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HOPE CHURCH OF THE BRETHREN 
14275 – 92ND. Street S.E. 
Freeport, Michigan  49325-9514 
Phone (616) 765-3587 
 
 
 

News of 
Hope 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
On Maundy Thursday evening, those of us who gathered 
for Love Feast at Hope spent some time considering 
some of the last words of Jesus to his disciples (cf., 
especially, the Gospel of John, chapters 13-17).  Then, 
we spent some time sharing with one another what 
some of our last words to our respective families and 
friends might be.  It was, for me, a rich and moving and 
enlightening time. 
  The story is told that, when Mahatma Gandhi was shot 
by a discontented Hindu, the last word he spoke before 
he slipped into unconsciousness and died was "God." 
  Years ago, when I was pastoring in a small town about 
20 miles from Mt. Pleasant, IA, a disgruntled resident of 
Mt. Pleasant burst into a town council meeting one 
evening and began shooting members of the council, 
killing several (sounds too familiar, doesn't it?).  One of 
those who survived the attack, but who assumed he was 
going to die, wrote what he thought were going to be his 
last words in his own blood on the floor: "I love God." 
  This past Friday morning, my spouse, Paulette, had an 
experience of suddenly becoming very ill/weak/faint and 
ended up collapsing on the floor.  I didn't know if she had 
possibly had a stroke, or a heart attack, or what.  When I 
went to her, she was conscious, but quite dazed, 
possibly in shock.  After noting that she was breathing 
and somewhat responsive (able to hear, speak, wiggle 
her fingers, etc.), I immediately called 911.  During that 
time, although I recall feeling quite calm, lots of thoughts  
were running through my head, one of which was "Is this  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
it? Is Paulette perhaps dying?"  I, of course, stayed on 
the phone with the 911 contact and meanwhile tried to 
tend to Paulette as best I could.  At some point I also 
spoke some words to her that I imagined could be the 
last words she would ever hear from me:  "I love you."  
(Thankfully, when the emergency medical folks arrived, 
they found Paulette's vital signs to be good, determined 
that there was no immediate threat regarding a stroke or 
heart attack, and released her into a doctor's care.  
Paulette is now seemingly on the mend—her episode 
likely resulting from the effects of being on the threshold 
of pneumonia.) 
  I am so grateful that I continue to have some time to 
share words of love with Paulette and other special folks 
in my life.  What are some words you'd like to speak to 
loved ones while you still have the opportunity?  What 
"word of blessing" do you have to share with those who 
are near and dear to you, say, before you take leave 
from one another? 
   Jesus, referencing his followers, prays these words at 
the very end of John 17:  "Good Father...I told them what 
you are like, and I will tell them even more.  Then the 
love that you have for me will become part of them, and I 
will be with them." (Contemporary English Version). 
  In this Easter season it is good to know that the Very 
Last Word is Love.  Whisper it, or perhaps even shout it, 
but at least somehow, some way, speak it...often, 
openly, with hearts full of gratitude.  Peace be with you.                
                                        (Pastor Doug) 
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MAY         2009 
  1    
  2  
  3   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY SCHOOL  
      Sack lunch/Movie for the Easter Season “The  
      Visitor”       
  4   Church Board 7 PM 
  5    
  6   Quilting 9 AM   
  7   National Day of Prayer 
  8   
  9   
10   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY SCHOOL 
      Mother’s Day        
11    
12    
13   Quilting 9 AM   
14     
15  
16   Open House & Long Term Planning Session at 
       Camp Brethren Heights 
16       Memorial Service for Clare Eash at Hope 3 PM 
17   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY SCHOOL 
       “ Spring Potpourri” after SS.  Lunch &   
       special activities from 12:30-3 PM.    
18    
19    
20   Quilting 9 AM   
21   Ascension Day 
22   
23  
24   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY SCHOOL   
               2¢ Offering & Food Pantry Sunday  
       Memorial Day 
25    
26    
27   Quilting 9 AM   
28   Ministry Commission 7 PM  
29    
30  
31    9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY SCHOOL   
       Pentecost 
 
Musicians: 5/03, 10: Jeannie K., Joe M songleader 
5/17: Joe M., Paulette R. song leader 
5/24, 31: Libby K/Joe M., Paulette R song leader 
Greeter – Gordon Binns  
Usher –  Duane Snavely 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
5-17 : Spring potpourri w/lunch and special 
activities 12:30 to 3 PM.  Invite friends for the day. 
 
