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Often these instructions by the coach seemed either stupid, or at other times, 
down right laughable, that is until the play ended with their smallest, dumbest, 
under qualified player trotting the ball over the goal line for a touchdown.  And 
very commonly, very specific and clear instructions were given to individual 
players even while the play was in progress.  The regular plays, the trick and 
gadget plays, the secret plays or the plays even made up on the spot--it didn’t 
matter.  It was as though the Saints had fully studied their play book, and that 
every player knew what each play was going to be, even before it was set into 
motion. 
 Satan remembered with shuttering recollection a season opener where a 
few days before the game, he saw on the Saints’ team roster the name of a 
rookie who he knew for size wasn’t strong enough to pick up one of the hel-
mets of some of one of their bigger players, much less play against similarly 
super-sized opponents.  Satan noticed unbelievably, that the coach of the 
Saints was putting the likeable choir boy on the defensive front line.  That 
year the Demons had a running back that had massive powerful legs and 
broad muscular shoulders that would slam into any defense and leave little 
more than messy injuries for the trainers to clean up.  But beyond that, he 
was also very fast, so that once he broke through the line, he could take off 
towards the goal line with a head of steam that no one could imagine stop-
ping.  They also had that year a devastating offensive front line of slow but 
powerful linemen.  The thought of starting not just the game but the season 
with a crushing, messy deathblow to some winsomely cheerful runt with no 
business in the game, made Satan anticipate the game with a certain cruel 
delight.  The Demons won the coin toss and opted to receive.  After the Saints 
kicked a towering kick out of the end zone, the Demons took over on downs 
at their 20.  Satan had carefully crafted an opening play that would both 
smash the little player to hamburger, and give the Demons a momentum 
swinging touchdown.  His offence was to key off of the choir runt—wherever 
he was, the offensive front lineman was to hit him so hard, they wouldn’t find 
all his pieces.  Then the star running back of intimidating power and speed 
was to run over his remains towards a goal line streak for a touchdown.  Sa-
tan’s delight at the game plan turned to sheer joy when the Saints’ defense 
took the field—the choir boy wasn’t even wearing  protective equipment like 
all the rest.  When the choir boy lined up for the play, he realized the guy 
across from him was so large, his shadow needed its own zip code.  Though 
he was worried how he would survive the first hit, he knew his coach always 
had a reason for things, and that events often took a surprising and victorious 
turn, especially when a catastrophic outcome was inevitable.  He just kept 
going over the words of his coach as he left the sideline, “Go take your stance 
at your assigned position on the line.”  As the quarterback started his play 
count, the little guy figured these were his last moments.  That’s when he 
heard in his heart the voice of the coach say, “Fall to the ground, and then run 
toward their star running back as fast as you can.”  And at that moment, the 
ball was snapped to the quarterback.  As if everything was moving in slow 
motion, the choir boy ducked as flat as he could to the ground.  The gigantic 
offensive lineman across from him had been picturing his own large and mus-
cular frame driving the little player’s body into a scrape of sod and dirt.  His 
eyes were closed as he mentally wound the tension of his powerful muscles 
for the kill.   When the ball was snapped he pulled the trigger on his body, 
opening his eyes, and exploding all his energy at the object of his destruction.   
 Unfortunately, that’s when he realized that the object of his destruction 
was no longer in front of him, but laying flat beneath him, and presently trip-
ping his confused footing.  And that’s when the unbelievable happened.   As 
the offensive lineman toppled over and past him to the ground, the choir boy 
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5/1 & 2/10  -  182   Sunday School  -  48 
5/8  9/10  -  177  Sunday School  -  49 
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 Greetings to you on this chilly, spring day.  A few weeks ago it was so warm it 
seemed the threat of even mid-spring snows had been banished for the rest of the 
season.  And though we haven’t gotten any snow lately, the occasionally sub-
freezing temperatures of the past week have served well to remind us that we do, 
in fact, live on the plains of the upper-midwest.  Here at the outset of each sea-
son, I wonder if weather patterns don’t occasionally consult past trends of tem-
perature and precipitation, and then just laugh. 
