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O God, 
 
We gather this morning to bring You praise and thanksgiving.   
By Your mystery the fields burst into bloom.   
By Your purpose the earth turns, the sun shines, the clouds race.   
By Your mercy people dare to rise to the new day.   
 
Let Your mystery, Your purpose, Your mercy fill our praying,  
our singing, our speaking, and even our silences,  
as we seek today to express more than we can convey  
and as we seek to understand deeper truths than we can grasp.   
 
Shake our drowsy spirits.   
Breathe new life into every dying place in us.   
Keep us always in Your care  
and fashion us for Your work of love and of justice.   
 

We pray in the name of Jesus, who taught us to pray, sayingΧ

 
CALL TO WORSHIP 

 
All the clear and shimmering waters, 

Praise the Lord. 
All the tiny insects hovering over the waters, 

Praise the Lord. 
All the winds in the trees, 

Praise the Lord. 
All the bass that avoid our lures, 

Praise the Lord. 
All the loons that glide and dive, 

Praise the Lord. 
All the chipmunks and squirrels  

and baby rabbits 
that eat from our doorsteps, 

Praise the Lord.  
 
 

All the huge rocks and palisades, 
Praise the Lord. 

All the silent canoes, 
Praise the Lord. 

All the early morning joggers, 
Praise the Lord. 

All the late sleepers, 
Praise the Lord. 

All the kind and considerate neighbors, 
Praise the Lord. 

All the unnamed sounds and mysterious 
paths, 

Praise the Lord. 
May this peace and stillness  

heal our noisy minds 
so that we, too, may always 

Praise the Lord!! 
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THIRTEENTH SUNDAY IN ORDINARY TIME 
JUNE 29th, 2008 

 

Rev. Dr. Kenneth H. Orth 
 

Psalm 130;  Mark 5:  25-34. 
 

Where Are You Going? 
 

 
ά¢ƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ world in a grain of sand, 
And summer in a wildflower. 
To hold infinity in the palm of your hand, 
!ƴŘ ŜǘŜǊƴƛǘȅ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΦέ 
  

²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ .ƭŀƪŜΩǎ ǇƻŜƳ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ ǳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ǘǊǳǘƘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƛƴ ǇŀǊŀŘƻȄ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǘŀǇƘƻǊΦ  
The deeper level of the meaning of existence shines forth through simple things in life, showing 
us the way to awe and wonder and mystery.  How can a wildflower hold in it the reality of 
summer, how can infinity be held in the here and now palm of my hand, how can the eternal be 
held in this temporal body of mine? 
 
¢Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΩǎ ƭŜŎǘƛƻƴŀǊȅ ǘŜȄǘǎ ƛƴǾƛǘŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǇƻƴŘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ƭŜǾŜƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ άǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ 
ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ  ¢ƘŜ ǇǎŀƭƳƛǎǘ ŎǊƛŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǇǘƘǎ ƻŦ ŀƎƻƴȅΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ 
of his pain, asserting a hope that with DƻŘΩǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ 
ǊŜŘŜƳǇǘƛƻƴΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘƛǾƛǘȅ ǘƻ ŦŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƛƴΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛƴ aŀǊƪΩǎ ƎƻǎǇŜƭ ƛǎ 
going to see Jesus, trying to get close enough to touch him, in the hope and faith that this will 
bring an end to her twelve years of suffering.   
 
 Each of us may be going somewhere this summer, visiting family or friends, traveling to familiar 
or exotic locations.  It can be a joy to share our plans and adventures, our hopes and dreams 
about these plans with oƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊƭȅƛƴƎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ Ƴŀȅ ōŜΣ άǿƘŀǘ ŘǊŀǿǎ ǳǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ  
Where does our hope lie?  What do we yearn for in our taking time apart?  Will we dare to live 
into the eternity each hour holds, the summer held in each wildflower, the infinite that lies 
within the palm of our hand?   
 
Where are you going?  We may have asked that last Friday morning when some of our youth 
and adult leaders left on an urban adventure to Philadelphia for the weekend.  Our prayers and 
hopes are with them.  They are traveling by train, having left South Station early Friday morning 
and returning late tonight.  Hearing of their train trip reminded me of an ironic little poem by 
/ŀǊƭ {ŀƴŘōŜǊƎ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜŘΣ ά[ƛƳƛǘŜŘέΦ   
 

άL ŀƳ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ƭƛƳƛǘŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎΣ 
One of the cracked trains of the nation. 
Hurtling across the prairie into blue haze and dark air   
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Go fifteen all-steel coaches holding a thousand people. 
(All the coaches shall be scrap and rust, 
And all the men and women laughing in the diners and sleepers 
Shall pass to ashes.) 
I ask a man in the smoker where he is going, 
!ƴŘ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΣ άhƳŀƘŀΦέ  

 
Omaha?  Perhaps a strange destination in our minds.  Can anything good come from Omaha?  
Yes, a grain of sand holding the world, a wildflower holding summer, but what could Omaha 
hold?  Yet, Omaha is not such a strange destination for someone like me who grew up near 
there across the Missouri River in South Dakota.   
 
