
 "It is Christmas in the heart that puts Christmas in the air." 

(W.T. Ellis) 

From our heart to yours a Christmas thought we share… 

 

During this season of hope and prayer, I would like to thank 

Judy Knutson and the Fowler Prayer Group for the welcome 

and uplifting cards they send and the continuing issues of 

the “Upper Room”.  I would also like to thank Pastor René for 

jis sermon letters.  Last but not least, I would like to thank 

Linda Stancil for keeping me up on all the Fowler Family 

News!! 

 

     Blessings to all my Fowler Family, 

       Jackie Whipps 



December Birthdays  

& Anniversaries 

    

 1st - Pam Doyon 

   Othman Mohamad 

 3rd - Wayne Rau 

 8th - Larry Price 

 9th - Rick lockert 

 12th - Jeni Sherman 

   Sally Schafhirt 

 13th - Enya LaFrance 

 14th - Alexa Knutson 

 18th - Carol Vrolson 

 19th - Robert Hammer 

 23rd - Ron & Carol Ring 

   Kergen Boone 

 24th - Sarah Briggs 

 28th John & Bev Parott 

   John & Dotie Godley 

   Christelle Mwange 

 29th - Janet Abernathy 

 30th - Mable Pangle & Nader  

   Habashy 

Prayers 
 

Please keep these people in your prayers. 
 

Dick and Shirley Thompson - Dick is doing 
better and is home from the hospital. 
 

RJ Ewing - not doing well.  He has Covid. 
 
Brandie - Granddaughter of Sindie Price 
has liver disease due to heart surgeries as a 
child. 
 
Wanda Haggerty - fell and broke her hip, 
please send cards as she needs                        
encouragement. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pastor Rene  would like you to record Christ-
mas wishes to the congregation.  Take a video 
of your family wishing the congregation a 
Merry     Christmas and send it to him via 
email.  Please turn them in by the 20th of this 
month.  Thank you all.  
 

Welcome to the World  
 Elle Louise 6 lb 3 oz and 19” 
First Granddaughter to  
Dan Knutson and  First Great 
Grandchild to Tom and Judy 



  
 
 This story is from many years ago, this was in Corpus Christi  
Texas, before we were even regulars at our church, we had just begun 
getting to know people. I was coaching soccer almost every Sunday, so 
if I showed up to worship twice a month, it was a true miracle. 

 About a year earlier I had opened an indoor soccer complex for 
games and training etc. But times were tight and to make ends meet I  
also had been working for the local soccer store. The owners were      
elderly and lived out of town and because they were really struggling 
managing the day-to-day responsibilities of the store, I became the   
manager. Things went really well for a while, until they decided they 
needed to sell after all, it was still too much for them. Because I had so 
many soccer contacts in town, I was able to find them a buyer quickly 
and the store sold. Happy ending? Not so fast...because this was where 
things turned sour. 

 My friend bought the store in October, and Nov. 1st he laid me off 
(nice friend). By the time the middle of December came around, we  
hadn’t paid the rent, there was no food in the fridge, and forget about 
presents under the tree. It sure looked like a hard candy Christmas, with 
no hope in sight. 

What I did not realize was that God (pastor Steve) had been working in 
the background all along. So, just before Christmas one day we came 
home to receive the surprise of a lifetime. The tree was lit, and there 
were presents upon presents under the tree, the fridge was filled, and the 
rent had been paid in full. 

This was the first time in my life I truly felt the love of God, the         
first time I saw people being so generous, loving and kind             
(people who hardly knew us), who asked for nothing in return…      
nothing at all.  I was in awe...overwhelmed and began to believe... 

Merry Christmas everyone, and believe me when I say, there               
are still miracles out there, don’t stop believing, don’t stop               
looking for them. And if you're not in need of a miracle,                    
maybe you could be a miracle for someone else this season…            
who knows. 

Hope, peace, joy and love, René 



A Tale of Three Trees 

Having attended Fowler since I was 16, I have many wonderful memories that come back from year to year.  

All the many plays that were performed by the Adults, ones that were done with the Children and combined 

groups.      Dressing up the children as wise men, shepherds, angels, and sheep on  Christmas eve was always 

fun and I will miss that this year. 

I especially remember one Christmas eve when the “Tale of Three Trees” was presented.  The trees had 

hopes and dreams of what they would be used for some day – a treasure chest, a mighty ship, and to be the 

tallest and   straightest tree in the forest.  One day a group of woodsmen came upon the trees.   The first 

tree would be cut for a carpenter – the tree was happy        because it just knew it would be made into a 

treasure chest.   The second tree was cut for a shipyard and the tree was confident it would become a 

mighty ship.   The third tree was frightened because it knew that if cut it would never be the tallest tree in 

the forest. 

When the first tree arrived at the carpenters, they made it into a feed box for animals, placed it in a barn 

and filled it with hay.  The second tree was made into a small fishing boat.   The third tree was cut into large 

pieces and left alone in the dark. 

The years went by, and the trees forgot their dreams. Then one day, a man and woman came to the barn. 

She gave birth and they placed the baby in the feed box made from the first tree. The tree could feel the  

importance of this event and knew that it had held the greatest treasure of all time. 

Years later, a group of men got in the fishing boat made from the second tree. One man went to sleep. A 

great storm arose, and the tree did not think it was strong enough to keep the men safe. The men woke the 

sleeping man. He stood and said, “Be calm” and the storm stopped. At this time, the tree knew that it had 

carried the King of Kings in its boat. 

Finally, someone came and got the third tree. It was carried through the streets as the people mocked the 

man who was carrying it. Later, they nailed the man to the tree and raised him up to die at the top of a hill. 

On the third day, the tree came to realize that it was strong enough to stand at the top of the hill and be as 

close to God as was possible. Jesus had been crucified on it. 

I was the third tree in the play.   To this day I still remember crying when I said my lines.  2020 has been a 

tough year for us all.  It is important to remember when things are not going our way, know that God has a 

plan for us. God will do almost anything for us. Jesus reminded us through his teachings and his stories how 

much God loves us. It may not always be what we think we need (want) but place your trust in God 

and God will always give you what is best for you.   

I wish every one of you a very Merry Christmas and Happy New Year! 

Lorraine Chase 

                         


