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From Pastor Schafer 
 

In July 1968 my parents took me to Camp Concordia in Gowen, MI.  Since I had long heard about my father’s 
camping experiences as a Boy Scout, I was looking forward to it.  Then my family left – I wasn’t prepared for 
that.  I remember crying that first night, but that’s the last time I cried at Camp because it was beginning.  I was 
a camper and Camp Concordia for 8 years, doing double weeks when I could.  Camp Concordia was also my first 
job, other than baby-sitting. In the “old days” of blatant sexism, they had kitchen girls and property boys.  I was 
a kitchen girl.  We made $5 a week plus room and board.  We had to get up at 4:30am to get breakfast ready for 
the rest of the staff and campers, but between meal preparation and meal clean-up we could sunbath on the 
docks.  I had a magnificent tan that summer. 
 
Several years later I became part of Metro DCs confirmation camp.  The first year we took 27 junior high kids 
away for a week of experiential learning.  Three years later we took 125.  Shortly after that week I was asked to 
be on the Board of Directors of Mar-Lu-Ridge – that ELCA camp near Harper’s Ferry, WV where we held 
confirmation camp.  I asked for a month to consider it and came close to saying “no.”  I was busy, had young 
children, to get to Board meetings 65 miles away would be a 2 and a half hour drive during Washington rush 
hour, I was pretty sure board members would be expected to support the camp financially as well as with time 
commitments that were sure to exceed Board meetings.  But then I remembered Camp Concordia.  Surely, they 
had a Board of Directors, and they most certainly had busy lives, too.  I wondered if it wasn’t for Camp 
Concordia would I have “hung in there” with the church?  That’s when I knew that I had to say “yes.”  For myself, 
those who had served before me in Outdoor Ministry settings around the country, for my children and for the 
many other campers that would find that same grip on faith at Mar-Lu-Ridge as I had at Camp Concordia. 
 
I have many good Mar-Lu-Ridge stories, but I think the one that still makes me glad that I said “yes” didn’t 
happen at Camp.  Late one night after a particularly nasty Council meeting at my Annandale church I had to stop 
at the grocery store, Safeway, because someone (you know her as Rachel) was completely out of contact lens 
solution and her contacts were in Dixie cups of water.  Tired, I got the solution and went to pay.  The cashier 
looked at me as said “I think you used to be my pastor.”  I looked at his “trainee” name tag, recognized the first 
and last name and said “Yes.  I’m at the Lutheran church in Annandale now.  How about you?”  He replied, “I’m 
living back at home with my mother and going with her to a Baptism church – we can walk to it on Sunday 
mornings.”  He paused and that said “Pastor Schafer, do you still go to Mar-Lu-Ridge?”  “Yes.”  “Remember that 
night that you made our household all sit in silence and pray?”  “Yes,” that was the New Testament year at 
Confirmation Camp and we were trying to have the kids experience that night in Gethsemane when Jesus asked 
Peter, James and John to stay awake with him as he prayed.  “Well,” that young man went on, “That night at 
Mar-Lu-Ridge was when I learned to pray.  And being able to talk to God is what got me through prison.  I’m 
getting my life together, going to college part-time and hope to get my associate’s degree, I have this job, I’m 
drug-free and I think I’m going to make it.  I’m glad that you talked my mom into sending me to camp.” 
 
That experience topped any I had at Camp Concordia or at Mar-Lu-Ridge.  It has also made me aware that I’m 
part of the communion of saints . . . . one in a long line of people who have gone before and who will come after 
me doing the work of the Church.  It has also made me glad that although I had a load of reasons to say “no” to 
Mar-Lu-Ridge, I said yes.  I won’t take the credit, that belongs to the Holy Spirit, but I’m glad that I was a part of 
a Board of Directors that provided a place to help someone learn to pray.  Those who are old enough may 
remember the anti-drug slogan “Just say no.”  For me, there is a ministry slogan that is “Just say yes.”  

 
  

 



From Richard Werstler 
 
Let us be in an attitude of prayer with one another. May our words and thoughts be acceptable to you, O Lord, our 
strength and our redeemer.  Amen 
 
When asked to share a few thoughts regarding my personal relationship with God, I hesitated but decided that many of 
today’s members of St. Jacob’s and the local community know little about my callings.  So let me describe my life walk 
in a few minutes.  You may read the unabridged story of my life in the book Vectors, A Life in Perspective, which was 
published in June 2009. 
 
