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You are Loved 

 

 
 

 

 

You are God’s Child 

 

Trust the Spirit 

 

Learn the Truth 
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Pastor’s Message: 
“This Christmas” 

 This Christmas remember that God, the one on whom we lean and do not fall, God who is Spirit, of whom our 

ancestors taught us saying,” if you want to say anything to God tell it to the wind for where the wind is God is”, 

has become like us in the person of Jesus Christ! This Christmas remember that Jesus came to bring peace and joy 

and love to the peoples of the world. He came to die for us so that by believing in his name, we might become 

the new creation, the new united family in the Kingdom of God. That is why we should avoid getting sucked into 

rancor, underhandedness, materialism and profligacy, which our alluring world always seems to beckon us to 

engage in. 

 This Christmas remember the love which forced Jesus to the cross and share it as deeply and as far as you 

can, even at random, as if without thought or plan, for that is what love sometimes is. When you give love, you 

give yourself away! 

 This Christmas remember the blood that Jesus shed to reconcile the world to God and pray and act for peace 

in your own life, family, with your neighbors and at school or work. Intercede on behalf of others in parts of our 

world who are being denied peace in places like Afghanistan, Iraq, Syria, Thailand, Democratic Republic of the 

Congo, Central African Republic, South Sudan, Ukraine, Palestine and North Korea. This Christmas remember the 

joy with which the heavenly hosts and all of the earth’s people who were caught up in the historical drama of the 

Savior’s birth received the good news. Then dedicate or channel your energies into the new mission God has 

given to us at Temple Hills, MD. 

 This Christmas remember to share the good news of our Savior’s birth to our world! 

Medase! 
 
Osofo (Pastor) Emmanuel Grantson 
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About This Issue 

 Among the items included are: a Children’s Story, a remembrance on Brother John Latimer, Christmas items, 

visual reports, a Black History item on Thomas Sankara of The Land of Upright Men, a report on protecting the 

environment @ SMT, the personal reflections “Today I found GOD in a Plastic Bag” & “Touching the Feet of 

GOD”, a Word Search, and two poems. Medase paa to all the contributors. Special thanks to Ellie Grantson & 

Darren D’Ateno for their faithful efforts in helping to produce this issue. Afehyia Pa. 

Kweku-Muata         December 2013 
 

Christmas: The Christ, The Cradle, The Cross 

 

 
 

“HE couldn’t … HE could not come down. That was the whole purpose of HIM being here … HE wasn’t a King 

until HE died, until HE was on that cross. Before that it was like HE was in training and since HE was also 

human then naturally when HE was challenged to take the journey to the cross the human part of HIM 

hesitated for a minute but HE still had to do it, HE had no option. It’s like if you are a parent and you see your 

child running into the path of a car, the human part of you don’t want to get hit by the car but the parent in 

you gives you no option but to go save your child even though you know that you could get seriously hurt in the 

process. If you understand your commitment as a parent, even though you hesitate, you have to do it. So it was 

with HIM. HE had no option. … We could not become what we have become unless HE stayed on the cross.” 

Excerpt from: Could He have come down from the Cross just to save Himself? Akasanoma - Winter 2010/2011. 
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Birth of Jesus Word Search 
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An Everyday Saint 
He fought a Good Fight, Finished his Course, Kept the Faith 

 

 

 

 

 
John Latimer (1943-2013) joined the SMT Faith Community in May 2013, after having been a member of Bethany 
Lutheran Church, MD for several years. In December 2013 he was called to his Rest. 
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Remembering An Everyday Saint 

This is a story of a memory 
Dating back to 2004 
When I returned to the church 
Through Bethany Lutheran's door.  
I was greeted with warm and open arms, 
A feeling like no other- 
Second only in my life 
To the memory of my mother.  
It did not take long to feel at home while the  
Guilt did chip away; 
I knew immediately without a doubt 
 I was Back and here to stay.  
The love of Jesus did shine bright,  
The moment I had come 
To my new Christian safe house,  
My home away from home.  
What I had learned the most though, 
Before the weeks grew long- 
Is that day I met a faithful saint  
By the name of Brother John.  
He was certainly a man among men,  
Working hard with nary a rest- 
All to the glory of Jesus 
Who lived within his chest. 
No injury, ache or pain 
Would ever sit him down; 
He'd conquer every challenge  
Without even the slightest frown.  
Trash, floors, grass and more- 
Every task was his to beat; 
He never met a single thing  
His love would not defeat.  
You would never know that he'd have  
Seemingly every ailment known to man 
For hard work was his passion,  
Met with a tenacity only he can.  
Circumstances tried to keep him down,  
 

For he did not have the privilege to drive; 
But trapped alone he would not be 
Nor kept within his hive.  
He traveled by almost any means 
And ventured wherever he had to go 
Without ever being turned around 
And never missing a show 
 
