
Mother’s Day is May 9, 2021. 

Members of our congregation were invit-

ed to write a paragraph or article to share 

a special memory about moms. THANK 

YOU to everyone who submitted the won-

derful touching and funny stories.  Karen 

 

MOM 

by Rev. Braden Parks 

There are many stories I can tell about my moth-

er. I can tell you the many long car trips we took 

together or the many heart-to-heart conversations 

we have had over the years. There have been 

many times of wonderful blessings and times of 

heartache and difficulty. But in all this, the most 

incredible characteristic and the quality that 

sticks out to me about my mom is that she has 

always been there for me and helps me celebrate  

all the moments of life.  

 For instance, if you spend a year living 

with my mom you will notice that the decorations 

of the house change with every passing season and 

holiday. No matter how small or large the holiday, 

decorations deck the windows, floors, doors, and 

outside yard. For instance, during Easter, she will 

have Easter baskets, Resurrection signs, eggs, bun-

nies, Easter wreaths, window decorations, candy 

and everything will be decorated to celebrate 

Christ triumphant over death. This is only one holi-

day; she will celebrate each holiday as if it were 

the most important holiday there ever was. When 

people see my mom’s handwork and dedication to 

life, they will join into the joy that she portrays 

through her celebration. Her joy of the seasons and 

the holidays reminds me of the joy of God and how 

He invites each and everyone of us to celebrate 

each moment of the life He has so freely given us. 

Mom’s joy reminds me of the joy of God.  
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 Another characteristic of my mom I appre-

ciate is the heart of generosity; she is always giving 

sacrificially of herself to others. She gives of her 

time as a grandmother, a mother-in-law, a wife and 

a mom…she always has. She continues to spend 

her time caring for others and doing her best to 

love those wherever she is. Her love reminds me of 

the sacrificial love of God and how He continues to 

breath into us abundant life.  

 In closing, there are many moments and 

qualities of my mom that I could write about. 

There are so many stories of her love and compas-

sion in my life. These are but a few characteristics 

of my mom that I have been blessed to experience. 

She is a wonderful mother who continues to be a 

great grandmother to our children and a mother-in-

law to Michelle. In short, my mom reminds me the 

joy and the love of God.  

 

YOU GUESSED IT! 

We honored our mothers during May, and the ar-

ticles that many of you wrote were outstanding. 

We don’t want to forget our dads and how they 

influenced our lives. 

I am inviting everyone to write a paragraph or 

more about your dad for our June Father’s Day 

Crusader. The deadline for submitting articles to 

Karen Rivera is SUNDAY, MAY 24. The June Crusad-

er will be distributed on MAY 31.  Father’s Day is 

JUNE 20. 

Two Little Sentences 
 
Written by Mike Carr 
 
I’m sure there are many sweet stories in this 
month's Crusader about memories of moms. I 
was hoping to add to those when Karen 
asked me to write something, but I just could-
n’t get this memory out of my head. Here ya 
go.  
 
I had just turned 16 in the summer and had 
gotten my drivers license and my first job 
working landscaping. The company let me 
drive a Toyota pickup to work, home and 
school. I was feeling very independent. 
School started in the Fall and I was a Junior 
at Stephen Decatur high school.  
 
After the first nine weeks my report card was 
sent home in the mail. I knew my grades were 
not where they should be but I was living life. 
When I got home from school that day, I 
walked in the back door and Mom was sitting 
at the kitchen table looking troubled. I sat 
across from her and asked her what was 
wrong. She looked at me and said, “I thought 
you wanted to go to college.” I replied “I do.” 
And in the way she had, she said “Well, you’ll 
never get in with these grades.” She got up 
and walked away! I just sat there for several 
minutes in shock.  
 
That semester I recovered and made honor 
roll and was always on honor roll or high hon-
or roll after that. I applied and was accepted 
to Eastern Illinois University for the Fall of 
1979. I graduated in 1983 with a Bachelor of 
Arts. I don’t think any of that would have hap-
pened without those two little sentences. It 
was the perfect thing to say to me at the per-
fect time. I guess she was just the perfect 
mom for me. 
 
