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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 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pastor's Word: 
 "Christ be in my mind and in my thinking. 
  Christ be in my eyes, in everything I see, 
  Christ be in my ears and in my hearing,     
  Christ be in my mouth, in every word I   
    speak, 
  Christ be in my heart and in my loving, 
  Christ be in my life, each moment that I 
live."       (Saint Teresa of Avila, adapted) 
 
   
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The above text will be the springboard for 
our worship and shared reflection through- 
out the upcoming Epiphany and Lenten 
seasons. 
   In January, we will hopefully get a post-
Christmas "bounce" as we explore the 
senses. In February we will dive into 
"Mission 101". In March, we will be 
"mindful" of our form and technique. 
   Let's consider how we may better "pool" 
our spiritual resources for this time and pray 
that, as a spiritual exercise, this time will go 
"swimmingly" for all of us in some ways. 
          
   - Pastor "Douglas" ("From the Dark 
Waters") "Reichenbach" ("Plenty of Water") 
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Dec. 24- Christmas Eve Service 6 PM w/soup 
supper to follow. Jim Kinsey is making the soup. 
The rest are providing accompaniments. 
 
JANUARY        2010 
  1   NEW YEARS DAY 
  2    
  3    EPIPHANY SUNDAY 
        9:00-CARRY-IN BREAKFAST WORSHIP    
        BREAD & CUP COMMUNION – 
        NO STUDY HOUR 
  4    Church Board 7 PM 
  5    
  6   Quilting 9 AM   
  7     
  8    
  9      
10   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY                   
                                              SCHOOL     
11    
12 
13   Quilting 9 AM   
14    
15    
16   Camp Board Meeting at CBH   
17  9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY                   
                                              SCHOOL  
      Council Meeting/Carry-in Dinner 
18    
19    
20   Quilting 9 AM   
21    
22    
23     
24   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY                   
                                              SCHOOL   
25    
26     
27   Quilting 9 AM   
28   
29-30 Dist. Bd. Meeting at Marilla COB                                                
30   
31   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY                   
                                              SCHOOL   
       2 ¢ Offering & Food Pantry 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
Musicians:  
1/3 - Jeannie K., Joe M –song leader 
1/10 – Becky Padgett, Joe M – song leader 
1/17: Mel Bradley, Paulette R. song leader 
1/24, 31: Libby K/Joe M., Paulette R song                
                                                               leader 
Greeter – Gordon Binns 
Usher – Ron France 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
 

FEBRUARY           2010 
  1   Church Board 7 PM 
  2     
  3    Quilting 9 AM               
  4    
  5    
  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 
        Valentine’s Day  
        Newsletter items due    
15      
16                
17    Quilting 9 AM   
        Print & mail newsletters   
        ASH WEDNESDAY 
18      
19        
20    
21   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY 
                                            SCHOOL 
22    
23     
24    Quilting 9 AM               
25    
26    
27  
28   9:45-WORSHIP   11:00-SUNDAY  
                                            SCHOOL   
       2 ¢ Offering & Food Pantry 
 
 
 
 
  <><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
Musicians: 
 2/7 - Jeannie K/Joe M, song leader 
2/14 – Becky Padgett, Joe M – song leader 
2/21 –   Mel Bradley, Paulette R. song leader   
2/28 - Libby K/Joe M, Paulette R, song leader 
Greeters – Ammon & Violet Miller 
Usher – Chris Hamilton 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
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 Worship Services for January 2010: 
Jan. 3 - "Coming to our Senses" (Part 1):  Taste 
Jan.10 - "Coming to our Senses" (Pt.2): Hearing 
Jan.17 - "Coming to our Senses" (Part 3): Sight 
Jan.24 - "Coming to our Senses" (Part 4): Scent 
Jan.31 - "Coming to our Senses" (Part 5): Touch 
Worship Services for February 2010: 
Feb.7 - "Mission 101" (Part 1): The Hapless  
                                                           /Helpless 
Feb.14 - "Mission 101" (Part 2): The Heartless 
Feb.21 - "Mission 101" (Part 3): The Homeless 
Feb.28 - "Mission 101" (Part 4): The Hopeless 
Items for the newsletters are due in 2010 on: 
2/14. 4/18. 6/20, 8/22, 10/17, 12/12. To be done 
on: 2/17, 4/21, 6/23, 8/25, 10/20, 12/15 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  
Next 3 month 
Note: Please let me know if there are any 
changes or corrections.  Darlene 
Mar. 1 – Church Board Meeting 7 PM 
Mar. 14 – Daylight Savings Time begins 
Mar. 28 – Palm Sunday 
Apr. 1 – Maundy Thursday/Love Feast & 
Communion 
Apr. 2 – Good Friday 
Apr. 4 – Easter Sunday 
Apr. 5 – Church Board 7 PM 
Apr. 16-17 – Dist. Bd. Meeting at CBH 
Apr. 18 – Council Meeting/Carry-in Dinner 
Apr. 18 – Newsletter items due 
Apr. 21 – Newsletters made & mailed 
Apr. 22 – Earth Day 
Apr. 24 – Camp Board Meeting at CBH 
May 1 – Open House at CBH 
May 3 – Church Board 7 PM 
May 6 – National Day of Prayer 
May 9 – Mother’s Day 
May 13 – Ascension Day 
May 31 – Memorial Day 
May 31 – Pentecost 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><  
PRAYERS & CONCERNS: Bertha Polzin, for 
those 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 - JANUARY 
1 Don Falconer 

