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   There was a certain Professor of Re-
ligion named Dr. Christianson, a studi-
ous man who taught at a small college 
in the Western United States. Dr. 
Christianson taught the required survey 
course in Christianity at this particular 
institution. Every student was required 
to take this course his or her freshman 
year regardless of his or her major. Al-
though Dr. Christianson tried hard to 
communicate the essence of 
the gospel in his class, he 
found that most of his stu-
dents looked upon the 
course as nothing but re-
quired drudgery. Despite 
his best efforts, most stu-
dents refused to take Chris-
tianity seriously. 
   This year, Dr. Christianson had a spe-
cial student named Steve. Steve was 
only a freshman, but was studying with 
the intent of going onto seminary for the 
ministry. Steve was popular, he was 
well liked, and he was an imposing 
physical specimen. He was now the 
starting center on the school football 
team, and was the best student in the 
professor's class. One day, Dr. 
Christianson asked Steve to stay after 
class so he could talk with him. "How 
many push-ups can you do?" 
   Steve said, "I do about 200 every 
night." "200? That's pretty good, Steve," 
Dr. Christianson said. 
   "Do you think you could do 300?" 
   Steve replied, "I don't know... I've 
never done 300 at a time." 
   "Do you think you could?" again 
asked Dr. Christianson. 
   "Well, I can try," said Steve. 
   "Can you do 300 in sets of 10? I have 
a class project in mind and I need you to 
do about 300 push-ups in sets of ten for 
this to work. Can you do it? I need you 

to tell me you can do it," said the pro-
fessor. 
   Steve said, "Well... I think I can...
yeah, I can do it."  Dr. Christianson 
said, "Good! I need you to do this on 
Friday. Let me explain what I have in 
mind." 
   Friday came and Steve got to class 
early and sat in the front of the room. 
When class started, the professor pulled 
out a big box of donuts. No these were-
n't the normal kinds of donuts, they 
were the extra fancy BIG kind, with 
cream centers and frosting swirls. Eve-
ryone was pretty excited it was Friday, 

the last class of the day, 
and they were going to get 
an early start on the week-
end with a party in Dr. 
Christianson's class. 
   Dr. Christianson went to 
the first girl in the first row 
and asked,  "Cynthia, do 
you want to have one of 

these donuts?" 
   Cynthia said, "Yes." Dr. Christianson 
then turned to Steve and asked, "Steve, 
would you do ten push-ups so that Cyn-
thia can have a donut?" "Sure." Steve 
jumped down from his desk to do a 
quick ten. Then Steve again sat in his 
desk. Dr. Christianson put a donut on 
Cynthia's desk. 
   Dr. Christianson then went to Joe, the 
next person, and asked, "Joe, do you 
want a donut?" Joe said, "Yes." Dr. 
Christianson asked, "Steve would you 
do ten push-ups so Joe can have a 
donut?"  
Steve did ten push-ups, Joe got a donut. 
And so it went, down the first aisle, 
Steve did ten pushups for every person 
before they got their donut. And down 
the second aisle, till Dr. Christianson 
came to Scott. 
   Scott was on the basketball team, and 
in as good condition as Steve. He was 
very popular and never lacking for fe-
male companionship. When the profes-
sor asked, "Scott do you want a donut?" 

