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What Moves You? 
Pastor Jon, September 1, 2014 

Many of us are moved by what are called extrinsic rewards.  We value getting a raise, 
promotion, or positive work review.  We like being thanked or affirmed.  All those 
rewards come from outside ourselves and are highly dependent on someone else.  The 
opinion of the boss or co-worker is critical.  And our sense of self – and our self-
esteem goes up or down accordingly.   

The same applies to family life.  If our child, spouse or parent affirms or 
acknowledges us – we feel good.  If they say little or nothing – we feel bad. 

And the same can be written of our athletic endeavors.  The athlete feels good if the 
athlete wins.  And much of that is dependent on who is competing and the kind of day 
they are having. 

It is quite a different thing to let go of extrinsic rewards and live for intrinsic rewards.  
Those rewards are internal and not so dependent on others.  We do our job because it 
is meaningful. We care for others because caring is its own reward. 

I suspect most of us embrace the extrinsic rewards. This is a tough way to live as we, 
in effect, give others control over our sense of self.   

Jesus taught – love God, love yourself in healthy ways and love others.  Nothing in 
there about being affirmed, acknowledged, applauded or even recognized.  It is all 
intrinsic. 
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Leaning Into the Wind 
Pastor Jon, September 3, 2014 

Almost every summer I return to church with a slow mind, calmer, peaceful, and 
smiling more… Then I lose it.  I get ramped-up and put myself under stress with lists 
of things to do.  I schedule too much.  I get worn down. 

I am fully responsible for all of this.  It is all me. 

But I think, now, I know why this happens. 

When you live in a culture where it is always – go, go, go… the “I have to leave 
because I have to: go shopping, meet someone, or make a phone call…”  It is easy to 
get swept into that, to fit in. 

When I cycle on the roads – seems everyone is in a hurry.  They drive fast for reasons I 
do not understand.  I feel like a dried leaf being swept along by these cultural winds. 

I used to get upset with my wife when she became ramped up.  “Calm down,” I would 
say.  I wanted her to change.  That just caused more tension, each of us upset with 
the other.  Now, I just speak to myself.  “Stay at peace, just change yourself…  The 
world is a hurricane – stay at the center.” 

I hope to lean into the wind this fall.  There is little I do, that most of us do… that 
cannot wait, even if it just for a little while. 
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What the Assessment Says 
Pastor Jon, September 4, 2014 

When I was hospitalized after running the Boston Marathon some 30 years ago, the 
Doctor thought I might have had a heart attack.  It was 90 degrees that day and I had 
been training in 40-60 degree weather.  I was severely dehydrated and completely 
sick, begging Marsha to run a red light to get me to the emergency room.  What I 
learned was that dehydration and electrolyte depletion affects the kidneys, heart, et 
al.  I did not have a clue about that. 

They found I have some kind of electrical bunch block in my heart circuitry.  It is not 
uncommon and the doctor was being cautious.  Filled me with intravenous fluids and I 
was ready to go the next day. 

Hearts… 

Training manuals tell you to train at 80% of your maximum heart rate (220 – 90% of 
your age.)  Recovery rides should be at 60% of your max, etc.  According to the latest 
Mayo clinic report my max is supposed to be at 164 and I should keep my training rate 
between 128 and 140.  Above 140 and I should be in trouble.  Heart rate training also 
means you take your pulse first thing after you wake up.  A high pulse means you are 
not fully recovered.  All this makes terrific sense. 

I use a heart rate monitor when on my climbing bike.  I used it at Ascutney, Okemo 
and at Washington.  At Okemo I tried to keep my rate in the 150s.  I hit 173 – so much 
for the Mayo clinic assessment of what my maximum should be.  I can stay at that 
rate only seconds before I blow up.  I spent most of the race in the 160s.  That is 
where I did at least 3 miles of the Washington race.  The Mayo Clinic group also wrote 
that an athlete my age should have a resting pulse around 52.  Mine is at 48. 

According to the Mayo clinic I should be keeping my heart rate lower and cycling more 
slowly.  I mean if I go any slower I will not keep the bike up.  I am not genetically 
gifted.  If anything I have an electrical issue.  But obviously, I am something of an 
outlier for the Mayo Clinic folks. 

I may have a heart attack someday.  I would not be surprised.  My Dad died that way. 

But I will also push until then.  God has blessed us that we are capable of much more 
than we think… and capable of even more than what some of the professional 
assessment folks might lead us to believe.  The proof is in the pedaling. Or should I 
write, on the monitor? 
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An Approach to Spirituality and Christian Living 
Pastor Jon, September 5, 2014 

“In the pursuit of happiness have I just lived anxious and bored, with a deep malaise 
that I wasted a lot of days”… 

I do not recall where I found that quote. 

Jesus said, “Lose yourself and you will find yourself.”  Pursue self-fulfillment and you 
come up empty.  Immerse yourself in life, work, family, and others – life is good.  But 
the immersion needs to be in something which is meaningful. 

Optimal peak moments happen when we are stretched.  I bet this is why people 
pursue extreme adventure – climbing mountains, sleeping on the side of cliffs, rock 
climbing, major long runs, cycling up mountains, the musician doing the difficult 
piece, the child with a Lego project.  We stop our inner chatter.  When we live at this 
level we have little capacity to entertain intrusions.  We are absorbed. 

When you are at your physical limit you do not contemplate anything else – the 
runner, musician, artist – you do not think about retirement, food, the stock market.  
This is immersion in the moment.  What it really speaks to is controlling one’s 
consciousness and awareness. 

And spirituality is consciousness. 

I can be distracted or immersed.  Taxing physical endeavors force immersion.  But 
such a focused consciousness does not require taxing physical endeavors.  That is a 
huge point. 

Taxing physical endeavors – in my case cycling mountains – become validation points 
which show what is possible with focused attention  - a peace which is almost the 
exact opposite of the lifestyle we are inclined to live – with attention diverted and 
distracted – “all over the place” living. 

Spirituality and consciousness is really the solid rock for a life in Christ. 

So many people have so much ‘stuff’ that the addition of more ‘stuff’ does not make 
them happy.  Life becomes kind of listless, a drift from one purchase to another.  The 
root of this malaise has nothing to do with environment or circumstance – it is within.  
What we run from and what we yearn for, wrote Tony DeMello – is within.  And 
within, of course, are consciousness and the place of the Spirit of God. 

I value traditional religious practice – worship, study, prayer, bible reading as it is a 
lens through which we understand life.  I would add to this traditional approach – 
peak living – living at the level of absorption – focused consciousness.  Those 
moments, in my mind, are deeply religious – moments of being in the sacred, in the 
holy, in Christ, in the moment we have been given...   
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Forget New Year's Day 
Pastor Jon, September 6, 2014 

September has always held the crispness and promise of a new year.  Forget January 
1.  

New school year begins, in my youth it meant a new sports team to play on, new 
friends in school, new pro team season, new college football season.  Just so many 
new beginnings…  There is energy in September.  Maybe it is the leaf season, or the 
coolness of the air, or the late summer moon so brilliant in the evening. 

Rally day happens at church this Sunday, the 7th.  We start up the contemporary 
worship, 3 Sunday schools, confirmation classes, first communion class, our 
community service day, and get the programs going for the year ahead. Bible studies 
begin next week.  I have been thrilled to hear of new teachers for the Sunday schools 
as well as new folks for the Bible studies.  

Energy - we are adding another choir this fall… we will celebrate as many as 11 
baptisms this fall (which would mean as many as 25 for the year), so many new 
families I just cannot remember them all - 15?  20?  I stopped keeping track.  Two 
confirmation students from the 1990s contacted me - one to get married this fall and 
another to have children baptized.  Just lots of good stuff going on… 

Step back.  Take a breath.  There are also people for whom this is not a good time of 
year.  It is never all roses.  Need to get some good miles in on the bike.  Gives a little 
perspective on life… 
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Finding Your Own Way 
Pastor Jon, September 7, 2014 

In our time, when we have such freedom, many are inclined to find their own way 
through life.  We bristle at the idea we follow some path offered by others.  I think 
we all do this so some extent. 

This leads us to dismiss our elders, discount the words of parents, teachers and for 
some – to dismiss the church.  “I have my own way of doing things.” 

I overheard a conversation in which one woman said she no longer went to Mass as she 
once did.  Now she does her own thing in the woods or in the fields.  I love the woods 
and fields and find them to be very spiritual places.  But she misses out on God’s 
Word, friendships, community and – the opportunity to contribute to the community 
life. 

“Doing it my way…”  One might as well seek to discover the wheel anew, or fire, or 
electricity.  Maybe there is much to be gained from the past.  I think it a mistake to 
dismiss the wisdom of Jesus, the saints and our ancestors.  Maybe read the story of 
Jesus bit by bit each day.  Gospel of Mark is a good place. Hope to see you in church. 
  



  

 

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

 

At the Cabin 
Pastor Jon, September 8, 2014 

In the fall Marsha and I try to take our days off at the cabin - typically a few days mid-
week.  Sometimes we can get there for the same days, usually not.  There are 60 
cottages on Rustic Ridge - almost all of them are seasonal.  Water goes on around May 
1 and goes off around November 1.  Some of these places are in good shape, others 
not so much.  Owners get older and cannot do as much to tend to them, cannot get 
up there as often, etc. 

By late August most people have left.  Cars are gone.  Although the roads are never 
busy, now they are empty.  The voices I heard bantering on porches - all is quiet.  The 
garden is long past. 

Soon the roads will be covered with leaves and pine needles.  With no cars - the roads 
stay covered.  The afternoon warmth will become the 4 o'clock chill.  The wind 
through the trees will be replaced by the crickets.  We will shut the place down by 
mid-October.  By then the evenings are cold, the darkness arrives early and the trees 
are barren. 

We are blessed in New England as the seasons are so distinct.  They impress upon me 
the passage of time and the blessing of life.  So why live fast?  Savor the gift. 
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Washington to Greylock and Handling Defeat 
Pastor Jon, September 9, 2014 

I approached the Mt. Washington cycling hill climb with fear.  I just wanted to make it 
up.  It was survival and I anticipated so much. 

The Mt. Greylock race is coming up in a day or two.  I have done this course from the 
north three times already.  I know it, more or less.  I did the south side road three 
times as well.  I have done the road to the summit 6 times as it is where the north 
and south routes meet. 

Getting to the summit is not an issue.  This will be my first race where I know what is 
ahead.  I had no idea what Wachusett, Okemo and Washington were like. 

Greylock is 9 miles.  The first miles are the most difficult with punches at 18%, 14%, 
and 18%, with a downhill thrown in.  The next few miles have switchbacks galore 
where the pitch hits 14% at the curves.  The last three miles are relatively flat – 
maybe 4-8% grade.  A lot of cyclists will hit 20 mph there.  If I have a good day and 
have the legs I should be around 12 mph. 

This race is really the culmination of my summer.  Emotionally and spiritually, I am 
drained for cycling.  I have Mt. Kearsage on the calendar but it is a question mark.  
Defeat!  After all the training I have done, I am ready to gear down.  It has been 
rigorous.  Three miles up a mountain for an old, fat guy is a lot tougher than cruising 
for 40 miles through Boxford. 

I will miss my goal for the year of 7,000 miles.  Defeat!  I suspected this might be the 
case when I took on these mountain races.  In fact, I may be hard pressed to hit last 
year’s goal of 6,000 miles.  Defeat!  And I may not even make the 5 races I planned, if 
I do not do Kearsage.  Defeat! 

Normally, this would weigh on me – all the missed goals.  But not this year.  This has 
been one sweet experience.  Glorious times with Marsha at Ascutney, Greylock, and 
Washington.  Going way beyond what I thought I was capable of on these hills.  
Realizing I never settled in any of my training. 

What does this have to do with God and spirituality?  There are times when I think we 
need to step back, review, rejoice – see the good.  Push yourself too much and you 
get resentful and angry.  I see this frequently.  Whether it is cycling, family, job, 
church, school, you name it – the very things we love…  They can bring a lot of anger 
and resentment out of us if we get too drained.  It has nothing to do with being 
faithful – except to the extent that we fail to embrace our limits. 

And when we get to that place of anger and resentment – look out.  It takes a while to 
work out of that place.  That is why I think Greylock may be it. 

And I also need to give myself time to find a place where I can buy beetjuice cheap.  
The stuff costs more than top shelf elixirs.  Have to get ready for next year. 
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The Man from Falmouth 
Pastor Jon, September 10, 2014 

I sat on the grass beneath Mount Washington waiting for the cars to get to the 
summit, at which time the racers would be sent off.  There were over 630 cyclists 
sitting, standing, riding, around warming up.  I saw no need to ride around and warm 
up as I wanted to conserve my energy.  That may have been a mistake. 

A fellow pulled over to wait next to me.  I think he was about my age – maybe a bit 
older.  He had done the race four or five times.  He was from Falmouth, Maine as I 
recall.  He made a comment as we spoke.  “The first time I did this I had no respect 
for the mountain, absolutely none and I paid for it.”  I asked him to explain this.  He 
went on, “Every time I looked up there was just more and more climbing.  No break 
whatsoever.  I was wrecked.  Taught me a lesson – respect the mountain.” 

I was reminded of one of my mid-summer work-outs.  I cruised up and down South 
Mountain road 4 times and felt quite self-assured.  The next work-out was to climb 
Mount Greylock, which I had already done once.  I figured go up the North side, down 
the South side, up the South side and down the North side.  Then home.  By the time I 
made the first summit, I was shaking with a headache and chilled.  The ride was 
absolutely draining.  Far worse than I remembered…  There would be no double 
summit.  I went down the mountain and home, with the car heat blasting the whole 
way, despite the fact it was 60 degrees.  I think I had a mild case of hypothermia. 

In any event, I was humbled.  I went into that with the arrogance that I could handle 
it.  Had no respect for the mountain…  As an old fat cyclist there is no room in my 
agenda for ego. 

My mantra is that God has blessed us that we can do so much more than we think.  
But respect the challenge. 
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Up, Up and Away... How Beautiful, How Beautiful 
Pastor Jon, September 13, 2014 

I have been struggling with cycling.  Typically, I can go out for 40 miles and push it for 
45.  Since the Mt. Washington Hill Climb – uggh.  When I get out – even though I have 
great legs - 30 miles seems like forever.  It is a push to get to 35.  I do not think I have 
done 40. 

Part of this is the Mt. Washington Hill Climb effect.  I did a lot of mountain training 
rides for that endeavor and those rides are 1-2 hours of terrific intensity.  But you do 
not go very far!  Very intense, however...  So for the last two months I do not have a 
lot of long rides (2-3 hours) behind me, in contrast to last year when I had no hill 
climbing and a lot of long rides.  Couple this with the mental, emotional and spiritual 
letdown after having climaxed at Mt. Washington… and it is like my heart ain’t in it.  
Physically – I got it.  But the drive is dissipating. 

All this is wicked humbling.  Face your limits.  I am not 30 anymore.  Deal with it.  I 
went out the other day with someone from church who is interested in mountain 
races.  I thought – well, let us have a ‘meet Jesus’ moment and do a few repeats on 
the only hill I know of around here – Foxwood Drive in North Andover.   Wow - I was 
moving – great legs.  No emotional zip, but great legs.  Now – a few days off – 
beetjuice and pasta.  Because the… 

Mt. Greylock race is in two days.  Around 80 minutes of push, push.  Nothing like 
Washington or any of the others…  Just push, push…  Up on the pedals, back off, up on 
the pedals, back off…  I got this.  I did a 1:17 there a few weeks back.  I should be 
good for a 1:10.  If I am out of my mind I do better.  This is the end of the year.  The 
last moment…  Up, up and away…   

And the view is beautiful.  I will use it in a slide on Sunday.  It is all about perspective 
– and when we are living in Christ – that is what we get – a bit of perspective.  

On the mountaintop – you see forever.  You look eye to eye at the clouds.  You look 
down upon the birds.  You got yourself up there.  You put out – if it is a race.  You 
just take a breath.  All that consumed you yesterday – the nitpicky stuff… It just fades 
away and away…  How beautiful, how beautiful… 
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Greylock Misery 
Pastor Jon, September 14, 2014 

I have cycled up Mount Greylock 5 times this summer.  What a glorious experience.  
Always bright and sunny, not that difficult a ride (as compared to other mountains)…  
Great ride over to North Adams by car.  Just splendid... 

The first hint I had that the Time Trial race up Greylock would not be a bed of roses 
was the email sent by the race organizers.  All their emails noted the great weather 
predicted.  The last one said temps were at 40 degrees.  Since the forecast I 
consulted said 50 in the morning and 65 by the afternoon – I was not impressed with 
their negativity.   

At the start Greylock was 50-55.  We cycled into thick fog and up into temps at the 
top which were around 40, windy, with water saturated fog.  No visibility – maybe 30 
feet. 

The first miles I was perturbed as I felt overdressed with a thermal long sleeve shirt 
with a short sleeve wool shirt over it.  I was soaking wet by the time the cold winds 
hit.  At the top I put on my windbreaker and high-tailed it down the mountain as fast 
as I could to get out of the fog and wet.  I forgot to bring gloves so my hands were 
freezing.  At the lunch – terrific vegetarian stew – I had a hard time eating as my 
hands were shaking so much.  

As a time trial each person is sent of individually with 30 seconds gaps.  I think 20 
people passed me on the way up the mountain.  At least…  All of them were younger 
and much younger than I am – but just the same.  I passed no one.  I tried to put out 
for this race – extend myself and I was disappointed at the finish thinking I had 
probably done some training rides faster.  My best training was 4 weeks ago at 1 hour 
17 minutes.   

I was delighted to find I managed 1 hour and 11 minutes for this.  My hope had been 
around 1 hour 10 minutes.  This was my best effort of the season in terms of my place 
versus others.  Bottom 13%…  Although last in my age group, I have no idea how I 
fared versus other Clydesdales (over 190 pounds).  They do not have that division at 
Greylock.  I do know I was quite a bit faster than a few people who beat me at 
Wachusett, Okemo, and who registered faster times up Washington.  I get some 
satisfaction realizing that my training efforts paid off.  

I think I put out more effort than I thought – as this is the first time I have had really 
sore legs in quite some time.  I also resorted to my mantra “God has given us the 
capability to do more than we think…” so as to push myself on the upper miles – 
where the slopes eases quite a bit and one can speed up – if you can put out.  I was 
tempted to cruise along but hit 14-15 mph, when before the race I thought getting to 
12 mph would be an accomplishment.  As usual, there is not a whole lot of this race I 
remember. 



  

 

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

 

The best moment was prior to the race.  I was speaking to someone who happens to 
be from Haverhill and who knows someone married to a member of our parish.  He 
was supporting his wife who was a racer.  He cycles as well, and eventually we talked 
about Mount Washington.  I mentioned I was in that race and he looked at me with a 
blank stare and asked how old I am.  I said – 58.  He was startled at that.  And it 
dawned on me – that only 55 of 630 cyclists were older than I was in that race.  So as I 
ruminate over getting faster, relative place versus competitors – I am brought back to 
what is essential – getting to the finish line.  The rest does not matter.  Just need to 
show up – whether it is walking, skiing, golf, cycling, going to the gym, running – what 
have you.  Just have to show up and squeeze the gift. 
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Ray Rice, Adrian Peterson and all the Rest 
Pastor Jon, September 16, 2014 

Most of us have probably seen the Ray Rice video in which he beats his fiancée.  We 
may not be familiar with the fellow on the San Francisco 49ers, the fellow on the 
Carolina Panthers…  Both of them are still playing despite being found guilty of abuse.  
(Correction: the Carolina player was removed from the game either late Saturday or 
early Sunday… wonder why it took so long…?) 

Now we hear of Adrian Peterson abusing his child.  I could list many, many others who 
have done some heinous things.  Yet we watch this. 

The New England Patriots try out a player who kicked the helmetless head of another 
player when he was lying on the ground.  The Patriots are found guilty of cheating by 
video-taping opponents signals during a game.  The Detroit Lions have a player who 
stomped on the arm of an opponent when a play was over.  …And in addition to all 
this. 

I think very, very few people question the fact that so many of these players are 
amped on drugs.  The drug testing program in American pro sports is, in my 
estimation, a joke.  I used to follow cycling until it was clear – because of cycling’s 
much more comprehensive drug testing program - that the cycling world was loaded 
with performance enhancing drugs.  Just loaded and as controls became stricter, 
cyclists were falling left and right.  Cycling was pathetic.   

Other sports are spared only because the testing is so loose.  

Yet we watch this.  We create demand.  We are ones paying these “athletes.” 

When do we get to the tipping point and say “no more.”  I pay only passing interest to 
the cycling world.  And I am getting there very quickly with all the rest.  
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Golf 
Pastor Jon, September 18, 2014 

As a family we used to play golf every day in the summer when on vacation.  The boys 
were 8 and 10 or so and the four of us had a 4 week membership at a local club.  Two 
hundred dollars – play all you want 5 days a week for 4 weeks.  Great deal. 

I am a terrible golfer.  Atrocious.  Uncoordinated – what have you?  I slice the ball 
every shot.  Always goes right.  But when you play every day – like a lot – then you get 
this down.  You also have to be something of a competitive nutcase.  By the end of 
the summer I usually was hitting 4-10 stokes over par.  My record was 3 under par for 
9 holes.  First day – forget it.  Horrible.  Took me a few days to get the swing and slice 
consistent.  Then I played the slice.  

Look – two back surgeries and I do not rotate so well on the swing. 

Boys got older… golf kind of fell off.  I was not so interested.  Marsha was so, so.  You 
have to play a lot to get good.  Play once in a while – it is frustrating.  If the boys 
were around we went out, then they lost interest.  Maybe Marsha and I go out for a 
happy memories round once a summer.  But – we knew we would be terrible and it 
would cost $30.  Forget it. 

I have a buddy pastor.  He is big into golf.  His thing.  So we meet for 9 holes.  As I 
take my bag out of the car – he notes – looks like this bag has been in storage for a 
bit.  The bag had been in our cabin garage, dirt floor, for 6 years.  Clubs were 
actually rusting.  Dirty, mildewed.  He gave me grief about playing antique golf balls 
from the 60s. 

I started off thinking I am gonna shoot for a 70.  Nine holes only. After the first hole I 
stopped keeping track.  Just too many balls out of play.  I know there are rules.  But I 
was so bad, I said forget it.  First time I never kept score – although I will note I had a 
par and two bogeys – the rest – you cannot count that high.   

My buddy – goes to golf camps… takes lessons… plays a lot… retiring to a golf 
community.  What do I think of golf?  Well, he has a nice drive.  Second shot into a 
sand trap.  I say – “too bad.”  He says “I know how to play it out of the trap.”  I 
watched.  Four shots later he was out of the trap.  This is why I cycle.  

This was the first round of golf I never kept score.  Nice morning.  When you do not 
keep score – life is more peaceful. 
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Worship and Baseball 
Pastor Jon, September 19, 2014 

Baseball is out.  And at a lot of churches worship attendance is way down.  We are growing, 
but other places - not so much. 

Often I drive in silence, but this day I was listening to WEEI sports talk radio as white noise 
background.  Then Dale Arnold started pontificating about how boring baseball is. 

Baseball takes too long.  Too many delays.  Too slow.  Boring.  And this is the key – younger 
folks do not take to watching boring, slow baseball.  The owner of the Red Sox, John Henry, 
has said something needs to be done about this.  Basketball added the three point shot.  
Football changed the rules to add more scoring.  Baseball has to DO something. 

I am confident baseball will do something.  They are losing a whole demographic of potential 
fans ($$$).  Football has issues as well.  I read that colleges are concerned because students 
are not attending college games the way they once did.  The pro game depends on the old 
males (40 -60 years plus).  Football for some is boring.  Lots of waiting around between plays 
and commercials and commercials.  Baseball is worse. 

All this speaks to a generation of younger folks (sorry to pick on them!) which is used to a 
hyper-kinetic, click, click, click, always connected lifestyle.  This is their life. What they are 
used to. Older folks remember the old days.  Sitting and watching and waiting do not go over 
real well with a younger kinetic crowd.  I even read that college students will take notes on 
their laptop with another screen opened to Facebook and another screen with a movie going 
on. 

Worship can be a challenge for this culture.  These are times of stillness, single tasking.  
Worship, like baseball, can be uncomfortable when one is used to hyper connectivity.   

So we will offer short, quick, bing-bang services!  No. 

We’ll adapt to the culture and have lots of things going on at once!  No. 

We’ll be more interactive and folks can tweet messages to the preacher!  I actually like this 
idea… 

I think our call is to help folks with appropriate stillness and quiet.  We need direct folks to 
live slowly – a centered-on Christ lifestyle – counter-cultural.  And this is not just younger 
people.  I am 58.  I struggle with this. 

I anticipate and, in fact, I have already seen this – folks are realizing that the multi-tasking, 
kinetic lifestyle exacts a significant toll.  ADD – attention, distracted, diverted – the cost of 
hyper connectivity. 

I am offering sessions on meditation and centering prayer.  The schedule is at church.  This is 
based on a clinical program I took years ago at Beth Israel hospital in Boston.  For the last few 
years I have been reluctant to do this as I knew folks would feel uncomfortable.  Just not 
what we are used to.  But those who participate know this ahead of time. 

I believe stillness is the spiritual path in our time. 

Treat yourself to some uncomfortableness.  
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Partial Attention - Just How Bad Is It? 

Pastor Jon, September 20, 2014 

I have written and spoken of the movements in our culture.  We seem to be always 
connected with internet, smartphones, what have you.  It becomes hard for people to 
get away from checking social media and email.  As a result we become people of 
partial attention.  We multi-task.  We speak to one another while surfing the web, 
watching TV or texting.  So much going on.  

We give one another partial attention because our attention is diverted and/or 
distracted. 

How bad is this?  I was pumping gas the other day and lo and behold - you cannot 
pump gas without a screen there and some person bellowing in your ear from the 
screen.  So you pump gas, watch the numbers on the meter and watch the TV.  I had 
to deliberately turn my attention to the wind and sky.  Unbelievable.  We cannot even 
pump gas without being connected.  You know those screens are going to be in the 
Doctor's office, the hospital waiting rooms, and the grocery stores.  Wait… they 
already are. 

Stillness, quiet…?  These spiritual values are lost.  But I think people are seeing these 
issues.  Consider coming to the centering prayer workshops at church.  Granted they 
may be uncomfortable (because of what we are used to) but we do not become new 
wine without breaking from old wineskins.  Jesus said something along those lines. 
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Early Leaves and the Good Samaritan 

Pastor Jon, September 21, 2014 

In New England we all are familiar with the foliage season.  I have been fascinated by 
the weather forecasters who try to pinpoint the "peak" part of the season.  Of course, 
it starts in Maine and creeps down to Connecticut.  When will the "peak" be here?  
…Sometimes prior to Columbus Day, sometimes at Columbus Day. 

The change really begins in mid-August.  I think weaker trees change first and 
especially trees in swampy areas.  Every week just a little more, if we notice, until 
the blessed peak…  Post-peak, if we notice, we get the oak trees changing to yellow 
and brown.  The change goes from mid-August to late November - or even into 
December.  If we notice… 

In the parable of the Good Samaritan, Jesus points out that the priest and the Levite 
saw the man suffering by the side of the road.  They saw him, and passed by.  Only 
the Samaritan stops.  It is not as if the priest and Levite did not see him and passed 
by. Jesus notes they saw him. 

I suggest many times we are challenged to 'see' the world around us.  I am.  The fall 
around here is glorious and I might luxuriate in it.  But I live fast.  Like many people I 
get wrapped up in my list of what to do… what I perceive I 'have to' do, wherever it is 
I perceive I 'have to' go.  I do not notice so much. 

Slow mind, slow mind… take a few moments to notice the blessings. 
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I'm Lovin' It 

Pastor Jon, September 22, 2014 

I predicted this a few months ago.  McDonald’s same store sales dropped 3%(?) - in 
August.  I am not certain of the exact percentage.  One of the experts wrote that the 
younger generation – Millennials – people in the 20s and 30s – are running from 
McDonald’s to other places which serve fresh, healthier foods.  Chipotle Grill is a big 
favorite.  I actually go there without a lot of guilt and reservation when I am time 
pressed and hungry. 

I am still on the eating plan – nothing with a face, no dairy, no oil, and little fat.  
…Based on The China Study by Colin Campbell and Caldwell Esselstyn’s - Preventing 
and Reversing Coronary Artery Disease and Rip Esselstyn’s book – The Engine 2 Diet.  I 
am on this plan about 80-90% of the time.  My breakdowns are monthly pizza – very 
bad.  Chicken fingers, another no-no.  And when I was cycling mountains and straining 
leg muscles, I added some tuna and salmon for protein and muscle re-build, not all 
that bad, but still… not on the plan.  Been two years on this plan…  Cholesterol 
dropped from 225 to 139 and I lost – what is now 60 pounds.  I also cycle a lot - 6k 
miles a year. 

So what do I eat?  All the fruit and vegetables I want.  Beans, broccoli, and spinach 
(rich in protein), and tons of rice and pasta… I cycle a lot so I need the carbohydrates. 

For eons the church has made a huge deal out of right belief.  Huge.  It was the be all 
and end all of church.  It defined church.  And it still does define church with the 
conservatives.  In essence, FAITH is a progressive Christian church with a Lutheran 
flavor.  Much of what we do has a traditional feel.  Astute observers have told me the 
messages are progressive.  I am not really into labels - we are who we are.  But that 
observation was interesting.  

Belief matters – do not get me wrong on this.  God matters.  Jesus as the decisive 
revelation of the character of God matters.  But living right – matters.  Nutrition, 
exercise, finding a center, awareness, mindfulness, rest, sleep, sometimes doing 
nothing, working with focus, living absorbed in the moment, seeing the presence of 
Christ each day – these things matter.  Being connected with others matters.  Caring 
for those less fortunate matters.  Being a part of a vision for the world beyond who I 
am – matters.   

After I die - that is in God’s hands.  I am concerned about how do I live today. 

If the Millennials are getting health aware and fleeing McDonald’s – the very sad thing 
is that they are probably not getting much impetus from any church.  They will get a 
nudge at our place.  We had a terrific health and fitness program last fall.  And we 
are in the midst of a centering prayer – slow mind, slow down program.  Live whole 
and well… Care for others.  Find your center in Christ.  
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Someone Asked me... 

Pastor Jon, September 23, 2014 

The other day someone asked me what I do when it gets cold around here.  As a 
cyclist… what do I do?  I think they presumed I went on one of those indoor trainers. 

This is a marital issue.  I was psyched about rollers.  You put your bike on a frame 
which has rolling pins at either end and you go.  Maintaining balance is a challenge.  
Especially if you are me.  I have not attempted this yet.  They have sat in the 
basement for three years now.  Not one of my better moments. 

We have an indoor bike.  Marsha’s idea – she has used it infrequently.  I have used it a 
few times.  A corporate bad idea. 

I cycle outside.  All year.  It gets cold, I dress differently.  As we deal with most of 
life I   deal with this and I am thankful to God I can.  And who among us cannot adapt? 

Maybe this year the rollers… 
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How Many more Days... and Miles 

Pastor Jon, September 24, 2014 

Chad Denning is dead.  He was 39.  I did not know him and had never heard of him.  I 
read he was an endurance athlete.  Ran marathons and more than marathons.  Was 
one of those exuberant-type of folks and the sport director in a Connecticut town.  
The incarnation of health and fitness from all I can gather.  Thirty-nine.  Gone. 

He died when on a run on the Appalachian trail with a few buddies.  Not an unusual 
thing for him to do.  Thirty-nine is young to die from artery disease.  I suspect that he 
had a heart attack.  Seems the most probable cause of death. 

So he did all the right things.  Exercise galore.  I would bet very low heart rate.   

I exercise – big time.  I watch what I eat – most of the time.  But that does not reverse 
30 years of not watching.  Bottom line is you never know.  Chad Denning.   

I plan for next year, then I read of this fellow.  I plan nevertheless.   

Climb when you can climb.  Run when you can run.  Cycle when you can cycle.  Golf 
when you can golf.  Live the day you have.  We spend a lot of time planning for what 
will not happen.  

Squeeze the gift.  We have it now.   Maybe the stuff that gets to us is little stuff.  
Maybe we take a new perspective.  Maybe we get to a mountaintop that re-adjusts 
how we live.  I love mountaintops.  …Where I meet God a bit more intensely. 
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Something is Going On... 

Pastor Jon, September 25, 2014 

Churches are in decline.  The Southern Baptists are shrinking.  The conservative 
churches are shrinking.  The mainline, traditional churches are shrinking quite a bit.  I 
read that attendance and membership has dropped by some 25% over the last 7 years.  
Many churches will end up closing in the coming years. 

For a few years our place was stable.  No growing, but not falling off a whole lot, 
some… but nothing really dramatic. 

Until now…   

Our attendance has jumped almost 20% over last fall.  We will have close to 25 
baptisms by the end of this year.   That is double the number we have had in any year 
over the last two decades.  We are adding another chime choir to the mix.  Our adult 
choir has never been as big as it is now.  We have loads of visitors in worship and 
almost all of them return.  Our Newcomer’s Dinner this year will have close to 100 
people if everyone attends.  I cannot remember anything remotely close to that. 

Must be something in the air…  We have much to be thankful for. 
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Clipping In... Meditations in the Dark 

Pastor Jon, September 26, 2014 

I have been dreading it, but knew it was inevitable.  The days are shorter and colder.  
Cycling takes more of an effort.  I had to charge up my battery for my helmet light as 
I come home from church in the dark.  Now it is a question of finding all my other 
lights.  Soon I will have to break out the winter, all aluminum, heavy as all get out, 
studded tire bike for day when the ice arrives.  That I really dread. 

What I forgot, however, is the wonderful serenity of night cycling.  There is a calm 
and peacefulness about being in the dark – able to see only a few feet ahead via the 
helmet light.  There are few cars late at night.  House lights are usually dim.  Because 
I cannot see much, my other senses become keener.   

I hear the wind and the bike chain more acutely than when I cycle in the daylight.  I 
have a better feel for the bike and the road.   

And it prompts me to consider how many blessings of the day I miss, because my mind 
gets so occupied.  It is a profound blessing to be present with our senses instead of 
being tossed about by all of our thoughts and feelings.  Night cycling becomes a form 
of meditation. 
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Unfriending Everyone 

Pastor Jon, September 27, 2014 

Facebook has a lot of good uses.  One can keep up with family and friends in other 
parts of the world.  For some people it is a way to stay connected with folks they do 
not see very often.  Organizers of events use it as a communication tool.  I know some 
of the races I have entered communicate with the entrants via Facebook.  So I am not 
against Facebook.  But I must confess I have struggled with it. 

Whenever I went on Facebook I saw all kinds of ads, comments and pictures which 
would just wreck my calm.  Too much stimulation…  And much of this was not 
edifying.  I really do not care to find out that someone is going to the gym, or what 
they ate for dinner, or how they feel about some team winning or losing.  Yet 
whenever I logged onto Facebook, I was forced to endure this.  And it was tempting… 
always tempting to log on.  So I de-activated my account. 

My problem came when races I entered used Facebook as a communication tool.  I 
had to log on if I wanted to find out race information.  This meant, of course, I saw all 
the other stuff.  Tempting, tempting always tempting.  

I was stuck.  I had to maintain the account because of these races.  So I decided I will 
simply unfriend everyone but about 2 people (our son in Minneapolis, roommate from 
college, etc.)  I even unfriended my wife.  We see each other all the time anyway.  
Now, no more temptation to logon and a bit more peace. 
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Living by a New Route 

Pastor Jon, September 28, 2014 

I started a centering prayer/meditation program at our church.  I used to lead these 
years ago and thought about starting it up again but was reluctant.  We live in such a 
hyper-kinetic, overstimulated time that I felt a meditation program would not be well 
received.  People would feel uncomfortable with stillness. 

My sense is that there is so much going on in our lives – smartphones, music, unlimited 
TV selections, internet, pagers, cell phones which mean we are always “connected,” 
that we are so overwhelmed we need something to give us space.  Some kind of 
break…  So we live as a culture of distraction.  We do not give ourselves space through 
stillness or exercise – we turn to distractions.  Television and internet become our 
default modes.  They do the thinking for us.  Stillness leaves us uncomfortable.  Doing 
“nothing” is intolerable.  I am either “on” and connected or I am in a mode of 
distraction. 

We have had two sessions and I have been quite taken by the seriousness of the 
participants and their efforts to develop this practice on their own.  The quality of 
discussion and sharing has been very meaningful.  We had over a dozen folks gather 
for the last session.  I would guess that a quarter to a half of the congregation 
participated in the programs I offered years ago. 

Jonathan Haidt has written an interesting book about happiness – what I would also 
refer to as peace.  Changing the way we live takes willpower.  That goes without 
writing.  Haidt suggests there are other keys to change.  He notes three:  
medications, cognitive therapy and meditation.  

He tried medication and it worked well for him.  He stopped the medication route 
because of the side effects which were significant.  

Cognitive therapy addresses the way we think and our thoughts.  Living in gratitude – 
looking for the blessings becomes central.  

Meditation is the third route.  The benefit of meditation is that we begin to live with 
greater awareness – and we become more aware of our thoughts, 80% of which, by the 
way, are negative.  I think meditation and cognitive therapy go hand in hand.  
Meditation helps develop what I refer to as “slow mind, slow mind.”  We pause before 
we react, instead of living in a perpetual reactive mode. 

It is gratifying for me to see a bunch of folks at our place take this quite seriously. 
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New Worship Experience 

Pastor Jon, September 29, 2014 

I have been leading a centering prayer/meditation program on Wednesday evenings.  
It is an experience in quieting the mind to settle into Christ's presence within us.  In 
one sense we seek to stop the mind chatter and be still.  I lead us through the 
meditation.  Folks are invited to repeat a centering phrase coordinated with the 
breath.  I think 20 different folks have been attending with about a dozen at each 
session. 

I have been struck by the meaningful discussions among the participants.  I also 
perceive this practice and the weekly sessions have made a significant impact on 
some lives.  So we are going to try something a bit new.  We shall begin this 
Wednesday from 6:30-7:30.  Initially, we will have a catch-up and sharing, then a 
discussion on an appropriate scripture reading which fits into this meditative context.  
I will lead a longer meditation, after which we will share in Holy Communion.  I think 
we will sit in a circle in the new fellowship hall. 

In our church - I am a very firm believer that we offer a number of activities.  People 
select what speaks to them in their spiritual walk.  Some of us love choir music, 
others not so much.  Some gravitate to contemporary music, others not so much.  
Some prefer the more contemporary kinetic service, others the traditional.  Now we 
offer a quieting experience.  I am somewhat optimistic we may develop a small group 
of people for whom this will be a wonderful community/connection moment. 
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So Where Are You Parking? 

Pastor Jon, September 30, 2014 

On Sunday I referenced the sign at the base of the Mt. Washington auto road that 
leads to the peak of the mountain.  The sign reads, to the effect, "Please do not drive 
up this road if you have a fear of heights."  You see the sign before you pay the toll. 

Fear of heights can cause a real paralyzing panic attack.  I do not doubt they have had 
incidents on Mt. Washington; otherwise, why put the sign up?   I was afraid to cycle up 
Mount Washington.  I never really considered my fear of heights, something I got in 
touch with real quick when I was 3/4 of the way up, looked left, and saw the drop 
off.  There are no guardrails.  There is nothing to restrain you.  You feel as if you are 
on a cliff.  I was scared for other reasons.  Would I embarrass myself?  Would I make 
it?  Would I need a ride from the broom wagon which sweeps up the non-finishers?  
Would I get sick?  Was this too much?  Fear. 

Fear keeps you at the parking lot of the mountain.  You never get to the top.  You 
stay parked there.  There is no joy of the accomplishment or of attempting it.  There 
is nothing learned from the endeavor.  There is no experience to be savored.  No.  
You sit in the parking lot.  Safe. 

Having faith… with a lot of courage… gets you on the road.  The fear remains, only --- 
hopefully - the courage is stronger than the fear.  

Someone spoke to me after church and noted this imagery hit home.  They are 
contemplating a job change, but the fear of the unknown future is keeping them in 
the parking lot.  We each face mountains - to be married, to have children, to buy a 
house, where to buy the house… so many mountains.  

Courage does not mean we jump willy-nilly on a bike and try to get up the auto road.  
It does not mean we don the running shoes to run up the road.  It does not mean we 
just get in the car and drive.   Courage is borne out of the wisdom of preparation, the 
humility of knowing one's limits, and the awareness that God has given us much 
greater potential than we may think.  It is borne out of the foresight to re-adjust 
goals and plans.  It is really borne out of determination.   

What mountains do you face… and the real issue is - how determined am I to get to 
the top.  Am I blessed with that potential?  Be of good courage and a solid faith. 

"O Lord, the vision is before me… I cannot do this on my own.  Grant me a strong 
confidence.  Give me the humility to see my limits and inspire me with the wisdom 
and courage to find my way.  Amen." 
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The Senses 

Pastor Jon, October 1, 2014 

Living with awareness involves more than simply living with eyes wide open and 
noticing the goodness of life.  This time of the year I cycle in North Andover most of 
the week.  For a day or two I might get to the cabin in central Massachusetts/Vermont 
border area.  When I am there, I try to get some miles in on the bike. 

Yesterday, I noticed the marked contrast.  I am blessed to be able to cycle in North 
Andover/Boxford.  The roads are in great shape and the traffic is not overwhelming.  
Then I went to the cabin.  The main road was hot.  The sun beat down.  There were 
cars zipping along, but not that many.  

The contrast came when I turned off the main road and went up the mountain to Lake 
Wyola.  You are really cycling into the woods.  The air is chillier.  There is virtually no 
traffic.  Thirty-five miles with maybe 10 cars…  I became aware of the temperature 
changes – cold on top of the mountains, hot on the valley roads.  I felt the quiet of 
the forest.   

To live with awareness is to hear the silence and feel the air.  Because there were 
very few cars, I became mindful of these gifts.  Typically, I would not notice.  But on 
this day there were no such distractions.  
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Set the List Aside 

Pastor Jon, October 2, 2014 

Folks in our area are high achievers.  They have accomplished a lot and continue to do 
so.  And most of us have either a written list or a mental list of what we need to do 
each day.  Maybe I should write – what we want to do each day.  This is a good way to 
be organized. 

I was cycling home last night after the Wednesday worship experience.  It was dark.  
It is getting colder.  It was raining.  And through the forest there was a lot of fog, 
which screws up my helmet light.  Made it difficult to see.  I relax when I cycle – even 
if the conditions are terrible.  For me this is mental stillness.   

What bubbled up in my mind, however, was a number of folks I want to contact, 
lunch I need to make for a church event, wood that needs to be stacked, dinner that I 
should make, etc. etc.  After a bit it became a tad overwhelming.  I decided to make 
up a list.  The problem though is when I do that, the list owns me.  One thing after 
another to do.   

What has struck me of late is the number of people who are in pain.  Very real 
suffering.  Anxiety, depression, and turmoil.  Others who are in the grips of worry for 
loved ones and family.  Just so much of this. 

When the list owns me, I lose awareness of the suffering.  I try to put lists aside.  
Each day, our mission is to practice loving kindness and perhaps, to give off a bit of 
good cheer and hope.  Give folks moments.  Forget the list. 
  



  

 

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

 

The Nuances of the Fall 

Pastor Jon, October 9, 2014 

I have been struggling with sore legs recently.  Sore enough that I was actually limping 
for a few days.  The soreness is a result of having to move and stack about 1,000 
pieces of wood which were dumped in our driveway.  We will burn about a half of it 
this winter.  Bending over and lifting just wrecked my hamstrings.  It is not all that 
difficult a task, but I am not used to it. 

I was off the bike for five days until yesterday.  Yesterday I experienced some of 
nuances of the fall.  Typically, I look at the fall as one season.  It is not. 

Early leaves actually change in late August.  Yesterday was the pine needle drop.  
Some cul-de-sacs were coated with the brown needles.  They will not be today as cars 
will wisp them to the side.  I also noted the dropped leaves.  Not too many of them, 
but they made an interesting contrast with the leaves of last year.  The new drops are 
shinier. 

 This early fall is my favorite time, as we see trees which still have green leaves as 
well as reds and yellows.  Next week there will not be any green.  I also note that the 
oaks are beginning to change.  I think of the oaks in terms of those last leaves to drop 
in December.  They are a dark brown.  But yesterday I realized they start off a 
brilliant yellow.  All this – just by living with a slow mind and paying attention. 
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Prayer Changes Lives 

Pastor Jon, October 10, 2014 

I advertised Wednesday evenings as a time to be uncomfortable.  We live such a hyper 
kinetic, busy, busy lifestyle, where we are always connected to the phone or the 
internet, where we seem to be multi-tasking without end, where we have so much 
going on that we give one thing only partial attention…  That to center ourselves on 
God… is uncomfortable.  We are not used to waking up and paying attention.  Normal 
is a distracted lifestyle. 

Wednesday evening we have a worship experience focused on centering prayer.  This 
is an age-old form of meditation usually associated with eastern religions, but 
resident in Christianity for centuries and rooted in Jesus.  Isn’t it fascinating that such 
a Christian practice is unknown to many Christians!?  Maybe it is not fascinating as the 
idea of slowing down and centering on Christ is so abnormal in our culture. 

About a dozen of us gather each Wednesday.  We have a time of sharing, a brief 
discussion on a passage from scripture, a guided meditation and communion. 

This has fast become the most meaningful moment in my week. 

And the experience of centering prayer has – to be frank – changed the lives of the 
folks who participate.  The following are comments made last week: 

• I used centering prayer to get me through a public speaking engagement at my 
work.  I have never before spoken and been so at ease. 

• This has been the anchor for my week.  I have read lots of books and gone on 
lots of retreats but something just happens here that make this my anchor. 

• Our family has had a crisis of sorts and this really helped me be present for my 
kids. 

• I used centering prayer before I had a make a difficult phone call and I really 
felt I was much more present in that connection than I would have been 
otherwise. 

• I will tell you what – I made some difficult changes in my life and this prayer 
time helped me stay at peace.  And I slept better this week than I have in ages! 

• Centering prayer helped me stay away from reacting in anger to my children.  I 
am able to stay much more settled with them. 

• What I noticed is that I am much more aware of the beauty of the fall than I 
have been in the past.  The prayer practice just helps me live with a slower 
mind and greater awareness. 

As I wrote life-changing.  Wednesday evenings 6:30-7:30. 
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Ebola 
Pastor Jon, October 14, 2014 

I have been following the Ebola crisis somewhat.  Thousands dead in Africa, the fellow in 
Dallas has died, the fellow in Nebraska seems to be recovering.  We are seeing the 
disease appear in other countries.  Each day it seems like we read more reports of how 
many people have been exposed to the disease through their exposure to those who have 
it. 

It was of interest to note that some parents in Dallas kept their kids from school when the 
disease cropped up in that area.  There is discussion of having Ebola hospitals and banning 
air flight to and from certain countries.  Some airports have instituted a screening process 
to see if someone has a fever. 

When AIDS appeared, seemingly, it was limited to the gay population.  The general public 
“took it in stride.”  AIDS was not a threat, initially, unless one was gay.  Ebola is 
different. 

A few years back we had the West Nile virus concerns in our neck of the woods.  Parents 
would not let their kids play outdoors.  Evening football games were changed.  I do not 
perceive the West Nile virus to be nearly as dangerous as Ebola. 

I anticipate Ebola will stir much anxiety among us.  I have preached many, many times 
about our denial of death.  We repress awareness of death.  Often death is seen as a 
momentary interruption in our lives, until we can “get back to normal.”   

Some hold onto the view that “God has a plan for my life and will protect me.”   It is a 
way to keep the anxiety at bay.  (Of course, if one believes this, the other side of that 
belief is that God selected these unfortunate victims to get the disease.  Such is a very 
vicious God.) 

Suddenly and slowly, we are confronted with the randomness of life.  Seems that anyone 
can get Ebola.  If this disease spreads, the level of anxiety in our world will increase.  The 
disease confronts us with the fragility of life.  It confronts us with the reality of death in 
a profound way.  And it strikes me, as I suspect it will strike others, that there is not too 
much we can do to protect ourselves.  Alas, we are confronted with the randomness of 
life and the anxieties this realization stirs.  The fear we deny or repress now creeps to 
the fore. 

No doubt some will blame God – “Why does God allow this?”  Others will see this as some 
kind of judgment from God – “Since we do XYZ, God is punishing us.”  Both views paint 
God as vicious. 

I believe in a God of grace who, in Jesus, reveals the depth of love for us as Jesus poured 
himself out to show us this love and grace.  This was the message of Jesus – that we are 
embraced and accepted.  May we embrace God’s love for us and God’s presence with us 
in the face of this darkness that is becoming more real.  And may that faith mold us into 
people of courage who seek to let our lights shine, despite the fears. 
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Leaning Into the Cultural Winds 
Pastor Jon, October 16, 2014 

I started 2014 with a goal of cycling 7,000 miles.  This was doable as I went 6,000 in 
2013 and in 2014 I would be adding two months in which I did not cycle the previous 
year.  I would be cycling in January and February.  I anticipate this might look a bit 
crazy.  That is fine.  One has to lean against the cultural winds. 

Then changes.  I discovered the mountain racing series and decided to enter 
Washington, Wachusett, Greylock, et al.  I knew then that 7,000 miles for the year 
was out of reach.  I did not realize just how far out of reach.  Spending an hour or two 
cycling up a mountain in races and training meant far fewer miles cycled than if the 
same time is spent on a flat road. 

I adjusted my 2014 goal to last year’s 6,000 miles.  By the time the Greylock race was 
done in mid-September I was still ahead of the 2013 mileage pace.  The problem was 
that all these races took a lot out of me in terms of my inspiration.  Add to that this 
fall  it takes a lot out of me to cycle 30 miles, much less the 40 miles I was doing in 
2013.  How come?  What gives? 

I reviewed my log book for 2013 – I was doing longer rides of 40 miles all year.  I was 
used to that distance come fall.  In 2014, I have far fewer 40-60 mile rides behind me 
so, of course, I am tired this year after 30 miles.  I resolved I would just cycle slower.  
No need to push, push.  I also have adapted…  I take the longer route to church and 
the longer route home.  It breaks up the ride and I get the miles in. 

Push too hard and go too far and one invites injury.  I still think I can make 6,000 for 
the year.  I cannot begin to underscore how essential it is to have a goal to stay 
motivated. 

Needless to write this applies to a lot of life.  Nutrition…  Fitness…  Even our spiritual 
lives…  For instance, if one’s vision is to be a calmer parent, the goal might be to 
meditate with centering prayer each morning…  One is likely to find one’s self more 
patient, less reactive and living with a slower mind.  We have such a centering prayer 
program at our church and, bluntly, it has changed the lives of most of the 
participants in rather profound ways. 

To take time for meditation and stillness might seem to some to be kind of “out 
there.”  I get that.  I cycle a lot!  You have to lean against the cultural winds.  I 
embraced an eating plan (nothing with a face, whole foods, no dairy, and no oil)…  I 
am not 100% on this as I have breakdowns… But once again, some are inclined to think 
of this as “out there.”  Lean into the winds…  Jesus taught, we are in this culture… 
but we are not of it. 

We live in a culture in which 50% of us will have diabetes in the next few decades - 
because of what we eat.  Our children have a life expectancy shorter than their 
predecessors - because of what we eat (notably, all the sugar).  (See the movie at 
church - Fed Up, a documentary on this crisis, narrated by Katie Couric.)  I, like so 
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many, struggle with weight.  This is because of what we eat and issues with exercise.  
Lean against the winds… and the prevailing cultural norms.  When I went to the 
airport a few months back and could not find a healthy foods place… and I looked 
around… I do not mind being 'out there.' 

We live "connected," smart phones, internet, emails and all that.  This is a 
hyperkinetic lifestyle where driving 70 mph feels normal and driving 50 mph feels 
weird.  Unbelievable.  To take time for stillness and quiet… because we believe and 
trust in God's presence within and among us… that is leaning into the cultural winds of 
busy, busy… 

Lean… because "fitting in" might not be such a good idea. 
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To Be a Calming Gift 
Pastor Jon, October 17, 2014 

Wow - the stock market plummets.  That always gets our attention.  The economy 
seems dicey in Europe and China.  Ebola crops up in more places.  The CDC does not 
appear to be as on top of this as they would like to present themselves.  ISIS and the 
mess in the Middle East.  The list goes on. 

All this adds a few more drips of gasoline to the fires of anxiety and worry that seem 
to simmer within us.  Forget about our concerns for our health and our loved ones.  
Drip, drip, drip. 

We get worried and reach for comfort food.  We get worried and lack the motivation 
to take a walk.  We get worried and – lose patience with our families (Patience, by 
the way, is the opposite of anger.  Angry people are not patient.)  Drip, drip, drip.  
Like a snowball rolling down a hill and gaining momentum. 

