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Clipping In 
Pastor Jon, August 17, 2012 

     After more back issues (from rowing), I decided to shelve rowing this 
spring/summer for a bit, and clipped into the foot pedals on the bike.  At times it 
has been a struggle to keep at this cycling.  I am a master at finding excuses: too 
hot, humid, sunny, rainy, tired… but they are all excuses.  Of course, the 
wonderful Marsha would disagree with me as she recalls having to pack my head in 
ice after a particularly hot and humid ride in mid-July, which left me kind of sick 
from overheating.  I just went too far.  No problem. 

     A psychologist, whose book I do not recall, indicated that it takes a momentous 
amount of work to change our lifestyle.  We spend a lifetime “settling into” 
however we are living.  It is our natural “set point.”  We can change things around 
a bit, but it requires much cognitive energy to maintain that kind of discipline and 
self-control so as not to “fall back” (think: find excuses.) 

     Part of the challenge is the stress of life.  We do well for a week, then the 
stressors mount – and they do not have to be big stressors.  The stressors eat up 
our emotional/spiritual energy – and we fall back to the old “usual” routine.  I 
suspect this is why folks will take out gym memberships in early January – and by 
late January – some become infrequent visitors to the gym. 

     Sometimes fear gives us that energy to change.  We fear that if we do not 
change, a lot of bad things will happen.  Other psychologists suggest developing 
dreams and goals and breaking them down into small pieces. 

     With either approach, a lifestyle change is more likely to work if the change 
involved becomes a habit.  We do not have to think as much about habits.  They 
are an accepted part of our day or week.  They are a “given,” and, therefore, 
summon less spiritual/ emotional and cognitive energy from us. I recall the fellow 
wrote it takes about a month to develop a habit. 

     So I developed a goal (miles biked for the year.)  Then I decided to change my 
“set point.”  My hope is that I will never drive to church unless I am going 
someplace afterwards.  I will cycle to church.  I have done this on occasion, but 
never as a “habit.”  In fact, I have done this in snow, rain, often in the dark of 
night with a terrific light etc., so the conditions will not be an excuse. 

     And when I am at church and have no other way home except the bike – 
well…   No excuse works.  I am forced to get out there.  And it is funny – no matter 
how tired or unmotivated I may be when I start, after a mile – all is well.  I have 
not done this for 30 days, but so far, so good. 

     I am also thankful it is only 6 miles to church, but usually I do many, many 
more on the way home.  Have to make that goal for the year. 
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The Wind 
Pastor Jon, August 20, 2012 
     Most folks know we have a cabin the mountains of the Pioneer Valley in north 
central Massachusetts. 
     It is part of a 100 year old community of places sprinkled on the side of Notch 
Mountain.  Some places are “family” places, which are run down as successive 
generations have not been willing to sell Mom and Dad’s place.  Others are kept up 
reasonably well.  Enough of that. 
     This place is cycling nirvana, depending on how you define nirvana.  I have 
been to Florida and cycled there for a week.  Initially, I was thrilled for everything 
is flat and I could chalk up – what was for me – serious mileage even though I was 
out of shape.  After a few days though – it was a little burdensome.  You never 
change gears… ever. 
     The other day I did this summer’s “preferred “ ride from the cabin in the 
Pioneer Valley – over the Connecticut River, up the hills and then along the river 
to the Brattleboro, Vt. museum and back.  I try to do negative splits – back faster 
than I went out.  I have never been able to do it in 20 years.  But I can dream! And 
it is those last hills to the cabin that just ruin me. 
     Often, I just fly to Brattleboro.  And it is beautiful – lovely visions of the hills 
and mountains towering over the river valley, summer puff-clouds in the sky, 6 
miles by the Connecticut River, miles in the shade of trees, miles next to corn 
fields, streams, ponds, just wonderful. 
     The key, however, is the lumberyards outside the Brattleboro Museum.  The 
yards need a lot of land to store the cut trees for lumbering.  So the area is 
open.  In the middle they have a huge pole with our flag. The flag is the 
‘tell.”  Have I had a tailwind or a headwind?  
     Since the flag is almost at the Museum, it sets me up for the return trip – either 
it will be easy with the wind for me, or it will be hard.  Usually the flag is a 
warning that there is no way I am getting back faster than I went out.  Not 
happening. 
     Reminds me of life.  Sometimes the day feels like all blessing – with a tailwind 
at our backs.  We are flying along and all is well.  Those rides are almost 
effortless.  (I might add they do not occur that often in my experience, but when 
they do they are unforgettable joy).  But you know – it is momentary.  At the 
Brattleboro museum, I know what is coming. 
     What I try to remember to do – is to see the ponds, streams, view of the 
mountains, puff-clouds – on the way back, despite the headwind.  That does not 
happen as often as I would like.  It takes a lot of discipline to focus on God’s 
blessings. 
     That is why I often preach about awareness.  The beauty – so easy to see on the 
way out with the wind at my back – is there.  And it is there with all the work I 
have to do against the headwind.  The only difference is me. 
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Marsha and the Kid 
Pastor Jon, August 21, 2012 

     So, anyway, I asked the wonderful Marsha if she would consider losing 
weight.  I think I did this once before (we have been married 30 years).  I guess 
you could say that must have been years and years ago because I forgot what the 
reaction was. Be honest with you – she should have been the one asking that of 
me. 

     I do not advise you to do this with your spouse.  What you will hear in response 
is a comprehensive listing of every fault (over 30 years in my case) you have since 
the day of the marriage, as well as an addendum as to every fault you had, that 
the spouse knew about, before you got to the altar.  The spouse has been putting 
up with all this stuff since the beginning of the relationship… so.  Very 
humbling.  You will regret every word you said leading up to this.  My advice – do 
not go there.  Not good.  Bad day ahead… probably bad month ahead.  Just bad all 
over.  The spouse has a menu to unleash on you – and it will not be pretty, since 
we are all sinners.  Just live in the quiet… and be happy.  Spouses seem to have 
extreme memory recall in these instances. 

     So, I was subtle. 

     A few years ago the wonderful Marsha lost a ton of weight.  Like, I was 
wondering why she stayed married to me. I mean there must have been someone 
else out there.  Sooo hot.  Of course, she is/was/ will be - always hot. 

     For months the wonderful Marsha had been measuring all her food.  She 
weighed it.  I thought this was nuts, until I experienced the results.  Weighing 
chicken pieces.  Weighing bread.  Weighing broccoli.  I mean I measure spaghetti 
by the handful – one handful or two, or maybe the whole box.  Since I have a hard 
time hiding my reactions, I think the wonderful Marsha sensed a cynical spirit in 
me.  She does not have to tell me, I know I am a lousy husband.  Women – do not 
settle.  Speak to the wonderful Marsha. 

     So anyway, I have been adding a few pounds.  Frankly, it screws up my 
cycling.  More to lug around.  Out of breath faster.  Just feel lousy about 
myself.  The last time I lost weight it was when the wonderful Marsha went on her 
weigh everything that you eat diet.  It kind of inspired me. 

     I was hoping to inspire her to get me motivated – “Wonderful Marsha, why 
don’t you consider losing weight”.  This would inspire me.  Completely self-
interested on my part. 

     Uhh… did not work.  See above.  Big mistake.  (Note to self: never do 
again).  Never got to explain my perspective as I would have liked. 

     Then, our kid goes to the Doctor.  Thank God for kids and cool Doctors.  The 
Doctor convinces the kid to avoid anything with a face (fish, animals).  No olive oil 
(completely screws you up). The kid has a family history of heart and artery 
issues.  The kid is into it. 
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     So the wonderful Marsha gets into it, too.  Cool with me.  No meat.  No 
chicken.  She wants scallops – I can give those up.  She wants shrimps - I can give 
those up.  We will not give up pork chops – which we buy from a local farmer – but 
I bet they go, too – around December.  We want to eat Prime rib (I have a great 
recipe) but by then – I think we will be afraid of what prime rib will do to our 
intestines.  

     Look – sometimes you admit your weakness.  The wonderful Marsha is an 
inspiration to me.  I need help.  Maybe the kid becomes father to us all. 

     For the life of me I do not know why anyone in our congregation has not taken 
it upon themselves to say that coffee hour will be healthy.  I think it would raise 
everyone’s sights.  We all need help. 
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The Fall 
Pastor Jon, August 25, 2012 

     Wendell, Mass. has a small farm stand and a cemetery in its center.  What 
struck me about the place was the memorial for the veterans who served in the 
military.  For a small town, it was an amazing number of men and women who 
served.  I wondered if it was patriotism or poverty which prompted them to 
enlist.  Probably both.  I was cycling thru and stopped there this summer. 

     The Wendell ride will be the preferred ride this fall.  My aim is to cycle up the 
5 miles from Route 62 to Lake Wyola in Leverett.  Another small town with a 
Buddhist temple, if you can believe it.  At the lake I stop to get water from the 
State Park hut.  In the fall the lake is abandoned as all the summer folks have 
headed home.  I am thankful for that for someone from New York actually yelled 
at me this summer when I was cycling.  She pulled down the passenger side 
window and said something I could not understand.  Only person to have yelled at 
me in a few years.  I almost beat her to the stop sign, too – so what was her 
hurry.  Many drivers do not realize that cyclists have as much a right to the road as 
do cars.  Some things I just do not get.  Why are folks so angry?  Anyway, no more 
New Yorkers this fall. 

     After Wyola, it’s another 3 miles uphill.  And along the way there is my tree.  A 
maple.  I noticed it last year.  I wondered at the passage of time as each week I 
watched the leaves change.  Takes about 6 weeks as I recall.  You can see it from 
a distance so it is not like those trees you drive by in an instant.  My plan is to take 
a picture of it whenever I go by.  Maybe I can figure out how to use the pictures as 
wallpaper on the computer.  Six weeks of leaf change means 6 pictures. 

     When I get to Wendell, I anticipate stopping at the monuments.  Then the big 
downhill – nice pavement, a few curves, 45 mph.  Then uphill for another 10 miles, 
then downhill – for the last 10.  The beauty of the ride is that it is all in the forest, 
ponds and lakes,  and at this time of the year maybe 20 cars will go by, if that.  I 
do not kill myself on these rides anymore.  Its 50 miles, and it just not worth it to 
end up exhausted, and I miss too many things. 

     Alone on the road, stopping here and there, beholding the fair beauty of God’s 
creation and remembering the passage of time… and the monuments.  It is a 
spiritual thing.  I hope you can find such moments. 
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Tells and the Chimp 
Pastor Jon, August 30, 2012 

     I know something is “off” when I go cycling to church, or I am cycling home, 
and I do not notice the trees, the water, the sky, the darkness.  I also know 
something is “off” when I am driving faster than usual.  “Tells” to my 
spirit.  Beware the Chimp. 

     Driving is a big “tell.”  I drive slow - 55, maybe 60.  If I am going faster, it is a 
“tell.”  A sign something is askew.  I try to practice mindful awareness of these 
things.  Beware – because the “chimp” can take over. 

     When the chimp takes over that is no good.  The chimp is stronger than I 
am.  So I can be pretty powerless when the chimp flexes his muscles.  Mind you I 
cannot overpower the chimp, but I can manage the chimp.  Management is key. 

     The chimp is our emotional being – anger, jealousy, sadness, aggressiveness – 
all that.  Most of us do not want to chimp to rule us.  We regret it when the chimp 
overpowers us.  We apologize, (maybe.)  That was “not me.” 

     So who am I?  We “are” another part of the brain – the human.  My 
thoughts, my intentions, my hopes and dreams.  When the chimp shows up – my 
dreams become nightmares.  The diet goes south, relationships get strained, I 
develop every excuse known to humankind not to cycle.  The chimp is now CEO of 
my life. Very little good ever comes of this. 

     How do you manage the chimp?  Not easy.  First of all, most of us are just not 
aware of how the chimp lurks.  The chimp is ALWAYS there.  We THINK we are all 
set, then the chimp rears its power.  That is why I look for the “tells”.  If I ride 
distracted, drive my car too fast… I gotta watch for the chimp. 

     Then I have to do some contemplation as to why the chimp has done a hostile 
takeover.  And I have to deal with that.  I have to get centered in Jesus.  I can lose 
that center.  Jesus accepts me... so maybe I can let go of the stuff which 
energized the chimp. 
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What I Did Today 
Pastor Jon, August 30, 2012 
     Burt Carlson was at Lahey Clinic in July.  He had been diagnosed with acute 
Leukemia.  I received an email at the cabin.  I went immediately to see him.  So I am 
standing in line at the counter at Lahey waiting to find out his room number. 
     It was hot summer so I had no jacket, just the usual (for me) clergy uniform – 
khakis, black shirt, and white collar.  I carried the communion kit and the green (quite 
mildewed from 30 years of use) book from which I take the service. 
     There are a gazillion people in the lobby.  A fellow is standing by a pole maybe 10 
feet from me as I stand in line waiting to find out Burt’s room number.  I hear a voice, 
“You must be a Lutheran pastor.” 
     Well, that is a shot across the bow.  I turned and looked at the fellow – maybe 70, 
leaning on a walker. He said he recognized the “Occasional Services” book.  We 
spoke, his wife stood at a distance.  He had a southern accent that was way 
southern.  Retired Lutheran Pastor… served a church in North Carolina for 10 
years.  His second career.  Moved up to Lowell to be near the 2 kids.  Had one knee 
replaced in the early spring right after he moved in.  He planned to have the other 
knee replaced in the late summer.  He was at the hospital in July for some pre–second 
operation planning.  He was in obvious pain and leaned on a walker. 
     I have some connections with North Carolina so I mentioned some stuff.  I tried to 
get his wife into the conversation, but she was very deferential.  It is like this – 
“Husband, you started this conversation with a complete stranger and we are new to 
this area, just retired, and you can barely walk with a walker…” 
     So anyway, I asked him when his August surgery was.  I took a Lahey card to write 
down their names and the date. 
     In late August I am up at the cabin.  You know – sitting on my swing – listening to 
Johnny Hartman and John Coltrane.  Having a wine.  And I decided to look at my new 
smart phone and update the calendar from the old phone.  And I saw it…  This fellow 
was having surgery.  
     I called him – he called back.  And today I went over to bring him (and his wife) 
communion.  Tough scene for them.  Just retired.  Moved.  New part of the country 
(like I had to impress upon them that counties mean NOTHING up here – they are a 
southern thing).  They know no one.  He just had a second knee replacement.  Will 
not be able to walk for months, as he has not been able to rehab the first knee 
replacement.  We had communion and prayed together.  I just felt called to bring a 
little love.  I do not know whether I will see them in the next weeks. Lowell is a drive 
away from us and that is where they live.  I would like to say “yes” but I have 
learned not to make such promises.  All depends. 
     That is what I did today - well, part of it.  I also visited a family – and when I 
visited, they were still eating – these delicious burgers smothered with sauce, and 
their child gave me a French fry I had to subtly rave about and give to the dog.  I 
mean when you are on this no meat, no fried food, - only vegetables diet – these 
moments are a real trial. 
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Filling the Account 
Pastor Jon, September 5, 2012 

     I cannot recall a more exciting time at our church.  We have a load of new 
folks worshipping with us…  We have a new addition and the finishing touches are 
just being done…  Folks are being real generous in paying for this – I think we have 
97% of the funds in hand… The dedication will be terrific – Sept. 30 – 9:30… this 
will be the first all church service at our place in my 2 decade tenure.  I mean 
Christmas it is 5 services, Easter we have 4 services, every Sunday it is three 
services – NOW, September 30 ONE service for EVERYONE – under a tent in the 
front yard. WOW.  I cannot wait.  It just dawned on me this will be the easiest day 
of my year – although I will be ultra-keyed up.  In other words – when everyone has 
gone I will be an emotional wasteland. 

      Each of our kids has gone through a recent trauma and that means Mom really 
gets traumatized and Dad just buries it.  The kids are fine, they got through those 
moments.  So all is well:  Family, church and the wonderful Marsha has not left 
me................  But there is always something. 

     We received an email from a family today.  Their kids will not be in a program 
at church – as they now live in Utah.  Just blew me away.  They moved suddenly in 
July.  A few weeks ago another family informed me they were moving to 
Wisconsin.  Brutal.  Today I could just feel the disappointment coursing through 
my veins.  And it was a physical sensation.  It just saddens me – at some level I 
know I will never see these folks again… and these are just wonderful people. 

     So this news – costs me.  It is like a debit account.  Your account can take only 
so many withdrawals.  Probably take me a few days to get back to even balance. 

     And I am prepared for Rally Day.  This is a rough day.  We will connect with 
many people again.  Some news will be good.  Some, not so good.  We usually hear 
the not so good.  

     I suppose if you just do not care, you stay at even balance.  But it is so hard to 
stay “removed.” 

     So – having cycled in to the office this morning.  This afternoon, hungry as I was 
because of this new eating plan, I clipped in to ride home.  I opted to do some 
extra miles as I want to reach that year end goal –4,000 miles.  So I am on Rt. 125 
(heavy traffic) then Rt. 114 for a bit (very heavy traffic) downtown N. Andover 
(heavy traffic) and finally Boxford where it was dark because of all the trees.  I 
forgot sunset times.  I could not get out of my head the fellow who was hit by a 
car two days ago in Boxford center (of all places) and was helicoptered to 
Boston.  I think he face planted onto a windshield.  Very, very serious.  Riding 
around here for me, with all the cars, is riding with a head on a swivel.  

     Today, I flew.  Effortless.  Could have gone forever, were it not so dark.  

     That is how I fill the account.  It is a spiritual thing.  Took me years to get over 
not being into daily devotions and all the stuff typically deemed “religious.”  Not 
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my personality.  For some daily devotions are terrific.  But we are all different.  I 
have to click in.  I love the silence, the trees, watching the clouds.  At night - I 
lose myself in the darkness. 

     I just have to click in.  And that takes discipline. 
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When Life is Death and Death is Life 
Pastor Jon, September 13, 2012 

     Ida was 93.  She was there for the birth of Charlie, her great grandson.  She 
held Charlie in the hospital room.  Twenty minutes later the family was leaving 
the room and they could not get Ida up from her chair.  She suffered a stroke and 
was gone the next day. 

     From our funeral service:  “O Lord, the generations rise and pass away before 
you.  You are the strength of those who labor and the rest of the blessed dead…” 

     The Wonderful Marsha commented, Charlie’s birthday – the celebration of his 
life, now will always be marked by a remembrance of his great grandmother’s 
death.  Life and death juxtaposed. 

     I think this is a good thing. 

     For many people daily life is mundane, routine, filled with anomie, empty.  In 
fact, I sometimes wonder why it is that at the end of the day folks will often end 
up doing the most mind-numbing things.  We anesthetize ourselves with TV, bad 
foods, internet - shopping, what have you.  Perhaps it is how some manage the 
routine.  

     Death shocks us.  We contemplate – some of us – maybe I can be kinder and 
more appreciative of my family and friends.  Perhaps I get angry over unimportant 
things, hold grudges over matters inconsequential, make too much out of too 
little, can change some of my habits …  In other words when we confront the 
reality of death – we can take  “life” a bit more seriously, with deeper 
appreciation. 

     Or maybe not… 

     Years ago I heard someone say – “I lost a week” (when a relative died).  I 
wondered whether death was an inconvenient interruption in the 
routine.”  Perhaps we can take life only so seriously before we want to get back to 
“normal,” no matter how “deadly” normal may be. 

     From now on – the normality of Charlie’s birthdays will be filled with the 
remembrance of Ida.  She will be remembered and remembered quite vividly.  And 
maybe everyone will look at life a bit differently on that day.  I am not sure how 
much more meaningful a gift Ida could have left. 
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Night Cycling 
Pastor Jon, September 19, 2012 

     So I clipped in today and cruised over to the church where I had a ton of emails 
to do, this special dedication service to plan (like I have had 2 meetings already 
for this!) and the service this Sunday, plus someone stopping in who wants to join 
the church and have a child baptized…  Long day at the office, made longer 
because of this new eating plan which leaves me hungry a lot and I did not sleep so 
well. 

     I knew it would be dark when I left for home so I brought along my light.  It 
clips on to the helmet.  When it works right it is like a low beam on a 
car.  Absolutely great for a cyclist.  When it works right. 

     Now – I have to admit I was kind of nervous about night cycling for the first 
time.  I have done this in years past.  No sweat, actually quite serene.  But the 
first time, I was a little uneasy.  Do NOT tell the wonderful Marsha.  And, of 
course, the light did not work right.  It only gave me low level light, not the bright 
light I anticipated.  So I go slow.  I strain the eyes a bit.  I cycle defensively, giving 
oncoming cars all the room in the world, which was not particularly effective with 
one person who almost ran me off the road because they were not on their side of 
the street.  It is not all that far a ride anyway.  

     It is riding with heightened consciousness. 

     Took me until I was maybe half mile from the house to recognize that I was 
listening to the wind whip through my helmet.  I mean you cannot see much at 
night.  No clouds, no sun, no trees.  There is only darkness and the pathetic 
illumination from this not working correctly light.  But I could hear the wind.  

     I have cycled over 2100 miles this year and have never noticed the wind. 

     I wonder what else I do not notice. 
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The Eating Plan 
Pastor Jon, September 19, 2012 

     The wonderful Marsha goes the Doctor.  Her cholesterol drops from 190 to 
160.  Her blood pressure is so low the Doctor is about ready to call the medical 
examiner.  She is losing weight. I am pleased as the best investment decision I 
ever made was not taking out a life insurance policy on her. 

     The Doctor asks her – “what’s up.”  She tells the Doctor we are on the eating 
plan he recommended – 3 weeks now.  The kid is on the plan. His cholesterol 
dropped from 190 to 170 in 2 weeks.  I am even on the plan. 

     The doctor – who lectured each of us for an hour apiece! – is ecstatic.  This 
news has made his day.  His cholesterol, by the way, dropped from 270 to 200 with 
medication.  Now he is at 130 with no medication.  All diet.  Correctomondo – no 
medication at all… 130.  He used to be at 270. 

     I love this new diet.  No oil of any kind.  I go with Balsamic vinaigrette on 
salads now.  The other stuff I used is a killer.  Nothing with a face – meat, poultry, 
fish.  No go.  No dairy.  My first question – where do you get 
protein?  Beans.  Bottomline – according to the studies - we eat way, way more 
protein than we need. 

     And – I can tell you the studies if you want – read The China Study by Campbell; 
anything by Dean Ornish; and Reverse and Prevent Coronary Artery Disease by 
Esselstyn.  By the way – The China Study just rips into the other diets.  Again – do 
not argue with me. 

     I feel it in my skin.  I can actually feel my skin getting oily if I eat the oil filled 
salad dressing. 

     We eat lots of rice and potatoes.  HUGE amounts of vegetables.  I love making 
crock pot soups with loads of vegetables.  Delicious.  Salads galore.  Oat meal 
every morning with fruit thrown in. 

     And I may try beets.  Not with the oatmeal though. 

     You eat all the fruits and vegetables you want.  I am working toward avoiding 
processed foods (like white rice and pasta).  You can eat whole wheat pasta, 
whole wheat breads and brown rice.  The processed stuff will jack up the 
cholesterol.  But I am not there yet. 

     Do not argue with me. Someone made some remark to me the other day.  I do 
not need it.  Read this stuff and argue with them. And if you are not into it - fine!  
Frankly, the longer I do this, I do not really feel I have given up anything.  And the 
reality is – if I were to have a steak or hamburger right now – I am thinking I would 
regret that for some time, so I do not really want one.  Okay, I have tuna once a 
week. 
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The Cat who Jumped on the Altar 
Pastor Jon, September 26, 2012 
     A few months ago I get into a discussion.  These folks have issues with the beliefs 
or doctrines of their church.  I get that.  Seems to me that Christianity is now – and 
has been, and probably always will be, divided --- as folks argue as to how the Bible is 
to be interpreted, who has correct belief, right doctrine.  I remember watching a TV 
show with a preacher from a southern church in a place that was absolutely 
packed.  And he was going on and on that the only legitimate Bible is the King James 
Version of the Bible.  There were thousands of people there. 
     If you are into that translation – fine.  The problem for me comes with this idea 
that it is the only legitimate version.  All you have to do is a bit a research to see that 
other Bibles are – academically – more accurate translations of the original Greek and 
Hebrew.  
     No matter – he was just hammering on the King James Version being the only 
legitimate Bible.  Sometimes I wonder if he held to that version of the Bible – not out 
of any kind of academic rigor – but really because his grandparents used it (before 
those studies came out), his parents used it, he grew up with it…  ya da ya da.  So we 
hold onto tradition for the sake of tradition – because it makes us feel secure…  And 
we never question it – because then we face the perils of insecurity.  Oh…   You can 
substitute in a lot of things for this reference to the King James Version of the 
Bible.  …Like in our family – Chinese food on Christmas Eve.  I think we missed last 
year.  
     I love the story of the cat who jumps on the altar as the priest presides.  The priest 
gets so frustrated he has the cat tied up in the corner, which they have to do at each 
service.  The priest dies.  The cat lives a few more years – and they have to tie the cat 
up as it keeps jumping on the altar.  Then that cat died, so they had to find another 
cat to tie up.  Two hundred years later the order is divided.  Big argument.  There 
were those who claimed that “orthodoxy” called for them to tie up a white cat.  The 
other side said – no – the correct thing to do was to tie up a brown cat. 
Correct Bible, correct belief, correct doctrine.  It is all about orthodoxy.  And 
sometimes tradition for the sake of tradition.  
     I am not into – “anything goes faith,” but the real issue for me is not so much 
orthodoxy as it is orthopraxy.  How we act.  So while folks argue about who we 
forgive, how often we forgive… I just scratch my head.  Most folks have a hard time 
forgiving – period, much less this debate about whom and how often.  Jesus said love 
God, love others. 
     A lot of us believe in “loving God” … we have some kind of relationship with 
God.  Well… how do we manifest this…  Most of us want to be seen as “good” 
people.  We believe in this.  And then we have a hard time being kind and generous.  
Most of us “believe” in taking healthy care of ourselves, but we a hard time of 
it.  Most of us “believe” in these basic things. 
     We just need to do the spiritual work to make a little progress. As to what version 
of the Bible you want to read?  I would rather put the energy of that debate into doing 
some kind thing for someone. 
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And They Left Flowers… 
Pastor Jon, September 30, 2012 

     I spent the afternoon getting a feel for BU.  Usually I just drive on down 
Commonwealth Avenue and pass through it as part of the urban mess of 
Boston.  But I learned that BU has a delightful campus.  The wedding, 
however, was different for me.  I was officiating at Marsh Chapel.  I could not see 
folks because of the bright lights.  But the setting, the music, it was special. 