Yet Sandberg is asking us to open our limited vision and explore more fully where it is we are 
going as we move through ouǊ ƻǿƴ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅǎΦ  {ǳǊŜƭȅ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άL ŀƳ 
going on a journey of faith to find my destiny and answer the yearning that God has placed in 
Ƴȅ ǎƻǳƭΗέ 
  
When I think of the woman in our 
gospel text of Mark, referred to 
ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ άǿƻƳŀƴ with the flow 
ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘέΣ L Ŏŀƴ ŜƴǾƛǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ 
someone may have asked her the 
ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ 
ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ  .ǳǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ 
Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜΣ ά!ƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ 
 
Biblical scholar Mary Ann Tolbert says άǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿŜŀƭǘƘ ƻƴ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ 
and probably now had no social standing and had been rejected by her family should be seen in 
such a public place evidently unaccompanied by protectors and that she should dare to touch a 
strange man ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƴǎŜƴǘ ŀǊŜ ŜȄǘǊŀƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ŎƻƴǘŜȄǘΦέ  ¢Ƙƛǎ 
ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƭƻǿ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŜƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭƭȅ άǳƴŎƭŜŀƴέ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ 
avoid all human contact.  She has no business reaching through the press of the crowd to touch 
WŜǎǳǎΩ ŎƭƻŀƪΣ ȅŜǘ ǎƘŜ ǇǳǎƘŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΣ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘΦ  
 
Mark shows us many examples of people who knew where they were going and seemed to be 
willing to push through any barrier to get there.  The friends of the paralyzed man who dig 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΩǎ ǊƻƻŦ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǿŜǊ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ WŜǎǳǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ {ȅǊƻǇƘƻŜƴƛŎƛŀƴ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ōŜƎǎ 
Jesus to heal her daughter and ignores his curt dismissal in order to continue pressing him for 
help.   Blind Bartimiaeus who continues to shout at the top of his lungs, imploring Jesus to heal 
him, as others try to shut him up for breaking the code of decorum and politeness that would 
keep him in his place.  The woman with the costly jar of oil that just barges into a house where 
she is ƴƻǘ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǇƻǳǊǎ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǎŀǾƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ WŜǎǳǎΩ ƘŜŀŘΦ   
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Mark points out to us that the truest test of faith is whether it will let anything stand in its way.  
{ƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řo with 
circumstances that are too difficult and barriers that are too high and broad, or distinctions of 
gender or class or age or sexual orientation or heights or depths or anything in all of creation.  
Faith gives us the courage to dream dreams, to have visions, to see a new world growing out of 
the very cracks in the old one, as faithful imagination takes away the fear that has somehow 
found a way into our hearts.  Fear from which God would heal us.  Fear from which God would 
urge us to be released. 
 
So the woman touches Jesus and is immediately healed.  Jesus knows she has touched him.  
The disciples wonder what he is talking about.  Dozens of others have also touched him as they 
moved through the encroaching crowd.  The woman steps forward in fear to be identified.  But 
Jesus does not reprimand her.  Instead he affirms her courageous trust in the face of 
opposition.  He shifts the emphasis from the popular belief of the day in the physical power of 
holy people to heal and puts the emphasis onto the faith of the woman.   Her courage to have 
ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƛǎ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǳǇ ōȅ WŜǎǳǎΦ  ά5ŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƛǘƘ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƭƭΣ Ǝƻ ƛƴ 
ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ƘŜŀƭŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛǎŜŀǎŜΦέ   {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ƻǳǘŎŀǎǘ ǿƘƻǎŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ Ŏǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦ 
from family, and now she is ǊŜƎŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ΨŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŎƭŀƛƳ 
her place in the family of God, the daughter of God.  She is restored as a child of God, claimed 
by Jesus in front of the entire crowd.  He offers her peace, which is the release from the power 
ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ  aŀȅ L ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ  άtŜŀŎŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǳǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ 
ōŜŜƴ ƛƴƧŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǳǎ ōȅ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƳŜ ŀǊŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊŀŎǘŜŘΦέΚ  
Jesus gives us the antidote to that illness and restores us to our birthright:  we have a place in 
the family of God.   
 
So where are you going?  And where are we going, as a community gathered in the name of 
Jesus, this one who loves fiercely and speaks at time sharply of the great love God has for us 
and for each ƻŦ DƻŘΩǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƻƴŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ƻŦ DƻŘΩǎ 
uncompromising love, the one who startles us with more forgiveness than we think we deserve 
and then challenges us to extend the same to others.  For where we are going cannot end with 
ƻǳǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜ DƻŘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ 
justice and mercy.   
 
Yesterday, we memorialized one of the great disciples of this church, Peter Van Aken.  We are 
perhaps stunned and saddened by his deatƘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇƻŜǘ bŀǊƛƘŀƴŀ Ǉǳǘǎ ƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΥ  άL ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻŀŘΣ ōǳǘ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ  ¸Ŝǘ 
we know one thing:  Peter was not consumed by his own needs alone.  He lived not only for 
himself, but for God and for others as well.  He encouraged his family, friends, this town, and 
this church to have a plan.  He would not force his version on others, but encouraged dialogue, 
ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƛŘŜŀǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎǎΦ  ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪΦ  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΚέ 
 
