
This is a letter written together by Parker (that’s me) and my Dad. We are writing it together because he types 
faster, but often gets a lot of details wrong, so I will be correcting him. 

My first time being able to give generously happened at Immanuel. It was during the farmer ’s market. Lori 
helped me set up a table to do magic tricks. However, this was a while ago, and it’s possible that it was someone 
else. Dad, can you take that part out, just in case someone feels bad that I got the wrong person? 

I started doing some magic tricks at the Farmer’s Market. To my surprise, some people started giving me tips. I 
had the idea that I would set up a box for donations so that all the money would go to the church, instead of me. 
This way, they wouldn’t charge me to set up a table at the Farmer’s Market. 

Some people gave a lot of money, like more than one twenty dollar bill! I was shocked. I also remember one per-
son who gave me a 2 dollar bill which was awesome. Seeing that giant pile of money, I must admit, I thought 
about how nice it would be to just take it all home. But, giving it to the church made me feel very proud that I 
could be helping so many other people.  

I think I am going to mention Elora so that she will feel self conscious about being in the news. My sister Elora 
came to the Farmer’s Market to help out the quilters, and that was cool, because that means when I was having 
no customers, she might come over and talk to me for a little bit, so I wasn’t bored.  

Is this getting too long? Do I need to edit something? 

Recently, I got a job dog walking. It is my first time making my own money every week. And now I have an income 
of $50! 

Christian: You have an income of 50 dollars??? 

Parker: Yes, Christian. Go away. 

After getting that job, I remembered a sermon from Pastor Kim. Actually, my Dad 
started reminding me of it CONSTANTLY. She said that when she was a kid she had 
three jars, one for sharing, one for spending, and one for saving. We thought that 
was a pretty great idea. Well, at least Dad thought that was a pretty great idea. So, 
every week, I have been putting $5 into my sharing jar, $5 in to my spending jar, 
and the rest into my saving jar. 

Sometimes sharing isn’t easy. Sometimes I need to be reminded. But, to see how 
much piles up just a little bit at a time, and knowing how much it can help other peo-
ple, I’m very glad to have the chance to share. 

As I am walking around the room, swinging a practice German longsword, I think to 
myself, “I love bananas!” 

 I don’t think we can end it that way, Parker.  

No? Ok. How about, this:  

I’m glad to have started sharing money with Immanuel. How’s that DAD? 