OPEN HOUSE FOR ALLYSON REICHENBACH  
on May 24th at Hope after Worship & SS. 
 
Colleen Hamilton’s Baccalaureate/Commencement 
is 5/24 at Manchester College. 
 

JUNE           2009 
  1   Church Board 7 PM 
  2    
  3   Quilting 9 AM   
  4    
  5    Hope  - Fellowship Night at Tyler Creek  
        Pavilion 6-9 PM.    See below 
  6  
  7   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY SCHOOL 
  8    
  9  
10   Quilting 9 AM  
11    
12  
13    
14   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY SCHOOL 
14-20 CAMP 100       
15      
16 
17   Quilting 9 AM   
18 
19  
20   
21   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00 
          Newsletter items due 
       Father’s Day 
21-23 SAMPLER CAMP 
22    
23  
24   Quilting 9 AM     
           Print & mail newsletters 
25      
26-30 Annual Conf, San Diego, CA   
27  
28    9:45-WORSHIP    
            2 ¢ Offering & Food Pantry Sunday 
29 
30 
  <><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
Musicians: 2/1, 08-Jeannie K/Joe M, songleader 
2/15: Joe M. , Paulette R, song leader 
2/22: Libby K/Joe M, Paulette R, song leader 
Greeters –Keith & Jean Bergy  
Usher – Don Vanas 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
June 5th.: Hope Church will be hosting a fellowship night 
for out Tyler Creek Campground neighbors, 6-9 PM at the 
Tyler Creek Pavilion.  We plan to have a light supper, 
games, campfire/s’mores.  More details will be 
forthcoming.  Just save the date and plan to come. 
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Worship Services for May: 
Sun., May 3 - "From Love Inaction to Love-In- 
  Action" (1 John 3:16-24) 
Sun., May 10 - "On being a 'moon', even to a   
  'Moonie'" (Acts 8:26-40) 
Sun., May 17 - "Sing to the Lord a new song"   
  (Psalm 98) 
Sun., May 24 - "One thing you lack..." or "The rich  
  young ruler, Basil, and us" (Mark 10:17-31; Acts  
  4:32-35; 5:1-11) 
Sun., May 31 - Pentecost. "Let God's love flow  
  through us" (Acts 2:1-21) 
Worship Services for June: (Note: a worship team 
comprised of Chris Hamilton, Joe McRoberts, 
Paulette Reichenbach, Amy Seese, and Pat Vanas 
will be providing oversight for these services): 
Sun., June 7 - TBA 
Sun., June 14 - William Sumner (District    
  Moderator) will be speaking. 
Sun., June 21 - Nathan Polzin (Interim District  
  Executive) will be speaking. 
Sun., June 28 - TBA 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
Items for the newsletters are due in 2009 on:   
6/21, 8/9, 10,18, 12/13.       To be done on 
6/24, 8,19, 10/21, 12/16. 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
Next 3 month 
Note: Please let me know if there are any changes 
or corrections.  Darlene 
Jul. 4 – Independence Day 
Jul. 6 – Church Board 7 PM 
Jul. 9-11 – Family Camp 
Jul. 12-18 – Camp 89 
Jul. 19 – Council Meeting/Carry-in Dinner 
Jul. 10-25 – Camp 67 
July 16-Aug.1 – Camp 45 
Aug. 3 – Church Board 7 PM 
Aug. 9 – Newsletter items due 
Aug. 14-16- District Conference at Hastings 
Aug. 17 – No Worship Service at Hope 
Aug.19 – Newsletters made & mailed 
Aug. 29 – Church Picnic 
Sep. 7– Labor Day 
Sep. 14 – Church Board 7 PM 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
PRAYERS & CONCERNS: Bertha Polzin, Letha 
Buckingham, Paulette Reichenbach, & the Paul Harig 
Family,  for others who have crisis in their lives, for 
the soldiers overseas and all the people here at home in 
the USA and for those in the world that needs Shalom. 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

