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Dear Friends — August 15, 2006

Your love and care and interest in Adopt-A-Grandparent has given us energy and life
as we’ve ministered to seniors for the past 28 years. What a gift God gave me in 1978! Little
did I know then of the rich path He had for me. Along the way we have provided a setting for
those who desire to volunteer — a fertile ground for growth and gaining new knowledge about
self as well as our elders. Several years ago we began to recruit volunteers from a marvelous
program called Mission Year. Young folks from around the country desire to serve the Lord
for a year and we have been the grateful recipient of many of these volunteers who have a
heart and a desire to make a difference. This past year two Mission Year folks, Megan and
Michael, came to AAGP, each visiting 10 seniors per week. Here is an experience from
Megan’s year with us:

MOUSE KILLER
by Megan Fulton

It was about 3:00 pm as [ walked into the kitchen of Ms. Hattie Grice, one of the
seniors that I visit quite frequently, and to my surprise there lay a trapped mouse, struggling to
free itself from the sticky trap that it had landed on. Stifling a scream, my mind immediately
started to figure out a way to avoid me being the person to actually kill the mouse, a
reasonable thing for me to do since I usually run away from all rodents. But, since I was the
only person besides Ms. Grice that was there, the horrible job fell on my shoulders. Not
know ing what else to do, I picked up a broom and, after dancing around the kitchen for about
15 minutes (which, by the way, didn’t help the situation very much; it only prolonged the
inevitable), beat the poor mouse to death. Cruel and heartless of me? I didn’t think so. Ms.
Grice didn’t think so, either, since she had been watching the trapped mouse since 6 o’clock

that morning.
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And Michael writes of his experience, sharing the following story:

A WASP NEST
by Michael Poindexter

I desired relationships when I chose Adopt-A-Grandparent as a volunteer site. This is
exactly what I got. But I couldn’t have been prepared for what came with these relationships.
How crazy could hanging out with some seniors be?

If I was going to have favorites, Mrs. Tiller would be one of them. She is quiet and
sweet (quiet, not in that she doesn’t talk, but rather that she talks a lot very softly). And Mrs.
Tiller loves to sit on her apartment balcony. But a horrendous nest that houses evil, swarming
wasps has formed three feet from her favorite sitting spot. “I do love sitting on my porch,
Michael. Do you think you could do something about that wasp nest?” “Oh, certainly, Mrs.
Tiller. I"d love to do that for you.” This is a golden opportunity to do a needed service for a
friend. I’'m thinking, “I’m in Mission Year! We’re all about that stuff!” She hands me an
iron curtain rod. “What’s this?” “That’s to knock the nest down with,” she explains. “Oh.”

I am not so encouraged anymore.

I poke my face out the door to view a luxurious wasp suburb the size of a soccer ball
hanging above my head. “Come on, Michael. You can do this. Mrs. Tiller loves to sit out
here. You have to be brave for your adopted grandma.” I stick the rod four inches away from
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the swarming hive. The wasps do nothing. There is a constant buzz and I’'m left with only my thoughts. I go through the motions
in my head. Hit the nest, pull down the pole, grab the door and close it behind me as I return to safety unstung and victorious! “I
can do this.” The pole is four inches, three inches .... The end starts to shake, my muscles go weak and there is a lump in my
throat. I yank away the rod and burst out, “Mrs. Tiller, I need a drink of water.”

She laughs at me and gets up to fix it. My thoughts get to me. “Michael, you’re ridiculous. Just do it.” I hurriedly drink
the glass. It’s Mike’s special juice and I’m gaining strength and courage. My adrenaline is pumping, I charge out the door, hit the
thing, do all my motions perfectly smooth and in stride, throw the rod down and throw my hands up. Mrs. Tiller claps! [am
David — and Goliath has just been slain. But something’s wrong. “Aaah, Michael.” Mrs. Tiller points. A wasp is sitting on the
rod. With a not-so-convincing calm reaction I fumble for my book in my bag in order to kill the creature and save my face in the
eyes of this dear old lady. “It’s okay, Mrs. Tiller.” T hit the wasp five or twenty times and it’s dead. She claps again. 1 feel great!

Five minutes later I poke my face out again expecting to see a collapsed nest lying on the ground, conquered and
depressed. Instead, the same suburb is hanging above and those stupid bugs are flying around like nothing ever happened. |
replay the event in my head. Okay, maybe I didn’t hit it as hard as I thought. “Um, Mrs. Tiller .... I need that rod again.” “What?
Isn’t it down, sweetie?” “Um, no.”

This time [’m even more scared. “What do I have to do to defeat these insects? But I’m not a failure.” The pole’s four
inches away. I’m sweating, Three inches. [’m paralyzed and my breathing is slow and heavy. I’m freaking out like I’'m five
years old and there’s a monster under my bed. A burst of energy comes! Itisn’t me doing it, but I scrape the evil ball off and it
falls to the floor. The same motions are performed, the door slams and I'm awesome!! “You didn’t let none in this time, did
you?” she asks. As I form my answer (No!), we both hear a huzz. I slowly turn to see an angry wasp with its wing stuck between
the door and the door frame, fluttering like it’s possessed. And of course when I hit it, I knock it free. It’s a three minute battle to
find and kill the devil while trying to keep Mrs. Tiller calm.

When it is all over, Mrs. Tiller laughs and then I laugh and we hug. I leave emotionally exhausted but thankful for those
moments in life that are funny and ridiculous, that are unexpected and full of love.
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Laughter — so healing!! Megan and Michael spent the year endearing themselves to me and to our seniors. Staff meetings
were usually spent laughing uproariously — realizing that love was compelling these two to heights they never imagined. Each
grew more than they anticipated — with Megan deciding to pursue a major in Social Work. She writes: “Being a part of a
program that is centered around helping those in need has sparked a passion inside of me to do the same. My life has been blessed
and forever changed in so many ways because of being a part of these senior’s lives.”

Will you ensure that we continue our good work of teaching, training and preparing others as they serve our God? Our
grandparents will be served only with your participation. Please consider a special gift as we make a difference in our corner of
the world, especially honoring seniors on Grandparent’s Day, September 10.

I remain deeply grateful for all God is doing in and through Adopt-A-Grandparent!!
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