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The Mt. Washington Race - That Mental Thing 

     Of all the races I enter, Mt. Washington sets me off. I do not sleep well.  I get edgy.  Part of me 
does not even want to do it – the ‘flight’ aspect of the “fight or flight” syndrome.  “Let’s go 
home..”  I suspect all this is because I know I will be entering a cauldron of anguish. 

    I am tall, heavy and 62, with no real genetic inheritance for this kind of endeavor.  In my youth I 
was a sprinter – perish the thought of running a lap around the track.  Washington takes me two 
hours, more like 2.5 hours.  I finish among the last 30-40 folks.  This year there were 480 entrants 
and 380 finishers.  A lot of folks do not make it to the end.  

     Getting to the summit puts me in a world of hurt.  Exhausted, no strength in my legs, hard to 
balance the bike because I am going so slow.  Even keeping a straight line is a challenge when you 
are ambling along at 3 mph.  I think the winner averages around 7 mph so this is no real barn 
burner ride. 

     Most climbs are amidst the trees.  This one is too, for the first half.  The second half puts you 
out in the middle of nowhere, above the clouds, huge drop-offs to either side. 

     One fellow commented that your mind goes before your body does.  That mental thing. 

     The mountain this year was socked in with thunder, rain, and clouds.  The race was delayed for 
two hours.  I had a nice visit with Dave B. from our church who was in the race for the first 
time.  And he did well – 1:48.  Great cyclist, great athlete… and alas, the benefits of youth. 

      My plan was to start slow and keep it at 3 mph for the first half.  I had to make a very 
conscious effort to do this – slow, slow – that mental thing.  I could tell, however, this was not 
going to be my day as my legs were heavy and tired – never a good sign.  And those first miles 
were much steeper than my recollection. 

     I was stealing myself for the second half above the tree line.  There are some steep ramp ups 
there.  The whole ride is steep but there are long stretches where it jumps. 

      Get through the first incline at the tree line: check.  Deal with the ‘wall’ (for me at least) before 
the dirt section begins: check.  Then the one mile of dirt. No trees.  Out in the open, 20 mph 
headwind, way up in the sky.  I was grateful for the clouds as I could not see below.  I make a point 
of not looking but it creeps into your peripheral vision.  Not this year. 

     By this point I am hanging on, counting the pedal rotations - get to 100, and do it again.  This is 
where a lot of folks start to walk. 

I was trying to smile.  I read that smiling makes it easier – perhaps more tolerable. 

      A fellow opined that these climbs never get easier.  You are always at your limit – so maybe 
you go faster, but it is not easier.  And when you get to my age – you go slower.  A reality of aging. 
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     One of these years I suspect that come August 18 I will opt for a pleasant ride in the 
neighborhood.  There is something, however, about venturing to the wrong side of comfort.  Do I 
have it within me?  Jesus criticized the fellow who received his one talent and hid it out of 
fear.  Did not do anything with his time/energy/life.  The others invested themselves and were 
blessed. 

     As I crawled along I saw a fellow lying on the ground next to a stretcher.  An ambulance was 
there.  I have no idea what happened, but it prompted a millisecond thought about calling it a 
day.  Did not help to pass one of my co-old guy cyclists, who is usually faster than I am, walking his 
bike.  And it came to me:  “how will I feel tomorrow when I look back on this day?”  That mental 
thing. 

      One day quitting time comes and we do not have much to say about it.  It will not make much 
difference what we think. 

      Go, go when you can. 

      Last year's finishing time: 2:32.  This year:  2:26… with that smile. 

 

Three Days 

     The Mt. Washington cycling race is this week.  I am betwixt and between about this. 

     For one – my training for this has been horrendous. With all the moving we are doing there 
have been too many days I missed working out.  Too busy sometimes, too tired other days.  Yet 
when I have gone out my times are precipitously faster than last year.  Either I over trained in past 
years and I am benefitting from more “off” time from the bike; or, my comeuppance is a few days 
away. 

     The “faster times” leave me optimistic.  Maybe I have my fastest time ever up Washington this 
year!  It is a tempting thought.  And an ego boost.  Good Lord, I should be going slower given my 
age.  Hope springs eternal.  

    I come back to the reality that memory tends to color the way we look at yesteryear.    

    Resurrecting those memories of past races keeps me humble and gives me a taste of fear.  I 
barely made it.  It was a tough mental challenge  to be on the verge of failure that long and keep 
going.  Keeps me humble to remember that.  So I do not plan to go too fast in those first miles 
or…  I have nothing left for later.  Forget the time. 

    At my age and size, finishing is a big deal.  Be grateful if I can finish.  For that matter getting to 
the starting line is reason for profound thanksgiving.  Stay in gratitude.  I consider it one 
manifestation of living in Christ.  Three more days 'til the race.  
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Just Get to 100 

     For years we realized we needed to get a year-round house where we would live when we 
retire one day.  We found one near our son and his family in southern New Hampshire.  We are 
selling our seasonal cabin we have owned for 35 years.  We will sell our house in North Andover, 
where we have lived for 25 years.  The North Andover house is half-owned by the church.  We will 
also be looking for an apartment in the North Andover area. 

     Since the place we purchased is much smaller, this is a major downsizing and “off loading” of a 
lot of stuff.  Some things I bring to a  dealer.  Some things I leave on the street.  Over the years we 
have picked up a number of things on the street, so we are paying that forward. 

    Given Marsha’s recuperation from shoulder surgery, a lot of this moving business falls on 
me.  This is also a summer in which our son’s painting business has taken off, so I am trying to help 
him out.  Then there is the Mt. Washington cycling race in mid-August to get ready for… and 
Marsha and I are leading worship, visiting and tending to various church issues all 
summer.  Sounds overwhelming. 

     In the Mt. Washington cycling race, as with many mountain races, I learned – never, ever look 
up.  Mountain races put you at your limit, the verge of failure.  Halfway up Washington I am 
reduced to counting the pedal rations, “just get to 100.”  At that point I am going so slowly it is a 
challenge to keep the bike going so I do not tip over.  Then it is the next 100.  I fight the call to quit 
and walk.  Never look up.  Certainly, it is a physical challenge, but at my level, age and weight, it is 
just as much of a mental challenge to keep going.  “Just get to 100.” 

     Jesus taught – tend to what is in front of you, let tomorrow be.  It is another way of saying – 
“don’t look up.”  Keep the pedals turning today.  This moment.  100.  The next 100? (tomorrow?) I 
will get to that when I get there. 

  

Stepping Stones to God's Peace 

For a number of weeks this summer I have been going through stepping stones to God’s peace: 

      Have a routine practice of gratitude for the blessings of the day.  List 5 things every morning 
for which you are grateful to God – five moments from the previous day. 

      Stop.  The culture fosters a busy, busy ethos.  Be counter-cultural and stop.  Sit in the stillness 
and silence.  Stopping may be much harder than you think.  It feels odd.  And no 
distractions. Contemplate God’s presence and God’s call. 
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      Self-acceptance.  God embraces us but we can fall into that zone where we present only the 
good stuff while we hide the rest.  Jesus was about truth and he lived with the truth of the broken 
people.  Embrace your brokenness –  the stuff you and I tend to hide.  

     This week:  The paradox.  We are all about the pursuit of happiness and pleasure.  Jesus taught: 
three servants were blessed – two did something with the blessing – they took a risk.  The third 
servant was afraid.  Out of fear he stayed in his comfortable place. Want peace?  Live on the 
wrong side of comfort. 

 

And How Shall We Live 

Came across this quote, which may not be quite exact.  It is from Jack Kerouac. 

 “Because in the end you will not remember the time spent working in the office or mowing the 
lawn.” 

I will add we will not remember most of the dinner parties, or the dinners out.  We will not 
remember the hours in front of the tv or surfing the internet.  We will not remember the time on 
the smartphone or social media. 

Kerouac concludes… “so climb the darn mountain.” 

Funny, I do not recall a lot of moments with our kids when they were small.  But I do remember 
climbing Mt. Monadnock with them. And in my own life, I doubt I ever forget what it took to cycle 
Mt. Washington.  I could add a few others.  The Mt. Washington race is in 19 days. 

God has blessed us with time.  And how shall we live…. 

 

Stepping Stones to God's Peace 

This summer I have been speaking about the stepping stones to peace.  

       1. The practice of gratitude.  Every morning write down 5 moments for which you are grateful 
to God from the previous day.  This is not the rote: family, friends, house.  It is – I am grateful for 
the conversation I had with….  I am grateful for a good run through the woods and seeing the 
rabbit cross the path….  specificity.  It changes our focus from seeing all that is askew, all that I 
need to do… to being thankful for the goodness God has provided.  Write… it… down. 

      2. Stop.  Fairly simple.  Sit.  Be still.  No electronics.  No conversation. No distractions.  Just 
stillness.  Stop.  Psalm 46 reads “Be still and know I am God.”  In the stillness we foster a deeper 
awareness of God’s presence.  Jesus – if we read the accounts carefully – often was found alone, 
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praying.  Just stop.  No distractions (like the computer or phone.)  We may find that the 
distractions are a more profound part of our lives than we would like to acknowledge.  

      3.  Today….  Forget plastic flowers (and plastic, image oriented living.)  Forget the resume life 
(the cut flowers).  Jesus embraces the real.  And the real is the potted plant with the yellowing 
leaves, the faded flowers….  And that is what life is.  Jesus related to the broken people in all of 
their fadedness.  He embraced them.  Want peace – work on self-acceptance, as God accepts 
us.  At a minimum, we stop the fighting, the unending quest to impress. We move away from the 
plastic… and the cut flower presentations.  I am – some blooms, some faded leaves, the dirt, the 
roots.  Truth.  Can I accept this, as I am accepted by God. 

The series continues in the next few weeks. 

 

Odds and Ends 

     A lot of folks feel like they should have a better grasp of the Bible, but are reluctant to reveal 
“bits and pieces” knowledge.  This fall the message series in church will be a walk thru the Old 
Testament highlighting the major stories with an emphasis on the relevance of that story for our 
own walk of life and faith.  We will have a fill in the blanks review each week for those who might 
miss a week or two.  

    I have been out of touch for a bit, but it sounds like the youth had a terrific trip to Houston for 
the Lutheran Youth gathering with 30,000 kids….  We sent around 20 people to the gathering. We 
also have a big group going on a mission trip of service this July. 

    Personally, the summer has been exciting for Marsha and me.  She is recovering nicely 
from shoulder surgery.  We are selling our seasonal cottage in central/north Massachusetts.  We 
cannot retire there as it is a seasonal place, so we are moving to a “year-long” house near our son 
and his family.  We will be selling our house in North Andover, which is half owned by the church, 
and moving to an apartment in this area.  Marsha will be retiring in less than two years. I have no 
such plans at this point.  This moving business is taxing.  Amazing how much we have accumulated 
over the years… as well as all of Marsha’s mother’s stuff!  She passed on to heaven two years ago 
after having lived with us for 25 years. 

     This fall the church council will begin discussion of what our church will do as we anticipate 
Marsha’s leaving.  I am speaking with the Bishop as to different approaches to take. 

   The Mt. Washington cycling race is around the corner in mid-August. The race benefits the Tin 
Mountain Conservation Society in New Hampshire and I am blessed by the church to bring a check 
for over $1,000 for the Society.  So many folks have contributed to this and I am most grateful.  A 
big thanks to Walter who has diligently turned in the redeemable cans and bottles that have been 
left at the church.  David B. will be in the race with me.  Other folks from church were going to be 
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in the race,  but “life” happens…  With all that is taking palce in our lives, training has been much 
more sporadic than last summer. That might be a good thing as my times up Mt. Ascutney, which 
has a similar grade to Mt. Washington but is half as long, have been all time bests, by quite a 
bit.  Who says you get older and you get slower?  I suspect I have benefited from more “no 
cycling” rest time. 

    Marsha or I will be at church for every Sunday this summer. 

    See you in church. 

 

My Security Blanket 

    Infants have security blankets, stuffed animals…  adults have.... 

    Some thoughts:  

    In “Alone Together” Sherry Turkle notes that when we are with someone who has a phone, 
conversations tend to be superficial.  We realize there can be this interruption so we are a bit 
more guarded.  Conversations have  more depth and authenticity when there is no phone.  People 
are inclined to give each other full attention.  They care more. 

    I know this, when the phone is there you wonder where the owner is – present – or ready to go 
off into phoneland at a moment’s notice. 

   From Turkle’s book:  the person is younger and does not like conversations.  Something might be 
said and they would not know how to respond.  They have no control.  They do most of their 
communications via text.  They never answer phone calls.  Phone calls are actually scary. 

     I notice in waiting areas at airports – folks on some device – in their own world, occupied, 
oblivious to everyone else.  We are all together and alone. 

     These days we rarely just sit (with no distractions like tv, computer).  Sitting with no distraction 
can be akin to talking with someone.  Who knows what might come up?  If I sit alone, just sit, I 
might have to deal with my….. self.  And it is in such moments of stillness and quiet that I develop 
whatever it is that gives me the spiritual presence to have a deeper sense of who I am…and makes 
interactions with others so much less intimidating and so much more gratifying. 

     But, of course, all this is something we are not in touch with unless we venture into the wrong 
side of comfort and drop the blanket.  May our faith be our security. 

  

https://www.faith-andover.org/manage.numo?module=blog&component=display&show=post&id=1481


How the Phone Kept Me at Peace 

     I was stunned when I read that a host of people consider the phone to be the most important 
thing in their lives.  They would be lost without it, could not imagine life without the device, etc. 

   I wondered what was so critical, as I do not carry one.  Well, I have a flip phone I carry when I 
cycle….  I try to remember to carry it.  I use it for emergencies.  It is kind of funny because it 
usually takes me a few moments to figure out how to use it.  I forget. 

     I get along fine.  Most of the time I am relatively calm, more or less at peace.  I cannot fathom 
what I am missing out on.  Games?  Messages?  I mean what message is that critical? Life was fine 
20 years ago without all this. 

    I was tempted though.  It was on the drive to South Carolina and we were stuck in a traffic 
jam.  Mark took out his phone and discovered the traffic jam would delay us by 2 
hours.  Wow.  Real time information.  Did not make the trip any faster, but it did create an aura of 
resignation to our fate.  But consider this for a moment…  maybe such resignation and acceptance 
is readily available and possible without the phone… you think... 

       

The Must Have... Our Cultural Icon 

     Four years ago I told a church leader I was getting off social media.  He had been opining about 
the need for churches to be on social media, the new world, the future.  He shook his head when I 
told him my intentions, as if it was a big mistake.  I understand his view.  He is quite active and in 
his position I see the benefits.  But I also see the distraction effect.  For me, and I stress, for me – 
no good. 

     Last week, four years later, I read he was contemplating a three month social media ‘fast.’ 

    Frankly, I anticipate a lot of people, not a majority by any means, but some – will realize that for 
them, the way of peace is the way of disconnection. 

   We pray, “lead me not into temptation…” 

   If the device interrupts social interaction and is a distraction… well…  maybe ‘help yourself.’ 
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The Measure of Love: Are You Interruptible? 

     It is interesting that some of us lament youth and their attachment to their phones.  I expect 
that dynamic.  I am intrigued by the children who wish their parents did not have phones.  Their 
complaint?  If Mom and Dad did not have a phone they would give me more attention. 

    Ironic – that Mom makes a special effort to pick up her daughter from school, but when the 
daughter gets into the car, there is silence.  Not even a “hello.”  Mom is absorbed by her phone, 
texting, talking, etc. I read this in Sherry Turkle's book "Alone Together." 

    When we have the device before us, with us, and we are in the company of others, I wonder if 
we are saying, in effect, you are not worthy of getting my full attention.  You are interruptible. It is 
wonderful to be with someone who says to us “you… you… are worthy of my full attention and 
you are not interruptible.” 

     Jesus taught, love others.  Most of us get that.  Doing that – even understanding what that 
involves – is another matter.  And folks do not like the implications.  Love the principle but forget 
the application.   

  

Levittown Is Us 

    Levittown was a planned suburban community post WW2.  Homes were built in one day.  They 
were identical, white picket fence, the whole works.  Not a bad life.  Affordable.  

    We flew out to Minnesota for our son’s wedding.  As we stood in yet one more line I wondered 
– fast forward 40 years – what was life like in 2018.  I will be long gone by then.  And I thought of 
Levittown. 

How much of this is cookie cutter living, which we go along with because this is what is presented 
to us.   I suppose is it is a blessing for many.  For many it is affordable. 

    On my right 30 posters for the current movies, one after the other. Fast food is it – another line. 
The food, in my world, is not so great, but there is no choice.  There is no choice because there is 
not sufficient market demand for the producers to offer choice.  

    We watch the same stuff, we eat the same stuff, stand in the same lines. And we wait at the 
gates, glued to a device, sitting, silence, clicking away.  Five years ago, when I last flew, there were 
a few people reading a newspaper.  Not now.  Not more than a few books for that matter. 

    Want variety these days?  Maybe “variety” is the $12 lunch instead of the $6 lunch. Just make 
enough money.  
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    The producers of Levittown were not malicious, nor are the producers of our mass 
culture.  They produce what we want.  I do not think Logan is any different from any other place – 
only in such a mass public gathering place, it becomes more obvious, clearer. 

     Forget about Logan for a moment.  What do we want?  Is it comfort?  

     So…. what do we discover when we go to the wrong side of comfort?  Maybe comfort is not the 
way, unless the presenters are just nailin’ it for you. 

    Dear God, where is life?  Is this it? 

    Response:  I gave it to you, now you figure it out.  But there is more than one road…. If you have 
eyes to see… more than one road. 

 

Learning... The Hard Way 

     The May race in South Carolina is over.  Then it was the let down.  I anticipated the 
letdown.  What took me off guard was tending to a bunch of matters in my personal life coupled 
with some unexpected church events.  I came to the point where I wondered – “now that xyz is 
tended to – I should be good.”  Did not happen.  Xyz was followed by abc, followed by efg.  No end 
and each matter ultra-major and they will not end for some time.  

    The result:  a complete cave in.  No time, no energy, no cycling. Without the vision I default to 
the easy route.  Nutrition goes to pieces.  I developed an instantaneous addiction to anything with 
sugar.  Welcome weight gain.  Arggh. 

     I forced myself to get to Mt. Ascutney, my major training area for the August Mt. Washington 
race.  Ascutney is the great tell – how you do there translates very accurately to how you will do 
at Mt. Washington.  Same grade mountain – 12% - but half as long.  I was reluctant.  Had not 
cycled in over a week.  Overweight to boot.  At some level I was hoping I would be embarrassingly 
slow – that would create fear and fear would motivate me. 

