THE WRITINGS OF DAVID S LAMPEL

We need tread only lightly upon the sorrows of this world,

for there is a joy beyond ourselves,

a joy beyond our circumstances,

a joy beyond every encumbrance.

REFLECTIONS BY THE POND ¢ AUGUST 2021 4 DLAMPEL.COM



AUGUST 2021

When morning gilds the skies,
My heart awaking cries:
May Jesus Christ be praised;
Alike at work or prayer
To Jesus I repair:

May Jesus Christ be praised.

Does sadness fill my mind,
A solace here I find.:
May Jesus Christ be praised;
Or fades my earthly bliss,
My comfort still is this:
May Jesus Christ be praised.

In heaven’s eternal bliss
The loveliest strain is this,
May Jesus Christ be praised;
The powers of darkness fear,
When this sweet chant they hear:
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Sing, suns and stars of space,
Sing, ye that see His face,
May Jesus Christ be praised;
God’s whole creation oer,
For aye and evermore
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Be this, while life is mine,
My canticle divine,
May Jesus Christ be praised;
Be this th’ eternal song,
Through all the ages long:
May Jesus Christ be praised.
Katholisches Gesangbuch, Wirzburg



Man—that is, all of mankind—has blessed itself with
a counterfeit emotion it calls “joy.”

The joy man has created, however, is often
riddled with sarcasm, cynicism, revenge, ar-
rogance or, at best, silliness.

As he so often does, man has settled for
an inferior product; in his ignorance, he has
taken his own low humor as the supreme
example of ultimate joy. Thinking only he
knows best, he has decided that small expe-
riences such as laughter, feeling good, hap-
piness, and pleasure are synonymous with
real joy.

But there is only one authentic joy, and it
is God-created. It is an experience of His
devising, and every related man-created ex-
perience or emotion pales in comparison.

The believer's joy is a sometimes power-
fully quiet, sometimes riotously ecstatic ex-
ultation based on the presence of God in a
life. That presence is called the Holy Spirit,
that blessed companion who is the engine
of our joy. God's joy come down, translated
by the Spirit, transcends any earthly pre-
tender as it weaves itself through every tem-
poral experience, every moment, every part
of alife.

God’s joy is not just present, but active in
our sorrows; it is the force that holds our
bearing in the storms and earthquakes that
challenge our relationship with Him.

You also became imitators of us and
of the Lord, having received the
word in much tribulation with the joy
of the Holy Spirit.

1 Thessalonians 1:6

His joy surrounds and upholds, lifting our
fears above the fray, our expectations be-
yond ourselves.

You turned my wailing info dancing;
you removed my sackcloth and
clothed me with joy,
that my heart may sing your praises
and not be silent.
Lord my God, | will praise you forever.
Psalm 30:11-12

The casual believer can readily understand
the value of God’s joy in a life when trying
times hit; no sane person can be against
having an escape from trials. But the same
casual believer may not so easily under-
stand that in God's economy, trials are
meant to actually produce the joy.

Consider it all joy, my brethren, when
you encounter various trials, knowing
that the festing of your faith pro-
duces endurance. And let en-
durance have its perfect result, so
that you may be perfect and com-
plete, lacking in nothing.

James 1:2-4

Godss joy, like His trials, is a deep and pow-
erful thing—bearing nothing but confusion
for the worldly man and mystery for the ca-
sual believer, but incalculable peace to the
one who dares to plumb the depths of His
riches.
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Happiness may bring momentary pleasure,

I could have staged in bed, but Hien |
would fave mistted Hie oppoer‘h/ to
day “good morming” to God Huro

%Z Za?ce of a c:zlcmé %

Tle early woring arr it clean and
critp. The Sommer fun thoots golden

fﬂroz?% Hie trees from it Low an-

, dpothglting every detadl arovnAd
we. The green Z;ef of grass, o dark
and Huck from + genelout dpring
racs, wears it monting Lhawl of
dparkling dew Like a raimbow of dia-
monds. ' The green leaves of Hhe frees
wove Lo/t back and forth i tee gen-
He stillness, ovtlined b«/ Hae Jw([:? f
agaimst He dark blse of the cLear

aAWn Lky.