Feeling threatened at some existential level, we are prone to be critical of others 
(what is the expression – a good defense is a better offense.)  I anticipate many 
people will be hurt by offensive comments and actions.  How supremely challenged 
we are to be kind. 

How do we live in this?  Some will say, “Don’t worry, all will be well.”  This is 
harmful.  One is simply asking others to repress or deny their worry.  But this is how 
many people think they are being helpful. 

My suggestion:  seek to be an un-anxious presence in the midst of this.  Accept the 
worry and anxieties of others, but their anxieties need not be yours.   Do not ask 
them to change.  People usually do not respond well to that.  Just accept your own 
worries, accept theirs and be one with God.  Your peaceful centeredness will be a 
calming gift. 
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Clipping In - and Falling 
Pastor Jon, October 18, 2014 

I cycle a lot.  Many miles.  It just goes with the territory that you will have falls.  Last 
year I had a few. 

I avoid cycling with groups as I fear someone hitting my wheel; or worse, I hit 
someone else’s wheel.  Boom, down you go.  A fellow was hurt quite seriously in 
Boxford because of this wheel issue. 

Another fellow was hit by a car in Boxford.  I do not know what happened there – but I 
do know this – as a cyclist I see every driver as someone out to kill me.  Makes me 
wicked careful.  And I cannot begin to write about the motorists – two in the past two 
days – who have stopped to let me through an intersection even though I waved them 
by.  What kindness.  But falling… 

Last year I was turning around on a sandy driveway.  The front wheel kicked out on 
me.  Down I go.  A few times I fell in our driveway.  I just forget to change my weight 
distribution.  On these bikes you have shoes which click into the pedals.  You can click 
them out, but you have to know what you are doing.  These clip-in pedals make a 
huge difference in your cycling.  But… yours truly can get a bit lazy, forget to adjust 
my weight to click out one foot… and when that happens – boom.  Falling at such slow 
speeds is not all that bad. 

But any kind of fall when you are heavy – is a pain. 

The other day – motivated to make this 6,000 mile goal for the year, I decided I would 
cycle in to church and cycle home.  I had a good day planned.  Rain was predicted but 
when I woke up – no rain.  All was clear, the ride in was as usual.  It was raining in the 
afternoon, but when I left church it was not all that bad.  I was pleasantly pleased 
with myself – I brought my rain jacket, I had my lights, I wore my old shoes which 
could get wet and that was fine, I had my baseball cap on under my helmet so the 
rain would not cloud my glasses. 

I was cruising along – not fast as the leaves pose a slippery hazard.  All was well until I 
went into the forest road which is in horrid condition, but no traffic, so I prefer it.   

Maybe I was dreaming.  Maybe I was stupid.  But I went over this tiny puddle, which 
hid a deep crevasse.  At speed I would get a pinch flat – the edge of the crevasse 
would pinch the inner tube between the tire and the wheel hub.  Happens all the 
time and I have had this happen to me on this particular road at least once.  
Immediate flat.  I was going slowly however.  I hit the puddle (crevasse unknown to 
me) and boom.  Down I go.  Probably because I was going slowly.   

When you are a cyclist and you fall, the first concern is the bike.  I do not know, 
maybe we are too materialistic.  It is raining and dark.  Would the wheels turn?  No.  I 
adjusted the front brake and okay.  The front brake lever was twisted.  I tried to 
straighten it.  The handlebar tape was ripped.  Okay, get on and get home – 3 miles 
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for Pete’s sake.  Ummm… left hip an issue.  Then, immediate headache.  Hmmm…  I 
must have hit my head on the ground. 

Fast forward.  My helmet shows no signs of impact… so it must have been the jarring 
that caused the headache.  If such jarring can do that to me, I will never, ever cycle 
without a helmet.  The hip was where I fell.  It will be okay.  Maybe I limp a few days.  
The bike – I ripped up the handlebar tape and ripped through the cable housing.  If 
you are a cyclist you know the pain of this.  I will have to replace the handlebar tape 
and before that re-tape the cable. 

Wear a helmet.  When you cycle as many miles as I do – you know – no matter how 
careful you are – these moments are inevitable.  You can gripe and swear…  Or learn a 
bit.   

Applies to all of life – gripe and swear… or be humble enough to realize we are always 
in process and can learn a bit.  
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So Who Is Welcome? 
Pastor Jon, October 19, 2014 

The Pope issued a statement, which most people considered more welcoming to the 
gay population than previous statements.  I think he cited honoring the gifts gay folks 
bring to the church, or something to this regard.  Frankly, they get awfully technical 
in parsing these words.  Then the conference of Bishops toned that back quite a bit.  
They described gays as a problem.  So we go from honoring gifts to being a "problem." 

The other issue had to do with who is welcome at communion - and as I read the 
articles, I guess divorced and civilly remarried Catholics are not welcome at 
communion.  I am also figuring non-Catholics are not welcome either.  Divorced non-
Catholics must really be out.  

Wow.  All this in the name of Jesus who reached out to the people of his culture who 
were the "left outs."  Who said God's love is for the just and the unjust, for everyone.  
Everyone.  Everyone. 

Anyway, at Faith we issue an invitation to communion.  "Whoever you are in your 
journey of faith and wherever you are in that journey, you are welcome to receive 
the Lord in Holy Communion at our altar."  We believe Christ is really present in 
communion.  It is still wine/grape juice and wafer, but Christ is present 'in, with and 
under' the elements.  Christ is there for each of us - whoever you are.  You are 
welcome.  The word is grace. 
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Far From the Maddening Crowds 
Pastor Jon, October 21, 2014 

I received a missive today from a financial advisor.  He spoke of the need to “stay on 
the train” during the turbulent economic times.  What impressed me was that he 
couched this in the context of his 30 or 40 years in the business.  When we face the 
ups and the downs of the economy as we have over these past years – it is perilously 
easy to give into the emotions and, indeed, the semi-panic of the times.  He took the 
long view. 

We see this with the Ebola threat.  When I read of parents who do not send their 
children to school because the principal recently returned from a funeral for his 
father in Zambia (a country which does not have Ebola cases and which is almost at 
the other end of Africa) – I am amazed.  Seems like panic and hysteria to me. 

More evidence of panic and hysteria…  Whenever we get a winter nor’easter in our 
neck of the woods, what happens at the grocery stores?  I recall the October storm a 
few years back.  Snow came unexpectedly and downed all these branches on trees 
leading to a 4-6 day loss of electricity.  We managed. 

Sometimes we need extricate ourselves from the maddening crowds.  This is why I 
cycle, it is my meditation.  Others have their own spiritual practices.  Practice.  It 
keeps us out of the maddening crowds.  And I am not quite certain the crowds ever 
did many of us much good.  Be different. 

I dislike watching TV, which we do on occasion.  Some of the shows are simply too 
kinetic for me.  They get my heart racing.  But what I find most unappealing are all 
the ads.  They represent to me – the power of the crowd and the efforts of companies 
to convince us to find our place buying what they are hawking – food (most of which is 
not healthy), cars, glitzy ‘stuff.’   

We are social animals and by no means islands unto ourselves.  And the ads work – 
folks go along.  To maintain a spiritual center is to lean into these cultural winds.  
Exercise - even something as simple as taking a short walk, prayer, meditation, 
practicing a mindful awareness of Christ’s presence with you, mid-week worship, a 
support or discussion group (as long as the group isn’t ‘swept away’ by the winds!) are 
all ways to remain still and centered.  Lean.  Step away.  It is the path to peace. 
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When Reality Hits 
Pastor Jon, October 22, 2014 

I have read about and written about the decline in the mainline churches – Methodist, 
Episcopalian, Lutheran, and Presbyterian.  There has been a 25% drop off in 
membership and attendance over the past 7 years.  The Bishop in New England 
predicts 40 Lutheran Churches will close in the next decade or so.  As for the Roman 
Catholics - well, they are closing churches all over the place.  It is hard to get 
accurate statistics from them. 

There is a socio-cultural change taking place.  As a Pastor it takes the wind out of 
one’s sails to experience this.  But for me – much of this has been "on paper."  Our 
church – after a period of tremendous growth in the 1990s, held steady in the early 
2000s and then we experienced a 10% drop in the last few years.  Membership did not 
change much, but attendance dropped off some.  Some of that was because the 
children of the 1990s were off to college. 

In 2014 we have seen a huge increase in attendance – unheard of really – an increase 
this fall of almost 20% from 2013.  Well, we do things a bit differently I suppose.  
Faith has a certain energy and stillness that feeds some souls. 

My first church is no more.  I was there 30 years ago. This was a small parish and it 
merged about 10 years back with the other Lutheran church in that town.  Why a 
town of 16,000 people needed two Lutheran churches is beyond me.  It was rooted in 
ethnic divisions between various Scandinavian groups.  I actually suggested merger 
when I was there.  But as long as the church felt strong, which it was, folks wanted to 
maintain their own place.  I get that, but I also do not get that. 

Today I learned my childhood church is selling its parish hall and sanctuary.  This was 
one of the largest Lutheran Churches in New England when I was a kid.  The parish 
hall had a basketball court, six bowling allies, and a seating area for 200 people.  I 
recall the dinners for which we had two seating’s there were so many people.  I 
remember the plays we put on in the basketball court auditorium area.  Hundreds of 
people attended.  In its heyday Sunday attendance was close to 500 people. 

My father was the pastor there for almost 40 years.  He was the pastor when they 
built the sanctuary, when they purchased the parish hall, when they burned the 
mortgage.  Obviously, he and my mom poured a lot of their lives into the place and 
the people.   My parents are in heaven now.  So is my brother.  It is just my two 
sisters and me who remain.   

They will be very sad to hear this news.  …As I am.  …Actually had to choke back a 
few tears.  We associate so many memories with a place.  …And now the place is no 
more.  When they voted to sell, there were only 60 people who showed.  I doubt they 
have half that at worship.  Last summer they did not worship in the sanctuary which 
has about a 300 person capacity. They worshipped in a room in the parish hall.  The 
buildings are too expensive. 
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If the congregation stays together I suspect they look for another location.  Maybe, 
eventually, they worship in a house, or they share space with another "smaller 
building" church.  It is really just a matter of time, isn't it?  Reality hits. 

Soon all the leaves will be down.  The cold will be here.  The trees will be barren.  A 
matter of time.  But there is today, and it is kind of warm.  I have a wedding 
rehearsal later.  I have a bike to ride, and miles to go.  Sore hip and all.    See you in 
church. 
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A World of Extroverts 
Pastor Jon, October 23, 2014 

I was speaking to someone before worship the other Sunday and in the course of our 
time I asked whether he was an introvert.  He responded facetiously, “You think?!” 

We spoke about being an introvert in a world which values the extroverted person of 
the party, super ebullient, seemingly happy go lucky… the always friendly sort of 
person.  They seem to be the heroes of our culture.  We admire them.  Sometimes we 
are even envious.  They “have it all together.’ 

On personality tests I actually grade out in the middle of the extrovert/introvert axis; 
but if anything, I gravitate to the introvert side. 

What is the difference between the two?  Basically, extroverts can be in the center of 
the party and they love every moment.  They speak with all kinds of folks and are 
very outgoing.  Afterwards they are energized.  Being with others just fills their cups 
to overflowing, more or less.  On the other hand, introverts can be at the same party 
and they gravitate to speaking to maybe one or two people.  If they speak with a lot 
of folks they end the party exhausted and needing “space” to rejuvenate. 

Susan Cain has written a book “Quiet” about introverts and their contribution to our 
culture.  She also has a TED talk, which is fascinating.  Jesus, by the way, is thought 
to have been an introvert although I do not recall which psychologist wrote that.  He 
spent time in smaller groups from all we can tell, and is described as being in places 
alone in prayer.  Who knows, right? 

The walk of the spirit will be different for each personality type.  The extroverts are 
likely to value being at the big group gathering, for instance.  The introvert might 
gravitate to the silent retreat or the long walk in the woods.   

This is valuable stuff for parents…  The introverted child is encouraged to go out there 
and be with other kids – when that may not be the most comfortable place for the 
child.  Cain points out that in some classrooms – because our society values the group, 
community, cooperation and the extroverted style - all the kids sit around the table in 
group learning experiences.  That may not be the best environment for the quiet 
child.  I will add there are implications here for the ways in which businesses manage 
their employees – do they give the introvert enough space to foster creativity?  Or is it 
one meeting after another…? 

I believe Facebook and Google have these very open offices where workers can play 
ping pong, eat, walk on the company campus – this gives the introvert space where 
their creativity may blossom and it gives the extrovert the opportunity to be with 
others where their creativity may be stimulated. 

Unfortunately, it is perilously easy for us to judge people and label them – sometimes 
harshly, when the real issue their personality type. We might look at the extrovert 
and wonder.  What is that person up to?  We might look at the introvert as just being 
maybe depressed or anti-social.   
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Be aware of who you are and which side of the continuum you gravitate to.  Introverts 
will value silence and quiet, perhaps extroverts value the energy of a group.  We get 
filled up in different ways.  And maybe, just maybe, a little quiet would be good for 
the extrovert and maybe, just maybe, a little time with the group would be good for 
the introvert.     

And --- I believe (I might be mistaken) --- all this is based on the Minnesota 
Personality Inventory Profile… which is based on Carl Jung's work on personality 
archetypes, which is based on his study of… Hinduism - in its more original 
manifestations. 
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Faith Shifts 
Pastor Jon, October 24, 2014 

I viewed a wonderful video from a woman who went through a faith shift.  She was in 
a mega-church where she was actually on the staff.  She is no longer there as, from 
what I can gather, she was kicked out.  The church was conservative.  She describes it 
as formulaic Christianity.  When issues arise there is an understood formula to follow – 
read your bible, pray about it, etc.  They had the “stand pat” response to most 
issues. 

She found this to lack integrity.  The uniformity of the church and its ethos was 
stifling.   She could not entertain uncertainty, doubts – none of that.  The word was to 
conform and basically to repress those issues and the questioning.  She struggled with 
the bureaucracy of the church which did not have women in leadership.  The power 
structure, as she called it, was overbearing. 

This was a journey of integrity for her – to be honest with herself so that she could say 
on the outside what she felt on the inside.  She, like many of us, did not feel good 
enough as a spouse, as a mother, as a follower of Jesus.  The formulas did not work.  
And diversity of faith experiences was unacceptable. 

Now she is a part of a different church – one which appreciates the mystery of God 
and where there is a wider continuum of spirituality.  There is not a cookie cutter 
mold of how you are supposed to be. 

We invite folks to communion at our place – “whoever you are in your journey of faith 
and wherever you are on that journey, you are welcome to receive the Lord in Holy 
Communion at Faith.”  No formulas, no cookie cutter. 
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Lowest Ratings Ever 
Pastor Jon, October 25, 2014 

The first game of the World Series received the lowest television ratings ever for a 
World Series game.  I am not surprised.  One commentator opined that baseball is so 
slow that you watch the game with your laptop and smartphone, while watching a 
movie at the same time. 

That about says it all.  This is the hyper-stimulated, uber-connected culture we live 
in.  ADD – attention diverted and distracted.  A culture of partial attention at best.   
Baseball is slow and boring.  They will do some things to speed up the game, but I 
really do not think much will help this decline. 

I watched part of the second game between the Royals and Giants.  Great game.  I 
went to bed after the 6th or 7th inning – not because it was boring, but because it was 
late and I was sleepy.  Since I have adapted a slow mind, meditative style of life – I 
find that the hyperkinetic speed of our time to be quite oppressive.  I look forward to 
our relaxed Wednesday evening meditations and discussions, my cycling – which is my 
disengagement and prayer time, and the silence in parts of our worship Sunday 
morning.   

They are moments when I luxuriate in the mystery of the sacred, the God in whom we 
live and have our being. 
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McDonald's and Viagra 
Pastor Jon, October 26, 2014 

McDonald’s same store sales have dropped again.  Chipotle same-store sales have 
increased.  Some financial analyst was writing about this and reflecting on the 
influence this has had on the stock prices.  I do not know much about that kind of 
thing but I do suspect that the analysts may not “get” what is going on. 

I was always amazed at the preponderance of Cialis and Viagra ads on TV.  For the life 
of me I thought why so many of these ads for such a small market.  Was I wrong.  
Evidently, the market for Viagra and Cialis is huge, as the majority, the majority, of 
men over 50 are “the market.”  ED is a marker for coronary artery disease.  When one 
artery gets clogged, they all get clogged.  Viagra and Cialis ‘work’ because they are 
vasodilators – they open the arteries a bit.  Women are affected in a similar manner. 

If the majority of men over 50 are the market for these drugs that means the majority 
of men over 50… and a lot of men in their 40s, have clogged arteries.  This also makes 
sense as coronary artery disease is the leading cause of death in the USA.  And it all is 
related to what we eat. 

I recall when we went on the eating plan – nothing with a face, no oils, and limited 
fat, no dairy, whole foods, etc.  Some folks I perceived as being dismissive.  Hmm… 
guess who is changing what they eat?     

McDonalds’ food will kill you.  Loaded with fat, which the body breaks down and the 
arteries will get clogged.   Each week it seems I read more and more articles about 
nutrition and food.  Our society is waking up to this kind of thing.  Slowly… but waking 
up.  Chipotle has decent food with much less fat (avoid the fat rich sauces and go 
easy on the meats).  Read The China Study by Campbell or Preventing and Reversing 
Coronary Artery Disease by Esselstyn. 

We have a weight problem with our children – actually all of our society.  Maybe too 
much McDonald’s and too little exercise.  Parents are waking up to this.  The typical 
McDonald’s meal – burger, fries, soda – is a nutritional mess.  

I think we are at the beginning of a socio-cultural shift.  Who knows how far the shift 
goes.  But I am hoping that spiritual people – living mindfully with awareness, can 
address this.  It is perilously easy to get hurried, busy and swept away into easy 
convenient choices.  I am no poster child for wellness.  I have my issues.   I do think, 
however, that having that slow mind spiritual center is one of the keys to changing 
one’s life.  This is counter-cultural and by no means is it easy to live this way.  

In our worship services I am pushing our moments of silence and stillness.  If we want 
to go along at cultural speed we just move right through the service.   That is the way 
we live and folks are used to that.  To be still – if you live in the fast lane, is to be 
uncomfortable.  But, in time, seeing the cost of living in the fast lane, stillness is a 
blessing. 
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Surprised by Joy 
Pastor Jon, October 27, 2014 

Reluctantly, I offered a centering prayer meditation program at our place.  I studied 
this at the Mind Body Institute sponsored by Harvard Medical School.  I attended a 
week-long clinical program.  I have been to a number of other programs there as well. 

I was reluctant to offer the program because I figured people would feel 
uncomfortable with such quiet and stillness.  We are so “connected” in our time.  And 
who wants to take folks through something which will make the uncomfortable. 

I offered three sessions.  About 20 different people attended.   I incorporated some 
Bible study, the results of some research on the effect of meditation on the body, and 
we had a guided meditation.  We also did a lot of sharing.   

To my surprise folks wanted to keep meeting.  I turned this into a worship experience.  
We check in with one another and discuss our practice and life.  We have a bible 
discussion, then a guided meditation and the sharing of communion.  It is an hour 
although just about everyone hangs out afterwards to talk.  In fact, they close up the 
church as I end up pedaling home most nights.  We seem to have a core group and 
then we get different people who attend if they can.  We have done this for 4 weeks 
now – with 10- 12 people attending each week.  For 2 people this is their weekly 
worship. 

I am very taken by the sharing and authentic connection which takes place at these 
gatherings.  I really do not say much.   

And after each one of these gatherings my heart just overflows with gratitude.  I am 
not certain why – it is simply a feeling of thanksgiving and elation.  I never anticipated 
any of this.  The sense of community and connection on this evening is palpable, an 
experience of deep joy. 
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This Bucolic Spot 
Pastor Jon, October 30, 2014 

Two years ago I wrote about sleeping on a Saturday night.  I usually do not sleep so 
deeply prior to Sunday morning.  I was roused a bit when I heard a crack, which I 
associated with a falling tree.  After a few minutes I went outside and saw that a car 
had crashed.  No driver.  No passengers.  Just windshield wipers creaking back and 
forth.  The police arrived. 

Next morning, cycling in to the church, the police were just leaving.  Turns out the 
driver was thrown from the car into the woods where they found his body after 
searching a few hours.  All this 100 yards from our driveway. 

I cycle these roads.  They are quiet.  They are beyond suburbia – more like ex-
suburbia – that area between suburban and rural.  All the roads are designated as bike 
ways.  There is a ‘share the road’ sign for bikes on most of them.  These roads are 
winding.  Many of them are short, bracketed by stop signs or t-intersections. 

That crash was in the early morning hours – and from my perspective as a cyclist easy 
to discount. 

Three miles from our place, on a road I cycle over 100 times a year – a red Ferrari, at 
6 pm crashed into a tree.  I have cycled past that car a few times in other weeks and 
months prior to the accident.  The owner lived in the area.  Neighbors reported they 
heard what sounded like a jet then screeching breaks, then the crash and fire.  Two 
men dead.  They were middle-aged and prominent businessmen.  For the life of me I 
cannot see how you can even go fast on that road.  They crashed about 200 feet from 
a stop sign.  The driver lived no more than a mile from where he died.  He had to 
know the roads.  …6 pm.  It is not even dark then.   

The first accident was – from what I heard through the grapevine and from what I saw 
the police remove from the car, probably a case of someone driving when they did 
not have all their faculties about them.  The second accident – they think it was speed 
related.  I have read other rumors.  I am also overwhelmingly intimidated.  That 
accident was in twilight on a curvy and hilly road with limited visibility because of the 
hills and curves.  A road which is sufficiently narrow you slow down when a car is 
coming in the other direction.  Wow.  Speeding… there!?   Frightening.  Completely 
intimidating.   

If it was speed related they could have killed anyone else on the road.  It prompts me 
to question – if you have such a sports car, you have to know something of what you 
are doing.  If you live in the area, you have to know something of what you are doing.  
So maybe the driver did not have complete rationality about himself at the time.  
Perhaps a deer ran in front of the car.  Who knows?   

Maybe the take away here is stay off the roads after 4 pm, and especially on week-
ends.  I have considered becoming a morning cyclist, maybe even mountain biking in 
the safety of the woods – where, I suppose, hunters can mistake you for an animal.    
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In this idyllic little neck of the woods – three deaths in 3 years, within 4 miles.  
Country roads.  We associate early deaths with the city.  I lived in cities for 10 years 
prior to moving to this idyllic spot.  Never saw anything remotely close to this.  Not 
even remotely close.  So what does one do?  Some folks will say - do not cycle.  Well, 
you could have been walking or jogging or driving a car on that road with the red 
Ferrari - would not have made any difference.  So why would anyone say - do not 
cycle?  Now, that is curious. 

One presses on with the recognition anything can happen at any time.  God has given 
the gift – live it and cherish it. 
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God and Dawn 
Pastor Jon, October 30, 2014 

I am so pleased that Governors Cuomo and Christie issued this quarantine for people 
who worked in West Africa.  I am pleased because one is a Democrat and one is a 
Republican!  The Center for Disease Control is against this idea.  Work with me, if we 
had two republican governors doing this – and the federal CDC against them, we 
would be turning this into yet another Republican- Democrat political -issue.  So we 
have nonpartisanship with a Republican and a Democratic Governor on the same page!  
Unbelievable. 

Now, it is just States versus Federal government.  I only know what I read, but I am 
wondering if the Governors aren’t appealing to the levels of fear in their States.  
Anything for a vote.  Or do they really think this is a good idea and they have a better 
idea than the CDC.  Of course, you can look at the CDC and say they are just trying to 
dampen national level hysteria and fear saying such quarantines are not a good idea..  
Gheesh – conspiracy theories all over the place. 

But the enterovirus – affecting 100s – thousands of kids… has been linked – potentially 
(probably) with paralysis.  Seems that the enterovirus is in the same family as the 
polio virus.  I believe over 100 kids have experienced this paralysis.  I believe there 
may have been a few deaths, although this is all murky.  I think some of the kids 
recovered from the paralysis.  I also think there is a residual effect from the nerve 
damage.   

The enterovirus and the flu – okay, not a big deal.  Paralysis – a huge deal.  Who’s 
next for the quarantine?  But the enterovirus is not getting all that much publicity, so 
not many votes are at stake.  Give it time… 

Who is to be trusted?  I put my trust in God and Dawn (the dish washing detergent).  
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Clipping In and Flow 
Pastor Jon, October 31, 2014 

The other evening I began my 30 miles at 6 pm.  It is dark then, so I had my helmet 
light as well as the blinking front and rear lights.  I cannot remember too many rides 
when I started out and ended up in the dark.   

 There is a profound serenity cycling back roads in the dark.  I found myself 
regretting, however, being on the more trafficked roads.  I became very conscious of 
cars behind me waiting for an opportunity to pass, especially if there was a stream of 
traffic in the other direction.  I was going fast enough – around 20 mph - that I was 
not really slowing these cars down all that much.  So take a breath, what will you gain 
– 20-40 seconds at most - by getting around me to your destination?  But the cars 
wrecked the serenity of the moment.  

In the evening I went by a number of ponds – all glassy, flat water.  They reminded 
me of my days rowing in the single.  Glassy, flat water on the river was a delight.  The 
single would dance over the water as a ballerina glides over the stage.  But sometimes 
the river was rough. 

Bad current, coupled with choppy waves.  No dancing in those conditions.  You take 
fewer strokes per minute.  The river takes the boat along.  You can fight it or you just 
try to keep going.  It is tempting, of course, to fight it and slug it out.  Very foolish to 
think you are going to get anywhere like that.  The river is just too powerful in those 
conditions and the boat is too light, the oars too long.  Just foolish, exhausting, and 
you face the chance of tipping over. 

The river of life, – sometimes we dance.  But the conditions are not always so glassy, 
smooth.   In the chop, we can rest a bit, let the spirit pull us along.  We will not go as 
fast, but we will get there, eventually.  Much more serene way to live.  The glassy 
water will come. There will be roads without much traffic.  
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Some Spiritual Ideas 
Pastor Jon, November 1, 2014 

1. Get rid of the cell/smart phone.  Well, maybe not literally, but wean yourself 
away from it.  Maybe a few hours at a time.  Leave it in the car when you go 
inside.  Just figure out some way to turn it off so you do not feel compelled to 
look at it.  I fully recognize it is important for some people for their 
work/business, but even they can do this.  You will not be interrupted by it.  
You can focus on whatever is at hand that you need tend to.  BUT, one says, 
what if my child calls?  Correct, your child might have good news about a 
grade.  It can wait.  Your child can wait.  All is good.  BUT one says, what if my 
child is in an accident and at the emergency room and calls me?  Correct – that 
is why we all carry these phones and check them every few moments, just 
waiting for that emergency room call.  

2. I read that if exercise could be made into a pill it would be considered THE 
wonder drug of all time.  Cannot walk – then water walk at the YMCA.  I used to 
see lots of seniors doing this and I really admired them.  No phones allowed.  
Well, okay, you can walk with your phone.  Good luck with that.  No phone 
when exercising.  No music.  No TV.  Just you and your breath.  Focus on your 
breathing.  Focus on the movement of your body, the feel of the air, the 
ground, the leaves, the trees.  Be in the moment and let the other thoughts go.  
This latter part is a bit advanced.  Just exercise.  Love God with your body.  
Love your body because you love God. 

3. Eat right.  Limit red meats (well, all meats), eliminate all processed meats, 
watch the sugars, and eat all the fruits and vegetables you can.  Have a great 
breakfast.  Do your own research on all this.  I am biased. I have written about 
my eating plan.  Enough about that.  But I will write a great breakfast sets up 
your blood sugar level so you can avoid those moments of cravings when you 
end up indulging.  You will feel better immediately. You will feel proud.  A 
good proud – you are caring for the life God has given you.  You may feel so 
good you exercise.  If you travel a lot – walk around in the airport.  Better than 
sitting there and you get good exercise.  You may live longer for your family 
and yourself.  

4. When you wash dishes, wash dishes.  Right.  Just focus on the washing, or the 
cooking.  Limit other conversations.  Just do one thing.  I do this and have 
come to like washing dishes.  What is not to like?  Well, there is a lot not to 
like if you prefer doing something else.  And so washing dishes – not so hot – IF 
you are thinking of something else.  So when you wash, you wash. 

5. Get in touch with nature.  Just watch it.  Observe.  Absorb it.  It is life.   

6. Watch your kids.  Just observe.  No comments.  No judgments.  Be amazed 

7. Be humble enough to set aside time for you and God.  10 minutes.  Centering 
prayer for some.  For others, writing a journal of what your day coming up will 
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look like – NOT what you want to accomplish, but HOW you will accomplish it, 
the manner in which you want to live it.  Reading a devotional booklet.  In 
most booklets, the day’s reading will take you 2 minutes.  So read 10 minutes 
worth of devotions and then conclude maybe you need a different type of 
devotional which will take you ten minutes to do the day’s reading.  A spiritual 
book may be a better idea.  Give yourself a moments to process what you have 
read  

Enough for now… 
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Thanksgiving Blog 
Pastor Jon, November 2, 2014 

We are starting a new blog to take the place of the Grace moments blog, which has 
been so popular.  The new blog is Thanksgiving and you are invited to share a few 
things from the past year for which you are especially grateful.  I encourage you to be 
as specific as possible. 

This is a spiritual experience as each of us is prompted to review the past year and 
remember.  We have to take the time to do this.  If you are prone to think critically 
or negatively, the experience puts you in a place of appreciation for the goodness of 
God’s presence in your life.  So, please consider posting your ‘thanksgivings.’  In 
reading each other’s posts most of us will have our memories piqued a bit and we may 
very well remember, because of what you write, some additional thanksgivings in our 
own lives. 

And that’s a good thing. 
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A Good Day 

Pastor Jon, November 3, 2014 

What a Sunday…  We had our highest attendance in worship in over two years for a 
Sunday aside from the major holy days.   Our second service choir sang – well, it is the 
best I have ever heard a choir in my 30 years as a pastor.  Just so meditative, 
contemplative, and serene.  In Latin too - and I am no fan of Latin.  I thought my 
message was engaging, a lot of scripture but as the giver of the message I also 
thought it was just OK.  On the other hand, other messages I have given I thought 
were ‘wow’ and others give me grief – so what are you going to do. 

I continue in amazement at the number of folks who get so much from the Wednesday 
worship – and I hear about it all week. 

I cycled in on Sunday in the snow. I did not have to break out the “snow’ bike as the 
regular road bike was fine with the snow melting so quickly.   I cycled home in the 
snow.  Ate a ton.  I cycled back for the newcomers’ dinner.  Then I cycled home.  
Cold day, wet.  Forty-four miles.  I love cycling these short jaunts – a lot easier to get 
in the miles than doing 44 all at once. 

Newcomers’ dinner was, as usual, humbling and eye opening.  Always humbling to 
learn how people react to our place and what so many get out of this ministry.  For 
me it is re-affirming that what we do matters – to a lot of people. 

Our attendance continues to grow over last year.  I am overwhelmed to see so many 
visitors and so many people who return and return.  Our blogs are getting enormous 
numbers of visitors.  I hope you contribute to the Thanksgiving Blog and I appreciate 
your feedback for this blog.  Writing this blog is like throwing darts in the dark.  So 
send me an email letting me know what you would like to read about.  jon@faith-
andover.org    Thanks!   

  

mailto:jon@faith-andover.org
mailto:jon@faith-andover.org
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This Fall 
Pastor Jon, November 4, 2014 

This fall has been marvelous.  I can recall Columbus Day weekends in past years when 
all the leaves at our cabin were gone.  The ferns were dead by late August.  The place 
was barren.  Not this year.  We had phlox until late October. We had ferns until late 
October and trees which still had leaves in late October.  The same for North 
Andover.  Some trees had not even changed colors by mid-October.  Columbus Day 
weekend was a glorious one in the Merrimack Valley, when in the past the color was 
over by then. 

I suspect this has to do with weather patterns.  I also suspect this has to do with me 
paying closer attention, being less distracted, and noticing.  Makes me wonder what I 
miss from day to day. 

When I slow down the mind… take many a breath, remember who I am… I come home.  
The prodigal son "came to his senses" and returned home.  When we are "in exile" - 
and away from home - then we seek to get ahead, fear being left behind, get 
competitive, jealous, envious, anxious, worried - you name it.  Coming home means 
living in God, as God's creation.  With slow mind we remember that.  And we notice. 
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Victims Are Us 
Pastor Jon, November 5, 2014 

Everyone seems to be a victim.  Some of this is quite real – victims of crime, social 
injustice.  Much of it is a sketchier.  A victim of my boss not appreciating me.  A 
victim of my spouse, of my kids, my parent’s unfairness, or my siblings who do not do 
this or that.  Always the victim. 

I am taken advantage of by someone not thanking me, of someone perceived as 
stepping on me.  I am the victim of the government, of taxes, of the police, of the 
banking system rates, of rigged Wall Street, of inconsiderate drivers, of a pre-
occupied waiter, of a company trying to rip me off, of a culture embracing what I 
think of as terrible standards.  Of the weather.  Always the victim.  Something to 
complain about. 

It justifies my anger- ah yes, here is the key.  I need justify my anger.  And here is the 
paradox… By claiming the place of the victim, I grab power over you.  Who would 
argue with the person who says – this is not fair, the way I am treated.  And if you do 
argue, I will dismiss you as clueless, you are just another person victimizing me.  So as 
victim, I have power and feed my ego. 

This is as old as Adam who proclaimed to God I am the victim of this woman, you 
made.  And Eve, I am the victim of the serpent’s deception.  A victimhood which 
moved them even further away from God. 

For many people, to live in thanksgiving is anathema.   It is to live with a sense of 
loss, a profound grief.  For living in thanksgiving means letting go of the old identity 
as victim.  This is a loss of the old.   And it is so easy to fall back into the old, in 
which case thanksgiving is just fleeting, no more than a momentary reprieve before 
the familiar refrain of anger, ego, and victimhood. 

Jesus calls us to be made new. We are made new when we live with the awareness we 
are God’s and God is within us.  That is who I am.  And who can make us new but 
God?  To live as a new creation we release the old identity.  The familiar anger is let 
go.  We live as a new creation in gratitude.  Serenity awaits our arrival. 
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Daylight Savings as Metaphor 
Pastor Jon, November 6, 2014 

I noticed this last year.  My body rhythms really take a while to adapt to this time 
change.  I am ready to go to sleep at the new 8:00, which is the old 9:00.  I am up at 
4 am, the old 5 am.  This gets a bit frustrating.  Just throws me off.  I suppose in time 
I adjust.  The fall, however, takes a lot more adjustment than the Spring, which 
seems like no big deal when we jump ahead. 

I think there are two ways to approach this.  All this, of course, is just a metaphor as 
to how we chose to live. 

The first approach is to get annoyed and fight it.  Push yourself to stay up longer and 
to stay in bed until the ‘right’ time in the morning.  Push, pull, force.  The other 
approach is to accept, surrender, and embrace what is.  All will be well in time. 

So I get up at 4 am.  Accept.  In time, all will be well. 

Much of life is adaption to unmet expectations.  Dealing with unmet expectations is 
also the root of much sorrow.   I think the expression is that unmet expectations are 
the fertile ground out of which resentment grows. 

Can I live each day – with a spirit of acceptance or am I doomed to fight.  Some things 
we cannot accept.  Justice is called for.  Poverty, unfairness, they beckon us.  
However, much of what throws us into a tizzy from day to day is somewhat minor.   
And when we get into a tizzy, we visit our tizziness upon others and visit our misery 
upon them.   So why let petty stuff ruin us and then we ruin others?  Accept, accept - 
rest in God.  Lose not this perspective, to do so is to fall onto fertile ground of 
resentment and, eventually, into the pit of darkness. 
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Eldering from Richard Rohr 
Pastor Jon, November 7, 2014 

This is a daily meditation from Richard Rohr, which I found extraordinary.  Our mid-
week Book discussion group is reading one of his books Immortal Diamond.  He is a 
Franciscan priest. 

We live in a society with elderly people, but very few elders.  That’s not because 
they’re bad people, but there haven’t been guides from the first half to the second 
half of life, so most of us stay innocently in the first half.  True second half of life 
people are wonderful mirrors.  They no longer need to be mirrored themselves so they 
can do it for others (2 Corinthians 3:18).  They are not crying, “Notice me!  I’m 
important.”  Real elders are masters at granting their attention and awareness to 
other people.  They are now the mirrors, and the truthful mirrors when hard truth 
needs be told (James 1:23-25), but also gentle mirrors that can affirm and praise and 
not distort the moment, but enjoy it for exactly what it offers. 

The great elders I’ve met in my life reveal both brightness and sadness at the same 
time.  They’re bright, they’re here, they’re clear, their eyes are open, and they’re 
present.  They mirror you, rather than asking you to mirror them. It’s like they’re 
listening and seeing at a deeper level. 

They usually don’t talk much. They need very few words to make their point.  Too 
many words (the use of which I am surely guilty) are not needed by true elders.  The 
“second simplicity” that we are moving toward has its own kind of brightness and 
clarity, but much of it is expressed in nonverbal terms, and only when really needed.  
They just keep taking it all in, rather than giving a knee-jerk response or joke or 
clever comeback intended to entertain or impress everybody. 

Elders have a wider, long distance lens.  They are patient with first half of life folks 
who are still ego-driven, because they know they were there once, too.  Healthy 
cultures have been guided by such wise seniors (“senators”) who naturally live a 
generative existence in service of the common good.  They “live simply so that others 
can simply live,” as Gandhi said. 

  

Adapted from Loving the Two Halves of Life: The Further Journey, disc 5, (CD, MP3 
download); 

and Falling Upward: A Spirituality for the Two Halves of Life, pp. 119-120 

  

http://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=0014dZMW2QPIiC_c2iOQra_0vmFfgJq3NsqLuzwl6ix9rkEODXaecMkumPrFxB0dQxlj6_25BIG0rqz4oV28JY_hKUIoc2hhw4p81J7QWnNZa3eTOE34dvKwEQhxVBnuT4xHgcDQbUHsEI1qkwroo1cpvHvxAq3DZ_WDcmTV5uVIQIJhbW21qTVowUKAwkhu_h56nIum1iSN9KzQDbwQ9f8-HmURCORgq1_7GWEuGOtBFTkLxkgLImxbs0diB5HIcnD&c=mF_ca2rXwNk9i6aGRnkYQqGKDVLxXWfxHnsayHXKnLE-fruOfF4cLg==&ch=AFHmbvgnkspc4OLOLD7E-_xbJZZD1viExIxHu6eGubzAvxudXtEEjA==
http://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=0014dZMW2QPIiC_c2iOQra_0vmFfgJq3NsqLuzwl6ix9rkEODXaecMkumPrFxB0dQxlj6_25BIG0rqz4oV28JY_hKUIoc2hhw4p81J7QWnNZa3eTOE34dvKwEQhxVBnuT4xHgcDQbUHsEI1qkwroo1cpvHvxAq3DZ_WDcmTV5uVIQIJhbW21qTVowUKAwkhu_h56nIum1iSN9KzQDbwQ9f8-HmURCORgq1_7GWEuGOtBFTkLxkgLImxbs0diB5HIcnD&c=mF_ca2rXwNk9i6aGRnkYQqGKDVLxXWfxHnsayHXKnLE-fruOfF4cLg==&ch=AFHmbvgnkspc4OLOLD7E-_xbJZZD1viExIxHu6eGubzAvxudXtEEjA==
http://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=0014dZMW2QPIiC_c2iOQra_0vmFfgJq3NsqLuzwl6ix9rkEODXaecMkumPrFxB0dQxlpF9JoEhAJHXj7nSZd07jLFi9xl3_fGf6lF704cC4VpESYhTz25yeMMdTmGbegZuwcGyIRh87R-OgKhzQYVJb4oe-qU4zrrP69_pVBDTPJjGhPZVASoeqRb-b453955SwP7Ghiwdqyakjgb_nlaeY4T1TuPxGDyST2Slm86nmcmgzsFzmdqJ9EMN1cq5o_k6F&c=mF_ca2rXwNk9i6aGRnkYQqGKDVLxXWfxHnsayHXKnLE-fruOfF4cLg==&ch=AFHmbvgnkspc4OLOLD7E-_xbJZZD1viExIxHu6eGubzAvxudXtEEjA==
http://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=0014dZMW2QPIiC_c2iOQra_0vmFfgJq3NsqLuzwl6ix9rkEODXaecMkumPrFxB0dQxlpF9JoEhAJHXj7nSZd07jLFi9xl3_fGf6lF704cC4VpESYhTz25yeMMdTmGbegZuwcGyIRh87R-OgKhzQYVJb4oe-qU4zrrP69_pVBDTPJjGhPZVASoeqRb-b453955SwP7Ghiwdqyakjgb_nlaeY4T1TuPxGDyST2Slm86nmcmgzsFzmdqJ9EMN1cq5o_k6F&c=mF_ca2rXwNk9i6aGRnkYQqGKDVLxXWfxHnsayHXKnLE-fruOfF4cLg==&ch=AFHmbvgnkspc4OLOLD7E-_xbJZZD1viExIxHu6eGubzAvxudXtEEjA==
http://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=0014dZMW2QPIiC_c2iOQra_0vmFfgJq3NsqLuzwl6ix9rkEODXaecMkuhkxOMFTXYCpQGSOaxdbCglE8r_RCXzWDJIfdids39Wub70PZ_6Bthgerb1UYZIqeMkcPzhFZ-l4a4t_1_plezLLMXuAgeiZKmoiP2Ig6Ckbnxu2c4twNcitXRqjOV_3sqRn-KVf-Pv9IWoF1jDQyQg=&c=mF_ca2rXwNk9i6aGRnkYQqGKDVLxXWfxHnsayHXKnLE-fruOfF4cLg==&ch=AFHmbvgnkspc4OLOLD7E-_xbJZZD1viExIxHu6eGubzAvxudXtEEjA==
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Rumi 
Pastor Jon, November 8, 2014 

An Adaption from Rumi… 

To say that God does not exist is akin to hiding your head in the dirt and asking where 
is the light? 

Lift up your head and look… 

The evidence is everywhere, even within you…  If you have eyes to see and a heart to 
feel. 
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Security and Insecurity 
Pastor Jon, November 9, 2014 

Over the years we have had a bunch of conservative Christians come to our place.  
The typical conservative Christian (and I know I am painting with broad strokes here) 
styles themselves as taking the bible literally as the inspired Word of God.   

(Let me just say now, they interpret the bible but really do not want to admit to that.  
We interpret.  For instance, Jesus cleanses the temple at the beginning of his ministry 
in the gospel of John, but the other gospels place this event at the end of his 
ministry.  One has to do some interpretation here.   We see a lot in the bible as 
metaphor, and are happy to own this.)  But I diverge.  

A few conservatives, typically looking for a church as maybe they are new to the 
area, like our place.  I use a lot of scripture.  In time they get a bit uncomfortable 
and go someplace else.  That is fine.  I usually anticipate this. I have told some folks – 
you should go someplace else. 

What has blown me away is the number of conservative Christians, washing out of 
their conservative churches, who come to us.  They leave the black and white, good 
and bad, 'certainty' of conservatism.  They no longer see it as truth.  But they know 
here is something more.  They know there is a God.  The sacred. 

And they come to us because we get grey area.  We embrace the mystery of the 
sacred. 

We find our security – not grasping for some kind of literalism, but in embracing our 
insecurity.  What a paradox – to find one’s security by embracing the truth of 
insecurity.  So we rest in God.  The mystery of the sacred.  And you are accepted 
wherever you are in your journey of faith. 
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Clipping In... Wednesdays... Competitors 
Pastor Jon, November 10, 2014 

Cycling is my meditation.  Being present.  Letting go.  The moment.  Pushing the 
pedals.  Feeling the breath. 

In the spring it was go… go.  Look … cycling up a mountain was a huge task for me.  
Training for that was the same.  Less intense days on the flats were push… push days.  
On occasion I was doing a tempo ride – fast, but not that fast. 

Then this fall.  I was not used to mega miles (40 miles a day)…  At my Spring pace the 
distance was too much.  So I adapted in the course of two weeks.  I coast downhill.  I 
coast on some flats.  I rarely push it.  Still, I am many mph’s over my pace last year – 
certainly, this is the effect of the mountain training.  But forget asking me to keep up 
that spring pace for 40 miles.  Not happening.  I can do that for a day… but now I 
need to get a lot of miles in if I am going to hit the 6,000 mile year goal.  I cannot 
ride that fast, that long, that many days in a row. 

So… all fall – sore and tired legs.  Just a huge effort.  Then today. 

I am coasting – after Sunday worship – just wanted to get in the miles toward the 
yearly goal. Maybe I do 35 maybe 40.  So I cut off the ride at 30.  Waited at the stop 
sign… will it be 35 or 40?  And this fellow turned his bike in front of me and I decided – 
okay, I do 35 miles and follow him.  He was well ahead of me – but slow – I caught him 
quick.  We exchanged pleasantries.  Kind of the understood language between 
cyclists. 

I went on and turned left to the easy road home.  Thirty-five miles is a good day.  I 
lumbered along… then this fellow passes me on my right.  I wondered where in the 
Lord he came from… I saw no one when I turned on this road and clearly he turned 
onto it after me… and caught me. 

He said nothing.  No “Hi,” no “How are you doing,” no “Great day to ride.”  Nothing.  
He cruised by me at 19 mph.  Said nothing.  Had an earpiece listening to music.  If 
you have read this blog you can just guess what I thought of this.  Cycling is stillness 
and presence.  I respect that.  Earpieces and music – not so much.  This got me 
perturbed. 

I thought I can go at that pace.  So I picked it up a smidgen and rode next to him.  No 
words.  We were cruising along and then we hit an incline. 

Having done all these mountains, these inclines are just that a brief interlude.  He 
clicked gears to an easier gear.  I wondered what the clicking sound was.  Fifty yards 
later I clicked down and “got it”.  He clicked to be in an easier gear… I clicked too, 
but usually with good legs I do not even bother changing gears. 

I ramped it up to 22 mph for the next two miles.  Just a bit of push. 
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Way beyond my cruise along gear.  More like the way I ride in the spring.  Felt good, 
albeit a tired good.  We are capable of more than we think… even when we want to 
take it easy.  He pushed me… I pushed him. 

I pulled in to my driveway and later he cruised by… saw me… and shouted , “Thanks 
for the push!”  I responded, “Thank you!” 

The competitor – is a friend.  Now that is a thought. 

Maybe, just maybe, we can be a source of encouragement to each other.  I think that 
is why Wednesdays are such a source of encouragement to me. 
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Off the Balance Beam 
Pastor Jon, November 11, 2014 

We all have bad days.  A bad day for me is when I lose my center.  I lose balance.  I 
get agitated, anxious, worried beyond belief.  There is no joy, no peace.  As a Pastor I 
deal with lots of different situations, so I have learned how to adjust and adapt.  But 
every once in a while something pushes me off the balance beam…  And when it 
happens a few times over a week - - not good. 

The first time I was pacing in the house, very upset.  I did not want to pray.  I did not 
want to distract myself with TV or any of a number of other things.  I was just – to use 
a southern expression – ‘out of sorts.’    It was late in the afternoon and dark.  I 
pushed myself to get on the bike – all lit up.  Was going to just get out there – 5 miles 
maybe.  Anything was good, because my heart was not in it. 

A few miles of 1,2 on the in-breath and 1,2,3 on the out-breath.  Looking at the 
pavement lit up by the helmet light, the leaves.   Five miles grew into 10 and finally 
28.  I was fine.  I should write that 28 miles for me is physically – real easy, just what 
I am used to. 

Trouble came the next day.  Just a messy, messy time.  So messy I went to Harrison’s 
roast beef.  No thought control.  Emotionally drained.  That is when I indulge.  Off the 
eating plan, eating this stuff which will kill me eventually.  What a horror show.  
Came home, time for TV distraction…?  No…  I ruminated a bit and thought – it is 
wicked cold and raining, no way I go out in this.  Twenty miles of cycling later – 
focusing on the breath, keeping the pedals moving…  Back on the balance beam.  
Wonderful visit with a family that evening. 

Maybe I have a few good weeks now.  I am due.  But I have to stay on the bike.  It is 
my prayer and meditation.  Have to remind myself – just who I am – centered in God.  
Not always easy when you get knocked off the beam.  So how do you maintain that 
balance?  We all have those days… 
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Youth Sports and Leaves 
Pastor Jon, November 12, 2014 

I read a grand article the other day which ripped into the whole attitude toward 
youth sports.  Coaches are too competitive, parents are competitive.  That has been 
around for a long time.  Nothing new. 

What gripped me was that parents feel compelled to have their kids participate.  And 
increasingly, coaches make demands of the kids so that it is difficult for the kids to 
participate in more than one sport.  So kids end up specializing in one sport – for the 
whole year.  And they get burned out real quickly. 

As a kid I loved playing a number of sports.  One each season.  I think those days are 
long gone. 

And the problem seems to be parents and kids do not want to be left behind.  ‘Left 
behind.’  Now that is what grabbed me. 

Cycling in the fall is a joy.  I go on some cul-de-sacs and watch the dried leaves being 
blown by the wind, skidding over the pavement, being taken wherever the wind wills.  
You do not see this any other time of year.  Only after the leaves drop and before cars 
whisk them to the side of the road. 

So folks feel compelled to invest in this sports culture because they do not want to be 
‘left behind.’   Well, left behind what?  Who are the mythical people we are running 
with that we do not want to be left behind?  How do we measure how far ahead or 
behind we are?  But that is the vague sense of parents – they do not want to be ‘left 
behind.’ 

Those are the cultural winds.  And we get swept away with them… like those leaves 
on the road.   We get swept away, just swept away… unless we have a slow mind… to 
be aware the winds are blowing… so that we can stop… and lean into them. 

That is why I think the Wednesday evening meditation experience is so, so powerful.  
Slow mind, be aware.  Or we skid along like the dried leaves.   
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Raking 
Pastor Jon, November 13, 2014 

For years I approached the leaf raking in the typical “screwed up Jon” fashion.  I 
would like to think I am less screwed up, but I think not.  I may have made a little 
progress in this area, but others… 

Anyway, the way to deal with the leaves was to get to them early in the morning and 
attack all day.  After 8 hours and changing clothes (from sweat) at least once… I quit.  
Exhausted.  The next day – another 4 hours and wet and quit.  The next day another 5 
hours… same story.  Then a few days of raking here and there.  This is a 24 hour task, 
something I seemed to forget every year. 

While cycling on a Saturday I am thinking I am the only soul in the world who does not 
use a leaf blower.  This prompts me to wonder – I think raking has become a lost art.  
And I also think raking is actually faster.  The leaf blower offers the idea of being 
easier.  I do not know. 

This year… in a more meditative, serene state, I decided - each day I do 5 tarp loads.  
No… I am not going to do a section and be a slave to that.  I need a more concrete 
goal.  So five loads a morning works for me. 

When you work, you work… and you work for so long.  Then you stop.  There was 
limited satisfaction in knocking myself out in past years. 
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KMart and Getting Healed 
Pastor Jon, November 14, 2014 

Healing – reminds me of hospitals.  You lie down.  You rest.  We are reading more and 
more of the importance of sleep.  Rest.  I do not know that you get healed if you do 
not rest.  Contemplate.  Remember where you have been.  Ruminate over the 
blessings of your life.  Remember.  Live in the real self of God’s presence with you.  
Come out of the woods of exile where we can be so lost.  Rest in the warmth of God’s 
embrace and acceptance. 

So Kmart will be open Thanksgiving morning at 6 am.  The false self needs to get a 
jump on the sales.  Needs to get ahead.  The false self feels compelled to get in line 
to be where the action is.  To be someone.  For some – they feel as though they are 
getting the bargain.  This is a financial social justice issue for those who are not paid 
well and seek the less expensive price.  I have read that these bargains may or may 
not be bargains. 

I anticipate it is only a matter of a few years before stores are open Christmas 
afternoon, especially if they discover that shoppers will shop then.  And I am sure 
they will.    Gift cards hearken to be used. 

Getting healed, resting… this is a very intentional decision.  It requires enormous 
spiritual discipline to stay at 'home.'  To lean into the cultural winds.  To be humble 
enough to realize I need to get healed, to rest.  But when folks speak of the holiday 
cards to be sent, the meals to be prepared, the shopping, the decorations, the 
parties, the visitors, how busy they are, how tired they are, how they cannot wait for 
it to be over, how the kids had so much fun, how great the dinner is, how…  Who 
wants to be left behind?  The cultural winds are quite gusty. 
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Clipping In... And Remembering 
Pastor Jon, November 15, 2014 

Cycling this fall has been brutal.  All effort.  Seems every ride is all effort.  Nothing is 
coming easy.  My first instinct was to consider whether I am burned out.  That was not 
a good thought process. 