     The bride grew up at Faith and invited me to the reception.  I figured, I am 
there in Boston, this is close by, I will get Pastor Marsha to preach for me the next 
day, I can be out late!  Unfortunately, a few months after I spoke with the couple, 
the dedication of our new building was scheduled for the day after their 
wedding and … well... given the dedication day, that means I preach. 

     I did not get home until after 10.  I never, ever, ever go out on Saturday 
evenings.  Ever.  I was breaking all my rules.  I really like to settle in and be quiet, 
go to bed early and I get up every Sunday at 5 am. 

     So this night it is to bed at 11 before the biggest service in the last 20 years at 
Faith!  Uggh.  Of course, I fell into that wretched state of “Am I asleep, was I 
asleep, when will I fall asleep, maybe I won’t sleep, maybe I just was 
sleeping.”  Then – a crash.  A tree. 

     I thought, “I am just going back to sleep…” then,” no – I better check this out.”  
3:15 am.  I dressed, threw on a shirt, ran out into the darkness, – the red lights 
blinked, the car was turned in the wrong direction.  It was off the side of the road 
amidst the trees and against a New England stone wall, next to the swamp.  I ran 
inside- 911.  I ran outside.  By that time another neighbor had pulled up in his 
car.  We looked in.  No one there.  Windshield wipers running, lights blinking, 
windshield smashed.  Trees smashed.  Driver’s window down.  Doors shut.  No one. 

     After 20 seconds the blue lights arrive.  The fire trucks, the EMTs, more 
lights.  The officer shined her light into the car.  No one.  She took something from 
the front seat – and a cell phone.  We spoke and she said sometimes people will 
run off – disoriented.  The other fellow drove down the road to look.  More lights.  
I went home, back to bed.  All night the lights.  I cycled by at 7:00 am. They had 
left. 

     We had a great morning at church – dedicating the new addition to our 
church.  A WOW moment.  Three-hundred and twenty people in the rain, under 
the tent.  All went swimmingly (no pun intended).  Wonderful celebration, and 
despite the weather – good times for all.  Well, not necessarily for all.  What do 
you say to someone who just buried an 18 month old nephew? 

     I cycled home and what startled me was when I came to the scene of that 
accident.  There were flowers.  All afternoon people left flowers. 

     I will cycle a long way tomorrow.  Sometimes –that is all you can do – cycle 
along.  You try to work your way back.  
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Who You Vote for Reveals Your Character... or Not 
Pastor Jon, October 5, 2012 

     So this guy has brain cancer.  I married him to a woman from our church.  He 
had to have a Roman Catholic priest there.  I said, “fine”.  I said to the priest, 
“you preach.”  Gave him a big role.  If the groom insisted on having a priest that 
meant his Roman Catholic heritage was important to him.  I gave the priest a big 
role.  Fine with me.  I have had a priest allow me to lead funeral services at his 
parish because ours was too small. He was not even there.  I have had a priest 
marginalize my presence at a service.  Go figure.  I try to err on the side of grace. 

     A few years after the marriage – this fellow gets a brain tumor.  He wants me 
to visit him in the hospital.  I am thinking – you are a devoted Roman Catholic – 
why me? 

     I go to Mass Gen.  Fast growing cancer.  Not good.  These were meaningful 
visits - not everyone… but a few.  Now, we are dealing with MY sense of 
meaning.  It is the conversation, the eyes, the touch, the prayer … He recovers… 
but he is disabled.   

     One Sunday during worship, a year later, I am waiting for the choir to walk up 
to the altar and get to their places.  Someone stops “His cancer is back, faces 
surgery, remember him in the prayers.”  

      I speak to the fellow’s wife after worship (thankfully, I saw her).  I get the 
info.  I call them the day before surgery.  I go to Mass Gen to wait with her when 
he was in surgery.  Let me tell you – that is an anxious time.  Put yourself in her 
shoes.  Being alone makes anxiety just so much worse.  So I try to wait with folks. 
She is really a sweetheart.  And – he is a good guy.  Goes to Mass every day. 

     This fellow has a sister who shows up to wait, with her husband.  The brother-
in- law is out of the mainstream.  Funny, genuine, - and retired at 52 because of 
major heart problems.  And he is hugely off the wall in his political 
views.  Hugely.  You can be liberal.  You can be conservative. But I do not know 
about being a communist (way to the left) or an anarchist (way to the right).  

      I mean I have political conversations with folks with whom I have radically 
different views.  I bike with them.  I love talking politics with one fellow.  Because 
he is rational.  I disagree, but he influences me.  I suspect I influence him.  The 
other fellow – radically different from me.  But he has experience in the issues, as 
I do.  I listen to him.  There are few folks I respect more on politics. And we have 
different views!  

     This guy at the hospital is “out there”.  Way… out there.  But – this is the deal…  
He was there.  In a time of need.  His wife was there – ALL DAY.  And he was there 
- ALL DAY.  His political views may be “out there”.  But he was there. 

     In the grand drama of life…  Might not make a big difference who you and I 
vote for.  But will we show up?  I think that is the bottom line.  That is one thing I 
respect about our community - people show up.  
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Where We Have Been… 
Pastor Jon, October 7, 2012 

     Every fall I try to develop a theme for the fall which I use for preaching.  I find 
that each week I can do a very short review on the previous week’s ideas and build 
from there.  I prefer this approach to “each week something new which may or 
may not have a thing to do with where we were the weeks before.”  I also think it 
is a way to remind and reinforce the messages. 

     We started this fall with “Love Does…”  (I use as inspiration for some of this 
series a book of the same title by Bob Goff.)  I think of funerals.  I do not do many 
these days, and hardly any at funeral homes.  In fact, I think it has been years 
since I led a funeral home service.  But when I have gone to funeral homes.. I 
think of my previous parish from 25 years ago, in particular…  It was almost a 
refrain that the deceased was a “pretty good person.”  I heard this all the time at 
wakes. 

     We usually say that about someone who dies, maybe not so much when they 
are alive… but usually when they die.  In other words everyone is seen as pretty 
loving, pretty good. 

     But what is this “love” thing.  Well, I think “love does…”  Let us not talk so 
much about it. In the Good Samaritan parable Jesus describes two people who 
walk by someone who is suffering.  What does love do?  It stops, which is what 
the Samaritan did.  He stopped and helped.  Love does. 

     The next week we dealt with the word of Jesus to - ask and you will receive, 
seek and you will find, and knock and the door will be opened.  We have an 
expression – the door may close, but a window will open.  Maybe.  Love is filled 
with passion and that means – sometimes, we have to knock the door down.  That 
is passion.  Martin Luther King Jr. lived with passion.  Doors were shut and not too 
many windows opened.  You gotta knock the door down.  That is what love does, it 
is filled with passion. 

     Love is graceful.  I spoke of the store owner who, when he saw the little boy 
who was a penny short, the owner took a penny, shined it up and said shiny 
pennies were worth two cents in his store.  Our culture says shiny pennies are 
worth one cent.  But this man set the values in his store.  He was filled with grace 
and said – in his place shiny pennies were worth two cents.  So whose values do 
you and I live with?  We each own our own store. 

     At the building dedication I took the teaching of Jesus to deal with today’s 
issues and let the issues for tomorrow wait until tomorrow.  Some of us will not 
have a tomorrow.  This is your moment.  What will you do?  Love does… today… 
because tomorrow is too late.  We built a building now, because we do not want to 
get to tomorrow and ask why we did not build years ago.  I used as a reference 
some observations from a hospice nurse over the regrets of the dying.  Problem is – 
there is not much they can do – even today. 
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     Love is engaged.  I was at an informal dinner and a fellow poured me a 
drink.  My lip felt something weird on the glass so I looked at it and the label was 
still on it.  I said to myself, “I like these folks.”  They do not wait to use the 
crystal for special occasions.  They use it now.  Many of us are inclined to live safe 
lives.  We save the good china because we do not want to chip it or break it.  And 
we can live that way too – safe.  I do not want to get involved, to say anything, to 
reach out – even with a friendly gesture.  Who knows how I will be 
perceived?  Safe.  Put me in the china closet.  Love – in my view and according to 
the example of Jesus - is engaged.  It is like our plastic plates we use at the 
cabin.  They are scraped, dented, discolored from use, with all kinds of knife 
marks.  That is what love is – engaged.  That is what Jesus was – he was “out 
there,” not “up there” on the shelf.  I hope I can live that way – dented, bruised, 
chipped - broken and glued back together by the healing and restorative presence 
of God’s Spirit.  It is why we worship – to pause, reflect and to seek the “glue” of 
God’s Spirit.  Let us not be on the shelf gathering dust. 

‘Nuff for now. 

  



18 | P a s t o r  B l o g  
 

The Holidays - because we need plan early... 
Pastor Jon, October 7, 2012 

     There is a purity to Thanksgiving which attracts me.  You just eat and sit.  For 
some families it the day of the year that they eat together and pray together.  I 
mean Thanksgiving is in some ways better than Christmas and Easter.  It is not 
messed up with Santa Claus, corny music, bunnies and jelly beans.  No one walks 
around looking like an Indian or a Pilgrim.  We do not hide turkeys.  No one puts 
gourds on the front grill of their car. 

     Last year Zeke and I decided to do the Thanksgiving morning jog through 
Andover with 10,000 other people.  This was a real education for me.  3 miles is 
not bad.  Decent temperature.  Saw a ton of folks from church.  Good sense of 
community – probably the only time of the year you experience community around 
here, maybe if you go to high school sports.  

     I am not doing that this year.  Problem was that short little 3 mile run, which I 
primarily walked, left me limping for a week.  I thought it was age.  But, not 
anymore.  I blame cycling.  Because your legs never get fully extended in cycling, 
it shortens your Achilles.  Running lengthens your Achilles.  Maybe it is age.  But I 
think it is the bike and the fact I did not do any preparation. 

     The wonderful Marsha and I support each other on Thanksgiving as we begin 
the Holiday Challenge.  It has become an annual deal for us.  I will do that instead 
of this knock myself out walk.  The Holiday Challenge is on the indoor rowing 
machine.  She does 100,000 meters between Thanksgiving and Christmas.  I will do 
the 200,000 meter challenge.  For me it comes out to 45 minutes on the machine 
three days a week.  Piece of cake.  You can even record your daily meters on the 
Concept 2 website, which we do.  They send you a patch or something pretty 
useless when you finish.  Of course, since I officiated at the marriage of a concept 
2 employee maybe she sends me a shirt.  Well, I did allow her to post – on their 
website,  a picture of our rowing machine as it sits in the middle of our kitchen. 

     The wonderful Marsha is cool with this machine in the kitchen.  Gets her on it 
more often.  I love it as it is the only linoleum floor in the house and I sweat a 
ton.  

     For me the real challenge will be discipline.  Last year I really tasted some of 
my old glory on the rowing machine in this challenge, which prompted visions of 
being in the World Indoor Rowing Championship in Boston in February.  Hello… 
back problems, which knocked me out for 6 months before I was normal again.  I 
think goals, dreams, visions – all that is great, but I do not want to be a lunatic 
about it. 

     So I am looking forward to sharing all this with the wonderful Marsha.  She 
inspires me, as I know this is easier for me than for her.  But she really gets into 
it.  And –for us - it is all about having that goal. 
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     Just gotta stay away from the lunacy.  That will take discipline for 
me.  “Discipline” is related to “disciple.”  Want a decent spiritual life – gotta do 
the work.  It just does not “happen.”  So what is your vision as to where you want 
to be?  Get engaged, seek, ask, knock, maybe even knock a door down.  But we do 
not get there by sitting on the shelf with the good plates.  Better to try and fall 
short and maybe get a few chips from failure, than to sit on that shelf. 
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Turning the Pedals in Anger 
Pastor Jon, October 11, 2012 

     I try to look for the good God is bringing into my life.  And there has been a ton 
of good in these last few weeks, but also a ton of failure.  I hoped to reach 4,000 
miles cycling for the year.  Not going to happen.  Failure.  I had 6 weeks of super 
cycling.  Mega-mileage.  All good and 4,000 was reachable.  Then I fell off a 
cliff.  For a few weeks I just could not get myself out on the road with any kind of 
consistency.  No energy.  No zip.  As my football coach would say “No pop and 
ginger in your veins.” 

     Rough weeks.  I think it is because I was drained from the prior great 
weeks.  That, and stuff at church ramped up.  Some very unfortunate situations, a 
few special occasions and whatever energy I might have had to get myself on the 
bike – just was not there.  Overcoming that inertia… oh my… 

     Until the other day.  Sometimes, I just am not so wise and I forget the lessons 
of the past.  So a bit ago I shared some of my views on creativity and the church 
with some people who are not part of our church.  This has never worked out 
well.  What will it take for me to learn?  I am fine with what other churches 
do.  But wow – do something different…  Then to top it off, when I told the 
wonderful Marsha about my disappointment, she laughed!  Uggh.  Can I get a little 
sympathy!  She said, “Oh, what did you expect.”   

      I was angry (not at the wonderful Marsha because she is wiser than I am and 
has not forgotten the lessons of the past), but at myself and at this reaction.  I got 
on the bike.  I am not going to engage in punch, counterpunch argument.  What 
for?  To win?  Ego gratification?  Put someone down?  If folks disagree – fine – as 
you wish… as you wish.  I am going on the road.   

     To use a cycling expression - I “turned the pedals in anger.”  I did not hear the 
cars and did not care how close they were.  I do not remember if it was cold.  I did 
not need to change gears when I went up the hills.  I lost track of time.  I did not 
notice the dark.  I needed no energy food.  About mile 25 I was actually grateful 
for the reaction I received.  Yes, grateful.  I was flying down Middleton Road – 
grateful.  I realized all that upset got me on the road again.  I “sat up” for the last 
miles. This, too, is another cycling expression which means someone is taking it 
easy, relatively speaking. 

     I am grateful.  Back on the road.  I can see the good.  I am reminded of lessons 
learned, re-committed to not making the same dumb mistakes.  I have to pause 
more often and ask what God is saying.  When I listen, I become grateful.  Calms 
me down.  That is one reason I cycle.  Have not turned the pedals like that 
in years.  And, for me – it is a spiritual thing to get out on the road.  It is where I 
listen best.  What centers you? 
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What Type of Faith Do I Have? 
Pastor Jon, October 14, 2012 

     I think when we develop some sort “consciousness” we recognize at some level 
that we are independent souls.  We are not a part of our parents.  We are 
separate.  Alone.  By myself.  The self as independent… and soon we realize, 
subconsciously probably, the self is limited, finite. 

     This recognition of our finite nature is really at the root of much of our lives 
and behavior.  We yearn for that which is ultimate.  We will call it the search for 
ultimate fulfillment.  Paul Tillich wrote that before that which is eternal and 
ultimate we have two basic responses.  Because we want that which is 
ultimate, we are “shaken.”  Will I get it?  Will I be included?  Am I good 
enough?  So much of “faith” is rooted in a sense of who I ought to be.  There are 
rules, regulations, conditions, that I must fulfill.  This is a moral faith. 

     I think, in practice, much of Christianity focuses on such a moral faith.  You 
need believe certain things, take the Bible literally let’s say, give away a certain 
amount of money, fulfill your obligations to the church, be submissive, 
whatever.  Fill in the blanks.  Once I meet all the conditions – I am fine and I give 
myself an atta-boy. 

     There is another response we might have before that which is eternal and 
ultimate.  That response is one of fascination.  We look at the stars at night, the 
huge harvest moon, the beauty of the changing leaves, the vistas of the ocean and 
mountains…  We are present for the birth of a child... and our response is to be in 
awe, to be fascinated by the wonder of life.  This is what is called an ontological 
faith.  Fascination with being.  Oftentimes, it is manifest as a mystical faith in 
which we experience God all around us – in nature, in others, in all of 
creation.  This is the holiness of what is and not so much the focus on the 
holiness of what should be. 

     I think one of the issues facing many churches is that a lot of focus is placed on 
the holiness of what ought to be, that moral faith.  It feeds our desire to be 
righteous or good.  Frankly, it is the gasoline for arrogance and judgmentalism.  So 
much of who I am is predicated on meeting these conditions… that if I perceive 
you as disagreeing with me – look out.  Your view is a threat to my whole 
worldview.  And I have a lot at stake – “me” – in dismissing you or proving you 
wrong.  I am not sure much good comes out of all that.  I see an analogy with 
child-rearing.  I have so much at stake in fulfilling the conditions of what I think is 
the good and righteous way to raise my children, that if I run into someone who is 
doing it differently…  I am threatened, I dismiss, I attack, I judge. 

     On the other hand, if I live – fascinated – I may come to respect the presence of 
God all around me and therefore respect all of creation.  People who are different 
from me, may not be so much of a threat as they are a gift.  There is an openness 
to that kind of living and faith.  But it does not appeal to folks as easily as a moral 
faith. Seems that we all want to think our way is good and righteous. 
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     Jesus was a game changer in my view.  He treasured the children, the people 
who were dismissed and looked down upon, the outsiders.  They were all part of 
the Kingdom.  He spoke of the lilies of the field, went to the mountains to 
pray…   And he taught – this is the life… and the way to God.  Many see him as a 
Jewish mystic.  That speaks to me. All of this is a question of emphasis. The moral 
aspect of our faith should move us to be concerned for the folks who are 'left out'.  
…And what 'ought to be in that view of the Kingdom.   
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Oh My... and a word about Facebook 
Pastor Jon, October 16, 2012 

     I do not go on Facebook much.  In fact, I try to avoid it for a variety of 
reasons.  Frankly, I really do not care what someone had for dinner… makes me 
wonder why they post that kind of thing – I mean do they THINK their friends care 
what they had for dinner.  Or is it that they have some kind of need to tell 
us.  Anyway, I try to avoid Facebook. 

     On the other hand, I am acutely aware that Facebook serves a very important 
spiritual function.  I know a person who posts – and with 4 young children, it is her 
way of connecting with folks.  That is good. 

     Periodically, I check in.  And today was a “Wow and Oh My...”  A fellow I was 
ordained with, which makes him my age, was in a CROP Walk for hunger and his 
next post was from the hospital.  Heart tests, all these other tests and he reports 
they think he had a TIA.  

     I know of TIAs.  My mother used to have them at age 80.  They are precursors 
to strokes and I suspect heart attacks. I think, and I may be wrong, the arteries 
are getting clogged a bit.  I am not a doctor but it seems to my small mind that if 
the arteries to the brain are getting jammed up, then the arteries to the heart and 
everywhere else are getting jammed up. 

     He asked for prayers and I prayed for him.  The issue is what do you pray 
for?  You pray that God’s healing presence be with him.  Ok… fine.  But I really 
pray that he does a bit of research to figure out what is going on.  Could be the 
luck of the genetic draw.  Maybe stress.  Maybe the arteries are getting 
clogged.  My family has artery issues so my concern for me is how to reduce 
cholesterol build up in the arteries.  I pray this fellow has a support system to help 
him do what he needs to do.  

     The whole situation has got me recommitted to this new eating plan.  Nothing 
with a face.  No dairy, no oil.  I have not been so good with this.  Like I breakdown 
and go for the burnt tomato salad dressing  with 5 grams of fat per tablespoon 
(versus Italian dressing with 15 grams)  when I should be going with just plain old 
balsamic vinaigrette (no oil).  Some folks have said this is a vegan diet.  We want 
to label stuff, I guess.  This is not a vegan diet.  I know that much, because I was 
looking at cookbooks and vegan diets have oil.  Esselstyn is the fellow who wrote 
about this – Preventing and Reversing Coronary Artery Disease.  Or something like 
that.  His kids are on this and they are all college athletes. 

     The wonderful Marsha met an old colleague for lunch today.  She knew ahead 
of time that going out is only trouble.  I went out to meet the new Bishop a few 
weeks ago.  What a mistake.  Oil, oil, oil everywhere.  So the wonderful Marsha 
broke down.  She had a Rueben sandwich but avoided the French fries.  We have 
not had meat for about 6 weeks. 
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     Marsha is now in bed.  Sick.  Stomach a mess.  She will be sick for at least a day 
or two.  Tomorrow her back will be a mess – all because of this sandwich. She has 
sworn all evening she will never make this mistake again.  Ever, ever.  I just 
learned she almost woke me up to take her to the hospital at 1 am.  I have never 
seen her this bad.  For her it is a sandwich.... 

     I just had to go to Facebook. 

     Temptations abound in this life.  Then – wham – something hits us and life will 
not be the same again.  Now – just how important is it to stay centered?  And one 
does not necessarily get “support” for staying centered and taking care of 
yourself.  Just remember, as I try to – God has given us this life.  Be a good 
steward.  And do not listen to the folks who do not get it. 
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Clipping In and Muddling Along 
Pastor Jon, October 16, 2012 

     The people interested in what follows are a select and screwed up crew.  Just 
warning you.  Normal people should skip this. 

     Three years ago the wonderful Marsha and I were in Florida which was 
wonderful!  January for 4 days.  Florida!  I looked forward to this for 
eons.  Wow.  Florida- us… the bride and me…  Florida in January.  Can life be any 
better?  Can God bless us anymore than this!  We immediately went to the beach 
to enjoy.  After about 30 minutes I realized this was not working so well.  I mean if 
you are used to 30 degree weather, 70 degree sunshine wipes you out in no 
time.  I can look at only so many seashells.  My conclusion- this is 4 days of cable 
TV with a few books thrown in.  If you are on a honeymoon maybe it is a little 
different. 

     So the wonderful Marsha suggested we rent bikes and go for a ride.  Now, 
please realize I have not a clue as to what recreational cycling is like.  When I 
ride, I ride.  “Recreational” is not a part of my lexicon.  But we rode.  These bikes 
were so horrid, you had to ride recreationally.  And I loved it.  I re-discovered 
cycling after being away from it for a spell. 

     When we came home, fool that I am, I decided – “I am going back to 
cycling.”  Only it was at home – 30 degrees. But I did not care.  I was on my 
machine and, relative to what I was on in Florida, my machine will fly.  I flew.  I 
came home, frozen, throwing up, nauseous, shaking.  Sick as a dog.  Ummm, the 
Wonderful Marsha has seen this a few times in the past.  No need to go into 
this.  She was cool.  I was a mess.  I dropped cycling for the rest of the winter.  

     Two years later I decided I would cycle all winter. 

     I am not so smart, but smart enough to realize that.  So I did some research – I 
found the icebike website.  These are loony tunes that cycle in the snow, all 
winter.  I think this was a smooth pastoral decision on my part.  I have had folks 
say to me that I am supposed to be a role model.  Please… we are all role 
models.  Do not single me out… but…if that is your agenda - ok… and I cycle all 
winter.  (Now there is nothing sinful about cycling all winter… but it does solve 
this “you need to be a role model” expectation issue.) 

     So I cycled all winter.  No problems.  Well, some days, when I was not prepared 
so well, I ended up with cold fingers or toes.  But no sickness or anything remotely 
close. (Of course, reading the aforementioned, my view of sickness and yours may 
be quite a bit different). 

     Last Saturday, I get a call – “let us go out.”  I am jazzed – great – we do 40 
miles.  I was ready.  The previous days I had gone out in the 50s and did not throw 
up, but almost.  I got the shivers.  So Saturday I am ready.  I have the foot 
coverings, the jacket, the layers, the hand warmers.  And I was wicked tired but 
made it.  No shivers.  No nausea.  Ok.  But numb fingers and toes all afternoon.  I 
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should know how to avoid this, since it never happened in my winter of cycling… 
ever.  In those days I was out in 20 degrees and windy… and I was just fine.  But 
now – 40 degrees and I am numb.  So I screwed up. 

     Today 40 degrees – better.  Long ride, stayed warm.  All is good.  No illness, no 
numbness.  Some things you re-learn.  

     So I ask God for the humility to always learn.  To recognize each experience is 
new.  To be sufficiently contrite to stop and plumb the depths of my experience 
(which is humiliating to plumb, since I have screwed up a lot).  Just keep me 
humble.  Well… wait a minute here.  Who is gonna keep me humble…?  I just need 
to stay humble.  That is my choice. 

