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 John 3:16 and the Homeless Boy 
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In the city of Chicago, one cold, dark night, a blizzard was setting in. A little boy was selling 
newspapers on the corner. The people were in and out of the cold. The little boy was so cold 
that he wasn't trying to sell many papers. 
 
He walked up to a policeman and said, "Mister, you wouldn't happen to know where a poor 
boy could find a warm place to sleep tonight would you? You see, I sleep in a box up around 
the corner there and down the alley and its awful cold in there for tonight. Sure would be 
nice to have a warm place to stay." 
 
The policeman looked down at the little boy and said, "You go down the street to that big 
white house and knock on the door. When they come out of the door you just say 'John 
3:16' and they will let you in." So he did. 
 
He walked up the steps and knocked on the door, and a lady answered. He looked up and 
said, "John 3:16." The lady said, "Come on in son." She took him in and she sat him down 
in a split bottom rocker in front of a great big old fireplace, and she went off. The boy sat 
there for a while and thought to himself: John 3:16...... I don't understand it, but it sure 
makes a cold boy warm. 
 
Later, she came back and asked him, "Are you hungry?" He said, "Well, just a little. I have-
n't eaten in a couple of days and I guess I could stand a little bit of food." The lady took him 
in the kitchen and sat him down to a table full of wonderful food. He ate and ate until he 
couldn't eat any more. Then he thought to himself: John 3:16..... boy, I sure don't under-
stand it but it sure makes a hungry boy full. 
 
She took him upstairs to a bathroom to a huge bathtub filled with warm water, and he sat 
there and soaked for a while. As he soaked, he thought to himself: John 3:16..... I sure 
don't understand it but it sure does make a dirty boy clean.  You know, I've not had a real 
bath in my whole life. The only bath I ever had was when I stood in front of that big old fire 
hydrant as they flushed it out. The lady came in and got him. She took him to a room, 
tucked him into a big old feather bed, pulled the covers up around his neck, kissed him 
goodnight and turned out the lights. As he lay in the darkness and looked out the window, 
at the snow coming down on that cold night, he thought to himself: John 3:16.... I don't 
understand it but it sure makes a tired boy rested. 
 
The next morning, the lady came back up and took him down again to that same table full 
of food. After he ate, she took him down again to that same big old split bottom rocker in 
front of the fireplace and picked up a big old Bible. She sat down in front of him and looked 
into his young face. Do you understand John 3:16?" she asked gently. He replied, "No 
ma'am, I don't. The first time I ever heard it was last night when the policeman told me to 
use it." 
 

Continued on page 3 
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May 1st 
Communion Sunday  

Greeter: Annette Enedy 
Invocation & Call to Worship:   
 Rev. Peter Grinion            
Scripture Reader: Connie Necaster 
Offertory Prayer: Valerie Bandemer   
Fellowship: Laurie & Steve Wenthe 
 

May 8th 
Mother’s Day 

Greeter: Annette Enedy  
Invocation & Call to Worship:              
 Rev. Peter Grinion 
Scripture Reader: Valerie Bandemer  
Offertory Prayer: Connie Necaster  
Fellowship: Dan & Sharon Scurlock 

 

May 15th 

Greeter: Annette Enedy  
Invocation & Call to Worship:              
 Rev. Peter Grinion 
Scripture Reader: Gretchen Young   
Offertory Prayer: Laurie Wenthe   
Fellowship: Leanna Shirley  
 

May 22nd 

Greeters: Annette Enedy   
Invocation & Call to Worship:              
 Rev. Peter Grinion 
Scripture: Kathy Gosnell  
Offertory Prayer: Kathy Gosnell 
Fellowship: TBD 
 

May 29th 
Memorial Day Sunday 

Greeters: Annette Enedy  
Invocation & Call to Worship:              
 Rev. Peter Grinion 
Scripture: Annette Enedy  
Offertory Prayer: Connie Necaster  
Fellowship: Gretchen Young  
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Songs So Sweet 
By Evelyn M. Shoots 

 
What are those voices 

That sing out so cheerily? 
Just listen and see! 

 
One is Meadowlark 

That bright eyed little singer 
Inspiring Winger! 

 
Then there is Sparrow 

In those spaces so narrow 
It will still carol! 

 
Keep listening and praise 

For these voices still amaze 
Through sunshine or haze! 

 
Chickadee will search 
For a tiny water pool 
And bathe as a rule 

 
Cleaning their feathers  

Is a daily ritual 
In any weather 

 
Our Woodpeckers tap 

Right before a daytime nap 
Checking on the sap 

 
Robins travel far 

All around our USA 
They have much to say 

 
Bird sung Melodies 

Are true praise to Father God 
And we all applaud! 
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MAY 2022 

Sharon and I thank all of our 
Church family for the many 
prayers, thoughts and beautiful 
flowers on this blessed holy   
Easter day. This past month   
has been difficult for us. Your 
support has been felt and    
much appreciated. 

