"Of course it hurt!" I snapped, misunderstanding, wrapped up in myself.  I strode off.
A month or so after that, when I next went to the beach, she wasn't there.  Feeling guilty, ashamed, and admitting to myself I missed her, I went up to the cottage after my walk and knocked at the door.  A drawn looking young woman with honey-colored hair opened the door.

"Hello," I said, "I'm Robert Peterson.  I missed your little girl today and wondered where she was."

"Oh yes, Mr. Peterson, please come in.  Wendy spoke of you so much.  I'm afraid I allowed her to bother you.  If she was a nuisance, please, accept my apologies."

"Not at all -- she's a delightful child." I said, suddenly realizing that I meant what I had just said.

"Wendy died last week, Mr. Peterson.  She had leukemia.  Maybe she didn't tell you."

Struck dumb, I groped for a chair. I had to catch my breath.

"She loved this beach, so when she asked to come, we couldn't say no.  She seemed so much better here and had a lot of what she called happy days.  But the last few weeks, she declined rapidly..."  Her voice faltered, "She left something for you, if only I can find it.  Could you wait a moment while I look?"

I nodded stupidly, my mind racing for something to say to this lovely young woman. She handed me a smeared envelope with "MR. P" printed in bold childish letters.  Inside was a drawing in bright crayon hues ~ a yellow beach, a blue sea, and a brown bird.  Underneath was carefully printed:

A SANDPIPER TO BRING YOU JOY
Tears welled up in my eyes, and a heart that had almost forgotten to love opened wide.  I took Wendy's mother in my arms. "I'm so sorry, I'm so 
sorry, I'm so sorry,” I uttered over and over, and we wept together.  
The precious little picture is framed now and hangs in my study.  Six words ~ one for each year of her life ~ that speak to me of harmony, courage, and undemanding love.  A gift from a child with sea blue eyes and hair the color of sand ~ who taught me the gift of love.
Publishers’ Note: This is a true story sent out by Robert Peterson.  It happened over 20 years ago and the incident changed his life forever.  It serves as a reminder to all of us that we need to take time to enjoy living and life and each other.

Life is so complicated; the hustle and bustle of everyday traumas can make us lose focus about what is truly important or what is only a momentary setback or crisis.

This week, be sure to give your loved ones an extra hug, and by all means, take a moment... even if it is only ten seconds, to stop and smell the roses.

This comes from someone's heart, and is read by many and now I share it with you...  May God Bless everyone who receives this! 

Everything that happens to us happens for a reason.  Never brush aside anyone as insignificant.  Who knows what they can teach us?

I wish for you, a sandpiper.

A man has joy by the answer of his mouth, and a word spoken in due season, how good it is!  ~ Proverbs 15:23
Pleasant words are like a honeycomb, Sweetness to the soul and health to the bones.  ~ Proverbs 16:24
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Prayer
Requests 

Sandra Atchison, Courtney’s wife, spent some time in the hospital.
Randy Casson, Pam’s husband, spent several days in Southern Regional undergoing medical procedures for vascular issues ~ see Pam for an update.
Betty Morris was admitted to Piedmont Henry with chest pains and confusion ~ they did a procedure to check her heart on Monday ~ she may be home now.
Rick Novak, Betty Uebele’s nephew, is battling cancer again ~ please pray for him and his family.

OUR MEMBERS: 

Mildred Allaway, Frank Billingsley, Brenda Born, Dean Bruce, Sue Collins, Gwinnell Goss, Willard Mann, Vern and Betty Morris, Shirley Queen, Sonny Vaughn
MISSIONS:

Robert Martin ~ Pacific Islands

Todd Storks ~ Tanzania, Africa

FRIENDS AND FAMILY:
Rachael Atchison (Courtney’s Mom/eyes)

Kari Clark (Jerrie Weathers’ friend/cancer)
Bill Dempsey (Former member)

Jeremiah Dorsey (Cheryl Killian’s friend/cancer)
Update:  Jeremiah needs to gain weight before they will continue the chemo treatments.

Charlotte Falkner (cancer/chemo)

Bear Fields (Amber Weathers’ friend/cancer)

Myrt Hunter (Wyn Miller’s aunt/blood disease)

Savannah Maddox (Alice Johnson’s granddaughter)

Megan Moon (Connie’s daughter)

Rick Novak (Betty Uebele’s nephew/cancer)
Anthony Pileggi (Uebele family friend/cancer)

Bill Turpin (Lourie Willard’s friend/liver transplant)
WEDNESDAY INVITATION
February 28, 2018

Carlton Smith

MARK YOUR CALENDAR

Ladies Day ~ McDonough Church of Christ

March 10, 2018
2018 Christian Men’s Leadership Conference

Central Church of Christ, Dalton, GA

Keynote Speaker:  Lonnie Jones

March 10, 2018

To register:  706-278-8051 or centralcoc@ccocdalton.org
Ladies Day ~ Fayetteville Church of Christ

March 17, 2018
2018 PROGRESSIVE MEETING

February 25 – March 1, 2018

Theme:  “They Who Overcome”

(Lessons centered around the Churches of Asia)

