
 

Dear Sisters and Brothers,

Greetings to all from the Southern part of our fair 
state. I hope this finds all of our Family and friends 
well and prospering.

In our part of the world, Mother nature is making sure 
that we know that it is summer! Warm, bordering on 
HOT. But the trees are green, flowers are blooming 
and the watermelons are putting on fruit. Bees and 
other insects are buzzing about their intended
business. All seems right with the world. We humans 
are going through a rough patch, but with common 
sense, diligence and concern for our fellow man, we 
will prevail.

We just celebrated our Independence Day, the Fourth 
of July. This year especially, that celebration may be 
more of reflection rather than social. This is an
opportunity rather than an inconvenience. More 
important than ever before we as individuals, and as a 
society, need to look back and understand how we 
arrived where we are now. Understanding historical 
events in the arena in which they occurred is key to 
our progress as a society. History cannot be changed, 
only understood and learned from. To quote Sam
Levenson, “You must learn from the mistakes of 
others. You cannot possibly live long enough to make 
them all yourself.”.

My plan is to contemplate our historical path from the cool pines of Bonito Hollow this next week. I just
hope it doesn’t take me eleven and a half hours to get there like it did last year! It may be that I’ve 
learned something from that historical event.

A friend shared a story of a visiting pastor who attended a men’s breakfast in a rural farming area. The
group asked an older farmer (bib overalls and all) to offer grace. “Lord, I hate buttermilk.”, the old
gentleman began. “Lord, I hate lard!”, he continued.

The pastor, feeling slightly uneasy, furtively glanced around the room and noticed some raised 
eyebrows.

Without missing a beat, the farmer continued,” Lord you know I don’t care for raw white flour!”. Then the 
farmer added, “But Lord, when you mix them all together and bake then, I do love warm fresh biscuits. 
So, Lord when things come up that we don’t like, when life gets hard, when we don’t understand what 
you’re saying to us, help us to relax and wait until you are done mixing. It will probably be even better 
than biscuits. Amen.”

Sincerely, your Brother
Robert “Bob” Bradshaw
Grand Sentinel


