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So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be 
 

  dismayed, for I am your God. 
 

I will strengthen you and help you; 
 

 I will uphold you with my righteous right 
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May Council Report 

By Barb Straatsma, Clerk 

 

Lyle opened the meeting with 

prayer.  This was the last 

meeting for some elders and 

deacons because they have 

finished their 3-year term.  

Please thank these elders: Jack 

Posthumus, Jim Speyer, and 

Lyle Phelps and these 

deacons: Deb Gabites, Tom 

Jonker, Jen Cook, Sharon 

Rietberg for filling in for Kate 

Miller and Connie 

Scheurwater for helping Deb 

Gabites.  We welcome these 

new elders: Ed Stuursma and 

Bill Kooy and these new 

deacons: Paul Feyen, Wendy 

Veldheer, and Larry Segaar. 

 

Receipts for the first quarter of 

2015 are about $36,000 less 

than expenses.  March and 

April receipts showed 

improvement.  An Ad Hoc 

Financial Team was formed 

and met 3 times to consider 

Fuller’s financial situation 

(Ministries Fund and Christian 

Education Fund) and gave 

their report to the 

Administration Committee 

and to Council.  The year-end 

offerings were not enough to 

balance the budget for 2014 

and they speculated as to the 

reasons why giving was down 

and gave 8 recommendations 

which were considered by the 

Administration Committee.  

The first seven will be 

implemented with a few minor 

changes.  Look for a short 

financial presentation by the 

Vice President of Council on 

May 31, a more detailed 

financial presentation on June 

7 at our Congregational 

Meeting, a financial survey, a 

long-term vision plan, and a 

change in our collection of 

special designated offerings 

and our undesignated 

offerings used for the Ministry 

Fund.  We thank the team for 

their insights and 

recommendations. 

 

All staff evaluations are 

complete.  Some changes were 

made to Pastor Nate’s key 

tasks and responsibilities due 

to his evaluation.  His was a 

very positive evaluation from 

both parties – Nate about the 

church and the church about 

Nate. 

 

From Worship Committee - 

We have a new source for our 

communion gluten-free bread.  

Nate found some of the 

sermon evaluations feedback 

helpful.  They will continue 

using lay members in the 

worship services.  Gerry 

Rozeboom will direct the 

choir for the last time on June 

7. 

From Global Outreach 

Committee – A display of 8” 

X 10” photographs of each 

missionary will hang above 

the coatrack.  GO Week is 

scheduled for October 4 and 

11.  

 

From the Ministry Report – 

Nate and Morris – From 

March 29 – May 3 the church 

celebrated 3 baptisms.  The 

church began its second book 

of the quarter, Thin Places – 6 

Postures for Creating and 

Practicing Missional 

Community.  They attend 

meetings, make visits and led 

the funeral service for Jeanne 

Grooters.  They provided an 

impromptu worship service at 

the celebration of Josiah 

Seng’s birth.  They will work 

on a proposal to revise our 

procedure for nominating and 

selecting elders and deacons. 

 

Sue – The Cadets finished the 

year with a bowling night on 

April 27.  The Bakers finished 

on April 28 with walking 

tacos and the telling of the 

Easter story.  The Family 

Tuesday Nights’ schedule 

(June 16-August 4) is 

complete and supplies are 

being purchased and stored.  

18 people enjoyed their 

weekend in Turkeyville. 
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We are happy to report that 

the church hired a new choir 

director, Jana Dykhuis, a 

sophomore and music 

education major at Calvin 

College. 

 

I hope you will pray for our 

new Council as we begin the 

year in June. 

 

 

 

 

Buckets of Love 

By Sue Hollemans and Miki 

De Windt 

 

1 Corinthians 13:4-7  
4 

Love is patient, love is kind. 

It does not envy, it does not 

boast, it is not proud. 
5 

It does 

not dishonor others, it is not 

self-seeking, it is not easily 

angered, it keeps no record of 

wrongs. 
6 
Love does not 

delight in evil but rejoices 

with the truth. 
7 

It always 

protects, always trusts, always 

hopes, always perseveres. 

 

This season of Lent, Pastor 

Nate’s sermons focused on 

Love on Sunday mornings and 

in the book study of Love 

Does by Bob Goff.  To show 

our love we filled and 

delivered buckets to nearby 

neighbors on March 

28.  Nearly 40 buckets were 

delivered on a cold but sunny 

morning. 