Then I decided to check last year’s cycling journal.  Hmmm.  Last year I did 550 miles 
in July and simply increased the total 40-50 miles a month for the next months.  It 
was very manageable.  It was relatively easy to make the 6,000 miles a year goal.  
Nothing is coming so easy now.  

In July, 2014 I cycled less than 400 miles because I was doing all the mountains (big 
effort, short distance.)  I was still doing the mountain races in August and September.  
Getting the miles in was a real chore.  Come to this October and I will hit 650 miles 
for the month and top 5,100 for the year.    

Back to that cycling journal…  This year I am cycling about 2 mph faster than last 
year.  I have had to work at this in October, mainly because I am increasing the 
monthly mileage total so much from the previous months. I feel like I have 
permanently tired legs. 

I have been blessed to ‘get away’ with this, as the recommendation is to increase 
mileage only 10% a month. 

Burned out?  I do not think so.  Tired legs… most days. 

The spiritual point of all this…?  It pays to stop and look back at where you have been, 
before you start judging yourself for where you think you are now.  I went from a 
negative view of the present to being very thankful I have the ‘whatever it takes’ to 
get the miles in. 
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Shame 
Pastor Jon, November 16, 2014 

The water said to the dirty one,  “Come here.” 

The dirty one said, “ I am too ashamed.” 

The water replied, “ How will your shame be washed away without me?” 

  

Masnavi II: 1366-7 
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My Sister 
Pastor Jon, November 17, 2014 

My sister called me.  She lives in Virginia.  She reads this blog.  She got irritated, 
somewhat, and emailed me when the blog went dead for a few days.  “Why aren’t 
you writing on the blog!”  I am thinking "you are not even at our place and YOU are 
giving me grief!"   I just cannot handle this!  Then I teased it out of her. 

It was like slowly getting a splinter out of your finger.  Slowly.  Carefully.  Still hurts.  
She said, “I have learned a lot more about cycling than I ever wanted to know.”  
Whack!   Double whack.  Whack again. 

Why do I write about cycling?   I have noted it is my meditation.  I write about it 
because I think consistency is what leads to peace and happiness.  One has to work at 
this.  There is no magic formula – no sudden moment when life changes.  You have to 
work at it.  That is why I cycle.  It is the work I do to stay at peace and in the sacred.  
Cycling is my spiritual discipline.  The issue for each of us is to figure out what keeps 
us at home… what discipline… different for each of us. 

I am mightily blessed because I have been at this for years.  So what might seem like 
a monumental effort - is something I do 2 out of 3 days a week.  In other words - over 
these years - what was a monumental effort has turned into a habit.  I hardly even 
think about it. But I will write about it simply as a mirror to offer reflections which 
may or may not be helpful. 

And here is the rub… just because you were taught "XYZ"…  Or just because "SXDS" 
works for you… do not have the arrogance of thinking that is THE way for everyone 
else. And that is one of my issues with formulaic, "we have the answers…" 
Christianity.  Cycling works for me… and… maybe… a very few others.  Gotta find your 
own way. 

The issue is where are our sights set?   You are your own spiritual manager.  This is 
why I love the fact our church is so open.  Some groove to the Wednesday meditation 
worship, others to the contemporary worship, or to the book groups, or the Bible 
studies.  We are all different. 

Now, maybe I get another phone call… 
  



  

 

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

 

Winter and the Beauty Within You 
Pastor Jon, November 18, 2014 

Winter has a cold barren quality to it.  I am reminded of the crucifixion – death.  
Winter seems like death. And we look forward to spring life – resurrection, new life 
follows crucifixion.  But there is a still beauty even in winter.  It overflows with 
possibility and potential.  Much of this, of course, depends on how we see. 

Old life to new life.  We come from God and the presence of God as Holy Spirit is 
within us.  Can we see the potential and beauty that surrounds us, or have we moved 
into exile, not living in God but rather living with a false identity – competing, seeking 
power and control, trying to be someone – when we already are someone – God’s 
abode! 

We need see the beauty within ourselves even when, and especially when, we feel we 
are in the wintertime of our soul.  When we can see that beauty – and it is there 
because the Spirit is there – then we will see the beauty around us.  And we become 
the new creation.   

Life is this constant journey from the exile of the false self to the home of the real 
self – the one in whom the Holy Spirit of love dwells. 

Winter reminds us we need constantly die to our ego image – the false self, and 
constantly be born to or made aware of the presence of the Holy Spirit within us – 
yes, to the beauty within us.  In that process we begin to see differently.  
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Regrets of the Dying #1 of 5 
Pastor Jon, November 19, 2014 

An Australian nurse took care of the dying in a hospice program.  She did this for 12 
years.  In that time she came to know many, many people in their final weeks of life.  
Eventually, she wrote a book about the dying, notably, how they looked back at life 
and what they wished had been different. 

We live in a culture which denies death.  We block it out of our minds.  Go to a wake 
– invariably, someone will comment – “Oh that looks just like him/her!”  They are 
made to look alive, but they are dead.  Wakes used to be held in the house – a room 
called the parlor.  Now, we call it the “living” room.  If someone dies at a young age – 
let us say anything under 80, we are shocked…  It is as if we feel entitled to live a 
long life.  Years ago you wanted chicken – you went to the backyard and killed one.  
Now, you go to a drive-thru and it comes in little pieces in a cute box called a 
“happy” meal.  The connection between our food and death was once quite real, 
now… no connection at all.  I could go on. 

Someone commented at one of our groups – you have to face the reality of death in 
order to fully appreciate life. I think facing death prompts us to live out of our real 
self – the one in which the Holy Spirit dwells, the one made in the image of God, the 
one in whom God dwells…  Otherwise, we live in the false self – that wants to be 
admired, seen as a success (the issue is “seen”), who impresses others, who is ‘right.’  
It is all ego stuff. 

So what do people regret about their lives as they face their final weeks? 

The first observation: 

I wish I'd had the courage to live a life true to myself, not the life others expected 
of me. 

"This was the most common regret of all. When people realize that their life is almost 
over and look back clearly on it, it is easy to see how many dreams have gone 
unfulfilled.  Most people had not honored even a half of their dreams and had to die 
knowing that it was due to choices they had made, or not made.  Health brings a 
freedom very few realize, until they no longer have it." 

What strikes me about this is - how conscious we are of what others think or expect.  
That is an ego issue.  Can I simply live in God?  Without worrying about who I need to 
keep happy?  Am I to live according to some person’s fickle opinion?  There are two 
ways to approach this – the first is to realize that their opinion says more about them 
than about you. Okay. 

A better approach is to just detach yourself from their opinion altogether.  So they 
say something nice… who knows whether they mean it?  Just detach, live in the warm 
waters of God and the godly – and here you need to surround yourself with a few 
godly selves.  And beware – those who sound godly, may be anything but…  



  

 

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

 

What folks regret is how much of their lives they gave to others - and not a good 
“gave to others” as in helping people or compassionate service… but a bad “gave to 
others” – pandering to them to make them happy so they give us the at-ta-boy/girl.  
Again, that is all ego-driven.  What folks regret is the way in which they were captive 
to their ego – and the accolades of others.  In the end they realized how fleeting 
those rewards were, how much they cost (life!), and that is was never worth the price 
they paid. 

The sacred is within you and me – live in the sacred.  Sometimes I wonder if this is the 
reason why Jesus gave us communion, as a reminder, God’s eternal presence is within 
us. 
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Winter Cycling and Hope 
Pastor Jon, November 20, 2014 

Lately, folks have been asking me about cycling quite often.  They see my bike in the corner 
of the church overhang and then wonder if I am riding in this cold.  The November temps have 
been record setting – or close to it.  The other night I cycled home and it seemed a bit cold to 
me so I checked the thermometer when I arrived.  Twenty-two degrees.  No wonder I felt a 
bit cold on the trip home! 

I do not recall the lowest temps I have cycled in.  I think it was two years ago when we had 
single digits and it was really windy.  I remember that because I wore two pairs of tights.  My 
fall tights underneath and my winter tights.  I rarely use that combination unless it is going to 
be real cold. Real cold means I end up with ice on my face, clothes and bike.  Happens a few 
times each winter. 

Cycling in the winter is not a big deal to me anymore.  Dress appropriately and all is well.  I 
will write that it has taken me quite a bit of experience to get this down.  The worst issues 
are hands and feet.  Hands I manage with windproof mittens and a heat pad in each mitten.  
Feet are another challenge.  But wool socks with a heat pad and windproof, insulated shoe 
covers usually does the trick.  Sometimes two heat pads for each foot.  And if the conditions 
are truly horrific – cold and ice – then I ride my “winter” bike with studded tires and I wear 
my winter cycling shoes.  They do not “clip in” so they are clumsy.  If I was not so lazy, I 
could fix them up to clip into the pedals, which I may do this year. 

The worst part of winter cycling is not the cycling.  The worst part is thinking about the 
cycling.  After 100 yards of riding all is well.  In other words the worst part is the mental 
challenge of getting out there.  The worst part is the 20 steps from the warmth of the living 
room to the cold of the garage. 

We each go through moments in our year.  …Could be work or family or personal stuff.  And 
we struggle with admitting vulnerability.  Men do not want to appear weak.  Women have to 
be able to “manage” it all.  I cycle in winter.  It gives me a bit of confidence – whatever 
happens – I will do OK.  This is not to write I am some kind of “strong” man.   But I have 
learned how to adapt to my weakness, so I can persevere through it. 

This realization came to me last August.  As we prepared to ride up Mt. Washington the race 
directors informed everyone that the winds at the top were 30 to 50 mph and that the wind-
chill was 32 degrees.  It is hard to get a grip on that when you are standing around in 65 
degree calm on the bottom of the mountain.  It is really hard to get a grip on that when you 
have been cycling all summer in the heat. 

When I heard wind-chill 32 degrees, my thought was – been there, done that.  I wondered how 
the folks felt who put their bikes in mothballs when it hits 50 degrees.  I knew what to do. 

A lot of our day – week, life – is not “comfort.”  Frankly, I think our desire for “comfort” 
derails a lot of folks.  That which is worthwhile typically calls forth from us a lot of 
perseverance.  So I cycle in winter – it is an experience of perseverance. Each ride is a deposit 
in a bank account of hope.  I do not want to make any withdrawals from that account, but the 
truth is - I make withdrawals all year.  
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A Prayer of St. Francis 

Pastor Jon, November 21, 2014 

 

It is said that St. Francis would pray this for a whole evening: 

Who are you God… and who am I? 

Those who appreciate the mystery of God and life… may resonate with this. 
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A Spiritual Exercise for Thanksgiving Day 

Pastor Jon, November 22, 2014 

I offer a Thanksgiving Day exercise.  I suggest stopping on Thanksgiving Day.  Just 
stop.  Pause for maybe an hour.  Be still.  The day usually has enough soft time to be 
able to do this.  Turn off the TV. 

Take a pencil and paper and write down 100 things, or 50, or 75… from the previous 
year for which you are truly grateful.  I suggest forgoing the usual – I am grateful for 
family, house, food, etc.  Rather contemplate the smaller moments of life and the 
year.  If you have a close friend of family member you may want to do this with them.  
You can refresh each other’s memory.  I recommend this.  Things I might overlook, 
Marsha will remember and vice versa.  I think this is also a great exercise if you a 
flying someplace or if you are driving (as long as you are not the driver!) 

The benefit of the exercise is that you get to review the whole year and perhaps bring 
back to memory all the good moments of the year.  We can even be grateful for some 
of the more painful moments.  Perhaps we have learned or grown through those 
moments – akin to – I am thankful that what was so overwhelming at the time is 
something I lived through and I now realize I can persevere.  Or - - I am grateful for 
this moment – in that it could have been so much worse. 

In the end – I think you will feel a whole lot better than when you started. 
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Entitlement 
Pastor Jon, November 23, 2014 

We live in a comfortable community.  I notice that parents want to expose their 
children to the fact that many people do not live as we do.  They usually take their 
children to assist at the soup kitchen.  I think this is a good experience.  I also think 
we can do other things in our family life to reinforce our own sense of gratefulness for 
the blessings in which we live. 

I begin each of our first communion class asking the children (12 of them now) to 
offer a petition of thanks for a blessing from their day or perhaps from the weekend.  
I have done this for the last 20 years.  These are fourth graders and simply wonderful 
kids. 

And almost all of them struggle a bit thinking of something for which they are 
grateful.  Truth be acknowledged, sometimes I struggle too, especially if I am tired.  
So I have come to appreciate the discipline. 

I have suggested to the parents that they work with their kids on this – a time before 
dinner grace when each person shares a few thing from their day for which they are 
grateful.  I think it most meaningful if each person around the table offers this as a 
prayer petition – each person offering their own prayer.  This is also a wonderful way 
in which children learn from their parents. 

Most of the time this puts people in better moods.  We can ruminate on the bad… 
Ruminate on what I have to do next…  We do not ruminate so often on all that is well. 

There is a lot that is well.  A whole lot. 
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Thrill of My Day 
Pastor Jon, November 24, 2014 

On Sunday I mentioned the idea - sit by yourself or with family and write down the 
50, 75, or 100 things for which you are thankful.  I put this on this blog, in the weekly 
news at our church, and I mentioned it in my message.  This exercise really 
transforms the day as you look back over the year and remember lots of great 
blessings. 

I began this the other day and remembered wonderful corn we bought over the 
summer at the farm stand, the dill squash I purchased there, the wedding of one son, 
the engagement of the other son, a wonderful trip to Shelburne Falls with one son and 
his fiancée, a delightful day picking blueberries we froze… captivating flowers, some 
really fine moments with my sisters…  I mean - once I got going I had to stop myself.  
On hundred things?  Am I kidding myself?  It would take me 10 minutes to do that.  I 
can come up with hundreds upon hundreds of blessings.  Like the time the cabin 
septic system failed and I was able to fix it myself.  I mean - at the time - I was not in 
a very happy place.  In retrospect, I am overwhelmingly grateful.   

The thrill of my day - I received a pic of a family with kids writing down the things 
from the year for which they were grateful.  They got a jump on this and started 
Sunday after church.  They actually put up papers on the wall of the kitchen and were 
filling them in. 
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Not the Default Setting 
Pastor Jon, November 25, 2014 

Despite the fact that we disdain folks who are ungrateful, we have a hard time 
staying in a place of thanksgiving.  Sunday I outlined three obstacles we face: 

Trading Up – Marketers make billions upon billions of dollars convincing us that what 
we have is not adequate or enough.  We need trade up.  From the Ford to the more 
exotic car… from Maxwell House to Dunkin Donuts to Starbucks…  Target to Nordstrom 
to Victoria’s Secret…  From Subway to Panera… 

The cultural wind says – where you are and what you have is not enough… trade up.  
How can we be thankful when what is, is not enough?    

Jesus says – the Kingdom of God with here, it is within.  Peace, serenity, thanksgiving 
– it is all there.  Where are we?  We have to lean into that 'trading up' cultural wind… 

Second obstacle we face – I call it the disease of “When.”  When the groceries are 
bought, I will be content… when the meal is cooked, the meal is served, and the 
guests leave… the Christmas tree is bought, when it is decorated, when the presents 
are bought, when they are wrapped…  And the story goes on and on.  I asked someone 
to contribute to our thanksgiving blog – and the response was- I am not in a place to 
do that…  In other words – they will be thankful… “when?” 

Jesus called the disciples – one said, wait a minute I have to do some things first… In 
effect, he said – I will be with you (at peace, serene, living in gratitude…)   “when” I 
am ready.  We have to lean into those cultural winds.  We can live in thanksgiving 
now. 

Finally – the “Best” syndrome.  Garrison Keillor describes all the children of Lake 
Wobegon as “above average.”   Average is an anathema… “ordinary” is a curse word 
for most folks.  I know few people who say to themselves – “Oh, I just want to look 
ordinary today.”  No.     

We want that car sticker – my child is the student of the month…  The parking place 
for the employee of the month… the you-name-it.  Ordinary is out…  (Despite the 
reality that given the long history of humanity we are just that – ordinary.)  Can we 
celebrate and be grateful for ordinary – moments, time, and days.  The cultural winds 
say to disdain the ordinary.   

Jesus taught – it is not about you anyway.  If it is all about you – you end up empty.  
Jesus said – help someone – give a little – you will find life.   Lean into those – “I gotta 
be the best” winds. 

Have a blessed Thursday.  It is not the default setting. 
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What Do We Look For 

Pastor Jon, November 26, 2014 

 

Look for the soul; you become soul. 

Hunt for the bread; you become bread. 

Whatever you look for; you are. 

  

Rumi 
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Poetry 

Pastor Jon, November 29, 2014 

Before death takes what has been given to you, you must give away everything you 
can give… 

  

Rumi 
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Blue Christmas 

Pastor Jon, November 30, 2014 

In my internet surfing I am discovering a number of churches discussing and offering blue 
Christmas worship services. I get this.  A lot of folks are not necessarily feeling so up about 
life.  Then Christmas comes along and there is this cultural pressure to feel up and happy.  
Even if you were quite balanced before the season, this cultural movement pushes you to go 
higher. Just makes you feel out of it, like you do not belong. 

Of course, Christmas for most folks is rooted in childhood memories – the family was typically 
together.  Then siblings grow up and move, grandparents and parents get old.    Christmas 
brings back memories of when we were all young. 

…And even if life is somewhat okay.  Many of us wonder at Christmas – Mom, Dad, Grandmom, 
and Granddad, - will they be here next year?  And how will they be?  Christmas in some ways 
is a snapshot in time. 

Some folks get blue.  Especially if you have lost a loved one recently. 

I have no idea what these blue Christmas services are like.  But the discussion of them 
indicates to me that – a lot of folks are not feeling so “fine” at this time of year. 

Here are a few ideas on finding your way through Christmas.. 

1. Figure out what it is going to cost you.  Live with slow mind.  Contemplate whether it 
is worth the cost.  I am not referring to gifts.  I am referring to the dinners, the 
parties, the events, the cookies, the food, the conversations, the decorations, the 
clothes…  If the conversations are going to be superficial, the food bad for you… why 
bother?  They may “cost” more than they are worth. 

2. If you are going to buck the crowd and lean into the cultural winds, maintain your 
spiritual discipline.  That will be different for each of us, but at this time of year – 
staying on the balance beam is important.  Falling off the beam can put us into an 
angry/anxious/indulgent place. 

3. Live simply.  There is wonderful beauty all around.  Take the time to appreciate the 
lights, the stillness of the trees, the night sky.  

4. Listen.  This is very difficult.  There will be folks who will be complaining – how busy 
they are, etc.  Listen.  Do not solve their problem.  Listen. Offer some sympathy.  Be 
thankful you are choosing to live differently.  Suffer with them for a bit.  No answers, 
none of that “I used to be that way, but now I live differently,” – all that is the ego.  
Drop the ego.  Celebrate with those who celebrate, suffer with those who suffer.  St. 
Paul taught about this. 

5. Plan the day.  Jesus taught – each day has its own issues.  What one thing… ONE thing, 
can I reasonably expect to accomplish this day and feel good about.  One thing. 

6. Help.  My world is the church and every year, for instance, we have folks show up to 
help with the Christmas pageants and dinners.  They help out in the kitchen or with 
clean up – and they do not have kids involved.  They simply help.  Very deliberate and 
intentional decision.  Help someone.  You will be thankful you did.  Jesus said a lot 
about giving life and finding yourself in the process. 
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The Joys of the Season 

Pastor Jon, December 1, 2014 

I have written about the blue Christmas.  I think that needs to be recognized.  For a 
lot of us Christmas is filled with great joy.  Here are a few of mine. 

I love the lights on and in the homes.  I used to drive along and see them.  Now, a few 
evenings a week I cycle home from church and – since it is dark so early, folks turn 
their lights on.  I just love this.  Lights in the darkness.  Hope. 

The vibrancy of the children.  Whether it is at the message for the children on Sunday 
morning, or the pageant, - just so uplifting to see their energy. 

Christmas Eve – the highlight of my year, the pinnacle of the church year.  Yes, I know 
Easter… but at Christmas Eve I see folks who come home for the holidays, extended 
family who are visiting.  The early services are filled with this commotion from all the 
young children.  The later services have the adult choir and then the meditative late 
service at 10.  What a transition.  What a picture of what our place is. 

What an honor and a privilege to watch it unfold before me (since I am the only 
person who attends them all and knows just about everyone). There should be around 
700 people this year.  Every year –Christmas Eve grows.  Humbling.  And a bit 
unnerving since I hope to provide an engaging message, across the board, which will 
prompt folks to contemplate a bit.  Wonderful day, culminating in a slow cycle home, 
Chinese food (not on eating plan but it is Christmas…) and time with our youngest son 
and his fiancée.  What is not to love?  

I have also learned to try to live this day with a very, very slow mind, aware, present.  
This year I am planning a long ride into church before the first service.  Just gets me 
centered. There are so many people, so much commotion – it is easy to get lost.  The 
downside… with so many services I can spend nary a moment with folks I would love 
to catch up with. 

The tree and the candles.  I love the smell of the tree and our scented candles. 

I love seeing folks wear "unusual" attire to Christmas worship.  Just brings a 
celebratory joy to my heart. 

The inside lights in our house.  We started stringing these inside lights a few years 
ago.  They add a subtle effect to the atmosphere.  I love this. 

The picture cards.  Every year we get picture cards from folks in the church and 
friends.  I love tacking these up in my office.  They stay there until June. 

Christmas Day worship.  We just added this a few years ago.  We have a large enough 
congregation that we can gather sufficient number of people to make this service a 
"go."  And someone requested it.  I am thankful to her.  We usually have around 50-70 
people.  I love this.  I also have never attended it.  Marsha leads this.  But I love that 
we have it.  By the time I "unwind" and get to bed Christmas Eve, it is around 3 am.  I 
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instinctively wake up every morning at 5am.  Anyway, I am not going anywhere.  But I 
vicariously participate when Marsha tells me about it. 

The Messiah.  I listen to the Messiah on a disc in my office all through Advent.  We 
listen at home, too. 

Getting the tree.  Decorating the tree and putting up lights is not really my joyful 
thing.  I help out, if I am in a compassionate mood.  But buying the tree – well, not 
really my thing either, but I do get a grand sense of accomplishment after I get it in 
the stand and watered. 

Visiting our shut-ins.  Christmas is a lonely time.  I find it quite meaningful to bring 
communion to folks this time of year. 

Visiting anyone in the hospital.  I mean – Christmas and the world is going on and you 
are in the hospital.  I find it meaningful to be there – really as a representative of the 
church. 

Comradery.  I love the sense of comradery with all the folks helping out Christmas 
Eve.  Just a moment I appreciate.    

'Nuff for now. 
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Thanksgiving Day 
Pastor Jon, December 2, 2014 

Thanksgiving Day began with snow shoveling.  I do not mind shoveling – but I minded 
this.  Heaviest snow I have moved in 30 years.  I could not help but think this is heart 
attack snow and I wondered how many would end up in hospitals that afternoon.  
Brutally heavy.  I even had a sore back, which I have not had in years. 

This also marked the beginning of winter cycling.  I took out the heavy, stiff, studded 
tire bike.  Being aluminum it is a harsh ride.  And was it ever uncomfortable.  The 
streets in North Andover were a mess, until you get to the Boxford line where they 
were completely clear.  Boxford must have higher property taxes.  No matter, this 
bike is a chore to ride. 

I made adjustments when I was done – but even then, it takes work to get this thing 
going.  I do not ride it very far – 10-20 miles at most.  I am also tired of cycling.  I 
anticipate I will have put in more miles this November than in any other month this 
year… The idea is to hit the 6,000 mile mark in early December and take a few weeks 
off. 

Despite the “laboring” on the bike - cycling to church on Friday was a treat.  I was 
going horridly slow and noticed the offset – black tarmac and white, white snow.  
Beautiful really.  We have not had much plowing or sanding so we do not have those 
mounds of dirty snow.  Just beautiful, all the more so with the dark blue sky, cotton-
ball-clouds and bright sun. 

Even if you are laboring – there is goodness to behold.  
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Advent Blog 
Pastor Jon, December 3, 2014 

Our Advent blog is up soon – it may be up even now, replacing the Thanksgiving blog.  
I am delighted that so many people participated in the Thanksgiving challenge – to 
write down 100 things from the past year for which they are grateful.  I was thrilled 
that a number of families did this together.  The thanksgiving blog turned out to be 
very popular – with a number of visitors.  I was a tad bit disappointed we did not have 
more contributors but maybe that changes a bit with the new Advent blog. 

Our Advent blog is meant to be a sharing experience.  How do you maintain a spiritual 
identity – spiritual peace – during this season?  My internet homepage from Yahoo had 
a box that appeared which had a countdown to black Friday.  No doubt that will be 
replaced by the – x number of shopping days to Christmas.  In my more cynical 
moments I think Christmas is simply an excuse to spend money.  It is a cultural event – 
kind of like the Super Bowl. 

For many of us – Advent necessitates adding on to our usual days – the decorating, 
cooking, buying, parties, cards, etc.  It is a lot and I know it drains us.  Hence, the 
challenge is maintaining that God centered identity and living in a place of peace, so 
that the “stuff’ of the season does not get the better of us- and we lose balance 
becoming anxious, angry, depressed…  Please consider sharing how you maintain a 
modicum of peace when living in such forceful cultural winds. 
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Trading Up?! 
Pastor Jon, December 4, 2014 

Sunday’s message contained a section about trading up.  We trade up from Dunkin’ 
Donuts coffee to Starbucks; from Ford to a more exotic car, from… 

Someone came up to me a few days later and noted that at his place of employment 
some of the folks who worked for him were upset.  They asked him why in the world 
he drove such a mundane, old car.  After all, he made more money than they did and 
even they drove far nicer cars.  The key issue here – they were actually angry with 
him. 

When you do not go along with the system that everyone else buys into – folks can get 
angry with you.  They get angry because you, by your example, are saying that life 
can be found living a different way.  That is threatening, especially to folks who are 
finding life in the system – in this case, of ‘trading up.’ 

In turn, these folks, living in the system, are inclined to make you, who are different, 
into the outcast.  They exclude you – from lunches, parties, conversations – what have 
you.  As a culture we do this all the time – we create ‘outgroups,’ who, typically, 
have found “life” living a way which is different from the way we live.  Consider how 
some folks view same-sex couples, for instance.  Same sex couples are the ‘outgroup.’  
Years ago I think this may have applied to bi-racial couples.  I think we have 
progressed a bit in that regard. 

The overwhelming message is – buy into our way of life.  Be like us.  These are 
powerful cultural winds – they blow in our communities, over the internet, where we 
work, and even in our own families. 

It takes enormous spiritual presence to resist.  I try, try, to stay on my eating plan – 
nothing with a face, reduced fat, reduced oil, and no dairy.  Watching TV I am 
inundated with the “be like us” culture and all the food ads for stuff which will 
shorten my life.  This summer at the cabin one of the folks we know referred to this 
eating plan as that ‘crazy’ diet.  Be like us is the unstated message. 

I remember decades ago at my old church.  We were introducing some contemporary 
music to our worship life and one of my peers gave me a hard time about it.  “Jon,” 
he said, “Stop it with this new music, stick with what we do at our churches.” 

Just fit in.  Well, maybe not. Jesus said we are ‘in’ this culture.  We have no choice 
over that.  But, he counseled, we are not to be ‘of’ this culture. 
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Thank God I am Tired 
Pastor Jon, December 5, 2014 

My cycling year is winding down.  I am beat.  I have the yearly goal and that is about 
all that motivates me.  I just need a break.  Time off.  A rest.  But I set that goal.  
And that keeps me spinning the pedals. I should make the goal by this Sunday and 
then I have three weeks to just cycle when I feel like it and as far as I feel like. 

This time of year I cycle to church and cycle home.  I can extend the rides on either 
end.  The nice part is that I do not do all the miles at once.  So it is two short rides.  
At least twice a week I end up cycling home in the dark.  I suppose a lot of folks think 
cycling in the dark and cold is nuts.  I get that.  But I have done this for a few years 
now and I find it serene. I cannot describe the stillness of night cycling in the cold. 

December 2014 promises to be delightful.  Warmer than last year so it is not cycling 
home in the upper 20s (as we had in November).  And the beauty of it all is that I am 
tired.  These are ‘junk’ miles.  By no means do I ride hard.  I do not even sweat. 

And I thank God I am tired.  Because for three weeks in December I get to savor the 
Christmas lights people put up.  Having cycled in November I know the darkness.  Now 
I see the lights.  Wow.   What beauty.  And being tired, I go slow and enjoy them. 

Sometimes…  We can see the goodness in what we associate with the negative.  So I 
am thankful I am tired. 
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Diversity 
Pastor Jon, December 6, 2014 

The other evening we hosted the Ugandan Orphan’s Kids Choir at church.  I think we 
collected close to $1200 in a free-will offering to assist children in need in Africa.  
What I marveled at was the diversity of the group who attended. 

In addition to the choir, we had a local family from Uganda, a family from Zimbabwe, 
the Congo, and a few children from China.  That morning at worship we had two 
families from India. 

Our church has had people go to Honduras to help build a school, to Bosnia to lead 
children in developing community through music, and Zimbabwe to help a small 
village and its school and church. 

I celebrate the power of Christ to bring people together from such different 
backgrounds.  Used to be most churches – Protestant and Catholic – were defined by 
ethnicity.  You found the Polish Catholic Church, the Italian, and the Irish… and we 
had the Swedish Lutheran Church, the German, and the Finnish… 

God is bigger than ethnicity. 
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Clippng In... Troubles 
Pastor Jon, December 7, 2014 

Winter cycling has begun.  The minute we get salt and sand on the roads I put my 
“good” bikes away until we get a few spring rains to clean up the roads.  The salt 
would ruin the bikes.  I have about 3,000 miles on those bikes just in this year. 

That leaves me with the white clunker equipped with studded tires for those days 
when it is either snowy or the roads have a bit of ice.  My other ‘winter’ bike is a road 
bike made from a metal that will not corrode or rust.  They make submarines out of 
this metal.  I ride it all year – probably close to 2,500 miles in 2014. 

What I noticed was that I had brake rub on the rear wheel.  The wheel was way out of 
true and one spoke was very loose.  The bike shop fellow straightened it out.  Two 
weeks later – more brake-rub and it was out of true again.  Another loose spoke. 

This time I inspected it carefully.  Seems that the spoke actually pulled out of the 
rim, taking a chunk of the rim with it.  And there was another crack in a different 
section of the rim.  The wheel is useless after about 5-7,000 miles of cycling over two 
years.  Wheels should last longer than this, but these Mavic Aksiums are not top shelf.  
I suspect the fact that I rode these wheels all last winter contributed to their demise.  
The salt must have aided the corrosion process. 

I remind myself that I need to clean these bikes off more regularly than I do, but it is 
a pain to wash them when it is so cold.  The outside hoses are off.  They need to be 
hand washed and even then I wonder whether I am washing off the salt or simply 
moving it around.  But anything is better than nothing at all. 

I replaced the rims with older wheels from one of the other bikes.  Have new rims 
coming. 

Very little in life seems to go smoothly.  Take a breath, let go, settle into the 
situation.  All will be well. 
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Motivation 
Pastor Jon, December 8, 2014 

As I write this I have maybe 70 miles to go before I reach the 6,000 mile goal for this 
year’s cycling.  The last weeks have been a major effort and labor.  But my plan was 
to get to this goal by the end of the first week of December and then take the rest of 
December “off.”  I will get back at it in January.  I looked at the end of December as 
planning time.  Maybe I review the past year and see what days were good ones, what 
days were rough, etc. 

I did a bit of advanced research recently.  Specifically, I checked out the mountain 
races which I plan to be in next year.  Most of them have websites.  I was in 4 last 
year.  What floored me was to see what the registration costs are.  Granted they give 
you a nice lunch afterwards – but $80 a race?  I train at Mount Ascutney and it costs $3 
to ride up the mountain.  The race is $80.  Most of the other races are the same. 

The Mount Washington race is very expensive.  You cannot train on that mountain as 
they do not allow cyclists to ride up except on race day and on one other “training” 
date about a month before the race.  You have to be entered in the race to be 
allowed to do the training ride.  Even at that, the training ride is from 5-7 am.  In 
other words you have to stay at a hotel the night before. 

I will pay for the Washington race.  But I have decided I will not enter the others.  It 
is simply too expensive.  I will cycle them on my own.  I will know I did it.  Heck with 
the crowd. 

This has prompted me to consider – are we driven by the crowd (the race day crowd) 
or are we motivated by our own internal drives.   My own personal view is that - in 
this day and age - being a follower of Christ is a counter cultural decision.  Very 
intentional and deliberate.   There is no 'crowd' following Jesus.  Have to lean into 
those cultural winds. 
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In Silence 
Pastor Jon, December 9, 2014 

Throughout the summer I see hundreds upon hundreds of cyclists pass by our house.  
We live on a main cycling road in North Andover.  They pass alone, with a friend, in 
groups.  All that slows in the fall.  And in the winter there is no one.   Until yesterday. 

As I clipped in going down our driveway, this fellow went past.  Thirty-degrees out.  I 
caught up to him down the road and we chatted a bit.  He cycles the same number of 
yearly miles as I do.  And he rides all year – “When it gets real cold – just an hour and 
that is it!”  A compatriot! 

He is around my age and used to be a category 3 racer in his youth.  That is serious.  
He also saw my Mt. Washington jacket and noted he did that race in his 20s.  That was 
35 years ago and he remembered his exact time.  Like the Boston marathon for 
runners, it is an experience one does not forget. 

We cycled along for a few miles in silence.  Never did get his name. 

One aspect of our Wednesday evening meditation service which I appreciate is that 
we sit in silence for many minutes in our prayer time, yet there is a profound sense of 
companionship between us.  You do not have to say much to be a presence for others.  
It was nice cycling with this fellow yesterday if for no other reason than to break out 
of the isolation of thinking one is alone in one’s endeavors. 
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Speed... and Jesus 
Pastor Jon, December 10, 2014 

There seems to be a sense – get it done.  Fast.  Check everything off on the list.  You 
are a failure if you do not get everything done.  Go.  We respect the achievers.  In 
business it is called quarterly profits.  3 months.  That is it. 

Sometimes I wonder – as Jon Kabatt-Zinn commented – are we running to our deaths… 
or do we dare open to life. 

I anticipate many of the ‘get it done’ folks miss a lot.  I spend a good deal of time in 
that place – and I miss a lot.  The sun, the breath, the smiles, the heart beats.  Gazing 
into someone’s eyes.  The touch.  The taste. 

One reason why cycling is so spiritual for me is that – especially in winter – I feel the 
cold, I sense when I am sweating, I see the stillness of the trees, the leaves resting on 
the ground. 

I appreciate stopping at a certain spot in the forest next to a pond which has a 
panoramic view.  I stop there in the darkness and watch the glow of the Boston lights 
projecting toward the moon.  I see the reflections on the water.  And when it ices 
over – there is the stillness of the ice.  Calm. 

Get it done means I race home for - for what?  I do not know.  I try to ride slow.  I try 
to live slow.  Try to open myself to life – to God.  Instead of filling myself up with – 
lists, stuff and racing to the end.  The contrast is mindful living versus mindless living.  
I have spent too many hours mindlessly. 

Jesus was in a crowd and someone touched his garment.  He stopped and asked who 
touched him.  The woman came to him in search of healing.  He felt her presence.  
That is living mindfully, with awareness. 
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Hockey... or Not 
Pastor Jon, December 11, 2014 

For years I have been a big fan of Merrimack College hockey.  When the boys were 
young we went to a host of games (and when ticket prices were a whole lot less than 
they are now!)  We even went to away games on occasion.  I think at some level the 
non-stop action, the pace of the game – they just took us all to a different level of 
consciousness.  It was a pleasant escape. 

We were given season tickets the last two years.  This was a nice treat.  Last year was 
rough.  The team was not so hot.  They were ice cold.  By the end of the season I was 
not bothering to go to games.  There was little hope for them and it was very 
discouraging.  Lo and behold the team is quite good this year.  They have triumphed 
over lesser opponents so far… so the big tests are coming against the more reputable 
teams. 

I turned down the season tickets.  Not worth it to me.  But now the big game is 
coming up – against Boston University – one of the top teams in the nation with a 
player who is supposed to be the top player in the nation.  This is it! 

I thought about buying a ticket and attending. 

But she is singing that night at a place fairly close to us.  I do not know her all that 
well.  Not at all really.  And I have no idea what she is singing, and I am suspecting it 
is in a language I do not understand.  Maybe not.  I will go and listen.  I will sit.  
Maybe I see her afterwards – maybe not.  She will have friends to be with.  Perhaps I 
can take her to dinner beforehand.  We will see. 

She is the daughter of a dear college friend.  He died when his daughter was 17.   She 
is a mature woman now.  A career.  An adult.  About as settled as any of us.  Yeah… 
forget hockey.  It will be a contemplative evening. 
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Twitter, Email, Worship 
Pastor Jon, December 12, 2014 

All of us have sent email messages we wished we had not sent.  The watchword is --- 
wait… wait… at least 24 hours.  But we pressed the button anyway.  You can write 
some really brutal… mean… stuff as you defend your position.  You would not say 
those things in a face to face encounter.  Face to face, we have a tendency to 
recognize the humanity of the other person.  Email, not so much, so wait.  And we 
send those biting emails to folks we actually like.  Go figure. 

Now twitter.  What a mess.  Folks write something spur of the moment.  Seems that 
every day we read of apology after apology from people who wrote things they wished 
they had not written and sent.  Twitter is email on steroids.  Email – you send to 
designated folks.  With twitter – all the folks linked to you get it.  The world gets it. 

So here is the deal.  A lot of our initial instincts toward folks… Even those we like… 
Are not so beneficent.  Perhaps we can be/are very judgmental… very angry… not 
nearly as nice/understanding/merciful/graceful as we would like to think we are. 

That is why we have a confession in our worship.  I invite people to rest in the mercy 
and grace of God.  Even if you stop and wait with email and Twitter (which is much 
better than not stopping and waiting) - the instinct was still there.  Just consider 
what might be in your deleted messages file – either on your computer if such a file 
exists… on in your memory – which does exist. 

So we get real about life and truthful.   And we have the confession.   
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Who's Good? 
Pastor Jon, December 13, 2014 

First, we had Joe Paterno.  They built a statue of him outside the Penn State football 
stadium.  There is no denying he contributed mightily to that community through its 
football program.  Then we find out about the child abuse that took place during his 
tenure.  Many believe he could have done something to end it and many believe that 
he did not do enough. 

Lance Armstrong – his yellow bracelets adorn many a wrist.  For years he denied 
cheating.  He was vindictive to those who challenged him.  Then he was forced to 
admit he used drugs.  Well, all these cyclists used drugs – or most all.  The ones who 
suffered are the few who did not use the drugs and they dropped out because they 
could not compete. 

Armstrong made a fortune through all this cheating.  Like Paterno he was admired. 

Adrian Peterson, the Minnesota Vikings running back… Ray Rice, the Baltimore Ravens 
running back… Folks wear their shirts.  They are admired… until we read that 
Peterson abused his young son and Rice beat his fiancé. 

Now Bill Cosby.  We watch his shows and re-runs.  We laugh at his jokes.  He, too, is 
admired.  Seems like a decent man, contributes to his communities and all.  Turns 
out, if these numerous allegations are correct, that he was quite a different man than 
his persona would lead us to believe. 

Jesus was once addressed “Good teacher…”  He stopped and responded – “who called 
me good, there is only one who is good and that is God alone.” 

As a culture we glob onto these icons.  Perhaps we need hearken to the words of the 
master. 
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No More Games 
Pastor Jon, December 14, 2014 

Someone at church spoke with me the other day to share that they had attended a 
Celtics game and would not be going to anymore games.  I have never been a fan of 
professional basketball, which I find to be boring.  So, at first I could empathize with 
these folks. 

What they said next, however, floored me.  They are not going to anymore games 
because of all the distractions at the arena.  People are not plugged into the game so 
much as they are on their phones, taking pictures of themselves to beam back to 
family and friends, watching the big screen to see if the camera would zoom in on 
them in a “look at me” moment.  Then there are the cheerleaders on the floor at 
every timeout.  Too many distractions they said. 

This does not surprise me.  The managers of these teams know how people live so 
they duplicate it at the game.  One distraction after another.  I doubt very much that 
folks just watch TV at home.  Usually, they watch TV, and look at their phone or the 
laptop, while eating something.  We live in a world of partial attention at best.  ADD – 
attention diverted and distracted.  Very little peace. 

I even notice this at worship.  Folks arrive and check their phones… Then they turn 
them off.  We are a hooked society.  Want a bit more serenity?  Unhook, unplug.   
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Uber, the Detroit Lions and the Church 
Pastor Jon, December 15, 2014 

The headline read that the company Uber (an internet company) was worth as much 
as Delta airlines.  Delta is an established entity.  I had never heard of Uber.  I was 
reminded of the dot com era when new internet companies went public at outrageous 
prices.  The mantra was that the market was the truth… and if people paid that much 
money for these companies then that is what they were worth!   And many of them 
folded.  So much for the truth.  Wow – if gambling has a negative connotation for 
some, then this was stock market sanctioned “ok” gambling in the name of truth.  
People must be ‘rolling the dice’ with this Uber. 

I spoke with a church friend about this.  He happens to be in a closely related field.  
Uber is – in my view – a taxi cab locater.  You have your phone and the Uber 
application on the phone.  You let your application know you want a cab and where 
you are and an Uber cab arrives.  You can see a dot on the phone map as to where the 
cab is and you can watch it get closer.  I used to live in New York.  Rarely took a cab.  
Too expensive.  But they were all over the place.  You stepped off a curb to hail one.  
No big deal.  I am told other cities are not like this and getting a cab is more difficult.  
It is hard for me to fathom that such a cab hailing phone app is worth as much as 
Delta airlines.  Maybe the New York investment banking community (have money, use 
cabs, avoid subway) thinks this is the greatest idea since sliced bread and has bid up 
the price of Uber.   

My church friend, however, impressed upon me that Uber is valuable because of all 
the information it gets about its users.  Uber knows the restaurants, shows, hotels 
they go to.  Uber can sell this information to style the ads that pop up on your 
computer.  Use a cab – you probably have some extra coin in your pocket.  So Uber 
gives businesses access to a wealthy demographic.  I think it interesting that my 
Yahoo home page now has periodic articles about the Detroit Lions.  Never had that 
before.  My conclusion is that Yahoo has figured out that I frequent Detroit Lions 
information sites.  Now – Lions stories appear instantly on my home page without my 
prompting.  It is a matter of time before Yahoo deduces I buy cycling stuff online – 
then yahoo makes a deal with bike suppliers such that their ads appear on my home 
page in the future.   

My hunch is malls are on the way out.  They were a big deal when I was a kid.   They 
signaled the end of downtowns.  Oh, downtowns did not die quickly, but they died.  
Malls thrived.  I think that malls are the equivalent of the old downtowns.  Slow 
death… and we see casualties every year as stores close down.  People buy over the 
internet.  I was pleasantly surprised to order a few things from Home Depot over the 
internet and they delivered for free.  Cannot beat that for convenience. 

Here is the change……whereas we used to go downtown… then go to the mall.  Now – 
the stores come to us on the internet.  We do not have to go anywhere.  Hence, in the 
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future – for Pete’s sake – now – stores are desperate to get into your house and on 
your screen.  So – Uber has valuable information, or, at least, some of it.   

Increasingly, our society is becoming one which is “me” centered.  I select the news I 
want – (liberal or conservative), the shows I want and when I want them (Hulu and 
other places), the friends I want to communicate with (Facebook).  I screen my phone 
calls.  I respond to email or texts – if and when I feel like it.   And now these 
businesses are clamoring at my computer screen.  They are coming to me.  All about 
me.  I construct my world on my terms and screen out all that other stuff.  I do not 
have to put up with folks at the mall, the stores – anywhere really. 

We will become an isolated people. 

There are two implications for the church.  Some folks, not used to being with people 
who are different from them, will find churches to be a real pain – where you have to 
‘put up’ with folks.  For others, churches may be one of the few places where they 
find authentic community.  Relationships will matter to them, maybe and especially, 
with folks they find to be ‘different.’  Some will value the power of faith to bridge 
the gaps.  I think the ultimate issue is the place of God in our lives. 
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Wednesdays and Tuesdays 
Pastor Jon, December 16, 2014 

I have been a Pastor of a church for some 30 plus years now.  I cannot think of 
anything, however, which has been as meaningful to me as this Wednesday evening 
worship service we have.   We have a sharing time, a discussion over a reading – 
usually from scripture, and a 10-15 minute meditation. 

What I have valued is that this “moment” in the week is very meaningful to the folks 
who attend.  There are usually 10 -12 of us who are there from a pool of about 15.  In 
other words folks really do not “miss.” 

As a result of this experience and seeing what it has meant to folks I am starting a 
Tuesday evening “pause.”  That is what I am going to call it – the “pause.”  Discussion 
of an applicable bible passage, parable, life journey type stuff…  Followed by a quiet 
time and communion.   

The Tuesday “Pause.”   

Most of us live “fast.”  That is life today.  Nice to have a “pause.”  Tuesdays… 
sometime after the New Year. 
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Second by Second 
Pastor Jon, December 17, 2014 

It ticks off on my screen.  Second by second, minute by minute, and hour by hour.  So 
many days left now plus the hours and seconds.  Time left - shopping days really, to 
Christmas.  The day will be here.   I am reminded of New Year's and how we used to 
watch the ball drop in Times Square.  And then what happens? 

And there is excitement and fun anticipation as we wait. 

We shall sing our carols, hear the story, and see familiar faces.  And then what? 

The life issue is the next day, but we get, in my view, caught up over the ticking clock 
on the screen and the day.  We just do not get that it is the next day that matters, 
that is really the meat of the issue.  The next day.  Not the day, but the next day. 

Christmas is a fabrication.  People have no idea when Jesus was born.  They just 
made up a date – actually claiming a pagan celebration of the winter solstice – and 
making it a Christian celebration of Jesus.  All made up.  It is a creation of our minds, 
our thoughts. 

I love the story of the man whose farm was on the border of Finland and Russia.  He 
was asked what country he wanted to be a part of.  He thought for a moment and said 
– Finland, because he could not stand the prospect of enduring another Russian 
winter. 

The ticking clock, the day comes near.  For most of us it is an exciting time as we live 
in anticipation.   And here is the good news – it is all a function of our minds. 

That is the good news.  Because it impresses upon me that the next day is just as 
much a fabrication of my mind. 

As the clock ticks and the day approaches… well… the next day looms as well.  Where 
will our minds be…?  How will we think?  Matters for contemplation. 
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Never Done 
Pastor Jon, December 18, 2014 

I am one of those folks who never writes down a list of things to do.  I do not want to 
be a slave to the list.   I thought this was a good spiritual discipline.   So instead, I 
keep a list in my head…  Big difference right?  No.  It is nice to get a project done, 
finished.  This appeals to my achievement-oriented side.  I do not think I am alone in 
thinking this way. 

Raking leaves falls into this realm.  I raked and lugged over 100 tarps of leaves.  5-10 
tarp loads a morning for almost 2 weeks.  When it came down to the end, I had the 
final raking.  This is always great joy.  The job is finished.   

After the final raking, more leaves fell or blew in.  This did not set well with me.  So I 
figured – OK, one more ‘final’ raking and that is it.  Done!  Then a week later – huge 
winds, more leaves.  In fact, more leaves now that when I did the last “final” raking.  
But now there is snow.  Wet. Very cold.  Maybe I put this off to the Spring.  We are 
never done.  Ever.  There will be more leaves next year. 

Another test awaits – the purchase of the Christmas tree.  This takes me far longer 
than it should.  I ruminate – the $40 tree, the $50 tree, what size tree…  Are they less 
expensive down the street…?  I am thinking trees probably cost more than $40 this 
year.   Why don’t we simply get one of those fake trees.  

And then which $40 tree to select.  What tree looks best?  Schlep it home and pray I 
can get it in the stand.  Then – which side looks best?  That is another 10 minute 
decision.  I twirl the thing around hoping it does not fall over. 

I do all this alone.  I tell Marsha – I did the best I could.  I keep reminding myself – God 
embraces us – tree or no tree, leaves all over the place or mostly all gone.  I keep 
reminding myself.  This is all little stuff. 
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Sweet Moments 
Pastor Jon, December 19, 2014 

In some churches people leave as soon as the service is over.  Real fast.  Sometimes 
they do not even wait until the final hymn is sung.  Out like lightning. 

Our Wednesday evening worship begins around 6:30.  I try to keep it to an hour.  It is 
getting to be a real pain, however.  First of all, our discussion last a lot longer than I 
anticipated.  Then we get to the prayer time and communion – and by time we are 
done, at least last evening, it was around 7:50.  I figured – yikes this is too late and 
folks will be annoyed we went so long. 

Then everyone sat around.  And they sat around.  And they sat around.  After a while, 
I went to put away the communion vessels and to get my cycling stuff on for the trip 
home.  I was clipping into the pedals and folks were still conversing.  I have no idea 
when they left.  Eight-thirty?  Who knows? 

There is a certain being-ness about that Wednesday group.  People just being with 
one another and valuing each other’s presence.   And this is not small talk about the 
weather and the Patriots.  Last evening we worked on the words of Jesus not to 
judge…  And – to put this positively – to accept and seek to understand.  Of course, 
acceptance is not necessarily affirmation.  But in order to deal with life we need 
accept its realities and go from there.  Wednesdays are a sweet moment in time.   
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Clipping In... The Year End 
Pastor Jon, December 20, 2014 

I zipped through the 6,000 mile goal in early December.  Right on time too – by the 
end of the first week. To get there I put in many, many November miles – biggest 
month all year, cycling in the cold, the rain on a few days…  I pushed the envelope. 

The last weeks of December are my rest times.  A few days off, then on the bike, a 
few days off, etc. I commute to church but do not do a lot of extra miles.    But I 
realized I am not very suited to rest.  Taking a whole week off would not be a good 
idea.   My body seems used to the regularity of cycling.  I am taking the time to plan 
for next year – races, mileage goals.  Then I have to break that down into monthly 
goals.  I do not get more specific than that. 

I have realized that I can cycle outdoors in the cold.  I manage this, but these are not 
‘quality’ miles.  It is difficult to really “work” in the cold.  Work too hard and I sweat 
then I get cold and deal with hypothermia.  The key to cycling in the cold is never, 
ever get wet.  I am thinking of revising my riding in winter to focus on indoor training 
which offers the promise of better conditioning for the spring.   

The good news is that in 2014 I will actually ride more miles than the previous year – 
than in any year.  I finished 2013 with 6040 miles.  I will be far beyond that in 2014.  

I am filled with gratitude for 2014.  Grateful for a wonderfully supportive wife.  
Grateful for picnics with her after cycling to the tops of mountains over the summer.  
Grateful I can cycle to church so often on quiet roads.  Grateful for night riding in 
areas where there is little traffic.  Grateful I can do this.  Grateful I can get up those 
mountains.  Grateful for my yearly night ride home on Christmas Eve.  Grateful for all 
the Sundays I ride in to church – probably close to 40 of 46 Sundays this year.  

Grateful that cycling centers me – I experience God’s stillness, the quiet, moments of 
contemplation.  And it helps me live with a slow mind.  I am also grateful for having 
just one semi-serious accident when I fell.  I am especially grateful for so, so many 
kind-hearted auto drivers.  There is wonderful goodness in folks, when we notice.  
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Winter, Light, Hope 
Pastor Jon, December 21, 2014 

I cannot put my finger on it, but I have minded the darkness this winter more so than 
in previous years.  I suspect this is because I end up cycling home in the dark on more 
evenings than in the past.  Perhaps it is because I end up cycling into church in the 
dark more so than in the past.  It just seems that every time I go out I have the 
helmet light ready to use.  It works terrifically but I have to be cautious avoiding 
potholes and cracks in the road which the light does not pick up all that well.  

As a weather watcher (you have to be when cycling in the winter!) I am thinking this 
darkness issue may be because we have no snow cover and, evidently, with snow 
cover – the nights are less dark because the moon light reflects off the white snow.  
For those of us not too enamored of snow – there is a positive side to it! 

Who knows?  It just seems to be dark very, very early – 3:30ish!  And the Sun does not 
appear in the morning until 6:45. 

Today – all this changes.  This is the longest day of darkness.  It is downhill from here.  
Now that is something to be thankful for.  Some of us dread January cold but January 
means every day there is a little more light.   

Jesus was seen as the light of the world, the light that shines in the darkness.    I 
think darkness is the natural state of things.  Light changes that.  Sometimes we have 
to work to stay in the light, we have to change the ways in which we think in order to  
live in hope.  Our awareness of God can help keep us in that place of hope. 
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Christmas at Our Home 
Pastor Jon, December 22, 2014 

Since I grew up with Dad as a pastor and since I have been a pastor for 30 years, I 
really do not know what it is like to have Christmas any other way.  Which brings us to 
this year…  Our son is bringing home his fiancée for a week at Christmas time. She has 
enjoyed what I presume to be is the typical Christmas in the typical Lake Wobegon 
family.  She is actually from Minnesota. 

