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Ash Wednesday, March 6

the Deacons

Ash Wednesday marks the beginning of Lent; a time for introspection on what it means to be a Christian
and how Jesus teaches us to live our lives. We certainly could use some help. How do we adhere to
scriptural values in a world where expediency, intolerance and greed often appear to dominate our
culture? In fact, what does scripture tell us? Everyone seems to interpret the Bible differently to fit their
needs or pre-conceived notions and ideas.
There are times when we are struggling to cope with daily living not sure of who we are or why we are
here and there are other days when may feel on top of the world and others seek us out for guidance
and inspiration. Just like the words of Ecclesiastes 3: There is a time for everything. “A time to be silent
and a time to speak, a time to love and a time to hate, a time for war and a time for peace.” Your
stories, poems and favorite Scriptures are filled with powerful messages of comfort and hope.
Matthew 7:7 "Ask, and it will be given you; search, and you will find; knock, and the door will be opened
for you. 8 For everyone who asks receives, and everyone who searches finds, and for everyone who
knocks, the door will be opened. 9 Is there anyone among you who, if your child asks for bread, will give
a stone? 10 Or if the child asks for a fish, will give a snake? 11 If you then, who are evil, know how to
give good gifts to your children, how much more will your Father in heaven give good things to those
who ask him! 12 "In everything do to others as you would have them do to you; for this is the law and
the prophets.
These devotions are you speaking to us as a South Church community.
Read, reflect and enjoy.
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Thursday, March 7

Glenn Rogers

Natural Sights
Calmly shifting from the imaginations of my reading
To view the realm outside
Where the clashes of natural events move me
To consider what grander actions I could find
If I could but leave my human shell.
If I could foretell when the snow will shed its blanket and allow
The grass to grow, or how the decaying leaf has enough to feed another.
How the plant mixes rot with gifts of rain and sun to reach a greater glory.
To understand when the oak decides it should release the acorn to the ground
So its kind will live forever.
How that bird ever came to float so lightly on a breeze I cannot see,
Then land so perfectly upon its intended goal.
When in the evolution of life did that which is now a rhododendron
First decides to change its course and move so resolutely toward
Its present beauty.
To know all this, and more, to stretch beyond my limits, would be grand,
If only my gaze would but see that which pleases.
Instead let me but stand at the windows of myself, glimpse what I can and
Leave the mysteries to the rest.

Psalm 42:1-2
As a deer longs for flowing streams,
so my soul longs for you, O God.
My soul thirsts for God,
for the living God.
When shall I come and behold
the face of God?
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Friday, March 8

Alex Shea Will

They shall be like a tree planted by water,
sending out its roots by the stream.
It shall not fear when heat comes,
and its leaves shall stay green;
in the year of drought it is not anxious,
and it does not cease to bear fruit.
-Jeremiah 17:8-9
I shall not be, I shall not be moved.
I shall not be, I shall not be moved;
Like a tree planted by the water,
I shall not be moved, be moved.
-”I Shall Not Be Moved”

It doesn’t come as a surprise to anyone that I’m a big fan of spirituals. If I had a say, we’d sing
one each and every Sunday! (However, I’m wise enough to let our gifted Music Minister make
those decisions.) One of my favorite spirituals came to national prominence as one of the songs
of the Civil Rights Movement: “I Shall Not Be Moved.” A beautiful and spirited hymn, it perfectly
captures the fortitude needed for struggles against injustice. Yet, why I love this hymn is not
because it works perfectly for marches on city streets; rather, because it speaks to my everyday
relationship with God.
To be a tree planted by the water is to have strong and deep roots. The idea being that by being
close to the water, the ground - and subsequently the roots in the ground - are nourished so well
that they grow stronger and deeper than they could somewhere else. So that when the rain
dries up for a season, the branches fall barren during the winter, and the bugs eat away at the
trunk, the tree endures.
I’ll admit: I don’t always feel like a tree planted by the water, but I know that it’s the best place to
put down my roots. With the love and peace of God as my river, I know I can grow stronger,
push deeper than I could separated from God’s waters. But sometimes I forget. Sometimes I try
and plant my roots elsewhere, thinking i’ll be fine. (Maybe you do, too?) I’m thankful for this
hymn because it reminds me every day that I get to choose where to lay down my roots. I
choose the riverside.
Will you pray with me?
God of ever flowing stream, lead me to the riverside. Teach me to set down my roots in your
riverbed. Help me grow stronger and push deeper than I ever could on my own. I pray in Jesus’
name, Amen.
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Monday, March 11th

Dave Floreen
A Mountaintop Moment: Doxology in Wood

During the winter of 1991 South Church faced one of the most difficult decisions in its than 275 year
history: repair and replace the 165 foot steeple or simply take it down and cap it. An exhaustive building
conditions assessment by structural engineers told us we had no choice as the four 12 by 12 inch steeple
support beams had the structural integrity of 4 by 4 wood and the water leaks were ruining the organ.
Frankly, we were amazed that the steeple had not toppled in a heavy storm. All these conversations
were taking place during a banking crisis and deep recession. The projected costs were well over $1
million. In the true South Church tradition, no one was bashful about expressing their opinions to Cal
Mutti, our new pastor on what to do.
Finally, a special annual meeting to vote was held in late February. Bernie Morrissey and I were the cotrustee chairs and had the responsibility to research and present the recommendation to take down the
steeple, restore it to its original (current) state and commit to raising over $1million. Bernie and I told
Cal that whatever the outcome, we were picking him up at 6:30 am and taking him skiing to Bretton
Woods to reconnect with nature, far away from Andover. The vote passed, but far from unanimous.
God was listening however, as overnight he provided 6 inches of fresh powder and clear blue skies.
There is something incredibly powerful to ski Bretton Woods and look over at majestic Mt. Washington
covered in fresh snow. The tall peaks seemed to be saying, you did good! This truly was God’s day and
Cal was so thankful for the respite. I must say Bernie and I had a pretty good time too!
And, let us not forget that the stark, powerful Lenten cross we place on the chancel each year during
lent was fabricated by church members from the usable portions of the steeple supports. A doxology in
wood to remind us of who we were and who we are.
When through the woods and forest glades I wander
And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees;
When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur
And hear the brook and feel the gentle breeze;
How great Thou art, how great Thou art!
Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to Thee.
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Tuesday, March 12th

Jane Gossard

Trees
I am paying attention to trees,
hoping to learn something about patience,
standing in one place, reaching out,
creating space for - a nest, stopping spots
for rest, a snack, a song, shelter,
playful leaping branch to branch,
crouching springs as wings lift into open air,
communities gathered around roots reaching
down into wet sustaining earth.
Every year the leaves bud, flower,
become themselves - greening
in the light, seeding clouds, drinking rain,
fluttering in the wind, loose yet anchored
until creeping darkness and sharp cold
push them to their dying release - brilliant
red, gold, orange, soft brown. Some let go quickly,
drifting down to begin the earth’s gentle blanketing.
Others cling until wrenched by winter storms,
pushed off by spring’s new buds.
Trunks hold the heart wood, build bark coats smooth grey, knotted brown, deeply ridged, rough
homes to creeping insects, protectors of life’s path
between darkness and light. They darken slowly
in soaking rain, bend in the wind, and when
they are old and weak they break and fall,
lie down on the forest floor and give themselves
to the slow working of the creatures,
the awakening seeds of the forest’s children.