     It is a paradigm for life.  Warm weather – life, job work, goes well – no 
question you cruise along in shorts and a shirt.  All is well.  Cold weather – 
recession, job, life issues – you hunker down.  Most of us, however, spend a lot of 
time in that netherland in between.  Forget about praying to God to make it 
warm.  Ask God for the humility to learn from your past.  And it is our decision to 
stay humble.  That is why we pray. 
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The Plan and The Tribe 
Pastor Jon, October 21, 2012 
     We all have dreams.  Like when I was a young man I dreamed of marrying a woman 
like Heidi Klum…  And I did even better!  The wonderful Marsha!  Some dreams come 
true… others, not so much. 
     So I have a dream for the next 8 months or so.  I have been – for years – thinking 
about this Vermont 200 mile bike ride.  You start on the summer solstice (late June) 
at the northern border of Vermont and cycle to the southern border.  Wicked ride 
because of the mountains.  Takes all the daylight hours there are.  That is the 
dream.  So step by step. 
     Bike 12 hours as many miles as possible in early May.  This a prep ride with the 
idea being to go 150+ plus.  To do this I need to go mega mileage for the winter to get 
ready.  That is a problem as it is cold and I sweat a lot.  So I will carve out a boring 
circular route which has me cycle past the house every 20 miles where I can change 
shirts and gloves and hat.  That means I can go long.  We will be in Florida for a week 
in late January.  That means super mega-mileage every day.  That makes Florida 
something way cool.  
     To do this mega-mileage I need begin in January.  I have that down.  I am doing 
decent mileage in October and November.  I will quit in December to do the indoor 
rowing machine with the Wonderful Marsha.  The break does me good and sets me up 
for “the push” in January.  
     Weight.  No way I do any of this without losing another 20 pounds.  Just not going 
to happen without weight loss.  So I need to go from the BMI (Body Weight Index) of 
overweight to decent weight.  (The 20 pounds I lost already took me from obese to 
overweight.)  So 20 more.  To do that I need make a few changes in the eating 
plan.  Will not go into all that – but I am addressing it.  By late December we are into 
whole wheat pasta and brown rice.  The rowing machine is all a part of this as I am 
hoping the rowing machine, by utilizing different muscles – will help me lose a few 
extra pounds, along with portion control.  
     Lighter weight means…  Well, let me put it this way – last spring I was at 244.  Next 
spring I want to be at 194.  So – you lug around 50 less pounds.  You do not have to be 
in the Mensa society to figure out you are gonna fly on the bike, hills will be so much 
easier etc., and 200 miles suddenly seems so much more doable. 
That is the plan.  I write this when things seem to be well.  Church is good.  Kids are 
good.  The Wonderful Marsha, who leaves Heidi …in the dust… has not left me.  
     The real issue is when that stuff goes south (usually church issues and some kind of 
contention… which I abhor). 
     So I am adding a psychological component.  I need to exclude some folks from my 
tribe.  I learned this from the chimp factor.  We all have tribes…  We need 
tribes.  Tribes keep us safe.  But sometimes you have to kick people out of your tribe 
because they mess you up.  They have expectations... make comments… whatever…  I 
am doing a tribe cleansing.  When your tribe is the cause of your issues – well… make 
changes…  
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Eyes Wide Open 
Pastor Jon, October 24, 2012 

     So a few days ago, I pedaled in anger.  Most inspired ride I have had in years. I do 
not get so perturbed so often…  But I was really upset over these colleagues of 
mine.  But heck, they are doing as they feel called.  No harm done.  As you wish… as 
you wish… 

     Today – I did not push.  Kind of cruised along on my old bike- good bike being 
repaired…  (I have this goal to reach… 3,000 miles around Thanksgiving.  I am at 2,500 
now.)  It is cheapy goal but I need to feel good after blowing the 4,000 mile goal.  

     So today – pedaling with eyes wide open.  Easy ride.  I see the trash on the side of 
the road.  Trust me – there is a ton of it.  But I also saw the trees.  Such is life... the 
good and the not so good. 

     I have been having this guilt battle over my diet.  At lunch with our older folks 
today, they were having an Oktoberfest – bratwurst, sauerkraut, cabbage.  Stuff I 
love.  But I had a coffee.  None of this food makes it on my eating plan and seeing 
how the wonderful Marsha became so sick the other day I am a little afraid to eat this 
kind of thing for the first time in 7 weeks.  We are both down about 15-20 pounds.  I 
was pleased to drive a few folks home after the lunch.  The lunch saddened me 
though, as I recalled Karl, Russ, Tom, Bill, Mel, Burt… and they were all there a few 
years ago.  Heaven now. 

     I visited a family new to the church in the evening and they had all this stuff out – 
like Obama and Romney cookies.  They wondered which I would eat.  I noticed the 
head of one of the cookies was broken – maybe a hint here.  Anyway, I ate nothing and 
let them know about the eating plan.  I mean I did not break down over sauerkraut 
and bratwurst… no way a cookie is going to tempt me.  But I felt bad.  I wish folks did 
not go through such efforts.  Special to listen and learn of folks journeys through 
life.  Probably the most meaningful thing I do, from my perspective.  And inevitably, I 
hear what they appreciate about our church.  You know – seven times out of ten, folks 
tell me the moment that struck them at our place was when I (or Marsha) said – “no 
matter who you are in your walk of faith and no matter where you are on that journey 
– you are welcome at our communion table.”  

That spirit is so much of who we “try” to be – it is ingrained in the ethos of our 
community.  So when folks notice it, it kind of surprises me a bit.  I have to confess, 
however, it is not where everyone wanted us to be 17 years ago…  Now I get 
affirmation for this. 

     At night I went to meet with the bosses – the church council.  I am accountable to 
them, so I account.  Roman Catholics do not get this.  In their church the priest is the 
boss.  The council advises.  In our church, the council is the boss and I am a part of it, 
but accountable to it.  Huge difference.  Decent meeting. 

     And that is the way it is this evening after meeting with the bosses and the new 
folks and the old folks and pedaling with eyes wide open.  Hope you had a good day. 
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Just Pull 
Pastor Jon, October 27, 2012 

     I read some other blogs… I have read daily devotional material.  I tell you – I 
am curious about those who seem to be “happy, happy” all the time.  I wonder if 
these folks are presenting a certain image or veneer.  I have tried to do that, but 
many days I am too fatigued… too caught up… to even get on the bike, much less 
to put on an image.  I am no good at the image. 

     I am an old rower.  8 people in the shell – 4 oars on one side, four on the 
other.  And everyone needs to pull.  This is not a taxi service.  And in rowing – no 
one, ever, says a word.  You row in silence.  You cannot speak, one is breathing 
too hard to speak.  If you speak – you are not working.  Speaking is a betrayal of 
your boatmates.  So just pull.  That is how I see the church… take an oar and pull. 
So when folks expound about what the church means to them… there is a part of 
me that says – just pull. 

     I value participating in major moments in folk’s lives.  It is meaningful.  But not 
often “happy.”  When you row… it is not “happy.”  You put out.  That is what your 
boatmates are doing.  I tell you what - see someone in ICU, hear of a relationship 
with issues, deal with a family tending to someone who is ill… and be “happy.”  
Frankly, I am burdened.  I think the church should be real.  There is doubt… 
uncertainty... questions… hurt.  Such is the life.  Such is spirituality. 

     Someplace I read something about “Blessed are those who mourn…” (meaning 
they are saddened over the events and issues of life)… just cannot remember 
where I read that or who said it.  (Maybe it was Jesus in Matthew Chapter 5.)  And 
I do not recall anything about blessed are those who are “happy, happy...” 

     Just pull.  Leave what you have on the water. 
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Good Moments... and Clipping in... to get Home 
Pastor Jon, October 28, 2012 
     Many comments about worship today.  The story of the catalogues spoke to a 
number of people.  Seeing all that nice stuff in these catalogues (and that IS the 
season we are in – catalogue season!), we begin to feel deprived.  And deprivation 
wrecks our sense of thankfulness.  Deprivation rarely leads us to be generous.  We get 
judgmental, and, feeling deprived, we do not want to share.  Over the years I 
acclimated myself to having spotted rugs, dog hair all over the place, coffee stains on 
my shirts… all that.  I could spend a lifetime keeping everything clean and neat and 
then what would I miss out on? The wonderful Marsha and I are blessed with more 
goodness in our lives than we deserve.  So we work on staying thankful and staying 
away from catalogues…  
     We welcomed 4 new families to our congregation and will welcome around 60 new 
folks by the end of the year.  Maybe more.  Encouraging to see growth and new 
energy.  This is an exciting year for us, especially with baptisms.  We have not had so 
many baptisms… ever, I do not think. 
     We have a new guitarist at the contemporary service.  Man has talent!  I am elated 
he got involved so quick!  Good sign – see my previous post – Just Pull.  We had a solid 
presentation on stewardship as well.  We did not ask for anything… just gave a 
“thanks” for all that has been given. 
     As Pastor I feel there really is a spirit of thankfulness in the hearts of the 
community.  That is why folks are so generous.  This is a special place and I am 
blessed to be here. 
     Bell choir today was terrific.  Quality stuff and the best I have ever heard them. 
     I put out a big effort to cycle in this morning.  I was really touched when someone 
saw my bike outside and noticed it was raining.  He went out of his way to offer to 
bring the bike inside (I left it out).  He did not have to do that.  He is a cyclist. 
     The ride home was in the rain.  I should have put baggies over my feet.  Will I ever 
learn!  Riding in the rain is not the end of the world, but getting wet fee in 50 degree 
weather while you are dealing with a ride induced wind chill is not fun.  By evening 
my feet were still a bit numb.  Oh well. But I did it.  You can pedal in anger… you can 
pedal with eyes wide open.  Sometimes you just clip in to get home. 
     We had a dinner for newcomers in the evening.  We have a family who is moving in 
three weeks and they came to help set up the dinner.  Wow.  Very meaningful 
conversation for me with another family who helped out.  Over time one’s relationship 
with folks can go to a different level.  Very gratifying moment. 
     We had 25 people at the dinner, which is great, but there were another 30 who 
could not attend for one reason or another.  I find this frustrating because I realize 
there is so much to be gained from the others in the church and it is so difficult to get 
people together.  Decent sharing this evening and nice connections were made.  I am 
jazzed because we have folks who I hope are going to be very active… and somewhat 
visionary. 
Good moments on a Sunday.  
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The Storm 
Pastor Jon, October 31, 2012 

     We lost power for a bit.  But last October we were out of power for five days 
and lost all the food in the icebox.  I spent a day cutting up branches in the 
yard.  We had to have three major trees cut down.  Any event – which does not 
cost us the food in the icebox… is kind of minor. 

     The people south of us have a mess to live through.  For us, I am thinking, not 
a big deal, relatively speaking. 

     Of course, we will hear from some about how this is all about climate 
change.  Maybe.  I think we broke the low pressure record set in 1938.  I kind of 
wonder what was going on in 1938. 

     Then we will hear from the “God is punishing us” people who will argue that 
since we are not acting according to their political or social agenda, God – being 
their advocate – and who, clearly, on their side, is taking matters into God’s own 
hands.  This stuff makes me ill. 

     So this is my take.  Billions of years ago the process of creation was begun, God 
working through the big bang.  Eventually you get carbon… and eventually the 
earth, and eventually, humans.  This “free process’ of development carries with it 
consequences.  The process that leads to this beautiful earth also leads to an earth 
with storms, earthquakes, heat waves and draughts.  They are a consequence of 
this free process.  The process which leads to human life also carries with it, as a 
consequence, cells which mutate into illness. 

     It is not the nature of God, it is not ‘who God is,’ to stop all these natural 
disasters and illnesses. We pray… because there is mystery in God…  But it is not 
God’s nature to eliminate all these things.  That’s just not the way it is. 

     So where is God?  I understand God as a compassionate presence in the midst of 
this.  Jesus on the cross points us to the God who suffers with us.  And – I also 
think in the aftermath – God is not going to “snap a finger” and fix 
everything.  God sends us.  We need God’s help and inspiration, and God uses us to 
be God’s instruments.  Puts a bit of responsibility (ability to respond) on our 
shoulders.  So we elect governments to tend to some of this as our agents.  And we 
do more – individually, and through churches and other organizations.  So we vote 
next week. That, too, is our responsibility. 
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I Have Been a Bad Boy 
Pastor Jon, October 31, 2012 

     I write about this eating plan a lot.  The Wonderful Marsha and I are doing this.  It 
is a major change for us.  Nothing with a face… no meat, no fish, no chicken.  Nothing 
processed – like white rice, bread or pasta – we are not there yet as I am not going to 
throw out the rice and pasta we have, but eventually, it is whole grain pasta, breads 
and brown rice.  No dairy.  No ice cream.  No cookies, no cheesecake – I have been 
known to go through 4 slices in a day…  No cannoli’s, another favorite.  All that stuff is 
loaded with fat.  Nothing with oil.  Oil is fat… have to stay away from it as that is 
what increases cholesterol.  So Italian dressing is out and balsamic vinegar is in.  And I 
like it.  I can eat all the fruits and vegetables I want.  Beans, Lentils, potatoes, salsa – 
all that is fine.  I eat salads by the bagful.  But I have been breaking down a lot. 

     Saturday evening we went to a Merrimack Hockey game – it is about the only thing 
I will do on a Saturday evening as I like to settle down in anticipation of Sunday.  At 
the game the night before, Friday, I did well.  No breakdowns, just had the apple I 
brought.  Saturday I just could not deal with it, so I broke down between the second 
and third period and bought some caramel popcorn.  I mean I walked by it on the way 
in.  I walked by it at the first intermission.  Then I collapsed at the second 
intermission.  Typically, I would eat the whole container.  This time, I looked at the 
ingredient breakdown.  Loaded with fat.  I ate them one by one to savor each 
one.  And I only ate 30 percent of the container.  I have left the rest in the car.  Next 
game maybe I take out a few kernels.  I was so hungry Saturday night I made a tuna 
fish sandwich… another no-no.  This was just a terrible stretch.  (I think it was the 
cycling Saturday morning…) 

     Cycling leaves me famished. 

     Sunday was just as bad.  I went to the Newcomers’ dinner. I thought I had planned 
this out.  I had the most humongous lunch possible.  Figured it would hold me.  Then 
at newcomers I break down and ate two or three of these stuffed shells – stuffed with 
cheese.  Cheese is a no-no.  Loaded with fat and nothing much good about it.  Who 
knew? 

     Then Monday I am famished. Maybe it was the cycling in the wet and cold 
Sunday.  Complete  breakdown – I went out for a pizza – extra cheese.  It was like a 
binge… only ate half the pizza though.  Normally, I would eat the whole thing. 

     Tuesday I cycle.  Beautiful day… in the morning.  Of course, I did not cycle in the 
morning.  I waited until the afternoon when it was raining.  I had a miserable ride 
Sunday when I froze my wet feet.  Monday, nothing with the storm. Tuesday  - 
energized and it was much warmer. 

     Wednesday, after hydrating, I weighed myself.  With all these breakdowns I figured 
I am ballooning up again.  But, no, down about 29 pounds.  A few more dietary 
changes…  another 20 to go.  Mid-January.  But, frankly, this is a lifestyle change.  I 
am hoping not to go back to my old ways.  This staying away from meat, oils and fats 
has made a huge difference.  I am also recognizing how important it is to plan and 
anticipate because the temptations are so powerful.  
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How Are You Wired 
Pastor Jon, November 1, 2012 

     I do not get much feedback from this blog, although it appears like folks read 
it.  So just a word. 

     First – let me know.  Positive feedback, negative – I do not care, maybe even a 
bit of suggestion –great. 

     Finally, this is what is on my mind today – and I wrote this, more or less, to 
someone who contacted me.  I have been writing about cycling and my new eating 
plan. 

     A little bit of context here. I have always been athletic.  Early on - football, 
basketball and all that.  Not until college did I get into crew and they forced us to 
do long distance running.  Very, very difficult for me.  Not the way I am made.  
But because of that, I – at an older age, ran marathons and now do long cycling 
rides.  I guess I adapted. 

     I am an introvert.  I like being quiet.  I am astounded by folks who ride bikes 
with iPods.  Just defeats the purpose of cycling for me.  I have been in gyms -and 
the TV just wrecks it for me.  Oh – I watched it… but it is the temptation.  But you 
need understand I am an introvert.  I like the quiet.  I am exhausted after being 
with groups of folks.  Others get jazzed! 

     I have learned… or I am learning… to be content with who I am.  I guess you 
might call it accepting God’s grace to me. 

     I read a book – entitled “Quiet” by Susan Cain and realized this.  This was 
absolutely liberating!  The issue is to understand how you are wired. 

     Ultimately, we are our own spiritual manager.  I bristle at those places which 
want to push folks into a certain mold.  The real issue is to create your own 
mold.  But you have to have a lot of “want to” in your soul to do that. 

     Just know who you are... and adjust. You can learn from others - but if they 
are not wired like you - be very, very careful.  Hope this helps.” 

‘Nuf said. 
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Democrats, Republicans, Christianity and the Media 
Pastor Jon, November 7, 2012 

     One of the things which I find highly distressing about this election season as 
well as seasons of the past – is this linkage some make between a particular 
political party and Christianity.  So many of these analysts say that the evangelical 
Christian vote will go to the Republicans, that the evangelical Christians are part 
of the Republican ‘bloc.’  Then you get the interviews “I am voting for Romney 
because I am a Christian.”  I saw one of those last evening. 

     What bugs me is that if you listen to this stuff you can easily make the jump 
that Christian means republican.  Somehow they are wedded, linked.  Perhaps the 
only “caveat” in this is that the “bloc” is described as ‘Evangelical’ Christian or 
sometimes ‘conservative’ Christian.  

     So what about the traditional or mainline Christians? 

     Faith Lutheran is cut in the traditional or mainline mold.  Although I am aware 
of conservative Christians in our congregation, who are probably Republican (but I 
am not sure and the folks I am thinking of probably voted Democrat), there are 
also many liberal Christians who are probably inclined to vote for the Democrats 
(but I am not sure and the folks I am thinking of are Republicans… ). 

     We do not speak about politics much at our place, although we often pray for 
our nation’s and the world’s leaders.  We also pray for the poor.  I see such 
concern as integrally tied to what it means to embrace Jesus.  Of course, how one 
tends to the poor and which political policies one globs onto – that is open to 
debate.  The issue in my mind is that we are concerned for those least able to 
manage the challenges of life.  That is what compassion is all about. 

     But please – I wish the media would recognize that there is a lot of variety in 
the Christian stew.  It is not all elephant meat and the juice is not all red.  

     One of the things I appreciate about our community is that it does contain 
people from all over the political spectrum.  I guess one could say it is one place 
where we do get along.  Perhaps the power of Christ in our hearts. 
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A Day in November 
Pastor Jon, November 8, 2012 

     Occasionally I will post a review of the day.  I am guessing a lot of folks do not 
really know what the Pastor does… 

     Spent the morning at church editing some ideas for the message on Sunday.  I 
have had some general ideas, but it is a long way from general ideas to the Sunday 
message.  All this needs to be done by Thursday afternoon because the slides need 
to be copied into the bulletin which is run off Friday.  I am way behind this week – 
first time in months.  But unusual things have happened.  

     I also worked out what I would say for the funeral message I needed to give 
later in the morning.  Off to the funeral home where I had to coordinate the 
proceedings.  A difficult situation as I did not know the fellow who died.  I was 
asked to officiate by a church member who was related to him.  Not knowing 
anyone – I kind of coordinate – who is going to sing (a song written for the 
occasion), who will read, who will speak.  A powerful service to see the outpouring 
for this man...  Much more – “unplanned” than I would prefer, but you have to roll 
with it in these situations.  

     Beforehand, someone came up to me and asked “Do you remember me?”  I 
said, “No”.  I felt like a complete dunderhead.  Turns out she was a part of FAITH 
about 6 years ago and moved away.  But I could not remember her.  I think her 
appearance has changed a lot.  I felt badly just the same.  And she is really a 
wonderful person as her memory came back to me. 

     Froze at the gravesite.  Big winds and cold, cold. 

     Spent the afternoon at church hammering out the Sunday message and getting 
the prayer of the day written, the confessional prayer, selecting scripture to be 
used, figuring out what Phoebe would be doing, writing the prayers of the church 
and getting everything on the laptop.  Usually this takes more time, but the 
message – which I thought was ok, kind of is not.  

     Had to tend to a few emails, a few folks were there for a meeting which means 
chit chat, spoke with Abby the organist, ran into Tom the youth director.  Called 
to thank a donor to the building fund.  He told me of his gift.  Unless someone tells 
me what they give, I do not know that financial information.  He is sending us a 
generous gift and has never even been to our church.  Nice conversation.  

     I do not appreciate just what these funeral services take out of me.  I came 
home barely able to keep my eyes open, took a 20 minute nap and got rejuvenated 
with a coffee.  

     Marsha and I were scheduled to go to a cooking class.  I dreaded this.  I do not 
know why I ever said I would go.  Was trying to figure out how I could get out of 
it.  Was praying she would see me exhausted and tell me stay home (no luck 
there).  Maybe me taking a nap would convince her (no luck there either.) I take 
maybe 2 naps a year.  We are off at 6:30 to the class.  Thank goodness for the 
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coffee jolt.  On the way I practiced Sunday’s message.  Halfway through I realized 
– this is not good.  And she agreed.  

     Another church member was at the class which was more chit chat.  I learned a 
lot from her. 

     What a class!  What an experience!  Just the best thing I/we have done in 
months… maybe all year.  I loved it!  Cannot wait to try the food I learned about.  
I mean this was simply a joy. 

     Interesting day – and I need realize just how blessed I am.  A very meaningful, 
albeit draining funeral… Grist for the intellectual mill in contemplating the Sunday 
message… low key conversations with a half dozen folks… good feedback from the 
wonderful Marsha on the Sunday message… and an intense cooking class… 

     No cycling for a few days.  Yesterday’s trip into Children’s Hospital, 
yesterday’s wake… some other stuff I will not write about.  Even if I had the time, 
I did not have the energy to cycle. 

     Tomorrow, I am planning a ride…  My other major task is to hone the 
message…  Let us say I need to do a lot more work.  I am falling into some old 
“traps” – which means I am tired.  So I gotta carve out some room… get into a 
more settled spiritual space.  Oh, there is much more to this… but ‘Nuff said.  
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Raking Leaves 
Pastor Jon, November 13, 2012 

     I have been raking a lot of leaves.  I do not like thinking about raking.  I do not 
like looking at what I need rake.  (Look – it is a 20 hour job at our place.  20 hours 
– we have a lot of leaves.  And we have oak trees so it is a first raking and then a 
secondary raking.)  But when I rake, I like raking.  When you rake, you rake. 

     We also have not been using our dishwasher.  I do the dishes.  I do not like 
looking at the dishes to be washed.  But I like washing and drying them… When you 
wash dishes, you wash.  When you dry, you dry.  I learned this at the cabin in the 
summer where we do not have a dishwasher.  Now, I just wash them.  The idea of 
putting them in the dishwasher kind of robs me of something I like.  

     These things I have made into spiritual matters.  When you rake, you rake.  
When you wash, you wash. 

I do not think of what else I could do, or what happened in the day.  When you 
wash, you wash.  When you rake, you rake. 

     I cleaned the bike the other evening.  I did not like thinking about this.  But I 
finally did it.  I enjoyed doing it.  It involves cleaning the chain which means I pull 
a cloth through every chain link.  But I have learned to take the meditative 
perspective – when you clean, you clean. 

     Jesus taught – let tomorrow’s concerns be enough for tomorrow and focus on 
this moment, this day.  I have found much satisfaction in this.  
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Would You Help me? ...Please 
Pastor Jon, November 14, 2012 

     What I would like to do on this website is to get a daily thought listed.  Not some 
cutesy thing which is a quote from someone typically well known, but a personal 
commentary from you.  Could be a reflection on a bible passage, an observation about 
life, an idea, a question you are struggling with…  Something engaging. 

     I would like to do this for the season prior to Christmas.  We call that season 
Advent.  I am thinking of four themes I may preach on.  I may not preach on them, but 
I think they are decent themes for this time of the year before Christmas.  The 
themes are: 

Living simply.  I think the spiritual life is a simple life and what I see in myself and in 
our culture is that Advent gets cluttered.  So much to do (or so people think).  How 
are you trying to live simple… 

Where is God breaking into your life.  Advent prepares us for the coming of the 
Christ – the Word made flesh.  The incarnation of mercy and grace who was 
Jesus.  Where have you experienced such an in breaking of the Spirit… 

Faithfulness and following…  Advent is a time we consciously prepare for the 
Christ.  We dress up the house and all that.  How are you trying to be faithful as you 
follow the call of God in these days. 

Authenticity.  There is a lot of phoniness in our culture.  We try to impress one 
another – like – all the time.  I see Jesus as being quite unaffected.  He was not a 
cultural big shot.  Appearance and impressions did not cut it with him.  He was 
authentically graceful and accepting.  Where are you cultivating authenticity as you 
prepare for Christmas? 

     I have no idea who reads this blog – but I want you to share your reflections on 
one or all of the above. Ideally, select one of the above and whip up a few 
paragraphs.  You need not be a part of FAITH – which is neat.  You read this blog 
which deals you in. 

     If you want to be anonymous – just let me know.  I will be asking for writers in 
worship on Sunday as well.  I reserve the prerogative to edit.  Look, this is a work in 
progress…  And my maxim is – if it is worth doing, it is worth doing poorly.  Drives 
organized perfectionists nuts.  But if I get too perfectionistic I will drive myself nuts.  

     My hope is to get a new “thought” up every day on a separate link.  If that 
becomes a hassle I will just post them on this blog.  We have a terrific community at 
FAITH, let us expand this to being more than just whatever the heck I have to say. 

     So be bold, take a chance (be authentic!) and put something together and send it 
to me. 

 jon@faith-andover.org.  Thanks.  Oh – we need get going on this as Advent begins 
Sunday, December 2.  And, I will start posting these right after that day. 

  

mailto:jon@faith-andover.org
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Clipping In and the Eating Plan 
Pastor Jon, November 14, 2012 

     I get comments about the eating plan and a few about cycling.  I had set 4,000 
miles as my cycling goal for the year.  I had a few bad weeks in the early fall which 
left this 4,000 goal out of reach.  But I am back at it.  I adjusted the goal to 3,000 
miles which I will be over by the end of the week. 

     Forty-one degrees today and I zipped home from church, put in 24 miles, ate and 
went to first communion class.  I have to confess – cycling puts me in such a centered 
place.  I had spent the morning worried to death about getting a fella’s clothes out of 
his house and turning off his alarm system.  He is in the hospital, his wife is with 
him.  She has Alzheimer’s.  The daughter is in Arizona.  He is quite ill.  He could not 
remember the code, the wife could not remember.  Just jacks up my anxiety level.  I 
managed and have his clothes.  All is well.  Hopefully, he gets better... 

     So, a few miles settle me.  I will drop off his clothes tomorrow when I go to see 
him.  Had to clean up the house a bit – he was throwing up and all – and the 
ambulance whisked him away.  He is 92.  I have more of this clean-up to do but you 
never know what to do and what not to do. 

     Cold.  I forgot how bad 41°F was with a 18 mph wind chill.  So I should have 
dressed warmer.  I mean 10 miles is no big deal but when you get into the 20 miles 
range – that changes everything.  I was somewhat pleased because I realized that if I 
had the correct gloves I could have cruised for 40°F.  Today, no time and I was beat. 

     Have started in on the rowing machine to get ready for the Concept 2 Holiday 
Challenge with the wonderful Marsha.  She is already on the machine!  I need to get 
those muscles acclimated.  Ten minutes and wow – am I sore. 