 I was reading the other day a book on spiritual warfare.  The author, Dean 
Sherman, related a useful word picture of a football game in which the powers of 
darkness were playing against the Kingdom of God.  The Kingdom of God team 
arrayed some very sophisticated formations of church structure and bureaucracy 
against the opposition.  And in spite of many past championship seasons to the 
coach’s credit, the team regularly dismissed his game plan as requiring too much 
mental preparation for each game, and beyond all sense, commonly took to the 
field wearing little protective gear.  As a result they were easily outwitted, and of-
ten playing injured.  But the worst was that while playing, they only rarely actually 
engage the opposition with good tackles or effective blocks, choosing instead to 
sing, “The Church Triumphant” and “Our God Reigns.”  The powers of darkness 
team came to each game with an extremely organized and disciplined team and a 
very carefully considered game plan.  They also came very much prepared to hit 
their assigned man, and hit him hard.  As a result the powers of darkness would 
run up one touchdown after the other.   Sherman then notes how such a scenario 
by the end of the season would not strike many hatch marks in the win column for 
the Kingdom of God, nor would it be a competitive event many people would have 
much interest in watching.  After only a couple games, whatever the forces of 
darkness would worry about, it would not be running four quarters against the 
Kingdom of God team. . .or at least so long as the Kingdom of God team doesn’t 
start doing that one thing they always do during their championship seasons.  It is 
such a powerful practice that when Satan, the head coach of the powers of dark-
ness team, would even hear rumors that the players of the Kingdom of God were 
practicing it, his eye would start to twitch.  That practice of course is prayer. 
 And of course such disruptive anxiety was more than just some irrational or 
quirky fear of his.  Oh no, it was much more.  The memories were horrifying flash 
backs to seasons past, where the Saints would start praying a little off the field, 
you know like first thing in the morning, which was never welcomed but rarely in-
flicted much change in their effectiveness.  But then as if on a slippery slope they 
would start to pray more, and then more, until they were taking it onto the field 
with them.  Talk about a game changer.  Before they got into the practice of pray-
ing, they didn’t much get into thinking about their opponent, or how their opponent 
would attack them and beat them.  Often they just figured they were a good 
enough and strong enough team to counter their opponent’s strength and game 
plan, which commonly proved not to be true.  Though they often lost games, they 
just thought that was the way it was meant to be.   
 That was, of course, before the Saints discovered that their game plan was 
revealed by the coach to each player, whether on the field or sideline, through 
each one’s regular practice of prayer.   For Satan, that’s when the nightmares of 
every losing season began.  It was as though the Saints started playing with the 
genius of their terrifyingly brilliant coach.  It didn’t seem to matter whether they 
were playing offence or defense, it was as though each praying player had been 
individually instructed by their coach about how they should approach each play.  
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 A Bible study based on the book “Becoming the Answer to our Prayers” is 
being held at the home of David Blair and Pam Christensen, 303 W Rose St. Sat-
urday evenings at 7:30 p.m. Pastor Dan is leading this study that is open to every-
one. 
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 In addition to Ad Council members, a number of HUMC members attended 
this meeting.  Concerns were expressed regarding reporting of the financial situa-
tion to the general membership and the shortage in payment of apportionments.  
A clarification was given as to what apportionments are and how the amount is 
arrived at. Communication between committees and the congregation was identi-
fied as an important issue to help everyone better understand the financial situa-
tion and the decisions made by various committees.  Regarding the former par-
sonage, the Trustees are considering two options: donate the house to Habitat for 
Humanities or auction it off with the building being removed under either option.   
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 Trustees discussed the damage to the stairwell landing at the main entrance.  
Sheetrock is cracked and floor tiles are broken and coming up. The plan is to in-
spect the area at the time of the next heavy rain storm.  A motion was made and 
carried to donate or auction off the former parsonage as soon as possible. 
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������� ��	
��	��� � Dan Vigness, Mary Oster,  Heather Baker and 