He tended to our church ground, 
Expansive as it was, 
With artistic and expert license 
As only his love does.  
He had a story for every spot 
Though eloquence be not his strength; 
But experience would pen his tale- 
And teach he would at length.  
He had a determination and a grit- 
I've never seen before 
For when life's bell did ring its chime 
He never locked the door; 
But open it he always did 
Without the slightest pause 
And invited in all who knocked 
No matter what the cause.  
There's not much more to say 
That can paint the picture true 
Unless the pleasure you did have 
Of his acquaintance if you knew.  
For now we just remember 
And celebrate his return 
And cherish his friendship and stories 
Of his life that we did earn.  
May his journey homeward bound 
Be without a single plaint 
For we've been blessed in this earthly life 
To know this everyday saint.  
 

May our brother John rest peacefully until we may fellowship with him again. 

Submitted by Darren D’Ateno. 
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Children’s Time: 
Why the Goat lives in a House and the Leopard in the Forest 

A long, long time ago, the goat and the leopard were friends who lived in the same village. They used to 

do everything together. One day the mother goat and the mother leopard decided on a whim to go into the 

forest to search for food for themselves and their children. While they were away their children began to play. 

The baby goat asked the baby leopard, “how does your mother hunt for a game?” The baby leopard said to the 

baby goat “go get me a big bunch of bananas and I’ll show you how she does it”. No sooner had the baby goat 

brought the bunch of bananas than the baby leopard jumped on them, attacked them with ferocity and tore all 

the bananas into shreds! The baby leopard felt impressive. 

 He in turn asked the baby goat, “Tell me, how does your mother hunt for a game?” The baby goat told the 

baby leopard to bring a big rock and place it in front of him and he would demonstrate how his mother hunts for 

a game. The baby leopard got the biggest rock he could find and placed it in front of the baby goat. The baby goat 

moved backwards like a place-kicker ready for a “kickoff” in a football game. He ran at full speed and butted the 

big rock with his head! The rock broke into tiny pieces and turned to dust!! The baby leopard immediately 

became afraid, seeing that the baby goat had just turned a whole rock into dust by merely hitting it with its head. 

Later in the evening when the mothers returned to the village, their sons told them what had happened when 

they were at play. The next day the mother goat and the mother leopard were together in the house cooking 

when the mother goat asked the mother leopard to fetch her some salt. The mother leopard refused, whereupon 

the mother goat stretched her body in an attempt to rise and get the salt herself. But as she stretched herself to 

rise, the mother leopard thought she was getting ready to butt her head and horns against her body in order to 

turn her into dust, just as her son had said goats could. The mother leopard ran as fast as she could into the thick 

forest and has not been seen since. That’s why Leopards live in the forest and Goats live in villages. In the forest, 

you might sometimes see a leopard on top of trees, at other times around rocks, or in tall grass. But for the 

mother goat she lives in a house. 

 The swift and mighty leopard got the information about the goat’s ability to turn rocks into dust from her 

young child without verifying for herself or asking goat directly whether or not it was true. This Christmas season, 

find out for yourself whether Jesus whose coming into the world we celebrate, really loves you or not. Ask him to 

come into your life and be your friend and he will. One wise man once said that “we are all entitled to interpret 
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how we see things differently, but we are not entitled to have different facts”. Jesus is truly the savior of the 

world. He died for you and me. That’s why we have Christmas. Find out for yourself and don’t be like the mother 

leopard. 

Medase! 

OSOFO 
____________________________________________________________________________________________ 

Today I found GOD in a Plastic Bag 

 A jolt! That’s how I awakened this morning, to the upbeat cadence of the refreshing Caribbean hook of “Tiney 

Winey”. It’s Friday already- where has the week gone? Such is my wonder as the pulsating rhythm of the 

showerhead’s cascading waterfall crashes against my welcoming body. I think it’s going to be a good day, yet I 

still know not why. I routinely dress over the din of my TV as I learn of the Yankees’ second win this pre-season 

over the defending American League champion Rays. With my shoes meticulously tied, my car warms outside as I 

strap my watch to my bare wrist and don my metal cross around my neck. I toss my shoulder bag onto the back 

seat of my car upon exiting my house as I then strap in to the tune of my favorite morning radio station that so 

brightens my day with a smile. Then, shortly after leaving behind the recognizable curve of my street, I sit under 

the familiar glow of the red light at the intersection that greets me every working day. That’s when it happened- I 

saw the plastic bag. 