Shalom/Peace, 

Dan Scurlock 

WEST HENRIETTA BAPTIST CHURCH  

Please submit your  
articles, events and/or 

calendar items for 
JUNE to Sharon 

Scurlock  
by May 18th. 

May  1 ~ Chris Heisig 

May 11 ~ Josina McCarroll 

May 12 ~ Devonne Buskey 

May 13 ~ Jackson Goff 

May 15 ~ Shawn Teeter 

May 15 ~ Kathleen Gosnell 

May 17 ~ Jessica Lyn Heisig 

May 23 ~ George Zima 

May 29 ~ Valerie Bandemer 

 
 
 
 
 
 

MAY 2022 
CALENDAR 

 

Prayer Group 
Saturdays at 9:00 AM 

 

Choir Practice 
Saturdays at 10:30 AM 

 

Sunday Mornings 
Choir Practice at 9:30 AM 

Worship at 10:00 AM 
Fellowship at 11:00 AM 

 

Bible Study 
Wednesdays at 10:00 AM 

 

Mothers Day 
Sunday, May 8 

 

Deacons Meeting 
May 13 at 10:00 AM  

 

Trustees Meeting  
May 13 at 1:00 PM 

 

Cabinet Meeting ~ TBA 
 

LINK deadline for June 
May 18 ~ Sharon Scurlock 

 

Memorial Day 
Monday, May 30 

(Continued from page 1) 

She opened the Bible to John 3:16 and began to       
explain to him about Jesus. Right there, in front of that 
big old fireplace, he gave his heart and life to Jesus. He 
sat there and thought: John 3:16. I don't understand it, 
but it sure makes a lost boy feel safe. 
 
You know, I have to confess I don't understand it      
either, how God was willing to send His Son to die for 
me, and how Jesus would agree to do such a thing. I 
don't understand the agony of the Father and every  
angel in Heaven as they watched Jesus suffer and die. I 
don't understand the intense love for ME that kept    
Jesus on the cross till the end. I don't understand it, 
but it sure does make life worth living. 
 
John 3:16—”For God so loved the world, that he gave 

His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life.” 

 
Author Unknown --- 
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Update from the Mission Field 
 

One feature of our mission is that we give 
medicine to children who have sickle-cell 
anemia. It is an incurable disease, but we 
give medicine to help with pain and to 
enhance bodily function. We recently 
added a few new kids to the bunch.  

When Frenk meets new sickle-cell kids in our programs, he 
brings them to my attention and we help. These are the 
ones in Simbo, but we also help kids in two other villages as 
well. 

David and Michelle Heed 

RHAFT food terminal needs to 
be replenished to allow for the 
needs of our community.      
Laurie & Steve Wenthe’s food 
drive  is continuing. 

Please leave your food items on 
the island in the kitchen. They 

will collect and deliver them as they accumulate.  

We are doing a monthly drop off, usually at the end of 

each month. Laurie Wenthe 

Donations need to go to the Food Cupboard on 
Mondays between 9 & 12:00 noon. 

Update on Items needed: Cold cereal and    
Hamburger Helper 

Other suggestions: 

Tuna Helper 
Hearty Soups 
Sm. instant rice cups/meals 
Canned meats (Ham, chicken) 
Plastic jars sauce 
Puddings/jellos 
Personal care items 

Easter Flowers given in Memory or in Honor of Loved Ones 

Valerie Bandemer 2-4½”Mums: In memory of Marshall and Shirley Smith 

Josina McCarroll 2-6” Hyacinths In honor of Alan and Graham McCarroll 

Len and Violet Smith 1-10” Easter Lilly, 1-6”     
Hyacinth, 1-6”Tulip 

In memory of parents; Len & Ona Smith; 
Bart and Ethel Azzarelli; John Oliphant 

Laurie and Steve Wenthe 1-4½ Mum   

WHBC 1-6”Hydrangea and                
1-4”Hyacinth 

In memory of William Mullikin,         
Dan Scurlock’s Uncle 

Gretchen Young 2-6” Daffodils In memory of the McKenzie and    
Motter family 

Trustee’s Report 

The Trustees are “spring”ing  
into action. Excited the weather 
is going to be changing to start 
much needed projects in the 
Church and Parsonage. 

We all love to fellowship   

following Worship.  

PLEASE sign-up on the 

Fellowship Host list posted 

on the Bulletin Board in 

the Fellowship Hall 
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God With Us 

The man whispered, "God, speak to me" 
And a meadowlark sang. 
But, the man did not hear. 
 
So the man yelled, "God, speak to me" 
And the thunder rolled across the sky. 
But, the man did not listen.  
 