We used to open presents together in our family on Christmas Eve.  I would hurry 
home after the 7:30 worship service, we read the Christmas story, prayed, opened 
presents, then I hurried back to church for the late evening service which used to be 
later than it is now.  We never had dinner together because the family ate earlier so I 
would just grab something when I came in the door.  We do take out Chinese on 
Christmas Eve – have done this since I was a kid.  Long story. 

Things have changed for us, however.  First off, we moved the late service earlier – so 
there is no time for me to hurry home and then hurry back.  So I stay at church.  
Second, Marsha now leads the Christmas Day service, so she goes to bed long before I 
get home (around midnight) so she can get some sleep before the next morning. 

When I do get home I sit around with our son for a bit to unwind.  It takes me awhile 
to get to bed.  The next day, after Marsha comes back from Christmas Day worship, 
we open presents and have leftover Chinese food.  We are a tired crew by then.  That 
is a big change from the years and years (56 years!) of opening presents on Christmas 
Eve.  But, no tradition is sacrosanct. 

(You know - many of us have these no compromise types of issues.  We might want to 
take a breath, relax, and settle.  What really matters?  I foresee the day we forego 
the Chinese food - another 56 year tradition.)   

I have no idea what the fiancé is used to at Christmas.  I do know this – this is a "go, 
go" time of service for us.  We find it most meaningful and in keeping with the season.  
It is gratifying to be able to lead these services.  Zeke and his fiancé will assist in as 
many of these moments as they can.  There is always stuff to be done between the 5 
Christmas Eve services and after the last one.  They will also get the Chinese food and 
spend time with Zeke’s grandmother, who lives with us.  Kind of a go, go time for 
them and us… but a blessed go, go.  With everyone pitching in a bit, it makes it easier 
and more peaceful.  We look forward to the moment. 
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The Prince of Peace 
Pastor Jon, December 23, 2014 

As with many families our two kids will show up for Christmas Eve.  One son is married 
with child, the other brings his fiancé.  So they will be here – with my wife and my 
mother-in-law.  Then we lead all the church services.  There will be many people – 
this is the largest gathering all year at our place – around 700 people. 

There is a lot I can worry about.   Are we going to be overcrowded at one service, 
how will the services go, will I be able to touch base with all those folks in an even 
remotely meaningful way.  Will by blood sugar stay up?   Then there is the personal 
family stuff.  How smoothly does all that go?  And everyone, I mean everyone – family, 
church - has expectations. 

The problem is you want to make it “right” for everyone – the church, the family – the 
spouse – and it is exhausting to live like that.  It puts you in this awful position of 
trying to anticipate what those expectations are…   And, invariably, something does 
not turn out as you hoped. 

The alternative…  Change the programming.  Accept what is.  And drop the argument.  
Better to be at peace, than argue over who is right. 

The caravan was going through the desert and pitched their tents.  They nailed pegs 
into the ground to which they intended to rope the camels for the night.  There were 
19 pegs and 20 camels.  They went to their leader and asked – what do we do, we 
have 19 pegs, but 20 camels.  He responded – camels are not too bright.  Just make 
believe you are tying that last camel to a peg with the others.  The next day, lo and 
behold, the 20th camel was there with all the other camels.  The caravan got on its 
way, but they could not get the 20th camel to budge.  They went to their leader with 
the problem.  He responded – have you untied the camel yet? 

So who tied you up?  I look forward to a peaceful day.  They did call Jesus - the Prince 
of Peace.  
  



  

 

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

 

A Warm Smile 
Pastor Jon, December 24, 2014 

So in the grand drama of life – when you are a Pastor and it is the fullest day of the 
year – (Christmas Eve)… and you want to be at your best… and you have the sons 
visiting with their families…  And it is meaningful moment for you and your wife…  
What is one of the one of the least desirable things that can happen?  Well, there a 
lot worse things than this, a lot worse, but feeling a bit under the weather is really a 
bummer. 

I do not know what this is – but my back is sore.  I can move cords and cords of wood 
and be fine.  Now, I have a sore back.  Go figure.  I cycle all year… and now, my 
knees are sore.  Unbelievable. 

I canceled my visits to the shut-ins who I like to see before Christmas.  I will see them 
after.  Maybe that is better as there is a post-Christmas lull and having a visitor may 
be a boost. 

I used to get ramped up for Christmas Eve.  I would try to slow myself down.  Now I 
have to speed myself up.  But I have made progress.  I can hear out of my right ear. 

The kids are taking over at home.  They hung the lights, decorated the tree et al.  I 
just kind of observed.  Christmas Eve – I think I will stand back.  I am not greeting 
people.  The services I will lead.  The messages are all set.   But otherwise – I am not 
getting too close to folks.  You can communicate in a lot of ways – does not always 
have to be through words and a handshake. 

Sometimes a warm smile says all one needs to say and it is all anyone needs to 
receive.  
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A Clueless Christmas 
Pastor Jon, December 25, 2014 

Jesus told the parable of the sheep and the goats.  The sheep are the “good folks,” so 
to speak.  The goats, not so much.  The sheep ask – “why do you see us as good.”  
Jesus responded – “when I was hungry, you fed me, when I was thirsty, you gave me 
water.”  The sheep respond – “wait a minute, when did we ever see you in those 
straits?”  Jesus said, “as you did it to these folks, you did it to me.”  The issue here is 
that the sheep were clueless.  They did not even realize what they did. 

Clueless. 

Marsha does the laundry.  She is clueless as to what that means.  In the morning, she 
will often bring me a second cup of coffee as I read the news on the computer.  She is 
clueless as to what that means. 

My kids ask me how I am doing.  They are clueless as to what that question means. 

Folks in the church – it may be a word, or a nod, or a smile – clueless as to what that 
means. 

A whole bunch of folks support our lives and they are clueless as to what they are 
doing.  When we stop, pause and consider – and we live with awareness – we become 
aware they have made a difference to us. 

And here is the deal…   The “little” stuff WE do – it makes a difference to others.  We 
think of it as “little,” but it really is not so “little.” 

So… this Advent/Christmas…  Be clueless… Your smile, your embrace, and your words 
– they mean more than you could ever imagine.  Remember – the sheep had no idea 
they were doing anything good.  In effect, they were the presence of the Holy Spirit 
for others. 

You are the presence in ways you may never know. 
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The Address 
Pastor Jon, December 26, 2014 

The moment came last summer. That was when I should have realized I was in car 
trouble.  The car would not shift because of something that was corroded or broken.  
I went around in 2nd gear all day.  Then I heard this loud clank whenever I put on the 
breaks.  I mean the signs were all there.  Get rid of it.  It will be a sink hole of 
expenses. 

But, no.  I fixed these problems.  A few months later – more issues – a wheel bearing, 
more noises.  No more. 

The beauty of the internet is that you can do all this shopping – hassle free.  You can 
do all this studying as well. 

I did.  I found what I thought was a great deal.  The dealership is nowhere around 
here – an hour away.  Great car.  Great reviews.  Cheap financing.  Free oil changes 
for life!  Great price.  Great trade-in price.  And it was all done in 5 minutes over the 
phone! 

And they delivered the car to me! 

Ok… you know something is going askew here.  Correctomondo.  They sent me the 
title in the mail.  Twenty-four-hour delivery.  All is well.  I am ready to get the car 
registered and I am on my way.   

UPS loses the title. 

UPS.  Spare me.  This threw me off my game as it meant I could not register the car 
as I did not have a title and the window to drive the thing without a registration was 
over.  UPS cannot find the package.  How does this occur?  So I can rant and rave… or 
accept.  We all screw up.  They have wonderful operators on customer service 
however. 

I have had other terrible experiences with UPS when they delivered a damaged 
package.  None of this sat well with me. 

Let me rephrase that more accurately – I get hooked by this kind of thing.  Instead of 
living in the sky, I live on the cloud of the problem.  I hold onto that bucking bronco 
and get whipped up and down. 

The dealership will get a new title and deliver it when it comes in.  May cost me a 
few days of no car.  When you live in the sky, a few days is fine, isn’t it?  Take a 
breath.  There are hundreds of flowers around.  Why do we get bent out of shape over 
the 4 or 5 which are not there?  
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Post-Christmas Letdown 
Pastor Jon, December 27, 2014 

A few folks have made mention to me about the Post-Christmas let down.  Frankly, I 
think this is all a function of our programming.  We get all these hopes and 
expectations for the holidays and make our happiness contingent upon them.  Then 
after it is all done, no more happiness.  The family time, the gift exchange, the meals 
are over.  So our happiness is made contingent upon all that stuff. 

If we were happy in June, or September.  Why not January?  A child says – I have to 
have that toy to be happy.  Wait a few years and give the child the toy and the child 
does not even notice it.  Do you get it?  Happiness is within us (Jesus taught this – the 
Kingdom of God is within us!)  it is not contingent upon all those Christmas 
circumstances.   

Or take the teenager who feels that they have to have that certain boy or girlfriend or 
their life is ruined.  Wait a few years – they may not even remember that person’s 
name.  Or consider the adult whose family life changes.  That adult had joy pre-
family…  Who says that if life changes there will be no joy?   I know who says that! – 
the person involved.  Change the programming… 

I used to think – with no cycling life would not be as wonderful as it is now.  Guess 
what – I spent 50 years of my life without cycling and was content.  Gotta change that 
software.  I look forward to January.   
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The Sacrament of Silence 
Pastor Jon, December 28, 2014 

I had come to think runners are an unfriendly lot.  When I cycle I see the runners or 
joggers and usually say “hello” as I go by.  They scowl at me in return.  The other day 
one had a kindness to express to me. 

I learned from her the problem.  It is not that runners are unfriendly.  She was 
running along and had no earplug, no music, no audiobook, or whatever it is folks 
listen to.  All those scowling runners were lost in their music I guess.  Or they never 
heard me. 

We are seemingly addicted to noise.  I see this in gyms with the music blaring, the TV 
screens, and people with their own music devices.  It is as if silence is to be avoided 
at all costs. 

The practice of silence, however, is a deep spiritual experience.  It – in time – forces 
our minds to slow down.  It forces us to disengage.  In time it moves us to be still and 
quiets us. 

We should have it as a sacrament.  Paul Knitter calls it the sacrament of silence. 

We have silence at our Wednesday evening worship.  A lot of it, relatively speaking.  I 
have added more silence to our Sunday worship.  One person came to me and said it 
was the first time all week her mind was still and disengaged.  I think it is 
uncomfortable at first precisely because we are not accustomed to it.  But in the 
silence we share our common being-ness. 

In this fast paced, busy world, silence is a long pause at the red light.  We can chaff 
at the bit, or – in time – we come to relax into the peace of stopping.  Consider these 
moments to rest in the grace of God.  What better ways are there to open our hearts 
anew to the presence of Christ’s Spirit. 
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Knock Yourself Out 
Pastor Jon, December 29, 2014 

I had good plans for Christmas.  The message was done well in advance of the day – 4 
weeks beforehand.   The services were set.  Everything checked off.  Zeke was visiting 
with his fiancé.  We had nice plans arranged and really looked forward to their 
arrival.  The only ‘problem’ was with this new car we purchased.  The dealer 
delivered it to our house and after we signed papers the dealer was going to send the 
title via UPS.  As I wrote in an earlier blog, UPS lost the title, which meant that after 
the grace period was over, we could not drive the car.  Well, the dealer delivered a 
loaner car to us until they could provide a duplicate title.  Great dealer.  So even the 
car issue was resolved. 

The weather was terrific, best December we have had in my 21 years here.  I mean 
everything was falling in place.  This was extraordinary cycling weather for 
December.  I could not feel more blessed! 

Then it hit.  Saturday night chills.  No hearing in one ear.  No runny nose.  No sniffles.  
I just could not hear out of one ear.  This was a bad sign. I also had a heavy feeling in 
my chest, but no cough.  Well, you know the runny nose was coming… And you know it 
was matter of time before the chest loosened up. 

The chills kept on coming, then the body aches – all over.  I was sweating over nothing 
the day before Christmas Eve.  Chilled.  But no cough, no runny nose… yet.   I pushed 
through Christmas Eve, staying away from everyone, but the bottom fell out 
Christmas Day.  Massive headache.  I do not get headaches – ever.  This was 
otherworldly.  I was in bed all day Christmas and most of the next day.  Exhausted.  
Coughing, coughing, coughing, and achy all over.  I was a zombie shuffling through the 
house when I arose.  Marsha had not seen me this ill since I had mono 20 years ago. 

I think I spoke with Zeke and Lisa maybe 2 hours in 6 days.   Never sat at the same 
table to eat. 

What did I learn? 

Putting me out for the Christmas Eve services was a mistake.  But we put work above 
our own health.   I wonder whom I am trying to impress.  What price did I pay?  What 
price did the family pay?  The church would have managed without me.  No one is 
indispensable. 

But the situation is not as facile as it appears.  Marsha helped out at four of the 
Christmas Eve services.  I did the fifth alone so she could go home to bed.  She led the 
Christmas Day service.  She was useless by Christmas Day afternoon.  I could not have 
‘bowed out’ and asked her to do all six services.  Next year, we will have some kind 
of contingency plan. 

We lost 4 choir members Christmas Eve because of sickness.  A few others sang 
despite feeling terrible.    Our attendance for Christmas Eve was lower than 
anticipated – not by much, but I do not doubt that this flu/sickness forced some to 
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stay home.  One of our hospital folks told me half the people at the hospital were sick 
– and they are all required to get flu shots (which I did not do… so … so much for the 
cure all flu shot…)   Heck, the middle school in town closed for a day because so many 
kids were ill.  They even disinfected the place. 

Sometimes, there are no easy solutions.  No quick fix.  And sometimes you need 
realize the world will do just fine without you.  No need to knock yourself out.   I did 
not go in on Sunday.   Marsha took over with an assist from the retired Episcopal 
rector who worships with us on occasion.   I should be O.K. by mid-week. 
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Resolutions... 
Pastor Jon, December 30, 2014 

One the good things about New Year’s resolutions is that they reveal our desire to 
make progress or improve.  That’s great!   

One of the sad things about such resolutions is that they may reveal our tendency to 
beat ourselves up over the way we are.  It is hard to live with gratitude if we are 
beating ourselves like that.   

There is a fine line here.   

Most resolutions are not kept.  They take too much willpower (emotional energy) and 
the moment we face a stressor and become emotionally drained, willpower goes out 
the window.  Changes in lifestyle need to become something we do not even think 
about.  If we do not think about them then they do not require much energy – they 
are habits.  It takes a number of weeks to develop such habits.  Hence, most 
resolutions go kerplunk after 1-2 weeks. 

I have written about this in the past.  The key to lifestyle changes is - yes - keep the 
long view in mind, but break that down into a vision for the month, then the week, 
then maybe this day.  Short term goals are manageable.  Long term goals are not.  I 
have learned to break down my cycling goals for the year into short term, monthly 
goals and then sometimes weekly goals.  If I think long term all the time, I might not 
bother going out because of a host of excuses I can cook up. 

Being perfectly frank, I go through periods of the year when I wake up focused on the 
fact I have to get on the bike and I plan this time all day. 

Can I apply this to my spiritual life?  Well, cycling is a major aspect of my spirituality.  
But the issues here are relevant.  Can I consider –  teaching for just the spring, being 
an usher once or twice, singing just for the Easter music,  being in a three week book 
group, checking out the Wednesday evening worship, helping at one Lenten mid-week 
lunch, working at Bread and Roses one evening, or even if worship is a chore - 
showing up – just once.  Small steps… 

For me, the first turn toward this year’s cycling mileage goal, is the first ride.  Have 
to just get out there. 
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When You Can 
Pastor Jon, December 31, 2014 

It was a Saturday in September of 2013.  Probably around 2 pm. I clipped in for a 
Saturday 30 mile ride.  As usual I was alone on the roads.  This day I slipped into a 
cul-de-sac for an extra 2 miles before resuming the regular route.  It would be 32 mile 
day.  When I came out the cul-de-sac there was a cyclist just ahead of me.  I caught 
up to him easily as he was not flying along. 

We went a mile or two conversing a bit.  We were about the same speed.  He wore a 
club shirt so I knew he was probably accomplished.  I rode behind him, he rode behind 
me.  Turns out he likes to ride in groups and was a regular at the local group rides.  
Retired from Lucent, teaching physics at the high school.  We turned up a long road in 
Middleton which had a slight incline.  I was feeling good so I took the incline 
aggressively, figuring this fellow could keep up with ease.  In fact, I assumed he had 
slowed his ride for me.  At the top of the incline, he was nowhere to be seen.  I 
decided to soft pedal and wait. 

When he arrived he said he could not get on the pedals – he had atrial fib and his 
doctor recommended he not push it too much. 

I wondered why he was even out riding with such a condition.  AF means your heart 
reaches sky high beats.  Why cycle?  Anyway, I rode about 40 miles with him on roads 
he seemed to know like the back of his hand.  He showed me the route, he taught me 
to come through on the inside when I was to go in front.  I realized later that he had 
just done the Mt. Washington climb that summer.  Slow, but great for a 70 year-old.  I 
mean just getting up there at that age is a milestone accomplishment.  I also 
wondered if he had AF then. 

The next year I thought I might run into him again.  Never did.  Turns out he was a 
huge part of the local club.  He encouraged me to join, said I would have no problem 
keeping up.  I never did. 

I found out he died 12 months after our ride.  Memorials were to be sent to the heart 
association, so I figure it was heart problems.  He was in superb shape for a man his 
age.  Not an ounce of fat.  Great cyclist.  Former racer.  But when the Atrial 
Fibrillation starts – I do not know what can be done about it. 

I do not know how long he kept up the cycling.  Nor do I know when the AF, I 
presume, became too much.  To think he died fairly close to being in “character,” is a 
good thought. 

I have questioned taking a year off from mountain races.  Maybe I go at it again in two 
years. 

I think now, however, – you ride when you can.  When you can.  Who knows when the 
disease hits, the heart gives, the knee, the hip, the eyes, family issues… who knows.  
One day, you do not have an option.  Now, I do.  We have this moment.  A life well 
lived brings glory to God.  At the very least it shows a love for the gift.  
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Wisdom from My Wife 
Pastor Jon, January 1, 2015 

All year I hear from my wife that I should not overdo it with cycling.  I get fatigued, 
sometimes run down.  But I kept on going out.  I think she gets worried.  I assured her 
that when December came I would throttle back a bit.  I did this.  December was my rest 
and recovery time.  December was also when I fell ill. 

She made the prescient observation that I stopped cycling… and became sick.  That I 
cycled for two years without illness or cold, then stopped, and bam, miserable as a cold, 
wet dog.  I cycled in rainy weather and was soaked.  I cycled in cold weather and had 
frozen toes.  And I was healthy as could be.  Then I stopped and took it easy.  Sick, sick, 
sick. 

She recommended I do not stop cycling next year.  I know this – when I get better I will 
get back at it.  There may be something to be said for raising your body temperature via 
exercise which helps fend off illness.  I also know this – better to be active and get ill 
than ‘rest’ and get ill. 

This illness has left me incredibly blessed. 

I am chaffing at the bit to get going.  I actually set up my indoor rollers and have 
mustered up the courage to give them a try (maybe within a week!).  They have been 
sitting there for three years.  I am developing my vision for 2015 cycling.  I am charged up 
to change my diet and eating habits, some huge changes I have already started.  I have 
debated those for a year.   

I am ready to lose weight, another idea I have contemplated for 6 months.  I am 
convicted that I will make nutrition changes (I have been backsliding on the eating plan - 
nothing with a face, whole foods, no dairy, oil, etc.)  Despite the fact that sweetsies 
magically appear in the kitchen and other stuff not on my eating plan gets consumed in 
the house, I hope to have the  discipline to avoid this stuff when it is right there and so 
convenient.  One of my keys is to spend much more time in centering prayer to slow down 
my mind.  When I get keyed up it puts me in mega tempted mode. I am also buying a 
power meter for the bike to guide my training – found a cheap (relatively speaking) and 
good one. 

Gonna be a great New Year.   

God presents us all these chances.  Every day can be a fresh start.  My illness, which still 
has me drained, was a respite.  It was a time for me to get real about a few matters.  And 
the newness of 2015 is really an opportunity to dig in.  All of these things I have 
considered in the past so they are not out of the blue.  And the death of the fellow I rode 
with for 30 miles a few years ago kind of rocked me.  He was 72 and I think succumbed to 
heart issues.  I mean, just how many chances do you get… how many more do I think I 
have coming to me?  And I do not want to get to July, look back over 6 months…  Look 
down at the scale…  Look at the flagging numbers on the power meter and speedometer…  
And look up… and wonder why I wasted the opportunity.  We are blessed with this 
moment.   
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3 am 
Pastor Jon, January 2, 2015 

I am not certain why I could not sleep.  The previous day had been emotionally 
draining on a few different levels.  In addition I have not been exercising as much.  
That probably contributes to it.  Perhaps the idea of dialing back the cycling in the 
name of rest was not the greatest idea, especially since I have been ‘at it’ for two 
years now at this level. 

I had actually gone to bed early so I figured 3 am – might as well dig into the day’s life 
offerings.  In our house the first person up has dog duty.  Scout was right there at the 
bottom of the steps waiting to go out.   

When I took her out – for the first time in ages I noticed the stars and the clouds.  The 
clouds were illuminated by the moon.  In this area we hardly ever see the clouds and 
stars.  There are so many trees, so many hills – the horizon is lost.    As I became 
aware of the clouds – with the pinpoint stars in the distance, it impressed upon me 
that we do not identify with the expanse of eternity and the sky.   

Instead we identify with the clouds.  They are momentary and they will pass , but it is 
the clouds that occupy us – the day’s troubles (as we perceive them) dominate our 
consciousness.  Maybe we might unhook ourselves from these clouds and rest in the 
sky, watching the clouds pass.   But, no, it is as if we are the rodeo rider on the 
bucking bronco – holding onto those clouds, hoping they change, gripping that rope on 
the horse, praying we can outlast all the jumping. 

Why get on the cloud… why get on the horse and be consumed with the attendant 
sadness, depression, anger, anxiety, worry…  But that is what we do.  Perhaps it is the 
way we are programmed.     

I think this cloud living is what happens to many folks at the Holidays.  We get on that 
cloud as to what this day is supposed to be.  And then we get all worked over trying to 
make it that way.   

Change that software.  Live in the sky.  Accept what is.  That is changing the 
programming. 
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Worries 
Pastor Jon, January 3, 2015 

Be empty of worrying, 

Think of who created thought! 

  

Why do you stay in prison 

When the door is wide open? 

  

Move outside the tangle of fear-thinking. 

Live in silence. 

  

Flow down and down in always 

widening rings of being. 

  

Rumi 
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I Bit the Hook 
Pastor Jon, January 8, 2015 

I have not written much lately.  My illness over Christmas messed me up for over a 
week and most of what gets posted here is written at least a week ahead of time.  
Then I got “caught up.” 

I liken it to a fish in the ocean.  The lure goes by and you get tempted to bite the lure 
– but it has a hook on it.  You bite it and you get hooked.  I got hooked.  Really 
hooked.  Emotionally pre-occupied.  Not in a centered place to write anything.  Lost 
balance. 

What happened?  Now… in retrospect, I have put this together. 

I have a number of personal interests.  Of course, most all things cycling:  bikes, 
training, races, clothes, you name it.  The church.  Well, the church is my life to a 
certain extent.  I also have something of an anti-clerical bent.   I do not gravitate to 
the fancy robes, elaborate stoles, participate in clergy processions at special services, 
et al.  If I attend a special service, somewhat rare, I sit in the back, somewhat 
anonymous.  The others can robe up and process.  If I had my druthers I probably 
would not wear the white robe on Sunday, but that would not go over too well.  I 
digress. 

So what happened?  There is not a nighttime ride I make in coming home in the dark 
from church that I do not at least contemplate – albeit briefly, getting hit by a car.  I 
am ultra-lit up – but nevertheless, I worry about drunk drivers in the evening.  A 
fleeting thought, but it is there.  Drunk drivers. 

Three cyclists in the USA were killed by drivers over the holidays. 

One was hit in the middle of the afternoon and killed.  He was an experienced cyclist, 
a software engineer and a bike frame builder.  He left two children under the age of 
10 and a wife.  The person who hit him left the scene.  The car’s passenger side 
windshield was completely crushed with a hole in it.  The driver fled.  Hit and run.  
20-40 minutes later the driver returned.  Meanwhile the fellow was alive when he hit 
the pavement.  He died at the hospital. 

Turns out the driver was an Episcopalian Bishop.  Hit and run.  Wow. 

Turns out the Bishop, 4 years prior, and before elected as Bishop, was arrested for 
DUI.  They found a near empty bottle of whiskey in the car as well as two bags of 
weed and a weed pipe.  The driver admitted to drinking the whiskey and smoking on 
the 10 hour trip.  Blood alcohol: 0.27 – three times the legal limit.  Driver could not 
even stand up to take the field sobriety test.  I suspect most of us would be passed 
out, semi-comatose and hospitalized after that much booze and drugs.  Driver was 52 
at the time. 

How does this person get elected Bishop two years after that kind of DUI?  The 
circumstances of that DUI reflect someone with a profound illness.  Fast forward 4 
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years… was alcohol involved in the death of this cyclist?  Given the driver’s history 
one cannot but contemplate that prospect. 

As a cyclist I am enraged.  This fellow is dead.  He was left on the side of the road by 
a Bishop, no less.  As a part of God’s Church, I am deeply ashamed. How is this person 
elected…  Then, a hit and run?  Leaving someone, in effect, to die at the side of the 
road?  This is just awful. 

Needless to write, a lot of my buttons were pressed.  I am profoundly angry.  Takes a 
bit to get unhooked. 
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Living in the Truth 
Pastor Jon, January 9, 2015 

The death of three cyclists over the holidays rocked me.  One guy was killed when he 
was probably in a bike lane and a driver hit him from behind.  Another fellow was run 
over by someone in a pick-up.  A third was killed by a truck. 

The guy in the bike lane?  He could have swerved into the car or the car driver could 
have been distracted and hit him.  I am hearing the driver – age 57, was texting.  
Lesson:  avoid trafficked areas, bike lanes or no.  Just avoid all real busy streets.  
When I do have to go on busy streets I am usually off to the side but I am always in 
the middle of the road at stop signs and red lights.  Bikes have just as much right to 
the road as cars and in those places I want to be seen.  I take my place in the line of 
cars.  The critical issue is to be seen.  You simply have to trust no one wants to 
deliberately hit you. 

The pick-up truck – I do not know the circumstances here.  Either distracted driving or 
purposeful.  One cannot do anything about someone who purposefully wants to hit 
you.  Just make it hard and do not be too off the side where the driver can fool 
himself into thinking it is “accidental.”  Many times I am toward the middle of the 
lane and swerve right when I hear a car behind me. 

The final cyclist was in a group of 50.  Someone in the front of the group fell leading 
to others falling and a back-up of the bunch. This fellow avoided the back up by 
swinging left over the yellow line and directly into a water truck coming in the 
opposite direction. 

Lesson – do not ever ride in groups.  Groups are hard for drivers to pass, leading to 
driver frustration and cyclist hatred.  Groups have similar accidents all the time – no 
good comes from this, ever.  Touch wheels with someone and you fall.  You get hurt 
regardless of whether a car is around.  Happened two years ago in Boxford with a 
group of 2-4 cyclists.  One fellow was brain injured when he fell.  I never ride in pace-
lines because of this.  Perish the thought I cause an accident or someone hit me.   

Needless to write anyone on a bike better follow the rules of the road at stop signs, 
etc. 

Unfortunately, it takes these deaths… deaths – to hammer home the safety issue.  
Why continue to cycle?  There are always those who wonder…  Well, more folks die 
via car accidents than bike accidents… And I know of a few people who perished in 
home accidents. One cannot be much ‘safer’ than at home. 

Be thankful for the day.  For the most part I think we block death out of our minds 
under the guise of “Don’t be so negative!”  For me – to truly appreciate this life God 
has given, and to live with a deep sense of gratitude – I try to remember the three.  It 
has nothing to do with being negative or depressing – it has to do with living in the 
truth. 
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Distractions and Spirituality 
Pastor Jon, January 10, 2015 

I often write and preach about the distracted lifestyle we lead.  Maybe it registers 
with people as a nice observation about our times. 

Our distracted lives are not simply a nice observation.  The distractions are killing us. 

I am reading way too much about driver’s texting and getting into accidents.  Way too 
much.  And this is not some “teen” thing – it is adults.  I am overwhelmed to see the 
huge number of drivers on cell phones.  I see this while cycling ALL the time.  How 
many accidents from this?  And why?  Because we are in such a hurry?  Because 
whatever it is we have to say – just cannot wait? 

I do not even want to guess how many of these texts and calls are about absolutely 
nothing.  We did fine without all this 10-15 years ago.  Just fine.  Life was great!  
Now…  We are killing people over it. 

If someone in on their phone or the computer – they are not really listening to 
whatever it is you have to say – so why bother speaking to them?  They are not 
listening anyway!  Maybe we have some need to hear ourselves speak.  And, frankly, if 
they are not tuned into what you have to say – not only are they not listening to you – 
their focus is more likely on how they are going to respond.  In other words they are 
not really hearing you, they are wrapped up in them.  We are lost in our own worlds. 

Someone wrote that we are ultra-connected in our time – social media, phones etc. – 
but at the same time we have never felt so isolated and alone.  I get this – we are lost 
in our own worlds.  The only way out and the only way to authentic meaningful 
connection, is to pay attention to those around us. 

Pay attention.  Live with awareness.  Slow mind.  Simplify.  Almost everything can 
wait.  Turn off the phone.  Shut down the computer.  And all of this… all of it – is 
spirituality. 

In the olden days folks wanted to think spirituality was all about what you believed.  
Hmmm… maybe it has to do with how we live and our consciousness of living in God – 
living in the one from whom we came, the one to whom we return and the one who is 
with us now.   
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Sickness and Humility 
Pastor Jon, January 11, 2015 

Most of us care what others think of us and that is really sad.  Makes us a captive to their 
opinion.  

If you really want to know…  I mean really want to know what others think…  And I 
recommend you do not do this because it WILL be painful if the opinions of others 
matters to you…  But if you insist on knowing and you want to put yourself through some 
really humbling stuff… then…  Get sick. 

Correctomondo.  Get sick… and you will find in a humbling quick instant – just what folks 
think of you. 

Because they have the answers.  Presuming, of course, that you are a complete dummy… 

Get a headache… response from others – did you take a XYZ?  (What is aspirin anyway, I 
never heard of that before…?  Has it been around long…?  When did they invent that…?  
Where do you get it?) 

Get the flu… response from others – did you get…?  (What is that anyway…?  I never heard 
of such a thing… expensive… where do you get it anyway…?  When did they invent that?) 

Get a cold… response from others – take XYZ… (you might as well be at a convention of 
cold remedy suppliers.  I mean really - what is a drug store anyway…?) 

Get a backache… response from others…  (Once again, well…  It is like being surrounded 
by the human Web MD). 

I do all this – advice giving, the human answer machine…  And I sicken myself when I 
realize what I have done.  I sicken myself. 

Shame on me.  We actually think we are being loving.  Why is it so difficult to be quiet 
and be present?  But no… somehow we think we have superior knowledge and that no one 
(especially the one who is sick!), has never heard of a drug store, aspirin… you name it.  
As I wrote, you find out what people think of you (oh you of limited brainpower) real 
quick. 

Hmmm… perhaps giving unsolicited advice approaches the height of…  Sometimes well 
intentioned… but nevertheless… you figure that out. 

Try slowing the mind down a bit.  Try to live in quiet.  Try to appreciate silence.  Most 
folks really do not need advice, especially over the stuff noted above.  Silence, empathy, 
quiet, listening, being present are perhaps more respectful and loving than all of our 
answers.  And isn’t that what God does for us?  Be perfect, Jesus taught, as God is 
perfect. And God is empathetic, quiet, still, listening, present…  

But oh, give me a call if you feel like you are getting sick I discovered this great… 
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The Cold 
Pastor Jon, January 12, 2015 

I have had a couple days cycling in 15 to 28 degree temps.  Saturday it was around 16 
degrees when I went out.  Let me put it this way, I am still trying to figure out how to 
keep my toes – at least to the point where I can feel them.  First they get real cold, 
then numb.  Heat pads help a bit, but still numb.  And numb turns to painful real, real 
quick. 

The rides are not very long – 12-20 miles.  That is about my limit in these temps. 

Sunday I was meandering down to the garage to go out and I wondered – why do this?  
Turns out Sunday afternoon it was around 25 and it was not so bad.  Only ‘cold’ toes.  
But the question lingered.  I never ask that question when I am on the road, only on 
the way to the garage. 

Those 20 steps to the garage are the most difficult part of the ride. 

They are not made easier when your spouse is bugging you about it – why do you go 
out when it is darker, (because I procrastinate), why not wait until tomorrow, etc. 

I can develop my own excuses as easily. 

I go back to the Mt. Washington hill climb this past August.  The race director 
informed us that the wind-chill at the top was 32 degrees.  It was a comfortable 65 at 
the bottom.  I thought at the time – 32 – sounds bad.  Then I remembered the teens 
are rough, the 20s can be uncomfortable but the 30s are doable.  Been there.  

Our past can be a resource of strength and confidence.  Tomorrow we will look back 
on this day.  Gets me to the garage.  Don’t want to waste a day.  

Perhaps following Jesus has to do with the way we approach life as compared to all 
the peculiarities of belief that folks debate so readily.  Speak less, live more. 
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Take Aways 
Pastor Jon, January 13, 2015 

I wrote about getting “hooked” by the case of an Episcopalian Bishop who drove a car 
which hit and killed a cyclist, leaving him to die and leaving a wife and two young 
children without a husband and father.  The Bishop left the scene – hit and run. 

The situation is much worse than I, in my most cynical mood, anticipated.  Prior to 
election this driver was stopped for DUI with a reading of 0.27 – the equivalent of 12-
15 drinks.  Weed and a weed pipe were in the car as well as a near empty bottle of 
whiskey.  The search committee which vetted this person was informed of the DUI but 
never informed the electing body of this history.  According to the press releases from 
the church, the committee felt it needed to forgive this “mistake.” 

A few months after being installed as Bishop this person killed the cyclist.  Turns out 
the Bishop was driving with alcohol level of 0.22 at the time of the accident, and was 
texting.  This occurred at 2 in the afternoon. 

A number of issues are floating out there.  What was this vetting process all about; 
how much did that vetting committee know; did this person go into rehabilitation; did 
any of the Bishop’s colleagues realize this background; did anyone turn a blind eye to 
this individual.  I find it hard to fathom how someone can live with a blood alcohol 
level of 0.22 (10-12 drinks) at 2 pm, and yet no one sensed there was a problem?  Tom 
Palermo is dead as a result. 

A few things stand out for me.  First, I am so pleased that our church has a policy 
which prohibits the use of alcohol at any fellowship event.  We cannot control what 
folks do at events hosted in their homes, but at the church, no alcohol.  I am hoping 
we will never be a place where folks who struggle with this issue are ever tempted. 

Second, I read of the emerging, progressive church.  These churches do things 
differently, they experiment to reach folks.  Some churches have fellowship, 
discussion at pubs.  Brew pub discussions.  Maybe this is a way to be hip, cool, and 
relevant.  I do not know.  I suppose some might react and say – “whoever heard of a 
church being so with it!  I will go.”  I think this is a mistake of profound depth.  
Remember Tom Palermo. 

I have to admit that as a cyclist, who forever worries about this kind of accident, this 
issue ignites my passions.   The death of Tom Palermo has made me much more aware 
of these dangers.  
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That Episcopal Bishop... You and Me 
Pastor Jon, January 14, 2015 

I have written in previous blogs about the Episcopal Bishop stopped for DUI, later 
nominated for election to be Bishop, elected as Bishop, then kills a cyclist  while DUI 
and texting. 

I want to note from the outset that I may not have all the facts down pat.  There may 
be some gross errors.  That is fine, because I want to present the situation for what 
we can take from it.  In other words I want to present the situation as a mirror in 
which we can see our own lives. 

What struck me is that the committee which vetted this individual was informed of 
the first DUI.  The committee was constrained from informing the electing body of 
this person’s background because of the policies and procedures they had to follow.  I 
am anticipating these policies and procedures may be changed in the future.  
However, - the individual involved, despite the fact they went through a 
rehabilitation program, did not want to self-disclose their background to the electing 
body. 

As I wrote above, I am not certain of all the facts here.  What I have written above 
may be “off.”  In any event, I want to take an interpretative leap.  I wonder why it is 
this person did not want to “self-disclose” their past issues to the electing body.  
Since we are each a mixed bag of motives and intentions, that “truth” will never be 
completely known. 

Embarrassment?  Shame?  Fear one will not be elected as a result of this knowledge?  
The drive for “success” – however one wants to define it?  The desire for prestige 
(should one think that position is prestigious?)…  The sense that, that is just old 
history and irrelevant?  

My take away is this – this is a failure to fully embrace the reality of one’s humanity, 
weakness and vulnerability…   

Some may read this and think – “sure, alcoholism is a disease and one is at best in 
remission, the disease always lurks… the person should have known better.  What 
does this have to do with anyone else?” 

I think that thought process reveals in those who think this way ----- the very same 
kind of issue – the failure to embrace the reality of one’s humanity, weakness and 
vulnerability.  In other words this person struggled with alcohol and drugs… what is it 
that you and I struggle with?  And what are we doing about it? 

 What is your alcohol?  

For some it is an outright (or adult level subtle) judgmentalism…  Or… a competitive, 
my kids and grandkids are better than yours (never, ever expressed in such 
straightforward terms)… or… things at the house, kitchen, bedroom, club, office 
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should be done my way because my way is best – and let me tell you why (ego run 
amuck- because anyone who disagrees with me is wrong)… or… 

My "alcohol" is my need to keep everyone happy (in which case I am not so concerned 
about them so much as how they perceive me… to be seen as a go-getter and achiever 
(again my ego trip as my sense of self is determined by the accolades of others)… 

Some folks may say – well none of that stuff even applies to me.  Akin to the alcoholic 
saying I do not have a problem.   Or… someone saying, “I used to be like that!  I am 
over that now!”  See the above story of the Bishop. 

What are the signs of humility in our lifestyle?  Signs we are in touch with our 
humanity - our weakness, our vulnerability -- our fallen condition… signs we are 
seeking to be at peace, in the embrace of Christ.  Signs we are dealing with our 
“stuff,” whatever our "alcohol" may be.  
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Prepare for Joy or... Roll the Dice 
Pastor Jon, January 15, 2015 

This is about cycling – but a lot more. 

 I cycle steep hills.  They take everything I can muster.  Before cycling Mount 
Ascutney I will do a few things. 

I try to take the prior day off.  That will give me fresh legs.  I make sure I have decent 
weather.  Doing this in the rain or on some unbearably hot day would invite failure.  I 
check out the bike to make sure the tires are good.  Get a flat and failure.  I plan the 
day – do not want to do this too early in the morning when the road may be wet.   Do 
not want to do this in the twilight when I cannot see.   I eat correctly the night 
before.  I make sure I have a good breakfast.  I take along water and energy bars.  I 
try to be rested. 

In other words this is not a roll out of bed, “I think I will cycle this mountain today” 
endeavor.  Some anticipation and planning goes into it.  If I tried to do this spur of the 
moment without preparation, it would be an unsatisfying experience.  I probably 
would not make it. At the least I would bemoan the fact that the ride could have 
been much better. 

Think about this for a moment.  We are going to see – someone – spouse, parent, ex-
spouse, child, co-worker, boss, employee, neighbor, friend, acquaintance… or… we 
are going to work, or we are cooking dinner, or we are going to a meeting of some 
sort, or we will be playing with the kids.  We know this is not going to be altogether 
easy.  Some of this will be like climbing Mt. Ascutney.   I look at Ascutney as 
phenomenal joy – if I prepare.  If I do not prepare – a mess. 

How often do we prepare for those other moments?  My guess is not so often.  So they 
are usually semi-disasters which set us off.  Can I spend time in extended prayer (the 
10 second “Lord, help me…” does not qualify)… in reading a devotional guide… in 
extended quiet meditation… in listing all that is good in my life for which I am 
thankful… in some kind of physical exercise… reading edifying literature… do I settle 
myself and enter the moment with balance and with serenity – in Christ…?  Or do I 
simply roll out of bed and…? 

Every day is an Ascutney.  E  v  e  r  y  day.   

Can be wonderful joy… or a mess.  But I am not praying God bless me in my day.  For 
me that is like rolling out of bed and spur of the moment deciding to cycle Ascutney.  
Nope. 

God has already blessed me… up to me to do my preparation.  I know my limitations.   
And if I insist on just rolling out of bed… without doing any preparation… well, just 
roll the dice.  
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Winter Musings 
Pastor Jon, January 16, 2015 

When the sun comes up I sip the coffee, sit at the desk and look at the trees.  
Majestic and still.  A lingering leaf here and there.  Small branches look like pencil 
lines drawn in the sky.  In the summer the scene is kinetic with the leaves catching 
the wind.  Not now. 

Unless there is a big storm, there is no movement in winter.  Some think of this as 
depressing.  We anticipate the beginning of spring, the buds, and the fragile new 
leaves.  That is exciting. 

But a part of me is ministered to by this stillness.  Spring is busy – new growth, leaves 
to be raked from the fall, ground to be prepared, gardens.  Warmth – stuff to do.  
Kinetic.  So delightful. 

But winter - all is still.  I do not think of this as waiting.  Like some rodeo bull ready 
to be released from the pen.  No.  There is no need to get pent up.  No rush.  All will 
be well in time.   

These are moments to be still.  Take a breath.  Relax the stomach and abdomen.  All 
will be well.  Rest in the sacred.  And where is all that pent-upedness gonna get us 
anyway. Do not be anxious, Jesus said, trust.  The ruminating will not add to life.  
(Frankly, it will drain us of life.)   All will be well.  And yes it will. 
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AAA's Triptik to Heaven 
Pastor Jon, January 17, 2015 

I am bemused by the folks who see a “Jesus” movie and get all bent out of shape for 
one reason or another.  Actually it can be any kind of biblical movie.  Usually they get 
upset because it does not accurately portray their interpretation of the Bible.  Now, 
let me be very clear – the folks who are bent out of shape are completely convinced 
that their interpretation of the Bible is the only interpretation of the Bible. 

I have never been to one of these movies.  But there is a view – it seems to me – that 
if we portray Jesus accurately – dare I write historically, then this is truth and people 
will see this and seeing truth (historical? accurate?) they may be inclined to embrace 
this Jesus.  What exactly “embrace” means I am not sure.  But you get my drift.  This 
stuff really bugs me.  I mean go back 2,000 years to this “truth” – Jesus was not 
exactly on the cover of People magazine.  He was not Time’s person of the year – 
despite all the stuff he supposedly did. 

Now we have a whole new genre of literature.  There are crime novels, romance 
novels, cycling books, history books, and…  The “travel to heaven” stuff.  There are 
quite a few of these travel-to-heaven accounts.  It is akin to those movies – kind of 
like if we read these historically accurate descriptions – then we will embrace the 
truth of heaven or Jesus or what have you. 

So I was bemused the other morning to read of a boy – now I think a young teen, who 
had penned his account of traveling to heaven.  I guess he wrote it when he was 6.  
Probably ghost written.  He was in a horrendous accident, a coma, and is a 
quadriplegic.  I never read the book – but I did read that he now says he made it all 
up.   

My own sense is that there is a lot we do not understand about the brain with folks 
who make these journeys to heaven when they are in comas, near dead, - some would 
say already dead, and then they come back to life and publish their slide show. 

What bugs me about all of this is that trust in God seems predicated on the idea of 
historically validating the “truth” of God.  My “knowing” is based on historical, 
validated “provable (via side show account, movie, etc.)” stuff.  I think this an 
outgrowth of our emphasis on scientific truth.   

I have said many times that science is a quicker way to God than sacred literature.  
For all of science’s emphasis on “validating” truth, the wheelhouse of the typical 
skeptic.  Ultimately, science, and in particular quantum science, is based on mystery.  
We do not “know” how the universes are held together, what is beyond time/space, 
or even where the electron is.  Heisenberg’s principle of uncertainty notes that we 
can measure the electron’s speed but the second we shine a light on the electron 
(light consists of photons) then the photons “move” the electron, so we are 
"uncertain" of the location of the electron.  Mystery.   
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God – ultimately, is enshrouded in mystery.  A lot of folks cannot handle mystery and 
the attendant uncertainty – give me the movie, the AAA Triptik to heaven… something 
supposedly provable. 

If we had a little more uncertainty and mystery – we might not have these fanatics.  
With doubt we have a tendency to take our ideas with a grain of salt…  With a 
smidgen of humility.  Frankly, I think mystery is closer to truth.  And I can live with 
that. In fact, my life is greatly enhanced by this truth. 

So when Paul writes we are drawn to “faith” (or trust) in God by the power of the 
Spirit in our lives – I love it.   This is mystery.  …Would that we could live in that place 
without the movies and Triptiks. 
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Hurrying, Hurrying, always someplace to get to... 
Pastor Jon, January 21, 2015 

What a contrast, the person in the car and the person walking, jogging, cycling.  In 
the car, on the phone, speed dial, Blu-Ray…  On the brakes, on the gas pedal.  
Getting there.  Dropping off, picking up, and frazzled.  What time is it now… what has 
to be done next…?  I wonder, at times, what is to be gained by all this…? 

I clip into the pedals… and the sad thing is I used to justify commuting to church with 
the thought that it only took me 10 more minutes to cycle in than it took to drive.  
But that was the cultural pressure I perceived – and it is all me – to do, to accomplish, 
and to be productive… 

I read that they interviewed car drivers and their attitude toward cyclists and 
runners.  What prompted their anger and upset?  The answer – jealousy.  A lot of the 
drivers admitted they were reminded of what they could or should be doing for their 
own well-being.  So they throw things, or yell, or drive to close, or worse. 

Lose-lose.  Take care of yourself, others get perturbed as if they were to say… “Be 
like me and feel miserable, and if we are all like me we can feel miserable together.”   
Don’t take care of yourself – and well – you lose, too.  What did Jesus say – persecuted 
for the sake of righteousness or goodness. 

You can get a bike light now – which has a video camera on it.  You mount it on the 
back of your bike to video cars approaching from behind – just in case one of them 
hits you.  With the camera picture you can identify the car license.  (Of course, you 
also hope that the camera light/does not get destroyed in the event of such an 
occurrence.)  Bike magazines hawk it as some great development.  I think it is 
sorrowful. 

I have had a few folks come up to me recently – to express how they appreciate the 
moments of quiet we have incorporated into our worship.  At first – it was 
uncomfortable to be still.  We are just not used to it.  We are not used to slow.  But 
quiet and slow mind gives us a moment to stop, step back… pause, look, breathe.  
They found Jesus on a mountaintop, alone, praying. 
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A Bunch of Hot Air... 
Pastor Jon, January 22, 2015 

My wife gets irritated with me about my preaching on occasion.  I sometimes will 
review the message with her before Sunday.  It is not uncommon for me to refer to 
the innate competiveness of the human spirit – a mark of our fallen condition.  She 
balks…  Don’t go into that again…  You refer to that too often… 

So…  Our beloved Patriots videotaped opponent’s signals during games to gain a 
“competitive” advantage.  Sorry about that word.  I need go to my thesaurus…  The 
Patriots get fined. 

Now, we hear they deflated the balls they used when they beat Indianapolis.  I have 
no idea how this was done, only that the Patriot footballs had less pressure than the 
Indianapolis balls and less pressure makes them easier to throw, to catch and 
probably to hold.  I do not care.  They cheated…  Again.  To gain a competitive…  
Whoops.  That word again. 

I am rooting for Seattle.  They are clean.  Well… wait…  They are the most penalized 
team in the NFL in that they have had more players suspended for performance 
enhancing drugs over these past years than any other NFL team.  Drugs – to gain a 
competet(itive)…  My bad.  That word. 

And football has a pathetically weak testing program for performance enhancing 
drugs.  Folks scoff at cyclists for these drugs – all the Lance Armstrong stuff.  Cyclists 
get tested all the time and most know how to circumvent the system.  Lance did for 
years.  So, if football players – who have a very weak testing system – if THEY get 
caught… what does that tell you. 

So maybe I do not root for the Seahawks. 

There is no purity.  None.  Insider trading…   Stealing of trade secrets…  I could go on 
and on but it will just get me more upset. 

Super Bowl Sunday I will ride my bike.  Early – first half, before the drinkers get on 
the road.  What a mess.  But ultimately life is more enhanced through participation 
than spectating.  So I can give thanks for the mess.  It will get me out there. 
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Always Something 
Pastor Jon, January 23, 2015 

A few days ago I used the analogy of preparation for a major bike ride as akin to 
preparation for the day ahead.  We can either roll out of bed and roll the dice and 
trust fate, or we prepare.  How do we prepare? 

I do not know how we prepare save through awareness.  Our awareness of who we 
are, what our expectations may be, our awareness of the goodness of life, our 
awareness of God’s presence with us… all of this helps us stay centered through the 
rough and tumble of the day and night.  Without the center we get roughed up and 
tumbled. 

In my mind staying in that place – that center – means stepping away and stepping 
back.  Stillness, quiet… removal if you will – to gain a distant perspective –a sacred 
place.  That place enables us to respond to situations as they arise versus react to 
those situations.  Respond or react – there is a major difference.  One way is 
measured and contemplative, the other way is quick and typically overflowing with 
emotion.  One way is slow mind.  The other is quick mind.  And note this is not 
removal in order to ruminate and foster our anger or sadness… it is removal to let go… 
and contemplate from a sacred place. 

I think the reactive way gets many of us in trouble.  We lose understanding.  We speak 
words which cannot be taken back.  We become so drained we are desperate for 
relief, for escape.  Invariably, we feel like we are on these treadmills that will not 
stop and life is out of control – “If only the boss, the people, the situation was 
different…” 

Usually, we have very little impact on the situation.  But we have much to say about 
ourselves and way we 'are' in that situation.  Stillness, slow mind, step away to step 
forward…  Just where do we find our center…? 
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The Patriots and Life 
Pastor Jon, January 24, 2015 

At some level most of us must get some kind of emotional cathartic release from our 
team – whether the team is the Patriots or my Detroit Lions.  I was shaking my head 
over the Lions players who clearly played dirty – stepping on the legs of their 
opponents.  What is the point – to hurt someone… anything to win I guess.  This 
behavior is so far removed from sportsmanship. 

The Patriots have had a few scandals.  Videotaping – now this ball inflation issue. 

What troubles me is the idea that the rules do not apply to us.  I think that is the 
message.  Get away with anything you can – rules do not apply to you – just win and 
get all the acclaim. 

Insider trading, political pay-offs, you scratch my back with a political donation, and I 
go to bat for legislation which benefits your cause…  The list goes on and on.  Rules, 
integrity, standards…  What are those?  Just does not end. 

Get your own way – any way you can.  Ignore what the community dictates in its 
regulations.  They do not apply.  The self is God. 

The real miracle… the real one – is goodness and integrity.  Savor it, when you see it.  
Savor it. 

Yet we watch these teams…  I liken it to cycling where drugs have been rampant.  So 
many held up Lance Armstrong.  He was one of the biggest offenders and he ruined 
other lives trying to discredit them when they started blowing the whistle on him.  
But he was the hero and made millions fraudulently.  I rarely pay much attention to 
cycling anymore.  Drugs are still the standard fare.  As they are with all these sports. 

We so much want to believe…  And the truth is so hard to face.  And… belief almost 
always trumps truth.  Even when truth stares at us.  People wanted to believe in 
Armstrong when there was so, so much evidence to the contrary.   

And then, we seemed glued to these games.    

Awaken, watch the crowds, and wonder if life might have something different to 
offer.   
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Truth, The Scale, Chocolate 
Pastor Jon, January 25, 2015 

A year ago December – 2013, I was devoted to the eating plan and the avoidance of 
sweets, meats, processed foods, oils, dairy.  I did not eat the Christmas cookies.  I 
avoided the holiday drinks.  I was devout. 

This past December not so much.  I wolfed down the cookies and cakes, you name it.  All 
in the name of Christmas and well… it was Christmas.  I could feel myself growing and 
growing.  With the New Year I decided I was losing everything I had gained, probably 
better written as gaining everything I had lost.  Enough.  I re-dedicated myself to the 
eating plan and other monumental life changes.  I ramped up the consistency of my 
cycling – cold or no cold. 

