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     Even though everything in life points to the 

contrary, I have found myself still somehow be-

lieving that living can somehow be made easy.  

Maybe it’s those Corona commercials that so 

sweetly nuzzle me into the idea that if I’m on the 

beach with a beer-it’s all good. Maybe it’s the 

Lottery that lures me into the thought that with 

massive wealth, cares evaporate & I can live 

‘retired’ with no responsibility. Maybe it’s even 

the dynamic faith communicator who promises 

that if I would just follow Jesus the right way, 

life’s crookedness would be made straight. 

     I think I want life to be more like a “highlight 

real” of greatest moments instead of the bland 

disappointment of dailyness.  In truth, I’d like to 

drive through town & never hit a red light, for 

each night to be swallowed in ecstatic marital 

bliss and for every sermon to be a game winning 

grand slam. Further, I don’t want to go through 

any real trouble to get it all. I resonate with Soren 

Kierkegaard's timeless words, “The average per-

son lives in the sensuous categories: agreeable 

& disagreeable-in terms both of his stomach and 

his mind and does not suspect that ‘standing in 

relationship to the Truth is the highest good.” 

     Then I’m reminded, most recently by author 

Daniel Taylor, “Nothing worth while is easy.” This 

is perhaps especially true concerning our faith.  

With zero ambiguity Jesus promises difficult 

times because of faith, and raises the bar high in 

saying “If any want to become my followers, let 

them deny themselves and take up their 

cross#” (MT 16.24)  Yet I can grow so complete-

ly weary of the struggle of faith, doubt seeps in, 

other lives seem so promising and I wear out like 

an athlete in competition or soldier in battle.  

Which is precisely where scriptures become most 

realistic and speak to the greatest truths.  It’s 

packed with encouragement to persevere-to ac-

tually continue on even when circumstances are 

not conducive, to persist even after all would 

seem lost.  The author of Hebrews captures the 

thought my whimsical soul needs most “...let us 

run with perseverance the race that is set before 

us...” (Heb. 12.1)   

     It sets in me the reality that the choice is not 

between a life of faith surrounded by difficulty or 

an easy life below the radar-there is no “easy” 

life, everyone will receive their share of struggle. 

The choice is then for what purpose will I endure 

what this life has.  Will I throw myself into the 

abandonment Jesus calls for & trust his way is 

best even when nothing around seems to confirm 

that-or will I live for the satisfaction of my own 

appetite. The question is what will I live this life 

for, what does it all mean, and how is it 

achieved?  The scriptures then stand, unassum-

ingly waiting, with wisdom to give life meaning. 

Part of it is the very unromantic notion that we 

simply must persevere in the life of faith. We 

must believe that those who have gone before us 

were right about life, that there is a God of Love 

who is working out a plan to make “All things 

new” (Rev.21.5). 

     Phillip Yancey in his epic work “Prayer” de-

scribes his revelation that as a runner he learned 

early on to never ask the question “Do I feel like 

running today or staying in bed?”  The Appetite 

towards the agreeable always wins-I feel like 

staying in bed.  Phillip shares that learning to ask 

questions like, “Do I want to be fit, do I want to 

have more energy, do I want to lose weight?” 

needed to be asked instead. Then persevere 

even when the sun is not yet up & the bed is so 

comfortable-I have learned that so much of life is 

precisely like that, especially faith-there is an 

unavoidable element of perseverance that must 

be embraced.  And from it flow rivers of what 

makes life livable, meaning. 

The	question	is	

what	will	I	live	this	

life	for,	what	does	it	

all	mean,	and	how	

is	it	achieved?		The	

scriptures	then	

stand,	unassuming-

ly	waiting,	with	

wisdom	to	give	life	

meaning.	

Get Up and RunGet Up and RunGet Up and RunGet Up and Run    

Bert Wright 
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As a lot of my ECC Fellowshippers know, for a lot 

of years I’ve been a card carrying member of 

Alcoholics Anonymous (Shhhhhh! Don’t tell any-

body unless you want to or think I might be able 

to be of help to someone!!), the Granddaddy of 

all 12 Step Programs. 

The Third Step of which is, “Made a decision to 

turn our will and our lives over to the care of God 

as we understood Him.” 

My first near death experience came as a direct 

result of my alcoholism back in 1985 when, 

drunk, I got into a horrific car accident which 

nearly cost me my life. 

My most recent was/is Multiple MyelomaHan 

incurable form of blood/bone marrow cancer and 

I’ve gone through the disease and the treatment 

thereof sober, although not always of sound 

mind. 

After several months of chemo and other prepa-

ration, on August 25th I had a stem cell trans-

plant, which the Drs. say will statistically give me 

another 10 years! 

The period of time leading up to the transplant 

was a piece of cake. 

The week or 10 days after was a nightmare. 

A combination of chemo, my body writhing trying 

to accept the stem cells, even if they were my 

own and an extended visit by the Dark Side dang 

near did me in. 

I got to the point where I wanted to die and to the 

point I was transferred to intensive care. I re-

member pretending to be asleep and there were 

two nurses hovering around and one said to the 

other, “Is he going to make it?” 

The response was quick, “We’re not sure.” 

I can remember thinking, “Oh, good. This might 

all be over soon.” 

At that moment and for a period of days before 

and after I was under the influence of a power/

spirit greater than myself and I was the soccer 

ball in a soccer game called Spiritual Warfare. 

Had I not taken that Third Step and made that 

part and parcel of my life I would have not sur-

vived this ordeal. 

Even at my lowest when I was telling relatives 

and people that I was wanted to and was going 

to die, the bilateralness of pact I made with God 

proved itself. He kept His Word and even though 

I wanted to check out, He held me tight and pro-

tected me from the Dark Side and from dying. 

How’d He do that? 

Through you guys and others who lifted me up in 

prayer, came to see me, called me, e-mailed me 

and sent me all those fabulous birthday cards 

which one of you taped to the wall of my hospital 

room directly across from my bed. 

Perhaps you have never been aware of God the 

Father acting in behalf of, in protection of and 

fighting to keep you wholeHI have. 

Coming up on two months since my transplant I 

am home getting well enough to return to work 

and having a lot of time to reflect on this new life 

that I have been given and knowing exactly the 

Source of this life. 

