{ REMEMBER
A Eulogy About A Small Country Church

They say you're an eyesore. I remember when you were a sight for sore eyes. You were born
out of disaster, confusion, contention, and near-despair. You became a symbol of hope, not
only for those who worshiped within your walls, but also those who passed by along the road.

Your predecessor that occupied the spot where you have stood for nearly fifty years was
destroyed by fire on Palm Sunday, 1944.

I remember the many meetings that were held in order to decide, for sure; will we rebuild, and
if so, where? At one such meeting it was questioned if it was God's will to rebuild. My
mother, who almost never spoke out in a meeting, said, "I don't see how it can be qgainst
God's will to build a church, For me that seitled the issue.

An architect, St. Clair Pardee of Si. Johns, was hired to draw up plans. To get a permit to
build, we needed a contractor's bid which was hard to get because of wartime economics.
Eventually one was found; his bid was the astounding figure of $18,000! Those plans were
never used--too many of the congregation said, we will never be able 1o pay for it! About two-
thirds of the congregation transferred out for one excuse or another. Those who remained
straightened their shoulders and said, we will rebuild. The youth class decided among
themselves that if the adults didn't rebuild, when they were able, they would build a church.

A church near Lowell, whose congregation of old-timers had dwindled to only a handful, was
to be disbanded. It had been a part of the former German Methodist Conference that included
Michigan, Ohio, and Pennsylvania, as had the Emanuel congregation. Because of this
kinship, they offered to give to Emanuel anything that could be salvaged from their building.
Men with trucks drove to Lowell and brought back piano, puipit, chairs, pews, and other
Jurnishings; also lumber, 2 x 4's, boards, and flooring. A man from the Michigan Conference
drew up a new set of plans, supposedly to utilize materials from that building, thereby cutting
cost and, in fact, much was used in your construction. The fiooring in the main level of your
sanctuary was from that building.

{ remember what a joy it was each Sunday after worship service (conducted in the remodeled
parsonage next door) when the congregation wandered across the lawn to see how much you
had grown. I remember meeting for worship in your basement before your main floor was
completed. In fact, for several years we met upstairs only in summers, and in the basement
during the cold part of the year to conserve fuel. We had to scrape hard to get the 356.00 a
month to pay off the loan.

I remember that for the first wedding you hosted, those involved put down salvaged carpeting
in the chancel area because the flooring had not yet been laid. I remember helping put down
that flooring when we were financially able. There were three men nailing it down and for
each man was a woman to hand him the next board of the right length.










alize the transaction, we paid cash.
. . 2member the last person to officially join your congregation was Lawrence Frees.

1 remember the last funeral I attended within your walls--that of my father. Lawrence's
brother had set up a PA system so the basement could be used for overflow. And the funeral
luncheon was in your basement.

[ remember the parade of pastors who served your congregation, young, old and in between--
each with his own message to proclaim.

1 remember that after your family joined that of the DeWitt church, you were used only
occasionally for a Sunday School class, youth meetings, and Easter Sunrise Services. I felt
your loneliness during that time until you were remodeled to accommodate several Sunday
School classes as an annex to the first phase of a new building.

Little church, somehow I always felt that you never reached your full potential. But maybe
God never intended you to be the finished product. Perhaps your ordained function was to
hold down this spot of land so that something bigger could come. Certainly, if the
congregation that met within your walls had not had the foresight - or divine guidance - to
purchase the four acres just to your north, the current building could not have come into
being. Perhaps your real function was to prepare the way for something greater than yourself
even as John The Baptist prepared the way for Someone greater than he. But you certainly
passed out a lot of blessings on the way. And as John said of Jesus, "He must increase, and [
must decrease.” Now that a greater building has been erected, it appears that your work is
ended--almost. Even as a person may designate that organs from his body may be used by
another after his death, your bell and stained glass windows will serve as transplants in this
newer, grander building where they will continue to bless worshipers from a new location,
even though the rest of you is gone.

Good-bye, little war-time-built, cinder block church. Your presence will no longer be a
distraction to mar the view of that which is greater than you, but your memory will live as long
as there are hearts to remember.

Good-bye, little white church. You have fulfilled your reason for being. Rest in peace,

Reva Frees