2 Spencer Griswold 
4 Paul Crumback, Nancy Miller, 

4 Becky Padgett 
12 Elise Fitzpakrick 

15 Suzanne VanDerPuy 
24 Rex Beach, Rachel Clevenger 
24 Maura Hull, Lola Posthumus 

25 Dawne Vowler 
26 George Basler, Jaden Beach 
28 Wanda Burnell, Lori Buys 

30 Valerie Crumback, Don Falconer, Jr. 
ANNIVERSARIES 

25 Doug & Paulette Reichenbach-41 yrs. 
BIRTHDAYS - FEBRUARY 

1 Betty Caskey 
2 Becky Bjork, John Evans 

2 Vienna Willoughby 
3 Drew Davis, Lee Hamilton 

3 Heather Zupin 
8 Lisa Overholt 

9 Jim Kinsey 
11 Wayne Guyer 

12 Paul Harig 
14 Norm Caskey 

16 Nicholas Miller 
17 Brittney Bufkin 

19 Violet Miller 
20 Megan Falconer 

22 Hillary Lewis, Brooke Wieland 
23Jean Bergy, Bill Vowler 

24 Steve Haakenson 
25 Heather Reichenbach 

26 Tom Griswold 
ANNIVERSARIES 

-0- 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><  
WANTED!  Do you happen to have a slightly 
used stationary exercise bicycle, tread mill or 
any other type of indoor exercise equipment the 
might just be setting around in your bedroom, 
basement or where ever?  If you are interested in 
getting rid of it, talk to Doug Reichenbach or 
call him at Church 616-795-3587 or at home at 
616-795-3592.   
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><  
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Earth in Earnest 
October 2009 edition  
   "The American lawn uses more resources than any 
other agricultural industry in the world. It uses more 
phosphates than India and puts on more poisons than 
any other form of agriculture."  — Bill Mollison, 
quoted in Gardening for the Future of The Earth 
   I have asked Tom to share with you in his own 
words the latest from NCP in Harrisonburg, VA (see 
feature below). 
   "Now God had planted a garden in the east, in 
Eden; and there God placed the people that were 
formed."      ~Genesis 2:8 
Undoing Global Warming/Sustainable Living 
Homestead Update by Tom Benevento,  
 New Community Project - Harrisonburg Virginia is 
growing in exciting ways. Along with offering 
Undoing Global Warming workshops in the region 
we continue to develop our Sustainable Living 
Homestead that educates, experiments, and supports 
people who are under served in the community. We 
have many permaculture systems in place including 
spiral herb gardens, sheet mulch keyhole gardens, the 
start of an edible forest garden, solar greenhouse and 
roof water catchments. With the help of  NCP 
Solidarity Workers and volunteers Daniel Keeney, 
Soula Peskaros, Lara Mack, Tim Godshall, Adam 
Campbell, Elizabeth Bownman, and Beth 
Schermerhorn, our work also extends into the broader 
community of Harrisonburg with a special focus on 
caring for people most marginalized.  Among these 
projects are the Muddybike Urban gardens, Green 
Shuttle, the One Mile Challenge, Everyday Bikes 
community bike shop, community gardens, and 
restorative hikes in the mountains.  
   Our community bicycle shop has empowered 
dozens of people who are homeless to obtain 
pollution free and healthy bicycle transportation. 
Over the past several months more than 100 bikes 
have gone to people in need through our 'work-a bike' 
program. Just yesterday at the shop more than ten 
people were in-side and outside the shop highly 
focused and energized, working alongside our 
Solidarity Worker Daniel Keeney fixing bikes. The 
air was filled with excitement as three homeless men 
were working together on adjusting brakes, a young 
woman trying to figure out how to adjust a deralier, 
and two men speaking Spanish were fixing flat tires.   
   In the spring we helped facilitate four community 
gardens in low-income neighborhoods that supply 
fresh organic local produce and give people the space 
and chance to experience the power of God's creation 
and growing ones own food. Concepcion, a mid-aged 
immigrant indigenous woman from Southern 
Mexico, told me a few weeks ago that now that she 

