, or by the standards of 
a ófixerô. Does that mean God 
has failed? Does it mean our 
ministries are inadequate? 
 A friend recently reminded 
me of the power of friendship 
and presence. In these mo-
ments, where we canôt fix 
something, she says, ñYour 
being there is the exact  
miracle they need, to be seen 
and heard. To matter and to 
not be alone at their loneliest  
moment of their life. Giving 
them hope in their hopeless-
ness. The ministry of      
presence preaches the    
gospel in a way no sermon or 
mission trip can. Savor those          
moments in your ministry as 
much as the rest. You may 
feel like youôre doing nothing, 
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Save The Date!                               

VICTORY VBS Summer                              
July 30- August 3 

Plan to be a part of the biggest 

pep rally this summer! 

Hey kids! 

***Victory VBS is coming! ***July 30th - August 3rd*** 

Set your summer schedules to include this Ultimate 

Pep Rally!  

This year at VBS we will look at God's game plan... 

HIS VICTORY in our lives. Students will find victory 

through Courage, Obedience, Unity, Faith, and Jesus, 

as they look for encouragement in the life of Jesus 

and other Bible Characters.  

Pre-registration details coming in July. 

If you and your parents read this and let Sheila Tatro 

know, you can get an I spy prize. 

Calling all helpers! We need all team members 

ready for game day.  

Volunteers are needed for all 5 days of VBS (July 30th 

- August 3rd). If youôre only available to help at certain 

times during VBS week, weôd love to put you to work 

when you're available.  

Contact Sheila Tatro at 208-358-2455 or the church 

office and weôll fit you with the perfect volunteer job.   

Also prep work, decorating, & prayer warriors needed. 

 

Congratulations to  our senior high graduates.                            

We are proud of the work that you've done and pray 

that the Lord will bless you in the many adventures 

you have ahead. 
 

June is Camp month!                                                              

Many campers have been working hard towards 

scholarships to help pay for  their camps.                             

Camp is an amazing time to look for God sightings 

and make amazing friends who love Jesus. 

A small group of Youth have              
continued to gather this month on 
Wednesday nights to study stories of 
Warriors and kings in the Old                  
Testament.  
This month will include more stories 
of prophets who risked their lives to 
remind people of who God is, what 
he does, and what he says.  
We're looking forward to a summer 
of youth doing Ministry.  
Contact Mark 208.358.0455 or 
Sheila 208.358.2455 to help w/VBS!! 



Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

     1 2 

3 

901 Praise 
 

1045              

Traditional 

4 5 

 
Smart  Kid 

Class 6.30pm 

6             

Menõs  Bible 

Study at               

Honkers 6.30 am 

 

Youth Group 

6.30 pm  

7 8 9 

10 
901 Praise 
 

1045              

Traditional 

11 12 

 
Smart Kid 

Class 6.30pm 

13  
Menõs  Bible 

Study at               

Honkers 6.30 am 

 

Youth Group 

6.30 pm  

14 15 16 

17 18 
 

 

Soup Kitchen 
4.00pm 

19 20 
Menõs  Bible 

Study at               

Honkers 6.30 am 

 

Youth Group 

6.30 pm  

21 22 23 

24 
10:45 Picnic 

Worship in 

Park  

25 26 27 
Menõs  Bible 

Study at               

Honkers 6.30 am 

 

Youth Group 

6.30 pm  

28 29 30 



 