Sidebar, sorta: I thank God for this life and I 

thank you for this life. But a simple thank you 

seems sooooooo woefully inadequate. I don’t 

have the words. As Agents of His Goodness, He, 

through you saved a wretch like me. 

 

Thank you. 

Perhaps	you	have	

never	been	aware	

of	God	the	Father	

acting	in	behalf	of,	

in	protection	of	and	

"ighting	to	keep	you	

whole…I	have.	

Musing on Almost DyingMusing on Almost DyingMusing on Almost DyingMusing on Almost Dying    

Pete Tippett 
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My	adventure	

began	at	the	end	of	

July	where	I	met	up	

with	a	small	group	

of	Americans	at	

DIA.		We	joined	8	

more	Americans	in	

LA	to	start	our	2	½	

week	trip...	

Summer CampSummer CampSummer CampSummer Camp    

     As a kid I always thought it would be a fun 

adventure to go to summer camp. The thought of 

building bonds, taking on challenges, singing 

camp songs, and learning something about your-

self just seemed like a whole lot of fun.  Well life 

never offered me this experience as a kid, but I 

think this past summer put me in another situa-

tion which seemed a whole lot like a summer 

camp experience.  

     My “Summer Camp” experience wasn’t just a 

random thing that happened this summer but a 

culmination of events which have been going on 

for about 13 years.  My journey started when I 

first was hired at HP doing tech support. I worked 

with a team who supported several business 

units at the Fort Collins site. One of my team-

mates was binh rybacki, who is a former refugee 

from Vietnam and lives in Loveland.  When I first 

meant binh she was just returning from a trip to 

her homeland. binh had been back several times 

since her family first fled for their lives in 1975 as 

Saigon fell. I was immediately drawn to wanting 

to know more about Vietnam and binh’s story. In 

talking with binh, I found out her life journey had 

lead to starting a non-profit humanitarian organi-

zation (Children of Peace International - COPI) to 

help raise orphaned children in Vietnam.  After 

hearing binh’s story I felt lead to help her in any 

way possible and I started doing volunteer work 

for COPI in 1997.  

     Being an orphan in Vietnam is not such a 

great place to be in life. The Buddhist culture 

often shuns orphans because the belief is you 

must have done something really bad in your 

past life to be born and then have no parents; 

kids are left to fend for themselves. Like other 

places around the world there are still many peo-

ple in Vietnam who live in poverty with little to no 

access to simple things like clean water, basic 

health care, and an education.  COPI is an or-

ganization which does not settle for the status 

quo, so instead of being satisfied with just raising 

orphans, they started a new journey and started 

providing medical/dental clinics throughout Vi-

etnam. Their medical/dental clinics reach not only 

the orphaned children but the disadvantaged 

people too.  In the spring of 1999, I went with 

COPI on my first medical/dental mission trip. I 

went on 2 more consecutive trips where we start-

ed breaking ground and building a foundation for 

how to run the clinics.  I took a 9 year break from 

my trips to Vietnam while Alan and I started our 

family but this summer gave me the opportunity 

to return to something I’ve been given a great 

compassion for. My return also offered me the 

advantage to see firsthand how the mission trips 

had changed.  

     My adventure began at the end of July where 

I met up with a small group of Americans at DIA.  

We joined 8 more Americans in LA to start our 2 

½ week trip which would take us to five cities 

throughout Vietnam to run seven clinics in the 

rural areas. One of the first surprises for me with 

this group were Lan and My, two Vietnamese 

Americans ladies in their late twenties.  These 

women come from different parts of the States 

and are well established in their careers but 

made the necessary sacrifices to go on this trip 

and to make a difference in a country their par-

ents had left. Neither of them knew anything 

about COPI until 4 weeks before we departed but 

Wendy Mixon 
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had been deeply moved by a documentary about 

a 2008 COPI medical/dental mission trip. Another 

surprise were the teenagers Christopher, An, and 

Eric – An and Christopher are nephews of Quang 

(a classmate of binh’s from High School) and Eric 

whose dad (Dr. Dale) was the only American 

dentist on the trip.  Once our whole team was put 

together in Vietnam there were 12 Americans 

and 18 Vietnamese.  The team mix was exciting 

to me because past groups were much larger 

and were primarily made up of American doctors, 

dentists and nurses and we used Vietnamese 

translators. In addition, this group was much 

younger. The majority of the team was in their 

20’s (and younger). It was touching to see the 

change in dynamic to having mostly Vietnamese 

taking care of each other and a young group of 

people wanting to do more.  

We started to bond as a team after arriving in 

Hanoi.  Dr. Dale and binh were held by the Cus-

toms Agents for 3 ½ hours while an 

‘understanding’ was made over allowing the 

much needed dental equipment and supplies into 

the country. In the end everything was allowed in 

but the government flexing their muscles was 

something which had not changed. Our first team 

building event happened after we were settled in 

the city of Viet Tri, just north of Hanoi.  The whole 

group worked together for an entire day to sort 

out and pack supplies and medicines needed to 

run our clinics.   

    COPI clinics are now setup to have a patient 

check-in to assess their needs, a visit to the hy-

giene station, a stopover with the medical team, 

usually a craft while waiting for dentist, pharma-

cy, and then a toy. A new challenge for me on 

this trip was the opportunity to be a leader of one 

station. The hygiene station is the group I lead 

where we taught the patients how to wash their 

hands and brush their teeth properly and then 

wash their face before going to see any of the 

doctors.  It was fun to be in the position to see 

the patients first.  My team worked very hard and 

we did a good job to overcome some of the chal-

lenges and roadblocks; locating our water source 

or finding enough tables to setup our station were 

some of the things we experienced. I was the 

only NVP (non-Vietnamese person) at the station 

and it was fun to try and get people to smile, or 

see their reaction when I would say please and 

thank you in Vietnamese, or to show a toddler it 

wasn’t going to be scary; all we were doing was 

play in some water to get clean.  The older pa-

tients were some of my favorites; like the 80 year 

old Grandma that kept touching my skin and 

smiling or her friend who had only 4 teeth and 

was too embarrassed to smile. I am always 

moved that even though the people we serve 

don’t have a whole lot, they put on their best out-

fit (clean or not) to come.  It was a blessing to 

provide 1,000 patients the care they needed with 

this team because everyone worked so hard and 

we were all united and privileged to serve the 

beautiful people of Vietnam. This team made the 

greatest impact on me over any other team I 

It	was	a	blessing	to	

provide	1,000	pa-

tients	the	care	they	

needed	with	this	

team	because	eve-

ryone	worked	so	

hard	and	we	were	

all	united	and	privi-

leged	to	serve	the	

beautiful	people	of	

Vietnam.		
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Summer Camp Summer Camp Summer Camp Summer Camp continued...continued...continued...continued...    

being	involved	with	

COPI	has	helped	me	

with	some	of	the	

healing	I	needed	to	

go	through	after	

this	experience	and	

I	hope	that	My	will	

"ind	the	same		

comfort.		

have worked with and I will always cherish the 

bonds I built within this team.  