has a plot at the community garden, her place feels 
more like home. Along with many others from 
Central America, Concepcion grows her garden in 
the traditional indigenous style that I enjoy learning 
from. Mixed with her tomatoes she has cilantro, 
squash, beans, lambs quarter, amaranth, and popalo, a 
plant from Oxaca Mexico. Her garden looks more 
like a vibrant ecosystem than a controlled plot of 
land.   
   Come visit the New Community Project in 
Harrisonburg Virginia and share your sense of 
wonder, knowledge and energy with us.  
What’s to eat? We were able to put out a small gar-
den this spring.  The raccoons let us to keep a little of 
the delicious corn that we planted.  The following 
recipe is especially good with fresh garden corn. 
Creamed Corn 
10 ears of fresh corn 
2 cups of milk 
6 T butter 
1 T all-purpose flour 
1 t sugar 
Directions 
 Shuck and remove silks from corn. Wash well. Hold 
each ear upright in a pan and cut off all of the kernels 
with a sharp knife. Scrape the cobs again to remove 
any remaining liquid. 
Add milk, butter, flour and sugar to corn and liquid in 
pan. Cook on med-low for about 30 minutes until 
liquid is somewhat thickened. Salt and pepper to 
taste.  
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><  
Earth in Earnest 
September 2009 edition  
"There are two ways to get enough. One is to 
accumulate more and more. The other is to need 
less."   ~G.K. Chesterton 
  
   Our community just recently completed its annual 
CROP Hunger Walk. The topic of focus for this 
year's walk was the concept of enough. As leader of 
the walk's kickoff, I encouraged walkers to 
contemplate this word, "enough", and to grapple with 
its meaning, both for us and for others, as we walked. 
Of course, for a large number of people on this earth, 
enough would mean that they would have a larger 
chunk of the resources and a fairer shot at living a 
healthy life. 1.4 billion people live below the 
international poverty line. Each day 16,000 children 
die of hunger-related causes. A child born in a 
developing country is 13 times more likely to die 
within the first five years of life than a child born in 
an industrialized country. Those living on the short 
end of that disparity could begin to tell us what 
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enough means to them. However, I wonder if those of 
us at the other end even have a clue. I will admit that 
I do not. I try. I try to evaluate needs versus wants. I 
try making good environmental choices. I try to care 
about my fellow inhabitants of this planet and to 
consider their needs as I make day to day choices. As 
I look around me, though, I know, that I still don't 
know the meaning of enough, that I live in a society 
that was determined from my birth that I should 
never know the meaning of the word, and that is why 
it is so hard to stop the urge for more. The funny 
thing is that so many problems of our day could be 
helped by learning to stop at enough.  
   "Consider how the lilies grow. They do not labor or 
spin. Yet I tell you, not even Solomon in all his 
splendor was dressed like one of these." Luke 12:27 
View from the Bike by David Radcliff 
   One of the things being a biker does for you is to 
make you aware--quickly--of simple efficiencies. 
Today I inflated my tires (the high pressure ones 
seem to lose air sooner than others), and was again 
amazed how good it feels to ride on full pressure--
your tires almost hum as their tautness rolls along the 
asphalt. And of course with less friction, 
you get more speed and a much better EPP ratio 
(Effort Per Pedal). Shifting through the gears 
appropriately also facilitates speed and EPP--and 
one's ability to climb a hill...or not. And smaller 
things like seat height, frame size, whether the 
wheels have been "trued"--all make life a little easier.  
   It's somehow not as easy to be aware of these sorts 
of efficiencies during the normal course of living. We 
are generally once (or more) removed from the 
energy and other inputs it takes to make the wheels of 
daily life turn. For instance, it takes 66 calories of 
energy to air freight every calorie of grapes to the US 
from S. America. A McCheeseburger needs 5000 
calories of energy to produce and prepare its 
ingredients; raising cotton for just one t-shirt 
and shipping it to different points around the world to 
process it, weave it, imprint it, and deliver it to a mall 
near you emits six pounds of CO2; the energy 
required to fabricate one aluminum beverage can 
would power a television for three hours. I'm in 
Phoenix right now--as I brew my pitcher of mint sun-
tea, I hesitate to think about the energy (2.8 million 
megawatts annually) needed to pump the water here 
via a 336-mile long aqueduct from the Colorado 
River.    
    Attentiveness--that's part of what is being 
cultivated when we are more directly involved in the 
chores and productive activities of life. We 
see/feel/experience the cost of things, rather than it 
being out of sight/out of mind. Re-cultivating this 
posture of attentiveness is one of the great 