This may not have been a sweet beautiful 
story, but it sure is an important one to me. 
Happy Mothers Day everyone.  
Love you Mom! 
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MOM LOVED BASEBALL 

Written by ALLEN ALBERT 

When the opportunity arose, I felt compelled to write 

about my mother, Dorothy Albert. Even though she 

passed away in 1980, when I was 15, I think of her fre-

quently, especially in the spring when the baseball 

season rolls around. 

My mother loved baseball and the St. Louis Cardinals. 

In the early 1970’s before cable TV, my mother would 

listen to almost every game on the radio. In fact, when 

we did get cable TV, the main reason was because 

WGN carried Cub games. She watched the Cubs often, 

even when she was in the hospital bed, ridden with 

cancer. 

 She truly enjoyed baseball and remained a steadfast 

Cardinal fan right up until the end.  

I’m really glad my mother got to meet Lesley and her 

parents before she passed on. I don’t think she would 

have guessed Lesley and I would get married, buy and 

run Del Carmen’s Pizza, her favorite pizza, and have 

two beautiful daughters. 

I’m sure she takes great joy watching from Heaven.  

With fond memories, Allen Albert 

 

MOM HAD MANY TALENTS 

Written by LAURA JONES 

My mother’s name was Dorcas, and she taught 

me to do many things. How to be a Christian, a 

good friend to all, cook, bake, embroider, crochet, 

knit, sew my own clothes, and to quilt. We spent 

many hours making quilts. They were hand 

pieced and hand quilted 

I now treasure the few I have left that we made 
together. I love and miss my mom more than 
words can say.  HAPPY MOTHER’S DAY! 

MEMORIES OF MOM 

Written by JUDY FLEMING 

My mom, Delores “Dee” Fleming would sing 

“Hey Jude” to me, making me smile, and she 

was a lover of regular plain “ole” vanilla ice 

cream. She loved playing cards with family 

and friends. She was also one of the favorite 

aunts of thirty-seven nieces and nephews. 

Because of her dementia, laws were made to 

protect senior citizens. Her brain was donated 

to science to study brain deterioration.  

She taught us the dignity of life. 

MOTHER’S APRON 

Written by MARY FERGASON 

I remember my mother’s apron; it was made 

of dark calico. This apron was used for many 

things; she made a basket to gather eggs in 

the evening. She would also gather fluffy 

chicks when they were hatched and took 

them to the back porch. 

She would also use her apron to get the hens 

out of the flower beds and garden. Then she 

filled the apron with cracked corn and  tossed 

it to the hungry flocks. She also used her 

apron to gather fruit and vegetables from the 

garden. Mother would also gather kindling to 

start the fire in a heating stove She used her 

apron to hack away the flies on the screen 

door or wipe away a tear on a child’s face or 

play peek-a-boo. 

At the end of the day, Mother would stand at 

the door and wipe her brow after working on 

the hot wood stove; when the chill was in the 

air, she wrapped her arms in it. 

These were the days back in the 1930’s. My 

mother was a true lady but worked very hard.  



“CAN’T NEVER DID ANYTHING” 
 

Written by BONNIE MATTHEWS 
 
My mother was the most giving and loving person. 
She had two older sisters, and one younger one 
and a younger brother. Being the middle child, she 
was the “peace keeper”. She  never got upset or 
used bad language, and was always Dad’s support 
person. I never saw them upset with each other!! 
As a infant, I contracted Polio. My mother’s favor-
ite saying was “ Can’t never did anything” and I 
never let it get in my way. 
Mom grew up during the depression and was very 
frugal. Nothing was thrown away or wasted. We 
recycled bread bags, aluminum foil, etc. All my 
clothes were made by hand at her sewing ma-
chine. I did not have a store purchased item until I 
was 13! 
As a child, I had many surgeries. To make this 
work, Dad stayed home with my brother, and 
Mom went with me to St. Louis for my surgeries. I 
remember one particular trip we were heading 
home from there and mind you Mom was not a 
fan of driving in St. Louis, any way we were on I - 
55 heading home and the engine cover on our blue 
1964 Pontiac Bonneville flew up obstructing her 
vision. She calmly pulled over to the side of the 
road , shut the lid, and drove on. I was 10 years old 
and petrified, but Mom had this!! 
Mom went through Breast Cancer at age 55, and 
much later Leukemia, which led to colon cancer. 
She was very stoic!  I love my Mom and miss her so 
much. I hope I have lived up to her expectations. 
She never asked anything from anyone, but was 
always there to help or assist in any way. 
I could go on and on to elaborate on her accom-
plishments…. Great cook, great seamstress, great 
wife, great mother, etc. The one thing I wish she 
could have lived to see were here great grandchil-
dren! She was such a inspiration to all. 
 