  

From Miki DeWindt: During 

Lent we gathered small gifts, 

placed them in buckets and 

delivered our “Buckets of 

Love” to neighbors around 

church.   The buckets were 

filled with treats like cookies, 

chips, candy or cereal and any 

other item the giver thought 

might be appreciated; like gift 

cards, candles, or towels. Also 

included in each bucket was 

information about Fuller Ave. 

CRC.  Several members came 

to church on a Saturday 

morning to distribute our 

gifts.   We were each assigned 

a section of the neighborhood 

to knock on doors and 

distribute our buckets.  My 

group knocked on a few doors 

before we found someone at 

home to accept a bucket.  It 

felt good to hand a bucket to 

someone and tell them how 

we had been gathering these 

special gifts and wanted to 

give them with no strings 

attached. At one house, as we 

were walking away, we even 

heard a boy ask his dad with 

excitement, “Can I have the 

Whoppers?!”.  I had fun 

gathering items for the bucket, 

but I think it was even more 

enjoyable handing out the 

buckets and seeing the 

surprised reactions of our 

neighbors. 

 

 

 

 

Changing 

Neighborhoods 

By Jay Van Bruggen 

 

A dictionary definition of 

neighbor is:  one who lives 

near another; a person or thing 

that is near another - a person 

or a fellow being who is 

subject to the same obligations 

of humanity.  The Greek word 

for neighbor can also be used 

in both ways.  So our 

neighbors may be the people 

living next door to us or the 

people who live and think like 

us.  Jesus was asked twice 

about the meaning of the 

word:  once to a legal expert 

when he told the story of the 

good Samaritan and once 

when he told a rich young 

ruler to give up his wealth. 

 

In our church we have two 

outreach committees: global 

and neighborhood.  Both are 

committed to Jesus' final 

command to preach, teach and 

baptize in the name of 

Jesus.  In the past we 

measured outreach by 

distance; today distance has 

little relevance.  Florida, for 

winter vacationers, is two days 

away by car and Tokyo and 

Beijing are about twelve to 

thirteen hours by plane. Pastor 

Charles Jansz is given air time 

annually on the national radio 

stations to preach a Christmas 

sermon.  Daryl Van Dyken is 

working from Philadelphia on 

a spiritual library which will 

be available on cell phones all 

around the world.  Radio has 

not yet become as obsolete as 
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the wind-up Victrola or the 

thirty-three vinyl record, but it 

seems to be on the way out, 

while the cell phone is being 

found everywhere.  Where is 

our neighborhood of fellow 

Christians? 

 

Change is constant and 

outreach must keep up with 

it.  Remember a letter to New 

Delhi is delivered in less than 

thirty seconds, much faster 

than overnight delivery. 

 

 

 

 

Surprise Party 

By Carolyn Zwiers 

 

May 1st was a special day for 

a special young lady.  Bekki 

Landman turned 30!  Her 

Circle of Friends held a 

surprise birthday party for her 

at church.  The congregation 

was invited via a note placed 

in mail folders.  Bekki thought 

she was going out to dinner 

with her Aunt and Uncle but 

instead they brought her to 

church where forty-plus 

people were waiting for her 

arrival.  There were balloons, 

a banner, flowers, cake, punch 

and a basket of birthday cards. 

One of the "guests" that came 

was a Cabbage Patch doll 

wearing an outfit Bekki wore 

when she was a baby (and it 

was too big on her). 

 

Many people contributed to a 

money tree that was presented 

to Bekki.  The artificial tree 

took on new life when Liz tied 

the money on with white 

bows. 

 

Bekki wants to thank her  

Fuller family for the party and 

for their generous 

gifts to the money 

tree. 

