
Godõs Generosity 

  

 In 1947 just after WW2 I was 20 years old and I met a young man at the village dance in the 

ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ όƳȅ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘŀƴŎŜύΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƳƳƛǘƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ 

I thought at 20 years old that I was going to become an old maid. Jack was an avid athletic type and he would 

be off playing table tennis or afternoons and weekends playing soccer or snooker, so it came to an end and I 

met a man with 2 left feet. He swept me off my feet and we got married in the 11th century 

church in the village. We had 56-1/2 years to- gether and four children, then he was called 

home to his rest. Yes, I had family hereτin-laws and, I 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 daughter called 

ŦǊƻƳ YƛƭƭŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴ ŀŜǊƛŀƭ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ 

lived. I had that number for a couple of months, and one afternoon I was feeling sorry for myself and almost 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άƛǘΩǎ aƛƭƭƛŜέΦ IŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ aƛƭƭƛŜ L 

ƪƴƻǿ ƛǎ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦέ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀƴƎ ǳǇΗ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ L ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

waited until he was 46 years old to marry and his marriage lasted 20 years and his wife had died of colon 

cancer. He was lonely. Next time we talked on the phone my daughter was visiting here and she talked to 

ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǾƛǎƛǘΦ {ƻ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ CƻǊ о ǿŜŜƪǎΦ  CƻǊ Ƴȅ улǘƘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ 

he came for Christmas and he asked me to marry him. I arranged for a wedding, he got a Visa and he had to 

be married within 3 months of when he came. Pastor Tart did the marriage, and a very nice one it was in an 

ƻƭŘ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴŜŘ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ .ǳǘƭŜǊΩǎ /ƻǳǊǘȅŀǊŘΦ aȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ-in-law (you all know Judy Speck) 

ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀǿŀȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ tŀǎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿƘƻ ƎƛǾŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƳŀƴΚέΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ά¢ƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅέΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

ƻŦŦŜǊ WŀŎƪ Ϸнл ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜΦ WŀŎƪ ƛǎ ур ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΦ IŜΩǎ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ рл ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ  

 hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ нл ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ DƻŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ 

of 2 good men, a chance to see the world and, who knows, God probably had in his plan that I would be sit-

ǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŦƻǊ tŜŀŎŜ [ǳǘƘŜǊŀƴΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ 

lovely people. Pastor and his wife are a gift from God in my mind. But you know  what? I never remember 

ǎŀȅƛƴƎ άȅŜǎέ ǿƘŜƴ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ L ŘƛŘΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ƪƛƴŘΣ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ 

ƘŜΩǎ ƴŀǇǇƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭǳƴŎƘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 

Thank you, Lord, and thank you people of Peace for letting me unwind. 

aƛƭƭƛŜ {ǇŜŎƪ /ƭŀȅǘƻƴέ 

March 2009 



Surprised By Joy 

  

This past Christmas I received a present 

unlike any other, one that has forever changed my 

life.  As I unwrapped it, I wondered what it could be.  

It felt extremely light maybe it was a piece of jew-

elry or a gift card to my favorite store.  I 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 have been bought 

from World Vision in your name .  Immediately a 

wave of emotion came over me; I started crying, but 

not tears of disappointment or sadness but tears of 

pure joy. 

 I was surprised by my reaction I don t usu-

ally cry like that.  I can t even begin to describe the 

feeling that I 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.  Ironic, isn t it?  It was actually the one pre-

sent I received that wasn t a physical gift for me, 

and yet it was the gift that gave me the greatest joy.  

Since then, I have asked myself, Do I feel 

cheated?  Would I have rather had a different gift, 

something that was actually for me a physical thing 

that I would get to use and keep?   Each time I ask 

this question, the answer is always the same no".  

I can honestly say that I 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 

iPhone, new supplies for a favorite hobby  all 

stuff  sounds exciting initially to all of us, but none 

of those things brings true and lasting happiness.  But 

every time that I think about those four ducks halfway 

around the world I am surprised by joy all over 

again.  

