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INTRODUCTION
"As Jesus looked up, he saw the rich putting their gifts into the temple treasury. He also saw a poor widow put in 
two very small copper coins. “Truly I tell you,” he said, “this poor widow has put in more than all the others. All these 
people gave their gifts out of their wealth; but she out of her poverty put in all she had to live on.” Luke 21:1-4

No matter how many times you hear this tender yet challenging text, it always causes you to think. What possesses 
this widow to give over something so precious to God's house? Is it the tradition of tithing first to God? Is it her 
trust that God always provides for her, no matter what comes? Is she naive? Has she found a spiritual freedom 
that we don't know?

This booklet is an exploration of generosity from people, past and present, for whom Saint Luke’s was a vital 
part of their lives. They explore questions, such as, "What is generosity? Where can you see it? Has generosity 
always been part of our church? Is generosity only one-way? Is generosity a feeling or an action? Can generosity 
be learned, be passed on?

We thank those who contributed.

Mom owned and operated a flower shop in our small 
town in eastern North Carolina for over 20 years. 
Indeed, the very first solo drive I took as a newly 
licensed 16-year-old was to deliver an arrangement 
with this admonition, “Son, I’m trusting you to make 
sure this arrangement looks just as good when you 
deliver it as it does right now. Drive carefully.”
Her generosity extended to civic group events, 
to whom she donated countless decorations and 
centerpieces. If an arrangement typically called for 
six roses, her customers received eight. She was also 
generous with her time, serving as Chair of our town’s 
festival committee, Downtown Commission, and the 
local Chamber of Commerce. Mom was a giver.
Contrary to common thought, working in a florist is 
dirty work. Mom had her collection of smocks that she 
wore to protect her garments. Their pockets held tools 
of her trade – and crumpled up dollar bills. She always 
kept some bills in her pockets. They were so neatly 

folded each morning, but the activities of her craft 
quickly caused them to bunch up. I wish I could recall 
just how many times she’d reach into those pockets, 
pull up some wadded money, hand it to me, and send 
me to the pool hall which had a grill renowned for its 
burgers and hot dogs. “Tell Spanky to cook me some 
fresh French fries. He knows I like them hot.” If there 
was a customer in the shop, they were always treated to 
something from the pool hall. (Subsequent heartburn 
was never discussed or considered when fresh, hot 
French fries were involved.)
During my time at Clemson, I could expect a card from 
her each week, and in each of those cards were enclosed 
a few dollar bills, smoothed out but still showing those 
tell-tale creases. Her notes always assured me of her 
love and her intention that I would take the money to 
go get some fresh French fries. As I treated myself 
to some fries or something, I felt the embrace of my 
mom’s generosity. Even a few crumpled up dollars can 
be a positive change for someone.

Where Did You Learn or Experience Generosity?
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DIANNA BLAYLOCK
My parents taught me about generosity. I realized when 
I was older that it wasn’t just monetary generosity, 
but a generous commitment of their time, skills, and 
friendship.
I don’t recall one specific instance, but rather a lifetime 
of memories that speak to their character. From an 
early age, I watched them care for their parents, and 
my mom’s mother was confined to bed for as long as 
I can remember. Their constant presence was a quiet, 
powerful example of love and service.
Beyond our home, they were deeply involved in 
the community. They were always present at my 
school, volunteering at PTA meetings and helping 

with school outings. My dad, a police officer, 
frequently volunteered to ride along with paramedics, 
demonstrating his commitment to serving others even 
when he wasn’t on duty.
These consistent acts of giving—caring for family, 
showing up for their community, and using their skills 
to help others—showed me that generosity is not about 
grand gestures but about how we live our lives every 
day. 
Their lessons have shown me that a generous life is a 
fulfilling life, and I am grateful for the opportunity to 
continue that tradition by supporting this campaign.

JUDITH BARNETT

MY LESSONS IN GIVING
My parents were born in a black segregated community 
in Southern Indiana during the Depression. Everyone 
was poor or struggling. You made a point of taking care 
of your family. In that community, “someone” was 
probably a fifth cousin on your mother’s side twice 
removed. In essence, you took care of everyone. You 
brought them extra vegetables from your garden or 
berries collected from the bushes or if you had it, you 
would even give them money. You also took extra care 
to visit anyone who was elderly to make sure that they 
were alright.
When we moved to California, they extended the care 
to anyone from down home who moved here trying to 
restart their lives. My father recommended them for 

