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WHAT IS A SOLDIER?
The average age of the military man is 19 years. He is a
short haired, tight-muscled kid
who, under
normal circumstances
is
considered by society as half
man,
half
boy. Not yet
dry behind
the
ears,
not old enough to buy a beer,
but old enough to die for his
country. He never really cared
much for work and he would
rather wax his own car than
wash his father's, but he has
never collected unemployment either.
He's a recent High School
graduate; he was probably
an average student, pursued
some form of sport activities,
drives a ten year old jalopy,
and has a steady girlfriend
that either broke up with him
when he left, or swears to be
waiting when he returns from
half a world away. He listens
to rock and roll or hip-hop or
rap or jazz or swing and a
155mm howitzer.
He is 10 or 15 pounds lighter
now than when he was at
home because he is working
or fighting from before dawn
to well after dusk. He has trouble spelling, thus letter writing

is a pain for him, but he can
field strip a rifle in 30 seconds
and reassemble it in less time
in the dark. He can recite to
you the nomenclature of a
machine gun or grenade
launcher and use either one
effectively if he must. He digs
foxholes and latrines and can
apply first aid like a professional.
He can march until he is told
to stop, or stop until he is told
to march. He obeys orders instantly and without hesitation,
but he is not without spirit or
individual dignity. He is selfsufficient.
He has two sets of fatigues:
he washes one and wears the
other. He keeps his canteens
full and his feet dry.
He sometimes forgets to
brush his teeth, but never to
clean his rifle. He can cook his
own meals, mend his own
clothes, and fix his own hurts.
If you're thirsty, he'll share his
water with you; if you are hungry, his food. He'll even split his
ammunition with you in the
midst of battle when you run
low.
He has learned to use his
hands like weapons and
weapons like they were his
hands.
He can save your life - or
take it, because that is his job.
He will often do twice the
work of a civilian, draw half
the pay, and still find ironic humor in it all.
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He has seen more suffering
and death than he should
have in his short lifetime.
He has wept in public and in
private, for friends who have
fallen in combat and is unashamed.
He feels every note of the
National
Anthem
vibrate
through his body while at rigid
attention, while tempering the
burning desire to 'squareaway ' those around him who
haven't bothered to stand, remove their hat, or even stop
talking. In an odd twist, day in
and day out, far from home,
he defends their right to be
disrespectful.
Just as did his Father, Grandfather, & Great-grandfather,
he is paying the price for our
freedom. Beardless or not, he
is not a boy. He is the American Fighting Man that has
kept this country free for over
200 years.
He has asked nothing in return, except our friendship
and understanding.
Remember him, always, for
he has earned our respect
and admiration with his blood.
And now we even have
women over
there in danger,
doing
their part in
this tradition
of going to
War when our
nation calls us
to do so.
E-MAIL: daddyman@tds.net
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NOW THAT'S GOD
It was one of the hottest days of
the dry season. We had not seen
rain in almost a month. The crops
were dying. Cows had stopped
giving milk. The creeks and
streams were long gone back into
the earth. It was a dry season that
would bankrupt several farmers
before it was through.
Every day, my husband and his
brothers would go about the arduous process of trying to get water to the fields. Lately this process
had involved taking a truck to the
local water rendering plant and
filling it up with water. But severe
rationing had cut everyone off. If
we didn’t see some rain soon...we
would lose everything.
It was on this day that I learned
the true lesson of sharing and witnessed the only miracle I have
seen with my own eyes. I was in
the kitchen making lunch for my
husband and his brothers when I
saw my six-year-old son, Billy, walking toward the woods. He wasn't
walking with the usual carefree
abandon of a youth but with a
serious purpose. I could only see
his back. He was obviously walking with a great effort ... trying to
be as still as possible. Minutes after
he disappeared into the woods,
he came running out again, toward the house. I went back to
making sandwiches; thinking that
whatever task he had been doing
was completed. Moments later,
however, he was once again
walking in that slow purposeful
stride toward the woods. This activity went on for an hour: walking
carefully to the woods, running
back to the house.
Finally I couldn't take it any
longer and I crept out of the
house and followed him on his
journey (being very careful not to
be seen...as he was obviously doing important work and didn't
need his Mommy checking up on

him). He was cupping both
hands in front of him as he
walked, being very careful not
to spill the water he held in
them ... maybe two or three tablespoons were held in his tiny
hands. I sneaked close as he
went into the woods. Branches
and thorns slapped his little face,
but he did not try to avoid them.