 It was nothing special, the plastic bag. Or was it? Just a plain, white, handled plastic bag. What amused my 

attention was the way it danced happily in the invisible brisk wind that day- or as I sometimes think of the unseen 

force of air as- the hand of God. Ah, God- the father of all that is good- including the wonders and great, human 

debates of this world. Then the age old question peeks its head around the corner- does He exist? – almost, 

seemingly on cue, just waiting to be answered by one’s own test of faith. Yes, of course He exists. Besides, that is 

how I was raised and what I was taught. Furthermore, I occupy the same lonely pew every week in the same 

church I hold office in, so how can there be any doubt? But there always is, by someone, whether by pundit or 

circumstance. As always, I try to answer the question as I only know how, silently to myself. 

 The crows I saw prancing along the curb this particular morning conjured up one of the biggest age-old 

uncertainties in my mind- creation versus evolution. Now we know God created everything despite what the 

scientific minds might have us to believe. But what of the dinosaurs? What of the massive creatures of land, sea 

and air that have scattered our planet with fossilized remains and specimens eternally trapped in amber prisons? 
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Ah, the scientific mind- so precise, so calculating and exacting- providing us with all the answers. But does it really 

prove the genesis of our planet, nay, our existence? I mean, it’s hard to dispute the gargantuan pieces of bone 

unearthed in many an excavation. But could these evolutionary pieces of the puzzle be part of his design? 

Certainly, these prehistoric creatures did not find solace in the Ark. But could the meteoric catastrophe and the 

Great Flood be one and the same? Certainly, science has proven that one may cause the other. But still, what of 

these massive fragments of skeleton? After all, Leviathan sounds pretty huge to me just as it did to Job, I’m sure. 

Besides, I am sure, even in my simple mind, that there were more than just earthly days between light and Adam. 

Ah, the excitement of the possibilities! My miniscule mind races to a halt as it expectantly fails at any attempt at 

enlightenment. Just then, the light turns green as my mind and my car moves on. 

 Ever wonder why bad things happen to good people? I do- and did- in the congestion that is I-495. I’ve heard 

that question all too many times. It’s just coincidence, chance, the evil result of man’s free will- we can go on and 

on, but I have to get to work. But then, the pundits once again- why would a loving God allow it all to happen? A 

seemingly good question to the untested soul, so often left up to our own human ignorance and limited 

capacities. Those who claim understanding include it as part of “The Plan”. I remember when I was four years old. 

Oh, how my parents loved to dress me in the fashionable remains of the day. I remember the pride they took in 

adorning me in my white pants and white silky shirt on that life-changing day. The day that very same outfit 

would change to the hue of crimson, the color of the very blood that would drench it as it poured from my 

pierced chin. I was told many times not to run in the house, but then again what little boy listens all the time, 

right? It would take the unhinging of my jaw by the corner of an unforgiving dresser drawer for it to finally sink in 

why I should have walked. How could my parents let this happen? Don’t they love me? Shouldn’t they keep me 

safe no matter what? Maybe they should have kept their beloved son locked naked in a padded room- certainly 

nothing can harm him there, right? Yes, whatever it takes to save me, even from myself and my childish 

resistance to parental authority. Maybe God teaches us and nurtures us just as any loving parents do, allowing us 

to grow and learn, even if we have to do so “the hard way” sometimes. Maybe life really is the proverbial chess 

game it is purported to be. Except, I do not believe we are all pawns. I believe we are all kings and queens on this 

board called Earth with all the rules and instruction we need. I believe it is up to us to calculate our moves, 

looking as far ahead as necessary, as we see fit. How we move the piece that is our own destiny is up to us. Do 

we all make the right moves as we attempt to stalemate to a peaceful coexistence? Of course not. We, after all, 

are still only human, left to our own sinning devices. The ruthless will dispose of the king, the cunning will capture 
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the queen, and the rest wallow in the ensuing battle, right? But it’s ok you naysayers. God allows us to play again. 

But for now, I continue on as I-495 begins to move once again. 

 Passing cars is a fascinating affair if you actually take the time to glance into the windows of each (but please, 

keep your focus on the road or we will never get off of this highway!). The smiles, the frowns, the technologically 

advanced conversations camouflaged as curious soliloquies- all amusing anecdotes in the hustle and bustle of the 

day. Watching people simply amazes me and captures my imagination. Is it how people with such similar 

characteristics act so differently? Is it how a dozen or so facial features combine to create millions- nay billions- of 

possibilities? Or is it something that just cannot be explained, no matter how hard we try? Why do humans even 

need society? The body only needs food, shelter and clothing (ok, and sex) to survive and continue, no matter 

what Maslow may argue, right? So why does the soul need love and humanity at all? What awakens our souls 

anyway? Is it that perfect sunrise? The melodious ardor of the birds in the dew filled morning? Maybe it is the 

presence of that certain someone in your life whose beauty alone proves the existence of someone greater than 

ourselves, for surely she was sent from above to ignite your inner beauty, comfort your fears and emblazon your 

heart? I was lucky enough to receive this precious gift myself- or correctly said- was blessed enough to recognize 

it. I thank her every chance I get by the way, and so should you to your heavenly gift. If she isn’t proof of His 

divine grace and glory, I don’t know what is. 

