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An Amazing Story of God’s 
Love “Immeasurably More 

Than All We Could 

Ask or Imagine” 
By Char Bystrom 

 
It was the summer of 1971, with lots of excitement 
in being at the shore in Ocean City, New Jersey.  
This was quite an adventure for a gal from western 
New York State who had travelled little!  I had just 
finished my third year at the University of Buffalo.  
The job several of us had landed was working at a 
bandage factory on an assembly line (summer jobs 
often add perspective and a respect for those who 
work, day in and day out at the tedious and 
mundane, year after year, often because there is 
no other choice).  There were over 100 college 
students from all over the country, myself one of 
them, all who had jobs for the summer—some 
undoubtedly more glamourous than mine, for sure.   
During off hours we were involved in a ministry 
leadership development project together: Bible 
studies, training, outreach, fellowship. 
 
Well, that is why I was so far from home for the 
summer, but now to THIS story….   
 
There was no email those days, and phone calls 
were too costly to be taken lightly, so the letters 
were my touch point with home.  Mom wrote often.  
Early on in the summer mom added something at 
the end of her letter that truly was the beginning of 
an amazing tapestry that was being woven to show 
how great God’s love is, and how His love and 
grace pursues beyond all we could ever ask or 
imagine. 
 
The letter mentioned that Mrs. B was very ill, with 
cancer, and that the prognosis was not good.  That 
comment stirred an emotional connection from 
years gone by.  It’s true. Albert B, her son, had 
been an early high school sweetheart from a 
nearby town.  But years had passed and those 
days were but memories of another time.   There 
was something else that sprung to life with those 
words.  I think it is something about Mrs. B herself 
that  is  difficult  to describe,  or maybe it was God’s 

Continued on page 2… 

 

Winter Blast Weekend 
  

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

By Jean LaRosa 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

This year we had a group of fourteen girls 
(including friends) attend Winter Blast at Camp 
Orchard Hill. We enjoyed playing Nine Square, 
Bubble Ball, tubing on faux snow, great food, 
and excellent worship and teaching from Pastor 
Josh Ott. 
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“An Amazing Story of God’s Love,” continued… 

 
heart stirring my own.  I had especially liked her 
and she seemed like such a dear woman, a caring 
mother, and she was always sweet and tender 
towards me.  At least, that is how I remembered 
her.  Somehow she was, even though briefly in my 
life, special to me.  She had impressed me  from 
the beginning with her strong commitment to her 
Catholic faith.  It seemed important to her and her 
desires for the family she cared for and loved.    
 
It was soon after one of those early letters from 
home that my heart was pounding and I couldn’t set 
aside the compelling desire—no—need—to go and 
see her as soon as I ended my summer 
commitment to the project, before returning to the 
University. 
 
With each letter from home, there were lines 
penned about Mrs. B.  Apparently the doctors didn’t 
expect her to make it through the summer.  My 
heart somehow broke with those words.  Here I 
was, far away, hearing that this dear woman was 
terribly ill and finding myself drawn to see her.  And 
so, I made a vow with God, that if He would keep 
her alive until I could get home, I would go to see 
her.  Needless to say, as letters continued from 
home, I always searched first for news of her.  And, 
there were always the added words that went 
something like, “but everyone is surprised that Mrs. 
B is still with us.” 
 
The project ended and I was home for about a 
week, preparing to return for my senior year.  
Honestly, I was terrified, in a way, to call and visit.   
I had been very religious growing up, though not of 
the same denomination as Mrs. B.  During my 2nd 
year at the university, I had come to a new place in 
understanding all that God had done for me in 
Jesus, and I had made a conscious decision to put 
my faith, my life, my trust in Him.  Somehow I knew 
it was important for Mrs. B to understand these 
same truths that had changed my life. But, it had 
been at least five years since I had seen the family. 
I was young, Mrs. B was very religious and I didn’t 
in any way want to be presumptuous, and, sadly, 
she was dying.  And so, I procrastinated until the 
day before I had to leave for school.  Nervous and 
scared, I still had that compelling sense that I 
needed to see this woman.  What would she think?  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

Would she even remember me? How could I even 
begin to share with her what was on my heart? 
 
As I remember it, I called and just asked if I could 
come by and visit. I must not have mentioned 
wanting to see her, specifically. I’m sure her two 
daughters still at home must have been baffled by 
the request, but they welcomed me.  After some 
time chatting in the living room, I asked if I could go 
in to see their mother.  They glanced quickly at 
each other, somewhat bewildered, then back at me.  
Their words hung on my heart like a millstone—
“She’s not here.  She’s been transferred to another 
hospital.”  Only when they said where did the lump 
in my throat get even bigger.  Buffalo….I went to 
the University of Buffalo!  God was weaving each 
thread of this tapestry! 
 