challenges--and opportunities--of our time. But hey, 
pump up your tires and let's get rolling!  
David is NCP director & gets around by bicycle.  
Good News- It isn't the newest of New Community 
Project's skit offerings, but I Was Hungry Today may 
be one of the best for contrasting what life is like for 
those of us who have more than enough with those 
who don't. My daughter and son did it recently in our 
congregation to promote hunger awareness and 
received a lot of positive feedback from listeners who 
were moved to think more about the plight of others, 
even though I'm certain we've done that skit before.. 
The Talk is a skit which deals with the devastation to 
our planet caused by "the American dream" and all of 
the over consumption that most always goes along 
with those ideals.. 
What’s to eat? According to the Vegetarian Times, 
animals raised for slaughter consume about 70 
percent of all grain produced in the United States, 
and these approximately 7 billion livestock animals 
consume five times as much grain as is consumed 
directly by people in the nation.   “If all the grain 
currently fed to livestock were consumed directly by 
people, the number of people who could be fed 
would be nearly 800 million,” says David Pimentel, 
professor of ecology at Cornell University.  
Aloo Palak (spinach and potatoes) 
2 10-oz. pkgs. frozen spinach, thawed and 
drained, liquid reserved  
2 medium potatoes, cut into 1/2-inch cubes (3 cups)  
2 Tbs. garlic powder  
2 Tbs. curry powder  
1 tsp. ground cumin  
1 tsp. salt  
3/4 cup light coconut milk  
1. Preheat oven to 425°F. Stir together spinach, 3/4 

cup spinach liquid, potatoes, garlic powder, curry 

powder, cumin, and salt in 9-inch square baking dish. 

Cover with foil, and bake 45 minutes.  

2. Remove from oven. Stir in coconut milk, and 

transfer to serving bowl.  

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><  
This is what Christmas is all about...  
    Better bundle up - the goose bumps will 
freeze you!!  I think I need to read this every 
year at Christmas.  
   Pa never had much compassion for the lazy 
or those who squandered their means & then 
never had enough for the necessities. But for 
those who were genuinely in need, his heart 
was as big as all outdoors.   It was from him 
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that I learned the greatest joy in life comes 
from giving, not from receiving.                   
   It was Christmas Eve 1881.  I was 15 years 
old & feeling like the world had caved in on 
me because there just hadn't been enough 
money to buy me the rifle that I'd wanted for 
Christmas. We did the chores early that night 
for some reason.  I figured Pa wanted a little 
extra time so we could read in the Bible.     
   After supper was over I took my boots off  
& stretched out in front of the fireplace & 
waited for Pa to get down the old Bible.  I was 
still feeling sorry for myself & to be honest, I 
wasn't in much of a mood to read scriptures. 
But Pa didn't get the Bible, instead he bund- 
led up again & went outside. I couldn't figure 
it out because we had already done all the 
chores. I didn't worry about it long though, I 
was too busy wallowing in self-pity. Soon Pa 
came back in.  It was a cold clear night out & 
there was ice in his beard. "Come on, Matt," 
he said. "Bundle up good, it's cold out to- 
night." I was really upset then. Not only 
wasn't I getting the rifle for Christmas, now 
Pa was dragging me out in the cold, & for no 
earthly reason that I could see.  We'd already 
done all the chores, & I couldn't think of any- 
thing else that needed doing, especially not on 
a night like this.  But I knew Pa was not very 
patient at one dragging one's feet when he'd 
told them to do something.  So I got up, put 
my boots, got my cap, coat, & mittens.  Ma 
gave me a mysterious smile as I opened the 
door to leave the house.  Something was up, 
but I didn't know what.                                      
   Outside, I became even more dismayed. 
There in front of the house was the work 
team, already hitched to the big sled.     
   Whatever it was we were going to do wasn't 
going to be a short, quick, little job.   I could 
tell. We never hitched up this sled unless we 
were going to haul a big load.  Pa was already 
up on the seat, reins in hand.  I reluctantly 
climbed up beside him.  The cold was already 
biting at me.  I wasn't happy.  When I was on, 
Pa pulled the sled around the house, stopped 
in front of the woodshed.  He got off &I 
followed. "I think we'll put on the high side- 
boards," he said.  "Here, help me."  The high 
sideboards!  It had been a bigger job than I 
wanted to do with just the low side- boards 