     I intend to cycle through November but with the Holiday Challenge I will not have 
much time.  So I may reach 3,500 miles.  Then in January I get serious about 
cycling.  Forget the rowing machine.  The rowing machine Holiday Challenge will be a 
major life moment.  If I have any back problems (as I did last year) then I sell all my 
single shell.  I will have to wake up to reality.  No more rowing.  We will keep the 
rowing machine for the wonderful Marsha. 

     January will be big, grind it out miles in the cold on the bike.  I have to have a lot 
of focus to do that.  The goal is the Vermont 200 mile ride in June.  I may resort to 
the indoor rollers.  I have been too chicken to try them.  So they are sitting there… for 
2 years.  I have heard about it too. 

     The eating plan continues.  Ok, I went out for extra cheese pizza.  But that is 
it.  Have lost 30 pounds with another 20 to go.  Nothing with a face – fish, chicken, 
beef.  I am cutting way back on anything with oil.  We are using less oil in cooking. We 
are also slowly moving away from processed pasta, bread and rice.  I eat – a ton of 
stuff.  I am thinking of getting a cholesterol check to see where I am at.  The 
wonderful Marsha has lost at least 20 pounds. 

     We have a lot to be thankful for and the Holiday Challenge is coming up!  Cannot 
wait... 
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Sometimes I Need a Kick 
Pastor Jon, November 15, 2012 

     So we watched a DVD.  This eating plan...Have I been messing up.  Wow.  Very 
humbling.  I THOUGHT I was doing O.K., maybe a lapse here and there with tuna 
or pizza.  Now I recognize the error of my ways.  Again – nothing with a face – no 
chicken (loaded with fat), no beef, no fish, no dairy, nothing with oil (not even 
olive oil).  No processed grains (like pasta or rice).  Whole wheat breads and 
pasta.  Processed stuff means simple sugars (bad).  Whole grains means complex 
carbohydrates (good).  No nuts (loaded with fat). 

     And you eat as much as you want.  My first reaction was – where do you get 
protein?  No problem – beans, lentils, and, surprisingly, a lot of plant based foods 
have protein – like spinach.  The doctors note that our diets have much more 
protein than we need.  (please… argue with them!) 

     We saw a DVD by Rip Esselstyn, a former professional triathlete and now a 
Masters level competitor.  In other words this fellow is a real serious athlete and 
that speaks to me as a casual cyclist.  As someone who exercises – a bit – I am 
concerned about proteins, muscle breakdown and all that.  This fellow is way 
beyond me. 

     He authored a book which describes taking a fire engine company in Texas to a 
plant based diet.  Cholesterol levels plummeted, weight loss was huge.  His father 
is the Doctor who started the Cleveland Clinic which is a major heart center in the 
Midwest.  His father wrote the book on Preventing and Curing Coronary Artery 
Disease.  In essence, it is the same stuff Dean Ornish wrote about – and I heard 
about him when I took a week-long program at the Deaconess Hospital (now Beth 
Israel hospital) in Boston.  That course was under the auspices of Harvard Medical 
School and the Department of Behavioral Medicine. 

     Some of these studies link blocked arteries (which affect much more territory 
than the heart) to diet. They also make a connection between diet and 
cancer.  (Please attack not the messenger…read the books and argue with 
them).  I will say – that if you have a heart artery issue – I would bet many dollars 
the doctors will address diet (after the fact, damage already done). 

     I have been dabbling in this for decades and --- now… I do it.  Well, I THOUGHT 
I was doing ok.  Wake up call when I saw this DVD.  I so wish I had read this stuff 
and seen this DVD about 20 years ago. 

     We just went through our cabinets – threw a lot out.  I was settling for salad 
dressing – which I will no longer settle for.  I lapsed – I hope not to lapse like 
that.  Fish – out.  I can do better than that.  We cut back on the oil we used in 
cooking.  Now we realize we can cut that out.  We never ate out very much as it is 
expensive.  Now – it is just out.  Most restaurants use oil all over the place.  And 
eating with others… well… that is difficult.  We cannot expect others to 
understand.  We can only hope that they accept us without looking down on us.  
This is really humble pie because I remember seeing folks bring their own food to 
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various events and it just kind of jarred me – like what is wrong with what the rest 
of us are eating.  Gosh, one has to have so much focus and discipline when you go 
against the grain.  

     It is interesting - folks ask me about this eating plan… it is really a change in 
lifestyle plan.  I mean at least 10 people have spoken with us.  And everyone has 
an opinion.  Marsha and I have decided we will only refer folks to the books and 
the studies – The China Study by Campbell (where many popular “diets” are 
discussed).  Esselstyn’s book, noted above, – or Rip Esselstyns’s book about Engine 
Co. 2.  Or his DVD.  Terrific DVD. 

     So tonight I am wearing pants and the wonderful Marsha is getting on my case 
that they are too baggy.  I like baggy.  I hate tight pants.  From rowing and cycling 
I have bigger thighs.  Baggy works.  Not for the Wonderful Marsha, however.  She 
said she thought I was in size 40 waist.  I showed her – size 38.  In the summer – 
size 42 was tight.  Now size 38 is baggy.  Twenty pounds to go.  I will fly on the 
bike. 

  



42 | P a s t o r  B l o g  
 

Dancing This Thanksgiving 
Pastor Jon, November 18, 2012 

     The Wonderful Marsha preached today and she said something which kind of 
rocked me. 

     One of her themes was this idea of looking back.  We look back and we can see a 
lot of good stuff.  But, confessions here, I also see a lot of stuff I regret.  And truth be 
told, some of those regrets just sneak up on me when I do not anticipate them.  I 
recall years ago – rowing my single scull on the Connecticut River.  Up the river three 
miles in the early evening.  No motorboats.  Nothing.  Just me and the river.  Turn 
around and kill yourself rowing three miles as hard as you can on the way 
back.  Halfway back it is dark.  Only the moon.  The water is absolutely still.  Like 
glass.  In the distance a few lights from cars – 2 or 3 going over the bridge.  I cannot 
describe being on the water, in the dark, with no sound.  Only distant blinking 
lights.  There are no houses around.  Just the river.  The boat just dancing over the 
water.  Out of the blue a comment I made – 10 years before just floats to my mind. 

     Innocuous comment.  Actually nothing I would term sinful.  In fact, my words were 
filled with grace.  But someone was upset with me over it.  He was drunk when he 
called me to vent.  Real drunk.  Never came to worship.  Never called me again.  

     But that comment – out of the blue – it came to me when I am cruising along in the 
ultimate serene moment of peace.  I suspect - that the comment came to me - 
reflects that I regret saying it. I wonder why it is that that fellow’s call still sits there 
in my mind. 

     Like Wow – if THAT comes to me… you can bet a lot of other comments just anchor 
me.  Stuff I really should not have said… moments I wish I had not lived through. 

     Thinking back…  I have a lot of stuff back there. 

     So the Wonderful Marsha said those moments can be either stepping stones or 
anchors.  I try to move forward but it takes huge energy – because I am hauling those 
anchors.  

     Then she said – God has unconditional love for us and forgives us.  I wonder at 
times… many times, can I live in that grace and forgiveness or do I just want to punish 
myself.  So I am working on that.  I need let go of the past - a past littered with 
stuff.  Like every day – in the evening I can look back with regret.     That whole 
sermon moved me to look to tomorrow.  As a child of God…  I am set free, unless I 
feel like dragging those anchors. 

     As a rower, and I am thinking you have to experience what it is to sit on the level 
of the water because that is where rower’s sit.  When rowing the idea is to image the 
boat as a ballerina – dancing over the water.  You do not want the boat to settle on 
the water, you want it to dance on the surface.  Settling means you slow down and 
plod along.  Dancing means you skip over the water.  Hard to dance if you have 
anchors. 

     I hope the music of thanksgiving moves you to dance this year. 
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Hartford Here I Come 
Pastor Jon, November 18, 2012 

     I have had a few hard days.  I drove to upper Vermont to officiate at a 
wedding.  Very meaningful for me.  But – the drive drained me.  Being at a church 
which was not my territory put me in an uncomfortable place.  Like where are the 
light switches, the heat… just uncomfortable.  Then the dinner. 

     I get invited to rehearsal dinners and wedding receptions.  If I have officiated 
at maybe 200 weddings in my years, I, now – never go to rehearsal dinners and I, 
never, ever, go to wedding receptions. 

     This is why. 

     All the couples invite me.  Very well meaning.  But here is the deal… at these 
moments they need be focused on their guests – out of town, family, folks from 
the other side they have never met… all that.  So I am there – knowing no one.  At 
the wedding reception you wait – like forever for the meal.  Forever.  Hours.  So I 
wait – hours... knowing no one.  So… unless I know some folks, I do not 
go.  Rehearsal dinners - you do not have the wait and – I do not go to those either – 
unless I know some folks.  Makes sense right? 

     This wedding was upper state Vermont – for a couple I know.  Him – well… I 
was one who encouraged him to get into rowing…  I introduced him to sculling (one 
oar each hand versus sweep rowing with two hands on one oar…  HUGE 
difference).  He rowed my boat for a few months… we rowed together for a few 
weeks. He almost made the national team and is now a coach.  I met his wife- to- 
be when she came to church.  She is cool, works for the company that makes oars 
and rowing machines.  Just way cool.  I was delighted to be asked to 
officiate.  Probably one of the most meaningful moments in my 30 years of 
ordained ministry. 

     But – there I am in no man’s land.  I get invited to the rehearsal 
dinner.  Ok.  Not much choice here.  I go and sit in the corner.  Very, very 
content.  Then the food.  Well, I am on this eating plan which I do not expect 
anyone to support, understand, or care about, although I subtly hawk it on the 
blog for its health benefits.  We get a salad.  This salad is about 5% of what I would 
normally eat.  I avoided the oil drenched dressing.  These folks are NORMAL.  I 
realize I am the odd duck.  Then the buffet.  I avoided the chicken – too much 
fat.  I had to eat something. So I did the lasagna - (cheese a big no-no, processed 
pasta – a no-no, oil enriched tomato sauce – a big no-no.)  I had the spaghetti with 
vegetables – but it was drenched in oil and butter and some kind of milk based 
sauce.  I cannot do milk anyway – but this stuff – wicked bad.  All fat.  I resisted 
dessert – apple crisp (butter galore) and ice cream.  I have not had ice cream in 2 
months.  I humbly confess – these folks are normal.  Normal.  I am the weird one. 

     I get some comment about my discipline.  I appreciated that.  There was some 
reference to wanting to lose more weight than the Wonderful Marsha - I get that – 
a well-intentioned comment.  But it is really about Hartford. 
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     I had stomach issues all night.  I had stomach issues all the next day.  Brutal. 

     One of the most meaningful services I have ever been a part of.  I will 
remember it for a long time.  Very special.  

I drove home with stomach cramps. 

     It is difficult to say "no" to folks who invite you to dinner… who invite you out 
(happens on occasion for us), who expect you to eat at a church function… 

     I have to go to Hartford more often.  That is where my father is buried.  Forty-
eight, heart attack.  Sixty-eight, dead.  Makes it a lot easier. 
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Thanksgiving - the Day 
Pastor Jon, November 22, 2012 

     Once of the best days I have had.  First off, Zeke goes to run in the Feaster Five.  I 
was pleased because if I had run, he would have done the 3 mile deal with me.  He 
ran alone and did 5.  You hate to see someone dial it back because of you.  His 
running in this race at 8:30 am, got me out early for 40 miles on the bike.  Long 
ride.  The day before I churned out a laborious 17 and was beat.  Today I do 40 and 
felt great.  Go figure.  One day exhausted and every pedal is a huge deal.  The next 
day – easy… or easier. 

     Today marks the beginning of the Holiday Challenge on the rowing machine.  The 
Wonderful Marsha did her bit when I was biking.  I came back – soaking wet, tired and 
hopped on the machine for 20 minutes.  I watched the football Lions and was on and 
off the machine for 2 hours until I did the requisite 10,000 meters.  The Holiday 
Challenge is for 2000,000 meters from Thanksgiving to Christmas Eve.  If you suggest I 
am a little off doing all this (cycling , rowing machine, etc)…  you will get no 
argument from me. 

      That is about 45 minutes on the machine.  But I have these serious back issues 
which frighten me.  So breaking it up was a smart idea.  I do not have many such 
smart ideas so I am owning this one. 

     Great dinner.  Well, I should predicate this.  After the cycling I had pasta and two 
pieces of whole wheat toast.  I was famished.  So dinner was – turnips with no butter, 
squash – India style I made the night before, lemon rice - India dish with peanuts and 
lentils, I made the night before, green peas, brown rice.  I had two plates which left 
me full but light.  The family had stuffing (with limited butter), turkey (non-infused 
with oil), and gravy.  I avoided that, but was happy to do most of the clean-up.  The 
Wonderful Marsha cooked – I did much of the clean-up (with her)… and frankly, I like 
washing and drying.  When you wash, you wash.  Kind of meditative for me.  

     Now, I enter the big time.  The loss of 30 pounds was not so hard.  But I realize the 
next 20 will be brutal.  I need really cut back on all oil.  I need start in on portion 
control.  I am not so good at that.  

     I learned that the rowing machine does not burn up as many calories as the bike.  I 
find this dubious but so be it.  So I amped up my cycling goals – 3,500 miles for the 
year.  I passed 3100 today.  And I add to that the rowing machine holiday 
challenge.  My goal is to lose another 15 pounds by mid-January.  I throttled back a bit 
on that goal as I realize this next stage will be tough.  Originally, I was going to take 
off 20 pounds.  Now, I zero in on the 15 by mid-January.  

     Now – what does all this have to do with God?  I hate to confess this – but sooner or 
later, you figure your life is worth it.  So you stop listening to your programming – to 
keep people happy, to be approved, to be acclaimed.  All that creates a lot of anger 
and anxiety.  Tough to do much out of anger and anxiety.  Gotta rest in God (versus 
all that other stuff) but in God, in whom we live, and have our being… and die. 

More later… and on Sunday.  
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Newtown - Shocked but not Completely 
Pastor Jon, December 17, 2012 

     For some people faith acts as a kind of defense mechanism Vis-a-Vis the 
randomness of life.  We are drawn to the view that God provides special 
protection, hears our prayers perhaps in a special way and that God has a definite 
daily plan for us. 

     Beneath the surface, however, there lurks a profound fear and anxiety over the 
darkness of life.  At some level we do not want to face this darkness.  We want 
protection from it. 

     What is this darkness?  It is the randomness of Hurricane Katrina which strikes 
the people of New Orleans, Hurricane Sandy which struck the East Coast, the 
tsunami in Southeast Asia…   It is the randomness of terrorist attacks, murder in 
Newtown, in Aurora, Illinois…  We are inclined to want to pull the shade on such 
darkness, to block it out of our consciousness… to forget about it… to think more 
positive things.  And we can be drawn to the idea that God provides “me” special 
protection, has a plan for me… etc.  Such views can be a mechanism to keep the 
darkness at bay. 

     Students of history, however, recognize that such darkness is a fact of 
life.  Just in recent times – in our lifetimes, we have seen genocides in Burma, in 
Rwanda, in Cambodia, in Uganda, in the Sudan.  If we go back a bit further we had 
the horrors of the Holocaust in Europe and Stalin’s massacres of the peasants in 
Russia. I am sure I am leaving out many other examples.  Millions upon millions 
killed, and killed by people who were quite rational, quite “sane,” quite 
educated.  Dare I write – “normal,” quite unlike the killer in Newtown about whom 
we are learning of his emotional and mental health issues. 

     Newtown has shocked the world consciousness and I think it shocks us, at least 
in part, because it is so horrific that we cannot pull the shade on it so easily.  It is 
as if all this darkness, which we usually stuff down… repress… shove under the rug 
or into the closet… – it is now staring us in the face.  But is has always been 
there.  We might be shocked by Newtown… but if we are aware of history… if we 
look clearly at the realities of life… we might not be shocked – completely. 

     It does not surprise me that we have some commentators who have said – 
something to the effect – “Well, if we do not allow God in schools, this kind of 
thing will happen.”  I am saddened by such comments, but I am not too 
surprised.  It is the same line of thought which prompted some to blame the 
terrorist attacks on America’s lack of faith, or the hurricanes on America’s 
unfaithfulness.  Some want desperately to keep the darkness at bay so the subtle 
line of thought is - if I am faithful, God will protect me and mine and all will be 
ok.  And if the darkness should appear – it must be because someone(s) brought 
this upon themselves.  Basically, I think that is the operative dynamic. 

     Can we recognize that such darkness is simply a reality of life?  History is a 
testimony to this. It is truth.  That recognition is absolutely frightening for 
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many.  We so want to be protected - we do not want to live with that kind of 
anxiety. 

     I believe that God has created these universes in freedom.  Cells interacted in 
freedom until we get this earth…  Cells interact in freedom until we get 
humanity.  But the free interaction of such cells also leads to an earth with storms 
and human beings with illness.  The freedom we have enables us to choose to do 
good, but also to choose to follow a path of sin.  History is our record. 

     The issue for those who would be faithful to God is to affirm the Light of Christ 
despite the darkness.  That, to me, seems like an authentic faith rooted in truth – 
to affirm the Light, to affirm the good, despite the darkness that surrounds 
us.  One of the engineers at church told me that it is always 
dark.  Always.  Without the sun, we plunge into darkness.  It is the light of the Sun 
which dispels the darkness.  Without the flashlight – the room is dark.  Hopefully, 
we can all strive to be people who bring a little light to this world.  

     For those so inclined I commend to you Richard Beck’s book – The Authenticity 
of Faith.  We had a book group on this last spring at Faith Lutheran. 
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Divine Intervention? 
Pastor Jon, December 17, 2012 

     I listened to an interview with a Pastor from the Newtown area this day.  He 
spoke of a little girl who played dead while the killer shot.  She was spared.  All 
her classmates perished.  Most commentators marveled that she had the 
wherewithal to play dead. 

     The Pastor said this was “divine intervention”, that “she is here by God’s 
grace”.  I shuddered as I listened to his words.  He seemed to presume that God 
somehow singled her out. 

     I wondered – if this is your view then why did not God intervene for her 
classmates?  Why did not God have such grace for the others?  I would think that 
any of the other parents of those children who perished would be asking those 
questions.  It is always troubling for me when folks speak of God with such 
assurance that they can claim such certainty about divine intervention.  Very 
troubling to me.  

     We give thanks to God that she has survived.  We give thanks.  We are grateful.  
Why her?  Who knows?  I think it best we do not seek to conjecture.  Life is filled 
with mystery and the older I get the more I feel this way.  Mystery.  We live in 
that mystery.  And the more I tend to God, the more I feel God is the mystery in 
which I live. 

     Out of my anxiety I want explanation, rationalizations - answers.  But they do 
not come.  Maybe one day I will know God as I am fully known.  But now I know in 
part.  I have had a glimpse through this Jesus.  And I live in the mystery. (See I 
Corinthians 13). 

     And we are grateful that God has a resting place for her classmates.  Grateful.  
Overwhelmingly sad, but seeking to be grateful.  

     This little girl who survived has received a gift, as we all have received a gift.  
The gift of life.  The spiritual movement for us … is to ask, how can I use this gift 
to be a vessel through which God’s light can shine in a dark world?  How I can go 
about doing good?  That is how the early church described Jesus – he went about 
doing good.  Acts 10.  So I will try to do good.  Not always easy.  That is why I 
worship, pray and go to the table.  Maybe for you too. 
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The Inside Story 
Pastor Jon, December 25, 2012 

     I anticipate people like to read the inside “story” and perhaps personal stuff in 
these blogs.  So here goes. 

     The wonderful Marsha and I had a topsy-turvy week leading up to Christmas.  I 
have been having major issues with my leg which prompted me to call my primary 
care physician.  He listened and said “see your neurosurgeon.”  I anticipated 
that.  I had a few spine surgeries maybe 15 to 20 years ago.  Setting up an 
appointment took a few days. 

     I saw a neurosurgeon the Wednesday before Christmas and his evaluation was 
maybe surgery in two days - the Friday before Christmas. I was actually convinced 
this was the deal.  The next day I had tests at 6am at the hospital.  I went from 
gearing up for the services and preaching to dreading surgery and the 
recovery.  Both Marsha and I brought communion to a number of our shut-ins on 
those days. 

     At the same time Marsha was in emergency mode as my having an operation 
meant she would need to lead the Sunday service, all the Christmas Eve services as 
well as Christmas morning.  But – to my shock, the test results did not indicate 
surgery was needed.   

     This also meant back to the initial plan for our worship services.  There were a 
lot of ups and downs here.  Marsha had been preparing for Sunday when we 
thought I was facing surgery so she led the Sunday worship for the 4th Sunday in 
Advent and it was – in my opinion, one of the finest worship experiences we have 
had at Faith.  Her message was gripping, the music was terrific.  Christmas Eve, I 
led the five services with her assist for the first few. 

     Attendance was close to 700 for all the Christmas services.  I think that is 
about the largest group we have ever had. The early worship at 2:00 – so early and 
in daylight – always seems very different.  It is also the lightest in attendance with 
around 100.  The other services were quite full – 130 to 170 at 3:30, 5:00 and 
7:30.  The 7:30 service has made a comeback of sorts.  I think it interesting that 
was the “main” worship years ago.  Then as we added earlier services with our 
growth, 7:30 shrank to be the smallest of the services.  Now it is the largest 
again.  

     Abby did a great job with the music. 

     All these services become a blur for me.  I am always disappointed as I would 
love to connect with so many people – especially the folks back from college or 
people back home visiting.  But it feels like Grand Central Station with trains 
coming and going, crowds moving hither and thither, and I am managing a good 
part of it.  There is really no time to speak with folks, and then there are so many 
to speak with. This year it was an issue finding time to eat!  I was not moving 
about with ease which did not help the situation from my perspective. 
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     The evening service at 10 is my favorite although I am drained.  There is no 
rush.  It is intentionally more meditative.  We have an extended confession which 
we leave out of the afternoon services.  The group which gathers is smaller – this 
year around 75 and there is a regular core from year to year which is nice.  I think 
what resonates with me is the regularity of the group which gathers then.  With 
the earlier services I never know who is attending when… 

     The Bennets added a nice feature to our experience this year as Pete 
(recovering from neck fusion surgery two weeks ago) and his son – Chris, set up 100 
luminaries along our driveway.  I have seen some pictures folks have posted on 
Facebook and I hope to get them to the website.  Very pretty and serene. 

     As I closed up the church around 11:30 pm, I stopped the car in the driveway… 
and blew out the luminaries.  Perhaps a fitting conclusion to the evening.  Marsha 
was sleeping when I came home.  She had left after the 7:30 pm worship to rest up 
for the next day.   

     She led the Christmas Day worship.  She enjoys that moment which is also very 
relaxed.  Over 50 people came to celebrate the day.  One of the blessings of the 
size of our congregation is that we can offer Christmas Day worship and there will 
be a nice congregation of folks. 

     She and I made vegetable lasagna in the afternoon.  We were tired.  I did not 
get to bed until quite late.  It takes me a while to unwind after five services and 
the issues with my leg do not help.  I anticipate for the near future I will be in 
sneakers.  Makes walking a lot easier.  

     Hope to see you in church! 
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Odds and Ends 
Pastor Jon, January 4, 2013 

     Christmas is always a wonderful celebration at FAITH.  The five services went 
reasonably well although I was a bit “out of sorts” with my foot/leg issue.  

     Post-Christmas is usually a letdown.  No matter how much I try to anticipate it, 
it sneaks up on me.  I suspect it is because Christmas Eve is the biggest day of the 
year at FAITH.  These physical struggles also have de-railed my spiritual “find a 
balance” mechanism, which is cycling and the rowing machine.  I have not been 
doing any of that.  

     Yes, I have seen doctors.  A few of them. 

     It took a few days but I did take out a membership at Cedardale… to start 
swimming.   

     When I can do nothing else I am reduced to swimming.  I do not like swimming.  
But since I do not have any choice, I adapt.  Frankly, I am grateful I can do it.  For 
me it is more like “thrashing about” than graceful swimming.  I am probably the 
lifeguard’s nightmare – “there is no way that guy is going to make it to the other 
side of the pool…” 

     I just cannot keep track of the laps.  I managed a mile the other day – which is 
36 round trips.  I probably did 39 because I lose track.  Soon I start timing this.   

     When you time this, you want to be able to keep track of the laps.  Just very 
frustrating.  But I am so grateful I can do it.  After all the cycling I have done, 
however, my upper body strength is – kind of pathetic, so my arms are terribly 
sore.  I am getting there. 

     The Advent devotions on our website went over splendidly well, so we will do 
that for Lent.  I am in the process of getting some preaching ideas for Lent so it is 
all contingent on getting those ideas organized and publicized to give folks some 
issues to ponder and write about.  I regret not doing more of this advance work 
last summer, when I usually tend to it.  But I was doing a lot of church stuff all 
summer. 

     I am also interested in getting another walk thru the Bible going… and a book 
group.  

     Tom Schauer is getting together another mission trip to New Jersey.  The first 
trip is a feature article on our Synod (region’s) website.  I hope we have a decent 
size group which can go.  The first trip was very meaningful. 

     The Wonderful Marsha and I are set to go to Florida for 5 days at the end of 
January.  Some folks allow us to stay at their condo down there.  We are mightily 
blessed by them.  Our son will come back from Minnesota to stay with his 
grandmother when we are gone.  We are mightily blessed by him.  I am hopeful to 
be back cycling.  We will see.  I do know this.  Months ago I thought of cycling in 
Florida as being a spiritual challenge as we stay on this small Island – so I have to 
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do a lot of laps. (I could go over the bridge to the mainland but the bridge puts a 
bit of fear in me.)  Given my current leg issues – I will be overjoyed if I can 
manage the island.  