BIRTHDAYS - MAY 
2 Bethany Padgett 
3 Brian Thompson 
5Jason Livingston 

6Joanie Oster 
9Joshua Clevenger, Lyndsey Crumback 

9 David Kulicamp, Terri Vanas 
11 Robert Barker, Scott Wilcox 

12 Peg France 
13 Bob Clevenger, Rose Vowler, 

13Terry Williams 
15 Amy Tuttle-Hellwig 
18 Jenny Reichenbach 

19 Marge Wieland, 19 Donna Wilcox 
21 Belinda Falconer 

22 Matthew Crumback, 22 Nathan Crumback 
22 Colleen Hamilton, 22 Dustin Harig 

23 Cheryl Shigaki 
25 Jordon Cook 

26 Becky Wieland 
27 Joshua Burnell, 27 Mike Davenport 

ANNIVERSARIES 
5 Mike & Sharon Jones 

6 Don & Pat Vanas 
13 Dick & Becky Padgett 

22 Ken & Michelle Kennedy 
24 Bob & Pam Clevenger 

25 Ken & Charleen Thompson 
BIRTHDAYS - JUNE 

1 Faith Vowler 
3 Kim Deardorff, Mandy Nuremberg 

3 Mark Joseph, Calvin Seese 
4Tracy Crumback 

5 Shari Bergy, Herman Conine, Norm Walker 
6 Zachery Kulicamp 

7 Fern Seese 
8 Tony Deardorff, Jessica Falconer 

11 Eric Reichenbach 
12 Lisa Lyons 

14 David Falconer, Samuel Joseph 
15 Bailey Callaway, Gabriel Reichenbach 

17 Audrey Falconer, Kay Guyer, Ty Nuremberg 
17 Benjamin Reichenbach, Tristin Spencer 

17 Laticia Zendajas 
18 Irma James 

22 Leslie Miller, Dale Posthumus 
24 Tom Davenport, Kathi Griffin 

28 Keith Bergy 
29 Carolyn Bergy 

30 Heather Burnell, Susan Crumback 
ANNIVERSARIES 

3 Rex & Krista Beach 
10 Bob & Cheryl Bergy 
10 Drew & Heidi Davis 
14 Jim & Libby Kinsey 

18 Eric & Jenny Reichenbach 
18John & Joanna Willoughby 

19 Bob & Jo Oster 
21 Lee & Chris Hamilton 

22 Dick & Pam Posthumus 
26 Donna & Lee Wilcox 
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BRETHREN DISASTER MINISTRIES STATISTICS 2008      Families 
Project Location          Disaster Type      Volunteers Days  Hours    Served 
Pearl River, LA        Hurricane Katrina       198      1.517    12.136      32 
Chalmette, LA          Hurricane Katrina       734      7.265    58,120      60 
New Orleans E., LA Hurricane Katrina       143      1,014      8,112        4 
Rushford, MN                  Floods                 458      3,075    24,600      27 
Johnson Co, IN                Floods                    25        118        944         4 
TOTALS                       5 Projects             1,558    12,989 103,912     127 
The estimated value of hours worked was $2,027,323. (Based o the value 
 of $19.51/hour for volunteer time based on average hourly wage for non- 
agriculture workers, according to U.S. Bureau of Labor Statistics, plus 12%  
for estimated benefits.  THANKS TO THE VOLUNTEERS!   
Donated value surpassed $2 million in 2008! 
 
 
CHILDREN’S DISASTER SERVICES RESPONSES  2008     Children                                            
Project Location            Response Type  Volunteers   Workdays      Served 
Indiana                                Flooding               9                 83                 275 
Iowa                                    Flooding              20              225                 336 
Shreveport, LA        Hurricane               7                 84                 334 
Alexandria, LA                  Hurricane             14               141                 469 
Bay St. Louis, MS              Hurricane              6                 90                   89 
Chatsworth, CA                Train Accident        7                   7                     5 
San Fernando                      Wildfires               7                 12                   61 
Texas                                    Hurricane           49                712             1,305 
Greater LA, CA                   Wildfires             16                  29                  43 
Ft. Wayne, IN                       Ice Storm             8                  18                  52 
TOTALS                                 10                   143              1,401           2,969 
The total hours given were 11,208 with an estimated value of $218,668. 
 
This report was given to me by Jiggs Miller. 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