 Finally, my exit! Two more turns and my drive this morning is done, thank goodness. Too bad my workday 

isn’t as well I think to myself, though life is too short to rush any given day. Ah, life. So finite and quantitative yet 

no one can explain it. Is it even worth trying? I mean, what’s to say there is anything after it anyway? What makes 

us think it’s a gift from God if it is taken away so quickly? My unqualified mind tries to rationalize once more as I 

see the trees, street signs, cars, birds- all that passes on my journey to the grindstone. In my passing, I’m 

reminded of that basic physical principal I learned so long ago- that all matter is made up of molecules. Scientists 

would delight in my recollection and agreement that I too am merely a complex amalgam of those very same 

particles- protons, neutrons, electrons- and all the other ions I don’t know of or can’t pronounce. So I ask plainly- 

what makes me so special? I am just a mix of the same infinitesimal pieces as that stop sign that greets my final 

turn every morning, just arranged a little differently, right? If we, and all that surrounds us, can ultimately be 

broken down to the same smallest integers possible, what makes us so different than any of the other lifeless 

structures that surround us? What is the mysterious “life force” that allows us as humans to walk, talk, think, 

touch, feel- love- and express the seemingly endless array of emotions and senses that we do? It certainly isn’t 
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the same evolution of chaotic perchance that is the basis of so many learned arguments and theses. If it was, 

maybe I’d still be at the corner in dialogue with that stop sign. I wish I knew. Everyone wants to know. Or maybe 

we are not supposed to know. Maybe it is the eternally intricate yet forever simple and unexplainable breath of 

God that is in us all. I don’t know about you, but I am convinced that it is just that simple. I hope everyone that I 

love and hold dear to me- and all of mankind for that matter- is ultimately convinced as well. 

 Thank you father God. Thank you for all that you have given me and promise to give me still. Thank you for 

the air in my lungs, the earth under my feet, the clothes on my back, the roof over my head, the food on my 

table- and most of all- the love in my heart. All glory, praise and honor be unto you for the goodness and mercy 

you have shown me this day and all the days of my life. I thank you for the sacrifice you have made for us through 

your only son, Jesus Christ our Lord. Please give me the strength this day and every day to do what is good and 

pleasing to you in accordance with what you have planned for me already. You bid your will in such mysterious 

ways dear God. There is so much beauty and splendor in all of your creation. Who would ever think that today I 

would have found you in a plastic bag? 

Written by Darren D’Ateno. 

 

GIVE A GIFT TO JESUS 

I was hungry and you fed ME, naked and you clothed ME 
 
Lutheran World Relief: www.lwr.org, http://lwrgifts.org/ 

Hyacinth’s Place: http://www.hyacinths.org/donate.html 

Remembering Christmas  

One of my most memorable Christmases is one when I was 13 years old.  It was the first Christmas at our new 

house. My sister and I were so happy cause we finally had our own rooms. My sister and I always enjoyed putting 

up the Christmas tree and driving around to see the Christmas lights in the area. But our favorite part was waking 

up on Christmas morning and seeing all the presents under the tree.   

That year it was so exciting for us being in the new house and all. We stayed up as late as we could before our 

Mother made us go to bed. We went upstairs to our respective rooms. I tried to fall asleep but I just tossed and 

turned all night. I was just so excited. After about an hour or so I heard something in my room. I opened my eyes 

http://www.lwr.org/
http://lwrgifts.org/
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to see what I could see. It was dark and I didn't see anything so I closed my eyes and tried to go back to sleep. 

Again I heard a noise in my room. This time I KNEW it was something in my room. I quickly reached to turn on the 

lamp in my room. Once I turned on the light, I saw a face directly in front of mine. I SCREAMED!!! THE PERSON 

SCREAMED!!!! WE BOTH SCREAMED TOGETHER!!!!! 

It was my sister. She had come in my room to see if I was sleep cause she couldn't sleep either. She wanted to 

sneak downstairs and see if our gifts had been put under the tree.  HAHAHAHAHA.  My Mother ran up the stairs 

wondering what was wrong. When we told her what happened we all stood in my room and laughed.  She made 

us stay up stairs that night but my sister and I stayed in my room and sat up all night talking about what we 

wanted and what we thought we would get. I don't remember what was under the tree. But I do remember the 

special time I spent with my sister.   

