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Cover Art:

A collage of familiar faces wearing Masks by Marilyn Freeman.

“In late March I had several friends reach out to me with links to making face masks. I was NOT
interested ! At that point I thought the only acceptable masks were N95s, I was not going to waste
my time sewing cloth ones. Who would wear those ???
“But then various places were asking for sewers to make cloth masks. Thus my mask making journey began! I’ve made them for friends, friends of friends, family and strangers. I’ve given them to
my neighbor across the street and sent some as far as London !!
“They have been mailed to states as close as NH and as far as CA.
“I love my mask making role. It’s been a blessing to help people stay safe and keeps me busy and
feeling useful. I’ve been gifted with lovely fabric and thread.
As I write this I’ve made over 1000 cloth face masks since late March..... and I’m not done yet !!”
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Forsythia’s First Bloom
By Thomas Chard

A yellow hue at work, as the sky turned from gray to azure blue.
Waiting quietly as the Lilacs and Tulips keep vigil too.
Sweet spring loves simple sister brings the sun!
Yes sun, glorious sun!
Slender stalks burst to yellow.
At last Forsythia! Forsythia!
The handsome fellow!

Fleurs

Water Color Cards

Thomas Chard, water color

Jean Panicucci, water color
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ADOPTION STORY, PART 1:
VAGUE FEELINGS, SPECIFIC DECISIONS
By Faith Gong

ADOPTION STORY, PART 2:
THE NEXT RIGHT THING
This is the second part of a 3-part series about our family’s
journey through adoption.

This is the first part of a 3-part series about our son’s adoption, which was just finalized last week.
***
“Who knows, really, where dreams begin? Perhaps they first take shape in the unknown realms of
sleep or in the far corners of our consciousness, gaining size and substance off in the distant wings of
awareness, until one day, just out of the corner of your eye, you see it – the hazy shape of a new idea
that is suddenly too big and insistent to ignore.”
–Katrina Kenison, The Gift of an Ordinary Day.
***
It started as a gnawing at the back of my mind, vague feelings that flitted through my brain like
moths around a porch light.
“I don’t know what, but I just feel like there’s something more that we should be doing,” I’d say to
my husband as we sat on the couch at night after the kids were tucked into bed.
This started in the spring of 2015. Our family had been happily settled in Vermont for four years.
Erick was halfway down the road to tenure in his job as a professor of economics at Middlebury
College, and was about to begin his sabbatical year. We had four daughters, between the ages of
two and seven. I was busy at home with the girls, but also found time to maintain a blog and write
bi-weekly columns for our local paper; I’d recently completed a draft of my first book. Life was
good.
Maybe that’s why I was feeling unsettled: because life was starting to feel too settled. I start getting
twitchy when life gets too comfortable. In my experience, comfort is the start of a spiritual death
spiral: Life feels easy, so I stop paying attention, I stop caring as much, I fritter away time, I lose my
edge, and my soul curls up and goes to sleep.
Or maybe it’s just that I was turning 40 that September.
Follow this link to read more:
https://thepicklepatch.com/2020/06/23/adoption-story-part-1-vague-feelings-specific-decisions/
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Part 1 of our family’s adoption story was a 2,000-word description of the two-year process that we
went through before even deciding to proceed with adoption. My purpose in laying all of this out
was not to bore readers silly, but to make it clear that this was not a simple or spontaneous decision:
It was slow and filled with false starts, doubts, and frustration.
Once Erick and I decided to pursue adoption, we began a long journey of small steps. Our mantra
during this time was, “Let’s just do the next right thing.” (This was several years before “Do the
Next Right Thing” became a copyrighted earworm via the Disney film Frozen 2.)
Follow this link to read more:
https://thepicklepatch.com/2020/06/25/adoption-story-part-2-the-next-right-thing/