    Time:  Over 10% better than any time from last summer.  In fact, I was faster than my record 
from 5 years ago. 

    That is, of course, an invitation to keep sloughing off.  It is also an invitation to consider that – 
with a little weight loss and some serious training – well, my “in your wildest dreams” time up 
Washington may be attainable.  Next summer I may not be doing Washington as I may be in a 
race with our son in California.  I am getting older (and slower).  So the window of opportunity is 
there for 2018.  I am feeling incredibly blessed to have the chance.  At my age, such chances from 
here on out will be few. 
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    We move from fear of embarrassment to going for the goal.  That is motivation.  And keeping 
that “the chance that may be the last one” in mind helps me navigate the rest of life. 

   Go, go when you can.  

 

Stress.. Again 

     My wife , Marsha, is very interested in Tai Chi, a form of spiritual movement which is popular in 
China and developing inroads into the USA.  She speaks a lot about alternative forms of medicine, 
rooted in far eastern countries.  Our own hospitals are beginning to develop departments and 
studies in these areas.  We are learning about the medicinal effects of herbs.  I have a cup of 
sleepytime tea at night as it makes me sleepy.  It is an herb tea.  I have read of the body filled with 
energy fields, which I have learned correspond to the electromagnetic impulses which impact our 
physiology. 

      And this prompted me to wonder.  What is it that throws off the delicate balance of the body? 

     The older I get, the more I study, the more I am convinced that stress really messes us up.  We 
do not sleep as well.  We do not tend to exercise and nutrition as we might.  Our emotional health 
goes to pieces.       

     Then, we are inclined to gravitate to the distractions and those distractions so easily become 
addictive. Some of those distractions, like the tablet, seem harmless.  But I am not so certain as 
to how harmless this and other distractions are.  

     Some forms of “relief” can diminish life.  I read that we spend - on average - two hours a day on 
our phones.   For some this time is work-related.  For others it is "relief," "escape," and it verges 
on being an addiction.  The wages of pressure and stress.  Yes, stress can motivate us to go 
beyond ourselves, but it can ruin us.  Throws everything off. 

     I come back to my mantra – be obsessed with staying at peace, balanced.  Realize the warning 
signs, and we all have them.  Avoid the unhealthy ways in which we seek relief – and we all know 
what they are.  When we are at home - meaning "in Christ,", serene, we usually care for ourselves 
in healthy, life-enhancing ways.   

     There is no secret formula for peace.  Trust in God… and be your own spiritual manager.   So 
how are you doing?  

     We gravitate to our natural patterns….  It takes a lot of work to break out of those 
patterns.  And remember, people will not necessarily celebrate your peace nor will they 
understand, or for that matter even support, what you do to maintain that equanimity.  Too 
often, unbalanced people love company.  The drinkers want you to join them… the eaters want 
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you to indulge with them, the busy-busy crowd cannot comprehend why you are not as 
busy…  And many will poo-poo what you do that is different from them. 

    Step back.  Take a breath.  Accept others.  And go your own way.  Christ is with you always and 
the Word of Jesus was "Peace be with you... I give to you as the world cannot give." 

 

So Are We Basically Good? 

     Reinhold Niebuhr is credited with the “rediscovery” of sin.  He taught and wrote around the 
1940s forward.  His issue was that humans are motivated by the desire to live, which is 
transmuted into the desire for control and power, which becomes the desire for money. This 
condition is the condition in which we live – our original sin, so to speak, manifest in Adam and 
Eve’s desire to be like God.    

     Consider Neibuhr’s “time.”  This was right after the holocaust – when educated, refined people 
murdered over 11 million Jews and Christians.  Education is no guarantor of morality. 

   A lot of people really do not like to deal with this.  It is a “negative” or dark view of human 
nature.  There are folks who want to see the good in people – proposing that humans are by 
nature “good” not sinful and directed by self-interest, power and money.  Niebuhr wrote that our 
propensity for good is only surpassed by our inclination to sin.  We are capable of and do much 
good, just do not lose sight of our basic condition.  

     Sin is perhaps the major Christian doctrine which is validated by history – just consider the 
history of warfare, genocides (Germany, Russia and Stalin’s purges of millions, Rwanda, Uganda 
and Idi Amin, Cambodia and Pol Pot, slavery in the USA,  and the list goes on and on.) 

    And we see this now as scandals engulf politicians, the entertainment industry…  it never 
ends.  This is the reality of the human pursuit of power, money, influence --  self-interest run 
roughshod over whoever is in the way…. And run roughshod over any community standards which 
are meant to maintain order, fairness and justice. 

    Are humans basically “good?”  I do not rest on me and my actions.  They are tepid.  I rest on the 
grace of God revealed through Jesus Christ.  Christ is my hope, not me.  And in response to God, I 
seek to live as best I can. 
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Your Life, Your Time, Your Health 

     The fellow wrote that despite his exercise, decent weight, moderate nutrition, he developed a 
heart condition (arteries) in his late 40s, early 50s.   Two of his acquaintances also developed the 
same issues.  One was younger and the other a bit older.  He decided to do a bit of his own 
research.  He came across Dr. Dean Ornish’s work.  Ornish recommends a program of nutrition, 
meditation, and exercise.  His findings indicate that those on the program experience an opening 
of their arteries.  This was actually ground-breaking as no one had ever seen an expansion of 
arteries. 

       The fellow decided to do this.  Like many of us he reached out to his buddies to share his 
findings.  One fellow poo-pooed the nutrition change. The other fellow had the same 
reaction. Both of them dismissed meditation – that was for people who are “out there…”  they did 
not need it.  25 years later, the fellow is doing well.  One friend made it 5 years, the other 8. 

     All of this is anecdotal.  It is also true that you cannot do any study which will be 
conclusive.  There are too many variables.  And we can always find a critic of any approach. 

     I first read Ornish’s book 25 years ago.  But I was not willing to make those changes.  I was not 
motivated.  Ornish has since softened a bit, probably to get people to make even small 
alterations.  That was the biggest criticism of Ornish – too hard to do, so people said “forget 
it.”   And since it was so counter-cultural – the only folks who were “motivated’  were those who 
were looking at the end of life.  That can be a major motivator… for some, but, alas, not for all 
(see above).   

    What does it take?  I do not know.  

    We live in a broken world.  It is so difficult to go your own way and buck the crowd.  Our faith 
can be our foundation and our help.  I keep coming back to the realization God has blessed me 
with my life, my time, my health – and who else will look out for you?  I try to keep my eyes on 
Christ.    

    In some ways my lifestyle is great.  In other ways I am an embarrassing failure with a host of 
justifications.  I understand how difficult change is, because there are changes I do not make. I try 
to look at the log in my own eye before I notice the speck of sawdust in someone else’s. 

    Where is God calling you?  May God be your strength – it is your life, God’s gift of time to you, 
your health. 

    Go, go when you can.    
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Goings On 

     Looks like Faith Lutheran will be a major participant in the local effort to build 6 units of 
housing for low income families.  Three duplexes will be built by Habitat for Humanity and the 
Andover Community Trust.  These are the first such builds in Andover.  

     Faith had a dinner last week – 60 people attended - to discuss the project with representatives 
from Thrivent – a major sponsor, Andover Community Trust and Habitat.  One of our worshippers 
is treasurer of the Trust, another is on the board for Habitat, another is the organizer for the local 
Run for the Troops, an event which is also involved with the project.  The builds will begin in the 
fall.... 

     Next...  I am in the Mt. Washington Autoroad cycling race this August, along with one other 
person from our church.  I am aware of at least 4 other people from our church who indicated 
they may be in the race.  The race benefits the Tin Mountain Conservation Society in New 
Hampshire.  The Society supports environmental education in the school systems of New 
Hampshire. Donations can be made to Faith Lutheran with Tin Mountain in the notation.  For the 
past 4 years I have been blessed to provide over $1,000 a year of support and was the top fund-
raiser in 2017.  We are also collecting redeemable cans and bottles for this – keeping with the 
conservation theme. 

     Next.... We will be sending 14 youth to the national gathering of Lutheran Youth in Houston 
this July.  Over 30,000 kids will be there.  Our May yard sale will provide funds for that trip as well 
as the mission trip which is planned for later in the summer. 

     Next...Vacation plans.  Pastor Marsha and I usually take vacation in the summer but this year is 
up in the air.  One son gets married in Minnesota, Marsha has surgery the next day, and she will 
need to be around virtually all summer for after-surgery therapy.   We are also planning to sell our 
cabin.  Now, it looks like we will be leading worship all summer.  Who knows how things work out! 

  

Stress 

     The fellow was in his 40s, 50s.  He was fit.  He exercised a lot.  He was in super shape – 
someone who rode his bike some 150 miles a week.  Then he had a cardiac arrest.  It was not a 
heart attack (blockage) but an electrical issue. 

     He attributed it to stress and coffee.  The issue is the caffeine.  He also wrote that he had been 
under massive stress. 

     Stress causes anxiety.  It is usually linked to life changes or potential changes.  Stress is the 
business person who has to meet certain goals.  Do not meet the goals and you do not make as 
much money; you could lose your job; you may not get promoted. Stress is your child going 
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through a tough time.  What happens next?  We hold stress in our bodies because we feel 
threatened.  In this man’s case he felt it led to the electrical issues with his heart.  It could have 
killed him. 

    His conclusion – the same as that for most of us – deal with the stress or die.  If you do not die 
then you suffer a diminished life.  

    My message a few weeks ago – be obsessed with living at peace.  Peace means you are typically 
a kinder and gentler soul.  You may also live longer.  I suspect that very few people are looking out 
for your peace.    

     We, however, have something to say about living at peace.  I call it living in Christ.  We are our 
own spiritual managers. Remember you have to tend to your spiritual peace – no one else will do 
that for you and, unfortunately, no one else is going to clap for you when you do tend to those 
matters.  If anything, people may try to take you down a notch. 

    For many of us – meditation, exercise, music, disengagement… they are all paths to a taste of 
God’s peace. Be attuned to your inner life.  That others may manage certain conditions and 
circumstances seemingly with ease, does NOT mean that the same issues do not throw you off.  

     Is your pulse up?  Are the shoulders tight? Have a headache? Eating more and worse? Short on 
patience?  Not belly breathing (chest still, stomach rises and falls)?  These are all the red flags of 
stress. 

    Embrace the spiritual path…. find rest in Christ.  We are God’s creation and when we find our 
being in Christ we tend to follow God’s call. The word of Jesus in one of his resurrection 
appearances was “peace be with you.”  That is God’s desire – that we be at peace. 

     And the great paradox is that the peace is there, the Spirit (and peace) is within us ... only it 
gets buried under all that other stuff.  

       

Don't Sit 

     The Assault on Mt. Mitchell bike race – 103 miles to the top of Mitchell,  took a toll.  The Mt. 
Washington race is 2 hours of max effort.  Mitchell is 9 hours of enduring grind.  Washington 
leaves me fine and dandy.  I may have sore legs for a day, but that is about it.  Mitchell takes a lot 
of my body.  I drank over a half gallon of water right after the race.  And it really set me back that I 
had to drive almost 20 hours over two days to get home.  Lousy foods. Not much sleep in a motel. 
No recovery nutrition which, if eaten immediately, really helps your body rebuild. 

    So… it will be a week or two of not doing a whole lot to get back close to “normal.”  

   The temptation is to do nothing.  That does not help the cause.  Some easy riding is in store. 
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   It is perilously easy to bask in the accomplishment.  I did treat myself to two pieces of fried 
chicken tenders at a KFC type place. I never eat fried foods.  Never eat chicken.  Never eat these 
weird new French fries they are making these days.  They debate having calorie counts on fast 
foods.  I love it.  The count helped me limit myself to two pieces.  Otherwise, it would have been 
the family bucket. 

    After a bit of recovery, it will back to the next training program.  I have 12 weeks to the Mt. 
Washington race.  Be good to take off 10 pounds.   

    What's the vision?  Where are we headed?  The inertia of “nothing” can absorb us, and it will 
take a toll.  It is kind of like the downhill sections of an uphill climb.  We may enjoy the respite, but 
never forget,  we will have to make up that downhill if we are ever going to get to the 
summit.  And, unfortunately, once we start downhill, sometimes we can end up back where we 
started in no time.  Funny, it does not take long to go downhill.  It is rough and slow to go back 
up.    

   Don’t sit… at least not for long. 

   Go, go when you can. 

 

The Assault 

    Mark and I left for the 103 mile Assault on Mt. Mitchell cycling race on Friday at 5 am.  Except 
for the two hour traffic delay outside Washington DC it was a good trip.  Same place I had a delay 
last year. Route 95 is a mess.  We overnighted in North Carolina. 

    Upon arrival in Spartanburg, South Carolina on Saturday we went out for an hour spin to get the 
legs working.  Temperature was 100 on my bike computer.  Hot, hot sun.  On Sunday we learned 
record temps were predicted for the race.  Record temps were predicted for the top of Mt. 
Mitchell as well.  

     I saw the fellow who gave me a ride down after I dropped out last year and his comment was, 
“I may be giving you a ride down this year too!”  I figured I had a 10% chance to finish this race 
and any confidence I had began to vaporize.  

     With that temperature news Mark and I determined to go all out for the beginning of the race 
when it would be cooler.  Get to Marion at the 75 miles mark.  We will deal with the climb 
then. The race started at 6:30 –  in the dark there.  Temperature was around 65.  There were 800 
cyclists signed up for Mt. Mitchell, with another 200 signed up to go only as far as Marion.  We 
started together but in no time Mark had drifted up and after a mile I lost sight of him.  
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     After 4-5 miles the pack thins out some and I latched onto a fellow about my build,  a few years 
younger.  He seemed to go at my pace and I followed his wheel for miles until he 
flatted. Bummer.  

     Then it was the two triathlon fellows.  They were in their 30s. They wore triathlon shirts from a 
long course triathlon in Kentucky and had shaved legs – a giveaway they were serious 
cyclists. (Cyclists will shave their legs to get rid of hair which makes it easier to clean road rash 
when they crash).  I waited for these fellows to ramp up their speed… and they never 
did.  Unfortunately, I had what felt like a wobbly wheel so I stopped to see if I had a flat.  All was 
well, but the fellows and all the others in the group were long gone by the time I started up.  In a 
race with so many people like this one, no one waits. 

    Rest stop #1 of ten was at 25 miles.  By the end of the race I went through 8 bananas, 10-12 
energy gels, a bagel, a quart of water, a quart of powerade and 3 quarts of pedialyte.  

     After that first stop I was alone on the road until a train of cyclists whizzed by.  I globbed on the 
last fellow’s wheel and road with them for tens of miles.  At every hill the group broke up with 
some getting dropped.  I managed to keep up with them.  Later, the two triathlon guys and I, 
although we were not always together, ran into one another at the rest stop halfway up 
Mitchell.  I teased them that I had been waiting for their lift off.  Well, after that stop they did, and 
I slowed quite a bit. 

    I averaged 18 mph for the 75 miles to Marion – way out of my comfort zone.  My previous best 
was in the 17 mph range for 40 miles.  The blessing was that the temps stayed in the low 80s. It 
was hazy and the haze blocked the sun.  Mark’s wife, Jane, and son, Thomas, in from Colorado!, 
greeted us in Marion.  What a boost!  Mark was a half hour ahead of me by this time.  I credit the 
Peaks Coaching group with all my improvement.  I followed their program all winter. 

    Then the climb. 

    You climb alone.  Everyone was spread out over the route by then.  The climb has three 
parts:  4-5 miles at 10%, the most difficult section; 8 miles at 6-8% on the Blue Ridge Parkway, and 
6 miles at 4-10%.  There are about three miles of downhill, which are splendid, but you cannot 
help but think that this downhill is a distance you will have to re-climb on the way to the 
summit. The other 5 miles are around 1-4%.  Added up - it is 28 miles from Marion to the top of 
Mt. Mitchell. 

    Last year the first section at 10% was my undoing.  My goal was to get through this, and, at 
least, a little further up the road than last year.  I do not recall a great deal about the 28 miles.  A 
few times I was reduced to counting the rotations of the pedals.  For the last ten miles I counted 
off the tenths of a mile.  I had to force myself to look at the views – which were glorious.  The 
temps stayed in the 80s most of the way up as the sun had come out by then.  I was concerned 
because my hands were swelling – a sign that my electrolytes were off kilter.  I also began to 
have cramps.    



    The race is the best I have ever done relative to other cyclists.  Typically, in mountain climbs, I 
am in the bottom 10%.  As a heavier guy I do much better on the flats and rolling hills.  I came 
in 470 out of the 800 reaching for Mt. Mitchell.  Not bad for an old, heavy guy! I was 20 out of 60 
in my age group (60-64).   My ego self tells me most of them were ultra thin, short, and ex-
pros.  Mark was about an hour ahead of me.  He had a great day!  Both of us had one goal: just 
finish. 

    Would I do it again?  Ask me after the race – dubious. After a day or two … well, maybe....  A 
few days later still - probably, if I have someone to do it with.  Give me until the fall, by then I will 
have forgotten a lot.  Maybe I can do better than 9 hours 27 minutes! 

     I had a terrific winter training, lost 15 pounds – and the winter is 90% of the experience. And 
our Faith Lutheran cycling shirts with the words "Be Calm, Have Faith,"....  I had a number of 
comments along the way. 

    I thank God for the inspiration and motivation.  I am blessed with that- and that is 100% of the 
issue – getting motivated. 

    We have potential within us – each of us in our own way. We can do more than what we may 
anticipate.  Heck, I am old and heavy. 

    Go, go when you can….  all the way to the summit…   even if you have to count the rotations to 
get there.  

  

Third Day Living (part 2) 

During the Easter season we have followed a five point emphasis as to what it is to live in the third 
day - as people of the resurrection.  Christ rose on the third day.... 

4.   In his resurrection appearance in John, Jesus comes to the disciples and says, “peace be with 
you.”  Our worship is focused around the desire for and gift of peace.  In contrast we live with the 
anxiety of being – call it existential anxiety.  

     Our anxieties and our anger lead us to all kinds of behaviors, many of which we hope will 
soothe these anxieties.  Alcohol, food, purchasing stuff, internet, social media – so many 
distractions, so many of which we use to anesthetize ourselves to the stresses of our day.  Yet we 
also have moments of real peace, not simply escapes, but real peace.  

     What helps you get there – meditation, worship, singing, writing down that for which you are 
grateful, exercise…. We are our own spiritual managers in this regard and each of us is different.  

     When we are at peace, we are our best selves – we live out of Christ.  Anger and anxiety are 
not conducive to our being kind, gentle people.  Peace is the fertile ground out of which kindness 
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grows.  Be obsessed with living at peace.  We are not the Marlboro Man and Virginia Slims woman 
who can do all things, all the time.  We need a little help – be obsessed with living at peace.  That 
is third day living.  