The man looked around and said, 
"God let me see you." 
And a star shined brightly. 
But the man did not see. 
 
And, the man shouted, "God show me a 
miracle." 
And, a life was born. 
But, the man did not notice. 
 
So, the man cried out in despair, "Touch 
me God, and let me know you are here." 
Whereupon, God reached down and 
touched the man. But, the man brushed 
the butterfly away and walked on. 
 
I found this to be a great reminder that 
God is always around us in the little and 
simple things that we take for granted 
even in our electronic age, so I would like 
to add one more: 
 
The man cried, "God, I need your help!" 
And an e-mail arrived reaching out with 
good news and encouragement. But, the 
man deleted it and continued crying… 
 
Don't miss out on a blessing because it 
isn't packaged the way that you expect. 
 
~~Author Unknown~~ 

In Memory of 
Scott S. Miller 

1961 - 2022 

Obituary of Scott S. Miller 

Scott S. Miller of Geneseo, NY died 
suddenly, April 25, 2022 at age 60. 
Scott was born December 18, 1961 in 
Rochester, NY. He was currently work-

ing for BHI Energy Services out of Miami, FL as a Lead 
Electrical Supervisor. He was predeceased by his     
father Carl E. Miller. Scott is survived by his loving wife 
of 28 years, Darlene K. Miller; son, Cody W. Miller and 
daughter Shelby L. Miller; mother, Barbara L. Miller;  
sister, Marsha L. (Brian) Reynolds and Jackie R. 
(Thomas) Pimm; brother, Todd L. (Barbara) Miller as 
well as many nieces and nephews and great nieces and 
nephews. Friends may call Friday, April 29, 2022 from  
4-8 pm at the Merton H. Kays Funeral Home, Inc. 59 
Monroe Street, Honeoye Falls, where Services will be 
held Saturday at 11 am. In lieu of flowers, memorials to 
the Geneseo Ambulance, 119 Main Street, Geneseo, 
NY 14454. To leave a condolence, please visit 
www.mertonkaysfuneralhome.com 

SMILE 

A little girl walked to and from school daily. Though the 
weather that morning was questionable and clouds were 
forming, she made her daily trek to the elementary school. 
As the afternoon progressed, the winds whipped up along 
with thunder and lightning. The mother of the little girl felt 
concerned that her daughter would be frightened as she 
walked home from school, and she herself feared that the 
electrical storm might harm her child. 
 

Following the roar of thunder, lightning, like a flaming 
sword, would cut through the sky. Full of concern, the 
mother quickly got into her car and drove along the route 
to her child's school. As she did so, she saw her little girl 
walking along, but at each flash of lightning, the child 
would stop, look up and smile. Another and another were 
to follow quickly, and with each, the little girl would look at 
the streak of light and smile. 
 

When the mother's car drove up beside the child, she low-
ered the window and called to her. 
 

"What are you doing? Why do you keep stopping?" 
 

The child answered, "I am trying to look pretty; God keeps 
taking my picture." 
 

May God bless you today as you face the storms that 
come your way. 
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Mother’s Day In Georgia 
 

The story of “Making Pancakes” reminds me of Mother’s Day in Georgia in 1970. I had just 
retired from the Air Force and was in Milledgeville attending Georgia College. 

That Mother’s Day Sunday, my family and I were at Molesville Baptist Church waiting for 
the Preacher to begin when I looked around noticing our 12-year-old son was absent. My 
wife and I looked at each other with questioning eyes, thinking he was probably outside 
playing with his friends. 

Ten or fifteen minutes later the choir was singing and still no son. Thirty minutes later the 
preacher was well into his sermon and still no son. I knew in my heart of hearts the only 
thing wrong was his priorities, which as soon as we came face-to-face again, I would direct 
him into knowing what was important and what was not important. 

Since we only lived about a block from the church, all through the sermon I was thining he 
had gone home to watch television. I knew when I found him, he would not either be able to 
sit down for a week or be interested in watching television. 

As soon as the preacher said the benediction and without staying to shake hands with fel-
low worshippers, my wife and I rushed for the door and on our way home. With anger build-
ing with every step I took toward the house, I imagined what I would say and what I would 
do as soon as we found him. 

With all that tension and anxiety building, can you imagine our surprise when we walked into 
the house and found him sitting on the sofa waiting for us with a smile. I was just about to 
let it all out, when without saying a word he stood, took his mother by the hand and led her 
into the kitchen. 

There before us was a beautiful table of food spread our twelve-year-old son had prepared 
for my wife as his Mother’s Day gift for his mom with his smile as garnishing for the meal. 

Later, we learned he left immediately after Sunday School to rush home to have it pre-
pared for his Mom when she returned after preaching. 

Isn’t this the way God is sometimes. We look at our circumstances and stand wonder at how 
bad we think things are. Then, when we see God’s outcome, we can only bow our humble 
heads in amazement at how things turned out for our good and His glory! 