I gave up my addiction to chicken parm – a really cheap take-out special from the local 
Italian place.  No more. 

And I developed another addiction.  (One thing after another.) 

Chocolate. 

Never in my life have I even liked chocolate.  Then January I am beset with this insatiable 
urge to eat chocolate.  Every evening.  I mean chocolate is terrible for you.  Loaded with 
fat.  I imagine my cholesterol level hitting new human records, arteries flowing with 
chocolate.  Every time I was short of breath I figured this was it – they will do an autopsy 
and it will read – died from chocolate consumption. 

I avoided the scale.  I had not been on the thing since last October when the slide began.  
The slide hit full power in December.  January, the brakes, except for this chocolate 
thing. Every evening I was undoing all the good I did during the day. 

The moment of truth came.  I figured the scale would be 212.  Last summer I was 197 – 
that would be a 15 pound gain.  Uggh. 

Turns out it was 202…  You would think that was good news…  For me… just an invitation 
for a few more… chocolates. 

I am trying to hit the grateful button, get on the bike and do hill repeats.  Hill repeats are 
brutal.  I get way out of breath.  They impress upon me that if I was 185 (this summer’s 
goal) they would be a lot easier.  Well, they will not be easier because you push yourself 
to your limit… but I will be a lot faster at that weight. 

Today – it was to the hill. I have never done these in winter.  But – you gotta do what you 
gotta do.  It did not help the cause to have a few walkers express incredulity that I was 
doing this.  They were amazed… and that tempts me to throttle back and settle for less 
that where I need to be. 

Have to face truth.  What do we need to do to get to where we want to be?  Maybe the 
better question is – where do we want to be?  Where is the sacred nudging us…     And just 
how much do we want to get there…  And it has absolutely nothing to do with chocolate.  
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Walzak 

Pastor Jon, January 26, 2015 

Last summer when I was in the Mount Washington cycling hillclimb, we gave two other 
cyclists rides down the mountain.  You give two others rides down and you get to 
drive up for free, otherwise it is $28 to drive up.  Expensive, but actually worth it as 
the view is beyond spectacular.  It is an experience more than a view. 

They will not allow the cyclists to bike down the mountain.  If you go too fast, miss a 
turn – well. So everyone needs a car ride down. 

Via Facebook we picked up two cyclists.  One was a normal mid-thirties professor 
from Wesleyan.  Wife, two kids.  Quiet spoken, nice guy. 

The other was intriguing.  Early 50s, family life a mystery.   Slovakian, accent.  Moved 
to USA.  Has an adult son.  Weighed 350 pounds a few years back.  Now, 180 pounds.  
He was in the top 50 finishers.  I think his weight yo-yos.  Said he limited himself to 
800 calories a day for a few weeks in the winter. 

He said to me, when I finished, that I would do this again next year.  I was not so 
certain.  I had just finished one of most physically trying hours of my life.  But he said 
it with this air of “yes you will.”  Both of these guys tried to convince me to get a 
power meter for the bike.  I thought no way.  Were they intense…? No, not really.  
Were they focused…?  No, not really.  But there was something. 

As a very part-time gig I used to teach at a high school.  I would have lunch with the 
other teachers.  I did that lunch thing for 7 years.  Nice people.  We talked about 
school stuff, sports, the usual.  I think, ever so subtly, there was an effort to impress 
one another with our viewpoints.  Nothing arrogant, nothing offensive.  Just regular, 
nice, humanity.  Very nice.  Pleasant, in fact. 

My last year I sat alone.  Sometimes my students would join me.  I enjoyed them.   I 
was trying to simplify.  I wanted to settle, let go of the distractions and what I would 
term the “existential nothingness.”  I saw one of my old colleagues a while ago and 
the depth of our old conversations was instantly recaptured.  So it was not all 
nothing. 

Walzak lost 180 pounds.  He worked to be in the top 50 finishers at age 52.  I do not 
think you get there via existential nothingness.  Settle, be still, and contemplate. 

There is something more profound to this than “filling up your cup so that you can do 
what your vision calls you to do.” 

I use the story of the people on the bus, jockeying for position as to who sits where.  
No one ever notices the beauty outside the windows.  No one notices as they are too 
pre-occupied with the seating arrangements, who sits in what seat, who gets the 
honored positions, et.  It is usually all very nice.   Filling up the cup connotes for me - 
look out the window – fill up the cup – and then get back to the seating arrangements.   
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The transformation I allude to --- is to spend one’s moments looking at the beauty 
both outside… and inside… the bus…  And to spend only what is necessary on the 
seating.  Be content.  One day the bus comes to your stop. 

Settle, be still, and contemplate.   Where does this take us?   I think we begin to get a 
glimpse of the power and presence of the sacred.  Blessed are the poor in spirit, Jesus 
said, (they are sufficiently empty of the existential nothingness – {how’s that for a 
paradox} of the bantering, of the distractions, and there is place for the sacred) and 
they shall experience some of those kingdom moments. 

And where does this sacred take us… well, that depends - I do not think there is a 
cookie cutter answer.  …As for me?  Walzak was right… Yes, I will. 
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70 Years Ago 

Pastor Jon, January 27, 2015 

Today commemorates the 70th anniversary of the liberation of the Auschwitz 
concentration camp.  Well over 11 million Jews, Christians, and Gypsies… so, so many 
were murdered.  On the walls of Auschwitz the following words were etched. 

  

I believe in the Sun 

  even when it is not shining. 

  

I believe in love 

  even when I do not feel it. 

  

I believe in God 

    even when he is silent. 
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The Super Bowl is Us 

Pastor Jon, January 29, 2015 

Football players get paid tons of money.  Most professional athletes do.  So, so many take 
performance enhancing drugs.  We idolize the Lance Armstrongs of the world.  We read 
about cheating and potential cheating scandals.  The ball inflation issue gets more 
publicity than a Doctor’s murder at a Boston hospital. 

This is the firing season.  College and professional coaches get axed.  They get axed 
because they do not win a sufficient number of games (and we, the supporters, do not 
get our emotional cathartic release unless “my” team wins.)  People, like yours truly, 
cannot be approached for a week by their spouses to talk about the robbery which left 
their (my) team eliminated in the playoffs.  How crazy is that? 

50,000 people sign some petition supporting a re-play of the Patriots-Ravens game 
because of the ball inflation issue. 

In a free market society entertainment figures should get as much money for their trade 
as they can.  Nothing wrong with that.  But it does raise interesting issues concerning our 
culture.  These folks receive these sums because they appeal to some need/desire we 
have.  We pay attention to these issues for the same reasons.   The Super Bowl is a huge 
spectacle because of us.  Interestingly, the Super Bowl was not such a big deal years ago – 
a lot of empty seats for the first games.  Maybe just the purist game fans watched or 
were interested.  Players did not get paid as much back then either.  All that has 
changed.  I wonder why. 

So what is it about life that we turn to these escapes and distractions.  Is life so – what – 
blah, empty, stressed (whatever that means), unsatisfying, lacks meaning… that we glam 
onto this.  Are we a group of emotionally addicted, spectators – clamoring for release?  Is 
that it?  And what do we want release from?   Maybe we are just great football fans… I ask 
myself this as I glam onto my team. 

Even people who rarely watch games will tune into the Super Bowl.  It is a cultural 
moment.  They can know little about football.  I am reminded of all the folks celebrating 
Christmas – who make no association with the religious grounding of the moment.  But, at 
least, Christmas has a family component.  I do not see that so much with the Super Bowl. 

But wow – this Super Bowl, and all is wrappings, is all over the place – front page of 
everything. 

Some YouTube clip gets 2 million hits – pick some astronomic number – and we want to 
see it – what is everyone watching?  So it is with the Super Bowl.  Everyone is watching.  
And this is what gets me – a nice walk, a treadmill jaunt – would be more satisfying…  But 
we would then miss out…  But miss out on what?  Are we lemmings?  And – the great irony 
– we want to think of ourselves as independent minded, individuals… standing out from 
the crowd…  Hmmm. 

The weekend says much more about life and us than maybe we are inclined to want to 
see… 
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Fear 

Pastor Jon, January 30, 2015 

Can you believe that a few weeks ago I was considering selling my snow bike – the one 
with studded tires for traction?  I was thinking that I no longer “need” it.  All December I 
figured out how to keep my toes warmish while on my regular narrow tire road bike.  So 
why bother with this studded tire bike? The roads get plowed and I do not really need it.  
Why did I buy it anyway – another dumb decision from my past… 

Well, we were snowed in for two days.  Then I braved the roads to bike to church.  I was 
riding on compressed snow with ice underneath.  Not possible to ride on this stuff without 
the studded tires. There were patches of pavement, but mostly compressed snow.  It will 
be this way for a day…  No… more snow coming…  It will be this way for two days…  No… 
more snow coming.  It will be this way for a few weeks. 

The studded tires work.  I still get a rear wheel that skids out here and there… so I ride 
slowly.  I pull over when cars are behind me to let them pass.  There is not a whole lot of 
room on the road with the snowbanks to either side – so – why get these drivers annoyed?  
I pull over. 

The other evening I had something of a crisis, however.  I was leaving church in the dark 
and had my blinking lights working, all bundled up.  It would be a serene ride home.  I 
plugged in my helmet light – I bought a new one, brighter… and the old one had conked 
out after 5 years.  I was psyched to try this new light.  Did not work.  Battery lost its 
charge.  So – call for a ride, or just brave it in the dark with the blinking front and rear 
lights?  Fear… or make the effort?  What is the worst that can happen – I ride slow and fall 
– on snow. 

I have done this route 100 times if I have done it once.  I know the roads.  I have a 
general idea where they get rough.  General idea.  So you go slowly by moonlight.  You 
stay in the middle of the road.  There is precious little traffic on these back roads.  The 
blinking lights make me very, very visible to cars but they do not illuminate the road.  It 
was a nice ride home. 

Fear kept me from cycling in the cold.  So – by trial and error – I figured out how to stay 
warm. 

Fear kept me from cycling in black ice conditions and snow.  By trial and error I figured 
that out. 

Fear kept me from cycling in the dark.  I addressed that. 

Fear kept me from cycling in the cold and dark.  Dealt with that too. 

Fear almost kept me from cycling without the bright night light.  Well, that can be 
managed as well. 

Fear would reduce me to being…  Just what does fear do to us…  I go back to my mantra…  
God has given us the capability to do so much more than we think. 
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The Messages 

Pastor Jon, January 31, 2015 

I have a thing for steel bikes.  They are smooth – easy on the body.  They have spring 
to them, a bit of give and take with the cyclist.  Steel is not popular, however.  All 
the pros ride carbon fiber.  Carbon fiber is like watching the Super Bowl.  Everyone 
rides it.  Light, stiff, light, light.  Steel is much heavier, so you are typically slower. 

Aluminum bikes are rigid.  They transfer all the road vibrations into the human 
propellant.  Very uncomfortable for an old guy who has had a few surgeries.  I sold my 
aluminum bike after I ended up with sore arms from a longish ride.  No more. 

Carbon fiber is de rigueur.  But steel bikes are classic looking.  What do you want to 
drive – a new sports car (I cannot even think of a new sports car!) or an old MG, an 
Austin Healy, an older Porsche, a Triumph… the list goes on.  Heck Mazda made the 
Miata to appeal to the old school look. The look still leaves me a bit flat. 

Steel bikes are classic.  I look at Facebook on occasion.  I am in a Lutheran clergy 
group (you have to be on the clergy roster to get in), and a steel bike group.  When I 
go to my homepage I see all the postings.  My heart goes from racing to depression, 
racing to depression.  I may drop out of one group. 

I had a wheel issue on my winter studded tire bike.  Broke a spoke, so I took it to the 
shop.  I asked the guy about steel bikes on sale.  I mean nothing else to do.  All he 
could talk about was carbon.  Carbon this, carbon that.  He sold steel – real cheap 
too.  But it was carbon this, carbon that.  Guy talks incessantly. 

The carbon bikes are uber-expensive.  I did not wonder where his profit margin was 
largest.  You have to hold your ground with all these messages. 

That is why I cycle.  Cold or no cold.  Single digits today.  I have to get away from the 
maddening noise.  That is why it is a spiritual endeavor (for me).   Unhook.  Stop.  Be 
still.  Disengage.  Turn off the device.  Stop the background music.  Quiet.  Remember 
who you are and watch the inundating messages… that they have diminished power 
over you.  Steel is classic… 
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Doing Nothing 

Pastor Jon, February 2, 2015 

Yesterday I registered for the Mt. Washington Auto Road Hillclimb.  Huge 
commitment.  It is really my focus for cycling henceforth.  After that I will work on 
the Mount Greylock time trial race in September and then the yearly mileage goal.  
But Washington means I live with fear.  Last February, I was somewhat nonchalant 
until I went up some steep mountains (Ascutney) in May.  Then the nonchalant 
disappeared.  Fear took over. 

But back someone into a wall and they either shrink or they get a plan.  I got a plan. 

But memory is real and I know this will be an ordeal.  So – I will work on this year’s 
plan. 

I almost fell asleep cycling home from church.  Just so, so, tired.  So the plan is not 
coming to fruition so well! 

Now, more snow.  It is bad when you have to shovel the piles to make room.  Real 
bad.  And more is to come later in the week.  Just puts a damper on all things cycling. 

But what can you do?  Not much.  There is a ton of stuff I would like to do related to 
the church… to cycling…  Nothing can be done.  Stuck. 

Dreaming about warmth does not help much.  Eating just makes everything worse.  My 
kindle broke so I cannot read the stuff I would like.  Stuck.  Just stuck. 

Much on life you do not control, makes no difference what your desire is.  Stuck.  
Take a breath.  Stay grateful.  Look for the things which are blessings.  There is a 
certain charm in watching the flakes.  There is a peace in doing nothing.  
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Athletic Sham 
Pastor Jon, February 3, 2015 

I have shared my comments about the spirituality of the Super Bowl.  Let me go on.  I 
find it of interest that the NCAA is investigating some 19(?) colleges for 
“irregularities” in their athletic programs.  The biggest, or, at least, most publicized 
scandal is at the University of North Carolina where athletes were enrolled in courses 
where they did not attend classes, do any work, etc. etc. 

Now, why is it that schools – I suppose administrators, coaches and teachers - allow 
this kind of thing to happen?  Why do players go along?   

Money. 

Coaches make a lot of money, a lot – millions, in fact.  As long as they win.  
Administrators want winning teams.  Winning teams bring in donations.  Everyone gets 
paid more.  Stadiums get built with donations for winning teams.  Stadiums, which are 
full, get publicity, the school somehow benefits.  More students means more money.  
All about money.  So we cut corners and make sure players stay eligible.  Nineteen 
schools are being investigated.  Always makes me wonder how many others are 
getting away with it.   

And folks flock to these games.  I recall going to State College for my brother’s 
funeral and turning the corner to see this apocalyptic space ship in the middle of 
these farm fields – in the middle of nowhere.  The Penn State stadium.  People camp 
out for 3-4 days with their RVs waiting for the Saturday game.  Hotels are filled years 
in advance of these games.  For a game!    And this is so critical to the local economy 
– hotels, restaurants, the folks who make souvenirs, food sellers, you name it.  And 
for the University…  I wonder just how enrollment goes up with all the publicity from 
winning teams, and then buildings are built, and someone’s ego gets stoked.  “Oh – 
when I was the administrator we built…” 

To be significant.  The quest to be significant.  As if anyone will remember or care… 

I thought it intriguing that a swimming team was being investigated.  I am thinking 
swimming is not a big revenue producer for the college.  But someone’s ego is on the 
line if they win… someone’s sense of significance is at stake.  “When I was there we 
had a winning…”  As if anyone will care…  Maybe they have to win to keep their job.  
So cheat if you have to.   

It is the cultural mantra.  It is why athletes use drugs.  It is why athletes jeopardize 
their health.  To be significant.  Win.   As if anyone will care a few weeks, months, 
years down the road. 

How difficult it is to pull off that cultural conveyor belt and live a different way.  …To 
live in peace, with a dollop of serenity.  I think all of this has to do with spirituality.  
How we live. 
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Celebrate a Bit! 

Pastor Jon, February 4, 2015 

I do not post “results” very often.  One of my goals for 2015 is to reach the 6,000 
mark for yearly cycling mileage.  I hit that in 2013 and in 2014.  To get there it means 
hitting the monthly goals along the way. 

I mean it is fairly straight forward.  I do not get to a certain number of miles in 
January - it becomes ever more difficult to make it to 6,000 for the year.  Last year I 
cycled 2 out of 3 days a week.   There is not a lot of wiggle room there to make up 
missed miles from the previous month.  Of course, I can get stupid and “think” I can 
ramp up the consistency…  But that would be to ignore my limitations.  Not good.  You 
get to be 58 and you need to have learned something along the way. 

I know with mountain training in the near future I will not be getting in long rides.  So 
come summer the monthly mileage will be touch and go.  I had a terrible month last 
July – which one might presume to be prime cycling time.  July, however, was when I 
was focusing on mountain riding.  Last fall was a key time to “get in some miles.”  
And the early winter also becomes a critical time. 

I started this year with a commitment to have a decent January.  I probably do not 
need to go into how difficult it is to get in significant miles in January around here. I 
cycled into church the other morning in single digits with unbelievable winds and – I 
think it took 3 hours for my toes and fingers to get back to normal!  And that was just 
6 miles!  Interestingly, the afternoon ride home was a delight.  The sun and an extra 
ten degrees of warmth make a difference. 

This past January I managed 375 miles, about 80 miles more than 2014.  I also cycled 
2 out of 3 days, which was – for me – is a major accomplishment.  Some of these snow 
storms were limiters – roads were a mess and all the shoveling…  Two out of 3 days – 
not bad.  Three hundred seventy-five miles – well, that is more miles than I did last 
July! 

I had a good February last year so the coming weeks will not be easy, especially if the 
weather does not cooperate.  If I am consistent I will be okay.  And if I can cut out the 
chocolate I will be well on my way to my weight loss goals.  A great start so far…  
There is enough that does not go according to plan in this life – that when the 
goodness happens – take time to celebrate!   
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Takeaways 

Pastor Jon, February 5, 2015 

Call this lessons learned by the winter cyclist.  Call it life lessons learned by the 
winter cyclist.  Call it – confirmation of the stuff I have written in other blogs. 

We have the highest snow amounts I think we have ever had in my 21 years in these 
parts.  Of course, the inclination is to say – this year is always the worst year…  
However, I cannot remember having piles of snow this high in our yard.  I have 
already shoveled the piles to make room for more snow. 

Gets to the point where it is easier to shovel piles back a few feet rather than try to 
throw the new snow over the old piles.  This moving the piles issue has happened 
maybe 3-4 times over the past two decades.  Tip offs as to this year being rough  is 
that we have so much snow on the roof that it is just about covering the exhaust pipe 
from the bathrooms.  Never been that high before.  The piles in the back and front 
yards are now way over my head – around 10 feet tall.  That is the highest they have 
ever been.  So we are right there. 

Another tip-off – I now shovel the snow into the bushes because I know there will be a 
little space in the bushes.  All our bushes are buried.  Some of our high rhododendrons 
are just about buried.  

The cold means the streets will be icy and snowy for quite some time, especially with 
more snow en route.  I can cycle in these conditions but I am not going too fast. With 
the cold, I am not going too far.  I will be very, very lucky to fulfill the monthly 
cycling mileage goal in these conditions.  Even if I get a few miles in every day, it is 
just going to be very difficult to get to the goal level. 

I have written many times – grab the moment.  Cycle when you can.  We are all on 
the bus and the bus stops for every one of us.  We just do not know where that stop 
is.  Better live when you can, one day your name comes up over the system. 

I am thankful I had a solid January of cycling.  Very thankful.  February is not looking 
so great.  I am at the point – do not plan for the future.  The future is today.  This is 
what I have.  This is the gift.  Time to get bundled up.  Will take it slow and easy on 
the way to church.  Should be quite beautiful with all the snow.  

And didn't Jesus say something about - do not be too wrapped up over tomorrow, 
today has enough stuff of its own to tend to…  We have today.    I think there is 
something on the Lord's Prayer along these lines too…  Give me this day my… 
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New Initiatives at Church 

Pastor Jon, February 6, 2015 

I have a few things going on – first is a church-wide effort to write a daily devotion for 
each of the 40 days of Lent.  Lent is the 40 day period prior to Easter which 
corresponds to the 40 days that Jesus spent in the wilderness after he was baptized.  I 
will post the 40 scripture passages at church and ask folks to take one, write up their 
thoughts and we will post them on the website under Lenten devotions.  Each day a 
new writing from someone in our community…  I am delighted that I already have 10 
of these accounted for before even beginning the posting. 

A second initiative has to do with an issue we really do not do much with at our place.  
We do a lot internationally, especially for the needy.  We do a lot locally for the 
needy through a number of initiatives.  We do not do much for the environment.  We 
are doing much better with recycling. 

I am contemplating lifting up our care for God’s earth.  I will offer folks a chance to 
“leave it better than when we arrived…” In essence, folks will have an opportunity to 
provide $1, $5 – whatever they are so inclined to support the Tin Mountain 
Conservation Society which works in the White Mountains of New Hampshire.  I know a 
lot of people venture there to ski and in the summer.  The society does quite a bit 
with educational initiatives in the schools.  I received good reviews from my contacts 
at Camp Calumet about them.  I am in an event this summer which supports the Tin 
Mountain group.  Folks who are so inclined can sponsor me and their donations go 
completely to the Society.  

I am also working on a book group in Lent – Jesus Zealot is the book.  It is written as a 
novel from what I am told. Should generate some discussion. 
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The Message from the Snow 

Pastor Jon, February 7, 2015 

This snow seems endless.  With the most recent batch I am thinking we are way above 
any past records, at least in my two decades here.  I have never spent so much time 
getting the old piles out of the way.  Shovel the old piles to make room for the new 
snow. 

I have done the roof four times already this year.  That is about the max.  And the 
winter is far from over, so I know I will probably be up there again. 

Some moan and groan about all this.  And there is something to moan and groan 
about.  I had a deuce of a time driving in the city the other day.  No parking anywhere 
and even driveways were a mess.  I think the most pastoral thing I did all day was to 
shovel someone’s walk to make it a bit wider for them.  Wow, snow everywhere, and  
this is a real mess for folks who do not have any room to put it - and a mess if they 
are not so able to move it around. 

So- what is the problem… the snow – about which we can do nothing… or our attitude 
toward the snow, about which we have complete discretion? 

Jesus taught – let there be light in you and your world will be filled with light.  But if 
there is darkness in you – then the world is dark.  Lessons from the snowfall.  
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Bad Rest 

Pastor Jon, February 8, 2015 

Change your lifestyle a bit and a lot of things become unbalanced.  At least, the old 
balance becomes unsettled.  I slept terribly.  Woke up tired.  Heart racing.  Usually it 
is around 48 beats in the AM.  Today closer to 60.   

I know why.  But it is too late to change any of that.  The day ahead waits.  And it is 
not looking too good.  Tired means I eat sugars to get my blood sugar level up so I am 
more alert.  Temptations abound every moment.  Another cookie, another sandwich, 
a chocolate, another get me wired up coffee.  Everything gets unsettled because of 
bad rest. 

Then the snowball of negative momentum starts to build.  Give in here and there and 
feel even worse about it… give in some more.  Too tired to cycle.  Get me a coffee. 

Three breaths. 

That is what it took.  Focus on three breaths and I realized all the tension in my 
abdomen and my shoulders.  Three breaths to let go.  Three breaths all day.  Just 
take three breaths.  Did not help me resist the temptations…  But it did get me on the 
bike.  And it did help me be present for the people I was with.  Just to be present.  
Not occupied by my mind.  Just present.  Three breaths.  Each breath a gift of life. 
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Today 

Pastor Jon, February 9, 2015 

So the guy had a lot of stuff and his issue, his stress, was trying to take care of it all.  
I mean, if you have so much, just hire someone for Pete’s sake!  Jesus said to him – 
look, today your soul is required of you.  All your stuff what will happen to it? 

What Jesus was really saying - in my view – “Look, you are going to die.  So how are 
you going to live…?”  All your preparations – what are they really worth in the big 
picture scheme.  I mean you are going to die.  If you die tomorrow – what do all these 
preparations today – for all your stuff – what are they worth?” 

How will we live?   

That is why I think the conservative churches are so confusing.  They get consumed 
with - what will we believe.  

How will we live – I think that is what Jesus was all about.    What will I do this day – 
to add some value to someone else’s life.  What can I add, how can I add it…?  Can I 
be such a blessing, a vessel through which the Spirit works…  Won’t that be worth so 
much more to me?  To them.  Isn’t this how God is recognized. 

And it does not need to be something grandiose.  The “little” stuff matters – a word, 
a touch, even silence.    Slow mind, slow mind…  Today your soul is required of you.  
Today is what we have. 
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The Dynamics of Gratitude 

Pastor Jon, February 10, 2015 

When we contemplate this whole issue of gratitude I suspect we usually think of the 
cognitive dimension.  I “think” thankfully.  I should be thankful (thoughts) for…   If we 
take this a step further we might introduce a monetary dimension to all this.  Because 
I think thankfully, I will give money to, or support, or not spend money on. 

My bet is that this is how – in effect – this thankfulness thing works in our lives.  
Cognition and, maybe, money.  Ummm… maybe that is basically what life is for many. 

It is hard to take “thankfulness” and translate it into a lifestyle ---- without 
introducing a litany of “shoulds” and “oughts”.  Heck, it is hard to do thankfulness 
period – even at the simple level of cognition – without the “shoulds” and “oughts”. 

I would like to consider thankfulness as a lifestyle.  Thankfulness affects how we eat, 
how much we rest, how we spend our time, how we exercise, how we interact with 
others.  The problem, in my mind, is that to do this translation we have to unhook 
from all the stressors. 

In other words, someone does or says something to me during the day and as a result I 
come home all “stressed out.”  Then, I eat the bad food, drink the bad drink, watch 
mindless TV, stay up too late, and do not get enough rest…  And puhlease, do NOT ask 
me to “live” thankfully.  I just guilt-trip myself for evvaahhh.  And the guilt trip 
moves me to have the second piece of pie, the extra bad drink, stay up a wee bit 
later and get even less rest.  Just forget exercise altogether.  Not even on the radar 
screen.  We will hold off on exercise until New Year’s resolutions 2016, when, 
hopefully, things settle down a bit. 

If I can unhook from the stressors ---- well that just changes the whole dynamic 
doesn’t it? 

So what are the issues with these stressors?  Mind you, the stressors are external to 
me, they are rooted in my circumstances.  And it may help to face the truth here, the 
stressors will always be there, just in different forms.  Some of us do not get that.  Go 
back to high school – will I have someone to go the prom with, what do I wear, how 
will the date go, then… is there a post-date follow-up, then we are on to the next 
thing – until we die. 

So what about these stressors of the day?  I think most of them have to do with our 
self-image, our ego, and our expectations (which are rooted in our self-image and 
ego).  If someone hurts my feelings and makes me angry – my ego is assaulted because 
I want to be liked or respected…  So I argue to assert the rightness of who I am…  And 
the stressors begin…  Isn’t that what happens when someone cuts us off on the 
highway?  We get no respect.   When the spouse/child does not do their fair share?  
We get no respect.  When the boss says something… when the employee does not 
meet our expectations…  “I” am insulted.   
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How do we unhook from all of this madness?  Real madness is thinking everything will 
fall into place for us.  Centering prayer, practicing slow-mind, mindful living with 
awareness – these are all first steps in facing the truth of these stressors.  We find our 
identity – not in others but in God.  Running, walking, - all ways to develop 
awareness.  All ways to begin to live at peace, unhooked…  Yes, to begin to live with 
gratitude.  The key is getting unhooked, getting the ego, the sense of self, and one's 
identity, unhooked, and finding that identity in God as God's creation. 
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Snow and Epiphanies 

Pastor Jon, February 10, 2015 

We have had a tad bit more snow than I anticipated.  Record levels.   

When the TV weather folks warn you to get the snow off the roof, it is too late.  I 
have been here 21 years now – and when they start chirping about that, trouble waits.  
And when schools shut down for a week because of snow on the school roofs, we are 
in dangerous territory.  I cannot remember school closings like that. 

When it gets this deep I end up taking the snow off of the high roof as well as the two 
smaller low roofs.  I do the high roof regularly anyway.  The low roofs I usually leave 
alone.    

I am not used to this much shoveling.  In the old days I was rowing so I had a modicum 
of upper body conditioning.  Now – nothing.  I am perpetually sore as I shovel 4 times 
a day and then schlep out the ladder for the roofs.  Took me forever to do the low 
roofs.  Snow was hard, deep… heavy for the roof rake.  My arms were a mess.  I was 
cold.  I was sweaty.  And I wanted to take a break. 

I had done enough.  I deserved a break.  Why kill myself at this.  I can get back to it 
after I have a hot drink.  There is no rush.  I am not competing with anyone.  I am 
wicked tired.  My arms are wicked sore.  My shoulder bothered me.  My knees resting 
against the ladder bothered me.  It was windy. 

This was an epiphany moment for me.  An awakening.  Those are the same kind of 
justifications and rationalizations that I use to convince myself to stop when I am at 
my limit cycling up mountains.  Either give in or keep moving. 

As with most folks I have encountered my share of obstacles in this life journey.  The 
stuff that can stop you.  Some of those issues I have dealt with better than others.  In 
a sense each day presents its own stuff.  We face those moments all the time.  So 
what do we do?  I go back to my mantra – God, our creator – has blessed us far beyond 
what we think we are capable of.  Take a breath, relax into it, and go on. 
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So What Do I Have To Do Now? 

Pastor Jon, February 12, 2015 

If you are at all like me, you begin your day or your week thinking of the matters you 
have to do, want to do, should do – you know the deal.  Over the course of a day we 
can get a bit uptight over this stuff.  This project, that project, groceries, laundry, 
kids to go here and there, this or that to do with the spouse, the list is forever.  In 
some way I think this is life. 

And we become slaves to it.  To the extent that if anyone suggests we approach life 
differently, we become dismissive, usually under the guise of “You dummy, you just 
do not understand MY life.”  Or if they want us to do something, we try to ‘fit it in.’   

My point is we get roped into this way of thinking and living.  We are all  Martha – you 
know, the one who is preparing the meal and gets all bent out of shape because her 
sister is with Jesus, listening to him, I suppose.  Martha is getting distracted by the 
fact Mary is not helping so she lets Jesus have it and complains he should send Mary 
in.   Issue here is that Martha is not ‘settled and centered’ doing her preparations… 
no… she is distracted.  I would add to this – that sometimes we can be settled and 
centered doing our preparations… and still be captive to them… and our menu of 
matters to prepare, so to speak. 

Then we have 3 days of snow.  5 days of snow.  Cannot drive.  Have to shovel and 
clean up.  I mean, life stops.  Life as we knew it stops.  And how is that list coming 
along…  And all the projects…  And the groceries, and stuff with the spouse and all 
that?   

Not so good, right?   

Moments like these need make us pause – and what did we think (pre-snow) that we 
HAD to do?  All that stuff that qualifies under the rubric - “you do not understand my 
life, I HAVE to do this.”  Did not get done… and the world still goes on. 

If we are diagnosed with a terrible illness or condition – if we get hospitalized – that 
changes our view of life.  And we pay the price of the illness/injury.  I have spoken 
with folks who have said to me – when they were ill it transformed their perspective 
on life – for about a year – then it was back to the usual.   

Consider this snowstorm to be a “cost-free” moment.  No paying the price of illness or 
injury.  Same lesson learned.  And just what did I think I was captive to?  Maybe I can 
live free.   

For me that means living in Christ and finding my identity in Christ, instead of finding 
my identity in all that stuff that tries to hold me captive and to which I, so easily, 
succumb. 
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The Basic Goodness of Humanity 

Pastor Jon, February 13, 2015 

Brian Williams exaggerates – or lies – concerning his reporting of the news.  I did not 
read the whole article but got the gist of it.   

The World Series team gets stripped of its title because of some kind of cheating.  
Hay - we go from the old (Williams) to the young - non-discriminatory…! But I think 
this is about the parents…  Didn’t some World Series pitcher get caught under-
reporting his age a few years back?  Geesh.   

The Patriots and the video-taping, no – forgot – that was a while ago – now, it is the 
air inflation deal…  The Seahawks and performance enhancing drugs --- but I mean 
really just look at any of these guys – do you really need to know the results of some 
tests…  The Atlanta Falcons piped in crowd noise in their games to make it more 
difficult for the opposing team to hear!  My or my, what next?  My Detroit Lions - 
"never saw a player on the ground we could not step on."  All the colleges supporting 
their “student” (wink, wink) athletes allowing them to get great grades for sleeping in 
on nonexistent classes… 

Bribery galore in the New York State legislature…  Bernie Madoff – I mean I cannot 
even list all the Ponzi scheme deals…  Local Methuen has a rift of snowblowers getting 
stolen in the middle of this storm… the Episcopal Church elects an 'experienced' (now 
that's a nice word)  alcoholic to be a Bishop (they did not tell anyone about her past…) 
and she kills a cyclist while DUI…  The same group, by the way, invites you to a beer 
tasting event if you raise enough money for some cause they are big into --- I mean I 
wish I was making this stuff up. 

And some are positive about the basic goodness of humanity?  OK – we are capable of 
goodness, a lot of it.  And our capability for goodness is surpassed only by our 
capacity to do – well… not so good.   

I'm gonna go ride my bike.  And if I get hit by some driver - And if they are on the 
phone or texting, I hope it is for something real, real, critical – life and death 
important.  I do not want to get hit for nothing. 

Way it is. 

At least some people are willing to own up to this stuff (why we have a prayer of 
confession) and a lot of us seek to do a little better.  And most of us are of the mind-
set that we need some power a bit stronger than us to help us along.  Why we have 
church. 

See you there. 
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A Link 

Pastor Jon, February 14, 2015 

Eons ago I was asked to provide information concerning my eating plan, exercising, 
weight loss, cholesterol drop et al for the Lutheran Church "wellness voices" site.  The 
"wellness voices" site is meant to be a source of inspiration for the folks in the 
Lutheran Church health care program as the insurance company seeks to get us all in 
better health (thereby, from a financial perspective,  lowering insurance costs).  

The original essay remains posted at their site as well as a "follow-up" sequel - two 
years later.  The link to the sequel is below. 

 

https://employerlink.porticobenefits.org/CallToLiveWell/FaithBasedWellBeing/Welln
essVoices/AnEatingPlanABikeAndOldSpice 
  

https://employerlink.porticobenefits.org/CallToLiveWell/FaithBasedWellBeing/WellnessVoices/AnEatingPlanABikeAndOldSpice
https://employerlink.porticobenefits.org/CallToLiveWell/FaithBasedWellBeing/WellnessVoices/AnEatingPlanABikeAndOldSpice
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Wellness 

Pastor Jon, February 15, 2015 

Yesterday I posted a link to the wellness voices essay about my eating plan, weight 
loss, cycling et al.  The wellness voices site is meant to be an inspiration of sorts for 
folks involved in the Lutheran Church insurance program as the company seeks to 
maximize the good heath of its members.  I suspect this is a trend among insurers to 
lower their costs. 

The program asks us to keep tabs on our intake of food as well as daily exercise, 
meditation practice, etc.  It really raises one's consciousness of how we steward the 
gift of life.  So - while the company sees it as a financial issue, I, and others, see this 
as a theological issue - just how will we live this gift. 

In this program, if you fulfill certain requirements (diet, exercise, etc.), they give you 
monetary credit. 

I have to confess I think I am something of an outlier.  At one point I received credit 
points for communicating with a wellness "coach."  She was very kind-hearted.  I 
think, however, these coaches are geared toward keeping folks doing "anything."  I am 
a bit beyond that. 

I read with interest that our New England Bishop seems to have gotten on board with 
this is a big way.  He has changed his eating, exercising daily, has a weight loss vision, 
etc.  I was a little reluctant to get too "public" with all this - seems kind of 
braggadocio to me, but I have been inspired by other stories and I think every story 
adds to the consciousness and every person adds to the momentum.  That is a good 
thing.  I also share my screw-ups and I think that is a good thing, too.    

I am at the point where I think personal wellness should be a major issue in the 
church, right there with all the other stuff churches have emphasized historically.  
Now, that is a change. 
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The Grocery Store 

Pastor Jon, February 16, 2015 

With all the snow Marsha and I have been somewhat limited in our travels and 
activities.  The other day we ventured out together to the grocery store.  Usually, I do 
not go to the grocery store.  Maybe Costco, but not the local supermarket. 

Wow.  An eye-opening moment for me.  It is one thing to read about cultural trends in 
wellness (or lack thereof), it is another to experience it.  I have written many, many 
times that I am no poster child for wellness.  I have and have had my struggles. But I 
also have made some progress with diet and exercise which I hope to hang onto for 
the time being. 

I do not doubt a lot of the folks I saw will outlive me.  Some of this is genetics and a 
lot is damage from my past and struggles of my present. 

…But if I had a few dollars to invest.  I would go all in for cholesterol lowering drugs, 
artery stints, and anything dealing with a "sound" healthy diet - the market for the 
latter being the folks who hit bottom and realize that without changes the end is 
much closer.  As the baby boomers get older the health care industry is going to 
explode.  

We already see signs.  McDonald's sales are lower every month… organic everything is 
getting more popular… folks seem to 'get it' that red meat is a no-no… Chipotle Grill is 
making money hand over fist with its emphasis on healthier foods…   

Here is my take… the younger generation seems to get this.  At least some do.  Older 
folks - facing the end and with health issues cropping up - they sometimes get this.  
The key group is the folks - 30-60 - who have yet to face the health issues and who 
were raised 'old school' meat and potatoes --- tick, tick, tick. 

The very sad thing is that there are just so many "experts" hawking what - in my 
opinion, are quack diet and exercise plans…  t really impresses upon me that each of 
us is on our own.  Well, maybe that has always been the existential situation.  
Perhaps we can turn to God as our guide and inspiration - the giver of this life. 
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Dopamine 

Pastor Jon, February 17, 2015 

I think I am addicted.  I read that one of the attractions of our connected world is that 
the anticipation of finding something new and interesting, as we click, click…  This 
anticipation factor releases a dopamine “feel good” chemical in the brain.  Finding that 
something interesting is nothing… It is the anticipation of finding it that is the release 
factor. 

I am betting this happens when we check emails… when we check text messages… when 
we click, click on the TV remote… what is next, we think, and there is the  dopamine 
release… 

Ok – true confessions – I play spider solitaire as my computer game (only game I play).  
When I play this game I could care less when I win.  No great satisfaction.  But the 
anticipation of finding a card match – oh – that is the addictive dopamine release.  All 
about anticipation. 

This is a major issue for kids and adults.  I suspect it keep us going back to Facebook, 
twitter all that stuff.  The anticipation…  What fascinates me is that cognitively we know 
– there is nothing… but that anticipation gets us hooked.  And it is a chemical issue, a feel 
good issue…  Not all that dissimilar to drugs, alcohol, the allure of gambling, what have 
you. 

Now, just try to live slowly… in this world.  Just try.  I saw this the other day cycling to 
church and a car insisted on getting ahead of me at an intersection and went in the 
opposite lane, jutted out into oncoming traffic – very dangerous.  In a hurry.  I thought to 
myself maybe someone was in labor.  So hurried. Go, go, go… click, click, click.   

And how does the Christ- centered lifestyle fit into all this?  I go back to Jesus with Mary 
and  Martha. Mary sits with Jesus and they talk and discuss.  Martha gets perturbed Mary 
is not helping her in the kitchen. She gets angry about it.  Martha is go, go, go… click, 
click, click. The real issue here is that Martha could have been centered and at peace 
with her preparations…  But no – she was distracted because Mary was not there.  Is not 
the click, click, click world - or the allure of click, click, click the great distraction? 

And that is precisely what Jesus notes – Martha you are distracted over so much.  "Find 
the center, be at one with God."  In our time, the dopamine allure is just one more 
distraction.  I gotta check email, the TV, play my game. 

Now here is the deal - getting unhooked from our culture, or being centered in Christ - is 
suddenly complicated.  This is no longer a question of "I will add onto my day some 
spiritual practice."  Like - one more thing to do.  No…  I am actually dealing with a 
physiological change I need address, somehow. 

All this, in my view, shows how the body, mind and spirit are inextricably linked.  And it 
shows that living in Christ, or living the spiritual life, is a whole lot more than some belief 
system… it has to do with lifestyle.  How then shall we live?  
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Lent 

Pastor Jon, February 18, 2015 

Lent begins February 18.  Lent is the 40 day period prior to Easter.  The period 
corresponds to the 40 days that Jesus was in the wilderness after his baptism.  His 
baptism was the beginning of his ministry.  Some suggest that something happened to 
him at this time – perhaps some kind of spiritual revelation – which signified the 
beginning of his teaching.   

So who would he be?  This time in the wilderness becomes a point of revelation as to 
his identity.  Usually the time is seen as a time of temptation.  In one sense Lent then 
becomes a time to contemplate our identity.  Who are we in this culture of 
temptation?  Made in the image of God, baptized into the church of God, just who are 
we?     

Over the decades folks have “given up something” as a form of self-denial for lent – 
some food, for instance.  More recently, folks have added something for lent – some 
exercise, for instance.  Frankly, that kind of thing reminds me more of New Year’s 
resolutions.  More commonly, folks might attend a mid-week worship service.  Over 
the years that practice has dropped off.  Too busy, children, jobs, commutes, travel,  
etc.   And we offer a mid-week service almost all year, certainly since the beginning 
of the fall. 

My theme this Lent is “receive the day.”  It is really a counter cultural emphasis as we 
live in a culture which is more attuned to “seize the day” versus “receive the day.”  I 
am really trying to speak to the world in which we live – our context.  You will also 
find on this website our church blog for Lent.  Each day there will be a writing from 
someone in the parish about a passage from scripture.  I think the writings reflect the 
variety of spiritual impulses in the congregation.  Some requested anonymity, others – 
I was not sure… so I kept them all anonymous. 
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Silence, In the Beginning, the Search for Harmony 

Pastor Jon, February 19, 2015 

In the beginning - you know the very beginning of you… there was only you and God.  
Of course, over the years a lot get added on. But the additions are like sticky notes - - 
the jobs, the people - none of them last.  In time, in the end - it is just you and God.  
No sticky notes. 

When we stop the noise, let go of the distractions… sit in silence - it is a kind to 
letting go of the sticky notes.  Oh sure, they are still there, but in silence it is 
different.  Just you and God.  Silence is terrifying for many of us.  I think you have to 
be comfortable in your own skin… and in the truth.  You and God. 

Maybe the silence is a journey into that fear.  That I am alone.  Maybe that is the 
biggest fear.  Being alone.  So the simple things - the presence of another, a touch, 
sitting with another in the quiet, prayer… maybe they are the moments filled with 
meaning. 

Maybe, just maybe, the most moving part of worship is not the singing… or the 
message… or the liturgy.  Maybe it is not the fast hellos and the quick good-byes.  
Maybe it is the exchange of the peace.  When we mill about - if we dare.  Maybe that 
is what we need to make more of - the milling about, being present… "seeing" one 
another. 

And maybe it is the silence, the silent prayer and the resonance of the vibrations that 
point us to an inner harmony with the one who was at the beginning with us, and will 
be at the end, and is now.  Can I be tuned into that?  And all of us in the exchange of 
the peace… milling about - expressing at some level a desire to be at harmony with 
one another. 
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Weather Got You Down? 

Pastor Jon, February 20, 2015 

Who doesn’t struggle to stay positive and optimistic?  There are a million books on 
being happy – so you know there is a market.  Now we have the snow season to end all 
snow seasons. 

I thought I had it bad.  Was feeling a bit blue over it.  I shovel our driveway and 
walkways by hand.  It is probably the equivalent of 20 cars worth of shoveling, to 
write nothing of the roof which I rake after most storms.  A lot of work and effort 
goes into this.  Many times I have thought to myself that if it was not for my cycling I 
would not be in shape for all this shoveling.  I look at it as a work-out.   

I did not mind the snow until this last go round.  I woke up to 14 inches on Sunday 
morning and – well, it was a long day and I overdid it.  It takes a lot for me to admit 
so much.  I way overdid it.  Exhausted and sore as I cannot remember.  Sore all week, 
for Pete's sake. 

I was feeling low about all this until I saw the numbers of folks with ice dam issues.  
Wow.  I have never seen it this bad in so many homes.  It seems like everyone has 
these problems and some folks have what looks like rivers of water frozen to the 
siding of their homes.  That means they have lots of water inside too.  I have been 
there with ice dams and they are a monstrous head-ache especially with the inside 
painting and re-wallpapering that is called for in most cases.  The February storm 
causes issues through June! 

Then I found out some get their roofs raked for them.  The going rate is $750 and that 
is cheap.  That is a lot of money in my world.   THEN, someone mentioned their friend 
paid over $3000 to get their roof raked!  Heart be still.  I thought I was in bad shape!  
I can live with this soreness. 

Does not end here, however.  I know of a family whose water pipe to the house froze.  
So they have no water.  They need to get their whole yard dug up to unfreeze the 
pipe.  Of course, the ground is frozen.  I do not know how they heat their place – 
hopefully, forced hot air.  This will cost them mega-thousands.  I do not think they 
are going down that road. 

 All this is to write that I am actually one of the most fortunate/blessed ones.   

Gotta keep looking down in order to realize how far up you are. 
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Tomorrow, Tomorrow (Forget tomorrow) 

Pastor Jon, February 21, 2015 

I thought I had it down.  I figured out the cycling goals for the year – 6,000 miles, 
same as last year.  I planned for two races, maybe one or two more.  All that was set.  
I purchased a power meter to help with my training.  I even bought a training manual 
to ramp up my efforts a bit.  Nothing like some guidance after last year’s do-it-myself 
program. 

December was OK – I geared down toward the end of the month giving myself some 
rest and recuperation time.  Cycling at the end of the fall was easier anyway.  I was 
all set for the beginning of the new year…  I weathered my Christmas sickness.  My 
vision was realistic.  Not overly ambitious relative to last year.  All systems were in 
place.  

January was a great month.  I more than surpassed the monthly goal.  I was consistent 
in training.  I managed the cold.   

I looked forward to February.  Although February in 2014 was a big mileage month, I 
figured I could come close in 2015.  I have this.  All was good. 

Then the winter from hell struck.  Snow, snow… terrible roads.  Amazing, record 
setting cold.  Shoveling to break one’s back.  More cold.  Wind.  Single digit cycling.  
A cycling month to remember…  Or forget.  Now we face all the clean-up – the yard 
work, the stuff that needs to be replaced (like the fence and the bathroom ceiling)  
the painting, the outside cleaning.   A new agenda awaits.  And all those cycling plans 
– to begin the training program, to get out on the roads consistently… how are they 
working out for this month… and the next ones… down the drain. 

I would like to write I am looking forward to March, or April – or the summer.  But I do 
not know.  After this month I do not know I am going to do any “looking forward.”  
Maybe to this afternoon.  Give us this day our daily bread.  Two references to this 
“day.”  Jesus said, be not anxious for tomorrow, the day – today – has enough stuff of 
its own to tend to.  I think I am just going to look forward to this afternoon.  Seems 
like the faithful approach.  Besides I have a boiler that just went out and yesterday it 
was frozen pipes in two heat zones… 
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Celebration 
Pastor Jon, February 24, 2015 

This is it.  I was cycling to church today - biting, biting cold on what has been called 
the coldest day of the year.  Seven below zero at our place this morning at 6 am.  My 
cheeks were frozen on the bike.  But as I pedaled along I realized, “this is it.” 

All over as of tomorrow.  No more. 

All the forecasts predict 40 degree weather by the week-end.  All the extended 
forecasts call for temps on the 20s and 30s from now on.  I mean – that is warm.   

It is all over, the chilling cold.  No more.  The worst is done. 

Oh, maybe we get one of those March snow storms – 20 inches or so.  We have been 
there.  They are not bad.  Sun comes out.  Sun melts it quick.  And now the Sun stays 
out longer at 5 o’clock we have sunlight!  Wow.  Beautiful.  Any more snow will be 
gone in no time. 

What is not to love!  Celebrate.  It is over.  It is a new day. 
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This Coming Fall  

Pastor Jon, February 25, 2015 

Last spring – 2014 – I spoke with a man who told me his plans for the summer of 2014, 
which was 4 months forward of our conversation.    He was going to do X, Y, and Z.  
He had a vision and a plan.  Then what he said prompted me to pause a bit.  He said 
that in the summer of 2015 he was going to do ABC.  That was 18 months forward of 
our conversation.  I spoke with him the other day – he is all set for SBC. 

Now, whether this refers to dietary plans, weight loss, learning how to play an 
instrument, knitting or quilting, athletic endeavors, house chores, events with the 
family, and marriage ideas… makes little difference.  What struck me was that he had 
a long term vision and a plan to get there. 

This raises the issue – what is my vision…  it really raises the issue – do I even have a 
vision or, am I really living reactively, day to day… going along to get along…  Living 
for the escape – the vacation or the week-end.     

As we enter the warmer days of early spring many of us will look forward to the heat 
of the summer.  If you are at all like me, you just want to get there.  Heat.  Wow – I 
sit in our house with a hat and gloves on, the thought of heat is marvelous.  The 
greater question is, “what do I want to accomplish this summer?” – and more than 
that – this summer is really the fertile ground out of which the fall will grow. 

I had direction last fall - and had a grand life experience as a result.  I am blessed 
with direction for this summer, for this fall, and for the summer and fall of 2016. Each 
of those visions has affected the way I eat, how I sleep, and they have moved me to 
make a few monumental changes in the way I live.  None of that happened all at 
once.   Those life changes are still happening and I have some plans/hopes for this 
spring.  The vision has to do with what matters to me – and all these other changes 
fall into place when I live out of that orientation, an orientation I can easily lose sight 
of given the stuff of daily life. 

Of course, there are speed bumps we deal with along the way.  Illness, injury, family 
struggles…  But we live with hope - God's gift to us.  Tomorrow will come.    

I also have learned – embrace my solitude.  I might be jazzed about playing the violin 
– probably no one else cares a whole lot.  If anything, they may be jealous.  But God 
celebrates.  I might be thrilled about my knitting, or walking, or reading, - probably 
not too many others are.  God celebrates.  I think our “visions” are really rooted in 
our relationship with God – in our spirituality – and how we live.   

Where do you want to be?  What are your values?  When they are your values – it 
really does not matter what anyone else says or how they react.  What matters to 
your life… take the steps to develop that vision – now.  How we live today is the first 
brick in that wall.  This all has to do with how we steward God’s gift of time and life.  
My friend, who I referenced in the first paragraph, is a true inspiration – and a 
profound witness to Christ – because of the way in which he lives.  
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O'Reilly, Williams, Olberman 

Pastor Jon, February 26, 2015 

Bill O’Reilly seems to have exaggerated a few things in his reporting.  Brian Williams 
seems to have done the same thing.  Exaggeration…  Some call it lying.  Keith 
Olberman sends some tweets critical of Penn State students despite their raising many 
millions of dollars for pediatric cancer.  I remember a priest who announced he had 
cancer, when he did not. 

What is going on here?  Is it that we need to be the center of attention?  Do we need 
to be important?  Do we exaggerate in order to be important… to get respect, 
sympathy, whatever… from others? 

Look at me!  Look at me!  Look at me!  (Facebook, Twitter, YouTube… and all the 
new stuff I am not so up on – Snapchat, Instagram?) 

This is my take.  That priest is just another ordinary priest.  O’Reilly is just another 
ordinary reporter who makes a lot of money pontificating about this and that from his 
conservative bias.  No different from Olberman back before Olberman was kicked off 
the liberal air.  No different from Williams.  And all that social media stuff is just 
another mechanism to deny the basic truth that we are all ordinary people.   

We clamor to be noticed, acknowledged, thanked, made something of, remembered.  
And that is what troubles us – I am just ordinary.  Ordinary people, clamoring for God 
only knows what.    

I think, however, being “ordinary” is the great cultural sin.  (In other words – 
according to cultural dictates, the standards of culture {not the standards of God} 
being ordinary is taboo.)  

So, it will be “Look at me (and my learned opinions, my phenomenal 
accomplishments, my WAY above average children, my stuff…  I mean we each have 
our thing right…?).”  'Look at me! (Don’t I look younger, act younger, look older, act 
older.)."  And it leads so many folks to have an exaggerated view of themselves.  
Maybe it becomes a like a narcotic - and we want more and more.  What is, is never 
enough.  

Well, maybe, I need just look at myself.  The reality is folks get uncomfortable with 
themselves, with silence, with stillness.  I mean they get wicked uncomfortable.  Well 
- maybe we need take a long look.   

