
With Jesus in the Storm 
By Melinda Kna�erud 

    

In 2009, when my girls were very small and we had 

just moved into our first house, I went through a 

very dark season. I allowed my perfec#onis#c 

tendencies to lead me into a place where I knew 

that God existed, but I couldn’t feel Him with me. 

All of the hopes and dreams I had for our new 

house seemed to be crumbling under the sheer 

weight of insufficient #me and money.  I was  

focused on absolute perfec#on, and anything  

less made me feel completely inadequate and  

unworthy. And then the guilt would set in. How 

could I be so nega#ve about my life? I have a  

loving husband, two beau#ful children and a roof 

over my head. This damaging cycle con#nued un#l 

one day I realized how far away from God I had 

run, chasing what I thought I wanted. I wasn’t 

seeking first His kingdom; I was seeking first my 

own kingdom.  

      

Isaiah 26:3 says, “You will keep in perfect peace 

him whose mind is stayed on you, because he 

trusts in you.” My mind was fixed on what I  

wanted and how I wanted it. No wonder I felt so 

angry and disillusioned! Perfect peace was about 

as far away from me as it could be in that season.  

I bought the lie that it was all up to me and I  

couldn’t count on anyone else. 

 

 In Ma�hew 8:23-27, the disciples were in the boat 

with Jesus in the storm on the Sea of Galilee. They  

were WITH Jesus! Yet what did they do? They  

panicked while Jesus slept peacefully. Instead of 

seeing Jesus as the God who created that very sea, 

they saw Jesus the human. They thought the 

storm and the waves were too big for Jesus.  

      

So many #mes in my daily life, I focus on the 

storm. What I forget is exactly what the disciples 

forgot: Jesus is in this with me! He is only silent 

because I haven’t reached out to Him and asked 

Him for help. I forget that Jesus, the One who died 

for me, the Prince of Peace, is here. And when I go 

to Him and call to Him, He will help me. 

 

The disciples also had one another. In my season  
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Editor’s Note : 
By Liz Kimmel 
 

It has been a huge blessing so far this year for the 

LIFEline staff to gather together ar#cles about our 

annual theme of The Fruit of the Spirit. We have read 

an amazing assortment of stories and tes#monies 

about the first two listed fruits of Love and Joy.   

 

This month we are exploring Peace. We begin with 

Melinda Kna�erud and Ikenna Ezeugwu sharing  

tes#monies of Jesus mee#ng them in the midst of 

their personal storms.  Steven Lutes shares about  

finding family through his small group. And we hear 

the awesome story of the appropriate naming of 

Peace Sinyigaya as told by her Mama Peace.  

 

Jim Nash shares a very thought provoking  

perspec#ve on peace and Dorothy Olmstead is  

featured in an ar#cle in the Wilder Adult Day Services 

newsle�er. Rebekah Hanson interviews her for a li�le 

deeper look into her life.  

 

We hear about peace from a grandma’s point of view 

(Joan Bu�on) and a poet (Liz Kimmel), and also about 

the incredible work of peace and reconcilia#on 

through Pilgrim Center, thanks to Benjamin Mason.  

 

Ken Holmgren does double duty with a reprise of his 

Hall of Faith series, focusing on a former member 

(Duane Stokke), who joined the great cloud of  

witnesses last year. He also tells the story of his  

acceptance of Jesus as a young boy. 

 

And to top it all off, we celebrate the 2019  

graduates, both high school and post-secondary. 

Thank you to Jus#n Rasmussen, for his post-graduate 

thoughts (Macalester 2016) about how the Lord spoke 

to him through His word on this topic. May the Lord 

lead all of the graduates in His peace as they begin the 

next leg of their journey! 

Inside This Issue: 
With Jesus in the Storm   P 1 

 Melinda Kna�erud 

Places for Family   P 3 

 Steven Lutes 

God’s Peace in the Storm  P 4 

 Ikenna Ezeugwu 

The Naming of Peace   P 5 

 Alyssa Doebler    

A Posi#ve Perspec#ve on Peace  P 6 

 Jim Nash 

Introducing Dorothy Olmstead  P 7 

 Ben Harney 

Congratula#ons 2019 Grads!  P 8 

FUN PAGE for FUN KIDS   Insert 

Kingdom Peace    P 9 

 Jus#n Rasmussen 

Peace that Overcomes Distance  P 10-11 

 Joan Bu�on 

Principles of Peace   P 10-11 

 Liz Kimmel 

Wai#ng for the Spirit to Work  P 12-13 

 Benjamin Mason 

Hall of Faith: Duane Stokke  P 14-15 

 Ken Holmgren 

A Story I Love to Tell   P 16 

 Ken Holmgren 

Contact Us: 

Liz Kimmel       lkimmel@betheltwinci#es.org 

Lynda Larson    lynda2011@comcast.net 

Benjamin Mason  btruant@hotmail.com 

Rich Doebler    richdoebler@gmail.com 

Rebekah Hanson  rebekahhanson6218@gmail.com 

Ken Holmgren    kholmgren@dnet.net 

Bethel Chris#an Fellowship,  651-645-1534 

1466 Portland Ave.  St. Paul, MN 55104 

With Jesus in the Storm con#nued from page 1 

of darkness and loneliness, the light began to 

break through when I joined a Bible Study  

Fellowship class and began studying the Bible  

with others again. In our small group, we shared 

one another’s burdens, helped each other stay in 

the Word, and prayed together. I will forever be 

thankful that God brought me to that class. It was 

the answer to my prayer that God would help me 

find Him again. Studying the Word of God in  

community with others shiYed my perspec#ve and 

priori#es. I began to seek God’s best for me rather 

than my own. Life hasn’t been smooth sailing, and 

frequently my peace in Christ begins to slip. But I 

remember that I’m not in the boat alone; Jesus is 

with me. 
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Places for Family 
By Steven Lutes 

 

“A place where strangers become friends, and 

friends become family.” This is a familiar refrain to 

us at Bethel Chris#an Fellowship, heard most  

Sunday mornings during gree#ng #me. It’s also 

one I saw last week on this ad I got in the mail 

from a bar and restaurant. It’s a great mo�o and a 

be�er aspira#on, but how do we get there? How 

do we grow in closeness? And how do we at BCF 

do it be�er than a bar? 