Beth Farnsworth, families of Clayton Rees and Clayt on Peters 


	� ���� ���������� � Brent Weidler, Andrew DeVaney, deployed to Af-

ghanistan Clayton Rees, Clayton Peters 
 

Sunday, April 25—Lincoln Scott and Quinn LaRae Peters , 
children of Clayton & Cassidy Peters  
Sunday, May 9—Avery Marie Cordes , daughter of Michael & 
Chelsea Cordes , granddaughter of Mike & Deb Erb . 
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 Erica Carmichael graduationed from DWU Saturday,  May 1. 
 Cole Paul Vasquez was born April 27 to Kathryn DeVaney and Ja-
son Vasquez .  His grandmother is Beverly DeVaney .   
 Donna Dreesman was recently named volunteer of the month at Av-
era McKennan. 
 

 Cody Colton, Devin Dahl and Courtney Arney 
were confirmed during worship Sunday, May 2.   
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 Dean & Helen Mohr, Donna Barnes, Ardene McCall and Roger & 
Alice Wells  delivered Meals-on-Wheels in April. 
 The Change the World event sponsored by 
Outreach Committee gathered 409 lbs. of nonper-
ishable food and personal care supplies for the 
Community Food Bank and more is coming in.  
Thanks to Del & Bev Klassen for delivering the bags to the Food Bank. 

      May 16 is the last Sunday for Sunday School classes 
to meet until September. Remember ...Sunday School 
classes meet at 9 a.m. May 16 and the children will sing 
at the worship service at 10 a.m.  Thank you to all the 
teachers, helpers and leaders who work to provide Chris-
tian education for Hilltop children, youth and adults, and 
thank you to the parents who faithfully bring their children 

to Sunday School.   
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� The VBS theme this year is GALACTIC BLAST: A COSMIC ADVENTURE 
PRAISING GOD!    Board the starship Galactic Praise to see 
our awesome universe—and our awesome God—in a 
whole new way.  The fun begins Sunday, July 11 and ends 
Wednesday, July 14.  Supper will be served at the Astro 
Bistro at 5:30 p.m. every day and VBS activities run from 
6—8:00 p.m.  Go to the HUMC website to register by clicking on the Su-
per Nova icon or Pick up a registration form at the church. Get your 
friends registered and bring them along.  
 Volunteers to be teachers and helpers, please contact Jann Malde or 
Beth Rygg.  You are needed! 
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All donations of baked good will be appreciated. 
Free will offering  

Proceeds will go toward the repair fund 
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Th 13 7 am—5 pm Avera McKennan class 
 1:00 Ruth Circle 
Sa 15 2:00 Logos Band 
 6:00 Worship 
 7:30 Bible Study at Blair/Christensen home 
Su 16 9 a.m.—Noon Bake Sale 
 9 a.m. Sunday School 
 9:30 a.m. Coffee Fellowship 
 10 a.m.  All Church Worship 
Mo 17 9 a.m. Sarah Circle 
Th 20 7:00 Ruth Circle 
Sa 22 2:00 Logos Band 
 6:00 Worship 
 7:30 Bible Study at Blair/Christensen home 
Su 23 8:15 a.m. Traditional Worship 
 9:15 a.m. Coffee Fellowship 
 11 a.m.  Logos Worship 
Mo 24 9 a.m. Quilting and Needlework 
We 26 7 a.m.—4 p.m. Avera McKennan Class 
Th 27 7 a.m.—4 p.m.  Avera McKennan Class 
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Greetings Friends, 
     I hope you all are doing well.   Yesterday I got 

to witness some major history in Major League 
Baseball. Dallas Braden of the Oakland A’s threw a 
perfect game.  That’s right, a perfect game.  It’s 
important that you don’t confuse a perfect game with a complete game, 
because in a complete game you can give up some hits and walks, and 