Scott's reply was, "Well, can I do my 
own pushups?" 
   Dr. Christianson said, "No, Steve has 
to do them." Then Scott said, "Well, I 
don't want one then." Dr. Christianson 
shrugged and then turned to Steve and 
asked, "Steve, would you do ten push-
ups so Scott can have a donut he doesn't 
want?"  With perfect obedience Steve 
started to do ten pushups. 
   Scott said, "HEY! I said I didn't want 
one!" Dr. Christianson said, "Look, this 
is my classroom, my class, my desks, 
and these are my donuts. Just leave it on 
the desk if you don't want it." And he 
put a donut on Scott's desk. 
   Now by this time, Steve had begun to 
slow down a little. He just stayed on the 
floor between sets because it took too 
much effort to be getting up and down. 
You could start to see a little perspira-
tion coming out around his brow. Dr. 
Christianson started down the third row. 
Now the students were beginning to get 
a little angry. 
   Dr. Christianson asked Jenny, "Jenny, 
do you want a donut?" Sternly, Jenny 
said, "No." Then Dr. Christianson asked 
Steve, "Steve, would you do ten more 
Push-ups so Jenny can have a donut that 
she doesn't want?" Steve did ten...Jenny 
got a donut. 
   By now, a growing sense of uneasi-
ness filled the room. The students were 
beginning to say "No" and there were 
all these uneaten donuts on the desks. 
Steve also had to really put forth a lot of 
extra effort to get these pushups done 
for each donut. There began to be a 
small pool of sweat on the floor beneath 
his face, his arms and brow were begin-
ning to get red because of the physical 
effort involved. 
   Dr. Christianson asked Robert, who 
was the most vocal unbeliever in the 
class, to watch Steve do each push up to 
make sure he did the full ten pushups in 
a set because he couldn't bear to watch 
all of Steve's work for all of those un-
eaten donuts. He sent Robert over to 
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where Steve was so Robert could count the 
set and watch Steve closely. Dr. 
Christianson started down the fourth row. 
   During his class, however, some students 
from other classes had wandered in and sat 
down on the steps along the radiators that 
ran down the sides of the room. When the 
professor realized this, he did a quick 
count and saw that now there were 34 stu-
dents in the room. He started to worry if 
Steve would be able 
to make it. Dr. 
Christianson went on 
to the next person 
and  the next and the 
next. Near the end of 
that row, Steve was 
really having a rough 
time. He was taking a 
lot more time to com-
plete each set. 
   Steve asked Dr. Christianson, "Do I have 
to make my nose touch on each one?" Dr. 
Christianson thought for a moment, "Well, 
they're your pushups. You are in charge 
now. You can do them any way that you 
want." And Dr. Christianson went on. 
   A few moments later, Jason, a recent 
transfer student, came to the room and was 
about to come in when all the students 
yelled in one voice, "NO! Don't come in! 
Stay out!" Jason didn't know what was go-
ing on. Steve picked up his head and said, 
"No, let him come."  Professor 
Christianson said, "You realize that if Ja-
son comes in you will have to do ten push-
u p s  f o r  h i m ? " 
Steve said, "Yes, let him come in. Give 
him a donut." 
   Dr. Christianson said, "Okay, Steve, I'll 
let you get Jason's out of the way right 
now. Jason, do you want a donut?" Jason, 
new to the room hardly knew what was go-
ing on. "Yes," he said, "give me a donut." 
"Steve, will you do ten push-ups so that Ja-
son can have a donut?" Steve did ten push-
ups very slowly and with great effort. Ja-
son, bewildered, was handed a donut and 
sat down. 
   Dr. Christianson finished the fourth row, 
then started on those visitors seated by the 
heaters. Steve's arms were now shaking 
with each push-up in a struggle to lift him-
self against the force of gravity. Sweat was 
profusely dropping off of his face and, by 
this time, there was no sound except his 
heavy breathing, there was not a dry eye in 
the room. 
   The very last two students in the room 

were two young women, both cheerleaders, 
and very popular. Dr. Christianson went to 
Linda, the second to last, and asked, 
"Linda, do you want a doughnut?" Linda 
said, very sadly,  "No,  thank 
you."  Professor Christianson quietly 
asked, "Steve, would you do ten push-ups 
so that Linda can have a donut she doesn't 
want?" Grunting from the effort, Steve did 
ten very slow pushups for Linda. 

   T h e n  D r . 
C h r i s t i a n s o n 
turned to the last 
g i r l ,  S u s a n . 
"Susan, do you 
want a donut?" 
Susan, with tears 
flowing down her 
face, began to cry. 
"Dr. Christianson, 