5. We can get caught up critiquing others, comparing ourselves, subtly putting others down so we 
look better.  I call it the comparison disease.  Sometimes we “say” the right things, but 
underneath we think a little differently.  The ideal is for us to pause, breathe, and to seek to love 
as Christ loved… and Christ’s love is for all.  

     Can I drop that darkness and be a person of encouragement who rejoices with those who 
rejoice and suffers with those who suffer? If you have ever yearned for a word of encouragement 
from others, you know how much that encouragement would have meant.  And if you received it, 
you know how meaningful it was.  Third day living?  Be a person of encouragement. 

 

Third Day Living (part 1) 

During the Easter season of the church year we have had a five part emphasis addressing what it 
is to live as third day people, a person of the resurrection - Christ rose on the third day... 

 1.  Change your thoughts.  When the disciples came to the tomb to tend to the body of Jesus 
they were told – he is not here – go, go and look for him.  "Go to Galilee, there you will find 
him."  The movement here was from the darkness of the grief and guilt of holy week death to a 
complete new vision of looking for the Christ.  Studies have validated that 80% of our thoughts 
are negative, judgmental, comparative, envious, etc.  80%.  Most of us do not even realize this as 
we are so accustom to it.  Can we change our thoughts?  Can we move from such darkness to a 
perspective of looking for Christ, looking for the blessedness or goodness of our day?  That is third 
day living!  Call it living out of faith. 

2.  As a child the fellow was picked upon and bullied.  Even his 

teachers led him to believe that there was something “bad” about 

him.  As an adult he had to win at everything – games, business, 

discussions….  This “win at everything” mentality caused him a lot of 

problems in his relationships.  He came to realize that his attitude 

was a product of his childhood.  Told he was a nothing, he was 

determined to show everyone he was a winner. 

     He lived as a product of his past.  Can we live – not out of our 
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history, but out of our faith in Christ?  Can I find my being in who 

I am as a creation of God and one who finds my being in 

Christ, rather than allowing my being to be determined by my 

history?  That is third day living when I am set free to be who I am 

as God’s creation!  Call it living out of faith. 

3. Adam and Eve, symbols of all humanity, wanted to be like God.  It was all about them.  Sin, 
broadly understood, is the condition in which we live – we put ourselves first.  One way to 
conceive of sin is to understand it as excessive self-interest.  Even when we do good things, there 
is a part of us that says, “Look at me, how wonderful I am!”  God does not have much to do with 
it. The newly retired, the empty nester, the person going through job loss or change…. All of us are 
inclined to ponder – what do I do now?  

      Living in the third day – we move from a pre-occupation with the self to a desire to be a 
blessing unto others.  Third day living?  Seek to be a blessing, how can I contribute?  That spirit, 
Jesus taught, leads to life.  The opposite spirit – life is all about me - leads to emptiness. 

 

Thinking Too, Too Much 

     Have to face some truths here.  Sometime I think things to death.  I ponder them, go over all 
the possibilities.  What a waste of time. 

     I do this all the time.  How foolish. 

     The Assault on Mt. Mitchell cycling race in South Carolina is this Monday.  I have thought 
through the training, the drive down there, the days prior to the race.  We have discussed race 
strategy…. Do we go out fast in the cool of the morning, or do we take it easy… do we get in a 
group and benefit from drafting, or go our own pace.  Choices, choices, choices – so much to 
ponder.  

    How hot will it be?  What will the sun be like…  wear sunblock?  Wear a long sleeve shirt… what 
food to bring…  over and over again. 

    Then I look at the forecast. 

    The forecast calls for a thunderstorm.  Rain is good, cools you off.  Thunder is not good, can kill 
you. 
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    You know – you do what you can to be ready and then adapt as you go along.  Forget this 
thinking and planning. 

    Go, go when you can… thunderstorm or not.  And forget thinking things over too much. 

 

Kentucky Derby 

     I watched part of the Kentucky Derby show this year.  I know nothing about horse racing.  I do 
not bet.  But it seems that I usually catch this race on tv.  I pay mild attention to the yearly Triple 
Crown. 

      I find this to be an interesting cultural moment. 

     Years ago I had a friend who was invited to the Derby.  He is not into horse racing but he was 
excited just the same.  I suppose folks like the tradition and pageantry.   Heck, I even watched 
it!   150,000 people were there – watching horses – horses -  running in a circle for 2 minutes.  I 
contemplate this – we are not even watching people, we are watching horses. 

    On tv:  one alcohol ad after another.  Woodford Bourbon. I thought these ads were banned.  I 
try to avoid alcohol.  But the alcohol folks must think these ads will be effective.  They want me to 
drink.  I have nothing against bourbon. Interesting.  

      Bob Costas interviewed one of the jockeys.  He commented “you are still in good shape at 
52.”  Costas said  “still.”   “Still.”   I wonder what the expectation is when we get into our 40s 
50s.....   

    So here is LIFE, the cultural messages:  sit, watch horses run around,  have a bourbon.   If you 
are in your 40s or 50s – you are old and out of shape.  Way it is.  Accept, don’t fight it.  Might as 
well have another bourbon.  If you are “lucky” maybe you are with the 150,000.  It is joyous and 
rewarding for many.  I say good for them.  

   It is interesting to see how our culture captures life.   Alas, the choices we have. 

   As always....go, go when you can. 
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Know-It-Alls 

     Can you learn?  I mean are you open to learning as in admitting you could be wrong?   Are you 
willing to change your mind? 

     Do you have within you that smidgeon of humility – or are you convinced in YOU – set, “get out 
of my way” set?  Now I want to emphasize – to be willing to learn you hold onto what you have 
with a light grip.  To be willing to learn you have terrific ego strength because you are willing to let 
go of YOU – as YOU currently are.  Your ego strength is not rooted in YOU so much as it is rooted 
in YOU as a creation of God.  Christ is my strength, not me and my opinions.  So I hold onto me 
and my opinions loosely. 

     Not too many of us are like that. 

     I think that is why we see and read about all kinds of conflicts between people.  I think that is 
why so many people get so worked up and angry, saying, in effect, I am not giving up ME and my 
views.  It has to do with where they locate their identity – in ME and my views -  and I do not give 
that up so easily.  Intuitively, we usually dread being around those folks.  If we do not avoid them 
we really watch what we say.  How many people are you around and you watch what you say…. 

      I did not finish the cycling race -  "Assault on Mt. Mitchell" last year.  That is a big failure in my 
world and a blow to my old ego.   Do I have that smidgeon of humility in me or do I barge ahead 
convinced I can do it?  I did my thing last year and this year I purchased a training program from 
someone else!  Consulted a coach, who knows more!   Amped up the work I did in preparation for 
this year.  What a humble soul I am!  At-ta-boy.  

     I embarked on my last big session last week.  I saw it as my big test.  60 miles out and back with 
a mountain climb to follow.  I never made the mountain climb.  Not good.  I was whipped after 
those 60 miles.  Really not good.   

    Am I willing to learn?  I can just “hold to me” and blast ahead convinced I can do it….. or I 
entertain the reality that I may not make it to the finish.  That would be two years – did not 
finish. That is a solid blow to the ego (small mind ego of me, not the large mind of Christ).  The 
small mind ego finds itself – not in Christ – but in wherever….  

    Am I willing to learn?  I just may not be able to do such a long ordeal in the hot conditions of 
South Carolina.  And I gotta remember  - rest in Christ not the small mind ego.  So a week from 
this Monday – I will blast ahead… holding on loosely. 

   Go, go when you can… and go until you stop. 
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Call the Police 

     I was not there.  But the police were called to an Andover School committee meeting to escort 
a few people out.  Then the police were called to an Andover Zoning Board of Appeals meeting to 
escort people out.  Maybe it’s the water.  Maybe it was the same people, or a coordinated team 
of rabble rousers…  Who knows, if I was there and had a complaint maybe the Police would have 
had to escort me out. 

      I mean maybe these folks had bad days at work prior to these meetings.  However, the town 
meeting is coming up in the Spring….  At this rate who needs wrestling on tv.  Leave the kids at 
home. 

    I just preached about this kind of thing.  Be obsessed about staying at peace.  

    Of course, being a dimwit, I assumed we prefer to be at peace versus all worked up.  Some 
people may actually prefer being on edge.  What are you gonna do?  Bad assumption by me. 

    We need to find balance - because it makes us kinder and gentler souls… as in less prone to act 
in such a way that police have to escort us out of a public meeting.  Without knowing much about 
the situation, excuse me - situations, I am guessing what we have here is a loss of awareness.  If 
we are aware, paying attention to what is stirring within… AND DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT…. 
maybe the police do not have to be called.  

     Meditation and awareness of the breath (of life… that which God breathed into us) have 
something to be said for them.  On the other hand, I am a big advocate for walking and execise as 
spiritual disciplines, but having the police come to walk someone out of a public meeting was not 
really what I had in mind. 

 

Delusions and Truth 

     If you had asked me about ten years ago if I was a happy soul, I would have responded – “Sure, 
I am blessed! Are you kidding!”  And I felt that way. I was active: rode my bike, raked the lawn, 
shoveled the snow in our driveway – probably one of a few people in the Andovers who hand 
shoveled the driveway.  I saw myself as being in great shape for a 50 year old. 

      The first hint was when I got on the scale. The number was not what I expected.  I went to the 
computer, checked this Body Mass Index thing. I qualified as obese.  Now this set me off. Screwed 
up measurement system.  Does not consider big boned people.  Dismisses muscle and a lot of that 
weight on me had to be muscle.  I have been stressed. Battery messed up on the cheapo scale 
which is probably not accurate anyway.   Heck – I am active.  Does not apply. 
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      And I was happy.  I loved Richardson’s ice cream.  It was my go to treat.  Life is short, enjoy 
those treats,  my kids are grown, Marsha will be fine without me, probably a better life!  I am 
happy, content even. 

       But I knew I was lying to myself.  If you had confronted me  – I would have boxed you into a 
corner with my response, defended myself to the hilt… but underneath – I knew. 

       No one, I mean, no one, ever said to me –  you could do better.  And if you did, you better be 
fast so you could get away real quick.  And I would not speak with you – forever, you arrogant 
know-it-all.  But underneath, I knew.   

     And then I could not bike up the Gulf road hill – after trying 5 different times on five different 
days (I got one third of the way up)…  it was first time failure … excuse… second time failure… 
excuse….  How many times did it take?  Five.  It took five failures for me to begin the come to grips 
with my situation. 

    Fast forward a few years.  I am doing much better. I will leave it at that. 

    If my kid brings home a D, I do not rejoice and tell the kid how great that is.  What do I want – 
the kid to sit there getting all kinds of accolades… when underneath it all the kid knows she/he did 
not study much and left a lot of potential on the table.  Intuitively, I suspect the kid is probably 
capable of better and I try to help the kid do better.    

     But this is exactly what I wanted as an adult.  Tell me I am fine and great and super, which 
is what I wanted to hear when I fell over five times going up Gulf road… Tell me I am wonderful in 
all ways.  I would not do that with a kid getting all Ds. 

    Funny how that works out.  I do not allow the kid to live with the delusion(s) I readily embrace 
as an adult. 

    And there is the tension - yes, God embraces me.  Yes, God forgives.  Yes, God accepts... and 
yes, God has placed within me that elusive potential...    

    I have learned to try to avoid burying the truth.  And to be more fully honest - there are a bunch 
of "truths" I do bury. I just happen to have faced this one.  This one... and the others?  And it took 
a long time.  Painful.    

    Jesus taught the truth will set us free. And in time, we are set free to become….  

    Go, go when you can ….  And yes, we can.    

  



What I Love About My Church 

I usually do not write about my church.  It sounds too braggadocio.  But there are a few matters 
that have come up lately. 

A business person in the church called me up to say one of his customers had a bunch of clothes 
to donate.  Can we send them to the village we support in Zimbabwe?  Well… sure! What struck 
me was that the business person was thinking of that village and had the wherewithal to direct 
the donor to that cause.  We are talking 40 boxes of new clothes.  We will ship them over by boat 
to save transportation costs. 

I visited someone in the hospital.  It has been a long stay.  I was the third person from the church 
to stop in over the past three days.  It is about a 45 minute drive from our neck of the woods. 

I did not even go to visit another person who was hospitalized.  For one – we were very connected 
to this individual.  But the real reason was that there must have been a dozen people from church 
who signed up to stop in on various evenings.  Talk about visitor traffic. 

It is really hard to convince people that meditation is good for you.  All the science supports 
this.  There are articles galore, but still hard to get people into it.  Our meditation group on 
Saturdays pulls from about 20 different people and we usually have 8-12 show up and not 
everyone identifies as christian.  A few years ago it was nobody. 

Five of us are in the Mt. Washington autoroad bike race this summer.  Maybe more, maybe less, 
we will see how it pans out. I have done this for 4 years now.  For me it is a survival ride. Can I 
make it?  Rough stuff for an old, heavy guy. But as long as I can – I hope to show up for this.  I 
have no idea why.  To see so many from our place who are intrigued by the challenge is 
fascinating to me.  I thought I was a little “off.”  But exercise is a spiritual issue.  The challenge gets 
you out of your “self.” And then there are the runners...  and the seniors who work out…  and the 
walkers.  Great to be a part of a place where folks are moving when we are surrounded by the 
ethos of a sedentary lifestyle. 

Some people bring coffee into church.  Not done eons ago.  But why not – worship for many of us 
is a time of contemplation.  Coffee in church is not everyone’s piety and that is fine.  Accept, 
accept.  Be a little graceful.  I very much appreciate the fact that we do not try to “impose” our 
piety on one another.  Accept, accept, not everyone is alike. 

I went to a soup kitchen to help out.  Well, my, oh my.  There were a number of high school kids 
there.  A few I knew.  Little was I aware that one of our kids had organized a group from his school 
to assist once a week.  You never know…   

Anyway, a few snippets from the last weeks.       
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Why Do This? 

     Someone asked me, in so many words, why bother doing these cycling races.  This spring it is 
103 miles to the top of Mt. Mitchell in North Carolina, then it is the race up Mt. Washington in 
August.   

     Why not enjoy a good ride and avoid the strain of these events.  In fact, I could probably put 
together a good defense that the “go out for a good ride” option is better for you. 

    I have no answer. But I suspect this, if you have to ask, any answer will not be satisfactory… or, 
for that matter, even understandable.  

    Some of this is pointed to by a comment made by Edmund Hillary, the mountain climber who 
went up Everest.  He opined about mountain climbing, “It is not a mountain we conquer, but 
ourselves.”  I do not know that I agree with him.  I am not quite certain that we ever conquer the 
matters of the self.  In fact, I really do not know what that means.      But I get what he is pointing 
toward. 

     There is mystery in how we understand God, as there is mystery in life.  Why do some things 
happen?  Why the pain and suffering we see in life?  Why do people do what they do?  Why the 
rain and the snow?  Why the earth?  Why am I?  There are no sure and clear answers.  

    Oh, sure, people grasp at this and some come up with pat solutions – a nice neat little package, 
quoting scripture or some source.  The "solutions" sugarcoat what is, often, the unknowable, the 
mystery. 

    Some assert they “know” God.  I always wonder about that.  I mean there are times when I 
wonder how well I know myself and my wife.  And I am much more familiar with us than with 
God. Also, I find communication to be a tad bit clearer.   

     I can read the Bible – so I can “know” the Bible. But the Bible is not God.  For that matter, do 
you realize how many interpretations of the Bible there are?  And – just to carry this out – does 
the Bible capture, with all its various motifs, ALL there is to know about God?  If God is a living 
presence, then how does this record from 2,000 years ago capture God…. Did God “stop” then? 

     As life is filled with mystery, one comes to realize that God, for all that is revealed in the life 
and story of Jesus, for all that is revealed in the story of the people of Israel; God, too, is shrouded 
in mystery.  Martin Luther referred to this concept as the God who is revealed and the God who is 
hidden.  "Hidden" is simply another word for mystery.  

     Why bike mountains?  Why climb Everest if we consider Edmund Hillary?  Why does so much 
happen in life?  So much is mystery.  I have come to the point where I surrender to the mystery 
instead of trying to comprehend. 
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     But something draws us to God – something moves us to walk, run, swim, even 
bike. Something.  Call it the mystery of this life.  And sometimes, we, who so often yearn for 
explanations, come to accept the mysteries... and 

     We go, go when we can.    

  

Today 

      The excitement is building.  It is one thing when you set a vision.  And mine has been the May 
and August cycling races.  Then you ramp it up:  pay the entrance fee,  then the training…. then 
the hotel reservations…  And that is what I did: the reservations.  It is as if with each step you get 
more and more committed.  It is akin to a woman you want to date.  You ask her out, then you 
plan the date, then you make the dinner reservations.   With each step the excitement builds. 

     And it is excitement.  When you are in these events you realize real quick that the mountain is 
climbed in January, February, March… by the time you get to the starting line – you either have it 
or you don’t.  You are not doing anything to change that by then.  As of the end of March, I am in 
probably the best physical and mental condition I have been in for eons. And I have 6 weeks to 
go... 

     After a “pack on the weight” fall I had been mentally thinking about January 1 as the day I turn 
around my nutrition and get serious.  Nothing with a face, no fats, oils, no sugar, no soda, no 
dairy.  I still eat refined grains.  March 31 = minus more than a few pounds.  Perfect.  I am close to 
mid-summer weight. 

      I have been reducing portion sizes, limiting lunches.  Recently, I added a extra daily easy ride 
(indoors) every morning to ramp up the metabolism.  There are many bouts with dehydration 
(from the training) and a little associated dizziness.  Yes, some afternoon hunger knocks and 
tiredness. Every day is a learning experience.  Eat a little here and there to get the blood sugar 
up,  have that afternoon coffee for a boost,  and drink, drink,drink. 

      Starting line is 6 weeks away.  I can act all macho and beat my chest and say I will finish.  That 
is where I was last year, and that is ill-advised.  If I want to finish --  it is today… today’s work-
out.  Today’s “push away” (from the table.) 

      Today. 

      Go, go when you can….  And God has given us today. 
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How Old Are You? 

     Being well.  A Duke study evaluated balance, endurance and strength.  We begin to lose it 
when we hit 50.  And it just gets worse.  Then we die.  This is nothing we do not know. 

   The problem is these kinds of measures are not usually done until we are in our 70s or 80s.  The 
Duke study watched people from age 30 forward.  What they found is that you can slow down the 
process.  But we have to start now. 