     There is something to be said for the reality that I do not realize my blessings 
until I lose them.  Sad commentary on me.  But a profound call to live in 
thankfulness for the goodness of life, which, I, for one, take for granted.  I have 
made it more of a point to be helpful to the Wonderful Marsha and to tell her I 
love her.  I have said this more often to our sons as well.  And I am very grateful 
for my community of fellow Christians at church.  They really are wonderful folks.  
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The Wonderful Marsha and The Big Bang Theory 
Pastor Jon, January 12, 2013 

I went into the room where we have the television and the Wonderful Marsha 
was watching some show.  I, of course, the intelligentsia of the family, the 
overseer of the family position on foreign affairs and international relations, the 
foundation of our politics on urban affairs (which I studied in college where I took 
graduate courses), was finished with my “intelligentiaising” for the evening.  I 
asked what (in the world) was she watching (completely wasting her time 
on.)  Look, I was trying to be communicative.  I am not an actor, so, sometimes, 
most of the time, I have a hard time kind of disguising what I am really thinking. 

The Wonderful Marsha has been married to me (putting up with my baloney) for 
almost 30 years.  She said she was watching The Big Bang Theory.  I thought – I buy 
into the Big Bang – this must be some kind of documentary on the scientific 
background for creation – perhaps even theological.  I was surprised and 
unbelievably pleased.  Must be a NOVA show or a WGBH show. 

“No” she said it was a “series” show and she changed the channel to some kind 
of “intelligentisiasing” pleasing news program she figured would keep the idiot 
happy.  After a while she went to bed.  

So fast forward many months.  This evening I go into the television room, 
where she is watching the news.  This upsets me.  She had the controller.  I asked 
why not switch to The Big Bang Theory.  She said we had seen the episode two 
times already.  I argued – no we had seen it only once before.  Big argument.  She 
won.  She noted we had seen it once on the DVDs I insisted we order, as well as 
once on the TV.  (Actually – I did not tell her this – I had watched the DVDs 
twice.)  I tried to fake it by saying I had forgotten about the DVDs I insisted we 
order, so I associated watching the show as just watching a TV episode.  Kind of 
weak position for me.  So we had to watch some “intelligentisiasizing” news 
program.  I would have watched the episode for a 4th time (for me) but what the 
Wonderful Marsha thought was just the 3rd time.  Anyway… 

     Live with awareness and everyday there are lessons in humility.  
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The Future 
Pastor Jon, January 16, 2013 

     Attendance in the Lutheran church declined by 26% from 2003-2011.  Last year 
attendance declined by over 5%.  These are huge changes for such a short period 
of time.  I cannot begin to underscore just how dramatic these declines are.  
Breathtaking.  And these declines are not limited to the Lutheran church.  Similar 
declines have happened in the Methodist, Episcopal and Presbyterian 
churches.  What disturbs me is that if the average nationally is down 25% then 
there are places which are off by 50% and more.  I am aware of some such 
Lutheran churches in New England. 

     Faith Lutheran’s attendance – went up last year – by around 4-5%.  This comes 
after a number of years when we were steady.  We have not gone through this 
huge drop off that has taken place.  BUT we also do things a bit differently from 
many churches.  We have adapted to a changing socio-cultural context.  This 
adaption has not always been easy and I suspect some are not always so 
comfortable.  In fact, I am not always so comfortable. I think it human nature to 
“hang on” to what we like and are used to.  

     What do we do differently at Faith?  The culture of our place is fairly open 
(graceful). In addition, our structure is not nearly as rigid as some churches can 
be.  No one notices what you wear.  Now, I am wearing sneakers to lead worship 
(because of a fairly serious foot and leg problem) and no one says a word to me.  If 
this was 20 years ago I would have heard about it.  I remember the days of “church 
clothes.”  No more.  People come as they are and a lot of them bring coffees into 
worship.  I think if I could re-design the pews I would put coffee holders in them.  

     We use the screen, typically one reading from scripture.  I have sermon 
series.  Most weeks I do not follow the assigned readings.  Preaching from the 
chair is a bit more laid back than standing at a pulpit.  There is a degree of 
interaction with the message.  Folks will clap in worship.  There is 
laughter.  Phoebe the frog can be a tad bit irreverent.  We actually move around 
for the passing of the peace. Well…  We are getting better at it. 

     I recall a fellow Pastor arguing with me that we should have the three assigned 
readings every week, etc.  Actually I could have argued his point for him.  I felt 
somewhat looked down upon for what we do.  But I thought – that church has seen 
massive declines. 

     Of course, there will be extremists who will start thinking – “if we do not do 
XYZ in worship we are no longer Lutheran, or Methodist or Christian.”  There are 
limits.  I agree.   

     Whither the future?  I want to develop some video skills to include video in the 
Sunday message.  Jesus told stories.  Lots of folks like stories I tell.  Videos are 
just stories on a screen.  And the screen is the future.  Consider this - I learned 
from books.  I am happy with a hymnal.  Children now learn from screens.  
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     I hate to write this – but worship will become more interactive.  I foresee a day 
when I get texts on a tablet as I sit on the preaching chair.  (I do not have a 
tablet… yet).  Increasingly we are an interactive culture – just watch 
TV.  American Idol, Dancing with the Stars, you call in your vote.  Other programs 
give you a question to answer and you text your choice in.  I just saw that one 
major network show has the audience vote for which ending of the show they 
want!  And this is like CBS or ABC.  And you know who will be into this?  Teens, 20-
somethings, hip 30-somethings and maybe a handful of others.  I may be wrong 
though because my 96-year old mother–in-law votes on Dancing with the 
Stars.  Gheesh. 

     As a guy who was reluctant to give up his manual typewriter and who misses his 
rotary phone, none of this new stuff is something I gravitate to.  But there are 
fewer of me around in a changing culture.  And interactive is the “new world” we 
live in.  I probably should get a tablet and figure out how to set this up.  It does 
seem kind of cool.  

     And I am very, very blessed – because I find it easy to respond to queries and 
make changes in the Sunday message.  If you have a written message – you cannot 
do that.  I am just blessed that it is easy for me.  Probably some brain wiring I 
ended up with.  Next fall…  Bring your phone to worship – send me a text during 
the message!  Wow.  What a world. 

     I foresee us handling prayer requests this way too.  You send a text or 
something and it ends up on the screen.  

     Changing world.  So we adapt. 
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Guns and Ambiguity 
Pastor Jon, January 23, 2013 

     Years ago, when our firstborn was in the crib, we were at my mom’s 
cabin.  These cabins are “up in the woods.”  Dirt roads.  They are layered up the 
mountain.  Maybe 60 of them.  Cheap places, nothing fancy.  Rustic they call 
it.  This was before we bought our own place.  I was 30.  Marsha was 25. 

     In the middle of the night Marsha and I were awakened by the distant sound of 
a walkie-talkie.  Now, we are in the woods.  Dark woods.  You do not hear 
voices, much less a walkie-talkie in the middle of the night.  I listened to make 
sure I was hearing what I was hearing.  For the life of me I could not figure out 
what this was all about.  

     I hastened outside, down the dirt road to the dark figure standing in the dim 
moonlight.  He had the walkie-talkie.  He also had something long in his arm.  This 
was September and no one was around and it troubled me as to what this fellow 
was doing.  This was a road where maybe 5 cars drove by each day in the 
daylight.  No one ever walked by.  He was standing there with a walkie-talkie and 
a rifle.  A rifle.  In the middle of the night.  This was surreal.  I got in the car and 
drove down the road – one way then the other.  There were guys with guns all over 
the place. 

     Turns out someone had escaped from the prison in nearby Warwick – about 20 
miles away.  He stole a car, and drove up to the ridges.  No one knew where he 
was – just that he went “up there.”  The locals – I have no idea who these guys 
were – maybe volunteer fire department – assembled at all the roads that went up 
and down.  There were 20-30 guys, State Police,  all with rifles, shotguns.  Not 
enough State Police to cover all the roads.  Marsha and I took the baby and drove 
home that night.  We did not want to be hostages and did not want to be 
around.  We left.  They stayed.  

     I think we were the only folks up there at that time of the year.  Most of these 
fellows in western Mass are hunters.  I think they had hunting guns – shotguns, and 
alike.  There is only one full time policeman in town.  

     Having been through that, I suppose I have every reason in the world to own a 
gun – for protection.  I have shot a 356, 45, rifles galore, skeet shooting – done 
that... All this was before the advent of this rapid fire stuff. 

     My brother was a big time hunter.  I even made bullets with him.  When you 
make your own bullets – well…  He and his family ate venison all year.  One of my 
best memories was when he was in Northfield and I coaxed him to visit me in 
North Andover and we went to Kittery, Maine to the Trading Post.  I could never 
get him to visit.  But, I think, then, he knew he was at the end.  He was in 7th 
heaven with all the guns at the Trading Post.  And he could tell you about every 
one of those rifles.  Before he died he wanted to give me a “few” guns.  My choice 
–pick out three or four.  He had a special safe for them.  It was a meaningful gift 
from him to me – more than just a gun, but I said “no.” 
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     I thought of the Dad who shot his son, who was masked and playing a 
joke.  Dad thought he was an intruder.  Or the Dad whose gun went off as they got 
into the car and whose child was hit…   Or the Granddad whose Grandchild went 
exploring in the house…  And the list goes on.  Over the past week-end three 
incidents at three different gun shows.  These people were safety conscious, I am 
sure.  I know this – none of them wanted those guns to go off.  

     I fear this.  And I have reason to want one.  I guess I would write that I have 
“been there.”  I am aware enough to realize I am no more careful than those Dads 
and Granddads.  And I suspect a bunch of those folks would say they wish they had 
not taken that risk.  

     But I have to write – as I drove the family home, I was very thankful for those 
fellows, that night, at the cabin.  They took that risk. And I and my family 
benefited.  Life is never quite so black and white, never quite so clear. And, for 
me – Marsha, Gus - then… it was not hypothetical. 
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No Appointment with Oprah Necessary 
Pastor Jon, January 23, 2013 

     Lance Armstrong finally admits to the truth which a lot of folks knew and 
many, many more suspected.  This confession on Oprah is not surprising.  Those 
who follow the inside information available on the various cycling websites 
realized this years ago.  Years ago.  I wrote about this months ago in our monthly 
newsletter. 

     His “confessional” interview on Oprah should be an eye-opener for those who 
defended Mr. Armstrong.  He admits to ruining a lot of lives.  This should just be 
halting for some people to hear.  His interview is also something of a 
disappointment as he even offered thinly veiled humor about someone he had de-
famed.  Very sad to see someone seemingly contrite over his misdeeds try to joke 
about it.  

     I realize he has been an inspiration.  He was my inspiration for a bit.  But the 
reality is he built his empire – endorsements et. al.  on a lie, which he defended to 
the extent he sued everyone and anyone who questioned him.  And they were 
telling the truth. 

     Then we read about the college football player who may have contrived a story 
about his girlfriend dying suddenly, or was he the victim of a prank? This story 
gained him much sympathy and may have contributed to his being considered for a 
major college football award.  This one is still unresolved.  Why was all this was 
covered up for so long – who knew?  And does it make much difference… As the 
story unfolds, turns out he played along with it.  Just a sad statement about 
humankind.  Sad someone pranked him.  Sad we went along with part of it. 

     We have the Penn State scandal.  Bernie Madoff not too long ago.  And a ton of 
other Ponzi schemes.  We read of the investment world with its seemingly 
unending revelations about front-running trading and insider transactions.  Or, the 
JP Morgan “London Whale” case. 

Every week. 

     One of the central tenets of Lutheran identity is our confession of the self-
interested, sinful ways of humanity.  We are out for ourselves.  There is goodness 
in humanity but our potential for good is matched only by our potential for bad. 

     We begin every worship service with a confession of sins.  No appointment with 
Oprah necessary.  And before God… hard to spin anything.  So we have extended 
silence in our confession.  We do not run through this.  There is silence.  Few 
people are used to silence.  In church, there will be silence.  In the 
confession.  Who we are.  I need it. 
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Phoebe's Blog, the Leg, Poetry for Marsha 
Pastor Jon, January 23, 2013 

     I received an email from a Mom whose daughter watched a Disney Show about 
a dog – and the kids realized the dog had a blog.  Sounds like a fun story – the kids 
get to read what their dog was thinking.  So the daughter says to Mom – “Phoebe 
ought to have a blog…”  Well - Phoebe has had a blog for a long time.  We are just 
going to start publishing it on the website.  Disney probably got the idea from 
her.  Dogs do not talk or write.  Frogs do.  Like – who did not know that?! 

     Folks ask about my leg/foot issues.  I am managing.  Will be in sneakers for a 
while.  Just much easier for me to walk. 

     Next week to Florida.  I have never looked forward to this week as much as this 
year.  Someone said to me – “it is because you are getting older.”  No. For all my 
complaining about winter weather, I have not minded the cold this year – and last 
winter was wonderful.  I have not really noticed the cold to be frank. Just pre-
occupied with my leg. 

     I look forward to Florida this year because it provides me a wonderful time to 
re-connect with the love of my life.  We can sit on the beach and watch the 
beauty of the sunset.  We can wade in the waves.  Have picnics in the sand.  I can 
cook candlelight dinners with quiet music.  Go for long walks holding hands.  Gaze 
into her eyes – delighted I have her. I can share with her all that she means to me 
– her patience, her understanding, her kindness, her unfailing support and care, 
her tantalizing beauty.  It is the one time of the year when I devote myself to 
writing poetry about her...................... I also shipped a bike down (have not 
cycled in six wretched weeks!). 

     I hope all goes well.  And it is all good.  A blessing.  See you in church. 
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Joys and Sorrows on a Sunday 
Pastor Jon, February 3, 2013 

     When Marsha came back from Sunday church she asked me a simple question – 
“what brought me joy this morning?”  I had to think.  In fact, I had to think for a 
while.  Where was the joy?  I felt too tired to think.  Just wanted to get numbed… 
so I surfed.  Marsha was exhausted. 

     We came back from Florida the previous day – because of plane delays, 
changing flights – it was a 12 hour trip.  Came home at 10 pm.  We were supposed 
to be home at 4 pm.  Then I had to go to church to go over the material for 
Sunday.  And our son needed to be at the airport by 5 am the next morning.  
(Marsha drove him). 

     Then church.  Been away for a week… so I announce we have a woman in her 
40s in hospice care.  Four children will be left.  Prayer request for another fellow 
who had gone to say good-bye to his father who is in hospice.  The parents of a 
fellow, whose funeral was last Friday, were in church.  I did not know it until 
later, but his twin was with them.  They buried their 50 year old son and 
brother.  Someone came into the sanctuary with a major limp – she faces surgery 
in 8 weeks.  

     Then there is the little stuff that happens in one form or another every week. 
Like the sanctuary was cold all morning... And no one set up the altar for 
communion… and I did not have a battery for the clicker…  Next week it will be 
other little stuff.  But the little stuff is always little.  The people matters are 
different. 

     The joys… I kept thinking, where was the joy… seeing someone healed and back 
at worship and smiling.  Goofing with a new member who reminded me they are 
joining next week – and who told me he would raise his hand to remind me if I 
forgot!  (likely, I forget… and I get such joyous gratification when people can laugh 
at this – it captures what I like to call the “at ease grace” of our place.)  Our fill-in 
substitute this summer told me about the other ordained folks in the congregation 
who said they would help out.  I am so pleased the community is taking over.  So, 
so pleased.  So I said – “what you do - up to you.” 

     Helping a retired Episcopalian priest (3 days retired!) who is going to lead a 
retreat.  He was a guest of another retired Episcopalian priest who worships with 
us.  Anyway, the newly retired fellow needed communion juice and wafers for 100 
people.  So I was running hither and thither between services to set him up.  Being 
asked to officiate at a marriage planned for next November.  (These things happen 
bing, bing, bing…)  All the kids for the message with Phoebe!  Terrific kids chimes.  
A newer family has moved up a few pews.  (I think their child dragged them!  I 
teased them a bit…)  Someone spoke up in one of the services during the message 
– first time, so he feels at home.  Wonderful give and take participation in the 
message at all three services.  Very gratifying to see some infrequent worshippers 
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in worship.  Laughter during the message!  I love the laughter… but there were 
also some tears. 

     Intense – 3 hours of intense.  And for the first time someone bugged me about 
my sneakers (said they looked cool…) – and pulled me aside to tell me a 
joke.  Gotta love it.  I am still having issues with my leg. 

     There is a lot to process.  I am glad Marsha asked.  The sorrows are so sad…  
But the joys, albeit little in comparison, are there.  
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A Sunset I Will Remember 
Pastor Jon, February 4, 2013 
     We went to Florida for a week.  We would never go were it not for a family who 
allows us to use their place.  This is the first time in five years I have longed to get to 
Florida.  Just longed…  I am trying to process what that means. 
     First year – going to Florida sounded way cool… or warm… give it a try.  After 45 
minutes at the beach it dawned on me I never go to the beach unless it is for family 
reasons and here I am on the beach for 4 days.  But there was good news as we rented 
bikes for a day and that propelled me back into cycling which I had put into 
dormancy. 
     I sent my bike down the next year, and the next year… then I was physically 
messed up so no bike and just the happy husband.  I mean I did not miss cycling 
because I could not do it.  So I resigned myself to being a happy husband.  And, since I 
am married to a way cool woman – not such a bad situation. 
     This year I sent the bike down.  I have been having these issues with my leg/foot 
which has kept me off the bike since Thanksgiving.  I am working on showing 
vulnerability.  This leg/foot thing has been an issue.  I have been afraid to cycle in the 
cold.  Just did not have confidence in that leg/foot. 
     I really focused on cycling in the warmth of Florida.  I was thinking – all goes well – 
60 miles a day.  Florida is very flat.  You never change gears, ever.  Just motor 
along.  I did 60 miles a day a few years back… I did 3400 miles already this year.  60 
miles a day in Florida should not be too much. 
     It is not too much…  But I had not been on a bike since Thanksgiving (10 weeks ago) 
and the first days in Florida were 90°F on the road.  Ummm – my leg was fine… but my 
rear end… my arms… my shoulders… my hips…  (ten weeks is a long lay- off..)  And I 
was on my winter, aluminum bike. 
     At one point I thought – who am I trying to prove something to… who am I trying to 
impress…  whose approval am I seeking…   would it be more meaningful to cycle like 
this or to go to the beach in the evening with the bride, enjoy the sunset, and enjoy a 
wine…  
     So – I did 40 miles, and 30 miles, and 40, and 40 and --- my big last day! – goal of 
50 and I get a tire bubble at 25 miles…   I was happy to call it quits. 
     Failure.  Nowhere near 60.  Ever.  Not even the desire.  No drive.  
     But I remembered something I wrote long ago in this blog.  It was my view – what 7 
weeks ago - that when I got to Florida, I usually dreaded  the circles I would cycle on 
this small island … but this year – I would be delighted if I could cycle at all.  Well… 
cycling  -  I could do it.  I could ruminate over my lack of drive, the heat… all that… or 
rejoice.  I am really thrilled. 
     Tomorrow starts winter cycling for me.  I am still afraid as I fear cold feet.  But I 
think I will be ok.  At the least, I have experience in calling it quits and being 
thankful.  I think a lot of spirituality --- for men --- is accepting limitations.  And that 
has to do with career, income and a whole bunch of stuff.  I can push, push, push…  so 
be it… but I will miss the sunset with the bride, and wine at the beach.  And at some 
point, that is what I will regret.  The sunsets with the bride I passed up.  
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Spiritual Practices (for Lent) but we do not have to 
wait... 
Pastor Jon, February 5, 2013 

     Here are a few suggestions for Lent.  Ash Wednesday begins in 8 days (we do 
not have to wait until then…) 

     I am going to see if I can have your experiences with what follows posted on 
the website so there can be some interaction.  I anticipate that of these 7 
practices - depending on who you are, your personality, what you do, what you are 
currently living with/through - you will gravitate to one or two practices as they 
will speak to you more profoundly than the others.  That's fine.  Go with it.  Work 
on it.  You are your own spiritual manager.  Many of these practices blend 
together.  Focusing on just one practice, however, simplifies this. 

These are ways to live spiritually. Or call them ways to grow close to the sacred, 
to God. 

1.  Breathing day.  Today we focus on being present.  The easiest way to do this 
(and it IS not easy) is to focus on the breath.  We take roughly 16,000 waking 
breaths a day and probably are not aware of any of them.  Today is different. Pay 
attention to being present and the breath. 

2.  Saying “Thank You” day.  When we consciously thank someone we recognize 
that we are not "self-made” and that we depend on others.  So it is a humble 
discipline. 

3.  No anger.  The purpose of the practice is to let go of anger.  It rears its head 
all the time. That’s ok.  Only you will consciously try to let it go. Take a breath, it 
will not control me.  I will let go, let go, let go.  All day – let go. 

4.  Little stuff.  Today I will notice all the little stuff and be thankful for it.  Like 
the kids get up on time and everyone is off to school on time.  Little stuff.  Stuff I 
take for granted.  Someone says ‘hello’ to you.  AND – I will share my observations 
with someone else. 

5.  Speaking with God day.  All day try to speak to God as often as possible and 
become aware of God’s presence with you.  We are not alone. 

6.  Only affirmations day.  We are going to be positive.  People do good stuff.  
And most of the time, no one acknowledges it.  Today – go out of your way to 
affirm the folks around you for the good they do.  Like the bank teller, the grocery 
store cashier... 

7.  Beautiful Day.  I read that people equate the beautiful with the good.  
Attractive people get hired, promoted, etc.  Has little to do with intelligence.  So 
if you are missing a tooth (homeless) you are deemed “ugly” and a bad person.  
Today we find the ‘good’ in what we might otherwise dismiss as the 'ugly.‘ 
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Blessed with Snow 
Pastor Jon, February 9, 2013 

     I am spending the evening very thankful. 

     I shovel, by hand, our driveway and pathways.  The driveway is the equivalent 
of 7 car lengths.  It is a continual marital argument – “Get a snowblower…”  Me: 
“I’ll manage.”  Since I have had all these spine issues – she often throws that out 
there, too.  She is concerned for me and I appreciate that.  There is a part of me 
which is stubborn, stupid, hard headed, cheap, old fashioned, would rather spend 
the $  other ways… take your choice.  Text me at … The results will be on the 
screen at the end of the show… 

     I am smart about it, I think.  Shovel for 45 minutes.  Glasses get fogged up, 
quit.  Change clothes, eat, drink.  Repeat 7 times.  I have worn shirts today I have 
not worn for years.  I changed pants a few times.  Marsha turned the dryer on to 
dry out my stuff.  She hates shoveling, but came out to help a few times.  That is 
love… and putting up with someone you told to buy a snow blower – every year - 
for 19 years.  So she shows up to help. So how would you define grace?  

     Look at your life everyday – grace abounds – IF we have eyes to see…  Usually, I 
do not see. 

     Now,  I suspect some folks – out of great love – will tell me – get a snow 
blower… or they will say to Marsha (more likely) – buy him a snow blower… and my 
response is – just accept.  Grace. Grace…  Marsha and I have dealt with this for 19 
years.  Relax and accept.   

     I have to get the ladder out to snow rake the roof.  I dread this.  (I really do 
not mind the shoveling… well, I do, but I deal with it)  The ladder moving, I 
mind.  Big time.  Moving the ladder means digging it out of compacted snow, 
shoveling a path for it, repeat 5 times.  Moving the ladder is what strains my spine. 
Just a terrible angle in the snow…  I fear doing it.  I have managed for 17 
years...  and I am good today. 

     But this is an evening of wonderful thankfulness for me.  

     You see, I saw my neighbor – a wonderful fellow (trust me – if you met him you 
would say he is a wonderful man, because he is…), – in his 20s.  He had his 
driveway plowed.  Then he came out to shovel his two cars.  This was after I had 
shoveled all day and done half the roof.  I am not going into the details. 

     I am blessed.  I am not 30, or 40, or 50…   I have a weak leg, an immobile foot, 
a bad back…  I had to move a ladder too many times, shovel forever.  And, when I 
saw this wonderful fellow, struggling…  If I was not so exhausted I would have gone 
over to help. 

     Then, I realized more fully - this was a wonderful day.  I am wicked blessed. 
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From a Church Member - A Beautiful Day 
Pastor Jon, February 20, 2013 

     Three months ago I decided to become a volunteer for the Samaritans of the 
Merrimack Valley.  The only thing that I knew about Samaritans was that it is a 
Suicide Hotline.  I didn’t commit myself until I showed up at the first training 
session because I thought that I might change my mind.  

     After four nights of training from 6:30 to 9:30 p.m. at Family Services in 
Lawrence, I began my shadowing with an experienced volunteer.  This was 
supposed to involve four five hour sessions.  After the first two sessions I decided 
that I would jump in during the third session and start to take calls because I knew 
that I had to do this sooner or later.  I have to admit that I was very nervous 
because I do not have a degree in either psychology or social work.  That day I 
received a call from a person who was suicidal.  I did the best that I could to calm 
this person down and to make him feel better during the call.  By the end of the 
call this man, who was so angry and hostile told me that just talking to me made 
him feel much better.  This was a beautiful day for me because I helped to save a 
life.  After that day, I was totally on my own one day a week for a five hour shift.  

     Since that day, I have listened to many people and given them support and 
strength just by listening and being non-judgmental.  

     I have found out that Samaritans is not only a suicide hot-line, but it is also for 
people who are lonely, depressed, anxious, going through a stressful time, 
grieving, relationship issues, medical and psychiatric problems and many other 
issues.  It is a beautiful day when someone tells me how comfortable they feel 
talking to me.  I have had a caller tell me that she cannot put a value on having 
someone to talk to because it means so much to her.  Another caller told me that 
the 20 minutes that I spent talking to him was worth $150.  My answer is that I do 
not get rewarded with money, but my reward is in helping to alleviate someone’s 
pain.  These people have no one else to turn to because family and friends do not 
understand or they are critical and judgmental.  These people also know that 
every call is confidential and anonymous.  

     I don’t think that I will ever be completely comfortable taking calls because 
when that phone rings, I never know how difficult that call will be.  One thing that 
I do know is that you do not need a degree in psychology or social work to help 
someone who is going through a difficult time.  You just need to be there and to 
actively listen.  That is my beautiful day when I can be of some help to someone 
who needs it, and it also helps me to put my own life into perspective and to know 
that it isn’t all about me. 
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Enough 
Pastor Jon, February 20, 2013 

     The other Sunday I was sharing a few thoughts about the ways in which we 
anesthetize ourselves from the troubles of life.  Escapes.  Pottery Barn catalogues, 
LL Bean, clubs, skis, bikes… BIKES, clothes, shoes, smartphones, tablets… you 
name it.  I have more shoes than I need.  I gave some away. Actually they were my 
brother’s.  When he died my sister-in-law gave them to me, new.  He never wore 
them.  Hmmm. 

