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I have used this story before
it is one of my favorite stories
of Easter.

WHAT WAS IN
JEREMY’S EGG?
Jeremy was born with a twisted
body, a slow mind and a chronic, terminal illness that had been
slowly killing him all his young life.
Still his parents had tried to give
him as normal a life as possible
and had sent him to St. Theresa's
Elementary School.
At the age of 12, Jeremy was
only in second grade, seemingly
unable to learn. His teacher, Doris Miller, often became exasperated with him. He would squirm
in his seat, drool and make grunting noises. At other times, he
spoke clearly and distinctly, as if
a spot of light had penetrated
the darkness of his brain. Most of
the time, however, Jeremy irritated his teacher.
One day, she called his parents
and asked them to come to St.
Theresa's for a consultation. As
they sat quietly in the empty
classroom, Doris said to them,
"Jeremy really belongs in a special school. It isn't fair to him to
be with younger children who
don't have learning problems.
Why, there is a five-year gap between his age and that of the
other students!"
Mrs. Forrester cried softly into a
tissue while her husband spoke.
"Miss Miller," he said, "there is no
school of that kind nearby. It
would be a terrible shock for Jeremy if we had to take him out of
this school. We know he really

likes it here."
Doris sat for a long time after
they left, staring at the snow outside the window. Its coldness
seemed to seep into her soul.
She wanted to sympathize with
the Forrester’s. After all, their only
child had a terminal illness. But it
wasn't fair to keep him in her
class. She had 18 other youngsters to teach and Jeremy was a
distraction.
Furthermore,
he
would never learn to read or
write. Why waste any more time
trying?
As she pondered the situation,
guilt washed over her. "Oh God,"
she said aloud, "here I am complaining when my problems are
nothing compared with that
poor family! Please help me to
be more patient with Jeremy."
From that day on, she tried to
ignore Jeremy's noises and his
blank stares. Then one day he
limped to her desk, dragging his
bad leg behind him. "I love you,
Miss Miller," he exclaimed loudly
enough for the whole class to
hear. The other children snickered, and Doris's face turned red.
She stammered, "Wh-Why, that's
very nice, Jeremy. Now please
take your seat."
Spring came, and the children
talked excitedly about the coming of Easter. Doris told them of
the story of Jesus, and then to
emphasize the idea of new life
springing forth, she gave each of
the children a large plastic egg.
"Now," she said to them, "I want
you to take this home and bring
it back tomorrow with something
inside that shows new life. Do you
understand?"
"Yes, Miss Miller!" the children re-
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sponded enthusiastically - all except for Jeremy. He just listened
intently, his eyes never left her
face. He did not even make his
usual noises. Had he understood
what she had said about Jesus'
death and resurrection? Did he
understand the assignment? Perhaps she should call his parents

and explain the project to them.
That evening, Doris's kitchen
sink stopped up. She called the
landlord and waited an hour for
him to come by and unclog it.
After that, she still had to shop for
groceries, iron a blouse and prepare a vocabulary test for the
next day. She completely forgot
about phoning Jeremy's parents.
The next morning, 19 children
came to school, laughing and
talking as they placed their eggs
in the large wicker basket on Miss
Miller's desk. After they completed their Math lesson, it was time
to open the eggs. In the first egg,
Doris found a flower. "Oh yes, a
flower is certainly a sign of new
life," she said. "When plants peek
through the ground we know
that spring is here." A small girl in
the first row waved her arms.
"That's my egg, Miss Miller," she
called out.
(See Jeremy pg. 2)
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The next egg contained a plastic butterfly, which looked very real. Doris held it up, "We all know
that a caterpillar changes and
grows into a beautiful butterfly.
Yes that is new life, too." Little Judy
smiled proudly and said, "Miss Miller, that one is mine."
Next, Doris found a rock with
moss on it. She explained that the
moss, too, showed life. Billy spoke
up from the back of the classroom. "My Daddy helped me!" he
beamed.
Then Doris opened the fourth
egg. She gasped. The egg was
empty! Surely it must be Jeremy's
she
thought,
and
of
course, he
did not understand
her instructions. If only she had
not forgotten to phone his parents. Because
she did not want to embarrass
him, she quietly set the egg aside
and reached for another. Suddenly Jeremy spoke up.
"Miss Miller, aren't you going to
talk about my egg?" Flustered,
Doris replied, "but Jeremy - your
egg is empty!" He looked into her
eyes and said softly, "Yes, but Jesus' tomb was empty too!"
Time stopped. When she could
speak again, Doris asked him, "Do
you know why the tomb was
empty?" "Oh yes!" Jeremy exclaimed. "Jesus was killed and put
in there. Then His Father raised Him
up!"
The recess bell rang. While the
children excitedly ran out to the
school yard, Doris cried. The cold
inside her melted completely
away.
Three months later Jeremy died.
Those who paid their respects at
the mortuary were surprised to see
19 eggs on top of his casket, all of
them empty.

