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The Summer Audit (1) 
Pastor Jon, September 4, 2013 

     As vacation concluded I realized we have been on this eating plan for a year 
now.  This is a plant based program which minimizes processed foods in favor of 
whole grains, and uses little oil and no dairy (liquid meat).  We try to select foods 
which are low in fat. 

     I would say I am 90% on the plan.  Ten percent accounts for breakdowns.  I get 
upset with myself for these lapses but I have learned from them.  For one, 
controlling my blood sugar is essential to maintaining the willpower to be 
disciplined.  When I get hungry I am tempted to get a roast beef sandwich.  I have 
learned I need to maintain focus, eat breakfast, and plan lunch, which usually 
means bringing food with me. 

     I will go so far as to write that balanced eating (maintaining blood sugar levels) 
is critical to leading a spiritual and moral life as well.  In one experiment students, 
who were given lunch, were asked a series of innocuous questions and sent on 
their way.  Another group of students was not given anything to eat and asked the 
same questions.  Both groups would pass by someone who was in need.  The 
students who stopped were the students who had eaten lunch.  The others walked 
by.  The psychologist who did this experiment suggested that the impulse of most 
students was to walk by.  The well fed students, however, had the discipline and 
willpower to override this impulse and to stop to assist.  Our brains are fed by 
blood sugars.  The well fed students had well fed brains. 

     Want to be a spiritual person - in Christ, work on maintaining balanced blood 
sugar levels!  Skip breakfast or lunch and we are at higher risk to walk on by, or to 
be generally unpleasant.  And that is not really our value system or who we are. 
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The Summer Audit (2) 
Pastor Jon, September 5, 2013 

     As I wrote previously I have had a few lapses with the eating plan.  I get 
disappointed with myself but in doing this audit I recognized that I was raised such 
that dinner meant some kind of meat, otherwise, it really was not dinner.  Even 
pizza has pepperoni.  Spaghetti has meat sauce.  Lunch last summer could easily 
be 3-4 hot dogs with dinner being pork chops, or Salisbury steak or chicken...  I bet 
in five weeks last summer I had 25 hot dogs and 10-15 pork chops never mind the 
other meats.  In the last 12 months I have had one hot dog and one pork chop.  Not 
bad. 

     I have learned to "helicopter."  Imagine a helicopter that goes straight up and 
you look at yourself and where you have come from.  One hot dog and one pork 
chop and never once spaghetti with meat sauce for a year.  

     Goals motivate me and help me stay somewhat focused.  I have achieved my 
weight loss goal - having dropped 45-50 pounds.  At times I have weighed less than 
I did in college, but the reality is I still have excess.  The eating plan has been 
essential but this is really a lifestyle change.  I do not like to use the term, diet, 
for it implies you go on the diet and then you go off the diet.  So I think of this as 
a life change and eating plan.  

     Cycling has also helped me - over 3,700 miles at the end of August and on track 
for over 6,000 by the end of December.  Best year of cycling for me - ever.  Not 
bad at age 57. 

     Cycling - for me - is a spiritual discipline.  It is an experience in stillness and a 
connection with nature.  It is reflective and enables me to maintain a semblance 
of balance.  The quiet of cycling also is the fertile ground out of which a lot of 
Sunday messages are borne. 

     Each of us is our own spiritual manager. 
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Simple Things 
Pastor Jon, September 5, 2013 

     Aside from family and cycling, one of the great moments of vacation was 
cooking.  I went to the local farm stand - of which there are about 5 - and 
purchased 3 boxes of "drops."  They call these canning tomatoes because they have 
blemishes or bruises.  I bought three boxes for $55.  Corn on-the-cob, by the way, 
goes for $4.50 a dozen compared to the $7-$8 around North Andover.  I also used 
fresh oregano and basil and chopped up 25 whole garlic bulbs and used 60 cans of 
tomato paste.  Marsha and I froze 50 plus bags of tomato sauce which we will use 
all year for crock pot soups and spaghetti. 

     No oil in this sauce.  No fat.  We plan on having at least a bag a week.  We also 
froze 80 ears of corn after we scraped the kernels off the cobs. 

     We love the fresh produce of summer - eggplant, squash, mushrooms, and 
broccoli, - we fry or steam them in a little water, add tomatoes and fresh spices 
and enjoy over rice, baked potato or pasta.  And my favorite - sliced up fresh 
tomatoes.  What blessings! 

     No trips.  No parties.  No big events.  No purchases.  Simple things can bring 
great joy. 
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Clipping In - Dicey Times in New England - and 
Spirituality 
Pastor Jon, September 8, 2013 

     We are in the dicey territory.  Sixty degrees (F) this morning.  Sounds 
delightful, except if you are on a bike, and, in effect, by cycling at 18 mph, 
creating an 18 mph wind chill.  Sixty degrees (F) is more like 45°F -50°F.  And I am 
not used to 45°F -50°F.  I have learned my body needs a bit of time to adapt.  
Forty-five degrees (F) in the late summer can be miserable.  In the early spring it 
is nirvana. 

     So experience helps – I wore two sweaters and tights for the ride into church at 
7 am.  And light gloves. I passed by two guys wearing the regular summer attire 
and wondered just how cold they were getting.  All you have to do is get cold once 
– and you abandon the idea of cycling.  I have made this mistake.  Sixty-degrees 
(F) feels fine – until you get going.  I have arrived at church on a Sunday morning 
with absolutely frozen fingers and toes. 

     I dropped some of my attire for the longer ride home after noon – it had 
warmed up. 

     On the ride back to church for a meeting at 5:00 pm – it was still warm.  But 
the ride home in the evening - two sweaters and tights.  I broke out the helmet 
headlight for the ride home as it is getting darker sooner.  Also had to find the 
rear tail-light and replace the batteries. 

     I have learned I have to prepare.  Overdress and I sweat to death.  Under-dress 
and I freeze.  

     My first year of “evening/night riding” back from church, I thought a cheapo 
handlebar light would suffice.  Thank the Lord I had cycled the road many times.  
It was riding home in the dark trying to get a sense of where the curb was!  I could 
see nothing.  Helmet lights are the way to go – I put out a few dollars for it – but it 
is akin to a single beam headlight from a car.  And being on your helmet you can 
direct it anywhere you want.  You cannot direct handlebar lights.  And the one I 
had on my handlebars that evening was super weak. Useless. 

     The first time I went out in the winter (February in 2009) – I was so woefully 
unprepared I spent the next two weeks reading everything I could find on what to 
wear.  And that was just the beginning. 

     So what does all this have to do with spirituality?  Most of us have desires to 
grow close to God, the sacred.  We seek peace, purpose, a place, home.  Freedom 
from our captivities...  A breath…  True enough, I find some of this on my bike, but 
the cycling is just a microcosm of a bigger metaphor. 

     I learn from others – I study - a lot.  So I need to constantly get humble.  My 
instincts may not be the most wisdom-filled, (like that ride home with the 
handlebar light, or the untold times I have had frozen fingers and toes.)  As far as 
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church goes, I learn from other Pastors.  (Maybe not so much when it comes to 
cycling, because I am a bit over the top... but certainly as pertains to the church) 

     I try to learn from my past.  If I always do what I have always done – nothing 
changes.  Like this morning – I decided I was wearing light gloves.  I have had cold 
fingers too many times.  In the church I feel that if I have 4 ideas or initiatives – 
MAYBE one will have legs – be a good idea for 3-4 years.  One idea may work for 1-
2 years.  Two to three ideas will go nowhere.  O.K.  Rejoice for the one with legs. 

     Above all, I try to maintain the awareness that I am different.  What may work 
for one person may not work for me, but that does not mean I cannot benefit from 
their experience.  Some people do not get hypothermia as easily as I do.  Some 
can handle the cold.  I just try to remember they are not me.  I learned this from 
a Pastor who said what works at his church will probably not work at every church.  
We are all in different situations.  I get that. 

     As I am fond of saying – we are each our own spiritual manager. 

     And take a risk.  I do that whenever I cycle in the fall, hoping I have made the 
right choices. 
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Surprised by Goodness and A-Rod 
Pastor Jon, September 11, 2013 

     A lot of attention has been given to Alex Rodriguez (A-Rod) and the other 
baseball players who are associated with performance enhancing drugs.  Many 
were suspended.  Some folks were surprised by all this.  Now I read that the NFL is 
planning to test players for human growth hormone. 

     I enjoy watching the occasional classic football game from the 1960’s and 
1970’s.  I look at the players.  I do not want to sound more arrogant than I am, but 
they remind me of me - only a little bit bigger.  The guys in these games are 
maybe 40-50 pounds heavier than I was.  They weigh maybe 260, which seems 
reasonable - they worked out more, had trainers, different genetic make-up, etc. 

     Now, I look at college players and the pros and they are all 300 pounds and 
ripped - muscles defined and huge.  Some will suggest this is not from drugs but 
from advanced training methods - as these players all get tested for drugs.  I do 
not buy that. 

     I am a cycling fan - somewhat.  At least I can list the names of 5-6 cycling 
teams.  Lance Armstrong never tested positive for drugs.  These cyclists get tested 
- randomly, all year long even when not racing.  The cyclists, like Armstrong, know 
how to beat the system.  Baseball and football players get tested just a few times 
a year and they know when the tests will be!  So as a cycling fan A-Rod was much 
ado about nothing.  Just watch an old college football game.  In my opinion, 
performance enhancing drug use is rampant. 

     The human will do anything to get ahead.  To win.  And in the case of 
professional athletes it is all about money.  Are we surprised?  All about money. 

     For a moment consider world history and our inhumanity to one another.  
Leaves me wondering if kindness, decency, and fair play are the exception.  Yet I 
know folks who cringe at the word "sin" (excessive selfishness) and hold to the idea 
that everyone is good. 

     I celebrate goodness and give thanks to God for it.  I have been on the 
receiving end of much goodness from others.  But the A-Rod situation does not 
surprise me in the least.  I suspect A-Rod is but a snowflake on the tip of that 
iceberg.  I am more surprised by decency and goodness. 
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The Lions and Hope 
Pastor Jon, September 11, 2013 

     Most folks at our church know that I am big fan of the football Detroit Lions.  I 
have been a fan since I was about 10.  And I am a loyalist.  I have been a fan for 47 
hapless years.  One season not long ago my Lions won only one game.  The next 
year they did not win any games. 

     But every August I go into the pre-season exhibition games with the unbridled 
hope that this year it will all be different.  The new players will make the 
difference.  The healed up players will turn the tide.  The new coaches will lead 
the change.  The Lions will turn it around. 

     We are wired to hope.  No matter how beaten down we may get, we are wired 
to keep hoping.  This is what the Lions have taught me through the years. 

     I might add that by mid-season I turn my attention to my favorite - Merrimack 
College hockey.  And this year I am in a fantasy football league with my wife and 
two sons. 4 team league.  So it may be awhile before I get all clued into Merrimack 
hockey.  I came in third in the fantasy football league last year.  But I studied up 
before our draft this year.  I hope to win it this year.  We are borne to hope. 
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Thankful for What? 
Pastor Jon, September 14, 2013 

     Perfunctory gratitude is fairly easy.  I am uncertain how meaningful and 
spiritual it is.  By perfunctory gratitude I mean the, "I am thankful for my family, 
house, food, etc.," approach.  I think it is real enough, I just do not know how 
spiritually meaningful it is. 

     I suggest taking gratitude to a different level of spiritual awareness, making 
gratitude more specific in a manner that demonstrates awareness of the little 
things.  I am grateful for the way in which my spouse added onions and fresh garlic 
to the spaghetti sauce.  I am grateful for the maple tree with its green, yellow and 
red leaves.  I am grateful for the changing of the seasons and cold air this morning 
which became the warm air of the afternoon.  I am grateful for the smell after the 
rain. 

     At an even different level of spiritual awareness we move beyond gratefulness 
for our sake and we become grateful for what others experience.  I am grateful for 
the joy my spouse found in speaking with a friend this evening.  I am grateful my 
friend had a chance to find balance by taking a walk.  I am grateful the person I 
spoke with this morning is so happy with their work situation.  I am so grateful we 
are not bombing Syria and are working a diplomatic path. 

     I hope you can see the development from what can be a perfunctory ritualistic 
thanksgiving - to a thanksgiving for more specific and perhaps simplistic blessings - 
to a gratefulness for that which happens far beyond us.  This movement 
necessitates we have a certain level of consciousness or spiritual awareness.  
When we maintain a thanksgiving practice, which is what we are trying to do at 
FAITH this fall, we move toward such a consciousness.  Gotta do the work. 
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Anger 
Pastor Jon, September 14, 2013 

     I purchased one newspaper while on vacation.  It just happened to have a front 
page article about the lack of civility in town meetings.  People are yelling, 
pointing fingers, cursing, pounding tables, etc.  Some blame it on what is 
happening at the national level - kind of a trickle-down effect.  But this does not 
explain why there is such a change at the national level from previous generations.  
Others look to the internet and our changing culture for an explanation.  I agree 
with this latter view. 

     There seems to be so much anger.  I do not know that we are angrier than past 
generations, but we seem to be less able and willing to reign in our anger.  The 
lack of civility in daily life is startling - from road rage to bullying in schools to the 
8-9 incidences of school shootings this year alone.  These are just signs of a larger 
issue. 

     Ultimately, anger is rooted in the ego and the self.  I want things my way on 
my terms.  And if it does not come to pass, the fuse is lit.  I buy what I want, when 
I want.  I watch what I want, when I want to.  If there is a TV problem or an 
internet problem, we just get another TV or computer.  Click, click - I turn off 
what I do not want and find what I prefer.  The customer comes first in the store 
and if I do not come first, I leave.  What is that restaurant's expression, "Have it 
your way"?  Starbucks has nailed this "I'll have the medium latte, half skim milk, 
half cream, Ecuadorian light roast, 2 pieces of ice”, etc.'  The independently 
owned creamery in Northfield (a town of 2,000 people) offers three brands of hard 
ice cream, 6 flavors of each, 40 flavors of soft ice cream and a plethora of options.  
When I was a kid, it was chocolate or vanilla and only soft serve. 

     I approach folks these days with a bit of trepidation - you never know who is 
going to be upset about what.  And in our culture, self-restraint can be minimal.  I 
am shocked at what folks post on the internet comment boards.  I can only hope 
we are more restrained when we are with one another. 

     We are working in church on the spirituality of thankfulness.  I am not so sure 
that thanksgiving really matters in our culture.  In our area I am inclined to think 
that even the day of Thanksgiving is a road race and football games.  In late 
October stores are already putting up Christmas decorations.  We almost bypass 
Thanksgiving. 

     I do know this - to live with a spirit of thanksgiving leads to kindness.  It is very 
difficult to live with thanksgiving to God and be angry.  So we are working at the 
spiritual discipline of living with thanksgiving. 

     If someone is in an angry place, this takes an effort.  At times we want to hold 
onto our anger.  To live with a deep thanksgiving to God is be transformed by 
God's Spirit.  And this is much more than a perfunctory or ritualistic "I am thankful 
for family, friends, house, etc."  It speaks to the way in which we look at all of the 
smaller moments of life. 
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Magic Numbers 
Pastor Jon, September 17, 2013 

     I have been half-heartedly following the Red Sox all summer.  But now, seeing 
they are quite good, I have become a bit more serious.  I have no problem adding 
my name to the list of fickle fans.  And this is the time of year when we hear 
about magic numbers.  As the season winds down the magic number refers to the 
number of accumulated games the Red Sox need to win and their closest 
competitor needs to lose in order for the Red Sox to win the division.  The magic 
number changes every day and for the Red Sox it is getting lower and lower. 

     That is one number. 

     The other number leaves me baffled.  Truly baffled.  I do not think many folks 
pay much attention to it, although it is infinitely more important.  And I have no 
idea what it is. 

     I clicked from the Red Sox to the news last evening.  Big mistake.  I watch the 
Red Sox to escape.  The news was all about the 13 people shot in D.C.  A lot of 
attention is being given to this.  Major coverage.  

     What intrigues me is that so much attention is given to this incident.  What 
does it take for our society to pay attention?  What is the number? 

     Every day in the USA 40-45 people are murdered.  In Chicago in 2012, 532 
people were murdered.  That is almost 2 people a day.  The incident in D.C. is 
getting a lot of attention.  How many people have to be killed for our society to sit 
up and take note?  Most of us are not aware of the number killed per day or the 
situation in Chicago.  But we know of 13 in D.C.  Just leaves me baffled. 
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Excitement over Good Things 
Pastor Jon, September 20, 2013 

     There is definitely some excitement in the air at church as we barrel forward 
to the celebration of the 50th Anniversary.  Big dinner set for North Reading.  Band 
will play, dancing, etc.  Over 280 people have signed up to attend – which is 
terrific.  

     But the work of the church goes on. That early afternoon I will be in New 
Hampshire officiating at a marriage and driving 2 hours back for the dinner.  
Marsha will be officiating at a memorial service that morning at church with a 
luncheon to follow.  And the next day we will have our first ever dialogue message 
for the two 50th Anniversary worship services.  The services will be at different 
times than the usual, so stay abreast of that.  At 10:00, between the services, we 
will have a little do for the 50th. 

     Been great to see the vast number of folks involved in planning the weekend 
and in planning our church project.  The next weekend we will gather on Saturday 
and go out to various social service agencies in the area to provide assistance.  
Then on Sunday a bunch of us will be in the Hike for Hope to raise funds for 
Lazarus House ministries in Lawrence.  

     I have been very happy to see all the people participating in the Thanksgiving 
Project.  Great to see the postings on the website.  I always learn from others.  
Maintain the stick-to-it approach!  Even if you fall off a bit - jump back in to the 
project!  And post something - it could not be easier to do. 
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We are Killing Ourselves 
Pastor Jon, September 23, 2013 

     I saw my Doctor today.  What a wake-up call.  We spent an hour talking about 
nutrition and he noted that when he was in Med School they spent maybe an hour 
on nutrition.  By changing his eating his cholesterol went from 250 to 150.  I will 
hear tomorrow what my cholesterol is.  I have lost 50 pounds since changing my 
eating patterns.  I will be featured in the Lutheran Church’s insurance publications 
in the near future. 

     Cholesterol is linked with clogged arteries.  So cholesterol build-up determines 
ED, dementia, strokes, and heart attacks.  Read The China Study and you read of 
the links between diet and cancer.  What we eat influences on genes and what 
genes get “turned on” or “turned off” – let us say – to potentially fight a disease or 
cancer.  Little research is done in this area because there is no money in it.  And 
there are entrenched interests who have a lot at stake, financially, in keeping us 
eating all the bad things (oils, meat, fats, etc.).  So our government comes out 
with food pyramids – and the people who put together the pyramids are 
representatives from the meat, poultry, and dairy industries. Dairy is simply 
“liquid meat.”  Despite all we read about chicken et al – the reality is that a high 
percentage of these calories are from ... fat.  (Think cholesterol).  We are killing 
ourselves.  

     ED – a marker for heart issues.  My doctor told me what a huge issue this is for 
the majority of men over 50, and for men in their 40s.  If one artery is getting 
clogged – they all are.  And the arteries to the penis are 2/3s the size of the 
arteries to the heart.  Same goes for women.  Sex is blood flow, artery related.  
And it has to do with what we eat.  Same with blood flow to the brain, - think - 
stokes and dementia.  I heard the story of a family in Hawaii.  The 85 year olds ate 
fruits and rice all their life.  Perfect health.  Successive generations ate meat… 
and each generation had health problems.  Until we get to the 10 year old great 
grandchild walking out of McDonald’s, obese, with diabetes.  And everyone with 
the same genes. 

     My Doctor said colonoscopies – probably not needed if you eat plant based.  It 
is the fats (from meat) that cause colon issues.  He goes back to “the way it was,” 
and notes that long ago people never ate meat because they could not refrigerate 
or store it.  The meat was slaughtered for the festival and eaten immediately.  
Otherwise, their diet was plant based. Of course, people did not live long then, 
but his point is how are we meant to eat?  In our evolution it has been plant based. 

     How did he get into this?  He lost two patients who died shortly after eating a 
huge steak dinner in one case, and the other person had just eaten a roast beef 
sandwich.  Both of them had heart issues.  And if you read the science you 
discover that after eating meat – the blood gets saturated with fat and 
cholesterol. 
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     I am no poster child for wellness.  Let me be clear on this.  But I am a huge 
advocate for plant based eating.  It has turned Marsha’s and my life around. We 
have been doing this for over a year.  I, never in a million years, thought I would 
weigh what I weigh now.  Marsha has lost 30 pounds, just through this eating plan.  
If she keeps up with the modest exercise she just started – she will lose another 
10-20 easily.  I actually weigh less than I did when I was in college playing football 
and rowing. (Full disclosure – muscle is heavier than fat and I was a whole lot 
stronger then. So, then, a lot more heavy muscle.  Now, less muscle and a lot of 
fat.) 

     A year ago the prospect of losing 20 pounds was overwhelming.  But by eating 
healthy and plant-based – weight loss has been a natural by-product of the eating 
plan.  Correct, I have not “tried” to lose weight.  In fact, because I cycle a lot – I 
eat enormous levels of calories.  To be frank, I eat, for dinner, the equivalent of 
what a typical family of four might eat.  Most “diets” leave you hungry.  I have 
never been hungry. 

     I avoid fat.  I found fat free salad dressing (quite good, no difference from the 
usual.) I use salsa or bar-be-cue sauce with potatoes. (No butter in a year) 
Potatoes have become a staple for dinner. With the skins they are a protein.  
Soups, (I make) and eat galore with rice and pasta.  All kinds of fresh vegetable 
based sauces for pasta – with a little tomato sauce added.  Beans (protein), and 
more beans.  Beans, rice, and tomatoes - delicious.  If I was not exercising I would 
throttle back on the quantities.  That will be my challenge. 

     To me it is quite unbelievable and amazing.  Weight loss without effort.  I 
suppose some may dismiss this as I cycle many, many miles.  The truth is that I 
have always exercised a lot.  In fact, this year I am cycling the same number of 
miles I did 4 years ago.  The difference is that I never lost any weight then and my 
cholesterol was sky high.  Now – the truth is I feel terrific, energy level sky high, 
cycling better at 57 than I did at 35, and I figure I will drop another 10 pounds in 
the next few months. 

     I like baggy pants.  My legs are large so I like the room.  Tight pants I just hate.  
So I like baggy.  I mean I have folks in church who - lovingly and with good nature, 
have told me to ditch the pants as they were a bit large.  The reality is I put on 
pants today that were just too baggy even for me.  Eventually, I figure I may get 
back to my old college waist size.  And that will be a moment of marital glee as 
Marsha gave all those pants away saying “You will never fit into these again.”  

     We will see.  Plant-based. 
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I Choose Now 
Pastor Jon, September 24, 2013 

     I was cycling a few months ago - an easy work-out as I was tired.  Thirty miles to 
get the miles in (I have this 6,000 mile goal for the year).  Having the goal gives me 
that little extra oomph to get on the bike when my motivation is waning.  And it does 
wane.  I need acknowledge I started with a 6,000 mile goal, got jazzed and thought I 
could do 7,000 miles.  But – my exuberance got the better of me.  I had a few rough 
months.  Basically, I cycle 2 out of 3 days.  For a few months it was every other day.  
A few weeks of every other day and I just cannot get in the miles for 7,000.  So back 
to the original 6,000 goal.  I think I can do that unless the cold gets the better of me 
in Nov/Dec. 

     On this day I cycled by the residence of someone from church and saw him in the 
yard.  This being a lolly-doll ride - I pulled up to visit for a bit.  He had just had a 
heart incident a few weeks previously.  Cannot drive as per Dr.’s orders.  We talked.  
Great guy – I enjoy visiting with him and his wife.  Doctor told him to change his diet.  
He is under orders to cut back on meats, fried foods and fats.  I thought it of interest 
he was told to "cut back" versus eliminate.  Frankly, from what I have learned – 
eliminate.  But I have also read that the Engine 2 eating plan (which is eliminate) is 
too tough for folks.  Too strict.  Well…  I disagree with that.  And if my life was on the 
line… well that would makes what was “tough” fairly “easy.”  But I am not his doctor. 

     So this is my issue.  Once you HAVE the heart issue – the Doctor says – cut back.  
Well, the damage is already done.  Kind of like having a car accident which leaves you 
with a banged up car and someone says – drive carefully from now on.  

     Isn’t that what we need to do BEFORE the heart issue and before the accident? 

     That is why I think our doctor is the cat’s meow.  He is pushing preventive health 
care and wellness versus fixing you when you are broken.  And it is why I am a big 
advocate of plant based diets, which is what our Doctor turned us onto.  See Rip 
Esselstyn’s Engine 2 Diet or Caldwell Esselstyn’s Preventing and Reversing Coronary 
Artery Disease.  Also – Dean Ornish who has written a lot about heart issues and diet.  
And Campbell’s The China Study.  By the way the tight end for the Atlanta Falcons - 
Tony Gonzalez - has a nickname among his team-mates – he is called China Study.  He 
is plant based.  I am thinking they have heard him expound on the China Study a bit.  

     Why is this such an issue for me?  Autobiographically – my father died from 
coronary artery disease.  He had a few strokes and a few heart attacks from the age 
of 45 until he died at 68. 

     Personally - be good to stick around for the family.  As an aside any health issue 
that curtails my cycling or swimming would be a major challenge. 

     Theologically – I have never taken seriously the whole issue of how we love God by 
taking care of our bodies.  I am no poster child for wellness, but I am making a bit of 
progress. 
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The Doctor Called Today... 
Pastor Jon, September 29, 2013 

     Weeks ago I sent to Lutheran Wellness Facebook website – some of my story of 
weight loss (248 pounds to 196).  I have found stories from other folks to be 
inspirational.  When I was contemplating changing my lifestyle and in the first few 
months of that change – I used to watch The Biggest Loser. 

     So if I can be a help for others – that is a good thing.  I received an official 
response.  I needed to sign a legal document. They wanted to use my stuff (as they 
so edited it) in their publications.  I sent in the waivers.  Then they wanted a 
picture. 

     That got me to thinking. 

     My story is a bit screwed up.  I have ALWAYS been an athlete.  Boston 
Marathon…  World Indoor Rowing Championships (CRASH-B SPRINTS in Boston).  I 
was top 40% at the indoor championships (people from all over the world).  Maybe 
I am a little over the top versus the population which the company insures…  
Insurance companies just want folks to get ON the machine.  

     Then I got into cycling.  This year 4,200 miles… on target for 6,000.  Age 57 – I 
am thinking that is not all that bad, but given my history probably not so 
surprising.  How easily would a sedentary person dismiss this story?  The company 
just wants them to get ON a bike – much less for that many miles. 

     The REAL hook is drugs.  Loads of people take cholesterol drugs.  That costs the 
insurance company.  And many of us just do not like taking drugs.  So I had a 
cholesterol level of 225.  New eating plan…  I went to the doctor.  The doctor 
called back - my cholesterol is now 139.  Level below 150 – you do not die from 
coronary artery disease.  That should also be good to avoid a lot of artery related 
issues. (Brain and other body parts). 

     A side bar corollary is that you exercise – with this eating plan - I dropped 50 
pounds. For the past year I have paid no attention to calories – ever.  

     I cycled what is for me... given my history of activity - what one might 
anticipate.  I watch fat like a hawk.  No oil. No meat.  No dairy.  But calories – I 
could care less.  The only time I give a thought to calories is when I am on a long 
ride and I bonk (run out of juice – speed slows from comfortable 17 mph to - it 
takes everything I can muster to go 14mph.)  Bonk.  Need sugar.  So I consume a 
nutritionally empty sugar energy gel.  I have done that.  Reminds me to go for the 
extra dinner. 

      So… the eating plan (if this is the first time you read this blog just go back…) 
PLUS… turn the pedals a bit…  My weight goes from 245 to 196.  Cholesterol from 
225 to 139.  I guess that is my story for now.  And listen – I am no poster-child for 
wellness.  I just lost a few pounds and lowered the cholesterol.  
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Clipping In: Losing It... A Ways To Go 
Pastor Jon, October 3, 2013 

     I thought I did good.  I cycled Friday morning before I left for upper state New 
Hampshire.  I did the wedding rehearsal.  I woke early Saturday and got in a ride 
before the wedding.  I drove home, went to the GREAT 50th Anniversary dinner.  
Usually I just like to be quiet on Saturday evenings (like 3 services the next 
morning…).  Sunday goes O.K. as far as what I was to do.  The Church was 
wonderful to us!  Then Marsha and I are just too tired to drive to the cabin.  So we 
left Monday for two days.  Monday – nothing on the bike.  Tuesday I push myself 
out the door to ride 12. 

    Wednesday nothing.  Thursday.  Hmm.  If I am early season I go up this hill at 
10mph, out of shape.  Mid-season – 12 mph.  Aggressive – 13 mph.  Today – 15-16 
mph.  And not so aggressive.  I was not really in a mood to be super aggressive, 
but sufficiently motivated to see how fast I could get to various landmarks.  Still, I 
sat up a few times on the way.  Very fast time out and very fast time back.  And 
on the way back - I was working but … not all that hard. 

     Great ride.  I am inclined to think – know your limits, realize the drains of life.  
Adjust. 

     Problem is this.  My ride – I do not think I even noticed the trees and the view.  
I have a ways to go to get back to life. 
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Statins and Life 
Pastor Jon, October 10, 2013 

     I have not done well when it comes to check-ups with the Doctor.  Eighteen 
months ago I started after a decade long hiatus.  The Doctor noted I had high 
cholesterol 225 and mentioned something about me taking a statin (a pill) to lower 
my cholesterol. 

     In essence, I was cholesterol clueless.  I had some vague sense that there was 
good cholesterol and bad cholesterol but I did not know much about levels and 
number counts.  I learned that 200-210 was typical for most of us.  Two hundred 
twenty-five was high.  Then I processed that my father died from coronary artery 
disease and my situation was not optimal.  I think I took security in my high level 
of physical activity.  I also have enough cognitive functioning to realize Jim Fixx, 
the big time marathon runner, died from a heart attack.  He, among others. 

     The doctor suggested I return in a few months.  He also mentioned the eating 
plan - nothing with a face, no dairy, no oils, the Engine 2 eating regimen. He was 
on this.  I was impressed.  I did not return in a few months.  But 6 months later I 
decided to go with the eating plan.  A year after that I went back to see the 
doctor.  As I have written my cholesterol dropped from 225 to 139.  Marsha's 
dropped from 190 to 136.  She lost 30 pounds, I dropped 50.  I also learned that 
even if cholesterol is 150-200 - well, 30% of the folks who have heart attacks have 
those levels. 

     Statins.  The doctor and I had a long talk a few weeks ago.  He told me statins 
work for only 30% of the people who take them.  The other 70% will still have 
heart and artery issues.  He even referenced Tim Russert and the actor from the 
Sopranos who died from heart attacks.  He said, "They had great numbers..." and 
died.  What he did not say and what I learned from a doctor in our church is that 
statins are a dirty drug (his word - "dirty").  They do a lot of other stuff to our 
bodies.  He said - "You know, we do not even know HOW they work."  

     And this was the kicker.  He said, "I tell my patients they can reduce 
cholesterol by not eating meat (and I will add - avoiding liquid meat - dairy) and 
starting to exercise.  My patients respond - I am not giving up meat." 

     I write this as someone who - according to the Body/Mass Index, used to be 
considered obese.  I think most folks would not have considered me obese simply 
because I am tall and carry the extra weight well.  I also think we are used to 
seeing people carry extra weight. 

     Humans are a tragic lot.  I marvel at all I did and do that is harmful to me.  I 
am my own worst enemy.  Jesus said - on his way to his crucifixion - "Daughters of 
Jerusalem, weep not for me, but weep for yourselves and your children..."  (Luke 
23).  How can we not so weep?  
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People ask me about this eating plan.  Truth be told, I do not miss meat... at all.  I 
miss ice cream and pizza.  Those have been my break-down issues over the past 
year.  I get stressed and I am susceptible to getting an ice cream cone (twice)... or 
pizza - maybe every third week.  The other temptation is the culture we live in.  
Those ads on TV for Applebee's or Buffalo Wild Wings - are just a temptation I do 
not need.  So I am practicing mindfulness and awareness.  

      The other issue is planning.  That is the biggest issue.  I just cannot grab a bite 
to eat someplace.  All that food is loaded with oil (and yes, olive oil is not good - 
read The China Study).  That is the challenge now - planning. 
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Fred Murolo 
Pastor Jon, October 10, 2013 

     I remember tackling Fred Murolo a number of times playing junior varsity 
football in high school.  We had to do these drills - and when I was matched up 
with Fred - seems like I always got "dinged."  Momentarily "lost it."   Fred is a 
facebook friend now and runs 100 miles endurance races.  Determined guy. 

      I remember a varsity football game and all the guys celebrating a tackle I 
made in a game.  I stopped a runner - Joe Nastri, I think, right at the line of 
scrimmage.  With my head.  My teammates were jazzed.  I was thinking I am not 
doing that again.  Dinged again.  Did not want to be dinged another time.  Bad 
game - the shoulder I hurt then (I realized something was up but I did not miss a 
play or even give it a second thought, until I was swinging a whiffle ball bat 10 
years later and crumbled in pain), has haunted me since.   

      Concussions - we called them getting "dinged."  Frontline had a show which 
kept me riveted as to the long term effects.  Brutal.  Our youngest has had a few.  
He said to me the other evening there is not a day that goes by that he does not 
worry about this.  He will not allow any potential son to play football.  

      This is what troubles me.  In our case - damage done.  I am fine.  We worry for 
our son.  He worries for himself.  But the NFL knew these dangers years ago and 
did nothing.  All about money.  Money, money, greed, greed.  It is not enough to 
make $1 billion.  It is just greed.  The owners - very wealthy people - just want 
more. When I contemplate this, it puts me in a very bad place. The wealthy 
owners had responsibilities, in my view, and they did all they could to ignore 
them.  Money and more... 

      And we, the fans, support this.  I cringe at a big football hit.  I know what that 
feels like.  Fans cheer.  Fans cheer big hits in hockey.  Fans cheer hockey fights...  
We cheer other people going through great pain.  We cheer other people suffering.  
That is the bottom-line.  Ponder this. 

      Sick, in my opinion.  But I am sick.  I cheer on my favorite Detroit Lions.  I am 
beginning to wonder about this.  Marsha said it is like the eating plan we do.  Few 
people want to deal with it.  Few people want to deal with the problems football 
creates.  We want our bacon cheeseburgers and our football.  Just contemplate 
that. 
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Seeing God 
Pastor Jon, October 15, 2013 

     Someone asked me today where do I see God in my life.  Then I received a 
questionnaire from the Bishop - where do I see God calling the Lutheran church.  
Like I was way ego engrossed because the Bishop only asked a few people to do 
this questionnaire.  (He is on some theological education panel for the national 
church).  My own personal opinion is that the older I get the more I understand 
"God" as a mystery.  Not entirely, because "God" has been revealed in Jesus.  But 
still a mystery. 

     I was at a home inspection today at a place we are thinking of buying.  Where 
do I see God?  The inspector was a wonderful man.  I see God in him.  The real 
estate agent was there, I did not gravitate to her – but she was also quite kind – I 
saw God in her.  I saw God in the leaves, in the sound of the stream.  I saw God in 
the eyes of my wife when I came home and she was there to greet me.  I see God 
all over the place.  Every day... when I look. 
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When My Morning Comes Around 
Pastor Jon, October 21, 2013 

     I was on the web and looking up the bike shop I used to frequent in the 
summer. Never was there this summer. They have rides out of the shop almost 
every evening.  The owner is an ex-pro, now in his late 60s.  I think he had a 
stroke, but I am not sure. I found out a few folks were moving down South - older 
guys.  And I found out a fellow I rode with a few years back had died.  I went 15 
miles with him and another person.  They seemed to know each other, I was the 
newcomer.  They were kind to me, went a bit slower for me. 

     I watched the memorial video for him.  He was not typical from all I can 
gather.  I could sense that when we rode.  The background for the video haunted 
me, so I looked up the music.  The song and lyrics are by Iris Dement, country 
music.  I do not necessarily gravitate to country music, but I doubt I will ever 
forget this song.  

  

"When My Morning Comes Around."  

  

When my morning comes around, no one else will be there, 

so I won't have to worry about what I am supposed to say 

And I alone will know that I climbed that great big mountain 

And that's all that will matter when my morning' comes around 

  

When my mornin' comes around, I'll look back on this valley 

at these sidewalks and alleys where I lingered for so long 

and this place where I now live will burn to ash and cinder 

like some ghost I won't remember 

when my mornin' comes around 

  

When my morning comes around, from a new cup I'll be drinking 

and for once I won't be thinking there is somethin' wrong with me 

And I will wake up and find that my faults have been forgiven 

And that's when I'll start living 

When my morning comes around. 
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Closing up the Cabin... and God 
Pastor Jon, October 21, 2013 

     We closed up the cabin in the woods today.  Nice day for it.  Marsha I drove up, 
moved the furniture off the porch, dumped the potted plants, cleaned out the 
refrigerator and the food cabinets, turned over all the pots and glasses (otherwise 
mice leave little greetings), turned off the water, opened all the faucets, dumped 
windshield washer anti-freeze into the drains...  Took a few hours.  

     I used to get depressed when we did this.  It marks the end of the season.  No 
more "getting away for a breath" at the cabin.  No more birds in the early morning, 
listening to the wind, sunsets we watched from a favorite spot in town.  

     I once harbored the illusion/delusion that we could enjoy the place for a few 
overnights in the late fall and into the winter (if there was no snow).  Just stoke 
up the wood stove, cover up the windows - I spent a few days one summer making 
plastic coverings for the doorways and windows to keep the heat centralized... 
(the place has no insulation).  I left jugs of water out...  we can do this, I thought.  
It does not have to end in October!  Ummm... no.  Even with the wood stove - 
forget it, it is simply too cold and damp.   

     One aspect of faith is that God walks with us into the new.  Not necessarily 
that God makes the old "last," but that God walks with us into the new.  I held 
onto the past.  Though the summer was over, I still held on.  But God is patient.  
God waited.  And then we went forward into winter. 
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Fall ... And the Seasons of Life 
Pastor Jon, October 21, 2013 

     Whitey Wurdeman used to say to me - eons ago - that as a Nebraska kid now 
moved to New England - he loved the New England seasons.  He was in his 70s.  I 
was in my 30s.  I thought there was wisdom in his words. I sensed something here.  
Whitey is in heaven.  Maybe 20 years ago he made that last journey....  And I 
remember those words... the New England seasons. 

     There is inevitability in these seasons.  Nothing we can do to stop them.  We 
can hope for a better... winter, spring, whatever... but there is nothing we can 
do.... but accept. 

     There is deep spirituality in this.  We learn to accept reality.  We can hope and 
even expect something different.... but ultimately we come to accept.  We 
surrender our expectations and hopes and... accept.  We are not so good at this 
concept of surrender and accept.  We want to determine and control. 

     As a culture we are out of touch with nature.  I cycle and often take "extra" 
miles in cul-de-sacs (because I am focused on the yearly goal and need to get the 
extra miles in).  What intrigues me is that I know (from the school buses) that a lot 
of kids live on some of these cul-de-sacs.  But I never see them out in the yard.  I 
do not think any of them have bikes.  Saturdays... school vacation weeks... never 
see them.  But they are there.  Indoors.  Out of touch. 

God speaks to us through nature.  

There is inevitability.  

And what is faith... Faith is that God walks with us through all of these seasons... 
whether we are indoors or outside. 
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Lutheran Spirituality 
Pastor Jon, October 24, 2013 

     I am doing something this Sunday which I have never done in my 20 year at 
FAITH.  For me the issue is always the Christ.  He is the one we follow.  What did 
he teach, how did he interact with others?  It is all about Jesus.  I have never 
spoken of "Lutheran."  But, obviously, I have a "Lutheran informed" take on Jesus.  

     So this week I have been inspired to present a perspective on Lutheran 
spirituality. What are the main themes?  I guess you have to stand back and 
observe how one's spirituality differs from other Christian and cultural 
perspectives to do this.   

     I also am cognizant of the fact that you can get ten Lutherans in a room and 
each one will have a different take on this.  That is why I am referring to this as 
"A" Lutheran spirituality.  But I think it will resonate with many - simply making 
explicit what many of us realize inherently.  Death to resurrection, the cross, the 
brokenness of humanity. 

     Hope you can be there.  
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A Sense of Humor 
Pastor Jon, October 24, 2013 

     I read that a sign of a healthy spirituality is one's ability to laugh at one's self.  I think 
it refers to your ability to take a transcendent reference point to look at your life and not 
take your "self" too seriously.  I think it also speaks to your ability to take a bit of teasing 
once in a while. 

     Anyway, anyone who knows me - or reads this blog - realizes I am a cycling nut-case.  
Someone called me "obsessed."  On first glance I was a bit miffed, but, then again, I have 
cycled 4,800 miles thus far this year... and you have to be a bit obsessed to accomplish 
that.  So I will own that.  And THEN, I was called obsessed over the eating plan I am on.  I 
have lost a ton of weight and eat no meat (most of the time)... and truth be told you have 
to be a bit obsessed to stick with this life-change.  I mean - we never go out to eat just 
because there is no place to go.  So I will own that, too. 

     But I need a little love, a little support.  I cycle alone.  This gets lonely.  I like 
solitude, but it can be lonely.  One day the wonderful Marsha buys me two cycling 
magazines.  She went to Barnes and Noble.  I used to buy a magazine now and then, but 
stopped as they were pretty thin.  Waste of money.  But THESE magazines were terrific.  
Filled with stuff, lots of stuff, and HUGE.  They were from England.  Cycling is big over 
there.  They are my support group. 

     So in a moment of weakness I purchased a subscription to one of them.  I was glancing 
through the latest copy the other evening and saw this outrageous picture of a meal - 
roasted butternut squash over a bed of lentils with broccoli on top.  Wow.  This is perfect 
with the eating plan - lentils have protein, so do broccoli and this is the season for squash.  
And this was slightly charred squash. No meat.  Perfect. 

     I showed it to the wonderful Marsha the next morning and she suggested I make it.  
Sometimes she could be a bit more wonderful.  This was not my plan.  I was hoping she 
would offer to make it. So I was on the hook. 

     She laid out all the spices I would need - all Indian spices for the lentils.  I chopped up 
the onions, added the spices, put in the water and lentils.  Only thing that was a glitch 
was 300 "grams" of lentils.  I do not operate on "grams."  But the measuring cup had the 
notches for grams so I was good. 

     I cut up the squash and put it on the pan and into the oven - 200 degrees.  All good.  
Except after 30 minutes the lentil mix is ready; the broccoli cooked; and the squash is 
looking bland.  No crispy semi-roasted covering.  Marsha came home.  I said I am having an 
issue with the squash.  Have to cook it some more.  

     She asked "What temp is it at?"  I responded - 200 degrees.  She asked - "What do the 
directions say?"  I said 200 degrees.  She went to look. 

     She said - "This is 200 degrees Celsius..."  I had to laugh with her... at me.  So I jacked 
up the heat to 400 degrees.  Worked fine.  Those blasted English magazines...  Delicious 
meal. 
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The World Series, Clipping In... and Living in Christ 
Pastor Jon, October 28, 2013 

     I am a confessional “pink hat” Red Sox fan.  I swore off the Red Sox after last 
year and the chicken and beer issue the year before.  No more fandom for me.  
But I slowly inched my way back this year until mid-summer when the bride and I 
listened to the games on the radio in the evening at the cabin in the woods. (No 
TV there… bliss.) 

     Even with all the play-off series I have not watched a whole game.  I am good 
for a few innings then I get bored, switch to doing something else (like cleaning 
the bike chain or the garage) or it is time for bed because I am not staying up that 
late to the end of the game. 

     I wrote the team off after they lost the game to the obstruction call on 
Saturday night.  They seemed snake bit and just are not able to hit the darn ball.  
St. Louis has good pitchers!  Then Sunday night and Bucholz is pitching – obviously 
hurt, and there is no way they can win now.  I went to bed after Gomes hit the 
home run.  Wow...  Just cannot write these fellows off. 

     Maybe I am too “bike centered”.  But I "clip in" to cycle a lot of miles.  Many 
times I push myself out the door - tired, not really into it, trying to convince 
myself that maybe I should take a day off.  No... I push forward.  And nine times 
out of ten, I am amazed I have “legs.”  “Legs” is a cycling expression meaning the 
legs are fired up and strong.  Sometimes it is on one of these tired days that the 
miles fly by effortlessly.  Other times I anticipate a great ride and it seems like 
every pedal turn takes enormous effort.  Like last Saturday – I had all I could do to 
ride 3-4 mph lower than my typical pace.  It took amazing effort.  After 20 miles I 
realized that one of the brakes was rubbing a wheel.  No wonder. 