I was born within walking distance of this church and used shanks ponies many times during the summer to walk to 
church.  My ancestors were Lutheran from the time of the Reformation and immigrated from Trippstadt near 
Kaiserslautern and Heidelberg Germany in 1740 and 1752 To William Penn’s woods.  The patriarchs of our family, in 
what became the United States of America, were Heinrich and Moritz Woschler.  They, with others, founded the Lower 
Bermudian congregation (Heinrich) near Gettysburg and Zion Lutheran Church (Moritz) in downtown Baltimore.  In 
1805 Heinrich, with relatives and friends, was among the first settlers in Stark County.  They founded Warstler’s Church 
in 1806 and descendants were instrumental in founding St. Jacob’s in 1847.   
 
May we gallop ahead several generations to my parents’ generation.  The name of Warstler’s church (at the corner of 
Middlebranch and 55th St) was officially changed to Holy Trinity Lutheran Church in 1922 when the Reverend Charles L. 
Warstler became the pastor.  Holy Trinity and St. Jacobs were a joint charge from inception to the 1950’s.  The 150th 
anniversary book provides more detail. 
 
During my lifetime until the basement was constructed, St. Jacobs church was coal fired in winter for Sunday services or 
funerals by the late John Harter.  There was no basement except a hole in the lower level, nor an inside toilet until 
approximately 60 years ago. 
 
One can observe the names of my family at St. Jacobs in the hallway between the sanctuary and Garnes Hall – the quilt 
states names of members, primarily my relatives, who were members of this church in the first half of the 20th century.  
After World War II ended in 1945, the dynamics of all institutions changed.  Today WiIma and I are the only members of 
St. Jacobs that carry our surname, although there are several relatives.  We are definitely a minority. 
 
Three of my great uncles Kermit Jay, Martin Glen and Paul E Bishop were members of St. Jacobs and gave themselves 
to Christ circa 1921.  All three became lifetime ministers in the Lutheran Church.  I do not remember when I was 
baptized but a very few of you may remember that time.  My Sunday School teachers were good, catechism was taught 
by Pastor Warstler (we memorized parts of the catechism and their meaning).   
 
My personal walk, with God leading, has been an evolving process from baptism, entrance into the cradle roll with my 
twin, Rachel, through Sunday School, confirmation and Luther League leadership responsibilities.  I left my beloved 
Stark County to attend Wittenberg where I planned to become a minister but changed course to become an educator.  I 
married a wonderful Lutheran woman, entered the Marine Corps after graduation, attended graduate school and 
received/earned graduate degrees from the University of North Dakota (M.A.) and Case Western Reserve University 
(Ed.D.). 
 
Wilma and my combined life of 60 years of marriage has been anchored in the Lutheran Church.  Our membership after 
marriage was at St. Paul’s Lutheran (Springfield) followed by Avon Lake Lutheran, Bethlehem Lutheran (Cleveland 
Heights), Christ the Redeemer Lutheran (Adrian, Michigan), Olivet Lutheran (Sylvania) and subsequently returned to St. 
Jacobs.  In total I have been a member of St. Jacobs over half of my octogenarian life.  I have been a guest preacher in 
most of the churches mentioned and other evangelical churches.  I served on the Board of Trustees at Carthage College, 

 



a Lutheran school in Wisconsin, and several church councils where we were members.  Together Wilma and I have 
served humankind 86 years as educators and administrators in public schools, colleges, universities and the McKinley 
Complex. 
 
I have been in many cathedrals and churches throughout the old world while completing research or field studies.  A 
friend, The Reverend Hans Kuby, who was a prisoner of war in Tennessee, returned to his native Germany and became 
a leader in the evangelical (Lutheran) church.  I spoke in the evangelical (Lutheran) church in Steltzenberg, the 
successor to the church in nearby Trippstadt in the Palatinate where my ancestors worshipped until 1752.  Pastor Kuby 
translated my message.  If it had not been for Hans, I would not have been able to complete a genealogy of my family 
in 1976. 
 
St. Jacobs, during my lifetime, has changed from a rural to a suburban setting, expanded membership, expanded 
facilities at least three time and has called four pastors for full time spiritual leadership.  May we earn the right to 
continue as a congregation and pass on to our descendants a legacy of peace, friendship and love for humankind.  
Personally I believe that God will continue to guide and direct my ways for my remaining life on earth. 
 
May the peace of the Lord be with you always. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 



 
 
 

 
  

 
 
From Sherry Richeson: 
 

As I prayed about what I wanted to share, I immediately saw a picture of Joann and Junior Weisel back in 
the late 1960s knocking on our front door and inviting us to attend St. Jacob’s.  I can still hear Joann’s 
laughter as they visited in our living room.    
 

Next, I saw the baptisms and confirmations of our children and, more recently, the baptisms of our 
grandchildren. Then I saw all the friendships that had been built through the years.  All of these were 
events and relationships which were wonderful to think about. However, as I continued to pray, I realized 
that what I wanted to share was not an event, but a process.  
 

