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The Village Voice

"Going to Church”
Even at an early age, Richard "Ricky" Kelly knew that church was important.
Age 6.
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From the editor’s corner: all of these quotes below are from various church
members’ Facebook feeds. What I find so amazing and remarkable and refreshing
is that so many of these, and others, reference God and faith (see the next story
about a marriage built on faith.) When church membership is decreasing and
some people want God taken out of the Pledge of Allegiance, I find it simply
beautiful how many references there are to God and faith in our everyday world.
~ Tracy

“In this cancel culture I’m thankful God doesn’t cancel us for our mistakes. No one is
perfect. We are all works in progress.” – Jon Gordon

How cool is it that the same God that created mountains, oceans, and galaxies looked
at you and thought the world needed one of you too. – Author unknown

At church this morning the pastor said something that stuck with me. He said
“Remember, no matter what you’re going through, if God woke you up this morning
He’s not finished with you. There’s a purpose for your pain.” – author unknown

“When you get what you want, that’s God’s direction. When you don’t get what you
want, that’s God’s protection.” – author unknown

“If we can just get through this month, we only have one more month to go before
we need to get through another month.” – Twitter @oldfriend99
(no religious reference, I just really thought this quote speaks to our lives these last
few . . . months.
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A Beautiful Love Story
Jimmy and Rosalyn Carter recently celebrated their 74th wedding anniversary,
adding to their record as the longest-married presidential couple.
Carter, 95, and Rosalynn, 92, married July 7, 1946, in a Methodist church in
their hometown of Plains, Georgia, when he was 21 and she was 18, after
Carter graduated from the U.S. Naval Academy. The couple has known each
other their entire lives – Carter's sister Ruth was Rosalynn's best friend.
"The best thing I ever did was marry Rosalynn," Carter said during a C-SPAN
interview at The Carter Center in 2015. "That's the pinnacle of my life."
The couple has spent more than seven decades together, including four years
in the White House. They have four children, 12 grandchildren and 14 greatgrandchildren.
The Carters credit their marriage's longevity to their faith.
"We read the Bible together every night," Carter said in "What Makes A
Marriage Last." "And when I’m overseas, or when Rosalynn is traveling, we
still read the same chapter, even though we might be five thousand miles
apart. We share the same text, and it keeps us connected."
~ excerpt from USA Today
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Honoring America’s Workers – Labor Day 2020
~ submitted by Carolyn Kelly
Our celebration of Labor Day every year on the first Monday of September honors the
contributions of the American worker. We all remember our first jobs, and whether we
enjoyed them at the time or not, they taught us a lot of invaluable lessons. Here are the
responses of some of our CUMC family to the following question.
What was your most memorable job as a teenager
and what did you learn from it?