     Clothes?  I gave my suits away a few years ago.  When my uncle died, we found 
just one tie.  He had been a businessman and wore a suit and tie every day.  He 
gave them away.  I no longer have my suits.  Marsha gave away the better dishes 
and cups which came from a family member.  We purge our shelves of books at 
least once a year.  Ever notice the roadside storage centers?  For all the stuff.   

     And bikes.  I guess my new drug of choice.  I read that 99% of us have an 
addiction.  Something to fill us up.  Advertisers are catching on to this need for 
meaning.  So ads subtlety promise much more than just the merchandise or the 
meal.  They are selling us  “the experience, the aura of the product.”      

     I had had a particularly trying day and found myself on the internet admiring a 
particular bike.  Then I paused.  At one point a few months ago I had 6 bikes in the 
garage.  It dawned on me that if I should die suddenly, Marsha would have a mess 
on her hands. 

     I have my good bike, my old back up bike I ride when the roads are salty.  Then 
there is my snow bike - with studded tires… and the bike I rarely ride.  Someone 
gave me two other older bikes which I thought I would fix up.  More 
stuff.  Accumulating.  Anesthesia.  I gave those two older bikes to folks who 
wanted a project.  I know one is used daily for commuting. 

     I put an ad on Craigslist.  I had two inquiries within 30 minutes.  The fellow was 
going to take a train to Andover because he did not have a car.  I felt for him and 
drove it down to Boston.  I sold it cheap.  Over the course of the seasons I will put 
many miles on the three bikes that remain.  

     I have a shell for rowing.  I did not take it out last summer because of some 
physical problems.  Now I have more issues.  Cycling is fine.  Rowing not so 
much…  I sold the shell.  Facing some realities here. 

     Simplifying life.  Can I live trusting that Christ is sufficient?  The stuff is an 
empty promise. 
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Who Do You Ride With 
Pastor Jon, February 25, 2013 
     I admire Jim.  Sixty-four and he led the group cycling rides.  He would drop back 
for slow pokes like me and give me pointers, encouragement and more than a few 
times ride with me while the others flew ahead.  Humble man who did not care to win 
but would ride with the losers. 
     He led these rides 4 evenings a week.  A few for the mountain bikers, which I do 
not do.  One for the beginners – that’s me.  That is how I get classified – slow, a 
beginner.  Then he rode with the elite guys.  I used to read the ride reports he posted 
on his website.  I realized he was one of the elite of the elites.  Oh – he could keep up 
with and beat those fellows in the 20s, 30s and 40s.  And he was in his 60s.  I should 
also note that those folks he kept up with were national competitors.  And it hit me – 
here was this guy – riding with the beginners and with me the slow poke of the 
beginners. 
     I go to his bike shop in the summer to get my rig fixed up.  More than a few times I 
have just lingered and – I got to listen to him.  He was a professional racer for a bit – 
and the USA wanted him for the Olympic team.  He told me of Eddie B (some Russian 
name) – and I have heard of Eddie B.  Well, Eddie wanted him.  Eddie B. was our 
Olympic coach. 
     But Eddie B. wanted him to take a vitamin B shot and Jim said “no.”  He kind of 
understood the scene and vitamin B was not necessarily vitamin B.  Jim got into pro 
racing and realized soon enough – by the smell of the sweat of his fellow racers – that 
they were on amphetamines.  Eventually, he stopped.  I am not certain how he got 
into the bike shop business in a remote place in Massachusetts, but he did. Oh – life 
has not been easy for him.  I heard of that as well.  No need to go into that.  
     There is another bike shop in town.  I know that fellow too.  Nice guy.  Really 
treated me well.  But there is a difference between them. One has passion.  The other 
is a businessman. I get that.   
     Jim is in the hospital.  All I know is that he is working against the paralysis.      
     He is someone I admire…  Terrific athlete.  I mean 64 and keeping up with the 20s 
and 30s – who were elite!  Gave himself to others when he did not need to.  Rode real 
slow with a beginner cyclist like me – and entertained me every turn of the pedal. 
     It all ends.  Does not make any difference how you eat, how you exercise, 
whatever your genetic inheritance is.  It all ends. 
     I entertained myself today – lost myself in the world of bikes.  I can upgrade… do 
better… maybe be faster…  No.  No.  Jim is a wakeup call to me.  What is… is good 
enough. 
     Get real.  Slow down.  Do not escape into busyness or delusions…  Most of us are 
just striving and striving for God knows what.  Perhaps – we can accept that what is… 
is enough… we can be – ordinary.  I do not need to buy some bike which prompts me 
to delude myself into thinking I am something different (or a car… or a house… or a 
piece of clothing… or a…)  Ordinary is good enough.  
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     On an ordinary ride with the slow pokes Jim used to ride with me… I hope it was as 
meaningful for him as it was for me (and I had no idea who he was.).  I do not think it 
matters who you ride with.  As long as there is a "with" in your ride…  
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Odds and Ends 
Pastor Jon, March 7, 2013 

     Changes at church.  We are on the way to a situation where someone can walk 
into our church, email a prayer request to me at any point in the service and I will 
receive it at the tablet on the altar and include it in the prayers of the 
church.  And… probably during the offering, I will read what folks email concerning 
the message of the day and respond to those comments after the last 
hymn.  Interactive.  I am really excited about this.  Work in progress.  And for me – 
what a great place to be when folks “get it” - see the future – and want to run 
with me. (Like I do not have a clue as to how to DO all this.) 

     (Listen, I am a dinosaur.  I am a traditionalist.  I do not like change.  I am 
conservative.  Retro.  Neo-orthodox .  I know folks who are “hip to the new 
era.”  They write books, twit – tweet – all that stuff, have blogs etc.  Now at our 
place we are fooling around with interactive worship.  I do not really consider that 
“new.” Ok we have a screen, PowerPoint, videos, this email thing, I preach from a 
chair, we have a band that leads one service… but I still see myself as a dinosaur – 
a throwback to a long forgotten era.  Well, it is one thing to talk and dream about 
new possibilities… it is another to implement them.  We are implementing. But, 
you know, I do not own a tablet – I am a dinosaur.) 

     I passed out Lenten spiritual practices.  No one sent in an account of their 
experiences.  So… I expected folks to do the practice, record their reactions and 
send them to me.  Well… maybe I should have thought that out a bit.  Too 
much.  Not going to work.  And it did not.  For every 5 ideas, I think – maybe 1 
sticks for a few years.  1 sticks for a year.  3 do not work.  Way it is.  We keep 
going. 

     Town of Andover wants to buy our parking lot and build us a new one.  Hmmm.  
That decision will be made in a few months and there will be a congregational 
meeting or two or three on this.  The church will decide.  And the thing is this – no 
one really realizes the significance of this decision… me included.  

     My foot still goes numb.  My toe can move… barely.  I am just thankful I can 
ride my bike.  But I wear sneakers all day, every day.  Much easier for me to walk.  
Thankfully, I seem to be getting better at an imperceptibly slow pace.  I cannot 
really feel my toes, so I have been afraid to cycle this winter.  That is the deal…  I 
am afraid.  I am not some “I got it together macho male.”  I am afraid.  I am 
getting over the self-conscious “I need to look the part of the Pastor” issue.  The 
people in our church – I just do not think they care.  Graceful crew. 

     My rowing days are officially over.  This is my second retirement. My first 
retirement was after I had my second spine surgery.  Then after 7 years of good 
fortune I thought I would get back into my love – sculling.  This worked for a 
year.  Then more back issues, a year off, then rowing again and more issues. 

     I keep stress in my lower back.  Sundays are brutal.  I do some stretching on 
the floor between our three services.  I think folks think I am – “out there.”  I 
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remember one person was thinking the church needed call 911 as that person 
thought I was having an attack or something.  With these foot issues I learned, via 
MRI, that I have compression in my lower back.  I sold the boat last week.  Then 
Marsha hurt her shoulder on the rowing machine so we sold that, too.  In the grand 
scheme of life this is a very minor loss, but …all losses get us in touch with the 
truth of our mortality.  
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Snowstorms 
Pastor Jon, March 8, 2013 

     We had two Saturday snow storms – which led to cancelling worship one week 
and then a very reduced congregation the next week… it really throws me off.  I 
have my plans, the message is kind of set and then – the weather stops everything. 
And the whole week becomes topsy-turvy.  So I worked on surfing the waves 
instead of fighting them. 

     I prepared for our book discussion group.  I did a lot of preparation – meaning I 
put a lot of time into this.  I had high hopes for engaged conversation.  Well… the 
first meeting was fine but I was hoping for something different.  I mean 27 people 
signed up.  I figured the next day would be packed.  I went into the second 
meeting with diminished expectations.  All afternoon I contemplated canceling it 
because of the snow storm we were supposed to have.  I knew the snow would 
keep folks away.  Well… no snow.  I went in with diminished expectations… and a 
great group.  When you end the group and everyone sticks around to talk… that is 
a fine moment. 

     Went to bed thinking this snowstorm of 3-6” was much ado about nothing.  The 
weather people do the best they can.  They were spot on for the blizzard, for the 
storm that followed and not so much for the next storm.  And way off for this 
one.  No snow by 9pm.  I went to bed happy.  When I woke up I looked out the 
window and was surprised for I witnessed unusually large amounts of snow on the 
trees.  Live here long enough and intuitively you know that a large amount of snow 
on the tree limbs means a lot more snow on the ground.  Uhh – this was not on the 
agenda. 

     The snow storm was over the previous evening.  In the morning - hello – 22 
inches.  Had I known I would have moved the cars to make the shoveling 
easier.  Had I known I would have gotten up at 4am to shovel before we got too 
many inches and the snow gets heavy.  Had I known I would not have put out the 
garbage bag, which remains buried by the side of the road under two feet of 
snow.  Disaster of disasters.  And this snow stuck to the shovel to boot.  I was 
upset – this was not in the plan. 

     Plans.  I have come to the place in life where I try to avoid making too many 
plans.  I am at peace in simply rolling with the day.  Make plans – you get 
upset.  Roll with it – no upset. 

     See you in church, where I never know exactly what is going to happen… and 
that is fine… I try to surf those waves.  Terrible sense of balance though.  The 
good Lord gives me a perspective - when you plow the field do not look back, and 
do not look down.  Look forward.  The rocks in the path are but speed 
bumps.  Learn to surf because making sure that all fits into the plan is 
exhausting.  Robs me of life.  See you in church. 
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Personal Reflection on Holy Week 
Pastor Jon, March 24, 2013 

     Normally, Sundays for me are a hectic time.  In addition to the preaching and 
leading worship, at each service there are a ton of little issues to tend to.  I will 
not go into that.  But each Sunday three times.  I am always mentally, emotionally 
and physically exhausted by noon.  For years one of my most burdensome issues 
was to keep watch on the clock so that the first two services did not go too 
long.  We are a bit more laid back now so that has been easier. 

     Which brings me to Holy Week.  Holy Week is a time of stillness.  There is far 
less worry – one service in the afternoon and one in the evening.  Marsha leads 
them all.  Although I appreciate and enjoy our Sunday worship, I do feel drawn to 
the quieting services of the solemn Holy Week days on Thursday and Friday.  I also 
appreciate the time for breaking bread together that we have after the noon 
worship on Thursday and Friday.  Quiet, settling times.  Contemplative 
times.  Fitting as we consider the last days of Jesus. 
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Renee and Church Being Church 
Pastor Jon, March 24, 2013 

     Long before we added the new room to the church, we had a youth program 
which met on Wednesday evenings.  One such evening I walked into my office and 
it had been taken over.  There were 5 or 6 adults at my desk chair, the two soft 
chairs in the office and they had brought in some other chairs as well.  They were 
carrying on about this and that – having fun, laughing – just being with one 
another.  It was one of my finest memories of that year.  Church is not buildings, 
land, organs – it is people.  And these folks had no place to sit and talk, so they 
settled on my office.  How great is that!?  Throughout the year I found them 
there.  Christians hanging out together. 

     I saw this again when Renee Costa died.  Rene had been ill with cancer for, I 
think, more than two decades.  Some years more tumultuous than others.  She was 
in our bell choir no longer than a year or two ago.  But the cancer came back, and 
the doctors ran out of treatments.  I saw people bring food to the church all day 
Friday before her Saturday memorial service.  I saw people working all day Friday 
to get the church ready.  It was a big operation - bringing in chairs, setting up the 
addition for the expected overflow of people, getting the fellowship hall ready... 

     I had sent just a few emails to folks – to organize the ushers, to organize 
parking.  Others simply said they would take care of other things they knew had to 
be tended to.  Wow – did people show up.  And all the people involved – many of 
them did not even know Rene.  The church being church.  I have seen this happen 
many times in the past few years.  People giving of themselves for folks they 
hardly even know.  These are some of the most meaningful moments in my 20 
years here – when the church is church.  

     And I remember one memorial service a few years ago.  I was distributing 
communion from the center aisle, which is what we do only when we have a huge 
crowd... I usually "see" everyone when I give the message, but this particular time 
there were so many people that I could not make that connection.  We had a lot of 
folks in the lobby.  I distributed communion from the center aisle.  I looked up as I 
was presenting the host and there was Renee standing before me.  She was there 
to remember that person... there for that family - folks she barely knew.  But 
there.  Church being church. 
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You Look Terrific 
Pastor Jon, March 26, 2013 

     When I greet my wife Easter morning – I will say “Wow, you look terrific.”  I 
will not say “Happy Easter.”  Well… if I am tired or something I may say a simple 
“Hello" or "Good morning.”  I am just happy we have another day 
together.  Bottomline, I probably will not say "Happy Easter" - or any of the long 
list of Easter greetings.  Nothing wrong with those greetings, just not part of my 
lexicon.  

     I like to think our church is one where you come as you are and you are 
accepted as you are.  I stay away from religious language.  Oh – look – I can lapse 
into that with ease.  But that is not my inclination. 

     I spoke with a Pastor from another region today – and he ended the 
conversation saying – “May the darkness of Friday prepare us for the light of 
Sunday.”  I was kind of speechless.  I responded – “Have a good day, 
brother.”  Just took me off guard. 

     He was speaking “church.”  I am not into that.  My invitation to communion is 
“whoever you are in your journey or faith, and wherever you are in that journey, 
you are welcome.” …whether you are into a special Easter greeting or simply - 
"you look terrific." 
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Easter, Learning, Changes, from the inside... 
Pastor Jon, March 29, 2013 

     Easter is a wonderful celebration day.  The highlight of the Christian year.  I 
must confess I become very anxious – will we be too crowded at one service, will 
the service go too long and create parking lot congestion, will we have people 
lined up to get into the next service.  And the list goes on.  In the meantime I try 
to connect with as many people as possible, thank folks for helping out, say hello 
to new faces, remember the messages, etc.  The morning goes by as a blur. 

     I get “caught up.”  The adrenaline takes over.  I do not show it on the outside, 
usually.  Comparatively, the regular Sundays are calm days.  I think if we just had 
one service on Easter – or maybe two – it would be different, but we have 
four.  And three of them will be quite crowded. 

     This year I am consciously going to work on being mindful.  Staying aware of 
what is going on within so I can “stay at home,” instead of allowing the anxiety to 
take over.  I am putting little reminder notes in various places to help myself 
out.  Take a breath, let go. 

     The highlight of the day is the sunrise service.  If you come to sunrise, you 
know it is cold and uncomfortable.  Just the way it is.  You do not expect anything 
different.  Then there is the breakfast.  What a laid back moment.  I think I will be 
cycling into church – 5:00 am.  It will be dark, but it is a wonderful moment to get 
settled in.  And the ride home after the morning’s festivities  is delightful. 

     Easter this year has been the occasion for some personal changes.  I have “lost 
it” with our eating plan.  I have been cheating.  It is a plant based diet – no dairy, 
no meats, no fats.  I think my demise started right around Christmas when I had 
these foot problems, which have continued for three months now.  Each month 
there is improvement but I am still in sneakers as they are so much more 
comfortable.  

     I am not certain of the psychology involved.  I know I lost my drive.  I had to 
acknowledge my rowing days were over.  I sold my boat, the indoor rowing 
machine.  I have two bikes now. I kept my “good” bike and my snow bike with 
studded tires.  I gave away the two bikes given to me.  I sold my two older 
cycles. I think giving up rowing took the wind out of my sails.  And, now, after this 
backsliding, I really do not like where I am headed.  This is a lapse I hope to 
bounce out of. 

     So - back on the bike with a goal of 7,000 miles for the year.  To do that I have 
to reach monthly goals.  To reach monthly goals I have to reach weekly goals. To 
reach weekly goals I have to get out today.  Combine that with the eating plan…  I 
should be a more centered (and peaceful) soul.  But, no doubt about it – it takes a 
lot of focus.  And it means I have to forego the great Easter breakfast of eggs and 
sausages and pancakes… and delve into my oatmeal.  Gotta love oatmeal.  But it is 
really the folks I eat with that make it such a fine moment. 
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Easter Reflections #1 
Pastor Jon, March 31, 2013 

     So I posted on the internet – something in response to another Pastor who 
wondered how to maintain eating and exercise balance during the Easter rush.  I 
usually disdain posting like that.  But I did. 

     There is something to be said that if you put something “out there” it makes 
you accountable. 

     I am thankful I did it. 

     So I went to bed at 8:00 pm Saturday and could not fall asleep.  Heart racing, 
mind running.  (I was also suffering from a slight bout of hypothermia from the 
afternoon cycle).  Oh well.  Not unusual for me to sleep fitfully Saturday.  Always…  
Always.  Sunday – up at 4:30 am.  Coffee and dressed to cycle to church where I 
arrived in the dark at 5:30 am.  Change clothes, throw on aftershave… turn lights 
and heat on… set up for outside sunrise service…  Check for main services.  Visit 
with Doug who is the Easter cook when he arrived at 6:15. 

     THE highlight of the morning for me was the outside service.  There are some 
regulars and always some new folks.  Twenty-five of us.  Most stay for the 
breakfast and I got to sit with this sweet couple who are new to our place.  They 
are lovely folks .  Got to visit with another couple.  Feeds my heart being able to 
connect with folks. 

     8:15 worship – fine.  9:45 – fine – Tim really had it together and the big screen 
worked well in the overflow room for almost 100 people.  11:00 – a little lighter… 
but overall, 600+ worshiped on Easter. 

     I was relaxed the whole morning.  That’s a concern for me.  Every Sunday I 
have major back issues.  I keep stress in my body – in the muscles.  My back seizes 
up.  All was well today until the third service when I tightened up and that was 
because I could not get the clicker to work correctly.  We use slides exclusively for 
the contemporary service.  And we did not use slides at all for the earlier services. 

     I had some wonderful moments – special moments – meeting the extended 
families…  Maintaining awareness…  Goofing with kids home for the families…   

     I had some wonderful moments – special moments – meeting the extended 
families…  Maintaining awareness…  Goofing with kids home for the holidays…  
Laughing with folks sitting in unusual places…  Seeing old-time and special- to-me 
members who came for this service because they were in the area.  I could go on 
and on. 

     A good day…  Culminating with a bike ride home – 20 miles. Easy, leisurely 
(unlike yesterday when I was sick).  Steady.  Then I made dinner and did the 
dishes. (Marsha says “WHAT?”) 
  



77 | P a s t o r  B l o g  
 

Easter Reflections #2 
Pastor Jon, April 2, 2013 

     If you read the last note, I may not have made dinner, but I did do the 
dishes.  I like doing the dishes.  Meditative for me... when you wash, you wash. 

     This was one of the nicest Easters I have had at Faith.  I think, in part, it was 
because we had the overflow room where folks could sit comfortably and we 
televised the service into the room.  Our sanctuary was full, but it was not all 
jammed up with people as it can be with such a crowd.  I become instinctively 
uncomfortable when we get that way. 

     What a delight that people came up to the cameraman to tell him what a 
splendid job he did with the camera.  I was so happy about that.  It said to me 
that the folks in the overflow room felt a part of what was going on. 

     Have had a few nice emails and comments post Easter which boosted my 
spirits.  People made an effort to write.  One of my regrets is that I am not able to 
visit with a lot of folks that day.  A charter member was back!  She lives in Florida 
and stopped in on her way to Maine.  And I saw other folks I do not see too 
often.  They may not be around all that much but they are really a part of our 
place.  

     We are working on getting a huge TV screen into the sanctuary in place of the 
projector we now have.  When we had a recent memorial service the DVD 
retrospective of the person’s life was terrific on the TV screen in the overflow 
room… it was terrible on the projector screen.  We lose a lot with that 
projector.  There have been numerous times I had a nice video to use but could 
not because you just cannot see it on the projector screen.  Problem is having a 
big permanent screen up there. 

     Children are now learning from screens, not books.  That IS the future, 
however much I, personally, do not like it (and believe me, I do not).  I use Kindle 
ONLY because I can save about $5-10 per book.  Give me a book any day.      

     But this is about how we can engage others.  We are figuring out a way to hide 
the screen when it is not in use.  At least, we will be able to get rid of the laptop 
and projector which are inside the altar rail.  Frankly, I find the presence of that 
stuff at the altar rail to be less than meditative.   

     Post Easter – I received a missive about enjoying the calm.  Well…  When you 
see folks at church…  Stop…  Be mindful…  Be aware…  No matter how they look on 
the outside – you just do not know what is going on underneath.  This coming 
week-end we have two baptisms, which is good news. 
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Brackets 
Pastor Jon, April 3, 2013 

     This year I said I was not going to bother with this March madness bracket 
stuff.  I have not followed college basketball.  I despise pro basketball (where they 
do even sweat).  I do not like the hot dogging.  I used to play basketball, I was 
horrible.  I said, no more of the basketball stuff.  I went to graduate school at 
Duke where basketball is now, and even was then, a huge deal.  I never went to a 
game.  I did not care.  

     So I filled out one bracket (Yahoo) kind of seriously.  I was in the 90 percentile 
area for the first two rounds.  Then I dropped.  Not one of my teams made it to 
the final 4.  So much for being serious. 

     I filled out another bracket on ESPN.  Kind of a lark.  Let us say there is an 
upset, who will win?  That is how I did that bracket and for some reason I latched 
onto Wichita State.  I think I must have read or heard about their fellow recovering 
from a heart condition.  A whole lotta folks in my family died from heart stuff, my 
Dad, in particular.  So maybe that is why I picked Wichita State. 

     Anyway, I goofed on two of the other teams in the final 4, but not Wichita 
State who I have winning the whole thing.  I am like 97 percentile.  I was really 
psyched thinking I might win the whole thing! But there are maybe a dozen people 
who picked Wichita State to win it all (out of 3-4 million).  And they did a whole 
lot better than me with their other picks.  Unbelievable.  I have never watched 
them play.  But – Jesus always went all out for the little guy. 

I am all in for Wichita State.   
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Cycling By... 
Pastor Jon, April 23, 2013 
     I cycle the roads.  At this time of year the road are ugly.  The winter snows 
melt and the accumulation aside the road is evident. On one dead-end street I 
stopped – set the bike down and collected over 20 cans and set them up on the 
side of the street.  I cannot carry them on the bike.  I hoped someone would 
stop.  Next time I was there, someone had driven over them and they were 
scattered.  Wow… your street, and there are only 4 homes between those cans and 
the turnaround. 
     Today was my annual clean-up day.  I do this in the spring before the jungle of 
poison ivy comes in.  And we are talking wall to wall poison ivy – all over, up the 
tree trunks – like an invasion.  Once the greens start growing you do not see any of 
this trash.  This is the only time of year I can do this. 
     I go into the woods in front of our place and each neighbor’s – maybe 80 yards 
worth.  Twenty cans, 10 fast food drink containers, a bunch of Starbucks cups, a 
dozen plastic bags, 7 potato chip bags, some car parts, a few batteries – half a 
garbage bag.  If you drove by this stretch – and this is what bugs me – you would 
not see this. 
     Tomorrow on the way to church I am going to stop – corner of Sharpner’s Pond 
Road and Salem Street.  There is a stop sign there, so when I cycle I have to stop.  
Maybe at the stop sign drivers throw stuff out the window.  I do not know how it 
gets there.  I will clean up. 
     As I wrote that I stopped and said, “I will not do it now.”  So I just came 
back.  Drove down there - about a half mile, in the drizzle.  Filled up two giant 
garbage bags.  Actually kind of heavy.  Threw them in the trunk.  I know a fellow 
in our church who walks, and he takes a bag with him on his walks – to pick up. 
     Love does.  I do not do so often, but sometimes.  
     On the radio I heard that the Onefund for the Boston victims had raised over 
$20 million.  That is just so wonderful.  That moment has touched us and moved 
us.  Can we stay moved and touched… I hear all of the Boston Strong talk… can we 
stay concerned?  Can we transform talk, ideas and thinking to action.  
     Look – I cycled by that corner 100 times before today.  One hundred 
times.  Part of me – and since this is my blog I can muse a bit – is convinced that 
THE issue for many of us – is NOT the issue of caring.  The tragedy reveals 
this.  People have such goodness in them.  People care.  The issue is our minds. 
     Can we slow our minds down.  Can we live in that place - where we were - 
when we heard of the tragedy… I mean – my mind stopped then.  Everything was 
changed.  Or is it back to the usual? 
     That is spiritual discipline.  And we need each other to keep one another on 
that path. I need folks in the church to help me.  Hopefully, I can provide a boost 
to you.  I cycled by that corner 100 times before I did anything.  We need each 
other. 
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Insider Information 
Pastor Jon, April 25, 2013 

     Had a wonderful time with my first communion class this evening.  Just terrific 
kids.  I am taken by the deep spirituality of children.  I asked them what they 
thought about when they came to the communion rail with their parents for a 
blessing.  “I think about the sins I have committed and all the ways I have been 
selfish and I ask God to help me do better…”  And just about every child shared 
the same kind of issues.  I am 56 - the same kind of stuff I contemplate. 