ADOPTION STORY, PART 3:
THE THING WITH FEATHERS
This is the third — and final — installment of a 3-part series on our family’s experience adopting
our son.
I sat in our minivan, parked next to the playing fields where I’d just dropped off my daughters for
an afternoon field hockey practice. I was clutching my cell phone to my ear; on the other end, our
adoption counselor was saying that a birth mother had chosen our family as a potential home for
her baby.
It had been 22 months since Erick and I had first walked through the doors of the adoption agency;
nearly two years since we set off down the path of becoming a “waiting family.” Waiting for exactly
this moment, the moment a birth mother would choose us — a moment that had seemed like an
increasingly remote possibility as time wore on.
Our adoption counselor asked whether we’d like to move forward, whether we’d accept the birth
mother’s wish to place her child with us – if that remained her wish.
“But,” our counselor continued, “don’t get your hopes up. She’s still not entirely sure that she
wants to go the adoption route.”
Follow this link to read more:
https://thepicklepatch.com/2020/06/27/adoption-story-part-3-the-thing-with-feathers/
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Welcome to the Garden

Summer Scene

Lauren Chard, photograph
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Bonnie Betourney, Acrylic
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Redemption

Today I carried a trash can
full of empties to the Can Man.

by Meg McFadden Smith
May 9, 2020

The only light in the warehouse
was the glow of Fox News.
The smell of stale beer and must
permeated the space.
He counted the cans
on a slanted surface
and they rolled down it,
colliding into one another,
each bump sounded
like breaking glass.
“How are you dealing
with our “new normal?”
(Quarantine, masks,
social distancing)
“Oh, the virus?
It’s a democratic plot,
an election year conspiracy
to stop Trump from holding rallies.”
I let my silence speak,
hoping my mask hid
some of my disbelief.
“I never wear a mask,
of course I don’t mind
when customers do,”
he looked up at me
and I left as quickly as I could.
In the parking lot my neighbor and I
shook our heads about the Can Man,
while he came out of his store
holding my trash can.

Storm Approaching
Lauren K. Chard, photograph

“You forgot something!”
He carried the can to my car.
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View at Montezuma
Lauren Chard, photograph
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Wings

Matthew Dickerson, photographs
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Labors of Love

Thoughts on Psalm 139
Deborah Dickerson
June 25, 2019

I hold a bamboo needle in my right hand
insert it through a stitch on the needle
held in my left. With the needle tip,
I tug the finely spun lavender yarn
from the skein through the loop,
creating a new stitch.
Stitch next to stitch, row upon row,
I knit my affection into the lacy cardigan,
a future gift to my son’s wife.
Sheep, alpaca or rabbit sheared for fiber,
combed, carded and dyed
spun to yarn, then wrapped in skeins.
Knits and purls, ribbing and cables,
yarn trailing through needles
shaping socks, sweaters, scarves
stories, letters, prayers, and poems.
All of us knitters.
Even God is so described
in the psalm. Spinning DNA,
stitching cells, he knits a childa one-of-a-kind original,
marked by the maker.
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Lion

Campbell Gong, acrylic
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“Resurrection” Alice Eckle, Photograph