still come out on top.  Dallas Braden threw 9 shut out innings giving 
up no hits, walks, or errors.  To do what he did was truly an amazing feat. Dallas 
joins 18 other Major League pitchers becoming the 19th pitcher in major league 
history to throw a perfect game. We are talking over a hundred years of baseball 
folks, in case you’re curious.  
 To throw a perfect game you have to be perfect!  It is just about impossible to 
be perfect in life isn’t it?  To be perfect in life we would have no worries.  There 
would be no war.  Money and things of the world wouldn’t even matter. In simpler 
terms there would be no sin.  In my life I can say I don’t know what it is like to be 
perfect.  The only direction I have on this matter comes from the Bible.  We can 
see the perfectness of humanity in the early chapters of Genesis and also from 
the life of Jesus, from the Gospel perspective.  I think it is interesting how quickly 
sin enters into this world in Genesis.  If you were a first time scripture reader you 
would think there would be some kind of climax at the end of Genesis with sin 
entering into the world.  That would be normal wouldn’t it?  As we all know, hu-
manity is nothing but normal.  The moment God said, “Don’t eat the fruit from that 
tree” (paraphrase) is the moment humanity lost all normalcy. Right away in scrip-
ture not even 4 chapters in, we lose our perfection.   
 One would think, “Oh great, I don’t even have a chance in life now.  Every-
thing I do will never be good enough.  Who can I look to for direction? “Is there 
anyone who can be a good example for me?”  Folks, knowing that you and I will 
never be perfect; we do have hope in someone who was perfect in every aspect 
of his life.  I am sure you figured it out by now, but if you didn’t, I am talking about 
Jesus.  If you are wondering how we are supposed to live, there is no greater per-
son to look to than Jesus Christ.  Jesus was remarkable in everything he did.  If 
you have read this much so far, I want to ask you a serious question.  Are you 
ready?  In your life right now, are you ready to live a life that has been outlined 
before you in scripture?  Most people will say no and just flat out ignore how 
Christ wants us to live.  Some will say yes to certain things and no to others, and 
then you will have that rare group of people who will say yes and model their lives 
after Christ.    
 So where do you fit in to all of this?  Do you find yourself immersed in scrip-
ture living like Jesus lived? Do you find yourself living like Christ in a few areas of 
your life but not the whole thing? Or do you find yourself comfortable living the 
way you are not really incorporating Jesus into your life? With Jesus in your life, 
everything is possible.  Without Jesus, life is just flat out difficult.   Dallas Braden 
threw a perfect baseball game which is awesome and amazing.  Jesus Christ 
lived a perfect life. What kind of life are you living?  
 The last regular youth group will be Wednesday May 12th here at church.  
Thank you to all who helped coordinate meals for the youth this year, your help 
was and still is greatly appreciated.     
 Youth group summer activities will kick off Wednesday June, 2nd at Hilltop  
with burgers and hot dogs for supper and some fun activities outside.  A calendar 
of summer youth activities is in the works and will be printed in the next edition of 
the Spirit.  Be looking for it toward the end of May.  
 Grilling hot dogs and burgers will be part of the summer time activities. Any-
one who could donate hot dogs, burgers, buns or cash, please talk to me on Sun-
day mornings, email or give me a ring.  
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lifted his head, located the star running back, and then scrambled to his feet to 
run towards him as fast as he could and with all of his might.  But as he got to 
his feet he could take no more than a couple steps before something started 
pulling him back.  Somehow as the lineman slid over the choir boy, the lacing 
loops of the lineman’s cleats got snagged on the only protective gear the choir 
boy wore that day, an athletic supporter that peaked out above the top edge of 
his shepherd’s pants.  As the supporter band stretched as tightly as it possibly 
could, the snagged shoe flew off the lineman’s foot, shot over the head of the 
choir boy, and hit the star running back squarely in the forehead.  The star run-
ning back’s massive and athletic body crumpled to the ground like a sack of 
rocks, hitting his head so hard, his helmet cracked and bounced away.  Though 
Satan’s best trainers were immediately to his side, he was out cold, and never 
played again.  In his heart the choir boy could hear his coach say, “That’s all I 
need you to do today.  Good job.”  He returned to the sidelines with the star run-
ning back’s helmet as a memento of the game;  he was so small and it was so 
large he had to drag it behind him.  The Saints took the championship that year.  
When the choir boy retold the story, those who discounted the usefulness of 
prayer or the wisdom of the coach, started seeing things differently.  Instead of 
getting so caught up in whose job was most important, or which player was 
most gifted, or what anybody thought was wrong with some assistant coach, 
they focused on the coach, the strengths and weaknesses of the opponent they 
were facing, and then supporting one another through prayer both in practice 
and in the big game.  Their game plan became; listen to the coach, and hit hard 
and hit smart for four solid quarters. 
 Memories of such terrifying nightmares are enough to keep the prince of 
darkness up nervously pacing the floor at night.  It’s not just that some bad sea-
son was lost in the past, it’s that it might be repeated in the future.  And such 
frightening seasons can seemingly come out of nowhere!  Just the other day he 
heard the Hilltop Saints are working to field a team again, and this time in train-
ing camp they are starting to toss around openly the P word.  So long as they 
stay disconnected from their champion winning coach, or focusing on every-
thing but their job in the game, any team they field will be easily defeated.  And 
how could it be otherwise when the only thing they want to hit when they get on 
the field are their own players.  But I know the players on that team, and the 
brilliance of their coach; if they start praying to and obeying their coach, the 
Lord Jesus, joy will once again fill their club house, and it could once again be 
one of those kind of seasons for the prince of darkness and his Demons. 
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Saturday, June 12 