 - Erin Mehling 
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Grandmaôs Garden 

 The musty-smell of wet earth, a white-washed 

tool shed, and Grandmaôs garden. 

 There among long, leafy vines stands a stout 

woman. The morning sun illuminates the straw cap 

crowning her head, as a gentle southern breeze teases 

wisps of her henna hair. Occasionally a strand lashes out 

from underneath the ribbons refusing to be tame. 

 I walk along the worn footpath towards her, and 

wild doves stir from their brooding to take flight. They 

catch her eye, she spots me, and her face breaks into a 

warm smile. ñMorning, Jay,ò she coos, ñYouôre just the 

one I need.ò Gesturing towards a thick cluster of beans 

she prompts me, ñThese look ripe. Start right here.ò Im-

mediately I begin plucking along beside her placing 

beans into bushel baskets. 

 As we work, it seems as if the wind is hiding 

from us. Red-faced and sweaty we retreat with the wind 

and walk the harvest up the dirt footpath to the shade of 

the front porch. It is cool behind the screens. Grand-

motherôs knees creak and pop as she comes to rest in her 

wide, wicker chair. I perch in the chair right beside her, 

and we sit in exhausted silence. Only the slightest sound 

of breathing is heard as weôre lulled into a trance by the 

heat. After a short rest, she draws her basket towards her.  

 From between her soil-stained fingers comes a 

sound like rain waltzing on a window. The soft snapping 

breaks the sunôs spell, and instantly  I am drawn to her. 

Seated in her place and absorbed in her element, she is 

magnificent and beautiful. 

 ...snip, snap, pop, ...snip, snap, pop, ...snip, snap, 

pop. The beat is steady ðlike her heart. The smell is 

heavenly ðlike her soul. Her basket is full ðand so am 

I. Summer harvest becomes Grandmother as Grand-

mother becomes the harvest. 

 Sometimes I catch the smell of moist earth, or 

feel dust coat the back of my throat, and my mind floats 

back to the garden. The tendrils stirring as the summer 

wind touches their skins. I recall the sight of Grand-

mother Matriarch engulfed with the harvest, working 

among the yield. She calls me into the bounty and in do-

ing so she calls me home. 

             ðJan Woodard 

 

 

 

 

 

Gene Hlavaty & Vernon Vanderford who mow the 

ñback 40ò. 

Don Cochran who comes in regularly to change burned 

out light bulbs. 

Mildred Rath & Judy Berry who put the bulletins to-

gether every Friday. 

Our newsletter staff who faithfully come out each 

month and put the monthly newsletters together. 

To all those who serve as Worship Assistants for our 

services. 

 

(If you see somebody doing something nice, please let us 

know.)  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God Is Good. All the Time! 

On a Sunday back in October I fractured my wristé on 

my writing hand! The next day I was able to continue 

doing most of my secretarial work here at the church, 

though I was concerned about how I was going to do the 

impossible tasks. On that Tuesday, two special people 

showed up in the church office to help me, and continued 

coming almost every day for the next 6 weeks to do the 

tasks that I couldnôt do. Iôm not quite sure how these 2 

angels found out about my accident so quickly, but I am 

sure that God definitely had a hand in this. Thank you, 

Nancy Carpenter and Christina Hanna, for taking the 

time out of your busy schedules to help me. Thanks, also, 

to everyone who helped me during that time when they 

were able to.  

ðJudy Griffin 



 

Parting thoughts 

Through the back gate  

Donôt forget the first Sunday of the month is food collec-

tion Sunday. Bring non-perishable 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.) 

Did you know that the our church 

leadership has challenged our congre-

gation to increase giving so that we 

can support ministries outside of our 

congregation?  

The Backyard is a monthly publication of Peace Lutheran Church, Houston, Texas È www.welcometopeace.com 

 

 

 

 

The Pony Express Team is planning a BBQ 
fundraiser in April to kick off the Pony Express 
fundraiser  for property improvements to fos-
ter outreach in the community? 

�³Seek joy in what you 
give not in what you 

�J�H�W���µ���³  Anonymous  

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.  