jobs or apprenticeships or with his brothers, gave them 
a place to live until they were on their feet.
As my parents grew older and more financially stable, 
“family” became organizations who supported causes in 
which they believed e.g. NAACP, the Lincoln Alumni 
Association scholarship fund, even the Altadena 
Sheriff’s Department and Concordia College.
And of course, you always gave to the church. Even 
as children, my sister and I had to put part of our 
allowance in the collection plate. They set the amount 
we had to give so I can’t say that it was all that voluntary 
initially.
One thing my father emphasized over the years was, 
“We have been given so much. How can we not share it 
with others”. I’ve tried to live by that ideal as best I can.
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I learned generosity from my father. He wasn’t a really 
rich man but he had more than many in his community 
in Michigan. He often gave low interest loans to 
community members because it helped protect their 
dignity as well. When they weren’t able to pay at times, 
he would counsel them and lower the interest rates 
or amounts of the payments to accommodate them. 
During the holidays, he would hold food and toy drives 
and then learn about needy families in the school 
district that he worked in. He would then have my 
brother and I deliver the gifts to these families at their 

homes to show us how good we really had it compared 
to homes where sometimes utilities had been shut off 
or windows were boarded up. He went to church all of 
his life and instilled the importance of that to myself 
and my brother. When I went through some challenges 
after my kids were born, he was still working but did not 
hesitate to immediately get in his car and drive three 
hours to just rub my back and tell me it would be OK. 
He died five years ago and I still miss him in every way 
on every day.

PASTOR MARK BUCHAN
Congregaciones Sagrada Familia, Cristo Rey

KIM LAUGHTON

I was hitchhiking from Miami to San Francisco in 1968, 
right after high school. On my first day I was chased 
off the Sunshine State Turnpike at Orlando by a state 
trooper, so was trying to use side roads to get to US 19 
from Tampa to Tallahassee. At dusk at the end of that 
day I ended up in a small town near the highway and I 
found an all-night laundromat. I crawled under one of 
the counters and went to sleep.
I was shaken awake in the morning by a man who said 
he was the owner and asked me what I was doing there. 
When I told him where I was headed, he said there 
was a very big storm coming and that I had better let 
him give me a ride down to the highway. In the car on 
the way down to the highway the man said, “There’s a 
truck stop down at the junction and I was going to get 
something to eat. I’d be honored if you’d let me buy 
you breakfast.” I said I thought that would be great.
We got to the diner just as it was starting to rain. Just 

as we were finishing up, a GI in full uniform came in 
to pay for gas. This was at the height of the Viet Nam 
war.  As he was paying for our meal, my friend from the 
laundromat asked the GI if he was headed north and 
if so, did he think he might be able to take me along. 
The GI said, sure, he had the whole back seat open. He 
and his girlfriend were going to Tallahassee. My friend 
helped me load my stuff in the trunk, I thanked him, 
he said good luck, and I rode all the way to Tallahassee 
with them through the worst deluge I had ever seen. 
It was a ’67 Mustang. They dropped me off just as the 
rain was stopping and the sun was beginning to shine 
off the highway. I stood there for an hour or so and 
then got picked and taken all the way to San Francisco 
in one ride.
I met a lot of generous people on that trip, but I think 
maybe the most generous thing I have ever heard of 
was when that laundromat owner said he would be 
honored if I would let him buy me breakfast. 
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SALLY BAIR
I’ve experienced generosity numerous times in my 
life from being adopted as a newborn to having music 
theory and history classes in a very small, rural high 
school that made me well prepared to succeed in 
pursuing a college degree in music education to 
holding sets of keys for two different apartments in 
New York City as well as receiving a full Summer Music 
Fellowship to Northwestern University. My response 
to all this generosity has always been to ask myself 
with deep gratitude how I am worthy. This has made 
me want others to experience the same generosity.
Perhaps the greatest act of generosity I ever observed 
was when I accompanied Lukan Gayle Lyn Kliever to 
Tanzania to visit trustees, students and families who 
participate in the GLK Scholarship Fund. We visited 
a very rural family with two scholarship students. The 
road changed from tarmac to dirt until our driver 
finally stopped in the middle of the road and told us 
to get out and walk the rest of the way. We hiked 
down a mountainside sometimes crawling over small 
boulders and trees and sometimes needing to walk 

in a small spring that was running fast because of a 
sudden intense downpour before we arrived. Our visit 
was delightful. As we were packing up to leave, the 
deaf, single father of the students ran off into the bush. 
After perhaps ten minutes, he came racing back and 
gave us a most valued family possession, a rooster, to 
offer thanks for the education the scholarship fund was 
affording his two children. I don’t know if he’s aware of 
the parable of the widow’s mite in Mark and Luke, but, 
for me, I humbly witnessed a retelling.
I become active at St. Luke’s when I attended New York 
University starting in the summer of 1986. A friend 
pointed out an article in “The Lutheran” about a 5 Star 
Soup Kitchen on 46th Street to “check out.” I did and 
ever since, I’ve tried to be as generous there as I can. 
Why? Because St. Luke’s welcomed me way back in 
1986 and I see them extend welcome and generosity 
to everyone according to their need. I hope you will be 
generous and join us in helping St. Luke’s to continue 
to thrive and welcome all generously.

