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FIRST UNITED
PENTECOSTAL CHURCH

1 South Pine Street, 
Villa Grove, Illinois

Wheelchair Accessible
Where Lives are Changed!

Pastor Jerry L. Conner
Church 832-7071

Residence 832-8577
Sunday School—10:00 a.m.
Worship Service—10:00 a.m

Evening Evangelistic
Service—6:30 p.m.

Monday
1st one of each month

Ladies Auxiliary, 7:00 p.m.
Monday—Friday

Ladies Prayer Group—9:00 a.m.
Tuesday

Youth Service—7:00-8:00 p.m.
Thursday

Bible Study—7:30 p.m.
Free Home Bible Study

We welcome you to worship with 
us in all of our services

—————————————
VICTORY CHURCH

100 E. Second St • Camargo, 
Illinois 61919

Pastor—Duane Piercy
Church 832-8398, 

Email
info@victorychurch.life

Web Page:  victorychurch.life
Find us on Facebook

Follow us on Instagram
Service Times

Sunday
Adult Sunday School—

9-9:45 a.m.
Soul Cafe- 9am-9:45

Worship & Service—10:00 a.m.
RUSH Youth Group

1st & 3rd Sunday 5-7pm
Celebrate Recovery

7:15pm
Wednesday

Men's & Women's Bible 
Study-6:30-8 p.m.

Thursday
Prayer Group—6:00-7:00 p.m.
Worship Team 7:00-8:00 p.m.

American Sign Language Avail-
able • Wheelchair accessible • 

Nursery Care • Sports Ministries 
• Motorcycle Ministry

LIVING HOPE 
FELLOWSHIP

(An Independent New Testament 
Church)

South of Villa Grove on Rt. 130
Pastor Randy Walters
Phone: 217-218-9001

Elder — Pete Lake, 832-2400
Sunday Worship Service—

10 a.m.
Communion is observed 

each week.
Children’s Church:

pre-school through fourth grade
For transportation to any service 

call: 217-218-3217
Church facility is

 wheelchair accessible
“Room for everyone. Enough 

love to go around.”
—————————————

VILLA GROVE UNITED 
METHODIST CHURCH

“Growing Closer to the Heart of God”
302 Second St., Villa Grove

Pastor—Rev. Sandi Hire
Church 832-3971

Summer Office Hours: 
Monday-Thursday 9am - noon 

Email: secretary.vgumc@yahoo.com
Website: www.vgumcweb.org

Find us on Facebook for upcoming events
Sunday

9:15 am Sunday School 
For All Ages

10:30 a.m. Worship Service
Child care available during 

Worship
Open Communion first Sunday 

of each month
Walkers are welcome Monday-
Friday during office hours in the 

Henson New Life Center
Quilters- contact the office for 

opportunities to join our quilters
Join us for Lent starting with

 Jazz Sunday, March 3, 10:30 am;
Ash Wednesday Services, 

March 6, 7:00 PM
Palm Sunday, 

April 14, 10:30 am
Holy Thursday, 

April 18, 7:00 pm
Good Friday Service

 April 19, NOON
Easter Sunday, 

April 21, 10:30 am

FIRST CHRISTIAN CHURCH
“Come Rejoice With Us”

701 N. Sycamore Street Villa Grove
Phone (217) 832-5231
Fax (217) 832-9348

website: www.fccvg.com
e-mail: fccvg@frontier.com

Minister—Mike Zylstra
e-mail:fccvgmin@frontier.com
Morning Worship—9:30 a.m.
Sunday Morning Celebration 

9:30a.m.
Age 4-5th Grade

Sunday Morning 
Celebration Leaders:

Cecile Cassida & Seth Shunk
Sunday School—10:45 a.m.

Junior HighYouth Group (Grades 6-8)
1st & 3rd Sunday 5-6pm

High School Youth Group(Grades 9-12)
1st & 3rd Sundays, 6-7:30pm

Youth Group Leader: Brenda Logan
Nursery care at all services.

Open Communion offered each Sunday
--------------------------------------
CAMARGO UNITED

METHODIST CHURCH
103 E. Main Street

P.O. Box 122, Camargo, IL 61919
Church—832-9388

e-mail: umccamargo@gmail.com
Office Hours: 

Tuesday and Thursday
 8:30 a.m. - 12:30 p.m.
Pastor - Lenny Summar

Traditional Worship - 9:15 a.m.
Contemporary Worship 10:30

"Come just as you are to worship"
Open Communion first Sunday

of each month
Prayer Group - Meets after 

Sunday Service
--------------------------------------

SACRED HEART 
CATHOLIC CHURCH

208 N. Pine Stret, Villa Grove
Pastor -Rev. Aloy Ndeanaefo

Office: 832-8352
Hours: M-F 8:30am-1:30pm

Email: villagrove.hume@gmail.com
website: sacredheartandstmichael.com

Mass Times: Saturday: 4pm
Sunday 10:00am

Sunday @ St. Michaels in Hume
8:00am
PSR:

Wed Eve 1st - 8th grade 6:30 - 7:20 
and 9th - 12th 7:30 - 8:30 pm.
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by Amy McCollom
Holding It All Together

Business and Professional
DIRECTORY

The following Business and Professional People
are ready to serve you. Call for their services.

