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November – 30 days of Thanksgiving - By Fred Wooley 
Ahhh…. November…. You’ll hear that in the Wooley home, often whispered looking
through the big windows as day breaks over the outside woodland and distant fen. The
best mornings are the dark, damp, still ones. Jackie and I both love the mood, love the
month. The explosion and riot of fall colors have quieted and fallen to earth beginning
their silent return to soil. We quietly return to the indoors and hunker down to good 
coffee, books and later,
a winter woodstove. We
anticipate the quiet and
we relish its return. 

Halloween and fall
decorations have long
headed to storage boxes
and we celebrate
Thanksgiving. This could
be one of Jackie’s and
my favorite holidays. It
still seems the least
commercial. We soon
jump to the Christmas
season and the holiday
hub-bub, but for most of
this month, we quietly
sip and soak in
November. We all give
thanks for the peace and thanks for all the good that has happened during the past year.
Some of you joined us for the Blue Heron Ministries Thanksgiving brunch on November
10. We looked then at God’s goodness and gave thanks for the opportunities we have to
restore natural areas to reflect His goodness. We hope more of you will be able to join us
for next November’s BHM Thanksgiving. 

My good friend Terri and I share November birthdays. Last year she sent me the perfect
card of a great forest floor scene, all brown, in mid fall. The tag line at the bottom was
simply, “November – thirty days of thanksgiving.” You don’t need a November birthday to
get that. 
It is the end of the growing season and we gardeners reflect over recent months and are
thankful for the rains and warm weather that produced good flowers and fruit. I love to
walk the property and see just a hint of final blooms, a protected New England Aster or a
brown-eyed Susan planted late in September. After just two months in the soil, it has
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pushed a late bloom that
gives a spot of deep
yellow among now
withered leaves on
decaying stems. While
the bright color is gone,
I love the browns,
bronzes, and grays that
remain and the textures
of the stalks of annuals
and perennials that I
know will come back full
cycle next year. 

As some of you, I too
use BHM in land
restoration at our own
home, our little slice of

heaven just north of Fremont. Spring burns in the fen the past three years and now a
restoration of 3.7 acres of previous hay field. In the second year we are returning to the
original .7-acre wetland and establishing three acres of short grass, pollinator plant rich,
upland. It will be fun to review over many Thanksgivings to come. 

I find great comfort and
give thanks for knowing
and appreciating the
cycles in nature. Things
wind down in November
for a purpose and we
know they wind back up
next spring and
summer. 

I am reminded I have
great friends for whom I
am thankful, friends who
have shared their love of
nature, their passion for
a sense of place. I’m
thankful to have learned
from gifted naturalists,
authors, artists, and
architects. Frank Lloyd Wright said, “Study nature, love nature, stay close to nature, it
will never fail you.” 

One great friend, Bud Starling, now gone, was a hotel manager by vocation and general
manager of the Pokagon State Park Potwatomi Inn for ten years while I worked at the
park. By avocation he was a great birder and teacher (yes, you read correctly, a birder
named Starling…). He told the story once of leading a group of people, birding in
downtown Indianapolis. They found birds in small pockets of green space during the
migration seasons. On this hike, they spotted a common flicker, sometimes called yellow-
shafted flicker, flying overhead. The slow, intermittent wing-beat and yellow under-wings
were unmistakable. As they all focused on it under his guidance, a peregrine falcon
darted from a tall building ledge and snatched the flicker in mid air! For whatever reason,
just above the group, the falcon released the flicker and it dropped at the feet of the
stunned birders below! 

Mouths open with the shock of the sight and sudden kill; the birders were awestruck at
what happened. It was not a good outcome for the flicker certainly, nor the hungry
peregrine falcon, but for those birders, it was an event that thrilled and they were
thankful to witness. 



I recently spent a day in
meetings in Indianapolis.
I was not excited to be
there, but on my way
from the parking lot to
the inner city office, I
looked down and saw a
lone common flicker tail
feather on the sidewalk.
It was unmistakable with
that shaft and vane of
bright yellow and the jet
black end coming to a
stiff tip to facilitate the
woodpecker’s ability to
prop against a tree trunk
when pounding its
beak. 

I smiled, bent over and
picked it up,
immediately thinking of

my friend Bud and the story of his group’s flicker. I tucked the feather into a plastic
sleeve holding papers I needed for the meeting. I would glance at it from time to time
during the meeting, knowing that for a few hours and before I returned it to nature, it
would be a tie to what is important in life – nature, friends, connections, things that are
good. I was thankful for a lone feather. 