 

     One of the bonds I made was with my room-

mate My.  It was great to just hang out with her 

and conversations were never hard to come by.  I 

am a believer that God doesn’t let people come 

into your life at random. I think one of the best 

conversations I had with My was discovering we 

had a similar story to share about how we both 

had our bothers died in their twenties. I know 

being involved with COPI has helped me with 

some of the healing I needed to go through after 

this experience and I hope that My will find the 

same comfort.  

     I don’t know when I will go back to Vietnam, I 

hope it is soon. I know when I speak to people 

about my adventures in Vietnam, they know I 

have a great compassion for the people and the 

work that COPI does there, however, I’ve been 

struggling with my overall “feeling” about this last 

trip, what did I learn. What is my overall takea-

way? What are these trips all about? I think, this 

time, my answers have come in a few different 

messages I’ve received from people since my 

return.   

     The first message came through our Pastor 

Bert. If no one has been paying attention, Bert 

has been preaching about how long ago God 

promised Abraham He would make him into a 

great nation and would bless him so that he 

would be a blessing to others (Genesis 12).  I’ve 

been hearing this message preached for months, 

and have been agreeing this was something God 

had done for me in other parts of my life. Hearing 

these words again, since coming home, has 

made me now realize all the blessings I have in 

life are a culmination of what God has done for 

me and serving people in Vietnam is just one of 

many ways He uses me to be a blessing. I’ve 

also been pondering the message Tom French 

delivered on Matthew 25 about the sheep and 

the goats.  How through Jesus we will be blessed 

to do what is right: to feed the hungry, or give a 

drink to the thirsty, or invite a stranger in, or 

providing clothing to someone without, or taking 

care of someone who is sick, or visiting someone 

in prison. I think providing basic health care to 

the people of Vietnam would also fall into these 

categories. The blessing Abraham was given is 

the same for me and I would be foolish to not 

honor what I’ve been given by helping those in 

need. What an amazing life Jesus gives us when 

we honor Him and act upon His calling. 

     So this was my Summer Camp. I could tell 

you, at length, some of the amazing things which 

happened to lead up to how COPI started and 

how binh has been called but I’ll leave that story 

for binh to tell. Binh’s story was made into an 

amazing documentary film, entitled “A Necessary 

Journey” that actually played at the Rialto Thea-

ter in Loveland on November 4th.  You can check 

out a copy in the office or learn more at           

childrenofpeace.org. 
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      I can’t get away from this passage.  It’s deep, 

rich, and poignant.  It keeps my mind and heart in 

the right place as I seek to follow Jesus.  It keeps 

coming back, day after day, week after week.  

HereH take it in slowly for just a moment. 

      “Let the word of the Lord Jesus 

Christ dwell in you richly; teach and 

admonish one another with all wis-

dom; and with gratitude in your 

hearts, sing psalms, hymns and spir-

itual songs to God.  And whatever you 

do, in word or deed, do everything in 

the name of the Lord Jesus, giving 

thanks to God the Father through 

him” (Col. 3:16-17). 

How beautiful is a life that leans into these words 

and practices them daily?  I want that kind of life. 

     Last year during one of our Renew Wednes-

day meetings I used Colossians 3:1-17.  We sat 

in the passage for some time that evening.  For 

those that were there, do you remember?  Do 

you remember what God had for you?  How have 

things developed for you since that time until 

now?  As a disciple of Jesus Christ, I could 

spend the rest of my days learning and working 

these guiding words into my life.  I pray it will be 

so with each passing day. 

      � � 

     One major theme that jumped out at me 

through our Worship Renewal Grant last year 

was that worship renewal comes out of our rela-

tionship with Christ.  Authentic worship doesn’t 

happen well unless there is some kind of relation-

ship with God.  The deeper my friendship with 

Christ, the deeper my expression of worship.  

When I think about gathering for worship, as I 

wade into the waters of Christ’s love, I find it 

doesn’t matter what happens up front, beside 

me, in the narthex or anywhere else (as long as 

what is going on is Christ focused, truthful and 

not physically damaging).  I am drawn to give 

thanks with gratitude in my heart.  I can’t help it.  

I just do it.  And when that happens, I see it catch 

like wildfire.  I’ve noticed it takes just a handful of 

ebullient grateful people and others start to see 

with new eyes why they’ve come to worship.  

Time and time again I’ve seen this happen.  It’s 

exciting to see God’s Spirit at work in this way.  

An authentic thankful Spirit-filled Christ-

generated heart is a powerful weapon against the 

darkness found in many corners of this planet 

and within our very heart. 

     I believe this is what most of us want at ECC.  

I see it in your eyes.  I hear it expressed from 

your lips.  There is a deep desire to connect with 

Jesus, be loved by Jesus, and give expression to 

God and others how Jesus is working in your life 

and the world.  I’m also hearing you long for oth-

ers to share their story of how Christ has healed, 

restored, saved, guided, and loved.  Am I right?  

If Colossians 3 takes root in our lives and com-

munity, it will happen. 

Here are some Col. 3:16-17 questions I’ve been 

asking myself lately. 

How do I know if or when the word of God is 

dwelling in me? 

Who is teaching me and who am I teaching 

in the context of the ECC body? 

Who admonishes me with all wisdom and 

who is open for me to admonish them? 

Do I find I overflow with gratitude in my heart 

when I sing in worship?  What does that 

look like? 

How much of what I say glorifies Christ and 

is filled with his love through my day and 

week? 

How much of what I do is done for the pur-

pose of serving Christ, whatever it is, 

each day? 