When I joined St. Jacob’s in the late 1960s, I believed there was a God, but I did not believe in the Trinity.  
Although I was baptized, confirmed, attended Sunday school and Luther League in a congregation much 
like this one, by the time I finished college, I had become a Deist.  During this time, Don and I could have 
become part of any number of different religious groups.  But, because St. Jacob’s was familiar and 
comfortable, we ended up staying here. 
 

Of course, you cannot stay in a place where scripture is read at every service without beginning to be 
challenged by the words you hear. Before long, I was confronted by Jesus’ words to Peter: “But who do 
you say that I am?”   
 

I realized this was a question Jesus poses to each of us, and that I needed to make a decision—either 
Jesus was who scripture revealed Him to be or He was not.  This struggle was the beginning of a 
challenging time in my life.   
 

At a community Bible study in 1973, I heard a woman share her favorite Bible verse.  It was from the 
second chapter of Ephesians:  “For by grace you have been saved through faith; and that not of 
yourselves, it is the gift of God: not as a result of works, that no one should boast.  For we are His 
workmanship, created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God prepared beforehand, that we should 
walk in them.” 
 

This verse clarified what I had been learning.  It clearly said that it wasn’t my good works which would 
result in eternal life, but the good works that Jesus had already done for me.   The verse continued by 
saying that, although there were no deeds I could do to earn my salvation, there were works that God 
had planned specifically for me to do.  
 

This meant that God had to somehow communicate His plan to me.  With that realization came an 
understanding of Jesus’ words in John that he would send us a Helper who would teach us all things and 
Who would bear witness to Jesus. The possibility of revelation became a reality to me.  I was now 
challenged to step out in faith because of that revelation. 
 

Gradually, through a series of events that centered around this church, I began to understand that God 
was not a Being who existed somewhere beyond us, but that He had come among us to be the 
“goodness” we are incapable of being and that He had left us with the Holy Spirit as His gift to “lead us 
into all truth.”  
 

For over forty years now, the Holy Spirit has continued to guide, admonish, and teach me.  I now recite 
the Apostle’s Creed with conviction.  The Trinity has become real to me. 
 

I’m sure that each of you is at a different place in your faith journey, but the one thing we have in 
common is that we are all in this process of growing in grace.   
 

This is not a snap shot of an event, but rather a moving picture of a process that continues to go on 
generation after generation in this congregation and in all congregations where God’s word is faithfully 
spoken. 

 
 

 



From Joelle McIlroy: 
 

When I was a student at St. Olaf College, I wrote a history of my home congregation, 
Trinity Lutheran Church in Linn Grove, Iowa.  The faith those farmers had was 
demonstrated by the sending out of a list of all the members’ giving in November of 
each year.  This public list was a suggestion that some of the famers might want to sell 
some corn, beans or animals before the end of the year, and give Trinity Lutheran a 
share of that money.  Those farmers had faith that God would care for their welfare 
and that of the church.  My faith has grown  over the years, thanks to my Norwegian 
ancestors who came to Linn Grove, Iowa from Gol, Norway in the 1880s because they 
were starving in that country at that time.  They brought their Bibles, hymn books and 
their faith to a land that must have looked like heaven to them.  They could till the 
land: it was flat, unlike what they knew in the mountains of Norway.  My great-
grandfather helped organize Trinity Lutheran in 1892.  I was the third generation to be 
baptized, confirmed and married in that church.  I fit the hymn “I was there to hear 
your borning cry.”  My church was like David Moore’s description of the New 
Baltimore, OH church his family attended.  My grandparents, parents, sister and nine 
cousins with their families all attended that little rural church.   
 

Recently I think of the funeral sermon for my Dad, who died in 1977.  The minister 
said, “Bernie was always a regular, and he was early to church.  Bernie was a patriarch 
just like Abraham in the Old Testament.”   I know my parents, who were living off the 
earth, scarified a great deal to send me to St. Olaf College, where my faith continued 
to flourish. 
 

When my husband, my son Andy, and I joined St. Jacob’s some 38 years ago, I 
remember a warm greeting from Clarence Harter.  We joined St. Jacob’s because of 
the friendly, country atmosphere.  However, at one of the first annual meetings I 
attended, I remember the smell of sauerkraut coming from the kitchen in the 
basement.  I surely knew I was no longer going to get a typical annual meeting dinner 
of lefse and creamed cod.  Thanks to Ruth Hart’s advice, I have learned to put a little 
brown sugar in that dish! 
 