 

Sunday mornings are one of the major ways that 

our body becomes closer, but it’s insufficient. I 

believe that we can move from strangers to 

friends on Sunday mornings as we connect before, 

during and aYer service. However, becoming  

family takes an in#macy and intensity that can’t 

happen just on Sunday mornings. 

 

Families go through joy and sadness together, they 

hold one another up in #mes of sadness and are 

liYed up as others experience joy. And to truly do 

all these things #me together is needed. 

 

Small groups are a part of how that family #me is 

created at BCF, and had been a big part of how 

Shelley and I have found family in our church 

homes over the years. However, between  

graduate school and Greta, our 3 year old, being 

born we had not been in a small group together 

since 2015. We could feel the disconnec#on from 

our family. 

 

So, this January, despite just having a baby, we 

started hos#ng a small group led by Rich Doebler. 

We have been going through the book of Gala#ans 

verse by verse. It has been great to study the 

Word of God together, but even more than that  

we have appreciated the community that has 

grown among the people who have been coming. 

 

Through the discussion we are able to learn  

people's’ hearts and where they are seeing God in 

their life, and where the Lord is challenging them 

to grow. We also have the joy and honor of liYing 

one another up in prayer. Many of our members 

have had big things in the past few months, family 

difficul#es, health concerns, housing situa#ons 

that are unclear, but we get to hold them up in 

prayer, both Thursday when we are together, and 

throughout the week. 

 

Though these #mes are great, and important, it is 

the informal checking in about how the week has 

been going before the group starts, and then 

laughing together aYer we’re done that really  

has started to make us family. Families have fun 

together, and we have had fun (thanks for the 

brownies Ron Spika!). 

 

The most beau#ful thing about it is that this family 

is kind of a hodgepodge collec#on of people. We 

range from 4 months to, well, much older! College 

students, to re#rees. People who have been at BCF 

for decades, and those who have recently arrived 

in the US. People who at #mes we don’t have 

much in common with, and may not have  

connected in other se[ngs. But here we are 

drawn together as a family. 

 

This is why we at BCF do family be�er than a bar. 

We have already been made a family, with God as 

our Father. And we have the joy of growing closer 

to one another and being the support that family 

can be. Even more, we are beau#ful picture to the 

world of the vast diversity of the family that will 

one day join together praising around the throne.  

 

Small groups are a part of how we create family at 

BCF, but not the only way. There are formal, and 

informal ways to connect to others so we can grow 

closer. Find your way to connect, so that, we can 

do what we aspire to and “become family.” 
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God’s Peace in the StormGod’s Peace in the StormGod’s Peace in the StormGod’s Peace in the Storm 
By Ikenna Ezeugwu  

 

How do you know you have peace? Is it when all is 

going well and life seems beau#ful? Or does this 

virtue – Peace, become even more real when              

uncertainty looms and life is spinning out of your 

control? 

 

On July 31st, 2016, I embarked on a journey  

where I had to leave my family and all I had known 

behind in Nigeria and head to the United States in 

pursuit of higher educa#on. It was my first #me 

leaving my country and I was excited at the  

opportunity of obtaining a Civil Engineering  

Master’s Degree from Purdue University  

Northwest. I was totally unaware of the curveballs 

life would throw at me. AYer a year into the  

program, I was unsure if I was going to graduate 

and uncertain#es about my future began to creep 

into my mind. I was at my wits end and even  

considered returning to my home country.  

For the first #me in my life, I felt like a failure. 

 

It was in the midst of this upheaval that I  

remembered the words from the Bible that God 

had impressed on my heart some years back: 

 

I will lead the blind by ways they have not known, 

    along unfamiliar paths I will guide them; 

I will turn the darkness into light before them 

    and make the rough places smooth. 

These are the things I will do; 

    I will not forsake them. 

Isaiah 42:16 (NIV) 

 

These words rekindled the dying embers of hope 

in my heart and just like the writer of the book of 

Hebrews said, “they became an anchor for my 

soul” (Hebrews 6:19). They were like flickers in a 

very dark room, like a breath of fresh air. They 

brought peace to my soul and even though the 

situa#ons did not change immediately, my  

perspec#ve was realigned. My gaze shiYed from 

the storm I was in and looked beyond the hills to 

where my help comes from - the Maker of heaven 

and earth. In #me, God resolved the issues and  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

opened up the right doors without my efforts. I 

graduated on #me and received a job offer that 

brought me to Saint Paul. 

 

Fast forward two years, I am currently at a point 

where I have to make some major life decisions 

and the clouds of uncertainty seems to be  

gathering once again. It feels like I am back at the 

mountain I leY behind - having no ‘control’ over 

the way my life should go. Once again I am  

reminded by God to keep my gaze on Him for the 

scriptures say: 

 

You will keep in perfect peace 

    those whose minds are steadfast, 

    because they trust in you. 

Isaiah 26:3 (NIV) 

 

Just as Jesus spoke to the raging storm “Peace! Be 

s2ll!” (Mark 4:39, NKJV) so God speaks to my heart 

#me and #me again through the pages of scripture 

when I am caught in the storms of life and peace 

seems to elude me. 
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The Naming of Peace 

By Mama Peace (Speciose) Sinyigaya  

 

As I have shared in past LIFElines, God has blessed 

me in numerous ways, including giving me a  

refuge and a family.  My husband and I were  

coming from Senegal where we went for college 

and then later stayed due to the war that took 

place in our country of origin, Rwanda. Due to  

uncertainty at the #me, we decided to accept the 

gracious offer by the UNHCR to come to the USA. 

We knew that the call was not a random one; we 

trusted in Him and He heard our cries. “Do not be 

anxious about anything, but in every situa2on by 

prayer and pe22on, with thanksgiving, present 

your request to God. And the peace of God, which 

transcends all understanding, will guard your 

hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus.”  