Miss You Mom ! 
 
Love your daughter – BJ. 

A SURPRISE FOR MOM 

Written by CHELSEA SISSON 

When I was in my early 20s, I used box dye to 

color my hair often.  My mom complained once 

about how expensive it was to get her hair pro-

fessionally colored at the frequency she did, so I 

offered to do it for her. It took some convincing, 

but mom never saw my hair look bad so she fi-

nally agreed.  She picked the color and we chose 

to do it on a Sunday. I mixed everything accord-

ing to the directions and began the application 

on mom’s hair. I put the plastic bag around her 

head and let her process for the appropriate 

amount of time.  I removed the bag and said “uh 

oh” which caused Mom to panic. She quickly 

went into the bathroom where she started yell-

ing at me and saying she should have never let 

me touch her hair.  

Her hair was bright orange instead of the pretty 

brown we were expecting.  I washed her hair 

thinking the orange would wash out, but it did-

n’t. Her hair was fried and hideous. I went back 

to the store to purchase another box and did it 

again, only it turned out brighter orange.  Mom 

called her hairdresser and got an emergency ap-

pointment the next day.  Mom left for work and 

wore a hat the following day, which she never 

wears hats.  She was able to get her hair fixed 

and it looked great like expected. It’s been over 

12 years and mom STILL doesn’t let me forget 

this incident.  Every once in a while I jokingly 

suggest I could do her hair and it’d look really 

nice in which she says it’s not funny.  I love my 

mom and I sure tried to help her save a few dol-

lars, but you get what you pay for. 

 

(EDITOR’S NOTE: I LOVE THIS STORY!! Karen)   
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GRATEFUL FOR MOM 

 

Written by LINDA THORTON 

I am so grateful for my mom. She has always 

been there for me no matter what. She is my 

biggest fan, supporting me in whatever I do. 

My mom is a very giving person. Caring for oth-

ers is what she does best. She loves doing things 

for other people, expecting nothing in return. 

Throughout my life, I have watched her serve 

others, whether it be family, friends, or people 

she doesn’t even know. 

She has inspired me to be a better person. I am 

so blessed to have her for my mother. 

 

SPECIAL CAKES 

 

Written by JEAN PRESTON 

At our church in Jacksonville, Florida, Mom was 

known for her cakes. Her specialties were choc-

olate cake with fudge frosting and fresh coconut 

cake. I can still see her with her hammer crack-

ing the coconut. 

Mom was a warm, kind Christian lady. She al-

ways said to me, “Jean, if you can’t say anything 

nice about someone, then don’t say anything at 

all.” I never heard my mother say an unkind 

word about anyone. 

A Special Lady—Wilma Gessford 

May 2 has been designated as Wilma Gessford Hat 

Day. We encourage everyone to wear your favorite 

hat—dressy or casual; a container for donations will 

be in the narthex as you enter the sanctuary. The 

money you donate will be deposited in the general 

fund for church expenses. This is the third year for 

this special celebration to remember that Wilma 

wore a beautiful hat for every worship service.   

THE PERFECT MOM 

Written by TYSON SISSON 

My mom is the best mom that I know.  She does 

things for me that I ask.  My mom loves me so 

much!  Last summer, me and my mom went to 

St. Louis just the two of us.  It was so fun and we 

did a lot of activities.  We rode the big Ferris 

wheel, played mini golf, went to the aquarium 

and did the mirror maze.  We were going to do 

the ropes course,  but I got too scared.  We 

stayed in a really cool hotel in an old train sta-

tion and got to go swimming a lot.  We ate at a 

really cool restaurant and had these HUGE 

milkshakes.  Mine had an entire cupcake and a 

cookie in it!  I really had a lot of fun on this trip.  