 I am just an ordinary guy, getting older, hoping to stick around a few more years, and 
maybe make a drop in the bucket in other people’s lives along the way, perhaps point 
a few folks toward the goodness our awareness of God can bring.  I like riding a bike.  
My family puts up with me.  I screw up a lot.  I can be real selfish.  Not much else to 
write.  Ordinary. 
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Yes! 

Pastor Jon, February 27, 2015 

Look – the clocks change in a few days – March 8!  I love this!  Sun at 6 and 7 pm!  
Terrific.  I try to remember this is it – more afternoon sun – better take advantage of 
it because we begin the slide June 21.  Go for that sun! 

Taxes are due!  I am loving that too, because taxes are due ALWAYS when the grass is 
green.  Green grass is coming !  Cannot wait! 

Tulips… Daffodils – they are almost here and they will burst forth (through the 
remaining 3 feet of hardened, packed down, encrusted, icy, blackened snow) – in no 
time! 

  

Yes! 
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The First Saturday 

Pastor Jon, February 28, 2015 

A lot of folks may not want to deal with this prognostication, but the warm weather is 
right around the corner.  I am seeing high 40s predicted for next week sometime.  
That means that - in the sun - it will feel like low 50s.  The first sunny Saturday is 
coming!  Everyone gets jazzed for that – but stop for a minute, please. 

Of course, I end up cycling that day – most days I am out there.  What is so wonderful 
about that first Saturday is that folks come out of the woodwork to enjoy it.  I see all 
kinds of people on bikes, jogging, walking – you name it.  There is relief and 
excitement in the air.  “Isn’t it beautiful!” 

And I often wonder how many of those people see the day as the first step toward a 
new life.  You know – I am going to walk all spring, cycle all spring – what have you. 

Let me just put it this way – after that first Saturday – the jogging/cycling traffic dies 
down precipitously.  As in – the next week there are not so many people out there. 

For me that first Saturday can be rough.  I am simply not used to it.  Your body 
adjusts over the winter to the cold and it takes a bit to adjust to the warm again.  It 
has taken me a few years to realize this.   And I am out there regularly!   For someone 
who is not used to the outside – in any kind of temps… that first warm Saturday…  I 
suspect that jog is enjoyed for maybe a few hundred yards… 

And I bet most folks overheat and get exhausted real quick and then lament what 
terrible shape they are in and then they just give up.  You do not see them the next 
week.  Deeeeepressing… 

I am all about living in the day and in the moment.  I get that.  Jesus taught this to a 
certain extent.  Be not anxious for tomorrow, today has enough issues of its own.  He 
also taught the parable of the maidens who awaited the wedding.  Ten maidens had 
oil for their lamps and were ready for the wedding feast.  Ten maidens did not have 
oil and were left out of the feast.  Ten prepared, 10 did not.  But – mind you – they all 
wanted to attend the wedding. 

That first Saturday – the time to get ready is now.  Do something… so when the day 
arrives – you are not “left out,” as in depressed, because you are exhausted; or, 
depressed because you overdid it in the heat.  Get ready now… and enjoy the feast 
that is coming! 
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Sickness 

Pastor Jon, March 6, 2015 

I have preached – seemingly forever – about our culture of distractions.  We are a 
people of partial attention – we drive, text, eat, and listen to music – all at the same 
time.  It is rare to do one thing at a time.  We make it a point of goodness to be 
24/7… all out… or all in… multi-tasking is the new blessedness… and let me just write 
this… we NEVER just sit.  Never. 

Unless you go to the Wednesday evening worship.  

Always amazes me… after our scripture discussion, meditation time, sharing of 
communion.  No one leaves.  Look – we are actually WAY over the allotted time.  WAY 
over.  Usually more than 30 minutes over.  In fact, it is rare that we are only 30 
minutes over.  Yet, when we are finished, folks just sit in silence for 5 minutes. 

On Sunday morning – folks cannot even stay for the end of the last hymn!  If the 
service is a bit long – some people get wicked antsy.  Some sneak out! 

Not on Wednesdays. 

After the silence, people may talk together for another 10 minutes.  The point is – 
folks will just sit there, saying nothing…  Just sit there for 5 minutes.  Whoever in the 
world heard of such a thing. 

I mean we sit and watch TV, sit and talk, sit and read, sit and…  But never just sit. 

So, finally, I see signs that people are “getting it,” that maybe this "plugged in" world 
is messed up.  That maybe – being connected (and forever distracted) is not a healthy 
spiritual thing…  YES… we now have a national "unplugged" day!  Seems some medical 
folks recognize "plugged in" as an addiction now. 

I read people feel guilty if they do not check email when they are sick… feel 
compelled to check email after work hours… heck – work hours are all day and night… 

So – national unplugged day!  Sounds terrific to me.  Then I read…   

3,000 people (worldwide) have signed a pledge to participate.  They expect 10,000 
will eventually participate.  Worldwide. 

Just 3,000?  Now… that prompts me to just sit and think. 
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Watch Out! 

Pastor Jon, March 9, 2015 

We face struggles in staying balanced, at peace, serene…  I call it staying at home – in 
Christ.  Jesus said – I came that you may have peace and I give you peace not as the 
world can give.  His parting words to the disciples – peace be with you. 

Have you ever been with someone who lives in a state of frenzy…  They check their 
phone left and right… always have to go somewhere or do something…  Hurried.  They 
have to get to the store, the restaurant…  They are quick off the stop light… they 
hurry to beat the light… they are supposed to be somewhere… 

The sale ends tomorrow, the class begins in 10 minutes, the service is at 8:30… the 
traffic picks up in 2 hours… the trip should take just so much time… where is the 
waiter… how long is that line… something HAS to be done by…  Then this has to be 
done, that has to be done… 

This is what I have learned.  Typically, we feel unsettled around these people.  We 
are inclined to think:  “What should I be doing, where is my phone…”  And, and this is 
the kicker…  If you are at peace, calm… the frenzied folks often judge you.  I hate to 
write that, but it is true.  If you are frenzied too, it seems to validate them.  And if 
you are not frenzied – well, you appear as if you do not care, you are lazy, you are 
not doing enough, what have you.  

Real bad scene and dynamic, but I think in most cases this description is somewhat 
accurate. 

You have to remember the frantic lifestyle will shorten your life.  When you get 
frenzied you do not watch what you eat, how you rest, your muscle tension goes up, 
so does your blood pressure, you get real messed up.    

The frenzied folks do not care how they affect your peace.  Your being frenzied 
validates them.  We want folks to be like us.  

Maybe… just maybe – we might seek to be like Jesus, who, even in the midst of 
suffering, is never portrayed as being in a hurry… always at peace. 

Let us pray.  O Lord, lead me not into temptation and help me avoid the frenzied 
crowd.  And, Lord, if I am among them, let it be right before I get to go for a walk.   
Amen 
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A Developing Spirituality 
Pastor Jon, March 11, 2015 

Almost every time I read the news, I see the trend to a developing spirituality in our 
culture.  Unfortunately, it is also driven by some generational dynamics which are 
intriguing.  I think the younger folks get this more than the older folks, but that is just 
my guess. 

I have written and preached for some time that as God’s creation we need take a 
whole different look at what it is to be a follower of Jesus.  I think it better written 
“to be a person of the Holy Spirit.”  The truth is Jesus was of a complete different 
culture and level of information intelligence concerning the realities of health.  So it 
is a case of applying some of the attitude exemplified by Jesus to the life we have 
been given. 

Love…  God… OK, we have heard that.  Love others – we get that.  Where we fall 
apart is care for our self.  The word from Jesus was to love others as you love 
yourself.  Most of us really do poorly in self-care.  Makes me wonder how we can tend 
to others when we do not do such a hot job of tending to ourselves, but that is 
another issue. 

Self-care.  Unfortunately that sounds selfish – even narcissistic.  So be it.  I do not 
care what it sounds like.  IF, and that is a big IF, we do some study and face some 
hard cold-blooded truths – we are wretched at self-care.   Self-care is not – do 
whatever floats your boat.  I think that is how the “that sounds selfish” crowd views 
it.  They could not be more misinformed. 

Read the stuff – it is all over the internet.  We do not sleep well – stress, time 
constraints, etc.  We need more rest.  Heck it is in the Old Testament – remember the 
Sabbath day to keep it holy as a day of rest.  We do not rest.  It is not productive to 
rest.  Do nothing – I remember preaching that once years ago and some type A fellow 
ripped into me.   

Exercise, nutrition – all that --- we fall way short. We do not eat well.  I changed my 
eating habits – somewhat.  I made a huge mistake in letting folks know about it.  Oh, 
it is subtle.  Subtle criticism.  Subtle questions.  Some not so subtle comments.  Do 
something different and people feel threatened because they want you to be like 
them.  Change your eating – people want you to be like them.  Human nature.  I will 
give myself an atta-boy, however, because some folks, perhaps because of 
consciousness-raising via yours truly, coupled with their doctor’s advice, coupled with 
some study and reading – are actually altering their nutrition plans.   

Natural foods, organic foods, non-altered foods, those are the big watchwords.  Look 
at where the money is not going – money talks! – McDonald’s sales in the US 
plummeted 4% last month.  People are “getting it.”  Fats will kill you, eventually.  
Diabetes, arteries, you name it. 
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It is all self-care.  And I think a major part of this… get ready… has to do with our 
perception of time. 

I am too busy… too much to do.  No time to shop, to cook, to rest, to exercise.  
Personally, I think it is our ‘perception’ of time but that is another blog. The mantra 
remains 'I have no time’.  I think it almost pointless to argue with folks when they feel 
like they have no time for self-care. It is like being in the 1960s and arguing with 
someone to stop smoking.  The mantra was “I cannot do it, is it REALLY that bad for 
you?”   

And if you do tend to self-care… take a bit of advice – be very selective as to who you 
tell.  Many folks, (those who do not tend to themselves very well) – will feel 
threatened and a good defense is a better offense – and they will do or say something 
which will have the tendency to throw you off.  Just writin’.   Be strong, be bold, be 
of good courage and be quiet about it (more or less). 
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How Do I Change? 
Pastor Jon, March 12, 2015 

I have written these past few blogs about the pace of life – the frantic nature of our 
days.  I have written about how that is killing us.  I have preached about it, too.  I 
have written about the developing spirituality in our culture which is just beginning to 
see how critical it is that we tend to exercise and nutrition.   

But I am so busy! 

How do I change?  I suspect most folks will see this as a matter of better time 
management.  I need to be more organized.  OK.  That may be good for some folks. 

My suggestion is prayer – specifically, centering prayer and meditation.  I have seen 
life changes in people who practice this.  Major changes.  If you do not trust me, do a 
little research.  But I have seen this in my life and in the lives of a bunch of  folks at 
church. 

Centering prayer involves: 1) repeating 3-5 words on the out breathe; 2) being in a 
comfortable, quiet place; 3) maintaining a passive mental attitude - other thoughts 
will enter the mind – observe them, let them go, and bring your focus back to your 
centering phrase; 4) 10 minutes once or twice a day. 

The interesting issue is that such times of quiet and stillness prompt people to feel 
real uncomfortable.  Because we…  Are…  Not…  Used to…  Quiet.  I am so busy! 

Three people – 3!!! – have told me the time they feel quiet, disconnected and still… is 
when they are on a plane.  Part of me thinks, that is sad.  Part of me thinks, we are 
controlled by our circumstances.  Part of me thinks, that is how some chose to live. 

We do not change unless we want to.   

Meditation workshops are led every Saturday through March at our church.  I may 
offer them all April as well.   Every Wednesday evening meditation is part of our 
worship service.  And it is all free.  But there may be a cost - namely, some of the 
ways in which we live. 
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The Warmth Tease and Anxiety 

Pastor Jon, March 13, 2015 

I am so excited about the Spring.  Maybe it was the beastly winter – really the beastly 
February.  Maybe it was the unusual dreaded cold which seemed to last forever.  
Maybe it was the shoveling.  I do not know.  But we are here. 

Yesterday’s warmth was the great tease.  A tease because today I froze cycling into 
church.  Cold again, but we know warmth is coming bit by bit, but it is coming. 

For a cyclist this is a delight.  No more getting bundled up.  No more frozen feet, 
frozen drops on the bike, frozen fingers.  No more wearing a hat all day to keep warm 
after a morning ride in the cold.  At the same time my predilection for anxiety seems 
to kick in. 

There is so much I can do now.  Things I could not do over the winter.  House projects 
too numerous to write down.  Now, even more of them from the winter damage. 
House, cycle training, church… taxes!  What to do… how much can I accomplish and 
finish and get behind me.  What can we cross off the list – even though the list may be 
only a mental list.  What do I NOT want hanging over my head?  What will I feel best 
about accomplishing? 

Stop.  Let go of the shoulders.  Breathe with the stomach going out and the chest 
staying still.  Relax the fingers.  Let go of the facial muscles.  Let the jaw slacken.  
Take another breath. My worthiness does not depend on how much I can accomplish.  
Rest in God. 

Taxes?  Get an extension.  Projects – all summer… Church… all will be well… training – 
well, that I cannot let go.  Get on the scale.  Yes.  The scale.  What does it read?  
Training I cannot let go.  There are mountains to climb and I am not getting too far 
like this.    Thank God I can do it.  So many are not as blessed in this regard.    

When I check out on this life there will be something on the house list I never did.  
Taxes – when I check out someone else will have to do them.  Cannot do them from 
heaven.  

Training – no one else can do that.  Sunsets – flowers – no one can enjoy them for me.  
Take a breath, celebrate the life.  Let the other stuff go.  One day I have to anyway.  
And I have all summer… and the fall… and next year…  
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Sunday 

Pastor Jon, March 14, 2015 

Can you bring some change – and/or redeemable bottles and cans to church on 
Sunday?  I am hoping for donations to support my efforts for the Tin Mountain 
Conservation Society which does conservation and educational work around Camp 
Calumet and the White Mountains.  

I will be cycling in the race up the auto road of Mount Washington this coming August 
with 600+ other cyclists.  This is a major fund-raiser for the Tin Mountain Society.  

I see it as care for God’s creation and a way that we can pay forward the gift of 
nature that we have received.  I like the idea that we are helping educate future 
generations. 

So… if you are inclined to be supportive – bring some cans and bottles (redeemable), 
some change…  And/or any other contributions!  Checks can be made out to Faith 
Lutheran with “Tin Mountain Society” in the notation. 

How about supporting this old, fat (for a biker, but maybe not for too many more 
months…) cyclist as one of the 50 oldest guys to do this in 2015!  
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Playing a Hunch 

Pastor Jon, March 15, 2015 

On the basis of some interactions I have had with folks over the last many months, 
getting glimpses into the spirit life of people, I am getting this intuitive hunch there 
may be people who are interested in walking a path together.  Most of us go it alone. 

So maybe some of us meet once in a while, communicate via email or phone, have 
time to discuss, share goals, hopes, and pains.  Perhaps we are vehicles for God’s 
healing for one another, a source of God’s encouragement for one another.  

I am not going to publicize this.  Going to keep it quiet.  If this does interest you just 
hand me a slip of paper.  I will be in contact if we have 4, 5, or 6, people. 
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It Begins 

Pastor Jon, March 16, 2015 

Last year, similar to the year before, similar to the year before that…  I can go back 
maybe a decade on this…  I rolled into June 21 and realized, wait a minute…  I am 
loving the daylight at 8-9 pm…  Now we start losing it minute by minute.  Noooo.   

My problem was that I felt like I was just settling into the longer days only to realize I 
was close to being on the other side of them.  I thought at the time, next year I am 
going to start appreciating the lengthening of the daylight long before June 21. 

We have had more daylight for a few weeks now – but the time change is the big 
bump.  Wow.  Wonderful. 

May be a bit chilly but this is the time to luxuriate in the light.  Squeeze the gift – we 
have it. 

Now is the time to get ready for the glorious warmth of summer.  Go for a walk, 
breathe in the warmth, feel the sun, and at 6 – 7 pm – be sure you go outside - just to 
be still.  Live with gratitude to God.  Such a life brings glory to our creator. 
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He Retired? Already? 
Pastor Jon, March 17, 2015 

A pro football player retired in his early twenties.  He was destined to make millions 
and perhaps to be a star.  He retired after one year. When he retired he cited his 
concerns with concussions as he had played through a concussion in pre-season 
training camp. 

Years ago folks poo-pooed concussions.  Tough guys played through them.  No 
problem.  Then after a lot of research it was discovered that many of the brain issues 
which retired players had could be traced to their concussions during their playing 
days.  After a few years – I stress a few years – of publicity to this issue we are 
starting to see player attitudes change.  The evidence of this problem has been there 
for some time, mind you. 

Now, many parents are taking a second look at whether they should allow their 
children to play football.  The problems with concussions in soccer are said to be as 
bad as that with football, although I have not studied this.  My suspicion is that almost 
all of the contact sports fall into this category. 

There is risk with almost any activity we participate in – running, jogging, walking, 
cycling, golf – you name it.  But the risk with some of these contact sports is 
disconcerting. 

This fellow – and others – quit. 

The risks with smoking became evident after a time, although many fought this 
realization.  Same with alcohol consumption.  No doubt many other aspects of our 
lifestyle will be revealed to us in the future as being less than healthy.  At one time, 
many thought football was a terrific sport. 

Now, I think we face a moral issue – the players we root for and cheer on – they take 
their lives in their hands, and if concussed they may not heal.  Yet we cheer them on.  
There is something terribly unsettling about this.  I do not watch boxing or fighting 
because of this.  My interest in football has waned over the last year or two and my 
days as a fan may be coming to an end. 
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Matt and Jim 

Pastor Jon, March 18, 2015 

I came across an article about a fellow I will call Matt.  Someone was remembering a 
financial call Matt made eons ago.  I was curious, so I read it.  As I was reading I was 
wondering why this person saw fit to write about something from 2005.  Seems like a 
long time ago.  When I came to the end I realized why.  Matt had died.  He died in 
2008.  He was one of the anchors on a news show on TV.  If you lived through any of 
the financial turmoil in the past – you knew Matt. 

I looked up cause of death.  He was early 60s.  Probably could have retired easily.  
And probably had all the money one could reasonably want.  Gone in the blink of an 
eye.  Heart.  Those who worked with him often referred to his nutrition habits.  I 
came across his moving farewell to his co-anchor – and she even alludes to his 
upcoming change in lifestyle.  He was gone a few weeks later. 

You know they live under pressure – I guess that is how I would see it if I had their 
jobs.  I would “perceive” it that way.  Pressure, pressure.  I have to do…  I must do…  
As a result any resources I might have to care for myself, I get drained… 

And so – health fades and there is no getting it back.  Then…  And what is it that I said 
I “had” to do…  That I “must” do… 

I remember another fellow I liked – I will call him Jim.  I have not seen him much on 
TV but I recall liking him way back in the 1980s when he was a guest on financial 
programs with some frequency.  He was a burly sort – looked like an ex-college 
football player type, although I have no reason to think he was ever such an athlete.  
He was well-spoken, straight forward and a kindly sort of fellow.  I looked him up – he 
also died.  53.  Gone for a few years now.  As an investment banker and well placed in 
that world – he also had more than enough money.  Heart.  Jim. 

They reminded me of Christmas.  Many years ago I greeted one of our Dads prior to a 
pageant at church.  He was shaken.  His colleague had died – mid 40s, as I recall.  
Sudden.    My friend would go from the pageant to the wake. 

Good to remember this kind of thing.  Maybe what we “have to do,” what we “must 
do,” is take care of ourselves.  Jesus spoke to this.  Sometimes we need look at the 
source of the “pressure” as being sad, or deluded.  Of course, the source will have a 
justification.  And sometimes the “source” is looking at us in the mirror.  Of course, 
the source will have a justification.  Just what does it take for me to “get it.” 

Fear of death works.  But for many we need a reason beyond fear.  There is no cookie 
cutter answer for us.  We each find our own: see the kids, the grandkids, sail the 
oceans, ski the hills, make art,  run up mountains, make music, be a blessing, build a 
house, watch a sunset…  When we think that way it has a tendency to re-frame the 
“pressure,” what we feel we “have to do,” what we feel we “must do.”  And it all 
comes back to our faith and our stewardship and appreciation for the gift we have 
received.  
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The Problem With Time 

Pastor Jon, March 19, 2015 

I write a great deal about time, the importance of disengagement from the pace of 
life, the challenges of the “always on” lifestyle, etc.  This is really life in our culture.   
Followers of Jesus are called to be salt, light – distinct, “in” but not “of” this culture.  
The great temptation is to succumb to the mentality that life “has” to be as it is.  I do 
not have much choice but to live this way. 

In my mind this is unbearably tragic. I believe the toll this takes on our health and 
well-being is immeasurable.  Many people seek something different.  Some would call 
it a spiritual path.  Many do not want to be associated with the concept religious.  I 
think this is because so much of what passes for religious in our culture is so contrary 
to a path of peace.   

What does it take to wake us up? 

I came across the following written by a neurologist, Dr. Kalanithi,  who was 
terminally ill in his 30s.  This appeared in the Stanford Medical magazine and the 
Washington post.  These are his words to his daughter. 

“When you come to one of the many moments in life when you must give an 
account of yourself, provide a ledger of what you have been, and done, and 
meant to the world, do not, I pray, discount that you filled a dying man’s days 
with a sated joy, a joy unknown to me in all my prior years, a joy that does not 
hunger for more and more, but rests, satisfied. In this time, right now, that is an 
enormous thing.” 

May our days be filled with such an awareness.  These are the words of a 
terminally ill man.  I suspect they reflect the effects of his illness.  When we 
realize the fragility and brevity of time, it has the effect of changing the ways in 
which we appropriate this gift.  I think we become more inclined to live with 
what I have referred to as “slow mind, slow mind.”  I think we no longer live at 
the “old” pace.  We wake up and begin to live in Christ. 
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Me and Creflo Dollar 

Pastor Jon, March 20, 2015 

Creflo Dollar is a TV type preacher with a huge congregation down South somewhere.  
He is linked with what is called the prosperity gospel.  It is one of those “give 10% of 
your income to the church and God will make you rich” deals.  Unbelievably, 
thousands upon thousands of people go to that place.  Makes me say, “I dunno…” 

Creflo has a problem.  His jet is getting old.  So he wants a new one – gazillions of 
dollars.  He is asking 200,000 people to kick in $300 apiece for this jet.   

Creflo is looking for a new jet (he has an old one…)   Now me…  I am looking for cans 
and bottles I can turn in for nickels.  This is not for a jet.   This will go to a 
conservation group taking care of God’s gift of nature.  I will bike up a mountain to 
inspire people to support nature and to pursue better health.  I guess Creflo might fly 
overhead, who knows.  Maybe he waves. I have $39 so far.  

Other contributions to the cause are welcome and hoped for.  I am betting Creflo is 
ahead of me.  Thirty-nine dollars.  
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Purity 

Pastor Jon, March 21, 2015 

I find a certain “release” from the matters of life in sports.  I have always 
participated and still do.  I am also a fan: hockey, football, some basketball, baseball, 
lacrosse, cycling… in enjoy being a fan.  I suppose it provides some emotional release 
as we can identify with the team.  It is no longer the Red Sox, it is “we.”  We lost, we 
won… 

Folks become quite animated over this kind of thing.  I hear this via sport talk radio, 
which I used to listen too frequently, but now – maybe once a month.  We develop 
strong emotional attachments. 

I often wonder what is going on in life that such attachments develop, that such a 
release is desired…  

Cyclists are often derided on sport talk radio because of the incidents of doping.  In 
Europe they have a hard time finding companies to sponsor teams.  Companies do not 
want to be associated with doping.   

I find this curious.  Cyclists are tested all the time, all year, whether in competition 
or not.  Such testing does not take place in other sports.  One only has to look at the 
modern day athlete and one can deduce that doping is rampant.  But, as long as we 
do not have the testing… we hold onto the image that all is pure.  And we remain 
fans. 

People loved Lance Armstrong.  For many he was pure and a hero.  Anyone who 
followed cycling knew he was anything but pure.  All the information was there for 
years and years prior to his confession.  But we held onto the image of purity, until 
the house of cards fell apart.  Some, I guess, still do hold to his former image. 

I am of the view that as long as money and fame are to be had folks will figure out 
ways to gain an advantage whether it is in accord with fair play or not.  We can hold 
onto an image – but I think this delusional.  Even Jesus said – who is good but God 
alone.  What intrigues me is that we hold onto this image even though we realize it is 
a façade.  Then when the truth is revealed we get upset.  Is it that we never realized 
the truth?  Did we really believe the image as truth?  Perhaps.  Interesting that people 
become very outraged when they learn of bad behavior from athletes, politicians, 
business people, clergy…  And what, per chance, were we expecting? 

On occasion I go back to history and do a bit of study – reading, some YouTube clips.  I 
study the Holocaust sometimes.  I read of the atrocities, listen to the interviews.  
What we are capable of is horrifying.  It renders “cheating” small potatoes.  Nothing.  
It renders the offensive internet posting, the mean face to face comments – 
absolutely nothing.  And it prompts me to see the real miracle – the real miracle is 
when folks show even a bit of kindness, when people are slightly honest.  Those are 
the miracles.  Only God is good.  And sometimes that Spirit breaks through, 
sometimes. 
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Please Don't Change My World... Please 

Pastor Jon, March 23, 2015 

Maybe it is my age.  Fifty-eight.  Who knows? 

But my world is changing and I do not like it. 

I can deal with the internet, the phones, the TV and all that.  Well, maybe the internet is 
partially to blame.  I think yes. Our seasonal summer cabin is in Northfield, Mass a bucolic 
“in the middle of nowhere” village in north central Mass, near the Vermont and New 
Hampshire border.  There is/was a school there – a prep school called the Northfield 
School for Girls.  Beautiful campus – nicest I have ever seen, even among colleges. 

The place became coed when it merged with the Mount Hermon School for Boys which 
was 5 miles away.  Northfield/Mount Hermon has a profound and deep heritage rooted in 
Christianity and Dwight L. Moody, the founder. 

The Northfield Campus closed 10 years ago.  Declining enrollment.  The place is basically 
abandoned now.  I used to work there summers – mowing the lawns and weeding.  Now – 
they cannot find a buyer.  They will actually give it to you – free!  Gym with pool, 
administration building, 4 huge classroom buildings, library, art center, student center, 
music building, 8 dorms, fields galore, chapel… Free!  Just a matter of time before they 
start tearing down buildings that are too expensive to maintain. 

The Bradford College in Haverhill - closed.  Now Sweet Briar College is closing. That 
prompted these thoughts.  One by one.  Drip by drip.  College closings will become more 
frequent.  After all, one can take courses via the internet these days. 

Our culture is changing, becoming more technologically oriented.  That is the internet 
effect.   

Churches are closing as well.  A lot of them.  My home church – gone.  Used to be a huge 
place,  no more.  Northfield School, where I worked in the summer – gone.  My first 
church where I was called to be pastor – gone. 

My history – gone.  No doubt many business people can identify – the companies they gave 
so much of themselves to – merged, bankrupt, obsolete… gone. 

As a child these places were institutions.  They were society, culture, the community, 
life.  No more. 

I am reminded of the words of Jesus – foxes have holes in the ground, birds have nests, 
but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head. 

As a kid, our house – owned by the church – but for me our house – was burned to the 
ground by an arsonist.  I learned real young – nothing lasts – as Jesus taught – moth and 
rust will destroy. There is only one certainty in this life - and it is not family.  Not money.  
Not even the monuments of culture.  It is not even life itself.  The only certainty - and 
the paradox is that even this “certainty” is mystery – is the presence of God.  Home is 
with you wherever you are.  Would that we live with that awareness and find our peace in 
it.   
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Please Don't Change My World... Please... part 2 

Pastor Jon, March 24, 2015 

If we recognize the seismic changes our “world” is going through, and I hope we do…  
We are left with some unsettling thoughts. 

I see these changes in my few years.  I have to think that all one has to do is stand 
back a bit and look.  Do a little reading and study – the pace of these transformations 
is breathtaking.  While we are in the midst of them – perhaps we lose that 
consciousness – but stand back and do a bit of study. 

I read church stuff from various denominations.  I read musings by peers.  At some 
level I suspect people – unwittingly – turn to the church as a place of constancy - dare 
I write stability – in the midst of life’s stuff.  Be it personal change, social change – 
what have you – we think of the church as a place of constancy.  Good gracious, we 
yearn for constancy.  We want to set our bearings somewhere! 

As a result churches get torn up over major social change issues.  They were torn up 
over slavery eons ago.  Change the music and folks get torn up.  For Pete’s sake, 
change the hymnal and folks get torn up.  Recently, we see the great divide over gay 
marriages.  We still see it over the place of women.  There are those who want to 
hold onto tradition – to constancy, as the world moves. 

Some folks will always hearken to the “we need to maintain traditions” (which have 
always spoken to us, which have stood the test of time, which are God’s call, which 
are our history, which are…)  I read all of the defenses – even the “which are based on 
scripture, which are based on God’s revelation to us…” ones.  I sympathize.   

But I also realize that “traditions” that are meaningful to me are meaningless to an 
ever expanding body of people.  Witness the colleges, schools and churches which are 
closing.  There will always be the retro folks.  Manual typewriters (I think I was one of 
the last people to stop using one! Pressing "delete,” however, is a lot easier…); retro 
bike groups (yes, there are even retro bike races – for the group affectionately 
referred to as retro-grouches -  where your bike needs to be circa pre 1960… ummm, 
yours truly has a steel bike - very retro); there are vintage clothing folks…  Coke 
brings out a vintage bottle… but much of this is a flash to the old days.  A curiosity.   

This is a painful place for churches.  How does God speak to this changing world 
where we yearn for some kind of consistency.  Some folks want to hold on.  So do I, at 
least to some of the past.  But increasingly I see we need to “let go” in order to seek 
the ways in which God speaks – effectively, to an ever changing culture. 
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Work, Not Work 

Pastor Jon, March 25, 2015 

I speak with folks all the time and it astounds me the number of people who feel 
captive to their work.  They cannot go on vacation, really, without their email 
attachment, their phone, and their what-have-you… they cannot get away for a week-
end without their email, their phone… they simply cannot get away. 

Last thing they do at night – check email, first thing in the morning – check email, a 
few times in the evening – check email.  Some have bosses that expect this.  

They simply cannot get away.  This is a transformation of the workplace.  Work is 
wherever I am – as long as I have my attachment(s).  I knew of a fellow who had two 
phones – one for family, one for work.  Now people have different ring tones to 
discern who is calling.  We are "on," all the time, all the time. 

Fortunately, lots of these folks like their jobs. 

Now I do not suggest one ask this question in a face to face encounter.  It will 
engender hostility on the part of the one answering the question.  

Do you have to be so connected?  Most say “yes, I have no choice.”  Oh…  Well, I guess 
that is the way it is then.  

Personally, I wonder what the cost is. 

I wonder how this squares with the commandment to seek rest.  But in a “go,go,”   “I 
can do it” culture… rest is a no, no.   

I also think we have a bit more freedom to choose than, perhaps, we are willing to 
acknowledge. 
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Normal? 

Pastor Jon, March 26, 2015 

Let me address self-talk. 

I suspect there are folks who dismiss meditation and centering prayer, who dismiss 
quiet and stillness as “not for me.”  Mind you, centering prayer has roots which go 
back almost 2,000 years in the church. 

I think it is a question of self-talk.  Most of our thoughts are actually negative.  People 
do not necessarily want to deal with that, but all the research validates it.   

Self – talk.  It is really a choice in my view.  I can say – my prayer – “The Lord is with 
me,” “The Lord is my shepherd,” “God loves me,” “Lord have mercy.”  And… in 
time… perhaps… I experience a measure of equanimity and in many cases a reduction 
in hypertension, metabolic rate, anxiety, anger, medical bills, and in many cases, an 
improvement in my intentionality when it comes to the way I live. 

Or…  I can have other self-talk which is not quite as uplifting.    

I want to embolden those often labeled as “out there.”  Dare to be different.  
Recognize the problems with ‘normal.’  Normal is frenzied, 24/7, tense, pressured, 
hurried, time-constrained and self-care often goes ignored.  No time.  Very expensive. 
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Give and Take on Civility 

Pastor Jon, March 27, 2015 

I have spoken of the unfortunate decline of civility in our common life.  People yelling 
at the President, name calling – all very distressing for me.  I do not care what one 
thinks of the President.  I have read of this at town meetings as well. 

I wonder the degree to which our social media internet age contributes to this.  Folks 
are  so used to expressing themselves any which way – that we fail to practice 
restraint in face to face meetings as we react to the actual presence of another 
person, their reactions and body language.  So now, we just let ‘er rip when we are 
with people.  I anticipate the workplace will become messier and messier as people 
“get out of shape” when it comes to interpersonal communications.  The internet 
really abets this decline.  Terrible things are posted – basically, anonymously.  I write 
whatever I want.  Anger run amuck.  Self-restraint – umm – what is that? 

However, there is a positive side to the world of instant cameras, constant videos and 
social media. 

Ray Rice is videoed hitting his fiancé.  That caused quite a stir and lead to heightened 
awareness of domestic abuse.  Without the video, I bet nothing happens.  Now the 
Oklahoma SAE fraternity is videoed singing a racist song.  The fraternity was 
disbanded and we get heightened awareness.  I think this kind of singing might have 
gone on for many years.   Nothing is done about it and any kind of verbal description 
or report could have been denied by the perpetrators.   With a video, we have a 
different ballgame.  Now, I am betting we have less of this kind of thing as folks fear 
the backlash. 

At least in the public square all this camera and video stuff may prompt a lot of 
people to be a lot more careful about what they say and how they act.  A blessing.  
We can just hope that the heart beneath it all changes as well. 
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Clipping In... 

Pastor Jon, March 28, 2015 

January was a great month for cycling – at least compared to last year.  I managed big 
miles – 375 in fact.  Not bad for the time of year.  I was eager for a decent February 
as that was a big month for me last year with 400 miles.  I was not sure I could match 
that in 2015. 

Then the snow and the cold.  I can cycle in the 20s and 30s.  I will not knock myself 
out.  I am just too bundled up with bulky clothing, bulky shoes.  And if I sweat in that 
kind of cold I get sick – hypothermia in minutes.  So cycling is short distances.  The 
commute to church is perfect – 12 miles round trip. I can make it a 20-30 mile day 
with ease. 

But when we get the snow, the shoveling leaves me tired.  And the cold with single 
digits!  I get out – but there will not be many extra miles in that kind of cold. 

My mileage in February dropped off to 250 miles, way below last year and way below 
my hopes.  I feel good that I was relatively consistent, meaning I did not take many 
days off.  Most of the days I missed were from shoveling and recovery from shoveling – 
and I need not write we had quite a few shoveling days in February. 

March began with an attack of stupidity as I took out the road bike and promptly 
overdid the mileage.  That leads to “spring knee” a knee soreness cyclists get when 
they do too many miles too quickly in the springtime.  Two steps forward, one step 
back. 

I am truly blessed to have a vision and goals for the summer.  The summer races are 
my inspiration, coupled with my yearly mileage goal.  It is perilously easy to make 
excuses not to go out – cold, windy, and dark.  The vision keeps me at it. 

Vision.  Goals.  Otherwise… 

I admire the folks who exercise and watch their nutrition for the sake of watching 
nutrition and exercise.  Were it not for my dreams of meeting certain times in these 
summer races…  I am not so sure I would be as diligent in the life changes I have 
made.  But I believe God has blessed me with potential.   It is up to me and need I 
write - each of us - to reach it. 
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Who I Want To Be 

Pastor Jon, March 29, 2015 
Most of us treasure life.  This is God’s gift to us. 
Jesus taught – love yourself… as you love others.  I anticipate he taught this because maybe 
we are not so great at it.  Love yourself. We get this – eat right, exercise, get rest.  We get 
this. 
We are not so great at it. What are the issues:  stress, financial worries, family, general 
insecurities.  Our context does not help.  Fast paced lives, inundated with advertisements, 
other people and the culture and atmosphere they create -  all contribute to the dilemma. 
This context puts us in a spiritual place where we seek relief, some peace.  So we eat the bad 
foods, drink the bad stuff, take drugs, do things like gamble, internet surfing, video games, 
porn, spend, spend – to find some relief.    A lot of that stuff releases dopamine in the brain 
so we feel better at least for a minute or two.  Most of this stuff also contributes much more 
to the problem than it provides worthy relief. 
How do we manage this “context?”  We can think differently.  This is cognitive restructuring.  
It is also wicked difficult to do.  I mean as adults we gravitated to the way we think right 
now.  Changing that is not easy.  Fear can do it.  Like fear of death.  Some people change 
when they get sick.  Some refer to this as hitting bottom.  We hit bottom when the problems 
our “relief” mechanisms create become a tad bit overwhelming.  My drinking has caused the 
loss of my job, family, etc.  My eating or smoking has caused all kinds of health problems and 
has me looking into the jaws of the tiger.  So I change… maybe. 

Faith can lead to change – trusting God.  Trusting God … will be my strength.  God will see me 
through.  This is powerful – it leads to a cognitive restructuring of the way in which I view my 
context.  But this is difficult.  To pull off any of this I usually need a solid support group to 
reinforce the path I have taken.  Just so hard to “rewire” the way I live.   
Aside from cognitive re-structuring and medication…  We need address this issue of peace. 
In other words if I am at peace, calm, serene… I can manage the context I live in and I am not 
as inclined to seek “relief” through not so worthy ways.  When I am at peace I can deal with 
the temptations a little better.  I eat better.  I exercise.  Throw me off that peaceful center – 
I am in trouble. 
How do I stay at peace and live with equanimity?  In other words it is not – lose weight and 
then find peace, stop drinking and then find peace.  Rather it is be at peace… And then it is a 
tad bit easier to tend to healthy self-care.   This is very simplistic and it is not as cut and 
dried as it reads.   
How then do I approach this journey of getting to a glimpse of peace?  Community of support 
(at least once a week…); meditative prayer to help me live with greater awareness to 
facilitate cognitive re-structuring; a positive vision of where I desire to go – who I desire to 
be.  The vision corresponds to the Christian characteristic of hope.  The support speaks to the 
characteristic of love, and prayer speaks to our trust in God, or faith.  Faith, hope and love - 
the focal points of the Christian life and the foundation to becoming who we are created to 
be. 
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I'm Lovin' It 

Pastor Jon, March 30, 2015 

Our Doctor – maybe 55, told me about the eating plan.  He learned about it through 
his own research as he had a cholesterol issue.  He said to me that he was given 2 
hours of teaching on nutrition when he spent – what 3-4 years in medical school.  Two 
to three hours, that is it.  The plan?  Nothing with a face – basically, no meat.  
Limited refined foods in favor of whole, non-processed foods.  Fruits, vegetables.  
Limited fat.  No dairy, which is basically liquid meat.  No oil, which is basically fat.  I 
am on this maybe 70-80% of the time.  I have a hamburger a year, maybe 2-3 roast 
beef sandwiches.  Chicken maybe one or twice as a part of a casserole or something.  
Maybe 6 cans of tuna fish, 6 pieces of fish.  Lost a ton of weight.  Cholesterol 
plummeted. 

My doctor found out about all this via a research project described in a book entitled 
The China Study.  Some doctors at the Cleveland Health Clinic (hearts) started basing 
their treatment of patients on nutrition.  They found that arteries – virtually clogged 
to death, actually opened up(!), after a period of time on this eating plan.  All this is 
very dear to me as my father died from artery disease.  Artery disease is the leading 
cause of death in the USA.   

ED is usually from artery disease – and ED medication ads are all over the place on 
television – because there is a huge market for these medications.  That tells one all 
you need to know about artery disease.  There is a lot of it.  And some arteries, being 
smaller, get clogged before those of the heart.  ED, by the way, is a “marker” for 
heart disease. 

The China Study came out over ten years ago.  Only now are some of us catching on.  
Most heart rehab programs now have a nutrition component of some sort.  Now.  Not 
before.  And let us face it – a lot of damage is already done.  So I ask the simple 
question – why wait? 

I also think – like smoking, drinking – nutrition is a health issue – and relates to how 
we care about ourselves – akin to what Jesus taught – love others as you care about 
yourself.  I am not so sure we are so good at caring about ourselves.  Despite my 
progress I have my struggles. 

The Physicians Committee for Responsible Medicine just came out with a push to stop 
the sale of junk food (McDonald’s, Chick-filet, Wendy’s) at hospitals.  I guess these 
food places cough up a few dollars to the hospital and sell their stuff there and sell to 
patients.  Some hospitals have already kicked them out.   

These places in hospitals are more popular down south, where, the article notes, 
obesity levels are highest.  Hmm. 

The doctor group is into preventative medicine and is a non-profit in DC.  They liken 
junk food at hospitals to cigarettes.    I noted this comparison some months ago on 
this blog.  I predicted it – that nutrition issues will be compared to smoking.  In fact, 
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the President of the group has said just as cigarettes were banned from hospitals they 
should ban meat, cheese and other junk foods.   His words. 

Just a matter of time before health insurance companies get into this  big time as 
they see the links between nutrition and escalating health costs.  The government 
began to tax harmful stuff like alcohol and cigarettes partly because of associated 
health costs.  I give this another few years before we see some push to increase taxes 
at some fast food places, although the practical problems may be insurmountable – 
like a 20% tax on a Big Mac but only 2% tax on a salad…  The mayor of New York tried 
to ban huge sugar filled drinks!  That says a lot, doesn’t it? 
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Sleeping in Church 

Pastor Jon, March 31, 2015 

Some men came to see the Abbot, and said to him:  Tell us, when we see people 
dozing during the worship, should we pinch them so they stay awake?  The Abbot said 
to them:  Actually, if I saw someone sleeping,  

I would put their head on my knees and let them rest. 

Desert Wisdom - Sayings from the Desert Fathers 
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An Easter Thought 

Pastor Jon, April 3, 2015 

Came across the lyrics from the song "Unstoppable Love" by The Jesus Culture. 

God, You pursue me, with power and glory 
Unstoppable love that never ends 

You're unrelenting, with passion and mercy 
Unstoppable love that never ends 

No sin, no shame, no past, no pain 
Can separate me from Your love 

No height, no depth, no fear, no death 
Can separate me from Your love 

For me it is an Easter message.  God's presence is there… it is here, may I live into it. 

Gotta drop the complaining, gotta drop the judgements, gotta read the obits in the 
paper, see the people's pictures, gotta get real about life, gotta live into the 
presence.  Mercy, mercy. 

How am I livin'?  God’s presence is here – I gotta live into it.  Look at me, maybe you 
see it, maybe, maybe. 
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Easter at FAITH 

Pastor Jon, April 4, 2015 

So this is an insider's view.   The sunrise service will be outside.  6:30.  I cycle in as 
usual.  Basically, I get up just an hour earlier than normal.  We usually have 10-20 
people.  Once, maybe a decade ago, it was warmish.  Now, it is cold.  This year we 
have snow.  Oh well.  This will not be a long service.  Dress warmly, very warmly.  
One of the nicer parts of this service is the breakfast afterwards.  A highlight of my 
Easter morning is just sitting with folks at the breakfast.  Relaxed, laid back moment 
in time. 

First service at 8:15 should be full.  We have the bells and chimes playing.  I expect 
around 180 people. 

Second service at 9:45 has the choir.  In the last few years we had a major overflow 
with folks in the new fellowship hall watching the huge screen we have there.  We 
distribute communion there as well as in the main sanctuary.  All this gets very dicey 
as it is hard to plan for the number of folks who will be here. If you are coming to the 
middle service – be very early.  I do not know what it looks like outside with parking, 
but I am told folks have had to park on the side street in the past. 

The third service is led by our band.  This is a high energy, kinetic worship.  Again, 
the church will be fairly full but I do not anticipate as many folks here as at 8:15.  
Hard to forecast. 

If we follow the historical patterns over 600 people will worship at Faith this Easter.  
The message this year "From Big Deal to Wow."   If you read this blog – be sure to say 
something to me Easter morning.  Thanks. 
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Pay It Forward 

Pastor Jon, April 5, 2015 

I will be cycling in the Mount Washington Auto Road Hillclimb this August.  I did the 
event last year, easily the most difficult physical and mental challenge I have 
undertaken. 

I have invited folks to sponsor me with all donations going to support the Tin Mountain 
Conversation Society in New Hampshire.  Tin Mountain provides educational programs 
in the New Hampshire schools and oversees some of the forests near the Lutheran 
Camp Calumet in New Hampshire.  The event is a major fund-raiser for Tin Mountain. 

Last summer I did not do any fund-raising for this group, this year I decided to get out 
of my comfort zone and take it on.  I note that most of the participants do not do a 
whole lot of fund-raising for this. But I think I can help the cause if I beat the drum a 
bit.  

My hope is to raise awareness of our care for God's gift of nature.  Hopefully, we can 
"pay it forward" to the next generation.  I also want to increase our awareness of our 
care for ourselves.  I do not think we do as hot a job of self-care as we might.  I know 
I struggle. 

I have a container at church to receive donations.  I am doing this in a low-key way – I 
ask for change in one’s pockets and redeemable cans and bottles.  Thus far, I have 
received almost $700, with about $120 in cans and bottles, $100 in change and a few 
checks for the rest.  The checks have been a real blessing.  I also will write I know 
where the best stores are to redeem containers! 

In June I will set up a table at the annual assembly of New England Lutheran churches 
in Springfield.  I will put my bike on display in order to get little attention – it even 
has a sticker – "This bike climbed Mt. Washington," which is a take-off on the car 
stickers we see throughout New England.  They gave the stickers to all the cyclists 
last year.   

I also received permission from Camp Calumet to put up a poster and container at the 
Camp.  I hope folks there might be moved to support conservation especially since Tin 
Mountain is active in that area. 

The most recent "good news" is that the Thrivent Insurance/investment company, 
which is a fraternal organization originally based in the Lutheran Church, has 
indicated it will provide me sponsorship as well.  They will help me in a limited way 
with expenses – which should cover displays and such.  I am grateful for their 
assistance.   

My exploits up Mt. Washington are featured in the Portico Wellness Voices column 
which is a ministry of the Lutheran Church, associated with our health insurance 
coverage.   Our Bishop in New England even covered this in his blog!   Maybe this will 
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be an inspiration for folks.  I will be one of the oldest participants in the race, and, in 
addition, I am no slenderella.   

As I realize this, a bit of fear and faith kicks in.  I have faith that God has blessed me 
with some potential.  But that can be touch and go – in order to do this I really have 
to be smart about training, rest, eating, etc.  For me, this is way more than a physical 
"try harder" deal.  I have to train on steep mountains, gear the bike appropriately, 
lose weight, have nutrition to eat along the way, know what clothing to wear for the 
weather which can start warm and end with snow at the top, etc.   

Fear moves me to "ride around the block and be happy about it."  Faith pulls me 
forward - up the mountain.  Where is faith pulling you?  
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Day Three 

Pastor Jon, April 7, 2015 

On Easter I spoke about the two days Christ overcomes the power of darkness.  Then 
on the third day Christ appears.  The third day.  One of the points I tried to make 
without emphasizing it too much was that it is perilously easy for us to spend a lot of 
time as day one and day two people.  It is another matter to live as a day three 
person.  Day three people seek to love God, to care for themselves in healthy ways 
and to love others.   

Loving God and others is not necessarily "natural."  We are inclined to be self-
absorbed.  Caring for ourselves in healthy ways also is not easy – the temptations 
abound that would lead us in other directions.  This day three path is rough.  

I used as examples – the wheelchair and running shoes.  Easy to have them, another 
thing to be a runner or a racer.  The plate of food – easy to have it, another thing to 
share it.  The conflict with others – easy, so easy – another thing to seek 
reconciliation.  The instrument – easy to have it, another thing to play it to the glory 
of God. 

I received an email – "I am going to be a day three person!"  In my view – we make 
that decision – willpower, commitment, what have you.  But that does not get us 
there.  I need a spiritual power – I need the power of God's spirit.  Consider it a 
partnership.  God is not going to do it for me, and I am not doing it alone.     

So this is the conundrum for me: Where do I tap into, how do I tap into, that power of 
Christ to give me what I yearn for?  I think this is different for each of us.  But I really 
do believe it requires some form of group support and encouragement.  In other words 
– it is vainly hard to be a lone ranger in this endeavor.  Some can – but not many. 

I think of all the groups which seek to move us to day three – AA, Gamblers 
Anonymous, Weight watchers, Compassionate Friends, grief support, divorce support, 
anger management, and depression… the list goes on and on.  They are effective.  
And they speak to that essential ingredient of having group support and perhaps of 
having a group experience which is a catalyst for one’s sense of accountability to the 
day three vision. 

We do not have the same "visions" for our day three, but we can be an encouragement 
for one another in living into our separate visions.  I have an interest in establishing 
someday three groups.  So we can encourage one another in living into the vision. 
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No Room 

Pastor Jon, April 15, 2015 

I was thinking about Jesus when he was in the crowd of people and a woman simply 
touched his garment thinking that if she touched his garment she would be healed.  
Jesus - in the crowd – felt the power go out of him and asked – who touched me. 

I do not want to get bogged down in the particularities of the story – but what stands 
out for me is that he is in the crowd and he could feel or sense the presence of this 
woman.  Usually when we are with folks we are pre-occupied.  We are focused 
perhaps on the person we are speaking to.  Sometimes we are speaking to someone 
and thinking about the others around us.  Sometimes we are speaking with someone 
and we are not hearing them – at all – so much as we are thinking about what we will 
say in response.  I think that really is the story most of the time.  We do not hear 
someone so much as we think about our response.   

What strikes me is that Jesus was present in that crowd.  Available is the word that 
comes to my mind.   

A lot of times we are where we are and there are no vacancies.  I mean there is no 
room.  I have my agenda, my sense of what I am needing to do.  Maybe it is shopping 
or some project or something at work.  Something.  I have my plate full. 

And there is no vacancy in this hotel.  No room in the inn.  I am really not available. 

What is spiritual living?  It is tending to what I have on my plate (this is life) while at 
the same time being available.  How do we live in such a way?  

I call this mindful living.  Living with a deep and keen awareness of where I am – 
mindful of what is before me, and sufficiently in touch with that – mindful of it – that 
I can set it aside and be available.  I do not think we can live this way without a 
certain kind of consciousness and I know of no way to inculcate such consciousness 
without “slow mind,” prayerful living.  I believe some form of centering prayer or 
contemplation is the foundation for this.  

Otherwise, the speed of life and all that is on our minds - can simply sweep us away. 
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Consider 

Pastor Jon, April 17, 2015 

Jesus gave the Sermon on the Mount, or the Sermon of the Plain if you read Luke’s 
account, – which leaves me puzzled – was it on the mount or the plain?  No difference.  
Jesus was teaching about anxiety and said, in essence, have faith, trust God, let go of 
the future, let the concerns of the day be sufficient for the day. 

OK. 

The part we can overlook is at the beginning when he said – consider the lilies of the 
field.  Stop there. 

This is my blog and I am a cyclist so I like to use cycling as a resource.  One of my 
fears cycling up steep mountains is eating and drinking.  I am slow and when you are 
slow it is perilous to take your hand off the handlebars to grab a water bottle or to 
reach into your back pocket for an energy gel.  When you are as slow as I am – doing 
so is a guarantee of falling.  The pitch is so steep, I am going so slow – 3-5 mph, no 
way I can take a hand off the bars. 

For one race this was a major concern.  I would never finish without something to eat 
and drink yet the pitch was so long and so steep I did not know how I could manage 
this.  I was absolutely relieved to do the first mile and see that the road had slight 
undulations.  14 % grade for a bit, then it dropped gradually to 6%.  Whenever the 
road dropped I grabbed something. 

At one point I realized I needed to take advantage of these drops – so I squeezed a gel 
into my mouth and just let it sit there for a mile as the road steepened.  I was saving 
it as I feared I might not be able to get anything else in my mouth the rest of the way.  
I savored it.  10 months later I remember it.  Don’t remember much else, but I 
remember savoring that gel. 

Consider the lilies.  Savor them.  When the summer solstice hits in late June, it dawns 
on me that we are then on the downside of sunlight.  The days will be getting shorter.  
I always wonder – where was I when the days were lengthening in April and May?  Did I 
even notice?  And if I noticed, did I savor them – consider the lilies, Jesus taught.   

We have beautiful flowers in the sanctuary now, I wonder if folks will notice, or 
better yet – whether we will savor them.  Consider the lilies. 

Consider, savor the moments and the goodness of life.  Slow mind. 
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Counting 

Pastor Jon, April 19, 2015 

This is a wonderful time at Faith for me.  During the next weeks we have the first 
communion service and two confirmation services.  These are all on Saturdays.  We 
have two confirmation services because we needed to divide up the class into two 
groups this year.  We have a real large class.  

We have three baptisms planned and I have one wedding which will be a sweet 
moment to share with that couple.   Faith has a special musical program in early May, 
our Wednesday evening worship group is having a dinner, and we may be getting a 
Friday evening cooking class off the ground as well.  We also will be starting a book 
group if all goes according to plan.   