why can't I help him?" 
   Dr. Christianson, with tears of his own, 
said, "No, Steve has to do it alone, I have 
given him this task and he is in charge of 
seeing that everyone has an opportunity for 
a donut whether they want it or not. When 
I decided to have a party this last day of 
class, I looked at my grade book. Steve, 
here is the only student with a perfect 
grade. Everyone else has failed a test, 
skipped class, or offered me inferior work. 
Steve told me that in football practice, 
when a player messes up he must do push-
ups. I told Steve that none of you could 
come to my party unless he paid the price 
by doing your push ups. He and I made a 
deal for your sakes. Steve, would you do 
ten push-ups so Susan can have a donut?" 
As Steve very slowly finished his last 
pushup, with the understanding that he had 
accomplished all that was required of him, 
having done 350 pushups, his arms buck-
led beneath him and he fell to the floor. 
   Dr. Christianson turned to the room and 
said. "And so it was, that our Savior, Jesus 
Christ, on the cross, cried to the Father, 
'into thy hands I commend my spirit.'  With 
the understanding that He had done every-
thing that was required of Him, he yielded 
up His life.  And like some of those in this 
room, many of us leave the gift on the 
desk, uneaten." Two students helped Steve 
up off the floor and to a seat, physically 
exhausted, but wearing a thin smile. "Well 
done, good and faithful servant," said the 
professor, adding "Not all sermons are 
preached in words." 
   Turning to his class the professor said, 
"My wish is that you might understand and 

fully comprehend all the riches of grace 
and mercy that have been given to you 
through the sacrifice of our Lord and Sav-
ior Jesus Christ. He spared not only His 
Begotten Son, but gave Him up for us all 
for the whole Church, now and forever. 
Whether or not we choose to accept His 
gift is up to us, the price has been paid. 
Wouldn't you be foolish and ungrateful to 
leave it laying on the desk?" 

♦ Received from Carol Haun 

 
   A man walking along a California beach 
was deep in prayer. Suddenly the Sky 
clouded above his head and, in a booming 
voice, the Lord said, "Because you have 
TRIED to be faithful to me in all ways, I 
will grant you one wish." 
   The man said, "Build a bridge to Hawaii 
so I can drive over anytime I want." 
   The Lord said, "Your request is very ma-
terialistic. Think of the 
Enormous challenges for that kind of un-
dertaking. The supports required to reach 
the bottom of the Pacific! The concrete and 
steel it would take! It will nearly exhaust 
several natural resources. I can do it, but it 
is hard for me to justify your desire for 
worldly things. Take a little more time and 
think of something that would honor and 
glorify me." 
   The man thought about it for a long time. 
Finally he said, "Lord, I wish that I could 
understand my wife. I want to know how 
she feels inside, what she's thinking when 
she gives me the silent treatment, why she 
cries, What she means when she says 
'nothing's wrong,' and how I can make a 
woman truly happy." 
   The Lord replied, "You want two lanes 
or four on that bridge? 

♦ Received from Ruth Bushnell 

THE BRIDGE 
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ONALASKA’S  HAPPENINGS 
     On Thurs-
day, April 1 the 
Home Study 
group will meet 
at the home of 
Elva Smoots, 
809 Gish Road.  
They are study-
ing the Gospel 

of Luke with Stan Bushnell leading.  
They meet at 10:00 AM every Thurs-
day morning.  If you have any ques-
tions, please call the church office. 
   Saturday eve-
nings at 6:00 PM 
we meet at the 
church for a time of 
prayer.  Prayer is 
the key to the 
movement of God’s 
Spirit in our own 
personal lives as 
well in the life of the church.  This ser-
vice does not have a set time for finish-
ing so you may come and go as you 
please.  

   A weekly Jam 
Session is held at 
the church on 
Saturday nights 
fol lowing the 
Prayer Meeting.  
It begins around 
7:00 PM and 

ends when we all go home.  This is a 
time to practice with the pianist, to 
learn new songs and choruses or to 
just enjoy singing with others.  Linda 
Ray has graciously offered to be here 
and minister in any way she can to 
help us with the music of the church. 
   Our Sunday Services are as follows; 
Sunday School begins at 9:45 AM, with 
the Morning Worship Service at 11:00 
AM.  Our 
monthly Pot-
luck will be on 
April 4th fol-
lowing the 
Morning Ser-
vice. Sunday 
evenings we gather at 6:00 PM for the 
evening service.  We are currently 
studying the Parables, with Pastor 
Shepherd and Pastor Mulkins sharing 
the teaching.  Following the Sunday 

evening service, the youth meet for 
their service led by Jeanie Gardner.   
   Kid’s Club is every 
Tuesday afternoon 
from 3:30 - 4:40 PM.  
They enjoy a time of 
singing, Bible stories, 
fellowship and doing 
projects together.  This 
time is led by Ruth and Stan Bush-
nell with the help of Pastor. 