An crritated doe, isvlted b«/ my
breach of protocol, smorts at we from
the pond and frott off into the tafety
of nearby broth. But Hie birds i jogont
clorus ny Heeir greeting frow Hee
overbead branchés. A brown thrather
Liwbers it chords, %m% Lt
Lyrical repertoire, flling Hie codl
worning air Wbl Strams Hat Mozart
would Yave copied down. The wient
add Heor rﬁt/ Hamee covnterpoint, boune-
;‘r? notes up and down te teale Ute
Mal water splathing over small peb-
2.

[ could have ttayed in bed. The

waht fad been pleasantly cool, and |

01 comfortably ensconced beneath:
several Lagers. No one would have
Javlted we a few wore minstes af
Klissfl lamber before begiming Hie
day’s work. But from two Hoort down |
can bear tHhe dittant attering of a

but true joy always points to God.

wounte trying to free fumself from one
of He tiaplt | fodt set in Ho tas
room on Hie firtt foor. | rite from wy
Warm bed and deseend to inspect Hie
traps. A tolitary captive glares back at
we Hhrovgh. the clear plastic fap that
it Hie onlly barrier between fut inprs-
onment and freedom. Hit wide black
eges speak volumes of fit amoyance
over being 4o rudely inconvensenced,
and bt :Z«MZ rowd ears twitch ner-
voutly, tending e a tewaplore wed-
Lage, “Get wé out of lere Hiit in-
Stont!”

[ cross Hhe soft rite Hat fakes me
From the back of the lhovte to the old
west burn plle—now overgrowi with
weeds and reducing down’ into mulekh,
now only a howe ‘o birds and wice,
and Myz%'n? elte needing thelter.

From the‘old burn pele’ | Look. down
nfo He valley just Wy fo catch
the Light of Hie som riting belind we.
The felltides toward Hie' west are bi-
tetted—the fop rows of trees painted
gold by the tu, While Hhote further
down Lt rest in Hie thaded gloom of
pre-dawn Light. Deeper stll, down i
Hie fallons where cattle wunch Hiedr
breakfatt and farwert begin Heir dadly
foel, pockets of fog drape the valley
i a wydtical, Brigadoon Loak, blan-
keting tHe curving rows of com and
toybeans.

Uife burtte at Hie seams i Hit wet
year. Every Livi r%‘n;——freex, grass,
Howers and vegetables, cow's and

theep, moths, tockroaches, Tume /»«ZI,
postums and taket—every r%‘n% Huit



year i& extrava ?wu‘ it vitalety.
Healthy green'cs Hie predominate color

of He aliage, ereryr%ng bmfm%
V\/lf'd f ZJ Oq/ [:/e

Even mcce The anxious one i m
fiand vibrates bt fear combined with
a er, remending me Hiat b considers

Limself in an vnpleasant sitvation and
Sl Wacts to be released. | pass te
fiole where once stood tHe old oﬂern/
free, fapp[ed Last year b«; ' aged rot.

Hie trellis buried benbath tHie
e mowwl of wittera; erected to Jup-
port the HAowering vine, Hae vine ot now
%e only ;%A? Lol e g up Hae frogile
trelles.
My wudders glitten from Hie wet
mu ot | crosdup the rite Hat will
Fake me to the new burn pile on the
QZ e of the north feld. The Large cir-
r cﬂearm?, 't 2ol blackened and
?l’d W/I?L& Mﬁ, s all ?‘%ﬂf ol [e/f 0«/
He r‘om/em? accomilation of Last
ear’s and JJpn ’t work. clearm?
Lranches anat brach. With the ol
bamed away, the pile well now
" ad e tet r‘o Hie never-e
faJk of waintaining Hhe prapen‘t/

[ pavte to Look. out over the roll;
sloping ferrain of the small valley
over Wluth ovr Land rests. | mMe Hie
clean, bnyz;ﬁf arr. IF it Hee of
a new da«,——a day never expene A
before. What liet aliead? Vihat rtem/
diteoveries will brighten He way?

Woat wonderful V- f will be m/ovett
Hiro Hrt day s hovrs?