    What to do? – exercise.  Specifically, strength training and intervals help a lot.  The problem – in 
my view - is denial.  When we hit 50, we still feel like we “have it.”   And we may not do much of 
that exercise thing because we feel like we still “have it.”  And we waste a lot of years…. until it is 
too late.  All the studies show that when we exercise now – we delay or slow down the 
process.  Don’t waste the good years.  Lift the veil of denial and get busy. 

    Think of it this way – working out now when we are young is an investment in our future life – 
better quality time with the family, friends, better productivity at work, maybe a longer work life 
(if that is what we desire)… and we will simply feel better about who we are.  And we will 
probably live longer. 

    But I get back to a point I have made many times.  Very, very few of us exercise because of 
these reasons.  How many people go to the gym, for instance, thinking – I am going to short circuit 
this aging process?   In my view, the real “reward” is today.  And – from a spiritual perspective, 
exercise is a way to live in Christ and maintain perspective on this life we have been given.  It 
leaves us more centered and generally fosters in us a kinder and more peaceful spirit. 

    God has blessed us with time.  Cherish the gift.  And… 

    Go, go when you can….  

 

The Third Day (Easter) - or What Time Is It? 

     Jesus rose on the third day.  The Christian life is all about the third day, but day one and day 
two can mess us up. 

     The disciples had been with Jesus.  They failed him in the end.  Now he is dead.   Well, day one 
and day two – those were days of grief, sorrow, pain, suffering, and anxiety.  We know all about 
this.  We are used to it.  We live in a broken or fallen world and it surrounds us.  Heck, it can 
engulf us.  We get swept up in the busy-ness, with the distractions, with the incessant 
comparisons...  little peace.  

                                     What is third day living?    
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     Jesus is out of that tomb – and he calls the disciples forward.  He literally says “Go.”  GO.  Jesus 
calls us out of the jumble of day to day -   and gives us a bigger vision. 

      What is this third day when there is so much that holds me in place….  We will deal with that 
on Sunday and for the next five weeks at church.  We also will deal with that in the daily 
paragraph we send out each morning.  If you want to be on that mailing list send us an email. 

     God is there – the third day awaits…  the only issue is where are we?  What time is it in our 
life… 

     We have Sunday worship at our place at 6:23…. 8:15…. 9:45  and 11.  9:45 is usually 
overflowing so come early if that is your choice. 

 

Trump/Biden/Depression/Anxiety 

     Young people will have a protest over gun violence this week-end.  Meanwhile the former Vice-
president and current President get into an exchange over who would win a playground 
fistfight. Hmm…  interesting contrast.  I am trying to figure which who portrays  mature 
contemplation.  

      The article reads that more people are on anti-depressants in America, as a percentage of the 
population, than in any other country of the world.  The article went on to discuss whether the 
medications are effective, contrasting short term and long term benefits.  There are lots of 
questions one can raise.  Maybe Drs. are quicker to prescribe these meds in the USA.  Maybe the 
meds are not as readily available, or affordable,  in other countries.  We can always question the 
parameters of the “study.” 

      What stands out for me is the incidence of depression in the USA.  I do not think anyone can 
debate that incidence is high compared to other nations, but whether it is higher or lower than 
other countries – in my mind – is irrelevant.  Let us move beyond depression for which meds are 
prescribed, which is what the study looked at.  I consider that number to be the tip of the 
iceberg.  Beneath the surface, there are a lot of folks who are struggling… and not on meds. 

       I have already cited the report that therapists recently have noted the increase in the number 
of patients who are dealing with anxiety – supposedly ramped up by the state of our federal 
government. 

      Too many of us seem to equate “following Christ” with having the “righteous” opinion over 
whatever the latest issue is that has cropped up in Washington.    And, Lordy, how much of our 
time (and attention) is absorbed by keeping up with those issues.  Some people may be in huge 
denial over this – but I suggest the constant tumult is a major drain of emotional energy….. and 
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that energy is critical to maintaining our own personal well-being.  No energy, even slightly tired 
out over this – and discipline vaporizes. 

     We are surrounded by controversy and people who desire to fan the flames of controversy – 
even in sports shows!  Conflict, always conflict as we get lured into having an opinion and taking a 
stand.  It is as if we gravitate to controversy and conflict. 

     I think we can be “responsibly informed” without being emotionally drained.  I also think 
many of us go over the edge… every day.  At some level we need step back, "watch” all this, 
without getting swept away by it.  Very, very difficult. 

    Practice kindness – to others and yourself.  What does that mean? 

    Here is an approach.  Realize the temptations…. And avoid them.  Turn it off.  Avoid.  It is like ice 
cream – if it is in the ice box, I eat.  I do much, much better if we never buy the stuff. Avoid.  Be 
kind to yourself. 

    Sometimes it is unavoidable – the people around you go off the deep end….   I suggest listen 
and accept.  If they want to waste their time (and I suggest waste their lives on this, because the 
emotional drain will exact a cost)…..  let them.  Accept.  

     If you can lift yourself up over the morass – practice kindness.  Offer an encouraging word.  See 
the good in people and share it.  A lot of folks are struggling (note depression issue above). There 
is not much kindness around (note our elected leaders.) 

      Be different.  We are in this culture of controversy and conflict, anxiety and depression, we do 
not have to be “of” it.  Jesus said that – account from John – (paraphrased) – “God, they are my 
followers and if mine -  they are your followers.  They are in this world, but they are not 'of' it.  I 
pray for them.” 

       Seek to be well - and my view is that to be well we need always .... 

       Go, go when we can. 

 

And Next? 

     8 weeks to go before the May race in South Carolina.  8 weeks, after almost 20 weeks of 
training.  Seems like the race is tomorrow.  Another 6-7 weeks of serious work before the tapering 
down period.  The training has worked well.  All my numbers have improved, some 
dramatically.  Last year I worried about my time.  That was arrogant.  The goal now is just to finish, 
which I did not do last year.  
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     I am still up in the air over the heat in South Carolina.  It killed me last year, so I have been 
training with electric heaters.  Just the same, I lose so much fluid that I am not especially 
confident.  But that is ok.  

     I keep in mind that the vision is for the Mt. Washington climb in August.  I look forward to this 
May event, but my eyes are really set on Washington… and after that, the let down races at Mt. 
Kearsarge and Mount Greylock. 

    Through the years I have learned that without that longer range vision, it is perilously easy to 
have a major let down after an event.  Good Lord, I want to avoid that, as it leads to a huge step 
backwards.  Have to keep looking to the horizon. 

     As I get on into my 60s I face some realities – I may improve my times in these events, but that 
is unlikely.  That is the way it is as you age, especially at my age.  But that is ok.  My goal is to 
finish.  At some point, I will not train.  I will not even enter this event or any other one for that 
matter.  That is one day,  this is now -  just finish. 

    The “along the way” milestones this year have been largely met.  I have kept up with the 
training albeit some sessions I did not complete because I was too worn out.  Did the best I 
could.  I wanted to get outdoors more often, but I cannot change the weather and snow.  Did the 
best I could.  I have lost some weight, but, as usual, not as much as I would have preferred.  Did 
the best I could. At least I should not go into any of these races heavier than last year.  I suppose I 
need to do some of this training hungry.  Maybe I can drop 5 pounds in the next month.  That is 
the immediate goal – train hungry, but I am not at all confident I can manage that.   So… I have 
diminishing hopes for that goal. 

     We may not reach all those milestones we have put out there.  Not every carrot gets 
eaten.  That can be frustrating.  I celebrate the ones I can check off. 

    The spirituality of acceptance is helpful.  I constantly go to God and ask for the patience to 
accept where I am.  Can I celebrate that or do I beat myself up over the short falls?  Accept and 
find contentment. 

   And… always – go , go when you can.       

 

The Problem With Clergy 

     Lutheran clergy participate in a group health insurance program via Blue Cross Blue Shield.  I 
think there are 10,000 clergy plus their dependents.  

     For the past 10 years we have been inundated with the insurance program’s focus on wellness 
– nutrition, exercise, meditation, etc.  They have provided coaches, videos, financial incentives – 
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you name it.  I suspect a lot of insurance programs are doing this to cut costs and – eventually, 
premiums.  We are told that almost 40% of the health payments are for causes related to lifestyle. 

     70% of clergy are overweight.  72% need nutritional work.  65% have hypertension.  70% need 
exercise.  60% deal with emotional issues.  Some of those percentages may be off a bit as I am 
writing this from memory, but they are very much in the ballpark.  This is after the 10 year 
emphasis on wellness.  

     Here is the point – after all that emphasis on wellness – those percentages did not change – 
maybe a point or two improvement, maybe a point worse.  

     This has been a terrible 10 year stretch for churches.  Many are closing.  Most are declining.  I 
am sure that context affects clergy.  But even then, clergy stress is  no different from what others 
experience.  And I suspect these percentages for clergy are probably not dissimilar from other 
fields.  Stress leads to a lot of bad habits which leads to physical decline. 

     We ignore the word of Jesus to care for others as you care for yourself.  The whole issue of self-
care goes by the wayside, until it is too late.  Then it is bring on the meds, the hospitals, the 
surgeries, the treatments. 

     As I pondered this situation I wondered “how do you motivate/inspire people?”  And I have no 
clear answer.  

     I liken the situation to smoking in the 1950s.  We knew it was bad for our health, but we still 
smoked.  I used to.  In fact, smoking was common and relatively accepted until well into the 
1990s.  It took 40 years and huge government action (warning signs, anti-smoking campaigns, 
taxes) to affect cultural change.  And, at first, there was considerable resistance.  I recall making 
changes in my eating plan 4-5 years ago.  A lot of people were supportive when they saw the 
weight I lost, but there were also some who were dismissive.   

     Time is a gift from God.  How will we take care of it?  I am pleased that our church has a group 
on “your exercise vision for 2018.,” that we have regular gathering for meditation and spiritual 
movement, and that we have had presentations from our doctors on nutrition.   For 4 years I have 
been in the Mt. Washington cycling race.  Last year there were two of us.  This summer there will 
be at least 5.  I do not advocate that ride as it is a bit much, but it speaks to people who are trying 
to keep fit and squeeze the gift of time. And I am not even considering the runners, walkers, 
swimmers, gym folks, tennis players... 

     Go, go when you can. 

  



Cold, but Grateful 

     The power outage is going on two days now.  I am grateful.  Very grateful. 

     Sure I am not all that excited fumbling about the kitchen with a flashlight.  We do not sleep 
well.  We do not eat well.  Huddling around the fireplace to keep warm is not exactly my 
preference, especially when that room might hit a scorching 50 degrees.  I miss the electric 
devices.  And cycling indoors is out since the heaters do not work, the you tube is out and I have 
to figure out how to stay warm – indoors – when the house in in the low 40 degrees.   And then 
how do you warm up afterwards? 

     Why grateful?  Because the temps are not as cold as they could be.  If we had colder temps 
there would be no way to keep the pipes from freezing.  And frozen pipes probably would  mean 
burst pipes and a real mess. 

     We have been through this “no electricity for a few days” routine before.  All will be well in 
time.  It is a matter of perspective and how we see.  Jesus restored sight to the blind man.  Look 
through the eyes of Christ and there is much to be grateful for, even when things go south…. 
which at times, sounds kind of appealing. 

 

Update.... from the Pedaling World 

     We have Faith Lutheran cycling shirts available.  They were designed by Jane – really nice and 
fairly inexpensive – starting around $50, which is cheap for a cycling shirt.  Surprise, surprise – the 
first Sunday they were in the lobby we sold 10, which shocked me.    We have an active 
community. 

     Should be around 5-7 of us in the Mt. Washington cycling race this summer.  We will see how 
that pans out as it is a ways off and a lot of miles need be traveled between now and then. 

     Mark and I will be in the Assault on Mt. Mitchell in May.  We were blessed with some warm 
weather and outdoor cycling in February.  The March snow and cold put a dent in outdoor 
training. 

     My training for that May event has been going well.  Lots of indoor miles and intervals while 
the heaters crank away.  The heaters (80 degrees) are to get me used to what will be hot 
conditions in South Carolina.  The heat last year pulled the rug out from under my effort and I had 
a DNF (Did Not Finish).  The indoor sessions have been rough but I am holding my own.  Some of 
these sessions, designed by a big-time coach and available on line,  I just cannot do.  I am 
determined to finish that event this year.  Speed is irrelevant – just get to the finish. 
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     The “goal” has been a motivator.  How doable this event is depends on my conditioning and my 
weight.  The end of the race is a 28 mile journey up Mt. Mitchell, the tallest mountain east of the 
Mississippi River.  Climbing is a function of the power you generate and your weight.  Weight loss 
is definitely a part of this endeavor as it is for the Mt. Washington climb in August.  The side 
benefit is that losing the weight is a good thing for my health anyway. 

     The weight program?  Well, nothing with a face, no dairy, very limited fats….  Lots of fruit and 
vegetables.  I have to cut back on the refined grains: rice, pasta and bagels.  I am in a bind here as 
I need the energy to train.  I have been ultra blessed in being extraordinarily disciplined this 
winter.   In March and April I will be try to cut back on portion size. I have lost 13 pounds since 
January 1 with another 10 to go.   That is the hope.  Will put me at the lowest I have ever been 
since – God only knows when…   Do I ever regret feasting on sweets and “bad” stuff all last 
fall.  My motivation, in part,  has been my doctor.  I thought I was in great shape.   He was not as 
affirming.    

     Going into April….  having lost some of the weight, doing well with the conditioning – I have 
checked all the boxes.  8 weeks to go.  God has blessed us, gotta open those gifts. 

    Always… go, go when you can.  

  

The Weight Watchers Leader 

     The business leader of Weight Watchers was interviewed. Here is what I took from the 
conversation. 

     The younger set is streaming quickly to having health issues – in the UK at least.  Big health 
issues coming if the trend keeps up.  Most people signing up for on line exercise programs 
(Peleton, Garmin, etc.) drop out after 4-8 weeks.  

    What is needed is group (face to face) support and a goal – like a race or some event.  This is a 
motivation/inspiration issue.  A segment of our population will get this. I have been writing about 
this for eons. 

    Same show – I learned that Amazon is spending $1 billion for Ring.  That is a lot of money.  Ring 
enables you to use your phone, see who is knocking at your door and open the door with your 
phone.  Amazon wants Ring so we can order from Amazon and remotely open our door to the 
Amazon delivery person.  I also anticipate we can sit, order remotely via the Amazon echo – or 
whatever the device is called, then have the stuff delivered and open the door to the delivery 
person and have the person bring it to us – and we never leave our seat!  I guess the idea here is 
convenience.  And convenience means never having to move.  Am I to believe that this state of 
affairs is conducive to hoping people will stoop to pick up some piece of trash on the sidewalk or 
in the parking lot?  Seems to me, and I pray I am wrong, we are fostering a sedentary lifestyle.  
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     Now…. do you see the issues facing our culture?   Convenient, easy….  we do not move much… 
and we have little motivation to do so, and things get even more convenient and easier.  Back in 
the old days we had to at least go to the store… and before that, plow the field.  Now - in the long 
run  -  the grand beneficiaries are the pharmaceuticals.  

    At this moment there may be as many as 7 of us from FAITH  in the Mt. Washington autoroad 
cycling race this summer. And I believe there are a few others pondering it.  There is the 
goal.There is the group.  Folks seek to tap into the gifts God has provided and care for this gift of 
time/life.  I readily admit that the Washington race is a bit over the top, but I also lament that 
these events are “disappearing.”  Perhaps I should not be surprised.  

    I rejoice over all the people involved in a plethora of other activities, from gardening to 
walking, which are a bit less strenuous. 

   Go, go when you can. 

 

The Biathletes 

     Biathletes combine two disciplines:  cross country skiing and shooting at a target.  The winner is 
a combination of shot accuracy and fast skiing. 

    Anyone who has shot a gun knows that stillness when shooting is critical to accuracy.  As an 
analogy think of running real far, real fast and then stopping to draw a picture.  The drawing is 
hard when you are sweating, the heart is beating and you are near out of breath; never mind 
doing that in the midst of a competition.   

    So a biathlete needs to figure out how to slow the body down so they can shoot accurately.  It is 
also a question of slowing down the mind to focus on the task at hand when you are surrounded 
by other skiers and shooters in the midst of the competition. 

     The challenge is not simply a body challenge, it is also a mind challenge. 

    How do they do this? 

    Mindfulness training and breath awareness.  Specifically, they focus on slowing down the 
exhale. 

    Most of us correlate stress – not with competition or biathlons – but with issues of the mind 
such as anxiety, depression, anger.   What many may not realize is that when the mind starts 
going, it affects the body.  Some medical professionals even suggest that back problems often are 
related to the mind and stress.  We “hold” that mind stress in the muscles of the body and that 
leads to, or contributes to, back problems… or shoulder tightness, or neck troubles.  
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    The first thing that “goes” when we are under stress is our breathing.  When we are relaxed , 
the diaphragm opens down (the stomach rises instead of the chest).  When we are stressed we 
tighten the diaphragm and the lungs expand up so that the chest moves out.  That is the first 
“body” reaction to “mind” stress.  A clue for how you are breathing is whether your chest is 
moving or your stomach.  If we are relaxed, the chest is still and the stomach rises and falls. 

     Many of us have been breathing the "wrong," (for lack of a better descriptive word) way for a 
long time.  In fact, we may be so accustom to the wrong way of breathing we know nothing 
else.  We may be so used to stress that it is "normal" for us - we "know" nothing else.   

     The “way” to maintain a semblance of calm is to work backwards – focus on the breathing to 
keep the body relaxed and, in effect, to short circuit the effect of the mind on the body.  In other 
words – put the body at ease and the mind will usually follow. 

     That is what the biathletes seek to do by focusing on the breath. 

     It is also what we seek to do on Saturday mornings in our meditation/mindfulness group. I 
describe it as living in Christ instead of being caught up in the dramas that can engulf us.  In the 
story of creation we read the God breathed into them the breath of life.  It is all about the 
breath.  Ask the biathletes…. 

      or...saturday morning at church. 

 

The Unsettling Mytery 

     In a running race, you can tell who is ahead.  Same with rowing races.  Much of the summer 
Olympics is fairly clear cut this way. 

     Then we get the winter Olympics.  Skiers are separated by hundreds of a second.  Same with 
the sledders.  Who can tell who is ahead?  No one.  The skaters – what a mystery – even the 
judges need to evaluate them in slow motion.  How are we to understand the scoring system and 
know what to look for?  It is all mystery.  But we watch, at least I watch a bit of it.  I admire the 
beauty and athleticism of these folks.  Just remarkable.  Granted most of them do this full-time 
with sponsors and coaches.  But the revelation of human potential is simply inspiring. 

    Most of us are not in a position to follow in their footsteps. 