on, but whatever it was we were going to do 
would be a lot bigger with the high side 
boards on.                                                          
   After we had exchanged the sideboards, Pa 
went into the woodshed, came out with an  
armload of wood.  The wood I'd spent all 
summer hauling down from the mountain, & 
then all fall sawing into blocks & splitting. 
What was he doing?  Finally I said 
something.  "Pa," I asked, "what are you 
doing?"  You been by the Widow Jensen's 
lately?" he asked. The Widow Jensen lived 
about two miles down the road.  Her husband 
had died a year or so before and left her with 
three children, the oldest being eight.  Sure, 
I'd been by, but so what?   
    Yeah," I said, "Why?"                                   
 "I rode by just today," Pa said. "Little Jakey 
was out digging around in the woodpile try- 
ing to find a few chips. They're out of wood, 
Matt."  That was all he said, then he turned, 
went back into the woodshed for another arm 
load of wood. I followed him.  We loaded the 
sled so high that I began to wonder if the 
horses would be able to pull it.  Finally, Pa 
called a halt to our loading, then we went to 
the smoke house, Pa took down a big ham, & 
a side of bacon. He handed them to me & told 
me to put them in the sled & wait.  When he 
returned he was carrying a sack of flour over 
his right shoulder & a smaller sack of some- 
thing in his left hand. "What's in the little 
sack?" I asked.  Shoes, they're out of shoes. 
Little Jakey just had gunny sacks wrapped 
around his feet when he was out in the wood 
pile this morning.  I got the children a little 
candy too.  It just wouldn't be Christmas 
without a little candy." 
   We rode the two miles to Widow Jensen's 
pretty much in silence.  I tried to think 
through what Pa was doing.  We didn't have 
much by worldly standards.  Of course, we 
did have a big woodpile, though most of what 
was left now was still in the form of logs that I 
would have to saw into blocks & split before 
we could use it.  We also had meat & flour, so 
we could spare that, but I knew we didn't 
have any money, so why was Pa buying them 
shoes & candy?  Really, why was he doing 
any of this?  Widow Jensen had closer 
neighbors than us; it shouldn't have been our 
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concern.  
   We came in from the blind side of the 
Jensen house, unloaded the wood as quietly as 
possible. Then we took the meat, flour & 
shoes to the door.  We knocked.  The door 
opened a crack & a timid voice said,   "Who 
is it?"  "Lucas Miles, Ma'am, and my son, 
Matt, could we come in for a bit?"      
   Widow Jensen opened the door & let us in. 
She had a blanket wrapped around her 
shoulders.  The children were wrapped in 
another & were sitting in front of the fire 
place by a very small fire that hardly gave off 
any heat at all.  Widow Jensen fumbled with 
a match & finally lit the lamp.                            
"We brought you a few things, Ma'am," Pa 
said and set down the sack of flour.  I put the 
meat on the table.  Then Pa handed her the 
sack that had the shoes in it.  She opened it 
hesitantly, took the  shoes out one pair at a 
time.  There was a pair for her & one for each 
of the children - sturdy shoes, the best, shoes 
that would last.  I watched her carefully.  She 
bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling & 
then tears filled her eyes & started  running 
down her cheeks.  She looked up at Pa like 
she wanted to say something, but it wouldn't 
come out.                                    
   "We brought a load of wood too, Ma'am," 
Pa said.  He turned to me & said, "Matt, go 
bring in enough to last awhile.  Let's get that 
fire up to size & heat this place up."  I wasn't 
the same person when I went out to bring in 
the wood.  I had a big lump in my throat & as 
much as I hate to admit it, there were tears in 
my eyes too.  In my mind I kept seeing those 
three kids huddled around the fireplace & the  
mother standing there with tears running 
down her cheeks with so much gratitude in 
her heart that she couldn't speak.  
   My heart swelled within me, a joy that I'd 
never known before, filled my soul.  I had 
given at Christmas many times before, but 
never when it had made so much difference. I 
could see we were literally saving the lives of 
these people.                                                             
   I soon had the fire blazing & everyone's 
spirits soared.  The kids started giggling when 
Pa handed them each a piece of candy & 
Widow Jensen looked on with a smile that 
probably hadn't crossed her face for a long 