He had a much higher purpose.
As I leaned in to spy on him, I
saw the most amazing site.
Several large deer loomed in
front of him. Billy walked right up
to them. I almost screamed for
him to get away. A huge buck
with elaborate antlers was dangerously close. But the buck did
not threaten him...he didn't even
move as Billy knelt down. And I
saw a tiny fawn lying on the
ground; obviously suffering from
dehydration
and
heat
exhaustion,
lift its head
with great
effort
to
lap up the
water
cupped in
my beautiful
boy's
hand.
When the
water was gone, Billy jumped up
to run back to the house and I
hid behind a tree.
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I followed him back to the house
to a spigot to which we had shut
off the water. Billy opened it all
the way up and a small trickle began to creep out. He knelt there,
letting the drip, drip slowly fill up
his makeshift "cup," as the sun
beat down on his little back. And
it came clear to me: The trouble
he had gotten into for playing
with the hose the week before.
The lecture he had received
about the importance of not
wasting water. The reason he didn't ask me to help him. It took almost twenty minutes for the drops
to fill his hands. When he stood up
and began the trek back, I was
there in front of him.
His little eyes just filled with tears.
"I'm not wasting," was all he said.
As he began his walk, I joined
him...with a small pot of water
from the kitchen. I let him tend to
the fawn. I stayed away. It was his
job. I stood on the edge of the
woods watching the most beautiful heart I have ever known working so hard to save another life. As
the tears that rolled down my
face began to hit the ground,
other
drops...and
more
drops...and more suddenly joined
them. I looked up at the sky. It was
as if God, himself, was weeping
with pride.
Some will probably say that this
was all just a huge coincidence.
Those miracles don't really exist.
That it was bound to rain sometime. And I can't argue with that...
I'm not going to try. All I can say is
that the rain that came that day
saved our farm...just like the actions of one little boy saved another.
I don't know if anyone will read
this...but I had to send it out. To
honor the memory of my beautiful
Billy, who was taken from me
much too soon... But not before
showing me the true face of God,
in a little, sunburned body.
♦ Received from Pastor Hossler
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ONALASKA’S HAPPENINGS
EARLY WORSHIP 8:00 AM
SUNDAY SCHOOL 9:45 AM
MORNING WORSHIP 11:00 AM
~

COMMUNITY
EVENTS

MONDAYS

SATURDAY, JULY 2nd

LADIES BIBLE STUDY
2:00 PM
~

SCRAP BOOKING
10:00 AM
~

TUESDAYS

WEDNESDAY, JULY 18th

AL-ANON MEETING
6:00 PM
~

SENIORS ON THE GO
12:00 NOON
~

WEDNESDAYS

THURSDAY, JULY 19th

SOUP & SANDWICHES
6:00 PM
~
BIBLE STUDY
6:30 PM
~

AMERICAN LEGION
6:OO PM

SATURDAY, JULY 14th
CHURCH COUNCIL MEETING
9:00 AM

~

LADIES LUNCHEON
12:00 PM
~

SUNDAY, JULY15th
FOOD BANK SUNDAY
~

SATURDAY, JULY 21st
MEN’S BREAKFAST
AT
KIMBERLY ELLEN’S
8:00 AM
~
BUILDING COMMITTEE
MEETING
10:00 AM
~
God loves you because of who
God is, not because of anything
you did or didn't do.

