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Sunday Morning Services at 10AM 
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From the Pastor’s Desk –  

When I think of May I see what glory must look like. I see it in the new green of the trees, 
the bright yellows of the flowers, more beautiful even than I could remember. And beauty 
is the word for May as if it were defining what beauty is and not being described by 
everything else that is beautiful. If God did not create such beauty as the month of May I 
wonder how long we could endure. And if God can create such beauty as this, is it not 
also possible that such beauty can be woven into the very fabric of our living and 
breathing lives. I know that there is tumult and trouble all around us and, I daresay, within 
us, too, but if there is also beauty there to be had, to be known, to be, then there will also 
be joy for joy cannot be restrained for long in the presence of May. I remember the time I 
went away from home for the first time as a college freshman and traveled to the Yucatan 
in Mexico to study for a term there and it was hot and dry, the grass and trees shriveled 
in the heat and what I remember is coming home and seeing again for the first time the 
green valleys of Daddy’s farm and literally dancing and singing across the fields in delight 
at its greenness. (My parents thought I had lost my mind and it may be that I did.) It was 
the month of May and the soil was turned and ready for the seeds of grain that would 
bring a new harvest, new life for the world. It was truly glorious (as I understand glory) as 
that which is full to overflowing with a light that floods not just the eyes but the very soul. I 
read a poem (e.e. cummings) one time that put this joy, this glory, this beauty in words 
perhaps as good as I have ever seen:   

i thank You God for most this amazing 
day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 
and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 
which is natural which is infinite which is yes 
(i who have died am alive again today, 
and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth 
day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay 
great happening illimitably earth) 
how should tasting touching hearing seeing 
breathing any–lifted from the no 
of all nothing–human merely being 
doubt unimaginable You? 
(now the ears of my ears awake and 
now the eyes of my eyes are opened)       
 
Yes.  
 
 
Larry                         

 

 

 

 

 

FUMC HAMILTON 
Worship and Fellowship  

in Community 



A Thank You… 

Thank you for the birthday card signed by all. 

It made my birthday special.  God Bless.   

Marguerite Sweeney 

  "Message from the Music Director" 
I must thank my musical colleagues and the congregation for an absolutely lovely 
set of services during Holy Week. Rachel Shiryayeva (Pastor Larry's daughter) 
performed beautifully on violin during all three occasions and "Petey" (her 
daughter) turned pages for me perfectly. Reverend Wimmer shared his marvelous 
texts on Maundy Thursday and gave a solid (and courageous!) performance of the 
brief musical settings I provided for a few excerpts. Finally, I should be remiss if I 
neglected to thank the Thursday night congregants for the very warm welcome 
they extended to my fiancee!  
 
Sincerely, -- Lenny 

Save the Date 

Praise Service 

June 22nd 

Time TBA 



  

Lay Leader…  
 

He Was There All The Time 
 
We have just finished the most holy season in the Christian church; the death and resurrection of 
our Lord, Jesus Christ. This has proved to be an extremely wonderful time in my life. As I advance 
in years I wonder what new things the Lord will bring into my life in the coming year. 

I have spent time with the Lord and His word finding new things each time. Recently I was asked 
to pray for a dear friend who is going through some very deep waters and wondering “where has 
my God gone?” As I pondered how to pray I was directed to a song that has meant a great deal to 
me over the years. 

  

He Was There All The Time 

Time after time I went searching for peace in some void  

I was trying to blame All my ills on this world I was in 

Surface relationships used me 'til I was done in 

And all of the while someone was begging To free me from sin  

Chorus: 

 

Never again Will I look for a fake rainbow's end  

Now that I have the answer; My life is just starting to rhyme 

Sharing each new day with Him Is a cup of fresh life, 

And oh what I missed! He's been waiting right there all the time  

Chorus: 

 

He was there all the time, He was there all the time  

Waiting patiently in line, He was there all the time 

 
GARY S. PAXTON 
 
 

I was reminded that God does not move, we do in an attempt to get away from Him. But He is a 

constant, waiting to help us. As I prayed I had the assurance that my prayers were being 

answered. 

This brought me to another question, what would my life be like without God? In an attempt to 

be completely honest I must confess that I tried it for a while. I grew up in a Christian home as my 

father was a minister of the gospel. This environment was all I knew and at times I was 

embarrassed and would not talk about it as it was so different from real life. I chafed under the 

rules and decided to “take a walk” away from God as I had had enough. Going to church on 

Sunday was out and I moved into downtown Boston.  



(Continued from Lay Leader) 

That was an eye opening experience. Thank God it only lasted for a short time in the years of 

my life. Fortunately, I learned that a life without God wasn’t for me. God was there all the time 

watching and waiting for me to find my way back to Him.  I know there were many prayers said 

for me. His presence in my life makes it all worth while and gives me courage and peace as I 

minister to others. Back to the person I was asked to pray for; thank God for His presence in 

these experiences. Healing has begun, circumstances have changed and God’s peace is filling 

the void. 

I recommend a life with God in it, not without Him as that becomes very empty. God is here 

and God is there and that creates joy and peace. 

 

Blessings, 

 

Winnie Martin 

 

THRIFT SHOP 

Have you ever wondered what the Thrift Shop is all about; where does the money go; who sets 

the prices; how do we get the help every week and where do we get the goods to sell? These 

are all good questions. 

The money goes into the general fund and we make approximately $400.00 per month. There 

are sign up sheets for help and the prices mostly have been set by volunteers. The goods are 

donated from many sources. 

Winnie Martin oversees the management of the shop. She trys hard to keep ahead of the 

donations and the arrangement of items. Other volunteers also sort and put out items in the 

shop. 

How does one say thank you to a group of hard working, cooperative women who make 

managing the Thrift Shop easier? I could not continue to do this work without all of you!!!!! 

Now I need new and fresh ideas as to how to bring new life to this operation; what might we 

change etc.? All ideas considered and open for discussion. 

Winnie  



May 2019 Memorial Flowers 

In Memory Of   Given By 
May 5  Ethel Lucas & Mary Jones Carol and Stephen Walsh  
May 12  Mary Chute 
In Honor of Hazel Schrock   Carol and Jerry Schrock  
May 19  Greg Sweeney 
   Abbie & Henry Ryder  The Sweeney Family   
May 26  John J. Davis   Barbara, Sandee and Clyde 
  
 

May Birthdays 

2  Beverly Coose 
5     Dian Story 
11 Megan Heitz 
13 Chloe Wallick, 
 Ann Washburn 
21 Jeff Ryan 
24 Clarence Trepanier 
28 Julie Preston 
29 Kara Wallick 
31 Leah Walsh 
 

May Anniversaries 
8 Doris & Dave Cooper 
 Tiera & Richard Walsh 
27 Heidi & Chris Schrock 
 

 

 

 

       

 
 
 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 