(Philippians 4:6-7; NIV) 

  

A couple months aYer our arrival to the USA, our 

daughter Peace Neza was born.  With her birth, we 

felt the sense of tranquility and harmony in our 

hearts. “You will keep him in perfect peace, whose 

mind is stayed on You, because he trusts in 

You.” (Isaiah 26:3; NIV) 

 

Naming Peace was a serious business and a new 

experience for us for many reasons. Tradi#onally 

in our culture, the father chooses the name for the 

baby. This #me, we decided together about the 

names of our children. Unlike some families do 

here in the United States, we don’t use books to 

pick names for our kids; we had to look around in 

our lives to find the name that we felt had no  

ambiguity. We learned that peace is defined as a 

state of tranquility or quiet, such as freedom from 

civil disturbance or harmony in personal rela#ons. 

I also learned that the word "peace" comes from 

the Greek word eirene, the Greek equivalent for 

the Hebrew word shalom, which expresses the 

idea of wholeness, completeness, or tranquility  

in the soul that is unaffected by outward  

circumstances. 

 

We chose the name Peace for a few reasons.  

First, we wanted to give her a name that would 

have a known meaning in our English speaking  

community. Second, Peace was just a perfect 

name given the fact we came here seeking safety. 

The name Peace meant a lot to us, given our  

experience of loss and uncertainty back in Africa. 

Third, it’s short, unique, and would minimize  

ques#oning like the ques#ons we oYen received 

ourselves about the meaning of our names. 

  

We chose Neza as her middle name.  Ildephonse 

and I both have family members and close family 

friends with names like Ineza, Kaneza, Mukaneza, 

and Munyaneza, all sharing the meaning of  

goodness and being well. In our Rwandan culture, 

everyone has a unique last name in your family. 

Middle names are uncommon. As a way to  

immerse ourselves into the culture here, we  

decided to give her a middle name. But, Neza, the 

middle name we gave her, would have been her 

surname back home. We did this to preserve at 

least this part of our culture. We chose not to do 

unique last names because when you have a 

different name from your parents’ last name  

here, many assump#ons are made by outsiders 

about there being some kind of disconnect from 

the family. 

 

This is how Peace got her name.  
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A Positive Perspective on Peace 

By Jim Nash 

 

Dietrich Bonhoeffer, in his book Cost of   

Discipleship, characterizes the original tempta#on 

as Eve having to do something to gain what she 

already had.  In similar fashion, the Judaizers  

seduced the Gala#an churches with the idea that 

they had to go elsewhere to gain what only Christ 

could give.  While the brevity of God’s words in 

the Garden (“What is this you have done?”) can 

lead us to miss the depth of pathos at this moral 

treachery and its cost, Paul’s words, on the other 

hand, leave no doubt (“You foolish Gala#ans,  

who has bewitched you…?).  The consequences 

became painfully clear as well, as the Gala#ans 

had lost a sense of blessing, and had begun bi#ng 

and devouring one another.  Those seeking  

jus#fica#on by an idea of Law had been severed 

from Christ.  Nasty business, that…  Paul leaves 

no doubt. 

 

He then contrasts life in the flesh (seeking a god 

within this present, decaying world order to  

deliver from evil) and its a�endant prac#ces 

(immorality, impurity, sensuality, idolatry…, etc), 

with life in the Spirit and its a�endant fruit (love, 

joy, peace, etc…).  To any ra#onal person, there is 

no comparison.  The promise of life in the Spirit is 

vastly superior. 

 

In His Farewell Discourse (John 14-17), Jesus  

men#oned the Helper, the Spirit.  His role is to 

take the things of Christ and reveal them to us.   

He will bear witness of Christ as He is.  He is the 

Spirit of Truth, dis#nct not merely from error, but 

from all the transient ideas elevated from among 

men, ideas that call for our subservience and  

devo#on, ideas filled with false promises and  

empty hope, ideas that, instead of libera#ng from 

the curse, are part of it, ideas that, instead of  

redeeming from evil, are of its essence.  He is the 

Comforter, who infuses all of life with meaning 

centered in the person of Christ and what He has 

accomplished - libera#ng from the curse and  

reconciling to Himself all things - so that we never 

lose hope. 

It is interes#ng to note in this passage that the 

promise of the Spirit as an abiding Presence is  

interwoven with Jesus’ desire that His disciples 

know peace.  As already men#oned, this peace is a 

fruit of the Spirit’s presence and work. 

 

So what is this peace?  How would we define it?  

In our individualis#c culture we understand peace 

primarily as an inner equilibrium, a sense that all is 

in some fashion ok.  Our internal warfare has 

ceased.  By extension we see peace as the absence 

of war in our rela#ons.  However, this is merely 

nega#on, the lack of conflict or conflictedness. 

 

With our God, though, as always, there is more.  

Isaiah’s vision of there being no end to the  

increase of Messiah’s government or peace  

reveals the posi#ve aspect.  Here peace is  

expanding, occupying more space and demanding 

greater a�en#on.  It’s not the absence of  

something bad, but rather growth of something 

exquisitely and eternally good.  It will not fade 

away, to cite Peter.  So what might growing peace 

mean (akin to being a peacemaker)? 

 

The Covenant is a covenant of literacy, of growth 

in the grace and knowledge of our Lord and  

Savior Jesus Christ, again to use Peter’s words.   

Or as Paul states, that we might comprehend with 

all the saints what is the breadth and length and 

height and depth and to know the love of Christ 

which surpasses knowledge, that we might be 

filled up with all the fullness of God.  Or Paul 

again, “He who did not spare His own Son, but 

delivered Him up for us all, how will He not also 

with Him freely give us all things?”  His storehouse 

is always open, always well stocked.  No good 

thing will be withheld…   

 

Our job is simple: believe in Christ, and study  

all aspects of Him - His life, His words, His works – 

that we might know Him.  It is then that we abide 

in His peace, and become coworkers in growing 

His peace, that others may taste of His redemp#ve 

goodness. 
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Introducing Dorothy 

Olmstead 
Used with permission from Wilder Adult Day Services 

 

Dorothy was born and raised in Philadelphia. She 

was the second youngest of six children, with two 

brothers and three sisters. Her dad, Arthur, 

worked in a ship-yard. He mom, Catherine, did 

most of the child-rearing, and also worked outside 

the home as a housekeeper. Dorothy always had a 

flair for music and entertainment. As a li�le girl, 

she sang, danced, played the bongos and congas, 

and remembers earning a whole nickel! She also 

belonged to her church and high school choirs. 

