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LIFE TOGETHER

RECEIVING GOD'S GIFTS I+ SHARING GOD'S GIFTS

Dearest Saints of Holy Trinity,

School has begun. Summer has ended. The sun will remain for a while, but,
even still, the days grow shorter and the nights grow long. It seems to me
that this summer has been a whirlwind, and, regrettably, we have not been
taken into heaven by it. Oh well. We must retain our mantles for a time yet,
and continue marching onward through the vale.

As children go back to classes, as midweek catechesis resumes, and,

especially, as some of our children begin college, I urge you all to make a
concerted effort to reexamine the priorities of your daily schedules. If you
find that you're passing by the church while Matins is happening, consider
getting up that extra twenty minutes earlier and joining us. If you find that
your family is so busy you have no time to pray together, to attend
catechesis, or even to attend church regularly, consider cutting something
(or some things) out. The world is not what it once was. If we do not take the
battle seriously, we will fall, and our children with us. Call your college
students and check in. Get them set up with a church, or have me do it. I'd
be happy to! Perhaps even consider sharing their address with the
congregation so that we can write to them and keep them in the fold by the
grace of God.

Above all, keep fighting the good fight, dear saints. I love you all, and will
always be here for you. But that matters little. What matters more is that
Jesus loves you, and that he will always be with you, spurring you on to be
better, giving you the strength to do just that, and fighting before you to
clear the path ahead. Love him back. Take a breath. The whirlwind has come
and gone, but Jesus still comes. And his cross is static while the world keeps

turning,

In Christ,
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Why Do the Heathen Rage?

Flannery O’Connor

T °1 had had his stroke in the state
1 man capital, where he had gone on
business, and he had stayed two weeks in the hospital
there. He did not remember his arrival home by
ambulance but his wife did. She had sat for two hours on
the jump seat at his feet, gazing fixedly at his face. Only his
left eye, twisted inward, seemed to harbor his former
personality. It burned with rage. The rest of his face was
prepared for death. Justice was grim and she took
satisfaction in it when she found it. It might take just this
ruin to wake Walter up.

By accident both children were at home when they
arrived. Mary Maud was driving in from school, not
realizing that the ambulance was behind her. She got out—
a large woman of thirty with a round childish face and a
pile of carrot-colored hair that seeped about in an invisible
net on top of her head—kissed her mother, glanced at
Tilman and gasped; then, grim-faced but flustered,
marched behind the rear attendant, giving him high-
pitched instructions on how to get a stretcher around the
curve of the front steps. Exactly like a schoolteacher, her
mother though. Schoolteacher all over. As the forward
attendant reached the porch, Mary Maud said sharply in a
voice used to controlling children, “Get up, Walter, and
open the door!”

Walter was sitting on the edge of his chair, absorbed in the
proceedings, his finger folded in the book he had been
reading before the ambulance came. He got up and held
open the screen door, and while the attendants carried the
stretcher across the porch, he gazed, obviously fascinated,
at his father’s face. “Glad to see you back, capt'n,” he said
and raised his hand in a sloppy salute.

Tilman’s enraged left eye appeared to include him in its
vision but he gave him no sign of recognition.

Roosevelt, who from now on would be nurse instead of
yard man, stood inside the door, waiting. He had put on
the white coat that he was supposed to wear for occasions.
He peered forward at what was on the stretcher. The
bloodshot veins in his eyes swelled. Then, all at once, tears
glazed them and glistened on his black cheeks like sweat.
Tilman made a weak rough motion with his good arm. It
was the only gesture of affection he had given any of them.
The Negro followed the stretcher to the back bedroom,
snuffling as if someone had hit them.

Mary Maud went in to direct the stretcher bearers.

Walter and his mother remained on the porch. “Close the
door,” she said. “You're letting flies in.”

She had been watching him all along, searching for some
sign in his ig bland face that some sense of urgency had
touched him, some sense that now he had to take hold,
that now he had to do something, anything—she would
have been glad to see him make a mistake, even make a
mess of things if it meant that he was doing something—
but she saw that nothing had happened. His eyes were on
her, glittering just lightly behind his glasses. He had taken
in every detail of Tilman’s face; he had registered
Roosevelt’s tears, Mary Maud’s confusion, and now he was
studying her to see how she was taking it. She yanked her
hat straight, seeing by his eyes that it had slipped toward
the back of her head.