Daniel 4:10-12
Jeremiah 17:8

6|Page

Wednesday, March 13th

Vicki Keene

What Do You See?
For now we see in a mirror, dimly, but then we will see
face to face. Now I know only in part; then I will know
fully, even as I have been fully known. ~ 1 Corinthians 13:12
It’s funny how God works. Take, for example, my
approach to this devotion on the sacred landscape of our journeys. It took me by
surprise. For some reason, I was called to ponder one of my favorite passages
from Paul’s first letter to the Corinthians. I love the inferred mystery, uncertainty
and the pulling forward of where I might be at any given moment, a journey Paul
compares to seeing, which in the Bible often is synonymous with understanding.
Yet despite my being in a cloud of unknowing, Paul conveys hope in the
journey itself. Now, I see dimly . . . as if I am somewhat clueless. (Got it!) But
wait. As life unfolds, my vision – my understanding of how God works – improves!
My ability to discern God at work becomes more fine-tuned. “Oh, now I get it!
Now I see!” Moreover, Paul assures us that the best is yet to come! The time will
come when we will see clearly – perfectly – because with faith, we will understand
and have lived into God’s purposes for us . . . as we see God face to face.
Now to bring this spiritual meandering down to earth, I was reading an in
depth article about the LA Rams offensive strategy. I love football yet I had no idea
that the plays were so intricate and multi-faceted, with built-in contingencies! Every
snap unleashes a mini-game within the big game. This is no cakewalk! You have
to know what you’re doing! Slackers need not apply! When players say they have
worked hard preparing for a game, it’s true! My opinion of professional sports
players changed; and so did my awareness of how many other people I
undoubtedly misunderstand. A very humbling epiphany.
Granted there are heavier issues than football that confront us daily but all of
them cry out for better understanding. My Mom always said, “It’s a sad day when
you don’t learn something new.” So what will today bring? As the old hymn asks
of God, Open my eyes, that I may see glimpses of truth thou hast for me.
And a postscript . . . this passage is embedded in Paul’s well-known
interpretation of love which ends with . . . Faith, hope and love remain and the
greatest of these is . . . love. Seeing more clearly leads to loving more fully. I
know I have a ways to go but the good news is I am still becoming! As Lao Tzu,
the founder of Taoism said, “When I let go of what I am, I become what I might
be." Amen!
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Thursday, March 14th

Jennifer Murray

Holy Ground
I never knew why Moses
Needed to take off his shoes.
I never understood our dirt
Could be different from any
Other dirt.
I never understood it
Until I did.
Until the face of God in another
Had me kneeling on a hospital floor.
Until the glory of the Most High shined
In places I had only expected darkness.
Until I hit my knees on a mountain top.
Until I waded in a river of love and grace.
Until I drank from a cup that would never run dry.

I never knew why Moses
Needed to take off his shoes.
But now I do.
Because when you’re standing,
Kneeling, laying, revering
Witnessing
The Divine
You get close. You stay long.
And you walk away
Brand New.
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Friday, March 15

Donna Kelly

This January we did an art workshop at the South Church Woman’s Retreat. Based on ZATI: The Art of
Weaving a Life, the structure of the Life Loom provides a framework to access our inner spiritual life.
The seven sticks represent the seven aspects of living in our bodies: The weft connects the side sticks of
Being (stillness)and Doing, the warp is strung up from Feeling (grounding) stick to Thinking. The sticks
that intersect to form the roof shape of our “house” are Listening and Talking and point to the Creator
stick (birch) from whom all creative energies flow.
As I started this weaving exercise, by creating the beach sand off of the grounding stick, I accessed
feelings of being loved by my Creator and memories of many beach combing outings with my dad. These
were special bonding times with my dad as he worked long hours. The beach (off season) was a place to
center, reflect, discuss and find all kinds of beautiful treasures of the earth. It was a time when I felt
loved, at peace and full of hope.
As the weaving progresses, there are uneven and ill defined, patches of thin dark times and lines, where
I’ve felt far from faith, the top part of the weaving, represents a smoothing out with the assistance of
the light of the moon and navigation by the stars to stay on a course of faith, moving closer to the
Creator, even in the darkest of times.
The LORD is my shepherd, I lack nothing. He makes me lie down in green pastures, he leads me beside
quiet waters, he refreshes my soul. He guides me along the right paths for his name’s sake.
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Monday, March 18

Janet Clark
God at Play

Job: 38,4….
“Where were you when I laid the earth’s foundation?
Tell me, if you understand.
5
Who marked off its dimensions? Surely you know!
Who stretched a measuring line across it?
6
On what were its footings set,
or who laid its cornerstone—
7
while the morning stars sang together
and all the angels[a] shouted for joy?
12

“Have you ever given orders to the morning,
or shown the dawn its place,
14
The earth takes shape like clay under a seal;
its features stand out like those of a garment.

God as Creator is basic to my thinking and this informs how I experience nature. I love nature and being
outdoors, walking, skiing, swimming, sailing, just being outside and taking in the creative diversity of
nature both locally and while traveling. I enjoy daily walks in AVIS properties in Andover. I have been
many places around the world, sailed the Intracoastal Waterway from Florida to the Chesapeake, seen
the Hawaii volcano erupting, and been SCUBA diving at 100 feet. I experience the universe meditatively
with awe and wonder, gratitude, and peace.
My most vivid visual memories are of the effects of God painting with light: the amazing splashy colors
of sunrise and sunset, glistening snow on the first ski run after a new snow fall, the cathedral effect of
rays of light streaming through the trees as I walk through Goldsmith Woodland, the ocean shimmering
silver on a beautiful day, and the myriad iridescent colors of an ocean reef’s coral and sponges and fish.
I am amazed at how God reuses the many patterns and designs on land and in the oceans, such as
sponges and mushrooms, fans and feathers, trees and seaweed, flowers, and gardens of coral, and
brightly colored fish, underwater mountains and plains, caves and arches. The water, sometimes can be
so clear when SCUBA diving, and the fish and corals so beautiful and flowery, that I have to remind
myself that this is a watery world, not the airy world above.
A favorite memory is of my visit to Bryce Canyon in Utah. I sat at the edge of “Inspiration Point” at
sunrise, and took in the multicolored, yellow, orange, beige, brown and white “Hoodos”. I had a
conversation with God and asked, “How did you create this wonder? “ And suddenly I saw God at play,
like child at the beach, making “drip castles” out of wet sand, and laughing as God created this gigantic
valley and then painted it even brighter in the light of the rising sun. It was a laugh out loud moment for
me that I shall never forget: God creating, with Love and Joy, the universe, the earth and all living
things.
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Tuesday, March 19