PRINT VETERINARY SERVICES

Four Counties Mobile
Veterinary Services

Kathleen M. Mcmanamon, DVM

House and Farm Calls
Small Animal and Equine

Hours:
Monday-Friday, Noon-8 p.m.

Saturday, By Appointment
Phone: (217) 834-3472

Villa Grove News
5-7 S. Main Street,      

 Villa Grove, IL 
Phone: 832-4201

All your print job needs:
Business Cards
Raffle Tickets

Envelopes
Copies and Faxes

and more

CHITTICK
 FAMILY

EYE CARE
      • Adult & Pediatric Eye Care
      • Contact Lenses
      • Custom Vision Correction
      • Digital Retinal Exam
      • Glaucoma detection & management

10 West Adams • Villa Grove, IL 61956
Office: 832-2111 Hours: Mon - Fri 8 - 5

Medicare assignments accepted/Health Alliance Provider

EYE CARE
THIS COULD BE YOUR AD!

ADVERTISE IN THE VG NEWS 

AND THE SCC TODAY                  

               NEWSPAPERS                   
    & Reach up to 5000 customers  

Call Jamie
AT THE VG NEWS OFFICE

832-4201 or 
email - vgads@mediacombb.net

for more information on 
AFFORDABLE ADVERTISING

WISE AND 
OTHERWISE

By Kent A. Stock

Cont. on pg. 8

217-599-1046

Locally 
& Veteran 

Owned
122 W. Sale St. 

Tuscola,  Il.

Cont. on pg. 8

It’s All In Your Mind
I read once, “Whether you 

think you can, or you think 
you can’t, you are right.”  80% 
of accomplishing a goal is just 
in making up your mind that 
you are going to do it.  It helps 
to be smarter than the average 
bear, with a good head on 
your shoulders, and a healthy 
batch of common sense.  It’s 
amazing what we could do 
if we set our minds to it.   So 
success, or failure, is basically 
all in your head.

The human brain is so effi-
cient, that it runs on autopilot 
most of the time without our 
permission.  Thank goodness 
for that; we humans have 
enough to worry about just to 
try and stay alive.  The world 
can be a dangerous place.

As great as our brain is at 
managing all of our bodily 

functions and awareness, it is 
not entirely perfect.  To begin 
with, our brain is like a 3-lay-
ered jawbreaker.  It starts out 
with a hard core deep in the 
center that is the headquarter 
of emotion, fear, and hunger.  
The next layer is the middle 
thinner layer, which is the 
problem-solving and com-
mon sense dimension.  Then 
finally the thin outer layer 
is the experience and higher 
thoughts  layer.   

The center core of our brain 
(the limbic system)  is the 
dominating feature of our 
brain when we are born.  
Anything that the new baby 
experiences is  quickly sent to 
the core to be analyzed.  There 
are only 3 things the core of 
the brain wants to know:  1) 
Can I eat it?  2)  Is this going 
to hurt me?  3) How do I feel 

about it?
Hopefully as the child 

grows and matures, the mid-
dle layer of the brain becomes 
active.  Usually by around 12 
years old, a child will have  
developed a decent concept 
of cause and effect and will 
begin showing signs of com-
mon sense. Also reasoning 
skills will grow and less time 
will be spent in the safety of 
the brain core, where hunger, 
fear, and emotions live.  This 
transformation is called gain-
ing emotional intelligence.

The third layer of the brain 
is where the big ideas hang 
out.  This is where abstract 
thinking takes place, and 
with hard work and a good 
imagination great inventions 
and scientific discoveries and 
thoughts that have never 
been thunk happen.  Unfortu-
nately, not everyone dares to 
activate the outer layer of the 
brain.  It does take some moxy 
to think outside of the box, or 
kick it completely down, in 
my case.

 Parents, your kid is go-
ing to accidently knock their 
drink onto the floor repeat-
edly until they develop the 
brain capacity to learn cause 
and effect (probably around 
age 12).  Don’t get new carpet 
until everyone in the house is 
over 12.  You wouldn’t expect 
a 2-year old to do your taxes; 
i t ’s  kinda 

Annual Easter egg hunt 
story! Happy Easter!

It has taken me over forty 
years to tell this tale of heart-
break and woe. Over time, 
the physical wounds have 
healed but the scars, oh those 
dreadful scars of the mind, 
still haunt me. Bright yel-
low sunshine…not a cloud 
in sight…a deep, blue sky…
all made it a perfect day. Ah 
yes......for some....but not for 
me. It was my first hunt but 
little did I know it would be 
my last.

The days preceding the mo-
mentous occasion were very 
normal in the life of a four 
year old soon to be five. Play, 
eat, and sleep in no particular 
order. Life was carefree then 
but, oh fickle fate, that was all 
to change. Next year, kinder-
garten would be starting and 
I would be forced into the or-
dered world of matriculation. 
However one rite of passage 
was laying directly in front of 
me....The Hunt.