PNA EVENTS
JULY 15th - 17th
SENIOR ADULT CAMP
@
DOUBLE K

~
JULY 17th– 21st

CLIMB ‘12 (Family Camp)
@
DOUBLE K
~

JULY 26th - JULY 29th
JUNIOR CAMP
@
DOUBLE K
~

JULY 30th - AUGUST 2nd
JUNIOR HIGH CAMP
@
DOUBLE K
~
When it comes to chocolate,
resistance is futile.
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CHURCH LIGHTING
Several centuries ago in a
mountain village in Europe, a
wealthy nobleman wondered
what legacy he should leave to
his townspeople. He made a
good decision. He decided to
build them a church. No one
was permitted to see the plans
or the inside of the church until it
was finished. At its grand opening, the people gathered and
marveled at the beauty of the
new church. Everything had
been thought of and included.
It was a masterpiece. But then
someone said, “Wait a minute!
Where are the lamps? It is really
quite dark in here.
How will the church
be lighted?” The nobleman pointed to
some brackets in the
walls, and then he
gave each family a
lamp, which they
were to bring with
them each time they came to
worship.
“Each time you are here”, the
nobleman said, “the place
where you are seated will be
lighted. Each time you are not
here, that place will be dark. This
is to remind you that whenever
you fail to come to church,
some part of God’s house will
be dark.
That’s a poignant story, isn’t it?
And it makes a very significant
point about the importance of
our commitment and loyalty to
the church.
What if every member of your
church supported the church
just as you do? What kind of
church would you have?
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THANKS FOR YOUR
TIME
Over the phone, his mother
told him, "Mr. Belser died last
night. The funeral is Wednesday."
Memories
flashed
through his mind like an old
newsreel as he sat quietly remembering
his
childhood
days.
"Jack, did you hear me?"
"Oh, sorry, Mom. Yes, I heard
you. It's been so long since I
thought of him. I'm sorry, but I
honestly thought he died years
ago,"
Jack
said..
"Well, he didn't forget you.
Every time I saw him he'd ask
how you were doing. He'd
reminisce about the many
days you spent over 'his side of
the fence' as he put it," Mom
told him.
"I loved that old house he
lived in," Jack said.
"You know, Jack, after your
father died, Mr. Belser stepped
in to make sure you had a
man's influence in your life,"
she said
"He's the one who taught me
carpentry," he said. "I wouldn't
be in this business if it weren't
for him. He spent a lot of time
teaching me things he thought
were important...Mom, I'll be
there for the funeral," Jack
said.
As busy as he was, he kept
his word. Jack caught the next
flight to his hometown. Mr. Belser's funeral was small and uneventful. He had no children of
his own, and most of his relatives had passed away.
The night before he had to
return home, Jack and his
Mom stopped by to see the