~ Susan Warner
My most memorable job was working in the Shoe Dept at KMart.
I learned I never want to work in that type of job ever again (haha).
I did learn that there are so many different types of people but the thing they all had in
common was they all responded with a smile when you treated them with kindness.
I went on to be a hairstylist and always treated everyone the same, no matter what.
Kindness goes a long way.
~ Len Mecca
Most memorable job? During my first two years at the College of Forestry I participated in
the summer work-study program as a Forest Crew member. The job was all physical labor
out in the state forest that the college owned. We were issued hard hats, work gloves and
axes. We did some logging, sheared Christmas trees, repaired forest roads, did stream
improvement and erosion mitigation. I loved it and learned the joy and sense of
accomplishment that comes with intense physical labor.
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~ Mary Boruch
My most memorable job as a teenager was working at a donut shop under the EL in Philly.
We always gave the mounted police a free drink and donut when they stopped in to check
on us - fostering the reputation of cops and donut shops! There was also much unrest in
the city at that time. I was learning about discrimination, police brutality and not judging the
many based on the actions of the few. I was learning that we are human, we make
mistakes. Perception is reality and our reality is influenced by our experiences. I was 15.
I'm still learning.
~ Keith Lanzer
Before I joined the Navy as a teenager out of high school, I worked two summers at a local
State Park in Maryland. The first summer I worked on the Maintenance crew responsible
for cleaning the 7 bathrooms and beach bathhouse, trash removal (yes I rode on the back
of a garbage truck), and had to cut hundreds of acres of grass every week. It was hard
work, especially since I had to wear long pants in the hot sun, and I usually came home
smelling really bad. By the end of that first summer, I knew that I liked working at the park,
but wanted to do something different. Over the course of the next school year, I took
classes at the local community college to get American Red Cross Life Guard & Open Water
Rescue certified. That second summer, I worked as a life guard on the beach. And while
my work surroundings may have improved (wearing shorts and a tank top all day, sitting in
the fresh air), and I was making more money, my new responsibilities increased
tenfold. When sitting in the chair, I had to always be vigilant and was responsible for the
safety of hundreds of visitors daily. These two summers of work taught me the value of a
hard day’s work and that if you want to improve your situation, it can be done thru effort
and dedication.
~ Vanda O’Reilly
My memorable job occurred during the summer before my senior year in high school when I
worked as a cashier at the Bird and Animal Forest Zoo in Nicholasville, Ky., about 20 miles
from my home in Lexington. In addition to ringing up admission for visitors, I ran the snack
bar which sold food for customers to feed the animals. The lesson I learned was that things
are frequently not what they seem to be. The owners were a family who lived in a very
exclusive part of Lexington in what appeared to me to be a mansion. At one point I had to
deliver some paperwork to the lady of the house and was ushered inside this lovely home
which, instead of beautifully furnished rooms, was full of animal cages, straw and mess and
was permeated by a strong, unpleasant odor. While I had been envious of this property as I
drove up the driveway, I couldn’t wait to get out of the house. A couple of years ago, the
son, who’d managed the Zoo facility, was featured in an article in Garden and Gun
magazine, a southern publication my sister gifts to me each year. While the Bird and Animal
Forest Zoo no longer exists, the son maintains a strong interest in exotic animals. The
property I thought so beautiful was sold and became a suburban development of a few, still
upscale, homes. From this distance of 60 years, I have often wondered about how this
animal interest originated, whether the animals were mistreated and a host of other
questions. I guess our world is populated by an infinite variety of people with diverse
interests. At the time I was just pleased to have this rather unusual summer job.
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~ Ned Connelly
Lifeguard. I learned that it wasn’t the best job choice for a light skinned Irishman. However,
it did teach me how to focus for long periods of time. It also taught me to be concerned with
the safety and well-being of those other than myself.
~ Steve Trumbo
My family owned an IGA store so there was no question that I would be working in a grocery
store. With a family business you learn responsibility early.
~ Holly Carey
Looking back, all of my jobs are memorable and from each I learned different
lessons. When I was 12 I had a paper route. It was not a large paper route like my brother
had had, but a small one with 12 - 15 customers, just the right size for me. It was an
afternoon paper delivery, except on Sundays. I learned responsibility. Sunday's paper was
the worst. It had to be put together the day before, and was heavy. Monday's paper was
the easiest, the smallest. I learned to set the alarm and get up on Sundays to deliver the
morning paper - no matter the weather: sun, warm, cold, rain, snow. I learned to handle
money: collecting, tracking who paid and had not paid for the week. As the paper truck
would be dropping the bundle of papers at my house you could hear the words: "Time to do
the papers"! When the truck came and dropped the bundle, a friend of my brother's when
he was over with a big smile would bellow out: "Holly, time to do the papers!" We still laugh