“You ought to wear it that way,” he said. “It makes you
look sort of relaxed-by-mistake.”

She made her face hard, as hard as she could make it. “The
responsibility is yours now,” she said in a harsh, final
voice.

He stood there with his half smile and said nothing. Like
an absorbent lump, she though, taking everything in,
giving nothing out. She might have been looking at a
stranger using the family face. He had the same
noncommittal lawyer’s smile as her father and
grandfather, set in the same heavy jaw, under the same
Roman nose; he had the same eyes that were neither blue
nor green nor gray; his skull would soon be bald like
theirs. Her face become even harder. “You’ll have to take
over and manage this place,” she said and folded her arms,
“if you want to stay here.”

The smile left him. He looked at her once hard, his
expression empty, and then beyond her out across the
meadow, beyond the four oaks and the black distant tree
line, into the vacant afternoon sky. “I thought it was
home,” he said, “but it don’t do to presume.”

Her heart constricted. She had an instant’s revelation that
he was homeless. Homeless here and homeless anywhere.
“Of course it’s home,” she said, “but somebody has to take
over. Somebody has to make these Negroes work.”

“I can’t make Negroes work,” he muttered. “That’s about
the last thing I'm capable of.”

“I'll tell you everything to do,” she said.
“Ha!” he said. “That you would.” He looked at her and his



half smile returned. “Lady,” he said, “you’re coming into
your own. You were born to take over. If the old man had
had his stroke ten years ago, we’'d all be better off. You
could have run a wagon train through the Bad Lands. You
could stop a mob. You're the last of the nineteenth century,
you're...”

“Walter,” she said, “you’re a man. I'm only a woman.”

“A woman of your generation,” Walter said, “is better than
a man of mine.”

Her mouth drew into a tight line of outrage and her head
trembled almost imperceptibly. “I would be ashamed to say
it!?” she whispered.

Walter dropped into the chair he had been sitting in and
opened his book. A sluggish-looking flush settled on his
face. “The only virtue of my generation,” he said, “is that it
ain’t ashamed to tell the truth about itself.” He was already
reading. Her interview was at an end.

She remained standing there, rigid, her eyes on him in
stunned disgust. Her son. Her only son. His eyes and his
skull and his smile belonged to the family face but
underneath them was a different kind of man from any she
had ever known. There was no innocence in him, no
rectitude, no conviction either of sin or election. The man
she saw courted good and evil impartially and saw so many
sides of every question that he could not move, he could
not work, he could not even make niggers work. Any evil
could enter that vacuum. God knows, she thought and
caught her breath, God knows what he might do!

He had not done anything. He was twenty-eight now and,
so far as she could see, nothing occupied him but trivia. He
had the air of a person who is waiting for some big event
and can’t start any work because it would only be
interrupted. Since he was always idle, she had thought that
perhaps he wanted to be an artist or a philosopher or
something, but this was not the case. He did not want to
write anything with a name. He amused himself writing
letters to people he did not know and to the newspapers.
Under different names and using different personalities, he
wrote to strangers. It was a peculiar, small, contemptible
vice. Her father and her grandfather had been moral men
but they would have scorned small vices more than great
ones. They knew who they were and what they owed to
themselves. It was impossible to tell what Walter knew or
what his views were on anything. He read books that had
nothing to do with anything that mattered now. Often she
came behind him and found some strange underlined
passage in a book he had left lying somewhere and she
would puzzle over it for days. One passage she found in a
book he had left lying on the upstairs-bathroom floor
stayed with her ominously.

“Love should be full of anger,” it began, and she thought,
well mine is. She was furious all the time. It went on, “Since
you have already spurned my request, perhaps you will
listen to admonishment. What business have you in your
father’s house, O you effeminate soldier? Where are your
ramparts and trenches, where is the winter spent at the
front lines? Listen! the battle trumpet blares from heaven
and see how our General marches fully armed, coming
amid the clouds to conquer the whole world. Out of the
mouth of our Kings emerges a double-edge sword that cuts
down everything in the way. Arising finally from your nap,
do you come to the battlefield! Abandon the shade and seek
the sun.”