In by fand, the wowste vibrates fit
displeasore, Lo | move beyond %e
burned cfearm?, over He wam/ed
to Hie taller grass of Hie o e&(
Hiat Hopes down toward t mVeZ
road. | rotate the plastic trap to r‘ﬁm‘
the flap Hat bas been coVemz
opens Jvu/n%' down. I a flas
moaa’e ot free, J%aoﬁ%/mm %e trap

Lte a bollet, ff b the aer to
Land in Hie faZZ »:%quu
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And Hien be it gone.

There ¢t a dacly thytlm to Hie to
of birds. Just /ne}orf(/dam they W
Hieer chorus, riting i number Md olv
wue Wit tHe ritiy of Hae ton wntil, i
a mowment Gike Hid, He wonuing quiet
P aVerm/Mued 57 58 anti; %Kﬂ[
choir perched i the brmw&e! of He
treed. Tﬁen, ot Hee day warns, and Hie
Lun rises fugher toward it sen'th, Hee
chorus declestendos, punctvated only by
Hie occational burtt of Long or Lquawk-
g rebuke.

It is good to give thanks to the Lord

And to sing praises fo Your name,

O Most High;

To declare Your lovingkindness in the
morning

And Your faithfulness by night,

With the ten-stringed lute and with the harp,

With resounding music upon the lyre.

For You, O Lord, have made me glad by
what You have done,

| will sing for joy af the works of Your hands.

How great are Your works, O Lord!

Your thoughts are very deep.

Psalm 92:1-5

For now the chorus it sHU i foll
vorce. At | turn back toward tHe foute, |
pavte beneath Hhe row ?/ poplars tat
divides Hhe front Lawn from the north
peld. | Lift my e fronk of
r%e dye 7 tree Zfaf / MZZ Loon be cut-

Jor kindling, and there i iFt
m/ r‘e, skeletal brMSZZJ St a male
cardinal, noad crimdon a?muf He
?reen of Hhe ZeaVeJ and the deep blue
)%e > woruing tky. He lops abaw‘ "
Lugh brmuﬂu and Mf when | ex-
ea‘ ) die Lofte lis ﬁead and 4o

Anct in. Hat wonent—Heat bri ﬁr‘

trystalline womwent—I am with God.
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There it no orderi , Lydtematic Logic fo
explain wy tho ug 15 of hianded dpen, 1

waéd naf write Hew down. But Hiere i
Hie crisp moring cheill, with dawn
reading ot LAt across Hee wakens
A and a solitary, winged worthiper
Lifting bt practe, 1, too, am Lifted into
Hes prexence
It it a groaning, wn-worded 104 Heat

overtaket mq béig. It it a tiny tanc-
pling of Hhe wnbobuded joy | will one

day experience i Hie Father’s actval
presence, at | join the chorut of all the
redeemed around Hie Hirone. It it a
ol piece of Hiat tame /07 encased
i the crown | tomeday m/l be ven—
a crown confar) t wear,
but wost cast ba mz h7 ot feet. For Hie

i$ ot mine fo keep, but only to
M(Zvre for a wmowent wWith all of Wit
creation.

...the twenty-four elders fall down before Him
who sits on the throne and worship Him who lives
forever and ever, and cast their crowns before

the throne, saying:

“You are worthy, O Lord,

To receive glory and honor and power;

For You created all things,

And by Your will they exist and were created.”

Revelation 4:10-11 nkv
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There is a joy that the Spirit of God forces upon us,

Tle day m/arM wiekly, the funidity
redel n/n‘ Hie j mperm‘are, adds
planton degrees that can make o Sim-
ple walk to the mailbox wncomfort-
able—and real work. a weterable enter-
prite. The loth. foliage created by the
bountiful % Wy raint adas Juel to Hie
waves 0/ ldlf f'gdf Mﬁ up /raw
Hhe Gulf of Mex:co My m/ork cfo%&f
Jeel clamu qaimtt Hie skin, ke a
c&wfm ur coat-

The bam «r f Hee air clote and
m%r% Haer ny tools. | Look for
f'gﬂf b&if oF o2 elusive. W%ere Y aC

" Jm/eaf« wnder a %NM? Even
fé few birds m/ﬂa are Sttl &
Sound weary and worode. There of no
bree}e, nottung Strs but Hie Laborer
about Lt rovnds.