at that today!!
Another job I held when I was 17, was afternoons in a sale's office - Eastern Industrial
Sales. PC's were just coming out and I learned the word processor and mail merge. Many
letters I typed: Letters to customers, bids on equipment, advertisements and bulk
mailings. I printed mailing labels in zip code sequence and bundled up large volumes of
letters/advertisements by zip code and took them to the Post Office to be mailed. I filled in
when the regular secretary was out, answering phones. PC's have changed since then. At
the time, I worked with a Radio Shack PC - the keyboard was part of the display terminal - it
was all 1 unit! and the printer was a dot matrix printer!!
~ David Wilkinson
I grew up on my family’s dairy farm in the North Farms section of Wallingford where we
bottled and delivered milk. When I turned 16, I became responsible year-round for the milk
route. I needed to get up by 3:45 A.M. so I was ready to drive the milk truck at 4:00 A.M. I
delivered 350 bottles of milk at 28 cents/quart and eggs at 45 cents/dozen. Every day at
5:30 am, I’d stop at a bakery in Yalesville where the rear door was left open for me and I
would get a honey dipped donut. A Great Breakfast! I would finish the route around 7:30
A.M. and then drive to Lyman Hall High School for classes.
What I remember most about these early mornings was how quiet the world was except for
the 4:00 am train blowing its whistle 5 miles away in Wallingford Center. Haunting and
eerie but beautiful. To this day, I’m usually awake at 4:00 A.M.
What I learned from this experience was the realization that I did not want to be a dairy
farmer!
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~ Karen Kieffer
I worked in a summer job at KEY FOODS, a local supermarket in my neighborhood. The job
market was hard and I just asked for a job everywhere I went – The owner said yes! I
arrived early and always stepped up when someone had to volunteer for more hours. I
worked in the deli department and it was labor intensive lifting 50 lbs of salads or 15 lbs of
roast beef etc all day. I did not have a car so I walked the 3 miles there or rode my bike. It
was not hard for me. The store owner asked me to be manager. I had one year of school
left…..it was a lot of money he offered and I was tempted! He offered me double of what I
got after I graduated college and I had to commute to NYC to get that. Long story short,
stay in school, you will be much better off in the long run and as my Dad says, no one can
ever take your education away from you!
~ Steve Davis
I would have to say, working for the Watertown Town maintenance department. We did all
the upkeep and maintenance on the schools and school properties during the summer, so
they would be ready when school returned to session. What this job taught me, and
certainly has held true through everything I have done, is that the people you surround
yourself with and have to work with play a much bigger part in your happiness in a career
than the work you are doing. We had to do a lot of crummy jobs, like picking up the
garbage from all the sport fields but we had such a fun crew and the older guys who
supervised us were great which made all the difference.
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Have you checked out Pastor Ken’s study lately? It has a new and improved look to it
thanks to one of our church families. Being the modest person Tracy Hanke is, she begged
off being interviewed for the Village Voice. I persisted, however, and she explained how the
whole process came about in her mind and how each Hanke family member lent a hand.
About a year ago, Tracy said to Ken, “I want to redo this office. It needs a makeover.” They
both laughed about it but nothing materialized until this summer. Tracy knew Pastor Ken
would be gone for a week at the beginning of July and thought it would be fun to make the
transformation a surprise. She asked Jeff, her husband, if he’d be interested in helping
and with him onboard, the project took off. Son Sam did not have a summer job yet so he
was willing to help, and they were willing to pay him. Tracy recalls here that when she was
home from college one summer, she earned money by “painting her parent’s enormous
deck and every interior room in their house!”
Being friends with an interior decorator, Tracy asked her for advice. The friend stopped in
to take a look and made a few recommendations about furniture placement and paint
color. On the first day of work, Tracy, Jeff, Sam, and Jack moved the furniture out so
painting could begin. Paint brushes in hand, Sam and Grace tackled the job and enjoyed it!
While working, Tracy discovered many interesting podcasts which provided entertainment
and helped to pass the time. The AC was on the fritz for several days and help would not
arrive soon. A fan they found in the office helped, but Tracy eventually was able to
somehow manipulate the thermostat back to order. Yay!
Tracy asked our own Rachel Spalding if she would draw a picture of the church that could
be framed and hung in the office. (Rachel is the artist whose drawing of the church is on
our prayer cards and often adorns the bulletin cover.) Always gracious and willing, Rachel
knocked it out of the park. Please be sure to peek in to see it for yourself. A small table
and lamp gleaned from a consignment shop, curtains to cut the brutal sunlight coming
through the window, and a few other items, and the job was complete.
The Hanke Family would shun any recognition for this project, but their hard work and
sweat (literally) are much appreciated. It turns out that the transformation was not a
surprise, but the outcome is a restful, updated place where Ken can work, relax, counsel,
and reflect. Check it out. Thank you, Hanke Family for your generous gift!
~ submitted by Carolyn Kelly