Where are we going?  Will it lead us to the confrontation between entrenched interests and the 
in-ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳ ƻŦ DƻŘΩǎ ǊŜƛƎƴΚ  ²ƛƭƭ ƛǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ 
gap between the way things are and the way God means them to be?  What do we inside the 
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church have to push through in order for that love of Jesus to shine from inside here out into 
the world so those seekers who are last and lost and least among us can push through any 
barriers we may have somehow pǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ WŜǎǳǎΩ ƘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ Ŧƭƻǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭǎƻΚ  
Where do we have to go and what do we have to set aside so that people who come into 
contact with us can sense his irresistible pull on their lives calling them to discipleship, calling 
them to joy?  Calling them to the peace that comes when the fear the world would inject into 
ǳǎ ƛǎ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜ ōȅ DƻŘΩǎ ǳƴŦŀǘƘƻƳŀōƭŜ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜΚ   
  
To live in hope is to live in the power of the future that is not yet realized.  Deep inside, it is to 
ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ŀǎ DƻŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ DƻŘΩǎ ǊŜƛƎƴ ƛǎ 
found.  Deep inside, we wait like the psalmist waiting for the morning and watching for the 
light, we are empowered to take the steps toward it when God gives us the courage and energy 
to do so.  Where are we going?  What is God yearning for from us? 
 
The words of a favorite hymn of mine from the New Century Hymnal offer some ideas: 
 

άh ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘǎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿŀȅǎ 
Where love is lived and all is done with justice and with praise. 
O for a world where goods are shared and misery relieved 
Where truth is spoken, children spared, equality achieved. 
The poor are rich, the weak are strong, the foolish ones are wise. 
Tell all who mourn:  outcasts belong, who perishes will rise. 
h ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ DƻŘΩǎ ƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎ ǊŜƛƎƴ ƻŦ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ 
²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŎŜŀǎŜΦέ 

 
A man tells a story of his immigrant family growing up in the Bronx who had very little money to 
spare.  His mother walked everywhere and spoke little English.  One day, when he was just six 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƘƻŜ ǊŜǇŀƛǊŜǊΩǎ ǎƘƻǇΦ  Iƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ CǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ 
ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇΦ  IŜ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘ ƘŀƭǘƛƴƎƭȅΣ ά{ƘƛƴŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦέ  {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘ 
ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  ά{ƘƛƴŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦέ  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΣ ǎƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά{ƘƛƴŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ  !ƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƘƛƴŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦέ  ²Ŝ ǎƘƛƴŜ 
inside because we know what God has done for us.  We shine inside because we know how 
much God has loved us and released us to love others.   
 
Our capital ŎŀƳǇŀƛƎƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ά[Ŝǘ ƻǳǊ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƴŜΦέ  Iƻǿ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ƻǳǊ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ 
each of us and as a church?  Are we shining inside, that the seekers:   the least and lost and last,   
the proud, the privileged, the powerful, whoever it is will see our joy and want to come and join 
us on our journey?   What kind of welcome will they find?  What kind of companionship will we 
offer?  What kind of disciples will we be, learning to love one another as we have been loved by 
this amazing God who keeps breaking down barriers to love and peace and joy, in whose 
presence fear is overcome and we are welcomed home!  
 

Where are you going?  Where are we going? 
Are we going to a place where we 
ά{ŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎǊŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǎŀƴŘ, 
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And summer in a wildflower. 
Where we hold infinity in the palm of our hand. 
!ƴŘ ŜǘŜǊƴƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘƻǳǊΦέ 
 
May it be so!  Amen. 

  
 
 

Ken has been ordained in the UCC since 1976, and has served in various 
churches as associate minister and pastor.  He came from Harvard  

Divinity School to become Minister of Youth here in Winchester in 1976-1980.   
After a long hiatus working in various settings and receiving his doctorate  

in psychology and clinical studies from Andover Newton in 1980, he returned here as  
pastoral counseling and spiritual direction affiliate in 2000.  He and his  

partner of over thirty-four years were married November 28, 2004  
at the Old South Church in Boston, their home church.  

They are amazed at God's grace and faithfulness, 
 and grateful for each day lived in the fullness of God's promises. 

 
 
 

FOURTEENTH SUNDAY IN ORDINARY TIME                           
        JULY 05, 2009 

 
CAROL JONES 

 
Mark 6:1-13 

 
! ά/ƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴŀƭέ {ŜǊƳƻƴ 

 
 

He [Jesus] left that place and came to his hometown, and his disciples 
followed him. On the sabbath he began to teach in the synagogue, and many 
ǿƘƻ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘƛƳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǎǘƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΚ 
What is this wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of power are 
being done by his hands! Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and 
brother of James and Joses and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here 
ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΚέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜƴ WŜǎǳǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ άtǊƻǇƘŜǘǎ 
are not without honor, except in their hometown, and among their own kin, 
ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ And he could do no deed of power there, except 
that he laid his hands on a few sick people and cured them. And he was 
amazed at their unbelief.  
 
Then he went about among the villages teaching.  He called the twelve and began to send them 
out two by two, and gave them authority over the unclean spirits. He ordered them to take 
nothing for their journey except a staff; no bread, no bag, no money in their belts; but to wear 
sandals and not to put on two tunics. IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
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until you leave the place. If any place will not welcome you and they refuse to hear you, as you 
ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ǎƘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ Řǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǘŜǎǘƛƳƻƴȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ So they went out 
and proclaimed that all should repent. They cast out many demons, and anointed with oil many 
who were sick and cured them.  
 