 

 

 

By Crys Van Beek for the 

Deacons  

 

Team Fuller had 13 walkers:  

Pat DeVries, Bill and Sherrie 

Kooy, Lemuel Elijah, Karla 

Laninga, Thomas and Betty 

Jonger, Gloria Stuit, Miki 

DeWindt, Roselyn VanDam, 

Connie Scheurwater and Paul 

& Crys VanBeek.  The start of 

the 3.1 mile walk (5K) was at 

Park Church, across the street 

from St. Cecelia.  What a 

beautiful route on a partly 

sunny, spring day!  The 

boundary lines of the Hunger 

Walk were Park Place on the 

WEST, Wealthy on the 

SOUTH, Caulkins on the 

EAST, and Lake Drive on the 

NORTH.  Along the route we 

observed families, dogs, 

flowering trees, and great 

landscaping ideas.  Volunteers 

for the walk assisted as 

crossing guards.  The public 

responded well  to some 

lengthy crossings. 

 

Donations from Fuller have 

been turned in and were 

generous.  At this point we 

estimate the donations have 

totaled to $ 2165.00.  Access 

will send out final totals to 

participating organizations.  

Thanks to your donations, 

more people living in poverty 

will benefit in our greater 

HUNGER 

WALK 2015 

Access of West 

MI 

May 3, 2015 

http://accessofwestmichigan.org/wp-content/uploads/2010/07/AWMlogoJPEG2.jpg


 

5 

 

 

Grand Rapids area and 

internationally.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Kids Hope Update 

By Jerry Van Veen and Donna 

Meyer 

 

Since the beginning of the 

calendar year, we have had 

several events.  Our program 

partners with Calvin CRC and 

in February we had a 

combined evening service and 

dinner at Calvin 

Church.  Pastor Nate spoke, 

and also Mr. Colton, the 

principal at Campus School, 

who talked about how 

appreciative the staff is for the 

contribution our mentors make 

at the school.  The service was 

very well attended. 

 

Then in March, we had our 

annual bowling party at 

Eastbrook Lanes.  Again, it 

was combined with the Calvin 

CRC mentors and mentees.  It 

is wonderful for all of us to 

interact with each other in a 

fun setting.  The pizza wasn't 

bad either. 

 

Last week we delivered 30 

hanging flower baskets to the 

staff.  This is something that 

we do every year, and is very 

much appreciated.  It's one of 

the things made possible 

because of the congregation’s 

financial support.  Thank you 

for that, via the budget and the 

annual Sunday collection.  

Also thank for the support via 

the Coins for Campus.  That 

gained our program almost 

$300 which was given to 

Campus to use for field trips.  

There are families that cannot 

afford to send their child 

otherwise. 

Our mentors have finished 

with their year at Campus 

Elementary School.  As many 

of you know, Campus added 

over 100 kids to their 

enrollment so now they have 

over 400 attending.  That 

means that the need for 

mentors has grown 

too.  Please consider being a 

mentor this coming fall.  It 

only takes one hour a week 

from October through 

May.  The experience will 

benefit you as well as your 

mentee.  It's been great to see 

close relationships that have 

been formed out of this 

experience.  Many of these 

children need help in math 

and/or reading, and in having 

a positive adult role model in 

their life.  Contact Jerry or 

Donna if you have questions. 

 

Our mentors this year were: 

Roger Cornell, Katy Gerber 

(Calvin house), Martheen 

Griffioen, Jeri Hoek, Sue 

Hollemans, Chuck Ippel 

(COS), Rachael Klein (Calvin 

house), Donna Meyer, Jan 

VanVeen, Jerry VanVeen, 

Joel Veldheer, and Carolyn 

Zwier 

 

Thank you to our mentors and 

prayer partners for your 

faithfulness and for helping to 

make a positive difference in 

the life of a child.  Please 

thank our mentors for their 

involvement. 

 

important is intergenerational 

engagement.  You will be able 

to hear him speak as Pastor 

Nate is in the process of 

setting a date to have him 

speak at Fuller.  Look for an 

announcement about the date 

and time.  You don’t want to 

miss this! 

 

We have started on the 

reconstitution of Council.  

Names of potential elders and 

deacons have been submitted.  

In March the council will vote 

to form a final list of 

candidates and letters will go 

out informing members of 

their nomination.  If you 

receive one of these letters, I 

hope that you will prayerfully 

consider letting your name 

stand for the position of elder 

or deacon.  It has been my 

privilege to serve as part of the 

governing body of this church.  

Yes, work is involved but 

there are many benefits too.  