What do I find describes me more:  overflow-

ing with thanksgiving or overflowing with 

grumbling and complaining? 

What is required of me to be fully engaged in 

living out Col. 3:16-17? 

     I find it a grand honor to live in a community of 

thanksgiving and gratitude where it constantly 

seeks Christ together and wants to learn from 

one another.  What an honor it is to be connected 

to a people who want to be together enough to 

rearrange their life so that worship and giving 

themselves over to Christ is priority. 

How is Colossians 3 Shaping us?How is Colossians 3 Shaping us?How is Colossians 3 Shaping us?How is Colossians 3 Shaping us?    

Brian Frable 

Authentic	worship	

doesn’t	happen	well	

unless	there	is	some	

kind	of	relationship	

with	God.			
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.I	have	discovered	

many	hidden	gifts	

God	wants	all	of	us	

to	receive	when	we	

prepare	well	for	

worship.			

The Hidden Gift of PreparingThe Hidden Gift of PreparingThe Hidden Gift of PreparingThe Hidden Gift of Preparing    

     Fundamentally, what has inspired me to go to 

worship over the last 45 years of my life?  I can 

count on two hands the amount of times I’ve 

missed Sunday morning worship.  In the begin-

ning it was my parents taking me to church.  I hit 

junior high and I loved the Word of God.  I want-

ed to learn as much as I could how the Bible in-

tersected my day to day life.  When I was in col-

lege I began to play keyboard in worship and was 

committed to arrive early each Sunday morning 

to set up, practice with the piano player and sit 

through three worship services, including three 

sermons.  I loved being in worship, serving in 

worship, delighting in all God had for me each 

Sunday.  Even in those college days when I 

played in a rock band.  I didn’t get home until 1, 2 

or even 3 o’clock Sunday morning and faithfully 

got my body and mind to church so I could serve 

well before my God.  I was tired, but pleasing 

God by keeping the Sabbath holy motivated me.  

How could loving Jesus look any other way?  

After college I became a youth pastor.  I liked 

being the first one at church on Sunday morning 

and the last one to leave.  Though that wasn’t in 

my job description, it’s what I was compelled to 

do.  I figured it was the best way to give what I 

had to God and get connected to that body of 

believers.  I still believe it’s true.  Being in rela-

tionship with 700 people, helping each other pay 

attention to God on a Sunday morning over three 

morning services is no small task, but absolutely 

worth it.  Next was Strathmore, Canada.  I went 

to work at Covenant Bible College.  Though I put 

in a good 50+ hours a week into CBC ministry, I 

was highly motivated to help our local church as 

a volunteer.  I gave roughly 20 hours a week as a 

volunteer in worship and church leadership.  I 

love the local church and believe in it.  I was 

committed to help that little church-in-a-box of 70 

grow to over 400 in 9 years.  Again, I saw how 

critical Sunday morning was to the life of that 

body and poured myself into it for Christ’s sake.  

The Holy Spirit guided me into this kind of service 

and I was glad to obey.  Through all these years 

God taught me how critical worship is and I threw 

my life into it with a cheerful (most of the time) 

and willing heart.  I also learned how critical pre-

paring well for worship is and the surprising gifts 

that come from God as preparation intersects 

faithfulness and consistent Sunday morning par-

ticipation.  The surprises come like Aslan comes 

to Lucy in C.S. Lewis’ Chronicles of Narnia.  I see 

and experience God when my heart and mind 

are prepared.  Otherwise, He’s walking right by 

me, ready to love me, and I don’t even know He’s 

there. 

     What have I found hinders me from preparing 

well for worship?  A tired body.  A busy life.  Chil-

dren that are hard to get ready on a more 

“relaxed” day.  Expecting God to be an instant, 

easy, catering McGod.  Sometimes it slips into 

my mind, “Why does it even matter?  Is it worth 

the hard work and inconvenience to take serious-

ly how I come before God in worship?”  Felt dis-

tance from God.  All these things are clouds of 

darkness that roll in to prevent a deep rich rela-

tionship with the Creator and Savior.  These keep 

me from a nurturing relationship with God found 

in the context of community and worship. 

     I have discovered many hidden gifts God 

wants all of us to receive when we prepare well 

for worship.  I share these things because it has 

brought a life full of God blessing to me.  Unfortu-

nately, I’ve noticed our present culture does not 

lend itself to find these God gifts easily.  If I let 

my culture (and the bad habits it potentially can 

form in me) have its way, I probably would have 

stopped preparing for worship a long time ago.  I 

might have stopped going to worship altogether.  

But by taking the steps to prepare well for wor-

ship I come before God with an eager and recep-

tive heart, a mind that hears God clearer, and a 

spirit that is better ready to give to God and oth-

ers.  When I remember the act of worship is not 

simply an hour a week, I discover anew a more 

meaningful relationship with God.  Worship trans-

forms my life.  Through the years I have seen 

worship transform many lives.  They have been 

healed, given a renewed hope, become mission-

aries, and understood more of God’s call.  What 

greater motivator could there be for the one who 

calls themselves a follower of Jesus? 

     There is a multitude of encounters with God 

through worship I want to share.  I want to reflect 

on the stories through the ages how God showed 

up when His people gathered together to worship 

Him.  Healing.  Revival.  Victory.  Renewal.  Out-

breaks of outreach and evangelism.  Of course, 

these things did not come out of groups that ex-

pected to be entertained.  These things came out 

of groups whose hearts were desperate for God.  

Desperation for God doesn’t come from some-

thing a person musters up, but from the realiza-

tion that life truly cannot go on without Him.  How 

Brian Frable 
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else can this happen in my context unless I am 

honest with myself, others and God about who I 

am in relationship to Him?  The only way to be 

honest in this is to spend time thinking about 

these things and then share it.  Otherwise, I’ll be 

living a life of deception.  That will most likely re-

sult in running away from God at some point.  I 

believe how I prepare for worship is integral to 

faith and growth in Christ.  This process says to 

God, “I care about You and the community of 

Your followers.  I truly need You and them in my 

life.” 