See before and after photos on the next two pages.
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If you were sitting alone on a park bench and someone came and sat down to
chat, who do you most hope that would be?

I would like to see my mom and and dad, Carl and Gloria Perrin, sitting on that
bench, holding hands and looking at each other with smiles on their faces.
That’s the way I remember them always with so much love in their hearts,
waiting to be shared. I don’t need to talk to them, all I need is to see their love.
– Carla Reagan

If I was sitting alone and someone stopped by, who do I wish it would be?
I wish it would be someone who was also alone and perhaps needing someone to acknowledge
them and let them know that they are God’s child too and that they are loved.
Or maybe it would be Jesus.
Chris Driscoll
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A few parishioners shared some special memories and thoughts of their grandparents.

~ From Diane Dynia
One day I came home from elementary school in tears after my best friends had betrayed me. I shared the
experience with my Grandpa, “Boppie”. He told me how he had served as Treasurer for a philanthropic
organization. The chairwoman was extremely jealous of my grandfather’s reputation and framed him to
look as though he had mismanaged funds. All the other people on the Board knew my Grandpa well enough
to know he didn’t do it; but no one stood up for him, out of their own fear of her power. Boppie told me,
“Even our closest friends may fail us, but God will always be there for us. Always!!”
(P.S. Twenty-five years later, after the woman died, one of those Board members called my grandfather to
beg his forgiveness, which of course Boppie gave! Another lesson for me!)

Diane and her Boppie
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~ From Sue Trumbo
A favorite memory I have of visiting my grandparents is that they always had large boxes of nice chocolates.
Sometimes they hid these, but I knew the hiding place.

~ From Grace Hanke
Two favorite things to do with her grandparents – fishing and going to the zoo.

~ From Jeff Hanke
Best memory - sitting around the kitchen table at 339 Brice Avenue and listening to my gramma tell stories
of our family history. Most valuable lesson learned? Treasure family. It really is the most important thing.

A photo of Karen Bunting kissing her grandmother at Karen and Peter’s wedding on
December 29, 1966. Davenport, Iowa.
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~ From Elaine Lau
My grandfather taught me to like vegetables. In my family you could not have dessert if you did not
clean your plate. I have memories of still sitting at the table long after everyone else was gone trying
to finish my vegetables. So my limited viewpoint was that vegetables tasted terrible and just got in
the way of getting to what I really wanted. That is until my grandfather took me into his garden.
My grandparents lived in Boothbay Harbor, Maine in a sprawling white two-story farmhouse that
was far longer than it was tall. That’s because there were two sheds and an outhouse attached to the
house. The farm was called Hillside Farm and was, indeed, on a hill surrounded by woods with the
gardens in fields below the house which looked out on the Damariscotta River, an idyllic site. There
was a huge red barn on the property which housed horses at one time, and when I was young there
were chickens running all over the yard. One summer when I was visiting, my grandfather asked me
to help him pick vegetables and suggested that I taste what I was picking. I asked if you could eat
raw vegetables and he assured me I could. And that’s when I discovered the wonder of fresh,
uncanned, crisp and not mushy, colorful vegetables. From then on the vegetables I ate at the farm
were always set aside and not cooked. From my grandmother I learned the marvelous smell, texture,
and taste of fresh baked bread. She made bread every morning and refused to buy any bakery
products from a store. With her I learned to bake pies and cakes and cookies and doughnuts
(although she made me leave the room when she was frying the doughnuts because she was very
cautious about the fryer).
Although I loved being at the farm in Maine, there were nights I was sent to bed before I was ready
to go. And being a farmhouse, there were skritches and scratches and sounds in the night that would
scare me. The rest of the family would be gathered in the dining room around a big table playing
games and talking. There was a narrow set of curving stairs that led to the dining room and I would
often creep out of bed when I got scared to sit there listening until I heard everyone getting ready to
head for bed. One night my grandfather opened the door to get something from the stairwell, saw
me, winked, and just quietly closed the door. I always thought of him as my quiet defender. One of
my last memories I have of him was a hospital visit when I said to me, “Your smile is the best
medicine I could have.”

“Nobody can do for little children what grandparents do. Grandparents sort of
sprinkle stardust over the lives of little children.” – Alex Haley
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David and Elaine Wilkinson continue to
nurture the garden through a very hot and
very dry August. What a ministry
they are providing!
Photos by Lisa Moran. Thank you Lisa!