    But it leaves as a mystery what our potential is.  And the reality, the truth, is - our potential sits 
there. In an unsettling way these athletes reveal that to us.  In this way they are prophetic – they 
call us to something more than we are. 

    Get some inspiration, do some work, set a vision.  That whole process is reward in and of 
itself.   There is a lot of life to be experienced in a magnificent way.  Who needs a medal? 
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   Live into your mystery.  Open the gift. 

   Go, go when you can. 

 

The Dotted Line 

       In the fall and winter my sights are set on the Assault of Mt. Mitchell in the Carolinas.  It is the 
cycling race I did not finish last year.    

    The Mitchell race is hot.  More to the point it is a 9+ hour endeavor.  And the more training I do, 
the more I realize I may be out of my league.  These long efforts are draining.  So there is the 
challenge. 

      Mark from church is in the race with me.  He is a better cyclist than I am – and in better 
shape, younger and lighter.  I doubt I can keep up with him, but I will try.  

    And then Mt. Washngton.  I have been thinking about it.  In my mind, I have been planning on 
it.  

    Then I signed up, paid the fee.  There might be 5 or more of us from Faith in this. 

     When I sign up and pay the fee for these races – it has a psychological effect.  I am no longer in 
the “thinking about it… yeah I am planning on it…I should probably drop a few pounds… I will 
probably go to this or that place to train…”  phase.  Sign-up and I am in it.  And up 
goes intensity.       

   Set a vision – sign-up.  It makes a whole lotta difference.  

   If you are a smoker, you can pray “Lord lead me not into temptation.”  God does not lead us into 
temptation.  We ought to pray, Lord protect me from temptation.  One can pray about that; or, 
we can use some of the humble wisdom God has already provided.  Get rid of the cigarettes 
sitting on the table, so the temptation is reduced.  It is an issue of understanding your self – and 
structuring your environment  to help your cause.       

      Smartphone an issue?  Get rid of it.  Sugars an issue?  Don’t buy them.  Computer use a 
problem?  Put it in an out of the way place.  Be humble, use the wisdom God has given.  Want to 
ramp up motivation and intensity?  Sign-up.   

    Go, go when you can. 
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Leave it to Yale 

     In response to the high levels of mental and emotional struggles among the younger set, a 
professor at Yale decided to offer a course on happiness.  I heard the interview.  It is the most 
popular course at the university. 

     At first, I thought this sounded quite frivolous.  I mean – pay $65,000 for a year at Yale and take 
a course on happiness?  I suspect my initial response reveals a generational difference. 

     So here is an interpretation….  Perhaps a younger generation is somewhat unmoored.  The 
professor spoke of pressure from parents, self-expectations, etc.  I am reminded of that tune 
“What’s it all about Alfie?”  Why am I doing all this and for what?  What matters and why? 

     This may reflect a cultural matter – I recall studying a generational issue years ago.  The author 
was noting the effects of the “boomer” generation on its children.  What struck me was the 
author’s contention that having both parents work, coupled with the rise in divorce rates – 
affected the children.  And even if your parents were not both working and were not divorced, 
you were affected by all the other kids who were affected by such family issues.  It was a cultural 
issue.     

     So Yale offers a hugely popular course on happiness.  There are four major motifs in the 
course:  use social media less often; take 10 minutes a day for meditation (slows down the mind 
and the self); list five things every day for which you are grateful; and do some act of kindness 
every day. 

     If I did not know better I would have sworn the professor reads my blog and attends our 
worship services.  What the professor is teaching is what I have been presenting as what it is to 
live “in Christ.”  In essence this is the Christ centered lifestyle. 

    Which gets me back to the issue – maybe, just maybe, the course reflects our society’s drift 
away from the church.  I mean, if you were a part of our place, attended Yale, and took this course 
– easy A.  Heck, you could probably teach it.  Maybe they will give any student from Faith course 
credit.  I will leave it there.     

 

In Bed in the 3rd Quarter 

     During the Super Bowl, the Toyota ad featured religious leaders from many religions getting 
together and going to a football game.  Nice word about unity.  But  I wondered if it was also a 
subtle “blessing” upon football.  I juxtapose the ad with that day’s newspaper article in which the 
writer asks a priest if supporting football is immoral.  That question haunts me. 
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     I have written of this.  We are aware of the brain issues player’s experience.  We have read 
about the associated  Parkinson’s disease, dementia, depression et al.  A prominent tv announcer 
quit this year.  He could not live with the injuries, the descriptions of the players as “tough” when 
they have such injuries, and all the players carted off the field during the tv ads.  No more.  

      An all star player retired after one year.  No more.  He wrote of the pain killers they took while 
in college, never mind the pros when money and career are more at stake.  But we watch and 
therefore support.  Millions of us.  “Well, they know the risks, and they get paid.”  “The retired 
players received the big pay-off from the NFL”   I wonder -  for what – 24 hour care?  

    I can come up with a myriad of justifications to watch.  Ultimately, I do not think there is one, 
except maybe the truth that I like my distractions.  I watch - not as much as I used to, but I do.   

     This year I was in and out of the Super Bowl.   Paying half attention,  doing other stuff.  But I 
watched,  modestly interested. 

      End of the third quarter I went to bed. 

      It has taken me a while to get here.  It bugs me that we root for players who amass all these 
“hits” in practice and in games, in addition to the major concussions… and then 20 years down the 
line, when they are suffering from permanent damage, we are long gone to the next star.  It is one 
thing to have a limp… another to be brain damaged.  And because of what….   

      Because I need a distraction?  I suppose we all do. 

      For a time I thought college basketball offered a release, then I realized the pay-offs going on – 
kind of de rigeur… and I realized some of these guys stay in college for a year, then go 
professional.  Who can blame them?  One injury in college and it could be all over.  Are they the 
“student-athletes” these college public relations people lift them up as? So just who am I rooting 
for?  

     Seems to me some of these basketball – and football – programs rest entirely on the 
salesmanship of coaches who make millions upon millions.  Is there any wonder that there is 
corruption…. A terrible lowering of academic standards?    A lot of money is at stake. 

     But the human need for distractions remains.  

     I went to bed in the third quarter of the Super Bowl because the next day I was hoping for a 
long day on the bike.  

     Can I be my own distraction?  “Doing” can be a release.  I feel better, and there are spiritual, 
emotional and physical benefits.  It is hard work.  I contemplate how much of a “reward” I get 
from watching.  How long does it last…  and here is the deal – the ‘reward’ has nothing to do with 
me, the watcher, it is entirely vicarious.  It points me to the tragedy of the human condition.  Jesus 
said – “weep not for me, but weep for yourselves (and the tragedy of your ways...)” 



    Be your own distraction. Do. 

    Go, go when you can.  

       

Getting There 

     One of the joys of being in the Assault of Mt. Mitchell (100 bike race to the top of Mt. Mitchell, 
highest mountain east of the Mississippi River) is when this race takes place.  Mid-May.  For 
anyone in New England that means you have to train all winter in order to be in real good 
condition by May.  You do not climb that mountain in May.  You climb it in January, February and 
March. And training in those months – up here – is no easy matter. 

    Winter is a tough time to get motivated.  As a cyclist - or as a walker, or runner -  you are stuck 
indoors and hours on indoor trainers can be – trying.  Never mind the physical effort, the mental 
effort of pedaling or running in place is a challenge.  The mental training is rough.  

     One coach commented that two hours is his limit for long indoor “rides,” and that is because 
folks cannot take much more than that. My indoor rides are much longer and I have taken for 
granted the kind of mental focus that requires. I just do it.  It has impressed upon me the power of 
concentration resident within us.  I usually watch a lot of Youtube clips as “silence” for that long is 
a bit much.  But even with the clips… 

    When May comes around – I am ready.  And the long months of winter will have proven to be 
prime training times instead of weeks to slog through trying to resist eating and sloughing 
off. Having that early season goal is a motivator.  

    Typically,  winter for most of us is a time when we long for the spring.  Then when spring arrives 
we “get in shape.”  

    Consider your winter.  When the warmth arrives – you can be ready to hit it with your goals and 
visions, or, it will be a time to “get started.”  Having that early “season” goal can be a motivator 
and blessing.  In a real sense the goal moves us to tap into what God has already given us. 

     We are each our spiritual manager.  How can we squeeze what God has provided?   There is 
great satisfaction when you can “hit it” with the arrival of the warmth.  And from there – what a 
great jump on the summer. 

     Go, go when you can. 
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Learning from the Past 

   Since January I have been back to the eating plan – big time.  I fell off the wagon all fall.  Chicken 
parm, chicken marsala, cheesecake… I became the human incarnation of the cookie 
monster. Coffee cakes unlimited.  I had no restraint.  Gained 15 pounds and did not care. 

   Then January 1.  This was not a New Year's resolution.  I had this in the back of my mind since 
September.   The Assault on Mt. Mitchell cycling race (103 miles to the top of Mt. Mitchell, highest 
mountain east of the Mississippi) is in May.  I did not finish last year.  That was a real kick in the 
rear -  not finishing.  Talk about motivation.  I hope to do this race 10 or more poundslighter than 
in 2017. 

    The physical cycling training I started last fall.  The food part, no.  That could wait.  Until January 
1.  Now it is no fats, no sweets, nothing with sugar, no desserts, nothing with a face (meat). No 
dairy.  Basically, whole, non-processed foods. I do eat refined grains – rice, pasta, bagels.  A treat 
is a piece of baker’s chocolate.  I had one break down in January when I ate 6-10 cookies which we 
froze when I bought a Costco Christmas cookie platter in December.  (Forgot they were there in 
the freezer and when I saw them I was good about it for a week, then the damn broke.) Threw out 
most of them….  after I had my breakdown.  And in my mind if one cookie is good, 6 are great.  I 
marvel at the folks who can “limit” themselves to one cookie, or to a small helping of ice 
cream.  For me, in the "old" days of the fall - ice cream meant a pint.   

   There is a metabolism adjustment when you ditch the sugars.  I have to get used to that – no 
more sugar highs.  I end up in a steadier state.  I would like to drop the refined grains – but my 
training is so tough I need the energy of those carbs. Dropping weight when you train is a 
balancing act – maintain energy input, but cut back as well. 

   The result thus far: nice weight loss.  I check my weight every morning.  It is a reminder and 
keeps me at it.  And one drops weight real quick when the “before” diet was such a wreck vis a vis 
the “now” diet.  

   Then… and this is the point – I looked at last year’s calendar.  I did this last year.   Same thing 
happened. So I looked at February, 2017.  I did not record my weight once.  I settled and gave 
up.  I remember thinking to myself, “I am good enough. The weight will give me energy 
(justifications unlimited)  I will get back at it in June for the Mt. Washington race.”  (which I did, 
kind of).  

     I lost focus.  I lost commitment.  I lost discipline.  No, I did not “lose” it – I just did not apply 
whatever I have within. 

    We learn from the past.  Have to maintain the focus.  If I do – I will be in great shape by May 
and even better by the summer races.  My doctor inferred I could drop quite a bit if I wanted to be 
in prime condition.  
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    This is it.  I do not have too many more years of cycling these races in front of me.  I am going to 
do all I can to get to that starting line ready to finish.  Of course, something will go wrong. The 
screw-up fairly always shows up, but you seek to control what you can, and I can control what I 
eat.  

     And the carrot is that goal – the race.  Were it not for that race, I am not sure.  The temptations 
are so alluring. 

     Go, go when you can… gorge on salads.  Unleash what God has put within you.  You can.  Learn 
from the set backs.  

     My real challenge is February.   

  

Bless Apple's Heart! 

    They get it! 

    Apple has come out discussing some way to limit smartphone use.  Apple gets its revenue from 
smartphone sales.  I guess, as long as we buy the phone, Apple is happy.  They do not have as 
much at stake as to how often we use it, unlike Twitter or Facebook which depend on us viewing 
the ads.  So I am thinking Facebook and Twitter will be much slower to take us this mantle. 

     Apple is considering some kind of software which will send you a message – something like “Do 
you realize you have spent an hour on Facebook today?”  The idea is to help raise our awareness 
of the degree to which we are linked to the digital world. 

    I have been writing about this for years. 

    Now, as I anticipated, we are seeing the counterrevolution as we realize the addictive nature of 
phones and computers.  My beef is that the focus, thus far, has been predominantly on younger 
people.  I believe that this applies to everyone – youth to 80 year olds.  I struggle with this daily 
and gave up use of a smartphone a few years ago.  I have a flip phone, and,  typically, I do not 
have it with me most days.  Some days… but not most days.  We pray “Lead me not into 
temptation.”  Well, I decided to help myself in this regard. 

     Practicing meditation (mindfulness/awareness) is a simple step by which we realize how 
frenetic we may be.  That awareness has two benefits:  1) we see the issue; 2) we are actually 
empowered to take steps to address the issue… i.e change the way we live.  Meditation, 
devotions, stillness, silence, quiet – are foundations in which we experience the power of God’s 
Spirit to work changes in our lives.     

      Saturdays – 8:00 at church.  You are invited.  Contact us to make sure of the date. 
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And Then What? 

     I was at a gathering where someone noted he liked shoveling his driveway.  I wondered where 
he would go with this idea.  Not many folks shovel their driveway these days. 

    Daniel Kahneman explores the intricacies of decision making and the brain.  One of the points 
he makes is that 3 weeks on the beach, sitting and relaxing, seems like – in memory – a quick 
time.  The 3 weeks passed in an instant.  Time flew.  We can hardly remember a thing. here is the 
deal: here is nothing to remember as we did the same thing day after day.  

     However, 5 days going from one city to the next – in memory – can seem like an eternity.  We 
did so much.  There is so much to remember.  Remember much from 3 weeks at the beach? Well, 
no, not really.  Remember much from 5 days going from city to city?  Well, yeah, we did a lot.  In 
one instance time flies – (the three weeks of doing little.  Time flies because there was nothing to 
recall.)  In the other instance, time lasted forever  – because there was so much to remember. 

   There can be a mundane quality to everyday life.  There is a routine to it.  Same thing day to 
day.  In your job it can be one patient after another, one class after another, one quarter after 
another.   Even with family and kids:  school year after school year – especially if they are in the 
elementary school. The routine.   Not a whole lot of “different” stuff to remember over all those 
years, unless your child went through some extraordinary life moments. It is the mind-numbing 
routine.  It may not feel like it at the time, but, in retrospect, it blurs together. 

    So why does this fellow like shoveling the driveway?  He said – it gives him a sense of 
accomplishment.  It is something started and done.  We do not get such a sense of 
accomplishment in many areas of life. For some of us the routine seems like it has no end.  

     Shovel snow – well I guess you can argue there is another snow coming – but I hope you get 
the idea – that the snow is not quite as routine.  And the sense of accomplishment is not as muted 
by “the next thing” in line. 

     During the recent cold spell, I looked forward to the coming warmth.  And the warmth will 
come.  And then what?  The garden and flowers?  And then what? Leaves on the trees… and then 
what.  The routine.  I hardly think anyone even remembers it from year to year.  It becomes one 
great blur which passes so quickly. 

    So do something different.  Challenge yourself.  Get out of the box.  Seek some kind of 
accomplishment.  Like my friend – he likes to shovel the snow.  

    I think – for me at least – that is part of the allure of cycling in these mountain races.  There is 
no routine to it.  And – I remember them, real well.  
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    All you have to do is think back over the last years.  If time flew, if memory is kind of empty….  It 
does not have to be.  Take on a challenge – even if you do not succeed,  try….   Seems to me it 
beats the routine.  At a minimum, you will remember it.  It will stand out in the blur of time. 

   The philosopher Ecclesiastes wrote that there is a time for everything.  Sometimes, I suggest, 
there is a time to do something out of the ordinary.  

     Go, go when you can.  

  

Triumph 

     My favorite parts of the Olympics are the stories of the athletes who “come back.”  Something 
happened, injury, accident, misfortune, and they came back.  The stories capture the triumph of 
the spirit over circumstance.  I think they speak to our inclination to root for the underdog.  We 
hope the “little” person wins.  Why?  Perhaps the stories touch that part of us which yearns to 
triumph despite all the stuff of life. 

     I have wondered why  I gravitate to cycling mountains.  I am old, heavy, not such a great 
athlete anyway.  Why do this?  I recall a video from a fellow who drove to Mt. Washington for the 
race.  He was from the south.  After the race he observed , “You know about halfway through this 
I ask  – why am I doing this to myself?  But the thought lasts just a second."  

   In my twenties, I used to row a single scull.  Doing that was never a question.  It was only a 
question of how fast.  The goal was get faster every year.  Time takes a toll, however.  Numerous 
surgeries and rowing was no longer an option.  The temptation – the “self,” if you will, 
“normality,” if you will, “what is expected”, if you will, is to go gently into the night.  Face your 
limitations, take it easy, don’t overdo.  This is aging.  This is what happens to all of us.  Accept. 

    But the point is – we do not have to fall into that pattern.  Yes, it is normality, but there are 
folks who defy normality, who triumph despite the expectations.  Those Olympic stories, - we 
expect people to slow down when life gets burdensome, but the people profiled do not.  They 
triumph over and against what is normality and what is expected.  They do not give up.  In one 
sense they do not surrender or accept what passes for “ expected normality.” 

    I cycle in these races to see if I can, to challenge 'normal' expectations, to battle the inertia of 
the “usual” self. 

    I have been inspired by a lot of folks who have demonstrated what is possible.  What they 
reveal is the God-given potential resident in us.  Those forces would anchor us in “expected 
normality” and these folks turn their backs on all that.  I remember reading of a fellow – older 
- who tried to get his buddy to cycle with him – to give up the “normal expected” martinis, lose a 
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few pounds and tap into what was just below the surface.  Nope.  Martinis, that ‘normality,’ 
won.  And that potential just declines away, drip by drip, year after year. 

    If I live long enough, I am sure that one day I will be quite challenged to take the bike out and 
pedal down the street.  I suspect some will think,  “Don’t do that!,”  “You will fall” 
yadayadayada.  Just yanking one back to normality.  

    Maybe in a few years, but I am not there yet.  

    Where are you?  Tap into them, the gifts are right there. 

    Go, go when you can… for whenever you go – you claim the triumph.  Forget watching, 
go.  Triumph. 

  

Market Basket 

     I love Market Basket. 

     In the summer I am very conscious of weight.  There is no way I can cycle up Mt. Washington   -
-   heavy.  I will not make it, not at my age.   After the race last year I had lunch with a fellow who 
said he was quitting the race.  He felt he could not get any faster unless he dropped some 
pounds.  His mind-set was in going faster.  I just want to finish, forget faster.  He was a lot younger 
than I am. 