Liida needs te Lower garden tlled,

40 | back out Hhe mackine, top off it
and oil. With one pall n‘m‘arﬂr /
Lhift into Foreword and aime it toward
He recta r plot-

AU Hie advertitements for
tllers thow a well-dretted 4ou
wowan, perfectly coififed with nm‘ a
drop of perspiration dampens
ﬁ/mm/ kaf Ho e:;;re Hean a few 4 eaf

one fuand effortlessl
Lhiny Lean tiller Hiro 7%2‘?3 :{‘Zl of a
per,;ecfl Level garden’ But in the real
world | Mm‘ wrestle te beast ap&l&
Jm/em‘ poam? down imto my eyed, MM?

it and hands o/ bo;% armes.
/ mwf lem nto the effort, p M%
Md Jfrmmn% ot He rotating fmea' ,,4‘?%;‘
it He m/mfer—compacfed Jo/l.
maoﬂme oline /wueJ back.
PO my face as a qust of hot wind
blowt by. | pause, gaipe A? for breath m

rden

even in the midst of our labors.

%e )%c.{, &m«d ar.

Md there at my ,/eer‘l,ea' the joy.

[ bend down wwl $ift my band
%rao?% Hie fredlily tilled s0il: fine,
ready fo receive the teeds. Here it Hie
foy. lo the lord entrutted Hit
Land to M. He didn't give it to ud, i
tHie tense Hiat Hie world vnderttands
Heat word. But Hie lord bra Fus to
't i angwer to owr prayers, <,

“Here ot where | want you fo Ztﬁf /
place thes land— it fome—ito your
fiands to take care of for Me. Nurture
't M 't nurtures yow be good stewards
of Hie Land, wake i grow and prosper,
and | Well cavse you fo prosper i re-
forn,”

So m/e:[ m/az He [j!% W(Ze te joy

r orth—not from t rodace,
:Zce%nl but from te a’am? The
joy it rwmo wuch o Hie barvest, but
o Hie Lerving. The joq it not to nuch,
i Hie fne 10 Hhat pattes Hro ney
%A%ew, but in Hie hwm/ledze Heat of it

being tilled for tHee lord. fe it Hie
Landlord. He it Hie one for whom He
Labor it wrovght, and Hae joy «r /awwl
i Hhe timpll act of labors
Mem‘my tfo brm? ?Zary to J Mwe

[ duppote it it a W Hing”: We both.
work the Land, but [ run tHie ﬂem/ ma-
chnery. Linda will drive Hie old fmcfar
to fiaul brush and weeds to Hie burm
pile, or to havl compost from the
m/aadJ to ber Zarderu, but | am r%e one
dpends the hours mowing the tev-

eraZ acres of Lawn. If He 7reqwrea' a
smelly Waque engime Jpem/m? fomes,
ora n/orkmg Anavdl dﬁe Mkmy
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brute to wrestle arowmd the property,
' elected.

So after clemwt? itt blades, | put
away the tiller akd gas up Hie fractor
for mowing. Now, | dow’t with to com-
plain, but ‘Wihen n/:for‘ our new tractor,
it came Weth an ittructional videotape
Jﬁom/«'n? all tHe bow's and wherefores
of Hee mackine. Md, of courte, in Hie
video Hie thing new fractor was bes
wied by a gorgeons funk on a postade
Stamp-siged Lawn ovtside your typical
Svburban dm/e/lly. AU very leave-it-to-
Beaver. The Lawh wast beautifully
Ltmooth, With few obstacles to mow
arovnd. No rockd, no dandelionds, no
freth gopler mounds, wo gravel for tHee
blpdel to imbale and carve away at
their sharp edges. Aud naterally, he
obeyed t es by wearing goggles
Hie whole time. He never%/Za oand Le
never got dirty.

I Hae real world | mudt fockey
around comtless trees and buthes—
wost of which Lath out at me, Lacerat-
g m bare armd Iﬂ/«‘f& %ec‘r[om/er
bra . [ must repeatedly mow over
bald tpots Hat, when dry, blow bellons
of Avst, and manevver arowmA tree
roots, rocks, and planters. Aud there it
ot one tquare foot i our Hiree-plat
acres of Lawn that could remotely be
termed “fat.”