15

;
Cheshire United Methodist Church

Volume 16, September 2020

16

;
Cheshire United Methodist Church

Volume 16, September 2020

The Missing Kohlrabi
by Marge Jordan
Every year my joy is to plant a vegetable garden, yet this year our harvest was lost to a
mysterious creature. When the beans were ready to be picked and the green and yellow
butternut squash were starting to blossom – each day the plants grew smaller and
smaller. A four-foot fence surrounds my garden which is attached to my deck. Also, I
have planters on my deck railings with peppers, Russian kale, Swiss chard, celery,
cucumbers, lettuce, various herbs and some kohlrabi plants. I hoped the few kohlrabi
plants would be protected and I could show Bill how delicious they were. When we had
pool parties years ago – I would slice them thin and serve them with a special dip or fry
them like French fries. Well, as they started to grow bigger - each day little bites were
being taken from them but I never saw the culprit. Then one day I caught this creature as
I looked out my back door and onto my deck, reaching high onto the railing – and there it
was, “Chucky”, the groundhog. He looked straight at me and then ran down the stairs
and hopped into some cinder blocks with holes in the center, surrounding one side of my
garden. I felt bad for him since I thought he would be stuck inside and couldn’t get out –
so I said a little prayer hoping he wouldn’t suffocate. Anyway the next morning I looked
out over my deck and “Chucky” was laying on top of the cinder blocks, sunning himself.
He then sees me and jumps down in the cinder blocks to hide and that’s when I changed
from feeling sorry for him to being angered! I decided to put a watering hose down in the
cinder blocks to flush him out. He came out soaking wet, ran through the garden to get
out and then punched a hole through the fence and ran into the woods. We didn’t see
him for a few days but then he was back again eating everything in sight. Now he
reaches up to a bird feeder I have and just sits there eating the seeds with the
chipmunks, squirrels, and various birds. I guess he thinks he should be fed also, since
the garden is mostly eaten up except for the tomatoes. I hope he decides to let us have
some when they are ripe.
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Innocence is Priceless
~ submitted by Andy DeBoer
One Sunday morning, the pastor noticed little Alex standing in the foyer of the church
staring up at a large plaque. It was covered with names and small American flags mounted
on either side of it. The six-year old had been staring at the plaque for some time, so the
pastor walked up, stood beside the little boy, and said quietly. “Good morning Alex.”

“Good morning, Pastor,” he replied, still focused on the plaque. “Pastor, what is this?”
The pastor replied, “Well, son, it’s a memorial to all the young men and women
who died in the service.”
Soberly, they just stood together, staring at the large plaque. Finally, little Alex’s voice,
barely audible and trembling with fear asked,
“Which service, the 8:00 or the 10:30?

We Couldn’t Have Said it Better Ourselves!
“By all these lovely tokens September days are here. With summer’s best of weather
and autumn’s best of cheer.” – Helen Hunt Jackson
“Making your Christmas cake in September is perfect, as too fresh a cake crumbles
when cut.” – Mary Berry
“And all at once, summer collapsed into fall.” – Oscar Wilde
“Autumn is a second spring when every leaf is a flower.” – Albert Camus
“If a year was tucked inside of a clock, then autumn would be the magic hour.”
– Victoria Erickson
“Every leaf speaks bliss to me, fluttering from the autumn tree.” – Emily Bronte
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Happy September Birthday to . . .
1
6
6
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
21
23
24
27
28
29
30
30
30

Calleigh McLean
Trevor Bond
Nolan Missakian
Casey Jenkins
Marisa Deganis
Sandy Sandy
Carol Wilson
Gary DeVilbiss
Jeff Hanke
Jessica Gilleylen Miller
Annalise Holt
Donna deJongh
Maggie Ray
Lisa Moran
Harriet ‘Jeff’ Clark
Natalie Witkowski
Brendan Rocap
Don Ludwig
Luke Heuser

September
Anniversaries
7
17
19
22

Don and Theresa Dupont
Don and Mary Bogrette
Michael Waibel & Rosemary Konecky-Waibel
Thomas and Cindy Russo