old house next door one
more time.
Standing in the doorway,
Jack paused for a moment. It
was like crossing over into another dimension, a leap
through space and time The
house was exactly as he remembered. Every step held
memories. Every
picture,
every
piece of furniture....Jack
stopped
suddenly.
"What's wrong,
Jack?" his Mom
asked.
"The
box
is
gone," he said.
"What box?" Mom asked.
"There was a small gold box
that he kept locked on top of
his desk. I must have asked
him a thousand times what
was inside. All he'd ever tell
me was 'the thing I value
most,'" Jack said.
It was gone. Everything
about the house was exactly
how Jack remembered it, except for the box. He figured
someone from the Belser family had taken it.
"Now I'll never know what
was so valuable to him," Jack
said. "I better get some sleep.
I have an early flight home,
Mom."
It had been about two
weeks since Mr. Belser died
Returning home from work
one day Jack discovered a
note in his mailbox. "Signature
required on a package. No
one at home. Please stop by
the main post office within
the next three days," the note
read.
Early the next day Jack re-
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trieved the package. The small
box was old and looked like it
had been mailed a hundred
years ago. The handwriting
was difficult to read, but the
return address caught his attention. "Mr. Harold Belser" it
read. Jack took the box out to
his car and ripped open the
package.
There
inside was the gold
box and an envelope. Jack's hands
shook as he read
the note inside.
"Upon my death,
please forward this
box and its contents to Jack Bennett. It's the thing I
valued most in my life." A small
key was taped to the letter. His
heart racing, as tears filling his
eyes, Jack carefully unlocked
the box. There inside he found
a beautiful gold pocket watch.
Running his fingers slowly over
the finely etched casing, he
unlatched the cover. Inside he
found these words engraved:
"Jack, Thanks for your time! Harold Belser."
"The
thing he
valued
most
was...my
time"
Jack
held the
watch for a few minutes, then
called his office and cleared
his appointments for the next
two days. "Why?" Janet, his assistant asked.
"I need some time to spend
with my son," he said.
"Oh, by the way, Janet,
thanks for your time!"
Received from Joe Downs
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Q
U
I
Z
Last month four people were
able to come up with the correct answer to the quiz. There
were Bernice Lax, Sarah Frase,
Katie Jackson and Kathleen
Mulkins. The answer was King
Josiah and Hilkiah the priest
and is found in the 34 Chapter
of 2 Chronicles.
Here is this month’s quiz.
They wanted me to go with
them,
Down to the river but not to
swim.
They made some plans that I
would approve
So I went with them as they
knew I would.
Each one had a job to do,
To carry wood or use a tool.
But then one man came to me
and sighed,
“I lost it, I lost it, was what he
cried.
I borrowed it from a friend today,
And now its gone what can I
say.
I lost it, I lost it was his cry
If I don’t return it I’ll just die.”
I followed him to the very spot
Where he had worked when it
was lost.
While I was working it fell apart
And now I’m here with a broken heart.
My heart went out to this broken man
God can fix it I know He can.
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So I took a stick and threw it
down
And the thing that was lost once
more was found.
Now tell me my name if you
thing you can.
And a candy bar will end up in
your hand.

FARMER MARINE
West Virginia farm kid in the US
Marines (now at San Diego Marine Corps Recruit Training)
Dear Ma and Pa, I
am well. Hope you
are. Tell Brother Walt
and Brother Elmer
the Marine Corps beats working
for old man Minch by a
mile. Tell them to join up quick
before all of the places are
filled.
I was restless at first, because
you get to stay in bed till nearly
6 a.m. But I am getting so I like
to sleep late. Tell Walt and
Elmer all you do before breakfast is smooth your cot, and
shine some things. No hogs to
slop, feed to pitch, mash to mix,
wood to split, fire to lay, it’s
practically nothing.
All men got to shave but... it is
not so bad, there's warm water.
Breakfast is strong on trimmings
like fruit juice, cereal, eggs, bacon, etc., but kind of weak on
chops, potatoes, ham, steak,
fried eggplant, pie and other
regular food, but tell Walt and
Elmer you can always sit by the
two city boys that live on coffee. Their food, plus yours, holds
you until noon when you get fed
again. It's no wonder these city
boys can't walk much.
We go on 'route marches,'
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which the platoon sergeant
says are long walks to harden
us. If he thinks so, it's not my
place to tell him different. A
'route march' is about as far as
to our mailbox at home.
Then the city guys get sore feet
and we all ride back in trucks.
The sergeant is like a school
teacher. He nags a lot. The
Captain is like the school
board. Majors and colonels
just
ride
around
and
frown. They don't bother you
none.
This next will kill
Walt and Elmer
with laughing. I
keep getting medals for shooting. I
don't know why. The bulls-eye
is near as big as a chipmunk
head and don't move, and it
ain't shooting at you like the
Higgett boys at home. All you
got to do is lie there all comfortable and hit it.
You
don't even load your own cartridges. They come in boxes.
Then we have what they call
hand-to-hand combat training. You get to wrestle with
them city boys. I have to be
real careful though, they break
real easy. It ain't like fighting
with that ole bull at home. I'm
about the best they got in this
except for that Tug Jordan
from over in Silver Lake. I only
beat him once. He joined up
the same time as me, but I'm
only 5'6' and 130 pounds and
he's 6'8' and near 300 pounds
dry.
Be sure to tell Walt and Elmer
to hurry and join before other
fellers get onto this setup and
come stampeding in.
Your loving daughter,
Alice