Nancy Bailey Miller

Iceland – A Spiritual Terrain
Something other worldly! Being alone in Iceland for three days last August on my way home from
visiting my daughter in Amsterdam felt like I had ventured into some “other world.” The terrain I
encountered in Iceland offered me a metaphor for spiritual journeys.
On the Golden Circle Tour I was in a bus with twenty-four passengers and a guide. Many of them did
not speak my language, but our guide spoke many languages, providing us with new information to
digest about the geology, history, and customs of Iceland.
First stop: the Golden Waterfall, “Gullfoss,” which flows from Iceland’s second largest glacier. As far as
the eye can see the land is barren volcanic rock, covered with lichens—rugged mountains in the
distance. Gullfoss is as impressive as Niagara Falls: powerful, relentless, noisy pounding, mist rising. In
the midst of nowhere it seems to represent God everywhere—visible, channeled power flowing.
Then on to the Geysir Geothermal Field: underground thermal heat welling up into pools that, in
activity, shoot up fifty to one hundred feet at predictable intervals, each with a name: “Strokkur” every
10 minutes, “Great Geysir,” less predictably every 20 to 40 minutes. The warmth and power buried
beneath our feet is regularly made visible. Steam from five to six “pots,” seems both spooky and
magical. Signs warn us not to touch the 80-100 degree centigrade pools. No kidding.
Next our bus stops at Thingvellir National Park, site of the Silfra Fissure, where the North American
Tectonic plate is still shifting away from the Eurasian plate at 2-4 centimeters a year! On my own
spiritual journeys I often feel the ground shifting. Somehow instability, however, seems an opportunity
to grow and to discover new things about myself.
I think again of that waterfall—its relentless power—God’s power and love always flowing through us if
we would but take time to recognize and tap into it. God’s power and love as predictable and surprising
as those geysers.
And then there is that bus full of strangers. A teen sitting next to me from the Faroe Islands is eager to
practice his English, his mother across the aisle who has come to Iceland to correct her vision with laser
eye surgery not available where they live. At the Secret Lagoon where, at the end of the day, we wallow
in a thermal pool, there are two women from London and two from Heidelberg who recognize me from
the bus and swim with me in the steaming water.
I need community in addition to someone with a road map to guide me to those places where God’s
power and love is available to us. We may be traveling alone or with friends or strangers, but I find I am
always able to connect with someone who speaks my language. Praise God.
For just as the body is one and has many members, and all the members of the body, though many, are
one body, so it is with Christ. For in the one Spirit we were all baptized into one body—Jews or Greeks,
slaves or free—and we were all made to drink of one Spirit.
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Wednesday, March 20

Kerianne Harris

I lift my eyes to the mountains, where does my help come from? My help comes from the Lord, the
maker of heaven and earth. Psalm 121:1

I have a Happy Place, and my Happy Place fills my soul with peace and awe. My Happy Place journeys
begin at the base of a mountain. Each hike is a journey from the moment I step onto the trailhead and
with each footstep, leap, scramble, and stumble that I take. Stepping into a forest is like stepping into
another dimension. The harshness of the world disappears and magically transposes to a place of
peaceful harmony, nature exploding all around. My footfalls become drumbeats matching the beating of
my heart. The gentle breeze pulses in rhythm with my whispering breath. The tranquil colors of the
woodlands shelter me and offer a place of serenity. But, the most majestic moment occurs on the
peak. It is not surprising that mountains often had a significant role in God’s dealings with His people.
There is such a transcendence! The reverence of it all immediately fills my soul. Each time I look out over
the vast, unending waves of blue and purple majesty, my heart sings “Oh Lord my God when I in
awesome wonder consider all the worlds Thy hands have made...then sings my soul, my savior God to
Thee how great Thou art, how great Thou art”

With God’s grace wholly and deeply nourishing my soul, I am connected to the Holy land and feel God’s
spirit and rejoice and I am glad.

12 | P a g e

Thursday, March 21

Dave VanArsdale

My journey … your journey … probably starts at the same point, the birth of the baby Jesus. The facts
are always a bit troubling to some and just strange to most of us. The writer Luke reminds us that Jesus’
birth comes about at a time when the people of Israel were oppressed and in need of a liberator.
What actually happened according to the Gospel of Luke? An angel comes along and tells Mary: “you
are going to be pregnant.” Mary’s response was, “Oh yea?!!!” The angel then said to her, “The Holy
Spirit will come upon you, and the power of the Most High will overshadow you; therefore the child to
be born will be holy; he will be called Son of God.” (Luke 1:35) The angel then tells her about
Elizabeth. Then the angel concludes the conversation by explaining everything: “For nothing will be
impossible with God.” (Luke 1:37)
We come into this story and ask “Did this really happen?” It cannot be proven or disproved. Even Mary
doubted what she had been told when she asked: “How can this be?” She also knew enough about
having babies and what had been suggested by the angel was not normal. So, she asks: “How can this
be? What does all this mean?”
There is a mystery about what kind of God chooses a teenaged peasant girl to carry in her womb the
Messiah of the world? Yes, there are often mysteries in what happens in life. In our scientific world we
look for the logical. But part of being human has always been and will always be, the unanswered
questions of “How can this be?” Being human leaves us with questions.
As we journey through our life’s terrain, we can have faith and trust the promise of God.
William Willimon tells about making his pastoral last visit in an afternoon on Maude White. Maude was
legally blind, had a physically handicapping condition, and was in ill health. Every day she had to be
taken out of bed, dressed, and placed in a chair, with all her daily needs within arm’s reach. She then
stayed there until the care-giver returned at night to put her back in bed. Every time the pastor visited
he went away renewed and refreshed by Maude’s love affair with Jesus Christ.
On this afternoon Maude insisted that she share a cup of tea and listen to the latest book she had
borrowed from the library for people with visual impairments. It was the story by Maya Angelou about
her Uncle Willie. “Willie was blind, and had a physically handicapping condition, was unemployed,
African-American and poor -- a difficult combination of circumstances! But Maya was struck by the
determination of her uncle to strive, to push forward and to celebrate the whole of his life.” As Maya
vividly put it: “Willie just keeps on-a-coming!”
It’s not about what I do or don’t do, … it’s not about what I accomplish or how many times I fail. Our
faith journeys are all about God’s attempts to reach out and to touch our hearts with that precious gift
of love. Our faith journeys are all about God’s promise to continually seek to forgive and redeem our
lives ... for nothing will be impossible with God.
That is the message for all our journeys ... regardless of what tragedies we face, ... regardless of what we
do not have in life, ... regardless of what things we have done wrong. May we always know that we are
deeply loved, we are forgiven, and we are never alone in life.
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Friday, March 22

Polly Pyle
The Sacred Terrain of Our Journeys

Many of you reading this may know that I love to travel. What many of you may not know is that I am
drawn to places that remind me of my faith. When I travel, I often enter a chapel or church or cathedral
with a sense of awe and a desire to say a prayer. I know that God is ever-present, but I do find places to
be holy.
This past November, Duncan and I traveled to Europe for a week. One of our favorite experiences was
in southern France, when we joined a small group of ten guests for visiting a small olive grove, for olive
oil tasting, and for a home-prepared meal of local produce. First, we were given a tour of the owner’s
property and grove of trees. Among the things we learned were the following: Cyprus trees represent
the eternal soul, the Helichrysum flower is the everlasting flower, and olive trees and branches
symbolize peace. This was sacred terrain! The group then gathered around one large table for the
tasting and the meal. When we initially sat down, we really didn’t know each other. Yet, after a meal,
conversation, and laughs, we agreed that it was one of our favorite experiences. It was a relaxing,
informative day filled with hospitality. And, it seemed holy to me.