THE STORY OF
EDITH BURNS
Edith Burns was a wonderful
Christian who lived in San Antonio, Texas. She was the patient
of a doctor by the name of Will
Phillips. Dr. Phillips was a gentle
doctor who saw patients as people. His favorite patient was Edith
Burns.
One morning he went to his office with a heavy heart and it
was because of Edith Burns.
When he walked into that waiting room, there sat Edith with her
big black Bible in her lap earnestly talking to a young mother
sitting beside her.
Edith
Burns had
a habit of
introducing
herself
in
this
way:
"Hello, my
name
is
Edith Burns.
Do you believe in Easter?" Then
she would explain the meaning
of Easter, and many times people would be saved.
Dr. Phillips walked into that office and there he saw the head
nurse, Beverly. Beverly had first
met Edith when she was taking
her blood pressure. Edith began
by saying, "My name is Edith
Burns. Do you believe in Easter?"
Beverly said, "Why yes I do." Edith
said, "Well, what do you believe
about Easter?" Beverly said,
"Well, it's all about egg hunts, going to church, and dressing up."
Edith kept pressing her about the
real meaning of Easter, and finally led her to a saving
knowledge of Jesus Christ.
Dr. Phillips said, "Beverly, don't
call Edith into the office quite
yet. I believe there is another delivery taking place in the waiting
room.
After being called back in the
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doctor's office, Edith sat down
and when she took a look at the
doctor she said, "Dr. Will, why are
you so sad? Are you reading your
Bible? Are you praying?" Dr. Phillips said gently, "Edith, I'm the doctor and you're the patient." With a
heavy heart he said, "Your lab report came back and it says you
have cancer, and Edith, you're
not going to live very long." Edith
said, "Why Dr. Will Phillips, shame
on you. Why are you so sad? Do
you think God makes mistakes?
You have just told me I'm going to
see my precious Lord Jesus, my
husband, and my friends. You
have just told me that I am going
to celebrate Easter forever, and
here you are having difficulty
giving me my ticket!" Dr. Phillips
thought to himself, "What a magnificent woman this Edith Burns is!"
Edith continued coming to Dr.
Phillips. Christmas came and the
office was closed through January 3rd. On the day the office
opened, Edith did not show up.
Later that afternoon, Edith called
Dr. Phillips and said she would
have to be moving her story to
the hospital and said, "Will, I'm
very near home, so would you
make sure that they put women in
here next to me in my room who
need to know about Easter."
Well, they did just that and
women began to come in and
share that room with Edith. Many
women were saved. Everybody
on that floor from staff to patients
were so excited about Edith, that
they started calling her Edith Easter; that is everyone except Phyllis
Cross, the head nurse.
Phyllis made it plain that she
wanted nothing to do with Edith
because she was a "religious nut".
She had been a nurse in an army
hospital. She had seen it all and
heard it all. She was the original G.
I. Jane. She had been married
three times, she was hard, cold,
and did everything by the book.
(see Edith pg. 4)
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ONALASKA’S HAPPENINGS
SUNDAYS

