
Hey! What’s for dinner? 
CPC Wednesday Night Fellowship 

 

4/2/2008 
Sausage, Rice & Beans 

Pigs in a Blanket 
Mixed Green Salad, Rolls 

White Chocolate Pecan Pie 

 4/9/2008 
Savory Cranberry Chicken 
Parmesan Tossed Squash 

Roasted Red Potatoes 
Carmel Pecan Squares 

 4/16/2008 
Youth Fundraiser Dinner 

 

 4/23/2008 
Southwestern Turkey Burgers 

Veggie Burgers 
Fries, Baked Beans 

Cookies 

 4/30/2008 
Chicken Stir Fry 

Basmati Rice 
Banana Pudding  

   

Vegetarian Alert:  To the extent possible, all meals will have a vegetarian 
counterpart or sufficient vegetarian sides to make a perfectly delicious 
meal. 
 

Kid Alert:  In addition to any meal made especially for you, peanut  
butter & jelly is ALWAYS an option 

Lan’s Story 
 
I’ve had 3 lives:  

1) before 1975 
2) after 1975  
3) after 1992 
 

 1) Before 1975, my father was a big shot in South Vietnamese army.  He had big 
houses, reputation and power.  But my family was seriously dysfunctional.  My 
family was full of ugly secrets, conditional affection, tension, fear, emotional  
repression, superstition and dishonesty. 

 
Somehow in the middle of all this, my siblings and I managed to sneak in a little 
fun together.  We waited for when my parents were not home then we turned on 
the cassette loud to listen to our favorite music and made jokes and giggled  
together. 

 
I had just started medical school and I was full of hopes and dreams that things 
were going to be okay.  That’s when the communist took over my country. 

 
2) Then 1975 came.  My father and 3 brothers were put in concentration camps.  I 
was dismissed from medical school because of my father’s background and because 
of being a Christian. 

 
My family was broken in pieces.  Our house was confiscated, and we did not have 
enough food to eat.  Friends and relatives turned their back on us.   

 
I decided to escape to help my family and to fulfill my dream, back to school.  But, 
unfortunately, I was caught twice.   

  
1st time in 1979 and I was kept in communist jail for 18 days. 
2nd time in 1980, I was kept for 19 months. 

 
God provided me the strength and comfort to overcome the fear in those bad situa-
tions. 
 
I never forgot a night in a dark room.  The police officer in jail told me if I gave my-
self to him he would let me go free. I knew he was a liar.  He intended to take me 
either with lies or by force. 
 
But God kept me safe.  I was able to escape from his arms and ran away.  Later, that 
officer was himself arrested for embezzlement. 
 
In 1984, after 9 long, difficult years in ―concentration camp,‖ my father passed 
away suddenly.   Once in his life, he had everything: reputation, power and money 
but no faith in god.  During the time in jail, he started reading the Bible.  And sud-
denly, he found faith in God and accepted Jesus Christ and was baptized by a fellow 
pastor who was also a prisoner.   
 
The end of my father’s life, he owned no freedom, no wife, no children, no grand-
children, but his eternal life in God’s kingdom.  
 
3) God sustained me through many hardships and has made my life new again  
after my family and I arrived in the US on August 7, 1992.   
 
I went back to school a month after I was in the US.  My heart still felt sad and  
depressed until I met my husband.  It was God’s answer to my prayers.  We got 
married in August 1994 in College Park’s sanctuary and the ceremony was given by  
Michael Usey. 

Chris, my husband, has filled my heart with joys and happiness.  His love and  
support has helped me to finish school and gave me back my identity, my true life 
in the new country . 
 
Then on April 13, 2003, my family and I had another tragedy in our lives.  The 
death of my sister, Thu Doan.   Once again, the tragedy broke my family into pieces.   
 
Again, God restored my faith and with my husband’s love and support, we have 
together faced the challenges and blessings of a larger family.  David, Cailin and 
Lilian are so wonderful together.  They are growing strong and happy.  They are 
blessed to be a part of this church family. 
 
My faith has given me comfort and hopes during hardships.  God has taken my 
broken family and broken dreams and restored my life.    God loved me and built 
me a life better than I could have ever imagined. 
 
This August will mark the 16th year since my family and I came to the US, the land 
of human rights, freedom and hopes which we could not have under the communist 
regime in Vietnam since 1975.   
 