      When a person is full of God, and full-of-God-

people come together in one place, God is magni-

fied.  Something remarkable happens.  Before 

sharing concrete ways I prepare for worship I 

must underscore that worship needs to be more 

about God’s people coming together who are 

seeking God all day, everyday.  Formal worship is 

about God’s people gathering to reflect and cele-

brate how He is intersecting lives individually and 

corporately.  Worship is about being open to 

God’s ways and leading, using our gifts to build 

up the community to His honor and glory.   Wor-

ship is about showing respect and humility to our 

Creator, Savior and Teacher.  I have found that if 

I, God’s holy and beloved, am willing to go the 

extra mile for His benefit and witness, I encounter 

something new and fresh from God that takes me 

to an even better place than I already am in Him.  

Sometimes it’s more than I ever thought possible.  

It is an incredible relationship to be loved, healed, 

challenged and molded by the most tender, crea-

tive, firm, outrageous Being in the universe. 

      Here are the practices (habits) I’ve used to 

prepare for Sunday morning worship through the 

years: 

pray 5 to 15 minutes each morning, Mon-

Sat, asking God to reveal Himself to 

me that day 

pay attention each day how the previous 

Sunday’s message is impacting how I 

see life that day and think about the 

questions and concerns I want to bring 

to God the next Sunday 

pray for an hour on Saturday before going to 

bed (pray through the church directory  

l   pray through the Sunday morning 

text  l  reflect upon how God met me 

through the week  l   seek God’s heart 

as to what He is calling me into Sun-

day morning  l   think about what God 

wants me to understand about how I’ll 

move into Mon – Sat next week) 

As I enter the doors of the church I think of 3 

to 5 things about God and the ECC 

community I am thankful for. 

As a regular congregant (when not leading 

worship) I would come to church at 

least 15 minutes before the service 

begins to connect with others, pray 

and be ready to engage the worship 

service when it begins.  I have found 

that when I come late into a worship 

service I miss a whole whack of God 

blessing and relationship. 

A journal helps me process what God is 

saying to me# I often use it to ponder 

God’s heart and teaching through the 

week. 

Sunday before bed I take 5 minutes to re-

flect upon the service, what I was able 

to give to God in time and presence 

and express my thanks to God for 2 or 

3 things that happened within the ser-

vice. 

     These habits were forged over many years as 

I allowed the Holy Spirit to shape me and guide 

me for His purpose.  As we all would agree, most 

things worthwhile are not going to come easy, 

right?  Of course there have been times when I 

will forget or simply not find the space in my 

schedule.  God’s grace is big and broad.  Initially, 

these practices demand a lot!  Over time they 

have been life giving.  They have helped me con-

nect with the God who wants to walk with me and 

teach me.  They require a pattern of life that most 

people don’t walk through or care about, which 

can be a hindrance.  I care what God sees in me 

and through me?  Does He see a community unit-

ed together, seeking His heart, preparing them-

selves to worship Him well?  The answer to that 

question starts with one person.  How earnestly 

do I want to please God with my mind, heart and 

presence?  How much do I desire to be a Colos-

sians 3:16-17 person?  On most days, very much!  

I pray others will join me in this journey so we can 

share God’s gift of worship preparation together 

and grow in God’s love found when God’s people 

gather ready to worship. 

 

Desperation	for	

God	doesn’t	come	

from	something	a	

person	musters	up,	

but	from	the	reali-

zation	that	life	tru-

ly	cannot	go	on	

without	Him.			
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We	had	dozens	of	

conversations	

where	we	could	tell	

each	other,	“Just	

turn	to	Him	in	the	

struggle,	in	the	sin,	

at	work…”	

     In the middle of an adventure with the Lord of 

Glory through His Word, we are nine women. 

     For nine women to go on such a journey to-

gether, you might think they must be similar to 

each other in some way.  However, separated by 

generations, seasons of life, and sheer time, God 

has brought us together by His Spirit, for His pur-

pose. 

     Last year, while pressing into the Lord in 2 

Corinthians, and sitting with Him during Bert’s 

“Blessing” series, we all decided to covenant 

together in the Lord to “turn” back to Him more 

quickly in our lives.   

For me, this meant paying attention to how 

many times I wasn’t abiding as I went 

through my day. 

Whereas for me, this idea was made practi-

cal when I was dealing with challenging peo-

ple.  After turning to the Lord, I would then 

see the person I was interacting with as a 

precious child of the Almighty Father. 

We’re similar in that.  I began realizing what 

kind of negative, sinful thoughts I was having 

about a person and then remember that I 

could instead choose to bless them by pray-

ing for them.  This always turns my heart 

back to God while at the same time changing 

my attitude about the person. 

As for me, this turning lesson came when 

the Lord reminded me that my “good 

enough” will never be good enough.  He 

reminded me that it never was about being 

good enough; it was always about being 

complete in Him.  Without turning, without 

relying on Him every day, every minute, I 

could not be complete. 

For me, turning means realizing that apart 

from (turned from) Him, I head down a path 

of pain and devastation, not just for me, but 

for those close to me, as well.  Turning to 

Him means receiving life and love, then be-

ing able to give that to others. 

     We knew that as we turned to Him, we would 

receive the blessing of His very being and then 

be able to turn and pour that blessing on each 

other.  At the time we began this adventure, it 

seemed like it was something He was teaching 

just us.  And He was.  We had dozens of conver-

sations where we could tell each other, “Just turn 

to Him in the struggle, in the sin, at workH” 

     As the months went by, He began a call on us 

all.  “Would we be willing to give our blessings, 

our time, our lives for the women of the church?  

Would we love and serve them?”  We prayed, 

struggled, assessed our schedules, prayed, 

struggled some more and finally decided together 

that He is well worth it.  And so, we made a cove-

nant with Him and each other! 

     Receiving His blessings really began to flush 

out as receiving Him, abiding in Him – living, 

moving and finding our beings in Him - and rest-

ing there. 

I learned that in so many situations “we have 

not because we ask not,” so I started to ask 

Him.  What He revealed is that He loves me 

so much that He wants to be involved in the 

every day decisions of life. 

     As we opened ourselves and His word to walk 

this out, it wasn’t long until we discovered that 

nearly every place where the scriptures talk 

about abiding in Him, it directly involves our de-

pendence on the Spirit.  Little did we know what 

was going to happen next. 

     Within a very short time we found ourselves 

pondering before the Lord God as to whether or 

not we had actually met the person of the Spirit.  

What? Shocking! 