A friend drove me to the hospital shortly after I got 
settled back in the dorms, and we prayed together 
before I went to the hospital room.   The room was 
filled with family that was unfamiliar to me and 
nurses.  Mrs. B clutched my hand and knew who I 
was, but was in obvious pain and couldn’t focus for 
long.  The nurse gave her a shot and she was no 
longer in pain, but she also was even less coherent 
as a result.  It’s hard to  explain how overwhelmed, 
sad and perplexed I felt as I walked out almost in a 
daze, not understanding what had just happened in 
light of what seemed to be something God had put 
on my heart. 
 
A few days later, my friend drove me once again to 
the hospital.  This time we sat in the parking lot at 
length and prayed some very bold and very specific 
prayers.  If God had truly been a part of the process 
in my life related to Mrs. B the past months, then 
we prayed: (1) that there would be no medical 
personnel in the room  (2) no family or friends in the 
room  (3) that she would be free of pain  (4) that 
she would be coherent and able to fully focus—all 
for as long as it would take for me to say whatever 
it was that God wanted her to hear through my 
words that day. The moment was compelling.  We 
needed to pray those specific prayers! 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

To my utter amazement, as I entered her room, 
every one of those things was true—for as long as I 
was  in  the room  with her!  The whole  scenario  in  

Continued on page 5… 
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Invite your friends to the Chapel’s Easter Egg 
Hunt, which will be held at 3:00 pm on 
Sunday, April 9.  Free face painting, balloon 
animals, crafts and more will be offered in 
addition to the Egg Hunt for children ages 2 - 
9.  Please pray for Christ to be glorified as this 
event is used to invite folks to our Easter 
Sunday Service and other activities and inform 
parents about our children’s program.  The rain 
date is Saturday, April 15, at 3:00 pm.  

 

Parenting Workshop 

Friday, April 28, 7:00 - 8:30 PM 
 

A  Parenting Workshop will be held at Windsor 
Chapel on Friday evening, April 28, from 7:00 - 
8:30.  Child care is available and light 
refreshments will be served.  Invite the young 
parents you know to bring their questions and 
hear discussions on the following topics: 
  
How to raise positive kids in a negative world 
 
How to develop your child’s full potential 
 
How to discipline your child effectively 
 
How to prepare your kids to win life’s biggest 
battles 

 

 
 

   Holy Week and 
   Easter Sunday 
            Services 

Reflect on Jesus’ cross and celebrate His 
resurrection this Easter season with your family 
and friends:   

 

Palm Sunday 
 (April 9, 9:30 am) 

The children will lead us in a procession of 
praise during our worship service on Palm 
Sunday.  

 
 

Good Friday Service 
(April 14, 7:00 pm) 

Our Good Friday service will feature reflective 
music, congregational singing and Scripture 
readings which will focus our hearts and minds 
on the Cross. 

   

Easter Sunday Worship 
 (April 16, 9:30 am) 

Don’t miss this special service of celebration, 
combining special music and biblical 
reflection, on our only true foundation – 
Christ’s resurrection!  Invite your friends 
and family to experience the hope of our 
life in Christ. 

 
 

Harris Ministry Clothing Giveaway 
 

Thank you all for your 
continued support. Many 
families were blessed, and 
we were blessed with a 
beautiful day as well. We 
pray God 
will richly 
bless 

those who unselfishly, desire 
to be a blessing to those less 
fortunate. 
             Sincerely, 
             Georgette Andrews 
             Harris Ministries  
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Elder’s Corner 
By Ken Bills 

 

 Good Friday 
 

In a small city, in an insignificant province, in a 
remote corner of the Roman Empire, far from 
glories of imperial power, the world was about to 
change forever. 
 
I’m sure it didn’t seem that way at the time. 
 
In fact, in many ways it couldn’t have been a more 
typical day.  First, you had the religious leaders.  
Priests of the one true God, ministering in the 
temple of the Lord, charged with the awesome 
responsibility of teaching the people God’s truth 
and leading them in worship, they had lost their 
way.  Seduced by the lure of power, privilege and 
wealth, proud of their exalted status and position, 
they could not recognize the God they purported to 
serve when He stood before them.  Instead they 
found Him to be dangerous and threatening, and 
plotted to kill Him. 
 