In Romans 8:28, 35, 37, 38, 39, can anything ever separate us from Christ’s love? 
Does it mean He no longer loves us if we have trouble, calamity, or are persecuted, 
hungry, cold, in danger or threatened with death? 
 
No, despite all these things, overwhelming victory is ours through Christ who loved 
us.  And I am convinced that nothing can ever separate us from His love.  Death 
can’t and lies can’t.   The angels can’t and the demons can’t.  Our fears for today, 
our worries about tomorrow, and even the powers of hell can’t keep God’s love 
away.  Whether we are high above the sky or in the deepest ocean, nothing in all 
creation will ever be able to separate us from the love of God that is revealed in 
Christ Jesus our Lord. 
 
And we know that God caused everything to work together for the good of those 
who love God and are called according to his purpose for them. 

Lan Griggs 

Restoration—Husband & Wife Stories 

Chris’ Story 
 
It’s been said that God doesn’t promise a life free from blindness, disease or trag-
edy. And I have also been led to believe that upon the ashes of adversity and hard-
ship, God will rebuild for us a new life.  
 
Abuse, ridicule and neglect in the right measure at the right moments can tip the 
scales and send a child crashing in on himself. Major introversion, loneliness and 
fear soon follow.  A cold, dark wasteland.  Empty and hollow in all directions.  
Years pass.  Then one day a miracle drops from the sky.  It may be poured from a 
bottle, wrapped in paper or something else entirely.  But the result is the same.  
Relief.  Halleluiah! Sweet relief from the constant drilling pain, the panic and self-
loathing.  Escape from the crippling fear and introversion.  At long last, freedom. 
Or so it seems.  
 
Pleasure Island 
Nice name, but as you know that’s a place where foolish, selfish and gullible boys 
are transformed into jack-asses and exploited.  Been there. 
 
Never Neverland  
Where one never grows up, matures, learns, or develops meaningful relationships.  
A life without meaning.  Done that. 
  
It’s ironic isn’t it, that driving one’s life into the ditch seems like so much fun at the 
time.  Right, Lampy? 
 

At some point, by God’s grace, some are pulled out of that place of painless stagna-
tion.  A little spit, a little dirt, and eyes are opened.   
 
But the fear and self-doubt are back.  And as strong as ever.  All one sees (apart 
from a bit of hope) is the same set of broken and faulty tools for life they had  
before becoming a fallen soul.   Go back to dog bone.  Only this time hyper-aware. 
God’s process of restoration begins.   Slowly at first, but momentum builds. But 
why? 
 
How was I to know at that moment, there was a beautiful young woman on the 
other side of the world with real problems praying to God for a new life and a com-
panion to share it with? Here is a woman who, in her home country, has suffered 
beyond my ability to imagine.  A woman of strong faith and a pure heart.  How 
could I ever dream that someone so worthy of God’s attention would choose the 
likes of me? 
 
How was I to know that later I would come face to face with two perfect babies who 
suffered unspeakable horror and would need of all people, me? 
 
As we have been hearing about restoration, it has occurred to me in the most  
awesome and humbling way how lucky I am.  That I may have been rescued from 
the dust bin and set on my own journey of restoration for the sole purpose of being 
a component of  the restoration of those I would soon come to love.  
 
If indeed I am being used by God in this way, it is more than I deserve.   It is  
beyond my highest hopes and greatest dreams.  It has rebuilt my life and given it 
meaning.  

   Chris Griggs 



When you leave Nouakchott by plane you are always surprised when the flight  
attendant walks down the aisle and sprays an entire can of insecticide over all of the 
passengers. They spray above your head so it usually takes a few minutes until you 
can catch your breath and get over the feeling that you have just been gassed.  
 
The flight to Casablanca (just Casa to the locals) is yet another night flight at  
2:45 AM. The flight was uneventful until we got into Moroccan air space where some 
incredible turbulence sent many a hand up in the air and the cries to Allah were in 
stereo. Casa is a big city, probably not the cleanest, but unique never the less.  The 
bars, according to Lonely Planet, are only frequented at night by men and local  
prostitutes, as women tourists are unwelcome in the ―just drinking " places. At night 
it is a rough place and several fights and disturbances took place in the street under 
our hotel window (usually after midnight).  
 