   Wednesday be-
gins early for the 
men, as they meet 
with other men of 
our community for 
a time of fellow-
ship and a study 
in God’s Word.  
They gather at the 

Logger Burger Bar at 6:00 AM, and 
it ends at 7:00 AM. 
   Soup, Sandwich & Study meet on 
W e d n e s d a y 
evening at 6:00 
PM.  There is 
always good 
soup and deli-
cious sand-
wiches and 
some times we 
have salads or 
other wonderful 

food to share.  At 7:00 PM we have a 
time of studying the book  “The Pur-
pose Driven Life” by Rick Warren.  This 
has been a great success and over 30 
are gathering every Wednesday eve-
ning. 
   On Easter Sunday, 
April 11 we will be 
blossoming the Cross 
following the Morning 
Service.  I always en-
joy this way of cele-
brating the Resurrec-
tion of Jesus. There 
will be no evening 
services on Easter. 

   The Sunrise Service 
on Easter Morning will 
be held once again at 
the High School Foot-
ball Field.  We will meet 
with the other churches 
of our community to 
celebrate the Resurrec-
tion of Jesus.  The service will begin at 
7:00 AM and will be following by a 
breakfast at the Community Presbyte-
rian Church. 
   On Wednesday, April 21 the Seniors 
on the Go meet in our fellowship hall 
for their monthly potluck.  All seniors 
are invited to join them at 12:00 noon. 

PNA ACTIVITIES 
   There are several PNA activities coming up in the next few months that 
you need to be aware of. 
        
       MEN’S RETREAT: May 14-15 at Double K.  Steve Wilson a NFL refe-
ree will be the key not speaker.  The cost of this retreat is $50.00 if mailed in 
by May 7.   
       FAMILY CAMP: July 18-23 at Double K.  This camp meeting is for the 
whole family.  There will be activities for every age and great camp meeting 
services.  The Camp Speaker will be Rev. Bob Moss with Scott Hamilton 
leading the worship.   
       JUNIOR CAMP: July 26-30 at Double K. This camp is for those who are 
entering the 4-6 grades.  The cost of this camp is $98.00 if mailed before 
June 15.  If mailed following June 15 the cost is $105.00 
       SENIOR HIGH & JUNIOR HIGH CAMP: August 9-13 at Double K.  The 
Seniors & Junior High camps will meet at the same time but have different 
activities.  Senior High camp cost is $185.00 and the Junior High camp cost 
is $ 150.00.  

Please see pastor for further details and registration forms.   

COMMUNITY EVENTS 
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   There were millions of them. 
   Okay, eight, maybe nine. 
   I looked out the window and saw this 
angry gang of squirrels circling the 
deck. 
   Okay, there were a bunch of squirrels 
around the tree looking for food. 
   Honestly, it looked like a scene from 
an Alfred Hitchcock movie.  Well, that 
one was about birds. These are squir-
rels.  But that's why I write.  I have a 
great imagination. 
   Anyway, I decided to hang a wooden 
squirrel feeder on the tree next to our 
hot tub.  At first it was wonderful 
watching the two squirrels that lived in 
the tree feed each morning.  They 
learned to open and close the top of the 
feeder and sit perched on the small 
ledge that was attached to it. 
   I was proud of myself.  Not only was 
I feeding the birds, but this year I de-
cided to help those fluffy little crea-
tures that have brought so much joy 
into my life. 
   But then...millions showed up. 
   I mean, they must have told the en-
tire east coast there was free food 
available in my yard.   
   At first I really didn't mind it.  But 
then I made the mistake of not filling 
the feeder one day.  I came home and 
f o u n d  t h e  w o o d e n  l i d  d e -
stroyed.  Wood chips lay on the ground 
at the base of the tree.  The sides of the 
box had been chewed, too.  I stood 
there speechless. 
   This is the Hitchcock part...I heard 
three or four of them up in the 
tree.  They were squawking and wig-
gling their tails as they looked down at 
me. 
   "Where's the food?  We want more 
food...or else!" they said. 
   I ran in the house. 
   "Oh, come on.  They're harmless lit-
tle furry creatures." I thought to my-
self. 