Then you had the political authorities.  They were 
not charged with being guardians and proclaimers 
of the very Truth of the Living God, only with the 
seemingly more mundane and easier tasks of 
keeping order and impartially administrating justice.  
King Herod, exploiting his position for personal 
ends, wanted to be entertained and demanded that 
Jesus, the “wonderworker,” perform a miracle.  
Herod declined to intervene on Jesus’ behalf not 
because he found Him guilty, but because he found 
Him boring. Pilate, the Roman governor, could also 
find no guilt in Jesus, but subordinated justice to 
avoiding civil disturbance and protecting his 
position.  Faced with an innocent man, the first fully 
innocent and righteous man either had ever seen, 
the political authorities delivered him to be crucified. 
 
How about the common people?  Surely they would 
rally to Jesus’ defense!  After all, His ministry had 
been to care for them, to love, teach and heal them.  
But the crowd proved susceptible to manipulation, 
and popular opinion demanded the release of 
Barabbas, a political terrorist and murderer, instead 
of Jesus, and condemned Jesus to death.  Given a 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

choice between two deliverers, public opinion made 
the wrong choice. 
 
Jesus’ disciples, His closest friends with whom He 
had shared life and ministry for three years, proved 
no more reliable than the crowds.   Betrayal, 
desertion and denial were how they re-paid His 
investment in them.  Given a chance to stand with 
Jesus, they all too quickly abandoned Him to die 
alone. 
 
So… a corrupt religious establishment, a decadent 
and self-serving political class, judicial procedures 
that failed to dispense justice, fickle and unwise 
public opinion choosing the wrong man, followers 
and disciples who were unwilling to stand with 
Jesus when the tide turned against Him.  All in all, 
nothing much to see here.  Every day’s newspaper 
is filled with similar stories.  A typical day in a world 
that is broken and lost… 
 
Yet on that too typical day, the world changed 
forever.  Jesus’ death was not just another in a 
seemingly endless series of injustices.  This was 
not merely the death of an innocent man.  This was 
the day that God Himself allowed His creation the 
ultimate act of rebellion, allowed His creation to kill 
its Creator, as His ultimate act of love and 
redemption.   
 
And we, 2,000 years later, testify that nothing has 
been the same since, that on that day death and 
sin were defeated, once and for all, and were 
swallowed up in life and grace, mercy and love.  In 
fact, the church’s mission is in large part to bear 
witness to what happened on that terrible, glorious 
day.  
 
One great opportunity we have to remember and 
celebrate that day is by coming together once a 
year on Good Friday.  In our Good Friday service 
we recall, through scripture, song and the Lord’s 
Supper, the events surrounding our Lord’s death for 
us, our relationship to them, and the effect that his 
death continues to have on our lives.  We invite you 
to join us as we, together with His people 
everywhere, proclaim the Lord’s death until He 
comes again.  
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“An Amazing Story of God’s Love,” continued… 

 
the room was in sharp contrast to what it had 
been just days before.   
 
Eventually, while with Mrs. B that day, I got to 
share those truths from God’s Word about His 
great love, surrendering our lives to Him, and 
knowing we will be with Him for eternity—piece 
by piece, verse by verse.  I told her I knew she 
was a religious woman and that her Catholic 
faith was important to her.  And I asked this 
dear, frail woman if she wanted to pray a 
prayer something like this:  “Lord Jesus, I want 
to be sure I know you personally.  Thank you 
for dying on the cross for me—for my sins.  I 
open the door of my life and receive you as 
Savior and Lord.  Thank You for forgiving my 
sins and giving me eternal life. With the days I 
have left, take control of the throne of my life.” 
 
 I have never forgotten, and remember with 
tears in my eyes even now, how tightly she 
clutched my hands, with tears flooding her 
eyes and beginning to stream down her face 
as she asked me to please say the words for 
her because she was so weak.  And I did.  
 
 I knelt beside the bed and we prayed a prayer 
much like what I’ve written.  Her tears were 
smothered by her fresh smile and a thank you 
that was full of peace.  It was an unforgettable 
moment and I am humbled at how powerfully 
and specifically God answered prayers that 
day.  Not just our prayers in the parking lot, 
but, I believe, the prayers of a woman’s heart 
to be sure of her eternal destiny and God’s 
love and forgiveness. 
 
Several days later I called the hospital before 
planning to see her again.  Mrs. B had left this 
earth shortly after our conversation, but I knew 
she was rejoicing in her new heavenly home. 
There was no doubt!  
 