ON GENEROSITY & GRACE…
Generosity, according to Webster’s Dictionary, has 
to do with giving something more than is expected, 
giving in a way that most would consider going “above 
and beyond.” 
Grace has to do with free and unmerited favor.
Sometimes, generosity is confused with giving that is 
merely unexpected.
And sometimes, it’s impossible to determine where 
generosity stops and grace begins.
In the last eighteen hours that my husband was at home 
before being transferred to Calvary Hospital for his last 
days of life, the sudden onset of his active dying process 
made our apartment temporarily uninhabitable. I slept 
in a chair at the hospital for two nights, returning home 
as I was able to start to clean, do laundry, and order new 
bedding. On the third night I needed to sleep in a bed, 
and discovered a lovely hotel just a five minute “walk” 
from the hospital. 

The staff dutifully and cheerfully asked if I was staying 
for leisure or business. “Well, neither,” I said, and 
shared Jimmy’s whereabouts. The response was kind 
and compassionate; I received my keycard, located the 
room, and went back to the hospital until the evening. 
When I returned, weary, to my room, I discovered a 
card and a “comfort bag” had been placed in the room. 
It was from the front desk staff. I was stunned, and 
found myself in tears. 
Was the gift unexpected? Yes. Undeserved? Yes. 
Gracious? Yes. And it was generous – it was above and 
beyond what was necessary from any hotel. 
I later learned that the staff of this hotel is well-aware of 
being situated next to Calvary and across the street from 
Montefiore, and keeps both compassion and sympathy 
cards, as well as items for comfort bags, in the office. It 
may be “standard operating procedures” for this hotel; 
to me as a hotel guest it felt above and beyond. 
Was it generosity or was it grace? To me, it was both.

PASTOR MARTHA S. JACOBI
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THE GENEROSITY OF A GREAT ACTOR
Checking Webster’s Unabridged, generosity is 
first defined as ”nobility of birth or breeding,” then 
secondly, as “liberality in spirit or act.” A great actor 
with whom I had the good fortune of studying and 
working, filled both definitions.
Sir John Gielgud (1904–2000), English actor 
and theater director, first came to my attention 
while struggling to understand the verse of the 
Shakespeare plays that were required reading in high 
school. Gielgud’s LP recordings of his “Ages Of Man” 
Shakespeare Recital were lightning-like revelations 
into the meaning and power of The Bard’s poetry. 
Hearing those records were instrumental in my 
wanting to become an actor.
During my college years as a theater major at 
Northwestern University, Gielgud was on an American 
tour with his production of The School for Scandal. By 
a stroke of good luck, the show was playing my home-
town, Philadelphia, during my Christmas break. After 
one of his performances, I ventured backstage to meet 
Sir John, and told him of my studies and desire to 
become an actor. Somewhat brazenly, I asked him if he 
would hear me do some speeches from Shakespeare. 
“Come back after the matinee on Saturday, and I can 
hear you then,” he said.
That Saturday, on the stage of the Shubert Theater, 
I ran through about 20 minutes worth of Hamlet, 
Mercutio, Iago, and Henry the Sixth, while Sir John 
listened from the auditorium. Afterwards, he came up 
on stage, recited all the speeches from memory, and 

showed me some things about the phrasing of several 
lines. Then he said, “You’re very promising. I think you 
should go on with acting.”
The following summer, I was cast as Romeo at the 
Shakespeare Festival in Ashland, Oregon. I wrote to 
Sir John to tell him the news, and a week or so later, 
a 4-page letter from Gielgud arrived from England 
with a scene by scene description of how to play the 
role. Then three days before the production closed, I 
received another letter from Sir John: “Dear Richard, 
Glad to hear Oregon is so much to your liking. I will 
be directing Richard Burton in Hamlet for Broadway 
this season and if you want to be in it I will have a part 
for you. I will be in New York for auditions in five or six 
weeks, come to see me then.”
At the audition, Gielgud had me read the role of the 
Gentleman, and told me that in addition to playing 
that part he wanted me to do several other roles 
and to understudy Laertes. During rehearsals and 
performances in Toronto and Boston, and up to the 
opening in New York at The Lunt-Fontanne Theater, 
I kept a journal of rehearsals with everything Gielgud 
said about the play, since I believed he knew more 
about the play and the role of Hamlet than any actor 
or literary critic. Three years later, my notes were 
published by Random House as John Gielgud Directs 
Richard Burton in Hamlet. The book also became the 
basis of a 2023 production at the National Theatre of 
London, by Jack Pierce, titled The Motive and the Cue, 
under the direction of Sam Mendes.
All this, because of the generosity of one of the world’s 
greatest actors.