There are many outdoor cafes to drink tea and the local men line the tables sleazily 
looking at the passersby. We visited the Mosque of Hassan V, which is the 3rd largest 
in the Muslim world and was built at a cost of one half billion dollars. Inside and  
outside it is covered with mosaics, marble and carvings of all kinds. The building 
holds twenty thousand men and five thousand women worshippers inside with space 
for another eighty thousand outside. The women have a special enclosed balcony  
upstairs in which to pray, and Sarah noted that it took less women to get the job 
done. 
 
Of course we ate at Rick's Cafe which is now owned by a women and is very upscale 
from the original movie version. It did have excellent food, I tried the cheeseburgers 
and fries (classy as always) one day and the stingray (tastes like crab not chicken) the 
next. 
 
We wondered through the old section (the medina) using a compass, so as to not 
walk in circles through the narrow interconnected streets. After two days, Lee Anne 
joined us and after one more lunch at Rick's we were off to the train station.  
 
Trains in Morocco are easy and cheap and very accessible. We traveled to the cities  
of Meknes, Volubilis (2,000 year- old Roman ruins), Fes, and Marrakesh. The 
 colors, carvings and mosaics of these places are stunning with fountains on side 
streets that are elaborate mosaics and hundreds of years old, but still being used by 
the locals. From the horse stables of the king, that once housed 12,000 horses with 
12,000 saddles and tack to the underground prisons (dark damp and very Count of 
Monte Cristo), where four thousand Berbers (Morocco's original inhabitants) were 
starved to death, chained to the walls by their Arab captors, to the beautiful olive and 
orange groves which line the rolling hills of this beautiful green country, it is all 
breathtaking.  
 
The weather here is cooler than where we live and the atmosphere of places like the 
main plaza of Marrakesh with its snake handlers, whirling dancers, and henna hand 
tattoo artists, seem to carry an air of the 1001 Arabian Nights. Oddly enough, (and I 
really don't know why), I was often called Ali Babba by the merchants. We walked 
into a Berber rug store and after Sarah and Lee Anne showed them we had credit 
cards by buying two wall hangings, they invited us for the traditional tea. Berber rug 
merchants are legendary for selling rugs to tourists and I was not going to be moved 
by them. They started (while we waited for the tea) by showing each style and stitch-
ing of at least eight Berber rugs, of course all made by single mothers with no  
husbands and starving children.  
 
Me: I don't need a rug. They: But Ali Babba the children are all sick and need medi-
cine. Me: I am sorry about the children but I don't need a rug. They: Which style do 
you like best? (I stupidly point to one after being asked five times, cost is 10,500  
Dirhans.) Me: But I don't need a rug. They: Ali Babba I will give you the best price 

8,500 Dirhans. Me: I don't need a rug. They: My mother’s glass eye needs to be  
replaced and I don't have the money pleaseeeeeeee. Me: I'm sorry about your 
mother's eye but I don't need a rug. (We are now joined by three other guys that are 
flipping different colors of rugs in the style I liked, like pancakes on a grill) They: 
How about this one, that one, this one, that one, this one.  Me: I really don't need a 
rug (He puts his arm around me) They: OK, OK you are part Berber, Ali Babba, for 
you my brother 6,500 Dirhans.  Me: No I said I don't need a rug. They: Ok my chil-
dren will only eat one meal a day and I will have to sell my house, for you my 
brother 5,000 Dirhans.  Me: No. They: Name your price my brother.  In a moment 
of complete insanity (this discussion took at least thirty minutes) I hear myself say: 
Me: 4,500 Dirhans. ($ 600.00). They: Oh Ali Babba I cannot do this I will loose 
money, I will be fired.  (I get up and am walking to the door saying I don't need a 
rug anyway.)  They: OK, OK (and the rug has been rolled, wrapped and stitched 
into a plastic carrier before I can blink my eyes).  I go to pay the cashier and he tells 
me there is a 4 % tax and a 5% charge for the credit card I say "no keep the rug,‖ 
and they take off both charges and drive us to our hotel. The three of us are 
 completely exhausted and dazed but we leave the store with two wall hangings and 
a 5 X 8 Berber rug that has about three different kinds of stitches and that you can 
use on either side called a ―show off rug, " (it really is quite beautiful).  A word to 
the wise, if you happen upon a Berber rug merchant and he offers you a traditional 
cup of tea, hold on to your wallet, run in the opposite direction and don't look back.  
 