Depart at Noon for a 6:10 p.m. game 
$42.00 per person, non-refundable 

Includes transportation and 
admission to the game 

5 tickets are still available 
Payable to HUMC by May 9 
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3 yds Cotton or cotton-blend solid color  
 or print fabric 
1 pair sewing scissors 
1 pkg. needles 
1 spool of matching thread 
5-8 matching buttons 
Wrap sewing notions in the fabric and place in a sealed one-gallon plas-
tic bag.   
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       The HUMC Co-Ed softball 
team is forming up for the sum-
mer.  All games will be played 
Monday evenings at Sherman 
Park.  Contact team coach, 
Tracy Boone at 553-1569 if you 
would like to be 
on the team.  At 
leas t  th ree 
women must 
play in every 
game. Get on 
the team, it will be FUN!!!  

head, located the star running back, and then scrambled to his feet to run to-
wards him as fast as he could and with all of his might.  But as he got to his 
feet he could take no more than a couple steps before something 
started pulling him back.  Somehow as the lineman slid over the choir boy, the 
lacing loops of the lineman’s cleats got snagged on the only protective gear the 
choir boy wore that day, an athletic supporter that peaked out above the top 
edge of his shepherd’s pants.  As the supporter band stretched as tightly as it 
possibly could, the snagged shoe flew off the lineman’s foot, shot over the head 
of the choir boy, and hit the star running back squarely in the forehead.  The 
star running back’s massive and athletic body crumpled to the ground like a 
sack of rocks, hitting his head so hard, his helmet cracked and bounced away.  
Though Satan’s best trainers were immediately to his side, he was out cold, 
and never played again.  In his heart the choir boy could hear his coach say, 
“That’s all I need you to do today.  Good job.”  He returned to the sidelines with 
the star running back’s helmet as a memento of the game;  he was so small 
and it was so large he had to drag it behind him.  The Saints took the champi-
onship that year.  When the choir boy retold the story, those who discounted 
the usefulness of prayer or the wisdom of the coach, started seeing things dif-
ferently.  Instead of getting so caught up in whose job was most important, or 
which player was most gifted, or what anybody thought was wrong with some 
assistant coach, they focused on the coach, the strengths and weaknesses of 
the opponent they were facing, and then supporting one another through prayer 
both in practice and in the big game. Their game plan became; listen to the 
coach, and hit hard and hit smart for four solid quarters. 
 Memories of such terrifying nightmares are enough to keep the prince of 
darkness up nervously pacing the floor at night.  It’s not just that some bad sea-
son was lost in the past, it’s that it might be repeated in the future.  And such 
frightening seasons can seemingly come out of nowhere!  Just the other day he 
heard the Hilltop Saints are working to field a team again, and this time in train-
ing camp they are starting to toss around openly the P word.  So long as they 
stay disconnected from their champion winning coach, or focusing on every-
thing but their job in the game, any team they field will be easily defeated.  And 
how could it be otherwise when the only thing they want to hit when they get on 
the field are their own players.  But I know the players on that team, and the 
brilliance of their coach; if they start praying to and obeying their coach, the 
Lord Jesus, joy will once again fill their club house, and it could once again be 
one of those kind of seasons for the prince of darkness and his Demons. 
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Saturday, June 12 