As for me, I knew so much about Him.  It 

was through Him that I met both Jesus my 

Savior and Abba, my heavenly Father.  But 

the Spirit seemed, I don’t know, like the 

Carol Christ 

Women Journeying Together Women Journeying Together Women Journeying Together Women Journeying Together     
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wind, inanimate.  Then I met Him as God the 

Holy Spirit.  I was so stunned to realize how 

disrespectful and arrogant I had treated Him.   

I actually met the Spirit first, and so I feel like 

I know Him better than Jesus or God the 

Father. 

For me, I had met the Spirit recently at this 

point, but our relationship was mostly me 

feeling awkward with Him; I was not sure 

how to speak to Him.  And if we are to listen 

to the Spirit – and He didn’t seem to be say-

ing much – it must   a language I didn’t 

know. 

As for me, it was clear that the Lord gave me 

a promise; He said that it was to be a sum-

mer of the Spirit, learning about Him, experi-

encing Him, and being with Him.  This prom-

ise was exciting.  What would He show me, I 

wondered? 

For me the discussion of the Spirit turned my 

mind to the realization that we are so inter-

connected.  I viewed the Sprit as my Helper 

– John 14:16 – MY Helper, and I had not 

stopped to think about how the Spirit is equal 

and connected in the Trinity.  The Holy Spirit 

has equal footing with God the Father and 

God the Son – a person.  My listening - be-

ing open - to the leading of the Spirit does 

not just impact my life but others.  The Body 

is on my mind and soul.  I am searching, 

contemplating how to be attentive and open 

to the Spirit’s ‘help’ in my life. 

We all bowed low, asked to meet the Spirit per-

sonally and asked if God would reveal to us how 

to hear Him so that we might, in fact, walk in the 

Spirit. 

     No more than had we said, “Amen” to our 

prayer, but over the next few days, we found 

ourselves starting to be aware (and annoyed) by 

so much noise. Yes, lots of distracting noise – 

can’t go to sleep noise, spiritual warfare noise, 

but turning off the normal sounds didn’t seem to 

be helping the volume or pitch. The noise was in 

our heads, between us, around us – noise every-

where.  That led us to a great NEED for quiet.  

How on earth do you quiet noise in your head?  

Quieting noise in life seems easier – turn it off!  

The music, the TV, all the running around, turn it 

all off – be still and listen.  The noise in our heads 

is harder.  We each are handling that differently.   

For me, literally, as I am aware of the noise 

in my head and I take it to my Lord Jesus, 

through the Spirit, He asks me, “Is that a 

blessing in any way or is it noise – noise 

toward confusion or chaos, not to mention 

anger or division? If it is a blessing, respond 

to Me in it.  If it is noise, release it, let it go.”  

As I have been living in this for a few weeks 

now, I have had peace, deep calm in my 

soul like I have never known.  It hasn’t mat-

tered what the circumstance, releasing the 

noise has helped me hear My Savior, 

through His Spirit and He brings deep calm 

& joy, His very presence in place of the 

noise. 

To me, all of the sudden I had to pursue Him 

more just to settle down.  What the Lord 

used to fill me with wasn’t enough – I needed 

more of Him to function, and the days have-

n’t grown any longer, so my attention and 

focus is being sharpened to be more sensi-

Within	a	very	short	time	we	

found	ourselves	pondering	be-

fore	the	Lord	God	as	to	whether	

or	not	we	had	actually	met	the	

person	of	the	Spirit.		What?		

Shocking!			

Some	of	our	art	

journaling	
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Women Journeying Together Women Journeying Together Women Journeying Together Women Journeying Together continued...continued...continued...continued...    

tive.  Turning the outside noise off is easier 

because the TV doesn’t cover this sound up.  

The stakes are high now; I can’t return my 

“adventure ticket” without giving up all of the 

Lord’s promises, and I wouldn’t do that. 

And for me, the noise was sort of a dull, gray 

cloud of opposition.  Right in the middle of 

the promise of a summer of the Spirit, I was 

overcome with apathy.  I was sad that I didn’t 

care to listen or try to be with Him, but I still 

didn’t care.  It took a moment of hearing the 

shocking sound of my spirit towards Him to 

wake me up out of my apathy and push me 

to stop, be still, and turn to Him again.  In 

that moment of stillness and listening atten-

tively, He told me His story again, but this 

time His Spirit, His self of power, was 

weaved into the story in a way that was new 

to me.  The noise in and around me hasn’t 

stopped, but I’m learning to more quickly still 

myself in order to hear Him. 

For me, the “noise” was unset-

tling, disturbing.  It was Fa-

ther’s way of awakening me so 

that I would make the time that 

I wasn’t taking before to settle 

into the rest in which He so 

longs for me to live.  It takes a 

conscious effort to sit still long 

enough and quietly enough to 

hear the love He sings over us.  

The growing edge for me is to 

walk in the realization and truth 

that the spiritual realm is actu-

ally the more “real” arena of life 

even though my human senses report differ-

ently.  And each day holds the tension of 

believing and acting out of that truth OR let-

ting the habits of the flesh rule.   

I haven’t made it yet to recognizing what 

kind the noise it is, much less giving it to 

Him, but I’m looking forward to it with the 

anticipation of deep calm and peace. 

     Through it all, we’re finding that we must turn 

to Him, being still and quiet, resting in His deep 

calm to be nourished.  And we are learning that, 

like any relationship, we need to respond to God 

when He nourishes us.  So we’re practicing this – 

we’re practicing being still and quiet, allowing 

ourselves (together and individually) to be filled 

up by Him, and we’re practicing responding to 

Him in all that He is and all that He reveals to us.   

     Our journey hasn’t slowed.  We still are nine 

women in the middle of an adventure with the 

Lord of Glory, through His Word.  Now, we are 

looking forward to this year where we can walk 

out in Him, prayerfully blessing as we are being 

blessed. 

Kate Young, Megan Benedict, Ingrid Olson, Alisha 

Koehn, Penny Kast, Sarah Stoecker, Mollie Everitt, 

Anne Everitt & Carol Christ 

We	still	are	nine	women	in	the	middle	of	an	adventure	

with	the	Lord	of	Glory,	through	His	Word.		Now,	we	are	

looking	forward	to	this	year...	
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Building Sacred Space in Life and MinistryBuilding Sacred Space in Life and MinistryBuilding Sacred Space in Life and MinistryBuilding Sacred Space in Life and Ministry    

     I have often wondered whether moving away 

from my childhood home after middle school has 

affected my ability to remember things from my 

childhood.  My wife was born and raised in the 

same town and graduated high school with pre-K 

playmates.  She grew up on one of those tree-

lined streets in South Pasadena, California with 

Craftsman homes, front porches and schools 

within walking distance.  It seems to me that her 

entire growing up was lined with memories as 

well – a landscape of remembrance walked each 

day, whether she took notice or not. 