Hebrews 12:14 Pursue peace with everyone, and the holiness without which no one will see the Lord.
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Monday, March 25

Lysanne LaPierre

This year’s first snowstorm of the year is timely as I reflect on the Lenten theme and questions. I sit by a
crackling fire watching the snowflakes fall in a lyrical dance choreographed by the whistling wind of the
storm. Watching this dance inspires me as I ponder “when have I, nature and God found each other” or
“where have I stood on the rock of God”?
The outdoors and nature has always been my “church”. I never had a formal prayer practice, instead I
have always felt in a continual conversation with God. Overtime, I noticed that the deeper conversations
or prayers occurred when I was outside in nature. It could be as simple as when I’m taking my dog for a
walk or after a grueling hike to the top of a mountain.
I find a special energy and connection with God on a mountain. Whether hiking up to the summit along
a babbling stream or skiing down amongst the snow tipped trees, feeling the wind brush my checks - it’s
when I feel most alive. This feeling of being alive is because I’m most connected with God and nature’s
power at that moment. I’m in the present moment - which sadly I never seem to be when living my
regular, busy life.
I do recall the moment when I realized this mountain top connection. I was in Boulder, CO doing some
sightseeing during a business trip. I hiked the Flatirons trail and I vividly remember a different feeling, an
energy which was vibrating through me. I felt a presence behind me in that moment.
Another memory was when I was biking in Utah. I was on the last leg of a multi-day biking trip as I rode
into Zion National Park. Maybe it was the adrenaline of finishing 120 miles, but I was connected to the
nature around me like never before. I have never seen such vibrant colors - shades of ochre against a
brilliant blue sky, the intense sound of birds around me, the wind and sun on my skin. It was an intense
experience as if I wasn't just observing it, but that I was one the natural environment. I was on a higher
plane and had a spiritual connection.
Currently, I do a lot of yoga outdoors. As the warm sun beats down on my skin, I feel the power of
Mother Earth support me as I lay in shavasana at the end of a yoga class on top of a mountain. I don’t
remember a time when I haven’t been moved by nature. Whether it’s a beautiful wildflower on my run,
reflections in a crystal clear lake or an intricate spider web sparkling with dew in the rising sun. My
children sigh as I tell them to look at another miracle of nature saying “oh look at the colors of that
sunset” and they are tired of me telling them to make sure they always stop and appreciate the gifts of
nature, no matter how busy their lives are. In fact, the busier we are the more important it for us to
pause and appreciate nature because it brings us back to the present and reminds us of God’s presence.
Consider it spiritual mindfulness.
I danced in the morning when the world was begun,
And I danced in the moon and the stars and the sun,
And I came down from heaven and I danced on the earth, …
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Tuesday, March 26

Julie Prentis

The Sacred Terrain of our Journey. When I first heard the theme of this year’s booklet, I spent a lot of
time trying to think of how and when it applied to my life. I thought about walking part of the Camino de
Santiago in Spain with my Mom. That is arguably some of the most sacred terrain on earth! I even wrote
a rough draft describing how I approached the walk with a secular curiosity but ended up truly moved by
the faith of the millions before me who walked these paths in pilgrimage and hope.
But I kept going back to the prompt, trying to figure out what I really wanted to say. Then in one of
those “I have looked at this too long” moments, the words moved, and I read “The terrain of our journey
is sacred.” It made me wonder what my days would look like if I just started each one with this thought;
with this belief? I tend to look back on each day and judge it. What parts were productive and what
parts did I waste? What was my “score” today? Should I be proud or regretful? The age of Facebook and
social media gives us unprecedented glimpses into the lives of those around us. Even those of us old
enough to know better struggle with “comparing our behind-the-scenes with everyone’s highlight
reels.” It is so hard to remember that our journey is unique; that every journey is sacred.
I want to be someone who meditates. I want to be someone who does yoga. I tell myself that if I just do
these things, that mindfulness and meaning will follow; that I will lead a more sacred life. I forget that
yoga and meditation are not doors in a wall but rather worn paths in a wide open field. If my foot falls
on a patch of grass rather than one of those paths, then that grass is my sacred terrain. The terrain of
our journey is as sacred as we choose to see it.
So, I will work to make my answer to this question be “all of it.” I will work be aware of the sacred in a
dog walk with a friend, the hours at work and the hours at rest. I will help friends silence their inner
critics when they feel they are not “enough” as I work to silence mine. And when the journey ends, as
they all must, I will try to look back with appreciation and gratitude, and know that I was blessed to live
it.
Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, the new creation has come: The old has gone, the new is here!
II Corinthians 5:17
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Wednesday, March 27

Peggy Karns

The sacred terrain of my life journey is the view from my family’s summer home at the head of
Frenchman Bay in Sullivan Harbor, Maine. You are looking at the hills on Mount Desert Island that are a
central part of Acadia National Park. The view is ever changing, but never ceases to remind me of two
psalm texts—Psalm 121 and Psalm 19.
“I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills from whence cometh my help. My help cometh from the LORD,
the maker of heaven and earth...The LORD watches over you...[and] will keep you from all harm...The
LORD will watch over your coming and going both now and forever more.”
“The heavens declare the glory of God and the firmament sheweth His handiwork...”
It is in this sacred terrain that my soul rests and I feel closest to God. When the night sky is full of stars
with no ambient light, one is truly awed by the mystery and power of God, drawing new strength for
whatever life may bring.
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Thursday, March 28

Dave VanArsdale

We have begun the forty-day preparation period for receiving and experiencing the Good News of
Easter morning. It is during these special days that we seek to draw near to God and our focus this year
is drawn The Sacred Terrain of Our Journeys.
As the Psalmist has written generations ago … “O Lord, you have searched me and known me. You know
when I sit down and when I rise up; you discern my thoughts from far away. You search out my path and
my lying down, and are acquainted with all my ways. Even before a word is on my tongue, O Lord, you
know it completely.” (Psa. 139:1-4)
So, it is with the Christian Gospel: it is as we journey in faith and draw nearer to God that we discover
who we are truly meant to be. Christ enters into our lives and we realize that we are all, in our own
way, a unique and loved creation of God. Christ enters into our lives and we gain a whole new insight on
the precious gifts we have been given. We take on a fresh outlook on where life is headed and what life
is all about. Christ enters into our previous attempts at being faithful and we discover the awesome
certainties of God. We uncover the shortcomings and imperfections that are present within all of us.
Herman Melville wrote about the ship’s lantern as a metaphor suggesting that no matter which way the
ship yawed and hawed in the rolling waves, the lantern always hung down exactly perpendicular. For
us, the ship’s hanging lantern indicates the standard against which everything else is to be
measured. The image of the hanging lantern is there so that we are reminded of the many tips and
turns of The Sacred Terrain of Our Journeys.
Robert McAfee Brown has written about a day in 1960 when he participated in a Lutheran worship
service in East Berlin, only a short time before the Berlin Wall was constructed. There were not many
people present, because church attendance was viewed with suspicion by the state. The East German
Republic had developed secular alternatives to replace all of the rituals of the church. On this day a
young couple was presenting their child for baptism. Brown was amazed. Why, he wondered, would
they jeopardize their future and that of their child by insisting on this ancient ritual of baptism when a
secular alternative was readily and painlessly available. He wrote: “The couple does not have to answer
my questions. Their very act of bringing their baby to the church is a public statement of their
priorities. They engage in significant risk because of their faith. In the face of their quiet, public courage
I feel unworthy.”
That story always raises that tough question for my life: “What statements have I made lately?” The
hanging lantern is there to remind a us of the many tips and turns of The Sacred Terrain of Our
Journeys.
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Friday, March 29