Here we are in November. Where surroundings seem dark and bleak, we look for these
bright spots in nature and sometimes they just find us in the most unusual places. These
things are around us all the time, if we keep our senses open to them. 

I think of my old friend Bud now, he passed away some years ago. I like to think he is
birding somewhere out there in the backwoods and bayous. And I’ll think of all of you and
hope you find your feather of good luck, a flicker of fine fortunes, and a falcon on a
flyway of hope, goodwill, and much thanksgiving. 

(This article was originally published in part by KPCNews of northeast Indiana. Reprinted
with permission.)

Two Paths to the Knowledge of God - by T. M. Moore
We must travel both. 

The Celtic Revival: Afterglow (8) 

I entreat Thee by all those that had intelligence in the law of nature... 
I entreat Thee by all those that had intelligence in the written law... 
in the prophetic law... 
in the law of the New Testament...   

- Anonymous, Litany of Jesus I, Irish, 15th century, from an earlier ms.[1] 

The heavens declare the glory of God; 
And the firmament shows His handiwork. 
Day unto day utters speech, 
And night unto night reveals knowledge… 
The law of the LORD is perfect, converting the soul; 
The testimony of the LORD is sure, making wise the simple; 
The statutes of the LORD are right, rejoicing the heart; 
The commandment of the LORD is pure, enlightening the eyes; 



The fear of the LORD is clean, enduring forever; 
The judgments of the LORD are true and righteous altogether.   

- Psalm 19.1, 2, 7-9 

We sense in these litanies from the period just after the Celtic Revival a sincere longing
for the Lord. The writers were seeking that acute sense of God’s presence that seemed in
many ways to be everywhere present in previous generations, but was now less evident.
Here our writer appeals to the Lord to make Himself known by two paths of “intelligence”
– the law of nature and the Word of God. Our writer was obviously acquainted with both
paths, and with those who had intelligence in each. 

Eternal life consists in knowing God and Jesus Christ, Whom He has sent (Jn. 17.3). We
don’t have to cast about in the darkness, seeking this way and that to gain the
intelligence we need for knowing God. He is pleased to reveal Himself and His will along
two paths – Scripture and creation.  

The Scriptures of the Old and New Testaments are the primary path to the knowledge of
God. These 66 books contain widely-different themes, structures, and genre, yet all
contribute to the same story of the glory of God in Jesus Christ.  

The lesser path to the knowledge of God is found in creation, including works of culture
by human beings as the image-bearers of God. God reveals Himself in such works to all
who delight in them and seek Him earnestly there.  

As we have seen, Christians during the period of the Celtic Revival (ca. 430-800 AD)
traveled both these paths faithfully. 

Traveling these paths is like driving Interstate 81 through Virginia. Nearly every exit on
that highway provides access to state route 11, because the two roads weave around and
over or under one another for the entire length of the state. I-81 is the main path, along
which you get the clearest views of the beauties of the state, but route 11 will get you to
the same places, only more slowly and with a more limited scope of intelligence about the
state. 

Scripture and creation work together like this. It behooves us, who desire to knowthe
Lord, to travel both these intersecting and overlapping paths. We understand this when it
comes to the Scriptures. Reading, meditating, and studying God’s Word is an important
part of knowing the Lord and growing in Him. 

But the same is true of the revelation of God in His world. Creation, culture, and human
beings also reveal the purposes of God and the conditions of beauty, goodness, and truth.
Of course, we must understand the revelation of God in creation through the lens of
Scripture, which is the light in which all other light from God is made intelligible (Ps.
36.9).  

We must travel both paths if we would know the Lord truly and more completely. Our
ancient writer understood this, and he pled with God to make Himself known by each
path of intelligence. With the Scriptures as our foundational source of understanding, we
walk the path of creation and discover dramatic illustrations of the precepts and principles
revealed in the Bible. God has set His glory in the works of creation, and He calls us, His
royal children, to search out His glory there, and know Him better by it (Prov. 25.2). 

The truth of God is plain in Scripture; the truth of God in His world gives clarity and
substance to the teaching of the Bible, so that we understand the Word better and are
thus better able to understand the world better as well.  

Many Celtic Christians walked both these paths. Today it’s becoming increasingly common
to find Christians who do not read consistently from the Scriptures. And almost no one
puts any stock in the creation as a source of true theological insight. We read the
Scriptures but a little, and we pay little heed to the revelation of God in creation.  