RICHARD STERN
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To me, generosity could involve finances but more 
often involves spirit and kindness. The most generous 
act I have experienced occurred after I was diagnosed 
with cancer. I was teaching at Martin Luther School 
in Queens, and I went to my principal to tell her that 
I could likely not teach a full courseload during my 
chemo treatments. Her response was that I would have 
3 classes in the morning and then be able to go home. 
I asked what that would mean for my part-time salary. 
She responded that I would be paid my full-time salary. 
Even though the school had financial problems, she 

said, “It’s not even a question.” So, when I was finished 
with treatment, I was able to step right back into full 
time working, and during treatment, I was not in dire 
financial straits. She and the board did not have to do 
this for me, but they said it was the right thing to do.
St. Luke’s is important to me because of the people, 
the relationships, the care that people show to one 
another. Although I now live ~50 miles north, I haven’t 
found a Lutheran church closer to my home that makes 
me feel the way St. Luke’s does. It’s a generosity of 
spirit and kindness that cannot be replaced.

THE GRATITUDE PARTY:  
A STORY OF GENEROSITY 
A single act of generosity can result in fountains of 
gratitude.
When my sister Eyvonne bravely chose to undergo a 
double mastectomy to prevent breast cancer, I wanted 
to comfort her in a meaningful way. I decided to throw 
her a surprise Gratitude Party—not focused on illness, 
but on love, strength, and friendship.
Organized remotely from New York while she lived 
in Connecticut, I reached out to her friends with two 
simple requests:
1.	 Write a note answering, “What does Eyvonne mean 

to you?”
2.	 Wear a black dress—I would provide the opera 

gloves (which they didn’t expect).
The black dresses and gloves created a beautiful motif 
of unity. The goal was to surround Eyvonne not as a 

mother, sister, or aunt, but simply as herself—beloved 
by her peers.
Though I originally intended it to be friends-only, 
her nieces insisted on coming. I eventually said yes, 
realizing their presence was a gift of love in itself. That 
night, I sat quietly, photographing the event, capturing 
the emotion and strength of Eyvonne’s community. 
Then, something unexpected happened—her husband 
stood up and, moved by the moment, renewed his vows 
to her in front of everyone.
Later, I would create a photo book filled with images 
and handwritten messages of gratitude, something she 
could hold onto during recovery.
That is what generosity means to me: giving something 
from the heart, something that affirms, comforts, and 
uplifts. I’m grateful I could give that to my sister—but 
even more grateful to witness the love and generosity 
shown by her friends.

KATIE CHAN CHEE

ANTHONY PARKER
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DENNY CHIN

In 1998, I was dealing with my father’s passing. He 
was the first of my primary family to die and it was 
hard. I had stopped going to church in NYC and was 
searching for a spiritual home but not knowing where 
to find it. I had gone to several churches over the years 
and found temporary fulfillment but not the right 
“balance,” for lack of a better term. The Baptist church 
was too traditional, the non-Christian congregations 
were initially fulfilling, and I benefited from a lot of 
new ideas on living a kinder, positive existence. But I 
realized something was needed – Christ. I needed to 
return to a Christian fellowship. 
So, one Sunday, shortly after Daddy died, I told my 
fiancé that I needed to go for a long walk and “find a 
church.” I had no idea what possessed me, but I started 
to walk. I ended up walking down 46th Street from 9th 
Avenue when something told me to stop and look to 

my right. I did – and found I was looking at the front 
of St. Luke’s Lutheran Church. Then, the little voice 
in me said “go in, there’s a service going on.” I crossed 
the street and went in. An usher handed me a program, 
and I found a seat in the back. 
I had never been to a Lutheran service… I had no 
idea what it would be like… I listened to the Pastor’s 
sermon (this was Pastor Hansen), thought it sounded 
good, and decided to stay and check it out. Then the 
hymn started. To my shock and delight, the hymn 
was a thank-you and a “shout out” to creative artists: 
painters, singers… and ACTORS! I was shocked. I 
had never experienced a hymn of praise to people in 
theatre! That was me! I found a church that had a home 
and a place for me. I remained for 25 years and three 
pastors. It was, and will always be, my church home. 

FROM ST. LUKE’S TO THE FEDERAL BENCH
My family and I came to this country from Hong Kong 
in 1956, when I was two years old. We settled one 
street over from St. Luke’s — on 47th Street between 
8th and 9th Avenues. My father was a cook in Chinese 
restaurants. My mother made jewelry at home, being 
paid by the piece, until we were older, when she started 
working in garment factories in Chinatown. Eventually 
there were five of us — my sister and four boys. One 
day, Miss Martha Eber — in her blue deaconess 
uniform — spotted five scruffy Chinese kids playing on 
47th Street. Soon we were attending Sunday School 
at St. Luke’s.
We stayed a long time, and St. Luke’s had a lasting, 
positive influence on my life. I met good people like the 
Neibachers, Pastors Hansen, Habermas, and Wolfe, 
Virginia Herman, Gen Savio, Richard Barris, Tom 
Schaub, Gunter and Naomi Brocki, and many others. 
Eventually, I started teaching Sunday School myself 