God saw a tender heart.  He pursued.  God 
saw a young woman, who had a willing heart, 
but weak knees.  He gave courage and  

 
boldness.  And for both there was a rich, 
eternally significant blessing.  What a beautiful 
tapestry He weaves as we surrender, listen, 
trust, pray and follow His voice—be it a still, 
small whisper or loud and clear. 
 
“Now to Him who is able to do immeasurably 
more than all we ask or imagine, according to 
His power that is at work within us,  
to Him be glory in the church and in Christ 
Jesus throughout all generations, 
for ever and ever!   
Amen.”   
(Ephesians 3:20, 21) 
 
Obviously, many, many years have since 
passed, but the picture is so, so clear to me—
like it was just yesterday.  Yes, the picture and 
words and all that tangibly transpired.  But 
more than that, the beautiful picture of God’s 
amazing love that would go to such lengths for 
one person to know for certain that she was 
His own—forgiven, loved and assured of 
eternity with Him.   
 
And, by the way, Romans 8:10,11 basically 
tells us that if Christ is in you, then the Spirit 
who raised Christ Jesus from the dead dwells 
in YOU!  Now that, dear friends, is a whole lot 
of power…lest you somehow think the power 
that works in me is greater!  I truly believe God 
longs to do immeasurably more than any of us 
could ever ask or imagine! 

 
 

Work Day 

Please join us on Saturday, April 8, 
from 9:00 am to noon, for some 
healthy exercise as we spruce up 

our facilities in preparation 
for the Easter Egg Hunt 
which will be held at 3:00 
pm the next day.  We’ll be 
weeding, trimming and raking outside.  Bring 
wheelbarrows, gloves and gardening tools.  
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 Further Up and Further In 

Inviting dialogue to encourage growth in 
and among us 

 

By Cindy Bills 

 

Easter, Indeed! 

 
 

 
 

“He is risen!”  “He is risen, indeed!”  With these 
words, we greet one another on Easter 
morning.  It is an appropriate way to celebrate 
the most important truth in all the world for all 
time: Jesus Christ died for us and then rose 
from the grave to purchase our redemption: our 
relationship with the Trinitarian Lord of the 
universe is officially and eternally restored. 
 

But believers have always struggled with 
doubting and divided hearts, and we live in a 
culture in which truth is relative and subject to 
alternate perspectives.  So then, our Easter 
morning proclamation is an invitation and an 
opportunity to exercise faith and encourage 
one another in the Truth.  The Resurrection is 
not merely a belief, subject to personal opinion 
or desire; it is the Truth that drives our lives of 
faith.  
 

The Apostle Paul reminded the Corinthian 
believers of these very truths in his first letter to 
them: 
 

  If in Christ we have hope in this life 
only, we are of all people most to be pitied. 
But in fact Christ has been raised from the 
dead, the firstfruits of those who have fallen 
asleep.  For as by a man came death, by a 
man has come also the resurrection of the 
dead.  For as in Adam all die, so also in Christ 
shall all be made alive. 

 
So as we celebrate Easter, let us not lose sight 
that our words and celebration plant a flag in 
eternity as well as mark a pivotal day in history.  
He is risen, indeed! 
 

Please feel free to contact Cindy (609-275-8557 or 
clbills@verizon.net) to continue the dialogue.... 
 

 

Perisseia, 
 Spring, 2017 

 
Do you ever read advice columns?  Comic 
strips?  One of the reasons these attract us is 
because we can relate to them.  As we 
continue our work on relationship, we will use 
advice columns and comics to identify and 
discuss common relationship struggles and 
how those struggles might be overcome using 
biblical truth. 
 
All women are invited to attend this six-week 
series beginning Thursday, April 27.  Meetings 
are 7:00-8:30 in the Chapel House.  No 
commitment or preparation is required.  For 
more information, please contact Cindy Bills 
(clbills@verizon.net; 609-275-8557). 
 

 
 

  Financial Update 
(Through February 2017) 

“The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want…” 
 

                     Actual                   Budget 
Income        $45,915               $51,500    
 
Expense      $43,160               $43,160 
 
Windsor Chapel has sent $8,262.80 to our 
missionary partners this year. That’s 18% of your 
giving!  

 

If you have any items or information you would 
like to share in the newsletter please e-mail: 

Susan Seiboth at 
susan@quiltingsquare.com 

Dorothy Soi at 
dsoi@windsorchapel.org 

Chapel Office (609) 799-2559 
www.windsorchapel.org 

Contributing photographers: 
Georgette Andrews  & Jean LaRosa 
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