     In one sense every day is an adventure.  Never really know what will transpire.  
That is what the Red Sox have come to symbolize for me.  Mystery and adventure.  
I can think I have a handle on things – they will never make it… or in cycling – I am 
just too tired…  But you never know how it will turn out. 

     We have a great tendency to want to have a handle on life.  Uncertainty fills us 
with anxiety.  We want control.  To live “in Christ” is not to do away with 
uncertainty, despite the efforts of some to suggest otherwise.  For me, living "in 
Christ" means to embrace the uncertainty and live in the mystery.  It will all be 
good win/lose, good ride/tough ride.  I am living “in Christ.”  That gives me 
confidence and perspective.  I really do not need to have a handle on things. 

     I wish everyone could maintain such a view.  What concerns me is what will 
happen if the Red Sox win the Series in Boston... Or what happens in St. Louis if 
the Cardinals win.  Last time in Boston, a young woman was shot and killed.  
Staying "in Christ" - win/lose – all is good...... and then, maybe, we would not 
have these potential riots and the damage that might ensue. 
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The Cycles of Life.... (Not about clipping in!) 
Pastor Jon, October 30, 2013 

     In my cycling journeys I usually go on main roads and then take extra miles here and 
there on side roads and cul-de-sacs.  They add variety to the ride and I enjoy seeing the 
neighborhoods.  What has amazed me is to see the homes decorated for Halloween…  
Weeks ahead of time.  In a few places whole neighborhoods are decorated.  People really 
make a big deal of Halloween.  Weeks ahead of time. 

     I do not recall such a big deal being made of Halloween when I was a kid.  Maybe my 
memory fails me, just seems like a bigger moment – or few weeks – now.  Perhaps it is 
because we seem to be a much more child-centered culture. 

     I am curious as to whether this will be done for Thanksgiving.  But Thanksgiving is not 
child oriented so I am thinking not. 

     What got me going on this is the mail today.  I like going to Costco.  All kinds of fruits 
and vegetables and less expensive prices.  I like going there.  One of my monthly “look 
forward to this,” moments.  If you read this blog – yes, obsessed with cycling (have to be 
to achieve my yearly goal!) and obsessed with the eating plan (have to be to lose the 
weight I lost and get the cholesterol down…)  And Costco.  Add Costco to the list. 

     Small pleasures, eating, cycling, Costco… maybe Detroit Lions – although last week’s 
game has a tendency to get me far more animated than I like getting.  I like to stay calm. 

     The Costco catalogue came this afternoon before we ventured out.  And it is filled 
with Christmas stuff – gift ideas, decorations, wrapping paper, et al.  Not even Halloween 
yet.  We do not do the cultural Christmas.  We usually get a tree, but late.  It takes effort 
to get it decorated, as we are busy.  Last year I had to convince the wonderful Marsha to 
GET a tree.  She was not so inclined…  Seems she really get annoyed that we can only 
decorate the top half.  The dog, good ol’ Scout, our 11 year old small black lab, loves to 
grab and eat the ornaments…  Oh well…   We do not do outside decorations – just way too 
much effort needed (although I love the homes which do this.)  

     What I do not love is that the outside decorations disappear so quickly after Christmas 
and we are inundated with darkness. I cycle at night so I notice this change.  Makes a huge 
deal to me cycling through the neighborhoods.  One week beautiful.  The next week - 
dark. 

     We do not eat the cookies and we do not make any (not on the eating plan).  We do 
not buy presents anymore.  Marsha does not need anything, I do not need anything – heck, 
we are giving stuff away, we have so much.  The kids are grown and just need money.  
Our granddaughter will get so many toys she will not know what to do with them (other 
side of the family…).  Kind of sad in a way.  I think it a better idea to hide some of these 
toys until January and February. 

     Thanksgiving IS a big deal for us – a culmination, this year, of our church focus on living 
with gratitude.  The holiday which is basically “overlooked” by our culture is the one we 
love.  Halloween and all the cultural Christmas – not so much.  Call us counter-cultural.  
When we had little ones it was different.  We also were thinner and could eat the sweets.  
Life has its cycles.  I do rejoice for our children and their joy at this time of year.  How 
can you not?  The cycles of life… 
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A Little Bit of Kindness 
Pastor Jon, November 5, 2013 

     Wow – Sunday was a struggle for me.  I went about this sermon a dozen 
different ways until I could find a comfort zone.  Got to face the facts.  In 20 years 
I have never addressed money issues in our church this directly.  Oh – indirectly, I 
have many times.  But never dead one – this direct - since my first year at the 
church.  I do not speak about the need for money unless there is an impending 
mess.  There has to be this threat of “mess.” 

     10 families have moved from our parish in the last 6-9 months.  I think it is 
economy related, as the economy improved companies started hiring, senior folks 
retired - opening up spots, etc.  We have not seen so many move so quickly – ever.  
Then our key renter – a church which used our facility Sunday afternoons – merged 
with a church in Cambridge.  No more renter.  We are out $6,000.  This leaves a 
$40,000 “hole” for 2014.  – about 10%.  We need raise that amount of “new” 
money next year just to fund the current budget. 

     So I asked folks for a bit of kindness.  Most of our expenses are staff related.  If 
I had people working for me I would want to tell them – “things are O.K. for next 
year, or things are not so good and we will have to make changes.”  I think any 
employee would want to know that kind of thing.  It is just kindness, that’s all.  
And I think any employer would want to treat the employees that way. 

     So the kindness I asked for is that everyone make a pledge.  Those pledges 
given us a handle on what next year will look like.  They give us a measure of 
clarity.  Just a measure, but much better than having to guess what contributions 
will be.  Then we can tell the staff – “we should be ok, or we may have to make 
changes.”  Kind way to treat the staff.  Kind thing for people to do – indicate what 
they will try to contribute. Given all the families moving – prudent thing for us to 
do. 

     At the same time we are welcoming many new folks.  Many, many visitors of 
late.  The folks we lost were – very, very active – Sunday school teachers, people 
who helped out in a ton of ways…  It will take us maybe 1-2 years to re-group.  We 
will re-group, but it never is easy.  And as pastor there is nothing which takes the 
wind out of my sails more than this kind of issue.  But this is truth.  So if you are a 
part of this place, make a pledge – kind thing to do.  And thanks. 
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The Squeeze and the Dreaded "d" Word 
Pastor Jon, November 12, 2013 

     This year there are fewer shopping days between Thanksgiving and Christmas.  
Retailers are concerned.  But this year most retailers are opening their stores at 6 
pm on Thanksgiving.  I recall when stores opened early the Friday after 
Thanksgiving, then midnight, then 10 pm on Thanksgiving Day.  Now it is 6pm.  In 
my mind it is just a matter of time before stores are open at 5 pm, then 2 pm on 
Thanksgiving.  Sooner or later it will be all day and I suspect folks will reason that 
they can shop Thanksgiving morning and then eat in the afternoon. 

     Halloween and Christmas seem to matter.  Towns will set aside times for 
Halloween trick or treating, less and less for Thanksgiving.  What I find interesting 
is that Thanksgiving is one of the purest spiritual moments we have.  There is 
nothing “commercial” about this day. For a Christian it is a time in our culture 
when our culture supports one of our central values – giving thanks.  And now 
Thanksgiving is getting squeezed. 

     Increasingly, it takes great intention to be a Christian and live as a Christian.  
There is less and less cultural support – whether it be stores open for Sundays or 
activities planned for Sundays. 

     For many years it has been clear to me that following the Way of Jesus is a very 
deliberate decision we make.  Unlike the past, one is no longer “born” into a 
parish.  Following Jesus is a choice.  A critical issue now becomes living with 
discipline (the dreaded “d” word) – setting limits, setting boundaries – and this in a 
society where we find it a challenge to live within our financial means (escalating 
debt levels), nutritional needs, and exercise standards - all of which are tied into 
the “d” word. 

     We are challenged to turn off our cell phones.  Challenged not to use them 
when driving.  Challenged to disengage while at the same time we are complaining 
about how busy we and the children are.  When all the other kids are going and 
going, we live with the pressure to “go, go” as well.  Very hard. 

     I have a deep respect for the people I see Sunday morning at worship… and for 
the people who make decisions to live on a spiritual path.  Takes a lot of that “d” 
word. 
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Parents, Children, Service and Thanksgiving 
Pastor Jon, November 12, 2013 

     Whenever we have a service project at church, I notice that we get lots of 
participation from children.  These children do not get to the church by 
themselves.  So I figure that it is really Mom and Dad who are supportive of their 
kids learning the importance of service to others.  Service projects are big.  
Mission trips to help the struggling – in other countries and in our own land, are 
big.  We sent a bunch of kids to New Jersey last year when the storm wreaked 
such devastation. 

     Our Synod (regional church organization) sends mission trips to Honduras each 
year.  Well supported. 

     These parents are dedicated to assisting others – whether it be in their work, or 
helping at church and other organizations.  They seek to bring up their children to 
value service.  I have shared with many people that we live in a comfortable 
community and as a result kids can think that all the world is like this.  After all, 
this is all the kids know.  Service brings to mind that most folks do not have it as 
comfortable as many of us do.  The service projects become a learning experience 
for the children… and ways in which they, and all of us, come to give thanks. 
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Publicized.... 
Pastor Jon, November 12, 2013 

     As a part of our insurance program our insurer "gives back" $500 if you 
complete various programs they provide.  Follow an exercise program for 30 days, 
you get so many points.  Keep track of your eating, you get so many points.  
Register Register on their Facebook page, you get so many points.  Enough points 
you get $500. 

     So I do the easy stuff - like register on the Facebook page, where I read some 
entries and decided I would provide some of my story - of weight loss, exercise et. 
al.  I received an email from them asking for more details and then requesting that 
I give them permission to use the story (as they deemed fit to edit and change) in 
their publications. 

They also wanted a picture. 

Here it is:   
https://myportico.porticobenefits.org/CalltoLiveWell/FaithBasedWellBeing/Welln
essVoices 

      You should see a link to your right that says Call to Live Well.  Click on that 
and you should see a link to Wellness Voices. Click on that and you will see my pix 
on your left with an article "Losing weight with an Eating Plan, A Bike and Old 
Spice." 
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Losing Weight with an Eating Plan, a Bike, and Old Spice
 

Pastor Jon Heydenreich
Andover, Massachusetts September 2013

I keep an exercise log, and my last recorded weight was in March 2012 — 245 pounds. I was 56. I think I
topped out around 250. I deluded myself into thinking I carried the weight well because I am 6’4.” But age and
surgeries were slowing me down.

I had been a fairly serious athlete — was an oarsman in college and played football, too. Rowed for 20 years
after college, and was in the Head of the Charles Regatta a number of times. But two back surgeries pushed
the brake pedal on those activities. After my first surgery, my neurosurgeon warned me: “Do not gain a pound!”
Fifteen years later, and I had gained 45 pounds.

Then along comes this 30-A-Day health emphasis from the ELCA.
I did it for the easy money. All I had to do was ramp up my exercising a bit and voila — $500. So I had my first
check-up in eons (thank you, ELCA program!). My doctor told me his story: his cholesterol had been 260, now it
was 130 — with no meds. He was on a plant-based diet, which meant nothing with a face (beef, fish, poultry,
pork), no dairy, limited processed foods in favor of whole grain bread and pasta, brown rice, no oils.

I listened politely and said to myself, “no way am I doing this.” He gave the same talk to my wife, an ELCA
pastor (we serve the same church). And he gave it to our two adult sons, one of whom got serious about it.
That pushed my wife, then I got on board. So as of September 2012, we were “all in” — although we worked
our way into it.

I was mindful that my father died from coronary artery disease at 68, and had his first heart attack at 50. So I
read The Engine 2 Diet, by Rip Esselstyn, recommended by my doctor, which was key. So was Prevent and
Reverse Heart Disease by Caldwell Esselstyn, Jr.

The Eating Plan
What do we eat? Protein, which comes from beans, lentils, spinach, and broccoli. We eat all the vegetables we
want, and I eat an unbelievable amount of pasta and rice. We make our own tomato sauce with fresh garlic,
oregano, and basil. Every Sunday in the fall and through the spring we make a crock pot stew of our tomato
sauce and whatever we feel like throwing in there (onions, lentils, corn we froze, carrots, celery, potatoes,
mushrooms, you name it). Also, my wife Marsha makes the best brownies I ever had from The Engine 2 Diet
book recipe. No (or very limited) fat in those brownies.

The Bike (and the Old Spice)
I also resolved to ramp up my cycling. In 2012, I cycled 3,400 miles and will do about 6,000 in 2013. Yes, it
takes an effort. Lots of discipline and focus. Whenever possible I cycle the five miles to my church, Faith
Lutheran, and I cycle home the long way — 20-40 miles. For me, there is perhaps no more serene moment than
when I cycle home at midnight after our five Christmas Eve services.

Cycling in every Sunday gets me relaxed (I still get nervous) and cycling home the long way helps me unwind.
Oh, and no shower in the church, so I usually smell like Old Spice, which probably reflects my age.
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Marsha started power walking with a little jogging (she is not as attuned to the athletic endeavor as I am). Our
son was a football lineman and shotputter at St. Olaf. He also has embraced the diet, although not as strictly as
we have.

The results? My wife lost 30 pounds. Our son lost 30 pounds. I’ve dropped 45 pounds — and my
cholesterol went from 225 to 139, without meds!

A Wonder-Filled Year
Now it’s one year later, and I’ve had a few breakdowns along the way — a steak and cheese sandwich, a
hamburger, chicken, or pork chops from time to time. We get pizza every other week. But we’re on this diet
85-90%.

I have learned to plan my day. Weddings are the biggest temptation, as it means I have the rehearsal dinner —
and potentially, the reception (which I avoid). Over the past year I traveled to two weddings, and they were
minefields when on my eating plan. But I learned. First wedding, I had a chili dog. Next wedding, I brought my
own beans and rice mixture. But there were other temptations I did not anticipate. Oh well!

According to the BMI index, I was once obese. Now I am normal. This new weight is below my college weight,
although truth be told, I still have “extra.” Muscle weighs more than fat, and I was much stronger then.

I could drop dead tomorrow. Get killed cycling. Who knows — there is mystery to life. But it has been a
wonder-filled year.
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Stay Salty 
Pastor Jon, November 14, 2013 

     Last Sunday I tried to "get us ready" for the weeks to come.  I figured the 
"getting ready" needs to take place now, versus the first week of December.  
Culturally, "getting ready" means getting a jump on things to do all that one 
perceives needs to be done.  I get that. 

     Today for me, however, was a microcosm for the future.  I went to two 
hospitals this evening to see folks.  They are ill.  I visited with them, prayed with 
them and gave them communion.  Very meaningful moments.  Moments filled with 
goodness and life.  Now, fast forward. 

     These moments can wait.  They can wait while I go shopping, write cards, 
decorate, do house stuff. Heck, I do not have to go fast forward!  Our house is a 
perpetual mess because we let it go.  Dog hair all over the place.  I mean we could 
vacuum daily instead of every few weeks.  I could have tended to that instead of 
going to the hospitals - which I could do tomorrow or the next day. 

     I do not get a whole lot of meaning out of a super clean (even more or less 
clean) house.  We tidy up when folks visit, mainly because we worry what they will 
think of us.  

     Raises for me the spiritual issue - where am I going to invest myself?  
Thanksgiving is upon us - frankly, I will not pray "I am thankful I have a cleaned up 
house ..."  I certainly will be thankful I had some meaningful connections with 
people. 

     Yet, we get so wrapped up with all the cultural hoopla that actually takes us 
away from what feeds our souls.  

     Jesus said, that salt that loses its saltiness is useless.  So...  I will throw in - 
"Stay salty, my friends.  Dare to be different." 
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Missing Out 
Pastor Jon, November 18, 2013 

     One of the cultural forces which affect some of us in the holiday season is that 
of "missing out."  I recognized this more fully when I learned our son would not be 
coming home for Thanksgiving.  I felt like we were missing out. 

     I will not go to the Feaster 5 road race this year in downtown Andover.  This is 
a cultural festival with 6,000 - 10,000 people, music, camaraderie, food... the 
whole deal.  I cannot run anymore but we thought of walking (or limping along at a 
slow jog!) I am missing out.  I will not go to the Thanksgiving football game, which 
we did for years even when our sons were not involved.  I will watch the TV scroll 
of game scores and I will feel that I have missed out. 

     Even watching TV.  I see ads for these meals, burgers, - food which I used to 
eat.  So many ads, so skillfully done... and with my eating plan - I am missing out.  
Rationally, I am quite aware that if I patronize these restaurants my cholesterol 
level will lift off to the stratosphere and I will be in orbit for artery issues.  But I 
see crowds of people in these ads and I feel like I am missing out.  (Too bad they 
do not have ads for healthier foods!) 

     Marketers realize this push/pull power.  They ramp up sales campaigns - only 2 
days left - or you miss out!  I am thinking this why some people line up at stores, 
even sleeping there for days to be the first in line.  Do not want to miss out!  So 
many shopping days 'til Christmas.  Get it done or you miss out!  

     When everyone gets a tablet or a new phone... good golly, I do not want to 
miss out... (even though, rationally, I do not need either.)  Reason goes out the 
window.  Emotion takes over. 

     We hear of people decorating for Christmas and I would guess the emotional 
instinct takes over - I need to do that or I will miss out. 

     Perhaps it is all a result of the "comp"arison disease - same root as 
"comp"etition. 

     Gotta unmask the demons before we can attempt to tame them.  But pay close 
attention to your conversations with folks.  To what extent do we put others in a 
place where they feel like they are missing out?  Be careful what you say...  How 
often does this happen to us? 

     I am into "shutting off the noise of culture." - or at least trying to quiet it.  I am 
trying ever so hard to stay at home, in Christ.  Simple pleasures bring me much 
joy.  I want to live there.  Less stress...  slow mind.  In Christ.  Be alert... be 
aware. 
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Incognito, Bullying et al 
Pastor Jon, November 21, 2013 

     I have followed (somewhat) this issue of bullying between Richie Incognito and 
his fellow teammate on the Miami Dolphins.  On one side there is the issue of "this 
is how it is" in the locker-room.  Incognito is seen as "one of us" by his fellows.  On 
the other hand, I read the words he used, the things he said... and along with 
many folks I have a hard time understanding that this is acceptable.  But it is all 
fine with his teammates - except one teammate. 

     I have been in locker-rooms.  Sorry, not all locker-rooms are filled with 
language even remotely close to this.  I have also lived in a ghetto where I was the 
only white person around.  I heard Black folks saying the "n" word regularly.  I also 
"get" the idea that Incognito was seen as an honorary "black" person, according to 
his fellow players.  All that makes sense to me.  I understand this.  I suspect this is 
a cultural issue.  When I was in that community I was coming from a different 
cultural background.  I never would have used that language. 

     THE issue is this - in my opinion - what does it take to treat someone with 
kindness?  Forget language, culture - all that --- just be kind.  Just be kind 
hearted.  Do not be cool.  Do not try to be funny.  Do not try to fit in.  Just be 
kind. 

     I think we will be making progress as a society when we decide that one's self-
esteem is directly related to how kind we are to others.  Good reason to have a 
relationship with God.... that matters. 
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Clipping In.... Jesus and Investments 
Pastor Jon, November 21, 2013 

     In March I set my cycling goal for the year – 6,000 miles.  Then I broke it down 
to how many miles I needed to do each month.  I am dumb about a lot of stuff.  
But I was real smart cycling in the spring, summer and fall.  Almost every ride I 
would take little detours – down side roads, extra loops here and there – just to 
get in a few extra miles.  At the time I thought – “you know when the cold comes, 
you will not feel like doing anything extra and you may not be too psyched up to 
even go out…” 

     The cold has come early.  With temps in the 30s, to cycle 40 miles is almost out 
of question.  It is pitch dark at 5 pm.  So I ride with a light.  It is cold and that 
means 30 degrees and on the bike you generate a 15-20 mph wind chill to boot.  
The other day and evening it was also windy!  Miserable.  

     Eventually, over two hours, the cold gets to you.  So I have to ride slower to 
keep from overheating.  Or I have to ride shorter.  Just a whole bunch of new 
variables. 

     This evening it was in the low 40s.  Calm air.  I was dressed right.  I am riding 
well but I am getting run down after 8 months.  And I also want to get these miles 
in now because it is not getting any warmer.  I should be at 6k by early December. 

     I am very thankful for all those extra detours I did when it was warmer.  Now I 
ride in to church – maybe 20 miles the long way.  I ride home – around 15 miles.  
That is the easiest way to manage the cold.  And I remind myself of my mantra 
from the warm days – do it while you can.  There will be a day when I look back on 
these moments longingly. 

     Jesus taught on this issue… the master gives three fellows different amounts of 
money.  The first two fellows invest theirs, the third is afraid of losing the money 
and hides it.  When the master returns he commends the first two.  They were 
invested in living.  The third is judged because he lived in fear. 

     I felt good enough this cold evening to add in a few cul-de-sacs... Push, push… 
glad I did them.  Cold or warm, I want to stay invested. 
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The Future of Eating... 
Pastor Jon, November 25, 2013 

     Faith Lutheran will welcome a lecturer in exercise physiology from a local 
college and a medical doctor to a number of presentations on health and wellness 
this December.  We begin in early December.  The program promises to be 
engaging and is appropriate for this time of the year! 

     I have learned that Dr. Vivek Murthy, President Obama's nominee for Surgeon 
General and from Boston's Brigham and Women's Hospital is a proponent of 
wellness and sickness prevention.  He spoke at a public health convention noting 
that the medical establishment is focused on illness cures versus illness 
prevention.  The issue is that there is little financial compensation for taking the 
time to speak with patients about healthy lifestyles.  There is a lot of 
compensation in trying to "fix" someone who is sick. 

     I also heard that Dr. Murthy is on a plant based eating plan.  Increasingly, I 
meet folks who have gone plant based.  They may or may not exclude oil and 
alike, but are plant based.  I will not live long enough... but I am curious as to 
whether the plant based diets will become increasingly "de rigueur," 40 or so years 
from now.  The correlations between artery disease (the leading cause of death in 
the USA) and animal protein and fat are compelling.  It is a stretch but I am 
reminded of the 1940’s and 1950’s when "everyone smoked" and smoking was just 
an accepted part of life.  Heaven forbid you take away someone's cigarettes!  And 
now - heaven forbid one suggest meat is not necessarily the best thing to eat. 

     Trust me, folks get very defensive about this whenever I note we are 90-95% 
plant based. 

     Part of the social change with smoking was related to the correlations made 
between smoking and lung cancer and other cancers.  But also contributing to this 
cultural shift was the high cost of health care for the ill.  Those "costs" prompted 
insurance companies and the States and Federal government (and now businesses) 
to throw their weight behind the anti-smoking campaigns. 

     I am just curious if there will be more momentum behind the "reduce or 
eliminate" meat idea. 
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Clipping in....as Metaphor for the Spiritual Life 
Pastor Jon, November 26, 2013 

     I planned for a typical November/December when I put together my cycling 
program for the year.  I figured maybe some cold weather but usually we do not 
have real cold temps at this time of year.  And we rarely get snow and wind.  So I 
have cruised into late November ahead of my mileage goals and figuring the weeks 
ahead would be fairly easy. 

     Now we have this Thanksgiving mess. For the first time since June I did not 
cycle into church on Sunday.  Too cold.  I did not have my snow bike ready with 
the studded tires.  I worried there might be ice on the roads.  Monday in 27 degree 
weather I mustered up my willpower and cycled in to church - not all that bad, but 
I was dressed for the moment.  The ride home was another story.  Dark, lots of 
traffic.  Cold.  The traffic was terrible.  Had some close calls.... like more than 
one in a 10 miles ride.  

     Now we get warm weather, but all this rain.... and the promise of more 
unusually cold temps. 

     This cycling can be seen as a metaphor for the spiritual life.  We can have all 
kinds of plans, hopes and aspirations....  but things do not work out as simply as 
we thought, even when we anticipate some of these issues.  It becomes easy.... 
and tempting... to quit. 

     But as with Christ - we keep our eyes on the prize.  The prize for me is the 
realization that Christ is "the way" to live.  Sometimes it is hard to be patient, to 
forgive, to continue to care, to trust...  we are called to "let go" of all that hinders 
us - because this is the "way."  Takes commitment, discipline, focus...  

     Guess I will bundle up and clip in this morning.  Probably will get caught in the 
rain on the way home.  Uggh...  
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Thanksgiving 
Pastor Jon, November 28, 2013 

     As a continuation of our TP (Thanksgiving Project) I woke up Thanksgiving Day, 
sat myself down with a few coffees and listed the 100 blessings over the past year 
which fill me with gratitude.  There is so much in my life and my family life for 
which I give thanks - but I am also so grateful for the blessings others have 
experienced.  

     I am grateful for the lives of a number of dear sisters in Christ who have gone 
on to be with our God; grateful for so many who have recovered from illness; 
grateful for what folks have done in and for our community; grateful for what 
little support I have been able to provide; grateful I could be a part of a few 
weddings and so many baptisms; grateful for the people who have such passion for 
our ministries...  One-hundred things.  

     I also found myself doing some "counter-facts."  I am grateful that we had no 
major accidents and calamities in the family, no major cycling accidents, etc.  I 
try to stay away from too much of that, but, nevertheless, it gives me a 
perspective of appreciation. 

     I pray your day is, was and continues to be, filled with your awareness of the 
many blessings we receive. 
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Taco Bell 
Pastor Jon, November 30, 2013 

     I could not help but notice the Taco Bell sub sandwich ad which is on 
television.  I have seen it numerous times on either Fox sports or ESPN.  It is an ad 
for a steak and cheese sub.  What they are trying to emphasize is that their subs 
have three times the meat as other subs.  But the key for me was when they make 
the link that this is a man's sub.  So here we go - men eat meat, it is the "macho" 
thing to do. 

     This reminded me of the Marlboro cigarette marketing scheme years ago.  
Marlboro cigarettes originated in England.  Originally, they were seen as for 
women. They were filtered cigarettes and filtered cigarettes were perceived as 
feminine, not "macho" enough.  Then an ad agency changed their approach and 
developed the Marlboro man campaign.  The Marlboro man was rugged, an 
individualist, his own person, a cowboy on a horse, John Wayne, Yul Bryner, etc.  
From a marketing perspective this was a brilliant campaign.  Marlboro was now a 
"man's" cigarette. 

     I wrote last week that I wondered about when our society would make this 
correlation - meat/fast food and artery disease. I watched "Super Size This" on 
Hulu (it is free), and was shocked.  This fellow decides to eat McDonald's everyday 
for a month.  Only food he eats.  Gains 18 pounds the first 12 days.  By the end, 
his Doctor is virtually pleading with him to stop because his blood work is 
wretched and he is in danger of liver issues. 

     Now Taco Bell is pushing - three times the meat - the "man's" sandwich.  Just 
interesting to see this.  

     Yul Bryner smoked all his life and said that he was too hooked to quit.  Most of 
his publicity photos showed him with a cigarette.  Then there was the famous ad 
he recorded before he died of lung cancer.  It aired after he was buried.  He 
begged folks not to smoke.  Of course, it was too late for him.  I get back to this 
issue of eating.  We change diets - when the damage is done.  We stop smoking 
when the damage is done.  And I write this a former smoker and one whose father 
died of coronary artery disease (and also as one who had a lapse last week and ate 
a steak and cheese sub... {not from Taco Bell}... but I was stressed and stress puts 
me is a place of weakness).  

     No life change is easy.  May we rest in God's peace and may that peace be our 
strength. 
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Christmas 
Pastor Jon, December 11, 2013 

     I love Christmas at FAITH.  Five services, bell choir, adult choir, children's 
chime choir, soloists... great music, candlelight, and for me - memories.  I think 
for everyone - Christmas is filled with memories.  Christmas captures a sense of 
time. 

     My mother-in-law lives with us - 20 years now.  Every year at Christmas this 
wonderful woman prays - in tears - "Thank you, Lord, that I am here for one more 
Christmas..."   She has had 93 Christmases.  Time.   

      I love seeing the folks at Christmas worship.  Like the fellow in his Christmas 
vest and tie... every year.  I will never forget the Christmas Eve worship when his 
Mother-in-law came to our church right from the hospital.  The young adults home 
from college (Wow! how they change!).  The kids I knew, now grown up, home to 
visit Mom and Dad with their little ones in tow.   

     I officiated at the marriage of one couple - seemingly eons ago.  I was on 
vacation and drove to Vermont.  They live there now.  Every Christmas they come 
home to see Mom and Dad.  One year - the two of them.  Then, the three of them.  
Last year, the four of them! These are wonderful moments.  My angst is that I do 
not have the time to sit down and really re-connect.  And that just reminds me...  
their world is someplace else.  This is just a brief 2 day visit and they are gone.  
Christmas for many of us is a momentary encounter.  And such is life.  

     A momentary encounter.  Please think of it that way.  It may transform the 
way we live. 

     My favorite service is the last one at 10:00.  I love the earlier services.  The 
music is terrific.  And I adore the children.  There is such energy in these services! 
But, for almost all my years here (20!) my heart is drawn to the last one.  Quiet 
and meditative.  I think it is because it is darker.  And I think it is because we 
include the confession, which is personally important to me.   

     At 11:45 - I will get into my cycling gear, turn off the lights and lock up the 
church.  I cycle in on Christmas Eve... and I cycle home.  No one is on the roads 
that late.  I am alone.  It is darker than normal because folks turn off their outside 
lights by that time.  There is - for me - an unsettling serenity to this. 

     I stop at the lake where the moonlight reflects off the ice and snow.  And I end 
at the home where the lights have been left on.  They are symbols to me.  Lights 
left on.  Christ is the light that shines in the darkness.  The lights that remind me I 
am remembered, thought of, cared for.  That, is the message of Christmas.  
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5% 
Pastor Jon, December 11, 2013 

     Clipping in and cycling this winter has been more difficult than I anticipated.  I 
had cold feet one late afternoon/evening.  Very cold.  The next morning the soles 
of my feet were still burning.  Probably some form of pre-frost-bite.  

     I cycle into the church as often as I can.  Short ride.  Then I cycle home, short 
ride.  I can regulate the mileage.  My purpose now is all about the yearly goal of 
6,000 miles.  I will get there.  I hope. 

      Friday I cycled in and then late afternoon…  I cycled home.  I cycled in at 40 
degrees.  I cycled home in the dark at 37 degrees and raining.  It is just 6 miles 
home the short way. 

All was well.  I was in Parker State Forest where there are no homes and no street 
lights.  But I have a helmet light which is the equivalent of a low beam headlight 
on a car.  I think I lost concentration or the light was just not bright enough. 

     I hit a pot hole.  10 yards after, I hear the "pffft."  Back wheel blown.  Panic set 
in for 20 seconds.  Cold, raining.  Call Marsha, get a ride, give her directions as to 
where I am.  Then calm.  I can fix this.  I wheeled the bike to a tree, turned off 
the blinking rear light to save the battery, but kept on the other red light.  Turned 
off the blinking front light.  Used the helmet light to change the inner tube. 

     This is the deal.  Dark of Parker Forest.  Raining and cold.  I am there with my 
helmet light.  Twenty cars passed by.  I was managing fine.  Changed the inner 
tube.  Then someone went by, backed up, rolled down his window and asked if I 
needed a hand.  I thanked him for his kindness and said I was O.K.  One out of 
twenty.  Five percent. 
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Steps  
Pastor Jon, December 18, 2013 

     We held the second gathering of our Faith and Fitness program last week.  We 
have not really pushed this program but we had about 8 people for the first 
meeting and last week we had about 15.  We watched a DVD entitled "Forks over 
Knives," followed by a discussion lead by one of the medical doctors in our church. 

     The DVD describes the correlations between nutrition and cancer and other 
diseases.  I was curious how this program went over and had a chance to speak 
with a few folks who were there.  The five people I spoke with have decided to go 
with a whole foods (versus processed foods), plant based eating program.  One 
person's comments - "Once I saw the relationship between animal protein - at the 
levels we eat animal-based protein, and the incidences of cancer, I said to my wife 
- 'no more meat.'  For me that just sealed the deal.  It is not even a question."   

     Two other people I spoke with have been on a plant - strong eating plan.  This 
person said to me - "We have been dabbling with this for some time, now we are 
all in." 

     A fifth person approached me on Sunday and shared he had done his grocery 
shopping for the month and did not buy any meats. 

     The DVD is available through Netflix from what I am told.  I can also get a copy 
without too much trouble.  "Forks over Knives."  Clearly, it is quite compelling.  
The medical and pharmaceutical industries do not make money when we are well.  
They make money when we are sick.  There seems to be little incentive built into 
keeping us healthy.  It has to come out of each of us. 

     I can think of few more appropriate emphasis in the Christian walk than to 
encourage folks to take care of themselves in healthy ways.  It is really a matter of 
stewardship - tending to the gift of life we have been given.  We all fall short in 
this... but, with the guidance of God's Spirit, we can take steps in the healthy 
direction. 
  



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

Setting the Cement 
Pastor Jon, December 22, 2013 

     Last winter (2013) I realized my rowing and running days were over so I became 
serious about cycling.  Whimsically, I set 6,000 miles as a year-long goal.  In time, 
I broke it down to monthly goals. 

     At the end of November I was ready to quit.  December was 18 degrees and 
windy; hypothermia; snow; slush.  The grind had taken a toll. 

     Over the year 2 falls; 5 flats.  And last week I was down a street with a FedEx 
truck ahead of me parked on the left hand side of the road.  I was turning right 
which the truck decided to do at precisely the time I was.  He did not see me 
despite the two mirrors.  I had to throw myself into the snow bank with the bike.  
First concern was that he not run over the bike. (Cyclists will get this).  I was going 
to call Marsha to pick me up.  Throw in the towel.  But this was the first ride all 
year I forgot to bring the cell phone.  I clipped in and kept going. 

     Disappointments – always disappointments.  

     A lot happens to take the wind out of our sails.  Falls, flats, tiredness, the 
grind.  But there is also the beauty of experiencing the movements of nature.  The 
tress and sunsets.  The wind at your back.  The odd serenity of cycling at night.  
Those days when the bike just floats.  The juxtaposition of warm air with the cold 
air from the melting snow.  Cycling is a spiritual exercise (for me), when despite 
the effort and the movement, I experience the stillness of God.  The paradox. 

     This morning I went over my 6,000 mile goal.  Hitting it was on my Sunday 
morning ride to church.  Frankly and in confession – I do not think of this as a big 
deal.  But when I put this in context…  I am not a young fellow anymore...... then, 
I realize just how blessed I am.  

     Cycling gives me a measure of peace.  I contemplate matters of the soul. Helps 
me live with a slow mind, so I am not as flustered.  Helps me stay grounded.  I call 
it living “in Christ.”  It is, in some sense, a foundation – a cement, out of which I 
strive to live.  We are all different. 

     Spiritually – where might your vision be to set the foundation?  I really do not 
need to go into all that – it could be something from knitting to reading to seeking 
deeper relationships with friends (vulnerability…) to quality time with family… to 
exercise… to nutrition issues…   Most of us know what to do to draw near to Christ.  
Once the foundation – the cement - is set…  Our lights will shine and we will do 
good things…  Just need to set the foundation. 
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2013 Christmas ... Afterwards 
Pastor Jon, December 26, 2013 

     Christmas Eve at Faith was a wonderful evening.  Every year I worry a bit that 
we will not have an even distribution of people between our five services.  We do 
not want to be “empty” and we do not want to be “overcrowded.”  And there is 
not much we can do about it!    

     122 people were at the 2:00 worship; between 148-157 for the services at 3:30, 
5:00 and 7:30.  80 people attended the late service at 10:00.  Total attendance 
was 656 which is more than 2012 and on par with previous years.  The late service 
has been very steady from year to year and seems to be growing a bit.  There is no 
rhyme or reason as to trends among the earlier services.  In the past we have been 
somewhat overcrowded at one of them.  I am pleased that we had such an even 
distribution this year.  We had the bell choir, children’s chimes and adult choir at 
different services.  Bill Hartzell played guitar at 10.  Our choir director, Abby – did 
a marvelous job of directing.  Pastor Marsha presided at the first three services 
and I preached at all five.  Marsha went home after the 5:30 worship as she leads 
the Christmas day worship. 

     I think our church is deceptive in that any one of our services seems relatively 
small and cozy.  I appreciate that aspect of our sanctuary.  The issue, of course, is 
that we have five such gatherings.   

       Marsha led the Christmas Day worship and she was happy to see folks for 
whom that was their Christmas worship.  There were about 30 people Christmas 
morning. 

      On a personal note, I cycled in Christmas Eve morning and had a quiet ride 
home around midnight.  A lot more cars this year than in the past.  The cars put 
me on edge because I fear some of these drivers might not have all their faculties 
about them… and no one expects to see a cyclist that late.  I have so many lights 
on the bike, however, I feel like a moving Christmas tree.  The wife has a knack of 
finding every possible light you can imagine.  I seem to wake up automatically at 
an early hour, so Christmas Day was slow and groggy. 

     We had the usual Chinese food, and opened gifts with Marsha’s mom, who lives 
with us.  Marsha presented me with another bike light!  Son from Minnesota is 
home for a few days.  I suggested to him that maybe this year we do something 
besides Chinese food.  He informed me some traditions we keep.  We watched 
what must be at least a dozen DVD episodes of NCIS.  Later this week, we go out 
to see our other son and family in western Mass.  Good week for us. 
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Resolutions and the New Year 
Pastor Jon, December 30, 2013 

     I do not know that I have ever made such a resolution at the New Year, but this year 
may be different.  I have been gearing myself up for this for a few months now.   

     At the New Year membership at exercise places skyrockets.  I suspect folks make 
resolutions to be more physically active and probably to lose weight.  These are faithful 
Christ-centered goals.  We cannot care for others if we are ill and tired.  We need tend to 
the life we have received.  In the articles I have read, people join health clubs and there 
is usually a pick-up in activity in early to mid-January; then, by February, it is "business 
back to normal." 

     Change is difficult.  But there is a psychology behind it.  

     Lifestyle changes require cognitive willpower.  I suspect our energy to do this is high 
after the holidays - many of us have had a few days off, we might be more rested and we 
may be upset with ourselves because of holiday indulgences - which gives us even more 
desire to change.  Problem is - life gets back to the usual tempo by mid-January and the 
"cup of energy" empties.  Back to pre-resolution normality. 

     The idea is that if we are going to make a lifestyle change we need to get to a point 
where the change does not take so much willpower.  The change is such a part of who we 
are it is "thoughtless."  It has become a habit - something we simply do; versus something 
that takes much energy.  It takes roughly 30 days to develop such "habits."  This is the 
primary reason why, I suspect, most resolutions do not work. 

     Accountability groups can be a major assist in making lifestyle changes.  The idea is 
that I will stick to this change because I am a part of a group and the subtle group 
pressure gives my willpower a boost.  Faith has a health and wellness group which meets 
Tuesday evenings.  I have no doubt that the group provides some element of this 
accountability issue for some people.  We give one another positive support and 
encouragement. 

     An approach which I am working on is to get away from a "darkness" mentality and to 
focus on the "light."  What I mean by this is to establish a positive goal to work toward 
versus working from a negative starting point.  Put in a different way - I want to cycle 
“xxxx” miles in the year versus "I feel fat and out of shape and want to exercise more."  
What is my vision for where I want to be - for where God calls me.  What is the light, 
versus "I am in darkness and feeling bad."   Once I establish the positive value - or 
carrot... then what are realistic benchmarks that I can set as goals along the way.  
Breaking the vision down to short term goals - for me - is critical.  The short term goals 
serve as immediate accountability measures.  They are also "doable" and once "done" 
serve as positive "feel good" reinforcements.  

      I followed these ideas all through 2012 (from about March).  I applied it to cycling and 
to weight loss, developing weekly "visions."  Oh - there were lapses and times when I fell 
short.  Those are tricky times because the sense of failure can move me to "give up."  On 
the other hand, the failures can be rich times to learn - what happened...  And, can I use 
those lessons to re-group and re-establish a new vision and goals? 

I am getting ready for January 1. 
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2014 - A Wow! Year Ahead… 
Pastor Jon, December 30, 2013 

     This could be a Wow year for us at FAITH.  Before the year begins I am anticipating we 
will have at least 11 baptisms.  This is much higher than usual.  The neat thing about 2014 
is that all these children are a part of our community.  In the past we baptize a few 
children a year who live elsewhere.  A couple was married at Faith or they grew up here – 
but they no longer live in these parts, and they return for a baptism.  All 11 of these 
families are a part of our community.  Wow. 

     Financially, we will end up 2013 in the black – which is a wonderful blessing and folks 
have shown generous support for 2014.  Wow. 

     I have been thrilled to see so many new families visiting us.  We may not be everyone’s 
cup of tea…  But I love the diversity of our place which I reference below.  I think a lot of 
folks feel at “home.”  Wow. 

     I believe we will be making a major push in the coming year.  There has been an 
emphasis in the Lutheran Church called “Doing What Matters.”  The program is a 
community involvement emphasis.  We already do a lot of that at FAITH and our service 
day in September captured that focus.  120 people went to various agencies to lend a 
hand.  We are involved, regularly, with Bread and Roses, Habitat for Humanity and My 
Brother’s Table and we have folks going to Croatia, Honduras and Zimbabwe.  So it is not 
all local.  Wow. 

     I am interested in a “Doing What Matters” program that addresses the way we care for 
ourselves – in exercise and diet.  Do what matters and keep one’s self strong, active and 
able.  It sets the foundation to help others and it is an expression of thanks to God for the 
blessing of the life we have received. 

     “Love others as you love yourself.”  That was the 2nd great commandment from Jesus.  
Self-care is a challenge... at least for me.  I exercise and have changed my eating.  But I 
have had a lot of lapses as of late and a few pounds have found their way back to their old 
resting ground.  I am no poster child for wellness. 

     Facetiously, I think we are inclined to think of caring about ourselves in terms of some 
form of self-indulgence.  “I have had a hard and stressful day – I need to tend to myself – a 
nice ice cream sundae will hit the spot.  I deserve it.”  Something along those lines.  I 
know I am inclined this way.  

     We already have a group of folks who have met a few times for learning and support.  
A great group - so grace-filled.  Folks want to help one other.  I have had 7 people say 
they are changing their eating ways.  That is major lifestyle change.  Wow. 

     I am jazzed for this new emphasis.  I am sure some will not be so jazzed.  At our place 
that is expected.  Variety is FAITH Lutheran – from our tastes in music (traditional to 
contemporary), from conservative to liberal politics…  And we get along.  Power of God’s 
Spirit.  Have to maintain perspective and love one another… and one need see people 
beneath their opinions and viewpoints...  And be in touch with one’s own foibles.  I am 
looking forward to 2014. 
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Incredulous 
Pastor Jon, January 2, 2014 

     As a sports fan I am left awestruck by the incidences of doping in professional 
sports.  I read that some estimate 80% of the baseball players do this.  I suspect an 
even higher percentage of football players.  I have read about soccer and tennis 
players, even a golfer.  THE sport which gets the most publicity for doping is 
cycling.  I firmly believe that the only reason for this is that the cycling world has 
the strictest controls, otherwise we would read about these other sports much 
more often.  Cyclists are tested all year – and they are not necessarily forewarned.  
In other professional sports the athletes are usually told when they will be tested 
and as a result they can prepare. 

     Doping does not surprise me.  It is about the money.  And most professional 
athletes have very short careers – just a few years on average.  We hear about the 
long careers but they are very much the exception – at the far end of the bell 
curve. 

     What leaves me incredulous is the report of a masters athlete – an amateur – in 
North Carolina who just admitted to doping.  He used testosterone, amphetamines 
and EPO, a blood doping product.  He is an amateur and a cyclist.  No money at 
stake.  And he is 62.  62, for Pete’s Sake!  I guess it is winning at all costs.  One 
has to have an awful lot of one’s identity and ego at stake in winning.  And who 
else cares?  Sad.  But it is all about where we find our center and our sense of self, 
the storyline of our life. 
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Waiting... 
Pastor Jon, January 8, 2014 

     I woke up at 3:30 am, ready to hit the shovel for the 5th time of the storm.  We 
had two feet.  Blessedly, our younger son came home for the holidays and he 
wanted to stay around for his Mom’s operation - to see if he could help.  He stayed 
up all that night and finished off the shoveling at 2 am while we slept.  I felt guilty 
about this later when I read an article that read staying up all night is bad for your 
brain.  He has had a few concussions.  The guilt of parenting.  When I awoke at 
3:30 we were all clear.  Still white out conditions, but we could get out.  I was 
thankful for him. 

