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FROM THE As the calendar turns to September, | always recall thoserequired
essays about “What | did on my summer vacation.” The nature of
our lives has changed a great deal since | was a child. he pace is
faster, the expectations higher, the security tighter. The days
when | could get on my 3-speed bike and ride with fri ends miles
out of town, leave the bikes by the side of road and wander across
a field down to the edge of the ocean are a distant menory. There
was something about being 12 and realizing that no one knew
P _t exactly where | was that was exhilarating.

aS OrSome of my vacation these past weeks was in Santa & New
Mexico visiting an old c ollege friend and revisiting the city | had so enjoye d 26 years ago
when | worked for 3 months at the Santa Fe Opera. | hadtime to wander alone in the old
city and the new museums. More than once it crossed my mind that, just as when | was

young and my mother only knew | was biking out Mere P oint Road, no one knew exactly
where | was. | was free to reflect on whatever came to mind.

7

| did a lot of reflecting about a lot of things. | fou nd that | could never escape the reality
that all things are connected in some fashion, tangible o not so tangible. This is not the
space to share my many observations about life at North Church. Those thoughts will
come in a pastoral letter in the near future. Let me simply share one story.

After checking in to the Visitor's Center for a map, my first moment of reflection in my
Santa Fe wanderings came when | stepped into the San Migiel Mission where Christians
have worshipped since 1598 on a site considered sacred forover 700 years. The chapel
was built in 1610. | paid my dollar and went into sit in th e quiet, tidy space where history
and faith were comfortably partnered. | opened the bind er containing the written history
by R. M. Lindsley and read:

1872~ Tragedy of the most surprising kind can snihen one least expects it. The win-
ter of '72 was unusually harsh, and a terrible stowvas followed by an unheard of 4.5
earthquake. No one in Santa Fe ever rememberedrdiquake happening before, yet
this was all it took to bring down the triple tovgeaind their historic San Jose Bell.

1887~ With no funds to fix it, the Brothers in 18&ame to the painful but necessary
conclusion to tear down the two hundred and sewseten year old Mission. Word can

spark like wildfire in a small town, and it did ntake long for the city fathers to be in-

formed of the Brothers’ unhappy decision. Shatgryone throughout the village heard
of the plight of San Miguel and its impending doordust as quickly, young and old

came from miles around and throughout the regionldowhatever they could to save
their historic landmark and symbol of faith.

No one that | know had a clue where | was sitting that morning. No one knew that | wasn’t
sure whether to laugh or cry about the clear message about the conrectedness of all things.
No one knew that in that time of reflection apart from my known world, | realized that
events in Santa Fe, City of Faith, years ago started men my way here to an old church in
an old city by the sea.

It is not a bad thing to be an old church in an old city by the sea—as long as the Spirit lives
at the heart of all we do and points us in new directio ns that reveal God’s presence, that
presence that connects us to the past and the future in this one saed moment.



Parish Life Perspective

When my daughter Sally was four years old, | began to
think that | would never earn “The Mommy of the Year”
award.

Time after time, | had blown it. | lost my temper, frequently
was too busy to go to the park, and it never failed that | fell
asleep when reading her a bedtime story.

As most four year olds do, Sally began to ask about God.

As a child, | remember going to worship at Plymouth Con-
gregational Church with my family. My Mother had a
lovely soprano voice, and | learned many treasured Hymns
at her side. 1 can still hear her clear voice when we sing
“All Things Bright and Beautiful”.

My Mother taught me to marvel at God’'s awesome love for the world, to treasure and
cling to that love. She honored God'’s love by bringing her family to worship.

Clearly I needed help with the God questions and Church seemed the logical place to
turn. When Sally was four, we began to worship together.

Through the coming years and subsequent children, The “Mommy of the Year” award
continued to elude my grasp...the laundry piled up, | made mistakes. Many Sunday
mornings | became the drill Sargent: shoes on, hair dried, coat on, five minutes to
Church, go!” Sometimes in worship | found myself making a mental shopping list.

| have just one child that is living at home now, and, of course, if | could do a retake on
life, I'd come out a much better person. However, in my hectic, messy, mistake-filled
life, ’'m thankful that | made time to celebrate God’s abundant love by attending wor-
ship with my children.