Congratulations to Gwen's Marine son Ryan, back from Iraq safe and sound, he has 
been in all of our prayers.  And congratulations also to Roland Jr. who has happily 
completed his second week back doing social work and helping others who have 
lost their way. You go boy, I am proud of you.  

Strength and Honor,  
Roland  

Tripping to Morocco 

A Green Flamingos Fact:  
 

Over half of all paper used in the U.S.  
is recovered for recycling.  

 
Do your part:  

use the recycling bins in the church building! 

Keep Greensboro 
Beautiful with College Park 
College Park is participating in the citywide Greensboro Beautiful Great American 
Clean-Up on Saturday, April 5, from 9-11 a.m. We will be removing trash from the 
area where Horse Pen Creek runs under Old Battleground Road. This is an impor-
tant stream to keep clean since it feeds into the Lake Brandt Reservoir. The city will 
provide gloves and trash bags. To join the clean-up team, contact Wes Isley, 
707-9178, wlegion@yahoo.com for details. After the trash drop-off at Memorial 
Stadium, volunteers receive pizza and refreshments until noon. 

Greetings from Romania! 
I feel kind of bad that we came, we enjoyed your hospitality and then we disap-
peared off the radar screen with barely any communication for several months.  
But since Michael worked so hard to try to help cure my guilt addiction, I’ll try not 
to feel too bad. 
 
To be honest, readjusting to life in Bucharest was not easy.  We arrived back to a 
cold and grey Bucharest – temperatures in the 30’s.  When we left you it was in the 
70’s in NC.  We were less than thrilled. 
 
Edwin, bless his little heart, took it all in his stride.  He went into his room, found 
his old toys and got on with life. 
 
Luckily Project Ruth closes down completely for 10 days at Christmas so we had 
some time at home to help us get over the culture shock.  In those 10 days I read 
twice as many books as I had managed in my entire sabbatical! 
 
Then just as we entered the New Year, Bucharest was hit with 3 feet of snow.  Yes, 
really.  Well, maybe only 2 and a half.  You know I like to exaggerate.  It took the 
local authorities about 2 weeks to get out and clear the back streets so that made 
life interesting for a while. 
 
Then towards the end of January I somehow managed to not see a streetcar when 
turning left just outside our block and the car was hit just behind the rear wheel on 
the driver’s side.  I was pretty upset at first and felt like leaving the country on the 
spot, but as Clau pointed out, the car still worked, we have insurance to pay for the 
damage and since Edwin was in the back seat, the fact that we all walked away was 
something to be thankful for.  Sometimes it’s helpful to have a family to give you a 
sense of perspective. 
 
Meanwhile at Project Ruth it seemed like everybody wanted a piece of us.  The fire 
inspectors, the people who authorize the central heating system, the police, all 
wanted something – and almost invariably that something involves us spending 
more money. 
 
Now we’re into mid-March and it’s all change in the Brockbank household.  As of 
this week Clau went back to work part-time.  Her job as a secretary at the Baptist 
Faculty of Theology within the University of Bucharest is not particularly thrilling, 
but it gets her out of the apartment. 
 
Of course this means Edwin is now in kindergarten/crèche week-day mornings.  
He loves it, as I imagined he would. 
 
Meanwhile I have this week started to work part-time at the Romanian Baptist  
Union as Executive Director.  It sounds grand, but actually in a way it’s less of a job 
than running Project Ruth.  But after nearly 10 years with Project Ruth I am kind of 
ready for a change.  For the time being I carry on as Executive Director at Ruth as 
well, but in due course we will seek a new person for that role and I will focus on 
the financial side and fundraising. 
 
So that’s about where we’re at.  We hope and pray that you are all well.  We think of 
you often and look forward to seeing you again before not too long. 

 Andy, Clau and Edwin 
 
PS.  Almost forgot to mention – we did manage to slip in a week in Rome at the end 
of February visiting Clau’s sister.   