   So, I took the bag of feed and filled 
the box.  I repaired the lid the next day 
and all was well. 
   That is until I ran out of food.  The 
new lid was destroyed, the lid on my 
plastic garbage can had a hole in it big 
enough to fit a squirrel.  The edges of 
the can were torn apart leaving pieces 
of plastic all over the driveway. 
   I decided it was best to 
just throw the food on 
the ground around the 
base of tree.  I removed 
the front of the feeder 
box so they would know 
it was empty.   
   The next day I found 
more holes in the gar-
bage can, ten squirrels, 
eight doves, six finches, 
two blue jays and four 
cardinals waiting for 
me. 
   "I can take on the birds, but the 
squirrels have me out numbered," I 
said. 
   I made up my mind right then and 
there, that I would buy metal cans, re-
move the squirrel feeder and only put 
food out when the snow is heavy or the 
temperatures dropped below freezing. 
   I was angry, hurt, and frustrated. 
   "I was just trying to be nice!" I yelled 
up the tree. 
   Just then, my son called me.  As soon 
as I had the chance I began telling him 
this horror story.  Well, my silly at-
tempt to help out mother nature. 
   I stood looking out the window as we 
spoke. 
  "It is scary.  Keith, really.  As I'm 
speaking with you, I see five squirrels 
climbing down the big tree in front of a 
house down the road.  They are jump-
ing from branch to branch and they are 
headed this way," I said. 
   Suddenly, without warning, they 
darted across the road.  A car came fly-
ing around the corner and...my heart 
sunk. 
   "Keith, one of them just got hit by a 
car." 
   I see this all the time.  It's a part of 

life here.  Houses, trees, squirrels, cars 
and trucks.  They just don't mix.  But I 
can't stand to see it happen. 
  My heart was pounding.  "Oh, God."  
   I said goodbye to my son and stood 
there looking off in the distance where 
the squirrel lie in the road. 
   I sighed.  
   In a last effort, a last response to life, 

the squirrel began wig-
gling it's tail in the 
air.  I've seen it a hun-
dred times before.  I'm 
told they use it to sig-
nal each other or ex-
press themselves.  Its 
little tail was waving 
as the others ran up a 
tree. 
   I grabbed my bin-
oculars to see if per-
haps it was just 

slightly injured.  I'd run down there and 
get him off the road.  It stopped mov-
ing.   
   It was dead. 
   It absolutely ruined my day. 
   I watched the other squirrels as they 
sat in the nearby tree.  I wondered silly 
thoughts of "do they know?" "Do they 
realize what had happened?" 
   I wasn't angry at them any more.  I 
realized that I was trying to help them 
by providing food.  I expected 
that, like some fantasy scene in a Dis-
ney movie, they'd wait patiently to be 
fed each day as the birds sang and 
Bambi and Snow White played nearby. 
   They are animals with animal in-
stincts.  They were in search of food in 
a place I invited them to and when they 
couldn't find it, they went looking for it 
in my garbage. 
   Yes, I scattered feed at the base of 
the tree right afterwards.  The two resi-
dent squirrels came rushing down our 
tree.  I watched them from our rear 
kitchen window.   
   "Be safe!" I whispered to them. 
   One wiggled its tail. 
   But it was a sad tail, indeed. 

♦ "I believe in you!" 
Bob Perks 

Bob@BobPerks.com 

“A Sad Tail” 
By Bob Perks 

Bob@BobPerks.com 
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    A long time ago in China, a girl 
named Li-Li got married and went to 
live with her husband and mother-in-
law. In a very short time, Li-Li found 
that she couldn't get along with her 

mother-in-law 
at all. Their 
personalities 
were very dif-
ferent, and Li-
Li was an-
gered by many 
of her mother-