EMERGENCY DISASTER FUND 
ALLOCATIONS FOR 2008 
.            Disaster                                             $$$ 
CWS – Kenya Civil Unrest                         22,000 
BDM – Minnesota Flood Response            15,000        
CWS – 2008 US Winter Storms                   2,000 
CWS – 2008 US Spring Storms                  16,000 
CWS – 2008 US Hurricane Response         35,000 
CWS – 2008 Caribbean Hurricane              10,000 
CWS – Bangladesh Cyclone Response       10,000 
CWS – US Tornadoes                                   7,000 
BDM – Hurricane Katrina(Pearl River )     35,000 
BDM – Hurricane       “    (Chalmette)      135,000 
BDM – Hurricane       “ (E. New Orleans)  25,000 
CWS – Afghanistan Displaced People         4,000 
CWS – Darfur Humanitarian Aid               50,000 
CWS – Mozambique Floods/Cyclone         40,000 
CWS-Myanmar Cyclone Response             70,000 
CWS – China Earthquake                           30,000 
CWS – Fernley, Nevada Flood                    2,500 
CDS*- Spring storms,floods,hurricanes     17,000 
CWS – Northern Plain Dist-Iowa flood       5,000 
CWS – Iraqi Refugees & IDP’s                   8,000 
CWS – Gaza/W. Bank Response                15,000 
CWS – Ethiopia Drought/Flood Crisis       22,500 
CWS – Hurricane Dolly, Texas                    7,500 
CWS – Tropical Storm Fay, Florida            7,000 
BMD- Haiti Hurricane Recovery              105,000 
CWS – Humanitarian Resp. to Georgia       9,000 
CWS – Zimbabwe  Food Crisis                  20,000 

BMD-Indiana Flood Response                   15,000 
CWS-Pakistan Floods                                30,000 
CWS/IRP-Displaced Afghans                    10,000 
 Proyecto Aldea Glb.Honduras Mudslides 10,000 
EPRT-Jos, Nigeria Riots                              5,000 
CWS-Cambodia/Thai Border Crisis            2,500 
CWS-Democratic Rep. of Congo               20,000 
CWS-Pakistan Earthquake                         32,000 
TOTAL                                                   $849,000 
CWS = Church World Service 
BMD = Brethren Disaster Ministries 
CDS = Children’s Disaster Services 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
Grandpa's Hands  
     Grandpa, some ninety plus years, sat feebly on the patio bench. He 
didn't move, just sat with his head down staring at his hands. When I 
sat down beside him he didn't acknowledge my presence and the 
longer I sat I wondered if he was OK. Finally, not really wanting to 
disturb him but wanting to check on him at the same time, I asked 
him if he was OK. He raised his head and looked at me and smiled. 
Yes, I'm fine, thank you for asking, he said in a clear strong voice. I 
didn't mean to disturb you, grandpa, but you were just sitting here 
staring at your hands and I wanted to make sure you were OK I 
explained to him.  
     Have you ever looked at your hands he asked. I mean ! really 
looked at your hands? I slowly opened my hands and stared down at 
them. I turned them over, palms up and then palms down. No, I guess 
I had never really looked at my hands as I tried to figure out the point 
he was making.  
     Grandpa smiled and related this story: Stop and think for a 
moment about the hands you have, how they have served you well 
throughout your years. These hands, though wrinkled, shriveled and 
weak have been the tools I have used all my life to reach out and grab 
and embrace life. They braced and caught my fall when as a toddler I 
crashed upon the floor. They put food in my mouth and clothes on 
my back. As a child my mother taught me to fold them in prayer. 
They tied my shoes and pulled on my boots. They held my rifle and 
wiped my tears when I went off to war. They have been dirty, 
scraped and raw, swollen and bent. They were uneasy and clumsy 
when I tried to hold my newborn son. Decorated with my wedding 
band they showed the world that I was married and loved someone 
special. They wrote the letters home and trembled and shook when I 
buried my parents and spouse and walked my daughter down the 
aisle. Yet, they were strong and sure when I dug my buddy out of a 
foxhole and lifted a plow off of my best friend’s foot. They have held 
children, consoled neighbors, and shook in fists of anger when I 
didn't understand. They have covered my face, combed my hair, and 
washed and cleansed the rest of my body. They have been sticky and 
wet, bent and broken, dried and raw. And to this day when not much 
of anything else of me works real well these hands hold me up, lay 
me down, and again continue to fold in prayer. These hands are the 
mark of where I've been and the ruggedness of my life. But more 
importantly it will be these hands that God will reach out and take 
when he leads me home. And with my hands He will lift me to His 
side and there I will use these hands to touch the face of Christ.  
     I will never look at my hands the same again. But I remember God 
reached out and took my grandpa's hands and led him home. When 
my hands are hurt or sore or when I stroke the face of my children 
and wife I think grandpa. I know he has been stroked and caressed 
and held by the hands of God. I, too, want to touch the face of God 
and feel his hands upon my face.  
     When you hear this, say a prayer for me and watch God's answer 
to prayer work in your life. . Let's continue praying for one another ...  
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
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MOTHER’S DAY  
   This is for the mothers, who have sat up all night with 
sick toddlers in their arms, wiping up puke laced with 
Oscar Mayer wieners and cherry Kool-Aid saying, "It's 
okay honey, Mommy's here". Who have sat in rocking 
chairs for hours on end soothing crying babies who can't 
be comforted.  
   This is for all the mothers, who show up at work with 
spit-up in their hair and milk stains on their blouses and 
diapers in their purse. For all the mothers who run 
carpools and make cookies and sew Halloween 
costumes.   And all the mothers who DON'T. 
   This is for the mothers, who gave birth to babies they'll 
never see.  And the mothers who took those babies and 
gave them homes. 
    This is for the mothers, whose priceless art collections 
are hanging on their refrigerator doors. And for all the 
mothers who froze their buns on metal bleachers at 
football , hockey or soccer games instead of watching 
from the warmth of their cars, so that when their kids 
asked, "Did you see me, Mom?" they could say, "Of 
course, I wouldn't have missed it for the world," and 
mean it. 
    This is for all the mothers, who yell at their kids in the 
grocery store and swat them in despair when they stomp 
their feet and scream for ice cream before dinner. And 
for all the mothers who count to ten instead, but realize 
how child abuse happens. 
    This is for all the mothers, who sat down with their 
children and explained all about making babies. And for 
all the (grand) mothers who wanted to, but just couldn't 
find the words. 
   This is for all the mothers, who go hungry, so their 
children can eat. For all the mothers who read 
"Goodnight, Moon" twice a night for a year. And then 
read it again. "Just one more time." 
    This is for all the mothers, who taught their children to 
tie their shoelaces before they started school.  
And for all the mothers who opted for Velcro instead. 
   This is for all the mothers, who teach their sons to 
cook and their daughters to sink a jump shot. 
    This is for every mother, whose head turns automa- 
tically when a little voice calls "Mom?" in a crowd, even 
though they know their own offspring are at home … Or 
even away at college. 
    This is for all the mothers, who sent their kids to 
school with stomach aches, assuring them they'd be just 
FINE once they got there, only to get calls from the 