Zsabetta Artis 

A New EXPECTATION 

Kwanzaa In Our Daily Faith Living 
 

 

 

 
 Many people struggle to find and feel the joy and peace of which we read and sing during Advent & 

Christmas. They are confronted with thousands of images to equate joy with spending money, peace with the 

purchases made. Does it sound like someone you know? This cycle of commerce seems to have become the pulse 

of the season, leaving some of us feeling like Christ isn’t here.  
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 Between people who have difficulty feeling the presence of Jesus this time of year and those who may not 

know Him at all, the values and celebration of Kwanzaa would seem a perfect fit. Developed without a heavy 

religious doctrine, a whole week is focused on rededication to building stronger families and community by 

recognizing how each value has an individual and collective benefit. 

 But why are Christians – persons who proclaim and pursue a closer living relationship with Jesus Christ – not 

en masse the first to embrace this? Is it because Kwanzaa wasn’t intended to glorify Jesus alone? Perhaps we 

overlook that neither the Cross itself, nor the walk with it, were inspiring at first. But the lesson we learn from it 

gives new hope daily to millions. While Kwanzaa may not be biblically sourced, the values directly tie into the 

Word upon which our Church was established. 

 Many weeks ago, young men from our congregation joined together. I looked each in the eye and repeatedly 

asked with some force, who are you? While the full names were appreciated, those were not able to suffice my 

request. Even after nearly 45 minutes, it became clear that we (self included) have neglected the question more 

than we ought. This season demands, in Christmas and in Kwanzaa, that we know our identity and purpose 

beyond a surface level.  

 How do we use this as a tool for growth? First, do what the Bible says. Write down who you are. Write your 

understanding of how God has equipped you to serve Him (egg. spiritual gifts). Then jump deep into NIA, the 

Kwanzaa value of purpose. How are you living your purpose as a child of God? How will others view you? Write it.  

 

Devote real time to this.  

 

 
 
 Pray about it and live it! If your words on a page remain there, you are only telling a story. Jesus came that we 

might become stories-in-motion, living examples of God’s enormous grace. As we reflect on the gospel of Jesus’ 

birth and    the influence of Kwanzaa in our lives, let’s focus on where the Spirit of God is working within each. 

Amen 

(written by Brother Marshall Love) 

God’s Word is a LampforMy Path 
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Dancing in the Liturgy of the Meal 

  

  
Celebration of the Nativity of Our LORD 
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Touching the Feet of GOD 

 During the weekend of November 8-10, 2013, a group of women, under the direction of the SMT Women’s 

Group, journeyed by carpool to The Massanautten Resort in Virginia, for a weekend Retreat. You might ask 

yourself, what is the purpose of such a venture and why go so far away for this type of gathering? This brings me 

to the question of what then is a retreat?  

 Well, a retreat can be many things: a couple's retreat, a fitness retreat, a photography retreat, a men’s' 

retreat and so on, but this gathering was a Christian Women’s' retreat  where we gathered for a time of Bible 

Study, reflection, prayer, re-focusing, meditation, fellowship, relaxation, fun & for some of us, rest. A retreat such 

as this should be a time to get away from familiar surroundings, people & circumstances, to go to a place that is 

less familiar where the group as a whole and individuals, can focus on getting in touch with each other and with 

Our GOD. 

 Getting to our destination is always an adventure in itself. Expectations escalate! Where will our rooms be 

located? Who will our roommates be? Will we come back with a different mind-set than the one we left home 

with? Will we be better able to serve in our Church, and will we be more equipped to witness to others about 

Jesus Christ, our Savior & Lord? 

 Going earlier in the day helps, but if you have to wait until later, there will surely be bumper-to-bumper traffic 

on Route 66 West & on Route I81 South. Driving to higher elevations, can put you into an advanced state of going 

there with the thoughts in mind, that this is a time for seeking higher places both physically & spiritually. 

I got to be a passenger for a change, but I had excellent drivers going & coming back. Thank God for them. 

 Upon arrival, it becomes apparent this resort is a sprawling enterprise, covering many acres of land, 

surrounded by mountains. There are so many buildings that house lodgings & activity centers. It can be a bit 

overwhelming watching the many deer so close to the roadside or see them in large groups grazing on a hill. It 

makes you wonder, what else is out there too. The scenery helps one to re-focus on our purpose for being there, 

and that purpose may be something different for each individual. 

 The times comes however, for us to check into our rooms, meet our roommates & meet our facilitator who 

helps us to center our focus at the evening meeting & workshop.  

 Betty McLeod knows exactly how to do that very well, and she did, not tired at all after she rented a car and 

insisted on driving herself up there, by herself. WOW!A "getting to know you" ice breaker is always a good 
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activity to start with, so that is what we did on Friday. It was fun and very interesting. 

