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Farming in a Lilac Shirt
By Leo Dangel
I opened the Sears catalog. 
It was hard to decide-dress shirts were all white the last time I bought one, for Emma’s funeral. 
I picked out a color called plum, but when the shirt arrived, it seemed more the color of lilacs.
Still, it was beautiful. No one I knew had a shirt like this.
After chores on Sunday, I dressed for church. Suddenly the shirt seemed to be a sissy color, and I held it up near the window. In the sun the lilac looked more lilac, more lovely, but could a man wear a shirt that color? Someone might say, “That’s quite the shirt.” I wore the old
 shirt to church.
And every Saturday night I thought, tomorrow I’ll wear the shirt. Such a sad terrible waste-to-spend good money on a shirt, a shirt I even liked, and then not wear it. I wore the shirt once, on a cold day, and kept my coat buttoned.
In spring I began wearing the shirt for everyday, when I was sure no one would stop by. I wore the shirt when I milked the cows and in the field when I planted oats-it fit perfectly. As I steered the John Deere, I looked over my shoulder and saw lilac against the blue sky filled with white seagulls following the tractor, and not once did I wipe my nose on my sleeve.

I know that I have shared this poem with you a few years ago, but for some reason, it just kept “cropping” up as I searched my laptop and from time to time I thought about this piece.  Maybe it’s a message of some sort. Anyway, I’ve decided to share this with you again.

The words in this poem are quite significant when we stop to think about them. How often have continued to do the same things in the same way, day after day, going along because stepping out of our comfort zones seems too frightening or intimidating. After all, you just never know what people might say.
Last Sunday we heard the story of the Canaanite woman who had the audacity to speak up to Jesus when it seemed as though he was just going to dismiss her. You see this woman was an outsider, someone who was not supposed to step out beyond the boundaries society had established for such people.
Yet, somehow this woman managed to find her voice and Jesus finally heard her and realized that indeed, his healing ministry was to be offered to all people.
So, perhaps the next time we’re reluctant to put on a lilac shirt, so to speak, we’ll notice that indeed even the sky has hues of lilac and that we too can reach out beyond our own boundaries.
Thanks be to God for lilac shirts and uppity women.
Blessings and Peace,
Pastor Diane 
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