     We gave ourselves 2 hours to drive what would normally take 45 minutes.  With 
the wind, the darkness, the 0 degree temps and the continued snow, we figured it 
would be less than an ideal ride.  Issue was the windshield wipers as everything 
froze that hit the glass.  So you adjust your height in the seat to see through the 
clearer areas.  Of course, we arrived before the nurses, - before anyone really. 

       I sat with Marsha in the waiting area and then in the pre-op room…  When 
they took her away, I sat in the family room.  I watched the screen which shows 
whether she was in the operation, done with the operation, in the recovery room, 
about to leave the recovery room – etc.  Too much information.  Waiting.  When I 
saw her in recovery – she was a lot not herself.  In a few hours she came to her 
senses a bit more.  Even then she was kind of loopy, certainly weak.  

     Days later all is well, more or less.  A few stumbles along the way, but all is 
well. 

     Sometimes I wonder what I am waiting for.  To get back to normal… and what 
might that be?   There will always be another moment. 

       I do not have any neat packaged up answers.  Just something I wonder about.  
Waiting for what.  Sometimes, you live in that place.  No easy answers.  A lot of 
wondering over the mystery of this life and the mystery of God. 
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Watch What You Say 
Pastor Jon, January 13, 2014 

     We had a newcomers’ dinner at FAITH on Sunday evening.  Nice gathering with 
about 30 people.  What I appreciated was the way in which we broke everyone to 
smaller tables for dinner.  I had to cut off conversations to gather everyone 
together at the end.  I try to seat people with folks I am guessing they might have 
something in common with.  To see such animated conversations was meaningful.   

     I sat with an older couple who have been at our place a few times. I did not 
know them as I have not had a chance to visit.  He asked me about my bikes, 
cycling in the winter et al.  And he shared with me his spiritual discipline.  He is a 
runner.  3 miles every morning – and that means in the dark when it is winter.  
Even in the really cold temps he gets out there for his three miles.  His worry is 
the black ice that early in the day. 

     I was fascinated by this.  His body has not broken down which amazes me.  But 
he noted he has throttled back his efforts from longer miles. 

     What struck me, however, is that – I am guessing - he is over 65.  Still churning 
out the daily miles.  He reminded me of the fellow at our church council meeting 
who plays in an older person’s hockey league a few evenings a week.  Almost got 
into a fight!  He is in his 40s and still going at it (he backed off the fight…) I know 
a Mom in our church who is in a woman’s hockey league.  Then there is the fellow 
(again in his 40s) who runs 10-30 miles at a time and posts on Facebook.  And the 
retired couple in their 70s who just spent three days skiing.  

     When I hear of these folks – I am inspired.  Watch what you say…  Your story, 
however innocuous it may seem, may get the fires going in someone else’s life.  
You may give them hope.  And hope, with a pinch of faith, can change someone’s 
life. 
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The Trifecta 
Pastor Jon, January 13, 2014 

     I approached 2014 with all the right stuff.  I knew I was tired of cycling so I 
recognized it would take an effort to get going in the New Year.  I knew it would 
be cold.  I knew Marsha was having surgery in early 2014. 

     Knowing does not mean overcoming. 

     The trifecta kept me off the bike for almost two weeks.  Tooooo cold.  O 
degrees and windy was too much, with waning motivation.  (I do know people 
cycle in those temps, however.)  I also never anticipated that level of cold. 

     Marsha’s surgery was an emotional drain to boot, even though it all went well.  
It was a great excuse.  And I was probably more affected by it than I was aware.   

     And I should have realized that once I ended up cycling more than I had 
planned at the end of 2013, that getting it going in 2014 would be rough.  I did not 
take enough down time. 

     Failure can move me to quit.  I almost completely fell off the eating plan.  
Worst week I have had in 18 months.  Just many breakdowns – French fries twice, 
sub sandwiches twice, key lime pie a few times....  So I get to a turning point.  
The “lapse” is either a learning moment – what can I take from this...  Or it 
defeats me.  Some folks spoke with me Sunday and that gave me some boost.  
Being around folks who are encouraging really helps. 

     I have to revisit expectations and goals – and that is humbling as I face my 
limitations.  And I need to recognize the joy of fulfilling the goals, even though 
they may be diminished.  Life is much fuller when I am on the path.   

     I preached Sunday on the words Jesus heard when he was baptized – “You are 
my beloved Son, with you I am well pleased.”  I can either listen to the words “I 
messed up, I am a failure, I am falling back to my old ways...”  My ‘selfie,’ if you 
will.  Or I hear the words I am God’s child with God’s spirit and I can be on a path 
that will be filled with blessing.  Just have to get my focus re-set.  I started 
crawling out of the bushes and onto the road yesterday. 
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Fred.... Rest in Peace 
Pastor Jon, January 13, 2014 

      We came to Faith Lutheran 20 years ago.  Folks were very kind to us then, as 
they are now.  But back then, I remember Fred as being a kind fellow.  Fun to be 
with, good sense of humor, did a lot of activities with the youth.  We did a canoe 
trip, as I recall.  He was an active fellow, an outdoorsy kind of guy. 

     Family life proved to be painful.  In time they all moved away and I have not 
heard from Fred in 18 years.  I saw his ex a few years back.  We will never hear 
from Fred again. 

     I just learned Fred ended up in Florida.  I think re-married.  He was competing 
in a short triathlon in Florida.  He never made the swim portion – a few hundred 
yards.  They pulled him out of the water and sent him to the hospital, but it was 
too late.  Heart attack.  Fred was my age. 

      Doing a triathlon, Fred had to be in decent shape.  One does not simply hop 
from the couch into a swim, cycle, run.  I am reminded that exercise is not a 
screen of protection from underlying artery disease. I should write from the outset 
I have no idea what caused Fred's heart issues.   

        Jim Fixx, the runner who was the guru of runners in the 1980s, died from a 
heart attack at 52.  They found him at the side of the road in Vermont with 
arteries that were 80 to 95% clogged.  Fixx had stopped smoking at 32 and lost 60 
pounds in a year or two.  Started running.  I guess 20 years of running was not 
enough.  Evidently, from what I have researched, he did not watch his “intake” 
and ate a lot of high fat foods.  His family also had a history.  

      Fred, Jim… exercise may help the cause, but it is not a protective screen.  I 
need remember that. 

     We change for many, many reasons.  Simplifying – it is often faith or fear.  
Faith in taking care of this gift we have been given.  Faith to improve quality of 
life.  Or, fear of death.  Whatever works… 
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Clipping In....... The Last Shall Be First 
Pastor Jon, January 15, 2014 

     When I rowed I used to "race to row."  I would enter a fall race, such as the 
Head of the Connecticut or Head of the Charles, and train all summer in 
anticipation of the big day.  The "race" was the carrot and motivator.  Once the 
race was done, my "season" was done. 

     Cycling is a different story.  There are many events you can enter - usually 100 
mile charity rides.  Many of them require you to raise thousands of dollars to 
enter, or they have fairly high registration fees.  I get persnickety about this - I 
figure if I want to ride 100 miles I will do that on my own terms.  I fear group rides 
as people draft one another or they get real chatty and do not focus on where they 
are going.  In other words, accidents happen. 

     However, I just discovered something right up my alley - the Northeast 
Mountain Cycling series BUMPS (Bike Up the Mountain Points Series).  Ten 
mountain races at Wachusett, Greylock, Okemo, Ascutney etc.  You do not have to 
do all the races - just 5.  Most of these rides are in the 2-4 hour range.  And a lot 
of them have categories for the Clydesdales, (heavy folks, and I qualify despite my 
weight loss).  Unbelievable.  Almost all the races are on Saturdays and they are 
spaced out from May to October.  

     I will not bother with the Mt. Washington races - they are very popular and 
expensive to enter.  But there are 8 others! 

     So I have my "carrot" to keep me pedaling all summer.  I also have incentive to 
drop a few more pounds as the lighter you are the easier it is to go uphill.  I am 
hopeful I can simply finish these mountains.  Coming in last will be a wonderful 
blessing. 

     As with many things in life, the issue is showing up at the starting line and 
squeezing this gift of life for all of the blessings it holds.  We have all received 
gifts - up to us to open them up. 
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Clipping In.... and The Bride 
Pastor Jon, January 23, 2014 

     Late in the evening, when I am settling in, I research the mountain climbs I am 
planning for this spring through fall.  This is the Bike Up A Mountain Points Series 
(BUMPS).  I do this most every evening as the internet material from those who 
have done these mountains serves as a “support” group for me.  Keeps me jazzed.  
I also need do this when the bride is out of the room.  If she suspects these 
mountains (Okemo, Ascutney, Burke, Washington) are too much (I told her they 
are minor hills) – it could cause an emotional drain.  And I need that emotional 
energy to stick to this. 

     She gets concerned.  I am doing too much, I am overdoing, why don’t I just ride 
to church and let it go at that? 

     She has seen me in a cast for 8 weeks from a terrible sprained ankle from 
basketball… (“You will not play basketball anymore.”)  She has seen me shaking 
and ill from hypothermia from winter running and cycling (“Maybe you should not 
go out in the cold…”). 

     She rushed me to the hospital after I had a little dehydration problem from the 
Boston Marathon – wicked hot that year.  Begged her to run a red light to get me 
to the emergency room.  I was feeling a 'little' ill.  Staying overnight in the hospital 
with the Doctor carrying on about some electrical abnormality in my heart did not 
help the situation.  It was nothing… but just the same. (“You will not run any 
marathons again!”). 

     Those two back surgeries....  (“Don’t lift that… let it go… we need to get the 
driveway plowed this year – you should not shovel.  I am not helping you!… and I 
am not taking you to the hospital if you collapse…)  I tell her, I will manage.  The 
shoveling argument – every winter, as regular as the sun rising in the morning.  
Now the argument is reduced to getting a snowblower.  I secretly use the ladder to 
rake the snow off the roof.  (How’d the snow get off the roof?”)  Me:  heavy winds, 
I guess. 

     So I am getting myself psyched for the next months.  I need lose another 10-15 
pounds.  Losing weight is critical if I am going to get up these mountains.  I need 
get different gears on the bike.  The standard gears I have now are too tough.  I 
would never make it.  And then – maybe some new wheels.  I have many, many 
thousands of miles on my current wheels so a new set would be sweet – they will 
stay ‘true’ and be lighter.   

     I think I will say little to the bride.  I have learned - never, ever complain.  
Never say anything about any kind of soreness.  Just be quiet.  If I have a limp – 
have to be very careful to move only when her back is turned.  It is all about 
keeping the peace.   
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      I will eat less.  She will wonder why.  I’ll just say – not hungry.  She will see 
me getting thinner and encourage me to eat more.  Probably want me to see the 
doctor.  I will just say – I feel good.   

     Cycling is a spiritual moment for me.  Centers me.  Like a prayer.  But a prayer 
with my whole body, mind and spirit.  Marsha, the bride, is actually an 
unbelievable support.  The slight moments of grief she gives me come out of love 
and concern.  Cherish the folks that have love and concern.  I do.  But it is never 
quite as simple as "clipping in." 
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The Cold.... 20 Steps and a Parable. 
Pastor Jon, January 28, 2014 

     The newspaper reporter called the church and wanted to speak with the 
Pastor.  Needless to say, I was taken aback when I heard she was to write an 
article about my cycling.  From her questions I think her angle is winter cycling.  I 
really do not think of it as a big deal, but she did.  

     These last weeks have been fairly brutal with the cold.  I recall we had temps 
in the upper 20s and I thought it rather balmy after having been out in the single 
digits.  I laugh now when I recall the transition from summer to fall and I thought 
it was chilly when we dropped to the 40s and 50s.  Oh... how I long for those days! 

     I try to put a positive spin on this.  When you cycle in the single digits and it is 
windy - it cannot get much worse, so any temps higher than those seem like a 
blessing.  The reporter seemed a bit incredulous, but if you dress right and take 
the right precautions, it is doable.  I do not go long distances - 20 miles max.  I 
will remember these days when I race the mountains this summer. 

     The hardest part of winter cycling, in my view, is the 20 steps.  That is how far 
it is from the kitchen to the garage.  If I can make those 20 steps, all will be well.  
As with many things in life, the mental challenge is the toughest part.   

     I gave a look at the participants in the Mount Washington hill-climb from 2013.  
A lot of 30, 40 and 50 year olds.  Not many people in their 60s.  In fact, there was 
a dramatic drop off.  I can see that it becomes too much of a climb as you get 
older.  For that matter, I am not sure I can do it even now. 

     The exciting news for me is that they have a Clydesdale division (over 190 
pounds).  I qualify for this and I might be able to win it....  for my age group.  The 
caveat is that last year, at least, there were no Clydesdales in their upper 50s. 

     I was reminded of the parable of the talents.  The master gave money to three 
servants.  Two servants did something with the gift and they were commended.  
The third servant was afraid and hid his money.  He was dismissed by the master 
when he was asked to give account.  Fear controlled him. Fear.  I remember that 
parable whenever those 20 steps seem like too much.  Have to open those gifts 
when I can - cold or not.  
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The Bruins, Lili Marlene.... Finding Peace 
Pastor Jon, January 29, 2014 

     We were invited to the Bruins game last evening.  A surreal experience.  The 
players play, the sell-out crowd is quiet.  There are no announcers as you hear on 
TV, and the music blares over the loudspeaker system.  You cannot hear the 
person next to you.  The music is a false noise. 

     At times I thought the players were in a scrimmage. Good efforts but not the 
same level as the play-offs.  This morning I read the opposing coach thought that 
his guys really did not come to play.  No doubt the Bruins geared their game 
accordingly. 

     From my little perch I was amazed at the money that is spent at these games.  
Major lines for the restrooms, too.  Then I put two and two together – it is all the 
beer that is consumed – at $8.50 a cup.  There is a limit – 2 beers per purchase.  I 
saw a lot of people with their hands full.  Seventeen dollars.  I am not against 
beer.  I am not a teetotaler.  But I am aghast at the price.  Water for $4.50.  A 
sandwich for $16. 

     The fellas sitting behind us wanted to see a fight.  “How come we have not 
seen a fight?”  They used a lot of language.  I really do not understand the appeal 
of the fights.  I think it must speak to some angry part of our selves – some 
vicarious thrill we get.  Sometimes I guess it is so hard to find a place of inner 
peace where the sadness or the anger or the rage subsides. 

     I offer the link below.  Very moving for me. 

http://www.onbeing.org/blog/grieving-the-space-between-us-video/6107 
  

http://www.onbeing.org/blog/grieving-the-space-between-us-video/6107
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Disengaged 
Pastor Jon, January 30, 2014 

     We live in a connected culture.  I suspect many of us feel "naked" if we go 
somewhere without our cellphones.  Makes me wonder how we managed 20 years 
ago.  But we did, and quite well.  We check these devices incessantly.  Facebook 
was criticized because its application for mobile phones was lacking for a time.  
We are always connected. 

     We have our rituals each day checking various websites we have "favorited."  It 
is the liturgy of our day.  I have spoken to folks who indicate they check for email 
2-3 times an hour.   

     And if it is not the phone that is engaging us, it is the television.  Watch TV and 
check the phone.  Constant stimulation.  Even when we drive, the Garmin "speaks" 
to us.  And, as I have preached about, we do not just drive.  We drive and eat, on 
the phone, with the radio in the background and the Garmin telling us when to 
turn. The whole concern for texting and driving is just the tip of the iceberg.  In 
gyms folks have the TVs on or the music is blaring - unless they have earphones. 

     I have heard our days described as the ADD times - attention - distracted, 
diverted.  Quiet becomes uncomfortable.  ADD is the "new normal."    

     The reporter asked me why I cycle in the winter.  I thought for a bit.  It is a 
paradox of sorts that cycling is an experience of stillness.  All that movement yet 
stillness.  One aspect of this is that I am disengaged.  My attention is usually 
completely focused on what I am doing, the road, the pedals, what I am feeling 
within.  No distractions.  No phone.  No one speaking.  No background music.  No 
TV.  Unhooked.  Disengaged.  Stillness. 

     What I cherish as refreshing, others find disconcerting.  I see more and more 
cyclists wearing earphones listening to music.  Aside from being dangerous as you 
cannot hear cars or trucks, I think it sad.  It is almost as if we cannot "be" by 
ourselves.  

     I hope you can find a place of stillness.  And I hope it refreshes your spirit. 
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Wedding Rings 
Pastor Jon, January 31, 2014 

     Evidently, 20% of the married couples in the UK do not always wear their 
wedding rings.  Some think it helps them in business deals not to have a ring on.  
Go figure.  Others feel that wearing the ring limits their ability to flirt.  (Duh… you 
think?)  Others take it off because they are mad with their spouse.  

      I was fascinated with this since I took off my wedding ring after about 2 
months and have not worn it in 30 plus years.  (What a fight that was… Still 
mad...)   No – seriously, I started rowing the fall we were married.  You have one 
oar in each hand.  Any oarsperson will tell you that at the beginning of the season 
your hands get really blistered.  Nothing works to stop this.  Just a yearly right-of-
passage.  They scab up and after a few weeks they get hardened and for the rest 
of the season you are okay. 

     I am rowing along and the ring is pressed between my finger and the oar.  I 
realized this was no good.  That left me filled with fear I would drop it into the 
river if I removed it.  Then my mind took off – if I leave it in the boat after I take it 
off, and if I flip the boat…  Anyway, major stressor while doing something which 
was peaceful.  And the idea of taking it off every time I rowed – how many times 
would I forget where I put it down…  Like the car keys, the wallet. 

     That fall I went swimming.  I still remember the Wachusett Community College 
pool, doing laps.  I could feel the ring slipping ever so slightly on my finger with 
each stroke.  So my mind took off again, the thing will slip off and drop to the 
bottom of the pool in the deep end...  

   That was the deal breaker.  No more ring.  Too many headaches.  Gain weight 
the thing gets tight.  Lose weight, it gets loose.  Too many issues. 

     Seems to me marriage is more than a ring anyway. 

     Sometimes we put more emphasis on the symbol than on the reality.  Happens 
in church when folks get jiggy over some change in the sanctuary – the baptismal 
font, altar clothes, lectern, flag, cross.  These are very powerful symbols with 
profound meaning for many people.  I am something of a mystic.  I look for God 
everywhere. The symbols are not quite as important to me as they might be for 
others.  I realize they are extraordinarily meaningful for many.  Kind of like that 
ring.  We are all different aren’t we? 
  



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

Almost Viral 
Pastor Jon, January 31, 2014 

     Months ago I went to the ELCA Facebook "wellness" site.  I read some 
interesting stuff on exercise, diet, stress management...  Then I thought - maybe 
this is not just about what I am getting out of it... maybe I can contribute.  So I 
posted a short note - 40 words - relaying my eating plan, exercise routine and 
resulting weight loss.  They took it off the site.  The administrator must have done 
this.  I was bewildered.  I figured they thought I was too "out there."  No food with 
a face, no dairy, primarily plant-based.   

     Then I received an email - the Mayo Clinic people who run the Lutheran health 
insurance program wanted me to write up a few paragraphs - and they retained 
the right to edit whatever I wrote.  I had to sign waivers.  I obliged. 

     Next thing I know I am one of their featured "Wellness Examples/Voices" on the 
Mayo Clinic website.  You have to click around to find it.  A few months later we 
get the monthly 4 page "Wellness" pamphlet from the Mayo clinic, sent to the 
12,000 people who are in the Lutheran health plan.  There I am - front page. 

     That was the same day I get a call from the local paper which wants to run 
some kind of story on my cycling to work in the winter.  

     I mean, I just ride my bike and eat a little different.  I do not consider this 
anything unusual. 

     But good news stories inspire us.  The stories I have read and the people who 
are encouraging are real important to me.  We yearn for hope.  I guess my year 
shows that with a little bit of faith...  a dollop of desire and will... one can cook 
up some decent results.  I just hope others will be inspired as so many have 
inspired me. 
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Sehnsucht 
Pastor Jon, February 1, 2014 

   I am not a Facebook oriented soul.  Something about it disturbs me.  Today I 
made my first ever posting of something.  I was just so compelled I decided to do 
that.  First time in two years.  Same thing I posted in this blog under the heading 
Lili Marlene.  Just so powerful to me.  

     I am reminded of the German expression I learned in high school.  I am going 
back 30 years, so I may not have it quite right.  But how much stuff do we 
remember from 40 years ago...  This, I remember, so it struck a chord in my being, 
even as a young soul. 

     Sehnsucht – the longing for something we cannot have, that is beyond our 
reach, that is lost.  The emptiness we have.  There is no English expression for 
this.  We called it emptiness.  The Germans have it right – it is a longing, a 
searching, a desire. 

      The Lili Marlene posting and – the link – capture this.  I find the singing of 
Katie Holley to be completely, achingly, haunting.  The way in which she sings - 
she points to this yearning.   

     Look – I cycle - cycling in the dark tonight – in the woods, with just the light.  
No cars.  The light and the darkness.  Searching for God knows what… waiting for 
God knows what. 

     The story Jack tells – what a lovely moment.  The desire for correctedness.  We 
may be different, but we ain’t all that different.  He took a risk... And he 
experienced a foretaste – of what most of us yearn for.  I post the link again 
because I think it so essential to the spiritual life.  And the truth is – I do think this 
is what Jesus was all about.  To be quite frank, I think this is what most of us are 
about.  Gotta dig through the anger, jealousies, and competiveness, all that...  
This is what you find.  The yearning. 

http://www.onbeing.org/blog/grieving-the-space-between-us-video/6107 
  

http://www.onbeing.org/blog/grieving-the-space-between-us-video/6107
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Clipping in....on the Edge 
Pastor Jon, February 3, 2014 

    I am not certain what transpired.  I am thinking perhaps my ego has gotten the 
better of me.  Friday afternoon a photographer stopped by the church to take a 
picture of me riding my bike.  I think they are going to write a human interest type 
story on my winter cycling.  For me winter cycling is not a big deal.  The writer 
thought it was.  Ok. 

      But Friday night I set the alarm to get up by 7:30 am Saturday morning. I never 
sleep beyond that time anyway, but I set the alarm in case.  

    Saturday I entered the Mount Washington Hillclimb bike race scheduled for 
August. Registration started at 8 am.  And I read they max out by 8:10.  The entry 
fee is steep.  A few weeks ago I had no intention of doing this.  But something 
came over me.  I thought about doing this as a long term goal – like in 2015.  But I 
will not be any younger then.   

      I have been trying to see what gradients mean.  Washington is listed at 12%. It 
is reported to be the most difficult mountain climb in North America.  I have tried 
to compare it to mountains I do in western Mass.  Completely frustrating to get an 
accurate read on gradients.  YouTube has videos of the climb and they did not fill 
me with an overwhelming level of fear.  

     If you are a cyclist you know that 1-3% changes in gradients are major.  I suffer 
at one level, I relax at the other.  Some places in Western Mass. are 28%!  I did 
that hill once… wrecked my hamstring, had to do switchbacks (going side to side 
on the hill) to make it.  I was heavier then.  In the future I need drop a few 
pounds.  Will not make it at Mount Washington otherwise. 

I have set some goals. 

1.  Get to the starting line 

2.  Get to the finish line 

3.  Get to the finish line without stopping 

4.  Be other than last 

5.  Be other than last in my age (50-59) group for clydesdales (weight 190+)  

6.  Be other than last for my age group overall (50-59) 

 All else is whip cream. 

     Frankly, getting to the finish line without stopping will be a cause for huge 
tears.  But it is not about then.  Now is when the course is set. 

     Having this vision also has meant I have taken with great seriousness the other 
mountain climbs in the BUMP series (Bike Up A Mountain Point Series).  A number 
of those will serve as training runs. 
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     I already have taken the bike to the shop.  I will ride my ultra-stiff carbon bike 
for this as it translates all your power right into the wheels.  With a little internet 
research I learned I could change the rear cassette to larger gears (easier to 
pedal).  I have a triple chainwheel on the front already.  I will only use the small 
front chainwheel (easiest).  The rear cassette will have three gears which are the 
same size and larger than the front chainwheel.  Right now, the rear gears are all 
much smaller than the small front chainwheel.  The change means I can spin the 
pedals at a faster rate and that is easier on the knees and legs. 

     A couple of things influenced me on this – a fellow’s  YouTube video in which 
he casually says at the end of the Washington  climb that he could have been 10 
minutes faster if he had different gears and an internet blogger who swears by 
having easier gears and using the resultant  leverage.  I figure better to have a 
wicked easy gear you do not use than to want an easier gear and not have one.  
This also has meant getting a new chain and a different rear derailleur.  With this 
set up the bike is pretty limited for regular cycling, but I have another bike for 
that, which is a sweet ride.  Getting the bike set is the easy part.   

      I have seen those bumper stickers “This car climbed Mount Washington.”  
Maybe I can get one for my bike if I make it. 
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The Dog 
Pastor Jon, February 7, 2014 

     For the first two years we figured we bought a defective dog.  She never 
barked.  Never.  Then something happened.  I am not certain what transpired.  
Post person delivers mail – she goes nuts.  UPS – she is a terror.  A visitor, I mean I 
cannot open the door.  She is a wild dog.  (Once you enter the house she rolls 
over, but she will put the fear of a pitbull in you until then.) 

     Take her up to the cabin where she spends the day on the porch – one of two 
cars a day goes by the place and her hair stands on edge and you would think we 
are being invaded by evildoers.  Raccoon anywhere near the place, skunk, - look 
out.  She is a beast on rampage.  This led to some issues with our neighbor as the 
blessed dog was protecting us from evildoers at 2 am.  Umm… neighbor not too 
thrilled. 

     Then this condition progresses.  Marsha and I hug in the kitchen… dog goes nuts 
barking.  We kiss in the kitchen – dog is barking so much she is giving herself a 
heart attack.  

     As for Marsha and me – might as well have 4 middle school kids around all day.  
Puts a damper on things.  “I would love to kiss you, but the dog is here.”  This is 
the last thing we need as AARP people.  Very difficult to set the table for dinner 
and dessert. 

     We love our dog.  She barks when it is time to feed her.  She sleeps downstairs 
and she barks at the bottom of the steps if she senses we are awake.  I have 
learned to be very, very quiet upon waking, otherwise when I get dressed, she is 
going nuts.  

     When I take the garbage out.  She is calm.  When I come back from this 5 
minute sojourn, she is there at the door, tail wagging, ready to greet me.  I come 
back from cycling – she is there at the door, tail wagging, ready to greet me.  I 
come back from being out at church or from seeing someone – she is there, tail 
wagging, to greet me.  If, by chance, I arrive home and she is sleeping; once I 
come in, she gallops up out of her sleep and she is there, tail wagging, to greet 
me.  If I am away for more than a day – she actually moans upon seeing me. 

      I could be in the most ill, wretched mood possible.  She does not care… just 
tail wagging, happy to see me.  Sometimes she is over the top.  Sometimes a pain.  
Sometimes I wish I was as graceful as my dog.  Scout.  
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A Word on Happiness and Serenity 
Pastor Jon, February 10, 2014 

     I came across an interesting article which writes of the ways in which some well 
known executives begin their day to maintain happiness and equanimity.  Every one of 
them meditates or does some form of yoga.  Most meditate.  I found it of interest that 
the Cisco executive has a digital free day. 

     Meditation is a way to slow the mind, let go of other concerns and - for a Christian 
– to center one’s self on God’s presence.  Medical folks have done scientific studies 
which indicate that during meditation - blood pressure, breathing rate, muscle 
tension, anxiety levels, anger levels – all decrease.  The “new” state lasts all day if 
the meditation practice is maintained with regularity.  At the very least meditation 
slows the mind and leads to heightened levels of awareness and mindfulness.  We 
become less reactive and perhaps more contemplative.  

     This “relaxation response” is a physiological state – the opposite of the heightened 
arousal of the fight or flight syndrome in which adrenaline floods the body and we get 
“ready” to fight or run.  All of us experience this fight or flight syndrome.  It is the 
way we are wired.  Unfortunately, I think many of us experience this all day. It 
explains why some are so angry and/or excitable.  At some level we feel threatened.  
Hence, the response.  There is a wealth of information suggesting this arousal state 
contributes to hypertension, back, shoulder and other physical pain - just a host of 
issues. 

     Meditation is not the only way to experience this physiological state - this 
relaxation response.  Aerobic exercise – swimming, running, cycling, rowing – can also 
elicit the response.  The issue is the mind and learning the art of “letting go.”  Some 
time ago, I took a few courses at Harvard Medical School in their program on 
Behavioral Medicine on these issues. 

      We live in over stimulated times.  We are usually always connected – “on.”   It 
does not surprise me that people are essentially turning to spirituality to find peace.  
It is really a question of entering the spiritual experience (versus knowing doctrine or 
dogma).  

     I will offer our half day retreat on meditation again this spring.  Many people have 
attended in the past.  Time to do a refresher.  I may try to include more space in our 
worship for quiet time, stillness, maybe a time to focus on the breath.  By the way, 
the Hebrew word “ruach” – refers to breath as well as spirit. 
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Spiritual Typologies 
Pastor Jon, February 14, 2014 

     A lot of folks are under the impression that the spiritual or Christian path is “set.”  
Kind of a cookie cutter mentality.  Same beliefs, same behaviors (prayer of a certain kind, 
Bible reading, worship… what have you…).  If you are a “xyz” – this is what you do.  

     Prayer is a decent example.  I knew a pastor whose prayers were always read “out of 
the book.”  Always.  Others pray extemporaneously – as they are so moved.  Still others do 
not like either kind of prayer and gravitate to centering prayer – just a short phrase 
repeated, with a focus on the breath.  Still others conceive of prayer as living with an 
awareness that they are in the presence of God.  No words involved.  In the last case – 
prayer as life. 

     Nothing cookie cutter about any of that.  And we can apply the same kinds of 
paradigms to a host of similar issues.  Music is another one – some prefer traditional 
hymns; others instrumental classical, or contemporary of a number of different styles, 
others folk or country, still others repetitive quiet music along the lines of Taizé. 

     Where we get into trouble, in my opinion, is when folks believe everyone need fit into 
one typology.  We have the potential to be extraordinarily narrow minded, as in “my piety 
is the ‘only’ appropriate piety.” 

     Some of us gravitate to worship of a certain style, others to working for people in need 
(that is our “worship”); others a discussion group; still others something a bit more 
experimental such as   – Christian yoga as a kind of worship and prayer.  Much of this has 
to do with our personality type. 

     For instance, I have never been attracted to daily Bible devotions.  I read the bible all 
the time, just not as a daily devotional practice.  My daily devotion, if you want to use 
that term, is to cycle.  It centers me, brings me a modicum of God’s peace.  This is my 
personality type.  It, certainly, is not everyone’s style.  As I write frequently, we are all 
different. 

     The sadness comes when we feel the need to label people, because they do not fit the 
“mold” we embrace.  Typically, that ensues when folks to try to impose their way as THE 
way… a lot of judgmentalism occurs.  Sad, but it happens all the time in churches.  One of 
the things that impress me about our church is our degree of open-mindedness and the 
variety of folks who feel affirmed.  I think that is a good thing. 

     We are going to have a mid-week book discussion group on spiritual types in the near 
future. 
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Clipping In.... And How Is It That We Shall Live 
Pastor Jon, February 14, 2014 

I have had many folks at church comment to me about winter cycling.  One sent me an 
email thanking me for the article which was in the church wide newsletter sent across the 
Lutheran Church.  Another spoke with me about the miles I cycle.  I think that individual 
is seeking to make some lifestyle changes. 

     I read a book by a fellow who was into endurance cycling (200-500 mile rides at one 
time.)  His “how to” book had nothing to do with mileage per week or training.  It was 
about clarifying one’s values and getting your lifestyle in sync with those values.  He 
developed a 2 year ‘wish’ list of what he wanted to accomplish, then he broke it down to 
a one year ‘wish’ list.  Endurance cycling requires a lot of time and this fellow notes his 
house became messy, and a lot of other stuff did not get done.  But to live according to 
one’s core values is a sweet thing.  Just requires focus.  Many issues beckon for our 
attention, so we need center ourselves on where we really want to be. 

      I think this applies to our spiritual lives as well.  We may appreciate worship...  But all 
that can fade when the other matters of life come into play.  We may appreciate going for 
a run, but all that can fade...  We may appreciate going on trips which require us to save 
money and make changes in the way we live... But all that can fade…   

     I have had to look at my past and do some honest appraisals of what motivates me.  
And, as I write all the time, we are all different.  I admire the folks who can just get up 
and go to the gym.  If it were not for my yearly cycling goals, I would give up, when all 
the other matters of life come into play.  Exercise is also central to my finding balance 
and living in Christ.  

       I break my yearly goal into monthly goals.  I moderate the monthly goal trying to set 
a number I can reach, taking into account weather, the need for breaks, etc. I try to be 
flexible.  If I am not, then failure takes the wind out of my sails.  I have come across a 
number of blogs by runners and cyclists who share their efforts, their visions....  and after 
a few entries the blogs stop. 

     To reach my vision for 2014, I realized I had to do serious winter cycling.  January I 
cycled 18 days toward a goal of 250 miles.  I ended up close to 300.  By the time we get to 
spring and summer my numbers jump quite a bit. 

      With the unseasonably cold – as well as the snow – winter cycling has been an effort.  I 
have figured out how to dress and nowadays there are a wide variety of lights for night 
cycling.  Night riding enables me to commute to church, which adds quite a few miles.  I 
also appreciate that I am not driving. 

     The foundation of it all, perhaps the foundation for much of life… is living with 
awareness. Just where do we want to be?  
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Sickness and Dignity 
Pastor Jon, February 16, 2014 

     I spoke with the spouse of a cycling commuter on Sunday.  She said her 
husband considers this January to be worst he has ever had in 20 years of bike 
commuting to work.  I think he has a 6-mile round trip, but this fellow is hugely 
committed.  Five bikes in the garage.  That is a hugely committed cyclist.  When 
you are a cyclist you can never have enough bikes... 

     I have been riding all December – freezing cold.  All January – 13 days at least.  
Storms, freezing cold.  I managed hypothermia a few times.  I wear a hat in the 
house as I am always chilled.  I wear one at church, too.  In the evening, if I am 
home, I sit right next to the fire.  I blame it on the cycling.   

     I forgot how miserable it feels to be sick.  Been a while.  Managed Sunday 
services okay.  But I get these chills all day which impresses upon me I may be 
dealing with some kind of low-grade fever. 

     I do not blame this on cycling in the cold.  I could.  I attribute it to the 
cemetery.  I officiated at a funeral early Thursday morning.  Drove ever so slowly 
to the funeral home as it was snowing.  Seven people were at the funeral.  The 
deceased was elderly and had been ill for some time.  Afterwards no one was 
going to the cemetery for the committal as it was too cold, storming and they 
were all very “up in age,” as the expression goes.  I should have followed their 
example.  But I felt the call to pray for her before saying good-bye. 

     I went to the gravesite.  With the snow almost at white out levels I followed 
the hearse and the four fellows from the funeral home and we gathered around 
the casket for a reading and commendation prayer.  I look dignified, when I should 
have been bundled up with gloves, hat, big time overcoat, boots – whatever it 
took.  

      I have to remember, dignity is how you act, not what you look like.  I should 
have planned better.  Never anticipated that kind of cold and snow.  Being sick is 
miserable. But I would do the same again. 
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God Does Not Give Me More than I Can Handle... 
Hmmm. 
Pastor Jon, February 17, 2014 

     I continue this series on the Sermon on the Mount this coming week.  The passage I 
will delve into has the words of Jesus that we need build on lives on solid rock, not on 
sand.  My own sense of this is that we need build our lives on our trust in God.  That 
sounds good.  The problem is how we understand God, just what is our concept of God 
– that this God is to be the foundation of solid rock.  

     I hear all kinds of expressions, sometimes from other Christians, sometimes from 
people in the media.  I hear these expressions from folks being interviewed on 
television.  I am not certain the expressions are so biblical.  Certainly, I question their 
“rootage” in the words of Jesus.   

     "God won’t give you more than you can handle."  (Almost always when tragedy 
takes place… as if God selects who is to get cancer or become ill…) 

     "God has a plan for my life."  (More often than not, when I am dealing with 
troubles.  Once again, God is seen as the originator of the car accident, the illness, 
the storm, etc.  Insurance companies are into this – a disaster is “an act of God.”) 

     "God will protect me."  (Usually when I face a dangerous situation.  The implication 
is God is going to protect me, but not necessarily the other person who may get into 
an accident.) 

     "God has a reason for this."  (Typically, after something bad has happened.  God is 
presented in this case as the cause of all my misfortune.) 

     I think these concepts can be dangerous.  I am not certain whether people actually 
believe them or not.  In any event – the more God is presented this way, the more 
people, in my view, get turned off to Christianity.  It is as if the message of Jesus is 
getting hijacked as folks perceive “this” is what it means to trust in God. 

       So what did Jesus have to say about these ideas?   Where do they come from and 
why do some gravitate to them?   What was his understanding of this God who is the 
solid rock?  

     That is this Sunday.  This may be a two part message spanning two weeks.  We will 
see.  
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46 Days 
Pastor Jon, February 18, 2014 

     Ash Wednesday to Easter is 46 days.  We call it the season of Lent.  Lent means 
different things to folks.  Usually, it is a time of personal inventory.  We remember 
the temptation of Jesus in the wilderness after he was baptized, a time when there 
was a clarification as to who he was.  In this regard lent is a time for personal soul 
searching as to what I am all about.  Lent is a restrained time of reflection. 

     Some folks “give up” something for lent, akin to a making some kind of sacrifice – 
self-denial.  Lately, people have put a positive spin on this idea of sacrificial giving 
up, and they have focused on starting a good habit.  Same general idea. 

     Back in the day folks would put a quarter in a coin folder for each day in Lent.  It 
was sacrificial and if you did that daily, it was a reminder of the season.  Now we have 
devotional booklets which folks will read each day.  A lot of churches have mid-week 
worship in Lent – another devotional practice, in one sense a sacrifice of time given to 
praise and thank our God. 

     At our place we have the devotional booklets and we have mid-week worship.  This 
year we will also feature the “Make or Break” program offered by the Lutheran 
Church.  The idea is to “break” a bad eating habit (drop processed foods, junk food, 
fast food – whatever speaks to you..) or “make” a new habit (eat more fruits and 
vegetables, keep track of what you eat, etc.)  I guess you could add to this – some 
kind of exercise effort as a “new” habit.  If the science is accurate – all this will help 
us live longer – and I cannot think of too many more loving things we can do for 
ourselves or someone else than to help provide longer life. 

     My hope is that I can get a bunch of folks to sign-up as to what it is they are going 
to do – devotional booklet, mid-week worship, which habit to break, which habit to 
make, exercise, etc.  There is a certain momentum created with this sign-up process… 
and simply the act of signing-up provides a bit of accountability and helps give a bit of 
“oomph” to our efforts.  We will see how it goes.   

     The “Make or Break” pamphlet as well as devotional booklets are in the lobby at 
the church.  I can send one to you if you cannot get to church, just let me know.  Ash 
Wednesday is March 5 – time to get psychologically and spiritually prepared...  
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If Jesus Had Lived in New England 
Pastor Jon, February 19, 2014 

     We shovel the whole driveway by hand.  The equivalent of about 15-20 cars of 
space. 

The first bad snow was the night before Marsha had to have surgery.  Fifteen 
inches or so and I was up all night so that I could get her at 5 am to the hospital.  
All night shovel.  We had a few other snows since then, but nothing as significant.  
I figured last Saturday’s storm was it.  Had to get up at 4 am to shovel us out so 
we could get to church.  

     Now we get this Tuesday 6 inches.  Six inches here, 6 inches there and I am 
about in need to shovel the piles so that I have a place to put the new snow.  That 
is when it is bad.  You have to shovel the piles.  It really takes an effort to try to 
throw the snow over the piles.  A lot of effort.  

     I look to warmer weather, and then there is one more snow, then one more. 

     It is almost March.  Maybe we get one of those 20 inchers in March.  I do not 
mind it then.  You know it is melting quickly.  But these smaller dumpings are 
eating away at me.  Always – just one more and then it is one more. 

      There is no break.  The art of life is to relax into the joy of shoveling.  Forget 
dreams.  When you shovel you shovel.  I suppose if Jesus had lived in New England 
he would have said, “Do not be anxious about warm weather coming.  God will 
take care of that.  The day before you has enough issues of its own.  Tend to the 
matters of day.  When you shovel, you shovel.”  
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Gotta Be One Tough Soul 
Pastor Jon, February 20, 2014 

     I set before you life and death, blessing and curse… therefore chose life...  
From Deuteronomy. 

     We say we embrace life but in many moments we live like we hate it.  Maybe 
some of our so-called “embrace of life” is but an attempt to distract ourselves 
from our past conditioning.  We 'think' we love life, but you would never know if 
you watched us.  And the way we live – it is the way everyone else lives and since 
they are our reference point – the way we live is ok. 

     The example that jumps out at me - simply for its clarity, is smoking. 

     Smoking used to be accepted, then we find out it kills us.  For a bridge period 
of many years it was still accepted.... then social mores changed.  Remember 
society for most of us is our reference point.  You smoke to cope with stuff.  I used 
to smoke, so I can write this.  But during the bridge period in the 1970s, 1980s, our 
culture (meaning everyone else), went along with smoking, even though we knew 
it was death.  One's slow demise was 'ok.'  I mean a lot of folks smoked in those 
years, so it must be ok.  And as I puffed away back then, I would tell you how I 
embrace life.  Do you see what I am getting at?   

     We have other issues in front of us now.  Oh - if society is your reference point, 
these are no big deal.  I am flabbergasted to see the reports on diet, exercise, 
stress reduction... And it does not end here.  There is more I can add to the list.... 
such as:    

      When I cycle home I go through the Harold Parker State Forest.  There is a 
road that runs through it.  My helmet light always catches this blue neon sign that 
announces the presence of the Andover Gun Club.  I hear gunshots even at night.  
They got guns over there, but we have our own weapons.  And we are more clever 
because we have camouflage and we have integrated ourselves into the crowd.  At 
the Gun club you are separated.  Not us.  Our weapons are concealed and 
everyone has a permit to carry.  We have these 'disguised' ways to take a swipe 
with our chitti-chattiness, our cleverness.  And, typically, we smile.  So subtle 
folks do not realize they are bleeding until we are gone. It is the one-upsmanship 
game. 

      Choose life – right.  Do you realize how hard that is…  How hard it is to break 
from the ways we cope with life – the outdoing someone, the subtle jabs, the 
smokes, the booze, the promiscuity, the porn, the food, the chitti-chattiness, the 
TV, the internet, the buying more stuff - the latest and best ...  All that.  How 
hard it is to break from all the social mores that say – “What is wrong with TV, 
internet, the food, the drink, the self-absorption, the chitti-chattiness...”  Choose 
life it says.  Choose blessing.  You have to be one tough soul to stand your ground. 

     Stand your ground means something a lot different in Florida.  That is our 
culture for you.  
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     How do we get free?   

     When we 'get' the idea we are loved… that there is something more, something 
greater…  I think that is the fertile ground out of which we find toughness.  
Without it, it is like standing in quick sand.  Might look good up above, but the old 
ways have me anchored and are dragging me down.  

     God’s Word to us - we are worth it.  That is no invitation to self-indulgence… it 
is an invitation to say “no” to all the reasons why I seek “relief” through all these 
other patterns.  I think we do those things to cope.  I do.  The old ways.  

     We may find momentary release...  I think the real release is when we stop 
listening to the voices that say – you have to accomplish xyz to be ok, the voices 
that say – I will not ‘like’ you unless… the voices that put us down…  That blare.  I 
do not even think we view them as blaring - we are so accustom to them, they are 
normal. 

     Only one voice matters, unfortunately it is not the loudest.  It is described as a 
still, small voice in Ezekiel.  It takes a lot of toughness to turn down those other 
knobs...  And not so many of us are that tough.  A few.  Maybe that is one take on 
lent.  It is about getting tough.  Choose life.   
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God's Love - A Lot of Work 
Pastor Jon, February 21, 2014 

     God’s love is a free gift.  It is given to us without condition.  Jesus taught this.  God’s 
love falls on the just and the unjust.  Sermon on the Mount.  Matthew.   

     I think God’s love takes a lot of work.  

     Mike was a professor.  A big boozer.  A big smoker.  The smoking and the booze were 
part and parcel of the culture of the writing department at the college where he taught.  I 
am thinking some writers get absorbed in this creativity, smoke, and stupor mentality.  
Mike did.  A lot of people do.  His 180 describes the way in which he broke free. 

     And this is the key.  He did not get disgusted with himself because of the way in which 
he was living.  He did not say – I am killing myself.  Nope.  What happened was that he got 
back on his bike, for reasons that are not really clear to me.  But he did.  So he started 
riding with the group 3 days a week as well as on his own. 

