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COMING IN SEPTEMBER.......

GUEST DAY 9 C'e
Thursday, September4 "
United Methodist Women
Boxholm

1:30 p.m.

*********zg*********

SUNDAY SCHOOL START-UP!
Sunday, September 7
10:15 a.m.

Teachers: Andy & Carolyn Ross
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CONFIRMATION
CLASS

CONFIRMATION CLASS
begins....
Wednesday, September 10

7:00 p.m.

AlSO.... sokkkkkk sk ks ke kkksk
TWIN LAKES RETREAT
Theme: “A Time for Prayer”

DAYTON OAKS RETREAT
Wednesday, September 24
{  9:00a.m.t0 3:00 p.m.
Trinity is in charge
Register by Sept. 9
Theme: “Make a Joyful Noise”
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Dayton
Odhks
o Retreat 3

“The land shall yield her increase,
and the trees of the field shall yield
their fruit.” -Leviticus 26:4

LABOR DAY - September 1

May the work of our hands
honor the gifts and talents

God has given us and reflect
God’s love for the whole world.

The maid who sweeps her
kitchen is doing the will of
God just as much as the monk
who prays...not because she
may sing a hymn as she sweeps
but because God loves clean

. Jloors. The Christian shoe-

maker does his Christian duty
not by putting little crosses on
the shoes but by making good
shoes, because God in interest-
ed in good craftsmanship.
-Martin Luther



I've seen a message on any number of stepping stones that reads, “Life began in
a garden.” That's a nice thought, but no: life didn’t begin in a garden. Life began
shortly after God corralled chaos. Then life was arranged in a garden; soon after that,
sin, work, sweat, back aches & leg cramps all came into being.

Cheryl decided that we should move our garden this year. Several years ago, we
asked Tony to put some sheep manure on the old garden. He did so — about 20 bags.
This turned out to be roughly the equivalent of having every sheep in the British Empire
poop in our garden for a week. This seemed to upset the plants we subsequently
transplanted there (and | guess, considering we were placing them in what had now
become a kind of sheep “Perma-Potty”, that was understandable).

She picked out a new location close to the house, & she purchased a wrought
iron fence to put around it. | was afraid that such a fence would make our side yard
look like a cemetery — not to mention the fact she intended ME to install it!! As you
know, | have all the mechanical skills of a manatee, but I'm pretty proud of the resuilts,
even if the back side runs about as straight as a line on a heart monitor. She planted
the garden with veggies & flowers, added some statuary, and it turned out to be a very
charming garden indeed. It frustrates me when she is so consistently right about stuff
like that...

It is now the end of August. A season of watering, weeding & fertilizing (we do it
in the dark of night when we know Tony won’t be around to help) has yielded a
bountiful supply of tomatoes*, eggplants, green peppers, & cucumbers — none of which
Cheryl will eat. Instead, she distributes them to friends, acquaintances, unsuspecting
strangers & church family members (if you haven't been offered anything yet, please be
patient: we will be distributing them until the year 3638 AD: see footnote below).

The lower garden (which we were supposed to reclaim as lawn) is filled with
vines: pole beans, gourds, pumpkins, watermelon & cantaloupe. The yield for these is
less, except for the gourds, which outnumber the tomatoes about 6 to 1. (I suspect that
someday science will prove that gourds, rabbits & mosquitoes are genetically linked.)

What a wonder it is to be a gardener or a farmer!
What a gift to partner with God in His quest of unending
creation, and to daily witness life, renewal and abundance!
i/ |What a lesson it is to be able to see the potential in a fallow
Y | plot of land—or a life apart from God.

Isaiah saw it too: “The LORD will guide you continually,
and satisfy your needs in parched places, and make your
bones strong; and you shall be like a watered garden.”
[58:11]

Now THAT’S what | call a Master Gardener...

rod

‘In life or gardening, *Approximately 200,000 <_)f_them, which are ripe_ning at a rate
don’t be too anxious | Of One every three days: if it doesn't frost & we live that long,
to throw in the trowel...” |W€'ll have them all harvested in just over 1630 years — come
on, global warming!!!






