Many good and exciting 

things have happened in the 

last year and one half that I 

have been in office and I 

expect more wonderful things 



6 

 

to happen in the future as we 

grow and do the work and 

service of God.  I hope you 

can be a part of this plan that 

God has for our church. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Member in Focus - 

Adelita Silva 

By Connie Scheurwater 

 
Adelita Silva is one of the 

newest members of Fuller 

Avenue Church.  On May 3, 

2015 she was baptized and 

made public profession of her 

faith.  She was introduced to 

the church through the 

summer Tuesday Night 

activities and Bakers, which 

her grandchildren and great-

grandchildren attended.  Her 

journey to Fuller Avenue 

Church has been a long and 

impressive one. 

 

Adelita was born in San 

Antonio, Texas, and grew up 

speaking both English and 

Spanish.  She had little 

opportunity for education 

beyond third grade, since she 

had to work in the fields and 

do the housework for her 

family.  At the age of 11 she 

moved to Michigan, and has 

lived in the state since that 

time.  As Adelita grew up she 

believed that God hated her 

and didn’t love her because of 

the things she had done.  A 

low point in her life was 

spending a brief time in 

prison, where for the first time 

she heard about Jesus from a 

fellow inmate.  In 1973 she 

came to Grand Rapids to a 

halfway house.  There she was 

befriended by members of 

Sunshine Church.  She found 

an apartment and began to put 

her life together.  Later she 

moved to a house on the 

corner of Fuller Avenue NE 

and VandenBerg Place, where 

she lived for 24 years.  For 

many years she took in 

women who were released 

from prison, who stayed with 

her until they could find their 

way again.  She helped 

approximately 100 women in 

this way.  She also raised nine 

children, seven of her own and 

two foster children. 

 

Two years ago Adelita moved 

to Highland Street SE, a short 

distance from Fuller Avenue 

Church.  She began to attend 

worship services and 

continues to do so, enjoying 

the fellowship of the people at 

Fuller, who have been friendly 

to her.  She works full time on 

the assembly line at Flow Rite, 

near Clyde Park Ave and 76
th

 

Street SW, a company that 

produces boats.  In her spare 

time she pursues hobbies of 

sewing/mending and 

gardening.  She desires to live 

her life serving God.  Praying 

is a big part of her life – for 

her children, grandchildren, 

and great-grandchildren. 

 

Adelita’s granddaughter 

Aleisia Zertuche, daughter of 

her oldest son, has also 

become a member of Fuller 

Avenue Church; her baptism 

and public profession of faith 

took place on March 29, 2015.  

Aleisia attends Sunday 

worship services with her 

children, and wants to be a 

Christian example to them.  

She has a part time job at 

Notions Marketing.  

 

We welcome Adelita and 

Aleisia and wish them God’s 

richest blessings in the 

fellowship of Fuller Avenue 

Church. 

 

 

 

 
Tuesday Family 

Nights 

 

Come and enjoy dinner with 

our neighbors! and help out! 

We need a kitchen crew, 

servers, grillers, craft helpers, 

clean-up crew and food 

donations.  Our fun evenings 

start on June 16 and continue 

every Tuesday evening until 

August 4 from 6-8 pm. 

 

Here is the schedule: 

 

June 16: Rob Reider, Mime 

 

June 23: Critter Barn Farm on 

the Go 

 

June 30: John Steven 

Crowley, Story Teller 
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July 7: Irish Dancers 

 

July 14: Kevin Kammeraad, 

Puppeteer 

 

July 21: Big Top on the Black 

Top 

 

July 28: Arial Tactic, Break 

Dancing 

 

August 4: National Night Out, 

Praise Band 

 

Come and enjoy a free dinner 

and fellowship with church 

members and our church 

neighbors.  This is an 

important ministry of the 

church so I hope you will 

consider being a volunteer on 

as many Tuesday nights as 

possible! 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I wrote, “A Lesson In 

Dignity”, which has been 

required reading at one of 

GVSU creative writing classes 

for several seasons, was 

recently discovered by a 

newspaper editor in the city of 

Delft, where the events of the 

story took place immediately 

after WWII.  They are 

translating it in a somewhat 

condensed version for a 

special commemorative issue 

of the Delftse Post about the 

liberation of the Netherlands 

to be published in May.  The 

dignity of a young woman who 

was heckled for friendship 

with the enemy and had her 

hair shaved off in public, left a 

lasting impression on me.  