school nurse an hour later asking them to please pick 
them up Right away. 
   This is for mothers, whose children have gone astray, 
who can't find the words to reach them.  For all the 
mothers who bite their lips until they bleed when their 14 
year olds dye their hair green.  For all the mothers of the 
victims of recent school shootings, and the mothers of 
those who did the shooting.  For the mothers of the 
survivors, and the mothers who sat in front of their TVs 
in horror, hugging their child who just came home from 
school, safely. 
    This is for all the mothers, who taught their children to 
be peaceful, and now pray they come home safely from 
a war. 
   What makes a good Mother anyway?  Is it patience? 
Compassion? Broad hips? The ability to nurse a baby, 
cook dinner, and sew a button on a shirt, all at the same 
time? Or is it in her heart? Is it the ache you feel when 
you watch your son or daughter disappear down the 
street, walking to school alone for the very first time?  
The jolt that takes you from sleep to dread, from bed to 
crib at 2 A.M. to put your hand on the back of a sleeping 
baby?  The panic, years later, that comes again at 2 
A.M. when you just want to hear their key in the door 
and know they are safe again in your home?  Or the 
need to flee from wherever you are and hug your child 
when you hear news of a fire, a car accident, a child 
dying? 
    The emotions of motherhood are universal and so our 
thoughts are for young mothers stumbling through diaper 
changes and sleep deprivation...And mature mothers 
learning to let go.  For working mothers and stay-at-
home mothers.  Single mothers and married mothers.  
Mothers with money, mothers without. 
    This is for you all. For all of us.  Hang in there. In the 
end we can only do the best we can.   Tell them every 
day that we love them. And pray. 
    "Home is what catches you when you fall - and we all 
fall." 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

HAPPY MOTHER’S DAY AND  
   HAPPY FATHER’S DAY 
      TO ALL OF YOU WHO READ THIS. 
            From all of Hope Congregation. 
                WE LOVE YOU AND GOD LOVE YOU, TOO. 
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MAGNOLIAS by Edna Ellison 
 