 Why do you think that Jesus sent his disciples out in pairs? 

 How do you think that his instructions to them were affected by his own experience in 
returning to his hometown?   

 What characteristics would you look for if you needed a partner to accompany you to 
ǎƘŀǊŜ DƻŘΩǎ άƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΚ 

 What characteristics ς traits - gifts do you believe that YOU have to offer? 

 Do you have a person in your life who has served as a supportive partner or companion 
in your own faith journey?  How have they helped and supported you? 

 
 
 
 

Carol just retired from a twenty year ministry at  
FCC as Minister of Christian Education.   

She lives in Sudbury with her daughter, son-in-law  
and three grandchildren ς along with a menagerie of mammals, reptiles, fish and birds. 

 
 

 
 

FIFTEENTH SUNDAY IN ORDINARY TIME                     
               JULY 12, 2009 

 
JASON PARKHILL 

 
Amos 7:7-15 

Psalm 24 
 

Finding the Joy 
 

I was no prophet, neither was I a prophet's son; but I was an herdman, and a gatherer of 
sycomore fruit: And the Lord took me as I followed the flock, and the Lord said unto me, Go, 
prophesy unto my people Israel. 
 

The high places will be desolate, the sanctuaries will be laid waste - there will be times of trial 
and difficulty. 
 

What should we do in such times? Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord, or who shall stand 
in his holy place? 
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He that hath clean hands, and a pure heart; who hath not lifted up his soul unto vanity, nor 
sworn deceitfully. He shall receive the blessing from the LORD, and righteousness from the God 
of his salvation. This is the generation of them that seek him. 
 

So we must simply live our lives the best we can, and be bearers of the Good News. In difficult 
times, times of financial troubles, unemployment, political conflict, it is more important than 
ŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ DƻŘΩǎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ !ǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻŦ DƻŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ 
ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎ DƻŘΩǎ ǿƻǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƴŜ ŀƳƛŘǎǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ς 
ǿŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǘƻ Ƴŀƛƴǘŀƛƴ ƘƻǇŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǾŜǎΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƻ 
bring hope to the lives of others. We need to work to strengthen our own faith, ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
reach out without asking God for help. 
 

God, speak through me, use me as your mouthpiece, work through me. For I have not the 
strength myself to stand strong against the storms of the world, be my foundation and my 
support so that I may strive to do your work in the world. 
 

In troubling times, people are especially hungry for hope and caring, they need outreach and 
support more than ever. 
 

hǳǊ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǎǘ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ ŎŀƳǇŀƛƎƴΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǎƭƻƎŀƴ ƛǎ άƭŜǘ ƻǳǊ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƴŜέΦ !ǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ 
this campaign, many have commented on how our physical Church building reflects the 
commitment, outreach, and vibrant life of our Church community. We want to create and 
maintain a Church that enables us to let our light shine out to the world. 
 

In a more generŀƭ ǎŜƴǎŜΣ ǿŜ ŀǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪ ƻŦ ΨƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƭƛƎƘǘ 
ǎƘƛƴŜΩΦ wŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ΨŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻŎƪΩΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǇƘŜǎȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎΦ 
{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ Ƨƻȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ DƻŘΩǎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ !ƴŘ 
sharing joy can be a good way to enter into dialogue with eachother. 
 

Tell me what you love, what brings you joy, and I will tell you what brings me joy. 
 

Living a joyful life, a grateful life, grateful for the joys in life, this is a core part of 
being ŀ ƎƻƻŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ DƻǎǇŜƭΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ άƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎέΦ 
CƛƴŘ Ƨƻȅ ƛƴ DƻŘΩǎ blessings; joy in what God has given to you. 
 

Dŀƭŀǘƛŀƴǎ рΥнн ǎŀȅǎ άǘƘŜ ŦǊǳƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ƛǎ ƭƻǾŜΣ ƧƻȅΣ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜΣ ƪƛƴŘƴŜǎǎΣ 
ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΣ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭƴŜǎǎΦέ 
 

And in such troubling times, it is good to remember: in the daytime, one hardly 
notices a single shadow, but at night it only takes one small light to light up the 
darkness. 
 

Rather than focusing on the difficulties around us, we can find the many small sources of joy in 
our lives, and highlight them, bringing them out and sharing them with the world. This is a 
recurring theme of my sermons in the past, but I feel that now it is even more important to 
encourage us all to notice the small joys in our lives. 
 

God is the joy that flows through us. 
 

Lƴ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƧƻȅΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ DƻŘΩǎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 
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In joy, God can speak through us. 
 

{Ǌƛ /ƘƛƴƳƻȅ ǿǊƛǘŜǎ ά! ǊƛǾŜǊ ƛǎ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ ƧƻȅΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 
divine joy is the sole purpose ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 
 

So I share my joys with those I know, and I share my joys with you. 
When I have trouble finding the little bit of joy to get myself out of a bad mood or recover from 
ŀ ōŀŘ ŘŀȅΣ L ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƨƻȅ ƛƴ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘΩs son Caleb. I can 
remember several times when I had been dwelling on a bad day, unable to get myself out of 
ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŦŜŜŘōŀŎƪ ƭƻƻǇ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƛƴΦ .ǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ǎŀǿ /ŀƭŜōΩǎ ōƛƎ ƎƻƻŦȅ ƎǊƛƴΣ Ƙƛǎ 
joy overwhelmed and overcame all my concerns. 
 