For just a minute and consider the impact that serving a helping of Baked Ziti 
with tossed salad and garlic bread might have on a person who is cold, hungry, 
and quite possibly alone in the world.  Sure, the person might not be completely 
sober or sane or polite.  But nonetheless, its a great act of mercy to receive a hot 
meal when kindness is so hard to come by on the streets.   
 
Maybe if I were in their shoes, I would be less than eager to let people help me or 
be near me.  I would want to protect myself, maybe be mad at the world for 
awhile, and maybe find a less than constructive way to "cope" with it.  Maybe I 
would begin to care less about how I looked and care more about staying alive.   
 
So I understand some of the uncertain stares that walk through GUM's doors.  I 
even understand the complaints from GUM's guests that the salad is too dry or 
the bread too cold.  And God knows I understand the cries for a second helping of 
that dessert! 
 
One Sunday night in February, twelve youth, four adults and myself served food 
downtown at the Greensboro Urban Ministries.  I have only done this a handful of 
times, and each time I stand amazed at how these youth are ministers and leaders 
in their own right.  They waltz into the kitchen and get to work, scooping out ice, 
warming up bread and preparing the place to receive its guests. 
 
It reminds me of that story in the Bible about the man who has a banquet and he 
invites EVERYONE to come! I'm talking beggars, wise men, prostitutes, tax  
collectors, religious leaders, no one is to be left out.  I read it with a sense of  
urgency and excitement as if the guests can't get there fast enough for him.   
 
This is very much like the banquet table God has prepared for us.  He bids us to 
come, eat, and be with God. 
 
So it is with GUM.  It's College Park's way of inviting everyone to come and be a 
part of a mighty banquet.  The Spirit behind the serving, and preparation, and 
even the basic refilling of cups is precisely what Christ calls us to do.  And though 
the guests may change from time to time, the Spirit is always the same, prompting 
us, calling us, and challenging us to the love, mercy and grace of action.  
                                       Rachel 

Dear Michael and College Park: 
We had a vote to move our group to where we could have all three meetings at the 
same place.  Thank you very much, it has been a pleasure and we appreciate all the 
years you’ve allowed us to be here. 

                                                                                                           The Phoenix N/A Group  
 
Dear College Park Congregation: 
The students and families at the Walker Street Fiddlers want to thank you for allow-
ing us to use your fellowship hall again this year to hold our concert night and 
dessert fundraiser.  Our group made around $650 which we will use to host other 
musicians, events and scholarship students for musical education opportunities.  We 
all appreciate your support of our kids and our music! 

Teresja Parrish 
   

Dear Michael, 
I just wanted to let you know that I am alive and well.  I’m sorry I didn’t get by to see 
you prior to leaving, but I simply ran out of time.  Paige and I weren’t completely 
surprised by the orders to activate, but when they came, I had less than a week to 
report to Camp Pendleton, California. 
 
My orders are for a little over a year, and I have been assigned as the Chief of Staff 
for the 1st Marine Logistics Group or 1st MLG.  This organization is comprised of a 
little over 8,000 Marines and Sailors who provide support to the 1st Marine Division 
and 1st Marine Air Wing, who combined have over 30,000 Marines and Sailors.  
Some of the lines of support we provide are: maintenance, supply, heavy equipment, 
medical and dental.  I have to say it is a big job, and the days are long, but I am very 
grateful and humbled to be here.  These young men and  women are simply a  
national treasure, and I couldn’t be prouder to serve with them. 
 
The MLG is taking good care of me; I have a nice office, a cell phone, even a car and a 
driver.  I don’t use my driver much unless it is an official event and I’m not sure of its 
location, besides he has other duties that keep him busy. 
 
If you plan a visit to Southern California during the next year, please know that you, 
Ann, the kids, have a place to stay.  And if anyone else from the church visits, please 
let me know and we will provide for them as well. 
 
Michael, thanks for all you do, and thanks for your friendship. 
  Greg Woodward 

                                                                               Colonel USMC 
                                                                             Chief of Staff 

                                                                                              1st MLG (Rear)  
 16th & F, Building 1491 
 Camp Pendleton, CA 92055 

                                                                                   (760) 763-3587 

Thank you 

Jennifer Ingold Asbill’s Ordination 
Jennifer Ingold Asbill will be ordained on April 13th at 3 PM at Ridge Road  
Baptist Church in Raleigh.  All of her College Park family are invited to attend! 