Marc Henderson

We’re all here for a reason.
I have many strengths and weaknesses and being short and to the point is not a strength so feel free to
skip this or cut out at anytime :-) Your time is important to you and should be cherished by you.
My journey.
Months before having a heart attack plalying basketball (fortunately with my awesome church group) a
popular song in our household was One Day by Matisyahu. Lucy and her fifth grade graduation class
sang this and it brought me to tears (something that Cora had been excitedly awaiting for years).
Months after that Cora started singing it around the house and got me hooked. During Advent I got
addicted to it and listened to it hundreds of times as my Christmas season anchor song. It’s just
absolutely beautiful. I just now researched the artist because I couldn’t pronounce his name. Of course I
find out it’s his Hebrew stage name which means, wait for it.... “Gift of God”. It was my recovery theme
song.
Just imagine that these are the lyrics I belted out in my car on the way to work, with my kids, with my
wife, around the house and on the way to church for 2 months before having a cardiac arrest ;-)
The Starting lyrics of One day:
“Sometimes I lay under the moon
and thank God I’m breathing
and I pray don’t take me soon
because I’m here for a reason”
Believing or doubting? Bearded man on the white fluffy cloud? Do I believe enough? Do I need to
believe what Dana and Alex believe? Do I need to believe the same thing that anyone else in this church
believes? Do I need to believe the same thing that anyone else (period) believes? I used to worry about
that, but not anymore. Who is your God? I used to fear I don’t know mine extremely well but I think
we’re on the same page ;-) We’re like an old couple that rarely speaks, but knows the meaning of every
little hiccup, cough, humph, smirk of romance, smile of love and uh-huh ;-) and we’ve got each other‘s
back through thick and thin.
My “challenge star” this year was endurance which I laughed at. I thought “What in the world could that
possibly mean? Get back to running? Another marathon? Have the strength to continue to set, achieve
and reset goals? Rejoin another board at church?”
Colossians 1:11
Being strengthened with all power according to his glorious might so that you may have great endurance
and patience.
So I think I figured out the meaning of my Star. I’m crossing my fingers that next year’s challenge star
will be “Eat more pie“ ;-)
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Quick note: I had Luke as my nurse after bypass surgery and he was a truly a gift from God.
Suzie tells me she just knew things were gonna be fine. I think she shocked some of the medical stuff
with her conviction. She’s lived with me long enough to know that’s just the way it works. Have faith.
Was this another miracle or have I been just off the charts lucky multiple times in my life? I have had
three major health challenges in my life and I am so fortunate for each of them. My entire life I have
innately known a survivors mentality. I have always known that I am lucky and I am here for a reason
(and I am homing in on what the reason is, but I may never figure it out). Many people share this
mentality and it’s probably easy to understand academically, but I am blessed to have never had to learn
this. I was given the gift of this being worked into my DNA as an infant.
It makes me well up to think how lucky and blessed I am to have such an amazing... wife in Suzie, family,
in-laws, church, friend network and professional family. I needed and received strength from all of you.
My love network grows constantly and it’s just unfathomable after such major events of falling in love,
getting married, having two beautiful children that could there possibly be room for more. There always
is.
So many of the pieces of this event have me cocking my head off to the side like a dog as if to say “waitwhat? That can’t be possible right?”. Having grown up with a survivor’s mentality I also look at the
whole package and just say “yeah, that makes sense. I know I’m not doing this alone.”
After this diarrhea of the mind I can only offer the following.

1: Love with your whole heart and your whole being.
2: Be selfish and take time for you.
3: Believe in your God, but don’t worry if you don’t understand the details.
4: Serve others.
5: Truly cherish your family and friends.
6: You are enough.
7: You are here for a reason.
God bless you.
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Monday, April 1

Mary Kate Bronder

Journey Lenten haiku

Running on the path
Pushing away inner pain
Hands reach to the sky
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Tuesday, April 2

Nancy Bailey Miller
The Terrain of my Spiritual Journey

The word Terrain makes me think of mountains, deserts, challenging landscapes. My spiritual journey
did not begin that way. In a little plaid dress I went to nursery school in a church in Great Neck. My first
song may have been “Jesus Loves me.” When we moved to Manhasset I was in the second grade. My
new church was younger than I was—its modern new building across from Miracle Mile. Yes, that was
really the name of the string of shopping centers on the other side of Northern Blvd. from my church.
I remember getting my New Revised Standard Bible in third grade. In the class rooms there were maps
of Palestine that unrolled from the ceiling, I was learning about a new spiritual terrain. My church life,
however, was mostly about music. I joined the age-appropriate children’s choirs. I remember Peter
Marvel well, the paid bass in the adult choir quartet who sang at the Met on Saturday nights, and took
the train out to Manhasset Station Sunday mornings. Like me, he had very curly hair; he often made a
fuss over my curls— a surprise since my locks were a source of embarrassment to me.
The “mean girls” exist in most neighborhoods, schools, and even churches. My “terrain” was no
exception. Marian Kuffler and Joan Caler teased me for getting A’s, and for playing violin. I desperately
wished I had a “page boy” or braids since they teased me endlessly about my curly hair. By the time I
was in junior high I had found other friends and was able to say to my mother, “They are the ‘popular’
girls, but nobody likes them.”
In high school Pilgrim Fellowship Choir was central to my friendship circle and my joy. Our director
Robley Lawson, with his wife Jean at the organ, provided an auditioned choir for 100 high schoolers who
sang at every Sunday night Pilgrim Fellowship service, and went on tour every spring. My junior year we
traveled to Boston, joining the Boston Youth Symphony (conducted by Marvin Rabin) for a concert
including Verdi’s “Stabat Mater” in Jordan Hall. How could one top that? Here’s how: high school
sweetheart, Don Miller, was a bass in PF Choir!
Then the terrain of my life got considerably more barren as I went off to Oberlin College. My
grandmother, my parents, our cousins all had gone there. My sister had already been at Oberlin three
years. In my parents view, Oberlin had ruined her. She had married a hippie the week of my high school
graduation, giving my parents 24 hours’ notice. At Oberlin, not only was she wearing dungarees and
black turtlenecks, but—horror of horrors—she had become a Democrat! My parents were hoping I
would save her. I was not up to the job.
It got worse. By the start of my sophomore year she had given birth to a son and moved to Chicago
where her husband was a social worker. I was missing her desperately. President Kennedy was
assassinated that fall. Flower Children, Martin Luther King, Kent State, rioting at the 1968 Chicago
Democratic Convention, the Viet Nam War—everyone was angry. Politics were as contentious in my
home as they are today. I sank into depression and could not study. When I came home to New York at
Christmas I was contemplating suicide. I certainly did not want to go back to Oberlin. I could not be
responsible for my sister’s salvation. No way could I concentrate on studying for my finals in Economics,
Biology, German and English Lit. I would open a book and just stare at one page.
My parents were of course frantic. What had happened to their perfect daughter? Mother told me to
snap out of it. I sank deeper. I told them I wanted my life to end. But my parents wanted me to go back
to take my exams and not lose a whole semester for which they had paid $3,000. I got on the plane like
a zombie. I showed up to my exams, certain I would flunk them all.
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While home I had run into a friend from PF choir. A sophomore at Ohio Wesleyan, she was actually
happy. “After you take your Oberlin exams,” she suggested, “why don’t you get on a bus to Columbus?
Spend the week with me. I’m loving Wesleyan.”
I slept on her dorm room floor for two days while her four roommates walked around me. Then, at her
suggestion I met with the registrar at OWU. He called Oberlin and got my grades. By some miracle I had
passed. He offered me a transfer spot for spring trimester starting in six weeks. I called my parents and
told them my decision.
At OWU, away from my two-year nightmare, my joy again blossomed. Although I went through Sorority
“Rush” in the fall and got not one single invitation to join (a bit disappointing), I realized the sorority life
was not for me anyway. I joined a women’s glee club and signed up for the literary magazine committee.
I got involved in the theater department, and in my senior year was given the lead female role of
Roxanne in Cyrano de Bergerac. I loved my classes and my professors. I was on a much sunnier path.
And always there was music. After not playing violin for those four arduous college years, I took my
violin out of its case the first year I was teaching English in Reading MA. After a few violin lessons, I
joined Reading Symphony fifty years ago. It is still a source of great joy for me.
There was more rough terrain, of course, especially when my father and then my mother died after
battles with cancer (in 1982 and 1987). My younger sister passed away last summer from a blood clot to
her heart after surgery on the leg she broke at her yard sale. More and more of my friends are suffering
from difficult illnesses. God never promised the path would be easy.
I continue my spiritual journey, however, confident I will weather the surprising twists and turns, the
sadness, the challenges. With friends, community, and focus on joy, I praise God for my multitude of
blessings!
Psalm 23:4. Even though I walk through the darkest valley, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; your
rod and your staff, they comfort me.
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Wednesday, April 3
VanArsdale