 

AYer gradua#on, Dorothy moved to Queens, New 

York, to seek be�er employment. She worked as a 

dietary aide on Long Island, and then as a nurse’s 

aide in a small private hospital in Queens. Dorothy 

fibbed about her age, a mere 21, when she met 35 

year old Eldon, who was to become her future 

husband. She got caught, though, when she  

applied for her license. 

 

Dorothy’s family fell in love with Eldon. But  

married life ini#ally had its challenges, with a 

household consis#ng of Eldon’s elderly mom,  

two step-children, eight and nine years old, and 

eventually Dorothy’s mom as well. Seven years 

later, Dorothy and Eldon welcomed their firstborn, 

Jeanine, and then Dawn in another three years. 

 

Dorothy returned to school to earn a BA in  

Psychology of Aging and became a counselor.  

She and Eldon moved to Far Rockaway, a water-

front community in Queens, before making the 

move to the Twin Ci#es. Their children had moved 

to Minneapolis for be�er jobs and because Prince 

lived here! 

 

Dorothy currently lives in St. Paul and enjoys  

quality #me with her children, who both live in 

Roseville. She is an ac#ve member of Bethel  

Chris#an Fellowship. Dorothy says her ideal job 

would have been to work at our program, but she 

is very grateful to be a par#cipant! She especially 

likes Tai Chi, art, and wri#ng classes, and recently 

enjoyed trying her hand at puppetry. 

More Thoughts from Dorothy 
With help from Rebekah Hanson 
 

Proverbs 16:7 - “When a man’s ways please the Lord, he 

makes even his enemies to be at peace with him.” 

This verse has helped  me to deal with rela#onships, 

including people I became friends with at Wilder. There 

was a man who got on my nerves. He was loud, and 

others would tell him to shut up. I started to listen to 

him, though. He told me that he was a bad person,  

having done things that were unforgivable. Instead of 

judging or ignoring him, I kept listening to him. And I 

started to see that he’s a child of God just like me. 
 

Isaiah 58:8 - “Though the mountains be shaken and the 

hills be removed, yet my unfailing love for you will not 

be shaken nor my covenant of peace be removed,”  

says the LORD, who has compassion on you.”   

Especially when I go someplace I’ve never been  

before, God makes a pathway for me when I get there. 

God’s got me.  
 

I was born and raised in Philadelphia. When I  

graduated from high school, I started working a job  

but I wasn’t pleased with it. I moved to New York  

with one of my friends, and that’s where I met my  

husband. God always protected me. I learned this as I 

grew older.  
 

When I was in college, I studied to be a counselor.  

AYer gradua#ng, I had a seizure because of so much 

stress and I had to relearn everything. God carried me 

through that #me. In 2007, we moved to Minnesota 

because our girls were here. But it was hard for us. I 

remember my husband looking at me and saying, 

“Don’t you miss New York?” Every #me I missed  

something, God made a way for me. When my  

husband passed, my kids were here to support me. 

God’s peace is constant in my life. 
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CONGRATULATIONS!  Graduates of 2019 

High School Grads: 

Post- 

Secondary 

Grads: 

 

 Andrew Cook 
ALC/White Bear 

Lake 
 

Plans: 
Gap year  

Lydia Lecher 
 Concordia Academy 

 

Summer Plans:  
Army Reserve  
basic training 
Fall Plans:  

Hamline University 
(field of study TBD) 

 

 

Wani Byakweli 
U of MN 

BA in Child Psych  
& Public Health  

 
Plans: Working in 
my field; eventual 

grad school  

Jake Bong  
White Bear Lake 
High School 

 
Plans: 

Gap year 

 

 

Isaiah Sandquist 
 Open World  
Learning 

 
Plans: 

Vocational training 
in the fall 

 

Benny Pierre 
 Park High School 

 
Plans: University 
of Minnesota to 
study Aerospace 
Engineering 

 

Kyra Heaps 
Homeschool/PSEO 

at U of M 
 

Plans: Gap year with 
YWAM in France and 
then apply to college  
to study biology 

Alexandra Gregory 
Bethany Global U 
Bible Theology/

Intercultural Studies/
Social Justice 

Fall Plans: Ministry  
internship/BGU 

2020: Masters degree 

 

 
 

Joseph Gross 
Nova Classical 

 Academy 
Plans: Wheaton 

College (IL) to study 
political science  
and pre-law 

Mario Huyck 
Minnehaha  
Academy  

 

Plans: Grand Canyon 
University, Phoenix 
to study Marketing/
Entrepreneurship 

 

 

 Annette Bittner 
Bethel Seminary 
Master of Arts in 
Children’s/Family 

Ministry &  
Community  
Discipleship  

Plans: Rest & Pray 

 

Annie Ellis 
University of  
Northwestern 

BS in Kinesiology 
Plans: Work in my 
field, with eventual 
Masters in Athletic 

Training  

Jessica Ilc 
Macalester College 

 BA in  
Anthropology 
Plans: Pursue a 
Masters degree/
Public Health 

 

 

Tyler Hanna 
North Central U 
BS in Business & 
Entrepreneurship 
Plans: Operate my 
marketing agency, 

8-bit RX 
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Missy Stevanovic 
 Macalester College 

Biology &  
Educational Studies 

 
Plans: Find work as 
Assistant Naturalist 

with the DNR 

 

Katie Tomek 
U of MN 

BA in Individualized 
Studies/Psychology 
Communication/
Cinema/Media 

Plans: TV production, 
Intercultural communication 

 

Tusa Rukundo 
Macalester College 
BA in Economics 
& Political Science 

Plans: Move to  
Boston to work as an 
economic consultant 

 

 Peace Sinyigaya 
St. Catherine’s U 
BS in Physics (honors) 
Minor in Mathematics 
Plans: FT work as 

engineer at Vixar Inc. 
Grad school in the 

fall (TBD) 

Kingdom Peace 
By Jus#n Rasmussen 

 

Rejoice in the Lord always. I will say it again: 

Rejoice! Let your gentleness be evident to all. 