at St. Luke’s. When I was in college, we started a day 
camp at the Church. We tutored neighborhood kids 
at night, and played basketball in the tiny gym. I had 
my first martini on a Young Adults retreat, and when I 
asked for more lemon, Susan Neibacher said if I wanted 
more lemon I should have lemonade instead. My wife 
Kathy and I sang in the choir with Walter Hilse, and in 
1978 we were married at St. Luke’s. Our sons were all 
baptized at St. Luke’s. 
Eventually, we drifted away from St. Luke’s, as we 
moved to Brooklyn and developed busy careers. Some 
years later, I was appointed a federal judge, and I have 
now served for more than thirty years. I’m immensely 
grateful that a Lutheran deaconess found us on the 
streets of Hell’s Kitchen, for I learned so much from 
my time at St. Luke’s — from the good people who sat 
in the pews, who instilled in me their good values, who 
taught me about caring and about right and wrong, 
and who taught me to want to make this world a better 
place. 

DR. HELEN HUFF

Why is St Luke’s Special to You?  
Is it the Activities, the Personalities, or its Spirit?
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J. TODD HOWELL

St. Luke’s is a very important part of my life. I moved 
to NYC in 2007. I met a young Jonathan Recabarren 
as he worked as the receptionist at the architecture 
firm where I was working at the time. He gave me lots 
of pointers as I navigated the city and my Hamilton 
Heights neighborhood. I asked him where to go to 
church and he invited me to his church, St Luke’s. It 
took me a few weeks/months to go. But I finally went 
on Epiphany Sunday in January 2008. I witnessed him 
and others play out the three wise men. I met Pastor 
Schmiege, Jonathan’s mom Anna and a few others. I 

did not stay for coffee hour, but returned a few weeks 
later. I remember I went often enough that people 
noticed me and I remember someone asked me where 
I had been after not being there for a few weeks. It 
gave me pause, and I remember thinking “someone 
noticed me in the sea of thousands of people in this 
city, someone remembered me and cares where I 
am”. It was the hook that caught me and what made 
me love the people of this church. I am not the most 
outgoing person, and I often say I am introverted, but 
I had found my community. 

Generosity…of heart, home, and table. I learned about 
it early on from my grandparents who helped raise me 
and lived next door in southwest Arkansas. Our other 
neighbors were cows. Probably outnumbering the 300 
or so human residents. 
My grandparents grew up with pretty much nothing. 
My grandmother was left motherless at 5 and in charge 
of her younger brother. My grandfather was one of 12 
children. Enough said. They survived the poverty of the 
Great Depression sharecropping and the rations during 
World War 2 yet still opened their home to orphaned 
nieces and nephews back then.
My grandmother, regarded as the best cook in the area, 
always had an extra seat at her table for neighbors, 
family and my college friends. There was always plenty 
of food and a welcoming smile for anyone with an 
appetite.
Decades later when I landed in New York City’s 
Hell’s Kitchen to pursue my singing/acting dream, 
I experienced a similar homestyle hospitality in the 
country’s largest city. Miles and miles from any 
cows. From day one at St. Luke’s, I felt welcome. I 

was specially welcomed not only to the church, but 
to the home and table of one particular lady, Anna 
Martinez. She also loved someone with a good appetite. 
I learned what empanadas and REAL flan were. And 
I loved them! Once, she actually cooked me my own 
special flan to see how much I could eat. Half in one 
sitting! I took the rest home. Finished a quarter before 
bedtime and the rest for breakfast. That was 30 years 
ago. She and her son, Rev. Jonathan Recabarren, and 
his family are still big parts of my life. Family by choice. 
Her generosity of spirit has been a gift that has kept 
on giving. 
I don’t know how decades have passed since my time 
at St. Luke’s, but I still have many fond memories 
of friendship, fellowship and fund raisers at various 
Restaurant Row venues. Note the food theme. 
The wise and assuring words of Pastors Hansen and 
Schmiege kept me from losing hope and faith during 
the ups and downs of life, love and Broadway. Those 10 
years were perhaps the best (and most challenging) of 
my life. God bless each soul from St. Luke’s, living and 
dead, whose generosity of spirit made the Big Apple 
feel like home to a country boy. 

SARAH POIST
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LORI MAHL

St. Luke’s embraced me when I was new and extended 
that same loving welcome to my then-boyfriend, who 
is now my husband. We grew as a couple in the life of 
this community, supported by people who cared about 
us. When the church threw us a baby shower, I was 
deeply touched. That simple act made me feel seen 
and valued—not just as a member, but as part of the 
church family.