I will be attending a clergy meeting in a week and we have the annual meeting of all 
the Lutheran churches in New England shortly thereafter in Springfield.  At that 
assembly I am going to make a plug for support of my venture up Mt. Washington this 
August in a race to benefit a New Hampshire conservation group.  All this in the 
course of a few weeks!  And the best part?  I look forward to connecting with a 
number of folks who are new to our church, one of the most gratifying aspect of what 
I do.    

Of course, this is the beginning of the “we are getting real serious about cycling” 
season.  The Wachusett Mountain cycling race is in a few weeks and I will do with a 
buddy from church. One moment I look forward to each week is the Saturday morning 
hill climb repeats I do in North Andover.  Usually someone from church joins in for a 
few of them.   

And the days are getting longer! 

Just counting the blessings, moment by moment. 
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The Unveiling 

Pastor Jon, April 20, 2015 

I have to admit.  Never in my wildest dreams did I think it would look like this.  
Never.  I figure it would be an improvement and it would make things a nicer at 
church, but I really did not think it would be to this extreme.  Having this new system 
really opens up what we can do in the message segment of our worship.  At some 
level it is almost a game changer for us.   

The great unveiling will take place in the coming weeks.  I am not certain when.  I do 
know this, the unveiling will not happen until everything is completely done.  And 
then, I need to have the message segment such that the new stuff is fully utilized.  I 
think this will be a wow moment for the folks at church.  I mean I have only seen part 
of this and that was my reaction.  The other half is just getting installed now. 

The unveiling.  A 'wow' moment.  A game changer.  So many thanks to the folks who 
have done the work to make this possible.  Some generous people, some hard 
workers.  A lot of folks giving of themselves – and being a blessing unto others. 
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The Marathon Winners 

Pastor Jon, April 21, 2015 

I used to follow cycling – Tour de France, Giro D’Italia, the classic one-day races.  
Now, I rarely give them a look.  Lost interest I guess.  Yesterday the same thing 
happened with the Boston marathon. 

I used to watch the marathon on TV for at least a little while before tending to the 
day’s matters.  I looked forward to it.  But it dawned on me – “I wonder if these folks 
are taking drugs to run this fast?”  Turns out last year’s record setting winner in the 
woman’s division, a woman who has won three times as well as winning marathons 
elsewhere – was busted for EPO a few months ago.  I do a little more research and 
find out that it is hard to test these African runners for drugs since there are no 
testing facilities in parts of Africa.  Turns out that a few of the major marathons are 
pooling funds to start facilities in Africa. 

Wow.  All this money at stake and they do not even get tested. 

It also struck me, as I listened to the commentators, that they said hardly a word 
about this woman getting caught.  I had a wonder about the degree to which they felt 
the need to maintain the illusion/delusion. 

After reading about Lance Armstrong – his rampant use of drugs and considering his 
consistent denial of such drug use – I am jaded about these “athletes” who compete 
with so much money at stake.  Personally, I believe most of the cyclists are still on 
drugs – micro-dosing it is called – to the levels just below that of detectability.  I have 
no doubt the runners – all of these ‘athletes’ do it.  Heck, I read of amateur old 
athletes who use drugs – and there is nothing at stake for them.   

Who are the real inspirations?  I looked through some pictures of the Boston 
marathon.  Lots of pictures of the winners, not many of the mid-pack Joe and Jane 
Doe types.  Those are my heroes – the mid-pack folks.  Anonymous they are.  
Participating for the love of it all.  The folks zipping by my house in North Andover on 
their bikes, for the love of it all.  No money, no fame…  

Look, oh look, all around – and we can find honest people – living with integrity.  Not 
many pictures of them in the papers. Bernie Madoff gets the attention.  But the Joe 
and Jane Doe cutting lawns and giving an honest effort do not.  And the list goes on.  
Have to have eyes to see though. 
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All Day 

Pastor Jon, April 23, 2015 

For months now the church has been abuzz.  I do not like going in – just too noisy!  
The YMCA has been holding its pre-school program and after school program at our 
place from 7 am until 6:30.  Usually we have just the after school program, but the 
YMCA asked us to house their pre-school program for 2 months while construction is 
completed at their new facility.  We have about 70 children at the church all day, 5 
days a week. 

In the evening, every Tuesday and Thursday, our choirs practice – another 20 people 
each night.  We also have church meetings and host the regional Boy Scout council 
meetings.  We manage to squeeze in two Girl Scouts troop meetings as well.  

Then on Wednesdays we have our meditation program each week for about 12 folks.  
Friday evenings we host the local school age chess club for what has turned out to be 
20-30 kids.  Other Fridays we have church events such as the Movie club.  Saturdays 
we are quieter – perhaps we have a baptism or a wedding on 10 Saturdays of the year.  
In May and June we have three special services for confirmation and first communion 
as well as the musical madness concert by our music groups.  We also have memorial 
services on Saturdays. 

Sprinkled into this schedule are music recitals for which local music teachers rent our 
sanctuary.  And if can fit them in – various rental arrangements by families or 
organizations for a variety of purposes. 

Oh, and I forgot to mention the Yard Sale this May… 

Busy place, all day. 
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Spirituality 

Pastor Jon, April 24, 2015 

I do a bit of reading and came across an interesting blog from a preacher who has 
some clear ideas as to what is "worship (properly understood on his terms)" and what 
is not "worship."  He is kind of a throw-back to a few decades ago and he comes from 
a conservative church.  He also leaves me realizing that, perhaps, my ideas are oil to 
his water. 

I see all of life as worship.  Worship is really an act of acknowledging and giving 
thanks to God. I understand spirituality the same way.  Everything we do is 
spirituality.  I suppose some "compartmentalize."  They segment their lives into 
separate sections.  There is much to be said for this.  If you have family issues of 
significant magnitude you do not necessarily want them controlling your work life.  In 
this regard compartmentalization is a positive thing.  To apply the term to matters of 
spirituality, however, leaves me unsettled. 

Spirituality is the air we breathe.  I do not start and stop that breathing.  God is 
everywhere and within.  I cannot separate God out, so to speak.  Washing dishes is 
intensely spiritual, so is grocery shopping, my interactions with people at work, with 
the family.  All of it drips of God, the breath, the Spirit, - yes of worship.  Of course, I 
do "go to church" to worship – but this is a more formalized experience of what 
transpires all week in every moment.  Church worship is simply a moment of 
heightened awareness of God, but that awareness is there all the time. 

If we understand God as a tyrannical judge, these ideas are not good news.  My life is 
filled with “oughts,” “shoulds,” and guilt – many burdens.  If we view God as graceful 
– which is how Jesus spoke and taught of God – then life can be transformed.    

The struggle, of course, comes with the reality that I lose consciousness of God’s 
presence.  I get wrapped up in – whatever – my agenda, my plan, my goals, my hopes.  
I get busy, busy.  I become competitive playing the comparison game with others.  I 
seek the accolades of my culture for how terrific I am.  I put down others and become 
the "people critic" – typically, in order to make myself feel terrific in comparison.  
The list goes on and on…  This happens because I change my address.  I am not living 
at home in Christ.  I have moved to another neighborhood. 

Church worship, then, involves a "returning home" to the one who created me, who is 
my destiny, and in whom I find my true being. 
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Sweating Away 

Pastor Jon, April 28, 2015 

I write about my cycling exploits, but there are a number of people in our community 
who are involved in various ‘healthy’ endeavors.  These are all different people and I 
might emphasize these are the folks I am aware of.  The thing is, I am aware of these 
things only because of a casual mention in a casual conversation.  I wonder about all 
those folks who are doing stuff I just do not know about. 

 Every year about 20-30 people from our community are in the Feaster 5 Thanksgiving 
Day run/walk in Andover.   Separately, we had one person complete the Boston 
Marathon on 2015; two others were in a Midwest marathon and another ran in the 
New York City marathon.  We have so many folks in 5k and 10k races I cannot even 
begin to keep track.     

One person will continue his streak doing the Ragbra cycling event with 20,000 people 
– cycling across Iowa this summer.  Two of us will be in the cycling race up Mount 
Wachusett.  And one person in the church has a cycling race license to be in a few 
road races this summer.  In my book, when you have a race license you are big time.  
We have a host of younger and older folks – maybe a half dozen - who are in triathlons 
of various lengths.  I am aware of two fellows who do a number of 100 and 100+ mile 
organized group cycling rides. 

We have two women in adult hockey leagues – now, just one woman as the other 
moved.  We also have a fellow in an adult hockey league and another in a soccer 
league, although his career may be limited by a recent injury.  Golfers?  I will not 
even venture a guess – easily 50.  One of our "senior' women is in the Head of the 
Charles rowing race most falls.  We also have had some of our youth in that race and 
others like it. 

I have a lot of admiration for the walkers.  I am referring to the people who are in the 
20 mile walks for hunger and cancer.  Each spring there are a few women from our 
church in these events. 

And while I cycle up Mount Washington, another fellow will be in the run up Mount 
Washington.  He does a number of such mountain runs all summer.  Now, that kind of 
running is work. 

A few people are involved with Tai Chai, a host of folks are doing yoga and we have 
two yoga class leaders in our midst. 

And, of course, there are a host of casual cyclists, runners, swimmers and walkers. 

Mind, body and spirit – they are all linked. 
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Up a Notch... or Two 

Pastor Jon, April 29, 2015 

The spiritual life… golf… cycling… running… they are all related. 

Once you go out there and play golf a few times, you hone your skills a bit, learn 
about the game… then what?  Same with running, cycling… the journey with God.  The 
expression is: if you do what you have always done, you will receive what you always 
received.  To expect to receive something different, new and improved… well… that 
is… what shall I write?  Interesting.   

By definition then, if we are going to get anywhere – we need get out of our comfort 
zone (of the habits we have gravitated to) which is rarely easy and painless. 

In terms of spirituality it may mean getting involved with a study group, working for 
the needy, singing, - and if it is new, it will involve change. 

Last year I had my vision for cycling – to get up these mountains.  I trained for them… 
a bit.  But for the most part I tried to cycle consistently getting in decent miles and 
occasionally venturing to hills and mountains to get ready for the races. 

Over the winter I studied – how might I improve?  Except for one race, it is no longer a 
matter of just finishing.  By comparison the question is how might I take a few strokes 
off my golf score, quicken my running pace, live with a deeper connection to God? 

I am not the first person to ask these questions.  That takes a bit of humility to 
acknowledge.  I thought of getting a coach, but that is more money than I can afford.I 
did purchase a few training books. 

This spring and summer I have my plan.  I will modify it as I go along.  It is anything 
but painless.  Anything but easy.  It is way, way out of my comfort zone.  A few days a 
week I do my “lolly-doll” rides.  Typically, these are my commute to church days.  
Nothing especially taxing.  Just ride along.  Kind of like last year.  But two days a 
week, I “leave it all on the road.”   These are interval days when I am pushed.  I take 
the need for rest much more seriously.  I watch my nutrition – no alcohol, no more 
chocolate, nothing with a face, whole foods, no fats, no sodas, no candy. 

The nutrition aspect of this can be a challenge.  I do not enjoy intervals.  They are 
the hill repeats, the 8 minutes on, four minutes easy (and repeat it a few times), 
work-outs.  I use a heart rate monitor and power meter to judge my efforts. 

I am not cycling more than last year.  I am not putting in more time than last year – if 
anything less time.  But this is a whole different mindset. 

If you are in a spiritual rut, golf game a little stale, running the same pace… think on 
these things.  It all starts with the mindset.  Where is my head at?  What is my vision?  
Where do I want to go?  What gifts has God blessed me with that I can unwrap?  
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My Complaint 

Pastor Jon, April 30, 2015 

For the last few summers I have marveled at the cotton-ball clouds that drift across 
the July and August skies of central Massachusetts.  For vacation we go to a seasonal 
cabin close to the Mass/Vermont/New Hampshire border.  I have been going there 
since I was a toddler.   

What I treasure about the location is that it provides vistas of the western Mass. 
mountains.  Seems like on a clear day you can see forever.  What a treasure.  I also 
love to watch the sky.  And each summer I regret the move back to these parts. 

This area is a wonderful blessing.  I love the trees, the neighborhoods, the hills – but I 
miss the vistas and the clouds.  I think because there are so many trees and hills I end 
up feeling somewhat closed in.  There are few places where you have a long view.  
Seems like I never ‘see’ the clouds as I do in July and August at the cabin. 

Until this week.  This week I noticed them.  Every day I noticed them – sometimes the 
cotton-ball clouds, other days other kinds of clouds.  Typically, I do not see them. 

I guess I get pre-occupied, other things on my consciousness or awareness.  I just do 
not see as I do in the summer. 

The real issue is not the location – it is me, my awareness, my consciousness.  I can 
only complain about me. 
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Hide Them 

Pastor Jon, May 4, 2015 

I have my morning routine.  It has changed a bit over the years.  One part of it is my 
check of various internet sites – including the local newspaper.  They only give you 
five free ‘clicks’ a week so I try to parse out my ‘clicks.’   One thing they do give you 
‘for free’ is the obituaries. 

Almost every day I check the obituaries. 

What is startling to me is to see how old people are when they die.  Most of the folks 
are in their 80s and 90s which is to be expected.  The shock is to see the folks in their 
20s, 30s.  They do not necessarily list the cause of death in these cases although a 
little research and reading between the lines would suggest drugs or some kind of 
inherited condition. Very sad.  Every week, always a few. 

I pause when I see the folks in their 50s, 60s, and 70s.  Once again, no cause of death 
is listed – but you can guess by what is written.  Pictures can be revealing.  Cancers, 
artery related issues, diabetes…  Life on earth is over.  And I can surmise a good 
number of those folks probably had diminished quality of life for some time before 
the end. 

I will tell you what this does for me. 

The other day I cycled over to Foxwood Drive in North Andover to see how fast I could 
get to the top.  Often, I train there doing up to 20 repeats – up the hill and down.  I 
find a groove and keep at it.  This day would be max effort just a few times to see 
whether my conditioning and time had improved relative to last year.  By the time I 
am halfway up the hill I am gasping for breath.  And there is one more minute to go.  
This is not a pleasure trip. 

A few days of my week I argue with myself – “why not drive to church today?  Forget 
cycling in.”  “Cut the work-out down a bit, I have done enough.”  “Take the day off.”  

When it gets really bad it leads to arguments with my wife.  “Why in the world do we 
not have cookies or some treat in the house!  Can’t you buy something good for 
once!”  To which she replies, “You told me never to buy that stuff – have a piece of 
fruit instead.”   

To read the obits – and read about folks around my age… is to be reminded I have 
been blessed mightily.  It is not simply an issue of being grateful to be alive.  No, no, 
no.  It is overwhelming to realize what I am able to do – if I chose to do it.   I do not 
think this applies just to me. .  

And that race I was not going to do this summer because I thought it was a bit too 
hard… maybe I show up for that.  “And, Marsha, never again buy those cookies.  And if 
you do, hide them.” 
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Normal? 

Pastor Jon, May 5, 2015 

April and May have become superb months for Marsha and me.  She is an avid Boston 
Bruins fan.  Good Lord, she knows who is on what line, who is a healthy scratch for 
games, you name it.  The Bruins did not make the play-offs – but that means little as 
she has secondary teams she cheers for.  So do I. 

One of the things which perplexed us is the calm of the goalies.  Watching the games 
we are hyped, the fans are hyped, the announcers are going berserk.  Then you see a 
close up of the goalies.  They look like they are about to fall asleep on the ice.  Pucks 
fly at them at 100 mph.  Guys collide with them.  One goal determines the game.  
This is the play-offs – what they have played for all year.  And these guys look sleepy.  
Calm as could be.   

I have done a bit of study on the mental aspects of sport.  And the fellow I have read 
makes all kinds of references to Zen – the need to get into one’s zone, blocking out 
anxiety creating scenarios and settling into the place.  I understand this.  Anxiety has 
a clear effect on the body and an anxious goalie – an anxious athlete – simply will not 
perform well.  You cannot be a goalie unless you understand the zone and the place.  
I call this living with awareness, others refer to it as mindfulness training. 

The intriguing thing is this.  "Screwed up" is so common (re: stressed out, 24/7, busy, 
busy, road rage, anger, and worry…) that to see someone settled into the 'place' 
appears to us as weird.  Not normal.  Off.  What is wrong with them?  In other words, 
‘peace’ is abnormal.   

In a discussion group the other day a participant shared that she found herself getting 
really upset over news of the disaster in Nepal, the drowning of the refugees from 
Libya, the murder of Christians.  She had to turn off the news. "I have my young 
children to care for and my being a mother is not aided by getting all worked up over 
all this."  This is a practice of mindfulness training, awareness, consciousness, 
spirituality.  It is living 'in Christ,' versus in some other place. 

From the outside, considering what many view as ‘normal,’ she might be seen as non-
caring, indifferent.  In my view nothing could be farther from the truth.  She can do 
precious little about these events.  Perhaps make a donation at best.  But precious 
little.  Yet the events have the potential to create such anxiety that they drain her of 
mental and spiritual energy.  That energy will make a big difference to the lives of 
her family and immediate friends. 

How do we 'live' in such a place?  Three ways: medication, which is the alternative 
taken by many, many people.  A second way is cognitive therapy – how we think.  
This, too, is effective but difficult as we have spent our lives gravitating to the 
thought patterns we live in.  The third way is meditation as it is a spiritual discipline 
which increases awareness and the ability to live in the ‘place.’  The woman of whom 
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I wrote, has a meditation practice.  Such a practice is also recommended by most 
coaches of the mental aspect of sport.   

I have been an advocate of meditation as a spiritual practice for some time. I have 
seen it change lives by opening people to a new understanding of what it is to live 'in 
Christ.'  I understand that we are not all the same, so what speaks to one may not 
speak to another.  One of my great sadness, however, is that so few churches seem to 
embrace any kind of meditation practice.  I think, too often, churches fall into the 
zone of blessing "what is" versus inviting people into "what could be."  "What could be" 
involves change and rarely is such change easy. 
  



  

 

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

 

Moments Like This... 

Pastor Jon, May 6, 2015 

This past fall and throughout the late winter I offered meditation "seminars."  
Meditation or centering prayer has been demonstrated to lower blood pressure, ease 
anxiety and anger, take the edge off of chronic pain, lower pulse rates, lower 
metabolic rates, decrease muscle tension, etc.  Folks in the medical profession have 
measured such things and now they offer meditation programs in most hospitals.  
Research has shown that 80% of the visits to doctors are rooted in anxiety related 
issues. 

There are two children in our parish because their moms, seeking to have children, 
became involved in a meditation based support groups.   

The program I offered last fall has led to a weekly worship experience which has been 
going on since September.  There were another 20 or so people who attended the 
Saturday morning seminars in the winter.  One of my frustrations is that more people 
have not dipped their toes into meditative prayer as a spiritual discipline.  I see it is a 
pathway to what Paul described as the "peace which surpasses understanding."  
However, I have to remind myself that we are all different and what is appealing to 
one may not have such an appeal to another.  When I hear that folks are “too busy” 
to come to one of these groups I am left kind of speechless.  I mean – that is the 
point. 

So the other day, in a group discussion among our church leadership, one person 
thanked me for the meditation program he attended this winter.  He is not part of the 
Wednesday group, but simply came to a Saturday seminar.  His comment – "I now have 
a daily meditation practice on my bus commute to and from work and it has helped 
me as a father.  I am a bit more at peace and do not snap quite as readily with the 
kids." 

Oh…  May my week have a few more moments like this.  The difference that our faith, 
our spiritual practice, can make in our lives and the lives of others. 
  



  

 

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

 

And So We Begin... 

Pastor Jon, May 7, 2015 

I try to write this blog so that those with eyes to see, might see.  More directly, I try 
to share what are for me, issues of the spirituality of everyday life.  I do so that 
others might see this as a mirror in which to see their own daily lives.  Maybe it helps.  
Maybe not.   

In any event in writing about daily life – a lot of my "non-church" life is wrapped up in 
cycling, the eating plan, assorted sundry issues.  I cannot write about matters in the 
church – all that is too confidential.     

A friend of mine told me he was in the Wachusett Mountain race.  I did this last year – 
my first foray into mountain cycling.  Great experience.  I was not going to bother this 
year.  First, it was kind of easy.  Second, it was a little expensive.  But when my 
buddy said he was in it, I decided – I will go back. 

Sometimes the Lord speaks to us through others. 

I geared my training for this race.  What that really means is that I jacked up my 
work-outs to get ready – way more ready than last year.  This has been a great prod 
for me.  It has also thrown me into the world of goal setting.  I am one of those odd 
ducks who could win this race and feel dissatisfied.  (I will never come close to 
winning – but just writing…)   

Goal setting really is a spiritual discipline for me to stay at peace and in Christ.  To 
stay joyful.  I have learned to keep the goals reasonable.  Putting the goals out there 
– helps me stay disciplined and to rejoice when the race is over. 

1. Get to the starting line, and be thankful I am there. 

2. Finish and be thankful. 

3. Finish without getting off the bike, except for mechanical breakdowns… and be 
thankful. 

4. Have a better finishing time than last year (almost 29 minutes last year), and 
be thankful. 

5. Be under 23 minutes, and be real thankful. 

6. Hang around after the race to savor the ambiance, rejoice with my friend, and 
live in gratitude. 

I have learned not to engage in goals which have to do with my place relative to 
others.  That is kind of a joke.  Really fast people show up – I do poorly.  Slow people 
show up, I do well.  Someone has a bad day – I do better than they do, etc.  The 
comparative thing with others has no real value.  Now… there is a lot to be gained 
from that. 

Race is Saturday.  
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Clipping in... Still Learning 

Pastor Jon, May 12, 2015 

As I have written, I use my “hobby,” cycling, as a point of reflection for spirituality 
and life. 

Last year I entered a number of mountain cycling races for the first time.  These are 
difficult for heavier people.  Usually these cyclists are very, very light – less weight to 
bring up the mountain. 

For me – it was all new.  I just wanted to finish.  Furthermore, I had never even 
driven up these mountains so I had no idea what to expect beyond the graphic 
displays available via the internet. 

This was the second time I raced Wachusett and I was a bit optimistic having done it 
before and having piqued my training for the moment.  Wachusett is the easiest of 
the mountain races – average grade around 8% for 3.7 miles.  The race is early in the 
season because it is the easiest climb, as mountain climbs go.  For comparison, Mount 
Washington, considered the toughest climb in North America – averages 12% for 7.6 
miles.  1 or 2% may not seem like much, but when you are a “Clydesdale” (over 190 
pounds) – it is huge. 

The thrill for me this year was doing this with a buddy from church.  I do not think he 
was even aware of just how far he has come. 

I started last, which is my modus operandi.   Starting last I use the folks ahead of me 
as the carrots.  One by one I pass them along the way.  I will confess that I pushed 
way too hard over the last 200 meters – I was not well after the finish.   I think I 
pushed my heart rate too high for too long. (It does not help the cause when you train 
with a heart rate monitor and then forget it at home for the race!) 

The competitive/comparison disease got the better of me for this event.  Instead of 
watching my power meter and staying in my zone, I became too pre-occupied with 
catching people.  It was really push-push the whole way and I do not think I really 
settled into a “second wind.”    I did not stay humble. I lost my discipline. 

I thought I might hit 23 minutes – but came in just under 26 minutes.  That is over 10% 
faster than in 2014.  23 minutes was a tad bit optimistic.  The good news is that I am 
in a much better place heading to the Washington race than I was last year.  As is to 
be expected my “place” relative to others improved.  They award points to the 
participants on the basis of a formula comparing your time to the winning time and 
the average time.  Last year I had 2 points, this year 20. 

The reality is there were only 9 Clydesdales in this, and most of them were decades 
younger than I am.  

I have learned – stay humble, do not lose your discipline, and do not succumb to the 
comparison/competitive disease. 
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Relationships 

Pastor Jon, May 15, 2015 

“I have learned that when someone is telling me, in effect, how wonderful their 
child, accomplishment, family (fill in the blank) is…  I just nod and say ‘terrific.’  
Usually, I am feeling somewhat inadequate.”  The person is basically bragging about 
whatever… and the responder is ‘playing the same social game’ telling the speaker 
what, at some level, the speaker wants to hear.  It is all kind of a superficial dance. 

What struck me was the issue – just how ubiquitous is this?  This need to tell others 
how great one is…  Is it a function of one’s own low ego (so I need to build myself up 
telling others?)  Is it a need to subtly put others down or in their place asserting one’s 
greatness – again, a reflection of one’s own low ego? 

I ponder this. 

Paul wrote that when we are in Christ and find our identity in the one from whom we 
came, the one to whom we return and the one in whom we find our life… that, we, in 
effect, set aside the ego (we die to the self)  and rejoice with those who rejoice and 
suffer with those who suffer.  When the ego rules we are inclined to either take away 
another’s joy by finding fault or doing them one better,  or we blame others for their 
suffering simply so that we do not have to enter into it.  In Christ, however, the self is 
“found” in God, hence, there is a diminished need to find our ego relative to others 
by trying to be better than they are, putting them down, or pushing them away. 

I think the foundation for this kind of ‘in Christ’ authentic connection is a shared 
sense of vulnerability. 

When we rejoice for one another realizing we each have our own hurts, pains, 
disappointments, brokenness… then the rejoicing is not a one- ups-man/woman/ship.  
Because we both know the truth. 

To live at such a level of truth, however, is usually a slow and tenuous process.  To 
reveal my struggles is to open myself to the judgment of others.  I am revealing my 
hurts, my rawness… so will someone be kind or will they throw salt into the wound?  
Perhaps the root of this authentic ‘in Christ’ connectedness is to be constantly aware 
of one’s own weakness, for lack of a better word.  

Paul wrote than when we are weak then we are strong.  When we live with the 
weakness – (and I can do so only when I find my identity in Christ versus relative to 
others, otherwise I am just not going to reveal my struggles), then I am strong.  I find 
my strength through my identity in Christ and I also develop meaningful and authentic 
connections with others (when I can live at the painful level of truth.) In these 
instances, my connections with others can be source of strength as well. 
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8 Seconds 

Pastor Jon, May 16, 2015 

Some preacher wrote that you have 8 seconds to get your idea across.  That is how 
long the internet, social media fed attention span is.  Eight seconds.  Every 8 seconds 
you have to engage people or they drift off.  Hmm. 

Now Paul Krugman comments on the stalling of productivity in the workplace and 
alludes to the iPhone.  His passing thought – perhaps the iPhone has led to a culture of 
distracted attention spans – people do not focus so readily, and, therefore, do not get 
as much done.  I have read similar workplace studies as well which note declining 
productivity and work quality when folks multi-task.  We live in an ADD culture.  
Attention: Distracted, Diverted.  

That 8 second thing again…  I note this in casual conversations.  We have a tendency 
to listen for just – well, 8 seconds, I guess. 

And I am trying to lift up the need for stillness and quiet?     

The spiritual path really is counter-cultural…  But it may boost productivity. 
  



  

 

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

 

Day to Day 
Pastor Jon, May 20, 2015 

So how do you go from one moment where life is slow, all is relatively calm and 
then… the next day. 

Cycling up Mount Greylock was an eye-opener.  Last year I just wanted to manage.  
Someone spoke with me at the top and wondered if I was going to do repeats up 
Greylock and I recall being beside myself.  How in the world could you do repeats up 
Greylock?  Outrageous thought!  This year, if it was not for a sore knee I could have 
done repeats all afternoon.  I left there wondering why I even wasted my time driving 
so far. 

Going up was a temptation- really push the pace or keep my heart rate in the 130s 
and take it easy.  I even managed to get back on the bike on a 10% slope(!) without 
backing down to the level area.  That was a milestone for me.  I was going up an 
incline on the big wheel at the time and thought better of it.  The chain dropped on 
the shift. 

Then the next day…   life gets messy with piles of stuff to tend to… anxiety sets in… 
and I see, feel, and hear little.  I am thankful for the “simple joys” blog on our 
website as it tends to slow me down and I pay attention more fully.  

In a real sense the 'day’ does not change…  We do… and – we do have a lot of control 
over us.  The psalmist writes “Be still… be still… be still…”  And so I seek to…  There is 
always a road to traverse in the morrow. 
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May Beauty 
Pastor Jon, May 21, 2015 

For years we have had a perennial garden at our cabin in the hilly woods near 
Vermont.  We have gone there for almost 30 years now and finally it is at the point 
where we do not do much with the garden.  The plants come in on their own and 
since they are hardy and animal resistant we just watch.  When we are not too pre-
occupied that is. 

These are predominantly day lilies – maybe 200 new blooms a day when ready.  And 
the blooming season lasts almost ten weeks beginning with the late spring yellows. 

As a gardener one usually looks forward to the flowers.  I suspect that is the point of 
it all. But I have come to appreciate these May weeks -- the weeks of the green 
leaves.  In fact, it has come to be almost my most favorite time.   The leaves and new 
plants are simply lush.  It is life bursting out all around. 

Of course, the flowers are beautiful, but once the blooms come – the plant directs its 
energies into the blooms and the green begins to fade… and often, it fades quickly.  
May we have eyes to see the glorious life which bursts forth around us.  It has taken 
me years to come to this point. 

What did Jesus teach – he came to give sight to the blind.  Living in Christ, life – for 
some of us – is life with slow mind.  And with slow mind…  We can see. 
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Swimming 
Pastor Jon, May 22, 2015 

Here we are.  I spoke with a computer fix it fellow recently who told me his business 
boomed in the winter – that was when people spent hours on their computers and 
were beset with viruses.  In summer people spend less time on the computer, so his 
business was slower. 

Summer…  We will see. 

A few years back the Mount Ascutney cycling race had almost 200 entrants.  Last year 
just 90…  This year cancelled.  The Mount Equinox race was cancelled.  The Mount 
Okemo race has only 20 people registered.  I anticipate it will be cancelled. The 
Mount Washington race used to fill up in hours after registration opened.  This year – 
10 weeks after registration opened, there are still openings.  The Mount Wachusett 
race had 40 fewer participants this year as compared to 2014.  People are not doing 
these races as they once did. 

I do not see as many cyclists on the road as I used to.  The local bike shop’s mid-week 
ride has seen a drop off from 50 to 40 cyclists.  The trade paper for bike shops notes a 
decline in ridership over the past years.  If there is a decline in “mass participation,” I 
am not surprised by a decline in the “odd duck” group of people who race mountains.  
The latter is… well… not for everyone. 

Participation is almost every sporting activity is down – golf, skating, you name it – 
with the exception of running.  I expected to see an increase in cycling if only 
because runners might migrate to cycling to save their knees and legs. 

The sales manager of an online – high end – bike company just left his job (at the age 
of 70) for another position not in the cycling world.  I have wondered why the face of 
that company, who made all their videos, who was a great fellow – would leave, 
especially at his age.  If higher end bike sales are in decline, which I suspect they are, 
it makes sense. 

And summer is supposed to be the time people get away from the indoor life and get 
out and about? 

The bicycle trade paper attributes the decline in sporting activities to the growing 
sedentary nature of life.  Despite all we read of the importance of exercise – only 20% 
of the public – self-reports – as leading a minimally active life.  And self-reporting 
tends to be optimistic.  This was in a report from the Center for Disease Control. 

All the signs are there – our health insurance company actually pays us in order to get 
us to exercise.  They also give financial incentives to ‘meditate and be still’ for stress 
relief and to eat a healthy diet.  They pay us to do things so we will increase our 
chances of living a higher quality and longer lasting life. 

Fascinating trends. And, potentially, good news for the computer fix-it fellow! 



  

 

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

 

From my perch…  Those who embrace the linkages between mind/body; activity and 
spirituality…  Perhaps they are a smaller and smaller niche.  Increasingly, one has to 
truly look within to discover the Spirit out of which to live in what I will broadly 
describe as “a certain lifestyle” in a culture seemingly headed in the other direction.  
For many of us - that Spirit is the Spirit of God - who has given us far greater potential 
than we may be willing to tap.   

I am inspired by so many people who swim against the cultural tides.  I never checked 
the stats on swimming.  
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Clipping in... Sobering Up 
Pastor Jon, May 23, 2015 

In my opinion Mt. Ascutney is the most brutal climb in these parts.  For me it is a test 
as to whether I can make Washington which is the same pitch but twice as long.  And 
the other day was the moment.  

My time was around what I did last summer in August. That was disappointing.   I did 
not push it, but I was reminded just how rough these grades are.  Fourteen percent, 
19%, back to 12%.  Ten percent was a “rest.”  There is no hill around here which is 
greater than 8%.  I could not get my power meter and heart rate monitor to work – 
but I know my heart rate was easy – as I noted I did not push the issue.  The problem 
for me, however, is that I use real easy gears on these grades (26/34), which means 
faster rotation/pedaling.  I am just not comfortable with that faster pedaling.  I 
prefer a more ‘grinder’ approach, which really drains your legs. 

So I will use the next few weeks experimenting to find a comfortable middle.  I think I 
am capable of making it with harder gears – so the next time it will be a 28 up front 
with a 28/34 as the easy gear.  The next time it will be repeat time as well.  I have to 
be able to make it up twice.  I have work to do. 

This year the top was cold and I became chilly.  The trip down is terrible as you grip 
the brakes the whole way for all you are worth – just too steep.  And you get colder. 

On the way up I passed a skateboarder walking up one of the steep pitches at a curve.  
As I went by we spoke in passing and he indicated he had actually gone down the 
whole mountain with some kind of rubber balls in his hands to brake.  I was 
incredulous. He yelled at me to say that it must be great going down on the bike. I 
responded, “I am old and fat – no chances taken…” 

On my way down the mountain he was talking beside his truck – in the same place, at 
the same pitch.  I thought he was on a cell phone when he screamed at me as I went 
by.  I managed to stop.  Turns out he had an accident taking that curve and wiped 
out.  He was real beat up with scrapes all over his back, a bruised hip, messed up 
elbow.  We spoke for a while and he was either disoriented or especially worried.  He 
could walk around but he thought he had broken a rib.  Eventually, he called 911 and 
I passed the ambulance coming up the mountain as I was going down to tell the Park 
Rangers of his predicament. 

Sobering…  Prompted me to be thankful…  Sometimes we can be so 'caught up' in our 
own worlds we do not see, but when we see, it changes everything. 
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Dean Potter... and Mystery 
Pastor Jon, May 24, 2015 

Dean Potter fascinates me.  Why do we live as we do… where do we find life and 
meaning… 

I had never heard of him until last week.  I had no reason to. 

We know of folks who climb rock walls and cliffs.  Some do this with no safety 
equipment.  I just look at pictures and wonder. I have a distinct fear of heights so this 
stuff really gets to me.    

Last summer I was on top of Mount Greylock and watched 10-20 human gliders with 
their wide wing contraptions – running off the edge of the summit catching a breeze 
and floating in the air.  Occasionally, we read of someone who walks over a tightrope 
over a deep valley or between two high buildings.  I believe someone did this over the 
Niagra Falls not too long ago.  I also recall he had a safety wire to which he was 
tethered in case he fell.  Some of these folks do not have such safety harnesses. 

Potter was a human wing flyer.  They wear what looks like a wing suit with panels 
between their legs and between their arms so that when they stretch out their arms 
and legs they look like a human wing.  They jump from high cliffs and mountains 
catching a breeze.  Unlike the folks with the glider contraptions, which have very 
wide and extended wings, these wing flyers do not go up, they rocket down – speeds 
over 100 mph.  Their “wing” is not big enough to take them up.  I wondered how they 
ever stopped until I learned they unfurl parachutes when they come closer to the 
ground. 

Flying this way is not enough, however.  I watched a highlight video of what I think is 
called proximity flying.  They fly under a high cliff, or between cliff walls, or through 
holes in rock formations.  The 2013 highlight film is dedicated to the 25 wing flyers 
who had died that year – “gone but not forgotten” was the caption.  Over 200 
fatalities have occurred. 

Dean Potter was a consummate rock climber – famous in that world.  He did the 
tightrope thing.  He was also the consummate wing flyer.  He and a friend were 
proximity flying.  End of story. Hit the cliff, dead. 

I saw an interview with someone from that world who spoke of the rush, the focus, 
the mental state, the nirvana, the Zen of this.  There is nothing as intense, he said.   I 
think I understand it. 

What fascinates me as a Christian is that I sense they are seeking a kind of life 
intensity.  , a peace(?) which surpasses the bounds of ordinary life.  I suspect the body 
involvement and adrenaline – all that contributes to the moment for them. 

I would guess most would dismiss Potter with an all too facile word or two.  I 
understand that.  But I have to ponder – he and his ilk know/knew the risks all too 
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well.  Yet they persist.  Why?  There is no fame, little or no money.  It is expensive 
for that matter.   So why? 

I think it speaks to the human yearning for that which surpasses understanding – for 
completeness, wholeness, wellness.  We have all kinds of words which point us to this 
concept.  I am not certain how to describe this. 

Searching…  Yearning…  Seeking…  Flying… for what…?  

Perhaps at some level – for the sacred, for the eternal, for that which is boundless.  
For what the mystics sense.  For the mystery.  I ponder these things - the search… 
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Clipping In... The Great Slap Back 
Pastor Jon, May 28, 2015 

I am now enmeshed in the 2015 journey to the cycling race up Mount Washington this 
August. 

Last year it took me 140 minutes to get to the top.  That is bottom 10 percent.  After the 
race someone said to me “You will do this next year.”  I was not so sure.  In watching a 
video from a previous year’s race I could not recall going over one portion of the route.  
It was toward the end and I think I must have blanked out.  The whole thing was just too 
difficult. 

But wait a few months…  And in the depths of a winter to remember, all that fades.  I 
figured I can improve my time by 30 minutes – just gut it out - and I even wrote the same 
for an article I penned for our health insurance plan.  The plan is harping on exercise and 
weight loss, so I figured if I get inspired by others, why not add my 2 cents worth? 

I increased my hill training.  I ramped up the eating plan.  At the Wachusett mountain 
race in early May I improved over last year.  I flew up (relatively speaking) Mount 
Greylock with such comfort I concluded it was not worth the trouble driving there to 
train. 

The ‘tell’ would be Ascutney.  The mountain is as steep as Washington – 12 percent – but 
only half as long.  To improve at Washington by 30 minutes, I need at least a 15 minute 
improvement at Ascutney. 

I added more difficult gears to the bike because I figured I would ‘power up’ Ascutney at 
a moderate pace with the attitude – “I got this.” 

After 200 feet I realized I would never touch those new gears.  After a mile, I wondered if 
I would even make it.  My time?  Same as last summer. The great slap back!  No way I get 
15 minutes faster on Ascutney.  My grandiose dreams for Washington?  Kaput. 

When the vision dies, as mine has, there is an inertial force which moves me to toss in the 
towel.  The wind goes out of my sails.  30 minutes faster is beyond me – I am too old, 
lungs too shriveled up, too old, legs too wobbly, too old, heart too small, too old, genes 
not right for this.  ‘Wake up.’ Watch TV. 

Then I did a little research.  Of the 510 finishers last year, 60 were Clydesdales (over 190 
pounds).  For that matter there was only one “Filly” in the whole race (women over 150 
pounds).  Of the 60 Clydesdales, 5 of us were over 58. 

That’s a new perspective -   be thankful I can turn the pedals. 

If we have better weather this year (last year was the worst in a decade) – that’s 2 
minutes.  Drop a few pounds – 3 minutes.  Be in better condition – 12 minutes.  Eat more 
on the way up – 2 minutes.  Have a better shifting mechanism on the bike – 2 minutes.  I 
have an outside shot at breaking 2 hours. 

God has blessed us with the potential to do so much more than we think.  Never quit.  
Never give in.   Keep the pedals turning… no matter how slow.  And be grateful you can 
turn ‘em.  
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And Now Soccer 
Pastor Jon, May 29, 2015 

I find it near impossible not to be awash in cynicism.  If money and winning is at stake 
people will lie, cheat and steal. 

The Patriots break the rules and video a team to get an advantage understanding 
signals.  Then the deflated footballs issue.  Atlanta pipes in crowd noise at home 
games.  New Orleans sets up a money reward if they injure another team’s player.  So 
what do we not “know” about? 

Almost all of the cyclists use drugs.  They micro-dose to the measured limit.  This is 
simply common knowledge.  Lance Armstrong.  End of story. 

More and more professional athletes are getting caught for drug use – and the testing 
systems for them are laughable as compared to those for cyclists.  But they still get 
caught.  They should employ a cyclist on their teams to show them how to get away 
with it. 

We have read about steroids in baseball.  Does anyone really think much has changed?  
Dubious. 

Now soccer.  Oh my.  Millions given as graft payments.  And I wonder what happens 
when folks have money bet on games… 

College football players come out all the time indicating they received payments.  
College basketball players stay in school (is this laughable or what?) for one year and 
then go to the pros. University of North Carolina runs "ghost" classes for athletes for 
19 years. 

It is all fairly sickening. 

What fascinates me is that we still watch this.  Is this some kind of emotional release 
we get – and the payments, cheating – all that – really make no difference?  What does 
that reveal?  Fascinating when you consider we could avoid going to games, save a 
bunch of money, stay home, turn off the TV, and go for a walk. We would have 
change in our pockets and be generally much healthier. 

It is really a spiritual challenge to live in this kind of truth. I struggle with this. 

  



  

 

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

 

Change Your Brain 
Pastor Jon, May 30, 2015 

Over the years, but especially this past year, I have lifted up the value of meditation 
and mindfulness as a Christian spiritual practice.  We had a number of sessions in the 
fall which led to a request to have an ongoing program on Wednesday evenings.  That 
“worship experience” on Wednesdays became a year-long moment.  Those who 
participated speak of the life changes they have experienced. 

Meditation and mindfulness do not necessarily have the same effect on everyone, but 
the scientific literature indicates that even a very mild program leads to changes in 
brain matter.  Yes, the brain changes.  Scientists, for those who trust only scientists, 
have measured this.  People become more understanding and compassionate, less 
stressed and anxious, their cognitive perceptions improve, etc., etc. And the list goes 
on.  Meditation actually counteracts some of the effects of aging, notably in its effect 
on the pre-frontal cortex. 

Check out this article in the Washington Post. 

http://www.washingtonpost.com/news/inspired-life/wp/2015/05/26/harvard-
neuroscientist-meditation-not-only-reduces-stress-it-literally-changes-your-brain/ 

Our Wednesday evening group will not meet this summer as schedules become more 
irregular with vacations and alike.  We will start up this fall. 

This fall I will also offer a few extended sessions on mindfulness and meditation as I 
did last year. 

Being still and quiet, living with ‘slow mind’ is extraordinarily counter cultural in a 
time when ‘connected’ seems de rigueur. I call this living ‘in Christ.’ For many, 
stillness is uncomfortable.  I invite you to become uncomfortable.  Heck, any kind of 
change from the routine will involve breaking out of old patterns and by definition 
that process is uncomfortable. 

  

http://www.washingtonpost.com/news/inspired-life/wp/2015/05/26/harvard-neuroscientist-meditation-not-only-reduces-stress-it-literally-changes-your-brain/
http://www.washingtonpost.com/news/inspired-life/wp/2015/05/26/harvard-neuroscientist-meditation-not-only-reduces-stress-it-literally-changes-your-brain/
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Getting Inspired 
Pastor Jon, June 2, 2015 

Cycling for me is an investment in life.  So is the eating plan (nothing with a face, 
limited fat, limited oil, no dairy, whole foods, fruits and vegetables).  And no alcohol.   
I backslide on occasion with the eating plan.  I have been cycling seriously for a few 
years. 

Does all this make me a better father, husband, pastor, friend?  I hope.  I know it 
centers me on the good Lord. 

How do I stay motivated?  First is the vision.  I have to have a goal - typically, a race, 
and then I “ride to race.”  Once committed to the goal I have the motivation to train.  
No goal?  I am in trouble.  It is just too easy for me to get lazy.  What is an extra few 
days off, a ‘sweet’ just once in a while?  Well, for me, a 'once in a while' sweet 
becomes an every other day sweet, which becomes…  And the pounds are added on 
like nothing.  The extra days off become the “I have done so much for so long I can 
take a break.  I need a break.”  Two weeks later I dread getting on the bike because I 
have slipped back into the “sweets and take a break” routine. 

In other words I can ride a wave of positive momentum…  Or get dragged down.  I try 
to break down my long-range goal into small goals so I can build on the victories. 

Fear and Faith 

The goal setting for me is an aspect of my faith walk.  I stress ‘my’ faith walk.  I 
understand this way is not for everyone.  My mantra is that God has blessed me with a 
potential I do not tap.  In this regard our culture is brutal.   

I can seek to be entertained.  Passivity rules.  I observe versus participate actively. 
Part of having faith, for me, is trusting in the potential God has blessed me with.  I 
rejoice for the older athletes at the Boston marathon, the 40 year old fellow who won 
the Olympic marathon a few years ago, the hockey players, the fellows in their 70s 
who cycle up Mt. Washington.  They are a witness of what can be done.  Yet the TV, 
Netflix, internet – “do you have Wi-Fi at this restaurant?” -  they beckon.  For me, it 
is a faith walk to unwrap whatever potential I have and seize the gifts.  And each of 
us has our own potential and gifts – sewing, quilting, singing, music, walking – the list 
is endless. 

Fear.  Every morning I read the obituaries.  Morbid right?  I do not think so.  I read of 
people my age who died.  Shocking really.  Death is the taboo in our culture.  Do not 
talk about it, discuss it, deal with it.  Taboo.  When it happens to someone, our 
reaction is one of shock, as mine is – as if we assume everyone is entitled to live until 
95.   

If folks once lived in extended families and in communities, where they saw the toll 
of the years everyday – not so much now.  The grandparents are someplace else.   
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Rarely do I encounter funeral processions on the road.  Typically, we commute 
somewhere to work and return to the youth world of suburbia.  We have big homes… 
because we have kids.  Local communities are enmeshed in school issues.  There are 
playing fields galore.  People go somewhere else to retire.  They die in hospitals, 
hospices – somewhere else.   We might go for the funeral and then return to our youth 
world.  I pass no judgment on this – it is, in my view, the truth of suburbia. 

So I read the obits.  They remind me I am unbelievably blessed to have this gift of 
time.  They also impress upon me that I do not want to get to the end and wonder 
about what could have been. 

People have referred to my eating plan as “crazy,” my cycling as “obsessive,” my 
“need” to gain weight, me as “weird.”  My doctor loves me though!  He has only a 
handful of older patients not on a med of some sort.   I am sure that day is coming.  
And I am well aware I could “check out” suddenly tomorrow.  I do not advocate my 
lifestyle for anyone.   

I have realized that when one does not “fit in” to the accepted cultural norms one has 
a tendency to evoke interesting reactions.   It is akin to listening to the radio – one 
must find the right station.    It takes work to live against the grain, which, in my 
view, is what the spiritual life is all about. 

Be still in this busy world.  Slow the mind in this 24/7 culture.  And contemplate this 
time God has given. 
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Being Centered 
Pastor Jon, June 3, 2015 

For the first time in a few years I am going to the annual New England Assembly of 
Lutheran Churches.   There will be 500 delegates representing the churches.  I have 
attended in the past with modest expectations, became insanely bored, and needed a 
week to recover. Some folks enjoy this gathering.  I can see this and I applaud them.  
This year, I attend. 

On Friday I will trek over with my display promoting my efforts to raise funds for the 
Tin Mountain Conservation center in New Hampshire.  I am in the Mt. Washington Auto 
Road Hillclimb race which is the major fund-raising event for this conservation group.  
I will have my bike, pictures and all that.  Perhaps folks will share “the change in 
their pockets” for the cause.  I have raised over $1,000 thus far.   

My other purpose is to raise consciousness – not just of care for God’s creation – but 
also care for one’s own health – exercise and nutrition.  I will be giving out fruit. 

Maybe one or two people will get inspired.  

I am now in the pre-convention spiritual preparation phase of this.  I should probably 
go on retreat for a month.  My blessing is that I have to return Friday evening for a 
church event at our place.  I will be at the assembly just one day.    

Another fellow will be seeking support as well.  Actually, I may have helped motivate 
him.  His event falls into the category of cycling activities many might consider being 
'within reach.' This is very good.  He is well known and should garner solid support for 
his cause. 

Comparatively, what I am doing is off the bell curve. Very few folks cycle up 
mountains.  I have to be ready for reactions, - specifically… the subtle comments.   
Some folks are simply good natured and supportive.  Others rejoice with you.  Then 
you get… for which I want to be in a place of mindful-awareness and loving-kindness. 

I also will do repeats at Mount Ascutney the day before.  If I can get up it twice… a big 
if…  It will be like donning a spiritual Kevlar vest.  My confidence about the 
Washington race will blossom (fear of not making it is quite significant…), my focus 
will be honed.  And there is much to be said about the ways in which hope and focus 
put one in a balanced spiritual place.  

Paul wrote about putting on the helmet of faith, the breastplate of righteousness, 
etc.  Going up Ascutney is like going into the dressing room.  

Each of us finds our own way, yes… 
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Watch Out 
Pastor Jon, June 4, 2015 

I have read a few articles and commentary concerning John Kerry’s accident in which 
he hit a curb while cycling in Europe and broke his leg.  The accident is potentially 
quite serious as he has a replacement hip.  He might have two replacement hips.  He 
was in the midst of discussions with the Iranians over nuclear arms.  Let me write it 
this way – no one really knows what he was speaking to them about and no one really 
knows how serious this health issue is. 

I also have read commentary about his accident. 

In consulting my “cycling world” sources Kerry is a serious cyclist.  We are not dealing 
with a recreational, once in a while rider.  A few years back I read that he was part of 
a four man group that participated in the Pan Mass challenge averaging over 20 mph 
for over 100 miles.  That is moving.  Recreational cyclists do not do that. 

Kerry is 71.  As a cyclist I understand how these moments on the road can clear the 
mind, center the soul.  As a 58 year old I also understand how this benefits one’s 
health. 

What has shocked me is to read the commentary which – in effect – has said – what is 
a 71 year old doing on a “stupid” bicycle.  He is just trying to appeal to the younger 
crowd into health and exercise, etc. 

What shocked me is that this commentator has a history of narcotic addiction and was 
“caught” obtaining such drugs illegally.  Of all people one would think he would 
appreciate Kerry’s “healthy” endeavors.   

 The commentator is in his mid-60s.  Of all people one would anticipate this 
commentator would respect and admire, perhaps be inspired, by Kerry’s (age 71) 
efforts.  But it does not end here. 

This commentator is not overweight.  The commentator is not obese.  The 
commentator is – to use a medical term – morbidly obese. 

Just "Wow."  And the commentator is listened to by millions. 

What upsets me is that such commentary simply adds fuel to the fire of “ignore your 
health.”  It also adds fuel to the “anti-cycling” animus in our culture which can only 
make drivers less tolerant and therefore cycling more dangerous. 

I have written many times that when one does not ‘fit into’ the prevailing norms of 
culture – this can foster a cultural backlash which is typically condemnatory.  To read 
such commentary just brings this truth home in a powerful way.  It takes work to stay 
in a place of lovingkindness.   

I wonder if one day there will be some kind of “Yul Brynner-type” ad.  Brynner was 
the one who usually appeared in life with a cigarette in his hand.  After he died, he 
appeared in an ad saying, “don’t smoke.”  



  

 

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

 

Just Noticing 
Pastor Jon, June 7, 2015 

Ed Gilligan, CEO, American Express, 55 

Joe Battapaglia, stock market analyst, Stifel Nicolaus, 55 

Mark Haines, CNBC news anchor, 65 

James Gandolfini, Actor “Sopranos,” 51 

Tim Russert, Anchor, “Meet the Press,” 58 
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Will 
Pastor Jon, June 12, 2015 

I have written many times that Mount Ascutney is simply a horror show for my cycling.  
I cannot really describe it.  Steep.  Unforgiving.  No breaks.  An hour of sheer 
humiliation.  My hips, back – everything - freezes up. 

But Ascutney is the same pitch as Mount Washington – but half as long.  It is the best 
place to train for the Washington climb.  I made it up Ascutney 3 times last summer.  
I had to abandon once – could not do it.  Heart was racing and the body just stopped.  
Heart was going too fast. 

This year – filled with bravado – I figured Ascutney would be easier.  No.  I made it up 
the first three times.  The fourth trip I barely made it up once and then did a 
“repeat” going up the first mile again.  The goal – vision - is two complete trips.  Two 
repeats are the same distance as Washington, but with the ‘break’ of the descent 
between the trips up.  The descent is almost as bad as the ascent.  Squeezing the 
brakes every meter of the way down. 

I do it because the mental discipline, the focus, the will that it takes (from me – for 
others it is easier) – becomes a source of confidence.  It re-affirms - for me - what we 
can do with a little faith in the gifts God has provided.  It gets me out of and away 
from the voices which would throttle me back.  I get in touch with the source of 
creation.  Ascutney becomes a gift.   