Wonders in Italy

by Melinda Rowe Williams
August 2020
The basic facts:
A friend and I had an opportunity to join a group affiliated with Gordon College, my alma mater, on a
2 week trip to Orvieto, Italy in January, 2020. We traveled to Rome before joining the group in Orvieto
and spent three days there seeing the sights. When all together in Orvieto, our group (nine in all) stayed
in the Gordon College abroad program’s housing (a former abbey) and were fed authentic Italian cuisine
by their chef, Maria, who is a local resident. We took day trips to Florence, Assisi, and Sienna. The theme
for the two weeks was Art In Its Place, which led us away from museums and into the public buildings,
outdoor spaces, and many cathedrals and monasteries where we feasted on paintings, sculptures, and
architecture, all designed for that specific space; Art in its intended context.
The Important stuff:
How do I describe the wonder I felt as I was being driven into Rome by our hotel driver? This was my
dream. I took pictures of EVERYTHING. I sat in the Pantheon and soaked up the sounds, current and
ancient. I looked out from the hotel’s small balcony and gazed at the rooftops of nearby buildings. So
mysterious and rich with history. Our hotel had been both a lodging for prominent priests and cardinals, and a couple of hundred years later, a brothel! And now it is a quaint hotel in the old city with who
knows how many other uses inbetween.
How do I describe the hill-town of Orvieto, whose ancestors (pre-Romans) first built homes attached to
the rock cliff, into the rock itself, and on top of this mesa-like formation? Or what about the sight of the
town’s centerpiece, a Duomo (Cathedral) rising up as you approach it from the narrow stone streets,
whose glittering and ornate facade brought an involuntary gasp. And there are a thousand other experiences, like visiting the caves that St. Francis would use as his retreat during Lent, that left me either
weeping inwardly or rendering me like a newborn baby for whom everything is a wonder.
And I also wondered how this experience would change me.
The art I viewed, the purpose of the art, the reasons behind all the placement of the art... everything
seemed to have a meaning. This mural drew you to that mural. That sculpture prepared you for this
archway. That altar was placed there so the light streamed directly upon it at a certain hour. The outer
wall carvings of different professions were seen by workers who went by, as a means to communicate
their work was important. And there was delight in it all.
I’ve heard the phrase, we are God’s handiwork, artwork even. And I wonder if context is also important
to who we are? We’ve been carved and fashioned to interact and communicate in the context of community. Take each of us out of that context and placed in isolation somewhere and we become less. Jesus
was continually pointing to the interconnectedness of love for God and love for others. We are not to
take our love for God out of the context of loving each other. We are not to take our love for each other
out of the context of loving God. Art In Its Place.
(Just a week after returning home, the Pandemic had begun to shut down Italy. I am obviously grateful
to have had that time in that place before the world closed down. Inside me, though, a new vista was
opened, and I still have a big silly grin whenever the faces and places of Italy I have seen, come to mind.)
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Photos by Melinda Williams
Top left: Orvieto road. Top right: Orvieta cliffside. Botton left: Rooftop in Rome. Bottom
right: St. Peter’s
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Home

White Horse

Lauren Chard, photograph

Abigail Gong, acrylic
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Spiritual Relationship with Bees
by Ross Conrad

Here in the Northeast the end of August and September is the busiest time for most beekeepers. There is
honey to harvest and we need to be sure the bees are prepared for the long winter to come. This incredibly
busy time gets balanced when the cool season arrives along with the holidays: a time of giving thanks and
celebrating Christmas. This time of gift giving, feasting, and celebration tends to bring us together with
those who are closest to us and it’s a time when we focus on our relationships.
As beekeepers how much time do we spend thinking about, or working on our relationship with the
bees? If we don’t give it a lot of thought, our relationship with the bees is likely limited to looking out for
their welfare, doing our best to keep them healthy and well fed, enjoying the benefits of pollination and
gathering up products from the hive for our own benefit in return. While there is nothing wrong with this
relationship, but like our relationship with all of creation, it could be so much more.
What is preventing our relationship with the bees from being much more? For each of us, the answer
to this question will be different. In general insects are not high on the list of life forms that our culture
typically respects and expresses concern for. For example, if an individual ignores the health and needs of
their dogs, cats, or horses, society intercedes on behalf of the animals. Depending on the situation we may
refer the individual to the humane society for education on proper animal care, we may seize the animals
and place them in better conditions if the person is unable to provide for them, or in the most extreme cases of willful negligence, court proceedings may be in order. Yet a person can purchase a hive of bees and
ignore their needs, allow them to get sick or starve and as a society we seem to simply look the other way
in acceptance.

However, like all close personal relationships, it takes time and work to develop. Indigenous cultures
had a natural connection to the land and animals. We unfortunately have to put more effort into
making such connections strong since our society does not offer much support in this area. Building a
close personal relationship with your bees can help eliminate fear of the bees, allowing us to feel safer
around the hives. After all, when you think about it, humans are the most dangerous animals on the
planet...if anything it should be the bees that are fearful of us!
So let’s say that you think that developing a close relationship with your bees, above and beyond the
relationship you have now may be a good idea, just how might you go about it? To start with, when
opening up the hive be full of wonder and try to view the hive as if you were looking at it for the first
time. To see the hive with the eyes of an innocent child means being enthusiastic about what you see.
This is a way to see what is always there but may often be overlooked, perhaps because we don’t slow
down enough to take the time to see. While it is natural to focus on the activities the bees are engaged
in, force yourself to notice other things like the approximate age of the bees, or the comb and its
condition and use (e.g. size of cells, amount and kind of pollen stored in cells, age of eggs, etc.)
This process of careful observation can be further enhanced by closely observing a single comb
covered with bees for 15-30 minutes or more. What jobs are the bees engaged in? What condition is
the brood in? Are the bees reacting to your presence? While an observation hive really comes in
handy for this exercise it can be done out in the field when the weather is favorable and robbing
pressure is minimal. 										