This church has been a safe haven for me. This church is 
a place where I can be myself, and be lifted by beautiful 
music. One of my favorite memories is participating 
in the Soup de Jour fundraiser, singing dressed as Olaf 
from Frozen. That day reminded me that generosity 
can also mean giving the gift of joy, silliness, and 
community spirit. Everyone was so encouraging and 
congratulatory.

When I think about generosity, I think about far more 
than giving money or donating things—it’s about the 
giving of ourselves. At St. Luke’s, I’ve seen generosity 
woven into the fabric of who we are as a community. 
Being part of St. Luke’s has been one of the most 
grounding and life-giving experiences of my time 
in New York City. In a city that can often feel fast, 
crowded, and transient, St. Luke’s has been my place 
of stillness, joy, and connection.
At Saint Luke’s, generosity looks like someone showing 
up early to set up chairs, staying late to clean up after 
coffee hour, or listening with real care when a fellow 
member needs to talk. It’s in the way we share our 

talents, and what a rich resource we have in that 
department!
Being part of St. Luke’s has shown me that generosity 
is multiplied in community. Alone, we can give 
something; together, we can give so much more. I’ve 
experienced the joy of both offering and receiving 
that kind of care, and it has deepened my faith and 
my gratitude.
Saint Luke’s has taught me that generosity isn’t a one-
way street—it’s a constant exchange of grace. And in 
that exchange, we all become richer in love, hope, and 
purpose.

When I think back on my many years at St. Luke’s, 
it isn’t just one person or one experience that comes 
to mind. As many lifelong friends as I made and the 
amazing memories thereof… it’s the church itself – the 
whole entity and the extraordinary “vibe” that just 
seems to emanate from St. Luke’s that lives with me 
still. It’s a sense of true welcoming, understanding, 

and great love. There is plenty of space for everyone 
who walks thru the doors. Even if I haven’t visited in 
years, all I have to do is step inside and I immediately 
re-experience this great gift of a church. It will always 
feel like home. To me – this is true generosity. I have 
not forgotten this and I know I never will.

CHLOE AMELIA STRASSER

CHUCK RAGSDALE
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Martha Eber greatly contributed to the spiritual and 
social welfare of the congregation from 1957 until 
shortly before her death in 1991. During that time, she 
gave unstintingly of herself for all in need, especially 
immigrants and seniors living in single room occupancy 
housing in Hell’s Kitchen. Eber acted as a social case 
manager for the neighborhood, filling in the gaps left 
by other social agencies and coordinating Saint Luke’s 
efforts with community services and resources. She 

tirelessly evangelized for the church, urging neighbors, 
particularly young people, to become involved in the 
congregation. Although she officially retired in 1976 
after incurring a serious injury during a mugging, 
she continued to serve the congregation and the 
neighborhood until two weeks before her death at the 
age of 91. For her generosity of spirit and service she 
became known as “The Angel of 46th Street.”

John Danielson’s generosity to Saint Luke’s extended 
over five decades. He served on the council for many 
years and was chairperson from 1991 until 2001. But 
wherever he saw a need—large or small—he would 
step in to address it. He played the organ for the 50th 
anniversary celebration of the church building, was 
active in the soup kitchen, and volunteered to clean and 
decorate the church each holiday. In 1973, Danielson 
helped establish Project FIND, the first senior citizen’s 
center in the area. He gave leadership to the lounge 
redesign in the 1990s and served on the committee 

that put Pastors Schmiege and Strasser forward for 
call. A long-time member of the choir, he spent more 
than a year helping organize and catalog some 1,200 
pieces of music in the congregation’s collection.
Danielson was most proud of his role in choosing 
the current Walcker organ. He chaired the organ 
committee and, in order to evaluate Walcker’s work, 
made a special trip to Europe at his own expense to 
listen to one of their instruments. Because of his 
dedication and generosity, the congregation enjoys 
the wonderful organ it has to this day.

During World War II, when Saint Luke’s housed 
the Lutheran Service Center for the East Coast, 
a 20-something Gen Savio implemented the 
congregation’s ambitious program of recreating a sense 
of normal church life for visiting service members. 
She planned and led activities around New York, 
coordinated dinners, and raised funds for the program, 
all while holding a full-time job. Ultimately the program 
served some 5,500 military personnel. 

Savio’s generosity to Saint Luke’s continued for 
more than six decades. She participated in various 
committees—the Altar Guild, the Worship and 
Spiritual Life committees (even a temporary 
committee to investigate boiler problems)—led the 
Sunday School, and was active in the soup kitchen. 
Savio was one of the first women elected to office when 
women received the vote in 1970 and, in the ensuing 
years, she served as a deacon, trustee, and secretary.