We are called to the Kingdom and glory of God (1 Thess. 2.12). Let us work to improve
our knowledge of our God and King by gaining intelligence of Him along both the paths
He has provided. 

Psalm 19.1-4, 7, 8 (St. Christopher: Beneath the Cross of Jesus) 
The heav’ns declare God’s glory, the skies His work proclaim! 
From day to day and night by night they shout His glorious Name! 
No speech, no words, no voice is heard, yet all across the earth 
The lines of His all-present Word make known His holy worth. 

The Law of God is perfect, His testimony sure; 
The simple man God’s wisdom learns, the soul receives its cure. 
God’s Word is right, and His command is pure, and truth imparts; 
He makes our eyes to understand; with joy He fills our hearts. 

Give me grace, Lord, to seek You in both books where You are making Your glory known.
Help me to walk both paths of divine revelation today, so that I…

Autumn Beauty - by Nate Simons 
Two autumns ago I cut a few stems of tawny Indian grass, a couple of clusters of
chocolate brown round-headed bushclover and some fluffy white spikes of showy
goldenrod from our front yard prairie. Arranged in a clear glass vase, the bouquet stands
as testimony to the fall season while displayed in our music room. 

I didn’t know it at the time, but the dried bouquet would speak deeper truths to me a 
couple of years later. 

As a person who desires and even needs to be surrounded by beauty on a frequent basis,
I am pleased to join in the work of God to steward the beauty that is found in the created
and wild world within which we make our home. Within our home, I am surrounded by
the beauty of music that my wife, Aimee creates with flute and piano. And I am
surrounded by her physical beauty. 

All of this is glory that reflects the weighty brightness of the One who created it all and is
worthy of our praise and thanksgiving. This is all glory that still remains even in our
broken world. It is a testimony of what once was…created and pronounced by our Creator
that “it is good!” 

Stewarding beauty to me means not only taking care of creation…controlling weeds and
sowing seeds of prairie grasses and wildflowers so that natural beauty may proliferate…
but also taking care of my own body. Eating well, working hard, exercising rigorously to
maintain cardiovascular health and strength, and resting. So what happens when my
efforts to steward beauty meet their match and come up against the inevitable aging
process? What happens when beauty fades in my home? The very fact that this
realization bothered me, tells me that this isn’t the way it should be. It isn’t right! 

As I pondered the crisis that I observed; as I pondered the faded beauty of the vased
arrangement; this is what the dried bouquet spoke to me this fall through the words of
the prophet Isaiah: 

A voice said, “Shout!”     
I asked, “What should I shout?” 

“Shout that people are like the grass.     
Their beauty fades as quickly     
as the flowers in a field.  
The grass withers and the flowers fade     
beneath the breath of the Lord.     
And so it is with people. 



 The grass withers and the flowers fade,
but the word of our God stands
forever.” 

(Isaiah 40:6-8, NLT) 

Aimee and I are metaphorically a prairie
in autumn. I am the grass. She is the
wildflower. Our beauty is fading. BUT,
the promises found in the words of the
Story that our God is telling remain…
standing erect…full of beauty and life…
forever. 

The promise of the Story is that despite
the brokenness of the world due to the
uninvited presence of evil and our own
rebellion and our own chasing after non-
gods to rescue us, the main Character
loved us despite all this. He has rescued
us and freed us from our own sad story.
And to complete his display of love for
all that He made…including people, He is
coming to restore all things to their
original (and better) beauty. And that
beauty will never fade! 

And here is the promise found in the
very next thought of that scripture: 

“Your God is coming!” (Isaiah 40:9, NLT) 

I can trust the Story. I can trust the One who authored the Story. 

The early followers of Jesus, our Rescuer, believed the Story so deeply that it formed the
basis of what they passed on to new followers and each successive generation of new
Story followers. Peter wrote to encourage us all when we see the “beauty” fade around us
despite our efforts to shore it up. 

Love each other deeply with all your heart. For you have been born again, but not to a life
that will quickly end. Your new life will last forever because it comes from the eternal,
living word of God.  As the Scriptures say, 

“People are like grass;
their beauty is like a flower in the field. 
The grass withers and the flower fades.

But the word of the Lord remains forever.”
And that word is the Good News that was preached to you. 
(1 Peter 1:22-25, NLT) 

I am thankful that that good news was preached to me through a bouquet of autumn
prairie grasses and wildflowers. I am thankful that on some future day Jesus our Rescuer
is coming again. And He will bring with Him a whole, new, beautiful world…a resurrected
and restored earth. A new earth filled with lush green prairie grasses and loads of brilliant
golden yellow wildflowers. A new earth filled with beautiful, life-filled people. A Story that
will never end. 