in-law's habits. In addition, she criti-
cized Li-Li constantly. 
   Days passed days, and weeks passed 
weeks. Li-Li and her mother-in-law 
never stopped arguing and fighting. 
But what made the situation even 
worse was that, according to ancient 
Chinese tradition, Li-Li had to bow to 
her mother-in-law and obey her every 
wish. All the anger and unhappiness in 
the house was causing Li-Li's poor 
husband great distress.  
   Finally, Li-Li could not stand her 
mother-in-law's bad temper and dicta-
torship any longer, and she decided to 
do something about it. Li-Li went to 
see her father's good friend, Mr. 
Huang, who sold herbs. She told him 
the situation and asked if he would 
give her some poison so that she could 
solve the problem once and for all. Mr. 
Huang thought for a while, and finally 
said, "Li-Li, I will help you solve your 
problem, but you must listen to me and 
obey what I tell you." Li-Li said, "Yes, 
Mr. Huang, I will do whatever you tell 
me to do."  
   Mr. Huang went into the back room, 
and returned in a few minutes with a 
package of herbs. He told Li-Li, "You 
can't use a quick-acting poison to get 
rid of your mother-in-law, because that 
would cause people to become suspi-
cious. Therefore, I have given you a 
number of herbs that will slowly build 
up poison in her body. Every other day 

prepare some delicious meal and put a 
little of these herbs in her serving. 
Now, in order to make sure that no-
body suspects you when she dies, you 
must be very careful to act very 
friendly towards her. Don't argue with 
her, obey her every wish, and treat her 
like a queen." Li-Li was so happy. She 
thanked Mr. Huang and hurried home 
to start her plot of murdering her 
mother-in-law.  
   Weeks went by, and months went by, 
and every other day, Li-Li served the 
specially treated food to her mother-in-
law. She remembered what Mr. Huang 
had said about avoiding suspicion, so 
she controlled her temper, obeyed her 
mother-in-law, and treated her like her 
own mother.  
   After six months had passed, the 
whole household had changed. Li-Li 
had practiced controlling her temper so 
much that she found that she almost 
never got mad or upset. She hadn't had 
an argument with her mother-in-law in 
six months because she now seemed 
much kinder and easier to get along 
with. The mother-in-law's attitude to-
ward Li-Li changed, and she began to 
love Li-Li like her own daughter. She 
kept telling friends and relatives that 
Li-Li was the best daughter-in-law one 
could ever find. Li-Li and her mother-
in-law were now treating each other 
like a real mother and daughter. Li-Li's 
husband was very happy to see what 
was happening.  
   One day, Li-Li came to see Mr. 
Huang and asked for his help again. 
She said, "Dear Mr. Huang, please help 
me to keep the poison from killing my 
mother-in-law! She's changed into such 
a nice woman, and I love her like my 
own mother. I do not want her to die 
because of the poison I gave her."  
   Mr. Huang smiled and nodded his 
head. "Li-Li, there's nothing to worry 
about. I never gave you any poison. 
The herbs I gave you were vitamins to 
improve her health. The only poison 
was in your mind and your attitude to-
ward her, but that has been all washed 
away by the love which you gave to 

her."  
   MORAL: have you ever realized that 
how you treat others is exactly how 
they will treat you? There is a wise 
Chinese saying: 'The person who loves 
others will also be loved in return.'  

♦ Sent By: Jay and Debbie 
Received from jcsparks1@juno.com 

   Last month’s quiz was won by Paul 
Mobley.  He 
was the first 
one to come 
up with the 
correct an-
swer.  The 
answer is 
found in the 
Bo o k  o f 

Judges, chapter 13,  Manoah, and Sam-
son were the two names I was looking 
for, Manoah wife and the angel are not 
named.  Let’s see how well you do this 
time. 

I saw him there among the crowd, 
Brought by his parents who were so 

proud. 
I held him in my own hands, 

Yet who he was I didn’t understand. 
 

I knew that one day he would come, 
But I didn’t know that he was the 

one. 
I held him high so all could see, 

Yet he didn’t seem so special to me. 
 

Many came to me that day, 
Just how many I can not say, 

His mother stood close to my side, 
I heard her sob, I knew she cried 

 

When I placed him back into her 
arms.  

A sense came over me of alarm. 
I stood and watched them walk 

away from me. 
I began to wonder, “Who was he?” 

 

Now I know my name you can not 
share, 

For in the Book it isn’t there. 
But who am I, don’t look too far. 
And you might win the candy bar. 

 

THE MOTHER-IN-
LAW 