DEACONESS MARTHA EBER

JOHN DANIELSON

GENEVIEVE SAVIO

Do You Like to Be Around Inspired People?
The individuals below have found St Luke’s the vehicle to which or through which  

they can be generous with their abilities and time, for touching the lives of others.
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Over the course of their 130-year history (1872–
2002), the Ladies Aid Society’s generosity contributed 
significantly to the life of Saint Luke’s. Taking their 
mandate to materially assist the congregation very 
broadly, they donated everything from altar coverings 
to basketball uniforms, hymnals to picnic cutlery, 
carpeting to summer youth programs. They funded 

organ repairs and subsidized retreats. When in the 
early 20th century, the congregation ran a deficit, the 
Society gave generously to retire it. We see evidence 
of their generosity each time we worship. In 1923, the 
Ladies Aid contributed the north stain-glass window 
dedicated to Saint Luke’s first pastor, William Drees.

I experienced generosity at an early age. l was ten, 
the oldest of five kids, when my Dad passed away. My 
Mom went into a prolonged emotional nosedive. If not 
for the wonderful neighbors and relatives who rallied 
around Mom and her brood until she got back on her 
feet, I can only imagine where we all might have ended 
up... “it takes a village”…

Fast forward fifty-five years. I’m recently retired, 
divorced and pondering what my life was about. I found 
the answer one Sunday walking by St. Luke’s. I spotted 
a sign that said “Soup Kitchen—All are Welcome”.
… six years and 125,000 meals later, I have witnessed 
and experienced generosity and purpose in countless 
forms and examples...giving back is truly it’s own 
reward. Trust me, I know.

During the World War II, the congregation united 
behind the war effort, supporting Lukans in the 
service as well as the thousands of military personnel 
who passed through the Lutheran Service Center for 
the East Coast, which was housed in Saint Luke’s. 
The Ladies Aid Society sent Lukans bibles and care 
packages, and the Dorcas Guild made gloves, socks, 
and scarves. Meanwhile, the Senior Young People’s 
Guild published a monthly newsletter offering news 
of the congregation and sharing letters from those in 
the services. 
As host of the Service Center, the congregation aimed 
to recreate the normal church life service members 

had just left. The primary responsibility for this 
program fell to the young women of the Senior Young 
People’s Guild, who engaged service members in a 
weekend of activities. Saturdays they went to movies 
or plays, or took part in recreational activities. Sunday 
was a full day with lunch and excursions around New 
York ending with a homemade supper organized and 
served by various congregational groups. Meanwhile, 
the women of the congregation wrote letters to the 
parents of each service member who worshiped with 
the congregation. Ultimately the center welcomed 
some 5,500 service members regardless of race or 
creed.

THE LADIES AID SOCIETY

BILL MCCAULEY

THE CONGREGATION’S GENEROSITY DURING WORLD WAR II

One mark of a church is to give itself away, like Christ did. For a church, generosity is an act  
of worship and obedience. By sharing resources, time, and care with others in society, the church 

lives out Christ’s instruction to love one another. Read on about a legacy of generosity within  
St. Luke’s that is ours to continue.
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THE CONGREGATION’S GENEROUS SUPPORT  
OF MISSIONS AND CHARITABLE INSTITUTIONS

From the early years of the congregation in the 19th 
century, Saint Luke’s provided generous support for 
local Lutheran institutions, such as the Bethlehem 
Orphanage, the Wartburg Home (for the aged), and 
the Lutheran Hospital (now NYU Langone Hospital–
Brooklyn). There were also annual collections for the 
international mission work of the larger church. In fact, 
in 1911, the congregation celebrated the ordination of 

one of its own, Pastor Schroeder, by helping fund his 
missionary work in Brazil. In addition, the congregation 
was also a supporter of the Progymnasium (college 
preparatory school) in Hawthorne, NY. When this 
school later developed into Concordia College, 
Bronxville, the congregation provided funds to furnish 
several dormitory rooms. It also held annual collections 
for the college to support the students.

Over its long history, the congregation generously 
opened its facilities first to other Lutheran groups and 
ultimately to the neighborhood at large. In the early 
20th century, a Polish speaking congregation regularly 
held its worship service in the sanctuary. Similarly, 
a deaf congregation used the sanctuary annually to 
celebrate Christmas. Once the 46th St. church was 
built, several Lutheran youth choirs used the lounge for 
rehearsals and concerts for the congregation. During 
World War II, the building housed the Lutheran Service 
Center for the East Coast, becoming a spiritual and 
recreational center for military personnel passing 
through New York. The congregation’s generosity of 
service during World War II extended far beyond its 
own neighborhood. Many women from the Ladies Aid 
Society would write hundreds of letters to the family 
members of visiting military personnel to comfort 
them in their child’s absence. In addition, from 1943 
to 1945 Saint Luke’s Senior Young People’s Guild 

published newsletters for members in the armed 
forces, offering news of the congregation and sharing 
letters from those in the services.
As Hell’s Kitchen declined in the last half of the 20th 
century, Saint Luke’s opened its facilities to help address 
the neighborhood’s problems. In the 1950s, as youth 
crime and gang violence exploded while city schools 
struggled, the congregation established recreational 
and tutorial programs for young people. In the 1960s 
and 1970s, when high crime and deteriorating housing 
led to flight from the neighborhood, Saint Luke’s 
housed or hosted programs to help those left behind—
immigrants (largely Hispanic) and the elderly living 
in single room occupancy housing. It established the 
first senior center in the area and welcomed groups 
offering aid to immigrants. Later it provided shelter 
for the homeless and victims of domestic abuse and 
established the Soup Kitchen that is central to its 
mission today.