Senior Wheels Benefit 
Senior Wheels 6th annual fund-raising spaghetti supper will be on Friday,  
April 4th at Christ United Methodist Church, 410 North Holden Road (next to 
Sternberger School) from 5:30—7:30 p.m.  Tickets are $7 for adults and $3 for 
children 6—12.  Salad, dessert and drinks are included.  There will be  entertain-
ment, door prizes and a raffle for two William Mangum prints. Take-out orders 
are available.  Proceeds go to support the Senior Wheels Medical Transportation 
Program for senior adults.  If you are unable to attend, please consider purchasing 
a ticket to give to a friend or as a donation to a worthy cause.  Please see Betty 
Withers for tickets or call her at 292-0075. 
    

Check on GUM 
(Greensboro Urban Ministries) 

College Park’s New Backpack Club 
What would you expect to find in a child’s school backpack? Books, notebooks, 
papers, pencils, and other supplies, right? However, for five elementary students at 
Peck Elementary School on West Florida Street, on Friday afternoons their back-
packs instead carry a weekend’s supply of food.  They are the first members of  
College Park’s Backpack Club, a new children’s food ministry currently being piloted 
by the Missions Committee. 
 

The committee became interested in starting this ministry after Rydell suggested it 
early last year to Cindy Dillon and Deborah Hill. Through Rydell’s job with Guilford 

County Schools, he had heard about similar programs operated in communities 
around the U.S.  Rydell has also seen firsthand how many elementary students come 
to school hungry on Monday mornings. 
 

The reality is that, despite government nutrition programs, lots of working families 
can’t make ends meet.  Parents then face difficult choices about whether to pay bills 
or buy food.  Even though the children in these families receive a free or reduced-
price breakfast and lunch at school during the week, on weekends and holidays their 
food source is uncertain.  What religious groups and nonprofit organizations have 
started doing to address this issue is to provide selected children with backpacks full 
of nutritious, kid-friendly foods to take home over the weekends during the school 
year.  
 

Our Backpack Club works like this.  A volunteer buys food in bulk from stores such as 
Aldi and Sam’s Club.  On Wednesday nights the food is put in the backpacks, which 
are common among school kids so no one has to know the child is receiving assis-
tance.  The backpacks are delivered to the school on Friday mornings; on Friday af-
ternoons, selected kids get a backpack and carry it home.  The child returns the 
empty backpack to school on Monday mornings, where it is picked up by another 
volunteer.  Then the cycle starts again. 
 

Why did the Missions Committee think College Park should become involved in this 
ministry?  
 It’s another way for our congregation to follow Jesus clear mandate to feed the 

hungry.  
 Hunger is a growing problem in Greensboro, as evidenced by the increasing 

number of people requesting food assistance from Greensboro Urban Ministry 
and the Salvation Army. Children are always most susceptible to hunger and the 
health problems it can cause. 

 Hunger affects children’s education; when kids are hungry, they can’t learn. 
 Many of our members work in the education field. 
 The program helps a nearby school and people who live in the vicinity of our 

church. 
 

Of course, starting a backpack ministry requires planning, money, time, and volun-
teers.  After much discussion, the committee decided to start small—only 5 
 students—and to work with Peck Elementary, a nearby school.  The school’s social 
worker chose the students and got permission from the child’s parent.  
 

Committee members thought about what foods to include and researched food 
prices.  The goal is provide breakfast, lunch, and dinner for 2 days for no more than 
$6.25 per child.  Our pilot program began the first Friday in March and will continue 
until school ends in early June.  That’s 15 weekends of food for five children for about 
$469.  This summer, committee members will assess how things went, what changes 
should be made, if any, and how many children we want to support this fall—
hopefully more than five.  
 

 How can you help? 
 Pray for this ministry, especially for the five children and their families: Rosa, 

Hakeem, Guadalupe, Dylan, and Nicholas. 
 Volunteer to take a turn as a backpack packer, pick-up person, or delivery per-

son. This is a great opportunity for an adult or children’s Sunday School class, a 
family, or a choir group. Contact Deborah Hill or Cindy Dillon for more informa-
tion. 

 Make a contribution to the ministry by writing ―Backpack Club‖ on a giving  
 envelope. 
 