     What disgusted him was that in every ride – weighing 260 pounds, he could never keep 
up with anyone.  Especially on the hills.  He was a lummox.  He got “dropped” by the 
group.  Every ride.  But he had within him this conviction he was better than this.  He was 
blessed with potential.  And it was being wasted - that is what got to him.  He had a 
vision. 

     To get faster, he quit the smokes.  He decided to lose weight.  His technique for losing 
weight - I am not a doctor – but a pound a day via, more or less, fasting for three weeks – 
not such a good way to approach it.  He ended up in the emergency room in agony and the 
doctor told him – Mike, you just need to eat something. 

     In time he was a leader of those group rides, even entered an amateur race and many 
other long distance races.  He wrote some books and articles for magazines.  Then it all 
fell apart.  I believe he made some ill-advised choices.  His marriage dissolved.  His wife 
left with the children.  I believe he was fired.  His description of the scene amidst the 
faculty just may have contributed a wee bit to that.  And it all came tumbling down.  

     He no longer races.  Weighs a bit more, not quite so fanatical.  He rides slower.  He 
stops to take in the view.  He still sets goals.  Strikes me he is something, or was 
something, of an obsessive sort.  Maybe it takes that kind of obsession to make a 180.  
Does not smoke any longer.  I am thinking he is not the 3-5 nights a week black-out 
drinker.  Has a girlfriend.  From afar it looks like he has found a middle ground. 

     To live with the reality that God loves you and you are worth it - that takes a lot of 
work.  Perhaps a little obsession or fanatical determination can be a good thing.  Turned 
Mike around when he developed a positive vision…  Sometimes I think that is exactly what 
it takes to center ourselves on God's presence when so many forces take us elsewhere.  
Having that positive vision and getting there so often necessitates that we break old ways 
and old habits - and if you do not get somewhat obsessive, I do not think it is happening. 

     Sad thing for Mike were those unwise choices.  Mike's story reminds me we never really 
arrive.  

     So what is your vision....  
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Two Women on the Road 
Pastor Jon, February 22, 2014 

     I was stuck at church on Wednesday afternoon when we started to get that 1-2 
inch snow late in the day.  I saw what was happening and told Abby, Alan, and 
Tom to skeedaddle home.  The snow came down fast and it was heavy and wet. 

     By the time I got dressed in my cycling gear there must have been an inch on 
the ground.  This would be the short route home.  My “winter” bike is a heavy 
monstrosity – all aluminum with wider knobby tires that have metal studs in them.  
The studs are getting worn down but I was happy I had them in this snow.  
Needless to say, I went slowly with all my lights on – the helmet light, the blinking 
light in front, the little lights that attach to one spoke on each wheel and both 
rear lights, one of which I leave blinking. 

     After half a mile I was coated with snow.  Thankfully, there was not much 
traffic.  My biggest worry was a car coming in the opposite lane sliding into me.  
Going through Harold Parker State Forest I hogged the middle of the road.  There 
was no traffic and I knew there were potholes on the right lane, which were no 
longer visible with the snow. 

     I did not realize there was a car behind me.  She honked her horn to warn me 
and I curved over to the right so she could pass.  After a few hundred yards she 
pulled over.  Blue SUV.  I could not figure out why she stopped.  I thought maybe 
she was going to go cross country skiing on one of the paths.  As I passed, her 
driver’s side window came down and she yelled at me – “Would you prefer a ride?”  
I waved back – “I am good, thanks!”  I did not feel like stopping as I had some 
speed and there was snow all over and the street had almost two inches already.  
Class act that woman, class act.  Such kindness she had for a stranger. 

     The next day I was bombing down a hill in Boxford – maybe going around 30 
mph, took a slight corner and ahead of me was a woman walking on the right hand 
side of the road with her dog on a leash.  The dog was on the left hand side of the 
road, with the leash stretching over both lanes.  I called out “Watch out.”  I was 
worried this dog would move around and I would get tangled in the leash, or worse 
the dog would take off after me, dragging her.  Just no good.  She glanced back 
and pulled the dog in, going to the middle of the road as she did so.  As I cruised 
by she said, “YOU watch out!”  By then I was out of earshot.  Maybe she was 
having a bad day.  There is untapped goodness there. 

     Funny the way folks are.  
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24/7, Busy… the Cultural Mantra of Our Time 
Pastor Jon, February 23, 2014 

     You do not understand.  I cannot do that.  No time, too busy.  24/7.  The kids 
this, the kids that.  

     I spoke to someone not long ago, asked how it was going.  Person is having 
some health issues.  In some kind of therapy and is supposed to do exercises to aid 
in the rehab.  Feels great after the rehab sessions, but no time to do the 
exercises.  Twenty minutes is asked for.  No time, too busy – the usual mantra of 
our time. 

     Twenty minutes is asked for.  But no time.  (I did not let this individual get 
away with this…) 

     I recall the story (Gospel of John) of the encounter of the man who wanted to 
get to the healing waters of the pool and for 20 years no one took him down to the 
pool on time.  There is a bit more to the story but the clincher was when Jesus 
asked him – Do you want to be well?  Emphasis on “want.” 

     The implication was the man was quite content to sit there and receive alms. 

     I am also reminded of the paralytic healed by Jesus.  And Jesus had to tell him 
– get up and go home.  Be free.  There is a part of me which says I would just 
assume stay down on the pallet.  Do I want to get up?  Maybe not.  Maybe I just 
want to live as is and get a pat on the back.  Get you to feel sorry for me because I 
am so busy.  I am the "victim" of my busyness.  Maybe we all want to be such 
victims.  Maybe that is why Jesus told the man to get up. 

     We lock our minds into this socio-cultural mantra – we are just so busy.  I guess 
any excuse or justification will do to keep things as they are, but that one mantra 
is the most socially acceptable.  We “fit in” with it.  Perhaps we need look at our 
lives and take responsibility for the way we live.  We chose to live this way.  No 
one is holding a gun to my head.  

     But this is the key --- as long as I can cling to the “I am so busy” mantra…… I do 
not have to live with the realization that I have chosen this.  Now that would be 
painful.  My choice.  My responsibility. 

     How do I want to live?  Comes back to that vision thing.  Where do I want to 
be?  What potential is being wasted under the mantra “I am just so busy…”   It is 
really a stewardship issue of how we live the days we have.  Can I live in the worth 
that God sees in me… and be set free?  Or… will it be the same ol’, same ol’?  That 
is another take on Lent. Live into the vision, and out of the same ol', same ol'.   

     Remember.... you are still a young woman, you are still a young man.  
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So How Does God Interact with Us? 
Pastor Jon, February 24, 2014 

     A brother in Christ suggested I deal with the issue of how we understand – the 
sacred, the holy, God.  I did that today.  (Of course, he was not there!  Alas, away 
for the week-end...)  The message video should be on the website soon.  It 
clarifies a Lutheran – or neo-orthodox – view of God.  A seminal message. 

     Two reactions resonated with me.  One from a person who is active in a 
conservative church.  Long story, but I am so very happy he is active there.  His 
comment, which I will not go into in detail...  “That is why I am glad I am a 
Lutheran.”  The other comment came at the end of the third service – in front of 
the congregation, from a person who I often view as being somewhat conservative 
in his views.  He thought it was one of the most engaging and worthwhile message 
I have given in my years here. 

     In essence, I defined a neo-orthodox and Lutheran Christian understanding of 
God vis-à-vis the conservative view of God which seems to resonate in our culture 
among many.  

I will not re-hash it in total.  Bottom-line – a lot of bad stuff happens in life as we 
live in a broken world.  I explained this theologically.  Some folks want to 
attribute this bad stuff to God.  God has a reason, God is in control, et al.  Well… 
bad stuff happens.  If you believe it is from God then God is vicious...  Or if you 
believe it is that God allows it... then God just does not care... indifferent.   

     I could quote a major Christian bestseller on this.  But I am not into ripping 
someone apart - this person has done much good.  I just do not agree with his 
understanding of God. 

     When Jesus was asked whether folks who had died were worse sinners than 
others that such a tragedy should befall them – his answer was NO.  Bad stuff 
happens.  See the message video. 

     I emphasized that God is with us, Jesus on the cross was immersed in the 
suffering of the human condition.  God suffers with us.  This is an understanding of 
God which simply is forgotten.  Jesus left us a memorial – I am with you, this is my 
body this is my blood.  I am with you.  We lose this awareness.  He left his 
disciples with the words – I am with you always until the end of the age.  Even Paul 
wrote – we live, we have our being and we die – in the Lord.  And then – he wrote - 
nothing separates us from the love of God in Christ Jesus.  Nothing.  God is with 
us. 

      So why do some gravitate to the “God is directing everything” mentality?  

    Because the randomness of illness, tragedy – as Doug said at the first service – 
death... leaves us filled with terror and anxiety.  To think that God is in control – 
well it takes the edge off of my anxiety.  Nothing should happen to me (that I 
cannot handle, especially since I am pretty good; or I think I am doing or saying or 
professing belief in all the right stuff).  Embracing this view...  “May” work for 
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some in their world  (one represses the randomness issue until the suffering of life 
just bursts that repressive dam and it is overwhelming --- and each of us has our 
own ‘breaking point’.) 

     But if you are into this view of “God in control,” I do not know how one deals 
with the mass genocides in Nazi Germany, in Stalin’s Russia, in Uganda, in 
Rwanda, in Cambodia, in the Sudan, in Serbia...  It is as if one has to draw a 
curtain on history.  We are talking about millions of people.  Tens of millions 
dead… 

     The evil we experience in the USA is minor in comparison, although just as 
painful and tragic. 

     How does one say “God is love?”  And say “God is in control” without at the 
same time dismissing history as being – someone else, sometime else, not relevant 
to me.  But we are inclined to be absorbed in our own worlds. 

     So – if we 'get' – at least cognitively – God’s presence with us, a God who groans 
with us… why pray?  How do we understand God’s intercession into the affairs of 
humanity? 

     Next week. 
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What’s Going On? 
Pastor Jon, February 25, 2014 

Dawned on me we have a lot of engaging spiritual “goings on” at Faith these days. 

• Parenting work shop on Grace based parenting.  Kris and Craig are leading 
this 

• Book discussion group on Your Spiritual Type.  I look forward to this as one 
of my themes is that we are all different.  Should be a good discussion.  
Steve will lead this.   

• Men’s Saturday breakfast.  This is a first.  Marsha is the organizer. 

• I plan to set up a meditation, centering prayer retreat – maybe after Easter. 

• Marsha will have a good series for mid-week Bible Study and worship on 
Tuesdays in Lent.  She may use the DVD series on developing an Adult faith. 

• I am thinking we will have a five session DVD series discussion group on 
developing an Adult Faith in the evening as well.  I will lead that. 

• During lent I am trying to get folks to sign up for an intentional Lenten 
discipline – especially the Make or Break program. 

That is a fine menu – I hope something speaks to you and that you will become 
engaged. 
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Clipping In.... When You Can 
Pastor Jon, February 26, 2014 

     I think the weather this winter has been horrid.  I have done winter cycling in 
the past and I cannot think of anything akin to what this year has been.  Colder 
than usual, twice as much snow as is the average.  Now this polar vortex is to 
return for a few days.   

     I had looked forward to February during the frozen days of January.  February 
is when we have the turn.  Now it turns out we have incredibly cold temps for 
March! 

     I cannot wait to cycle in a short-sleeve shirt and shorts.  I figured the other day 
that over the year I spend more time on the bike in tights and multiple layers than 
I do in shorts.   

     This past Saturday and Sunday were a break – really they were normal days 
before the return of freezing temps.  I managed to get in almost 80 miles.  You 
need take advantage the opportunities when they present themselves… because 
the time comes when the opportunities just are not there.  
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13 Baptisms 
Pastor Jon, February 27, 2014 

     The last time I sat down to figure this out, I counted 13 baptisms which are 
anticipated for the coming year, thus far.  These are special moments.  I think 
childbirth is one of those signals of transcendence.  A moment that fills us with 
awe and wonder.  A moment when we cannot help but be overwhelmed by the 
miracle of life.  Hard not to think about God, where life comes from. 

      Even for couples who may not be so inclined there is this movement of the 
soul to the sacred.  And baptism is our way of marking this movement.  There is 
nothing magical about baptism.  It is really an act of thanksgiving for the gift of 
life at some very base level.  On another level it is our response to God for a gift 
received.  Couples make the promise to raise their child with awareness that the 
child is a gift from God.  Our hope is that the child will grow to follow Christ. 

     Some couples take that promise with grave seriousness and bring their child up 
in the church with Sunday school, first communion, confirmation, regular worship 
etc.  Other couples take that promise perhaps with not as much gravity.  You 
never know.  That is why we baptize all the folks who so ask.  And we hope.  

     In a change from the past we will be trying to have more baptisms during 
worship, especially at the first service, but at the second service as well.  For the 
last years we have held them on Saturdays.  Folks in the church miss these 
moments however, so we are going to change this around.  The reason why we 
have held them on Saturdays is because they extend Sunday worship and that 
creates issues with our timing of the services.  In having baptisms during worship 
we will have to make some changes to manage the timing problem, - perhaps in 
the way we distribute communion.  But I think this will work out.  Folks are pretty 
supportive of such matters at our place.  I think people will like the change.  
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What Matters? 
Pastor Jon, February 28, 2014 

     I picked up the church mail the other day and noticed a letter addressed to 
me.  I figured it had to be from some group that wanted to advertise at our place.  
I get those all the time.  This one was a little different as the address was 
handwritten. 

     The return address was North Carolina - someone whose name I did not 
recognize.  The handwriting was a little scratchy.  Turns out the woman who sent 
it has to be in her early 90s. 

     She saw my name and picture in a Lutheran publication sent to everyone in the 
church health program.  There was a short blurb about my weight loss and eating 
plan (plant based diet.)  She began her note with a word of congratulation. 

     Then she wanted to know if I was related to the Pastor who baptized her.  She 
had a baptismal certificate signed by my grandfather.  All writtten in German from 
the early 1940s.  She treasured this. 

     I never knew my grandfather.  He died before any of us kids were born.  Car 
accident.  I do not know German either - very little interest in it. 

     But this woman - she prompted me to think.  We are all held together - the 
living and the dead - by one Lord.  Through all these generations we have held 
these things sacred.  They matter.  It is the passing of a flame from one generation 
to the next - nurtured by our parents and nurtured by us as well. 

     I wrote back to her.  Kind of her to contact me.  I am sure we will never meet.  
But my grandfather knew her. 
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Clipping In.... Those Goals 
Pastor Jon, March 1, 2014 

     7,000 miles is my cycling goal for the year.  I broke that down to 250 miles for 
January - an easy month as I factored in a bit of a lay-off after 2013 and I knew it 
would be cold.  Cold means few rides over 20 miles.  Then I bumped up the 
monthly goal for February - 350 miles.  March I set my eyes on 450 miles.  It is 
supposed to get warmer by March. 

    The cold and snow have been a setback.  Really the cold.  When I cycle to 
church in the morning my toes stay cold all day.  In the evening I am a sight for 
sore eyes as I wear a wool cap around the house to stay warmer.  This cold seems 
to get into my bones.  Frankly, I have had a few moments when I have wanted to 
quit this cycling nonsense. 

    But - I set these goals.  The temptation is to put off cycling - I will get the miles 
in next week or next month.  Well, next week and next month will bring their own 
issues.  Because of the monthly vision I pushed to get more miles in when the 
weather was a bit more tolerable (in the 30s! and 40s).  With no goals - there is no 
motivation and I sit around.  I think this applies to much in life. 

    And Jesus taught such.  Three people were given amounts of money.  Two did 
something with it and the third was afraid and did nothing.  The third person is 
judged - because he was controlled by fear.  Perhaps a modern day 'take' on this is 
that he lived safely.  

    I managed 295 miles in January - 45 miles more than I set out to do.  In 
February I ended up around 410 miles - 60 miles more than I hoped for.  Gives me 
a little breathing room for the upcoming months.  I have to keep the vision before 
me, or the temptations to take it easy get to be too great.  And the 'fear' of the 
cold will hold me captive. 
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What I Pray About....To Relax 
Pastor Jon, March 8, 2014 

     Someone asked me that question – “What do you pray about?” 

I pray for others - all the time.  But concerning me.... that is what they wanted to 
know. 

     I cannot remember ever praying about decisions I needed to make – little 
decisions that is.  Maybe for life-changing decisions I asked God’s guidance.  For 
the most part I feel it is my responsibility to make and own these decisions.  That 
can be painful, owning your responsibilities. 

     My usual payer is more difficult.  I pray I let go of my ego and pride to live as a 
person of Christ’s love.  I seek to understand my identity as a gift I have been 
given.  It is not something I possess.  I have not worked for it.  I have not achieved 
it.  It has been given to me for my time.   

     It is easy for me to find my identity in success, triumph, miles cycled, bikes 
ridden, the family, something to do with the church, sense of humor, accolades – 
what have you.  It is really easy for me to get competitive – cycle farther, faster... 
the family comparison game, the work comparison game.  And it is hell living in 
that place. 

     So much of the ego-oriented identity is empty.  At the church, in the family – I 
am replaceable.  Do something better than someone else – have socio-cultural 
success… so what.  Contemplate this a bit and one sees the superficiality of 
winning.  Who am I trying to impress and why does their opinion matter and do I 
really believe they care?  I recall having lunch upon lunch at a prep school where I 
taught and being asked about vacations – you name it.  This was really just polite 
feigning of interest.  I write this because there was rarely any follow-up.  Just nice 
conversation.  More or less meaningless.  A lot of life is wasted in this way. 

     I try to stay out of those places.  When I can rest in Christ – an identity given… 
not won or achieved – I can relax.  What someone says or thinks makes no 
difference to me then.  I am resting in an identity which is in Christ, really beyond 
me – not in someone’s opinion or my need to hear how great I am.  I can relax. 

     That is what I pray about.  A lot.  To rest in Christ and relax. 
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Clipping In.... and Getting There 
Pastor Jon, March 9, 2014 

     Anyone who reads my blurbs about my cycling goals, realizes that I am driven 
by these goals.  I think the expression is that if you do not have a vision you 
perish.  I get that.  If I do not have that goal, I do not get out on the roads. 

     Many a cold morning it is perilously easy for me to drive into the church and 
drive home.  Instead I put on the winter gear and cycle in and back.  Have to get 
the miles in – or I will never make the monthly goal.  Same issue with evening 
activities at church.  I can cycle in when it is light and come home with my light in 
the dark.  Very easy 13 mile round trip.  I am fortunate that I consider 13 miles to 
be easy.  And I like cycling at night with the light.  The roads I travel have very 
little traffic at night.   

     I watch the weather like a hawk.  A snowstorm is coming this week, which 
means shoveling and shoveling means I will be tired.  I do not mind cycling on the 
snowy roads.  Actually it is kind of fun.  But I am realistic to know that shoveling 
takes  a lot out of me.  And the shoveling has to get done. 

     That means when the weather is decent I have to get in miles.  So Monday and 
Tuesday are the opportunities.  Opportunities do not come when we want them.  
They are just there.  Life does not pan out the way we want to.  Life is there.  We 
like to think we are in control.  We are not.  Often all we can do is react to what 
is.  Monday and Tuesday – looks like it will be the long way to and from church.  
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One Fine Evening 
Pastor Jon, March 10, 2014 

     What a wonderful evening we had at church.  Someone came up to me early on 
and said, “I love being at church and experiencing all the busyness and 
commotion.”  Folks were practicing singing and ringing the bells.  The band was 
practicing.  Others were setting up tables in the hall.  Still others were taking care 
of all the food dishes which were being dropped off. 

     We had 160 people in the church listening to the bell choirs, the adult choir, 
the kid’s chime choir, the Praise Band and a solo guitarist.  Presentations were 
made by the Creative Living group for developmentally disabled adults, the Bread 
and Roses soup kitchen in Lawrence and representatives from Camp Calumet.   

     Our church was one of the churches selected out of 650 applications for a grant 
from the Thrivent Insurance network which tries to assist local Lutheran parishes.  
We were given a grant for up to $5,000.  For every dollar we raise we receive 
$0.50 from Thrivent.  If we raise $10,000, we receive $5,000.  The funds will be 
going to Creative Living, camperships to help send youth to Camp Calumet, and 
the Bread and Roses soup kitchen.  Folks from our church are active in the 
Creative Living organization as well as at Bread and Roses.  We also send over 30 
youth to Camp Calumet over the course of the year. 

     The music evening at church and the follow-up dinner were to help raise these 
funds for this matching grant.  Thus far, we have received over $6,500 toward our 
goal of $10.000.  It was a terrific evening of fellowship and the music was 
outstanding.  Only thing I would do differently is to schedule this on a different 
week-end than the one in which we turn the clocks forward!  There were a lot of 
tired folks in church the next morning! 
  



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

Clipping In.... A Bunch of Us 
Pastor Jon, March 11, 2014 

     One fellow told me he was starting to cyle to work this week.  Needs to start 
now to reach his goal.  Another cycled into church on Sunday.  We had two bikes 
standing in the corner – his and mine.  Another gave me a call to see if I wanted to 
go out on Saturday.  Yes – something is in the air if people are getting on the roads 
again. 

     I did around 30 miles with that fellow who called - on Saturday.  (Those Garmin 
devices do not work so hot on bikes, in my opinion.  They cost a lot and they are 
much more work and bother than one might think.  I do not know how many times 
we had to stop to re-program the darn thing.  My view is – you just go so many 
miles, and when you feel like turning around – you turn around.)  But wow – what a 
ride – the roads are a mess, cracks, frost heaves, potholes.  Then the melting snow 
leaves these dirty puddles and streams.  And the brown snow banks.  Yuck.  Just a 
mess.  My bike is almost black and dirty as can be.  But the weather!   

     What a treat to have the warm Sun and the warmer winds.  I was exhausted 
that evening and could not figure out why.  I went for 30 in the morning, cycled 
into church that evening and cycled home – another 13 miles.  But no real hard 
riding.  And I was simply exhausted.  I could not figure out why as – given my 
history – that riding was not that difficult.Then someone asked what I had done 
during the day because my cheeks were so red. 

     Sunburned.  A lightbulb went off in my head.  The Sun.  The Sun always does 
this to me until I get accustomed to it.  I get drained.  I did not realize the Sun 
was so hot. 

     So there is the choice – bemoan the roads, the dirt, the blackened snow, the 
sunburn... Or rejoice for the warmth.  No choice.  After the winter we have had it 
is unbelievably easy to be thankful.  See you (maybe) on the roads! 
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Preaching 
Pastor Jon, March 12, 2014 

     I have put together a sermon series for the last 4 weeks in Lent.  Somewhat 
intellectual stuff dealing with the psychology of our culture and what it is to deal 
with temptation.  Temptation is an off-putting term – I think because we often are 
defeated by it.  We give in!  I do – too much. 

     I deal with this eating plan – whole food, plant based – no dairy, nothing with a 
face.  I lose it too often.  I just get too hungry and I am away from home and that 
roast beef place is right there.  Happens once every three-four weeks.  So – I do 
not want to hear about temptation.  I could write a book about how easy it is to 
give in.  I am working on avoiding pizza and chicken fingers.  My hope is that once 
we get warm weather and I can get in some good miles on the bike – things will 
fall into place a bit more for me.  And these things are just the 'little' issues of 
life.   

     This series is going to offer a very different take on temptation.  Very 
different. 

  

Week one – The Pornography of Death – We are Controlled by It.  Sin is the sting of 
death.  That is from St. Paul.  I will unwrap this.  How is it that we find identity, 
self-esteem and significance.  I think of this as a contemplation on the way things 
are. 

Week two – Be at the Ends of the Bell Curve.  If this is the ways things are... Then 
we want to be at the ends of the bell curve as people of Christ.  Jesus said – the 
Way is through a narrow gate.  And … again… many are called, few are chosen.  
Where might I find my identity and how do I live in that place?  

Week Three – Marks of Eccentricity – What does the path of Christ look like?  
Another way to describe this – how might I stay at the ends of the bell curve? 

Week Four – Days Like This.  I remember a Van Morrison tune to this title.  
Consider what a day in your life looks like when lived as a person of Christ.  This 
might be a hugely interactive message with folks sharing ideas.  I hope so, if I can 
get folks plugged in and willing to open up and share.  Could be very exciting.  
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They Want to Join the Church.... Oh Really 
Pastor Jon, March 13, 2014 

     I have been at FAITH for 21 years.  I visit a ton of folks and it is easily the most 
rewarding thing I do.  I find it so meaningful to make connections with folks.  If 
you worship here - have honored us to be with us - I want to develop some kind of 
relationship with you.  At the very least - in a few months something terrible 
happens - a person is in the hospital - whatever - I will stop in and we will not be 
strangers.  That is not why I like to visit - but it is nice to have some relationship.  
Anyway - I find it most gratifying. 

     Problem is I think folks suspect I am after something when I stop in - like I want 
them to join the church.  This happens at weddings and baptisms.  Folks come to 
me - they want the ceremony - I am thrilled - then they say they want to join the 
church.  This leaves me confused and befuddled.  

     I just do not care if folks become members.  Do not care. 

     We have "members" who are really active, others, not so much.  We have non-
members who are very active, others, not so much.  Both groups  teach Sunday 
School, help lead worship... you name it.  (Well, you have to be a member to hold 
office and vote at the annual meeting).  But otherwise, there is no difference.  

     The real issue is - are people active and involved in caring for each other in the 
community.  That I care about.  

     Frankly, I think that is all that matters.  And that is what I try (emphasis on 
'try') to do in seeing folks. 
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The Huge Cocktail Party 
Pastor Jon, March 14, 2014 

     I knew it was mistake the minute my host said we were going to this gala 
cocktail party before dinner.  But what are you going to do when you are a guest 
and the host is all gushy about this convention cocktail party...  I went along.  I 
mean there was nothing else I could do.  

     I was introduced to a gazillion people I will never see again and who will never 
see me.  I felt like eye candy - but ugly.  That is not such a hot feeling when you 
are shown around like eye candy but you know you are not eye candy and not into 
the eye candy world or mentality and everyone is smiling at you saying how nice it 
is to meet you.  On airplanes at least they have those little bags.  20 minutes of 
this and my cheeks were sore from smiling and my feet hurt, my knees ached and I 
did not know if I could carry on.  

     And then the appetizer folks were carrying around these trays of stuff which 
are not on my eating plan but they were on my old plan - big time.  I mean - I was 
in the desert - having to fast... and being tempted left and right to eat this bad 
stuff and - maybe even tempted to tell the truth that all this is just so...  But I 
went along. 

     Then I goofed.  Someone asked me what it was like to be a Pastor, what 
happened in the church, why was our church different... and I thought they were 
really interested.  So I answered.  After a few sentences I could see - the eyes 
darting here and there, behind me, to the side, the shifting posture...  I violated 
the rules of chit chat - the social game.  I got real.  Dumb me - keep smiling, keep 
it short, simple... it will be over in time. 

     I wonder how much time we spend in such superficiality.  Truth is some folks 
love this stuff.  It is almost as if they live for it.  Hmm.  A world where no one is 
really listening and so - when we speak - if no one is really listening - who are we 
speaking to?  In other words we are speaking to ourselves. 

     If you ever find someone who does listen - you are most blessed.  That is 
authenticity. 
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The Visit 
Pastor Jon, March 15, 2014 

     I am telling you, our youngest (age - 25, I think) tells us he is bringing the new 
woman friend to visit us.  They are coming from Minnesota.  We do not see him all 
that much.  So this is kind of a big deal - intriguing at least.  (And look - they both 
go to a Lutheran Church together!  So Marsha and I are kind of happy about this.)   

     Mom and Dad (Marsha and me):  You would think Kate Middleton was leaving 
whomever the Prince or King is she is married to....  Or... it was Pippa or Princess 
Leah...  Marsha is buying food for meals.  We are cleaning the place.  Oh my, this 
cleaning.  It is an embarrassment to me to see how we let things go.  
Embarrassment.  I mean I used to clean houses when I was in college.  

     But this is the deal.  We both work.  We both get - at times - drained.  Who 
doesn't.  And I cycle.  A lot.  So what am I going to do - ride or clean?  Not really a 
choice.  I will even get practical and write that cycling may help me live longer.  
Cleaning will not do that.  If we had lots of money in the bank we could pay 
someone.  No.  So - especially with a dog...  we have grown accustomed to fur 
balls all over....  dog throw up stains.  All that.  Ideally, we replace the rugs.  Not 
happening until the dog goes to dog heaven.  And there is ton of other stuff, 
drawers that do not work, bare wood I need to stain...  it goes on and on. 

     Then sonso announces he is bringing her to our home this Spring!  Princess 
Leah, Pippa, Kate... at our place! - good Lord, panic city for Mom and Dad.  This 
woman will be the house inspector to outdo all house inspectors.  Or son will never 
speak to us again. 

     Oh my.  This visit should have been earlier before we turned the clocks.  I 
mean the darker it is, the less she would notice.  But no, sonso picks a date post 
clock change.  Mid- March - give me a break! 

     You would think - assume - that as pastors of the church we would realize that 
relationships mean more than a cleaned up, dust-free, mildew free-house.  You 
would think that. 

     I gotta work on what I rest in.  Do I rest in someone's opinion of the house or do 
I rest in Christ.  I gotta go out and cycle 30 miles.  Afterwards, these kinds of 
things do not bug me so much. It is a matter of how you center yourself.  

     There are folks in our church who are going through things infinitely more 
important - they do not give a darn how their house looks.  And Marsha and I have 
issues which are infinitely more important.  Just intrigues me how our priorities 
get skewed. 

     Staying balanced and at peace in Christ - not so easy.  Gotta ride - they are 
coming soon. 
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Makes My Heart Sing 
Pastor Jon, March 16, 2014 

     I was at home reading some material I wanted to deal with in a message.  The 
phone rang.  Someone from our community was at the hospital and stuff went 
wrong. The caller was on the way to the hospital to be with the ill person's family.  
When I arrived the caller was there with spouse - really "being there" for the ill 
person's family.  Anxiety is one thing.  Anxiety all alone is another.  The ill person's 
family was not alone.  

     I spent some time with them and prayed with the person in distress.  More tests 
to come, he was in good shape, more or less. I left.  They stayed.  

     Next day I called my contact to see how our friend was.  My contact was 
already at the hospital.  Our friend was to go through more tests and procedures.  
I figured - busy day, visitors.  I will stop in around 8 pm when everyone has gone.  
Things are quiet then.  And ...  in the nighttime, that is when the anxieties can 
keep us awake.  I brought him communion.  We prayed together.   

     Makes my heart sing to see folks in the community care for each other - that 
caller was there for a long time the first day and braved the snow and ice the 
second day to get back there.  In the grand drama of life - isn't it that what 
matters.  For a Christian, it does. 
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Do I Measure in Meters or Feet? 
Pastor Jon, March 17, 2014 

     Some suggest fear of failure owns us.  We want to be worth something.  Our 
self-esteem, our identity, - our sense of purpose and meaning – it is all there.  We 
want to be – at some level – a success.  We define it in different ways – money, 
how the kids do, prestige, attention, our definitions of achievement.  I want 
significance at some level.  All rooted in a fear that my life needs to matter.  A 
fear of death undergirds this.  So I buy into the socio-cultural definitions of success 
and “that” is what matters. 

      As a result what other people think matters – they need recognize me as a 
success.  As an adult I develop wicked subtle ways to impress people.  It is not 
about me having a computer.  It is, as well, about letting others know it.  It is not 
about me 'having' something – what becomes critical is the family, the friends – 
them - 'seeing' that I have something.  Gimme a little clap, a high five.  I made it.  
That little bit of recognition can be key. 

     For some of us – maybe we do not need the recognition.  We just know it 
ourselves.  We are in a different place.  Maybe we do not need attention – even 
from the family.  For us – it is a bit more psychic than social.  Our standards, 
however, are still determined by our socio-cultural context. 

     No matter what our need for recognition...  At a base level – same deal - I fear 
failure as a parent, as a child, as a worker… as an investor, as a spouse.  “I” am 
based on success. 

     “I” is then usually based on what my culture says.  We think of ourselves as 
modestly independent, but that is a long, long way from the truth.  I am not 
nearly as independent as I want to pretend. 

     If my relationship with God informs my identity - suddenly, I am living in a 
different context.  My understanding of God becomes my new measure, not my 
culture.  How I treat people (love), and how I value the gift of life and time 
(faith)… they trump stuff I own and appearance.  That is not an easy walk because 
in many ways it is so countercultural. 

     This is quite a different view of faith and God than one in which "faith" is seen 
as just another tool in the toolset (akin to knowledge of software) utilized to get 
me somewhere on the socio-economic ladder. 
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The Visit II.... Just Makes Me So Sad 
Pastor Jon, March 18, 2014 

     Youngest son... from Minnesota... brings home his woman friend to visit.  This 
is kind of a big deal, although I am not clear as to what is exactly going on here.  
We cleaned up the house and all that.  A lot of effort.  I mean – who is this 
woman? 

     Well… any woman who hip checks me away from the kitchen sink so she can 
take over washing the dishes...  Who gives back to me the silly teasing I doll out…  
Who can tease me – (I mean who in their right mind would ever call me “sunshine” 
– I told her the best I ever get to is moonbeam…)    

     Zeke and I watched the best movie I ever saw.  Great moment.  I learned about 
all his plans for his new life vision and he is so jazzed and on top of it.  So 
gratifying to see him in this place of joy after years of turmoil. 

       I am filled with an overwhelming sadness.  Just overwhelming.  Almost tears.  
Say the right words… but I was alone when it hit me.  I hate to see them leave.  
These moments – going to the beach, lunch, worship, talking, movies, bantering… 
the museum with Marsha… all that – talking about churches, spirituality… it stops 
tomorrow.  I have to take a breath.   

     I learned something.  I really got invested in making this a decent moment.  
Was in a good emotional place, which is not easy for me after the Sunday morning 
emotional drain.  Joked around, played, we had fun.  I guess you could say, I 
cared.   

     So when they leave, it hurts.  Wow.  It is so much easier to maintain a stoic 
distance.  If you do not get invested in caring you protect yourself from the hurt. 

     I think the stoic route is a sucko way to live.  I'd rather be invested and hurt, 
however much it costs.  

      They say they will be back this summer.  Well... I have been alive long enough 
to realize – you never know.  But these four days, with all of their moments, have 
been so sweet. 

    Uhh...  All we have is so many years.  How you gonna live?  For once, I think I 
followed the direction of Jesus… and he was not on the stoic plan. 

      Get invested, but realize, it will hurt … eventually.  And it is worth every tear.  
Maybe I can keep it together when I drop them off at Logan...  Maybe not. 
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What is Real.... 
Pastor Jon, March 19, 2014 

     I read a book about the life of Marco Pantani.  Pantani was a revered Italian 
cyclist in the ‘90s prior to the ascendency of America’s Lance Armstrong.  Pantani 
was different – bald, ears that stuck out, wore a bandana – from which he 
garnered his nickname - the pirate.  What put him in a different category was his 
ability to accelerate while climbing mountains.  Anyone who has cycled knows just 
how amazing that is.  He would follow one acceleration with another.  No one 
could keep up with Pantani on the mountains. 

     Italians have a romantic flair to them.  In Europe and in Italy – cycling is more 
popular than football is in the USA.  And Pantani marked the new ascendency for 
Italian cycling.  Italian cycling is historic and mysterious – Campagnelo, Bianchi, - 
the names are like Ford and Chrysler but cloaked with Italian mystique. 

     Pantani died of a cocaine overdose.  He had massive personality and emotional 
struggles.  Reading the book gave me an appreciation that people do not just use 
cocaine.  They do not just drink.  Something drives them.  What drove Pantani up 
the mountains were the demons that drove his other exploits.  He is dead. 

     The book outlines Pantini’s performance drug use – what the cyclists use to 
boost their blood.  Like most of them – he was caught.  Many of these cyclists had 
indoor bikes in their hotel rooms.  When they were sleeping heart rate monitors 
woke them if their hearts slowed too much.  Their hearts slowed because their 
blood was so thickened by the drugs which boosted their red blood cell counts.  
Many actually died in their sleep until they figured out these monitors.  When the 
monitor goes off – get on the bike to keep the heart pumping.  

      This book was published in 2005.  It is just so obvious that all these cyclists 
were doped up.  As Armstrong said in his interview – as I interpret it – it was an 
assumed part of the culture.  I suspect it still is albeit at lower levels than 
previous years. 

     So what is real?  If they all do this – does it make a difference... or are we 
simply watching the ones who respond best to drugs.  Is this any different from any 
sport?  All the illegal substances.   

     The amateurs?  Well, many do the same things...  Even the high school athletes 
do. 

     What is the real?  The person who offers a good comment to impress you?  Or 
the negative comments – which may just be a sign of the speaker’s issues...  What 
is the real?  The relationship based on convenience, or money, or contact 
potential…  just what is the real? 

     I cycle alone.  I contemplate the integrity of my intentions and actions.  I try to 
trust in God in whom I have my life, in whom I move and have my being.  I look for 
God in all the empty spaces.  It points me to the mystery of that which is real.   
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Clipping In... Too Much 
Pastor Jon, March 20, 2014 

     When I first began conceiving of my 2014 cycling  goals and mileage I figured on 
cold weather.  In fact, I thought I was being conservative in my planning.  But 
December - brutal cold, January, February, and now this March – polar vortex.  I 
thought we were done three weeks ago.  No.  Last week… no.  This week, no... 
Next week, no. 

     I have been cycling on my “weigh a ton,” studded tire, all aluminum, stiff as a 
nail, bike - for way too long.  It is slow and even when we get a slight reprieve in 
the weather and I can get on my road bike – I am all bundled up.  That means a lot 
of wind resistance and that is what slows you down on a bike.  I have been bundled 
up in multiple layers with flappy jacket for 4 months.  This was not part of the 
plan. I can deal with slogging it out in cold weather for a few months… but this 
year...  

     I have made my mileage goals – actually I have done real, real well in that 
regard.  I have been blessed with a lot of stick-to-it this year.  It is really about 
consistency – pushing myself to get in miles, even if only a few.  But I am so tired 
of plodding along on this heavy bike with my heavy clothing.  The hope I have is 
that once I get to warm weather cycling – with clothes which offer much less wind 
resistance... on the good bike...  I will be flying.  I have seen hints of this.   

     Suffering produces endurance, endurance  produces character, character 
produces hope and hope does not disappoint  (from Romans).  Speaks for the 
major issues in life… as well as the mundane… like cycling. 

      Just have to keep the long view in front of me… yearly goal...  And now – those 
mountain races.  I do not care how cold it is – I will get out there.  Push... push.  
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Clipping In.... Cruising Along Just Won't Do 
Pastor Jon, March 21, 2014 

     When I cycle in the winter, most of the time, I just cruise along at a leisurely 
pace.  I do not like to get too sweaty because then I get cold.  So – I cruise along 
at what feels like a meandering walk through the park.  I have been doing this all 
winter with a few exceptions when I could get on the road bike.  But even then, 
nothing too strenuous. 

     In the back of my mind has been the haunting reality that I am doing these 
mountain races this summer.  I am afraid I will not be able to get up these 
mountains, especially Mount Washington which is 7 miles.  I might have bit off 
more than I can chew.  Of the 650 entrants I figure to one of the oldest persons 
over 190 pounds (the Clydesdales).  There are only 30-50 Clydesdales who enter – 
and they are the young guys.  In essence, being heavy and cycling up mountains do 
not mix so well. 

     Fortunately, they are opening the Mount Washington Road for a practice run for 
all the entrants.  I will do that in early July in advance of the August race.  I will 
need to be in very good condition.  Fear is a great motivator, so is the prospect of 
embarrassing myself.  Be good to drop a few pounds, too. 

     The first race of these 9 mountain races is Wachusett Mountain in early May.  
Dawned on me today that is just 6-7 weeks away.  So I went to the steepest hill 
near our house.   

     Hill repeats.  Up the hill, cruise down, up the hill, cruise down.  The hill is 
about a mile long.  8-12% grade, I think.  Your heart gets going.  I did the first one 
on the pedals.  Very tough, heart gets more than going when on the pedals.  The 
other two repeats I did seated.  I was experimenting.  A veteran wrote that you 
have to spin up these hills, not muscle your way up – because if you muscle your 
way up – Mount Washington is so long – you will not make it.  Spinning is new to 
me.  

      Today was the beginning   – I just wanted to break my legs in.  Just three 
repeats.  In the past I have not done these until June.  And then, once or twice a 
year.  This year – March.  Soon I will be doing repeats three times a week, 10-20 a 
time.  Then I will get out to the cabin to do the mountains.  That will be more 
trouble, however, as we do not open the cabin until May 1 and the Wachusett race 
is just a week later.  

      This is my take.  Sometimes it is good to push yourself beyond your cruise 
along, meander through the park pace.  I am often tempted to settle into a 
comfort zone.  I think this wastes life and potential.  And if I do not push the 
envelope, I never know what that potential is.  Frankly, we settle a lot – same ol’ 
meals, same ol’ routines, same ol’ vacations, same ol’ TV/internet routine, same 
ol’ diet, same ol’, same ol’.  Boring.  
  



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

What Are You Looking Forward To? 
Pastor Jon, March 22, 2014 

     I see lots of folks in my week.  Lately I have been asking them - "What are you 
looking forward to?"  It is a question out of the blue.  And it takes people by 
surprise.  A lot of people stumble with this.  Maybe it is a vacation coming up, a 
day off, a ski trip, someone visiting, a day off.  Some folks do not have much to 
say. 

     I admit - in the world of chit chat... this is kind of a weird question.  Takes 
folks off guard, I think. 

     Each day I look forward to clipping into the bike pedals.  It may be in the 
morning if I am commuting to church and then in the evening when I clip in to go 
home.  Other days it is whenever I have planned to go out.  I make this the focus 
of my day - that which I have to do, otherwise all the other matters of life will 
encroach a few minutes here and there and I never get out. 

     I look forward to being with folks in meaningful conversations or in a 
meaningful silence.  I look forward to good reads which stimulate my mind and 
heart. 

     Our son is brought home a girlfriend from Minnesota.  I looked forward to that.  
I look forward to connections with our other son, who we see a lot more often.  I 
have a bunch of cycling races up mountains planned for the summer and I look 
forward to the hill training I will do.  I look forward to getting to our cabin in May.  
I look forward to gardening and the flowers and this year the vegetables.  I mean 
there is mess of good stuff here. 

     May your day be filled with such hope. 
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One (More) Reason to Thank Your Lucky Stars You 
are Not Like Me 
Pastor Jon, March 23, 2014 

     A dear brother came up to me the other day – I did not expect this – he said “I 
want to talk to you about your retirement.” 

     Well… set me off.  My blood pressure goes up, my pulse rises, I am ready to 
hyperventilate.  I wonder to myself – do we have enough money saved, how much 
do we have – I do not even know, so how could he know.  What does he know that I 
do not? 

     Then in the next heartbeat I think … he wants me to retire now.  What did I do 
to deserve this… why do they want to get rid of me.  I have a lot of years left.  
Where do we move.  Are we ready to move.  What will Marsha say?  What 
happened? 

     You know – it takes just a few seconds, milliseconds, really – and my mind takes 
me to all kinds of places.  None of them edifying or good. 

     Turns out he had some ideas as to how the church can approach calling 
whoever comes after Marsha and me when we do retire – like in 10 years… who 
knows maybe even longer than 10 years from now.  

     So there you go… an example of taking something very positive and turning it 
into one of the more negative things I can contemplate. 

     I am a piece of work.  And I have to work on this negative thinking thing.  
Psychologists suggest that 80% of our thoughts are negative.  Gotta take a 
breath... rest in Christ… live in the blessing.  
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The Conversation 
Pastor Jon, March 24, 2014 

     On Saturday I attended the breakfast at church.  About 14 folks were there and 
I had a number of meaningful encounters.  A few deep conversations, a few jovial 
ones, a few catch up conversations.  Good to share some joys with a fellow who 
has been on vacation.  Good to be informed of some major hospitalizations coming 
up.  I hope I can be of support. 

     And then, one conversation that hit me.  The fellow said, “I am thankful for 
life.”   

     Usually, when we are thankful, it is for some - thing – house, food, sunshine, 
good weather, stuff we have.  Like I am thankful for my bike.  That kind of thing.  
We are thankful for family, friends, etc.  Maybe we take it to the next level and 
we are thankful for moments of goodness. 

