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Homecoming: The Final Visit Home 
Fall is the time for many towns to celebrate homecoming. There 

are usually programs, parades, class parties, and a big banquet. Every community celebrates itself 
differently. 

Recently, I received a letter with an invitation to join former classmates to celebrate with each 
other. It was not a special year, such as a 25th or 50th anniversary celebration. It was an invitation 
just to come together and meet. 

As we sat there, eating, talking, and laughing about our lives and memories, we found that we 
couldn't disagree about our time together in high school. We realized that we have aged, but we 
bonded as classmates. We celebrated our lives at Caldwell High School and were part of the class 
of 1969. 

I had to leave earlier than I had wanted to, but I knew it was time to come back home. As I 
drove away, I knew in my heart that the next meeting would likely not be the same. I realized that 
each time we had gathered in the past, there was at least one fewer person in our group. That is 
the way it is in families, communities, cities, and churches. We have special groups and friends. We 
never know when we will be called away to be with Jesus. Only God knows what lies ahead for 
us. 

It reminded me of the possibility that any of us could be called home for our last homecoming 
with God at any time. That is why it has been so crucial for me to let everyone know how much I 
will miss them. A handshake or a hug, accompanied by kind words and blessings, is sometimes just 
not enough. 

Some scriptures remind us that God has an ‘appointed time’ for each of our deaths. I am not 
saying that God has predetermined a specific day and time when we will pass away. Perhaps He 
has a plan that He only knows. Possibly, there are limited days. 

Job 14:5 suggests that “Man’s days are determined; you have decreed the number of his months 
and have set limits he cannot exceed.” You may remember this well-loved Bible verse from Eccle-
siastes 3:2 that ‘a time to be born and a time to die’. 

No matter how many days we have left, we are to live to the fullest and fulfill all that we can do 
to honor Him more every day. God has us all in His hands. Does that mean that we are not left 
to fate, but we are a part of His divine plan? 

 Although I have many more things I want to do for God, I will not be able to fulfill all the 
things I feel compelled to do for Him. If I am in the middle of doing a good thing for God, it will 
be fine with me. There is nothing I can do about this. 

We are encouraged to live in honor of God to the very last moment we are on Earth. Over 
the past decade, I have experienced a growing restlessness and a deep-seated desire to do more 
for God. I want to be a disciple for Him in all I do and wherever I go. 

Are we prepared for that day? Are we ready to be ‘absent in our bodies and to be present with 
the Lord’? Live each day to its fullness. I challenge each of us to move forward with unshakable 
faith and have no fear. 

All of us who have taken Jesus as our Savior know that dying on Earth is not the end. Although 
we do not know for sure what it will be like, we trust in His words and what is promised to us. 
When we die, will we lose all thoughts, senses, and emotions? 

All religions believe that in their own way. Some say that on the day we die, we will be at peace 
and at rest until the Resurrection. There, the Spirit that has inspired our souls will leave us and 
return to God. Others say we will immediately be with God in Heaven. 

I know what I believe, but I will not share or decree my thoughts as your reality. I just know 
that I have been given a great challenge to walk with Jesus and honor God every day. I do not 
want to be slacking. Although I would love to be 100, I'm not sure if that will be a decree for me. 

Until then, I will continue to walk with Jesus and the Holy Spirit. May I honor Him with every 
word I say and every deed I do. Until we meet again, may peace and blessings be with you and 
your family. 

Last week, I decided it was time to go through a few things in the basement. I’d been recovering 
from a cold that had knocked me down for a few days and when I finally started feeling better, I felt I 
had to catch up on chores. The kitchen got whipped back in shape and we all worked to take care 
of the living room.  It didn’t take long, thank goodness, and I felt much better getting things in order. 
Because I felt I was playing catch up, though, the basement seemed to call my name.  

The previous owners of our house left a few items when they left. We weren’t too worried about 
them, but I’ve slowly been trying to find homes for them or throw them away. However, in the cor-
ner of the basement I’ve pretty much ignored are several items that have been absolutely ignored. A 
wine rack (we don’t drink wine), a tall table that was a display of some kind in a store, and a dusty 
curio cabinet. 

Now, I’m all about tchotchkes and doodads, but I’ve never owned a curio cabinet. They always 
looked too “grandmotherly” to me. And if I wanted to display something, it’s not going to be china 
or ceramic figurines, which is what I thought of when I saw a curio. So the grandma furniture stayed 
in the basement, gathering more dust and cobwebs. At some point, I thought, I’d haul it up and put it 
on the curb. But not today. And not today. And so on and so on until here we are a year later and 
the thing was forgotten. 