Here is a copy.  John Knight 

 

A LESSON IN 

DIGNITY 
By John Knight 

  

“Krautlover!” 

 “Bitch!” 

 “Traitor. This will teach 

you!” 

 

 The shouts came from behind 

us; from angry people who 

shoved Benny and me 

forward. No way did we want 

to get closer, not since we 

found out what was going on. 

Still, the grown-ups kept 

pushing and no way did we 

want to get trampled on. So 

we braced our backs and 

planted our feet apart on the 

brick pavement. This was as 

far as we wanted to go. 

 

Benny had led the way to our 

ringside location. He had 

heard the commotion first, 

shouts that echoed between 

the row houses on the next 

block from where we lived. 

Benny was always in charge. 

He was my best friend.  

 

We got to Loudonstraat out of 

breath. There must have been 

sixty people there, with more 

on the way. Benny and I 

elbowed our way through the 

crowd. We were good at it and 

never said excuse me. That 

was the way we did things, 

Benny and me. 

 

We heard a loud scream and 

saw who did the screaming all 

at the same time. It was a red-

haired woman. And she was 

forced down by two men 

while a third one was doing 

something to her that we 

couldn’t quite make out. She 

only wore one slipper and she 

tried to bite the tallest man. 

Bite and scream, that’s what 

she did. 

 

Jesus, I thought, knowing very 

well I should never say that 

holy name out loud: this is 

bad! Benny looked pale and 

grabbed my arm. The color of 

his eyes matched his freckles. 

I had never noticed that 

before. 
 

* * * 

 Benny and I had survived the 

long winter together. If there 

was heat, we’d go to school in 

the mornings. We were better 

off than the little kids who 

went in the afternoon. At least 

we could spend our afternoons 

picking up cinders along the 

tracks near the rail station and 

come home with pockets 

stuffed with burnables.  When 
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we had the whole day off, 

we’d venture out of town and 

dig up edible things that were 

left in the fields. We’d take 

those home, too. But if we 

found a good looking carrot or 

sugar beet, we’d sit down and 

eat it right there, real slow-

like. 

 

Once at a cattle sale, we snuck 

through a fence and found a 

cow with some milk left in 

her. We squirted some into a 

tin can and almost got caught. 

We laughed and punched each 

other all the way home. The 

milk was warm and tasted so-

o-o good that we kept it in our 

mouths as long as we could. 

 

When spring came and we 

didn’t have to stuff our clothes 

with paper to stay warm, the 

whole world around us 

changed. People smiled again. 

“It took five years for spring 

to come,” my dad said, “and 

now that it is here, everything 

will be O.K.” 

 

O.K. was an expression we 

learned from the new soldiers 

in our town. Just by looking at 

them you could tell they had 

all kinds of food. Their faces 

were tanned and round with 

puffy cheeks. They came from 

Canada and to them we must 

have looked a fright, us being 

so skinny and pale-looking. 

They brought food with labels 

we couldn’t read. What Benny 

and I liked best was the fluffy 

white bread that looked 

nothing like the small, gray, 

lumpy loaves that had to last 

two people for a whole week.  

At least, most people. 
 

* * * 

Benny and I had learned the 

truth about families in our 

neighborhood who never 

looked hungry or poorly 

dressed. Like Benny’s cousin 

who had shoes of real leather. 

These people had connections 

during the war. They were 

traitors, black marketeers or 

women friends of the Nazis. 

 

We hated them. . . Everybody 

hated them. For years they had 

walked around with their 

smug, fat faces and fancy 

clothes. But now that the new 

soldiers were here, we hardly 

saw them at all. People were 

talking about revenge, of 

doing something ugly to them 

for the five years they had put 

us through, for people who 

died in the streets of hunger, 

for dads and uncles trucked 

away to work in Germany, for 

the trees we had to cut down 

to heat our houses, for pets 

that disappeared and wound 

up in someone’s stew, for long 

soup lines at central kitchens 

while collaborators had cheese 

and eggs delivered to their 

homes by men in black 

uniforms. 

 

Revenge was what my dad’s 

best friend kept talking about. 

He said someone had to pay 

for the fourteen months he had 

to spend hiding out in a damp 

basement and gave him 

arthritis. He would sit in our 

kitchen, pound the table so the 

teacups rattled in their saucers 

and raise his voice. He’d teach 

a few people a lesson they 

would never forget. Those 

damned collaborators. 
 