     All summer I avoid sweets, as best I can.  No pies, sugars, cookies, cakes – you name it, I try to 
avoid it…  

   When the racing season is over in late September I begin a dangerous time.  I have no 
incentive.  The next season is a long way off.  January is the time I get mentally focused on the 
next year – the fall is a bit early. 

   October, November, December I fall apart.  My favorite place is Fiscichelli’s bakery in Lawrence, 
conveniently located next to Lawrence General Hospital.  I visit folks when they are at the 
hospital.  Fiscichelli’s is right around the corner. 

    I love Market Basket!  Great cookies.  Marsha likes apple pie, so I pick up one for her (I usually 
eat most of it).  I like cherry pies…  and mince meat pies around Thanksgiving, but why wait until 
Thanksgiving?  Blueberry pies are a nice break too.  And Halo ice cream is some new concoction 
with reduced fat.  Might as well try that.  Costco is a major temptation.  Same stuff, but 
cheaper.  And who can resist Mann’s bakery in Methuen – with those whip cream apple pies?! 

    Three months of indulgence.  I know I will regret this.  But I have zero restraint.  Welcome to the 
new pounds! 
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    Until January.  Enter the races, pay the fees, ramp up the training…  and life changes.  No more 
Fiscichelli’s.  No more delicious Costco cheese cake.  Goals and visions can be powerful 
incentives.  And the Assault on Mt. Mitchell in South Carolina is only 16 weeks away.   

    Squeeze the time.   

    Go, go when you can.  

      

Your Star 

     I ran across an article describing a potential New Year resolution to draw nearer to God.  The 
author was a “traditionalist.”  He presented the traditional ways in which we follow a spiritual 
path – study scripture, focus on prayer life, give...  All that is good and speaks to many people.  I 
do not criticize it, dismiss it or denigrate it. 

      However, I suggest, another approach. 

     The astrologers were led to the Christ by a star, not by what we would describe as a 
“traditional” means, such as study of scripture, or prayer, or even dreams. (The Lord spoke to 
Jacob and Joseph in dreams.)  The astrologers - or Magi or wise men, were led by a star. 

     I am not suggesting astrology.  However, I do think we might ask – how might I draw near to 
God, or enhance my spiritual life – beyond the traditional means?  Many of us can look at the 
traditional means and beat ourselves up over our inadequacies.  Let’s think out of the box of other 
ways to draw close to God – which, I suggest, are just as authentic as traditionalism. 

    1.  When we have name calling in Washington which has become so common that it no longer 
jolts us – we have a denigration of our culture.  We see this on the internet all the 
time.  Meanness and cruelty are the new normal. Can a Christ centered person make 
intentional  – practicing kindness? 

   2.   A person at peace is more inclined to be gentle, loving and kind.  When we are angry and 
anxious we have little patience and understanding to give.  Want to be a good parent or 
grandparent?  Be at peace.  The church has for eons looked past self-care – exercise, rest, 
nutrition.   When we take care of ourselves – we are be a better workers and family people.  Self-
care.  

      3. The usual prayers we offer have to do with the matters which cause us anxiety and worry.  I 
pray those all the time.  We give our concerns over to God.  Can we add to this approach such that 
we place ourselves in God’s care through centering prayer, meditation, stillness and 
quiet?  Through meditation we watch and observe those anxieties, releasing them, and place 
ourselves in God’s care.  In the constantly connected world we live in, there is much to be said for 
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such disengagement with culture and engagement with the presence of Christ with 
us.  Meditation and centering prayer become a focus.  

     4.  Connect with others through worship and study.  Face to face, person to person.  We can 
be absorbed by the screens.  Be with people.  Seek a healthier balance.  

     The wise men were led by a star.  Perhaps some of these “out of the box” spiritual practices 
can be our stars.      

 

The Challenge; The Formula 

    Last winter I opined that I would finish the Assault of Mt. Mitchell cycling race in South Carolina. 
It was only a question of how long it would take.  I had bravado. I was also a bit dumb.  I think 
finishing the Mt. Washington race the previous summers had left me over-confident. 

    I was among the 25% who did not make it.  I quit at 83 miles about a third of the way up 
Mitchell.  I had trained in the basement during the winter, temps around 63 degrees. I then went 
outside for 100 mile rides in 80 degree heat in April.  I was not prepared for the over 90 degrees I 
ran into in South Carolina.  That May day in South Carolina was the hottest day I experienced in 
2017.   

     But, if I am completely honest, I do not think I would have finished even in slightly cooler 
weather.  That is a hard race – 75 miles followed by a long 28 mile climb.  One really has to be 
ready for that climb. 

    Ever listen to a ratchet wrench?  Click, click, click. 

    Last year I started training in January, doing my own thing.  This year, I purchased a training 
program.  I started training a few months ago. 

     Each day has a plan, but between church, family – and some days I am simply tired – I do not 
get on the bike as often as I would like.  I try to do the “main” work-outs as best I can. 

    I figured out a way to heat up my training area.  Jack up that heat zone in the house, add in an 
electric heater, and I am pedaling away in 83 degrees with no breeze. You get that breeze when 
you are outside cutting through the wind.  I am hoping this acclimates me to the heat.  I am trying 
to get used to drinking and eating a lot.  The Mitchell race is 9 hours – gotta eat and drink, which I 
am not used to. 

    I added in some weight lifting and hot power yoga.  That lasted a month until I hurt myself – no 
more.  I have a hard enough time just following the key cycling work-outs. 

   Click, click, click.  Ratchet it up.  The race is in May.  I do not know if I will finish.    
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   Here is the formula: faith that God has blessed me with potential (other people finish this event, 
why not me); the desire to battle my demons (we all have them - selfishness, the comparison 
disease, jealousy, judgmentalism); the peace which is a byproduct of training (it is all spiritual); the 
love of the pursuit; the desire to win (I only compete with my self); a need for some passion so 
that church and family do not absorb me (that balance thing); a dollop of fear and insecurity; a 
pinch of wanting to stay healthy and extend time  =  motivation.    

     The challenges are there for each of us. 

     Go, go when you can. 

         

Be Well 

     My own view is that the connectivity of our time… email, social media – the whole kitchen 
sink…  has fostered a kind of thick humidity which cloaks our time.  Every day I see folks driving 
and on their phones.  I run into people captive to the world of texts.  My sense is this takes a lot 
out of us.  There is an energy cost.  I wonder what this does to our sense of peace, to our sense of 
wellness, to our sense of being "whole." 

     What is it to live “in Christ?”  At some base level it means to live in some modicum of peace.  I 
call it slow mind living.  Wanna be well? 

     We offer a number of opportunities in the weeks ahead. 

Visions for 2018 is our gathering (I am cooking  pasta and salad).  During dinner we talk.  We share 
our exercise vision for 2018 and where we are at.  Last time we had someone who is aiming for 
the Chicago marathon, others are into kickboxing and hockey, some are venturing into rock 
climbing,  there were a number of cyclists and runners,  others are looking for partners to walk 
with…  it runs the gamut.  The purpose is to be a supportive and encouraging community.  Turn it 
off, move instead of sit.  It is a spiritual thing. Sunday, January 7 at 5:30. 

  

Jesus and Mindfulness – is a Saturday morning session I am leading to go over some of the 
Mind/Body connections in what Jesus taught.  We will end that morning with a guided 
meditation. Slows you down…  you may not know how fast you are spinning that wheel.  Fast 
becomes normal after a while. Saturday, January 6 at 8 am. 

Marsha is leading a number of sessions on spiritual movement – slow,  intentional, aware 
movement  and breathing.  It is based on her work in Tai Chi.  This happens weekly.  Tuesdays at 
1:30 and Mondays at 6:30 pm.  See the weekly calendar.  

Go, go when you can.  The opportunities are there. 
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Christmas Worship at Faith 

A word about our Christmas Eve worship services. 

Come to the early one at 1:30.  We are usually full but there is room.  

The 3:30 and 5:00 services can be very full – so if that is your time – come early and know that it 
can get overcrowded.  All of these early services are somewhat energetic because we have lots of 
children then. 

The 8:00 service really begins early – at 7:30  - with a number of choir anthems. The service 
features our adult choir.  It has a bit of a formal quality to it.  Being a later hour, we do not have 
many children at this service and I do not have a message for the kids. 

The 10:00 service is my favorite.  It is a bit more meditative that the others.  It is the only service 
at which we have the confession.  It is a slower service, less energetic, probably because it is late.  

The message is the same for each service, and for the most part – so are the hymns. 

Christmas Day Marsha leads worship at 9:45.  That, too, is a nice moment as the people who 
attend make a special effort to worship on Christmas Day.  

I hope all who read this may have a peaceful week - celebrating the presence of the sacred one 
who is beyond, within and among us. 

 

Do It Now 

    We had a gathering called “Your Vision for 2018.”  It was designed for folks who are active, or 
want to be active, and was a sharing of what people were looking to do in 2018.  For many of 
these events, one does not simply roll out of bed and participate. It takes planning and training. 

    One woman is set for the Chicago marathon.  Two are looking toward  half marathons.  A few 
are pondering events.  Almost everyone is in that in-between zone -  the end of one season and 
the beginning of the next – hence, perfect timing for this gathering. 

    Today I entered the  Assault on Mt. Mitchell set for next May in South Carolina.  Then I really 
ramped it up and made hotel reservations. 

    It is 103 miles – 75 of which are flat and the last part is a climb up Mt. Mitchell, said to take as 
long as it took you to go the first 75 miles.  I did not finish this event last May.  The heat was too 
much. I got the idea from the gathering at church to get into hot yoga, which I also started.  It is 
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95 degrees in the room and I drip.  Hopefully, this will help with heat acclimation for the May 
race.  Yoga is much tougher than I ever anticipated.   I am simply horrible at it and am filled with 
wonder at what others can do.  

   My winter training also finds me lifting weights at Planet Fitness.  I do not like lifting weights but 
the training program suggests it.  The other days I am cycling on indoor rollers.  I trained last year 
and enjoyed it, more or less.  I did my own thing.  This new training program has me way out of 
my comfort zone…. but if I am going to get to the top of the mountain….   

   Let the vision germinate, set the goal and dig in. 

   Don’t wait.  Go , go when you can. 

 

The Counter Revolution 

       I have been writing about this for three years. 

     The counter revolution is underway. 

     The revolution is “all things internet, Apple xyz phones are 'IT,' gotta have my phone!  The 
phone IS the future.”  There is truth to all that.  The revolution has its positive side. 

      Now, the counter revolution. 

       I watch a news type program.  This morning one of the announcers noted his adult daughter 
works with people who are phone/internet addicted.  The other announcer nodded her head, so 
did the third announcer as he shared his own “gotta check my email” habit, also noting that “All I 
get in email is junk, so why do I think I need to check it!”  But we do anyway. 

     The article in this morning’s New York Times was about a retreat center in California. One of 
the founders of an internet/phone company was there.  His comment – he sold out of everything 
he had spent his life creating because – to use his words “I have spent my life getting people 
addicted to the phone.”  The purpose of the center was to assist people find purpose, to delve 
into just who are you….  because so many spend so much time “connected, diverted, 
distracted…"  and we pay no attention to our selves….  Little time in solitude, in stillness. 

     And many folks think of all this in relationship to young people who may not have the cognitive 
capacity to control the phone urge/addiction.  For once….  I hear people acknowledging that the 
issue is for adults…..  as if we never had such struggles. 

     This is a spiritual issue.  The phone/internet deal is the only socially celebrated and affirmed 
addiction I am aware of…. To the extent that if you do not have a phone – folks think you are… 
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      And, yes, I know of the advantages of the devices.  The revolution has its positive side….  But 
also a dark side and we are becoming increasingly more aware of it.  Life in the netherland - 
where we know it is an issue, but really do not want to admit it. 

       I usually end with "go, go when you can."  Maybe it should be:  turn it off, turn it off... stillness 
is good... (and we may not need that device nearly as much as we think.) 

 

Out of Touch 

     I was with a bunch of folks at meeting where we were discussing life in the church.  

     I shared my views on the blessings of the internet as well as the issues of smartphone ubiquity 
– and especially the ways in which they can be addictive.  I should not use that word, “addictive,” 
as it is off-putting and folks shut down when they hear it.  So let me put it this way – we are 
constantly checking, email, social media, texts…  We spend 35 minutes day on average on 
Facebook alone.  Every week I read of the issues this creates for emotional and spiritual well-being 
as many have a hard time turning it off.  Some can, some not so much. 

    I struggled with this back in the day when I carried a smartphone. 

    I had just come from our exercise meeting where some cited their love of being out in nature, 
running, walking, cycling, - disconnected.  Meanwhile, we live in a time where we cannot drive 
without the phone (me, too, on occasion). 

    Now, a few folks at this meeting were younger.  They were checking their phones throughout 
the meeting.  They dismissed me and my views as “generational.”  That was a nice way of saying I 
was “old” and out of touch. 

    I have read of some corporations where you cannot bring your phone into a meeting.  I know of 
some schools which do not allow students to bring phones to class.  Now… why is this?  

    And I was dismissed as "generational...."  by the people who were checking their phones 
thoughout the meeting.  What is that river in Egypt - the one where Moses was discovered? I 
think it was "da - nile."     

    Go, go when you can.  And when you go – maybe, turn it off - on occasion….  if you can.... and 
don't drown in that river. 
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Yoga 

     We had that gathering of “what is your exercise dream for 2018.”  

     One person spoke with me about weight gain this time of year.  He was chagrined after the 
Feaster Five race when he realized that the pounds he added over the last months had a definite 
effect.  “Every year I say to myself I am not going to put on those fall pounds and every year I 
add 10 – 15 pounds.” 

    His comment prompted me to get on the scale.  I had been avoiding that.  Instead I had been 
banking on the “belt check.”  Thus far, I have not changed the belt notch and that lured me into 
complacency.  But I worried the belt had stretched.  Scales don’t stretch.  When I saw my number, 
it took my breath away.  Somehow I had figured that I could be less active, eat a lot of fattening 
foods (which I avoid when I am more active), and not gain a pound.  Wrong. 

   Another person spoke of injury issues.  Tight hips and legs.  And she raved about this yoga 
program. 

   My winter training program suggests yoga, but I have been dismissive.  So I decided to give it a 
shot - $39 for 30 days of yoga. I  figured it would be a breeze – a little light stretching.  I have 
never had much flexibility especially after the spine surgeries.  

   The yoga lady told me this was good for losing weight.  Obviously, she thought that might 
motivate me.  Just as obviously she must have perceived I could stand to lose.  What a slap – but I 
get motivated by that kind of inadvertent comment. 

     As for this being a breeze – a little stretching.  Well – I am watching folks stand and put their 
palms on the floor.  I get my fingertips half way down my shins.  They stand on one foot. I wobble 
uncontrollably.  Some of them wipe a little perspiration from their foreheads.  I wipe up the pools 
of sweat on the mat so I do not slip all over the place.  These folks are beautifully graceful.  I am a 
hunk of junk.  The instructor is telling me – “get your knee up here, your other leg over there.”  I 
am thinking “this body doesn’t go in that direction.”  

    I  (former football player with whatever residues of machismo a post 60 year old has) am 
watching these lithe 20 somethings maintain these positions with hands on the floor, feet on the 
floor and bodies in the air.  After a few moments my arms give out and I am splashing around in 
the sweat bemoaning my lack of arm strength. 

  For some I guess this is defeating.  I get motivated.  Maybe after a few months my balance 
improves. Maybe I get to the point I can touch my ankles, forget the floor. 

   God has blessed us with potential – I just have to tap into mine…. and that doesn’t just “happen” 
out of nowhere.  And next time, I lift weights after the yoga, instead of before.  Maybe I can 
maintain that position a little longer. 
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    Go, go when you can.  

  

You Never Know 

     You never know. 

     Months ago I had the notion “I wonder how many folks would come out to a dinner gathering 
geared for people who are into exercise…. a fellowship time and a sharing of their vision for 
2018…”  It was a shot in the dark also for folks who might not be very active at all, but who have a 
desire. 

   My idea was that this gathering would be a kind of community of support and 
encouragement.  It also gives us a connection with others. 

    My communication with the “known” super active people was well received.  I figured they 
might be interested as those are the folks who set goals now for the year ahead.  You just do not 
fall out of bed 

and enter some event. 

   There were 13 of us at the gathering…..  and many folks could not make it.  I was taken 
aback when I realized how large this pool of people is. 

    And it was eye opening.  We had a time of sharing “where are you at, where are you going…”   I 
have never been at such an event where we were so glued into what each person was saying. The 
age range 

was mid 30s to mid 80s, a bunch of young moms, some people with older kids. 

    Some are seeking to be active and I hope this was a bit of an inspiration for them.  Others are 
looking for ideas for the year ahead.  Half the folks had completed 26 mile marathons – New York, 
Boston, Lowell – one person over 25 of them.  Who knew? 

   We had a kick boxer, a few fledgling rock climbers, cyclists, and a bunch of folks hoping to enter 
shorter running events.  One of things that stood out for me was the difficulty of raising young 
children, working, and staying that active.  Remarkable what some have done. 

   You never know where people are at.  

    I liken exercise to prayer – for many of us it is a way to seek balance.  That notion resonated.  

   And I know this – there will be a bunch of folks rooting for one another. I think we will have 
another get together to see how folks are doing in a few weeks.  Fascinating 90 minutes. 
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   Go, go when you can.       

 

30 Degrees, Windy, Sun Setting 

     When my sister called I figured her husband had died.  He had been in hospice care for a few 
months.    First, he could not see so well, then he could not walk… So the news was a relief. 

     She wanted me to do the funeral.  He had been a Lutheran pastor in his youth before he 
ventured into academia.  I saw it as a kind of returning to his roots. 

    Our family has always gone to the cabin on the side of the mountain in Northfield, and that is 
where my sister had bought a few grave plots a few years back.  I guess it is a kind of home for 
them after living all over the place. Northfield was the constant in the family – the place where 
everyone went in the summer. 

     My sister was chagrined about the service. The plots were wrong – double sold or 
something.  Then her plane was delayed.  So much for a mid-day service.  We gathered – 
eventually -  9 of us – huddled in a rural cemetery, mountains in the distance.  On some day in 
November, sun setting, windy, 30 degrees, we commended my brother-in-law to God. The kids 
shivered.  My sister was bundled.  His two sons wore suits.  

    Our other sibling did not make it – long way, short service.  The fourth sibling died years ago as 
did our parents.  Everyone was leaving right afterwards.  Fly in for an hour, fly back home.  I had 
not seen these folks in years.  Good to meet the kids.   Decades ago in the summer we had 
reunions of a kind at the cabin - maybe 25 people.  Now everyone is grown, married, their own 
children.   And we each go our own way.  Nothing wrong with that – just the way it is.   I do not 
remember how many great  “grand” kids there are, but that is a fluid number – new ones are 
born, some were here for what seems like just a blink of an eye. 