1   Kay Lee Day 

1  Ruth Kern 

2  Molly Kay 

2   Steve Allison 

9   Archer Greenwalt 

10   Jackie Larsen 

10  Ashlee Ringling 

13  Isabel Hopper 

18   Doug Minor 

19   Gretchen Hansten 

21   Brent Kay 

21   Irene Gibson 

22   Lucas Staffen 

23   Larry Greenwalt 

24  Debbie Hillier 

27   Cinda Morgan 

29   Susan Pohanka  

30   Mike Chojnacky 

30  Ember Craig 

Anniversaries 

6/6  Paul & Glenda Niehaus 

6/10  Larry & Sue Pennington 

6/11  Bob &Tammy Staffen 

6/14  Will & Kari Ritter 

6/20  Eric & Jamey Hess 

6/20  Kevin & Liz Copp 

6/27  Bill & Dorothy Emerson 

6/29  Dewitt & Carolyn Moss  



Excerpts from ECO Blog A Covenant Order of Evangelical Presbyterians  

The Importance  of  Missional  Communities  

http://eco -pres.org/blog/  

My name is Chloe and I am a part of Goodland Church, a church plant in Santa Barbara, California. I teach English 
and lead Young Life at Santa Barbara High School, and spend as much time as possible hanging out with my pas-
tor, Becky, gleaning whatever I can from her about church planting.                                                                                  
 I came to Santa Barbara about five years ago, the same way that many people come to Santa Barbara ï 
running away from hard things and hard people, attracted to cotton-candy sunsets and bougie coffee and the ano-
nymity of a new city. Over the next four years at Westmont College (a teeny Christian, liberal-arts college in the hills 
in Santa Barbara) I studied a ton, met my best friends, and failed again and again to find satisfaction in the definition 
of ñChristian communityò I was hearing. While Westmont does a lot of things right, it falls short (as most of us do) to 
join together the commandment to love our neighbors with the desire to grow deeper in communion with the Lord. I 
found we studied the Word well, but rarely shared it.                                                                                                    
 This inattention to the call of evangelism burned me, as someone who first heard the Gospel as a 16-year-
old at a Young Life camp and desperately needed the work of evangelism. So, to cool this burn, I led Young Life 
while studying to be a teacher, planning to turn a teacherôs desk into a pulpit of itôs own.                                                 
 One day during my junior year in college, I met a couple of girls at the local high school, and we grew to be 
great pals. They were deeply curious about Jesus, and adamantly opposed to Christians; but told me I was alright, 
and they loved Young Life. One day, shockingly, they agreed to go to church with me. It was my naïve expectation 
that theyôd sit still with wide-eyes during a sermon they would eat up, and afterwards they might ask big, good, even 
unanswerable questions about salvation and sanctification.                                                                                
 I was still deeply bothered by the lack of Christian interest in evangelism, and having a hard time finding 
much comfort in any of my local churches. I had been at this church where I took the girls for about a year. It is a 
good, theologically sound, lovely church that I still think of fondly. Sitting in the back of the sanctuary with my girls 
next to me, I was immediately aware we stuck out from the crowd. For one thing, my kids dressed differently from 
the seasoned church-goers, wearing black hoodies and Vans and jean shorts, but they also looked different as 
beautiful Latinas among a crowd of mostly white people (myself included).                                                                            
 As the service ended and we got up to grab a donut-hole and go home, I had forgotten the contrast my girls 
made with the rest of the congregation; my girls didnôt, asking ñWhy is everyone staring at us?ò Wide-eyes, big, 
good, unanswerable question. This churchðthis good, Gospel-proclaiming churchðhad insiders and outsiders. I 
could pass as an insider with enough knowledge of the Bible, churchy-casual clothes, and white skin. My girls didnôt 
know what exactly made them outsiders, but they knew they were. My heart broke with this question.                     
 Soon after this, I was introduced to Becky and felt a clear and demanding call to join her in our Goodland 
church plant. As Iôve read and listened, and observed her and other church planters innovate in the seemingly para-
lyzed field of church, my vocabulary to articulate the divide of my girlsô simple question has grown. Iôve realized that 
it is not the act of standing out or even the act of being stared at that bore the pain of the question, but what affected 
me was the underlying understanding within the congregation that church was for discipleship, and other stuffðbe it 
Young Life or Intervarsity or youth groupðwas for evangelism.                                                                                      
 My sweet girls stood out amongst the other churchgoers because they were still in the ñevangelism stage,ò 
but participating in a discipleship experience. To be fair, my kids are in the need of the consistent and kind work of 
evangelism, but so am I. I have been following Jesus for about six years, and Iôve never grown out of my need to 
learn simple, evangelistic truths: I have been created by a good, good Father on purpose, for a purpose. I am known 
fully in my brokenness, and I need a Savior. I have a Savior, and because of his love-made, willing sacrifice for us, I 
live and will live fully by continuing to rejoice in and work towards the redemption of Godôs kingdom with his people.                                                                                                                                                      
 Church planting has proven to be a challenging endeavor, full of trial-and-error in a world that loves order 
and plans. Our little church is full of quirks and messes and restarts, because thatôs what happens when a bunch of 
people, deeply in need of the work of evangelism, come together to create disciples. I bring my girls to our Sunday 
meal and gathering whenever theyôll come with me, and I have to check my own perceptions of them and their be-
longing every time. Iôve found myself walking into our gathering, praying that the community wouldnôt know they were 
ñoutsiders,ò and in His graciousness, God reminds me that they couldnôt possibly be so. Every time they are with me, 
I turn around to see other people webbing a community around my girls, reminding me that they belong, like I be-
long.                                                                                                                                                                                  
 Our church is not perfect, and will not single-handedly mend the traditional tear between evangelism and 
discipleship, but every time I witness adults at church asking my angsty high school friends about school and sports, 
pray with them, and remember them, I see change being made in my city. I see disciples being formed in teenage 
girls. I see the Kingdom of God growing by changing the definition of who fits into the typical mold of what a ñchurch-

personò looks like in Santa Barbara.~ by ECO News  



Pastor Dale's Pen ðThe  

Adult Sunday School Class, which I have the 
privilege of leading, has 
voted to continue class through the summer. 
May I invite you join us each Sunday, in class 
room 3 downstairs, for a  great study on the 
book of Revelation. 
I  have spent 38 years in the ministry and 68 
years  on this earth  and in recent years I  have 
thought about the  opportunity I have had in 
dealing with God's giving of new life with the 
birth of a baby and the gift of eternal life when 
someone dies. Recently I  read a definition of 
life by the  late Mother Teresa; Life is an oppor-
tunity, benefit from it 
                          Life is beauty, admire it. 
                         Life is bliss, taste it. 
                         Life is a dream, realize it. 
                         Life is a challenge, meet it. 
                         Life is a duty, complete it. 
                         Life is a game, play it. 
                         Life is a promise, fulfill it. 
                         Life is sorrow, overcome  it. 
                         Life is a song, sing it. 
                         Life is a struggle, accept it. 
                         Life  is a tragedy, confront it. 
                         Life is an adventure, dare it. 
                         Life is luck, make it. 
                         Life is too precious, do not de
     stroy it 
                         Life is life, fight for it. 
 See You in Church, Pastor Dale 

When I was a boy of 14, my father was so ignorant I could hardly stand to have the old man around. But when I got 

to be 21, I was astonished at how much the old man had learned in seven years."-Mark Twain 

Presbyterian Women will be taking some time off 
until the fall. Check back then to see what they 
will be studying. 
Soup Kitchen will be on June 18th @ 4pm @ the 
Catholic parish hall. 5pm for serving and clean 
up - Call Bonnie McDowell if you can help               
324-7267 