Ellen

We Walk by Faith and Not by Sight”

One Sunday morning we sang the hymn named above and it reminded me of a day when these words
rang very true. I was in Alaska awaiting the birth of our first grandchild. He was in no hurry to enter this
world and his mother, Kym, suggested we (son Mark and me) take a hike. Mark suggested a hike to Flat
Top Mountain. He explained that we would go from easy to challenging, but could stop at any point. It
was a beautiful day and I was eager to climb to the top. That meant a bit of rock climbing. As we sat on
the top of that mountain taking in the 360 degree view, we marveled at the beauty of Alaska.
Quite suddenly, we found ourselves sitting in a cloud. We could see sky but nothing below us. My next
thought was “How do we get down from here?” Mark assured me that if I was willing to follow his
directions and put my faith in him, we would make it down safely. “Put your hand here. Put your foot
here.” I had total faith in his ability to guide me despite not having the sight I usually depended on to
guide me. We rely a great deal on sight to guide our journey, but in our journey with Christ, a faith
component is necessary.

Verse three of this hymn is as follows:
“Help then O Lord, our unbelief, and may our faith abound. To call on You when You when You are near
and seek where You are found.”
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Thursday, April 4

Donna Stewart

My hometown is a wonderful place to be exposed to nature; it’s a very rural town in Western Mass.
Since there are only a few street lights in town, it is really dark at night and you can see so many stars on
a clear night!
The church is nestled in the flat center of town, with hills on 2 of the 3 roads leading up to the church
and another hill which goes up above the church on one side. The Easter sunrise service is held in a field
on the hill above the church. Each year, my father (the minister) would turn to the Farmer’s Almanac
and try to calculate when the sun would rise over the hill.
Much of our church community would gather in the dark; walking up the hill on the dirt road, you could
think about Jesus carrying his cross up the hill at Golgatha. We read the Easter scriptures and then walk
down to the church singing “Christ the Lord is Risen Again.” A few times, it was actually timed perfectly;
what a way to connect with the Easter story of the women going to the tomb early in the morning! It
was always a joyous walk down! As we walked down the hill, the church building comes into view and
then we would all have breakfast together.
The church’s location was also a critical part of the celebration of Christmas. On Christmas Eve, the high
school youth group places 1000 luminaries on the roads leading to the church. The first candle is placed
on the hills below the church at the point where you can see the church. We worked all afternoon
placing the candles out up the hills and then light them all at the end, as we raced to get home for
dinner before the Christmas Eve service. People drive through the center of town all evening with just
parking lights on to appreciate the candles; the effect is gorgeous!
The best years for luminaries were the years that it snowed on Christmas Eve. First, it made everything
so pretty and muffled the noises of the cars going through the center; you can practically hear “Silent
Night, Holy Night” as you look at the peaceful scene. Collecting the candles at midnight in the dark was
truly a religious experience! It was now Christmas and we had helped to light the way for all who had
come to our town that night. Jesus was now born and the true light had come into the world, according
to God’s word.
Psalms 121: 1-2: I lift up my eyes to the hills; From whence does my help come? My help comes from the
Lord, who made heaven and earth. (RSV)
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Friday, April 5

Deborah White
“The People at the Table”

Young children can bring us to our knees in humility and gratitude for their unknowing expressions of
wisdom.
On a chaotic fall day we had unexpected company for dinner – our daughter and her family. We pushed
the daily detritus of mail and papers on the table to one side, ordered take-out and laid out paper
plates. It was the best I could do on that particular day. As we began to eat, my granddaughter Gertie,
age 3 ½, looked around and said “This is a good dinner.” Pleased but perplexed, I said “Great, what
makes this a good dinner?” “The people at the table” she replied, between bites. Big words of wisdom
from a small voice.
In essence, this is what matters to me on my life journey. The people at the table. Whether it is the
family dinner table, the local community table, or the worldwide table of humanity, this is the focus of
life’s journey, of my journey - to serve the people at my table, to support and uphold them, teach them
and learn from them, comfort them, contribute in any way to their well-being, and let them know that
they are loved unconditionally.
Let us talents and tongues employ,
reaching out with a shout of joy:
bread is broken, the wine is poured,
Christ is spoken and seen and heard.
Jesus lives again; earth can breathe again.
Pass the Word around: loaves abound!
Christ is able to make us one,
at his table he set the tone,
teaching people to live to bless,
love in word and in deed express.
Jesus lives again; earth can breathe again.
Pass the Word around: loaves abound!
Jesus calls us in, sends us out
bearing fruit in a world of doubt,
gives us love to tell, bread to share:
God (Immanuel) everywhere!
Jesus lives again; earth can breathe again.
Pass the Word around: loaves abound!
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Monday, April 8

Emily O’Hara

There is sacred wisdom that says we are connected one to the other and all to the earth. This truth is
born with us and emerges through us as we navigate the terrain of our individual and collective
journeys.
I have distinct memories at touchpoints in my life where I came to know this. Granny introduced me to
the glory of moss, the majesty of birds flying high in the sky and the beauty of flowers praising God’s
creation on walks in the woods during her visits in my early childhood.
Summers spent at Terrace Pines Campground in Center Ossipee, NH were a place of refuge and peace.
A stream gurgling past the back edge of our campsite lulled me to sleep under star filled skies. Skirting
Little Dan Hold Pond was a wooded path leading to The Big Rock. I loved walking to The Big Rock and
sitting over the water with the trees behind me. I could sit. Still. Be. It was meditation, but I did not
have a name for it at the time.
When I was a senior in high school, I accompanied a friend on a college search road trip to UVM. (I had
never heard of UVM, but I was game for a road trip. Praise God!) To this day, my heart sings whenever I
am headed North on Interstate 89, the most beautiful road I have ever driven, taking me to a place of
learning and growing and exhilaration and joy and possibility on the shore of Lake Champlain,
surrounded by The Green and the Adirondack Mountains. Words seem inadequate to express that deep
sense of connection to place which is bigger, more expansive, grounding and divine.
When I was new to South Church, I attended a day-long retreat about Celtic spirituality led by J. Philip
Newell. It was through this experience that I finally understood this deep connection to the divine
through nature. Ancient wisdom “that the natural and the sacred are inseparably interwoven, and that
the thread that connects God’s life and all life can be discerned everywhere” (from Celtic Treasure)
resonated deep in my soul. And that Love as opposed to (original) sin was the origin of all. Love,
Nature, the Divine. Now I could breathe. Now there was space. Now I felt grounded in truth and spirit.
New Nows continue to come into being and nature continues to inform. One day this fall I arrived at
Ward Reservation for my walk in the woods with Blaze and my mind was a tangle of thoughts, to-do’s
and stress. As we started up the path I became aware of a bird call, “Here, here; here, here.” I paused,
took a deep breath and thought “Yes, I am here.” In that moment I released the worries that had come
with me, noticed the clouds in the sky, the trees, the fields praising God for the beauty of creation as my
Granny once did. I continued my moving meditation on the path. Freedom. Oneness. Connection.
from Praying with the Earth, by J. Philip Newell:
May the angels of light glisten for us this day.
May the sparks of God's beauty dance in the eyes of those we love.
May the universe be on fire with presents for us this day.
May the new sun's rising grace us with gratitude.
Let earth's greenness shine and its waters writhe with spirit.
Let heaven's wind stir the soil of our soul and fresh awakenings arise within us.
May the mighty angels of light glisten in all things this day.
May they summon us to reverence.
May they call us to life. Amen.
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Tuesday, April 9