Many thanks to our first Backpack Club volunteers: Phyllis Kelly, Phyllis Calvert, 
Kristy Calvert, Wendy Smithey, Deborah Hill, and Amanda Ohlms. The program has 
gotten off to a great start, with much appreciation expressed by Peck’s social worker 
and principal. Although these children don’t know who we are, our prayer is that 
they and their families know someone cares.  

Cindy Dillon 
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Listen Up 
 

Listen up, children; this tale's a doozy - 
It's the story of our very own Michael Usey. 

 
 He grew up in a foreign land, 

A California boy of the sun and the sand. 
A choirboy he wasn't in any dimension; 
To be a singer, he makes no pretension. 

 
 With his football buddies, he had a good time, 

Dating Annette Benning was especially fine. 
Even so, there was still something more 
That Michael knew his life would be for. 

 
 He had the good fortune to meet a girl named Ann 

Who decided that Michael was her kum ba yah man. 
For conversation, they've never really lacked 

And have given the world Nathan, Hannah and Zach. 
 

 When Michael came, we quickly learned 
that he could use some really big words. 

He has books everywhere, on shelves and the floor 
But he's actually read them all before. 

 
 For the choir, his sermons are quite a test - 

I mean, how many anthems are all about sex? 
His sermons make us think and sometimes cry 

(Though that's not hard to do if you halfway try.) 
 

 He's active in the community with rabbis and priests, 
Being for them the strangest Baptist they'll ever meet! 

But his heart is big and his caring is real, 
Spending hours with broken souls needing to heal. 

 
 When a saint passes, Michael remembers them well 

Weaving a comfort in the stories he tells. 
He's our brother, our friend, our minister, too. 

Happy birthday to Michael, we do love you. 
 
 
 

                                                                                               Peggy Haymes 
 
  

 

Earth Day 
The Green Flamingos want to remind everyone that Earth Day is April 22, 2008.  
The original Earth Day was celebrated on April 22, 1970 and is widely viewed as the 
start of the modern environmental movement.  In the spirit of Earth Day (and with 
recent drought issues in Greensboro and North Carolina) here are some water  
saving tips from the City of Greensboro Water Resources Department: 
 

 Regularly inspect water hoses and connectors for leaks and fix leaky faucets. 

 Only wash full loads of clothes or dishes or if you must wash with less than a 
 full load, preset the water level for your specific load size. 

 When replacing your clothes washer, consider a high efficiency front loader. 
 You could save about 5,500 gallons of water per year, and save electricity, 
 too! 

 Limit use of garbage disposals. They waste water and contribute to sewer 
 line problems. 

 Keep a pitcher of cold water in the refrigerator to avoid running the tap un
 necessarily. 

 Do not use running water to thaw meat or other frozen foods. 

 Do not let the water run while brushing teeth, shaving, or washing dishes. 

 Take five-minute showers, or if you prefer baths, fill the tub only one-third 
 full. 

 Install a water saving aerator on your bathroom faucet if the flow rate is 
 more than one-half gallon per minute. 

 Replace the tub spout if it runs while you shower. 

 Use a rain barrel to capture rainwater for irrigation. 

 Only water plants during early morning hours or in the evening to reduce 
 evaporation. 

 Be sure not to over-water your lawn. Step on your grass and if it springs 
 back, it doesn't need to be watered. 

 Apply mulch around trees and plants to retain moisture in the soil. 

 Set lawnmower blades for the maximum height for your type of grass (three 
 inches for fescue). 
 Use native and drought tolerant plants. 

Mike Kirkman 

New Wednesday Night Activities 
Our Bible study for three Wednesday nights beginning on April 2 through April 16 
will be about God, The Trinity led by Rachel Luck.   Yoga with Sheila will continue 
also. 

Tuesday Night Bible Study 
Our spring Tuesday night Bible study will begin on April 1.  We will study 1st and 
2nd Thessalonians, the earliest book in The New Testament.  Study will be from  
6—7 PM in the church parlor.  Dates include: April 1, 8, 15, 22, 29 and  
May 6, 13, 20. 

Talk to a NC Lawyer Free 
As a community service to all North Carolinians, North Carolina lawyers are  
volunteering their time to answer legal questions for free on Friday, April 4th.   
Call 877-404-4149 or visit 4allnc.org.  The call is also toll free. 