    We chatted at the grave.  They went to the airport.  Marsha and I drove home. 

   On Monday I will go back -  the ashes arrive then.     

   As I walked back to the car, I listened for the town bell.  Used to ring on the hour.  I had 
forgotten it does not work anymore. But, then again, it always tolls away doesn’t it. 

  Go, go when you can.  
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On Christmas 

     Christmas is upon us.  Ads are on television.  Count downs have begun.  Wall Street is all set for 
the “how much will people spend and what does that say about the economy” schtick.  I read a 
report indicating that 60+% of people would just assume not buy presents if everyone in 
the family agreed.  But that is “bah humbug,” so let it go. 

     Anyway, the politically correct folks will get fussy about the way in which we greet 
people.  Other will get all “Jesus” on you – let us put Christ back in Christmas, remember the 
reason for the season, all that.  Trump has already weighed in.  Starbucks is being watched for 
what they put on paper coffee containers.  Marketing folks have to watch it or someone will get in 
a tizzy.   Can’t win, you know. 

      I look at Christmas as a cultural event.  Forget Jesus.  This is a celebration of buying and 
decorating.  And what is wrong with that?  We buy stuff for each other.  There is a lot of good in 
that.  A lot of people will be moved to realize that some folks cannot participate in this so 
well.  They do not have the money.  And when we see that – we feel bad and seek to help them 
out. That is a good thing too.  It is all good.  Sure we can lament the excesses, but do not be such a 
negative Nelly or Ned.  This is what the season is, period, point, fini.     

    Yeah, yeah, it started with Jesus – but Jesus has little to do with it now.  Get over that.  Take a 
breath.  Accept.  Everyone celebrates Christmas.  I mean everyone:  people who hate/love the 
church, embrace/reject God, people who have a clue about Jesus, people who have a vague sense 
of Jesus, people who think Jesus was a shortstop for some baseball team, people who “do” Jesus 
on their own terms - the way they want Jesus, others who could care less about Jesus.  I often 
wonder who the God is someone loves or hates or accepts or rejects.  Anyway…  

    Christmas is cultural.  It is like Halloween.  Halloween is rooted in All Saints Day – a 
remembrance of the dead in heaven.  Few people realize that.  Wanna put the All Saints back in 
Halloween?  Have to laugh at that.  Halloween is its own thing – just like Christmas. 

    Yes, it all began with Jesus…  but that is long, long gone.  

    Which speaks to the real issue – the meaning of Christmas depends on you… as does most of 
life.  Let others do their thing.  Find contentment where you are. 

 

Doing the Work of Thanksgiving 

     I suggested what follows in the daily “Moment,” the daily devotion we send out from church.  If 
you want to get that – send me or the church an email  jon@faith-andover.org.   I think this is a 
meaningful thanksgiving exercise.  I also think it a good idea for children and adults. 
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     Here is the deal.  Brain studies have been done to consider the way in which we perceive 
time.  Why is it that we can look back and say “time passed quickly,” or, “time was slow.” 

    Seems that as we get older time passes quickly, but when we are younger time passes 
slowly.  Why is this? 

    The research has indicated that when we do a lot of new and varied things, we record them in 
our memory.  Do a lot of things that are new and varied and there is a lot to record.  When we 
look back – we remember lots of stuff and time seemed to go slowly – there was a lot going 
on!  However, if we fall into a routine – doing more or less the same thing day to day – there is 
nothing “different, new and varied” to remember – so when we look back, there is not much to 
remember and – wow – time passed quickly.  

    So, if we look back on a 4 day trip in which we went to 4 different cities – seems that time 
passed slowly – we did a lot and remember each city!  But a 10 day trip to the same city – time 
passed quickly – we did not do a whole lot to remember.  In the first instance it was 4 days and in 
the second instance it was 10 days, yet the 4 days seems, in retrospect, much longer. 

    To return to the second paragraph – younger people are doing new stuff all the time.  Older 
people can fall into patterns.  As you get older seems like time passes quickly.  And as we get older 
we fall into patterns, especially in raising children. 

    The thanksgiving exercise is to list 100 things for which you are grateful from the past year.  This 
forces us to think back over the seasons of the year and all that took place.  Some of those 
moments can blur into “the same ol’, same ol’” pattern of nothing special to recall.  So I invite you 
to plumb the depths of your memory thinking of the moments for which you can be grateful. 

    This is a way to take Thanksgiving from a prayer before a meal, to a deeper level of 
spirituality.  If we do not “do the work,” we do not get there.     

 

Why Worship Is Becoming Passe 

     The Pope is upset.  He has issued a decree/made a statement that people should not bring 
phones into Mass.  Evidently, folks text, shop, surf the ‘net, take pictures…. And he wants them to 
pay attention to the Mass.  The NY Times had an article describing this at St. Patrick’s Cathedral in 
New York. 

     Here is my take.  In a world of click/click, our attention spans are shortening to just a few 
seconds. Mass – almost anything similar – has to really “move” to keep people’s attention.  A 
speaker really has her/his work cut out for him/her.  Read a message from a script?  Good luck 
with that.  Our own New England Bishop of the Lutheran Church put out a Youtube clip offering 
tips to improve preaching, the first of which was to ditch the script.  Me thinks he was reacting to 
some boring preaching.      Who wants to put up with boring?  And there is very low bar to reach 
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for something to be boring and you get clicked off.  Even on the internet you “put up with” some 
video for 5 seconds before it goes off.  And – here is the real deal – as a speaker it is on you to 
keep people’s attention. If a speaker uses a script – they have a tall mountain to climb. 

    So what if someone does not sing and you have a lot of singing in worship?  That is a fair 
amount of sitting or standing there.  Then the speaker is a drag? 

    At least the phones keep people occupied!  

    But worship better be “wicked” engaging – or no one will be there.  And that is exactly what is 
happening at a lot of churches – attendance is plummeting.  And the decline – across 
denominations by the way – correlates with the growth of social media, the internet and 
phones.  Our attention spans are now geared to the click/click, quick world.  Good Lord, we find it 
hard to simply drive a car - it is drive and talk on the phone... drink...eat... etc. 

   Increasingly, worship will be an intentional decision.  At our place we even incorporate 
deliberate silence – which, at some level, might help people realize how jazzed we have become 
because of these phones and the internet.  In other words we have focused on worship as an 
intentional act of disconnection with the culture and connection with God. 

    My 2 cents – banning phones will not help.  Sorry Pope.  Folks need to want to disengage from 
the usual cultural matters and they need to want to engage with a search for the 
sacred. And worship needs to be meaningful in that endeavor.  

 

Don't Wait 

     Last May I was in the Assault on Mt. Mitchell – a 100 mile cycling race from Spartanburg, SC to 
the top of Mt. Mitchell in Marion, NC.  Mitchell is the tallest mountain east of the Mississippi.  It is 
75 miles to Marion and 28 to the top of Mitchell.   

      I was confident.  I had begun training in January and each week added hours on the indoor 
trainer to get myself ready for an 8 hour effort.  I was outside for a few 100 mile rides in the warm 
days of April.  I was very confident.  

      Then….   I  was done in at 85 miles.  That's it.  

      Despite training indoors with heaters blowing on me, the heat of South Carolina was too much 
– over 90 degrees.  I cannot duplicate that even with indoor heaters.  Being completely honest, 
even if it was not that hot, I doubt I would have made it.  I was not ready for that climb after 75 
miles of cycling.  I did not have it for the long, steeper sections. 

      I am in the Assault race for this May 2018.  Nothing like taking on a challenge where you were 
once defeated. 
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      When does training begin?  A few weeks ago.   6+ months of training.  I cannot afford to wait 
until January.    

     When do I get humble?  Now.  I purchased a new gear set-up for the bike.  The usual gears are 
fine, but I learned that they are not fine for Mitchell after I have already done 75 miles.  And 
watching this fellow blow by me with easy gears (as I struggled) was a wake-up call last year. 

      Today is the day.  Don’t wait. 

      Go, go when you can. 

  

A New Motif In Spirituality 

     I think for eons we have associated spirituality in the traditional church as rooted in the 
spiritual disciplines:  prayer, fasting, worship, Bible study, some form of self-denial, service.  If you 
are used to the traditional church these are typically mentioned on Ash Wednesday as we begin 
that period of spiritual intensity (40 days of Lent).  

     For decades we have associated Lent with self-denial.  Long ago we had coin folders with a slot 
for each day of Lent – a kind of self-denial.  In more recent times we have put a positive twist on 
the self-denial of Lent – adding something to life for that period – with the purpose to develop a 
deeper awareness of God, or to draw nearer to God. 

      For many years I have wondered – do these kinds of disciplines really speak to us… in our 
culture?  I have wondered.  I know one person who fasts, some who maintain a daily Bible study 
practice, many who serve.  But I have wondered – given our times, whether we might develop a 
motif in our spirituality which speaks more directly to our issues. 

     In this vein, a leitmotif (as against a major motif) in spirituality might be that of self-care, 
notably care of the body, especially nutrition and exercise, and what I term 'slow mind living' 
fostered by meditation or Tai Chi, yoga, stretching, and what we call at our place -  spiritual 
movement.  I see these emphases as a response to the particular issues of our times – the health 
crisis fostered by a more sedentary lifestyle, and our ADD culture (Attention Diverted and 
Distracted) manifest in the ubiquity of the connected world we live in. 

     Not everyone gravitates to something “new.”  It is not what we are accustom to.  For others 
the changes implicit in these challenges evoke resistance.  Not my “thing.”  I understand that.  For 
all of us – this is challenging stuff.  Personally, I have been a magnificent failure for most of my 
years.  It is a daily struggle. 

     I also believe that the traditional church has ignored the issues of self-care – “loving others as 
you love yourself.”  The “love yourself” gets lost.  We associate "love yourself" with selfishness 
and it clashes with the focus on self-denial.  Love yourself, as I view it, does not mean self-
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indulgence, a common misconstruction.  Rather it calls for healthy care of the self – exercise, rest, 
nutrition.  

     Our relations with others prosper if we are rested and healthy, with a modicum of 
peace,  versus - tired out, stressed, distracted, off balance and ill.  I refer to this as  “living in 
Christ.”  It is a manifestation of what it is to live faithfully, in gratitude for the gift of life. 

     The relationship between being at peace - and the way in which that fosters living with 
kindness and understanding - seems to be lost.  "The fruits of the spirit" - gentleness, self-control, 
joy etc. blossom much more fully out of a foundation of peace than they do out of a foundation of 
anger, anxiety, tiredness and stress. 

     This leitmotif expands a consideration of what it is to follow the Word of Jesus  - from “just” a 
matter of belief  (doctrine, dogma, etc) – into a broader contemplation of lifestyle.  And lifestyle in 
this context means not just how I tend to others, but also how I care for myself.    

    This leitmotif speaks to the greatest gift we have received - time.  And the question we face – 
how will we steward this gift?  To love God is to love what God has given me. 

     Go, go when you can.  But before you 'go,' some time for contemplation might be a prudent 
consideration.... 

 

Pop Goes the Bubble 

     Pop goes the bubble.  The running bubble that is.  The NY Times carried an article suggesting 
the boom in running has ended.  

     Although entrees to the big marathons are increasing; overall, fewer people (by the millions) 
are entering races.  Many races are expected to fold.  I have seen this in cycling.  Many fewer 
riders at Mt. Washington; and, in fact, four of the New England mountain races have folded.    

     Some research indicates these races are getting too expensive.  I wonder as well if fewer 
people are seeking those kinds of challenges. 

     You can run a 10k on your own.   Who needs a race?   But here is the problem….  some of us – 
without a goal, end up floundering.  When you get that goal in mind, sign up, pay the fee, 
etc…  each one of those steps gets us more and more committed.  And it takes commitment to 
stick with the training.   Without the inspiration and commitment – it is easy to fall into less taxing 
ways. 

     If fewer folks are into into the challenge …  just what are we doing instead?  And this is where I 
suspect the internet and a host of other entertainment sources are luring us.   Happens to me all 
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the time.  What I would love to see is a truthful/accurate survey of time spent on the computer 
for reasons other than pure work.  

     And what does all this have to do with spirituality?  Everything.   Paul wrote the body is the 
temple of the Holy Spirit. He used athletic imagery  – training the body akin to training the Spirit. 
Those were different times when life necessitated people be active. In our time I have read many 
articles warning of the effects of sitting all day. 

     Challenge yourself.  Unleash the God-given potential  within.  The carryover effect onto other 
aspects of life is powerful.  In the past, there  was at least a little cultural push to this.  Now, 
increasingly, it is all on you and me.  We are having a gathering Sunday evening , 5:00 – November 
26 – “What is your exercise vision for 2018.”  Set a goal… push, push.   We have folks who are 
regular walkers, people into triathlons, cyclists, marathoners, and people with hopes.  

    Get encouraged… and be an encouragement. 

    Go, go when you can.  

 

On The Side Of The Road 

     I was out on the bike the other day and could not help but notice all the stuff being thrown 
out.  It must have been that neighborhood’s garbage pick-up day.  What I noticed, in particular, 
was the abundance of exercise equipment – treadmills, rowers, bikes, etc.  And that got me to 
thinking. 

    It probably peaks around the pre-Christmas and New Year’s.  We buy those new running shoes, 
the exercise outfit, the machine, the membership…. Alas the ticket to new life and the hope of a 
new level of self-satisfaction!  I think it is human nature.  Certainly, the ads on tv play to this 
instinct.  At some level – happiness – is attached to that new thing we just “have to” get.  

     I wonder how much of the clothing gets worn out.  I wonder about those memberships.  I 
wonder how much dust accumulates on the equipment.     

     Contrast this to the person walking in the old  shoes….  Or the individual working out with sit-
ups and push-ups on the living room floor….  Or that ol’ soul pedaling along on the metal bike  (no 
latest and greatest carbon fiber).  I remember a college friend telling me about his Dad – every 
day walking in his khakis.  

     Who do you think is content? 

     Peace/happiness/fulfillment……  we think it is out there – to be purchased,  that it is 
extrinsic.  When in truth it is within – and is a function of 
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will/commitment/motivation/inspiration/discipline….  Whatever word you want to use.  In other 
words it is intrinsic. 

     Jesus taught, the kingdom of God is within.  The place of peace is within.  That purchase is 
useless… unless you have the goods within.  And the “goods” cannot be purchased. So…. Am I 
gonna work on researching the latest and greatest membership, equipment, shoe review…. Or do 
I work on what is within? 

    Peace, the new me, is a matter of spirituality and what is within.  No purchase will change 
that.  “Research,” if you will, involves contemplation, meditation, prayer, worship, study, 
relationships that inspire….   Forget Amazon.     

 

Get A Life 

     45-45-10.  Those are the ratios.  45% of contentment is genetic.  45% is the mind.  10% is 
circumstances.  How they figure that is beyond me.  Maybe they are off.  Bottomline - 
circumstances are nowhere near as much a factor as we may think.  I remember living in the 
ghetto in Philly – I think I was just as content there as I am here – and, comparatively, this is 
nirvana.  

      The genetic link is reality.  But that other 55% is up for grabs.  

      I can ruminate and get wicked anxious.  Plus I do not think my genes help my cause.  Not a 
good script. 

     Listing the matters for which I am grateful helps.  Looking down helps (others have it much 
worse).  There are a lot of spiritual habits that we all know.  

     But I can ruminate over one aspect of life –   and the rumination does not solve a thing.  It also 
leads me to escapism - turn on the tv, surf the net, eat.   Anything for comfort.  What else is 
there? 

     Get a life -  is what I can do.  That 55%.  

     There is more to this existence than sitting there when those issues arise.  No matter what your 
issue is – family, work, etc.  God has provided more.  Life is stewardship – what do we do with our 
potential?  Rumination wastes it all. 

     There are some things – many things – we are not going to change.  Accept.   Fighting, I have 
learned, is useless when I come to realize I am stuck with some situations. 

     The physicality of life saves me – used to be running or rowing, now it is the bike.  Instead of 
putting all that life into the rumination and concurrent escapism – I put it into the bike, the race, 
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the effort, the planning.  That is the 55% we can play with.  And when there is that focus, and I get 
motivated to live by it -  it just snaps the rumination. 

     Nothing good comes from sitting there…. Snap it.  Pray for a vision,  set a goal. 

     Go, go when you can.....  

 

When Does It Hurt Enough? 

     Martin Luther was a monk in the 1500s.  He was tormented.  No peace.  He also was a 
professor of the Bible. 

      His study – and torment – led him to read Romans where Paul writes that you cannot earn 
God’s forgiveness.  It is a free gift.  Luther felt the Roman Church was “selling” forgiveness – you 
had to earn it by doing enough.  Well, who can be sufficiently “good?”  And if we could be so 
good, what was Jesus all about?  We just need to try harder. Luther re-discovered Paul - we live by 
our trust in the forgiveness revealed in the life, death and resurrection of Christ. For Luther that 
was a message that God accepted him, and us, and a measure of, theretofore, untasted peace. 

      I suggest Luther’s cognitive “awakening” to Paul grew out of his emotional torment – his 
angst.  All that provided the fertile ground for his efforts to reform the Roman Church.  The 
Roman Church kicked out Luther and the other protestors.  And here we are. 

     Luther’s torment hurt enough.  And he moved on it.  He did something and it just so happened 
that it meshed with his cognitive awakening.  

    I spoke with someone recently – they always thought a lifestyle change was out of the 
question.  Too far gone.  Too old.  Then the doctor’s diagnosis came in.   The prospect of a 
diminished life – even death – hurt enough.  They did something.  And I bet they wished they had 
started this decades ago. 

   I have given up on converting people to change.  I recall asking some friends in AA to speak with 
someone who had a drinking issue.  They hesitated.  I could not figure out why.  In time, I got 
it.  They realized this person with the problem knew what to do, knew where to turn…  and until it 
hurt that person enough – my AA friends had other things to do, other people to help who 
wanted help.  They would work with them. 

    So when does it hurt enough?    
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Waiting and Hope 

   Over the past month or so I have spent more time in hospitals than I can ever recall for such a 
short time.   8 hospitals, all the major ones in Boston and all the local ones.  Some of this was 
emergencies, some planned.  Some for the very, very young, some for the middle-aged, some for 
seniors.  Some sudden, some recurring.  

   Hospitals are places of anxiety.  The anxiety of the illness and treatment, the anxiety of waiting 
for a diagnosis, the anxiety of loved ones who wait for the surgery to be over.  The anxiety is like 
no-visibility fog.  No one knows what comes next.  The uncertainty can be agonizing. 