My mom is the most perfect one I know! 

 

PRECIOUS MEMORIES 

Written by KAREN RIVERA 

About a year after my mom died, Pastor Kelly 

Cox was assigned to Christ UMC. He was walking 

down the aisle at church and asking several of us 

what was special about our moms. When he 

came to the pew where I was sitting, he said, 

“What was special about your mom?” With my 

eyes full of tears and with a shaky voice, I an-

swered, “Everything!” Like many men, he did not 

know how to react when he saw the tears begin 

to flow as I tried to control a gasping melt down 

that could easily have turned into a loud Boo 

Hoo. 

My answer was truly my feeling on that day and 

every day since her passing. My mom really 

meant everything to me. I am adopted and have 

always known that. She continuously told me 
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that I was chosen and loved. When I was about 

eight years old, I remember being in the yard be-

hind our house, and she asked me, “If anyone 

ever came and asked you if you wanted to go live 

with them, what would you say?” I was surprised 

by the question.  I guess she was thinking about 

my birth mother trying to reclaim me. I told my 

mom that I would never want to live with any-

one except her and my dad, the Covey family. 

I could always count on my mom to stand up for 

me, to be involved as a room mother in elemen-

tary school, and to celebrate birthdays and holi-

days in a big way. I still have the photo of a two 

layer chocolate birthday cake iced with green 

icing and decorated with animal crackers. That 

was what I requested for my fourth birthday, 

and my mom always tried to do things to make 

me happy. I keep that memory of the cake in my 

heart, and a ceramic cookie jar decorated with 

painted animal crackers sits on my kitchen coun-

tertop as a reminder of a gift from long ago. 

The summer before I entered seventh grade, I 

was at Girl Scout camp for a week. After I re-

turned home, I found out that my mom had an 

operation while I was gone. She had been given 

a very serious diagnosis of cancer and was given 

a year or less to live. At that time, she was in her 

40’s. The doctor said he could not do anything 

more for my mom, not even chemotherapy.  My 

sister and her three small children moved in with 

us to help with cooking and housework. It was a 

difficult time in our lives, but we received a mira-

cle from God . My mom and dad had a strong 

faith for their entire lives; both of them knew 

that Mom had a lot of living ahead of her. God 

healed her; I truly believe this, and so did my 

family. Her faith proved that doctors do not al-

ways see the big picture of a precious life, and 

Mom lived to be 94 years old. God was in con-

trol and knew how much all of us needed her 

love and guidance as we traveled the path that 

He planned. 

After I retired, I had lots of time to enjoy the sto-

ries of her childhood, teen years, and adult life. I 

wrote a booklet about those memories, and she 

gave copies of it to everyone in our family. I am 

sure that I missed several of the stories because 

I didn’t always listen closely because I was just 

exhausted. I was still teaching part time as a GED 

teacher while trying to do all the things that 

would make my mom’s life in her 80’s and 90’s 

as happy as possible. At the drop of a hat, we 

would go out of town for Mexican food or shop-

ping. I sure miss those days and often catch my-

self getting ready to dial her number to cheer 

when the Cubs hit a home run or win a game. 

Mom often said, ‘I got you, Babe” as she aged. 

She knew that I was always available to take her 

to doctor appointments, to church, or just for a 

car ride. When I hear that song on the radio, I 

think of her and the good times we had. I was 

lucky to have been chosen by Harry and Mattie 

Covey and hope that everyone has fond memo-

ries of their mom as we celebrate Mother’s Day 

2021. 

 

THANK YOU for the cards and phone calls as I 

recuperate after breaking my wrist and having 

surgery. 

Also, thanks to Jean Preston for bringing brown-

ies to me and for Rev. Parks for calling me. 

I love all of you and will be glad to get this “two 

ton” cast removed. 

Erma Lewis 
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Shawl Blankets are Greatly Appreciated! 
  