     I am kind of bummed out as I will miss their first communion service (Marsha 
will lead it).  I have been asked to officiate at a wedding on Martha’s Vineyard 
that day.  I have some history with the folks (Marsha not so much so).  That kind of 
speaks to how we divide life.  Who knows who, who has history, what is going on in 
our personal lives and the church schedules. There are about 1,000 people who 
affiliate with our place, so it is a rare moment that both of us do anything 
together.  

     We are up and running with our new computer interactive system.  As of today 
you can come into our sanctuary and email me a response to the message or a 
prayer request and I will get it at the altar.  prayers@faith-
andover.org  or  message@faith-andover.org. 

     If you get good reception on your phone it will get to me via the phone 
system.  However, reception at our place is terrible.  So we hooked up an “in 
church” network.  To get onto the network the password is SolaScriptura.  I am not 
putting anything in the weekly news about this.  I will have a few “plants” in the 
church who will send me something this Sunday – we are in the pilot phase.  But if 
you read this blog – you are automatically part of the “pilot” program.  So give it a 
try and be patient.  I have a ton of stuff I manage on Sundays from the clicker to 
the message to the kids...  Like a ton of stuff.  I have to see how I can work this 
in, smoothly.  The issue is doing this smoothly.  So send me a message. 

     Our purpose is to be interactive so I want to include the prayer requests and I 
hope to respond to issues related to the message.  I suspect this raises questions 
for folks – ok, ok…  I have no idea how this works out. But life is an adventure and 
unless you venture forth you are forever sitting on the couch.  So let’s go. … send 
me a message…   See you in church. 
  

mailto:prayers@faith-andover.org
mailto:prayers@faith-andover.org
mailto:message@faith-andover.org
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Clipping In, Failure and Hope 
Pastor Jon, May 7, 2013 

     Last Spring my challenge was to cycle regularly.  I did not do so well.  I would 
go out maybe 3 days a week.  I kept at it through the summer but I had many 
setbacks – illness, poison ivy, laziness.  I have a list of excuses not to cycle – too 
hot, could rain, need more rest…  I ended up going close to 3,400 miles before I 
started rowing on the indoor machine in the fall, which is when my foot weakness 
started in.  I stopped everything for a number of months.  To be honest, I could 
have cycled even with the foot issue, but I was afraid.  

     This spring I committed myself to consistency.  Just have to clip in as often as I 
can. I set a goal – 7,000 miles.  I did 6,000 a few years ago, so I thought 7,000 was 
within reach.  I did not really think that through as thoroughly as I might have.  

     April and May have been a blessing. I am so grateful I have braved the colder 
temps.  I have come to appreciate the slow changing of the seasons.  In a car, I do 
not notice.  Clipping in I become more aware.  That awareness changes my 
perspectives on everything.  Now I notice the trees when walking, driving, all the 
time.  

     My goal of 7,000 miles for the year is unrealistic.  I do not have enough time to 
cycle the daily distances I need to cycle.  More to the point I get too 
tired.  Failure.  Failure moves one to go in one of two directions.  You quit.  Give 
up.  Or you re-frame.  

     I failed.  Poor planning, goals not thought through sufficiently.  I have physical 
limits, as I get too tired.  I am not in a spiritual place where I will commute to 
church via bike as often as I need to in order to get the miles in. 

     I learned a lot in sports.  Broke an arm and ripped up a knee playing 
football.  Started rowing and ended up with spine issues.  Stopped after two 
surgeries.  Ran the Boston marathon and ended up in the hospital overnight.  Now 
my knees are too worn out.  So it is cycling.  I have failed at a lot of endeavors.  

     Hope is a choice we make and often it is borne out of failure.  I heard recently 
that people of hope often are people who have experienced a lot of failure.  They 
chose to persevere and they chose to be tenacious.  Easy to quit.  That is the 
crossroads point.  So it is setting goals and having a vision, figuring a way to fulfill 
that vision, and trusting you can do it.  

     And what does this have to do with God?  I see it as living in the abundance God 
provides.  Living in the goodness.  Squeezing life.  If I squeeze the lemon I get a lot 
out of it.  In the end it is worn out.  But if I just let it sit there, I suppose I can 
contemplate its beauty and potential – but in the end it shrivels up.  I’d rather be 
worn out than shriveled up.  6,000 miles? – it is a reach but it is within reach, I 
think. 
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My Potential to be Bothered 
Pastor Jon, May 11, 2013 

     Tomorrow I cycle over 1,200 miles for the year.  On schedule for the monthly 
goal.  I think in two weeks I will cycle to the cabin in Northfield.  That is a big 
moment for me – 100 miles.  Last summer I never felt I was in condition to do 
it.  Good things happening for me now – for which I am grateful. 

     I am actually in a good place despite the mini-disasters.  I will preach about 
the larger of the mini- disasters - which have left me with a high potential to be 
bothered.  The others are small ones. 

     Marsha opened up the cabin.  First time I have not done this in what seems like 
50 years.  I went up the next day to turn on the water which is a complicated 
deal.  I set up all the faucets, fix up the water filtration gizmo in the kitchen (lots 
of rubber gaskets, which I store in corn starch over the winter so the rubber will 
not dry out.)  Turned on the valve at the street, ran into the cabin to see if there 
were any issues.  No water.  But I hear hissing.  I made sure I closed up the hot 
water tank drain which I thought might be the source of the hissing.  Then I took a 
breath and crawled under the cabin with a flash light.  There it was a veritable 
sprinkler shooting from one of the pipes.  I mean you have to crawl on your 
stomach to get to the thing. 

     So I went downtown (there is no gas station and two convenience-like grocery 
stores in downtown.)  The plumber was in.  Frank lives in Northfieldland.  Speaks 
slow.  Everything is slow.  Whenever I go to Northfieldland I have to adjust my 
driving.  Just slower there.  Quite delightful.  Frank is 70.  No way he crawls under 
the cabin to fix this.  He and his buddy will probably have to cut through the floor 
to get to the pipe.  In a few days. You can have your time zone…  Pacific coast 
time, mountain zone time…  When you get to the cabin you are on NT – Northfield 
Time. 

     I left for home.  My bike had arrived – May 8.  I ordered it in January.  I arrived 
in early April.  Broken by UPS.  UPS snapped a small aluminum part that holds the 
gear changer in place.  I mean I could not break that part unless I had a sledge 
hammer and could anchor the part in one of those anvil type vice 
mechanisms.  UPS did not have to do that.  They managed.  So what else happened 
to the bike?  Bike people told me to file a claim with UPS.  I did.  UPS is sneaky – I 
get two phone calls – they will come to check it.  They will set up an 
appointment.  Well, the inspector showed up 30 minutes after the second phone 
call and he was calling me from my driveway.  I showed him the damaged frame, 
wheel, etc.  He took pictures, then told me that UPS pays the shipper, not me.  Oh 
joy.  

     Three days later UPS picks up the bike to ship it back.  Said UPS picker upper – 
none too friendly.  Maybe a bad day, like in the midst of a divorce or something.  I 
am thinking what did I do.  UPS messed up. 
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     The shipper told me they would send me another bike AFTER they get the 
check from UPS.  So if UPS does not cover this, the shipper – who told me to file 
the claim – has effectively offloaded all risk onto me, despite the fact that the 
shipper took out the insurance with UPS.  Then I thought- I PAID for this 3 months 
ago.  So the shipper made a profit margin.  This accident takes place.  Shipper 
gets reimbursed by UPS – they have a second profit margin!  I still have nothing.  

     Well, this kind of thing strikes me as fundamentally unfair, all the more so 
when the shipper tells me they have had only 3 incidents in 5 years.  So I am 
thinking – ok I get that – so then why are you squeezing me on this deal. 

     This is a nice bike.  My kids will fight over it when I die.  Heirloom bike – lasts 
forever (supposedly).  Will not rust, will not crack.  (My old steel bike rusted 
out.  My wonderful carbon plastic bike has more cracks than Carter’s has Little 
Liver Pills – I am assured all paint cracks – drives me nuts as I already had a bike 
guy insist I get the fork replaced because he thought it was a frame 
crack  (Company replaced the fork)  So now it is-  just take your chances when you 
are bombing down a hill at 45 mph – and hope this plethora of new cracks are only 
paint cracks.)  

     I ride a lot.  Kind of central to my peace of mind and spirituality.  This new 
bike is not ultra-expensive as far as bikes go, but you will not find it at Wal-
Mart.  And the fact I sold my rowing shell, two older bikes, my indoor rowing 
machine – means I can finance this. 

     The stuff I am preaching about this Sunday – really raised my potential to be 
bothered.  These other issues used to raise my potential to be bothered.  I am 
trying to live in thanksgiving.  The shipper – the sales guy – I really think he was a 
good hearted man with good intention who did not know how to react.  You can 
kind of sense when you are dealing with a soft hearted person. 

     I think that is how Christ calls us to be – soft-hearted. So the fellow who 
treated me – unfairly - in my view – I learned from him.  Because he is a good 
intentioned and soft hearted guy.  Things are not so black and white.  There is 
nuance and uncertainty.  There is unknowing, mystery.  I get that, sometimes. 
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Off of Facebook 
Pastor Jon, May 19, 2013 

     I think Facebook provides a good medium for people to keep up with one 
another.  I also think it presents issues.  For one, I ended up checking Facebook at 
least twice a day.  I could follow up with folks in the congregation, old friends 
from school etc. 

     Overall, I have concluded Facebook is too distracting for me.  I also decided 
the distraction effect was not worth the enlightenment benefit.  There are about 
900 people who affiliate in one way or another with Faith Lutheran.  Initially, I 
thought Facebook was a way to keep up with a percentage of that 900.  But the 
distraction took a toll.  If folks need to get a hold of me, they know how.  I have to 
face my limits and it is just not possible for me to keep up with 900 people, 
without getting very weighed down. 

     Part of this comes as an effort to tend to my spiritual life and to simplify 
life.  Surround me with cheesecakes and sweets and – I know what will 
happen.  Surround me with Applebee’s dinners – and I know what will happen.  I 
have to watch what I surround myself with. 

     I am trying to tend to the matters that boost my spirits and cut out the stuff 
that takes away.  Facebook drains me (for me at least) and the smart phone does – 
BIG TIME.  I check that constantly.  I noticed this when up at the cabin this 
week.  When on vacation I plan to check the smart phone on occasion.  To pull 
that off I am going to dismantle the phone, taking out the battery and putting it in 
one part of the cabin.  I will put the phone in some other place.  Makes it real 
inconvenient to check it. 

     I suspect some people can just carry it around with them and not check it.  I 
am not one of those people. 

“Lead me not into temptation” O Lord.  Well, God has given me the brains to 
figure out how I can deal with these temptations.  Up to me. 
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Rites of Spring 
Pastor Jon, May 20, 2013 

     Sometime we get “Wow” moments.  I have had a few of them lately.  I went up 
to the cabin to turn the water on.  Marsha had already opened the place.  My 
efforts to get the water going were for naught as I discovered we had a broken 
pipe.  I stopped in to see Frank, who is the local plumber.  He must be close to 80 
and is semi-retired.  Frank said he would get to it.  So I waited a week after the 
date Frank said he would get to it.  Frank had not gotten to it.  I stopped in to see 
him again and he said he would get to it the next day – mid-morning.  At 1:00  the 
next day I went to see him and he said he would get to it at 2:00.  

     Messy, messy job as it involves crawling under the place.  Frank and his buddy 
fixed it.  But when they left I noticed the water pressure was not so hot and I was 
hearing hissing.  Another leak.  I went to see Frank.  He came back, fixed it.  80 
year old fellow crawling under the place.  What a good man.  Wow. 

     I clipped in for 40 to Brattleboro – kind of my standard ride from last 
summer.  The first hill is a “tell” for me.  Around Andover – not so many hills.  At 
the cabin – way too many long and steep hills.  I flew up this hill to 
Brattleboro.  Flew.  Early season I am usually at 11 mph on this hill and 
laboring.  End of summer I am at 12-13 mph and still laboring.  This day I was at 14 
mph – on my slow bike.  And I was not really knocking myself out.  The implication 
is that by the end of summer, with lots of hill work behind me, I should be quite a 
bit faster on my good bike. 

     I am older (so I should be slower).  All this is because I have lost 30 
pounds.  This was a Wow moment for me as I realized that if that kind of weight 
loss makes such a difference in cycling…  I wonder what that weight does when I 
carry it around with me all day.  I am still overweight.  I used to be obese 
(according to the Body Mass Index - BMI).  I want to take off another 10-15 
pounds.  I have recommitted myself to the Engine 5 eating plan. 

     Next day I clipped in – and it took an effort to do so – to go up the mountain to 
Warwick.  (Well, that is redundant, anywhere you go in Northfield, it is up a 
mountain).  Nice, easy (not too steep) ride “up” for 5 miles. This was the standard 
summer ride 2 years ago.  I was not hammering, just a nice ride.  What I received 
was a wonderful view of the ponds.  I never realized there was a man-made dam 
made of rocks, eons ago, which held the water back to make these ponds.  I never 
realized how extensive these ponds were, as they go way back into the 
woods!  One of the rites of Spring, when the undergrowth has not come in yet and 
you can see. 

     I have gone up that mountain 75 times and never saw that before.  Wow.  And 
Frank.  When I have eyes to see – I am amazed. 
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Clipping In, TELLS, and Managing the Spiritual Life 
Pastor Jon, May 24, 2013 

     I figured one of the brakes had to be rubbing the wheel.  I was working.  Legs 
kind of sore.  Back kind of sore.  And I had not been this labored all 
year.  Typically, if I put a little effort in, I can zip along.  No way today.  I was 
putting effort in to go way slower than normal. 

     It is all about last week.  I had to work on a message Monday and 
Tuesday.  Then it was off to Martha’s Vineyard for a wedding. 

     Months ago I planned to be there for a relaxed week-end.  I figured Marsha 
would lead Sunday worship while I was on the Vineyard.  Then Marsha informed me 
she had all this other stuff going on that Sunday morning and could not lead 
worship.  So I had to get back from the Vineyard Saturday evening in order to lead 
worship Sunday.  So – message ready by Tuesday.  I am off to the Island Friday. 

     I was on the Island 30 years ago.  We parked in Woods Hole, took the ferry – no 
problem.  We slept in the woods, on the beaches.  No problem.  I was a little 
taken aback when the groom informed me I should park in a particular lot as they 
give preference to cyclists.  The other lot is 10 miles away from the ferry.  The 
cyclist lot is only 5 miles away.  What?  Thirty years ago there was only one lot, 
next to the ferry. 

     I resolved to make the most of this – so up at 4 am.  On the road at 5 
am.  Arrive Woods Hole at 7am.  Cycle to Woods Hole to catch the 8 am ferry.  I 
remembered the Island being 20 miles in circumference.  I figured I would ride the 
Island for three trips.  I cycled out to one end and realized as the heat was rising, I 
was overdressed, and the miles were mounting – I was in trouble.  So I turned 
around and went back to the hotel.  Sixty-five mile day.  I also guzzled a half 
gallon of V8 juice to replace salts.  The Island is 60 miles in circumference.  Bad 
memory for me. 

     My worry on Saturday was that I had to get from the wedding, back to the 
hotel, change, get on the bike and get to the ferry which was 12 miles away.  If I 
caught the 8pm ferry I would not get home until midnight.  In my world I am in 
bed Saturday evenings at 9 pm.  I go out on Saturdays only for Merrimack Hockey 
games – and  even then I am home by 9:30. 

     I rocketed that bike from the hotel to the ferry.  Caught an unscheduled early 
ferry.  Drove at 75 mph home.  And that was the “TELL.”  I never drive that fast, 
ever.  Sunday morning I was hugely more energetic than usual.  That was another 
“TELL.”  

     Usually Mondays are a rough day for me.  Just exhausted with no get up and 
go.  I think it is because I am basically introverted and Sunday is a massive 
expenditure of energy.  So I try to stay calm and balanced on Sundays.  Well, after 
this Island adventure, the speeding home, the more energized than usual Sunday 
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morning…   I crashed on Monday.  Just in a daze all day and took an hour nap in 
the afternoon.  Did not cycle Monday – or Tuesday.  Just beat and drained. 

     What is spiritual balance.... it really means paying attention to the 
“TELLS.”  Knowing your limits, what drains you... you are your own spiritual 
manager.  Stay aware.  I lost that awareness last week.  What I really lost was 
humility...  I thought I could push the envelope and get away with it.  My body 
revolted today.  Just took enormous energy to go way slower than usual.  A "TELL." 
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The Conversatiom 
Pastor Jon, June 4, 2013 

     I had a pleasant conversation the other day.  Someone I know from the summer 
and they seemed quite earnest asking how my cycling was going.  Not many folks 
take much interest in my cycling.  Sometimes Marsha asks.  No reason for anyone 
to care.  So when this person started in, I was flattered and mentioned some of my 
plans.  Then they asked follow-up questions which seemed sincere. 

     Then, as I was responding – out of the blue – they cut me off and started talking 
about something completely unrelated.  Interruptions can be a form of 
violence.  It is akin to someone saying – I no longer care about what you are saying 
or what you are about to say.  What I want to say is more important. 

     And that left me pondering – were they really interested or just feigning 
interest.  Don’t know.  I doubt they are even aware they interrupted. 

     To live mindfully, with attention – to live spiritually with awareness - is to 
recognize when we are listening and when we are speaking.  It is to listen 
intentionally and to speak intentionally.  So many of our interactions are missing 
this mindfulness component.  We simply react and many of these reactions are 
coming out of our pride, our competitive instincts, our need for self-justification, 
our ego… 

     Spirituality is about being present with someone – and avoiding being yanked 
around by our reactions.  This is one of the benefits of centering prayer, 
meditation, Yoga, of intentional “non-distracted” walking/running/cycling.  Our 
minds slow down to be present. 

     I note “non-distracted.”  I have seen folks on treadmills – reading a book, 
glancing at the TV above, listening to an iPod.  Very difficult for this to be 
spiritual.  To be spiritual is to be in touch with the spirit within.  Though this can 
be painful, out of this grows stillness, gratitude and joy.  Perhaps one of the 
reason we fill ourselves with distractions (our A:DD culture…  Attention: 
Distracted, Diverted) is to avoid what is within. 

     I know for a few weeks that was my situation.  Instead of running from it, I am 
trying to lean into the discomfort to discover God’s call to gratitude. 
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Sometimes 
Pastor Jon, June 5, 2013 

     One of the ways in which God has blessed me is that I still have the physical 
ability to cycle.  This, too, will fade; but not yet.  I get motivated by setting goals 
– usually mileage goals for the year, broken down to the month and week.  They 
keep me working at it.  They motivate me over the inertia of being too tired, too 
lazy, too hungry, too many other things to do.  

     It is not “simply” cycling either.  The bike is a spiritual exercise.  Instead of my 
attention being elsewhere, in cycling my attention is here, in this moment.  I lose 
track of time.  I notice the hills, streams, flowers, the cracks in the pavement, the 
sticks in the road.  I am more aware of my breathing, my legs.  I can feel the 
bike.  

     If I sit and look at the flowers in our yard, usually it lasts just for a few 
moments.  Then I go on to the next thing.  If Marsha is with me, we may sit, then 
we talk and share the matters of the day.  In a matter of seconds I no longer see 
the flowers.  My attention is elsewhere. 

     I think this happens in parenting with great frequency.  At times we are not 
really “there” with the child, we are elsewhere – planning the next activity, 
thinking about something else.  That is why watching kid’s games can be such a 
spiritual workshop.  I wonder how many are “there” and how many are off in the 
mobile device world. 

     We live in an A:DD culture.  (Attention: Distracted, Diverted).  I notice runners 
– many times plugged into some music device.  Running for me used to be a 
spiritual exercise, focusing on the breath, the rhythm of the steps.  Trying be 
‘there.’  Even cyclists have these music devices plugged in.  The distractions and 
multi-tasking are the ‘new normal.’ 

     Vacations are coming up.  I read a postcard 
someone sent.  Beautiful picture on the 
front.  On the back the sender wrote ‘What a 
great scene, I wish I was here.’  That is what I 
am working on – cutting off the 
distractions.  Letting my soul catch 
up.  Slowing the mind.  Being here.  

     And sometimes, when cycling, I stop, sit, 
wonder and am grateful to God.  

     The picture is from the stone bench in 
Chesterfield, NH.  It is one of my rides from 
the cabin. 
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At the Cabin 
Pastor Jon, June 8, 2013 

     During the afternoon I kept an ear turned into a sports radio talk show to keep 
up with their ruminations about the Bruins hockey team.  The underdog Bruins had 
upset the Penguins in the first two games of their 7 game series.  The third game 
was that evening.  Of course, I listened to the game while sending occasional texts 
to Marsha who was watching it on TV at home.  The game went into overtime.  I 
went to bed.  First thing in the morning I turned on the radio to see who 
won.  Funny – Penguins and Bruins.  Then over coffee and toast I started to listen 
to the descriptions of the victory and read on my smartphone the ESPN and Yahoo 
accounts. 

     Then something just snapped. 

     This game, its players, the score – do not affect my life in the least.  In fact, 
they are so insignificant I will remember none of this in two weeks.  The opinions 
of these prognosticators are even more irrelevant.  So why did I give all this so 
much attention? 

     I think it is - what I have written about in previous entrees – the A:DD 
culture.  Attention: Distracted, Diverted.  Multi-tasking is the new normal.  We 
drive, have our coffee, make a call, while the radio is in the background.  We shop 
and then call someone, “I am at the grocery store…  I am at the produce section… 
I am getting into the car… I am looking for the bathroom…”  

     It seems to me this is the temptation of Facebook.  I am now off of Facebook.  I 
used to open up my page to find out that a colleague in Montana was going to the 
gym.  Why do we need to know…  Why do we need to tell?  The ADD culture of 
distraction.  If we are not juggling – we become uncomfortable. 

     After my coffee, I turned off the radio.  I turned off the phone and put it away. 
No more. 

     I listened to the birds, no other sounds, letting my spirit catch up to my body. 
Psalm 46 “Be still and know that I am God.”  If I could re-write it, it would be: “Be 
still and rest in God.” 

     When 9/11, Newtown, and the Boston bombing took place – a commentator 
noted these were suspensions of distraction that were imposed upon us.  Old 
wineskins were broken.  In time, however, we go back to our old “set’ points.  It 
calls for much spiritual work to suspend the distractions on one’s own.  At the 
least it necessitates slowing the mind to become aware of what is going on. 
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TP is Coming 
Pastor Jon, June 8, 2013 

     I do a significant amount of reading and study and there is a constant theme 
that comes up everywhere.  This year we are going to use that as a focus at our 
church and my hope is to enroll all of the congregation.  Great for families and 
singles.  We are in the build-up phase now – “TP” is what I am calling it.  We have 
signs throughout the church “TP is coming.”  We have the sign in the weekly news 
and in the upcoming monthly news.  “TP is coming.”  Everyone asks what that 
means. No one knows. 

     Eventually, we get some sign-up sheets, enrollment covenants folks will sign.  I 
may work on getting leaders for follow-up to encourage people to keep 
going.  Spirituality takes work.  It just does not happen.  I feel that there is a lot 
of joy that we just do not tap into, but it is there.  Good Lord, it would be so great 
to train our kids in this – but we, most of the time, do not.  I wish I had done so 
much more.  What regrets. 

     TP is coming.  Live into the joy that is already there, just obscured.  We do not 
have to distract ourselves from the struggles within.  There is joy there.  TP is 
coming. But it takes work. 

     Our faith journey can be so much richer and so much more meaningful than it 
is – with just a little effort – like a few minutes a day. 

     So I am setting out to create some good habits.  Any change from the usual 
takes effort.  But once we live with that change for a few weeks – it is a 
habit.  Does not take so much effort anymore, it is just something we do. 

     I remember the year I was doing very part-time teaching at a school maybe 10 
miles from our house.  One summer – I said – I will never drive my car there in the 
coming school year.  I will cycle in.  Well, I did not cycle in once.  The next 
summer I said the same thing – I am cycling in and will never drive the car.  House 
to school is 10 miles, school to church is 9 miles, church to home is 7 miles.  That 
year I never drove.  My class met at 7:15.  I cycled in rain, snow, darkness… but 
never drove the car.  And after the first week, it changed me.  It was not an 
effort.  Just something I did.  Probably one of the most peaceful, productive, 
focused years I have lived.  Habits.  Takes work to develop them.  

     At Faith – that is what I want us to be about – spiritual habits to live into the 
joy within.  TP is coming. 

     This is a Faith Lutheran – specific deal. In other word this is not some canned 
idea from some other place, or a denominational thing.  It is a Faith thing. TP is 
coming. 
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Eating Plan Update - the Grateful Place 
Pastor Jon, June 11, 2013 

     Last fall I began the new eating plan.  Nothing with a face (no fish, beef, chicken), 
no dairy, no fats.  It is a plant based diet – all the fruits and vegetables and whole 
grain rice and pasta you want, more or less. Limited processed foods.  I learned to 
make ice cream from fruit and bananas.  Lasagna with no cheese or meat – also quite 
good.  We cook with just a dabble of olive oil.  My homemade spaghetti sauce has no 
oil at all.  The jarred stuff I get has only a little.  I love baked potato dinners with 
salsa and hot sauce.  I eat more than a bag of greens a day, cans of beans at a time, 
rice and salsa – another favorite. I take vitamin b12 and D. 

     My father died at 68 from coronary artery disease.  His first attack was when he 
was in his early 50s.  Maybe I can push all that off a few years, and maybe even cure a 
little of whatever blockages there might be.  Almost all heart attack patients are 
given this kind of diet or a version thereof. 

     For me this is not a diet in the usual sense of the word.  It is really a lifestyle 
change.  It is called the Engine 5 eating plan.  Also read The China Study by 
Campbell.  My doctor lectured me about this for an hour, just as he did each of our 
sons and Marsha.  His cholesterol dropped from 260 to below 130 on this eating 
plan.  No meds. 