GENEROSITY OF THE USE OF THE CHURCH BUILDING
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Over the first century of Saint Luke’s existence, 
the extended Karsch–Schaefer family generously 
devoted time and treasure in faithful support of 
the congregation. John Karsch, a long-time chair 
of the church council, oversaw the purchase of the 
congregation’s first church building on W. 43rd Street 
in 1863 as well as its move to the 42nd St. building 
in 1875. His granddaughter, Susan, married J. Louis 
Schaefer, a prominent banker, who also came from 
a family active in the early years of the church. 
The wealthy couple were deeply involved in Saint 
Luke’s, giving generously of their time and resources 
throughout their lives. For many years at the beginning 
of the 20th century J. Louis Schaefer served on the 
church council, and was its chair until his untimely 
death in 1927. Among other generous gifts to the 
congregation, in 1921 he bought six lots (308–316) 

on W. 46th Street for $115,000 (over $2,100,000 
in 2025 dollars) and held them until the congregation 
sold the 42nd Street building. He then sold the lots to 
the congregation at cost in 1922. 
After her husband’s death, Mrs. Schaefer continued 
the family’s contributions to the congregation by 
serving as the chair of the Ladies Aid Society and giving 
generously. The music program was her passion, but 
she also contributed to a variety of projects, including 
the complete renovation of the kitchen after World 
War II. Their sons, Bernard and J. Louis Jr., served 
many years on the church council, and Bernard was 
its president in 1950 when the Saint Luke’s celebrated 
its 100th anniversary. To commemorate that event, he 
presented the congregation a folio containing original 
documents from Martin Luther and other 16th century 
reformers.

FRED HOEFNER

THE CONTINUED GENEROSITY  
OF THE EXTENDED KARSCH–SCHAEFER FAMILY

When New York City decided to widen W. 42nd Street 
in 1911, it required that Saint Luke’s remove its front 
steps to accommodate the expansion. The church 
council decided that this offered a good opportunity 
to renovate the entire building—at a cost of some 
$15,000 (more than $500,000 in 2025 dollars). In 

order to support this renovation, Fred Hoefner agreed 
to lend this sum to the congregation at five percent 
annual interest. However, as the congregation repaid 
this loan over several years, Hoefner always declined 
to accept any interest payment.
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THE CALL OF CHARITY
A generous spirit hears a call;
a sound that many miss.
A pitch that all easily detect
but just as quickly dismiss
The charitable see their assets
as a place where others can draw,
while others clutch their treasures
as tightly as allowed by law.
Next time you hear that invitation,
what will you do with your own store?
Is it something to distribute
or is it a signal you will ignore
Dedicated to St. Luke’s Lutheran Church, a very generous institution.

DEWY BLAINE

For as long as we wander here on earth, loss and gain 
will alternate. But the time will come when there will be 
no more loss, only gain, when the Lord will reclaim the 
gifts and abilities entrusted to us. On that day, he will 
not ask about gain nor loss, but whether we have used 
the gifts and goods entrusted to us according to his will; 
whether we have faithfully accomplished the work he 
entrusted to his church. Blessed are you, oh child of 

faithfulness, you carry forward with peacefulness and 
thanksgiving the song: Honor to the Throne. Brothers 
[and sisters], in this new year, let us begin the work of 
saving eternal souls with renewed faithfulness, so that 
in this place too, the name of our God will ever more be 
sanctified, his kingdom built, and his good and gracious 
will be done in and among us.

REV. WILLIAM KOEPCHEN – ANNUAL REPORT JANUARY, 1918

Finally, generosity is also a calling. It’s an invitation, an exhortation, to walk to  
another rhythm, to release our hold a little on the things we thought were ours.

Our fourth pastor, William Koepchen, serving here 35 years, oversaw the building of this 46th St. 
church. He acknowledges below that the disappointment and setbacks (the losses) of life can see us 
pull back and become less generous, either out of resentment or anxiety. Pastor Koepchen remarks 
here on the inevitability of success and failure in life (gain and loss) and that a life of sharing our 
abilities and our resources (gifts and goods) with other souls, remains God’s calling for us.
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OUR FUTURE STARTS HERE