Perhaps our beginner beekeeping classes should put more emphasis on the importance of not getting
started in beekeeping unless the individual is ready and willing to fully commit to taking the time to
properly educate themselves on a hive’s proper care, and ensure that they devote adequate resources of
time and money to seeing that proper husbandry actually occurs.
A good place to begin is with an apicultural ethic that does not place the needs of the bees below our
own needs. Such an ethic would not allow the bees to benefit at our expense, nor would it allow us to
benefit at the bees expense. The idea is to strive for a give and take, a win-win situation where both parties
benefit roughly to an equal extent. Following this approach for example, one would not secure a hive of
bees in the spring, rent them out for pollination, harvest all their honey and allow them to die in winter
with the plan on purchasing new bees in the spring simply because it was economically advantageous to
do so.
When one nurtures a personal relationship with their bees, such an apicultural ethic comes naturally.
Why would one want to develop a personal relationship with a bunch of insects? Well first of all it
feels good. You will feel closer to your bees and not separate or cut off from them. The personal
relationship you develop with your hives has the potential to move you as much as a human
relationship will. Over time the connection you develop with certain hives can feel similar to your
connection to old friends.
							
											v
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Sister Mary Angela works one of her hives at St. Mary’s Convent in Burlington under the tutelage of
Enoch Tompkins. A sixth grade teacher at St. Mary’s Academy, Sister Angela has 20 colonies and finds
an observation hive in her classroom in the spring, “one of the most effective ways of teaching science.”
- from The Land of Milk and Honey
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While we tend to be a visual society, when you spend time with the bees make an effort to pay
attention to your other senses during your visit. What body sensations do you feel? What smells fill
your nostrils? What sounds fill your ears? Do you get goosebumps when you are with the bees? What
emotions come up for you when you are opening the hive or manipulating the frames of comb? You
may be surprised by the range of non-visual information that you receive during your time with the
bees. While children are often very tuned into these non-verbal cues, as adults, we may have to make
more of a conscious effort to observe them. Pay attention also to how these sensations and emotions
may change over time as your relationship with the bees matures.
An essential part of what I refer to as feeling a connection to the bees is being able to feel what is going
on inside of ourselves. This is something we are not given much encouragement for in our everyday
lives. Being aware of the bodily sensations, or emotions that are evoked by what is going on around us
can provide valuable information as to how well the situation, person, or hive resonates with our being.
The ability to form a strong connection with the bees relies on regular interactions. Visit your hives
regularly, at least once a week. Those that are interested in forming a strong personal relationship with
the bees may even choose to make a date with them. Pick a certain day and time and show up every
week rain or shine. You don’t have to open the hive every time you visit...just spend time with the
hive. Regular visits are especially important when you are just starting to develop your relationship
with the bees as it will take a few seasons to develop the relationship strongly.
When dating it is common to bring gifts. While the bees may appreciate a gift of flowers, they may not
appreciate a gift of chocolate as much as you or I. Honeybees are always giving to us through their
work as pollinators, and their production of honey, wax, propolis, pollen, and even bee venom therapy.
It is good to give back both through our concern and care for their welfare and through gifts of the
heart, mind, or prayer. When I approach a hive with a jar and ask the colony, a super organism, to give
up a part of its body by letting me take several bees for bee venom therapy, I will offer part of my body
in return by pulling out a few hairs from the back of my neck and leaving the hairs by the hive. Such
symbolic gifts act as a physical reminder of the respect and appreciation we have for the bees.
You might even consider making offerings to the bees without taking anything in return. Have you ever
experienced how worn down you can become when others are constantly taking from you without
offering anything in return. We receive so many blessings from the bees, to give to them without
expecting to receive anything ourselves is one way to form a healing relationship with the bees.
Another way to help forge a personal connection with bees is to talk to them or even sing to them.
Talking to bees, along with prayer, gift giving, song, and dance, all have a long history in beekeeping
and are ways of making a heart connection. Many of us already talk to our cars, televisions, and radios,
so why not the bees? Once you have gotten comfortable talking to the bees, feel free to give yourself
permission to express to others how you feel toward the bees.
Once you have established a strong connection with the bees, it will carry over to other places.
When we developing a personal relationship with honey bees it can help us nurture relations with the
rest of life on earth, as well as help us become better beekeepers. I am not claiming that honeybees
share the same kind of feelings that we do, but bees do respond when we take the time to show love,
appreciation, and respect for them. They can’t help themselves. Such a response is shared by all living
things.
Ross Conrad is the co-author of The Land of Milk and Honey: A History of Beekeeping in Vermont and
author Natural Beekeeping: Organic Approaches to Modern Apiculture.
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Honey Bees in the Locust Tree Flowers
Alice Eckles, gouache and oil on panel
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Common Merganser