     To be thankful for life is a whole another level.  That is doxological 
thankfulness.  If one had to define “worship,” worship is giving thanks and praise 
to God.  Worship is doxology – giving thanks and praise to God.  Doxological 
thankfulness is a “life” of worship.  Thankfulness for all the moments I have.  
Thankfulness for all there is in my life.  It is thankfulness that - I am.  It is 
thankfulness as a disposition of my soul.  I can think of no more faithful way to 
live. 
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Excellence 
Pastor Jon, March 25, 2014 

     Porsche automobiles used to have a magazine called Excellence.  I suspect they 
wanted to associate their cars with excellence.  Cannot blame them.  Good 
marketing strategy.  There was a book a few years back - I think it was called The 
Pursuit of Excellence.  A big book for business.  No one likes mediocrity.  We want 
top shelf, excellent products (they are of better quality aren't they, and they last 
longer...) excellent dining, excellent cars. 

     Look, I want an excellent bike for my level.  I do not want an excellent bike... I 
'need' an excellent bike.  No, no, no...  I 'have to have' an excellent bike.  Way it 
is. 

     We coach our kids to reach for excellence.  We honor the excellent employee.  
We pay them more (sometimes).  We love the excellent co-worker and boss.  We 
look down upon mediocrity.  "Don't they realize that if they did a little extra here 
and there - this would be excellent!"  

     Give me excellence!  I will give excellence - I will send the extra email, attend 
the extra meetings, go the extra mile, do the extra study, put in the extra hours 
and I will give excellence. 

     And I will take that time from my spouse... I will take it from my children... I 
will take it from myself - heck - I will just get take out, or fast food... I will spend 
a lot less time on meal preparation----- and it will clog my arteries and do a lot of 
other stuff in the process... but I will make that sacrifice... to give excellence.  

     Excellence in many ways is the cultural mantra of our time.  It can throw your 
life out of balance (if you are in balance now...  a big… "if"…) It can be seen as 
demonic. 

    'Good enough' is 'good enough.'  Excellence can cost you --- big time. 
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Clipping In.... Animal, Pedaling Prophet, Child of God 
Pastor Jon, March 26, 2014 

     With my entry in these mountain cycling races… it has become a tad bit 
unsettling.  I am perfectly fine admitting my weakness and fear about being able 
to get up these mountains.  Forget going fast.  I just want to get up, not stop, not 
embarrass myself.  So I am afraid. 

     Fear has moved me to get – quietly (well, not so quiet if I write about it) – 
deadly serious. 

I am doing interval training – ride hard for a set period, go easy.  Ride hard, go 
easy.  I end up pushing myself to the max on these intervals.  It is a way to get my 
heart rate and metabolism through the roof.  I have not done interval training in 
decades.   

    I prefer long, slow, contemplative distance.  But these mountains are not long – 
they tax you over a shorter distance.  At least, they will tax an old, fat (for a 
cyclist) guy like me.  I cannot speak for others.   

     So I am doing hill intervals.  Up the hill, then down.  I was doing this the other 
day in North Andover.  Up the hill…  Then around the cul-de-sac circle at the top 
and down the hill.  

    This fellow was walking his kids in a double carriage.  He saw me as I crested 
the hill.  Gave me a thumb-up.  Second time up the hill, the fellow had gone 
around the cul-de-sac, and saw me again.  His 3 year-old said from the carriage, 
“He’s crazy...” and the guy said – “Right, he is crazy.”  The third time up the hill – 
same guy, looks at me and says “You’re an animal.”  Fourth time up the hill, the 
guy looks at me and “You know that is four times.”   

    He did not see 5, 6 and 7.  Nor does he know the goal is 20.   

     Me… an animal? 

   The article about my cycling to church in the Andover Townsman (the weekly 
bugle in our area) referred to me as the “pedaling prophet.”  Nice article and 
written well considering the paucity of information the author had.  Pedaling 
prophet.  Hmm.  I do not really view myself as a prophet, nor as an animal... but -  

     True confessions...  When I am halfway up this freakin’ hill, panting for all I am 
worth… contemplating the fact I have x more intervals to do...  Well…"animal” 
keeps me going.  Afterwards, I am kind of uncomfortable with it.  Not really my 
self-image.  Child of God is more relaxing. 

    Of course, I am not sure how I would have reacted if the guy with the carriage 
had said “You are a child of God!”  Interesting… we never associate being a child 
of God with that kind of endeavor.  Maybe we might re-consider this.  I am just 
trying to squeeze this gift for which I am so grateful…  
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Buck Up Brothers and Sisters 
Pastor Jon, March 27, 2014 

 

When the going gets tough, the tough get going. 

 

An old high school football expression. 

      Vulnerability is not a socially valued trait.  We see it as weakness.  We value 
the self-made, go getter, independent, Marlboro Man/Virginia Slims Woman.  You 
can have it all.  You can manage.  We even make this a "God" issue - God isn't 
giving you more than you can handle... with God all things are possible....  God 
has blessed you, you can do it! ................... Spare me. 

     People watch this kind of "God" talk on TV.  Makes us feel good to hear this 
when we get anxious or depressed.  Who does not need to feel good.  Reassuring 
stuff. 

     So the question becomes - can I admit weakness, need, that I cannot 
manage....  Can I be vulnerable?  Or is life all about living up to the image....   

     I think when someone admits such needs - it makes the listener, at times, 
uncomfortable.  It makes the listener get in touch with his/her own issues.  And 
the listener is inclined to offer a response which says, in effect "Buck up....  be 
stoic... I managed." 

     Now this is interesting if you can follow it.  To provide real empathy we need 
be in touch with our own needs.  As long as we are rooted in the Marlboro/Virginia 
world - our empathy cup will be quite low.  (Until we get the cancer at which time 
our 'independent' world is revealed for the house of cards it is.... happens to all of 
us in time.) 

     The thing is this Marlboro/Virginia thing is all an image.  We make an art-form 
of burying our weakness and vulnerability.  So the growth issue for us is to get in 
touch with the truth we repress that lurks below the surface of the image.  There 
is hope.... for each of us.  Gotta get in touch. 
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A Shout Out for Kirstin! 
Pastor Jon, March 29, 2014 

     Kirstin Heinrich is cycling across the USA, stopping in a number of places to 
assist with Habitat for Humanity projects.  She is doing this with a group. 

     I love this story!  Doing good for others through Habitat....  Seeing this 
marvelous country – the slow way!  How great is that!  Doing this with a number of 
folks who should provide fine fellowship... And the joy of getting in good physical 
condition cycling 75 miles a day.  Can life get better than this?  I do not know.  I 
hope Kirstin writes something about her nutritional awareness – which her parents 
have mentioned to me. 

     Her blog is attached to this website. 

     Kirstin models for me what is becoming a “new” kind of Christianity.  I sense 
this when I speak with folks at our place.  I sense this in the reading I do.  I would 
place this in the category of stewardship of life and self.  There is developing  
awareness of the attention we need place on nutrition and exercise. 

     Jesus summarized the Christian message with the great laws – love God and 
love others as you love yourself.  Most of us “get” the love God and love others.  It 
is the ‘as you love yourself’ that becomes a stumbling block.  Taking ‘good’ care of 
ourselves is a major issue in our society.  I have struggled with this all my life.  For 
years I had weight issues.  I used to be a smoker.  There are so many ways I fall 
short. 

     I find it of interest that a plethora of medical conditions are related to the 
ways in which we tend to ourselves.  As we discussed in our health and faith group 
– the medical establishment treats the illness – but does not give as much 
attention to preventing the illness through self-care.  Marsha and I are so blessed 
that our doctor took 45 minutes to speak with each of us individually on 
prevention and specifically nutrition.  I think he is quite progressive.  There is 
little financial incentive for doctors to do this.  The focus on prevention is coming 
from insurance companies – who have a major financial incentive to keep us out of 
hospitals. 

     We do not do enough in churches to lift up the banner of self-care.  I suspect it 
sounds selfish.  It is not.  We cannot tend to others if we are ill or physically 
limited.  I think one of the greatest gifts we can give others is to help them live 
longer.  Way to go Kirstin! 
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Pulling the Plug 
Pastor Jon, March 30, 2014 

     I used to listen to talk show radio.  Political stuff, liberal and conservative.  
Then I watched cable TV.  I pulled the plug on both.  I found/find the emotional 
contention to be a drain. 

     I listened to sports talk radio for years.  I suppose they look for and create 
argument.  People want to make their point and win.  Same with the political 
stuff.  I pulled the plug on all of it.  No more.   

     I used to watch just a bit of TV.  For a few months it was the Big Bang Theory.  
No more.  NCIS for a week or three.  No more.  Biggest Loser for a time.  No more.  
I have not watched any other shows in decades.  I find the constant bombardment 
of ads to be disconcerting.  If I watch anything these days it is on a DVD.  No ads. 

     I am at the point where I do not watch that many sports program either.  
Bruins for a period or two, maybe. 

     The ads are for food, restaurants, something someone wants me to buy – all the 
stuff I am trying to avoid.  I think it difficult to live a simple life when we get 
bombarded by these messages to consume… to eat… to drink... to buy.  And 
frankly, very few of these foods are what I would label – “healthy.”  Then again 
my eating plan (plant-based, nothing with a face, no oils, no dairy) is extreme.  
Not so extreme for folks with artery disease or a host of other illnesses – but out of 
the mainstream. 

     The Dos Equis beer ad is classic.  “The most interesting man in the world.”  
They sell image.  Drink our beer and you are interesting, admired.  What a 
delusion!  So much of this is living up to some image.  Or the E-Trade baby ad.  
Cute, funny.  They sell fear – that I am falling behind, will not have enough. 

     Being in the quiet, the stillness – with no stimulation from the electronics – is 
much more conducive to peace for me.  It is where many of us sit with God.  It 
certainly is one reason why I cycle.  Slows me down.  In better tune with nature.  
Far from the mainstream.  I suspect runners and mountain bikers would agree.  
Add in nature walkers, gardeners and others. 

     To what shall we be connected? 
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Connection Issues 
Pastor Jon, March 31, 2014 

     GM made ignition switches for some automobiles which – from the reports – 
switched off while the cars were being driven.  This meant that the car lost power 
– no engine, no brakes etc.  A significant number of people lost their lives in the 
resulting car accidents.  I suspect that the number is larger than what is estimated 
since many people probably had accidents which were attributed to other causes – 
when the cause was probably the switch. 

     I am not surprised that ignition switches failed.  Car manufacturers make 
defective parts all the time.  Every year we read of some kind of recall. 

     I do not think that an engineer purposely designed a defective switch.  I am 
sure they thought the switch was fine. At least, I hope this. 

     What leaves me incredulous is the suggestion that GM knew of this defect for 
many years and did nothing about it.  That is an immoral act, if true.  And it is a 
wretched business decision.  I presume they must have surmised this would not 
come back to bite them.  I also do not understand how any human being could “sit 
back” on this information and do nothing.  I am reminded of the traffic jam that 
was engineered in New Jersey.  A traffic problem which delayed ambulances from 
getting to the sick. 

     But all this has prompted me to thinking.  I wonder if our society is developing 
into a disconnected group of individualists where there is a declining sense of 
commonality and community.  Put differently, there is a decreasing amount of 
face to face interaction between people.  Face to face interaction helps creates 
empathy and community.  Most of us have sent emails we regretted.  We would 
never have said such things to someone if we were in a face to face conversation.  
We are simply better than that.  We, I dare say, are nicer than that.  Typically, we 
try to get along.  

     But when we no longer have as much face to face interaction we are left up to 
our own devices.  We can say harsh things behind someone’s back we would never 
say in person.  We can write harsh things.  The internet is filled with harsh 
postings.   

     We live in a time when our interactions are increasingly anonymous, at least 
distant.  We can work from home – alone.  We post and write – in our own worlds.  
Empathy, community and connection are likely to decline.  Our skills at “getting 
along” likely will decline as well.  We are just not used to modifying our behavior 
to “get along.”  At a minimum we have less practice. 

     As we become more ensconced in this world – I suspect harder times are ahead.  
In other words the more isolated we become, the less we care and the more out of 
touch we become with other people and their situations.  And the interesting issue 
is – we do not even realize it.   
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Mondays 
Pastor Jon, April 1, 2014 

     For years and years I have found Mondays to be a burden.  Maybe burden is not 
the best word.  It is just a day filled with a kind of melancholy lethargy for me.  
Drained.  Fatigued more than tired.  Not much emotional energy.  Tuesdays are 
fine, but Mondays… uggh.  It even takes an extra effort for me to get on the bike - 
no matter what the weather!  And if I make it – it is rarely for a long or hard ride.  
Just getting in some miles.  Physically, I can do it with ease, but emotionally it 
takes a big effort.  

     After a time I figured out that this was because of the drain of Sunday.  A lot of 
energy gets expended on Sunday – messages to give, people to meet, worship to 
lead.  And it happens quickly.  I feel this way right after Christmas as well.  Only 
then it takes a few days to bounce back.  Great moments, but very intense. 

       It has taken me a few years – but I have come to the point where I no longer 
“feel bad” about Mondays.  I give myself permission to take it slow.  I have 
recognized my limits and I have embraced them.  Need to give myself the time to 
fill up the cup on Mondays – do some low key stuff, maybe.   

    I think in the spiritual walk – we are not always upbeat.  Jesus took time apart 
to be on the mountain alone in prayer.  No disciples, no teaching.  They found him 
there the next morning.  A day on the mountain.  

     We live in a “can do,” “go, go, go” world.  We can push the envelope 
emotionally and spiritually.  Sometimes it is a good thing to see our limits and sit 
back.  Maybe take a nap.  
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One, Maybe Two, of Those Days 
Pastor Jon, April 2, 2014 

     All has not been rosy in my cycling world.  Did some hill repeats on Saturday 
after I had a few baptisms at church.  Fairly warm afternoon.  At least I did not 
have to wear my jacket.  The repeats went well.  Was destined for 10 without 
much trouble.  Well, considering they are exhausting to do, not too much trouble.  
Number 8 top of the hill, going around the cul-de-sac, I end up with a flat.  I went 
over a manhole cover and pinched the rear wheel.  Soft flat not complete. 

     I had my hand pump and another tube.  Changed everything and could not get 
air in the tire.  Put back the old inner tube as it was my only chance to get home 
(Marsha was not answering her phone.)  I hoped the modest flat in that tube would 
hold air long enough to get me home.  All this took an hour. 

     Made it home fine.  Then the shaking started.  I wore two hats, two sets of 
socks, 4 sweaters and sat by the fire.  Just could not stop the goose bumps and 
chills.  I was shaking all afternoon into the evening and was still frozen Sunday 
morning, wearing three shirts and a sweater under my robe.  Worst hypothermia 
all year.  My problem was that hour on top of the hill changing the darn tire. One 
of those days, I guess. 

     I have learned – that despite all my experience, wisdom and knowledge… 
despite all my preparations… stuff will happen.  I seek to accept the good with the 
bad.  Was all this in God’s plan?  I do not think that way.  However, I highly doubt 
God wanted me ill all day.  Did God bring good out of this?  I do think this way.  If 
any good came out of this I do not know what it is.  I did not learn a thing I did not 
already know.   

     Sometimes – I turn to God to help me accept reality.  That is it.  Not going to 
make any more of it than that.  O Lord, help me simply to accept and not get all 
bent out of shape.  Amen to that. 
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Taking Risks 
Pastor Jon, April 3, 2014 

     I sometimes wonder if being Christian for some folks connotes being a good citizen, 
serving the community, fitting in, so to speak, in a positive way.  For some, I guess 
that is the way.  No harm done.  Nothing wrong with that.  As a matter of fact, there 
is a ton of good there. 

     Christians have a tendency to be conservative.  Not necessarily politically or 
socially. They can live conservatively.  I think that is what “fitting in” is all about.  
Nothing askew with that.  And a lot of good. 

     I read a book about 4 men, averaging 70 years old.  They did the Race Across 
America, a cycling race.  They were a team so they alternated who was cycling.  Took 
them 6+ days – cycling 24 hours a day - to go from the Pacific to the Atlantic.  They 
came in three days ahead of the 80 year-old team.  But, of course, the 80 year-old 
team was slowed as one of them fell off the bike the first day and fractured a hip.  He 
kept cycling though – just had to use crutches to get around and they had to help him 
onto the bike.  The 70 year-olds averaged over 19 mph, a speed I cannot maintain for 
more than an hour.  And I am a lot younger than they are. 

     What really fascinated me about these four is that they are not ex-racers.  They 
are not ex-Olympians.  I do not think any of them started cycling until their 40’s.  One 
- because he had a cholesterol and hypertension issue; a second - because he could no 
longer play in the adult hockey league; a third – because his knees could not take 
running. 

     Before the event one of these men, 72 years old, went to his 50th college reunion.  
The school was all-male when he attended.  He described alums with trophy wives and 
tennis tans who were of significant accomplishment and who had contributed mightily 
to our society.  The football running back attended – in a wheelchair, pushed by his 
nurse.  The great cross country runner attended, on crutches.  One hundred fifty were 
not there.  Cardio vascular disease, cancer, accidents and war had claimed them. 

     This guy was asked by his fellow alums what he was up to and he mentioned this 
upcoming race across America.  Their response was --- conservative.  Too risky.  He 
might get killed by a car or truck (as had happened to someone in the previous year’s 
race), have a heart attack, etc.  “Just fit in” is the subtle expectation.  Find a 
retirement community.  

     He writes that risk taking is associated with the young who have their whole lives 
in front of them... and a lot at stake.  As an older fellow he realized he was nearing 
the end of the line.  There was not all that much at stake for him.  And he could not 
see himself at the shuffleboard deck anyway.  

     I look forward to meeting him at a few of the mountain races I have entered this 
summer.  I noticed he is registered.  Local guy. 

     God breathes into us the breath of life.  Take a breath, maybe take a few risks.  
Maybe... not fit in… at least not so easily.  
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Who Would Have Thought It? 
Pastor Jon, April 4, 2014 

     The Andover Townsman ran an article about my cycling.  Turns out a writer 
found out I cycle into the church whenever I do not need the car to go someplace.  
Not a big deal in my opinion, but the writer seemed to be interested.  I also cycle 
in most Sunday mornings.  And I do this all year, summer and winter.  They ran the 
article on the front page of all places! 

      A fellow classmate from college saw this article in the Andover paper and 
recognized my name.  He must live in Andover.  So what does he do?  He 
forwarded the article to our class secretary who does the alumni notes for the 
college magazine which comes out every other week.  She emailed me to find out 
more information. 

     I shared with her the cycling stuff – about 6,000-7,000 miles a year.  And I told 
her about the eating plan our Doctor recommended – nothing with a face, no 
dairy, no oil, whole food, plant based.  My cholesterol dropped 100 points to way 
below 150 and I lost about 50 pounds.  All that will be in the college magazine.  I 
am thinking this will be of some interest for my age group. 

      Normally, I shun this kind of thing - publicity, alumni magazine, etc.  As an 
alum I live a fairly ordinary life compared to some of my classmates.  But – I 
thought about it a bit – if my story can inspire someone to get off cholesterol 
meds, get a little exercise, maybe they live longer or with improved quality. That 
is a pretty good thing.  Who would have thought - do a little cycling, change the 
diet - and it gets covered in the local paper and now the college magazine.... 
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Motivation 
Pastor Jon, April 7, 2014 

     I was asked – how do I stay motivated to cycle as I do.  Over the past two years 
I have probably cycled over 10,000 miles or so... 

     Each of us gravitates to our “set” point.  The “set” point is where we naturally 
“settle.”  We deal with life responsibilities and we settle into our ways of relaxing, 
eating, what have you.  Any lifestyle change means changing the set point – which 
is the place we came to by nature. To change the “set” point is a major 
undertaking. 

     I have always been active athletically – Boston marathon eons ago, numerous 
rowing and running races, now cycling.  I ramped up my cycling – that was a big 
change – but my “set” point usually included physical activity.  If someone has 
rarely been physically active – then adding physical activity is a dramatic change. 

     How do we do this?  Successfully. 

     Willpower.  I have fallen short of making some changes because of lack of will.  
But it is not that simple.  The emotional and spiritual matters of the day sap our 
cup of will.  So we may have something left in the cup – but not enough.  Know thy 
self. 

     How to keep the cup filled enough...  

     I was quite affected by a book on endurance cycling.  The author suggested I 
write down my core values.  What did I really value?  Then look at my life.  Set 
some goals accordingly.  The author actually suggested 5 year goals.  It shook me 
to realize how out of whack my lifestyle was from my values.   

     Two things have helped me. 

     Have a goal.  My friend said he raced to row, meaning he entered rowing races 
as a motivator to do the months of training that preceded the race.  Then break 
the goal down to monthly goals, and weekly goals.  A weekly goal serves to keep 
the day at hand focused.  A lot of folks train for the Feaster Five in November.  
They have a goal and it motivates them.  So what is the goal? 

     The day.  I have to keep my cycling primary in my consciousness.  I 
contemplate the day’s workout at most free moments.  Of course, I do other 
things.  But I keep that focus throughout the day.  That is the only way I can keep 
the cup sufficiently full to make sure I get out there.  So many things happen in my 
day that drain my cup emotionally and spiritually.   

     Some folks do their exercise first thing in the day – which makes sense because 
all the other matters of the day can sabotage you.  I love cycling in to church first 
thing in my day.  I can do that only if I will not be driving the car.  But I also know 
it is a short ride in to church and – and I will HAVE to ride home… and if my cup is 
full enough, I can do extra miles. 



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

 Fear and Faith 
     A lot of folks make lifestyle changes out of fear.  If you do not change, you die.  
Alcoholics hit bottom.  Gamblers lose everything.  Fear works when the stakes are 
high enough.  Rough thing to depend upon. 

     Faith as a motivator is tricky.  One reason why I cycle is that it is my form of 
prayer.  It centers me.  I feel relaxed and at peace, especially afterwards.  It 
leaves me a kinder, more understanding person.  Realizing this helps me keep the 
cup of motivation a bit fuller.  In other words it helps me do what I do in the 
church.  It leaves me a better husband and father.  It is not a distraction.  It is not 
an escape.  It is empowerment.  That I try to practice some mindfulness exercises 
while cycling also helps.   

     I like what Paul wrote – suffering produces endurance, endurance leads to 
character and character produces hope.  When you can push yourself and know 
you can muster a bit of will… you can go through a lot and endure.  10,000 miles...  
Not all that much.  But it has helped along the way. 
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Fed Up 
Pastor Jon, April 9, 2014 

     If you read this blog check out the movie trailer via ABC news for “Fed Up.”  
Just pop into a search engine - ABC News Fed Up.  This was a much talked film at 
the Sundance Film Festival and should be coming to our theaters on May 9.  It is 
what we have talked about at the Faith and Fitness group at our church.  It is what 
I have been writing about periodically on this blog. 

     And the situation is much worse than I thought.  

• By 2050, one third of Americans will have diabetes. 

• Our kids are the first generation which is not expected to live as long as 
their parents. 

• Fast food companies are acting just like cigarette companies years ago. 

• 95% of all Americans will be overweight and/or obese in two decades. 

• This is a public health epidemic. 

     I have not seen the movie but my sense is that sugar is a key culprit and it is 
added to a ton of foods.  We discussed at length high fructose corn syrup in our 
Faith and Fitness group.  Marsha and I are at the point we buy nothing unless we 
read the ingredient label.  I wish I had known some of this years ago.  Sugar's 
production is subsidized by the government.  Kind of sounds like tobacco. 
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Clipping in ....and Dreaming 
Pastor Jon, April 9, 2014 

     Dreaming is about all I can do these days when it comes to cycling.  I feel like I 
hit a wall.  Not all that much motivation and my legs are whipped. 

     But I can dream. 

     There is about a 1-3% chance this happens.  A dream. 

     I would love to be a part of a Race Across America team of Lutherans.  8 riders 
and a support crew (medical person, drivers, massage person, mechanics, cooks – 
about 12 would be needed based on my research).  I am thinking cyclists are 
teamed up in twosomes.  Each person of the two-some rides 20 minutes, next 
person takes over.  You put out in those 20 minutes.  Do it for two hours.  Each 
person does 3 twenty minute pieces.  Then you get 6 hours off – eat, sleep, etc.  
6-8 days.  This is not easy, but not the end of the world either. 

     Would need to rent two regular car-like vehicles and probably two-three 
vehicles you could sleep in.  Cost of all this (based on what I have read from those 
who have done this) – over $60,000.  Steep.  

     I am thinking this would be great for an all-church fund-raiser for world hunger.  
If we get folks from all over the Lutheran Church – cyclists, crew – this could be 
unifying.  Every congregation along the route could identify with this (maybe a few 
come out to cheer).  Video could be shown at all the regional gatherings, the 
national gathering, individual churches.  “A few people had a dream – this is what 
they did.”   So, what can we do? 

     Look – the mainline churches are perceived to be in decline.  We are fine at 
FAITH.  This dream is a statement that there is a LOT of vitality.  Also fits in well 
with “wellness” emphasis in the church. 

     The idea has legs.  Problem is finding 8 cyclists.  And the money issue.  Just 
getting the word to folks.  Then getting a crew together.  The idea needs energy 
and momentum.  I am thinking June, 2015 or 2016.  My dream.  I have taken a few 
preliminary steps...  As I wrote 1-3% chance of this. 
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Try a Little Kindness in the Name of Jesus 
Pastor Jon, April 11, 2014 

     This knifing incident at the Pennsylvania school is horrific.  From what I have 
read the incidents of shootings at schools has doubled since Newtown.  Something 
like 28 incidents this year.  This comes right after the shootings at Fort Hood in 
San Antonio - and that is the second shooting at Fort Hood.  I read continually 
about road rage and bullying.  So much anger, so much.  Even in the cycling world, 
cyclists get run over deliberately, not to mention the folks who curse at you.  
Anger. 

     A parent was interviewed in Pennsylvania who commented that this incident 
was all the more reason to opt for home schooling their child.  I can understand 
that sentiment.  We hunker down in our castles of protection and security.  I fear 
we just become more isolated and then even more challenged to 'get along' with 
others. 

     Parents often bring children to church thinking the church will help establish 
moral values for their children.  I would like to think of the church as a community 
which strives to lift up kindness in the name of Jesus.  Seems like there is a 
distressing paucity of kindness in our culture.   

    I think the parental example becomes ever more influential and meaningful as 
parents maintain their involvement in the church community well after their 
children are grown.  Embracing community and kindness is a lifelong pursuit in a 
culture where we are easily tempted to isolate and 'hunker down.' 
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Where Will I Turn? 
Pastor Jon, April 12, 2014 

     This week we contemplate the passion – the suffering of Christ.   

     Suffering wrecks us.  Dreams turn into nightmares.  Our world explodes.  Could 
be minor suffering – let us say a traffic jam; or, we up the ante – job loss, illness, 
hospitalization ; or, we go a step more – house fire, surgery, major illness; finally 
the reality of death.  Each one of these issues blows up our world.  We are cruising 
along on auto pilot and then – no more cruising along.  The ego, the sense of self-
determination is shattered. 

     So where do we turn?  Suffering can either throw us into the darkest of pits, or 
it can draw us closer to God.  I have gone through the hospitalizations, the more 
than minor illnesses, the house fire…  Death awaits but, hopefully, it is not 
imminent. Each moment prompted me to re-frame life.  And so many of those 
moments prompted within me a different understanding of God. 

     Those moments stir within us a realization of our own frailty.  We are all finite 
beings.  Faith is not a protection so much as it is a support, especially in times of 
weakness.  And it keeps us humble – real - in times of 'perceived' strength.  We are 
never as independent, as strong, as we would like to think we are.  If we can stay 
in the mindset of faith – invariably, faith renders us more compassionate to others. 
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Days Like This 
Pastor Jon, April 13, 2014 

     We have had a spot of warm weather here and there over the past few weeks.  
So I cannot attribute it to the warmth today.  I do not know what happened.  

     I have been dragging on the bike.  Maybe I did not take enough off days in 
March.  But heck – I have had a slow start to April – a few days off.  And still… I get 
on the bike and I swear the tires have some kind of sticky glue on them that keeps 
them pasted to the road.  For a week I have had to really exert myself to get to 
old speeds from last summer.  And the exertion was such I could not maintain it 
for more than a mile.  

     Am I coming down with something?  Did I gain a ton of weight?  Am I burned 
out?  All my plans for the summer had this grey cloud over them.  I was figuring 
that when I did not have the bulky winter jacket, was on the good bike… I would 
be flying.  But no.  I felt like I was on the studded tire, weighs a ton, winter bike.  
What happened?  This was not the plan! 

     Today I left the driveway and started turning the pedals as usual.  Figured I 
would do 30 miles in the warmth – easy does it, then I would make this a “kill 
yourself work-out” and do hill repeats at the end of the ride.  The idea was to do 
the repeats with tired legs and get used to what these mountain races will be like. 

     The speedometer read 20.  I did 30 effortless miles at that speed.  Way, way 
above last spring.  Then I did the hill repeats – just 5.  I am trying to avoid injury 
and these repeats tax my knees.  Cruised home with over 40 miles done.  Felt like 
I could have put in 50 or 60 but I had other things to tend to. 

     Days like this...  I do not get it.  I am as stressed as I usually am.  No different 
than last week, just different issues.  So it is not like I am suddenly relaxed.  
Maybe it is because I ate a lot.  Maybe I had better sleep.  Who knows?  

     Live with thanks for the good.  Accept the discouragements, try to learn from 
them.  And be thankful to God for it all.  Happy to be alive, am I.  Good days are 
wonderful, and I am not certain there is such a thing as a ‘bad’ day.  Then there 
are days like this. 
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Clipping In.... Update #1 on the Dream 
Pastor Jon, April 16, 2014 

     I wrote a week ago that “the Dream” is to get a gang of 8 cyclists to do the 
Race Across America (RAAM) in the team division.  The race is in June from the 
Pacific to the Atlantic.  One person of the team is cycling every minute – 24 hours 
a day.  Should take around 10-12 days.  The idea is to get 8 folks from the 
Lutheran Church, although we are not so limited.  The date is June of 2015. 

     Sponsors would cover the team expenses which I figure to be around $60,000.  
Once we get the sponsors set, we would seek donations which would then go to 
the cause(s) for which we ride.  The hope is to raise many dollars as we think we 
should be very effective is getting a lot of publicity within the Lutheran Church 
and perhaps beyond.   

     I have a number of potential sponsors in mind.  They are all Lutheran affiliated 
organizations.  The team (about 20 people - cyclists and crew) would have to 
establish the cause(s).  One of the motivating reasons to do this is to produce a 
video for local churches – one which shows what a few people accomplished – 
when they had a dream.  Ideally, this prompts the viewers to ponder – what can 
we do as a church? 

   Thus far, I have 9 cyclists who are interested.  I hope to get a list closer to 20 by 
July.  Of the 20, I figure a bunch will drop out as push comes to shove on this.  So 
the list gets whittled down to 12 with 8 cyclists “in” and 4 in the bullpen.  Maybe 
that can be accomplished by the end of the summer. 

      The 9 cyclists on my “interested/potential” list really came together with 
ease.  I have had a few moments when I just thought "Wow."  And there are a lot 
more steps we can take to get the word out.  And if need be, we go outside the 
Lutheran Church.  Right now, I have made precious little effort. 

     The bullpen folks are important as I figure some of the original 8 will drop out, 
some may have to cancel because of illness, injury – what have you.  So we need a 
bullpen so the whole event does not get scuttled should we lose a few cyclists 
before we even begin. 

I also have 1-3 people for the 12 person crew for this endeavor.  These folks are 
just essential – each as important to this endeavor as any of the cyclists. 

     Next steps are to approach the potential sponsors.  Now that we have a good 
sense we might have the peoplepower to do this – we need the sponsors.  They 
hold the key that unlocks this.  I started this thinking a 1-3% chance this comes 
off.  Now… maybe we are at 5%.  If the sponsors come through, the odds jump 
magnanimously – and, we might very well be ‘off to the race’ in June 2015. 
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A Word on Easter 
Pastor Jon, April 18, 2014 

     Pondering the Easter message I come back to this question – when we trust in the 
message of the resurrection – what does life look like?   

     As kids we have a certain level of mental development – so to process complex 
ideas is beyond us.  We just do not have the mental capacity at that age to process 
such ideas.  As a result children typically view the resurrection as resuscitation. 

     Reading the biblical accounts it is clear – at least to me – that the resurrection was 
not resuscitation.  In some cases the Christ of the resurrection (as compared to the 
Jesus of history) walks through a wall.  In other cases he is not recognized – in a few 
instances, in fact.  Yet there are also accounts in which he asks Thomas to touch him.  
And then in other accounts it reads that the disciples worshiped and doubted.   

     For me the bottom line in all this – they experienced the presence of Christ and 
they were willing to give their lives for this.  That is how they died.  Just what that 
presence was like is shrouded in mystery.  And this Christ of the resurrection was the 
same as, yet different from, the Jesus of history.  Hence, the mystery of the 
resurrection. 

     But the resurrection points us to something, a reality – beyond, yet within, this 
life.  I appreciate the scientific accounts of the universe – black holes, for instance, 
which point to levels of reality which are different from what we know – where time 
and space is different.  Mystery.  There is evidence which points to the expansion of 
the universe – and the creation of new time and space as the extremes of the 
universe.  Mystery. 

     There is more to life.  To trust in God then… what does life look like?  

      At a basic level I think it means a degree of freedom – freedom to love others, to 
love God, to say no to the pressures of life so we can take healthy care of ourselves.  
The last issue is a more profound challenge than many.  At least it is for me.  This is 
freedom “to”...   

     There is also freedom “from.”  Freedom from – captivity.  But what holds us 
captive?  Paul writes about fear. 

     This is freedom “from” the fears which lurk – typically, beneath the surface.  Fear 
we do not have enough.  Fear we need to win.  Fear of illness, of accident.  Repressed 
stuff, for the most part.  I think it interesting that so many athletes present 
themselves as having a desire to win… but I suspect there is a biting fear of what it is 
to lose.  On occasion we hear someone acknowledge this. 

     To embrace Christ is to trust God in the midst of those fears - to be set free to 
love and to experience a measure of God's peace. 

     To trust in Christ, in the resurrection, to live in the mystery...  But what does that 
look like?  I will deal with that this Sunday at our main services at 8:15 AM; 9:30 AM 
and 11:00 AM.  We also have a sunrise service at 6:30 AM - outside.  It is cold then so 
the message will be a bit different than at the later services. 
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Caught Up and Getting Unhooked 
Pastor Jon, May 7, 2014 

     I have not been writing much for this blog.  I find I need be in a certain place 
spiritually and for the last few weeks I have been ‘caught up.’  ‘Caught up’ is an 
expression which captures that sense of being pre-occupied and ruminating.  

     We lose our center when we get caught up.  One’s emotional and spiritual 
energy gets zeroed in on something and it is as if you cannot get unstuck.  Well, I 
bit this hook.  

     I put a bit of effort into the idea of getting a Team Lutheran cycling group 
together to participate in the 9-day Race Across America.  I conceived of it as a 
fund-raiser to raise money for Malaria Relief and World Hunger.  Parts of this came 
together with ease, some parts, not so much. 

      Our particular congregation is doing splendidly – in many ways – thriving; but 
many churches across the nation are not.  I thought this cycling gig was a great 
way to communicate the vitality of the church and what a few people can 
accomplish.  I also realized it was a long shot to pull off. 

     I found cyclists from the Midwest, the South – all over.  That came together 
much easier than I anticipated.  Problem was I could not secure a sponsor.  And if 
one gets sponsors to cover the $60,000 expense, then – as far as my integrity goes, 
one needs to be quite confident in raising an additional $120,000 for the cause.  
You can say to the sponsors – “look, you gave $1 and we raised $2.”  That is not 
bad.  In total we were looking for $180,000.  That number, when I realized its 
magnitude, is daunting. 

     I did not think success is possible without getting national publicity across the 
Lutheran Church and this requires a lot of local judicatories to really push the 
effort.  Even then, I am not certain we could raise the funds.  I figured we could 
mesh this endeavor with the national Lutheran effort to raise $200 million.  Bad 
idea. 

     From what I have learned the national effort is frail.  Local churches will be 
reluctant to support it because many local churches are cutting back financially.  
Some regional Bishops will not support it because they would like to have 
donations for regional ministries which are being reduced.  

     To put the final nail in the coffin, the genesis for the national campaign is 
shaky - perhaps reflecting the influence of a small group who did not see to it that 
thorough research be done to determine how feasible this campaign is.  In my 
opinion - messy.  Obviously, there is a lot going on behind the scenes and I am not 
wading into that. 

     I pulled the plug on the ride.  And then there was the fallout from that!  Wow.  
Took a few days to get unhooked but swimming along just fine now. 
  



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

Clipping In... and Staying at Home in Christ 
Pastor Jon, May 8, 2014 

     The first of the Bike Up a Mountain Points Series Races is this week.  We do 
Wachusett Mountain, the easiest one of the series.  Of course, I was not able to 
get in the kind of hill training I hoped, notably, I never went to central Mass. to 
ride the mountains there.  I suspect many folks feel underprepared for races. 

     I also have no idea how steep, easy or hard this race is.  I only know it is the 
easiest of them all.  I am hoping I manage because if I have difficulty that does not 
bode well for the upcoming mountains. 

     So I have gone back to my goal chart.  Get to the starting line, get to the finish 
line.  Hopefully, no stops.  I have been warned that competitive juices begin to 
flow in these races.  Perhaps so.  I am trying to own my strengths – be disciplined, 
think, stay at home in Christ, be serene. 

     Just finish.  I am of an age when competition means less and less.  And in the 
grand scheme of life, I do not care if I am a minute or three faster or slower than 
someone else.  Stay at home in Christ. 

     I plan to start way in the back and ride the first mile very slowly.  Then I will 
see.  I realize that if this turns out to be a miserable experience and I really 
exhaust myself – that will dampen my ardor for the harder and steeper mountains.  
So – keep a clear vision on the stated goals.  Stay at home. 
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Salvation?  Captivity and Freedom 
Pastor Jon, May 9, 2014 

     Our midweek DVD/discussion group has been going over salvation.  The major 
emphasis has been the way in which Jesus understood salvation in 'this life' terms, 
versus the often times exclusive focus some give to the afterlife.  The blind are to 
see.  The excluded are loved.  Children and women are uplifted.  There is sharing 
and enough. 

     The issue then becomes to understand salvation as freedom and liberation.  
What holds us captive…?  And how does our faith set us free. 

     Most of us are captive – to the opinions of others, to whatever our concept of 
success is, to the need for affirmation, to be seen as ‘someone.’ 

     To say I am ‘in Christ,’ is to say that is where my identity rests.  The captivities 
remain, but they do not hold as much power over me.  In other words, the 
opinions of others do not get me as riled up.  The criticisms or dismissals of others 
do not set me off.  The affirmations and accolades thrown my way – do not mean 
as much.  I live with a greater embrace of the simplicities of life which are filled 
with blessing and goodness. 

     To be captive is to live with a low level but, powerful, discontent.  What is… is 
never enough.  I need/want the different house, car, toy.  I want to go to the next 
highest star restaurant, look younger or older, be more fit, have a family that 
would just be a little (or a lot) different... and the list goes on and on.  If it was 
not for this discontent, our economy would fall off a cliff.  Just the way it is. 

     We noted that in our society we are bombarded by the voices which trigger this 
sense of discontent.  It is a challenge to turn them off, to stay in Christ.  I do not 
think it can be done alone.  One reason why I go to communion.  It is a quiet 
moment of contemplation, to make that journey home again. 
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Poetry on a Plane 
Pastor Jon, May 10, 2014 

     I was in a discussion with many folks, when one person said that it was on the 
airplane that he wrote poetry. 

     First off, I never knew he wrote poetry.  But his explanation intrigued me.  Put 
him in his office or at home and nothing is coming.  Even if confronted with a 
problem in the office, his creativity is stifled.  He is too plugged in.  It is when he 
is on the airplane that he feels disconnected and that the poetry, which flows 
from creativity, can be written. 

     I have felt this way for years.  Ask me to develop a meaningful Sunday message 
in my office.  Oh my.  It can take me forever to even write something for the 
newsletter.  But if I get disconnected – ideas flow.  That is why I value going to our 
cabin so much.  Same thing happens sometimes when I cycle. 

     In the woods the birds are singing and the wind is blowing through the leaves.  I 
am geographically apart.  The place is, relatively speaking, isolated.  I love being 
there because it seems that I can accomplish so much more.  

     Problem is that if I go to the cabin the perception is I am on vacation... "off".  
The reality is I get more done there than I could ever accomplish here.  Gotta get 
myself unhooked from how things are perceived.  It is so easy to get caught up. 
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Streams and Rocks 
Pastor Jon, May 11, 2014 

     Springtime cycling brings me by numerous streams and ponds – and all of them 
are overflowing with the rush of freshly melted snow.  The ponds are high, the 
streams burst over the edges and the flow of water is glorious. 

     On one cul-de-sac I noted the kids trying to build a damn to keep the water in 
the pond.  They had all kinds of rocks in place, sticks, and were impressively 
organized as they built up their wall where the water had broken through.  I 
wondered if this was not an old beaver dam they were re-constructing.  Dads were 
there supervising and helping.  Great fun for all.  I thought that perhaps the Dads 
wanted that wall built, as it kept the pond in their backyards – a pond – instead of 
a swamp should the water drain out. 

     Tomorrow, tomorrow.  The next day the wall had collapsed and the water 
flowed and gushed. 

     I wonder whether the flow of life is such that we do not spend a lot of our time 
building walls of containment to keep it as we want it – ponds instead of swamps, 
the thrilling power to control the flow. 

     Or we can surrender to the inevitability of the flow and find our peace 
embracing it. 
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The Wachusett Mountain Race  
Pastor Jon, May 12, 2014 

     I entered my first ever cycling race – up Wachusett Mountain.  There were 200+ 
people entered on a rainy, foggy, morning.  Visibility up the mountain was limited 
to 30 feet.  I could not discern where the road turned up, how much it turned up 
and how long the sections were.   

     My first impressions.  The fellow warming up in the parking lot – who looked big 
to me – another Clydesdale (in my division).  I watched him a bit… he had no lower 
right leg, just a piece of metal that connected his thigh to the pedal. 

     The older fellow.  Disheveled, wild gray hair.  Messy beard.  Surrounded by all 
these people in special cycling attire and equipment, he was on a scraped up  
mountain bike from the ‘80s  with wide tires.  Looked way too small for him.  
Wore sneakers.  He was 80.  

     Lunch next to the woman who, in contrast, had the ‘right’ cycling attire... and 
two plastic pieces that went behind her calf from knee to heel to stabilize her 
lower legs. 

     The woman on a tricyle.  All three wheels the same size as a regular two-
wheeler.  When I passed her I noticed one of her legs wrapped in black. 

     Three people who did this on unicycles. 

     A pre-race conversation with a fellow who has done this race a dozen times.  
We were at the start and way at the back.  He shared with me he had some 
disease, hereditary, such that he has no feeling in his lower legs and arms.  Cannot 
run.  Had it for a long time. 

     And more skinny people than I have ever seen in one place in my lifetime.  
There is obese, overweight, normal and – certainly, underweight.  I thought I was 
at a convention of the “We only eat lettuce” society.  I felt like hulk.  Kind of 
embarrassing, in fact.  Running races attract a lot of “regular-looking” folks.  Not 
cycling races. 

     Testimonies to the will, to potential, to what God has given us.  Prompts me to 
ponder how I will live this day.  I do not think I will complain much - about 
anything. 
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Clipping in..... Getting There 
Pastor Jon, May 13, 2014 

     Folks have asked how I did in the Wachusett Mountain Race.  I stuck to my 
goals - get to the starting line - that meant I was ready for this.  Finish the race, 
did not stop.  Do not come in last.  Did O.K. in my age group.  

     I learned a lot. 

     I paced myself too slowly, had mechanical issues such that I could not shift 
properly.  Realized the benefits of knowing what the course is like, it really helps.  
Fog is rough - I could not see to shift ahead of time (when I could shift, that is!).  
Was warned about ultra-steep sections and wondered if I had done them already 
(yes) or whether they were still coming up.  Realized I could have done the race 
three more times when I was done and had left a lot in the tank.  Have a 
completely new appreciation for the mountains by our cabin which are shorter, 
but much steeper.  The small hill I train on in North Andover is actually steeper. 

   In retrospect I think the fog played a big role I passed a number of "high-end" 
looking cyclists on the side of hills as they were stopped and looking at their bikes.  
I figure - now - they had gear shifting issues which I attribute to shifting too 
quickly, too far when they found themselves on hills after semi-flats.  Typically, 
you see these steep sections ahead of time and shift in anticipation.  With the fog 
you could not see more than 30 feet, at most.  A few folks were stopped liked this 
and I doubt it was mechanical failures so much as driver error.  You really need to 
know how to shift these machines. 

     One of the highlights was speaking with three of the four 70 year olds who 
were on the team which set the age group record for the Race Across America 
(RAAM) two years ago.  I referred to them in a Sunday message a few months ago.  
Great guys, who were in this race.  They are planning on setting the age group 
record for 75 year olds in two years. 

