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Godds Generosity

In 1947 just after WW2 | was 20 years old and | met a young man at the village dance in the
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| thought at 20 years old that | was going to become an old maid. Jack was an avid athletic type and he wou
be off playing table tennis or afternoons and weekends playing soccer or snooker, so it came to an g€nd anc
met a man with 2 left feet. He swept me off ~ (%, feet and we got married in the 11th century
church in the village. We had 862 years to-é@f gether and four children, then he was called
home to his rest. Yes, | had family hena-laws and, | have to admit, a couple of outlaws and
loads of friends, but at night it was so very lonely, just me and my little dog. One day my daughtef callec
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lived. | had that number for a couple of months, and one afternoon | was feeling sorry for myself and|almos
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waited until he was 46 years old to marry and his marriage lasted 20 years and his wife had died pf colo
cancer. He was lonely. Next time we talked on the phone my daughter was visiting here and she talked t
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he came for Christmas and he asked me to marry him. | arranged for a wedding, he got a Visa and he had
be married within 3 months of when he came. Pastor Tart did the marriage, and a very nice one it was in a
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of 2 good men, a chance to see the world and, who knows, God probably had in his plan that | would be si
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lovely people. Pastor and his wife are a gift from God in my mind. But you know what? | never remembe
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Thank you, Lord, and thank you people of Peace for letting me unwind.
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Surprised By Joy

This past Christmas | received a present
unlike any other, one that has forever changed my
life. As | unwrapped it, | wondered what it could be.
It felt extremely light maybe it was a piece of jew-
elry or a qift card to my favorite store. | opened it
excitedly and saw before my eyes four small metal
bookmarks shaped like ducks. On the package was
a note that read, Four ducks ha
from Wor/l d Vi si onmmedately a
wave of emotion came over me; | started crying, but
not tears of disappointment or sadness but tears of
pure joy.

| was surprised by my reaction | don
ally c¢cry like that. I (o
feeling that | had it was such an amazing, wonder-
ful feeling knowing that somewhere around the
world, an impoverished family would receive four
ducks that would produce valuable and nutritious
eggs for them to eat and to sell at the market.

Those duck bookmarks, and what they repre-
sented, turned out to be my favorite gift that Christ-
mas . l roni c, i sn t it 72
sent | received t hatforwa,
and yet it was the gift that gave me the greatest joy.
Since t hen, I have ask
cheated? Would | have rather had a different gift,
something that was actually for me a physical thing
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~ T wonder if I can put in $20 and take out changez
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that | woul d get to use
this question, t he answe
| can honestly say that | cannot think of a single ma-
terial thing that would have brought me as much con-
tinued happiness as those four little ducks.
A pair of jeans, some fancy jewelry, an
i Phone, new supplies f o
stuff sounds exciting
of those things brings true and lasting happiness. But
every time that | think about those four ducks halfway
around the world | am s
again.
- Erin Mehling
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Grandmads Garden

The mustysmell of wet earth, a whiteasheg

shed, and Grandmaos

There among long, leafy vines stands a s
woman. The morning sun illuminates the straw
crowning her head, as a gentle southern breeze
wisps of her henna hair. Occasionally a strand lash

from underneath the ribbons refusing to be tame.

| walk along the worn footpath towards her,

wild doves stir from their brooding to take flight. THey
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SHARE VOUR TIME,

TALENT AND TREASURES
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catch her eye, she spots me, and her face breaks [|nto a

J

ng
AThese

smil e.
[ need.
prompts

war m
one
s he

AMornni ng,
Gesturi
me

y
0

beans into bushel baskets.

As we work, it seems as if the wind is hidiphg
from us. Redaced and sweaty we retreat with the wfnd
and walk the harvest up the dirt footpath to the shade
the front porch.
mot herds knees creak an
wide, wicker chair. | perch in the chair right beside fper
and we sit in exhausted silence. Only the slightest s
of breathing is heard a
heat. After a short rest, she draws her basket towards

From between her sedtained fingers comesija

sound like rain waltzing on a window. The soft snapjing
3
he

breaks the sunbés spell,
Seated in her place and absorbed in her element,
magnificent and beautiful.

...Snip, snap, pop, ...snip, snap, pop, ...snip,
pop. The beat is steady like her heart. The smell
heavenlyd like her soul. Her basket is full and so a
I. Summer harvest becomes Grandmother as Gflan
mother becomes the harvest.

Sometimes | catch the smell of moist earth| o
feel dust coat the back of my throat, and my mind flpat
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back to the garden. The tendrils stirring as the surjme

wind touches their skins. | recall the sight of Grghd
mother Matriarch engulfed with the harvest, worklng
among the yield. She calls me into the bounty and irf dd
ing so she calls me home.

0 Jan Woodar

Pastor, when it comes to giving
until it hurts, most people have
|a very low threshold of pain.

Building Fund:
Give Sacrificially
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mediately | begin plucking along beside her plaging

It is cool behind the screens. Grgnd

DU

hdg

0O she

a
pe.

"lank Yo fo our voluateefSe

-Gene Hlavaty & Vernon Vanderford who mow the
pobpcRs406be comes to res
Don Cochran who comes in regularly to change bur
@ut light bulbs.

Milelrédr Rath & Ouldyl Bedly who pubthe dulldtiris &q
lgether every Friday.
Our newsletter staff who faithfully come out eac
month and put the monthly newsletters together.
Todall thoseswih@ servd ag Worship Assistanlisr aun
$ervices.
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p(If you see somebody doing something nice, please |let us

know.)

God Is Good. All the Time!

On a Sunday back in Oct

my writing hand! The next day | was able to conti
doing most of my secretarial work here at the chu
though | was concerned about how | was going to d
impossible tasks. On that Tuesday, two special pg
showed up in the church office to help me, and conti
coming almost every day for the next 6 weeks to d¢
tasks that I couldndét d
angels found out about my accident so quickly, but
sure that God definitely had a hand in this. Thank
Nancy Carpenter and Christina Hanna, for taking thg
time out of your busy schedules to help me. Thanks,
to everyone who helped me during that time when
were able to.
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Parting thoughts

Through the back gate
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The Pony Express Team is planning a BBQ
fundraiser in April to kick off the Pony Express
fundraiser for property improvements to fos-

@utreach in the community? /

Big offerings have increased at First Church since
the pastor installed first class, double-wide,
leather seats with a personal usher

for 5-figure tithers.
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Donét forget the first Sun/day of t’feus mont/h is foo
tion Sunday. Bring noperishable food items with you to
share with Pasadena Community Ministries. Jacque
Thompson and Cindy Stang have been faithfully delivering
this food. Contact them if you want to help. (This is a great
family project.)

Peace has many great stories to tell. If you have a stewardship story to share, please send them to the
church office or email them to pastordavid@welcometopeace.com.

The Backyard is a monthly publication of Peace Lutheran Church, Houston, Emw.welcometopeace.com