* * * 

The classy red-haired woman 

on the next block must have 

been one of them. Benny and I 

never knew her name, but we 

had seen her on our way to 

school. She always looked 

special. People were always 

polite to her; polite and 

distant. Her kind was not to be 

trusted. 

 

Now we hardly recognized it 

was her who was held down 

by two men right in front of 

her house, not until we saw 

her colored lips, twisted, 

trying hard to get the words 

out. 

 

The tall man, whose skin 

seemed too tight for his bony 

face, looked straight at me. He 

wasn’t from our neighborhood 

but he acted like he owned it. 

He had a strange kind of 

smile, with some of his lower 

teeth missing. He shook 

patches of red hair off a pair 

of scissors. More of her hair 

covered the pavement.  

 

To say that he cut the 

woman’s hair doesn’t describe 

what he did. Even with two 

guys holding her down, the 

woman would not sit still. So 

all they were able to do is 

chop away, one bite at a time. 

At first I didn’t dare look but 

when I finally glanced past the 

open circle of her mouth and 

her tightly closed eyes, I 

realized her hair was not only 

red but several other colors as 
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well. Benny kept pinching my 

elbow without realizing he 

was hurting me. I looked 

sideways and saw him look at 

the woman’s legs, the only 

part of her not held down. 

With her slippered foot, she 

kept kicking the man with the 

scissors. With her knees 

spread and her dress up, I felt 

awkward looking at her. 

Somebody behind me giggled 

like it was funny.  

 

Benny and I had seen street 

fights before with people 

getting bloodied. But this was 

worse. This woman didn’t 

have a chance. Except for her 

husband who stood in the 

living room window, everyone 

else had it in for her. “Hey 

slut,” a high voice behind me 

screamed, “you’ve had this 

coming for a long, long time.” 

 

I began to feel strange inside. 

Like the time my mom told 

me our neighbor had just died 

and my mouth wanted to 

smile. I knew I was not 

supposed to feel good seeing 

this women get hurt. But now 

I wasn’t so sure anymore. 

Whatever a slut was didn’t 

sound like a nice thing to be. 

If she had been in with the 

Nazis, well, she ought to pay 

for whatever she’d done.   

 

What Benny and I saw was so-

o-o real. It was not at all like a 

school play where people only 

acted. We could almost touch 

the guys who were working on 

the woman. They were using 

clippers now just like barbers. 

But the woman got more 

frantic and squirmed around 

so much that the men finally 

gave up. 

 

“That will do,” the tall man 

snarled. And with a lop-sided 

smile he looked around and 

held up his tools. “Now, 

woman, what do you have to 

say?” 

 

The woman bristled louder 

than two fighting cats.  She 

jumped up. Her eyes looked 

for the front door. The way 

she moved toward it you’d 

almost think she was drunk. 

 

“You’re gonna pay for this, 

you rotten, dirty . . .” 

 

Her words disappeared as the 

man behind the door quickly 

pulled her in. We laughed at 

the tufts of hair that looked 

like little islands on her almost 

bald head. What a sight she 

was. 

 

On the sidewalk, a man with 

huge hands made a choking 

gesture. “Sure hope her 

husband knows she had 

someone on the side,” he 

grinned. The cigarette stuck to 

his lower lip swayed with each 

word. This time, everyone 

laughed.  “Who’s next?” 

someone behind us yelled.  

“Just follow us.” 

 

The man with the scissors 

pulled out a wrinkled piece of 

paper and looked at it. He 

walked away with long 

strides. His helpers, both 

younger, took off after him. 

Benny and I made sure we 

followed ahead of everyone 

else. Now that we knew what 

to expect, we thought we’d be 

able to cope with the next 

episode without going funny 

inside. 

 

A few blocks away, the men 

stopped at a walkway between 

two neatly trimmed hedges. 

The man checked his papers 

and told his helpers this was 

the right place. They banged 

their fists on the shiny, 

varnished door rather than ring 

the bell. When a woman in a 

flowered dress opened the 

door, we heard someone yell, 

“We want your 

daughter!”  Others echoed, 

“Yeah, your daughter!”  

