
When she was free, the divers say she 

swam in what seemed like joyous circles. 

She then came back to each and every 

diver, one at a time, and nudged them, 

pushed them gently around as though 

she was thanking them.  Some said it was 

the most incredibly 

beautiful experience of 

their lives.  The guy 

who cut the rope out of 

her mouth says her eye 

was following him the 

whole time, and he will 

never be the same. 

The Resurrection of 

Our Lord Jesus Christ 

sets us free from the main thing that has 

us tangled ð death.  We are free to live 

and love and serve to help others know 

the same kind of freedom and joy and 

hope we know in The Risen Christ.  

Happy Easter to you and all those you 

hold dear! 

Love, Pastor Ford  

From the Pastoré  The front page 

story of the SF Chronicle on Thursday, Dec. 

15, 2005, told about a female humpback 

whale who had become entangled in a spider 

web of crab traps and lines. She was 

weighted down by hundreds of pounds of 

traps that caused her to 

struggle to stay afloat. 

She also had hundreds 

of yards of line (rope) 

wrapped around her 

body-her tail, her torso, 

a line tugging in her 

mouth. 

A fisherman spotted her 

just east of the Farralone Islands (outside 

the Golden Gate) and radioed an environ-

mental group for help. Within a few hours, 

the rescue team arrived and determined that 

she was so bad off, the only way to save her 

was to dive in and untangle her-a very dan-

gerous proposition. One slap of the tail could 

kill a rescuer. They worked for hours with 

curved knives and eventually freed her. 
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young man missed as he churned within, preoccupied and 
boiling with anxiety. He didn't even notice how lovely the 
sunset was that day. 

Twilight found them in what looked like a huge, colorful gar-
den. The old man breathed in the aroma, listened to the bub-
bling brook, and pulled the ox to a halt. "Let's sleep here," he 
sighed. 

"This is the last trip I'm taking with you," snapped his son. 
"You're more interested in watching sunsets and smelling 
flowers, than in making money!" 

"Why, that's the nicest thing you've said in a long time," 
smiled the dad. A couple of minutes later he was snoring - as 
his boy glared back at the stars. The night dragged slowly, the 
son was restless. 

Before sunrise the young man hurriedly shook the father 
awake. They hitched up and went on. About a mile down the 
road they happened upon another farmer - a total stranger - 
trying to pull his cart out of a ditch. 

"Let's give him a hand," 
whispered the old man. 

"And lose more time?" 
the boy exploded. 

"Relax, son... you might 
be in a ditch yourself. We need to help others in need - don't 
forget that." The boy looked away in anger. 

It was almost eight o'clock that morning by the time the other 
cart was back on the road. Suddenly, a great flash split the 
sky. What sounded like thunder followed. Beyond the hills, 
the sky grew dark. 

"Looks like big rain in the city," said the old man. 

"If we had hurried, we'd be almost sold out by now," grum-
bled his son. 

"Take it easy... you'll last longer. And you'll enjoy life so much 
more," counseled the kind old gentlemen. 

It was late in the afternoon by 
the time they got to the hill 
overlooking the city. They 
stopped and stared down at it 
for a long time. Neither of them 
said a word. Finally, the young 
man put his hand on his father's 
shoulder and said, "I see what 
you mean, Dad." They turned 
their cart around and began to 
roll slowly away from what had 
once been the city of Hiroshima. 

Billy Rose 
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IF WE WOULD HAVE HURRIED 

 

There once was a fellow who, with his dad, farmed a little 
piece of land.  Several times a year they would load up the 
old ox-drawn cart with vegetables and go into the nearest 
city to sell their produce. Except for their name and patch 
of ground, father and son had little in common. The old 
man believed in taking it easy. The boy was usually in a 
hurry - the go-getter type. 

One morning, bright and early, they 
hitched up the ox to the loaded cart and 
started on the long journey. The son 
figured that if they walked faster, kept 
going all day and night, they'd make the 
market by early the next morning. So he 
kept prodding the ox with a stick, urging 
the beast to get a move on. 

"Take it easy, Son," said the old man. "You'll last longer." 

"But if we get to the market ahead of the others, we'll have 
a better chance of getting good prices," argued the son. 

No reply. Dad just pulled his hat down over his eyes and fell 
asleep on the seat. Itchy and irritated, the young man kept 
goading the ox to walk faster. His stubborn pace refused to 
change. 

Four hours and four miles down the road, they came to a 
little house. The father woke up, smiled and said, "Here's 
your uncle's place. Let's stop in and say 'hello.'" 

"But we've lost an hour already," complained the hotshot. 

"Then a few more minutes won't matter. My brother and I 
live so close, yet we see each other so seldom," the father 
answered slowly. 

The boy fidgeted and fumed while the two old men 
laughed and talked away almost an hour. On the move 
again, the man took his turn leading the ox. As they ap-
proached a fork in the road, the father led the ox to the 
right. 

"The left is the shorter way," said the son. 

"I know it," replied the old man, "but this way is so much 
prettier." 

"Have you no respect for time?" the 
young man asked impatiently. 

"Oh, I respect it very much! That's 
why I like to look at beauty and en-
joy each moment to the fullest." 
The winding path led through grace-
ful meadows, wildflowers and along 
a rippling stream - all of which the 
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March 14é 

CROP Walk     
Our Crop Walkers did a terrific job this 

year. Thank you to all who participated 

and all who walked including Ken Feick, 

Thomas Feick, Don Donohoe, Mike Farst, 

Peter van Ettinger, Susan Feick, Toots 

Reynolds, Karl Hoff, Sam Farst, Pastor 

Ford, Elsie Ford, Sean Farst, Amelia Feick, 

Tiz Farst, and Allyssa Chacon. 

 

Great Job!!!  

Rick Burnham, David Woods, Orville Paulson, 
Dave Garman, Veronica Detricks, Ben Haile, Jane 

Hanson, Larry Campbell, Brad Gamble, Donald 
Schipper, Kelly Beinhorn, Austin Tome, Betty 
Hoffland, Al Christainson, Mike House, Bette 
Taubert, Edna Ford, Carmen Anderson, Pat 

Quick, Claire Chacon -Hake, Dorothy Baldridge, 
Edith Nordby, and Cathy Anderson.  

4/6ðBen Haile 
4/7ðBonnie Donohoe 

4/11ðJeff Zonick 
4/12ðAdriana Sanchez 

4/18ðBrad Lindahl  
4/27ðCharles Cricks 

4/27ðMeg Carter 
4/29ðAndrew Rouse 

4/30ðNathan Barrows 
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To know and serve 
Jesus Christ, to grow 
in faith and share 
Godôs love with all 

Birthdayôs this Month! 


