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Summer is in full swing: school has let out,
pools are open, and the season of vacationing
is upon us...
P u lling wee d s a n d T en di n g s o ul s
Nothing can quite compare to the
gratifying escapade that is gardening.
We suit up for the occasion donning
our oldest, most worn-torn clothing,
and in an instant, we are ready. Without
hesitation, we can engage in the
cathartic release of yanking deeplyrooted weeds from the soil. We sink our
fingers into the dirt, and we feel the
delicious possibility of the new season
directly. Our fingernails inevitably
become caked with soil, our knees
similarly quickly become soiled, sweat
trickles down, the sun bakes our backs,
and we become one with the Earth.
Finally, at the end of the day, we are able
to take a step back, and see the tangible
fruits of our labors. My first exposure
to gardening this summer was the Unity
Garden. Coming together as a

congregation to work was simply lovely.
We toiled in the heat, but we were also
able to catch up with one another,
delight over the antics of silly
neighborhood kids and our own rowdy
children. Once we had everything
satisfactorily in the ground, the local
firemen came out and watered the
freshly planted flowers. Amid the
humidity of the day, a sense of
togetherness and appreciation floated
through the air in an almost tangible
way.
But my experiences gardening luckily
did not end there. Last week, I was
privilege to join Nancy Geryk on her
routine of weeding and tending to
community gardens.

Upcoming Events

plug-in
June 2nd
WomenSisterFriends
Hey women of WPMF! This Wednesday,
we will meet at Sherri Michalovic’s home,
and the topic will be around love! Lets
share stories: how we learned to love
ourselves, what ignites our passions, and
of course, relational love. Discussion is
always lively and lovely, and we would
love to have you there!

July 6th
Reconciling Veterans
After enjoying July 4th celebrations, let
us take time to consider how we can
walk with those with diﬀerent
perspectives and theology: how can we
act as a bridge and care for one another,
despite our diﬀerences? Discussion in
small groups will follow the church
service.

July 14th
Watch & Respond
At 7 o’clock, we will show the
documentary, “Miss Representation” in
the chapel. The film confronts current
realities that our girls face, and
challenges us to make a diﬀerence. After
the viewing, discussion will follow.

July 15th
Watch & Respond
At 7 o’clock, we will show the documentary,
“Tough Guise” in the chapel. This film argues
that current realities for boys has created
more violence in society and the challenges
that boys face. After the viewing, discussion
will follow.

NOURISH the body; FEED the soul
“Pulling Weeds and Tending Souls” (cont.)
Together, Nancy and I navigated the
uneven pavement slabs with a gentle
stroll. Shadows from trees danced
across the sidewalk and all around there
was a hum of morning routine, as
families jumped into mini vans and
others jetted oﬀ to work, coﬀee in
hand. We had an entirely diﬀerent pace
from those around us. Nancy shared
stories from her life, about schooling,
meeting her spouse, going back to
school, and working now. The
conversation felt appropriate, as
gardening amplifies one’s awareness of
seasons.
I have shared before that gardening has
been a regular part of my life, as I grew
up on a farm; however, I distinctly
remember vehemently disliking
weeding. Perhaps my distaste for the

experience was merely because weeding
was my delegated chore. Now I would
agree that hand-weeding is not the
terrible drudgery that I had originally
made it out to be. In fact, I regard it as
a soothing monotony. It left my mind
free to contemplate the beauty of
seasons and of changing.

are up early pulling weeds, planting
seeds, and harvesting veggies because it
is good for their souls. I was so
intrigued by this observation. We are so
often told anecdotally that giving to
others gives to ourselves, but I would
argue that it is rare to experience
firsthand and take note of.

Another sentiment that I pondered
whilst knee-high in weeds: in my home,
above the kitchen sink, there is a
plaque that states, “Whoever loves and
understands a garden will find
contentment within.” I shared this
quote with Nancy, who knowingly
smiled. She then said that many of the
people who help her with community
garden eﬀorts are not participating
because of the “big picture” or trying to
enact radical social change. Rather, they

In retrospect, I suppose we all
witnessed this phenomenon together at
the planting of the Unity Garden. We
engaged in some admittedly hard work,
but were able to share laughter and
stories and have fellowship. We felt
with our hands and our hearts that
simply doing good is rewarding, both
for ourselves and for others. Let us
continue in this season of giving to
ourselves and bear fruits within our
community.

N o ur is h t h e B o d y
T ha i- In sp ir ed C
on fe tt i
Sa la d

The day of the 30th
Anniversary celebration,
Brooke, Mercy, Hanna,
and Megan staked out at
the table to see who had
made this delicious
salad. The culprit: the
lovely Kathy Sauder

1 Roma tomato, ch
opped
1 1/2 cups fresh gr
into 1/2 inch piece een beans, cut
s
1 cucumber, cut int
o 1/2 cubes
1 1/2 cups cubed
papaya (or
mango)
2 cloves minced ga

rlic

1 fresh Thai or Se
rrano chile, finely
minced
1 lemon, juiced
2 limes, juiced
2 Tbs fish sauce
1 Tbs white sugar

1/2 cup roasted pe
anuts, chopped
1/4 cup cilantro lea
ves, chopped
Combine tomato, be
ans, cucumber,
and papaya/mango
in a large bowl.
Toss with garlic an
d chile pepper.
Stir together lemon
juice, lime juice,
fish sauce, and suga
r in a small bowl.
Pour over papaya/m
ango mixture and
toss.
Sprinkle with pean
uts and cilantro on
top and serve.