The Lord is near. Do not be anxious about  

anything, but in everything, by prayer and  

pe22on, with thanksgiving, present your 

requests to God. And the peace of God, which 

transcends all understanding, will guard your 

hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. 

 

I saw the storm brewing. Already in September, 

the Macalester campus was buzzing with talk 

about senior capstones, job possibili#es, and  

general murmuring about what’s next. I knew I  

had to prepare myself. Reading Paul’s comfor#ng 

words to the Philippians at an Intervarsity retreat 

in the fall, I decided this would be my witness: 

while others were running around fre[ng  

anxiously about what the future might hold,  

I would rejoice and pray.  

 

For the rest of the year, I held to that commit-

ment, focusing on the present and keeping a  

posi#ve a[tude. The real storm hit aYer  

gradua#on though, when months of lobbing  

resumes into the internet abyss and hours of  

conversa#on trying to save a crumbling  

rela#onship dumped me into the fall drenched  

and hopeless. Suffice it to say, my a[tude at  

that #me was hardly a model of Chris#an peace  

to my friends. 

It was around then that I read Jesus’ words at the 

end of the Sermon on the Mount. For the most 

part, it’s not too different to what Paul says to the 

church in Philippi: “Don’t worry, ask God for what 

you need, God will take care of you.” But what 

caught my a�en#on was the exhorta#on to “seek 

first his kingdom.” 

 

What I had missed in trying to achieve a peaceful 

a[tude myself was that peace is rooted in  

rulership. To Paul and 

Jesus’ audience, this 

would have been obvious. 

If they had read the  

Scriptures, they knew the 

stories of the genera#ons 

of failed kings in Israel 

and Judah. Anyone alive 

at the #me saw the  

scepter-wielding image of the goddess Pax on  

their coins proclaiming the great peace of the  

Roman Empire. 

 

Rereading Philippians in this light, I saw Paul’s  

encouragement several verses earlier about our 

ci#zenship in heaven and Jesus’ power to bring 

everything under his control. As subjects seeking 

the Kingdom, we do rejoice, pe##on and thank our 

ruler, and live in the wholly unfathomable safety of 

the increasing government of the Prince of Peace. 

This month, as you seek the spiritual fruit of peace 

in your life, I encourage you to see the reality of 

that true Kingdom. 

 

Ben Nicholes 
Bethel University 
BS in Materials  

Science & Engineering 
  

Plans: Work at 
Medtronic, Inc. 
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Peace that Overcomes Distance 
By Joan Bu�on 

 

If you have watched your grandbaby nurse at  

her mother’s breast you have seen the total  

contentment and peace that a mom can provide. 

This is the same type of rela#onship God offers to 

each of us, His children. We are to develop a  

humble dependence on Christ, who can sa#sfy  

our souls. If the parents are loving, posi#ve, and 

suppor#ng to a growing child, the child feels  

accepted and loved. 

  

My grandchildren live in Texas, so I have a distance 

problem, but I try to go and see them three #mes 

a year if possible. I stay for two or three weeks 

because I want them to have a rela#onship with 

me whether in the absence or presence of their 

Mom or Dad. 

  

Lily (10) loves to play adult games with me. Now I 

have never liked Monopoly but when, on my last 

visit Lily said, “I love Monopoly. Nobody will play it 

with me. Would you play it with me, Grammy, 

even if it takes all day?” I really wanted to decline, 

but I said, “Yes, as much of the day as we can with 

two other sisters to take care of as well.” Our 

game went on for three days, and as we played 

God gave me a peace and a joy in making Lily            

happy, and I even began to like the game! 

  

Alaina (7) likes to ride a bike. The girls are not   

allowed to ride on the alleyways or sidewalks 

alone, so I walk, run, or even drive alongside them 

as they bike. They love going to my sister’s house 

about a mile away. Aunt Sally always has a drink 

and a cookie for them and a chance to read or play 

a game. We also biked to Yale Park and to a pond 

where they watched the ducks and inves#gated 

tracks in the mud. 

  

Mary-Cole�e (M-C), who is 5, says, “Grammy, play 

with me.” She has an imagina#on and will talk 

nonstop for her dolls and tell me what to say for 

mine. So we play peacefully together. I am not  

imagina#ve and so it is much harder to do some  

of these things, but I s#ll go along so I can be        

involved with her. 

  

They all like me to sleep with them. They share a 

room and since there is no bed for me, I would 

take my camping ma�ress and put it on the floor 

near their beds. When they were a li�le younger 

and all went to bed at the same #me, they would 

request, “Tell us a story about when you were a 

li�le girl; tell us about your dog.” Alaina offered, 

“I’ll think of a word and you tell a story about it 

and then you think of a word and I’ll tell a story 

about it.” This last visit their mom Sarah said,  

“No more sleeping in their room,” so we made 

other arrangements.   

  

First Kings 4:24b says “And there was peace 

throughout the land.” We grandmas some#mes 

have to go through hoops to do things we want to, 

but we usually find a peaceful way to accomplish 

Principles of Peace 
By Liz Kimmel 

 

Peace is a product of God’s design. 

It didn’t just happen without the divine. 

It’s not an accident or a mistake –  

He gave it to us to heal every ache. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Peace comes to our hearts by knowing God’s Son. 

It’s a wonderful giY that He gave to each one. 

Its presence is not linked to circumstance, 

But communion with Jesus at every chance. 
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it, and what can be 

be�er than to have 

peace in the land? 

 

Some#mes I get to 

take the girls to 

home-school choir 

prac#ce. On the way 

home, “Can we stop 

for a slushy or go  

to the indoor  

playground at 

McDonald’s?  

Please, Grammy, 

please?” And we do. 