Emily Strong
Heaven and Hell in the Himalayas

After 10 hours on the roof of a grimy bus and a 5-day trek, I found myself living with a Sherpa family as
part of a college study-abroad program in Nepal. I loved that little village and the family that took me in.
The people were kind and gentle, the scenery was spectacular, and the light there sparkled. I don’t know
if it was the altitude, the latitude, or the reflection off the snow on the jagged peaks above. The air just
seemed to shimmer with golden sunlight, like a joyful movie montage or a Cialis commercial.
I liked to sit on a large rock outcrop, looking out over the terraced fields and stunning mountains, letting
the sparkling sun wash over me, feeling that the world was full of peace and goodness.
There was an older boy in the village with eyes like a cat. He had long, long arms and he danced like the
ocean was moving through him. His laugh was mischievous and magical. This village had to be ShangriLa, or Heaven, or I don’t know, but it was just perfect. I decided I would stay there forever and grow
millet and marigolds with the boy with the cat eyes.
My host family had a small stone house and I slept in the attic storeroom, laying my sleeping bag
underneath the rafters full of drying corn. There was a small window where I could look out onto the
nearby peaks. Sometimes the brown tassels of the drying corn would rustle in the breeze. One night the
beam of my flashlight landed on something odd. Some brown corn tassels seemed to have a fuzzy
brown body, and fangs. The spider was as big as my hand. Scanning the corn with the flashlight, I found
more spiders. I don’t do spiders. Not small black ones, not big fuzzy ones, definitely not ones where I
could count the fangs. Not crawling directly above my face. No. NO.
That night I fled the attic in panic and begged my family to let me sleep with them. There wasn’t enough
space for us all and despite my protests the youngest child ended up farthest from the warm fire. I
couldn’t do that to her again. I spent every subsequent night back in the attic, in abject terror, pulling
the drawstring of the sleeping bag as tightly closed as I could. I would lay still, heart pounding, desperate
to fall asleep, but terrified that as soon as I closed my eyes the spiders would fall on my face and
swallow me whole.
Every morning I thanked God for my survival, then scampered over to my rock to watch the sun rise,
bringing sparkling light back to the village. I’m a stubborn perfectionist, but I’m learning that there is no
‘perfect’ here on earth. You have to take the good with the bad, and when things get bad, trust that the
morning will come.
After three weeks I left the village and the boy with the cat-eyes to return to Kathmandu for the rest of
the semester. That village, that little slice of heaven, came with its own hell, and I decided I’d rather be
somewhere in between.
Psalm 119:105
Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path.
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Wednesday, April 10

David Floreen
Spiritual Signposts

Life is good, claims the tee shirt. Life is messy experience tells us. In the midst of our chaotic, challenging
and comfortable lives, what rules, what guideposts can we follow to help us navigate daily living?
Perhaps some well-known and favorite Scriptures can help. Growing up and attending Sunday School
regularly, I often found the Old Testament just old, full of hard to pronounce names and somewhat a
downer. The New Testament in contrast was new, the word of Jesus and his disciples, more positive
and relevant. While the Bible is full of lessons, stories, parables and some troubling passages, four
passages have special meaning for me and reminders on how to live my life. They are:
Ecclesiastes 3: 1-9. Perhaps more than any other Scripture, these verses give assurance and comfort
that life is full of ups and downs, good and bad days and that wherever you are, life will not stay the
same forever. These comforting words provide the spiritual shock absorbers we need to absorb the
bumps in life. Remember Turn, Turn, Turn by the Byrds in the 60s?
Matthew 5: 3-14. The Beatitudes. Our society constantly pushes us to do more, buy more, bigger is
better, “what have you done lately”, focus on the short term. Jesus taught his disciples on the
mountaintop and all Christians to focus on the meek, the poor, those who mourn, be righteous and
merciful. I don’t hear Jesus or his disciples challenge us to bully, cheat, squander, lie, mimic or slander
someone.
Micah 6:8. This has become the most important guide for me. It’s simple, clear and unambiguous: What
does God call us? To do justice, love kindness and be humble. Let these words be your daily guide.
1 Corinthians 13: 1-13. Often read at weddings, including ours, these verses are much more than the
romantic love expressed by two individuals joining as one. Jesus talks about patience and kindness, that
love is not arrogant or boastful, does not always insist on its own way and so much more. When we are
young we think we know so much, but are we wrong. As we mature, hopefully, we more fully
understand life, the importance of faith, the need for hope and the importance of love.
You may have your own signposts, favorite parables or other Scriptures. I hope you do. If not, think
what’s most relevant and helpful for you.
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Friday, April 12

Chris Williams

Across the street from my house are 300 acres of conservation land where my large and overactive dog
loves to be taken for a walk. Hiking in New England can be unrewarding; avoiding all of the rocks on the
trail can leave little opportunity to enjoy the view. However, if you hike through the forest and up to the
power lines, there is a large open area on a ridge with many rocks, one of which is the seated height and
size of a sturdy armchair - the perfect spot for meditation and prayer.
Sitting on the rock (which is helpfully sloped so a person of any size can find a comfortable spot) with
your eyes closed and the wind blowing down the ridge is a sacred experience. Yes, the ridge is cleared
and power lines dominate the landscape. Yes, there are weeds and there are grasshoppers; this is not
the natural landscape our grandparents would have enjoyed. But there are also birds and blueberries
and sumac and grasses and after a few miles of hiking, it's a wonderful place to reflect and be close to
God in whatever form S/He shows up.
So the next time you are outside, look for a comfortable spot where you can be alone. Sit down for a bit,
close your eyes and listen. Quiet the inner voices in your head and see what you hear. It might surprise
you.
Psalm 46:8-10
Come, behold the works of the LORD;
see what desolations he has brought on the earth.
He makes wars cease to the end of the earth;
he breaks the bow, and shatters the spear;
he burns the shields with fire.
“Be still, and know that I am God!
I am exalted among the nations,
I am exalted in the earth.”
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Monday, April 15