      A wonderful day of profound blessing and joy.  Actually each day has that 
potential - if I have eyes to see.  Christ came - to heal us, that we might see 
differently. 
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The Yahoo in the Pick-Up 
Pastor Jon, May 14, 2014 

     When I am cycling along – 40-50 miles, churning away, I go into a drift 
mentally.  If I am ‘caught up’ over something – then I just obsess over that.  Not 
good.  Typically, I just float and churn. 

     Last summer I churn away on a road with very wide shoulder.  This car pulls up 
200 yards in front of me, which I thought very odd.  I watched him, then glanced 
right – and saw a bear backing his/her way over the guardrail.  My thought was – 
cool – I have never seen a bear before and never knew they were around here and 
wow – I see it.  I cruised by the bear and then the car – and said to the driver – 
‘wow.’  In time it dawned on me he must have pulled over because he saw the 
bear way, way before I did. 

     All in a day.  Exciting.  

     Yesterday, I was coming to a corner – a stop sign and some fellow was coming 
toward me – in a pick-up.  Always some kind of bigger than normal vehicle.  (I am 
PREJUDICED in this regard).  He shouts something at me and I jump.  No different 
than the bear appearing really.  And I shouted a huge load of stuff back – none of 
which I am proud of and none of which I am going to write down.   

     Rationally, I should not mess with guys (always guys by the way) who are in 
bigger vehicles than I am.  Nevertheless, I let out my stream. 

     I did not do this with the bear... Who is actually just as dangerous.  But I do 
with the guy. 

Totally stupid on my part. 

      You are in a boat and another boat comes toward you to crash – you shout, 
scream… utter stuff... Then you realize no one is in the boat.  So you shut up.  If 
someone is in the boat you keep it up. 

     People set us off.  People.  The bear did not set me off, but the guy in the 
pick-up did.  It is all about people. 

     I know I am not really at peace and at center when this yahoo gets to me.  
"Yahoo" - he is no different than I am.  Maybe having a bad day.  Maybe some 
cyclist irritated him at some point. 

     Gotta work on this.  Spirituality takes work.  And I have to remember the 
cyclist’s mantra and code - every person in a car has a sworn covenant to drive 
cyclists off the road.  If I remember that - I will be ok.... at peace. 
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Clipping in.... and Grace 
Pastor Jon, May 15, 2014 

     I have written before – I have a yearlong goal for cycling mileage (7,000 miles 
in 2014) and I break that down into adjusted monthly goals.  That works for me.  
Have to have a goal and have to break it down into bite-sized chunks.  I can deal 
with bite-sized chunks, otherwise the yearly goal gets too overwhelming 

     I surpassed my monthly goals for January, February and March.  These are 
tough months.  Cold.  So I did not expect much from myself.  (My January goal was 
250 miles…… contrast that to my July goal of 650 miles).  

     April was a disaster.  Fell short of the monthly goal by 60 miles.  However, I 
was so far ahead going into the month – I was still in great shape.  Had to then 
consider what happened in April that I fell short....  Too ambitious a goal…?  
Unexpected bad weather…?  Too pre-occupied with other stuff? 

     This applies to all aspects of life.  If you “fall short” of your vision - let's say, to 
be a good parent/spouse/worker ... and get angry with the kids, the spouse, the 
work place – then… take time to contemplate.  What is going on? 

     Now I am into May.  I am just flying (for me).  Effortless.  Huge miles when I 
have the time.  I am thinking all that effort earlier is reaping dividends now.  I 
have a lot of confidence.  I think I am capable of much more than I give myself 
credit for… just gotta get my mind in check and my mentality in Christ. 

     This confidence thing.  I was one of the slowest people up Mount Wachusett.  
The easiest ride of the mountain series.  I will be one of the slowest people up all 
the other mountains – Greylock, Okemo, Washington (kind of the mother race of 
the summer).  I am just slow.  Old, big… and slow.  But I will show up.  I have that 
confidence.  And the other cyclists – very supportive.  

     It is an issue of how you measure yourself.  Versus others?   Or can one simply 
do it?  Accept reality/truth and rejoice.  I will be there at those starting lines.  
(But always in the back).  
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3 Points! Spirituality and Play 
Pastor Jon, May 16, 2014 

     Big surprise today – just feeds my competitive juices – which is not necessarily 
a good thing.  I guess I am a long way from an “oh well” sense of peace. 

      BUMPS stands for Bike Up A Mountain Point Series.  There are 10 road cycling 
races up mountains this summer/fall and if you race 5 of them you qualify for the 
BUMPS competition.  I do not understand the way they do this, but they look at 
the winning time (usually a pro or a really good amateur wins these races); the 
average time; your time; and do some kind of mathematical computation. Very 
complicated.   

      In my first race - Wachusett mountain - I was very slow.  Very.  I could not 
shift properly and basically, I did not know what I was doing.  I had not been on 
this mountain previously and it was covered with fog and cloud.  The winner did 
this in 15 minutes and I came in at 28 minutes.  But, heck, I am 57, old, and fat 
(for a cyclist).  The concern was – with this formula I may not even get a point. 
Too slow.  

      I have been in “serious” competitions before - Head of the Charles rowing a 
single at least 4 times...  Other similar Head races, Masters Regionals rowing a 
single… etc.  Those races are nerve wracking.  I recall being in the Head of the 
Connecticut thinking to myself “I would much rather be leading worship right now” 
(it was Sunday at 9 am.)  You warm up worrying about hitting one of the other 
singles, then you have to get in numerical order, keep your boat straight, stay 10 
seconds away from the person in front of you, get through the starting buoys… not 
tip over, etc.  At that Head of the Connecticut race the wind was horrible, there 
were whitecaps on the river – I had a ton of water in the boat – conditions I would 
never, ever practice in.  Cycling races are a breeze in comparison.  

     When I considered this BUMPS series – it dawned on me that with this formula 
and with my slowness that I may not even qualify for any points.  That was 
crushing.  The Wachusett winner was given 100 points for the race.  And a bunch 
of folks did get shut out.  Turns out I received 3 points!  Unbelievable.   

     What fun it is to play.  These races are play.  In play, time ceases to exist. It 
points us toward eternity.  Kind of like love – time ceases to exist, or the instincts 
of a parent calming down a child who awakes at night “Don’t worry, all is ok, 
everything is in order.”  Signals of transcendence in our common life. 

     Take time to play, it is a spiritual thing.  I had more fun at that Saturday 
Wachusett race.  And 3 points!  
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Forks in the Road 
Pastor Jon, May 17, 2014 

     What a few days coming up.  Saturday we have the men's breakfast, two 
couples are coming in to plan weddings, a group goes to the soup kitchen to serve, 
our first communion class receives communion for the first time at an afternoon 
service... then Sunday we have the usual services followed by our seventh baptism 
this May!  And, the confirmation classes will be having a celebratory picnic in the 
afternoon. 

     By the end of May Faith will have had 10 baptisms with another three planned 
for June and July.  I anticipate we might have as many as five more baptisms by 
the end of the year.  What a blessing to see so many families seek to raise their 
children in the faith! 

     All of these occasions are turning points - marriages, baptisms, first 
communion, confirmation in a few weeks.  But each day can be a turning point for 
us.  Will I live in that place of peace within, or do I give into the distractions, on 
that road searching for acclaim and achievement or whatever it is we search for?   

     I suspect many of us are driven to accomplish something.  Perhaps it is a 
prudent thing to contemplate just what drives us....  and maybe I take some time 
at the rest stop.  It comes down to our identity - and just how we figure out who 
we are.  Am I my true self - in Christ, with grace, loved and at peace.... or the 
driven to distraction false self, searching and seeking?   

     May we be at peace. 
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Every Year... Always, Always Something 
Pastor Jon, May 18, 2014 

     I have been dragging my rear end when it comes to getting up to the cabin to open up.  
Usually I am there a few days after the water to the ridge gets turned on- May 1.  This 
year, no way.  Every year it is something at this place. 

     Like the water purification thermos leaks.  It leaks because I cannot twist it shut tight 
enough.  So I run down to the street to turn off the water to the cabin and disassemble 
the thermos and hammer it tighter. Then run down to the street and turn the water on 
and hope.  

     Or, the rubber gaskets on the purification system spout at the sink – leak.  Sounds easy 
- but no.  If it leaks I have to shut off water to the whole place.  There is no shut-off for 
that particular pipe.  So run down to the street to shut the water off and mop up after the 
leak.  Drive 20 minutes to Aubuchon's to get new gaskets.  Re-assembe and hope.  

     I get the purification system ready.... and then hold my breath for the hot water 
heater.  I think every year I must replace one of the heating elements.  

     If there is a problem, same drill.  Run down to the street, turn off the water to the 
cabin, drain the hot water tank, take out the heating element.  If I drove 20 minutes to 
the Aubuchon’s for the gaskets for the water purification system.... you got it - I drive 
back to get heating elements for the hot water tank.  Correctomondo - no way to check 
the heater if the purification system is dripping all over the place. 

     Then the mice.  Always find at least one big nest in some drawer.  Typically, they get 
into the fiberglass insulation of the stove.  Smells real bad when you turn on the oven and 
they begin to roast.  Huge job replacing the insulation - which costs as much as a new 
stove.  I smartened up a few years back - took a half day and screwed in metal screening 
all around the stove. 

     Or, last year.  No mice.  Stove is fine.  Water purification system works fine.  No leaks.  
Hot water works fine.  Unbelievable.  No problems.  But what is that hissing sound....  yes 
- a burst pipe under the cottage.  Took a week for the plumber - poor fellow - to crawl 
under the place to fix that mess.  

     This year I am expecting the refrig’ to go on the fritz.  Last summer I used duct tape to 
cover up the rusted edges.  Not good. 

     Or it's the toilet.  One year I was celebrating the place - no issues - then a crack as the 
tank broke and water gushed everywhere. (Ummm... when I closed up the previous fall 
the bowl had a layer of ice on it.  I did not get away with that.) 

     Or the toilet - which usually does not work as rust from the pipes clogs it up so it will 
not stop running.  Have to take apart the innards... or drive to Aubuchon's to get new....  I 
feel like I drive to Aubuchon's at least twice every year. 

     Always, always something. 

     Have to be in the right spiritual place to deal with this.  Peace is not so much a 
function of circumstances so much as it is a function of me dealing with the 
circumstances.  Stay centered.  Know something will go off.  Stay centered.  All will be 
well.   
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Caught 
Pastor Jon, May 19, 2014 

     The church is caught.  I received an email from a college classmate who had 
received some article about me.  She indicated that with the decline of the 
church, she felt she would be active in her Episcopal church and was looking for a 
church in the area where they were retiring to.  Community was important to her.  
What caught my attention was her reference to the decline of the church.  
Common knowledge I guess.  Attendance is down 25% at most mainline Protestant 
churches – much less so at our place but we are down 10% from where we used to 
be.  Did not help when a host of families moved last year. 

     So church leaders prognosticate about this.  I have attended seminars about 
the church needing to be ultra-connected – websites, which most churches have, 
twitter, Facebook, references to the online church et al.  I have even considered 
ways in which our place can use email to communicate prayer requests Sunday 
mornings.  I guess you have to get “with it” using the latest communications 
techniques.  Many of our New England church leaders emphasize this kind of issue. 

     On the other hand, my instincts lead me in a different direction.   

     Hence, my title - the church is caught. 

     We live in a culture of distraction and partial attention.  I see this at gatherings 
where folks are constantly checking phones for messages, or taking pictures of said 
gatherings for Facebook postings, or sending text messages.  Full time stimulation, 
juggling a bunch of things, multi-tasking with attention diverted and distracted. 

     I do not think this is at all conducive to the spiritual life of stillness and peace.  
In fact, I think it contributes mightily to anxiety and hyper-living.  Face-to-face 
contact diminishes in lieu of electronic contact.  Even at that – we text people 
instead of actually speaking to them over the phone. 

     All of this, in my view, will lead to a faux sense of community – where we 
increasingly feel isolated.  We do not answer the phone.  We do not even bother 
checking phone messages.  Isolated.  Connected only when we turn the device on 
and “feel like” responding to someone.  There is a diminished sense of give and 
take, of relating to another human being… instead we live in our own castles of 
isolation and interact whenever we feel like it, if we feel like it.  That appeals to 
a lot of folks – gives each of us a lot of control in one sense. 

     We are created in the image of God… the image of one who is constantly in 
relationship with us.  A God who weeps for us in our sadness, and whose joy makes 
out joy complete.  Ultimately, these cultural changes come at the expense of our 
sense of humanity.   

     So does the church adapt to all this – twitter, etc., or does the church provide 
a different sense of community and humanity - an opportunity for stillness, for 
attention, for quiet, for silence, for disconnection.  I think this is our path.  That, 
at least, is where I am drawn. 
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Ascutney, Part One 
Pastor Jon, May 28, 2014 

     Mount Ascutney is one of the 
mountain cycling races I was thinking 
of entering this summer.  Turns out the 
race day conflicts with a church event.  
So, in a fit of delusional grandeur I 
ventured from the cabin to Windsor, 
Vermont to cycle Ascutney on my own. 

     The Wachusett race built up my 
confidence that I can do these 
mountains.  Wachusett was easy.  I 
climb steeper, albeit shorter, 
mountains in training.  I knew Ascutney 
was more difficult, but, heck, I can do 
it.  Wachusett was a piece of cake. 

     I learned from Wachusett – do not 
use the easy gears.  I did not need 
them, but I had a shifting problem and 
was stuck in them.  So I reasoned – 
Ascutney, 3.7 miles,I will use the third 
easiest gear (for the cyclists – I have a 
triple chainwheel and a rear cassette 

which gives me a 1:1 ratio and a gear below 1:1).  After 0.1 miles on Ascutney I 
clicked to my second easiest gear.  After another 0.1 miles I was in my very easiest 
gear.  The Ascutney race organizers recommend cyclists have a 1:1 ratio.  I may 
not be the brightest bulb on the tree but if they recommend a 1:1, being old and 
fat, I will have one easier gear than that. 

     Wachusett is a nice ride.  The first mile is a grind it out 8% pitch.  Then a slight 
downhill then up at 10%, then flat, then up, etc.  The end has a 15% pitch, but it is 
short. 

     Ascutney starts out at 12%.  It jumps to 14%, then 16%, then you get a break 
when it comes back down to 12%. (2% may not seem like much – trust me, it is 
gigantic).  Here and there you get a flat section of 9%, for a little while. I learned 
there is more elevation climbing in the first 1500 feet of Ascutney than in any 
other mountain in New England, probably in North America.  I never left the 
easiest gear.  I actually checked the shifter a few times to make sure I was in the 
easiest gear.  

     Up, up, up, unending, unyielding, no breaks until 3.2 miles where you get a 
slight downhill that lasts for 0.1 miles before the final pitch at 18%. 

     My hands were numb.  One quad was numb.  I had a deuce of a time keeping 
my front wheel on the tarmac.  Must have lifted 20 times.  I was so labored and 
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slow the bike was weaving on the road and I was not doing switchbacks.  I was 
actually scared when a few cars approached going down the mountain “Goodness, 

I gotta keep a straight line here.” 

     In the cycling world they use the 
term ‘suffer’ a lot.  “Lance looks like 
he is really suffering today.”  I never 
understood this.  Until Ascutney. 

     At a number of points I debated 
stopping, but I did not think I could 
click out my shoe without falling.  Just 
so steep and unyielding.  Obviously, this 
is a physical challenge, but when you 
are old and fat and at your limit, this is 
as much of a mental and spiritual 
challenge. 

     As I look back, the ride was surreal.  
I think this is because it took so much 
concentration.  I did not notice a thing, 
no clouds, no trees, no streams.  Just 
keep the pedals turning, the front tire 
from jumping, try not to look up… 

     Midway through I thought – ‘God has 
given me the ability to do this and we 

are capable of more than we think.’ 

     Great view, by the way, from the peak. 
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The Trinity 
Pastor Jon, May 30, 2014 

     Finally, opened up the cabin.  Three of us did this – Marsha, me and the screw-
up fairy.  All went relatively smoothly until I realized the cold water faucet in the 
kitchen did not work.  Hot water faucet was fine, but no cold water.  So Marsha 
ran down to the street to turn off the water to the cabin.  I took apart the faucet 
and voila – just as I expected the back-up pressure in the pipe shot out all this 
water as well as these clumps of rust that had clogged the faucet.  Marsha turned 
the water on and we were great. 

     Until I was outside and Marsha was in the kitchen screaming at me “water is 
leaking under the sink!”  She ran back down to the street to turn off the water to 
the cabin again.  Turns out I had pulled off the connection tube between the 
water purification thermos and the faucet.  Since all this is under the sink, it ran 
for a time before we discovered it. 

     Always something.  Best to live with diminished expectations, then one is not 
completely surprised.  Surprised, yes, but not completely. 
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Ascutney Part Two 
Pastor Jon, May 31, 2014 

     After ascending Mount Ascutney on the bike, I lingered at the peak for a bit, 
but realized I needed to keep moving. 

     I had read a blog in which this super cyclist said he had friends who had wiped 
out – catastrophically – going downhill.  I had watched a YouTube clip of a fellow 
descending Ascutney with a helmet cam.  He seemed to cruise down without any 
problem, but what caught my attention were the cyclists he passed who had 
stopped along the way.  Why did they pull over?  Made no sense to me. 

     Ascutney race directors warn cyclists to let air out of their tires for the 
descent.  Seems that brakes can heat up the rims and the tires pop.  I guess 
deflating the tires reduces the chances of blow outs.  I read all this.  I do not think 
the gravity of it made much of a dent in.  I started the descent and thought “Ok, 
ease up on the brakes a bit so the rims do not overheat.” 

     In a blink of an eye I was going 20 mph on an 18% pitch and looking into Death 
Valley.  I hit the brakes and barely slowed.  I am tall with a high center of gravity.  
I am heavy.  I have the bike handling skills of a 5 year-old on training wheels.  I 
could feel my body momentum thrusting me over the handlebars as I grabbed the 
brakes. 

     Climbing Ascutney may have been an effort.  This was fear.  I squeezed those 
brakes ever more to get the bike to slow.  Typically, cyclists will throw their rear 
ends back to adjust for body momentum going forward.  It is difficult to do this on 
an 18% pitch when one is squeezing the brakes with a “I do not want to die just 
yet” intensity. 

     Fortunately, I slowed enough to click out.  I had to gather myself a bit.  Folks 
share their concern over my cycling at night.  Night is nothing.  I walked the bike 
the next 0.1 mile.  I had done 0.2 miles of a 3.7 mile descent.  So I clicked in 
again, squeezing the brakes, feeling myself lurch over the handlebars, going 3 
mph, stopping every 0.2 miles because my wrists were so fatigued.  I know now, 
you never, ever stop squeezing. 

     It dawned on me that I would take longer getting down Ascutney than I took 
going up.  I am sure lighter folks can do this much more easily. 

     Blessedly, two fellows in a pick-up were going down from the peak.  A few 
weeks ago some guy in a pick-up yelled at me for no reason.  On Ascutney these 
guys stopped and offered me a ride.  Maybe in the future I do not prejudge pick-up 
drivers so quickly.  God blessed me through them, and I am grateful. 
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Clicking In.... and Learning 
Pastor Jon, June 1, 2014 

     God has blessed us with physical potential, so even an old, fat guy like me can 
bike up Ascutney.  I read that when pain gets to a certain level, the brain prompts 
us to shut down.  I recall this happened to me a few times on the climb.  I am 
learning to focus through the pain – I think it is by-passing the brain – because we 
are capable of more – it is just the brain doing it shut down thing. 

      I made mistakes on that climb.  I realized this the next morning.  For the first 
time in months I had been cycling and dripping sweat.  This happens all summer 
but this was the first time this year. 

      I should have realized I would be low on salt as a result.  I woke up the next 
day with the shakes.  My leg muscles were firing all day and I had instances of 
terrible cramps.  I attribute all of this to loss of electrolytes. 

      This is the new challenge as I cannot take my hands off the handlebars to eat 
or drink on these climbs.  Stopping is out of the question because I do not know if I 
can click onto the bike on such pitches. 

      All this means I have to eat and drink a lot before and afterwards. 

      God has given us physical potential.  Sometimes it is not such a good idea to 
by-pass the brain!  I had a quart of V-8 for breakfast and even that was not 
enough.  So back to my old stand-by – a pint of pickles after such rides.  Should do 
the trick.  Why didn’t I think of this?  Have to stop and use all the gifts… 
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Wonder-Filled Months 
Pastor Jon, June 2, 2014 

     I have come to the conclusion that the best time of the year at the cabin is 
May-June.  It is a seasonal place so we are not there in the winter.  I appreciate 
the serenity of winter - the stillness of the trees.  The quiet.  Fall is lovely because 
of the leaves.  Summer has beautiful flowers and warmth. 

     But it is in May- June that we see the fullness of life.  The plants are in their 
glory with lush greenery.  They are a picture of wellness and health.  I love the 
flowers, but when the flowers come, the plant puts all its energy into the blooms 
and the green leaves begin to fade.  May-June is when we see the fullness of life.  
Wonderful time of the year.  Give thanks to God for such blessings. 
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View from Mt. Greylock 

Clicking In.....The Bubble Bursts 
Pastor Jon, June 3, 2014 

     After cycling Mount Ascutney, I figured on 
giving myself a few off days, then I headed 
over to Mount Greylock.  Greylock is easier 
than Ascutney.  Ascutney I have since learned 
is one of the hardest climbs around – second 
in New England to Mount Washington.  So how 
bad could Greylock be? 

     I read up on this – Wachusett is rated a 1 – 
easiest rating.  Ascutney is a 5 – hardest 
rating.  Greylock is in the middle with a 3.  I 
plan to do the Greylock time trial in late 
August – which will probably conclude the 
mountain racing series for me.  I hope to be in 
5 races. 

     I am also hoping to climb out of the bottom 10% by the time I reach Greylock.  
If I don’t, that is fine.  I am one of the oldest guys doing this and I am a Clydesdale 
(over 190 pounds) as well.  Just getting to the top is a triumph, especially since 
last year I would not even entertain the thought that I could summit Greylock. 

     Had a terrific drive over to Lanesboro, Mass.  Stopped to help a cyclist change 
a front tire, traveled empty back-roads that paralleled a mountain stream, saw 
placid lakes with fishermen.  

     The climb was long – around 8 miles, but 
there is a 2 mile stretch in the middle of  
basically flat roads, maybe a 2-3% pitch.  I 
think maximum pitch on the mountain is no 
more than 14%, stretches around 12%, but 
nothing really steep and those steeper 
sections are not particularly long.   

     Because I continued to have a shifting 
issue with my front gear, I did most of the 
climb in my middle chain-wheel.  I also think 
I stretched out the cables because I was 
skipping gears in the rear cassette all the way 
up.  The only gear that held - was off the 
middle chain-wheel and halfway through the 
rear cassette.  The problem was that I really 
had to muscle my way up the mountain, not 
much spinning going on. 

     But this was a major confidence boost.  Heck, I had all kinds of easy gears I did 
not touch. 
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I set the bike aside at the top to walk around and take some pix.  Then I became a 
bit worried when from a distance I saw some fellow going over the cycle with a 
fine toothed comb.  Last thing I need is to have someone steal my ride...  He was 
about my age… and he started grilling me about the climb – what he noticed is 
that I was nowhere near the easy gears, which he could not understand.  Kept 
shaking his head that I never used the easiest gears. 

     He rides in flat Florida.  Kind of says it all.  It was a bit of an ego trip for me – 
as an old, slow, fat guy - that he was so impressed.  Then I started the descent...  
I stopped at a stop sign and a family, climbing the mountain, walked by.  Fellow – 
in his late 30s – stops to chat.  He asked how many times I was doing the climb. (As 
if I was doing repeats up the mountain).  Not much of a chance I was doing repeats 
up Greylock!  So much for my earlier ego trip.  God has a way of bursting your 
bubble when it gets too big. 
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Forgiveness? 
Pastor Jon, June 4, 2014 

     For centuries the church has focused on the sin/forgiveness dynamic.  We are a 
fallen, imperfect people.  We "miss the mark," which is the literal translation of 
sin, by what we do, by what we leave undone, by our thoughts and words.  I 
suspect most people think this paradigm - sin/forgiveness is really THE issue of 
Christianity. 

     There are other spiritual paradigms, however, which capture the human 
condition.  God's people were captives in Egypt.  Moses led them to freedom.  The 
story does not have so much to do with sin as it emphasizes God's presence as a 
liberating presence leading us from captivity to freedom.  Much of the teaching of 
Jesus had to do with such liberation.  He embraced the lepers who were ostracized 
and left out.  They actually were blamed for their disease.  He liberated people 
from rules governing food consumption.  Christ, the liberator, who gives us a new 
identity.  Christ sets us free. 

     Another paradigm is rooted in the experience of God's people as a people in 
exile.  They were taken from Israel to Babylon.  God was the one who would bring 
them home again.  Jesus told the parable of the young son who leaves home with 
his inheritance, squanders it, and returns home to find his father waiting to 
embrace him.  He was in exile and came home.  How is God leading us back home 
to be the people we have been created to be?  When we are home - we see 
differently, no longer blind... we are well, whole. 

     In other words the Christian/spiritual walk is not simply sin/forgiveness; it is 
also captivity/freedom; exile and returning home. 
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Maybe Someone Will Go 
Pastor Jon, June 5, 2014 

     I am getting ready for Mount Washington in this cycling deal.  Unfortunately, I 
have run into some physical issues.  Oh well.  I think (hope) I can manage them. 

     Next week we go to Minnesota to see the younger son.  More on that later.  But 
that means 4 days of zero cycling.  So this Friday or Saturday I do Ascutney again.  
Major challenge.  I did it once, but it evokes fear of failure in me.  Physical issues 
complicate this.  But heck, I get 4 days off afterwards - probably 5 days.  If you 
read this blog and are interested in doing Ascutney with me - give me a call.  I will 
plan it according to your convenience. 978 682-6494. 
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Joy and Distractions 
Pastor Jon, June 7, 2014 

     Marsha and I are off to Minnesota for a few days.  Our youngest son asked us to 
visit, which is something he has never done previously.  So we figured we better 
get out there.  We met his girlfriend when they came to New England in the 
winter.  Now, we will see her again and meet her family.  Maybe there is an 
announcement to be made.  We are anticipating a very joyous few days. 

     We live in busy times.  Our youth director just showed me a YouTube clip of 
people at a restaurant - all on their cellphones.  People bowling - all on their 
cellphones.  People taking "selfies" while socializing, etc.  We are a ultra-
connected people and what intrigues me is that the persons in the clip were not 
really paying attention to each other.  They were glued to their phones.  I notice 
this while driving - the frequency of seeing other drivers on their phones.  I have 
taken to driving now without even the radio or music.  I like the quiet. 

     It takes discipline to lead a quieter, still life - to get disconnected and stay that 
way.  Some families declare one day a week as a no electronics day.  I have 
deactivated my Facebook account simply because I was tempted to check it, and it 
was not really contributing in a positive way to life.  If anything, it left me 
agitated.  Were it not for my fear of getting stranded on my bike with some kind 
of mechanical issue, I think I would consider getting rid of the smartphone. 

     So we go off to Minnesota - I am thinking leave the phone at home.  Should be 
a very joyous time - who needs the distractions? 
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The Community Sermon 
Pastor Jon, June 8, 2014 

     Anyone who worships with us realizes that I try to involve the congregation in 
the message.  I will ask questions, get comments etc.  Perhaps the most intriguing 
message of the year is what I will label the community sermon.  It is a message 
which is not of my crafting so much, as it is the community’s crafting. 

     This is the message from the confirmation class papers.  Each student is asked 
to write a few pages on what God, Christ, their faith… means to them.  It is based 
on the question Jesus asked his disciples – who do people say that I am… and then 
he asked – who do you say I am. 

     This is the question the students are asked to address.  This is also a far cry 
from what confirmation was in my youth.  Back in the old days you had to 
memorize a lot of stuff and you were expected to give it back to the Pastor.  If 
you could do that, you were confirmed.  In retrospect, it was a kind of cookie 
cutter approach to discipleship.  You did not have to process this material for 
yourself.  You just memorized and spewed it back.   

     Our kids go through the same study process reading the Bible and that other 
material – the creeds, the prayer, the commandments et al, only they are 
expected to process this for themselves.  In a sense we try to honor the spirituality 
of the students. 

      And then – when the kids are confirmed - I take excerpts from their papers and 
share them with all who have gathered.  It is a form of mirroring – as we see 
ourselves in what the kids write.  I anticipate what strikes many is the depth of 
introspection which the kids bring to this task.  They have a much deeper 
spirituality than we may be aware of.  The same can be said for the younger 
children in our first communion class. 

      So the confirmation week-end message – is really a community message. 
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Thankful to Someone I Do Not Know 
Pastor Jon, June 9, 2014 

     Since we have lived in North Andover we have been beset with deer in our 
yard.  Last summer I took out three evergreen bushes because they could not 
recover from being so eaten up the past few winters.  Usually, they bounce back, 
but winter after winter left them decimated.  I thought that maybe having a dog 
would help keep the deer away.  Not on your life. 

     We have 30 huge hostas in the yard.  One summer we opened the front door 
and there was a fawn lying down in the gigantic hosta next to the door.  This is 
getting a bit much in my view.  The hostas were eaten up before they could even 
grow to full size.  I took a few hours to cut up Irish Spring soap to sprinkle the bits 
over the hostas.  That saved them from the deer for maybe 6 weeks.  

     I love nature and wildlife and all that – but the deer are too much.  It does not 
help that we have a young girl in our church who came down with Lyme disease 
and has been on antibiotics for two years.  Another adult was hospitalized with 
Lyme disease.  The disease is from deer ticks and when your yard is a veritable ‘all 
you can eat smorgasbord’ for deer, you know we must have ticks galore.  I know, I 
end up digging out 1-4 ticks a year when they get imbedded in my skin someplace. 

     Lyme disease is very serious and can have lasting effects on your brain.  Deer – 
lovely as they may look - are more than a nuisance – they are dangerous. 

     So imagine my confoundedness when the hostas came in and – no signs of deer.  
The Asiatic lilies have come in – not eaten (they did not make it more than 6 
inches out of the ground last summer.)  I know we had deer tracks in the yard over 
the winter – although not nearly as many as in the past.  Come to think of it, 
however, I have not seen as many deer on the roads this winter or spring as in the 
past. 

     I know the deer must have a highway that leads to our yard.  Probably has signs 
to the free buffet.  Perhaps some homeowner along the way planted hostas.  Or 
maybe someone with kids figured out a way to keep the deer out of their yard and 
the deer are diverted.  I am grateful – to someone(s), although I suspect this is but 
a momentary reprieve.  There is always something to be grateful for, even if you 
are not quite certain what the full story is.   
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The Assembly 2014 
Pastor Jon, June 10, 2014 

     The ELCA (Lutheran) churches in New England send delegates and Pastors to an 
annual assembly, which, this year, gathered around 480 people in Springfield.  The 
Assembly lasts 3 days.  Marsha and I had a lot of life happening around that time 
and we did not attend, nor did anyone express interest from our church. 

     However, I did follow much of the assembly on-line in the live podcasts.  I 
probably followed more of the assembly this year than when I was physically 
present for these conventions!  

     One of my complaints in the past was that the church leaders seemed reluctant 
to confront the truth that the congregations in the mainline Protestant churches 
(Methodist, Presbyterians, Episcopalians and Lutherans) were in a major decline in 
membership and attendance.  We are looking at a 25% decline over the last 7 years 
or so.  Faith Lutheran has not experienced this - but we are a little/lot different 
than a lot of places. 

     In fact, I am sensing Faith is actually going through a resurgence as we will 
have 17-20 baptisms this year – the most in our 50 year history. 

     The new Bishop has visited all 180+ congregations in New England.  More to the 
point, I think he was elected because he is progressive.  The Assembly in 2014 
reflected this perspective.  He had Scott Thumma as a keynote speaker.  Thumma 
is a researcher in the sociology of religion from a research institute in Hartford.  I 
listened to his presentation – twice actually.  It can be found on YouTube, New 
England Synod Assembly, Day 2 – roughly 1-2 hours into the recording. (I can no 
longer find this on youtube, perhaps it will be put up again.) 

     Thumma said what I have been saying for 10 years, even longer.  If I summarize 
Thumma: 

- Denomination does not mean nearly as much to folks as it once did. 

- Be relevant and meaningful to integrate the message of Jesus with daily life. 

- Use technology, be contemporary and innovative. 

- Adapt to the world of “I want it my way, on my time.”  

- Operate with a great sense of urgency. 

- The media is defining Christianity and that is not what most mainline 
churches are like.   

     How does one lead in such a way, especially if folks do not necessarily ‘like’ 
some of the implications of these ideas?  For instance, how do you integrate video 
or projectors into worship when folks object?   (We did this at Faith at least a 
decade ago)  Well... That is the issue.  He commented – start new churches or add 
to what you are doing. 
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     Almost everything Thumma addresses we have done at Faith.  I would like to 
see us be more intentional in establishing a greater sense of community and 
relationship between people, but I have said this for quite some time.  The time 
constraints we live with create a major obstacle, especially with families with 
little ones. 

     I am sure Thumma’s message was engaging for folks.  But what he is saying is 
nothing new – been on the Hartford Institute website for years now.  We live in a 
rapidly changing culture and churches need get with it.  
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Clicking In.... Some History, and in Praise of Rest 
Pastor Jon, June 11, 2014 

     I have not always been a cyclist.  I dabbled with it for decades as I was 
primarily interested in rowing and running.  Cycling was a diversion.  When I had 
to stop rowing and running – it became my focus. 

     When I started back in – about 7 years ago - I figured I was in decent shape.  I 
recalled cycling up Gulf Road Mountain when our kids were little and I was 31.  
The road has a small section at 18% pitch and about a half mile at 16%.  The other 
half mile averages 10-12%.  Ummm…  I had forgotten I was 31 when I did that.  
First try up Gulf road, thinking I was in hot shape (age 51), I pooped out.  Could 
not make it 1/3 of the way.  Heart racing and completely out of breath.  That is 
what 20 years and 55 pounds will do. 

     I was un-phased.  A few days later, willpower overflowing, all whipped up, I did 
it again.  Exact same result.  Pooped out in the same place.  Four times that 
summer – the same result.  No progress whatsoever.  In fact, I was regressing. 

     The next summer I made it– but I had to do switchbacks to make it.  Not too 
smart doing switchbacks on a two lane road.  And I only made it the second time I 
tried it that summer. 

     For the last four years Gulf road has been my test.  The past two summers I 
have actually made it up twice in one work-out.  I guess I have made a little 
progress and am in much better cycling shape than 6 years ago.  I also have lost 50 
pounds. 

     But I have never forgotten those two summers of failure.  I think it is one 
reason why I like the challenge of climbing.  Those memories of heart racing and 
me panting also keep me respectful of my limits and humble. 

     This summer in 6 days I biked Ascutney (steeper than Gulf road and 6 times 
longer), Mount Greylock – 8 miles, and the day after Mount Greylock I did Gulf 
Road.  I will admit doing Gulf Road the day after Greylock and shortly after 
Ascutney – left me with incredibly sore legs.  I felt it in my quads going up Gulf.  I 
made it fine, but achy!  Wow.  Took a few days to get feeling good again.  God did 
set apart a day for rest…  Would that I pay more attention. 
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Synod Assembly 2014 - Part 2 
Pastor Jon, June 12, 2014 

     As I mentioned Marsha and I had a lot of life going on during the time of the 
2014 assembly of Lutheran churches in New England.  Four hundred eighty people 
gathered – Pastors and delegates from the 180 churches.  Some stay for the whole 
three days.  Others show up for a day.  

     For years I have found these gatherings to be frustrating, just a whole lot of 
sitting, which bugs my back.  We also just did not seem to want to discuss issues 
which I felt were pressing – namely the declines in membership and attendance at 
so many churches.  Faith Lutheran was growing, but not most other places.  In 
defense of church leadership, I am not certain what they could discuss. 

     This year I listened to the live podcast of a speech by one of the key presenters 
who went over the need for churches to be innovative, understand the cultural 
changes we are in, etc.  I describe that in blog post Synod Assembly 2014. 

     Part of me thinks – I should have been there.  The bigger part of me thinks 
differently.  His message will not go over well with some Pastors and delegates.  
For instance, I recall one candidate for Bishop a few years ago whose entire 
platform was based on preserving the antiquity of the Lutheran tradition.  He 
represents the preservationists.  The idea that we need to be contemporary and 
innovate is the exact opposite direction.  

      I can imagine the post speech conversations this year over dinner and in the 
hallways.  A lot of folks will be supportive of the presenter’s observations.  A lot 
will not be.  Personally, Faith does all the things he noted and we have been on 
that path for at least a decade.  I thought his words were long overdue (and he 
was not really saying anything you could not have read on the Hartford Institute 
website 10 years ago.)  And at our place – I am thinking most of the congregation 
would heartily embrace most of what he said.   

      I would have thought – “why didn’t we get this presenter 10 years ago?”  This 
would not have gone over well with the preservationists.  And life being what it is, 
I try to avoid that kind of strained conversation/argument/tension.  Gotta love the 
podcast idea, though. 
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The Choices We Make 
Pastor Jon, June 13, 2014 

     Worship is giving thanks and praise to God.  So what is life – but an act of 
worship.  Life is really our response to the gift of time.  Because time is what life 
is.  So many years, days and hours.   

     We usually think of worship as Sunday Church… well, not so much.  Worship is 
life.   

We usually think of prayer as eyes closed, hands folded – well, prayer is really 
communication – and communication is awareness.  Prayer then is really a matter 
of having the consciousness of being in the presence of Christ. 

     And this speaks to spirituality.  Lots of folks say they are not religious but 
spiritual.  I am not at all clear as to what the difference is.  'Religious' – probably 
has a socio-cultural connotation for those folks.  That is fine.  But religious and 
spiritual is really the same thing.  They are all about consciousness and awareness.  

     This is one of the reasons why I lament the connectivity of our times.  One 
reason why the 24/7 idea is so troubling.  We have become so attention diverted, 
distracted, we lose awareness.  We give each other partial attention… and then 
only for a bit of time.  We seem to be constantly stimulated such that when the 
stimulation stops for some reason – we really feel out of sorts.  Kind of like driving 
50 mph – slow and peaceful feels weird because we are so accustomed to 75mph, 
music on, coffee at the side, speaking on the cell phone.   

     Funny how things change… and sad.  But we do not have to live that way. 
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Finding the Balance 
Pastor Jon, June 14, 2014 

     I woke up at 5 on Saturday to make the two hour drive to Ascutney to climb the 
mountain for a second time this spring.  I have been having issues with my spinal 
muscles on these climbs – so I have taken it easy for a few days.  Yesterday, I did a 
few repeats on the steeper hills around here.  All went well.  I did not even notice 
my back – but the issue does not crop up quickly. 

     All was not well this morning.  Slight soreness, which I know will be a major 
issue by 1 mile into Ascutney.  Not worth the risk.  I think I will have to lay off 
major climbs for a week or two.  In praise of rest – yes? 

     There is a fine balance between pushing yourself – because we are capable of 
much more than we anticipate... my mantra of sorts...  And recognizing one’s 
limitations.  Adam and Eve – the symbolic story in Genesis is rooted in the human 
desire to control, be in charge, be the boss – what have you.  Adam and Eve 
wanted to be like God – so they ate the fruit. 

Despite the goodness of life – that was not enough.  They had to accept the limits 
God had placed on them – stay away from that tree.  All the other trees were fine 
– just avoid that one tree. 

     They rebelled against that limit.  There is the balance – pushing the envelope 
versus throttling back to accept one’s limits.  The dynamic speaks to family life, 
work life, parenting, marriage – everything. 

     So I went for 60 miles in our area.  It did not work out but Marsha and I were 
going to meet at Crane beach for a picnic.  What an incredible blessing – we go 
from the picnic at the top of Mount Ascutney to having the picnic instead at the 
ocean beach.  I mean – in how many places do we have that kind of choice?   
Blessings abound – just find the balance.   
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The Good Life 
Pastor Jon, June 15, 2014 

     I wonder how many of us aren't chasing after the good life; or, at least, 
searching for it.  I also wonder at times what we think the 'good life' is.  People 
move to our area for jobs, housing quality, schools, stable real estate values, the 
spirit of the communities - the good life for many.......I guess. 

     Researchers suggest we have a 'set point' for happiness - established when we 
are children, perhaps genetically programmed.  I think most of us know this 
intuitively.  New car, new house, new family and soon enough we move from the 
momentary euphoria back to the old set point.  10% of our well-being is a function 
of circumstances.  40%, it is suggested, is within our control.  I suspect this is a 
matter of attitude - life is not the way life is, life is as we see it. 

     What is of interest is the way in which money seems to define us, yet it does 
not have a strong correlation with happiness and the good life.  After our basic 
needs are met, having lots of money does not add much to the result, or, at least, 
nothing remotely close to the attention we give it.  I suspect our happiness level 
now is not appreciably different than it was when we were just out of school and 
did not have much.  If that happiness level is different I bet the difference is 
nowhere remotely parallel to the change in our lifestyles since those days. 

     Joshua Shenk wrote in The Atlantic "What Makes Us Happy" (June, 2009) - that 
the good life is living with a bit of humility and coming to accept life's pains and 
promises.  The good life does not have to do so much with following rules to live 
by or problems to be avoided. 

     For me having faith in God - a trust in God's presence as the one who suffers 
with us and celebrates with us - is a starting point for the good life.  Keeps me 
humble to realize I am not self-created and nowhere near as independent as I 
would like to think.  Life is not all about me.  This provides me direction and sets 
me on a path for meaning. 

     With Christ's presence I have come to accept life's 'stuff.'  This is a spirituality 
of acceptance and it saves me from the relentless need to influence, affect, 
change and control.  The spirituality of acceptance can set us free. That is the 
foundation of the good life. 
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Clipping In, Spirituality and Listening 
Pastor Jon, June 16, 2014 

     I was out for a long ride the other afternoon – a Saturday.  I circled the roads 
around Boxford for 65 miles.  Must have been 70 cyclists who passed me going the 
other way – big groups, smaller groups, soloists, friends out for a ride.  Some 
speedster blew by me in the first mile and after that I did not come across anyone 
going in my direction. 

     I cycle alone for 98% of my miles (6-7,000 this year.)  It is meditative and 
contemplative time for me unless I am caught up with something, which happens 
maybe half the time.  Then it becomes a mental and spiritual discipline to let go 
and get unhooked. 

     I stopped in Boxford common to lower my seat when this uniformed cyclist flew 
down the road. I figured I would never catch up to her.  The uniformed folks are 
very serious riders.  The uniform signifies they are part of a team or club. 

     This rider seemed to dilly dally down the road, however, and had to stop at the 
stop sign.  In no time I was on her back wheel and pulled up alongside.  We had a 
nice chat for about three miles at 20-22 mph.  I learned a little trick – keep the 
other person talking so I do not get too winded.  I had already gone 50 miles and 
this was faster than my usual pace!  But – heck – she was in her late 20s and I have 
almost 3 decades on her.  She is also a racer. 

     Listening to her enabled me to get out of my own thoughts for a bit.  There are 
a lot of benefits to listening – for the one listened to and for the one listening.  
Jesus taught this – giving life – (in the listening), we find life. 
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The Yard as Symbol 
Pastor Jon, June 17, 2014 

     I rejoice in the spring around here.  Winter was long and cold.  The spring 
brings new life and warmth.  The early flowers have been wonderful, the flowering 
trees a delight.  How can one not marvel at such beauty!  And, as I have written, I 
treasure the lush greenery of the ground plants before they direct their energies 
to the flowering blooms.  The glorious blessing of life and time. 

     But all is not green and beautiful.  And I refer not simply to weeds. 

     In pulling up the more undesirable plants in the yard the other day, I found my 
wrist rubbing up against poison ivy.  In my cycling I have been on some country 
roads and been overwhelmed by the amount of poison ivy in some yards.  Truly 
unbelievable.  We are surrounded by it.  I try to immunize us by using the poison 
ivy killer - but it comes back every year.  Two out of three times I get poison ivy 
outbreaks, I end up at the doctor.  Immediately, I went in the house to use 
dishwashing liquid to wash my wrist at least 4-5 times to get the oil off. 