Since this was a Christian Women’s' retreat, we had several other topics to explore. Some of them were 

empathy, sympathy, loyalty, patience, responsibility, hope & other topics. Our challenge was to see what The 

Holy Bible has to say about these things. Lively discussions followed. We also had brief discussions on women in 

the Bible. Did you know that there are over 180+ women mentioned in The Bible? Most by name, but some are 

unnamed, yet still mentioned in the Scriptures. How many can you name? 

 Between enjoying the tasty breakfasts, lunches & a family style dinner, and attending our workshop sessions, 

we took the time to break up into groups to explore the towns near the resort & went on a field trip of sorts, on 

Saturday afternoon. One group went to an Antique Mall in Harrisonburg, while another group explored the 

bowling facility and swimming areas on the grounds. Back in session, we got a chance to speak freely about 

whatever we wanted to express, and left with some worksheets to help us evaluate our own strengths & 

weakness plus information on how to build a stronger team where everyone feels welcome and appreciated. 

Fellowship for some extended on into later evening hours. Rest time came for some of the rest of us, sooner than 

later.  

 We did a lot in a short period of time, but the nagging question still remained: Had we reached out to praise, 

worship & magnify our God? Had we learned more about Him? Had we reached up to touch His feet, up there in 

the mountains? It might have happened on the day when we watched the sunset slowly, or in the morning 

watching the sunrise, or when someone took that solo walk around our lodging area, or for the one who sat in 

the rocking chair on the porch in quiet reflection. Maybe it was during a prayer that was said or when a song was 

sung. Maybe someone thought about just how wonderful God is when we did our morning exercises as a group, 

or when working as a member of a team that worked together to see that we had such nice meals & snacks. 

Maybe we touched the feet of God when we realized the depth, strength, wisdom and generosity of our 

Facilitator this year, who put a lot of time into preparing for our time together. 

 Did we touch the feet of God, or did we go to the mountains & come back the same way we left? I think each 

woman that went on the 2013 retreat will have to answer that question for herself. The goal should be to never 

go & come back the same. A retreat calls for action; a change or at least a light bulb should go on that a personal 

change is needed. So my thought is this, "Let the change I want to see, begin with me." 

     I would like to encourage everyone who can go to come with the SMT Women’s' Group on their annual 

retreat, to give it a try. It is what YOU make it. When YOU go, YOU can touch the feet of GOD for yourself and 
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come back from the retreat, knowing a little more about yourself, your sisters in Christ, and how we can better 

work together to serve our GOD, in our community. I have touched His feet, have you? 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 Written by Martha R. Thompson. 

Retreat & Renew 
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The Love that is My Mother 

The greatest woman in the world  
May be a matter of debate 
But to cast a ballot for my vote 
No longer could I wait.  
The choice for me is simple-  
A woman like no other; 
The person who blessed me on this earth to  
Allow me to call her "mother".  
All others paled in comparison,  
I knew right from the start; 
For no other person have I known 
With such a loving heart.  
She bore me with a purpose of which I may just  
Not know yet; 
But she still watches over me every day- 
On that I'd surely bet.  
She never left a single detail  
In anything she ever did; 
Her warmth and compassion for those she loved 
Was something she never hid.  
Her home was a revolving door 
For anyone in need; 
She never turned a soul away 
No matter what the deed.  
She gave all there was to give- 
Her time and all her treasure; 
To help another in desperate times-  
To her was the smallest measure.  
She never complained or fussed one bit 
But always exuded joy;  
I'm thankful to have had such grace 
Bring up and shape this boy.  
She'd see me grow and soon become 
The man she'd have me be; 
 

I only wish she was still here 
With my love for her to see.   
I know deep within my heart 
She'll never leave my side; 
To say her name and worth to me 
I shout with greatest pride.  
I only pray in her time on earth 
And that which we did share 
That she might know my love for her  
Was truly beyond compare.  
No matter how I might search, 
And whoever I may find, 
Can never replace this beautiful rose 
Still blooming in my mind.  
I pray God watches over her  
And peace be her reward; 
I know she is in the loving arms 
Of our savior and our Lord. 
Until I pass and reunite with her 
And embrace her love once more, 
There's only one simple thing in life 
Of which I am but sure- 
That when God placed me in her womb 
And blessed me as her son, 
My love for her would never end 
Not even when my time's done. 
When that day comes along once more 
And eternity be our bliss, 
I may not have known much in life 
But surely I know this- 
Of all the beauty of God's earth- 
It's splendor and it's color- 
Nothing shone so radiantly bright 
As the love that my is my mother. 

Submitted by Darren D’Ateno. In 2013 his mother, Kandy D’Ateno, was called to her Rest. 