THURSDAY, APRIL 17th

MORNING WORSHIP 8:15 AM
& 11:00 AM
SUNDAY SCHOOL 9:45 AM

AMERICAN LEGION: 6:00 PM

~

WEDNESDAYS
SOUP & SANDWICHES
5:45 PM

~

BIBLE STUDY
6:15 PM

~

SATURDAY, APRIL 12th
MEN’S BREAKFAST
IN THE FELLOWSHIP HALL
8:00 AM

~

CHURCH COUNCIL MEETING
9:30 AM

~

LADIES LUNCHEON
12:00 NOON

~

SUNDAY, APRIL 20th
FOOD BANK SUNDAY

~

SATURDAY, APRIL 26th
PASTA WAR: 5:00 PM

~
SUNDAY, APRIL 27
SPECIAL BUSINESS MEETING
FOLLOWING 11:00 AM SERVICE

~

COMMUNITY EVENTS
TUESDAYS
AL-ANON: 6:00 PM

~

MONDAY, APRIL 14th
TEA & PRAISE HERE: 10:00 AM
SHOESTRING COMMUNITY CHURCH
~

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 16th
SENIORS ON THE GO: 12:00 NOON

~

~

PNA EVENTS
WARM
Please keep our Pastor in prayer as he attends the annual
WARM (Western Area Regional
Ministerium) of the Church of
God at the Lynchwood Church
of God, in Portland, Oregon,
April 29-May 1, 2014. This is an
excellent opportunity for inspiration, learning, fellowship and rejuvenation. This year’s guest presenters include Leonard Sweet,
Merle Strege and Jim Lyons the
General Director of the Church
of God.

~

SOUTH SEATTLE
Over the past year the PNA
has been preparing for the
planting of a new missional community based church south of
Seattle. We are excited to announce that after an extensive
search Keven and Darcy Dicker-
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man have been chosen as Ministry
Leaders for this new project. This
ministry couple are no
strangers
to
the Northwest
or the PNA, as
they
have
their roots here
and
have
served
here
previously. We
are looking forward to having them
and their two children move from
Pennsylvania to our region by
March. Please pray for them during
this transition and as this new ministry and church are launched.

GIVING THE BRIDE AWAY
All eyes were on the radiant
bride as her father escorted her
down the aisle. They reached the
altar and the waiting groom; the
bride kissed her father and placed
something in his hand.
The guests in the front pews responded with ripples of laughter.
Even the priest smiled broadly.
As her father gave her away in
marriage, the bride gave him
back his credit card.

PASTA WAR:
We are going to have a “Pasta War”, Saturday April 26, 2014. Several years ago we had the “Battle of the Meatloaf”, this time it will be
a “Pasta War”, There are many different ways you can fix pasta and
we want to see who can make the best pasta
dish. Some will make a hot pasta dish while
others may make a pasta salad. If you do not
wish to make a pasta dish you can bring potluck.
We will all get a chance to taste the different pasta dishes
and will award a special prize to the best
pasta salad and pasta hot dish.
The “Pasta War” will be held in the
churches Fellowship Hall and will begin at
5:00 PM.
This will be a fund raising event.
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One morning the two nurses who
were to attend to Edith were sick.
Edith had the flu and Phyllis Cross
had to go in and give her a shot.
When she walked in, Edith had a
big smile on her face and said,
"Phyllis, God loves you and I love
you, and I have been praying for
you."
Phyllis Cross said, "Well, you can
quit praying for me, it won't work.
I'm not interested." Edith said,
"Well, I will pray and I have asked
God not to let me go home until