    Whether the spaces and places of our lives are 

lined with memories two decades think or two 

months, I believe that God invites us to make 

them sacred by joining him in the creative project 

of intentionally constructing these spaces to be 

habitations of his ceaselessly creative and com-

municative Spirit. 

    I also believe that any space or place can be-

come sacred.  Think of the random strip of desert 

that Abraham and God made sacred by stacking 

stones on it!  Our Lord is called Immanuel – God 

with us, wherever we happen to be! I offer here 

the  two spaces from my life and ministry that the 

Lord and I have already been working on.  Inten-

tionally offering these places to the Lord has 

transformed them for me, and introduced new 

lines of communication between me and my living 

God.        

 

My Lory State ParkMy Lory State ParkMy Lory State ParkMy Lory State Park    

    The first place that has been teaching me 

about the Lord’s presence is Lory State Park near 

Bellevue, CO.  The park is about a 37 minute 

drive from my house.  Much more out of the way 

than most people in our town would think.  Yet 

this park has been drawing me to it for the last 

two years more than any other outdoor space in 

our town that is rich with such places.  I have 

come to realize that I go to Lory State Park so 

often because God and I are building something 

together there. 

    The best way to describe this is to give you a 

tour of the park.  When you enter the park with 

me you will always drive to the very end, where 

the last parking lot empties into a long, narrow 

valley that is bordered by Arthur’s Rock on the 

West and a red-rocked ridge on the East.  Along 

the way we will pass two landmarks. First, there is 

a trail to one of the reservoir’s inlets.  It is one of 

those spots that boaters can reach from the main 

reservoir and often stop to tie up and enjoy the 

scenery and swimming.  This last summer I got to 

baptize Blake Moyer in this inlet. It was Memorial 

day weekend and our backdrop was the lush 

green of late Spring covering the sweep of foot-

hills that rise up from the water.  In our forefront 

were scatterings of boat-goers pumping music, 

diving from rocks and rumbling away to open wa-

ters.  When Blake came into the water to be bap-

tized the boats near us turned off their music, and 

when he got dunked, the rock-divers cheered!  A 

beautiful moment full of God’s presence – one 

that is deeply and personally meaningful to me.  

Right there, in that inlet it happened! And see 

those covered picnic tables? We had the best 

lunch there beforehand; what a great day! 

    The second landmark we will pass on the way 

to our parking lot is a trailhead on the West side 

of the road.  The trail leads up the foothills and 

sports a lone picnic table shaded by some juniper 

trees.  Every time I pass this trailhead I remember 

the promise that God gave to me.  I was trudging 

through a dark hour in life and found myself 

drawn to the park.  I didn’t really have enough 

time to hike far and turned around early.  I was 

depressed.  Before I headed home, I stopped at 

the picnic table under the juniper tree and I 

opened the Bible I brought with me.  I landed in a 

psalm and read words that God used to reach 

down into my heart and draw up a hope and a 

promise that has defined my life ever since.  Right 

there, under that juniper tree! 

     When we reach the last parking lot we will 

park in the section that is meant for horse-trailers, 

and which has the most direct access to the trails 

I frequent.  When folks are there with their horses 

and I have Nolan with me, we say hi and ask if we 

can pet the horses.  When my dog Berkeley is 

with me and we get to certain parts of our trail, I 

let him off-leash and  he runs and plays as dogs 

are meant to.  Most often, I head up and East to 

the ridges that separate the main park from the 

reservoir.  If you were with me I’d point out the 

bench that Nolan always wants to sit on, and as 

Joe Thackwell 

“Intentionally	offer-

ing	these	places	to	

the	Lord	has	trans-

formed	them	for	

me,	and	introduced	

new	lines	of	com-

munication	be-

tween	me	and	my	

living	God.”						
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we passed the curve of land that gently pursues 

the top of the ridge I’d describe to you how it be-

comes a snow glade in the winter, and how 

Berkeley takes off in arcs of snow-dashes and 

then plops next to us and does doggie snow an-

gels.  It was thus that Nolan learned the age-old 

tradition. 

    At the top of the ridge you can go down and 

further East to the edge of the reservoir, and 

there is a beach that is always private.  However, 

because Nolan is young and learning the endur-

ance of a hiker, we most often turn South where 

the trail forks and travel the ridge to our favorite 

spot.  We call it “Our Meadow,” and while foot-

prints on the trail prove otherwise, it really is ours 

– I have never passed anyone on this part of the 

trail.  The meadow is very small.  Basically it is a 

wedge of grass that is protected on the East by a 

jut of rocks.  In the Spring the rock provides 

enough of a dam for a pond to appear, and this 

extra water has given opportunity for a wider 

variety of flora and two deciduous trees. For sym-

bol-seekers like me, it is significant that one of 

these trees is dead and one is alive – only the 

dormant buds of the one distinguish the two dur-

ing the winter. 

   If I am close enough to you to have invited you 

on this hike, then I’d probably tell you the stories 

of Nolan and I playing in this meadow and allude 

to the sacredness of the place.  I’d probably steal 

a side glance to see if you truly appreciated it or 

were simply listening politely.  We’d then move 

on down the trail for about a half mile to where 

this trail ends.  The final inlet of Lory State Park 

makes a cut into the ridge that makes a promon-

tory of our trail’s end.  From this perch there is a 

270-degree view to the West, South and East.  

You can see Horsetooth Rock, Arthur’s Rock, the 

inlet, the long valley, and the reservoir.  This 

place is also filed with memory and meaning for 

me. Over there, among the rock piles, is where a 

group of graduated seniors and I prayed and took 

communion together during a sunrise hike.  And 

down there at the edge is where I have sat and 

prayed many a time.  One time, I was asking for 

God to show himself, and I looked up and saw 

the rising wind and setting sun play on the water 

in a dance of swirling light that was literally super

-natural.  I now call it “Spirit Point.” 

