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From the Pastor’s Pen-Cell

Francine felt the need for a coffee break. So she bought herself a bag of cookies and put them in her shopping
bag as she strolled Eastview Mall. Then she got in line at Starbucks and found a place to sit. She pulled out the
Macy's and Bon Ton flyers and perused them before heading off for pre-holiday sales.

The mall was crowded and Starbucks table space was slim. A man asked permission to share the other side of
her small table and Francine consented. After a minute had passed, she reached into the bag for a cookie. The
man seated across from her took out one, too. It surprised her and bothered her, but mustering all her Christian
patience, she smiled but remained silent. A few moments later she took a second cookie and the man did, as
well. She hoped that her irritation didn’t show but she thought to herself, “He should get his own cookies!”

When they both had a third cookie she was royally upset but not as much as when the man took the final cookie,
broke it in two and offered her half. Francine was steamed! On her way to Bon Ton she muttered how she
would relay this to her family. She folded the Macy's flyer and as she put it back into her shopping bag, she
discovered her own unopened bag of cookies.

If I have food in the refrigerator, clothes on my back, a roof overhead and a place to sleep ... I am richer than 75
percent of this world. If I have money in the bank, cash in my wallet and spare change in a dish someplace ... |
am among the top 8 percent of the Earth's wealthiest people. If | have not experienced the danger of battle, the

loneliness of imprisonment, the agony of torture or the pangs of starvation ... I am ahead of 500 million people
in the world.

Some days we misunderstand our blessings, jump to wrong conclusions, and blame the wrong people, even
God.

We can approach Thanksgiving as optimists, pessimists, or realists. At the end of Thanksgiving Dinner an
optimist thinks the glass is half full and a pessimist thinks the glass is half empty. A realist knows that if he/she
sticks around, either way eventually they will have to wash the glass. And when they do, they can be upset that
they are washing, or grateful for the food, the company, and the water.

Maybe our problem is that we spend too much time keeping score and not enough energy giving thanks.
November is a time for us to reorient our lives, examine our blessings, and reflect on the beauty of autumn.
Helen Keller helped to correct so much of our thinking when she wrote, “The best and most beautiful things
cannot be seen or even touched; they must be felt with the heart.”

Have a ®lcosed Thanksgiving month!

Bruce



Prayerfully Pondering Memories...

November is full of reasons to remember. We begin
the month with All Saints Day by commemorating all
those who have gone to heaven in the past year. Both
Veterans Day and Thanksgiving are federally
mandated holidays designed to give us an opportunity
to remember those who have gone before us and on
whose shoulders we stand today. My memories of
these days include joy at having a break from school
and the anticipation of seeing family gather around
great food.

This year's remembrances will be very different as
this will be the first time we celebrate without Bill's
mom. | know that many of you have been there in
that year of firsts without a loved one: the first
birthday, anniversary, Christmas or family vacation.
They all hurt. And years later, they may still hurt to
one degree or another.

As a pastor and a wife, I often wish there were
shortcuts on grieving. There are not. [ wish there
were just the right words that could be said. Nobody
could be so eloquent. When I am rational about a
lwsorawpnnhon,lm:fﬁrmﬁmdwpefls
normal, natural and necessary,' Tennyson said it
best: “Tis better to have loved and lost than never to
have loved at all.™

Grief is normal because it is how we humans respond
to loss or separation in various forms. Everybody
feels grief to one degree or another. The ways it
affects us are unpredictable from person to person
and even from loss to loss. Elizabeth Kubler Ross is
known for her study of the stages of grief (anger,
denial, bargaining, depression and acceptance).’
These are non-linear and often cyclical.

Grief is natural and cannot be avoided. Because God
made us to be in relationship with God and with one
another, we are created to grieve just as we are

' Dr. Kenneth J. Haugk. A Time To Grieve. Stephen

% These lines are a part of /n Memoriam, which Tennyson
wrote after the death of his beloved friend Arthur Hallam.
Tennyson had met Hallam in 1829, when they were both
students at Trinity College, Cambridge. Hallam's sudden
death in 1833 threw Tennyson into a tormented and near-
suicidal state. /n Memoriam was not published unti] 1850
the same year that Tennyson was chosen poet laureate of

cagland.
? Elizabeth Kubler-Ross. On Death and Dying. New York:
Touchstone, 1969.

created to love. The psalmist gives this voice: “1 am
weary with my moaning; every night I flood my bed
with tears; | drench my couch with my weeping. My
eyes waste away because of grief.™

Grief is necessary. Because grief is both normal and
natural, it is important to give it healthy expression.
A grief denied is a grief magnified. Perhaps the best
thing we can do for ourselves and for one another is
give ourselves permission to grieve, When tempted
to apologize for not being on top of our game, we
should remember that the grief process takes time,
patience, understanding and grace.

Though I do not always have the right words to say in
response to grief, I am confident that the Psalms do.
The authors of the psalms gave voice to the full range
of human emotion by lamenting our losses, raging at
God and finally affirming God's compassionate
sovereignty. The psalmist pleads with God, “Tum to
me and be gracious to me, for | am lonely and
afflicted. Rzlmethcmublasufmybummdhnng
me out of my distress.”® And the psalmist affirms
God's love, “He heals the brokenhearted, and binds
up their wounds.”

Children’s fiction is a gift to the author, the child, and
the parent who gets to read to a gift from God. |
greatly anticipate the day when Rachel and Wes will
be able to listen to C.S. Lewis' Chronicles of Narnia.
In the first of the series, “The Lion, the Witch and the
Wardrobe” Lewis writes: If you've been up all night
and cried till you have no more tears left in you — you
will know that in the end there comes a sort of
quietness.

May this month of remembrance give us at least one
opportunity to experience that sort of quietness.
Perhaps it will come during our celebration of
Communion on Sunday, November 1%, Jesus gave us
the gift of communion telling us, “do this in
remembrance of me.” May his words and his peace
come as a gift from God assuring us that the love we
knew from someone special is still available to us in
our ability to remember it and share it with others.

Go with God (GWIG),
Carrie

“ Psalm 6:16-17b NRSV
¥ Psalm 25:16:17 NRSV
* Psalm 147:3 NRSV

