you come into the family." Phyllis
Cross said, "Then you will never die
because that will never happen,"
and curtly walked out of the
room.
Every day Phyllis Cross would
walk into the room and Edith
would say, "God loves you Phyllis
and I love you, and I'm praying for
you." One day Phyllis Cross said
she was literally drawn to Edith's
room like a magnet would draw
iron. She sat down on the bed
and Edith said, "I'm so glad you
have come, because God told
me that today is your special day"
Phyllis Cross said, "Edith, you have
asked everybody here the question, "Do you believe in Easter but
you have never asked me." Edith
said, "Phyllis, I wanted too many
times, but God told me to wait until you asked, and now that you
have asked." Edith Burns took her
Bible and shared with Phyllis Cross
the Easter Story of the death, burial and resurrection of Jesus Christ.
Edith said, "Phyllis, do you believe
in Easter? Do you believe that Je-

sus Christ is alive and that He
wants to live in your heart?"
Phyllis Cross said, "Oh I want to
believe that with all of my heart,
and I do want Jesus in my life
"Right there, Phyllis Cross prayed
and invited Jesus Christ into her
heart.
For the first time Phyllis Cross
did not walk out of a hospital
room, she was carried out on the
wings of angels.
Two days later, Phyllis Cross
came in and Edith said, "Do you
know what day it is?" Phyllis Cross
said, "Why Edith, its Good Friday."
Edith said, "Oh, no, for you every
day is Easter. Happy Easter Phyllis!"
Two days later, on Easter Sunday, Phyllis Cross came into
work, did some of her duties and
then went down to the flower
shop and got some Easter lilies
because she wanted to go up
to see Edith and give her some
Easter lilies and wish her a Happy
Easter.
When she walked into Edith's
room, Edith was in bed. That big
black Bible was on her lap. Her
hands were in that Bible. There
was a sweet smile on her face.
When Phyllis Cross went to pick
up Edith's hand, she realized
Edith was dead. Her left hand
was on John 14: "In my Father's
house are many mansions. I go
to prepare a place for you, I will
come again and receive you to
Myself, that where I am, there
you may be also." Her right hand
was on Revelation 21:4, "And
God will wipe away every tear
from their eyes, there shall be no
more death nor sorrow, nor crying; and there shall be no more
pain,
for the former things have
passed away."
Phyllis Cross took one look at
that dead body, and then lifted
her face toward heaven, and
with tears streaming down here
cheeks, said, "Happy Easter,
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Edith - Happy Easter!"
Phyllis Cross left Edith's body,
walked out of the room, and over
to a table where two student nurses were sitting. She said, "My
name is Phyllis Cross. Do you believe in Easter?"
⇒

The story of Edith Burns is one of many
inspirational fiction writings from the
pen of Russell Kelfer who was an elder
and Bible teacher at Wayside Chapel
in San Antonio, Texas until his death in
2000. This story is among those on his
website at http://dtm.org/

PULL OVER COOKIES
Returning from a trip to visit my
grandmother in Canada, I was
stopped by a state trooper in New
York for exceeding the speed limit.
Grateful
to
have received a
warning instead
of a ticket, I
gave him a small
bag
of
my
grandmother's
delicious chocolate-chip cookies
and proceeded
on my way.
A short time later, I was stopped
by another trooper.
"What have I done?" I asked.
"Nothing," the trooper said, smiling.
"I heard you were passing out
great chocolate-chip cookies."
⇒ Received from James Sparks

~

Because they had no reservations at a busy restaurant, my elderly neighbor and his wife were
told there would be a 45-minute
wait for a table.
"Young man, we're both 90
years old," the husband said. "We
may not have 45 minutes."
They were seated immediately.