time.  She finally turned to us. "God bless 
you," she said. "I know the Lord has sent 
you.  The children & I have been praying that 
he would send one of his angels to spare us."      
   In spite of myself, the lump returned to my 
throat & the tears welled up in my eyes again. 
I'd never thought of Pa in those exact terms 
before, but after Widow Jensen mentioned it 
I could see that it  was probably true.  I was 
sure that a better man than Pa had never 
walked the earth.  I started remembering all 
the times he had gone out of his way for Ma 
& me, & many others.  The list seemed end- 
less as I thought on it.        
   Pa insisted that everyone try on the shoes 
before we left.  I was amazed when they all fit 
& I wondered how he had known what sizes 
to get.  Then I guessed that if he was on an 
errand for the Lord that the Lord would 
make sure he got the right sizes.    
   Tears were running down Widow Jensen's 
face again when we stood up to leave.  Pa 
took each of the kids in his big arms & gave 
them a hug.  They clung to him & didn't want 
us to go.  I could see that they missed their 
Pa.  I was glad that I still had mine.                     
   At the door Pa turned to Widow Jensen & 
said, "The Mrs. wanted me to invite you & 
the children over for Christmas dinner 
tomorrow.  The turkey will be more than the 
three of us can eat.  A man can get cantan- 
kerous if he has to eat turkey for too many 
meals.  We'll be by to get you about eleven. 
It'll be nice to have some little ones around 
again.  Matt, here, hasn't been little for quite 
a spell."  I was the youngest.  My two sisters 
& two brothers had all married & had moved 
away.                                                                    
   Widow Jensen nodded & said, "Thank you, 
Brother Miles.  I don't have to say, May the 
Lord bless you, I know for certain that He 
will."          
   Out on the sled I felt a warmth that came 
from deep within & I didn't even notice the 
cold.  When we had gone a ways, Pa turned to 
me & said, "Matt, I want you to know some- 
thing.  Your ma & me have  been tucking a 
little money away here & there all year so we 
could buy that rifle for you, but we didn't 
have quite enough. Then yesterday a man 
who owed me a little money from years back 



 8 

came by to make things square.  Your ma & 
me were real excited,  thinking that now we 
could get you that rifle.  I started into town 
this morning to do just that, but on the way I 
saw little Jakey out scratching in the wood 
pile with his feet wrapped in those gunny 
sacks & I knew what I had to do.  Son, I spent 
the money for shoes & a little candy for those 
children. I hope you understand."                        
   I understood.  My eyes became wet with 
tears again.  I understood very well, & I was 
so glad Pa had done it.  Now the rifle seemed 
very low on my list of priorities.  Pa had given 
me a lot more.  He had given me the look on 
Widow Jensen's face & the radiant smiles of 
her three children.  
   For the rest of my life, whenever I saw any 
of the Jensens, or split a block of wood, I 
remembered, and remembering brought back 
that same joy I felt riding home beside Pa 
that night. Pa had given me much more than 
a rifle that night, he had given me the best 
Christmas of my life.        
    Don't be too busy today.  Share this 
inspiring message.   God bless you!  
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  

Editor: Darlene Vanderwood 
vandar@sbcglobal.net 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

MERRY 
CHRISTMAS 

 
I will be making a conscious effort to wish 

everyone  
a Merry Christmas this year ...  

My way of saying that I am celebrating  
the birth Of Jesus Christ. 

So I am asking my friends,  
if you agree with me,  

to please do the same.  
And if you'll pass this on 

maybe we can prevent one more  
American tradition from being lost in the sea 

of  
"Political Correctness". 

MERRY CHRISTMAS 
To one and All...  

 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  

 
 

HAPPY 
 

NEW 
 

YEAR!! 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>  