     The yard as metaphor for life.  Blessings abound - if we have eyes to see.... but 
there is always that inadvertent touch of poison ivy - that causes havoc.  We can 
do all we can to protect ourselves - and who does not.... but inevitably the havoc 
touches us.  Enjoy the blessings, have faith God will sustain you through the 
havoc.  
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The Little Joys Overlooked 
Pastor Jon, June 18, 2014 

     We have three choirs in our church - adult, bells, kid's chime choir...  It is 
always a blessing to hear them.  And they are quite good, especially when you 
consider the size of our church.  But I get a little joy no one gets to experience.  It 
is one of those little moments we can overlook.  Living with awareness is simply so 
critical to a life of gratitude and celebration. 

     Sitting behind the altar for the first hymn, I usually help the acolyte find the 
correct hymn number and then we look for the place where we are in the hymn.  I 
try to point it out.  Once the acolyte is all set, I open up my hymn book and start 
singing.  One of the little joys in the morning is to be able to hear the acolyte sing 
along.  Hopefully, one of a lifetime of singing moments for our youngest. 
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Ascutney Fail 
Pastor Jon, June 19, 2014 

     I share some of my triumphs on these pages.  I will also share my failures.  I 
took a Monday to go over to Mount Ascutney again.  I figured I cycled up once, the 
second time should be easier.  Ascutney is the steepest mountain in New England.  
Just a horror show. 

     I think I was a little full of myself for this second go round.  Mondays are never 
good days for me as I am usually subdued and fatigued from Sunday.  I had 
churned out a super number of hill repeats in North Andover on Saturday - 16 in 
fact.  That was 8 miles of climbing on an 8% pitch.  (Ascutney averages over 12% 
with variations that do not get much below 10%.  In the first 3.2 miles there are 
only two somewhat flat sections which are about 20 yards apiece.)  Sunday after 
worship I churned out an easy 35 miles. 

     Ascutney was not kind to me on Monday.  I made it to 2.8 miles and bailed out.  
I needed to get to 3.2 miles where there is an 80 yard downhill but I could not do 
it. There is another 0.5 miles after that - but by then you are golden. 

     I resolved before the ride that I needed to learn how to drink going uphill.  This 
is not easy (for me) when you are motoring along at 3-4 mph.  I almost lost my 
balance.  Not good.  Now my efforts will be in stopping and drinking and then - the 
ultimate challenge - getting back on the bike while on a pitch.  I am thinking I go 
across the street, clip in, and then turn uphill.  This will take practice to build the 
confidence I can do it.  

     I also wanted to get out of the seat and pedal standing.  That is not efficient, 
but it gives my back a break and uses different muscles.  I did manage this many 
times.  What I learned was that it is imperative I gear down a notch before 
standing.  I did not do that and ended up pedaling much faster when I stood up.  
This elevates the heart rate. What stopped me was when I stood to go around a 
steep corner only to face a straight section where the pitch gained another 2%.  
What I forgot is that when you stand and pedal faster - the heart rate goes up - 
but there is a delay of 5-10 seconds.  So when I sat I was on the steep pitch with 
heart racing.  That was the end.  Next time I wear the heart rate monitor which I 
did not think to bring. 

     When you are old and fat it is just not as simple as getting on the bike and 
pedaling along! 

     We celebrate our successes and we learn from our failures.  I learned a lot.  I 
also cycled down the mountain which I was afraid to do my first time up.  In 
another two weeks I will give it another go.  Probably take a few days off 
beforehand (which is what I did the first time!).  Take on a challenge and you 
learn about your potential.  Being sufficiently humbled I also have re-dedicated 
myself to dropping another ten pounds.  Getting up Mount Washington in August 
will be no easy task.  Sometimes fear can be a good motivator. 
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Eating Plan Fail 
Pastor Jon, June 20, 2014 

     I wrote about the Ascutney fail so I might as well bask in my downfalls!  I have 
been trying to follow the eating plan (nothing with a face, no oil, no dairy, limited 
fat) for almost two years now.  I lost a ton of weight (I used to qualify as obese) 
and my cholesterol plummeted. 

     I have breakdowns - pizza every few weeks, chicken fingers once every 
month....  Stuff I should avoid.  My attitude is that if a Doctor is going to tell me 
to shun these foods IF I have heart problems... why wait until then?   Do it now. 

     Then we go to Minnesota to visit our youngest son (he announced his 
engagement to Lisa).  This means no cycling for 4 days.  Logan airport - I did well.  
Had a lunch of rice, beans, and vegetables.  Walked a few miles in the hallways 
waiting for the plane.  In Atlanta I continued walking, did not eat anything.  In 
Minnesota we met our son, Lisa and her parents for dinner.  This was the beginning 
of the end.  I ordered pasta with vegetables.  Only it came drenched in pesto 
sauce (huge amount of fat in pesto sauce, no good.)  Even worse - I usually eat 
almost a box of pasta at once.  Restaurants give you a dozen noodles on a huge 
plate.  Eat dinner, still hungry. 

     The next day I managed breakfast, but fell apart for lunch - fried walleye 
sandwich.  Too much walking around left me too hungry and my willpower erodes 
when my blood sugar goes down.  Pork for dinner with the family.  Fried Walleye 
sandwich the next day.  (I mean Minnesota is known for walleye fish, might as 
well...)  Trip home - there was an airport delay.  I was famished.  Hello fried 
chicken sandwich and steak and cheese sandwich.  French fries three days in a 
row.  When I fall apart, I go big time. I completely lost spiritual balance. 

     I am going to blame my Ascutney fail, in part, on this dietary disaster.  Gives 
me more incentive to get back on track.  I also have learned that in our culture - 
such as at the airport - you simply cannot find food which is on the eating plan.  
Awareness, preparation and planning is imperative.  So the set-back, is a set-up, 
for the comeback.  Have a little faith. 
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Vacation Coming Up 
Pastor Jon, June 21, 2014 

     In a few weeks we begin vacation.  For me it is really a time for slowed down 
living, cycling and study.  I use these weeks to prepare sermon series for the year 
ahead.  I think this fall we will have a series "On the Mountaintop..."  The idea is 
inspired by these mountain cycling races I am doing - mountaintops are very 
spiritual places. I anticipate skiers might agree. 

     When we look at scripture - Moses received the Ten Commandments in the 
clouds covering Mount Sinai....  Jesus was transfigured - on a mountain....  Jesus 
was found by himself - in a place apart - on a mountain.  Jesus was crucified on 
Mount Calvary.  

     I am looking forward to doing the work on the series.  I hope to develop a few 
other series as well. 

     Thus far, I return for one occasion and I anticipate probably a few other times 
as the need arises for matters in the church.  We are blessed to have this very 
rustic (no insulation, rudimentary stove, no heat) cottage up in the woods.  Really 
blessed it is 90 minutes away.  Although there are cheap local golf courses, we no 
longer play.  And the nice lakes are about 30 minutes away. Basically, this is a very 
small town and lots of woods.  We are on the side of Notch Mountain. 

     After a few rough months falling short of my mileage goals, I am hoping to get 
on the bike regularly - but in all honesty - the terrain in the Pioneer valley is so 
mountainous that long rides there are much more physically draining than in these 
parts.  We will see.  Gotta keep the balance and maintain perspective.  It may not 
be possible to reach that year-long mileage goal of 7,000 miles if I am doing these 
mountain races.  May be too much.  And that is ok.  That is what faith is - a little 
perspective. 
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Going to Minnesota 
Pastor Jon, June 22, 2014 

     Marsha and I made a grand trip to Minnesota to see our youngest son who 
announced his engagement to Lisa.  We spent a few days with her family and had a 
whirlwind tour of Minneapolis and St. Paul. 

     One comment stood out for me - from Lisa's dad who is a retired physician.  We 
were discussing our eating plan and The China Study, which evaluates the diseases 
associated with the western diet (diabetes, coronary artery disease, colon cancer, 
etc.)....and he noted that he had just seen a film clip from the '60s.  And most 
everyone was thin. 

     I did some watching at the airport.... I did a lot of walking at the airports as we 
took a one stop over flight to and from Minnesota.  We do face a major issue in our 
society.  Many authorities call it critical.  All (but one) of the airport food places 
are invitations to weight gain.  I did not find a healthy food option anywhere.  It’s 
either fast food or a bar.  We know we have an issue when the Mayor of New York 
seeks to ban oversized soda drinks. 

     I read that this generation of young people is the first generation who will not 
live as long as their parents.  As someone who used to qualify as obese, I am 
sensitive to this issue and would like to think of myself as somewhat understanding 
of the challenges we face.  The reality is that the growing problem of weight gain 
correlates exactly with the growth of the fast food industry in our country - from 
roughly the early 60s to now. 

     The fast pace of our lives coupled with the prevalence of these fast food places 
- or prepared food places - make this an overwhelming challenge.  And it will cost 
us and our children dearly. 

     What does this have to do with God?  Everything.  It is all related to our 
stewardship of this gift of time.  How shall we live?  I am no poster child for 
wellness - sure I lost some weight, but I have other challenges - as we all do.  No 
one can stand on a soap box of self-righteousness, but, hopefully, we can offer 
some compassion to one another and, most importantly, a bit of encouragement. 
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Moments of Elevation 
Pastor Jon, June 23, 2014 

     When we flew to Minnesota we went through the usual safety speech which the 
airline stewardesses give on each flight.  Most people pay little heed to them.  Our 
stewardess looked worn out and tired.  I figured she had just flown in from who 
knows where.  Another boring speech to give.  More drinks to pass out...  same 
old, same old. 

     What cracked me up was when she started telling jokes in the midst of her 
speech.  Everyone started to laugh... and most of us paid a bit more attention.  
Tired out woman, doing the humdrum.... but who can lift our spirits with a little 
humor. 

     On the next flight I saw an elderly man - dressed up he was - a reminder of the 
old days when folks dressed up for airline travel.  He wheeled his wife through the 
airport in a wheelchair and up to the desk to get her on the plane.  She could not 
speak.  Just sat there with her mouth open.  I figured she must have had a stroke.  
The airline host at the desk would not allow him to wheel her down the ramp.  
Instead another attendant limped up behind the chair.  His leg was deformed and 
he had a noticeable limp.  He was the one who wheeled her down the ramp.  At 
the plane her husband stood in front of her and put both hands under her arms and 
lifted her from the seat.  She clung to him as they walked the 4-5 steps to the first 
seats on the plane, where he seated her and fastened her seat belt.  Meanwhile 
the attendant, limping badly, wheeled the chair back up the ramp to the airport. 

     Moments of elevation. 
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Why Going Up South Mountain Road is a Lot More 
Than Going Up South Mountain Road 
Pastor Jon, June 24, 2014 

     Four years ago I ramped up the cycling, was doing lots of hills, but no 
mountains.  Someone told me the hardest hill around was South Mountain Road.  
They do not plow it in winter because the trucks cannot manage the grade.  At one 
point it is around 25%.  Not too long a section, mind you, but brutal.  Drive it and 
your car hesitates and changes a few gears. 

So I tried it and made it.  

     When I came to the steep part I had to do switchbacks (it is a rarely travelled 
road).  The problem was afterwards.  That one section was such I almost fell off 
the bike and was pulling up on the pedals so hard to stay up and keep moving that 
I pulled a hamstring muscle.  I mean you never pull a hamstring in cycling.  I did. 

     I am off to South Mountain Road for the first time in 5 years.  I will do this – 
gets me ready for the Mount Washington race.  I also will do Ascutney another two 
to three times.  The only way you get better at mountains is doing them – that is 
what all the coaches and pundits write. 

     Someone asked me - why take on these challenges, the hard rides, put one’s 
self through all this? 

     Taking on the challenge builds confidence.  For me, it is looking at fear and 
having a bit of courage.  I have no reservation writing I get afraid.  Afraid of not 
making it.  Afraid of whether I can take the hurt it will cost me to do this.  Fear.  
Making it builds conviction I can do it.  It instills in me a can do spirit.  God truly 
has blessed us – if we would just open the gift.  A lot of gifts stay wrapped. 

     I hear folks say “I can’t” all the time.  Sometimes they do not use those words – 
but it is some kind of justification or rationalization not to step onto the field... or 
get ‘on the road’ - too busy, family stuff, job, no time, too cold, too wet, too hot, 
too dry...  All the rationalizations I have used time and again.  And the gifts stay 
wrapped. 

     I do not think we were created to live that way.  Cycling is my journey home – 
unwrapping those gifts and living with a little pop and ginger in my veins.  But it is 
really not at all about cycling.  That spirit of confidence, that builds courage, that 
creates conviction, that fosters passion – carries over into all of life - job, family, 
everything. It is not a spirit that just happens, either.  You work at it... And every 
challenge met builds upon it.   

     I become frustrated with some of my colleagues.  My sense is their churches 
could be more vibrant places.  I suspect fear of asking folks to change attitudes 
and embrace new ideas... Doubt as to the efficacy of some ideas... A questioning 
of one’s own ability to do things in a different way… maybe they just do not want 
change... those are powerful inertial forces holding churches in place on the same 
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road.  Fear, doubt, questioning, lack of desire... and maybe they get too much 
resistance. 

     My dabbling with cycling is really a metaphor for how you chose to live.  
Without many people of confidence, courage, conviction and passion, Faith 
Lutheran would be on the same road it was on years ago.  We have changed a lot.  
Not every idea has been effective...  Not every mountain is climbed successfully.  
But you keep the pedals moving. 

     Off to South Mountain Road. 
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Steak and Lobster 
Pastor Jon, June 25, 2014 

     Jonathan Haidt has written an engaging book on happiness.  One section notes 
the way in which we (I) are controlled by the promise of reward.  The promise 
elicits a dopamine release in my brain and I feel good. 

     Much of this speaks to addictive behavior.  We check email incessantly - the 
promise of a message... dopamine released.  We click - one more site on the 
internet - the promise of finding something intriguing....  Facebook - we check - 
has someone responded, commented, liked something we posted... the promise of 
reward.  Dopamine released.  We get addicted to the dopamine release, which is 
linked to the promise of a reward. 

     On my eating plan (nothing with a face, no oil, dairy, fats.... focusing on 
whole, non-processed foods) - I see this happening to me when I watch TV.  The 
food ads trigger that desire for the reward.  Applebee's does this for me or the 
lobster ads... same thing.  I have not had a lobster in 2 years - a steak in 2 years.  
But those ads get me on the verge.  

     The issue is this - it is the 'promise' of reward that moves us....  the 'promise,' 
so the critical issue is to evaluate - am I really getting the reward I hope for? - or 
simply succumbing to the promise and the associated dopamine release?  I eat a 
steak and I end up with greasy skin.  I can feel it on my face.  I know the arteries 
will get filled with cholesterol as the fat in the steak gets metabolized.  I saw a 
documentary in which they actually showed the fat in the blood - some kind of 
centrifugal filter - of a man who ate a not uncommon meal.  It might taste good... 
but the reward is passing.  In fact, I will feel terrible later.  No reward here.... 
only a promise. 

     To maintain equanimity, I rarely watch TV.  I am off Facebook.  We moved the 
computer.  I consciously try to keep my mind (slow, slow mind) focused on the 
moment.  If my mind gets occupied it is too easy to give into temptation.  And 
with slow mind... I can question the promise.  There is no real reward here.  Just 
the certainty of knowing I wasted time (internet) or actually hurt myself (wrong 
foods).   

     The root of living well?  Spirituality.  Slow mind.  Consciousness to limit 
situations of temptation (Lead me not into temptation... maybe I can impact that 
a bit, yes...?), trusting that God is enough and that the promises I can succumb to 
- are more often than not, empty. 
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Clipping In.... Up, Up, Up 
Pastor Jon, June 26, 2014 

     I cycled South Mountain Road for the first time in 5 years.  And I needed the 
easy gears.  The last time I did that road I did not have my two easiest gears.  Had 
to do switchbacks then.  With the new gearing – it is not easy, but I stayed seated 
and went straight up.  Gears are critical.  

     I cannot figure out for certain the pitch, but I am confident one section is 
around 20-25%.  MapMyRide lists other mountains as being steeper than South 
Mountain Road.  I know this is not the case, so I am thinking MapMyRide is 
unreliable at times. 

     I have a very hard time shifting when I am going that slow – 3-4 mph.  I am 
working on that challenge as well as standing on the pedals.  The problem is there 
are no hills around here even remotely near the pitch of Gulf Road, South 
Mountain Road, Mount Ascutney.... 

     This week is the second of the Mountain races I enter this summer.  I plan on 
five races.  Saturday I am off to Okemo – 8 miles with the first two miles being on 
the approach road to the mountain.  Those miles are actually downhill.  Okemo 
has some two stretches at 18% but they are fairly short. 

     I am hoping I can get a few points in this race.  They award points on a formula 
which takes into account your time, the winning time and the average time.  I 
managed 3 points at Mount Wachusett.  A bunch of folks did not get any points, so 
I was happy with 3.  There is no Clydesdale division (over 190 pounds) at Okemo.  
That may mean bigger, and therefore slower, folks do not ride Okemo, which is to 
my disadvantage.  We will see on Saturday. 

     I do have to remember my key goals – get to the starting line, get to the finish 
line, do not stop along the way, and do not come in last.  I am trying to keep my 
more competitive instincts under control.  There is little peace in the 
comparison… competitive game. 
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A Taste of Frosting 
Pastor Jon, June 27, 2014 

     I was not asked to.  In fact, I do not really know these folks that well.  But I do 
know that when a family member is ill and hospitalized, that is an anxious time.  
Especially if it is a child.  And they have been at our church and if you come to our 
church I make it a point to try to be as supportive as possible.  This is what we try 
to be.  I emphasize ‘try,’ as we all fall down in our efforts at one point or another. 

     I went to spend the evening in Boston with Mom and child.  This was a first 
time meeting.  Dad has been at church with the other children.  Mom and child 
have been at the hospital since February.  “Since February” at a Boston hospital is 
a big deal.  She was born with severe disorders, left by the birth mother, and this 
family was asked if they would love her.  They said ‘yes.’ 

     Dad works and takes care of the other children.  They have 'saved' a number of 
these children from sad situations.  

     I went to her room and there was cake, decorations, balloons, signs.  No child 
and no Mom.  So I walked around assuming they would return. 

     The nurse directed me to the hospital garden.  No luck.  Back to the room, no 
luck again.  Finally, while getting something to eat in the lobby – I noted a name 
tag.  Discovery! 

     Lots of matters in this life can get to us.  They are quite insignificant but at 
that moment we get absorbed by them.  One aspect of following Jesus is that we 
become aware of others.  Doing so, we get a little humble.  The big ego of the Self 
shrinks a bit.  

     The child turns two today.  And on her birthday Mom gave her a first taste of 
frosting.  She is not able to swallow.  So it can only be a taste. 

     Some wonder where God is in all this.  In the smile of a child… in a nurse, in 
two parents, in a bunch of brothers and sisters… in a taste.  All over the place 
really.  Have to have eyes to see. 
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Magic Numbers: 70 and 11 
Pastor Jon, June 28, 2014 

     Taking care of this gift of life and time (is there a difference?) is no easy 
matter.  We are surrounded by all kinds of temptations to screw up.  At least, they 
are temptations for me.  The old life of Burger King, pizza, Harrison’s beef, 
roasts…  Just writing about the stuff tweaks my nerves! 

     I have done well and I have done poorly.  What I do not want is the life my Dad 
lived when he came down with artery disease. Strokes, heart attacks - all is his 
50s.  Back then, we thought steak and potatoes with gravy was healthy. 

     The other day I churned out big miles on the bike and was famished.  This is 
never good.  Being famished, I felt like I ‘deserved’ a little indulgence.  And it is 
easier to order pizza delivery with a small order of hot chicken fingers, than it is 
to stand there and cook.  I have done this before… more than a few times.  

     Blessedly, I was living with slow mind and a bit of awareness.  So I decided to 
google chicken fingers and pizza to see what the nutritional content was. 

     Lunch for me is typically a can of soup and rice.  I buy fat free vegetable soup.  
On occasion Marsha buys the soup and she can goof up.  She buys the soup with 1-2 
grams of fat.  It is not much, but it does not taste any different and the grams of 
fat are not on the eating plan.  So why bother with useless and potentially harmful 
fat grams... 

     I learned a small order of chicken fingers has 70 grams of fat.  I was ordering 
the small instead of the large as an act of self-denial.  I was shocked.  This does 
not count the blue cheese dipping sauce.  A slice of pizza has 11 grams.  Additional 
shock.  When I have pizza I have 5-6 slices.  (After cycling 50 miles I eat a lot.)   I 
was about to devour a meal - chicken fingers and pizza - with 150 grams of fat.   

     I stood there and cooked.  Seventy and eleven – my new magic numbers.   

     Slow mind and awareness – just essential parts of spirituality and living with a 
bit of wellness.  Also helpful to do a bit of research. 
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Salt 
Pastor Jon, June 29, 2014 

Came across a wonderful story from the Upanishads. 

A young boy was asking his father about God and where God was. 

The father asked him to take some salt and dissolve it in a dish.  "God is there, you 
just cannot see God." 

The boy looked at him quizzically.  The father said, "Put your finger in the middle 
of dish and taste"  

The boy did.  The father asked, "Did you taste the salt?"  

"Yes." 

"Now put your finger in this end of the dish and taste." 

The boy did.  "Did you taste the salt?" 

"Yes." 

Now put your finger in the opposite side of the dish and taste. 

The boy did. "Did you taste the salt?" 

"Yes." 

Now throw the dish water away.  The boy did so and after the water evaporated, 
the boy saw the salt. 

The father said, "You may not think you can perceive God, but God is present." 

And Jesus said, "You are to be the salt of the earth...."  Have a salty day my 
friends. 
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It Is All Spirituality 
Pastor Jon, June 30, 2014 

     A lot of folks have ideas about spirituality - reading the bible, prayer time, 
worship... Those are the traditional approaches.  They are fine.  

     I take a different approach, not necessarily better or worse - just different 
(can we ever get away from labeling and judgment?) and I think the human 
experience validates this. 

     Cycling, often visiting with someone in the church, preaching, getting ready to 
preach, sometimes writing this blog, sometimes time with the family, on rare 
occasion watching something on the computer or TV (I do little of this), gardening 
- sometimes, cooking - it is all the same for me.  It is about flow.  I should note 
that I can also do all that stuff and lapse into anxiety and worry which is ruination, 
but more times than not - I get to flow. 

     Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi has researched this. His book is entitled 'Flow."  This is 
a reference to a state of consciousness where you are merged into what you are 
doing and in a sense your self ceases to exist.  You lose awareness of time - in my 
vernacular it is a signal of transcendence and eternity.  One is so absorbed no 
other information can be processed by the brain - you lose sense of hunger, many 
body sensations.  One is merged into one's activity and is absorbed and present.  
Literally, the brain cannot process anymore because it is not capable of taking in 
anymore - which has to do with our body's capability to process nerve sensations.  
Absorption. 

     Playing with kids can be absorption... lost in the joy of the beach, or the 
game… flow… or it can be anxiety and worry as one thinks of all the other things 
you need to do.  This is orthopraxy and how you shall live and it is all about 
spirituality. 

     The author also describes this as a kind of ecstasy in which you are outside 
yourself.  That does not speak to me as much, although it may to others.  The 
other characteristic of these "peak moments" is that of having an intrinsic 
motivation - you are into the activity for its own reward.  I have often said, I do 
what I do for its own sake - much of being pastor... cycling....  cooking...  it is 
simply absorbing - not always, but often.  

     This applies to business, notably - when you are absorbed by doing something 
which you know contributes to the lives of others.  

     Cycling adds a whole level of challenge to this equation - which is why races 
are so enthralling.  They combine "challenge" with the skills one has trained to 
develop.  Flow moments.  I think they are the basis for spirituality and our 
experience of God's presence in our lives.  They take us outside the bounds of the 
self and point us to a state of being - living in God's eternal now. 
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Am I Good Enough? 
Pastor Jon, July 1, 2014 

     Someone asked me to write about this and it prompts me to ponder what is 
“good”... And then what is “enough.”   Foregoing that – am I good enough? 

     Traditionally, the orthodox faith has rested on the idea that no one is good 
enough as we are.  We are loved despite ourselves by God.  The implication is that 
God does not see us as worthy – but accepts us anyway.  The other implication is 
that the human being has developed with the keen sense of our inadequacies. 

     As kids we learn we are loved if we fulfill certain expectations.  This is just a 
part of life, in my opinion.  Who can be good enough?  We deal with parents, 
teachers, friends, community standards…  Who lives up?  No one really.  

     So we develop systems to make us feel better.  If I make enough money, have a 
certain type of family, achieve… then I can feel good.  I trust in God… all the bases 
are covered.  Underneath – I suspect those who are modestly contemplative still 
deal with the issue – am I good enough?  We have doubts about God… and what are 
our achievements worth? – achievements are almost always – relative.  The 
scientist develops a wonder drug… is that enough?  The sanitation worker provides 
important community service – is that enough?  And with relationships – who does 
not have struggles.  A nagging uncertainty lurks beneath the surface of the shell 
game which goes into building an ego on this system. 

     No one is good enough in this view.  Some people act that way – the non-
contemplative sorts.  I suspect that life is so frail we cannot afford to be too 
contemplative.  What would happen?  We hold a death (life) grip on achievements 
because our lives depend upon it... Or we hold to our family greatness, or some 
other such thing.  Because of the life grip there is a constant need to prove one’s 
self (as worthy, good enough) which leads to a lot of subtle comparisons with 
others deemed less worthy and a big bucket of judgmentalism toward others.  
Again, achievements are always relative to others.  In many, many cases those 
comparisons are so ingrained in us we do not even realize we are making them.   

     And we surround ourselves with folks who buy into our system – and give each 
other atta-boys (and girls).  Those who do not buy into our system (of 
achievements and ‘self’) become the out-groups.  Their existence threatens our 
very sense of being good enough.  They have a different view of things.  I mean 
how could you think differently than me?  I suspect this dynamic explains why 
some are so vociferous about what constitutes ‘family.’  If kids give my life a sense 
I am good enough – then the existence of folks who are single or who do not have 
kids...  I mean how could you?   Oftentimes – in communities with kids… singles 
and childless couples are the out-groups.  Is there any wonder why a few years ago 
we had folks introducing the possibility of having a constitutional amendment as to 
what a marriage is? 

     I think the spiritual movement is to see some of these dynamics.  The traps.  
When we do –we might recognize some of the roots of the comparison disease, the 
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judgments...  It opens for us the possibility of a different way of seeing life.  Am I 
good enough?   

     Maybe I can live and see the good in me and in others.  Maybe I can live and 
take my successes and achievements and family – with less of a death/life grip.  
When that happens, perhaps, I can celebrate my achievements and those of others 
and see the good in me and those around me.  And this is the key – maybe I can 
hold them loosely.  When we hold them loosely or lightly we might even be able to 
laugh at ourselves.  Most spiritual masters recognize such laughter at one’s self as 
a healthy sign of spirituality.  

     Good enough implies this comparison thing.  Perhaps we can rest in the good 
which is God and see the presence of the spirit in ourselves and others.  Jesus was 
referred to as “good teacher.”  He responded – no one is ‘good’ but God alone.  
Am I good enough… have a laugh. 
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Group Pressure 
Pastor Jon, July 3, 2014 

     I dare suggest most of us think of ourselves as independent minded, not subject 
to group pressure or cultural trends.  I actually think many of us would be quite 
offended if someone suggested we blow with the cultural winds.  At least, I like to 
think of myself as independent minded so I will confine this to me. 

     The World Cup Soccer interest has blossomed over the past few weeks.  I know 
nothing about soccer.  The extent of my knowledge is that I do not think you are 
supposed to touch the ball with your hands unless you are the goalie.  That is 
about all I know.  I do not watch soccer on TV.  I haven’t a clue about all these 
soccer leagues in Europe and the USA.   

     I went to a soccer game about ten years ago at the prep school where I was 
teaching part-time.  They were in a championship game and I wanted to support 
some of my students.  I think I saw the second half.  Prior to that I went to our 
son’s youth game when he was 6.  Two decades ago. 

      Suddenly, the World Cup is upon us.  There is buzz about it.  And then, 
everyone seems to be plugged into the World Cup.  I even watched 20 minutes of 
the USA versus Germany.  I read Yahoo Sports about the rest.  I do not even 
understand the written articles.  Just foreign stuff to me.  I will probably just 
follow the scores. 

      But I follow it mildly.  I am thinking this is a manifestation of cultural winds 
affecting me.  Group pressure, although that may not be the most appropriate 
term.  Maybe I, (we) are not nearly as independent as we would like to think. 
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Back for A Day 
Pastor Jon, July 29, 2014 

     Been on vacation, so the blog has been sparse.  But back today for a bit.  This 
has been a full vacation - returned for a few visits and a baptism, tons of yard 
work, oldest son married, youngest visited with fiancé, seeing my sisters at their 
cabins, a lot of painting and carpentry, reading for the fall messages… 

     And cycling.  This is my lowest mileage July in years, which pulls the plug on 
my goal of hitting 7,000 miles for the year.  I suspected this might happen when I 
took on these mountain races.  I cannot take the drain of mountain training and 
expect to get in long rides at the same time. 

     I did the Mount Okemo race, made it up Ascutney a few times, rode Mount 
Greylock often, and have been doing hill repeats up Gulf road.  A few years ago I 
could only get a third of the way up Gulf.  Now I go up and down with comparative 
ease.  I have done repeats up South Mountain road which has a stretch at 20-25% – 
a ride I was too intimidated to do last summer.  One cyclist wrote he thought the 
road unrideable.  I have done 4 repeats and think I could do more but I risk injury.  
All this to prepare for the Mount Washington race in mid-August. 

     Studying a bit, I eat more protein to rebuild muscle – these mountains are a 
different world of strain versus semi-casual long rides.  I rest more to rebuild, 
which has enabled me to deal with some hip and back tightness which now hit me 
a little later. 

     Re-geared the bike which has helped the cause.  In three weeks I anticipate 
going up and down Ascutney twice in one work-out, maybe the same at Greylock.  
Those will be the final efforts before Washington.  Maybe I drop a few more 
pounds.  Lost 8 since June. 

     I have tweaked my goals for Washington.  Just want to finish.  I may stop along 
the way to eat, drink and stretch.   

     I may even get pre-race massage for my hip! 

     I am remarkably serene.  I have hit all my preparation markers, improved much 
more than I ever hoped, and have been about as consistent as I can expect. 

     You do all you can do with what God has given you and rest in peace for those 
efforts – whether it is family life, work life, friendships, or cycling up mountains.  
And always, one is thankful one can make those efforts.  Not everyone can.  Just 
got to get on the road. 
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Thank God for the Younger Set! 
Pastor Jon, July 31, 2014 

     I have written many times about our doctor recommended eating plan – nothing 
with a face, no dairy, no oil, little fat.... in favor of whole (non-processed) foods.  
All the fruits and vegetables you want, brown rice, whole wheat pasta, etc.  First 
question people ask is what about proteins.  To my surprise, beans, broccoli, 
spinach are loaded with protein and the suggestion is we eat much more protein 
than we need. 

     The eating plan does not necessarily go over very well.  It goes over okay with 
some folks who have cholesterol issues, artery issues – because their doctors tell 
them to reduce meat consumption, no dairy, etc.  But the damage has already 
occurred, unfortunately. 

     I was raised that a meal was not a meal without meat and starch – potatoes 
usually. And hopefully, gravy.  I was raised parallel with the growth of fast foods.  
I recall the delight of getting cheap McDonald’s hamburgers back in the day.  Then 
you could get Kentucky Fried Chicken… then it was Wendy’s ‘real’ hamburgers… 
then Taco Bell... And of course, pizza all along the way.  In addition we were told 
all this was good for you. 

     To get someone raised this way, with those kinds of reinforced messages, to 
change their nutritional inclinations… well, this is difficult.  Like getting someone 
to stop smoking.  It usually takes some incident to get through to folks. 

     Recently, I read of a new fast food place called LYFE.  It is run by a few ex-
McDonald’s execs.  LYFE serves whole foods, low calorie foods.  They serve some 
meats, but that is not the feature of their menu.  Who in the world would frequent 
such a place?... Younger folks who have a greater consciousness of nutrition than I 
did growing up.  I mean very, very few of us in my generation knew much about 
nutrition to begin with.  The younger set – for health reasons, for reasons having to 
do with the way animals are treated prior to slaughter – they are driving this new 
trend.  I suspect they are also the ones driving the trends in schools to make sure 
nutritional foods are served at lunches. 

     LYFE has 10 places opened up with a vision for 250.  With the opening of this 
LYFE place, however, it is clear to me there is a growing movement and awareness 
of nutrition.  And I cannot help but think it is driven by the younger set.  I thank 
God for them! 

     What does this have to do with God and spirituality?  Everything.  For 
generations the church has been firmly anchored in the world of 'what to believe.'   
Belief is important… but I want to emphasize 'how we live.'  Just how well do we 
care for this gift of life and time…  I am not a poster boy for wellness – we all have 
our struggles... But it is about time we started to foster an awareness of nutrition.  
Hard to care for others if we are ill, constantly tired... Well... I could go on.   
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8 Days.... Fear and Insecurity 
Pastor Jon, August 8, 2014 

     Marsha and I had the fullest vacation in our 30+ years this past summer.  One 
son married, the other son came to visit with his fiancé for almost a week - so it 
was the whole Boston routine with them, painting, repairing, training for these 
road cycling races up mountains, returning home for a number of church matters, 
reading for the year ahead...  Seemingly, go, go, go. 

     I also fixated on this Mount Washington cycling race which is in 8 days. 

     I entered this race in February.  This was prior to doing any serious road cycling 
up mountains.  It was when we yearned for warmer weather.  It was when I was 
filled with optimistic dreams.  This was also before I realized how painful this kind 
of cycling is for someone my size, how much my back aches after a few miles... 
before I realized the limits of my leg strength... before I realized the ceiling on my 
heart rate, before it dawned on me that at the top of Washington it can be 
snowing.  The race fills up in a matter of hours.  People from all over the country 
enter.   

     It cost me a fortune.  Most of the funds go to support a conservation group, but 
just the same – expensive for me.  I justify this – I rarely buy clothes, never go to 
‘nice’ restaurants, have not been to the movies in decades...  But in a lot of ways I 
could spend less. 

     I am stuck.  I fear failure, dropping out halfway or before, not being able to do 
this, the embarrassment of a DNF (Did Not Finish), the humiliation of having bit off 
more than I can chew (kind of like going grocery shopping when I am hungry.) 

     Someone on the wait list can take my place.  But I learned they offer two such 
races a year. If someone is on the wait list they can enter the other race.  I wish I 
had realized this in February.  I am not denying anyone by cycling.  But the fear 
factor... maybe I just bow out, too much for me.  Need to face my limits.  My 
Christ-centered friends will be supportive.   

     On the other hand, if I was to die in November – one of the more meaningful 
moments of my year will have been the day I showed up at that starting line to 
squeeze the gift of life God has given. 

     Eight days. I will find security and courage by embracing insecurity and fear.  
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The Spirituality of the Okemo Race 
Pastor Jon, August 9, 2014 

     I was in the Okemo Mountain cycling race in June.  It was much tougher than I 
anticipated.  The Ascutney climb is a horror show.  I did that once and abandoned a 
second attempt.  Just brutal and unyielding – one climbs more vertical feet in the first 1.5 
miles than on any other mountain in North America.  Much steeper than anything they do 
in the Tour de France.  (As a footnote on those Alps they climb in Europe, - they climb 
them in the context of 21 days of racing 130 miles a day.  And they climb them fast... 12-
15 mph.  Yours truly is burning the tarmac at a 3-4 mph after taking a few days of rest 
beforehand). 

     Okemo is rated a 4 for difficulty.  Ascutney is a 5.  Greylock from the south side is a 3.  
I managed Greylock on my climbing bike (easier gears 30-34, 30-30, 30- 28)  and did it 
again on my road bike (easiest gear a  30-28).  I was on the climbing bike for Okemo. 

     The first two miles are flat leading up to the mountain.  I started last, hanging out in 
the shade because the sun was blazing hot.  I cruised along the flat and realized I was way 
behind and not really pushing myself.  I was doing 19 mph when I was capable of 23 mph 
and the guys who won were out of sight around 28 mph.  After two miles you turn right to 
the mountain road.  In 15 feet the pitch goes from zero to 14%.  The guy in front of me 
dropped his chain and stopped.  You shift from hardest to easiest gear in seconds.  
Difficult. 

     For 4 miles Okemo averages 11%.  Very deceptive.  There is no consistency here.  A 
few tenths of a mile at 16% then drop to 10%; a few tenths at 14% then drop to 10%; more 
than a few at 18% then drop to 9%.  For an old fat guy this is no easy day in the saddle 
because of those steep punches. 

     I hoped I might pass someone on the way up.  Did I struggle.  I learned a few things.  I 
was successful at drinking on the go.  When you go as slow as I go that is a challenge 
because you can lose balance real quick at 3 mph.  I stood on the pedals a few times.  
That was a big step for me.  To do this I have to shift down to harder gears because 
suddenly I am applying all my weight on the pedals.  The critical thing is that it gives my 
back a rest.  My challenge is knowing how far to shift down relative to the pitch. 

     My "aha" moment was the 18% pitch which was 4 tenths of a mile.  I looked up and 
these guys were doing switchbacks.  Instead of going straight up they went from side to 
side which lowers the pitch.  Being dumb, I never thought to do this.  Well...  I started.  
My speed popped.  I should have shifted as well, but I did not.  I passed the guy in front of 
me (he later passed me back).   

     Without doing switchbacks I do not know that I would have made it.  The heat and 
humidity were too much.   

     I came in dead last but it was absolutely exhilarating.  I just cannot put into words 
what it is to be at your limit for 40 minutes of climbing, in heat and humidity, never quit, 
and endure. 

     Usually we run from or escape unpleasant moments.  Working your way them is a 
profound spiritual experience.  
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Does She or Doesn't She? 
Pastor Jon, August 10, 2014 

     A wee bit of marital tension over vacation.  I love my wife.  She is a wonderful 
woman.  Maybe the accomplishment of my life is our marriage.  I do not know how 
much I have contributed to the church.  My failures as a father are my burden.  
But I am married 30+ years so I will hang my hat on that. 

     She insists on going to the Mount Washington race to drive me down the 
mountain (if I make it up).  They do not allow you to cycle down the mountain as 
it is too dangerous.  And you have to have proof of a ride down before you can 
start.  Lots of riders carpool down. 

I told her I would find a ride.  This did not go over so well. 

     She had not been to Ascutney, Greylock or Okemo.  She had no clue how steep 
they are.  I mean I was blown away when I cycled up and up and up, so how would 
she react driving up Washington, which is twice as long?  She will be stopping to 
call the lawyer about the will, the life insurance guy, the funeral home to make 
pre-arrangements, her mother, the kids... all that.  She will wait on pins and 
needles.  She will be distraught if I poop out, wondering if anything was wrong 
with me.  In short, she will be a wreck. 

     And if I make it and she drives down, I will be a wreck, curled up in a fetal 
position in the back seat (I have a fear of heights.)  And her driving down will be 
more stressful that my cycling up. 

     We argued – no – this is not a good introduction to mountain cycling for her.  
Stressful for everyone.  I will find a ride down.  The Museum of Fine Arts must 
have a special exhibit she can see.  I mean if you are going to live in Christ, you 
think of what is best for the other person. 

     Last week, I made reservations for us to stay at the church camp near Mount 
Washington the night before the race.  Guess who won this argument?   We are 
giving two other guys rides down.  A few weeks back the good wife joined me for 
picnics at the summits of Greylock and Ascutney.  She drove, I cycled.  So the 
pitch on Washington will not be a complete surprise. Sometimes in marriage you 
just go along. 
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The Voice on the Road 
Pastor Jon, August 12, 2014 

     In the Okemo cycling race they have a car that follows the last cyclist up the 
mountain.  When the car arrives at the finish it signals that the last cyclist has 
arrived and folks can commence the descent. 

     Needless to write, that car followed me all the way up.  I can still hear the 
engine modulations as the pitch of the road changed.  The car's presence reminded 
me I could quit at any time and just get into the air conditioned comfort.  I 
battled that temptation.  I also wondered if the driver was frustrated at my 
slowness... but what the heck - there was a fellow 100 feet ahead of me.  A few 
years go 10 people were DNF (Did Not Finish). 

     Halfway up the mountain there was a woman taking pictures of the cyclists.  
She was the same woman who woman-ned the registration desk.  As I went by she 
said, "Don't you mind that car behind you, you just keep going at your pace." 

     The words of encouragement we can give one another may seem innocuous at 
the time, but they can be profoundly meaningful and uplifting to the one hearing 
them.  She does not have a clue what they meant to the last guy. 
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24% 
Pastor Jon, August 13, 2014 

     The other day I did hill repeats up South Mountain Road.  It is the steepest 
climb in the Pioneer Valley.  Not the longest, just the steepest.  With my newly 
geared climbing bike I did 4 repeats and felt like I could have added one more if I 
really pushed it.  I did not even use the easiest gear the first time up.  The next 
three were another story. 

     What has weighed on me for some time was the pitch of South Mountain.  Mt. 
Washington - my big endeavor - has a section at 22%.  There are no roads 
anywhere like that.  They do not build them that steep as cars and trucks cannot 
manage that kind of grade.  You have to travel to mountains but even the 
mountains - Okemo, Ascutney, Wachusett - none of them have grades at 22%. 

     I went to the bike shop in Greenfield to get a part and spoke with Bob - for 
years a pro cyclist but now decades retired and running the shop.  I asked him 
about South Mountain.  He paused.  "I prided myself that for 30 years I have never 
walked up a climb in the Pioneer Valley.  But the last time I went up Sount 
Mountain - about 4 weeks ago - I had to walk.  I burned myself out on the lower 
sections and had nothing left when I got to the steep part.  It's 24%." 

     Well, that was a huge confidence boost to me.  I did that 4 times.  This means 
that the 22% on Washington might just be doable for an old fat cyclist like me. 

     Anticipate, push, prepare - and remember - God has given us gifts to do much 
more than we might think. 
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The Race is In a Few Days 
Pastor Jon, August 14, 2014 

     Call me what you want… but please do not call me a quitter.  

     I had a moment of awakening - a few of them, as I prepared for the cycle-up 
Mount Washington endeavor that I stupidly entered.  So call me dumb.  No 
argument here.  Probably my wife agrees.  Call her on her cell at 8:45 am Saturday 
– she will have driven to the top of Washington around then.  Tell her all will be 
well. 

     I have to stand up on the pedals.  Not what I am used to and it takes skill when 
you go as slow as I do and you are at your limit.  I do not have that much skill. But 
it gives my back a chance to relax for at least a few moments, so it is critical.  
Shift down, stand up, pedal and then sit down, shift down and pedal.  But so much 
of the shifting depends on the pitch.  I worked on this.  Screw up and my heart 
rate goes too high.  

     I swapped out my front stem to get the handlebars closer to me.  I maintain 
better balance standing that way.  I lowered the stem for the same reason.  I 
moved the brake levers back on the handlebars to ease my seated position. 

      Drinking while pedaling.  It is real easy to lose balance when you are slow. 
Everyone who has done this race warns about this.  I am ready to stop and drink.  I 
am good with that, but I worry about clipping into the bike to get going again.  I 
will deal with that in the race.  I just hope it is not too windy at the top as cyclists 
can get blown over.  My weight may help. 

     Gears.  I modified my gears this winter/spring.  I read a blog from a top ten 
finisher at Mount Washington.  He did a practice run with a female cyclist, who 
chided him when she saw his easy gears. "A real cyclist does these mountains with 
regular gears," she said.  The macho cyclist.  She abandoned halfway up. 

     Such macho cyclists will chide me over my triple front chainwheel.  Weenie 
gearing.  Fine.  I left my 30 tooth easy front gear alone and changed my rear 
cassette to add a 30 and a 34 tooth ring.  I road that up Greylock (too easy), road 
it up Ascutney twice (made it once and abandoned the second time), road it up 
Okemo – made it, but rough.  Washington is twice as long. This early modification 
was not enough. 

     So I swapped out the front chainwheel and have now just one wheel – a 26.  In 
the back I have a 34, 30, 26, etc.  The ultimate weenie gearing.  My front 
chainwheel is smaller than the biggest (easiest) gear on most regular geared rear 
cassettes.  But – I am old and fat.  At my weight class (Clydesdale – over 190 
pounds) there might be two people older than me entered in this race.   

     What is the technical significance of all this?  Coaches tell you to spin at your 
comfort level. Some suggest you aim for climbing rpms of 70-90.  I am a masher.  I 
am comfortable at 70 rpms on the flats.  In climbs I am at 40-50 rpms.  You can 
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mash like that for an hour, maybe.  Over an hour you are in trouble.  You just have 
to give your muscles a break and spin more.  Hence, my easier gears.   

     I failed at Ascutney.  That was a big wake up call.  Afterwards, with the easier 
gearing, I did Ascutney twice – all was good.  Not easy, but good.   