Donna Kelly

The thought that this years Lenten booklet, in whatever form it may be offered, may be one of South
churches last of its kind, compels me to submit. As a Deacon, I’ve seen the big picture of how difficult it
has become for our many South Church covenant partners to carve time out from incredibly busy
schedules, for the mere contemplative joy of pausing to reflect upon the annual Lenten theme and
writing a few paragraphs for enrichment in perpetuity. I am including myself in this scenario. Whatever
the valid reasons which call us away from the solitary pursuit of contemplating this lean lenten time of
spiritual self-examination and reflection, make the theme of our Spiritual Landscape profoundly fitting,
this year, in particular.
When I think of a spiritual landscape, what immediately comes to mind is an image of a majestic,
sweeping vista of earth and sky with God’s light shining down upon all the contours and geological
elements: mountains, rivers, forests, etc.. You know, really hammering the awe inspiring message of the
nature of Gods creation with all its infinite potential. I think of how peaceful I have always felt when
looking out to sea. The meeting of water and sky, at the horizon has a calming effect, which always
brings me back to neutral, if not contentment. A gift from God.
But. . .really, landscapes, although created by God, do not call me to feel Gods power. The first time I
felt the soul strengthening power of the holy spirit was when I gazed down at the face of my newborn
baby girl. I was fascinated by landscape in front of me; that head of full silky hair, those old-soul clear
blue eyes, the set of her face which bore striking resemblances to relatives and ancestors previously
only seen in faded photographs, and that forehead! That beautiful round forehead! Her landscape was
humbling, beautiful, sacred and redemptive. I became acutely aware in those initial observational
moments, that the power and responsibility of that connection to God was not to be entered into
lightly.
Since then, I’ve encountered Spiritual Landscapes in many, many beautiful faces, and believe that that
connection to one another, face to face, is a gift from God. Be it wide eyed youth, furtive adolescent, or
experienced human being. . .the connection we can feel by simply taking a moment to reach out to
someone, taking in their visage, is so very special. The magnificent portrait painters through the years,
have even evolved. Once there was only the ideal, stylized depictions of their subjects. No distinguishing
features. The artists developed a heightened awareness of each subject and an aesthetic was developed
of creating a portrait of the 'individual', with all their unique features, as given by God.
I worry that the heavy reliance on other non-visual-non-tactile based-forms of communication/
association will diminish this powerful way of connecting with one another. But then again, humans will
find ways to share a spiritual connection to one another...
So, I am reminded of when my daughter was in middle/high school. The home phone never rang.
Never. Rang. I thought, “She has no friends! Surely, she has one friend?!” Then, she’d invariable come
into the kitchen to ask me if I could bring her and about a half a dozen friends to the movies, to the town
park, or here, there and everywhere. But the phone never rang. A lesson for me to trust that Gods
message through the teachings of Jesus will prevail, and that our Spiritual Landscapes will be fluid and
adaptive.
John 14:26-27 But the Advocate, the Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send in my name, will teach you
everything, and remind you of all that I have said to you. Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you.
I do not give to you as the world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled, and do not let them be afraid.
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Tuesday, April 16

Christina Ouimet

Music has been a river that has carried me through my life. Blessed with a finely-tuned ear, thanks to
my mother, I sang from my earliest years. Gregorian chant (Tantum Ergo, Sacramentum), led me into
Mystery. The sounds of music gave me such joy. Thanks to Oscar and Richard, I sang the songs to all
their musicals. Next came folk music, with the beauty of melody and the depth of the words. In my late
teens and early 20s, I learned to play the guitar and played for many folk Masses and lots of parties.
In the 80s, I was blessed to meet a singer/songwriter whose music brought new depth to my soul.
Carolyn McDade wrote about women’s lives and struggles. Her music helped to affirm myself and to
take my place in the world. In the 90s, her music turned to the environment and to our responsibility
to love and care for our home. My spirit soared as I sang songs of Earth’s beauty and fragility. A group
of us women still gather every month to re-ignite our passion for living intentionally on our blue-green
planet.
Music finally brought me to Tewksbury Hospital where I encounter brave people who live with incredibly
difficult diseases: brain injuries, strokes, substance use, Huntington’s Disease, intellectual disabilities
and many other conditions. Using music to relax, stimulate, encourage and give pleasure continues to
deepen my understanding of what it means to be human.
Music had been my river, carrying me to God and to so many beautiful people. I am profoundly grateful
for all it has given me.
Psalm 8:3-5
When I look at your heavens, the work of your fingers,
the moon and the stars that you have established;
what are human beings that you are mindful of them,
mortals[a] that you care for them?
Yet you have made them a little lower than God,
and crowned them with glory and honor.
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Wednesday, April 17

Betsey Hopkins

Why I Wake Early
Hello, sun in my face.
Hello, you who made the morning
and spread it over the fields
and into the faces of the tulips
and the nodding morning glories,
and into the windows of, even, the
miserable and the crotchety –

best preacher that ever was,
dear star, that just happens
to be where you are in the universe
to keep us from ever-darkness,
to ease us with warm touching,
to hold us in the great hands of light –
good morning, good morning, good morning.

Watch, now, how I start the day
in happiness, in kindness.”

― Mary Oliver
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Good Friday, April 19

Dave Welbourn

Jesus was a place-sensitive guy. The New Testament tells us time and again that He went up to the
mountain, that He prayed in the desert, that He did miracles in Capernaum but not in Nazareth. He met
travelers by the road, He walked on water, He rode into Jerusalem. He descended into hell and
ascended into heaven. The man’s story is of travel; that’s how He reached (in both meanings of the
word) people. We study geography to better understand his progression from infant to messiah.
He was an itinerant. It was not until I sat down to write this page that I ever realized that His constant
change of place might itself be a parable for us. Jesus was-and-is here to show us how to change our
direction. New ways of living and thinking were serially disclosed in new places. Come with Me and in a
new place I will teach you a new thing.
Where do you go for clarity, to reset, to strengthen your spirit? Where do you find one of those thin
spaces close to God? Where do you learn and fix? The word ‘progress’ has two pronunciations and two
meanings; move to improve. What’s your best route to the answers you pursue? Exploring, right?
I used to find help while commuting, strange as that sounds. It was a time for gearing up in the morning
and giving over to God some heavy things, and my trust, and on the drive home for finding gratitude in
which to prepare peace on the way to my family. In another part of my brain I tried with mixed success
to be a polite driver. The miles of relocation-as-process had value.
When we have listened to our daughter’s struggles with her post-stroke health through troubled phone
calls or anxious silences, our first instinct is to jump on a plane to Seattle to help in ways that we cannot
at a distance. When a child calls out in the night, does a parent holler down the hall or go to touch and
soothe? When Jesus faced his last chapter he left his people and went into the desert to pray alone to
his Father. Whether for a moment or for 40 days, changing location helps.
Yes, it’s wonderful to be able to stop right in the moment and pray or center yourself. It’s an acquired
skill at which I am not skilled. It’s often necessary to actually change one’s site to change one’s views.
One might say, My career/relationship/attitude is not what I hope it will be; I’ll try to move up, in, out,
over, through, above… Prepositions are active and underrated; give them more room in your mind.
I grew up in a big old farmhouse-turned-inn in rural central New Hampshire, in which we changed
bedrooms with the seasons. In the summer we were out in the wings for the breeze, and in the winter
we gathered in the few central rooms that had heat. To this day I need a view that changes, but just as
much I need to get to the one place that is really my unpacked, friend-filled, values-sharing, restorative,
rooted, faith-filling home place. It’s this church.
And here I think the Bible has called us all out of this sacred place for a sacred journey to another sacred
place. Once you’ve heard Christ’s words, your course is changed. No matter your past trajectory. From
the wise men in Matthew 2: 12 “And having been warned in a dream not to return to Herod, they left
for their own country by another road.” They are the perfect place-based example: Leaders vested in
their position went out to see something new, and went home changed men, avoiding king-trouble.
And from Noel Paul Stookey, singing at South Church: “Maybe me and you can be wise guys too and go
home by another way.
II Corinthians 1:3-4
Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and the God of all
consolation, who consoles us in all our affliction, so that we may be able to console those who are in any
affliction with the consolation with which we ourselves are consoled by God.
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Easter Sunday, April 21

"Christ is Risen!"
"Truly, He is Risen Indeed"
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