As | watch many Parents in our worship, with one hand holding onto a toddler, and the
other to a hymnal, | am reminded that faith is, as it was with me, my children, and will
be for our young children, caught not taught.
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BLOOD DRIVE
The North Church Diaconate will once again sponsor the
ANNUAL BLOOD DRIVE on Mon. Sept. 25, 2006 at the
Parish House, from 3:00 to 7:00 p.m. Volunteers fo I reg-
istration, escorts, and canteen (kitchen help) will be
needed as well as donations of sandwich fillings su ch as
tuna, egg or ham salad. Sign up sheets are availab le at
the Parish House. Please come and donate blood and re-
mind your friends and family of this annual appeal. For
more information, please call Jim McDevitt at 436-6 931.
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September 3: Holy Communion

Chapel: 9: 00 AM

Market Square Sanctuary: 10:30 AM
September 10: RALLY SUNDAY

Families plan to attend the Chapel Service!
Chapel: 9: 00 AM

Market Square Sanctuary: 10:30 AM

September 17:

Chapel: 9: 00 AM

NO 10:30 AM SERVICE AT MARKET SQUARE

Due to the Criterium Bicycle Race, access to the Ma
ket Square Sanctuary is extremely limited and it ha
not to try to worship in that building on this day.

to http:/Avww.portsmouthcrit.com

September 24:
Chapel: 9: 00 AM

SUNDAYSERVICES

s been determined that it will be safer
For more information about the race, go
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The following new titles have been added to the North Church  Library:
The World is Flat - a national best sellerby Thomas L. Friedman
Girls' Guide to Hunting and Fishing by Melissa Bank
Deception Point by Dan Brown
On the Occasion of My Last Afternoon by Kate Gibbons
The Last Goodbye by Reed Arvin
Light on Snow by Anita Shreve
Night by Elie Wiesel -

"The terrifying record of Elie Wiesel's memories of tlaghdef

his family and the death of his innocence during the Hokica
Sarah's Story One Tuesday Morning,
Beyond Tuesday Morning, and Even Now by Karen Kingsbury

I
&,
a
N
af,
o

|

L E




We Remember

The United Church of Christ has published worship r esources to help mark the fifth anniversary of
the 9/11 tragedy. The resources were prepared by TheRev. Dr. Elizabeth Nordbeck, Moses Brown
Professor of Ecclesiastical History at Andover Newton Theological School. Beth is also the curreni
President of the New Hampshire Conference of the United Church of Christ.

Remembering the events of September 11, 2001 and subsequé events is a complex endeavor. As
this newsletter is being published, there is no plan that we are aware of to mark this anniversary, so
we offer here one of the prayers from the recently published resource and encourage everyone to turn
to it, and through it to God, as we remember. The resource comments: “A variation of this prayer was

used in services immediately after September 11. The payer expresses feelings many shared at tha
time - and still do in the present - and it calls upo n God to help us in our confusion and dismay.”

“We pray to God in many ways. We pray with words. We pray with actions. We pray with music. We
pray, sometimes, with our tears. But before all these, we pray with silence. And so, in the stillness be-
tween words and music and movement, let us pray to God. (Silence).

Who are we, O God, that you are mindful of us?

We are the bystanders, the ones left disquieted and hépless.
The things we have feared have come upon us;

what we have dreaded has happened,

And we are filled with confusion.

Who are we, Lord, that you are mindful of us?
We are the wounded and hurting, the ones whose groans pour out like water.
We are crushed in body and in spirit;

we find no solace among the living,
And we are filled with fear.

Who are we, O God, that you are mindful of us?

We are the survivors, the ones who seek to understandand to act.
We are burdened by a cacophony of angry voices;

we find no help in human wisdom,

And we are filled with despair.

Who are we, O God?

In these times of trial there is much we do not know .

But this we know:

Whoever we are, whatever we do, you are mindful of us.

Your everlasting arms will comfort all who come to yo u,

And your judgment will fall down upon those who do n ot follow your ways of love.

Help us, we pray, to live peaceably with the things w e know, and the things we cannot know.

Grant us the grace to speak hope in the midst of despar.

Grant us the courage to return love for hatred.

Grant us the wisdom to believe that vengeance is yours, not ours.

And grant us the compassion to minister to those for whom despair and hatred are the bitter fuel that
keeps body and soul together.

We pray in the deep confidence that this world is your s, and all that is in it. And we pray in the name
of the One who came to save us, the Prince of Peace even Jesus Christ our brother and our savior.
AMEN.”
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