     Coupled with my cycling, I lost quite a bit of weight.  All more or less 
unintentional.  Then came the winter physical problem with my foot and the cessation 
of exercise for 10 weeks.  Well, my exercising was not as steadfast.  I also did not 
hearken to the eating plan with as much discipline.  I was never completely 
disciplined.  But the “once every two week” pizza became the every week 
pizza.  There was that breakdown with a steak and cheese sub and French fries.  I 
think I had two such winter lapses.  I probably gained back a few pounds. 

     This spring I have a renewed commitment to cycling and a renewed commitment to 
the eating plan, which I am taking one step further with a thought given to portion 
control.  In my case that means I eat a little less than half a box of pasta – whole grain 
– instead of almost the whole box.  I also found fat free delicious Italian 
dressing.  Wow – do salad dressings have fat!  This is the only one (except at Whole 
Foods) which is fat free.  I also found fat free pretzels. 

     I went through my old work-out records and I weigh less than I did 10-15 years ago.  
And Marsha gave away all those old pants of mine!  Thankfully, I prefer baggy 
clothing.  I notice though, that even with this – 35 pound loss - the material around 
the waste persists.  So I have another 10 pounds to go.  If I can do that, I will weigh 
less than I did in high school.  We will see. 

     I cannot begin to describe what a change it is to cycle with 35-40 fewer pounds. 

     Past the age of 40, when my rowing became very dicey because of my back, those 
pounds just crept up on me.  I regret not doing this earlier and am so grateful to have 
embarked on this now.  I am trying to stay in the grateful place.  
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Abandoned Roads - Clipping in 
Pastor Jon, June 20, 2013 

     I like cycling in the North Andover area.  I realize I am very blessed.  These are 
smooth and low trafficked roads.  You cannot really expect better than 
this.  Cream of the crop place to be… 

     Until I get out to the cabin in Northfield. 

     In this area in Boxford I ride some quiet streets, but there are houses all 
over.  So maybe no traffic but the aura of busyness lingers.  In Northfield – I ride in 
the woods.  In Boxford a few cars pass me one way or the other – but not 
many.  Very sweet.  In Northfield – I ride abandoned roads.  Very, very few cars.  I 
ride in the mountains – no cars and very few homes.  

     If I ride in the lowlands in Northfield - I can ride by miles of farmland – which is 
a lawn farm.  One of my favorite rides – a mile of turf for as far as you can 
see.  They will harvest this turf for football fields and homes.  Unbelievable.  No 
cars.  One farmhouse. 

     There is an element of quiet, stillness, peace and serenity in these rides.  I 
cannot describe it.  What I have learned is that these roads – up - were carved 
between the mountains – according to the streams.  Makes sense the streams 
formed at the lowest places and that is where they built the roads.  So every road 
has a stream.  And if I ride the lowlands – I ride by the rivers.  That is where the 
farms and mills developed – by the water and in the sandy, fertile areas. 

     Cycling for me is spiritual.  I cycle along the ever changing waters of an ever 
changing life.  And God is with me through it all.  I am thankful for this.  The roads 
are never really abandoned. 
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Ponds in Basements 
Pastor Jon, June 20, 2013 

     So Jon and Marsha are going through some interesting times.  Oh – in the “Big 
Mind” scheme of things these are not difficult times.  Not at all, just contemplative 
decisions. 

     Where are we going to retire?  This is 5 years away for Marsha – maybe more.  10 
years away for me.  We thought Florida.  Warm.  End of story.  We escape summer 
heat in Florida to the cabin in the summer.  Pretty cut and dry. 

     Maybe not…  I am not sure we want to own something in Florida.  Might be better 
to rent for 6 weeks… 

     So where will home be?  Where will the kids be?  And – how long will they be 
there?  A mess… 

     We cannot stay where we live now.  The church owns half the house and we 
cannot afford to buy the church half.  And it is way too big. 

     So we made an offer on a house in New Hampshire.  Like – the last place in the 
world I would have wanted to live (until I saw the view), and Marsha likes 
it.  Wonderful view – see blog entry entitled “Sometimes”.  That is the view.  We are 
aesthetically inclined.  So we made an offer.  The offer included considerations for  a 
new roof, the repairs on the aluminum siding, the old falling apart windows, the 
insulation falling off the ceiling in the crawl space, and the pond in the half basement 
– despite the efforts of the sump pump.  The other half of the basement is dirt – crawl 
space.  But a great view!  They asked x.  We offered less than 1/2x.  Let me note 
there was not a counter offer. 

     A tip-off in this process is that the house was under a realtor until the owner (an 
estate sale) decided they did not like the realtor.  The owner said the realtor was a 
pain because the realtor wanted them to lower the price.  Hmm…  Go figure.  

     Yes, we would have to sell the beloved cabin, at the place I have gone since I was 
2 weeks old.  Marsha asked me if I was ready to do that.  I thought she was very 
pastoral and compassionate about it.  I was kind of touched.  I said, “Sure.”  I was not 
in a place to go into my real issues. 

     My real issue is that the roads at this place are terrible.  When you cycle (2,100 
miles by June 18 and on track for 6-7,000 miles for 2013) you pay attention to the 
roads.  Just miserable there.  I cycled there as an annual pilgrimage few weeks ago – 
and it is a lovely ride… but I doubt I will return.  I was riding the brakes on every 
downhill - to save my life.  So many ruts, cracks – brutal…  On these down hills you 
can reach speeds of 40-50 mph.  You cannot jam on the bike brakes at 40mph.  Touch 
the brakes too much and I get front wheel wobble.  So going down these mountains 
means riding the brakes so you never go faster than 25-30 mph.  I get sore wrists. 

     Anyway – I did not think that it was a wise thing to say “the roads are terrible.”  
Sometimes you take a step back, relax, let go, breathe.  Rest in God.  Ponds in 
basements can be blessings. 
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Clipping In and a Few Things About Life I Have 
Learned 
Pastor Jon, June 27, 2013 

     At the cabin all the roads lead to hills.  Some low grade and long – 4-6 miles.  
Others 1-2 miles and steep 28% grade (they do not plow these roads in winter - too 
steep and dangerous).  A few years back I attempted Gulf Road 4 times and never 
made it to the top.  The next summers I managed.  This summer I have been up 
the hill a number of times.  Takes an effort but I have learned a few things. 

     Never look up.  I fixate on the road in front of the wheel.  Looking up depresses 
my confidence and I need all I can muster.  I go up this hill at 4-6 mph, just out of 
the range where I would be going so slow the bike would fall over.  I am at the 
edge of my red zone, the level of exertion you can keep up for only a few minutes 
before collapse.  You can go into the red zone, but do not linger.  It is like running 
4 miles.  You can jack up the pace for a few hundred meters but better watch out.  
Know thy limits.  We can think ourselves into ‘hero’ modes.  But the red zone is 
the red zone. 

     I am trying to live my day this way – never look up.  They are any of a number 
of things which depress my confidence.  I try to stick to what is in front of 
me.  Tend to the moment – the pavement beneath my front wheel, keep the 
pedals turning.  Hold the course. 

     A few cars may pass me on the Gulf Road hill as it is a short cut, but it is fairly 
quiet.  There are no homes after you go a little ways.  No one lives at the 
top.  The first time I made it, I let out a loud yell.  That is what I like about 
cycling at the cabin – few cars, mostly woods and streams.  Not that many 
homes.  On these roads – no one can hear you scream.  They are a moment of 
existential serenity, of cathartic release. 

      And I cycle along looking at the tall meadows grasses, the distant 
mountains,  the blue sky, the cotton-ball clouds, the glassy streams with the 
smorgasbord of different colored rocks at their bottom, mile after mile, listening 
to the wind, noticing the movement of the leaves and needles, the deserted 
beaches of the remote ponds, the slight ripple of the still waters, wondering what 
they are like in winter, feeling the road, and the down-hills - dropping down onto 
the lower handlebars, extending the outside leg, lifting the inside knee and 
leaning into the curves.  It is hard to do any of this and not be overwhelmed with 
gratitude.   

     Never look up and lean into the curves. 
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Clipping In - Generosity and Thirst 
Pastor Jon, June 27, 2013 

     Ashuelot... sounds almost romantic.  There is a covered bridge in 
Ashuelot.  Very romantic. 

  

     I zip through Ashuelot on one of my rides at the cabin.  A poor town…  The 
bridge is a deception.  You want to zip through Ashuelot because it is painful to 
stay there.  Then into Hinsdale – which makes Ashuelot look like the Hamptons.  I 
stopped in Hinsdale.  I have been stopping there for years to get refills on my 
water bottles.  There is a little drive-in type hamburger, ice cream place which 
hires kids and they are always happy to give me water for my bottles.  From the 
faucet, I assume it does not cost them anything.  Sixteen ounces from the 
faucet…  All good. 

     I entered Hinsdale from the other direction and – lo and behold – there is a 
diner among the row houses.  I unclipped and walked into an empty place. 

     “Would you be willing to fill my water bottle?”  “Yes, we have water in the 
refrigerator you can buy…” 

 I said I did not have any money with me.  I was not angry, but heartbroken.  I 
mean how sad she could not turn on the faucet.  But there were no customers.  It 
is a recession.  Hinsdale, a town of 700 people, has two diners and two pizza 
places.  

     Three week later I was zipping over the Mount Hermon Station Road to 
Brattleboro, Vt.  This is my 40 miles by the Connecticut River ride to 
Brattleboro.  I was a little upset with myself as it is the most heavily trafficked of 
all my cabin rides and I wondered why I had forgotten that.  3 miles from home – 
wicked hot…  I went to the vegetable/flower guy to get some salad stuff.  I could 
jam the salad into the back pockets of my cycle sweater.  Saves me the trip down 
in the car later…  Northfield – relative to Ashuelot and Hinsdale – is 
comfortable.  Ashuelot and Hinsdale are dirt poor rural America. 
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     When I went in, the woman made a big deal of saying she did not know how we 
did it cycling in hot weather, etc.  I did not know what to say, I mean I am used to 
it.  But I did ask if she had a water faucet I could use.  I mean it IS a flower 
place.  After what I went through in Hinsdale I did not know what to expect.  I was 
kind of hoping the usual attendant would be there because she might recognize 
me as a customer.  We buy a lot from them.  This was a new woman.  She said, 
“help myself to the watering can water.”  I asked if it was okay to drink.  She 
paused and said – “listen go to that refrig and take a water bottle - he does not 
pay that much for those bottles.”  I asked whether she was sure and she assured 
me it was okay.  She knew I had money because she had given me change from the 
spinach and greens.  

     It is easy for me to contrast this.  The person who could not offer me water 
from a faucet and wanted me to buy bottled water and the person who could give 
me bottled water. 

     I see it differently.  One person – probably whose desperation was greater than 
my thirst… struggling…  Another person…  A bit more comfortable… 

     We are attracted to places with covered bridges and romanticism.  Underneath 
the romanticism there may be a hardness to life.  Be generous my friends.  No 
matter what the romantic outside veneer may be – there may be a hardness to life 
within, that makes someone well acquainted with desperation.  And I was zipping 
through on a nice bike. 
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My "Biggest Loser" Story 
Pastor Jon, July 2, 2013 
     Lots of folks are asking about my weight loss.  With the summer heat I do not wear 
a robe Sunday morning.  The weight loss is probably more apparent.  In the hope this 
might be of some inspiration to someone I will share my “biggest loser” story. 

     About 20 years ago I had some major issues with the spine.  Until then my weight 
had always been steady around 200 pounds.  I was an oarsman so I rowed outdoors and 
indoors.  With the back surgeries over the years my rowing became sporadic and the 
pounds were added ever so slowly.  March 2012, I weighed myself.  Basically, I 
refrained from weighing myself because I knew it would not be good news.  I did on 
occasion but March 2012 is the last written record I have.  I keep track through my 
cycling logbook.  I topped the scales at 245.  I think at some point I was more than 
that.  Being tall I carry it well. 
     By that fall Marsha and I went on the new eating plan which I have written about.  
Nothing with a face, no meat, dairy, no oils… all the fruit, vegetables, beans, lentils 
you want.  Avoid processed foods. Eat brown rice, whole wheat pasta.  Avoid high 
fructose syrup.  I also ramped up my cycling to reach 3,400 miles for 2012.  My leg 
issues put a crimp in the exercising for the winter.  I think that situation also took 
away from my dedication to the eating plan as well.  I did some swimming but it was 
not at the same level of commitment. 
     The other morning I weighed in at 200 pounds for a 45 pound loss.  I have lost 6 
inches from my pant size.  I was fairly dehydrated when I weighed myself the other 
day however, so that number is a bit deceiving.  I sweat profusely. At this time of the 
year my weight can vary by 10 pounds just from water loss.   
     I am about at the weight I was in college.  But back then I was on the football 
team and then the crew team, so I was quite a bit stronger.  And muscle weighs more 
than fat.  At this point I have no intention to do any strength training – which has 
always been my short route to injury.  But, maybe… 
     By the end of the summer I hope to lose another 10-15 pounds.  A major part of 
this has been exercise – cycling.  I am on goal to go over 6,000 miles this year.  I 
should also note that I eat a ton of food.  With the eating plan – this plant based diet – 
I eat all I want, and when I cycle as I do – I need the calories.  Obviously, I have been 
burning off more than I take in. 
     My instincts tell me that the key aspect of this eating plan is to limit the fat 
intake.  Anytime I eat something which is fatty – like a salad dressing which has oil – I 
can feel it in my skin, which gets oily.  Hate to think what happens with my arteries.  I 
think that is what ended my Dad’s life at 68.  The issue with meats is that a high 
percentage of meat calories come from fat.  Like chicken – 30% (I think) of the 
calories are from fat.  I never realized that.  Google… Esselstyn, Engine 5 Diet…  All 
the information is there. 
     I also read the ingredients for almost everything I eat.  For instance, some whole 
grain breads have high fructose syrup as their second ingredient.  I avoid them if 
possible. 
     To live "well" is to glorify God.  So Marsha and I are trying.  
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Two Funerals 
Pastor Jon, July 13, 2013 

     We do not have many funerals at Faith so the other week was unusual.  I 
officiated at a funeral on Friday at a funeral home and Marsha officiated at the 
funeral on Saturday at the church.  The person who was remembered on Saturday 
was well known to the church.  I did not know the fellow we buried on Friday.  I 
did not know his immediate family either. 

     I met with them the day before and we had a time to share memories of his 
life.  He died very young - in his fifties.  And he died quickly - three weeks after he 
was diagnosed.  I never know what to say at these moments.  The situation is a bit 
awkward for me as I did not know him. 

     I spoke about Mrs. Adams.  At least, I think that 
was her name.  I cannot make it out so well on the 
gravestone.  No one knows anything about her.  I was 
cycling along one day when I saw the stone out of the 
corner of my eye in the woods on this back-road in a 
tiny town near the cabin.  I went by it by 100 meters 
and turned back.  I was kind of incredulous.  There 
was the stone - all alone, stuck in the woods.  The 
picture is at left. 

     She died in 1846, 170 years ago.  I imagine she 
died in the house and was buried out back.  The trees 

and bushes have taken over now.  In those days people were well acquainted with 
death.  You died at home and were laid out in the parlor.  Now we call those 
rooms "living rooms."  You were buried out back.  Kids played around your 
grave.  If you wanted a chicken back then, you went outside and slaughtered 
one.  Now we get neat little nuggets in a pretty box at the drive-thru. 

     There were no funeral homes, hospices, nursing homes - even hospitals.  You 
got sick at home and died there.  Family members welcomed mourners in the 
parlor where you were laid out.  The family slept upstairs and the body was 
downstairs for a few days. 

     Nowadays, death is hidden.  We have nursing homes, hospices, hospitals.  Many 
of us do not know where the local cemetery is.  Death is kind of an inconvenient 
intrusion in our week.  After it is over we want to "get back to normal." 

     That is why I venture up to that gravesite for Mrs. Adams.  It is an annual 
pilgrimage for me.  It prompts me to get meditative.  The fellow I buried on Friday 
was in his 50s.  A few months ago I buried a woman who lived 45 years.  A few 
summers ago we buried someone who was 42, then, another who was just 14 hours 
old. 

     Life is short.  Precious.  I try to live it with gratitude... and to have a little 
passion. 
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On the Road 
Pastor Jon, July 29, 2013 

     We have had a decent week at the cabin but now we are home as Marsha has 
eye surgery.  There is a ton of stuff I need tend to at the house as well.  Like the 
lawn and yard work. 

     All goes well and this year will be my highest cycling mileage ever.  I am 
feeling good about that at 57.  My weight has dipped to 196.  Never did I ever 
imagine I would see the 190s again.  I played football and rowed in college at this 
weight although there was a lot more muscle.  The last recorded weight I have, I 
was at 245.  That was last summer.  I started the eating plan in late August.  I had 
a few rough months in the winter when I stopped regular exercise, but this Spring I 
made a recommitment to the eating plan and to cycling.  

     I think a number of things served to motivate me.  My Doctor spent 45 minutes 
telling me about the plant based eating plan (nothing with a face, limit processed 
foods, very limited fats, forget sugars and fructose syrup, no dairy (liquid 
meat).  A few books were an inspiration: Campbell’s, The China Study, Rip 
Esselstyn’s, Engine 2 Diet and more recently, Rip’s, My Beef with Meat.  Caldwell 
Esselstyn’s, Preventing and Reversing Coronary Artery Disease really got me 
going.  Rip has a decent video we purchased.  And the Lutheran Church health 
insurance provider has a special website to encourage good health practices.  If 
you do a few of the suggestions they give you $500.  That improved my 
consciousness of weight and health. 

     I am also stumbling across a fair amount of literature which is advancing the 
cause of plant based eating. I anticipate we will see more of this as the obesity 
epidemic advances.  Today I read 1 out of 3 adults is obese.  I do not know the 
percentage of folks who are overweight, but that is the step before obesity.  There 
are tragic health implications with this. 

     When I started the eating plan I was obese according to the Body Mass 
Index.  Until 2-3 pounds ago I was simply overweight.  Now I guess I am labeled 
normal, but barely. 

     I am thinking of starting up a faith and fitness program at church.  We would 
have to have a group meeting to see how folks wanted to approach this – walking 
groups, discussion/support groups, diet discussions, etc.  At one mega-church they 
lost a total of 250,000 pounds.  Some of this may sound kind of hokey but when I 
pondered it I realized there is probably no more loving thing we can do for one 
another than to help each other live longer and healthier.  I am also reading a lot 
about the connections between food and cancer and a whole bunch of other issues 
– like ED.  ED has to be a major issue in our culture with all the ads for Viagra and 
Cialis on TV.  And it is a marker for cardiovascular disease. 
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     And a little side note.  I found this in Esselstyn’s, My Beef with Meat.  A fellow 
started the plan and mentioned he was cutting out meat and fat.  (The fellow 
should not have said anything, in my opinion.)  The fellow wrote to Esselstyn that 
he never realized how many of his friends were biologists, nutritionists and 
generally, eating experts.  The very people who said nothing to him when he was 
eating the stuff that was killing him (hamburgers, hot dogs, steaks etc.), had all 
kinds of stuff to say when he changed his ways.  And most of his “we know better” 
expert friends were – you take a guess. 

     I should write that I am not 100% on this plan.  I have lapses now and 
again.  Three hamburgers in 11 months, one hot dog, 6 dinners with chicken, two 
turkey sandwiches which almost put me asleep,  3 cans of tuna fish, 6 pieces of 
fish… and almost all of this was when I was wicked stressed, or out to dinner and 
had no choice.  And, pizza probably every 3 weeks.  I was raised such that a dinner 
was not dinner unless there was meat.  That is changing. 
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When I Have No Choice 
Pastor Jon, July 29, 2013 

     One of the supreme joys of vacation is the time I have for cycling.  
Unfortunately, where we go is just so hilly.  Maybe this is not so unfortunate.  
Mountainous is a better word than hilly.  When I ride in North Andover I never use 
half the gears on my bikes.  Just do not need them.  Even when I go up the 
“hills” around North Andover I just do not use the gears.  At the cabin I not only 
use ALL the gears but I hunger for easier ones.  As the local bike shop guy (a 
former professional) said to me once “you either have legs of steel or you live in 
the Pioneer Valley of Mass., in which case you will have legs of steel.” 

     There are two ways I ride.  The first is dis-associative.  I muse over sermon 
ideas (very common).  I contemplate our church.  I think about people in the 
church – prayers really.  I ruminate over the family.  I absorb the beautiful scenes 
of nature and they are plentiful.  I just love looking at the sky and the clouds of 
summer. 

     Then the mountains…  The mountains are the second type of cycling – 
associative.  Intense.  I watch the road under the front wheel, the sweat running 
down my arms I shake it off my hands.  I feel my legs, my back.  I contemplate 
getting up on the pedals and wonder if I can do that without my heart taking off.  I 
discipline myself not to look up.  I think about pushing the pace or gearing into an 
easier (and slower) gear.  I listen to my breath.  I am aware of my heart rate.  And 
the down-hills – I will hit 40-50 mph.  Relax the upper body, loosen the grip so it is 
not a white knuckle downhill, watch for the cracks in the pavement, look out for 
cars, who is behind me?, if anyone.  Keep pedaling.  Do not look lose focus and 
look at the speedometer.  Lean into the curves, maintain low balance.  All 
associative. 

     Dis-associative you think about something else.  Associative you are into the 
moment.  When you are in the mountains you have no choice. 

     I just cannot do the real long (2-5 miles) mountains every day.  But at the 
cabin, I have to go up these short but hugely intense hills to get home.  Short but 
incredibly steep.  Every ride.  No other way to the cabin.  And you cannot go up 
these hills thinking about something else.  Such is life for many of us.  Some folks 
do not have the luxury of dis-associative moments.   

     I thank God for these rides. They give me new awareness. 
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How Was Vacation? 
Pastor Jon, August 26, 2013 

     Folks have been asking us how vacation was - so here goes... 

     We had probably one of the most hectic periods we have ever gone through in 
the summer!  There was so much going on I had the worst month of cycling since 
February.  First, Marsha had two eye surgeries which meant a lot of back and forth 
to North Andover.  Thankfully, all went well and she now has perfect vision.  Then 
we heard of the tragic death of her cousin in a horrible house fire.  Although we 
had not kept up with her for many years, she and Marsha virtually grew up 
together.  

     Marsha's mom then had a choking incident which landed her in the hospital for 
three days.  She is fine now, but that was more back and forth.  Work!  Our oldest 
son and I spent over a week painting the cabin - scrape, bleach, paint.  That 
always seems to take longer than I plan.  Finally, we spent more time than I want 
to contemplate looking for a retirement house.  We fell in love with one place but 
the owner seems convinced the house rests on Saudi-Arabian level oil deposits, if 
you get my drift.  It is no big deal as we have 5-10 years to keep looking. 

     And we listened to birds and crickets, the wind and the Red Sox on radio.  The 
key to life, I think, is not to try to make it smooth.  Will not happen.  The key for 
me is to stay in Christ to experience peace within the chaos.  That means slow 
mind, slow mind.  Slow mind is the beginning of peace and joy.  I am working on 
slow mind. 

     And, of course, we heard of a number of brothers and sisters at church going 
through a lot of pain and hardship, which weighed upon both of us.  Slow mind, 
slow mind. 
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Our Fall Theme at Church 
Pastor Jon, August 26, 2013 

     Our fall theme at Faith is the thanksgiving project (TP).  We did something akin 
to this about 6-7 years ago and I decided to ramp it up a bit.  All the study and 
reading that I have done consistently speaks to thanksgiving being a foundational 
character trait which is essential to the spiritual life.  Gratitude, however, takes 
work. 

     Thanksgiving is not our default setting.  We seem programmed for self-
regard.  Being thankful takes us out of ourselves to focus on God and others. 

     My goal is to get 100-250 of our community to sign up for the project.  In doing 
the sign-up I want to create some community momentum.  Also this sign-up fosters 
a bit of accountability which may prompt us to "stick with it."  I will provide a 
thanksgiving journal and guide.  I also will send a few reminders, encouragement, 
emails along the way.  The project entails writing down for 60 days the 5 moments 
of the day for which you are thankful. 

     Marsha and I did this over the summer.  Before dinner we would share what we 
were thankful for from the day. 

     I can be tired and grumpy before dinner.  My tendency is to lament and 
ruminate. "I wish I had accomplished more... that I had cycled before it started to 
rain, that I had not spilled the paint, etc. 

All that changed, however, when I started living in thanksgiving mode.  My whole 
spirit changed as I considered the abundant goodness of the day.  Thanksgiving 
really helps 'heal' our grumpiness and upset.  You simply cannot live with the 
demeanor of a deep and thankful heart to God and be grumpy. 

     If you read this blog and want a copy of the journal - send me an 
email.  jon@faith-andover.org 
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No TV - Replaced by Fantasy Football 
Pastor Jon, August 26, 2013 

     At the cabin we do not have a television or desktop or laptop internet.  I love 
the cabin and our days there.  We read, we talk, we have a radio.  Sometimes we 
play Chinese checkers.  We cook together.  We clean up together.  So why is it 
that when we get back home we let go of all this goodness and revert to television 
and the computer? 

     Television upsets me.  I watch political commentary and get riled up; business 
news and get worried; sports and get bored.  I can stand maybe an inning of 
baseball, maybe a quarter of football.  I cannot recall the last time I endured a 
full football game.  Too many ads, too many stoppages in play...  Yet this is what 
we revert to. 

     Until last week…  With a dollop of discipline we sat and read all evening.  This 
is my vision for the fall.  No TV except the deliberately chosen football game and 
maybe an inning or two of baseball.  I will read a lot.  It will be a serene fall if I 
can stay this course, with the exception of our fantasy football league which can 
get the juices flowing. 

     We have a family fantasy football league.  Takes a bit of weekly juggling of the 
team to stay competitive.  It is a fun thing in the family as it keeps us all 
connected.  And it is infinitely more gratifying than TV, except when you 
lose.  Marsha loves it.  I think it is because she is the reigning champ.  She knows 
more about these players than I do.  But I put my foot down this year and said I 
was not playing unless I got Calvin Johnson from my Detroit Lions.  Worried about 
such a ownership rebellion the commissioner (oldest son) went along with my 
demand.  We will see what happens this year.  Marsha insists she get to be #1 in 
the draft process.  The commissioner has a lot on his hands. 
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