ItΩǎ ǎƻ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǊŜŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŦŀǊ ŦŜǿŜǊ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴǎΣ 
and such concerns are far more basic: food, comfort, sleep, physical contact. And to watch a 
moment when Caleb is completely overcome with excitement about something, it reminds you 
ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜΦ ²ƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΣ 
ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƎǊŀō ƻƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘƭȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ά/Ƙƻƻ ŎƘƻƻΗ /Ƙƻƻ ŎƘƻƻ 
ǘǊŀƛƴΗ ¢Ǌŀƛƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΗέ 
 

[ŀǘŜƭȅΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀ Ŧǳnny new habit ς ƘŜΩƭƭ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƻǊ ƻŦǘŜƴ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ IŜΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ς Jason! Jason! 
Jason! ς and then when I run in to see what he wants to tell me ς Caleb! Caleb! Caleb! ς hŜΩƭƭ 
laugh this goofy laugh ς ƘŜƘ ƘŜƘ ƘŜƘ ƘŜƘΧΦŦǳƴƴȅ WŀǎƻƴΗ 
 

{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŦȅ ƭŀǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΣ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ǘƘŜƴ YǊƛǎǘŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻǎŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŀƭƭ ǎƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
minutes about nothing at all. Such unrestrained goofy happiness is rare among adults, but with 
Caleb it seems to happen constantly. 
 

On this Sunday, I encourage you all, as I have done before, to go out into the world and share 
your joy ς whether you share it with your family, with your friends, or with a complete stranger. 
{ƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛǾƛƴŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ Ƨƻȅ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊƛǾŜǊΧƳŀƪŜ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜΣ ŀōǳƴŘŀƴǘ Ƨƻȅ 
the purpose of your life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jason has been an active member of this church since before he  
first began collecting the offering at summer services when he was in 3rd grade.   

{ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǇǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎΣ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻǳƴǘƭŜǎǎ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŀƭǎΣ  
sung in the choir, played in the handbell choir, and worked with the youth group,  

He will be co-teaching the Rite 13 class in the fall and is also the Youth Mentor.  Jason loves to be a part of First Church,  and 
hopes that he can pass on the many gifts  he's received in his more than twenty years here. 
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SIXTEENTH SUNDAY IN ORDINARY TIME                                     
JULY 19, 2009 

 
Sarah Gallop 

 
Psalm 23 

 
A Daily Dose of Peace 

 
 

¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ IŜōǊŜǿ ǎŎǊƛǇǘǳǊŜ ǎŜƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ¢ǿŜƴǘȅ-third Psalm. 
 

The Divine Shepherd 
A Psalm of David 

 
The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 
 
He makes me lie down in green pastures; he leads me 
beside still waters; he restores my soul. 
 
IŜ ƭŜŀŘǎ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǇŀǘƘǎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΦ 
 
Even though I walk through the darkest valley, I fear 
no evil; for you are with me; your rod and your 
staffτthey comfort me. 
 
You prepare a table before me in the presence of my 
enemies; you anoint my head with oil; my cup 
overflows. 
 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life, and I shall dwell in the house of the 
Lord my whole life long. 

 
 
Good Morning! 
 

Like many (but not all) of our summer preachers, I am not a minister, nor a religious scholar, 
ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƭƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎΣ ȅŜǘ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ŦŀŘƛƴƎΣ ƘƻǇŜǎΣ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǾƛƴƛǘȅ 
ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ  IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƭŀȅ preacher, and you discover that one of the 
ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ƭŜŎǘƛƻƴŀǊȅ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ноrd Psalm, you could 
mistake that stroke of luck for divine intervention and consider it some kind of sign about your 
calling.  But, then my father clarified the mechanics of the lectionary calendar to me, and 
explained how the 23rd Psalm is actually suggested quite frequently during the liturgical year 
and, by the way, is historically one of the most studied parts of the bible, or of literature, for 
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ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ  CƛƴŜΦ  LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻŘȅ ƻŦ 
scholarly work. 
 

[ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΩǎ tǊŀȅŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ноrd tǎŀƭƳ ƛǎ ŀ ǇƛƭƭŀǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƛǘƘΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƳŀƛƴǎǘŀȅΣ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ 
in times of grief, because it conveys comfort and assurance, but it also provides guidance and 
hope in ordinary times.  The restorative images of tranquil waters and green pastures are 
soothing and strengthening.  It calms the soul. 
 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ноrd Psalm is peaceful. 
 
***  
 
In fact, this is a sermon about peace.  Not peace in the world, although I hope that one of the 
other summer preachers might address that.  But about peace within us, and the importance of 
being able to find it.  
 

When I was young, the ten (and occasionally 11) weeks of summer seemed infinite.  We always 
spent July and August in a small town in the White Mountains of NH.  As a kid, the summer days 
there felt like an eternity.  I can remember falling into bed exhausted each night after a long 
day of swimming, biking, hiking, exploring, or reveling in a surprise meeting with a bear, or a 
moose, or a great blue heron, and then finally succumbing to fatigue, while listening through 
my window to the sounds of the woods in the night. 
 

