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“YOU SMELL LIKE AN IRONING BOARD.”       –Ken (being mischievous)! 
That's what I thought he said, anyway, while he was hugging me...funny how one's ears are sometimes muffled during a fierce hug.  I'm not saying that's an offending comment--I love the smell of fresh wash off the line getting ironed.  Why has no one been able to bottle that aroma?  (I'm trying not to imagine how it might be advertised.)   My sister Vondria, just sent me a funny card depicting a woman carrying a stack of fluffy, folded towels with the blurb: "Kids...I have fresh towels for you to leave rotting on the floor...come and get 'em!"  That's the true spirit of a mommy martyr.

One of my girls is writing a paper for English on an American author, so I've been reading up on Henry David Thoreau who, in 1845 while he was living in a cabin in Walden woods, wrote about communing with nature, encouraging us all to "Simplify! Simplify!"  He probably didn't feel the need to own a towel, or an iron for that matter—not having to disinfect (as we do in Burundi) his underwear and everything on the line because of mango flies laying eggs on them.  Thoreau was single, living alone, and perhaps communed with insects.  Ken is not a transcendentalist but often instructs the children to let the ants eat the crumbs as "they are just cleaning up."  But I digress…

What I mean to say is, I should be thankful for smelling of hard work...that somehow I have found my hands to be doing something worthwhile, even if it isn't healing the sick or raising the dead, like Jesus.  I'm doing what my hands find to do—setting up the old ironing board, but surely just as important, making fruit punch popsicles, bandaging toes, buzzing hair, and hugging kids—which brings me back to that hug..."Did you just say I smelled like an ironing board?"  And to my great relief Ken replied, "No, I said you smell like our honeymoon."

Ah...that's why good communication is always a plus.  Especially in families.  And more so with teenagers.  But also in learning sign language with Samuel. If I didn't have direct communication to the God of the Universe CONTINUALLY, I'd be desperate.

Ken leaves in a few days for Kenya to undergo an endoscopy, biopsy, and gallbladder surgery, while I hold the fort here. We’re praying all will go well so he can bring the kids at RVA home for their Thanksgiving, Christmas and New Year’s holiday break. It’s great to sense your love and care for us with all your prayers and support!

With thanksgiving,

Melli, Kenny and Kids