Last year Aletha Weatherall (wife of former DS 
Sylvester Weatherall) reached out on FB re-
questing Prayer Shawls for her ministry in Spring-
field. 
Lea informed me that we had several in the clos-
et (10-12) and the UMW would gladly donate 
them. 
I met Aletha in the parking lot of Christ Church as 
she picked them up, and was very appreciative. 
  
Fast forward to 2021…. Aletha and Sylvester have 
moved to Bloomington to continue their ministry. 
Aletha has distributed all but 2 of the shawls be-
tween their churches in Springfield and Bloom-
ington,  and wondered if our church ladies would 
be willing to make some more. 
Again, Lea to the rescue, found 8 more in the 
closet! 
This time I drove to Bloomington and delivered 
them to Aletha’s home. She was not there when I 
got there, so I left them on her porch and sent 
her a text. I had not even returned home and got 
this message…”Thank You, Thank You, Thank You 
so much Bonnie. I got the bag of prayer shawls! 
May God continue to bless you and all of the la-
dies that made these beautiful Shawls. I am 
grateful and very appreciative. Blessings. Aletha”. 
  
A big Thank You to those women who participat-
ed in making the shawls, and if you would be in-
terested in making more for future networking 
with Aletha’s church, please let Lea know and we 
will get the yarn for them. 
Thank you ladies!! 
  
Written by 
Bonnie 
Matthews 
 

UNITED METHODIST WOMEN 

ANNUAL RUMMAGE SALE 

Written by LEA CARLS 

Mark your calendars for September 10-11. Invite 

friends, neighbors, and relatives to “Shop Until 

They Drop”. 

In order to have a successful sale, we need your 

donations. You may begin to bring items to the 

fellowship hall (storage room in the west end of 

the basement). NO ELECTRONICS OR FITNESS 

EQUIPMENT, PLEASE.  

Volunteers will be needed to mark prices on the 

items and to work at the rummage sale. Ques-

tion: contact Lea Carls. 

MY MOM 

written by ERMA LEWIS 

Our house was the gathering place for kids from 

our neighborhood. Fourteen of us enjoyed sitting 

with my mom and hearing her tell us stories that 

were funny, happy, and scary. After watching a 

scary movie, Mom told the kids not to drop any-

thing as they walked home because a hand might 

reach up from underground and grab them. Boy, 

did they run to get home. She was so good at 

math that we considered her to be a genius. We 

could say a list of numbers, and she could have 

the correct sum figured out by the time we said 

or wrote down the last number. Mom passed her 

math skills on to my brothers, other relatives, and 

me. 

One day, she was holding a two year old grand-

son, and he fell off of her lap. She told him that 

he had put a hole in the floor; he looked for the 

hole, and that distraction made him stop crying.  

Mom had a stroke in her 20’s,  and it affected her 

left arm and hand. She never let that stop her 

sense of humor. She was a loving mother and 

died too soon at age 52. 
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MAY BIRTHDAYS 

10 KAREY KELLER 

15 LEA CARLS 

15 JEAN PRESTON 

16 DON WALL 

21 MORGAN KELLER 

MAY ANNIVERSARIES 

16 MIKE & LISA CARR 

PRAY DAILY FOR: 

 

RAYMOND KING 

THE FAMILY OF HARRIETT WALL 

DON WALL 

GEORGE AND MILA 

VIRGINIA HUMPHREY  

MALVIA SHERWOOD 

CRYSTAL AND HER MOM 

THE FAMILY OF ELLEN MASSEY 

RALF and LINDA HENKEL 

UNCLE LEO 

SAVANNAH– JACQUIE’S DAUGHTER 

ERMA AND DONOVAN LEWIS 

HAROLD KEOWN 

AMY D. 

DOROTHY AND MARVIN 

JOANNE AUSTIN 

MANNING FAMILY 

FAMILY OF SHARON FISHER 

REV. PARKS, MICHELLE, LUKE,  

AND WILLIAM OLIVER  

FIRST RESPONDERS 

ALL UNSPOKEN PRAYER REQUESTS 

 

CAN YOU LET IT GO? 