~

Women and cats will do as they
please, and men and dogs should
relax and get used to the idea.
⇒ Received from Mary Noland
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SHE HAD FOUR
HUSBANDS
The local news station was interviewing an 80-year-old lady because she had just gotten married
for the fourth time.
The interviewer asked her questions about her life, about what it
felt like to be marrying again at
80, and then about her new husband's occupation. "He's a funeral
director," she answered.
"Interesting," the newsman
thought. He then asked her if she
wouldn't mind telling him a little
about her first three husbands and
what they did for a living.
She paused for
a few moments,
needing time to
reflect
on
all
those years. After
a short time, a
smile came to her
face and she answered proudly,
explaining
that
she had first married a banker when she was in her
20's, then a circus ringmaster
when in her 40's, and a preacher
when in her 60's, and now - in her
80's - a funeral director. The interviewer looked at her, quite astonished, and asked why she had
married four men with such diverse careers.
She smiled and explained, "I
married one for the money, two
for the show, three to get ready,
and four to go."
⇒ Received from Mary Noland

~

I’M NOT OLD YET!
$5.37! That's what the kid behind
the counter at Tim Horton's said to
me. I dug into my pocket and
pulled out some lint and two
dimes and something that used to
be a Lifesaver. Having already
handed the kid a five-spot, I started to head back out to the truck
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to grab some change when the kid
with the Elmo hairdo said the worst
thing anyone has ever said to me.
He said, "It's OK. I'll just give you the
senior citizen discount."
I turned to see who he was talking
to and then heard the sound of
change hitting the counter in front
of me. "Only $4.68" he said cheerfully.
I stood there stupefied. I am 56,
not even 60 yet? A mere child! Senior citizen?
I took my food and walked out to
the truck wondering what was
wrong with Elmo. Was he blind? As I
sat in the truck, my blood began to
boil. Old? Me?
I'll show him, I thought. I opened
the door and headed back inside. I
strode to the counter, and there he
was waiting with a smile.
Before I could say a word, he held
up something and jingled it in front
of me, like I could be that easily distracted! What am I now? A toddler?
"Dude! Can't get too far without
your car keys, eh?" I stared with utter disdain at the keys. I began to
rationalize in my mind.
"Leaving keys behind hardly
makes a man elderly! It could happen to anyone!"
I turned and headed back to the
truck. I slipped the key into the ignition, but it wouldn't turn. What
now? I checked my keys and tried
another. Still nothing. That's when I
noticed the purple beads hanging
from my rear view mirror. I had no
purple beads hanging from my rear
view mirror.
Then, a few other objects came
into focus. The car seat in the back
seat. Happy Meal toys spread all
over the floorboard, a partially eaten doughnut on the dashboard.
Faster than you can say ginkgo biloba, I flew out of the alien vehicle.
Moments later I was speeding out
of the parking lot, relieved to finally
be leaving this nightmarish stop in
my life. That is when I felt it, deep in
the bowels of my stomach: hunger!
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My
stomach
growled
and
churned, and I reached to grab
my coffee, only it was nowhere to
be found.
I swung the truck around, gathered my courage, and strode
back into the restaurant one final
time. There Elmo stood, draped in
youth and black nail polish. All I
could think was, "What is the world
coming to?"
All I could say was, "Did I leave
my food and drink in here"? At this
point I was ready to ask a Boy
Scout to help me back to my vehicle, and then go straight home
and apply for Social Assistance
benefits.
Elmo had no clue. I walked
back out to the truck, and suddenly a young lad came up and
tugged on my jeans to get my
attention. He was holding up a
drink and a bag. His mother explained, "I think you left this in my
truck by mistake."
I took the food and drink from
the little boy and sheepishly apologized.
She offered these kind words:
"It's OK. My grandfather does stuff
like this all the time."
All of this is to explain how I got
a ticket doing 85 in a 40. Yes, I was
racing some punk kid in a Prius.
And no, I told the officer, I'm not
too old to be driving this fast.
As I walked in the front door, my
wife met me halfway down the
hall. I handed her a bag of cold
food and a $300 speeding ticket. I
promptly sat in my rocking chair
and covered up my legs with a
blankey.
The good news was I had successfully found my way home.
⇒ Received fromJulie Nash