Timelessness is certainly peaceful. 
 

We still spend a lot of time at that same place in the summer.  But today, those days and weeks 
seems to race by even though I try to linger within every hour to keep each one from slipping 
away too quickly. 
 

I know that part of that dynamic is just the difference between being a kid and being an adult.  
As a kid, my mind was open, clear, and unencumbered.  Now, as an adult, perhaps like some of 
you, my mind is cluttered with responsibilities, worries, plans, emotions, a never-ending to-do 
list, aƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǇŜǘǳŀƭ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ 
 

L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΣ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǘΚέ  Lǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǊŀŎƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ 
always on to the next thing, not typically stopping long enough to immerse myself in anything 
ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ǘƻ-Řƻ ƭƛǎǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǘǳǊƴǎ ƻǳǘΣ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎŀƴŘƭŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōƭƻǿ 
out.   It just keeps coming. 
 

One of the culprits of course is our culture, not only in this country, but here in our own town.  
Our community is very achievement-oriented, and we set high standards for our children and 
ƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜǎǘȅƭŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΣ ƻǊ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ 
ōŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƧƻōǎΦ  ¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƎƻŀƭǎΦ  .ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ 
leaǊƴŜŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ Ƴƛǎǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŎƭǳǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦ 
 

I get caught in the mistaken belief that if I can just take care of all these things that I need to do, 
then LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŜƴƎŀƎŜ ƛƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎŦǳƭ, more spiritual, more mindful pursuits.  
.ǳǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƪƛƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛǾŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ  LŦ 
L ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŘŀȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ άhƘΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƭƪ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
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Fells and sit quiŜǘƭȅ ōȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎŜǊǾƻƛǊǎΦέ  L ǘƘƛƴƪΣ άhƘΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƳǇΦΦΦ ŀƴŘ L ōŜǘ L 
Ŏŀƴ Ŧƛǘ ƛƴ ǎǘƻǇǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊȅ ŎƭŜŀƴŜǊǎΣ /±{Σ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪΧ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƎŜǘ ƎŀǎΗέ 
L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘǊƻƴƛŎ ƳƛƎǊŀƛƴŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊied 
dozens of medications and treatments and therapies, really all to no avail.  But recently I 
participated in a three-month mind body program at MGH that had quite an impact on me.  I 
ǿŀǎ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ are actually helping me.  
¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ŘƻŜǎ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΥ ƛǘ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƭǳŜ ƻŦ ŜƭƛŎƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅΩǎ ǊŜƭŀȄŀǘƛƻƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ 
and it provides tools for cognitive restructuring in order to move away from negative thought 
processes, and experience more joy.  Each individual in the program was suffering from some 
kind of chronic painτphysical, emotional, or spiritualτand everyone learned the relaxation 
response and the cognitive restructuring techniques over twelve weeks.  As a graduate now, I 
no longer think of the ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎΩ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭ ǘŜǊƳǎΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ 
reinforced for me is that I need to experience peace every dayτin some fashion, in some 
settingτjust peace.  And, if I do this every day, I feel better. 
 

The objective of the relaxation response is to engage in a daily activity that you know calms 
your body and mind, and allows you to become more aware.  The beauty of it is that you can do 
whatever you want.  You might just sit and listen to your breathing.  You could read something 
that is soothing and pleasing.  You could pray.  You could just try being mindful for a set period 
of time.  You could meditate, which, as you know, comes in a wide variety of forms. 
 

I remember in college when I was on the cross-country ski team, we would routinely go out for 
very long runsτ10, 12, even 15 miles (this was long before an orthopedist told me that my 
ƪƴŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ άǊƛŘŘƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǊǘƘǊƛǘƛǎέύΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǊǳƴǎΣ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƴǾŀǊƛŀōƭȅ 
figured something out.   A dilemma would be clarified, a solution crafted, a conviction 
developed, or the path to a goal planned out.  As my body fell into the rhythm of the effort, my 
ƳƛƴŘ ǎƘŀǊǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ƳŜΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
it, but it was a form of mediation that allowed my inner wisdom to surface, and guide me. 
 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴŎƻǊǇƻǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŀ Řŀƛƭȅ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ 
of eliciting the relaxation response, that is, becoming aware and open, will enhance the quality 
of our lives and improve our health.  A regular immersion into mindful awareness allows us to 
see beyond our circumstances (chronic pain in the case of my group in the MGH program), and 
will promote clarity.  The practice will make us more appreciative, and allow us to experience 
feelings of timelessness, perhaps in the same way that a kid experiences summertime. 
 

Physically, the research shows that engaging in mindful habits will bring positive change to our 
bodily and neural functions, literally decreasing blood pressure and negative brain wave activity 
that is directly correlated with stress.  
 