  

I have learned special things about each girl: Lily is 

a designer and builder; Alaina is an ar#st and  

writer. M-C is a musician. I try to compliment and 

encourage each girl and their differences. I ask 

each one how they want to spend a day with me 

and I devote three days to doing each girl’s wishes. 

  

Each grandchild is different. When our tortoise 

Anthony died, M-C said, “Oh Grammy I feel so sad 

about Anthony. You must be sad too.” Lily, the 

oldest, said, “Grammy, save the shell. I can think of 

a lot of things to do with a turtle shell and I can 

give a presenta#on in home school. Bring it down 

next #me you come.” Alaina, middle child, said, 

“Grammy, why do they have to take off the arms 

and legs and head from the shell? That is so sad. 

But I’ll draw you a picture of Anthony.” 

The thing that all these stories have in common is 

that you try to draw yourself and them close to 

God and rest in His constant provision in a[tudes, 

hopes, advice, faith, and trust. We grandmas want 

to exhibit a spirit of tranquility and freedom from 

inward and outward disturbances that children 

can also experience.  

  

As grandmas we need to demonstrate Romans 

5:1. “So, now, since we have been made right in 

God’s sight by faith in His promises we can have 

peace with Him (and with others) because of what 

Jesus Christ our Lord has done for us.” 

 

 

It’s one of the Spirit’s top three giYs. 

Without love, joy, and peace all the others might driY. 

They form the founda#on on which we build 

Rela#onships wai#ng on God to be filled. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This giY from the Father we’re not to keep. 

Our job is to share it with all we meet. 

As the Light of the World, we shine with God’s peace, 

That the growth of His kingdom  would never cease.  
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Waiting for the Spirit to Work 
By Benjamin Mason 

 

I've had conversa#ons with a number of Bethel  

members about the experience of a Pilgrim Center  

for Reconcilia#on retreat. Every report has been very 

posi#ve, but is oYen punctuated with one key idea: 

“You have to experience one yourself!” I don't think 

anyone is trying to be evasive; there are just aspects of 

the work of the Holy Spirit which are difficult to explain. 

It's be�er to have Him do the work than try to imitate 

or relate it. Some#mes the paths we need to travel to 

reach peace are more obscure, complicated, and  

intersec#ng with others' paths than any of us would 

predict or plan. 

 

This all became clearer for me when I sat and listened 

to Peg McCormick and her friend Meli tell about their 

experience at a retreat for PCR's Spring “Journey Out” 

newsle�er. The retreat involved 18 women from the 

area and happened not long aYer Philando Cas#le was 

killed. It started slowly. Despite some gradual emo#onal 

unburdening, the first day and a half didn't yield much 

progress un#l the Holy Spirit arrived.  

 

“We were singing songs to God, but we weren't singing 

together,” Meli remembers. It was a mix of White,  

African, and African American women. She wondered 

how the weekend was going to play out given the  

unease in the room as the retreat began. 

 

Peg entered the retreat with further concerns:  

“There was no agenda, no schedule, no image of what 

our goals or objec#ves were. Most of us were coming 

from the busyness of a professional work week, and 

saw what I felt was a very unstructured, not really  

well-planned weekend. I wanted the structure of a  

conference so I knew when to spend myself and when 

to hold back.” 

 

That wasn't how the retreat was planned, though. All 

18 women sat in a circle, facing each other as strangers 

without a back row for retreat or a plan to guide them. 

“Arthur Rouner [PCR founder and retreat facilitator] 

made it clear early on that it was the Holy Spirit's 

work… He needs to make it happen,” Meli recalled. 

 

It didn't happen quickly. Friday and Saturday were 

mostly spent searching for a clear direc#on. Tension 

wasn't really dissipa#ng, and the feelings beneath the 

tension were mostly being protected, rather than  

explored. Listening to Meli and Peg explain it, the tense, 

steady buildup of emo#ons through those days was 

drama#c and is s#ll very present in their memories as 

they reflect. 

 

Saturday night, the women broke into small groups 

with very skeletal instruc#ons: “We were just supposed 

to pray for each other,” Peg remembered, but “things 

just started happening.” Each group of six women was a 

mix of cultures and race, and even though the larger 

conversa#ons about race and culture clash were not 

immediately unearthed, personal stories of pain and 

suffering began to surface. In Peg's group, a wise elder 

helped bring out the group's stories. Meli remembers 

her group tapping into raw, very present feelings which 

drew them into “real” conversa#ons. 

 

“When dealing with any hurt, all your hurts surface,” 

Meli explains. “Through healing prayer, I've learned 

that if a person is guarding their hearts too much, trying 

to protect their emo#ons, they can't emote in healthy 

ways either. But once there's a thaw, and you awake 

that, all emo#ons start flooding in at once.” 

 

Some of the stories that came out into the open were 

stories that had fed pain, anger, and mistrust to the 

women for years. One “elephant in the room” was a set 

of lies that had been perpetuated for a genera#on,  

disrup#ng rela#onships between African immigrants 

and African Americans; upon immigra#ng, many  

Africans were warned against trus#ng African  

Americans. There have been physical fights between 

high schoolers of the different cultures. Plenty of lies 

have been told and believed.  

 

Meli explains that “my ache was that an African would 

look at me, observing my facial features and my hair, 

that I'm black. But aYer asking where I was from, they 

would walk away and want nothing to do with me  

because I'm from here.” Besides that, she was “s#ll raw, 

because a black man was just killed a half mile from my 

house.”  

 

Despite these powerful undercurrents, the “racial  

tensions went unspoken un#l Sunday morning,” Meli 

explained, but “now, in our singing, we're singing  

together.” As their two and a half days together were 

almost ending, “that's when things just erupted,” Peg 

remembers. 

 

“The pain is being talked about between African and 

African American women. And I'm listening to this...” 

Peg recalls with a sharp inflec#on of memories, “and 
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there is this deep cry of complete disappointment that 

happens in the depth of me that I didn't even know was 

there!”  