 

One of the helpers stuck his 

foot inside the door frame to 

keep it open. The older 

woman faced them, her cheeks 

and neck blotchy with red 

spots. “No, please, not my 

Anje!” Her chin trembled as 

she spoke. And then it 

happened. 

 

A blonde girl in sandals came 

to the door to check what was 

happening.  “Hey, Benny,” I 

whispered. “I know her. She 

goes to our church.”  She 

couldn’t have known what the 

men came for because she did 

not look one bit scared.  “You 

better go in, mom.”  “You’re 

sure, Anje?” The woman 

looked bewildered but quickly 

snuck into the safety of her 

home. She was followed by 

one of the helpers who came 

out a minute later with a 

fancy, padded chair. We felt 
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the crowd behind us getting 

excited. And still, they also 

became strangely quiet. It was 

eerie. The girl looked around 

but somehow did not seem 

puzzled about all those people 

at her doorstep. 

 

“I think I know what you 

want,” she said, spotting the 

scissors in the tall man’s 

hands. Then she sat down and 

folded her arms. She never 

even looked down. Just sat 

there, quiet-like, staring ahead. 

 

The tall man raised his 

scissors. Like an experienced 

barber he began to cut. He 

didn’t even need his helpers to 

hold her down. Long strands 

of hair tumbled down, quickly. 

I saw a strange twitch on the 

man’s lips. Somehow, the fun 

had gone out of it. He no 

longer seemed in control. 

 

A helper passed him the 

clippers and he silently 

exchanged them for the 

scissors. With long swoops, 

starting at the back of the 

neck, the clippers took the last 

remnants of hair until there 

was nothing left to take off. 

Still, the tall man looked as 

though he had to take off more 

while there was none.  

 

I swallowed hard. Benny, next 

to me, looked like the time we 

tried smoking a cigarette and 

got sick. Of all the people 

there, not a single one shouted 

“kraut lover” or “bitch.” I 

wished somebody would have 

talked, just to break the 

silence, but no one did. My 

throat felt as if a stone was 

stuck in it and couldn’t decide 

whether to go up or down. 

 

When the hair-cutting guy 

finally finished, the girl stood 

up. Her face now looked like 

that of a skinny boy who had 

been deloused. Her eyes 

looked big, sad and warm at 

the same time. When she 

turned toward the door, the 

back of her pale head could 

just have well have shown the 

same big eyes for all I knew. 

That’s all I kept seeing, her 

eyes. 

 

Why don’t you just disappear? 

I wished. It would make all of 

us feel better. 

 

Then, as she entered the front 

door, the girl turned around 

and her big, sad eyes looked 

with one sweep at all of us. 

What she said then, she said in 

a kind of whisper. But Benny 

and I heard it clearly and I 

think everyone else did, too. 

 

“I just want you to know that I 

am still engaged to my 

German. Someday we hope to 

be married.” 
 

* * * 

I remember standing next to 

the green hedge for a long 

time, staring at the closed 

door. Anje was someplace 

inside. The chair stood silently 

on the walk and the wind kept 

pushing strands of blonde hair 

around its legs. The mob 

behind me had followed the 

tall man somewhere else. 

Even Benny was gone. 

 

As I sauntered home, the sun 

made strange circles of light in 

front of my eyes. My teeth 

clenched so hard against each 

other that even my neck hurt. 

 

When I got home and told my 

mom what had happened, she 

cried too. 

 

 

Book Review – Just 

Mercy A Story of 

Justice and 

Redemption  by 

Bryan Stevenson 

By Barb Straatsma 

 

Bryan Stevenson was one of 

the speakers for the 2015 

January Series at Calvin 

College.  He is a lawyer and 

executive director of the Equal 

Justice Initiative in 

Montgomery, Alabama, whose 

staff is dedicated to helping 

those who need it most. 

 

The main true story in the 

book is about Walter Mc 

Millian, a black man wrongly 

accused of killing the daughter 

of a respected family in 

Monroeville, Alabama.  It is a 

story of prejudice, 

humiliation, trauma, 

ignorance, fear, lack of 

evidence, false and coerced 

testimony and injustice but it 

is also a story about dignity, 

strength and perseverance and 

the development of friendship 

and caring between Bryan and 

Walter.  In between sections 

of Walter’s case, we hear 
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about Bryan’s other cases; 

people who were abused and 

neglected as children, drug 

addiction, poor, mental illness 

and disability, inferior 

appointed lawyers, racial bias, 

lack of mitigation evidence, 

lack of fair trial, lack of 

minorities in the jury, and 

children sent to adult prisons  

mostly forgotten and with 

little support. 