On a second glance at that dried arrangement, I noticed that something of life remains…
the promise of life. The Story will continue. Do you see it too? 



Yep! It is found in the good seed.

A Missing Puzzle Piece - By Nate Simons 
Blue Heron Ministries has been collecting seed for the purpose of restoring the prairie-oak
landscape of Lakes Country for quite some time. Organizationally, we have been at it
since 2001. Prior to that, I collected seed to help start the native seed nursery for
Heartland Restoration Services in Fort Wayne, Indiana. The goal for both organizations is
to locate remnants of the type of landscape that once was common in our region; to
observe and to learn about these remnants; to use these remnants as models for
restoration of disturbed landscapes; and to gather some seed from those remnants so
that the genetics of the plants of those remnants may be passed along during the
restoration of recreated ecosystems. The idea of restoration is sort of like trying to find
scattered pieces of a puzzle in order to put the pieces back together to create a
meaningful picture. 

A Lament. Good restorationists keep good records. Blue Heron Ministries has kept digital
records of each species of seed gathered since 2001. The information collected and
recorded includes the species name, date of collection, and collection location. This is so
that we can return to the remnants as needed, to gather more seed for more restoration
sites. Prairies are one of, if not the rarest ecosystem on the planet. Less than 1% of the
ecosystem’s original extent remains. And they are still disappearing. 

It had been a while since I had explored some of the prairie remnants that we had
recorded early on…remnants that I had discovered in the mid 1990’s for Heartland
Restoration Services. Our volunteer gathering crew desired to see them again. 

(Old railroad tracks and old cemeteries
often hold prairie remnants. These
unfarmed, minimally-developed
landscapes emerged while our country
was still young. The old railroad tracks
that paralleled US 12 (formerly the
Sauk Indian Trail connecting Chicago
and Detroit) ran through prairies that
would become the Michigan towns of
Sturgis, Burr Oak, Bronson, and
Coldwater. The prairie remnants were
inadvertently saved by the railroad
companies.) 

The crew wanted to walk the tracks
again collecting prairie seed. On a
scouting mission in late October, I tried
to retrace my early adventures based
upon the records we had kept. I found
the recorded spots. But to my dismay,
the tracks had been pulled east of
Sturgis all the way to Coldwater. Most
of the railroad bed had been converted
to and added to the adjacent
agricultural land. The remnants are
gone! 

A Rejoicing. Most of the remnants are gone. But I found one that remained! It could not
be converted to farmland because it existed in a narrow strip of land tucked in between
US 12 and the abandoned railroad bed. With eager anticipation, I explored it to see what
I could discover…to see what treasures I could unbury. Lo and behold, in a little sandy
depression flanked by big bluestem, showy goldenrod, and western sunflower, I spotted a
species for which I had been searching for a long time. In fact I had never seen the
species before…only heard and read about it. Slender mountain mint stared back at me! 



Another puzzle piece was found! 

With the collection of its seed (I sent Ben Aberle back to find it); the future growing of
that seed into nursery plugs (that would be Phil Bieberich’s hobby and job); the future
formation of a small bed of nursery-grown plants; and the future dissemination of
nursery-propagated and harvested seed; a clearer, fuller picture of what a Lakes Country
prairie looks like can emerge.

Upcoming Events

Someteenth Annual Prairie Planting -                             
Saturday, December 1, 2018 from 1-4 pm

We will tentatively plant approximately an
acre of future fen at Clear Lake Township
Land Conservancy’s Brennan Woods. 

The soil will be mucky, but hopefully not
too sloppy. Wear appropriate foot gear and
bring a belt from which to hang a bucket of
recently-collected seed. 

Watch for upcoming location and travel
details.

Mission Statement
The mission of Blue Heron Ministries, Inc. is to build communities where creation is kept and to keep
creation so that community may be restored.

Blue Heron Ministries, Inc. is a nonprofit organization and a ministry of the Presbyterian Chapel of the
Lakes, a 501(c)(3) organization. 

Because the Presbyterian Chapel of the Lakes is located in the heart of lake country, environmental
stewardship, education, and advocacy is a significant part of our Christian witness.  Acting upon our
faith that relationships may be restored and experience substantial healing in an imperfect world, we
offer the following four initiatives as tools of reconciliation:

Land Trust • Conservation Design • Education • Natural Lands Restoration
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