    If we were there at Spirit Point together, I’d 

probably invite a silence between us to enjoy all 

that the beauty of  this place communicates.  

After a while we’d turn around and retrace our 

steps to the parking lot, giving you a second 

chance to consider the landscape through my 

eyes.  For all that have hiked this trail with me 

there is now a greater bond between us – an 

insight into the interior of my life that hopefully 

invites a similar offering from the interior of their 

lives.   

My Youth RoomMy Youth RoomMy Youth RoomMy Youth Room    

    Our youth room was pretty much a blank slate 

when I got here four years ago. There was paint, 

carpet, decorative trim, a cross, and a cool built-

in desk built by a former student.  For my return-

ing students that first year, there was, of course, 

a lot more to the room.  It was “their” youth room, 

already full with memories and general nostalgia. 

It is now four and half years later and there is not 

a square-inch of that room that I can look at, 

touch or smell without bringing to mind a flood of 

memories and meaning. 

   In the last two years I have recognized the 

power of filling our room with artifacts and sym-

bols that tell the stories of our youth group.  Cur-

rently on display in our youth room there are pic-

tures of trips, a picture of a “featured student,” 

and pictures of our World Vision child; there is a 

hand-drawn map of the town of Ameya, Nicara-

gua; there is artwork crafted by students on a 

retreat; there is a chalkboard that displays cur-

rently applicable chatter; there is an old, rusted 

skillet found on a retreat and dubbed the “holy 

skillet;” there is a whiteboard with a drawing of a 

tree and the word “IntegriTree;” there is a framed 

covenant signed by our FootHold leadership 

team; and there is a handcrafted wooden cross 

Sacred Space Sacred Space Sacred Space Sacred Space continued...continued...continued...continued...    

The	building	of	sa-

cred	space	in	life	

and	ministry	can	be	

a	dynamic	spiritual	

discipline	that	cre-

ates	an	entire	land-

scape	for	your	spir-

itual	life	
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stuck in a flowerpot of soil.  Waiting in my office to 

go up on the wall are a pair of black bell-bottoms 

with orange and yellow flames down the side, and 

a pair of lederhosen.  Believe it or not, all these 

things are meaningful to our youth group!  They 

are sacred artifacts and symbols that carry mean-

ing and story in a way that points to the Lord’s 

presence among us in play and worship. 

Building Sacred SpaceBuilding Sacred SpaceBuilding Sacred SpaceBuilding Sacred Space    

    I recently organized my thoughts about this 

spiritual discipline of building sacred space.  As a 

staff we are offering up trainings to each other on 

topics that have been transforming our own lives 

and ministries.  I have come to realize that the 

Lord’s presence in the spaces and places of my 

life has been crucial to my thriving in the last few 

years.  As I have become aware of the Spirit’s 

interaction’s with me in these spaces and places, I 

have been motivated to become more of a partici-

pant with the Lord in building up the significance 

and meaning of these places.  Here is what I have 

learned: 

    The building of sacred space in life and ministry 

can be a dynamic spiritual discipline that creates 

an entire landscape for your spiritual life. What’s 

more, this discipline is so tangible, intuitive and life

-shaped that it rarely seems forced.  Anytime we 

are intentional about something it becomes a bit 

awkward at first, but here is a spiritual practice 

that is built around simply giving more attention 

and creativity to the spaces and places I already 

travel  in and am already drawn to. 

    Upon analyzing my own sacred spaces and 

places, and how they became so, I observe at 

least three raw materials that God and I use to-

gether to build sacred space: stories, artifacts, and 

symbols. I can also see that God helps me craft 

these materials into something sacred using the 

tools of memory, meaning and mystery. Together 

then, God and I become stewards of memory, co-

editors of meaning, and prospectors of mystery. 

     My Lory State Park and my youth room are 

both lined with stories.  At either place I could 

close my eyes, spin around and open them again, 

and within seconds be telling you a story that is 

dear to me and which has become a pointer to the 

revealed mystery of God’s presence and commu-

nication with me. 

     My favorite part about this co-creating of sa-

cred space with the Lord is that I get to collect 

things. An artifact is “something characteristic of or 

resulting from a particular human institution, peri-

od, trend, or individual self-consciousness.” In this 

case, objects that point to what is characteristic of 

the Lord's presence in the spaces and places I 

frequent or am drawn to. When God and I find 

these, I like to put them on display in some way. 

Nolan and Berkeley like to collect sticks, but I like 

to put sage and juniper berries in my pocket to 

smell later.  I also wrote a short story about hiking 

in the park with Nolan and Berkeley. In ministry, I 

am always on the look out for these gems, and I 

don’t care if our youth room starts to look a bit 

cluttered.  In all, I have found that the Lord’s Spirit 

is playful, creative and expansive, always finding 

new ways to encapsulate meaning for me.  

    As I work and play in the spaces and places of 

my life, I ask God to fill my perspective with obser-

vations that point me to his presence. In response 

he points me to things like the dead and living 

trees in my meadow. Together, we pick out  sym-

bols of his presence or symbols of what he has 

taught or is teaching me. The beauty of these 

symbols is that once established they carry deep 

meaning to me with just a glance, and can be-

come a collection point for further meaning and 

communion with God. 

    In Barcelona, Spain there is a sacred place 

called La Sagrada Familia – a cathedral started by 

the architect Gaudi, but as yet unfinished. Lisa 

and I had the opportunity to spend a morning 

there on our big Europe trip when we were first 

married. The cathedral is beautiful, huge and in-

spiring – a glorious testament to grand vision and 

extravagantly valuing sacred space. It may be a 

bit grand, but I envision myself as a co-architect 

with the Lord, designing and building ever-

expansive, unfinished, yet sacred spaces. 

    I can hear the stories clanging around and 

meaning tapping away.  I can feel the rumble of 

symbols moving things around the construction 

site.  What is being built is beautiful, huge and 

inspiring! 

Sacred Space Sacred Space Sacred Space Sacred Space continued...continued...continued...continued...    



 

PAGE  |  16  

4825 South Lemay Avenue, Fort Collins, CO 80525  

970.223.6507  |   info@fccov.org   |   www.fccov.org 

Have a reflection or story you’d to like to share? 
Let’s start by contacting the office. 