     The bike is useless for anything but steep, steep hills (Ascutney and 
Washington).  Any ride which has flat sections...  forget it, you just spin it forever 
and get nowhere. 

     I have done all I can to prepare for this.  My weight hit my lowest since grad 
school marathon running days.  I have been up more mountains than I can count.  
And what a blessed journey this has been!  Almost two years of work.  The winner 
at Washington will be under an hour.  I figure it this way – 5% chance I cycle in at 
two hours.  Fifteen percent chance I cycle in at 2 hours 15 minutes; 80% chance I 
cycle in at 2:30.  Zero percent chance I do not make it.  I will walk up, if need be.  
Never quit.  You do all you can... and in the end you turn it all over to God.  Such 
is life, yes? 

     We leave tomorrow. 
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What is Enough? 
Pastor Jon, August 15, 2014 

     We are off to Mt. Washington for the autoroad cycling race today.  Training is 
done.  Cannot change that.  I have done a painful tapering week when I have 
throttled back and developed a sense I have become a complete chubba lubba, 
totally out of shape.  Maybe I cut back too much.  We will see soon enough. 

     The bike is modified.  I have the energy gels.  I have watched videos of the hill-
climb on YouTube.  The videos are tricky because they make the route look flat - 
but they do show you where the grade changes are.  There are two main 'punches' 
I am concerned about, but they are short. 

     Then - all set - I get the email showing my starting wave.  They send you off in 
waves because there are 650 cyclists.  Not good news.  I want to start last, but I 
am in the next to last group, so there will be hundreds of cyclists behind me, most 
of whom will pass me.  That means I cannot zig-zag and need to maintain a 
straight line so people can get around me safely. 

    I will need to see if the registration folks will allow me - as a clydesdale - to 
start with the last group. I will sell it to them as a safety issue, which is 
completely true.  I also want to maximize my chances of making it and being able 
to zig-zag could be a big deal for me. 

    No matter all the preparation we do for life - we can never prepare for 
everything. Ultimately, we try our best and turn it all over to God.  And God will 
bring forth good.  That is enough. 
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Honey-Glazed Donuts, Martinis, and Beetjuice 
Pastor Jon, August 16, 2014 

     Someone commented to me that upon reading this blog one would think the 
author is obsessed with cycling and (from a few months ago) the "eating plan."  
And I am one of the Pastors of the church and all.  Well… if you were old and fat – 
as I also am – you have to be a little obsessed if you are cycling mountains, or 
running marathons, or doing triathlons, etc. 

     Along these lines I read a bunch of training material.  There are all kinds of 
theories as to the ways in which the human body functions and what slows and 
stops us.  And there are a number of supplements, - all legal – that endurance 
athletes dabble with to boost their efforts. 

     I have stayed away from the artificial supplements.  Drug stores are filled with 
them – aisles upon aisles of this stuff.  Typically, they are protein oriented 
products.  I suspect body builders and weight lifters are the primary target 
market. 

     Then there is a natural food – beetjuice, which supposedly improves aerobic 
capacity by up to 10%.  I do not recall the precise science, but beetjuice has some 
kind of good nitrate that gets absorbed in the body and I think the nitrate absorbs 
some chemical which slows you down when exercising. 

     Right – I have to be wicked obsessed to go with beetjuice!  I do not even eat 
beets.  Some folks have morning coffee.  Caffeine works to get you going.  Some 
have the honey-glazed donut.  Gives you a sugar rush.  Some like the Starbuck’s 
cappuccino.  Some go with the afternoon tea.  Green tea is supposedly good for 
you.  Some go with the evening martini.  Relaxes you.  Then there is the beetjuice 
crowd.  It is all about your frame of reference isn't it? 

     So as I drive to Conway, NH – correctomondo, I am sipping my travel mug filled 
with.... beetjuice.  If you ever try this, just a forewarning – the body does not 
digest the color of beets, it expels the color.  All deep red.  Somewhat 
disconcerting at first. 

     Does it work?  The jury is out.  I rarely time my rides so I cannot really tell.  As 
I tapered this week I did an old favorite ride up Mount Grace – low grade mountain 
– and I was in at 39 minutes.  My previous best was 7 years ago – 50 minutes.  Of 
course, I have been training, lost a ton of weight and "put out" on the most recent 
ride.  How can I tell if beetjuice works?  It may be the placebo effect.  Who 
cares?… 

     One way to understand faith is that it is an attitude toward life.  At some level 
it addresses the question – how shall I live?  My own sense is squeeze the gift of 
time in ways that are meaningful.  Coffee, cappuccino, tea, beetjuice.  I’d stay 
away from the donuts.  The martini is up to you. 

     But squeeze it.   
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Dead 
Pastor Jon, August 17, 2014 

     I was stunned, as I anticipate many were, to read of Robin William's death by 
suicide.  I know nothing about him, but I admired his acting and his comedy.  He 
seemed to be a 'clean' comedian when many ply their trade delving into the taboo. 

     I have read a bit and what grips me is that he was not diagnosed as clinically 
depressed.  I think that with such diagnosis we are tempted to distance ourselves 
saying, in effect, "well, he had an illness."  But this is not the case. 

     As Williams describes it, he wrestled with the anxiety and stuff of life.  He 
turned to alcohol and drugs as an escape.  They just made everything worse. 

     Williams had what I perceive to be - what most people want, what we strive 
for.  Although married three times, it seems his recent marriage was ok.  He had 
three grown children.  He was respected and acclaimed.  He won acting awards.  
He had money galore.  But with all these signs of success, beneath the surface of 
that laughter, he was troubled.  He killed himself.  Life was not worth it. 

     We can get angry with folks, we can compete and compare with them, we can 
get jealous, we can get upset because they do not fulfill our expectations, we can 
judge them, we gossip.... but when we recognize what might be beneath the 
surface of their veneer... there is really only one way for us to be... one way - 
that is it.... always, always emanate loving kindness.  I have a long way to go in 
this regard.  I pray about it every time I kneel at the communion rail.  I do not 
think it is only me. 
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Follow-Up to A Sunday Message 
Pastor Jon, August 18, 2014 

     The August 10 message was on the theme I have addressed many times.  
Christians, historically, have argued about orthodoxy - correct belief, when, 
perhaps, our focus might be on orthopraxy - how we live. 

     I recall a conversation 30 years ago with a devout Roman Catholic man - his 
church presented God's truth.  Then a conservative Christian argued - no the Bible 
- the inerrant Word of God was God's truth and he knew God's truth from his Bible.  
Around and around we go - I know the truth.  Correct belief. 

     I do not want to diminish the importance of belief, but I do want to lift up how 
we live.  Jesus said very, very little about belief, he had a lot to say about how we 
live.  He taught that we are 'in' this culture... but we are not 'of' this culture.  
Abundant joy, life - was not found by being 'of' the culture.  So... do we fit in... or 
are we different? 

     Two issues stand out in my view.  The first is obvious - do we live with a deep 
concern for the welfare of others?  Do I emanate loving kindness or anger, 
competition and judgment? 

     The second is less obvious and perhaps much, much more of a struggle.  I 
cannot love others if I am ill or dead.  Jesus taught love others as you love 
yourself.  I think Christians are wretched at self-care.  My sense is that self-care 
connotes selfishness for many.  But this does not square with the word of Jesus - 
"as you love yourself." 

     This is not an invitation to narcissistic self-indulgence; but it is a call for an 
earnest concern for one's wellness - physically, emotionally, and spiritually.  
Bluntly, I think we ignore this. 

     We live in a culture where 75% of the folks struggle with food and nutrition.  
This generation of children is the first generation which has a life expectancy 
lower than their predecessors.  This is a fast food culture, a busy - busy - busy 
culture, a culture in the USA whose government's diet directions are determined 
my lobbyists (dairy, meat) who have a direct monetary stake in the guidelines. 

     Can the church be a place where folks receive kind-hearted encouragement to 
care for themselves in healthy ways?  Can we do that for one another? 

     We all struggle with this.  I have made progress in some areas and failed 
miserably in others.  I hope we can give each other a boost. 
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Mt. Washington Autoroad Race 
Pastor Jon, August 19, 2014 

     I registered on Friday.  Marsha and I drove up.  We were to stay at Camp 
Calumet – thought it would be a good place to stay.  We never realized the traffic 
from Calumet to Mt. Washington.  I was not myself to begin with, and the 
circumstances did not bring out the best in me. 

     You could not see the mountain, which was enshrouded in clouds.  The drive, 
the traffic – a mess.  On the way back to Calumet we had a $10 off certificate for 
dinner which they give you at registration – and Marsha had put up with sooo much 
I figure we go where she wanted.  Great restaurant if you are not on the eating 
plan.  So now I am way off the eating plan, eating this stuff I never eat, not 
enough carbohydrates, tired and my anxiety is going up by the minute.  I was 
anxious about this ride – would I make it.  Could I make it?  I was wicked anxious 
about the weather – 38 degrees for the last 3-4 miles with wind-chill at freezing.  
30 mph winds with gusts to 50.  But at the bottom of the mountain it was in the 
60s and calm as could be.  So sweat a lot for the first miles and freeze with wet 
stuff on for the last miles.  I feared hypothermia.  I get that easily.  I researched it 
all night on my phone.  Blessedly, I was able to fall asleep. 

     Up at 5:30, cruised through 
Conway and North Conway – no 
traffic.  Arrive and the line of 
cars was amazing.  Wajieck 
stopped us in the line – asked 
who we were – and we connected 
with one guy we were to drive 
down.  I met up with the second 
guy at the place we agreed to 
meet – although he was 10 
minutes late which ramped up 
my anxiety level.  Six-hundred 
fifty cyclists, cars galore, tents, 
merchandise – this was one well 
run endeavor – the Head of the 
Charles of cycling moments.  The 
Boston Marathon of cycling. 

     What to wear?  This was a huge concern of mine.  Too hot, I sweat and face 
dehydration.  Not warm enough – I freeze on the higher parts of the mountain.  I 
opted for a wool short sleeve shirt with my wind proof light weight jacket in my 
pocket.  I would have to stop to put it on and that worried me as I did not know 
where to stop and getting on the bike on a hill – I suppose some guys can do that – 
I do not have those skills.  I would need a level place so I could click into the 
pedals. 
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     (As an aside I learned that the woman who won the female race a few years 
ago was on the final 2-3 miles when a gust knocked her off the bike.  She had to 
walk the bike down the steep pitch to a place where she could manage to get back 
on.) 

     I spoke to the registration boss on Friday and she said I could start with the last 
wave.  What a blessing for me!  So I did.  Of course, some guy tells me that his 
friend did that last year and they recorded his time as if he started with the wave 
he was assigned to.  Cost him five minutes.  I found out it is all electronic and 
makes no difference.  I just wanted to finish.  Heck with time. 

     A guy from New Jersey and I were sitting in the area prior to the start.  We had 
30 minutes to wait, then we looked up.  There you could see – one mile up in the 
air – these cars snaking along the road to the summit.  Totally intimidating.  I 
wondered what Marsha was thinking. 

     I did not realize it until the Italian woman stopped screaming.  I cruised easily 
through the first 200 meters of flat before the climb.  Then I settled into my level.  
For me this was all about heart rate.  I woke up with resting pulse around 48.  For 
a guy my age – athletes have resting pulse of 52, excellent pulse is 54, good is 56.  
I knew I was rested at 48.  In no time in the first half mile my pulse was in the 
150s.  Not good.  My maximum is 173.  I hit that on Okemo.  I needed to stay in the 
130-140s as long as possible, 150s when the going got rough (at the end)…  160s for 
a time,  if necessary – if I go to the high 160s – I have minutes before I blow up. 

     I was troubled.  The Italian woman was shouting “bravo, bravo” to all the 
passing cyclists.  She stopped shouting when I passed.  Then I heard the truck.  
The broom wagon, to pick up all the folks who do not make it.  I was cool about 
the broom wagon (been there on Okemo), throttled back my efforts, added more 
‘S’ swoops.  The guy in red in front of me – 300 feet – I was hoping I might catch 
him.  He was out of sight.  I was alone with the truck.  Mile 1. 

     Then a guy comes down the hill walking his bike.  I could tell from his attire 
(matching cycling outfit – usually for a club or team) he was probably good.  A few 
moments later a woman – same deal – matching stuff – was riding her bike down.  
These were my first miles (of 7.8).  They started 20 minutes ahead of me.  I do not 
know what happened – asthma attack, mechanical breakdown of bike...  But it is 
unlikely these folks pooped out.  It also dawned on me – I will not be last if I make 
it. 

     Mt. Ascutney for me is still the horror show.  Endless up and up for the first 3 
miles.  Endless.  Washington, as I reflected enroute, was easier in those miles.  I 
planned to take a few energy gels early.  I started this race drinking a bottle of 
energy drink and taking a gel.  After a mile I had another gel.  I was relieved there 
were some low grade sections where I could manage this. 

     Around mile 2-3, I saw folks ahead of me.  I am piddling along at 3.4 mph.  
Most of the time in my easy gear (26-34) sometimes in my 26-30 or 26-26.  I was in 
the 26-24 or 26-22 when I stood up.  I stood up a lot – to give my back a break.  
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Basically, I kind of flew when I stood up.  Unbelievably, I had no hip issues (thank 
you tapering week and a lot of stretching).  I knew I could go faster than I was – 
but my governor was heart rate.  I was able to get it to back to the 140s… and if I 
exerted myself I was in the 150s.  I stayed out of the 160s.   

     I do not recall all of this.  But halfway up I am thinking I am doing O.K.  Passed 
a dozen people, feeling good and I know there is a punch coming.  Big grade 
increase.  Let me just write that this punch was a lot longer than I anticipated.  
That marked the end of my first section.  The next section, from my view, was 
from that point, over the dirt section, up to the next major 18% grade.  

     Welcome to my world of hell over the tree line.  After that first section the 
wind was real.  30-50 mph.  Temps dropped to 38 degrees.  I knew immediately I 
was in trouble if I did not get on that jacket.  Blessedly, there was a car area 
which was flat.  The area was on a 14% grade – but flat.  I pulled over but could 
not get my jacket on.  The wind was unbelievable.  I struggled to find the arm hole 
and nothing.  The wind at 30 mph.  But the fellow in the car – one of the officials, 
saw me, got out of his car and gave me an assist.  I put on my gloves as well.  A 
blessing.  I was able to click in on the flat and get going.  Then the dirt. 

    I have a fear of heights and I never imagined this section being so steep.  I am 
looking at folks – ahead of me and way up in the air.  Look left and there is a 1 
mile drop off.  No guard rail.  I never, ever looked left.  A road so narrow you are 
hard pressed to get two cars to pass.  Look down at the wheel, focus, go.  I passed 
a dozen people on the dirt.  Heart rate in the 160s.  I was hoping for the curve 
right – which leads to the pavement.  There it was.  I curve right – no – all these 
folks are ahead of me, way up there in the air, and still on dirt.  More wicked 
climbing.  I passed people.  Some were walking.  I warned them – “on your right.”  
They did not budge and forced me to pass them on their left (like nearer the edge 
from my view).  Finally, the turn… then the blessed pavement. 

    On the way I saw an ambulance bringing someone down.  I had to make room.  I 
wondered what Marsha was going through and what happened.   

    Well, the pavement I looked forward to… is a mess.  They use a tank to clear 
the pavement in the winter.  This is the most rugged chewed up stuff I have ever 
experienced.  And – it was up, up, up.  No break and the wind was horrific – 50 
mph gusts.  30 mph steady.  This was when I recalled my mantra – “God has given 
us the potential to do a lot more than we think we are capable.”   

     I was barely keeping it going – but still passing people.  Usually, they were 
doing S's – I had abandoned that and was going straight.  Heart rate in the 160s… 1-
2 miles to go.  Wind unbelievable. The 18 percent pitch was coming.  I was at the 
turn...and it was at the turn that I had a tailwind for a bit.  Wow.  I write “part” 
of the turn.  Then we turned again. 

     The last mile was rough.  That was when I saw the guy in red again.  Passed 
him.  He passed me back.  Funny, I watched him riding in front of me at a 15% 
angle.  Thought it was funny.  He had to do that to stay up and lean into the wind.  
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So I had to be doing the same thing.  We were in the cloud and fog.  I passed a few 
more people on the way to the 22% finish.  They were uniformed cyclists.  In other 
words – wicked serious and good. 

     Then the finish.  Marsha was there, bundled up like I have never seen before.  
And some other guy.  He told me to do it for “Barry Sanders”.  I am thinking – this 
is a good looking guy.  He is next to my wife.  He is telling me about Barry Sanders 
and my Detroit Lions.  What have I missed along the marital highway…? 

     Marsha told me go wide.  (I 
mean on the way she said she 
would wait for me in the comfort 
of a warm car.  Here she is 
telling me how to take the 
turn…)  So I am thinking all that 
about being in the car was the 
plan until “Barry Sanders” man 
shows up.  I have never seen her 
so bundled up in all my days.  
Wicked winds and cold.  I went 
wide (as I planned). 

     I am in my lowest gear and 
like South Mountain Road I was 

spinning it.  I could do this.  It is not even as steep as South Mountain.  Up the first 
section to the left hand turn.  Get to the right side of the turn where it is less 
steep.  Well, I was going up pitch, throw in the 30 mph wind, put me in an easier 
gear than I needed to be.  Boom.  I fell.  I was not pooped out.  I just made some 
technical mistakes.  Should have been on the pedals (what I have feared ALL 
SUMMER), and in a harder gear.  UGHH.  Marsha told me later that a quite a few 
folks fell. 

     The finish is glorious – this guy comes to me immediately – “Click out, click 
out” he held my bike to help me.  A woman came over as well to assist.  I got up – 
he said – “You have 100 feet to go.  Get on the bike – I will push you to help!”  I 
said – “No, I am walking it in.”  100 feet – like I need to ride that?  No. 

       Finishing time – 2:20.  Of the entrants –492 of 650.  Of the finishers – top 90%.  
Average speed – around 3.4 mph.  “Barry Sanders” man?  A really great guy who 
finished earlier and cheered for us slower guys.  He asked my wife who she was 
waiting for – then he asked “what is his favorite football team?”  Gotta love the 
moment. 
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The Mt. Washington Race - Part 2 
Pastor Jon, August 21, 2014 

     The Mount Washington road cycling race, being a few days gone, I have had a 
chance to reflect a bit so I thought I would offer a few observations.  This is the 
end of my Washington musings. 

     Emotionally and spiritually I had been working for Washington since last March.  
I counted some 18 very rough training sessions up mountains – either repeats or 
actual mountain training rides or races.  That is about one tough work-out a week 
– consistently, over 4 months.  I learned I need take a day off before those kinds of 
work-outs and a day off afterwards to recover --- sometimes more than one day at 
either end.  My training was terrific.  No second thoughts – consistent, pushed 
myself. 

     What I did not fully anticipate is the post-race letdown.  It is not physical – I 
went out yesterday and just flew on the bike.  But it is motivational.  Just hard to 
push, push and get out there.  I think I need more recovery time.  It is an 
emotional thing.   

     The Washington race is really a two part race.  The first 4-5 miles are on good 
pavement and on tree-lined roads which protect you from the wind.  Pundits 
describe the race as a steady, unyielding 12% grade.  This is not so.  There are 
areas where the grade drops to 7-9% albeit for 30-70 feet, but enough time to give 
me a chance to eat and drink.  It is very difficult to eat and drink on a 12% grade, 
because I have to take a hand off the handlebars.  Washington allows you those 
little breaks.  Ascutney is more difficult because there are no such breaks.   

     Washington becomes other-worldly at the 4 mile mark (7.6 miles altogether) 
when you take the turn and go above the tree line.  Everything changes.  No 
breaks.  The pavement is akin to a mini rumble-strip.  You have to go on the 
outside of the lanes where it is smoother.  Doing S’s is difficult because you ride 
over the mini rumble-strips.  Furthermore, the road has more of a crown so to do 
switchbacks you ride up the crown then down.  Just a mess.  I suspect the 
pavement is a wreck because of the “mini-tank” vehicle they use to clear the road 
of snow and ice in the winter.  Until the turn, you can “play the curve” taking 
each turn at the easiest grade.  That game is over after the tree line. 

     At the tree line the wind kicks in, as well as the cold.  The cold is okay.  But 
the wind is miserable.  If, until this point, you can maintain a decent rhythm – 
now, you work.  For me it was survival, as I am not that fast.  Then throw in that 
section of dirt – which was actually quite a hard surface.  My issue was how high up 
we were and the drop-off to oblivion... my fear of heights.  

     For the first mile of Washington, I road alone.  No one in sight.  Kind of like a 
training ride.  After mile 1, I began to see people.  I am intrigued that of 630 
entrants, only 517 finished.  That is 113 people who did not finish.  Much of this 
race I cannot remember.  But I do recall counting the people I passed and I recall 
stopping at about 8.  That was at the second mile.  I passed a bunch of folks by 
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mile 4.  I also passed around a dozen people on the dirt section, another dozen on 
the pavement after the dirt – probably 40-50 people all tolled.  I did not pass 113 
people!  So a lot of the non-finishers had to be folks who started in the waves 
ahead of me and abandoned the race.  I suspect they were in the support vehicles.  
I know I saw one fellow being helped off the ground at mile 7.  One helper was 
lifting him up, another tending to his bike.  He must have been blown over by the 
wind. 

     I usually dismiss myself on this blog as the old, fat cyclist.  Mary gives me grief 
about this!  Some things I am going to own about this endeavor.  My training was 
consistent and spot on.  That has always been a challenge for me – be consistent.  
My race plan was absolutely brilliant.  Being at the end, I just plodded along 
watching my heart rate.  I passed a lot of folks who were doing switchbacks, a lot 
who were walking, a lot who were just going slower than I was.  I suspect I passed 
40-50 people.  I planned this very, very well for someone at my level. 

     My time was slow...  I mean you cannot go a whole lot slower (given that I did 
not stop except to put on my jacket and never walked save the last 100 feet after 
I fell).  

     Six hundred thirty entrants and 57 were older than I am.  I was in the 
Clydesdale division with 60 guys (190 pounds plus).  There were only 4 guys older 
than I am in that division.  Three of them were faster than me.  I admire them.  I 
was 50 out of 60.  Not bad. 

     So I am in this race next year.  I know where I am going, I know how to train, 
more or less.  I know the route.  And I hope to break 2 hours.  Some year ahead - I 
know I cannot go faster… age is real…… next year is my window only because of 
experience. 

     I know this.  As a 58 year old, five years ago I was intimidated about going up 
Gulf road.  Now, I do it three times in a row.  I feared South Mountain Road to the 
extent I never tried to get up it.  Now, I go up and down 4 times.  I feared going 
up Mount Greylock – I would not make it.  This summer I did it five times.  I still 
fear Ascutney despite the fact I have done it a number of times.  Next year – I 
hope to do repeats there. 

     Next year at Washington – I hope not to be in the Clydesdale class.  I am 
carrying a lot of excess baggage I can lose.  So, next year I hope I will just be with 
'old' guys.  What - all 50 of us! 

     And next week, as a kind of kick myself in the rear and get going… I think I will 
hook up with the Greenfield area group ride…just to see if I can keep up with 
them.  First time in 3 years!  I really avoid group rides.  Let me just write that I 
will bring all my competitive juices to that endeavor.  The last time I was with 
them I was in the beginner group, weighed a ton more...etc. etc.  

     Remember – God has created you such that you are capable of doing a whole 
lot more than you think.  Just be careful about it.  But squeeze the gift. 
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I Can't Stand Myself 
Pastor Jon, August 22, 2014 

     I was intrigued by a recent study done in Virginia.  The study was of college 
students up to folks in their 70s.  Across age and gender folks could not handle 
sitting in a room, alone with their thoughts, for 15 minutes.  In fact, 25% of the 
women and 33% of the men resorted to giving themselves low level electric shocks 
equivalent to static electricity to keep themselves occupied and distracted.  Many 
people cheated and took out cell phones. 

     At first glance I was stunned to read this, but maybe not.  I have written many 
times that we are an ADD culture – Attention, Diverted, Distracted.  It is as if we 
are addicted to external distraction.  We need the TV, cellphone, radio, music 
player.  We cannot drive without talking on the phone.  We cannot walk without 
the phone “on” in case someone calls. 

     The need for these phones is so overwhelming I wonder how folks managed in 
the 1980s.  Well, they did manage and they did quite well.  The point is we do not 
need this stuff, we chose to have it. 

     No wonder people cannot stand being alone in the quiet. 

     Fifteen minutes alone, in the quiet, is, in my view, a wonderful opportunity to 
meditate. 

     As a cyclist I ride 6-7,000 miles a year – 98% of which are alone – with my 
thoughts.  Granted there is the distraction of cycling, but these are hundreds of 
hours, alone.  And I savor each one of them. 

     I am offering meditation workshops this fall.  The spiritual path of quiet and 
stillness, or disconnection, is clearly a path for a few who chose to push against of 
the cultural winds.  By the results of that Virginia study – this is truly a spiritual 
challenge.  I wonder - is it that we just cannot stand ourselves?  That is a troubling 
thought to contemplate - that we live running away from our self. 
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Open on July 4 
Pastor Jon, August 23, 2014 

     We assumed Home Depot would be closed July 4.  We assumed most all stores 
would be closed.  In fact, most all stores were open. 

     Years ago stores closed on Sundays, Memorial Day, July 4, Thanksgiving, 
Christmas, Veteran’s Day.  This was sacred time.  A time to remember, reflect.  
And folks did not use these days to do chores either.  They were quiet, still 
moments.  Christmas may be the only day where this pertains.  Interestingly, even 
if we lived life ‘as usual’ on these days, as a culture, corporately, we held them 
up.  No more. 

     If we pause – if we worship – it is a personal and intentional decision.  Since it 
is so tempting to get pulled along life’s conveyor belt, this intentional decision 
requires bucketsful of assertive energy.  Going against the grain necessitates that 
kind of assertion.  This is what the spiritual life requires.  To live at peace, 
absorbed by life’s purpose, in Christ – we need profound resolve.  We will not get 
much support from the culture around us.  Gotta do the work. 
  



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

No, No, No 
Pastor Jon, August 24, 2014 

     We have a friend, delightful woman, cares for others, serves her community – 
just wonderful person.  What intrigues me is that in conversation with her, she 
almost always begins a response with a “no, no, no” – kind of a staccato thing.  If I 
say, “the sun will come up tomorrow,” she responds, “no, no, no... the sun always 
comes up.”  She reminds me of folks who feel like they “have to” do something. 

     I “have to” do this for myself, my friend, my family, the community, the 
school… it is difficult to talk with people who are of this mindset.  They act as 
though they have no choice in the matter – they “have to” do something.  If you do 
not agree with them it is “no, no, no, you do not understand, I have to…” 

     Many of us think this way.  Where does that “have to” come from?  Culture, 
parents, spouse – I do not know. 

     Certain folks break the mold.  I think they are liberated.  Some protesters, 
saints, poets, folks who sacrifice for others – they break the old molds.  My hero is 
a female New York City banker who quit to race bikes.  These folks prompt me to 
wonder about all that I perceive I “have to” do. 

     At age 72, one fellow says, “I have to slow down, take care of myself, get more 
rest, not overdo, manage my pills, look for a retirement community, watch my 
diet, enjoy the grandchildren.”  I have a friend like this – but much younger than 
72. 

     At these road cycling races up mountains – I look at this other fellow – also age 
72.  He cycles up these mountains faster than folks half his age.  Breaks the mold, 
thumbs his nose at the ‘have to’ crowd.  He chooses to do this.  He says, in effect, 
life is not over yet.  There are still mountains to race.  I do not "have to” slow 
down.  I love this guy. 

     Whenever I go to one of these races, I marvel at the folks who 'chose' to do this 
and the truth is – their behavior and attitude bugs people.  They 'chose' to do this – 
no one ‘has to’ race up mountains.  I think this to be disturbing to people who hide 
behind the veil of “I have to do what I do.”  No, you don’t.  You chose.  And, yes, 
you can choose differently.  Folks do not like to hear that kind of thing. 

     I cycle these races because God has blessed me with time and life.  I can easily 
opt out – “I ‘have to’ weed, vacuum, clean the cars, paint something…”  No, I 
chose – to push the envelope.  O Lord, inspire me to push, push, lest I fall into the 
“have to” mentality. 

     I recognize that racing and alike is quite self-centered, but if I get a little 
healthier, become a tad bit more pleasant a person...  Maybe it is not as self-
centered as it seems.  My choice. 
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Mt. Washington Hill-Climb Pictures 
Pastor Jon, August 25, 2014 

 
Getting Ready 

 
Looking down on Wildcat Mountain 
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The final two-tenths of a mile as I go by Marsha 

 
The final pitch 



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

 
At the finish when the fog cleared 

 
Walking from the finish to the car 
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What Does it Take to Change A Life? 
Pastor Jon, August 26, 2014 

     Lots of folks have come to me over the past days to commend me on this Mt. 
Washington Cycle Up a Mountain Ride.  I am appreciative of their encouragement.  
Most of them see this as a major physical accomplishment.  I get that.  I look at it 
the same way – the top folks are usually Olympic level athletes – if not in cycling 
then in another sport.  The winners are pros – they get paid.  Then there are the 
rest of us. 

     But in my view this has little to do with physicality.  Very, very little.  Ten 
percent in my view. 

     That should be shocking to many people. 

     But I hold to this. 

     I have family issues as everyone does.  They are draining psychologically and 
emotionally.  I have a position for work which is absolutely draining as I relate to 
people who are ill, who are troubled. And there is much more to this.  All this is 
stressful.  Get stressed too much by family and work and you have no energy for 
anything related to training. 

     The REAL issue is managing these emotional and spiritual issues.  You manage 
those and you have the discipline and energy to do the training.  Do the training 
and you can get to the starting line with a modicum of confidence.  It is really all 
about the emotional and spiritual stuff – which is way, way before the starting 
line.  Probably why most New Year’s resolutions get nowhere. 

     Gotta deal with the spirit.  But “I am so busy… so much to do… so little time…”  
(see previous blogs). Well… to see life as "my choice…" wow – completely 
liberating.  Of course, there are exceptions to this, but every exception gives 
someone an opportunity to fall back into the “I have to” world.  

     Hope to see you in church - a place where we choose to be.  Still and quiet, 
completely counter-cultural. 
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The Garden 
Pastor Jon, August 27, 2014 

     I have seen wonderful gardens.  Each flower is perfectly placed.  They are color 
coordinated.  They are coordinated as to when they bloom.  They are coordinated 
by height.  The borders are impeccable.  Not a weed in sight.  These are really 
beautiful places. 

     As for us we are jungle gardeners.  The only weeds I pull are the ones that look 
they might take over everything.  Otherwise, I leave them be.  The ferns have 
obliterated one of our smaller garden areas at the cabin.  I just gave up pulling 
them out this year.  And the ferns look good.  Everything we have is a perennial.  I 
have not planted anything in years. 

Marsha begins the summer with acclamations about weeding, “Can’t wait to get 
out there in the warm sun…”  I am used to this, kind of like costumed kids at 
Halloween, turkey at Thanksgiving, a tree at Christmas.  After a day, we leave 
everything be.  

     Bee balm, phlox, lilies – they pop up everywhere.  They grow wherever God 
puts them.  This year the heather returned.  First year we have had heather since 
it disappeared 4 years ago.  Go figure.  Our garden does not have borders... 
anymore. 

     This summer I was having second thoughts about our approach.  The lilies 
seemed weaker – not as many blooms.  Marsha noted I had not fertilized and 
maybe I should start doing that again.  Then we recognized that the lilies in all 
previous summers seemed to be ‘over’ by early August.  This year they are still 
blooming by mid-August.  There are fewer blooms but the plants are going longer.  
Must be because of the winter and spring weather. 

     Sometimes, take a breath – leave it to God.  Be at peace. 
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Have an Open Mind 
Pastor Jon, August 28, 2014 

     A lot of us in church are intriguing.  We can resist new ideas and think ‘no 
way.’  I like what I like, the way I like it.  Even people who style themselves as 
being open-minded can fall into this mind-set.  We think the problem is someone 
else when it might just be ... me. 

     So our youngest brings his wonderful fiancé to visit this summer.  We go to the 
cabin.  I was hoping that the cabin would be a big hit.  You know – maybe they 
would visit from Minnesota because she loved the cabin!  Her comment, “Well, 
Zeke said it was rustic.”  Not a good sign.  But the mice leavings, cobwebs and 
spiders did not freak her out.  That’s good.  Thank the Lord the bat did not show 
up until they left. 

     Dutiful future father-in-law planned the day.  We go to Shelburne Falls as per 
sonso’s request.  Last time I went there was 15 years ago.  They had a few artist 
places there.  The fiancé is an art teacher. 

     We go into the first place – mind you this is a place I would not bother with if I 
was alone.  If I was alone, I would not bother with Shelburne Falls.  An hour, a 
whole hour, later we leave the artist place.  When you visit these kinds of places 
with someone who is an artist, you just do not look forever… no, no, no… you have 
to wait until the artist is done interviewing the gallery owner… which takes 
another forever… at each and every gallery. 

     She realized I was being a good egg about this.  She was ready to leave after 
the fifth... or was it the sixth.... gallery.  But I was on a mission. 

     “Let’s see what is around this corner.”  Another 30 minutes and interview.   

     Finally, in the car, and on a mission, I said – “let us check out that gallery on 
the hill over the bridge.”  She says – “No, let’s go back.”  I paid no attention.  
Figured it would be maybe a ten minute stop (if the gallery owner was not there). 
We will cruise through and go home.  Well done good and dutiful future father-in-
law. 

      We go in.  Within seconds “My mother and I could spend an hour in this place.”  
Well, we spent over an hour.  Incredible place and this comes from a non-artist 
type.  I sat down to watch a video on glass-making.  She and Zeke sat and joined 
me.  Fascinating.  One of the most rewarding ventures of my summer.  She will use 
the video in her classes.  I may even go back there with Marsha. 
      Keep an open mind… something good might happen.   
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Detroit Lions or Ray Gegenbach? 

Pastor Jon, August 29, 2014 

     Most of the folks at church know I am an insufferable Detroit Lions football 
team fan.  For 53 years.  I think when I was a kid I latched onto them when 
watching a Thanksgiving Day game – back in the black and white TV days.  That 
was the only day I could ever watch football.  And I guess I am something of a 
loyalist. 

     My favorite family vacation was the time I said to Marsha, “Let us go to the 
Shakepeare Festival in Hamilton, Ontario!”  This went over well.  Then I noted, 
“Oh, look, the Detroit Lions pre-season training camp is only 2 hours from 
Hamilton!”  We went there first. 

     For decades the Lions have been the incarnation of terrible.  Zero-16 one year.  
This led to marital tension.  I always insist that we eat Thanksgiving Day dinner 
after the Lions game is over.  After I had back surgery I would not leave the 
hospital the next day (Thanksgiving) until the Lions game was over.  They lost 
when Chicago returned the overtime kick-off for a touchdown.  Figures. 

     For years the Lions game was basically over by halftime.  They were way 
behind… and I was ready to eat.  It came to the point that Marsha had dinner 
ready for halftime despite all my insistence (the day before) that we eat later.  So 
we have been eating at halftime.  Of course, one year the Lions had a close game 
at the half.  Dinner was ready.  I was not.  Caused a little friction. 

     I wonder about this Lions thing.  They win, I am happy for 20 minutes.  They 
lose, I am upset for half a day.  If they lose a lot, I get into a mini-funk and after a 
few weeks I drop interest in them in order to save my sanity.  If they won the 
Super Bowl, I would be happy for 20 minutes.  My life would not change.  I would 
have had an entertaining distraction for the season. 

     The height of my interest is always the month of hope – September.  October 
begins the slide. 

     This year, I don’t think so.  There is a mountain race on road bikes – Greylock – 
and another one – Kearsage - both in September.  I think I benefit much more in 
doing these than I do in watching the Lions.  Let the Lions be, gotta ride. 

     This is why Ray Gegenbach is my hero.  I know absolutely nothing about him 
except that at age 77 he did the Mount Washington hillclimb and he is going to 
race at Greylock at age 78.  With a bit of luck I might have 2 decades of cycling 
left. 

     How will we live?  Orthodoxy answers – what do we believe?  Orthopraxy 
answers – how will be act?  Not to dismiss orthodoxy, but I think we need be about 
orthopraxy. 

     Gotta clip in and do some hill repeats.  Greylock is in two weeks.  Squeeze the 
gift. 
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Eyes To See 

Pastor Jon, August 30, 2014 

     After the bike race up the Mount Okemo autoroad they offered lunch prior to the 
awards ceremony.  I stayed for the feed as I was famished and it was free – well, you paid 
for it through your registration fee. 

     When I cycle in North Andover I see cyclists in groups – anywhere from 2 to 10 folks 
drafting each other, flying down the road.  The Pan Mass ride across the Commonwealth 
involves 1000s of cyclists – a group ride of the highest order. 

     When you go up mountains you do not draft.  There is no benefit to drafting, even for 
the fast folks, because you are going too slowly.  You have to train specifically for 
mountains.  These are extraordinary pitches – most are steeper than what you see being 
raced in Europe.  Very few roads have this degree of pitch.  You have to seek out 
mountains where you can train.  This takes a lot of intentional effort.  Only 90 cyclists 
were at Okemo, same number at Ascutney.  I am beginning to think that the folks who do 
this may be a little “out there.”  March to their own tune, so to speak. 

     The winners at Okemo and the other races are typically short, ultra-thin, probably 
genetically suited for this, and dedicated.  Many of them have histories as great college 
runners. 

     Karl was second or third in his age group.  He sat next to me at lunch.  Karl is smart.  
He brought his own lunch – turkey slices and green beans.  I ate what they provided – the 
first hamburger I have had in 13 months and oiled up macaroni salad with cheese in it.  I 
avoid oil and cheese.  Total breakdown on my part. 

     Karl is more dedicated and must have anticipated this.  I suspect he also wants to drop 
a few pounds as he is not as thin as the folks who beat him. 

     Karl was almost killed a few years ago.  He T-boned a car when he was descending a 
hill.  The driver did not see him and drove in front of his path.  Major concussion, broken 
ribs, punctured lung, smashed arm, unconscious for a time, memory loss, many surgeries.  
He does not remember the accident.  He was off the bike in recovery for 1-2 years.  
Now... back at it and eating turkey and green beans, living to the tune he hears. 

     When we left, he ran to his car to get me a Jesus tract he wanted me to have.  He 
knew nothing of my background.  He became a Christian when he was at the hospital.  He 
almost died. 

     I looked at him in the parking lot and asked, “Where did you experience God today?”  
He was befuddled.  Finally he said, “I find God in God’s Word.”  And I could have added in 
worship, in prayer, in song… all the ‘religious’ stuff. 

     I said to Karl, “I experienced God through you and your kindness, in the people 
cheering as we went up the mountain, in the volunteers helping out, in the folks I parked 
next to who were so friendly, in this event where you have folks cherishing this gift of life 
so deeply, in these glorious mountains that surround us... Well – just all over the place.  
That is what Jesus said – the kingdom is all around us."  Those with eyes to see, may they 
see. 


	Cover 
	Title Page
	Table of Contents
	September 2013
	The Summer Audit (1)
	The Summer Audit (2)
	Simple Things
	Clipping In - Dicey Times in New England - and Spirituality
	Surprised by Goodness and A-Rod
	The Lions and Hope
	Thankful for What?
	Anger
	Magic Numbers
	Excitement over Good Things
	We are Killing Ourselves
	I Choose Now
	The Doctor Called Today...

	October 2013
	Clipping In: Losing It... A Ways To Go
	Statins and Life
	Fred Murolo
	Seeing God
	When My Morning Comes Around
	Closing up the Cabin... and God
	Fall ... And the Seasons of Life
	Lutheran Spirituality
	A Sense of Humor
	The World Series, Clipping In... and Living in Christ
	The Cycles of Life.... (Not about clipping in!)

	November 2013
	A Little Bit of Kindness
	The Squeeze and the Dreaded "d" Word
	Parents, Children, Service and Thanksgiving
	Publicized....
	Stay Salty
	Missing Out
	Incognito, Bullying et al
	Clipping In.... Jesus and Investments
	The Future of Eating...
	Clipping in....as Metaphor for the Spiritual Life
	Thanksgiving
	Taco Bell

	December 2013
	Christmas
	5%
	Steps
	Setting the Cement
	2013 Christmas ... Afterwards
	Resolutions and the New Year
	2014 - A Wow! Year Ahead…

	January 2014
	Incredulous
	Waiting...
	Watch What You Say
	The Trifecta
	Fred.... Rest in Peace
	Clipping In....... The Last Shall Be First
	The Bruins, Lili Marlene.... Finding Peace
	Disengaged
	Wedding Rings
	Almost Viral

	February 2014
	Sehnsucht
	Clipping in....on the Edge
	The Dog
	A Word on Happiness and Serenity
	Spiritual Typologies
	Clipping In.... And How Is It That We Shall Live
	Sickness and Dignity
	God Does Not Give Me More than I Can Handle... Hmmm.
	46 Days
	If Jesus Had Lived in New England
	Gotta Be One Tough Soul
	God's Love - A Lot of Work
	Two Women on the Road
	24/7, Busy… the Cultural Mantra of Our Time
	So How Does God Interact with Us?
	What’s Going On?
	Clipping In.... When You Can
	13 Baptisms
	What Matters?

	March 2014
	Clipping In.... Those Goals
	What I Pray About....To Relax
	Clipping In.... and Getting There
	One Fine Evening
	Clipping In.... A Bunch of Us
	Preaching
	They Want to Join the Church.... Oh Really
	The Huge Cocktail Party
	The Visit
	Makes My Heart Sing
	Do I Measure in Meters or Feet?
	The Visit II.... Just Makes Me So Sad
	What is Real....
	Clipping In... Too Much
	Clipping In.... Cruising Along Just Won't Do
	What Are You Looking Forward To?
	One (More) Reason to Thank Your Lucky Stars You are Not Like Me
	The Conversation
	Excellence
	Clipping In.... Animal, Pedaling Prophet, Child of God
	Buck Up Brothers and Sisters
	A Shout Out for Kirstin!
	Pulling the Plug
	Connection Issues

	April 2014
	Mondays
	One, Maybe Two, of Those Days
	Taking Risks
	Who Would Have Thought It?
	Motivation
	Fear and Faith
	Fed Up
	Clipping in ....and Dreaming
	Try a Little Kindness in the Name of Jesus
	Where Will I Turn?
	Days Like This
	Clipping In.... Update #1 on the Dream
	A Word on Easter

	May 2014
	Caught Up and Getting Unhooked
	Clipping In... and Staying at Home in Christ
	Salvation?  Captivity and Freedom
	Poetry on a Plane
	Streams and Rocks
	The Wachusett Mountain Race
	Clipping in..... Getting There
	The Yahoo in the Pick-Up
	Clipping in.... and Grace
	3 Points! Spirituality and Play
	Forks in the Road
	Every Year... Always, Always Something
	Caught
	Ascutney, Part One
	The Trinity
	Ascutney Part Two

	June 2014
	Clicking In.... and Learning
	Wonder-Filled Months
	Clicking In.....The Bubble Bursts
	Forgiveness?
	Maybe Someone Will Go
	Joy and Distractions
	The Community Sermon
	Thankful to Someone I Do Not Know
	The Assembly 2014
	Clicking In.... Some History, and in Praise of Rest
	Synod Assembly 2014 - Part 2
	The Choices We Make
	Finding the Balance
	The Good Life
	Clipping In, Spirituality and Listening
	The Yard as Symbol
	The Little Joys Overlooked
	Ascutney Fail
	Eating Plan Fail
	Vacation Coming Up
	Going to Minnesota
	Moments of Elevation
	Why Going Up South Mountain Road is a Lot More Than Going Up South Mountain Road
	Steak and Lobster
	Clipping In.... Up, Up, Up
	A Taste of Frosting
	Magic Numbers: 70 and 11
	Salt
	It Is All Spirituality

	July 2014
	Am I Good Enough?
	Group Pressure
	Back for A Day
	Thank God for the Younger Set!

	August 2014
	8 Days.... Fear and Insecurity
	The Spirituality of the Okemo Race
	Does She or Doesn't She?
	The Voice on the Road
	24%
	The Race is In a Few Days
	What is Enough?
	Honey-Glazed Donuts, Martinis, and Beetjuice
	Dead
	Follow-Up to A Sunday Message
	Mt. Washington Autoroad Race
	The Mt. Washington Race - Part 2
	I Can't Stand Myself
	Open on July 4
	No, No, No
	Mt. Washington Hill-Climb Pictures
	What Does it Take to Change A Life?
	The Garden
	Have an Open Mind
	Detroit Lions or Ray Gegenbach?
	Eyes To See