St. Jacob’s continues to help my faith grow and to help me share it with others.  I feel 
fortunate to still have good health so I can coordinate Junior Church, quilt, call on 
shut-ins or make a meal to share with someone else.  I am thankful for a supportive 
husband who shares my faith.  We each have our talents. 
 

I would like to share my favorite Bible verse: άCŀƛǘƘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƛǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦέ (Romans 10:17). 

 

 
  



By Diana Pickard  
 
What is a memory?  By definition:  The mental function or capacity of recalling 
or recognizing previously learned behavior or past experience. (No wonder I 
cannot find my keys!) 
 

How do you find just one moment in time to recall, that helps you think 
positively about your church? 
 

It could have been the moments right after we first walked into the church 
and a person named Gail stepped up to us and said ”Hi!”  Or the moment I 
first heard the choir and was drawn to sing along.  Or was it in Adult Sunday 
school where we shared very personal insights on lots of topics?  
 

For me one of the more recent moments was when I was working on the wall 
of history.  At the time Lloyd, Dawn and Jan Hart and I were looking at 
hundreds of pictures of past events of this church.  We were trying to figure 
out which pictures to use and which to place back in the albums Dawn had 
lovingly put together. 
 

I was struck by the pictures as they lay before me:  Pastors, men, women and 
children, praying, working, relaxing, learning, playing, and last but not least, 
eating.  Each picture told a story of a day in the life of our St Jacob’s.   It was 
an awesome task. 
 

Today the building has changed, the congregation has changed, but our goals 
have not.  We still are a body of believers, differently gifted, yet together in 
one mission:  to plan and work together that all may know Christ’s love.   
 

My thought today turns to now, and I feel confident saying that we are still 
making memories, taking pictures to hang on future walls and place in future 
albums, but mostly guiding folks along the right paths.  To those of you sitting 
here this morning I say, “I’m glad you are here! Let’s keep making memories 
together.” 

 

 
  



Jan Moore Dwenger: My Sunday Mornings 
 

A place to reflect, a place to pray, 
A place for meditation on a Sabbath day. 

 
Folks who are friendly, folks who are strong, 
Folks who are willing to help others along. 
Stained glass windows, a beautiful steeple, 

An altar, a fellowship hall enjoyed by the people. 
 

A guitar liturgy thatôs the best you could find. 
It gives refreshment and solace to the troubled mind.  

 
Communion, baptism, confession at the rail, 
An assurance of forgiveness when we fail. 

 
With a handshake, a hug, and time to share, 

Those of our church are those who care. 
 

Sunday school classes with dedicated teachers, 
Chairpersons, leaders and a compassionate preacher. 

 
Picnic shelter services, parties, pot luck dinners, 

Providing fun and fellowship with friends who are winners. 
 

Unselfishly giving to others in need 
Godôs commandment of love to others our parishioners heed. 

 
We give groceries, quilts, backpacks, money and cheer 

No matter the cause, St. Jacobôs is here. 
 

What a comfort and blessing, St. Jacobôs is a wonderful gift! 
For our church, prayerful thanks I lift. 

 

 
  



 

David Moore: Faith can grow even when life is difficult 
 
It’s the difficult times that make our faith in Christ grow. 
 
When I was growing up my family went to St John’s Lutheran 
Church in New Baltimore.  Family was not only my parents, 
brother and sisters, but also my grandparents and most of my 
aunts, uncles, and cousins.  On many Sundays our family was 
over half of the total attendance in worship.  As a child I knew 
that my congregation struggled financially, the pastors were 
mostly interns or perhaps a pastor whom we shared with 
another church. 
 
When I was 14, St. John’s merged with Grace Lutheran Church 
in Hartville.  It was a traumatic time for me.  My grandparents 
refused to go to the “new” church.  Many of my cousins and 
friends joined other congregations.  My grandfather eventually 
came back to Church, but by then my grandmother had passed 
away.  But this time became a growth experience for me.  It 
made me look closer at what was important about church: 
worshipping and serving God.  My faith in Christ grew.  I 
learned that wherever life would take me, Jesus Christ would 
always be with me.  It is the difficult times that challenges us … 
and in the end, deepen our faith. 
 
Today, Sue and I are also members of Lamb of God 
Lutheran/Episcopal Church in Florida.  Lamb of God, like St. 
Jacobs and many of us, is struggling through these difficult 
financial times.  Lamb of God has cut staffing levels, frozen 
pay, asked us to give more, and there are now fees for some of 
the mid-week programs.  But I know Lamb of God and St 
Jacobs are both strong congregations, deeply rooted with 
Christ.  Both will emerge stronger, and so will our faith in 
Christ. 
 
 