 

That pain wasn't inflicted by others’ healing, but the 

awakening of a long-existent injury. When Peg was in 

junior high, her L.A. school was integrated so that 

white, black, and brown students became classmates 

and peers for the first #me with no real prepara#on. 

“There was no diversity training back then. Not for 

adults-administrators and teachers, and certainly not 

for the kids.” She remembers being an easy target, tall 

and unaggressive, and surrounded by “deeply-held,  

in-your-face prejudice, bullying, harassment… There 

were places in the school you weren't supposed to go  

if you were of a certain race.” 

 

Especially, Peg wanted to resolve her conflict with a 

group of five girls who antagonized her inescapably. 

“Why can't I be friends with them?” she remembers 

thinking. That didn't work, and the lingering pain of the 

encounter lead her to seek resolu#on later in life with 

others she met. She wanted to heal her wound of  

racial separa#on by reaching out to African American 

women, and remembers that “I approached it so  

awkwardly that I offended people, causing them to  

recoil back from me.”  

 

So the moment of racial healing at the end of the  

retreat was also a watershed for Peg coming to a  

deeper understanding of her own pain. AYer forming 

rela#onships with a number of African women and  

hoping she had bandaged her old wounds, 

she realized in horror that many of her  

African friends were just as afraid of the 

same African American women who  

provoked her painful memories. Watching 

others reconcile, she “didn't want to make  

a scene, but I was so disappointed!”  

 

Eventually, her story broke through. 

Through tears and emo#on, she relayed  

her experiences of being bullied, feeling 

separate, and the repeated pain of  

rejec#on and discomfort. “Meli was one of 

several women who got out of their chairs 

and approached me… She acknowledged my 

pain first and apologized on behalf of those 

girls.” She explained what they must have 

been feeling, how confusion must have  

informed their behavior, and “that it wasn't 

fair that that had happened to you.” 

When preparing for the retreat, Meli had taken along  

a colorful silk scarf, and that was the moment she  

realized it had a purpose. She wrapped it around Peg's 

neck, embracing her with it, and said “Now you are a 

woman of color.” Meli reflected on Peg's story: “She 

was trying to be the opposite of racist, trying to  

embrace our culture, and it just kept backfiring  

against her.”  

 

Like many stories of racial division and reconcilia#on, 

the story of the scarf became complicated with setbacks 

when it got mixed up with the laundry and was frayed 

“in at least 30 places” by the washer and dryer. Peg 

cared about the scarf though, and treated it as a living 

symbol of reconcilia#on. Over the next several weeks, 

“it felt good to put a needle and a thread to it, and 

mend it to honor my friendship”.  

 

“We get raw every #me we tell this story” Meli smiles. 

Both of them have expressed a lot of their feelings as 

they talked, and Peg fingers the mended scarf with care 

as she nods. Another woman at the conference, of  

Muslim faith, observed Meli's giY and handed her a 

silver bracelet from her own wrist, contribu#ng to the 

cycle of healing. The event became a new story which 

could take power from some of the earlier, painful sto-

ries the women had brought to the retreat. “It was 

transforma#ve,” Meli concluded. “It was a beau#fully 

messy day.” 

��� �����	
� ��� ����	  
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Duane Stokke: A Reliable,  

Hospitable Leader who was  

“a Lot of Fun” 
By Ken Holmgren, with the invaluable interview  

help of Lynda Larson 

 

(Editor's note: The following ar#cle is an                      

addendum to a series of “BCF Hall of Faith”                 

ar#cles that were featured in eighteen LIFEline 

issues from January/February 2012 to March/April 

2015. Those ar#cles recalled the lives of seventeen 

people who have walked before us at BCF and 

have leY us varied examples of what it means to 

love Jesus and follow Him. This issue will add             

another person to that list—Duane Stokke, who 

went home to be with Christ a li�le more than a 

year ago on March 31, 2018.) 

 

Very few of Bethel Chris#an Fellowship's present 

a�enders have any memory of Duane Stokke.  

In fact, he was no longer in the church when I  

became part of the BCF church family in May 

1976. Yet, almost five decades aYer the years  

he was ac#ve at BCF, we have good reason to  

remember how God gave him a significant role in 

the church during the ministry years (1951-1968) 

of our second pastor, Helen Jepsen, and into the 

early 1970s. 

 

My introduc#on to Duane happened the evening 

of Sunday, September 26, 1982. The occasion was 

the last mee#ng Bethel Temple (as it was called at 

that #me) held at our 1982 Iglehart loca#on. It 

was unusually warm outside that night, and the 

warmth of God's presence inside was equally  

no#ceable. Duane was given the opportunity to 

share his memories of God's goodness and grace 

to the church during the 1950s and 1960s, and his 

remarks created great excitement about God's 

faithful ministry to the church. What a rich  

blessing I received that night! 

 

In the years following 1982, I had a few  

opportuni#es to visit with Duane and listen to  

his memories of Sister  Jepsen, as she was called. 

Duane gave his life to Jesus at an early age under 

the ministry of Sister Jepsen in a church she 

 founded and then pastored in Clarkfield, Minne-

sota, for sixteen years. In 1952, shortly aYer she 

had accepted a call to pastor Bethel Temple, 

Duane came to the church to hear his former  

pastor speak.  

 

At that #me, the church was mee#ng in a train 

coach that was divided lengthwise in the middle 

and widened to make a Quonset-hut style building 

at the corner of Snelling and Juno in St. Paul. 

Eighty to ninety people could crowd into this 

building, according to Duane's wife, Donna, whom 

he met at the train coach when she was only 

fiYeen years old.  

 

Duane once recalled that the church was small, 

with “only about nine people when [Helen Jepsen] 

came,” but that the people “were full of faith, 

dedicated workers and sacrificial givers, and  

people who knew how to pray. Bethel was known 

throughout the Fellowship as a place of prayer.” 

On a personal note, he added, “Under Sister 

Jepsen's ministry here, my wife's mother was  

wondrously and gloriously saved from a terrible 

life of sin. Bethel gave me my wife, Donna.”  

