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LISTEN

DATE:  Saturday, September 12 

TIME:  8:00 a.m. - 3:00 p.m.

WHERE:  St. Robert Security Bank
         parking lot--near Lowe’s

Note:  If you would like to donate for this yard 
sale, you may drop off items on site during the day 
of sale or bring them to church.  Call Joe at 573-
528-5879 if you need assistance or for questions 
about this event.  Please, all electronics donations 
must be in good working condition.

Joe Bautista, President, United Methodist Men

   A Cup of Coffee and Then Another…

I’m having a cup of coffee as I write this very article.  
Now anyone that really knows me, knows that I am a 
coffee snob; meaning I like a good cup of Extra Bold 
Starbucks® or a hot or cold cup of “mocha-jo” from 
Caffé Italia.  But today, I’m just having plain ole 
“church coffee,” which traditionally tastes terrible. 
Even though I am a coffee aficionado, I don’t normally 
drink the stuff after 9 am.  However, I could not get 
to sleep until 12:30 in the morning, so I’m a bit tired.

It must have been that cup of “church coffee” that I 
had last night at 6:30 pm…And of course that second 
cup at 7:15 didn’t make matters any better. 

But you know, even though it was plain, boring, and dis-
turbingly acidic “church coffee,” it was one of the 
most delicious cups of coffee I have had in a long 
time.  Why was it so good you may ask?  Go on, ask.  I 
won’t continue with the story until you ask.

MAGNOLIAS

I spent the week before my daughter’s June wedding 
running last-minute trips to the caterer, florist, tux-
edo shop, and the church about forty miles away.  As 
happy as I was that Patsy was marrying a good Chris-
tian young man, I felt laden with responsibilities as I 
watched my budget dwindle….  

So many details, so many bills, and so little time.  My 
son Jack was away at college, but he said he would be 
there to walk his younger sister down the aisle, taking 
the place of his dad who had died a few years before.  
He teased Patsy, saying he’d wanted to give her away 
since she was about three years old!

To save money, I gathered blossoms from several 
friends who had large magnolia trees.  Their luscious, 
creamy white blooms and slick green leaves would 
make beautiful arrangements against the rich dark 
wood inside the church.  After the rehearsal dinner 
the night before the wedding, we banked the podium 
area and choir loft with magnolias.  As we left just 
before midnight, I felt tired but satisfied this would 
be the best wedding any bride ever had!  The music, 
the ceremony, the reception - and especially the 
flowers would be remembered for years.

The big day arrived, the busiest day of my life, and 
while her bridesmaid helped Patsy to dress, her 
fiancé Tim walked with me to the sanctuary to do a 
final check.  When we opened the door and felt a rush 
of hot air, I almost fainted, and then I saw them - all 
the beautiful flowers were black.  Funeral black.  An 
electrical storm during the night had knocked out the 
air conditioning system, and on that hot summer day, 
the flowers had wilted and died.  I panicked, knowing
I didn’t have time to drive back to our hometown, 
gather more flowers, and return in time for the wed-
ding.  Tim turned to me, “Edna, can you get more flow-
ers?  I’ll throw away these dead ones and put fresh 
flowers in these arrangements.”

I mumbled, “sure,” as he be-bopped down the hall to 
put on his cufflinks.

Alone in the large sanctuary, I looked up at the dark 
wooden beams in the arched ceiling.  “Lord,” I prayed, 
“please help me.  I don’t know anyone in this town.  
Help me find someone willing to give me flowers - in a 
hurry!”  I scurried out praying for four things:  the 
blessing of white magnolias, courage to find them in an 
unfamiliar yard, safety from any dog and a nice person 
who would not get out a shotgun when I asked to cut 
his tree to shreds.

As I left the church, I saw magnolia trees in the dis-
tance.  I approached a house, no dog in sight, I 
knocked on the door and an older man answered.  So 
far so good.  No shotgun.  When I stated my plea the 
man beamed, “I’d be happy to!”  He climbed a steplad-
der and  cut large boughs and handed them down to 
me.  Minutes later, as I lifted the last armload into my 
car trunk, I said, “Sir, you’ve made the mother of a 
bride happy today.”  “No, Ma’am,”  he said.  “You don’t 
understand what’s happening here.”  “What?” I asked.  

“You see, my wife of sixty-seven years died on Mon-
day.  On Tuesday I received friends at the funeral 
home, and on Wednesday. . . he paused.  I saw tears 
welling up in his eyes.  “On Wednesday I buried her.”  
He looked away.  “On Thursday most of my out-of-
town friends went back home, and on Friday, yester-
day, my children left.”

I nodded. ”This morning,” he continued, “I was sitting 
in my den crying out loud.  I miss her so much.  “For 
the last sixteen years, as her health got worse, she 
needed me.  But nobody needs me.  This morning I 
cried, “Who needs an eighty-six-year-old worn out 
man?  Nobody!”  I began to cry louder.  “Nobody needs 
me!”  About that time, you knocked, and said, “Sir, I 
need you.”  I stood with my mouth opened.

He asked, “Are you an angel?”  The light shone around 
your head into my dark living room.”  I assured him I 
was no angel.  He smiled. “Do you know what I was 
thinking when I handed you those magnolias?”  “No”.  
“I decided I’m needed.  My flowers are needed.  Why, 
I might have a flower ministry!  I could give them to 
everyone.  I can give them to hospitals, churches - all 
sorts of places.  I’m going to serve the Lord until the 
day He calls me home!”

By Edna Ellison from Syracuse, Kansas UMC

Thank you.  It was a great cup, because the conversa-
tion surrounding that steaming, Styrofoam cup was 
holy and pleasing to God and to all in the room.  You 
see, I was sitting in another church meeting of all 
places. The ministry team leader started out the 
meeting with a study from 2 Timothy 2:1-7.  While I 
invite you to read the passage, I will say that it men-
tioned farming. As we talked, we began to, one by one, 
share a part of ourselves, about how and where we 
saw that we each fit into the passage.   

Farming became the metaphor for our discussion. 
Someone mentioned preparing the ground so that the 
seeds of the gospel can be planted.  Our conversation 
was lovingly prepared by prayer and scripture.  At 
that moment, “we resolved to know nothing else, other 
than Jesus Christ and him crucified for us (1 Cor. 
2:2)”.

I wish you could have all been there.  It really was a 
great cup of coffee.

But you can be at other church meetings, not 
just within the walls of this building, but out 
there in your homes, at work or at the store.  
Our meetings don’t have to be plain, boring, and 
disturbingly acidic, like a cup of “church coffee.” 
On the contrary, they can and should be full and 
robust, with the sweet aromas of a fresh 
brewed, holy conversation.  

Peace Be With You, Pastor Bill

********

‘We do good poorly when we fail to create 
stillness times and rest times in our lives.’