My parents had prepared 
for the day by bringing home 
the intended “quarry” in a 
neat little carton. We had 
set up late into the night as 
a family, even my older sib-
lings, coloring the skins of 
these creatures with brightly 
colored dyes. Of course, this 
was after we gouged holes 
into the beast and drained 
all the viscera creating a hol-

low shell.
Others, it was rumored, 

threw the prey into boiling 
water before the coloring 
process. They would later 
peel the skin and eat the meat. 
BEASTS! HEATHENS! As far 
as the tradition of decorating 
the hide, our family was more 
of the traditionalist school. 
We simply used little tablets 
dissolved in water and vin-
egar for color, whereas others 
wrote, drew pictures, or stuck 
tacky stickers to the little 
creatures. It was all great fun.

But on that fateful Satur-
day, I would not be dealing 
with these tame, store-bought 
beasts. I would be hunting 
the kind that came wrapped 
in plastic and edible on the 
spot. Oh yes. It would be my-
self versus nature and what 
would seem like hundreds 
of other children of all ages.

I sat in the family auto-
mobile in my bright green 
jacket and my light blue cor-
duroy pants. I had my “gear” 
with me…a colorful basket 
filled with an unearthly green 
plastic substance known as 
“grass”. It was unlike any 
grass I had ever seen nor ever 
would, not even, many years 
later, in my college days.

But, I digress. The air was 
thick with anticipation as 
we pulled into the hunting 
grounds where it was imme-
diately obvious I would not 
be alone on this mission. As 
we parked our vehicle next 
to the other “tanks” I was 
able to discern some familiar 
faces of my comrades from 
the neighborhood. But there 
were also many strangers, 
some rumored to be from out 
of town. There were older 
kids too, the veterans. Beads 
of sweat broke out on my tiny 
forehead as sense of what 
could be described as dread 
crept into my soul.

NONSENSE! I told myself 
as I stepped out of the car and 
into the bright sunshine.... 
into the stares of thousands 
of children and their chap-
erones. My mother, who 
had been chosen to accom-
pany me on this life journey, 
quickly found other mothers 
and fathers she knew and I 
hastily joined their children 
to run around aimlessly in 
unbounded excitement. All 
of us where dressed in what 
was, quite likely, the gaudiest 
pastel garments that could 
only be used once a year. 
Thankfully, we would out-
grow them by the next year: 
only to be replaced, assur-
edly, by brilliantly hued gar-
ments of equally ridiculous 
luminosity.

Many of the parents were 
attired the same way too. It 
was as if the entire light end 
of the color spectrum had 
thrown up all over human-
ity. It was not, necessarily, a 
pretty sight. But we children 
didn’t care. “They” were out 
there waiting….

The woman running the 

show was trying her best to 
get everyone’s attention. She, 
not to her benefit, was being 
assisted by an oversized rab-
bit going by the name of Peter 
Cottontail, whose head and 
hands were terrorizing the 
children my age and younger 
while simultaneously an-
noying the older kids. There 
was also a giant duck who 
performed anonymously and 
had a gigantic tail feather 
that knocked several children 
over on their pastel behinds 
without ever seeming to no-
tice or care. The duck smelled 
vaguely of what I would later 
come to recognize as beer but 
that may have been the en-
ticement for him to dress up 
so foolishly. They all, along 
with our minders, were try-
ing to herd us into groups by 
age. We were finally set and 
The Hunt would soon be on.

We, as the youngest, were 
taken to one area of the hunt-
ing grounds while the “vets” 
were taken further away. I 
watched them, their battle-
hardened eyes steeled to 
what lie ahead. They marched 
toward their own destinies, 
with a few backward glances 
to younger siblings, and were 
gone. We were all now left 
standing in what might be 
called a row but only if one’s 
eyes were crossed. But it was 
clearly determined by the 
frazzled hunt leader that this 
was going to be as good as it 
gets and everyone had better 
like it!

We were ready. A zigzag 
line of freakishly attired chil-
dren, some whose parents 
had regrettably placed bunny 
ears on their heads, clutching 
baskets of the quite possibly 
toxic grass, ready to burst 
forth into the world of The 
Hunt.

ON YOUR MARK! A chill 
wind blew across the park 
area. GET SET! Heart rac-
ing…focus…listen… be 
ready to run….GO! With 
an ear-splitting scream that 
could only be made by small 
children and sorority sisters 
we were off. The cacophony 
even drew the attention of the 
older kids in the distance who 
raised their eyes, the parents 
grimaced, and the hung-over 
duck grabbed his swollen 
head in what was probably 
real pain. We didn’t care, the 
little warriors we were. We 
were running with the wind 
through our rabbit ears, the 
swooshing of our windbreak-
ers, and laughing hysterically. 
Thankfully, that which we 
were hunting had no ears to 
hear this riot draw closer.

Later, I would learn that 
some had turned back imme-
diately and ran crying to their 
guardians. Others wandered 
aimlessly. While at least one, 
sat on the ground, and began 
shoving plastic grass into his 
mouth. I, on the other hand, 
was speeding full tilt. Some 
chose to race toward the 
playground 