The sun bears down on we, and Hie
only breeze it Hhe one created by m
moveweit Hirovgh te stll arr. Black

K pester my ears. Aud again | won-
der, Where it tae fo9?

The fret section | mow ¢t Hie
teardrop-thaped island Z/iju dide
Hie driveway Loop. The ol apple tree
& S+ biolds wp, it branches bears
froct Hhit year. The next tection ot f
Lrgest: spread across Hie front of Hie
biolwte, Wrapping east, up around the
Hower garden, arou Hie wedge of
Large confers, down along Hie drive,

the way to tHie ?mVeZ road. Out i

D

Hie open, Hie tun ot itfente, iretats
but He blue tky it dappled weth, prétty
cotton-puff Lovds, amd wnder my
braad-[r«‘mmed Lt | grin.

There it the frtt 10y

| halt Hie wo«orlomy of tHee Lo
pastés Hat take we from the wes.
fence, Jfra«?%‘ eadt, arowmd te curve
of the drve north to te road. | want
to wte the time profitably—tHink fime,
plaming time—Lbut the heavy, tteady
drone of He engine makes organ'zed
thovg bt a cﬂo;zll wonder ,;/Zfz
able’to finith the wowing today—or
well thote clovds collecf vp into Hhum-
derlieads and raim we out Hit after-
noon? What a thame Hiat would be.

The spring and early Sommer raims
fiave made’ more work: te grass it

rowing Huck and fast. But' with the
Taims come berries. Both wild and culti-
vated raspberries, and tHe wild elder-
bem‘eJ thaat grow " %e dff(xﬁﬂl 4[0
Hie roads, appreciate in wet seatons. At
[ pass afany Hie fence Line, tHie new
berries are'just begiming o color. Soon
Hee tHhom-armored stalks will be cov-
ered With black. and red berries, and
Hhet gear there will be plenty for jelly.

M Hiere it Hie joy agai

At | move into tHie orchard to cut Hie
Lerufper grass arowmd the goung frut
trees, Hhe purple martint twoop and
Wil arowd we, as of warkime dive
bowbers me%n? wmy position. But [ ame
not Heedr target. TZeg are dive bowb-
Mg motquitdes. And | wonder why God
c;jr‘ed n;zxqw‘foex. But Hien tHee of
t f betrays m e?oamfn‘c view
f&e%wal Wayéd, Z/ wWlich man it
only a part. If nothing elte, motquitoes
are food for many birds, batt—and
pwp[e martind.

The orchard it an obttacle courte.
With all te small trees and buthes
Hie tractor steering gets a real Work
ouf—as do ny armd, and [ work up
wore sweat. But Hhen | notice Hat He



swall apple trees are Loaded Hit gear.
There will not only be much. g Zemuce

made Hit gear, but weth all He Aif-
fereat varieties blended togetier, it
well be erea‘aZZy yz;aod.

Aud Hhere it mote Z

[ pass the m/oadp: e, rtear Hie Last
tection, and tee the flath of a clip-
mwuﬁ pping from 't bowe amid %e

%e armored Ja/ef of Hie raim

Jpow‘ On one of tHhe Lord? better days
e created cupnunks, thote tiny clowns
fﬁm‘ dart %ere and r%ere, Hheir cleeks

They are small, wonderful joys.
Ze fob done, | steer the tractor

back. fa Hie bam, Mf sweaty,

wy potferior bo% a r? and rwub

/rom Jour bours riding Hhe vibrat-
wetal beast. | d}?mbark bow-

ed, 4 fCPPl}? pe flw/%(/, Ifl/uf«gl

only to get ou m AerF
%34' A imto He Mom/er As (

lom/er Hae barm door and fead back.

to the houvte, | realize | have just

spent a bot, dusty, Weary a/fer'

won——,ﬁl[m% myself ln/n‘ 109

AUGUST 2021

»? vt nuts and seed, crovchied
atdp the split wood piercing the still-
nea with teir tharp, amplefied clirp.