And coming back I vow to myself I will never, ever eat anything fattening, that I will 
lose 20 pounds… and , especially after some huge eating plan breakdowns last week, I 
need that extra motivation.    

Gotta go. 
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Innocent Addiction 
Pastor Jon, June 13, 2015 

Here is the proposition.  You have received a text message…  Or an email.   You are 
offered $5 to wait until tomorrow or the next day to see it.  You are offered $10, or 
$20… to wait. 

Ostensibly, this appears to be an experiment evaluating our capacity to wait and 
delay gratification. 

What intrigues me is the desire to see the text message and what motivates us to 
want to see it right now.  What psychologists have discovered is that text messages 
and email are like slot machines.  We slot in the change and pull the handle.  Most of 
the time nothing happens.  Most of the time the messages we receive are innocuous.  
But once in a while – voila the payola on the machine.  Same as with the message.  I 
am thinking this is especially tantalizing for dating teenagers. 

Why are we motivated to see that message?  We anticipate the payola – the critical 
message, something important.  Years ago we did fine without this ‘right away’ 
message reception.  We did just fine.  Just how critical, then, can any such message 
be?  I am tempted to write none of them are critical.  Not one.  Let us conjecture 
someone is in a car accident and texts you.  That is critical.  But you are not critical – 
the ambulance is critical, not you.  Most folks in that situation will contact the police 
or 911.  

So why then do we think of the text or email as being so critical?  I believe is all about 
drugs. 

The anticipation of what that message says leads to a dopamine release in the brain.  
Simply the anticipation of the message leads to this release.  Dopamine is a feel good 
natural “high.”  Many of us get addicted to that release – so we are forever checking 
for messages. 

Hence, despite it being against the law…  Despite the inherent dangers, folks text, 
check messages et al while driving.  Stopping this behavior is much more complicated 
and difficult that it may appear at first thought – precisely because of this dopamine 
issue.  This anticipation is what keeps us mindlessly checking internet sites.  We 
anticipate some new rewarding window.  All about drugs and chemicals. 

Some folks can have a drink and stop.  No issue.  Others…? No.  In fact, they cannot 
stop.  They continue to have drinks seeking that “high.”  Some folks can stop the 
cellphone deal, others – not so easy to do. 

I was at the airport in the waiting lounge.  90% of the people waiting to board were on 
an electronic device.  We are dealing with 150 people.   One person was reading a 
newspaper.  Two were reading books.   Not one person, but me, was just sitting.  I am 
of the opinion that the tie to the cellphone, internet, texting, etc. is a much, much 
more common issue than that of gambling, drugs, etc.  It is acceptable and everyone 
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does it.  People are so used to and caught up with "instant everything" they get mad 
at you if your phone is not on when they call.   

In fact, I would bet that the majority of the public falls into this category of "instant" 
is the new normal.  Just watch drivers.  The majority I see are on phones.  Just 
cannot be quiet for even a few moments in the car.  I think this reflects the 
addiction, dopamine matter. 

Getting off or out of this pattern is no easy movement.  Silence, stillness, quiet – are 
profoundly distressing and uncomfortable.  Even the silence we have in worship 
evokes a response (albeit from only a few people) of “what am I supposed to do, sit 
there and think?”  No.  Sit there and not think.  Or, should I write, think "differently."  
Which is what meditation is. 

I will be offering meditation seminars every evening of the week for two weeks this 
fall.  I consider it a step to wellness, certainly a step to living in God's peace.  The 
real question is do we want to get out of old patterns and into a new way of being? 
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Labels 
Pastor Jon, June 19, 2015 

Bruce Jenner changes his name to Caitlyn.  He changes his appearance as well.  So is 
Jenner male or female now?  This was an issue in the Olympics a number of years ago 
with a competitor who was in the female Olympics but many said the person was a 
male.  They had to figure out some kind of definitive measure – male or female.  I get 
that.  I think it comes down to chromosomes.  Appearance does not really “count.”  
There are males who look like females and females who look like males.  It gets very 
confusing in my mind.  And then there is the whole issue of how someone identifies 
him/herself. 

Now we have the woman in Seattle who says she is Afro-American, but many say she is 
not Afro-American.  Someone wrote she is biologically Caucasian but culturally Afro-
American.  She identifies herself as Afro-American. 

All of this becomes important when it comes to issues surrounding discrimination in 
our society.  I get that, too. 

I also think it raises the issue of labels.  We seem to have this need to label.  Always 
the label. 

Why can’t we just see folks as children of God, God’s creation. 
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Fruit or Fudge? 
Pastor Jon, June 21, 2015 

As I wrote I attended the convention of New England Lutheran Churches with my 
display offering people an opportunity to give “the change in the pockets” to the Tin 
Mountain Conservation center which is the beneficiary for the Mt. Washington cycling 
race I have entered. 

I had the bike there, pictures, you name it.  And lots and lots of fruit.  My theme was 
to take care of God’s creation and take care of yourself and this gift of time.  

I was hoping maybe people might take a piece of fruit and drop a few quarters in my 
jar.  

Five hundred people were registered for this convention.  Let me just write that my 
plan did not pan out as hoped. 

First, only two people knew what a bike was.  (I exaggerate – but only a bit; and 
forget about any consciousness of a bike race; much less a race up a mountain; much 
less Washington…)  One guy does not ride anymore but he has a Tommasini and an 
Olmo.  He said those words and a peace came to my soul.  Those are classic steel 
bikes.  Anyway, he is in his 80s and stopped cycling a few years ago.  The other fellow 
goes around the block on his rusted beater.  I realized I am really in my own 
hermetically sealed world.  And in more ways than one. 

Second, people take fruit and do not drop anything into the jar. 

Third, people talk health…  I heard lots of comments how good it was I had fruit when 
other displays had candy. 

Fourth, it is quite obvious why the clergy health insurance company is pushing 
nutrition and exercise. I am thinking some folks are very depressed.  But I am not 
certain the group at the assembly is any different than any other group. 

Fifth, I was left wondering why it was that another display table had a hard time 
keeping its fudge plate full.  People went for that fudge big time.  I ended up bringing 
a lot of fruit home. If I do this again, I might take a clue from them.  Fudge wins over 
fruit.   

It is so easy to "cave in," and it takes so much determination to maintain focus. Slow 
mind, take a breath, maybe a few breaths. 
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Just Thinking - the Confederate Flag 
Pastor Jon, June 26, 2015 

Twenty years ago, maybe just ten years ago – if you wanted to get rid of the 
Confederate flag – I am not sure how you would go about it.  Maybe organize the 
churches, contact local and State representatives.  You would have to organize 
protests. 

I am thinking that to get companies to stop selling the flag – that would take very well 
organized and supported boycotts.  Probably close to nationwide boycotts to pull that 
off.  

And to prompt companies to stop making these flags – maybe demonstrations outside 
the company headquarters.  

How long does all that take?  Months and months.  At least.  Maybe years.  Come to 
think of it – I do not think it happens at all.  And if it does happen the key is that you 
have to have sustaining emotional energy to keep this movement going. 

And I do suspect – that we can go back 10-20 years and we can find a murder of black 
people by white people and I would bet we can find - 10-20 years ago - a picture of 
those same white people next to a Confederate flag. 

Some may point to the massacre of the Black folks at the Charleston church as the 
reason for this change in the Confederate flag.  Coupled with the picture of the 
murderer next to the Confederate flag. 

Certainly, the picture contributed. 

But in 3 days we have major social change in the South – and it is all because of the 
internet.  Maybe 2 days. 

Reminds me of the revolutions in Tunisia and Egypt. 

For any who might ponder this – the internet has become scintillatingly powerful. 
Quick, faster than fast, dare I write almost instantaneously? 

Just pondering this. 
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Finally! 
Pastor Jon, June 27, 2015 

Marsha kind of runs our household…  In this case this means she runs the cell phones 
for six people. 

For months I have been asking her to change our cell phone plan.  This has been a 
headache of huge proportions.  There are a host of providers to check and we had, 
supposedly, a bargain plan from years ago.  And our provider was anything but helpful 
when we discussed this with them.  We had the least expensive plan possible, yada-
yada. 

Finally, I said, “no more smartphone for me.”  I want out.  I do not want the 
temptation of checking email, internet and all that.  I need a phone – perhaps, and I 
emphasize, perhaps, for emergency phone calls and sometimes for convenience.   I 
can think of precious few instances when the smartphone was ever “needed.”  Maybe 
it was something of a time saver in a few cases, but rarely absolutely essential. 

And – true confessions here – for me having the thing meant I was always tempted to 
check it and depending on the day – I checked it frequently.  Too frequently.  It was 
there and tempting. 

I liken it to someone who wants to stop smoking – and sitting there on the table is a 
pack of cigarettes.  Or someone who wants to limit drinking alcohol, but every time 
they sit down to dinner there is that glass of wine waiting for them.    Or – better yet 
– someone who wants to lose weight, but every time they open the icebox there is a 
cheesecake with cherries on one level, a Boston cream pie on another level and 
cannoli’s on the bottom level, with four different flavors of ice cream in the freezer, 
Oreo cookies in the cabinets, and…  Well, you get my drift. 

Now, no more smartphone.  No more need to check.  Just the cellphone, which I use 
basically for emergencies and the occasional call.  It is called a bit more peace and 
stillness.  It is a spiritual thing.  I had to face some cold blooded truth about a few 
matters to get here.  …And in an age where, seemingly, everyone says one "has" to 
have one.  As I write frequently, we are all different and each of us finds our own 
way. 
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Clipping In... the Birthday 
Pastor Jon, August 1, 2015 

Of all the matters I wrote about last year, by far the ones which stoked the most 
interest were the lead up to the Mt. Washington cycling race.  What follows for the 
next two weeks are this year’s lead-up. 
My birthday treat this summer – and for me a wonderful treat it was – was an early 
trip out to Mt. Ascutney to train.  Marsha did not want to go.  How blessed could I be?  
No worries about her sitting there waiting for me to get done.  
First time up the mountain I wanted to be faster than the last sojourn up there but I 
also knew I needed to save something in the tank for the second repeat.  Ascutney is 
3.7 miles and averages 12% grade.  Probably the steepest mountain in the country. 
Unfortunately, the previous day I put in a 50 miler which included a trip up Gulf road 
– a 10% climb near our cabin.  Years ago I could not get up Gulf Road.  Now I do 
repeats there – 4 at 25 minutes a shot.  On this day I managed 22 minutes.  Were it 
not for the 43 miles coming up I could have emptied the tank. 
Mile 1 at Ascutney was OK.  Legs were not fresh, but they were not sore either.  I 
stayed in the easiest gear.  The finish was rough but the overall time of 65 minutes 
was faster than I thought I was going.  When I summited, I tightened the brake quick 
release mechanism.  On the way down you squeeze the brakes every foot of the way.  
The sensation is that of falling forward over the handlebars.  I stop four times to allow 
the rims to cool off, otherwise you can burn through an inner tube and crash. 
At the bottom I put on a dry shirt, watered up and ripped into the second attempt.  
For 0.7 miles I was three gears away from the easiest gear and moving.  Heart rate 
was fine.  Back was fine, too – as it was seizing up on me the first go round.  At 0.7 
miles I backed off.  Unsustainable.  Clicked down a gear.  By the time I was at mile 2 I 
was in the easiest gear again.  This is the toughest stretch.  I caught myself swerving 
a few times.  I almost quit.  Very rough.  Heart zooming.  I was over my limit.  But as 
the pitch went to 14%, then 16% something happened – Holy Spirit, 25th wind, 
psychological snap, the effect of 3 energy gels.  Who knows.  After a somewhat flat 
section, the finish is at 18% for 0.4 miles.  Sixty-five minutes again. 
Last time I doubled Ascutney it was a total time of 140 minutes.  This time 130 
minutes.  This puts me at about 2 hours and change for Washington.  That would be 
20 minutes better than last year. 
Before the descent I remembered to check the brakes again.  That was my “come to 
Jesus” moment.  I realized I never loosened the brake before the second attempt.  I 
had done the second attempt with the brake rubbing the wheel.  What is that 
worth…?  How many minutes…?  The mystery of a rubbing brake. 
There is no question climbing is a physical challenge.  But I think it is much more of a 
mental and spiritual issue.  Can you push beyond that voice that says, 'stop,' 'no'…  
Can you go beyond your perceived limit and endure. 
Go, go when you can.  One day, you have no choice.  
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Put it on Your Calendar! 
Pastor Jon, August 3, 2015 

Walter Cronkite had his last newscast.  Must watch TV.  I think Dallas had a last 
episode, Cheers – all the popular shows had their must watch last episode.  The World 
Series if the Red Sox make it, the Super Bowl, some World Cup soccer final – must 
watch TV.  You do not want to miss it. 

So put it on your calendar, set up the smartphone alarm, put a note on the icebox – 
August 6! 

Don Trump and the boys are gonna have a time.  I do not think Carly makes the big 
ten.  But the Donald will be there. 

In my view – no matter what your political views – entertainment at its best.  The 
personal attacks, the name calling, the innuendo, the publicity stunts (Lindsay 
destroys a cell phone) – I mean the suspense is building for the August 6 debate. 

Maybe DT tones it down a bit on national TV, but, something will get to him and set 
him off. 

These are educated, wealthy, influential, crème de la crème leaders of American 
society.  To see the depths to which we sink, the lack of civility, the absence of 
decorum… of concern for human dignity – really is appalling. I suppose you have to do 
that to get attention and votes…  All the more appalling.  Maybe we are getting to be 
more like the English and their House of Commons which is a real zoo. 

On second thought why watch this stuff?  So I can kibitz with people the next day to 
share my disgust, outrage, support, acclaim?  Why get all worked up?  Am I going to 
work on one of these campaigns – just over the border I might add?  No.  I know how I 
will vote anyway.  Watching this will not put me in a place of kindness from which I 
might be more inclined to build up and encourage others.  I will just be agitated. 

Probably will learn a new recipe and cook something instead.  More peaceful and 
gratifying.  Forget the TV. 
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Clipping In... Disaster 
Pastor Jon, August 4, 2015 

Mystery.  December I ramped up the preparation for the cycling season.  Stricter on 
the eating plan - nothing with a face, no dairy, no oil, limited fat, less processed 
food, no alcohol.  More focused training. 

Then on vacation it all falls apart.  Cycling didn’t, but everything else did.  Disaster.  
And the biggest price is the mental one – the sense of abject failure – the chicken, the 
burgers – and the list goes on… the chocolate pudding, the tapioca, the cookies.  I 
have not eaten this stuff in years.  I could feel the oil oozing from my pores. 

The lapses lasted 4 weeks off and on. 

We learn from lapses.  Supposedly.  I do not know what my take is from all this, 
except oily skin.  Blessedly I actually lost a few pounds. 

Takes energy to focus, to have discipline.  We all need support.   For me I need to 
remember to breathe.  All the stressors settle on my shoulders and my breath gets 
shallow. 

Have to let go, change the thoughts, keep the long view in mind – in the end there 
will be a vacancy in the hotel.  Get some ice, go for a walk.  It is OK if the bed does 
not get made, the lawn is not cut.  Walk the halls.  Breathe.  Enjoy the stay.  Live in 
the blessings. Avoid the kitchen. 
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Clipping In... Freedom 
Pastor Jon, August 5, 2015 

Making it up Ascutney twice on one workout is an immeasurable confidence boost.  It 
is freedom. 

I think that in almost every facet of life – sometimes people acknowledge you, 
sometimes not.  And whatever they say, maybe they are in a good mood and are nice, 
maybe a bad mood and ugly.  So what is the acknowledgment worth?  I know folks 
who get great performance reviews and get laid off – because the boss wants to hire a 
friend. 

Sometimes you get a raise, sometimes not.  So much depends on stuff we have no 
influence over – the economy, our competitors, the list goes on.  To have so much of 
our self-esteem, our sense of worth and value dependent on what others say and do – 
is sheer hell.  It is a prison I yearn to escape from. 

Getting up Ascutney is freedom. 

God gives us worth – I get that.  The preacher preaches it.  The teacher teaches it and 
most of us get that – or we live with the faint whiff of it – like a scented candle 100 
feet away. 

I think all that plays into my motivation cycling mountains.  Freedom.  It is where I 
bathe in God. 

At the finish of Mount Washington, the crowd cheers.  Nice of them to do that.  But I 
minded it.  I had 130 minutes of wind, silence and freedom.  And then the crowd.  

Go, go when you can. Be free. 

  



  

 

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

 

Clipping In... More on the Disaster 
Pastor Jon, August 6, 2015 

This summer I had the big breakdown.  Fell off the eating plan – Big Time – all my 
nutritional guidelines – down the drain.  I even bought beer.  I was awash in failure.  
And failure can build on itself.  Very difficult to get back on track.  Easy to give in, 
give up, give in.  

In our culture, I am surrounded by those voices – a chorus which chants ‘give up.’  I 
only know two people who follow my eating plan.  Two.  I know one person - around 
my age – who leads – what can I write – an athletically oriented lifestyle.  One person. 

The internet can be a support system but I end up reading notes and postings from 
people who are clearly decades younger than I am.  Few my age, and even fewer 
cyclists my size.  I think there will be only 50 ‘Clydesdales’ (over 190 pounds) at the 
Mt. Washington race, which has 650 participants.   And of that 50 – perhaps 5 are my 
age and older.  Maybe I should take the hint!  And that is precisely the point – give up, 
give in, fit in. 

The grocery store is filled with off limits food.  Folks just are not into the nutrition I 
try to follow.  Restaurants?  Forget it.  Until the summer breakdown, Marsha and I had 
not been to a restaurant in two years. 

And now with my wife metza, metza with the eating plan – it is all on me. 

I am trying not to beat myself up over the breakdown, which still continues although 
not as bad.  Slowly, getting back.  It is as if God is waiting for me to get it.  Every 
day, take your spiritual temperature.  Where are you… how are you… what do you 
have to do to stay at home.  What do you have to do to be centered, to remain in 
Christ.  When you diverge from the path, you really can get disoriented in the woods. 

Go, go when you can.  
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Clipping In... Worrying 
Pastor Jon, August 7, 2015 

I try to write this blog so that perhaps one might find these musings about cycling 
applicable to other aspects of life and spirituality. 

I have been working for this Mt. Washington race for months and months.  It is the 
vision and goal, but I have had to consider that it might not work out.  I am not 
referring to failure to make it up the mountain, although that looms, so much as I am 
thinking of the cancellation of the race, which has happened in previous years.  If 
there is bad weather – it is too dangerous.  There is also the possibility of injury or 
any number of matters which could render the event a non-event. 

This would be disappointing but I have come to the place where I recognize the joy 
and meaning of this endeavor has been the process leading up to it.  You do not climb 
the mountain the day of the race.  You climb it in the six months prior to the race.  At 
the starting line everything is pretty much determined. 

The process is the reward. 

I also steel myself for the post-race letdown.  I went through that last summer and I 
know a friend in a similar event went through this as well.  Interestingly, the let-down 
does not happen immediately.  It happens about two weeks later.  You end up in a 
mental slump.  Hard to get ‘up’ for another race.  This year I have the Kearsage race 
tentatively on the docket – two weeks after Washington.  The last race of my season is 
Greylock, four weeks after Washington.  I try to decrease my investment in 
Washington by keeping the long view on mind. 

Jesus spoke of the farmer with a plow.  The farmer does not look back lest he lose his 
line.  The farmer looks forward at the horizon.  I might add the farmer does not look 
down either, lest he get stuck. 

We need keep looking forward, beyond the event, the visit from friends, the 
retirement day, the big holiday… such that possible disappointment may be softened 
and the high from any exhilaration not be so high as to send us crashing. 

Go, go when you can. 
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Clipping In... On the Edge, the Price you Pay 
Pastor Jon, August 8, 2015 

My dual trip up Ascutney last week – and with the brake on no less! – cost me.  Usually 
on a bike you push down on the pedals.  It is instinctive, natural.  The idea, however, 
is to change this mentality. 

It has taken me years to get this.  Instead of pushing down, you think pull up.  The 
pushing down is automatic, you do it automatically, so get it out of your head.  
Instead think of scraping dog poop off your shoe with a pull back and up motion.  If 
you master this you end up pedaling in smooth circles versus push down, relax, push 
down, which leads to a herkier/jerkier motion akin to pedaling in squares. 

A number of things happen with the pull up mentality – namely I end up dropping my 
heel at the bottom of the stroke. Drop, pull back and up.  None of this is rocket 
science, just takes a lot of concentration. 

I made it up Ascutney the second time with this approach, but I was at my limit.  I 
ended up with a strained leg.  Seemingly, nothing serious, but cycling is such a 
repetitive motion that any injury can linger Pulling up did me in.  I also have legs 
which sometimes – not standing, not walking, not sitting, not cycling – but when I lie 
down! – they just ache.  Who knows what is up with that.  Or my occasional 
dizziness…  The point is – it is not all peaches and cream.  I am looking forward to my 
down time month in December. 

The price we pay.  Not much comes free.  The grace of God.  Not a whole lot else. 

Go, go when you can. 
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Clipping In... the Last One 
Pastor Jon, August 9, 2015 

The other day was it – the last real effort before the race.  I was reluctant to take on 
the real big climb up Ascutney and had done South Mountain Road in Northfield only 
once this season.  So…  Over to South Mountain.  

I only do the first mile of South Mountain – it has the steepest section.  Then I turn 
around and do it again.  Four repeats.  To put the road in perspective – it is the only 
hill which defeated the local cycling pro (long retired) who runs a bike shop.  He had 
to walk the steep part last summer.  First time ever.  

I can make it up South Mountain on my regular road bike, but it is very, very difficult 
with those gears.  Too much of a risk of injury.  For repeats I take out the climbing 
bike with the easy gears.  The steep part is 22% according to my bike altimeter.  The 
bike shop pro said it was 24%.  How steep is that? Well, they do not plow it in winter 
because it is too dangerous for the plow trucks.  Dangerous to drive down as they can 
lose control, and impossible to go up.  Foxwood Drive in North Andover is the steepest 
road around our area and it is 8%.  South Mountain is a good training place as the last 
section of Washington is 22%, which is where I fell. 

I went out at mid-day – 95 degrees and ultra humid.  I was dehydrated to begin with, 
ended up dizzy with a terrible headache, but made it through the 4 repeats.  Could 
have added one more if I had tended to the dehydration.  The confidence builder for 
me was that I really was not into this work-out – but still never used the easiest gear 
for the first two times up.  That is a personal best. 

Maybe for the race I will have good legs.  My confidence is OK.  Training has been 
solid.  All the pieces are in place.  All I can do now is try my best.  And when that is 
the goal – trying your best – you never fear failure.  The enemy is the voice within 
which says “quit”.  It is all about the effort.  So we live with hope.  Perhaps that is 
how we need approach family and work life.  Try your best, turn it over to God, and 
live with hope. 
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Clipping In...To Do Or Not 
Pastor Jon, August 10, 2015 

One of the issues prior to the race is the list of last minute decisions.  I have been 
blessed with solid summer training… two ‘real deal’ efforts a week with easy cycling 
in between.  Hopefully, sufficient rest.  All that has fallen into place. 

My weight loss did not turn out exactly as hoped but I dropped to 192 one day – very 
de-hydrated but I have not been that low since before college.  Cannot complain 
about the weight too much. 

But there is this indecision – when do you do that last big effort, when do you taper it 
back, when do I start my regime of performance enhancing drinks.  Yes.  Beetjuice.  I 
had forgotten all about beetjuice.  Supposedly, it gives you more of something which 
enhances performance.  Who knows, but I am all about the placebo effect, especially 
a few days before the moment. 

Be not anxious, Jesus said.  Trust God.  There is not much guidance in scripture on 
this kind of thing.  No bikes back then.  I get perplexed by the people (typically, the 
take the Bible literally, conservative crowd who thinks the Bible has the answer for all 
of life’s issues.)  I think not.  God gave us a brain.  Do folks really think that the 
crowd following Jesus asked him for a blueprint for their day, week, month?  As in “I 
will not do a thing until I get the answer from Jesus…”  Please. 

Learn from others who have experience and wisdom.  Seek the movement of the Spirit 
in your own life.  Remember your history.  Trust your judgment.  Know that God has 
given us potential far beyond what we think possible.  Turn it over to the good Lord, 
and go on. 

Go, go when you can.  Now, that beetjuice. 
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Washington... the Experience with the Wife 
Pastor Jon, August 11, 2015 

I A few weeks back I was going to Ascutney and asked Marsha if she wanted to go.  I 
made a lot of trips there.  It is an hour away, pleasant drive.  She would drop me off 
and drive to the summit where she would sit and wait.  The view is spectacular.  I 
would arrive in 60 minutes. 

I could tell she was hesitant about this, but she went anyway.  Kind of like a guy going 
to the mall shopping with his spouse.  There is always potential. 

Then I suggested she not bother with Washington for that race.  It is just more sitting 
at the summit and waiting.  That idea did not go over so well. 

She insists on going because Washington is an experience.  Six hundred fifty cyclists 
milling about.  Cars and cars.  Tents, booths…  The trip up is exhilarating and 
precarious.  Their sign reads do not drive up if you fear heights.  The view can 
alternate between being enshrouded in clouds and then in minutes hundreds of miles 
of clarity, looking down on clouds and other mountains. 

There is the suspense as to when the cyclists arrive and they arrive over the span of 
two hours.  In her case it is if I arrive, whether there was a problem, all that. 

Then the drive down from the summit and the post-race meal in the tent.  It is a 
highlight of the year event. 

But rarely do we have highlight of the year events unless we break out of the 
humdrum of everyday rituals. 

God has put the blessings out there.  But those rituals can keep us rooted in place.  
Break out, do something special. 

Go, go when you can. 

  



  

 

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

 

Clipping In... Money 
Pastor Jon, August 12, 2015 

I have been blessed by all the support I have received in my efforts to raise funds for 
the Tin Mountain Conservation Society, which is the beneficiary of the Mt. Washington 
race.  I have received over $1,000, all of which goes to Tin Mountain.  The funds were 
raised via direct donation and from redeemable cans and bottles which folks dropped 
off at church.  I think I brought over 5,000 bottles to various grocery stores.  That is a 
lot of trips and it is a lot of effort from those who brought them in. 

It is one way we have of paying forward God’s gift of nature. 

Folks have been very generous.  I also raised funds at the annual assembly of Lutheran 
churches in New England in Springfield and at the Lutheran summer camp in New 
Hampshire – Camp Calumet. 

I really get the sense that I do not go up the mountain completely alone. 

Go, go when you can. 
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Clipping In... From All Over The World 
Pastor Jon, August 13, 2015 

Last year the fellow who won the Washington race was from New Zealand.  He was a 
pro, cycling for some team on the West Coast.  He beat another pro.  We parked next 
to a fellow from Idaho who flew in for this.  Via the Facebook message board we will 
be giving a ride down the mountain to two fellows who are driving across country 
from California for the event. 

The mountain is open to cyclists just two days a year – two races and that is it.  If you 
want to ride the mountain, you have to enter the race.  It has been written up in a 
cycling magazine as one of the ten top bucket list rides in the world. 

What I appreciate is that the event brings together the professionals – with the winner 
getting $1500 – and the slow geriatric set like me.  There is a certain democratic 
equality in that. 

And some of those really fast, thin, young folks – when they finish and get cooled off 
and dressed warmly (winter gear up there because of the winds) – they cheer us on!  
Last year – I fell over at a very steep pitch at the end.  I was going too slowly to make 
it and a wind might have kicked up – I do not even recall.  There were a bunch of folks 
who fell.  Two of the elites jumped out of the crowd to help me unclip from the bike 
and get going. 

Sweet moment.  Savor them.  You can either bemoan the fall or be thankful for 
kindness. 

Go, go when you can. 
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Clipping In... The Day before the Race 
Pastor Jon, August 14, 2015 

The race is a day away and I have been mulling over goals.  Without them I flail 
around.  Have to have a plan otherwise adrenaline and stupidity (like trying to keep 
up with someone) can take over.  Goals provide direction and focus. 

I want to keep it simple.  For the year I try to do 6,000 miles on the bike.  I have done 
this the two previous years and I am looking good for 2015, ahead of last year’s pace. 

Washington is my big deal.  First – just finish.  Second, be faster than last year which 
was 2 hours 20 minutes.  Third – and this is the stretch – break 2 hours. 

I realized after last year that there are very few people my age and size who do this.  
Maybe 5 of us.  Hillclimbers are very thin and typically, very light.  I do not care how I 
fare versus other cyclists.  I really do not care how I fare versus other Clydesdales 
(over 190 pounds).  A lot of those guys are decades younger than I am. 

It is not about competition.  It is you and your inner voices.  Listen for the good voice. 

Go, go when you can. 
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Clipping In... The Race Plan for Today 
Pastor Jon, August 15, 2015 

What a week.  No long distance cycling.  No serious hills.  Nothing hard.  Rest the 
legs, recover.  Sleep.  Drink and drink some more – to make sure I am well hydrated.  
Pickles, salt, bananas galore – to make sure potassium and sodium levels are up.  
Pasta, pasta and --- breakdown – daily pint of pudding.  To make sure the body (liver) 
is filled up with energy.  The puddings are a mistake but with little hard cycling my 
discipline folds.  Beet juice and more beet juice. 

Result?  I start the day feeling fat, bloated and irritable.  Not following my usual 
spiritual routine throws me off.  If there is any good news my resting pulse has 
plummeted to lows 40s, even below that, which is a sign I am rested and recovered 
(or something is wrong!) 

I am hoping I get to the starting line without a blow-up with the spouse.  Not likely, 
but we can hope.   I will probably be repressed and angry to boot.  Either that or 
feeling guilty.  Probably the latter. 

I waver between faith and fear.  It is like public speaking for some folks.  I do not fear 
that, but others do.  I work on building self-confidence and turning fear into faith. I 
tried to develop a race plan, - gears to use, speed to aim for, etc. 

I mulled over this endlessly until I saw the weather report.  A storm is predicted.  
That means the race gets postponed a day.  That really changes our plans.  We 
anticipated picking up our son at the airport on the way back from the race.  Uggh. If 
the race is postponed to Sunday it means picking him up, driving back, getting a 
hotel, etc. etc.  Be terrific to have him there, but hassles are involved here. 

I decided – forget the plan, stay in God, in the present. Trust the potential God has 
given.  A lot of people do not have this shot and that is all this is – one shot.  I have a 
friend I buried who would probably be doing this with me if he was alive.  

Adapt as you go along.  Peace is within. It is always there.  Plans can take you outside 
of yourself.   Then something goes awry and you get messed up.  Stay in the spirit.  
Approach with no plan, no attachment, no judgment, no argument, no resistance.  
Accept what is.  All will be well. 

Just go… because you can. 
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The Screw-Up Fairy Lives! 
Pastor Jon, August 16, 2015 

Some people do not believe in fairies, angels, all that.  I do.  I got the Trinity – 
Creator, Jesus and Spirit.  Traditionalists will go for Father, Son and Holy Spirit.  Then 
there is the screw-up fairy. 

I train on this bike all year with a heart rate monitor.  It tells me when the heart is 
going too fast – so I slow it down.  I just cannot go too long with my heart beating too 
fast. You get way out of breath. Going up mountains, this thing is a real key – watch 
the freakin’ pulse.  I had my thoughts as to keeping the rate right on the edge for this 
big race. 

Up at the cabin I wrote a list of all I needed to remember for the day.  Heart rate 
monitor was the first thing on the blasted list. 

I pack the car for the race, leaving from North Andover.  No heart rate monitor.  I 
mean come on.  I gave brief consideration to driving to the camp to get it – but that 
would be 3 hours on the road.   

For some this is panic city.  But this whole situation has become messy.   

The race might be postponed because of weather and there are models suggesting the 
next day could be bad.  And then there is the possibility they run this in the rain.  
Rain.  Soaking wet and cold. 

Marsha wants to stop at some outlet on the way home. 

So maybe this thing comes off Saturday morning.  We pick Zeke up in Manchester at 
the airport on the way home and go to this outlet.  OR maybe this is postponed until 
Sunday, we pick up Zeke on Saturday, return to Gorham and see what happens 
Sunday.  Maybe it gets cancelled Sunday.  We can still go to the outlet on the way 
home.  

I do not have a monitor anyway.  So is it be cautious and go ultra-slow or be daring 
and blast ahead or maybe it is a lot of sitting around all week-end because of the 
weather.   

The only thing for certain is the outlet store.  And the screw-up fairy. 

And God.  The screw up fairy can mess with you but there is the peace which God 
gives, which is always there.  Take a breath.  Marsha promised the outlet stop will be 
just a few minutes (but do not forget the fairy.) 

Go, go when you can and do not let the fairy stop you. 
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Clipping In... I Forgot... Turn, Turn, Turn 
Pastor Jon, August 17, 2015 

On the way down from Mt. Washington last summer Walzak asked whether I would do 
the race again in 2015.  I said "I do not know."  He said, "You will."  I had forgotten 
that something had made me hesitant. 

Filled with bravado (and other stuff) I thought I would train and train and perhaps 
break 2 hours in 2015.  Certainly, I could do better than I did in 2014.  I was 
somewhat confident I would finish.  I mean I did it once. 

Last year temps were in the lows 60s to begin.  This year they were in the 80s and 
humid.  I should have known better.  Should have known.  By one mile I had streams 
of sweat coming from my helmet.  My clothing was soaked – when I finished the water 
dripped out of my socks, shirt, and shorts.   The next day my shoes were still soaking 
wet. Last year I drank 8 ounces the whole way.  This year – 32 ounces by mile 6 (7.8 
mile distance).  Of course, I see all this in retrospect.  Clueless about it during the 
race.  

I wanted to stay away from the easy gear for the first three miles.  I forgot about the 
steeper pitches.  I was in the easy gear real quick.  At the turn midway – where you go 
above the tree line - there is a steep extended 18% grade.  I dreaded it.  And made it.  
I had forgotten what came next. 

The ensuing steep grade of pavement was the first time I saw the “pack” coming back 
to me.  On top of the grade – the walkers.  Three of them had thrown in the towel.  
Then the mile long dirt section I had feared .  To your left there is a huge drop-off.  I 
did not look this year.  And by this time the clouds rolled in, so you could not see 
much anyway.  I forgot about the first section of dirt.  Brutally steep.  Bam and then 
bam again.  

By the mile long dirt section the walkers ahead of me were scattered in the aisle like 
the petals of a flower girl. 

The dirt was choppy with stones and dug up.  The dug up parts were from the walkers' 
bike cleats.  All over the road.  The walkers were a chorus of angels beckoning.   

I cannot describe the effect of that vision when I was going so slow I could just 
manage to keep the bike stable.  All these people to maneuver around. 

I had nothing.  A pit of nothing.  I could not throttle back without stopping.  Either go 
or walk.  No mantra works in that place - like “try harder,” “go for it.”    “God has 
given you potential” – does not work.  It was an existential abyss.  Only words I can 
find to describe it.  I was surrounded by people who had given in.  Oh, those angels 
sang so beautifully. 

I was barely faster than they walked. I passed 10, 12… “Behind you,”  “On your left,” 
“On your right."    Jimmy Valvano, the basketball coach who died from cancer, coined 
the phrase - "Don't give up, don't ever give up…"   Jimmy would understand.  
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The closer I came to the summit and more enveloped I was in the clouds - eventually, 
the air cooled.  I actually shifted into a harder gear.  That is when I realized the heat 
had sucked the life out of me.  What a difference being in the cool air.  

By the time I came to the end – Marsha was there – I smiled for the camera.  And then 
tried to mount the last 22% grade by grinding it out.  Last year I tried to fast pedal 
and fell.  This year I thought – I grind it out.  Steady and forceful.   She videoed it.  In 
the video I see my front wheel wobble, and wobble again.  I was about to do a 
wheelie – where the front wheel comes off the ground.  At that point about a quarter 
of the way up – I said no way I make this without falling… and clipped out.  I walked 
the last 120 feet. 

When I came home in 2014, I was in decent shape.  Not this year.  The heat and 
humidity did me in.  

My time was slower by 3 minutes.  And I did not care.  In 2014 I bemoaned the fact 
that I fell at the end.  Now - no regrets over walking to the finish. 

Last year I finished in a state of emotional stability.  Not this time.  Hard to describe 
it… harder still to understand.  Not much to write on that. 

I will remember that vision, however, looking up at all those walkers, nothing left… 
listening to the chorus… and the pedals kept turning.  

Go, go when you can.  Go.  Never give up. 
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The Washington Race II 
Pastor Jon, August 18, 2015 

I saw them at the restaurant.  Marsha did not notice.  Young couple.  She, svelte.  
Twelve year-old child.  He, a tad bit not svelte.  I figured them for the race – he 
would drive her down.  She looked the part. A nice experience for a couple to share 
with their child. 

Later – outside our hotel room – at the pool – she is swimming with the daughter and 
he is on the lounge chair nursing a Powerade.  He asked if I was in the race.  Turns 
out mom and daughter hiked the mountain that day and they would be driving dad 
down after he raced up.  Came from Maryland. 

In my mind I am thinking this fellow is one of those wicked gifted genetic specimens 
who can do this despite not being a whippet. Forty’s.  Trained on 11% hills, 0.5 miles, 
did repeats.  I was agog.  Half mile at 11% is worlds away from 7.8 miles at 12%.  
Eleven percent… what about the numerous stretches of 14%, 16%, and 18% on this 
climb.  It may seem like a small difference – 11 to 16% - but when you are heavier – it 
is exponential. 

I really did not have the heart to say much.  He was riding a bike with extended 
triathlon bars.  I think he was the only rider with that kind of set up.  Folks do all they 
can to minimize bike weight and no one uses those triathlon extensions.     

I asked him about gearing.  He was set with a low gear of 30/34.  My low gear is 
26/34.  I could not do a climb even half this long with his gearing.  This fellow has got 
to be a genetic wizard.  Either that or it is going to be a long, long day. 

I told him about doing S's to make the grade easier, that there were flatter places 
where he could stop, that I started at the back where I did not have to worry about 
being in anyone's way - any tip I could think of. 

The next morning he told me that he woke up at 2 am with bad dreams. 

He joined me at the end of the last starting group because he figured it was a good 
approach. 

We rode together for maybe 0.3 miles when he went ahead. Nice fellow.  He was 
going straight up.  As I watched him I thought – I bet I see him again up the road. 

At 1.5 miles he stopped to rest.  I never heard him click back into the pedals.  And 
when I glanced back after another half mile, he was nowhere.   
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We gave a ride down the mountain to a fellow – 18 years old, 130 pounds, as tall as 
my shoulder.  Did it in 65 minutes.  Less than half the time I took.  I could be his 
grandfather.  He flew in from California.  Wants to go pro someday. 

The other fellow we drove down was the same size but 15 years older.  He took 15 
minutes longer than the 18-year-old.  He has done the Escape from Alcatraz swim 
across San Francisco Bay twice.  I mean I have a leg as big as these guys. 

You know the latter two guys are built for this.  We had lunch with the winner and 
record holder of the post-65-year-olds.  He told us he chose his parents well - genetic 
good luck.  He was almost in the Olympics for wrestling when he was younger. 

The guy from Maryland…  He is the one I admire.  Turns out he did click in again.  He 
found some rhythm doing S’s the rest of the way.  He was the last one - the lantern-
rouge as they are called.  Finished about an hour after me.  He walked and rested a 
lot. 

But he showed up.  We never know what the next months will hold - blessings 
certainly, but also accident, illness, family issues, moving, job changes, issues in the 
extended family, marriages, births… so many things which can derail the best plans 
and preparation.  He showed up.  And he finished. 

So --- that gets me to thinking – what are we moved to try.  And Lord knows, it need 
not be something as ‘out there’ as these mountain races. 

Go, go when you can.  One day – we will not have the option…  And that, to my way of 
thinking - is one of the most spiritual ways we can approach God's gift of time.  Has 
very little to do with "religious" speak. Go. 
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Clipping In... Call Me Laurent 
Pastor Jon, August 19, 2015 

For years, especially in winter – I endure the frustration of wearing a hat.  You take 
off the hat and your hair is all over the place and you have to comb it.  Complete 
pain.  So I tell the barber cut it so that I do not have to comb it.  This is a ten minute 
haircut if the barber is any good.  Works for me.  Real blessing in winter. 

Then hockey.  Hockey players have a tradition in the play-offs.  All of them. They 
grow beards.  Racing season for me is the play-offs.  But I am not into beards. 

Maybe that was the motivation.  Or… maybe it was Laurent.  Fignon was a cyclist from 
France.  Famous.  He died a few years ago in his 50s.  Cancer.  Sad.   He was called 
the professor because he looked the part.  He had blonde hair. He wore wire rimmed 
glasses.  He had a ponytail. 

I have wire rimmed glasses.  I have blonde hair. 

My wife likes this longer hair.  Even my sister does.   I am not getting a lot of grief.  In 
fact, no one gives me grief. (Mom died over a decade ago).  The wife is a hockey fan.  
She gets this.  She also knows winter is around the corner. 

It is the content of your character that matters, not the clothes you wear or the 
length of your hair.  If Jesus did not say that, he must have thought it.  Probably not 
an issue back then.  Call me Laurent… until the season is over. 

Go, go when you can. 
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Getting Old 
Pastor Jon, August 20, 2015 

When you get up in years you can get self-conscious about your age.  We live in an 
everyone needs to be young – or at least look young – culture.  Youth, youth, youth.  
Gheesh.  I feel like I need to check out nursing homes now because that day is like 
around the corner (I am 59). 

So I am into proving how young I am.  Like the other day – someone told me about 
these new computers you can get.  I have a Commodore, works fine.  They said – no, 
no, no – go with the orange, maybe it was red.  Delicious, Macoun – I do not 
remember.  Seems to work OK but confusing.  I get that way on occasion. 

Websites?  I am all over them – readitagain… Snaptoit, instaoatmeal, I am there.  
Faceplant – I really do not like the name because old people fall and, you know, it is a 
reminder. 

I went to an online calculator some Swedes put together.  They tested a million 
people and give you a read-out as to your physical age equivalent given your weight, 
height, resting and maximum pulse.  Maybe they ask for other things, too.  I do not 
recall.  Age.  I am all over this – by their studies I am at the physical age of a 34 year 
old.  Not bad.  I think it was my pulse rates and weight.  I also know some struggling 
34 year-olds so, I am not so sure about all that.  Confusing, again. 

I am glad I ride my bike.  Go ahead, take away my license, see what I care.  
Belligerence can be part of the package, too.   

Makes me wonder – just what really matters.  I should probably send out a twit about 
that. 

Go, go when you can.  Because age… 
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The Wild West Is Us 
Pastor Jon, August 21, 2015 

I am part of a social media group which is open to ELCA (Lutheran) clergy.  
Periodically, I read the postings as a way to keep a finger on the pulse of what my 
peers are discussing.  There are 6,000 clergy in the group.  I bet a lot of them are like 
me and never post.  One caught my eye.  The pastor lamented that few people 
seemed to comment on a mass killing that took place in the Midwest. 

I had to think for a few moments – “what is he writing about, which one was that?”  I 
felt guilty being a part of the crowd he was implying did not seem to care enough to 
post.  I mean which one was he writing about? 

I read there have been 204 mass killings in the USA in the first 204 days of the year.  I 
do not know if that is worse or better than other years.  I also do not know what 
qualifies as a mass killing. 

I do know they happen weekly and after a time one becomes numbed to them. 

Chicago has a huge problem with shootings, so does Baltimore – one a day. 

We read constantly of police shootings and argue whether they are justified.  So far, 
650 in 2015. 

For all of the supposed sophistication and progress of our time, it feels like the Wild 
West revisited. 

Kindness and peace are at a premium.  Value them when you experience them.  
Maybe we can be examples of such – a Christ-centered presence. 
  



  

 

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

 

A Word on Spirituality 
Pastor Jon, August 24, 2015 

I read other blogs and came across an interesting set of writings from a fellow pastor 
who also happens to be a cyclist.  He is much more ardent and serious than I am.  
Maybe he does not do mountains, but he does some incredible long distance racing. 

What intrigued me is that in a slew of postings about his riding he mentions his 
church, but never delves into the spirituality of his activities.  Never.  He notes the 
physical challenge and emphasizes the mental aspect of his riding, but never a 
reference to God or the Spirit.  

This intrigues me.  Perhaps it is because he perceives his audience as being “ non-
spiritual” or that some people might be turned off by such references.  

My own view is that everyone is spiritual.  It is a matter of helping people articulate 
that spirituality and enabling them to see it.  How can one not be filled with a 
spiritual awe and delight at the wonder of creation when viewing a sunset or sunrise, 
the August cotton ball clouds, feeling the movement of the wind through a cycling 
helmet, the flow of the bike, and the drip of sweat…  How can one not sense the 
stillness of the mind while exuding such effort…?  All of this is spiritual and for me the 
Spirit of God, the Holy Spirit, and the presence of Christ. 

Unfortunately, and perhaps this is the case with this fellow, perhaps not…  We can 
have a tendency to balkanize our lives.  Spiritual means church service or intentional 
hands folded, eyes closed prayer.  Then there is family life, then there is work life.  
They are almost compartmentalized or balkanized.  Overlap may occur if we 
apologize to someone we have hurt, or give money or time to some charitable cause.  
But for the most part there is this compartmentalization. 

I could not live this way.  If we believe the Spirit of Christ – the Kingdom of God as 
Jesus taught, is within us; then, it is not within us now… but not then.  Here for a 
moment then gone.  It is always there, a blessing to be tapped, to be embraced.  The 
critical issue is whether we see it, experience it, and sense it.  Where then are we?  

I am inclined to this mystical kind of spirituality. It nourishes my soul.  Other pieties 
are fine.  I understand them.  I do not argue for any kind of hierarchy here.   But I 
also find that such a mystical spirituality has put so much more serenity in my life.  I 
think it moves us from spirituality as ‘belief’ to spirituality as ’life.’ 
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Could Be a Rough Fall 
Pastor Jon, August 26, 2015 

This fall could be rough.  There is something to be said about having distractions to 
deal with the angst of life.  I think this is why we get absorbed by sports, politics and 
such.  Distractions of a kind.  As a pastor I appreciate this.  I would rather see folks 
get absorbed by some sports issue than have them taking it all out on some aspect of 
church life - like the message is too short, too long, the ceiling fans are too fast, too 
slow, what have you. 

Thank you Red Sox.  Until now.  The team is woeful.  And is out of it.  Who wants to 
follow them – an exercise in frustration which amps up the angst of life – no relief, no 
distraction.  That leaves the Patriots.  Oh my.  They break the rules – maybe, maybe 
not… Brady cannot play, he can play, he has family issues.  Might as well follow re-
runs of All My Children or As the World Turns.  Just another’s bee’s nest of agitation. 

Politics – yes, an election season.  Note to self – say nothing.  Pull a Sgt. Schultz – “I 
know nothing.”  People get worked up over this.  Hours upon hours will be spent 
reading, watching – so we have the ‘right’ opinion.  Arguments, tension, more time 
spent, TV watched, articles read, opinion pieces, more agitation… all for one vote.  
That is correct – all that time and energy, hours upon hours – for one vote.  What a 
colossal waste of human capital.  Which I will waste. 

So how do we deal with the angst of life this fall?  Red Sox.  Save me.  Patriots – just 
frustrating.  Politics – oh no. 

Move. 

This is not a waste of life but an investment in life.  Move.  You will feel better.  It 
will help your spirit.  Move.  It is an act of gratitude and faithfulness for the gift of 
time. 

Just move. 

And it there is something eating at you – family, work, the team, church…  My 
pastoral counsel – move.  Consider it a prayer, which, in my view it is.  

Go, go when you can. 
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Community? 
Pastor Jon, August 28, 2015 

Who is your community – your tribe, so to speak, your pack. 

The people I see in the summer where we vacation – I see once a year.  That is the 
only connection.  Wonderful people.  But once a year. 

I recall the parents of our children’s friends, especially when they were on a sports 
team.  I do not think we have seen them since those seasons ended.  I was sad to read 
one of the kids had died.  Played the outfield 15 years ago. 

I remember people from my old churches.  We are going back 2 -3 decades now.  I run 
into one or two on occasion. 

I see my sisters in the summer.  One sister is ill, never made it to her cabin in the 
woods.  So it is two years for her.  There are phone calls every few months. 

I am not in a cycling club or group.  By my own choice.  I find it disconcerting to ride 
in groups – afraid I will be hit or hit someone. 

Who is your community?  And what is it based on?  And will it last beyond convenience 
and happenstance? 

In one sense our church is my community, but there are times of a different depth of 
connection which are especially meaningful.  I guess I would call it community within 
community. 

And who is yours? 
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Twitter of Truth 
Pastor Jon, August 29, 2015 

I write about that which I do not have a whole lot of familiarity.  I lament what I 
perceive to be the decline of public culture.  I read of music which denigrates women 
and celebrates violence.  I have not listened to it, only read about it.  Evidently, 
there is some kind of market for it.  We have to rate video games to keep them out of 
the hands of youngsters.  Our public figures call each other names and use descriptive 
adjectives never before used with such frequency in public life. 

Years ago these kinds of things were uttered behind closed doors.  They might have 
been thought but not spoken aloud.  Now, it seems it is all ‘out there,’ in your face.  
Is nothing held back in the name of decency and decorum? 

Twitter intrigues me and it appears to get people in trouble as they post something 
instantly without waiting and contemplating.  It is a vehicle which abets this ‘getting 
it out there’ process.  So we have instance after instance of a tweet being erased or 
walked back. 

But while I bemoan what I see as the decline of public culture, I think the reality is – 
this is simply truth.  And it is coming to the surface instead of being repressed and 
tailored. 

Living in the Spirit of Christ we recognize the dark side in each of us.  Nothing new.  
However, one gift of the Spirit is self-control.  One aspect of following Jesus is self-
denial. 

That we think or say something in private, does not mean, in my view, we broadcast 
it. 

Increasingly, I am of the mindset that the click, click, hurry up, quick, quick culture 
we live in does very little for the human spirit, the need to douse the flames of 
anxiety, the search for peace, and the development of the awareness that we live in 
Christ. 

Slow it down.  Contemplate.  Sit for a spell.  Maybe move.  Let it go.  Perhaps even 
shine a light on that darkness. 
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Clipping In... and Perseverance 
Pastor Jon, August 30, 2015 

I knew I would have a let-down after the Mt. Washington cycling race.  I had worked 
for that moment for 10 months.  Then it is over.  This does not even consider the fact 
that it was a brutal experience.  Now, over.  I can anticipate this let down all I want, 
when it hits it is another story. 

I love cycling.  It is a part of my spiritual practice to be active and dis-engaged.  
However, after the race, what is the motivation?  Part of me wants to throw in the 
towel and vegetate for a few weeks.  I see it as growing – and not spiritually so much 
as physically – growing outward, as I am done growing upward. 

I have a race in mid-September but that seems eons away.  And frankly, I did well last 
year in the race and emptied the tank.  I think it dubious I improve on that effort this 
summer.  So, no motivation.  In the dumps. 

One thing I have learned through the years is that I can feel absolutely drained, but 
get dressed in cycling gear, swing a leg over the bike and click in.  After a few pedals 
I am raring to go.  That has happened all week.  One of my better mileage weeks all 
year, in fact.  Quality miles too.  Putting a little effort into it.  Just persevere… 

Then – it turns out I was near Mt. Kearsarge the day of the race up that mountain.  
What is not to love?  I was in that yesterday. 

Down in the dumps?  Sometimes you push, push.  Persevere is the more biblical word.  
Push through the darkness toward the light.  The light will come.  
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Kate Upton 
Pastor Jon, August 31, 2015 

The Yahoo headline read, “Kate Upton reveals her butt cheeks” – or something along 
these lines.  So you see a picture of Kate Upton wearing a very see-through dress.  
Turns out, this is quite the fad from recognizable names.  The pictures get posted on 
some public forum.  I read this happens with text messages, too.  You can attach a 
picture.  Never knew that.  I am betting a lot of this – intended to be private – gets 
posted someplace more public.  This kind of public display, whether intentional or 
not, did not happen 20-30 years ago.  Now, I guess folks show all. 

On the other side of the spectrum I read an ultra-conservative pastor blogger who 
feels men should wear suits and women heels and hats to church.  I am figuring 
women are expected to wear more than that, but you get the idea.  He laments 
dungarees and flip-flops in worship. 

I think we are finding that there are no socio-cultural standards.  I really do not care 
what people wear to worship, although, I have to admit that the Kate Upton look 
would prompt a less than positive reaction, at least from me. 

In these days you set your own and the family standards.  This is very different from 
those times when everyone knew and bought into a cultural standard.  And it is 
difficult.  Do I stand out, do I fit in, what do others think and say…?  When you get 
free, you ask - do I care? 

Give yourself some spiritual space.  It is draining – especially with children – to 
constantly have to set the standards given the culture we are in.  Breathe, breathe, 
accept, accept. 
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