Depart at Noon for a 6:10 p.m. game 
$42.00 per person, non-refundable 

Includes transportation and 
admission to the game 

5 tickets are still available 
Payable to HUMC by May 9 
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3 yds Cotton or cotton-blend solid 
color  
 or print fabric 
1 pair sewing scissors 
1 pkg. needles 
1 spool of matching thread 
5-8 matching buttons 
Wrap sewing notions in the fabric and place in a sealed one-gallon plas-
tic bag.   
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       The HUMC Co-Ed softball 
team is forming up for the sum-
mer.  All games will be played 
Monday evenings at Sherman 
Park.  Contact team coach, Tracy 
Boone at 553-1569 if you would 
like to be on the 
team.  At least 
three women 
must play in 
every game. Get 
on the team, it 
will be FUN!!!  

head, located the star running back, and then scrambled to his feet to run towards 
him as fast as he could and with all of his might.  But as he got to his feet he 
could take no more than a couple steps before something started pulling 
him back.  Somehow as the lineman slid over the choir boy, the lacing loops of 
the lineman’s cleats got snagged on the only protective gear the choir boy wore 
that day, an athletic supporter that peaked out above the top edge of his shep-
herd’s pants.  As the supporter band stretched as tightly as it possibly could, the 
snagged shoe flew off the lineman’s foot, shot over the head of the choir boy, and 
hit the star running back squarely in the forehead.  The star running back’s mas-
sive and athletic body crumpled to the ground like a sack of rocks, hitting his head 
so hard, his helmet cracked and bounced away.  Though Satan’s best trainers 
were immediately to his side, he was out cold, and never played again.  In his 
heart the choir boy could hear his coach say, “That’s all I need you to do today.  
Good job.”  He returned to the sidelines with the star running back’s helmet as a 
memento of the game;  he was so small and it was so large he had to drag it be-
hind him.  The Saints took the championship that year.  When the choir boy retold 
the story, those who discounted the usefulness of prayer or the wisdom of the 
coach, started seeing things differently.  Instead of getting so caught up in whose 
job was most important, or which player was most gifted, or what anybody thought 
was wrong with some assistant coach, they focused on the coach, the strengths 
and weaknesses of the opponent they were facing, and then supporting one an-
other through prayer both in practice and in the big game. Their game plan be-
came; listen to the coach, and hit hard and hit smart for four solid quarters. 
 Memories of such terrifying nightmares are enough to keep the prince of dark-
ness up nervously pacing the floor at night.  It’s not just that some bad season 
was lost in the past, it’s that it might be repeated in the future.  And such frighten-
ing seasons can seemingly come out of nowhere!  Just the other day he heard the 
Hilltop Saints are working to field a team again, and this time in training camp they 
are starting to toss around openly the P word.  So long as they stay disconnected 
from their champion winning coach, or focusing on everything but their job in the 
game, any team they field will be easily defeated.  And how could it be otherwise 
when the only thing they want to hit when they get on the field are their own play-
ers.  But I know the players on that team, and the brilliance of their coach; if they 
start praying to and obeying their coach, the Lord Jesus, joy will once again fill 
their club house, and it could once again be one of those kind of seasons for the 
prince of darkness and his Demons. 
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Saturday, June 12 

Depart at Noon for a 6:10 p.m. game 
$42.00 per person, non-refundable 

Includes transportation and 
admission to the game 

5 tickets are still available 
Payable to HUMC by May 9 

 
+
%	���3	���

3 yds Cotton or cotton-blend solid color  
 or print fabric 
1 pair sewing scissors 
1 pkg. needles 
1 spool of matching thread 
5-8 matching buttons 
Wrap sewing notions in the fabric and place in a sealed one-gallon plastic 
bag.   

��
�����������������
       The HUMC Co-Ed softball 
team is forming up for the sum-
mer.  All games will be played 
Monday evenings at Sherman 
Park.  Contact team coach, 
Tracy Boone at 553-1569 if you 
would like to be on the team.  At 
least three 
women must 
play in every 
game. Get on 
the team, it will 
be FUN!!!  
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