 

Somebody  PrayedFor Me
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Black History Moment: 
Thomas Sankara & The Land of Upright Men 

 Thomas Sankara (Dec 21, 1949 – Oct 15, 1987) was a military captain, Pan-Africanist & President of Burkina 

Faso from 1983 to 1987.Sankara seized power in a 1983 popularly supported coup with the goal of eliminating 

the dominance by France and corruption. He immediately launched one of the most ambitious programs for 

social and economic change ever attempted in Africa. To symbolize this new autonomy and rebirth, he even 

renamed the country from the French colonial Upper Volta to Burkina Faso("Land of Upright Men"). 

 His foreign policies were centered on anti-imperialism nationalizing all land and mineral wealth, and averting 

the power and influence of the IMF & World Bank. He argued that the poor and exploited did not have an 

obligation to repay money to the rich. 

 His domestic policies were focused on preventing famine with agrarian self-sufficiency and land reform, 

prioritizing education with a nation-wide literacy campaign, and promoting public health by vaccinating 2.5 

million children against meningitis, yellow fever and measles. Other components of his national agenda included 

planting over ten million trees to halt the growing desertification of the Sahel, doubling wheat production by 

redistributing land to peasants, suspending rural poll taxes and domestic rents, and establishing an ambitious 

road and rail construction program to "tie the nation together". On the localized level Sankara also called on 

every village to build a medical dispensary and had over 350 communities construct schools with their own labor. 

Moreover, his commitment to women's rights led him to outlaw female genital mutilation, forced marriages and 

polygamy, while appointing females to high governmental positions and encouraging them to work outside the 

home and stay in school even if pregnant. 

 Unlike many leaders, he chose to walk the talk. For example, he reduced the salaries of well-off public servants, 

including his own, and forbade the use of government chauffeurs and 1st class airline tickets. He refused to use 

the air conditioning in his office on the grounds that such luxury was not available to anyone but a handful of 

Burkinabes. As President, he lowered his salary to $450 a month and limited his possessions to a car, four bikes, 

three guitars, a fridge and a broken freezer. In Ouagadougou, Sankara converted the army's provisioning store 

into a state-owned supermarket open to everyone (the first supermarket in the country). 

 
(Sources: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thomas_Sankara, ) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Meningitis
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yellow_fever
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Measles
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Women%27s_rights
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Female_genital_mutilation
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Forced_marriage
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Polygamy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thomas_Sankara
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Redeem the Land 
The land is mine and you are but aliens and my tenants. Throughout the country that you 
 hold as a possession, you must provide for the redemption of the land.  Leviticus 25:23-24 

 
 As Christians we are often the first to acknowledge God’s handiwork in the earth and skies.  We celebrate 

creation’s beauty with flowers on our altar and trees in our Ancestral Grove. We know that God has entrusted us 

with the care and maintenance of the abundance He has provided but it can be difficult to carry out this 

responsibility. This coming year we plan to make some improvements to our property that will lead us to be good 

stewards of the earth while having direct benefits to SMT. 

 Prince George’s County Council has passed the Clean Water Act Fee enacting a Watershed Protection and 

Restoration Program.  Every property owner in the county, residential, business and institutional will pay a yearly 

fee to support this program. The county has also developed a rebate and tax credit program that every property 

owner in the county can participate in using seven best practices including cisterns, green roofs, pavement 

removal, permeable pavement, rain barrels, rain gardens and tree canopies. 

 St. Michael’s Truth has a problem with storm-water running off our roof and parking lot down the hill behind 

the church building.  This water carries mud onto our patio requiring a lot of cleanup before we can use it for a 

picnic or other fellowship event. We will be following the county guidelines to install rain barrels or cisterns to 

capture this storm-water before it runs downhill keeping our patio clean. We will be able to receive rebates 

worth up to $20,000 for the work that we do.  If we maintain our improvements we will also receive a credit 

towards our Clean Water Act Fee. Residential homeowners can receive rebates worth up to $2,000 for 

improvements to their property and tax credits for this work as long as the proper guidelines are followed.  You 

can learn more about this program at: www.princegeorgescountymd.gov/sites/StormwaterManagement. 

Let’s all take care of the bounty that God has provided. 

Submitted by Laura Ehle. 

 

Do Justice 

Love Kindness 

Walk Humbly with Your GOD 

http://www.princegeorgescountymd.gov/sites/StormwaterManagement
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the Girl I loved 

 
the girl I loved 
wore a smile  
that could make blind men see 
the dawn that sings 
yet she would never laugh at the shadows of old women 
rocking in squeaky chairs 
stained with pride 
long worn stale. 
 
the girl I loved 
when I gazed  
She felt a stare 
penetrating beyond her fears 
felt naked yet secure 
an orgasmic thrill oozing yet not lingering 
as she wondered how to fit herself  
in the space between yes and no. 
 
the girl I loved 
could with ease dance on flowers 
without preventing the bees 
from being intermediaries of plant love 
yet was stung by the pain of the pause 
she felt was her only option 
since there was no longer any vacancy 
in the space between yes and no. 
 
the girl I loved 
keeps reappearing in each girl I love 
no silence 
no whisper 
no apology 
just an estrogen soaked mud-cloth banner 
proclaiming that 
“lovin ain’t as simple 
as licking ice cream on a summer afternoon”. 