I started the MGH program by telling my group that I was a mindfulness drop out.  I could go for 
ŀ ǿŀƭƪ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŀƳŀȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ on the walk 
because my mind was tick-tick-ǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ  L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ 
anythingτflowers, trees, people, animals, or the color of the skyτI could miss it all.  When 
your mind is task oriented like this, you can get a lot done, and I do.  For better or for worse 
όŀƴŘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ŎƘŀƎǊƛƴύΣ L ǇǊƛȊŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛǾƛǘȅΦ  .ǳǘ LΩǾŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƻ ōŜƴǘ 
on getting things done, I was at risk for not taking in what was going on around me. 
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The cognitive restructuring component of a mind body practice is to learn to cast away negative 
thinking and engage instead in acceptance and appreciation.  We learned that appreciation is 
the gatekeeper of positive emotions.  Once you get into the rhythm of regularly experiencing 
appreciation, the floodgates open to many other positive thinking processes.  The research on 
this shows that people who experience appreciation and gratitude are happier and, get this, 
ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ Ǝƻŀƭǎ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ  That seems to mesh well with our 
achievement-oriented society. 
 

Each night, my whole family piles on top of our king size bed and we summarize our best, 
ǿƻǊǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ όƴƻǿ LΩƳ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴύΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ 
always reviewed the best and the worst, but the ordinary category is a more recent addition, 
and the idea is to grow our appreciation for people and things that we might take for granted.  
We engage in this nightly ritual because now I know that active appreciation leads to 
contentment and joy (and apparently enhanced productivity!) 
 

tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŜƳ ōȅ WŀƴŜ YŜƴȅƻƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άhǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜέΥ 
 

I got out of bed on two strong legs.  It might have been otherwise. 
I ate cereal, sweet milk, ripe, flawless peach.  It might have been otherwise. 
I took the dog uphill to the birch wood.  All morning I did the work I love. 
At noon, I lay down with my mate.  It might have been otherwise. 
We ate dinner together at a table with silver candlesticks. 
It might have been otherwise. 
I slept in a bed in a room with paintings on the walls and planned another day just like 
this day. 
But one day, I know it will be otherwise. 

 
Appreciation is peaceful. 
 
***  
 
Last weekend we were in NH again, the same place where my everlasting summers played out 
years ago, and we made a study of a Falcon mother and her chicks that were nesting in front of 
our house.  We observed their movements during the day and learned that the mother teaches 
the chicks to fly by hovering well over the nest with food hanging from her talons so that the 
chicks will be enticed to flutter up and receive the food mid-flight from her.  We got a sense of 
what the mother considered her territory by watching her flight patterns.  We listened to the 
different calls they made to each other, curiously speculating about their meanings.  We 
wondered when the chicks would be ready to go off on their own, and where they would go. 
 

Wonder is peaceful. 
¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀ ƳƛƴŘ-body program to learn how to get your daily dose of peace.  I 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿƘƻ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿǎ 
how to find it.  But what do you do?  Do you observe and listen to what is happening around 
you?  Do you ponder, wonder, appreciate, pray, or dream?  Do you breathe?  Maybe you use 
imagery to take yourself to a place where you experience reflection that calms your mind.  Do 
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you show compassion?  Perhaps you garden and blog about it.  Maybe you reflect on the 23rd 
Psalm. 
 

Yesterday in the mid afternoon, I called a friend of mine, who is a part of our church 
community, while I was in between cleaning the kitchen, folding laundry and making a BJs 
shopping list, and in the conversation, I asked her what she ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ  {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩƳ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ 
ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘŜ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻƻƪΧέ  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘέΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 
 

In fact, I know that many of you engage in quietude and positive thinking, and that you 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘƻǊŀǘƛǾŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎΦ  CƻǊ ƳŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎΦ  L Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ 
appreciation and positive thinking, but the relaxation response can still be somewhat elusive.  
{ƻƳŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜǎ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ ōǳǘ L Řƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀǇ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ 
physical benefits if I can step out of my to-do list world and bring calm to my mind and body at 
least once every day. 
 

Tranquility and serenity is abundant, even here in our busy urban lives.  We just have to 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ  ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Ƴƛǎǎ ƛǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǿŀǊŜΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ 
ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ bIΣ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜƭ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎΦ  LǘΩǎ 
peace, there for the taking, if we can see it. 
 

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.  He makes me lie down in green pastures; he leads 
me beside still waters; he restores my soul. 
 

God is peaceful. 
 

Amen. 
     Sarah, her husband Andy, son Nick, and daughter Julia  

have been members of the church since 1998.   
Sarah taught both Nick's and Julia's church school classes for nine years, 
 and is currently serving on the Worship Committee and co-chairing the  

FCC's participation in the Dwelling Place. 

 
SEVENTEENTH SUNDAY IN ORDINARY TIME        

                      JULY 26, 2009 

 

Bob McIndoe 
 

Luke 15:11-32                    
 

PRODIGAL CHILDREN  
 

Before giving my short summertime sermon, there are two observations I would like to share 
with you that came from preparing it.  
 

First, I gained a greater appreciation of what members of our ministerial team go through 
having to prepare sermons week after week during the regular church season. 
  
Second, and a very sobering observation, is if a member of the ministerial team gives a weak 
sermon, they can redeem themselves on future Sundays by giving strong sermons when they 
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are next scheduled to preach, whereas if my sermon today is a dud, I probably will never again 
be invited to preach anywhere!!  
 