 

DiIJC IJH DAJJI S@AjjC, IkAi@ @GC @MlC DiIJC  
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Be�y Youngblood, a co-worker who served  

alongside Sister Jepsen for many years, led a youth 

group that included young Duane and Donna. She 

sent out teams to evangelize and said, “If you see 

someone needing prayer, you just go right up to 

them.” Donna remembers that “Duane was not 

afraid to share the Gospel,” and she also recalls 

praying for an alcoholic man who asked Jesus into 

his life.  

 

Duane married Donna in 1963, about five years 

aYer Bethel Temple had moved into its new 

church building at 1982 Iglehart in St. Paul. Even 

though they were unable to have children by  

natural birth, they raised three children and gave 

of themselves to nineteen foster children. Above 

and beyond that, they served God in the ministry 

God gave them at Bethel Temple. Duane liked to 

sing, and he and Donna would some#mes sing  

duets at services. 

 

Lynda Larson, a member of our LIFEline staff,  

interviewed Duane's wife, Donna, who is s#ll  

living, and four people who knew the Stokkes  

well when they were all part of Bethel Temple in 

the late 1960s and early 1970s. The following  

lines, taken from those interviews, describe the 

character and giYs that Duane (and some#mes 

Duane and Donna together) gave to the church: 

 

� Duane was church treasurer and a deacon  

under the leadership of Helen Jepsen. 

� Duane would build people up through his            

light-hearted humor and teasing. Duane was a 

strong Chris2an leader. He had a strong grasp 

of God's truth and was willing to speak it out. 

� [Duane] was very welcoming to new people 

and, along with his wife, Donna, had a giF of 

hospitality in their home. Duane was “Mr.           

Reliable.” He had a great sense of humor and  

a posi2ve outlook on life. 

� [Duane and Donna] took care of Ruth                  

Donaldson [the sister of Helen Jepsen] when 

she was not doing too well. She stayed with 

them for a while... Duane and Donna...were 

with Ruth when she died at the hospital. 

� Duane [had] high energy and [was] a lot of 

fun...wearing weird costumes for Boxing Day 

par2es. [We] enjoyed having fondue par2es 

with [Duane and Donna.] [Duane was] very 

hospitable...very accep2ng of everyone.  

 

Lynda recalls spending #me with Duane’s wife, 

Donna, in the early 1970s at women's func#ons at 

Bethel Temple. Many years later, Lynda and her 

husband, David, renewed acquaintance with 

Duane and Donna and began a�ending free  

concerts with them at Celebra#on Church in  

Lakeville. God gave Dave and Lynda the giY of a 

visit with Duane a few weeks before he went 

home to heaven, and Lynda remembers how he 

“recalled the old days at Bethel Temple and the 

great music we enjoyed.” 

 

We remember with gra#tude how Duane's giYs  

of leadership, reliability, and humor, coupled with 

the hospitality and care he and Donna offered  

together, ministered to the Bethel family five  

decades ago. Let us who are here at BCF today 

willingly give ourselves to serve Christ and our 

church family in the various ministries to which  

He is calling us. 

A lABC BCpCJ@ qGA@A (oBAl 2011) 
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A Story I Love to Tell 
By Ken Holmgren 

 

The theme of this LIFEline issue is peace, the third-

iden#fied fruit of the Spirit. The #ming couldn't be 

be�er, for it lends itself very nicely to a story I love 

to tell. It's the story of how I came to have peace 

with God when I was a nine-year-old boy. 

 

Almost six decades have passed since I responded 

to an evangelist's invita#on and asked Jesus to 

come into my life. It happened on a Tuesday  

night in June 1959 in a tent that had been erected 

behind the church building where my parents,  

my sisters, and I met with others who were  

commi�ed to love and follow Jesus.  

 

In the months leading up to this night, I had begun 

to sense my great need to be saved from sin. I 

knew in my heart that my sins were separa#ng me 

from God, and I was deeply disturbed. To put it 

simply, I lacked peace. 

 

The first night of the evangelis#c mee#ngs—a 

Monday—I resisted the convic#ng call of the Holy 

Spirit to respond to an invita#on to come and give 

my life to Christ. I allowed pride to rule in my 

heart and hinder me from walking out into the 

aisle and up to the front to acknowledge my need 

of Jesus. I was miserable, without peace. 

 

On the second night—Tuesday—I once again 

heard the convic#ng call of the Holy Spirit. This 

#me, I chose to surrender my pride to Christ. I 

walked to the front to show that I wanted Jesus to 

save me and come to live in my life. I prayed to 

invite Jesus into my life, and I experienced what it 

means to have peace with God. 

 

Thank God, I was no longer at war with God! My 

sin, which had separated me from God, had been 

washed away by the blood of Jesus Christ. The old 

me, with my selfishness and pride, had passed 

away, and I had become a new crea#on, a child  

of God who could now walk with Him in a  

rela#onship of trust and peace. 

 

It was a wonderful night, one I will never forget. It 

marked the beginning of the journey I am traveling 

with Christ today. It didn't set me on a path of  

perfec#on, as much as I wish it had. In fact, my 

failure to achieve perfec#on in my life experiences 

has oYen resulted in the loss of peace that the 

Holy Spirit has faithfully extended to me. 

 

In such #mes, I am once again reminded that I 

must humble myself before God and die to my 

selfish, prideful efforts to control my life. In early 

April God spoke to me through a devo#onal in 

which Oswald Chambers comments on Luke 19:42: 

“If you...had only known on this day what would 

bring you peace—but now it is hidden from your 

eyes.” Chambers asks, “What is it that blinds you 

to the peace of God...? Do you have a strange 

god...perhaps an unholy nature that controls  

your life?” 

 

I realize that I must come to Christ daily and cast 

aside the “strange god” of control. I must make  

it my prac#ce to surrender my desires and  

expecta#ons to Him. As I rest in His “good,  

pleasing and perfect” control (Romans 12:2)  

and follow Him, I can walk in the peace that He 

graciously provides as the fruit of the Spirit. 

 

In John 14:27 Jesus promised, “Peace I leave with 

you; my peace I give you.” Will you join me at the 

cross and open your heart to receive this giY of 

peace from His loving hands?  
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