 
 
 

Kweku-Muata Osei                             March 2009 
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Did You Know? 

Scientists say they have been able to successfully print new eye cells that could be used to treat sight loss: "Our 

study has shown … that cells derived from the mature central nervous system, the eye, can be printed using a 

piezoelectric inkjet printer… the aim is to develop this technology for use in retinal repair in the future". 

http://www.bbc.co.uk/news/health-25405542 
 

Practice &the Sub-Conscious Mind: “People need to be on top of their game when mastering skills like playing a 

musical instrument or detecting a bomb. … research suggests that our unconscious can be harnessed to help us 

excel. The unconscious brain is really good at spotting patterns. After hours of practice, a fluent musician's brain 

stores how to play the piece in an area at the back of the brain called the cerebellum - literally "the little brain". It 

has more brain cells than the rest of the brain put together”.  http://www.bbc.co.uk/news/health-25462959 

 
Reversing Aging with ‘Communication’: “The aging process … is like a married couple-- when they are young, 

they communicate well, but over time, living in close quarters for many years, communication breaks down ... 

Certain events on a molecular level help facilitate communication between the cell nucleus and the mitochondria, 

the cell's energy source. … The communication breakdown is caused by lower levels of a chemical called NAD, 

which decreases with age.  Researchers .. have pinpointed the communication breakdown as the cause of aging. 

…  But as with marriage, restoring the lines of communication can nurse the cells back to health”. 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2013/12/20/reverse-aging-process-_n_4480020.html?utm_hp_ref=health-news&ir=Health+News 

 
2000 Steps: “In new research published in the journal Lancet, scientists report that among people with early signs 

of pre-diabetes, taking an extra 2,000 steps a day, the equivalent of 20 minutes of moderate-paced walking, 

helped them lower their chances of heart problems”. 

http://healthland.time.com/2013/12/19/how-many-steps-does-it-take-to-avoid-a-heart-attack-researchers-find-out/ 

 
2000 Years: A baby boy was born in a temporary homeless shelter. Shepherds, smelly and unclean outcasts, were 

selected to be the initial human publicists of His birth. Later in life He would be abandoned by even Hisclosest 

companions as He was being brutally executed by that the seeminglyforever invincible imperial power of that 

day, Rome. Today the empire and language of Rome are dead, while that baby boy who became the Crucified 

then Resurrected then Glorified One lives and reigns in the lives of billions of people all around the world. 

http://www.bbc.co.uk/news/health-25405542
http://www.bbc.co.uk/news/health-25462959
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2013/12/20/reverse-aging-process-_n_4480020.html?utm_hp_ref=health-news&ir=Health+News
http://healthland.time.com/2013/12/19/how-many-steps-does-it-take-to-avoid-a-heart-attack-researchers-find-out/
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About St. Michael’s Truth (SMT) Church 

   
Service Hours: 

Sunday:  
Sunday School 9:00 am; Worship Service 10:00 am 

Wednesday:  
Prayer Meeting 7:30 pm 

Friday:  
Rites of Passage 7:30 pm 

Saturday:  
 Women’s Bible Study: 9:15 am on the 2nd & 4th Saturday of each month 

 Akatakye (Men of Valor) Breakfast & Bible Study: 9:00am on the 1st Saturday of each month 
 Mantsim-Adze African Drumming & Dancing: 12:00noon – 2:00pm 

Upcoming Special Events: 
 Kwanzaa Service     :  December 28, 2013 @ 7:30pm 
 New Year’s Eve Service & Karamu   :  December 31, 2013 @ 10:00pm 
 Black History Month Jazz Service :  February 23, 2014 @ 10:00am 
 Ash Wednesday Service     :  March 5, 2014 @ 7:30pm 
 Good Friday Tenebrae with Jazz    :  April 18, 2014  @ 7:30pm 
 Celebration of the Resurrection of Our LORD  :  April  20, 2014 @ 10:00am 

 
 

___________________________________________________________________________________________ 

A Church 

Where CultureMeets theCross 

to Promote theGospel 

2nd Letter to the Corinthians Ch 4: 1 – 7 
GOD in HIS mercy has given us this work to do, and so we do not become 

discouraged. … Yet we who have this spiritual treasure are like common clay 

pots, in order to show that the supreme power belongs to GOD, not us. 

 