Until I got that wild hair. 
As things usually go, I enlisted the men of the house to drag that 6-foot-tall antiquity up the nar-

row stairs. And despite my intention to dust it quickly and put it on the curb, I instead cleaned it. All 
the glass shelves were accounted for (in another corner, stacked neatly with newspapers from 2008 
sandwiched between them). So I cleaned them, too. And, just out of curiosity, I popped a light bulb in 
the top and plugged it in to see if it worked. 

To my delight, it did... and suddenly, with the warm glow of that light bulb illuminating my living 
room through glass shelves and glinting off neatly polished old wood, my grandmotherly instincts 
kicked in and I realized I needed this curio cabinet in my life.  

I envisioned it holding my painted rock collection from my daughter - chickens and flamingos and 
sunflowers, all lined up to be admired under that light, on those glass shelves. I saw the tiny bird cage 
music box displayed for all to enjoy instead of perched on a lower shelf at the end of the staircase. 
And my cute little owl figurine that I picked up at an estate sale years ago could finally be displayed 
as it was intended.  

After a little consideration, I moved my beloved antique mirror gifted to me by my favorite Aunt 
Jody to the space above the mantle. It looked perfect with my philodendron in front of it. And the 
little table (rickety, but perfect for a small lamp and not much else) was moved to a better spot by 
an antique chair. Then the boys helped get the curio in it’s new spot. I arranged all my tchotchkes 
that were scattered all over and begged to be consolidated into one spot. I plugged it into a smart 
plug so I could easily turn the light on by just telling Alexa.  And I sat back and admired my new 
proof that I was not only old, but ridiculous in my collecting preferences. Painted rocks, a birdcage 
music box, my mother’s Jewel Tea gravy boat (because it’s pretty), a photo and pawprint impression 
of our friend Moby that we lost last year, a ceramic set of hands holding a tiny canvas my daughter 
painted for me, a glittery sasquatch. On top of the curio, a bronze bird candleholder, and at the bot-
tom, a crown of thorns woven by my husband from some amazingly sharp locust tree thorns. Huh. 
Whaddya know. I do have china a ceramic figurines that I like and like to display. 

Nothing matches. Everything has meaning.  And I truly enjoy it.  
I guess I’ll just start shopping for my cane and plan on keeping the weather channel on in the 

background, because this old people stuff is alright!  
Until next week, Cristina
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much you can save.  Call Now 
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Call 24/7: 1-877-586-6688. 
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Finding Your Faith 
   by Kathy Gann

 Peter/Pete Heersche was the 
fourth child of Julian and Pietje Heer-
sche, two years older than my dad, 
George. He was quite a physical 
specimen. He graduated from Mul-
vane High School in 1930 and was a 
football star. This was in the days of 
leather helmets and no face masks. 
Gorilla Pete didn’t even wear a hel-
met. He claimed it interfered with his 
vision. But when you are a hard-
headed Dutchman, who really needs 
a helmet?  

Pete received an offer to play at the 
University of Wichita (Wichita State 
University now) but as the depres-
sion was just getting underway, he 
couldn’t afford to go. He worked a 

variety of menial jobs and even rode 
the rails looking for work. 

When World War II broke out, 30-
year-old Pete joined the Army. His 
duty station was in the Aleutian Is-
lands off the coast of Alaska. Being in 
the Army and seeing how it was sum-
mer in the Northern Hemisphere, 
summer gear was issued without 
looking on the map at where the 
Aleutian Islands were located. Pete 
just about froze to death as did most 
of the soldiers stationed there. 

 In the early ‘60’s Pete moved to 
Scottsdale, Arizona, which was ten 
miles from Phoenix at that time say-
ing he would never be cold again. 
After Pete was widowed, he would 

come back to Mulvane every summer 
and spend time with his brothers and 
his sister, Katherine. But if it so much 
as dipped to 50 degrees at night, he 
was on a plane headed back to Ari-
zona, even if it was the Fourth of 
July! 

In the l950’s, Pete and his then wife, 
Marge, and Burt and Marion Wenzel, 
opened and operated M & M Gro-
cery (Marge and Marion) in Belle 
Plaine at the Southeast corner of 
Fifth and Merchant where a grocery 
store operated until just a few years 
back. Pete was the butcher for all of 
the years they ran the store. 

Pete’s athletic career lasted clear 
until the last part of his life, only it 

was golf instead of football. He 
recorded three official holes-in-one 
and several unofficial. Later after re-
tirement he operated a shoe conces-
sion at several of the professional 
caliber courses in the 
Scottsdale/Phoenix area. This was not 
so much for the money, but for 
something to do and the course priv-
ileges that were included. 

Pete had three stepsons: Jerry, 
Randy, and Justin Sanders, and one 
daughter, Julia, who is Aunt Katherine 
junior. She is a nurse in Flagstaff, Ari-
zona. She exhibits all of her dad’s grit 
and drive.  

Pete was a dandy!
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