She turned back in the book to see what she was reading, It
was a letter from a St. Jerome to a Heliodorus, scolding him
for having abandoned the desert. A footnote said that
Heliodorus was one of the famous group that had centered
around Jerome at Aquileia in 370. He accompanied Jerome
to the Near East with the intention of cultivating a hermitic
life. They had separated when Heliodorus continued on to
Jerusalem. Eventually he returned to Italy, and in later years
he became a distinguished churchman as the bishop of
Altinum.

This was the kind of thing he read—something that made
no sense for now. Then it came to her, with an unpleasant
little jolt, that the General with the sword in his mouth,
marching to do violence, was Jesus.



THIS MONTH AT HOLY TRINITY

Food Pantry Donations

Please help to provide for our hungry neighbors in need
by donating goods to the food pantry. This is an easy
addition to your regular monthly alms.

Food pantry needs for the month of September
include soups, vegetable oil (small), crackers, jelly/jam,
hamburger helper, spaghetti sauce and jello/pudding.

For more information contact Debbie Ohlenschlen
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19
23

Anniversaries of Baptism

Bill Heitman
Maria Wright
Saoirse Ferguson
Louanne Heits
Morris Heitman
Mayson White
Dusty Livengood
Carol Thurnau
Jason Biermann
Kade Jewett
Ronnie Haer
Lynn Thurnau
James Hinrichs
Jade Johnson
Ryan Oswald

Birthdays

Carolyn Ferguson
Saoirse Ferguson
Josh Ohlensehlen
Jennifer Voltmer
Tabitha Waigand
Emmie Akers
Jade Johnson
David Thurnau
Seth Oswald
Teresa Russell
Nehemiah Voltmer
Jason Biermann
Ashlee Voltmer
Marylou Jackson

Anniversaries of Marriage

Bill & Gail Heitman
George & Kathleen Helfert
Duane & Penny Biermann
Darrel & Marla Voltmer
Bill & Carol Thurnau
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Saints’ Days and Commemorations

1 Joshua

2 Hannah

3 Gregory the Great, Pastor

4  Moses

5  Zacharias and Elizabeth

14  Holy Cross Day

16  Cyprian of Carthage, Pastor and Martyr
21  St. Matthew, Apostle and Evangelist
22 Jonah

29  The Martyrdom of St. John the Baptist
30  Jerome, Translator of Holy Scripture

Serving This Month
Worship Preparation: Aubre Biermann
Ushers: Volunteers Needed
Greeters: Darrel & Marla Voltmer

Acolytes:
3 Emma Ohlensehlen
10 Kipton Waigand
17 Luke Oswald
24 Memphis Mick

Refreshments:
3 Marla Voltmer
10 Carolyn Ferguson
17 Wilma Windhorst
24 Gail Heitman




SEPTEMBER 2023

Tuesday

Wednesday

Thursday

7:30 a.m.—Matins

Pastor Gone to Conception
Abbey

Saturday

3 4 5 6 7 8 9
9:15 a.m.—Sunday School 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins
. Divine Servi 2:00-6:00 p.m.—Food Pantry
10:30 a.m.—Divine Service 6:00 p.m.—Choir Rehearsal | Driver’s License Testing Council Items Due to Open
i i Secretary’s Offi
Board of Education Meeting 6:00 p.m.—Midweek ecretary’s Office
10 11 12 13 14 15 16
9:15 a.m.—Sunday School 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins
10:30 a.m.—Divine Service 6:00 p.m.—Choir Rehearsal | 6:00 p.m.—Midweek Pastor Gone to Conception
Council Meeting Abbey
17 18 19 20 21 22 23
9:15 a.m.—Sunday School 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins 7:30 a.m.—Matins
10:30 a.m.—Divine Service
12:00 p.m.—Potluck 1:00 p.m.—Ladies Guild Drivers License Testing 2:00-6:00 p.m.—Food Pantry
2:00 p.m.—Worship at ) . . Y Open
Tiffany Heights 6:00 p.m.—Choir Rehearsal | 6:00 p.m.—Midweek
24 25 26 27 28 29 30

9:15 a.m.—Sunday School
10:30 a.m.—Divine Service
Board of Elders Meeting
5:30 p.m.—Youth Group

7:30 a.m.—Matins

7:30 a.m.—Matins

6:00 p.m.—Choir Rehearsal

7:30 a.m.—Matins

6:00 p.m.—Midweek

7:30 a.m.—Matins

7:30 a.m.—Matins

Pastor Gone to Conception
Abbey




