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Merry Christmas and Happy Hanukkah!
It’s beginning to look a lot like Christmas. In fact, at Wal-mart, it was beginning to look that way about mid September!  At first glance, the early store presence might seem all about commercialism, but I’m thinking … maybe it’s a sort of “secret agreement” between us all.  We want the world to be this way all the time:  Full of love, life, good music and celebration, spirit, good will toward all, and peace on this magnificent and patient earth of ours.  Many of our other agreements keep us so serious, studious, and busy for much of the year--so maybe we’ve quietly made this “other” agreement to give us respite from the work-a-day, “grownup” world and allow us to soak up some spirit and be kids again.  So maybe that’s why, even though we might complain a little about the sales flyers, we don’t do much about it;  because with the commercials and flyers and sales comes the bells, the crooning of Bing Crosby,  and Jimmy Stewart--reminding us, with help from Clarence,  that it is  indeed a wonderful life.  The Christmas Spirit--taking us all a little closer to that which is elegantly true, and ruthlessly beautiful.  Finding ourselves, from time to time, with a tear wanting to come to our eye, and not knowing quite why. 
The stock market became unfriendly this year.  Some of the world’s smartest people were taken by surprise.  I felt some guilt over my own distress—after all, despite the angst it caused my family, we’re still relatively young and have time to recoup, but there are many souls out there that were planning to retire soon and have to postpone for several years—or worse yet—they’re deep into retirement and have to come back to work.  I hope you fit into neither category.  I know for myself, that it forced me to count my blessings in a very focused and real way.  And blessings I have: Self pity has a hard time staying awake in the warm glow of gratitude. I decided to give a little extra this year--volunteering some extra hours and giving more money to our charities than usual. This reminded me in a concrete way how lucky we are, and it made the financial woes of this year shamefully petty in comparison. I must always remember that I am indeed my brother’s keeper. 
I have been a seeker of spiritual truth for many years, and one thing I have been doing battle with recently is the illusion of “us” and “them.”  At some point it dawned on me that there is no “us and them”--only us. We speak of the “government,” or other organizations as separate entities; but they are really just a bunch of “us’s.  Maybe what happened, eons ago, is that we discovered the succor and solace of believing that someone else was responsible for the “way things were.”  This, of course, is a much more comforting thought than living with the truth that we alone are responsible; That we are “at cause” for everything we see, if by no other means, than by the “sin of sitting at the sidelines”.  Edmund Burke said, “All that is necessary for the triumph (of evil) is that good men do nothing.”  I can understand this dilemma.  As I experienced the “epiphany,” I had a difficult time answering the question, “what can I do?”  One answer I found was a simple one, but I missed it because of the cliché it was wrapped in; “Think globally, act locally.”  To take responsibility for my actions, regardless of how “small and inconsequential” I believe them to be.  Picking up a piece of trash, refusing to buy stock in a cigarette company, being impeccable in the way I charge my clients, always trying to find what I need to buy at a small local store first, even if it is a little more expensive—taking action toward WHATEVER  it is that I believe in. It’s a tall order-- I may succeed or fail, but I believe it to be a worthy discipline, so I’ll keep trying.
It was a good year for us as a company, despite the “goings on” in the world economy.  We didn’t expand, but neither did we shrink.  This is the end of our twentieth year in business, and Troy has been with me sixteen of those years, and we still enjoy our work--so that is sign enough that all is well. I love life and I love serving.  Thank you for letting us serve you; thank you for trusting us and keeping us and helping us have the lives that we have. I hope so much that this is a good year for you, with more victories than defeats and more comfort than pain. Please know that we’re always here for you, and you are in our thoughts and prayers. 
Bless You,
Ken, Deb  & Elissa Rose LaVoie – The LaVoie Family
And Troy Maddux, Lawn Maintenance 