Field Pond

Georgia Gong, acrylic

Thomas Chard, oil on canvas
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Henry’s Quilt

Confession (You Are Mercy)

Spring 2020

An original song of confession and praise.
Written by Matthew Dickerson, @2020.

Henry Freeman retired in late spring. Not able to travel to places he’d planned on, Henry pulled out
quilt blocks Marilyn had pre- made and sewed together three baby quilts for friends with new babies. He
acquired a nice used sewing machine in July (he couldn’t use Marilyn’s !) and will be sewing up some
other creations this winter!

Link to watch: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MntYm0V81Zg

Performed and recorded by Matthew Dickerson (vocals, guitar, harmonica), Peter Wahlers (bass), and
Christopher Williams (vocals, percussion) in May, 2020 in our various homes in Nashville, TN, and
Middlebury, VT.
“For me as a Christian, the point of confession--whether that confession takes the form of a psalm or
hymn or song whose words are public, or the form of a prayer spoken in private--isn’t to dwell on my
own sinfulness. Rather, by acknowledging my sinfulness, the result is that my understanding and appreciation for God’s amazing mercy grows all the greater. Confession of sins are, therefore, an important act of praise.
“I appreciate many of the confession creeds. But sometimes they are too vague and general. I need to
confess not abstract generic sins, but my own sins, and the sins I think are prevalent in my own culture. Before I point out the idolatry in some other culture, I need to see the idolatry the dominates my
own culture.
“I also wanted to write this song not as an act of legalism, but rather as an antidote to legalism. The
problem with legalism isn’t that it sets standards that are too high, but rather that it sets standards that
are too low: it focuses on outward sins only, and typically on those outward sins that we see in other
people, while ignoring the sinfulness of our own hearts. When I see the sinfulness of my heart, I am all
the more indebted to God’s amazing grace and mercy.”
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The Dancer

China Girl

McKenna Poppenga, photograph

Thomas Chard, digital imaging
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I’ll See The Lord (My Redeemer Lives)

A contemporary Easter hymn written by Matthew Dickerson and Kate Miner, recorded
on Easter weekend, 2020, by Dickerson (guitar, bass, vocals) and Maggie Estes White
(fiddle).

Link to watch: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MntYm0V81Zg

Listen to this song and read about Matthew’s inspiration here: https://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=7ner9jarWA0

“The thing is, that great metaphorical body of water we must cross may be a violently stormy sea. That water
may be so enshrouded in mists, clouds, and fog that at times it is impossible even to see the far shore. We
must hold on to that far shore by faith, even in times of storm and cloud.
“We voyage through this life, not immune to the sufferings of those storms, but knowing because of the resurrection not only that the far shore is there, but that God will bring us safely to it. Death has lost its sting. The
resurrection, the fact that our redeemer still lives, is our hope.”
--So put my words on a scroll,
Carve them in stone
When my skin is destroyed
And the earth has my bones
Then my eyes will see him
....
For my redeemer still lives.
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Hike

Thomas Chard, photograph
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