 

Mr. Stevenson writes on 

page 17, “Proximity has 

taught me some basic and 

humbling truths, including 

this vital lesson: Each of 

us is more than the worst 

thing we’ve ever done. My 

work with the poor and 

the incarcerated has 

persuaded me that the 

opposite of poverty is not 

wealth; the opposite of 

poverty is justice.  Finally, 

I’ve come to believe that 

the true measure of our 

commitment to justice, the 

character of our society, 

our commitment to the 

rule of law, fairness, and 

equality cannot be 

measured by how we treat 

the rich, the powerful, the 

privileged, and the 

respected among us.  The 

true measure of our 

character is how we treat 

the poor, the disfavored, 

the accused, the 

incarcerated, and the 

condemned.” 

 

He chronicles the changes 

in our prison system and 

explains through stories of 

his cases why we need to 

reform our prison system 

– mass incarceration and 

excessive punishment.  He 

says we have the “highest 

rate of incarceration in the 

world”; “prison 

population has increased 

from 300,000 people in 

the early 1970s to 2.3 

million people today”; 

“one in every 15 people 

born in the U.S. in 2001 is 

expected to go to jail or 

prison and one in every 3 

black male babies born in 

this century is expected to 

be incarcerated”.  BUT 

through those people who 

were “accused, convicted 

and imprisoned” he 

learned “so much about 

hope, justice, and mercy”. 

 

 

 

JUNE 

1  Paulette Fischer & 
Jean Sluiter 

2  Kami Posthumus 

4  Caryl Vande Voort 

5  Lyle Phelps  

8  Cathy 
Winterhalter          

9  Marie Albers,  Laurie 
Holwerda 

11 George 
Jasperse,  Philip 
Lucasse, & Steve 
Powers 

12 Philip & Carolyn 
Lucasse (1953), Harry 
Lew (M) 

13  Manuel Lara, Joel & 
Wendy Veldheer (1975) 

14  Paul & Marilyn 
Braman (1975), Jack & 
Mary Vanden Berg 
(1975)  

15 Doug & Jeri Hoek, 
(1974), Casey & Ruth 
Ter Haar (1967) 

16  Bert Wierenga, 
Dave & Miki De Windt, 
(1990), Don & Coral 
Kreykes (1955) 

17 Thomas Miller, Ken 
& Laurel Bratt (1970) 

18 Marian Vanden Berg 

19 Alex Powers 

20 Tina Belbot, Bruce & 
Barb Engbers (1975) 

22 George & Nancy 
Jasperse (1965), 
Thomas & Betty Jonker 
(1974) 

23 John & Barb 
Straatsma (1973) 

24 Megan Roseveld & 
Jan Vriesenga  

25 Henry & Dorothy 
Schierbeek (1954) 
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26 Carolyn Zwiers & 
Ray Kapteyn (M) 
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June 2015 

Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesda

y 
Thursday Friday Saturday 

 1 
8:30 pm: 

Women’s 

Softball vs. 

Cascade 

 

2 
7:30 pm: 

Choir 

Rehearsal 

3 4 
7 pm: 

Council 

5 6 

7 
10 am: Food 

Offering for 

SECOM, 

Faith Promise 

Offering 

8 
7:30 pm: 

Women’s 

Softball vs. 

Covenant 

9 10 11 12 13 

14 15 
6:30 pm: 

Women’s 

Softball vs. 

COS 

16 
6 pm: 

Tuesday 

Family Night 

- Mime 

17 18 19 20 

21 

 

 

22 
6:30 pm: 

Women’s 

Softball vs. 

Dutton URC 

23 
6 pm: 

Tuesday 

Family Night 

– Critter Barn 

24 25 26 27 

28 29 
7:30 pm: 

Women’s 

Softball vs. 

Madison 

30 
6 pm: 

Tuesday 

Family Night 

– Story Teller 

    

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FROM 

Fuller Avenue Christian Reformed Church 

1239 Fuller Avenue, S. E.  

Grand Rapids, Michigan 49506-3248 
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