 

¢ƘŜ ǘƛǘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊƛǇǘǳǊŜ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǿ ōƛōƭŜ ƛǎ ά¢ƘŜ tŀǊŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ tǊƻŘƛƎŀƭ 
ŀƴŘ Iƛǎ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŘƛŎǘƛƻƴŀǊȅ ŘŜŦƛƴŜǎ ǇǊƻŘƛƎŀƭ ŀǎ άŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎǘŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǎέ ƻǊ 
άŜȄŎŜŜŘƛƴƎƭȅ ƻǊ ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎǎƭȅ ǿŀǎǘŜŦǳƭΦέ 
 
 

I have long been intrigued by this parable because, while the 
actions and feelings of the two brothers are interesting and 
understandable, for some reason I felt there was embedded in 
the parable a more valuable lesson or message. Therefore, when 
Judy Arnold asked if I would like to give a sermon this summer, I 
said yes for this was an opportunity to carefully study and ponder 
this parable. 

  

It was only when I began to think of the father as the central figure in the parable that this 
scripture really came alive for me and opened up some theological thoughts beyond simply this 
story. We can really relate to a parent, like this father, being distanced from a child and then 
becoming very joyful when the child returns. 
  
Incidentally, while the scripture refers only to the father, the chances are good the prodigal son 
had a mother with the same feelings as the father. Furthermore, it could just as well have been 
a prodigal daughter. Therefore, while we are talking about a father and his son in this parable, 
what I have to say really encompasses fathers, mothers, sons and daughters. 
 

The son wasting his time and inheritance represents but a few of the ways children can distance 
themselves from parents. For example, distance can be geographic, such as our living in 
Winchester with children scattered all across the country; it can be emotional, ranging from 
rebellious teenagers to much more serious interpersonal difficulties;  
 

The more I thought about all the ways parents can be distanced from children, the more I felt I 
understood the enormous joy the father felt when his son asked to come home and no longer 
ōŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ bƻǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ 
ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŦƻǊŎƛōƭȅ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ man 
home. I think this tells us a great deal of patience and prayer often are needed to cope with 
prodigal children.  
I then found this parent-child parable opened up into a much bigger story as I began to think 
along these lines: if we speak of God as our άCŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ŀǊǘ ƛƴ IŜŀǾŜƴέ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ 
could God have the same feelings towards us as the father had towards his lost son in the 
parable? Are we all prodigal children to some degree? Certainly we at times have been wasteful 
of our time, talents and treasure.  
 

I suspect God, like any loving parent, delights in our making good use of our time, talents and 
treasure and is dismayed when we go astray. Fortunately, just like the father in the parable who 
rejoiced when the son came home, I believe God is willing to forgive our prodigal behavior 
when we come home to Him and express our love for Him. For evidence of this I offer what 
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WŜǎǳǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŀǎ ¢ƘŜ DǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘŀƴǘΥ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ȅƻǳǊ DƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ 
heart, and with all your soul, aƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘΦέ  
 

Our prayers, understandably, tend to focus on thanking God for many blessings or asking Him 
for help in coping with various concerns. Perhaps our relationship with God would be even 
ƳƻǊŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ƛŦ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǇǊŀȅŜǊǎ ǿŜ ǎŀƛŘ άDƻŘΣ ǿŜ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜέ ƻǊ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ άL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 
²Ŝ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƛƴ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƻǳǊ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜǎΤ ǿƘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
they be appropriate in expressing our feelings towards God?  
 

¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨŀŘƻǊŜΩ ƳŜŀƴǎ άǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƎǊŜŀǘƭȅΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ the hymns we will be singing this 
ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ άWƻȅŦǳƭΣ WƻȅŦǳƭΣ ²Ŝ !ŘƻǊŜ ¢ƘŜŜΣέ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭƭȅ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎŜǎ ƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜ ƻŦ DƻŘΦ L ŀƳ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ 
when we sing it He will be listening.  
 
Amen.  
 

Bob Mclndoe, a Life Deacon at First Congregational Church in Winchester, has served on a 
variety of commissions and committees since joining the Church in 1972. Married, with 
two children and four grandchildren, he presently lives at The Ledges in Winchester. After 
retiring in 2004 from a career in investment management, he has been active in a number 
of organizations including the Winchester Rotary Club, the Winchester Community Music 
School, The Wardroom Club, the Military History Society of Massachusetts, and the 
Boston Economic Club. He is a graduate of Dartmouth College and the Harvard Business 
School.  
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Ephesians 4:1-16 

 
Speaking The Truth in Love 

 
 

¢ƘŜ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ ƎƻǎǇŜƭ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƴȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ άǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ the truth 
ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜΦέ  Iƻǿ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜƭƭ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΚ  Lƴ ƻǳǊ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΚ  ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ άǘƘŜ 
ǘǊǳǘƘέ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚ 
 

L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŀŘŀƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘ ŘŀȅǎΥ   άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƴƛŎŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦέ  Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǎaying to any of you? 
 

I was brought up to be a good girl, to be polite and kind, to follow the rules, work hard, set very 
high standards and to be happy or at least agreeable.  I was very fortunate to have a lot of love, 
resources and opportunities.  Life ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘΦ  Lƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ 
of origin, we were great at celebrating, but not very comfortable speaking or hearing the truth 
if it were painful or difficult, so we generally avoided it. 
 