   When I can,  I wait with people while the surgery is going on.  I wait with folks who ponder what 
the diagnosis will be.  I wait with people who wonder how long they have.  I wait with people who 
realize, more fully, that time is limited.   I pray with folks.  I bring communion. I read a few of the 
psalms.    

   In our lifestyle of busy, busy, we are jolted into ‘waiting.’  They throw our plans in the air like a 
bunch of playing cards.  No one is promised the cards land right side up.  And in those moments 
we become all too aware of that.  

   I recall having a few surgeries eons ago.  My wife was there.  Being alone can be rough.  

   Sometimes we forget God is with us.  The God of waiting and hope.  

 

Sweat 

     Over the summer I came up with a few ideas to gather people into small groups that I figured 
might be of interest.  The groups were ways in which to foster connections and friendships.  I 
focused them around living with attention/awareness, a few on meditation and discussion.  I was 
thinking maybe one might have staying power, the others - maybe.  I was right. 

     People are busy, children, commuting to work, longer hours at work, it can be a bit of a drive 
for some to church, and at our place we already have dozens of people in such groups already – a 
few choirs, a few bible studies, spiritual movement groups, etc. 

    What struck me – was a Sunday morning message in which for some reason I asked who was 
involved with some kind of fairly serious athletic endeavor – marathon, triathlons, cycling, etc.  I 
was shocked to see how many folks are into these kinds of activities.  Never expected that. 

     On a whim I sent out an email to those folks – I called it sharing the vision for 2018.  What are 
your goals for the year ahead?  My thinking was that anyone planning these types of activities has 
to have a long-range vision.  You just do not decide on a whim to enter these events. 
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     I sent an email to a dozen people.  10 of them responded and they were interested in a get 
together. 

     Then I thought - why not expand this to include anyone who has some kind of exercise dream – 
be it walking regularly, jogging, etc.   What an opportunity to have folks get to know one another 
–  some may decide to work out together – and everyone can be a support and source of 
encouragement for one another.  In fact, the folks who are contemplating developing or 
expanding an exercise habit may be the folks who benefit most from this. 

     We will meet some time in November, because that is when those dreams begin to form for 
2018.    

How Much? 

     We see storage units next to the highways in the middle of nowhere in Vermont, New 
Hampshire and Massachusetts.  I wonder what is in these things.  And I wonder – since many 
people have a lot of land in these rural areas – why in the world storage units are needed. 

    Our old neighbors – 3 bedroom house in North Andover, had a storage unit for stuff they had 
no room for.  What in the world did they ever accumulate?  And these units cost up to a few 
thousand dollars a year.  I mean give the stuff away, save the storage cost and buy new stuff, if 
you have to. 

    This summer I helped our son open up one of the cottages next to ours in Northfield.  They had 
22 chairs on their porch, never mind the living room.  I wondered - do they sit one hour in each 
chair and rotate them?  I will not forget the family who was moving and lamented all the boxes of 
books they had to move, at some expense.  The books were in the basement where they were put 
when they moved to the house they were moving from.  They had lived there 10 years. Never 
unpacked those books. 

     So.... keep books you will never read again?  I guess.  I sold a few bikes last year.  Had to 
contemplate - do I "need" them, do I "use" them enough?  I did ride them, but that "need and 
use" issue... 

    Who is going to get all this stuff, and do they really want it?  When my uncle died,  I wondered if 
he kept any of his ties from his business days.  Only one.   He had one suit in the closet.  He had 
given them all away.    Saved us a lot of hassle. 

    Minimalism is a movie Tom, our youth director, is showing soon.  You might want to catch it.  It 
may help define those words “need and use.”  Live light, we may be doing ourselves and others a 
favor. 
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Choices 

     I recall applying to colleges and hoping they would all reject me except one.  I would not have 
to choose.  Didn’t work out.  So you chose one and wonder what you are passing up.  Still bugs me 
four decades later.  We go through this with houses, jobs, kid’s activities… you name it. 

     I recall Saturday morning cartoons.  That was the only time to watch.  No choice. 

    Now we are inundated with choices and we even have an acronym FOMA – Fear of Missing Out, 
which speaks to people constantly checking social media or the news.  We check, because we do 
not want to miss out, constantly checking.  And it is there to check – every moment, all day.  Is 
there any wonder some feel under the gun, so busy, stressed?  So we check to the point of being 
almost anti-social and to the point of risking our lives and the lives of others – when we are in a 
car. 

     So here is the big choice – who do we chose to be?  What is your soul’s cry?  What is God’s call 
to you? 

     My suggestion is that the way to get in touch with this is through silence and contemplation.  In 
silence we choose to quiet all those other noises. 

     FOMA – we may be missing out on who we really are. 

 

Things Learned and Forgotten 

     The news rocked me but it should not have.  My rational faculties were overridden by my 
emotions – so I was shocked. 

      The church I grew up in is no more.  Closed.  I remember when it was built.  There was a 
theater-like stage for productions, a huge dining hall for meals where we had two seatings, a set 
of 6 bowling alleys for the church league, a basketball court.  It was all so permanent.  Who could 
imagine a day when people would not bowl… or have dinners.  This was life and it was marvelous. 

     I am reminded of the 1960s couple who put in new appliances in the kitchen – at some expense 
– convinced future owners would feel so blessed to buy such a home, and be willing to pay up to 
get it!  Now we have refrigerators which dispense cold water and ice, glass topped, self-cleaning 
ovens, Jacuzzis… so much for the modern appliance. 

    That marvelous new car we sacrificed for….  with the automatic transmission… which we 
anticipated the kids would enjoy….  Is it electric, self-driving, with dvds in the back seat?  Or that 
collection of 8-track tapes…. lps… the trays of family slides, even the library of books… 
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   Or… if someone has lots of money, one might construct a named building at a college.  Surely 
that will last.  Well, if we put those rational faculties to work and consider the growth of online 
learning – do you think college campuses will get larger or smaller?  

    Whither the old-time library in a digital world… or the checkbook…  Push it out 40 
years….  What happens?   And never forget my old church… and automatic transmissions… and 
the refrigerators of the past…  Back then we could imagine nothing more wonderful and modern. 

   It all changes.  Everything. 

   Jesus taught – be not anxious and live in gratitude for the day.  Humbly embrace the beauty of 
this moment. 

 

The Pause, The Silence, The 'Isness' of Life 

Over the past weeks our messages have focused on the spiritual path.  

The Pause….  there is little spirituality without the pause.  The pause is a moment to disengage 
from the matters of the moment to observe.  Where am I?  How am I?... in those moments  we 
rest in our identity as people of Christ.  Stopping.  Getting off the conveyer belt of life.  In essence 
we drive a wedge between who we are on the conveyer belt and who we are in Christ.  No wedge 
– we keep on going.  Hence, we begin with the pause. 

The Silence….  The Lord speaks in the silence – the still, small voice or the gentle whisper as it is 
described in God’s Word to Elijah.  Our lives can be filled with so much noise that silence becomes 
uncomfortable.   I marvel at the folks who exercise with the earphones.  I have done this. Give me 
the distractions!   In the silence we may experience discomfort… but the way to healing is to work 
through that pain to rest in the acceptance of God.  In the silence we can feel God drawing us 
near. 

The ‘Isness’ of life….  From the pause and silence we are moved to be absorbed in what is.  Anger 
and regrets over yesterday …. anxiety over tomorrow - both can be paralyzing.  And it is all in our 
minds.  Jesus consistently taught to focus on this moment and this day.  Give us this day…our daily 
bread.  Let tomorrow’s issues be until tomorrow, focus on this day, what ‘is,’ the ‘isness’ of 
life.  Be absorbed in the flow of this day... and be at peace.  What do you think leads us to be 
kinder people - anger and anxiety... or peace.  Seek peace.   

     Note the give and take.. the tension - on one hand we are absorbed in the day, on the other 
hand we stand back to observe.  The 'observing,' the 'pause,'  acts as a kind of corrective to the 
temptations that abound.       
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The Year in Review.... 2018 Ahead 

     The year began in May with the Assault on Mt. Mitchell, a 103 mile cycling race to the summit 
of Mt. Mitchell in North Carolina.  I did not do well – a Did Not Finish.  The 90+ degree heat did me 
in.  

    I finished the Mt. Washington race.  That was the goal – finish.  My time was slower than in the 
past, but I was pleased to finish and be in much better shape. 

    Mt. Kearsarge was a highlight.  Faster than last year by 7 minutes.  Older and faster – gotta love 
that.  

    Mt. Greylock – again a highlight.  I was losing enthusiasm, had a ton of other life things to do 
and had terrible weeks of preparation.  My pre-race effort was 1:27.  My race day was 1:13. Again, 
I was much faster than in 2016 and 2015.  If only I had changed my gearing around…  

    Kearsarge and Greylock impress upon me I should have done better at Washington.    

    So there is the vision for next year:  finish Mt. Mitchell in 2018.  Improve on Washington for 
sure, maybe improve at the others. 

    I look forward to doing Washington in 2018 with two other people, and perhaps more, from 
Faith Lutheran.  But life happens, so I do not know how that will turn out. 

    I have learned that humility helps.  My improvements and easier finish at Washington are a 
result of the training program I purchased.  Sometimes one has to recognize the benefits of help 
and guidance.  

    I will be 62 next year.  I have no athletic pedigree or special genetic inheritance.  I think it a 
witness of sorts…that  God has put a potential within us that we can vastly underestimate.     

   Cycling and meditation help keep me centered on Christ, that balance thing.  They provide a 
focus such that anxiety over the other matters of life does not eat me up, and it would.  I am so 
very grateful.  

   Cultivate a vision....  seek peace.  Keep moving (otherwise the bike topples over).  Never 
quit. Go, while you can.  
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Gone 

     Randy is gone.  He was the Rector at St. Paul's Episcopal Church in North Andover for 3+ 
decades.  He was my friend for the past 25 years I have been here.  For years we had mid-week 
lenten dinners and worship with St. Paul's.  When he retired he used to worship with us and often 
led worship when Marsha and I were on vacation. 

     Randy was an old-timer.  My nickname for him was "retro," and he loved it.  He was traditional 
and orthodox.  I think he saw a bit of that in me.  We had similar educational backgrounds.  He 
was a friend. 

     Randy retired when he was around 70.  He traveled a lot and seemed to have friends all over 
the world.  He had a stroke while at Prince Edward Island.  I cringed when I heard that.  Life in 
assisted living or a nursing home would have been rough for him.  Death can be welcome.  He was 
82. 

    I will miss him.  It impresses upon me to invest myself more fully in those relationships that are 
nurturing and to avoid moments that can be so draining.  I wish I had spent more time with 
Randy.  Now, he is gone. 

 

The Lessons of Time 

Over the years: 

• We delighted in listening to the Red Sox on the radio in the evening at the cabin.  Now, we 
never listen, lost interest. 

• We used to work in the garden almost daily, adding new plants, weeding, cleaning the 
paths.  These days, we hardly do a thing. 

• We grilled delicious pork chops a few times a week.  We have not used that grill for four 
years.  I do not know why we even keep it. 

• When we left the cabin we used to plan a return trip sometime around Thanksgiving.  Now, 
one could not pay me to go up there in that kind of cold. 

• We once dreamed about winterizing the cabin to turn it into a retirement home.  Now, I 
think we will sell it in the next few years. 

     And at each one of those moments, the joy was palpable, rich and deep.  We could not imagine 
life otherwise.  But everything changes.  The joys are impermanent.  Each day brings a new 
experience. 

     Now, I cannot imagine not cycling, but, that, too, will change.  It is not that the joys fade so 
much as they are replaced.   
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      It is not so much that the joys change as it is that we change and what we value changes. 

     One comes to live with a “we’ll see what the day holds” attitude.  And one comes to realize 
that the joys are for the moment and are not to be held onto too tightly.  Experience your day’s 
moments. 

 

Stop It 

     Each day he went for a hike in the woods.  This went on all week.  Then at his turnaround point, 
he stopped and above him in the trees – he saw an eagle perched on a branch, almost as if it was 
watching him.  What a coincidence.  The next day, at a different turnaround point, he glanced 
through the bushes at a pond and there was a family of ducks in single file, paddling along the 
edge of the pond.  Another coincidence! 

    On the way back, he marveled at the coincidences of these turn around points.  It took him a 
large dose of humility to realize there was nothing coincidental about these moments. 

    The truth was these moments punctuated each of his hikes.  He simply never noticed 
them.  Have to stop the mind chatter to see beauty. 

 

Gratitude and Hope 

I did not plan it this way, but almost every Saturday this summer I was at Mt. Ascutney training for 
the Mt. Washington race.   Ascutney is the place to train as it is the same grade as Washington, 
although half as long.  Throughout the summer you will find cyclists there. 

I parked behind a pick-up truck which had a bike in the back.  A fellow opened the door. I stopped 
and stared.  It was awkward.  I closed my eyes and tried to remember where I had seen him. “You 
are the fellow who wrote that book...”  

I had spoken with him three years ago. He does many of these mountain races and then 
he disappeared.  I heard he had atrial fib, which is not uncommon among endurance athletes. 

He is in his mid-70s.  He wrote of going to his 50th reunion at Yale and having folks tell him that 
what he was doing (he was in the Race Across America) was foolish, etc.  “They had illustrious 
careers, trophy wives and tennis tans…. 145 were missing, and a number needed walkers or help 
getting around… I could not help but imagine that many would have given anything to scramble 
out of their graves and take the risks I was taking, if only for a day.”   
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I thought the atrial fib. had brought his efforts to an end, but he noted he went through a few 
procedures over the past months and this day at Mt. Ascutney was a test run.  He made it - we 
met at the summit. And we rode down together.   

I said I was grateful I could do this kind of thing when many folks do not have the option.  "I know, 
I am going home to take care of my wife.  She fell last week... diagnosed with Parkinson’s."  

Even though he could go up Ascutney faster than I can, he did not cycle at Mt. Washington.  I ran 
into him at the lunch there. He said, "next year, I'll be in it, I should be stronger." 

We can talk about it.  Read about it.  Think about it.  Pray for it…. and sometimes, sometimes… we 
meet it.  We come face to face with gratitude and hope.  

  Go, go when you can.  Never stop.     

 

The Labels 

     I am fascinated by the way in which we use labels. Because of my eating plan and cycling I have 
had a few thrown my way over the years – obsessive, extreme, eccentric.    

     Obsessive.  I have lost around 60 pounds from my maximum about 5-6 years ago.  Most of us 
are aware that when you lose weight you often put it back on.   I am trying to avoid that.  I am on 
a “nothing with a face” eating plan.  No dairy, limited fats, whole foods, etc.  My doctor is on this 
plan.  My cholesterol dropped.  I am not on any meds (yet).   

    In essence, I am doing what persons with heart conditions are often directed to do, but I am 
doing it before I have the issues.  Given my family history, I suspect it is a matter of time.  If I live 
seven more years I will have outlived my father, brother and uncle.  I do not maintain the plan 
100%.  I have a lot of lapses when my discipline vaporizes and I chow down on pizza and ice 
cream.  When my discipline is stronger, I try to avoid situations where I know I will be 
tempted.   We are inundated with food ads.  A lot of us struggle.  I did, and I do.  "Fitting in" is de 
rigeur. Call me obsessive. I am fine with that.  That is what it takes – for me, at least. 

    Extreme, as in extreme sports, like cycling in mountain races.  Though it is way down my list 
of motivations, one reason I do this is to reflect the potential we have within us.  I do not have any 
kind of special athletic pedigree.  In almost every race I am close to last.   I like the challenge.  The 
implication of extreme is the idea that one might “fit in” doing something less extreme. I really do 
not consider my cycling extreme, but if others do, that’s fine. 

     Eccentric.  I admire folks who eat what they will and go to the gym for the sake of 
exercise.  Many are blessed with good metabolism and admirable motivation.  I think they are 
kind of rare. Some of us benefit from a little eccentricity.  I am fine with "eccentric,", too.  I kind of 
wonder, however, just what is eccentric. But I address that below. 
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     I can avoid labels, if I just shut-up.  

     But to open up – be vulnerable – you invite them.  

     And here is a thought: if I have a scotch before dinner, enjoy a grilled steak with baked potato, 
butter and sour cream, wash it down with a merlot, have a piece of cheesecake for dessert… and 
go for a little walk afterwards…. I avoid the labels!  All of which, I will add, puts my car, and I 
emphasize my car, in a very fast reverse.  Your car may be fine with that, but mine does not run so 
well.  Interestingly, that is not considered 'eccentric' but what I do is 'eccentric.'  I mean makes 
you wonder and makes me chuckle a bit.  

     Affix to me any label.  That's fine.  

     But please, never dismiss your God given potential. 

     The Mt. Greylock race is in a few days.  I was there a few weeks ago – good Lord I felt like I 
was towing up a load of bricks!  Who knows how this year goes – but (insert the adjective/label of 
one’s choice) that I am, I will be there. 

  

Tic Toc 

    After the Mt. Washington Autoroad Cycling race,  Marsha and I were at the lunch when a 
fellow, his daughter and friend sat across from us.  He was 51 and this was his second time up.  He 
said, “no more.”  

     He was 30 minutes faster than I was.  Since I tortoise along at a survival- "go as slow as you can 
without falling over" pace – I was curious why this was it for him.  I mean he was flying compared 
to me and he is a decade younger – and much lighter. 

      “With my job I do not have enough time to train as I need to if I am going to do any better and 
I should lose 15 pounds if I want to be faster. This was it for me…” 

     I responded, “Look, we all die in the end.  It's not as if you get older and get faster!” (Perhaps I 
had exhausted my mental discipline and my capacity to be understanding was at a low point!) 

    Here is the deal.  It seems like “what is” is never sufficient.  What is – is inadequate.  We want 
younger, faster, better….  Can I face reality and celebrate what is – live in those blessings - or do I 
insist on imprisoning myself in some cultural box that says – improve, win, beat your record, 
more, better, faster… 

     I went on (we were laughing by the way) – “In five years, if you find out you are going to die 
soon, you might look back on year three and regret you were not there for it.” 
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     Jesus told a parable about three people who were given gifts.  Two invested, one did nothing 
out of fear of losing the gift.  The one, who lived in the box of fear, was judged.  The other two 
were celebrated.  We can live in fear over some bizarre cultural standard - "I might not measure 
up!" Or we decide to trust in what God has provided - and tap into the gifts.  Oh Lord, save us 
from the cultural issues. To heck with what people think. 

     Accept what is.  It is God’s gift.  And squeeze it.  I’d hate to check-out with a lot of juice in the 
icebox. And every container has an expiration date.  Drink while you can.  
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