   I spent the week before my daughter’s June wedding 
running last-minute trips to the caterer, florist, tuxedo 
shop and the church about forty miles away.  
   As happy as I was that patsy was marrying a good 
Christian man, I felt laden with responsibilities as I 
watched my budget dwindle. 
   So many details, no many bills and so little time.  My 
son Jack was away at college, but he said he would be 
there to walk his younger sister down the aisle, taking 
the place of his dad who had died a few years before.  
He teased Patsy, saying he’d wanted to give her away 
since she was about three years old! 
   To save money, I gathered blossoms from several 
friends who had large magnolia trees.  Their luscious 
creamy-white blooms and slick green leaves would 
make beautiful arrangements against the rich dark wood 
inside the church. 
   After the rehearsal dinner the night before the 
wedding, we banked the podium area and choir loft with 
magnolias.  As we left just before midnight, I felt tired but 
satisfied this would be the best wedding any bride had 
ever had!  The music, the ceremony, the reception and 
especially the flowers would be remembered for years. 
   The big day arrived – the busiest day of my life – and 
while her bridesmaids helped Patsy to dress, he fiancé 
Tim walked with me to the sanctuary to do a final check.  
When we opened the door and felt a rush of hot air, I 
almost fainted; then I saw them – all the beautiful white 
flowers were black.  Funeral black.  An electrical storm 
during the night had knocked out the air conditioning 
system and on that hot summer day, the flowers had 
wilted and died. 
   I panicked, knowing I didn’t have time to drive back to 
our hometown, gather more flowers and return in time 
for the wedding. 
   Tim turned to me.  “Edna, can you get more flowers?  
I’ll throw these dead ones away and put fresh flowers in 
these arrangements.” 
   I mumbled, “Sure” as he be-bopped down the hall to 
put on his cuff links. 
   Alone in the large sanctuary, I looked up at the dark 
wooden beams in the arched ceiling, “Lord,” I prayed, 
“please help me.  I don’t know anyone in this town.  Help 
me find someone willing to give me flowers – in a hurry!”  
I scurried out praying for things: the blessing of white 
magnolias, courage to find them in an unfamiliar yard, 
safety from any dog that may bite my leg, and a nice 
person who would not get out a shotgun when I asked to 
cut his tree to shreds. 
   As I left the church, I saw magnolia trees in the 
distance.  I approached a house…No dog in sight.  I 
knocked on the door and an older man answered.  So 
far so good…No shotgun.  When I stated my plea, the 
man beamed, ”I’d be happy to!” 
   He climbed a stepladder and cut large boughs and 
handed them down to me.  Minutes later, as I lifted the 
last armload into my car trunk, I said, “Sir, you’ve made 
the mother of a bride happy today.” 
   “No, Ma’am,” he said.  “You don’t’ understand what’s 
happening here.”  “What?” I asked. 

“You see, my wife of 67 years died on Monday.  On 
Tuesday, I received friends at the funeral home and on 
Wednesday”…He paused.  I saw tears welling up in his 
eyes.  “On Wednesday I buried her.”  He looked away.  
On Thursday most of my out-of-town relatives went back 
home and on Friday, yesterday, my children left.”  I 
nodded. 
   “This morning,” he continued, “I was sitting in my den 
crying out loud.  I miss her so much.  For the last 16 
years, as her health got worse, she needed me.  But 
now nobody needs me.”  This morning I cried, “Who 
needs an 86 year old wore-out man?  Nobody!”  I began 
to cry louder.   
   “Nobody needs me!”  About that time, you knocked 
and said, “Sir, I need you.” 
   I stood with my mouth open.  He asked, “Are you an 
angel?  The way the light shone around your head into 
my dark living room…” 
   I assured him I was no angel.  He smiled. “Do you 
know what I was thinking when I handed you those 
magnolias?”  “No.” 
   “I decided I’m needed.  My flowers are needed.  Why, I 
might have a flower ministry!  I could give them to 
everyone!  Some caskets at the funeral home have no 
flowers.  People need flowers at times like that and I 
have lots of them.  They’re all over the backyard.  I can 
five them to churches, hospitals – all sorts of places.  
You know what I’m going to do?  I’m going to serve the 
Lord until the day He calls me home.” 
   I drove back to the church, filled with wonder.  On 
Patsy’s wedding day, if anyone had asked me to 
encourage someone who was hurting, I would have said, 
“Forget it! It’s my only daughter’s wedding, for goodness 
sake!  There is no way I can minister to anyone today.” 
   But God found a way.  Through dead flowers. 
 
“Life is not the way it’s supposed to be.  It’s the way it is.  
The way you cope with it is what makes the difference.”  
If you missed knowing me, you have missed nothing.  If 
you have missed some of my emails, you missed a 
laugh or two.  But if you have missed knowing my LORD 
and SAVIOR, JESUS CHRIST, you have missed every- 
Thing in the world.  May God’s blessings be upon you. 
     
 
 
 
Editor: Darlene Vanderwood 
            vandar@sbdglobal.net                               
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