Author: 

 Lawrence Bretherton 
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Now I Lay Me Down to Sleep 

 

 

 

Growing up, I wanted to be a doctor, but money was scarce, so I went to nursing school. In 1966, 
during my senior year, an Army Nurse Corps recruiter came to talk to us. It all sounded so excit-
ing: I would have a chance to travel, it paid well and, most important, I was assured that I wouldn’t 
have to go to Vietnam if I didn’t want to – which I didn’t. 

I signed up. After basic training, I was assigned to Letterman Hospital at the Presidio of San   
Francisco. During my two years at Letterman, I received orders for Vietnam three times. The first 
two times, I said no. But the third time, I decided that my two years of experience would probably 
be a huge asset over there. 

We landed in Tan Son Nhut Air Base, and when the airplane door opened, I nearly fell backward, 
overwhelmed by the heat and the stench. Suddenly, all my experience seemed trivial. Being twen-
ty-three years old seemed very young. I was scared, but there was no turning back. 

After our debriefing, I was assigned to the Sixty-seventh Evac Hospital in Qui Nhon. When the  
helicopter landed on the hospital tarmac, they set my things onto the ground. I climbed out, 
straightening my skirt. The soldiers in the helicopter yelled, “Good luck, Captain” as they took off. 

I was in my class A uniform, which meant I was also wearing nylons and high heels. Nothing could 
have been less appropriate for the surroundings. Miles of barbed wire, topped by concertina wire, 
encompassed the hospital compound and the large adjoining airfield, along with acres of hot con-
crete. I squared my shoulders and marched inside the grim cinder block building in front of me. I 
was told to get some sleep, because I started tomorrow. I gratefully fell into a bed and in the morn-
ing, I donned my hospital uniform – fatigues and Army boots – just like the soldiers. 

Because I was a captain, I was made head nurse on the orthopedic ward, which primarily held sol-
diers with traumatic amputations. I took my role very seriously and had a reputation for strictness. 

Being a nurse in the States for two years did not adequately prepare me for Vietnam. I witnessed 
a tremendous amount of suffering and watched a lot of men die. One of my rules was that nurses 
were not allowed to cry. The wounded and dying men in our care needed our strength, I told them. 
We couldn’t indulge in the luxury of our own feelings. 

On the other hand, I was always straight with the soldiers. I would never say, “Oh, you’re going to 
be just fine,” if they were on their way out. I didn’t lie. 

But I remember one kid that I didn’t want to tell. The badly wounded soldier couldn’t have been 
more than eighteen years old. I could see immediately that there was nothing we could do to save 
him. He never screamed or complained, even though he must have been in a lot of pain. 

When he asked me, “Am I going to die?” I said, “Do you feel like you are?”  

He said, “Yeah, I do” 

“Do you pray?” I asked him. 

“I know ‘Now I lay me down to sleep.’” 

“Good,” I said, “that’ll work.” 

(Continued on page 8) 

All those soldiers belong to somebody. They got 
Moms, they got wives, they got kids. . . .  They got 

Somebody who loves them. 
Liz Allen, Vietnam nurse 
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(Continued from page 7) 
 

When he asked me if I would hold his hand, 
something in me snapped. This kid deserved 
more than just having his hand held. “I’ll do  
better than that,” I told him. 

I knew I would catch flak from the other nurses 
and Corpsmen, as well as possible jeers from 
the patients, but I didn’t care. Without a single 
look around me, I climbed onto the bed with 
him. I put my arms around him, stroking his 
face and his hair as he snuggled close to me.   
I kissed him on the cheek, and together we    
recited, “Now I lay me down to sleep. I pray  
the Lord my soul to keep. If I should die before  
I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take.” 

Then he looked at me and said just one more 
sentence, “I love you, Momma, I love you”,        
before he died in my arms – quietly and peace-
fully – as if he really were just going to sleep. 

After a minute, I slipped off his bed and looked 
around. I’m sure my face was set in a fierce 
scowl, daring anyone to give me a hard time. 
But I needn’t have bothered. All the nurses and 
Corpsmen were breaking my rule and crying 
silently, tears filling their eyes or rolling down 
their cheeks. 

I thought of the dead soldier’s mother. She 
would receive a telegram informing her that  
her son had died of “war injuries.” But that was 
all it would say. I thought she might always 
wonder how it had happened. Had he died out 
in the field? Had he been with anyone? Did he 
suffer? If I were his mother, I would need to 
know. 

So later I sat down and wrote her a letter. I 
thought she’d want to hear that in her son’s  
final moments, he had been thinking of her.  
But mostly I wanted her to know that her boy 
hadn’t died alone. 

Author: Diana Dwan Poole 
Chicken Soup for the Veteran’s Soul 