The victim who was about to be sacrificed is called in the Chaldean Language, Isaac; but if this name be
translated into the Grecian language, it signifies, laughter’; and this laughter is not understood to be that
laughter of the body which is frequent in child sport, but is the result of settled happiness and rejoicing of the
mind. This kind of laughter the wise man is appropriately said to offer as a sacrifice to God; showing thus, by
a figure, that to rejoice does properly belong to God alone. For the human race is subject to sorrow and to
exceeding fear, from evils which are either present or expected, so that men are either grieved at unexpected
evils actually pressing upon them, or are kept in suspense, and disquietude, and fear with respect to those
which are impending. But the nature of God is free from grief, and exempt from fear, and enjoys the
immunity from every kind of suffering, and is the only nature which possesses complete happiness and
blessedness. Now to the disposition which makes this confession in sincerity, God is merciful, and
compassionate, and kind, driving envy to a distance from him; and to it he gives a gift in return, to the full
extent of the power of the person benefited to receive it, and he all but gives such a person this oracular
warning, saying, “I well know that the whole species of joy and rejoicing is the possession of no other being
but me, who am the Father of the universe; nevertheless, though it belong to me, I have no objection to those
who deserve it enjoying a share of it” For the Father has not permitted the race of mankind to be wholly
devoured by griefs, and sorrows, and incurable anguish, but has mingled in their existence something of a
better nature, thinking it fitting that the soul should sometimes enjoy rest and tranquility; and he has also
designed that the souls of wise men should be pleased and delighted for the greater portion of their existence
with the contemplation of the soul.
Philo (.20 BC—c.AD 50), On Abraham, translated by C.D. Yonge
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The west porch is a welcome sanctuary at the end of a hard day:

a room of windows, most of which face the valley and hills to the west,

a rocking chair, and the gentle duet of crickets and song birds

Dﬂ(fl dre JZOMZZ(’ " f&e Lurpapuer %ere ol
LU an afteroon’t worth. of fowrs be-
yond what would be tHie houvr of suntet
i Hie winter. So we work. Longer, puth
Longer, and by Hie end of +He
Lhdwer it a baptism confaming about as
wuch grace at timple water can bala.
Tl residve from a day’t worth of
tweat and grime tent twitding, dowi Hee
dran, | Lean back into Hie old wooden
rocker, ewbracing tHie tweet acle of
Lo/t muscles stietched begond Herr ca-
pacity. My eyes feel n‘frZ/ From the
Aust and Lok, wy Jﬁ}/ffz back no Longer
At Hhe contourt of Hhe clair, and m
fiands are tore from Lony hours spe
gripping Hie fandles V«'brm‘ﬂ(? toals.

Our west porch it reserved Leating for
God's magnipcent Soumd and Light
thow. Detades past, Linda andl had ot
irZea%er ald wooden osﬂzo:m or‘?a/ %neu
the Sovwnd and Light W t G/
plateav—rthe erfm‘/c splath of wZa
ored Lighits and recorded mudic and
narration Hat tell He story of the
pyrawmids built for %24 Hiree ancient
Eqyplian kingd. But tHhat extrava
V-ZZPZX#& m%e Hian %Mﬂ%ﬂ?y
fnger thadow's compared to' the bril-
Liant performance played out each
evening acrols Hie weltern tty.

Awaiting te performance, | Listen to
Hie aVe;Zre.

Tott as they were earlier Hhit morm-
o %e b«?’dl are /l/[l c&oraa' Tﬁﬂ

rens, between Jcaldin% our ovtdoor cat

finishing their day.

for getting too clote fo Hherir nedt, Lift
their full-Hroated melody skyward;
the cardinals chirp and warble; and
across Hie road, i Hie next feld, a
meadowlark. adds its cheerful, yet
Slgtte meZan/ Jong. And He
brown Hhratber it Fryei lit best to im-
tate every other bird! Together it &t a
woltifaceted tympliony ik celebration
of the dying day. IF it Hheir final cho-
rut before éach forn away, silently, re-
woving to Heer nedting places teat-
tered ‘about the propetty, to rest before
it all begins agaim on tHae morrow.

A 1 Wonder—Why am | so cheered
by the tounds of Hie birds? Perbaps ot
i betauvte Hiey teem fo embody Hie
fuell expression of wy joy. There way
mdeed be ban‘ny bialogical rationale
beliund teir songs, but to Hie naked
ege tiey teem fo be dininstive bei
that i ot dard to contain their jo4.
Perfaps it it becaute Hiey seem fo be
wtlackled by He same m/e%ﬁf of
convention, fradition, propriety and
manners Hat o encundber vs. To tHe im-
bubited fuman they teem to tay, “Of,
fust Let it out!”