Everyday Ministries

s

musing

“Musings” is the section where members
weigh in on:
1.) Where have you seen God this week?
2.) What practices do you have, or wish you had, to
invite God into your day?

Let us uplift and learn from one another...

Carey Davis
Where Have I seen God in the last week?
I'm not one to pray for parking spaces, but after the beautiful work day on Saturday by WPMF and the falling
through of our initial water source, I found myself frantically watching weather reports and praying for rain. In the
midst of a very taxing week, God provided gentle showers, then a nice downpour. In between, a community
businessman noticed us in the garden and oﬀered to fill rain barrels each week. An unexpected grant from a
partner covered the costs of plants and barrels. The SWCDC next to our oﬃce oﬀered a truckload of mulch out of
the blue, and a partner pulled together a team of men from Outley House shelter to unload the unexpected mulch
with only 2 hours notice! These simple surprises made me feel like God was standing over my shoulder just waiting
to delight me. Not an every week occurrence, but a playful reminder of God's care.

What practices do I have/wish I had...?
I have been keeping a daily gratitude journal for a few months now. I write in it just before going to sleep. I am also
working on taking note of God's presence in the midst of my busyness, i.e. pausing and saying, "You are here.
What is it that you desire for me right now?"

Drick Boyd
Where do I see God in my life?
I became a Christian 44 years ago through a youth ministry called Young Life. Like most people, my spiritual
journey has had its up and downs since that time. These days I rarely have what I would call “experiences of God,”
and so often find myself hoping not so much that I will see God at work, but that God will see me. In Scripture we
are constantly reminded that God has his eye on us, and I don’t doubt that truth, I just don’t experience it much.
Having said that, probably some of most poignant moments of God’s presence I have felt have been when I am
with a group of people working to address a pressing human issue. I get inspired by the passion and commitment
of others. So for instance, this past Sunday afternoon, I met with a group of community folks working to teach
young children about gun safety, a pressing issue in our city. My involvement with powerlinks and POWER is much
the same way; somehow I sense that God sees what we are attempting to do and finds pleasure in our
commitments and our actions. That’s when I am reminded that God is at work, and get a sense that God sees what
I am involved with and is pleased.

What practices do you have or wish you had to invite God into your everyday life?
Nearly every morning I spend 45 minutes to an hour reading Scripture, praying, meditating and reading a book on
theology, spirituality or personal growth issues. It’s the first thing of my day after waking up. During the day I try
(with limited success) to pay attention to the words and actions of people around me. I also will often just reflect on
conversations and events as I ride my bike or drive and often insights will come to me in the middle of the day. I
also pay attention to my dreams; every once and a while there is an “aha-moment” in something I have dreamt
about. Finally, when I get an email or see on Facebook someone having a prayer request (like recently when I
learned that Laura Haskin had gotten sick), I usually stop what I am doing and oﬀer a brief prayer for that need.
Nothing elaborate just “Help this person in need.” Altogether, I just try to be present to whomever I am with, and
whatever I am doing, and every once in a while I get the sense that God sees what I am doing.
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... what is weighing on your heart or mind?

The student said something
like, “I don’t have a cigarette
AND someone like you shouldn’t
even talk to someone like me.”
The man immediately became
livid and wanted to punch my
student. I stepped in between
them and apologized on behalf of
my student.

The man said, “Lady, I don’t have
a problem with you. It’s HIM
that I’m gonna f--- up!”
Perspective: Sherri Michalovic

C

ontinuing the conversation :

Since I am not formally trained in
preaching, I asked a few people
for feedback on the sermon I
gave a few weeks ago. One of the
comments I got was that I could
have included some of my own
experiences of nonviolence.

Here is one happened in the late
80’s (maybe early 90’s). I had
taken a group of my students
square dancing and after the
dance I was waiting with them for
the bus. A shabbily dressed man
came and asked one of my
students for a cigarette.

rude to the man. I told the
students that in my gut I knew
that he wouldn’t hurt me because
I had respected him. I was not
the person who publicly
humiliated him, which was what
the student had done. The lesson
to the students was to speak to
everyone with respect.

I had never practiced how to
respond in that particular
situation, but I had read and
meditated a lot about situations
like that, so at that moment my
gut told me what to do.

I pleaded again to him to not
punch my student.
Then it became almost comical.
The man cursed my student out
again, turned and apologized to
me for his language, then turned
back to my student and cursed
him out again, challenging him to
a fight. Thankfully by this time,
the bus had arrived. The students
got on the bus and the man and I
walked to the corner chatting.
The next day in school, the
students asked me if the man had
hurt me. I told them that he
talked very calmly with me as we
walked to the corner. They were
angry at the student for being

"Non-Violence", a sculpture by Karl
Fredrik Reutersward, permanently
exhibited outside UN Headquarters in
New York.
(Paulo Filgueiras/UN Photo)

H a ppe n i n g s

Why don’t you paint me
Like I am?
Paint me light brown caramel
Five foot ten.
Paint me zooming, going fast
‘Cause I’m in a rush
And my ashy knuckles
Are all worn out
Paint me everlasting
paint me the real deal
Not drawn out
Paint me in my real authentic self
Somewhere in southwest
Somewhere on 54th street
With all the fellas, all the chicks
Chillin’ & Partyin’ in the streets
Where we need 2 decrease
The violence and increase the peace
Paint me without my shout-out ways
That were supposed to be left behind
In my shout out days
Paint me so my Mom notices me
And the haters don’t
Paint me with nice colors
But most of all
Paint me Black
Because I love being colored.

The firemen generously watered the freshly
planted flowers!
On the right, WPMFer’s get down to work.
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