Speaker:  Brother Van Hutton

from Double Springs Church of Christ in Alabama

 A list of locations, times, and lessons are posted on the foyer bulletin board or you can pick-up one of the cards on the table at the back of the auditorium.
The Fountain of Life (Larry Acuff) each Saturday at 7:00 a.m. WATC Channel 57 
In Search of the Lord’s Way each Sunday at 
7:30 a.m. WATC Channel 57
[image: image50.jpg]WY elcome



Fairview Church of Christ
And you will seek Me and find Me, when you search for Me with all your heart.  Jeremiah 29:13

February 25, 2018
Minister:

Jerry Whitmire

678-432-4953 Home

678-492-0383 Cell

Church Info:

1048 Swan Lake Rd.

Stockbridge, GA  30281

Phone:  770-474-7107

Fax:      770-506-0136

Email:  frvwcoc@yahoo.com
Services:

Sunday

Bible Study . . . . 9:30 a.m.

Worship . . . . .  10:30 a.m.

Worship . . . . . .  6:00 p.m.

Wednesday

Bible Study . . . . 7:00 p.m.

Worship Assignments

March 4 , 2018
Announcements/Opening Prayer:  Ted Brown
Lead Singing:  Darrell Cooper
Lord’s Supper:  
Bill Queen, Jack White,

Allen Dailey, Erick Suarez

Reading:  Erick Suarez
Prayer:  Carlton Smith
Attitude
How can one develop a proper attitude toward God?  First, our attitude toward God must be based on our conviction that “He is,” and that “He is a rewarder of those who diligently seek Him” (Hebrews 11:6).  This kind of faith will produce a good attitude of godly fear, and “the fear of the Lord is the beginning of knowledge” (Proverbs 1:7).  Second, God is absolutely holy, absolutely perfect, and absolutely wise.  He is grieved by evil.  He loves man and wants us to love and obey Him.  All of this should motivate us to want to be true to Him all the days of our life.  Our attitude toward God will then be such as expressed by the heavenly hosts:  “Worthy are thou, our Lord and our God, to receive the glory and the honor and the power:  for thou didst create all things, and because of thy will they were, and were created,” (Revelation 4:11).
The churches of Christ greet you.

Romans 16:16
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The Sandpiper

By Robert Peterson ~ A True Story
She was six years old when I first met her on 
the beach near where I live.  I drive to this beach, a distance of three or four miles, whenever the world begins to close in on me.  She was building a sand castle or something 
and looked up, her eyes as blue as the sea. 
"Hello," she said.  I answered with a nod, not really in the mood to bother with a small child.  "I'm building," she said.

"I see that.  What is it?"  I asked, not really caring.  

"Oh, I don't know, I just like the feel of sand."  That sounds good, I thought, and slipped off 
my shoes.
A sandpiper glided by.

"That's a joy," the child said.

"It's a what?"

"It's a joy.  My mama says sandpipers come to bring us joy."  The bird went gliding down the beach.  Good-bye joy, I muttered to myself, hello pain, and turned to walk on.  I was depressed, my life seemed completely out of balance.

"What's your name?"  She wouldn't give up.

"Robert," I answered. "I'm Robert Peterson."

"Mine's Wendy... I'm six."

"Hi, Wendy."

She giggled. "You're funny," she said.  In spite of my gloom, I laughed too and walked on.  Her musical giggle followed me.

"Come again, Mr. P," she called. "We'll have another happy day."
The next few days consisted of a group of unruly Boy Scouts, PTA meetings, and an ailing mother. The sun was shining one morning as I took my hands out of the dishwater.  I need a sandpiper, I said to myself, gathering up my coat.  The ever-changing balm of the seashore
awaited me.  The breeze was chilly but I strode along, trying to recapture the serenity I needed.
"Hello, Mr. P," she said. "Do you want to play?"

"What did you have in mind?" I asked, with a twinge of annoyance.

"I don't know. You say.”
"How about charades?"  I asked sarcastically.

The tinkling laughter burst forth again. "I don't know what that is."

"Then let's just walk."

Looking at her, I noticed the delicate fairness of her face.  "Where do you live?" I asked.

"Over there." She pointed toward a row of summer cottages.

Strange, I thought, in winter.

"Where do you go to school?"

"I don't go to school.  Mommy says we're on vacation."  

She chattered little girl talk as we strolled up the beach, but my mind was on other things. When I left for home, Wendy said it had been a happy day.  Feeling surprisingly better, I smiled at her and agreed.
Three weeks later, I rushed to my beach in a state of near panic. I was in no mood to even greet Wendy.  I thought I saw her mother on the porch and felt like demanding she keep her child at home.
"Look, if you don't mind," I said crossly when Wendy caught up with me, "I'd rather be alone today."  She seemed unusually pale and out of breath.
"Why?" she asked.
I turned to her and shouted, "Because my mother died!" and thought, why was I saying this to a little child?
"Oh," she said quietly, "then this is a bad day."
"Yes," I said, "and yesterday and the day before and ~ oh, go away!"
"Did it hurt?" she inquired.
"Did what hurt?"  I was exasperated with her, with myself.
"When she died?"
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