At Hhe orange ball owly descendts
mto Hie %ZZ? Hie curtaim rites on
fon?ﬁﬂ{ performance. Stray mesten-
gers, precuriors of glory, glide past,
Witpy extalations of vapor back Lit by
the 3tar. They teate with famt thad-
ows of what t to come.

Outtide my Wikdow, jult a few feet
away, a wmother turtle backs into Hee
P W fole the bas just Aug ot be-
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?JM depaﬁh‘n? ber efzx She leverages
Yer position With fef back feet, 4&%—
,‘rz dide to Lide to dittribute Hie “%J
evenly i te hole. Withost a to

the places fer fiope i the 10il of our
front flowerbed.

Expectant fope. At we stir the Aying
ewbers of one day, it it fo place ovr
hope in the new day Hat will rite
From okt athes. IF ot another clance,
another azarfum‘fy to ewbrace God't
che n Hhe Light of a new tomorrow.

le turtle buries ber eq4.s i warm g0/l
Hie bird warme bers ik 4 nest of fwigd
and davk, and the fuman upon
the fading bglet of a bard Won day.
AU exercites in fiope—tiope in the fu-
ture. But while t winged beast way
wore freely exslt in God't gift of Life,
ot it tHhe Lwman who lias béen wade i
Het cmage. Hit Spirt courtes Hiro
our vedid, and if we fail to qive vorce
to our joy as extravagantly as we
might, there rema onlo/ Hie deep,
vibrating groan of our ancedtry.

At Hhe end of a day, when tHhe world
it being painted tHee rich wwber of fad-
«%Jaw%f, fﬁere <l a PﬁWﬂZ M
Huat woves across Hie Land, drawing us
M, drawing v upward, dram/c‘n% ud fo-
ward He ‘Hirone.

The thadows are retorning to Hee
We, deepensng imfo dulk even as
the final tharp rags of Hie tun pierce
%m% Hie freetops. € Vemy e
wovet info He valley below, and the
distant Lowing of cattle amovnces Hhedir

Longing.

%a%[ed ranks of Lovds ?m%er and
arrange thentelves i a tynploni
dpredd between porch and deJceMMZ

be. Higher st arrow-bike strea
are pacfed eadt to west, west fo east,

pasting jetliners. Congregations
bbza'y fm:ZZferJ wel be u%uez; Hie thow
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fonj%f, but their vaporous tracls will
become a part of Hhe performance.

For a moment Hie tun it directly be-
bind Hee clovds, outlining Hedr o pes
o brilliant silver and qold, fransform-
s, for a fleeting wowent, water vapor
wto priceless corfency. But Hhen it Lok
Lower, and the Lovds lote Heeer valse.

Now the cortains part, and the show

W At Hie ton descends below Hie
Lovds, it pacnts eack rank in rich ponks
and purples, ontil all are batled i its

riowt Light. Md tuddenly He sty ot
apre with'a symploont co aZerm‘c‘an,
the colors of day-end roof Hhe Land in
Haunderons applavte. One cannot add to
Hie praite being vttered by creations
one can only stand in speechless awe at
Hee work of Hit fand.

s Hiere it the jog. At Hiit moment
wordt are weannglest chaff as my
?m‘f toars tkywrd to atend Hie bril-

ant canteway Lt by God's &?&f. There
s Het %ﬂM—-:f ol pm‘m‘ea’ across %e
tky! He bas thown H«Meé/%ma‘ow&/
mderted Hes PFCJCKCC mto /adir\?
ewbers of my weary day.
nipeakable

There it the joyg/—the
joy Hat He it present, that He it near.
AL | ascend, He comes down fo meet
With me, and ovr Ipirite wnite midway,
Lost somewlere amid Hie glorious lem
of Wit robe Hat drapes across te sky.

And | stand buwpndbled before Him: ﬁZ/
God, how wonderful You are!

God alone has pure joy; it is
other-worldly, but comes to

man in mystic union with Him.
Beyreuther, Finkenrath
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