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A STABLE FAITH

We come together to remind one another

To rest for a moment on the forming edges of our lives,

To resist the headlong tumble into the next moment,

Until we claim for ourselves awareness and gratitude.
A meditation offering by Kathleen McTigue

All of the worlds’ great religions recognize the power of forgiveness, both for the one who forgives AND
for the one who is forgiven. But, all of the worlds’ great religions also honor and respect the value of
repentance in the aforementioned process because of the breadth and depth they add.

In the Christian tradition, we take the 40 days Lent offers us to look deeply into our own lives and find
there any places where we might be missing the mark of our highest ideals - or the places in which we
are ignoring, denying, or running at high-speed from the calls God is putting before us!

I love the season of Lent and the multitude of ways it calls us, as Kathleen McTigue writes:
To rest for a moment on the forming edge of our lives,
To resist the headlong tumble into the next moment,

Until we claim for ourselves awareness and gratitude…

Like many spiritual practices, those we gather to engage during Lent are best practiced in our lives and
shared in community. So I hope you will make some time during this season of reflection to do both -
take on some personal practices AND come share in the blessing of this community.

• Lent begins on March 1st with an ASH Wednesday Taizé service at 6:00 PM. Come pause on the
forming edge with us as we gather in candle light to sing ancient chants, pray, and reflect.

• Sunday services during Lent will be a bit more interactive as we seek to discern together where the
life and ministry of Jesus our Christ is leading this community of faith.

• On Palm Sunday, (April 9th), we will celebrate Jesus’ “triumphant entry” with our own as we return
to our main sanctuary during the service of worship.

• On Maundy Thursday (April 13th), we look forward to a joint remembrance with our good friends at
United Church in Jaffrey and their new Minister, Rev. Mark Koyama.

• Finally, we hope to see you all on Easter Sunday (April 16th) when we celebrate the fruits of our
Lenten journeys.

Just about 1 year ago now, Rev. Robin stepped into this beloved community to do some Lenten supply
preaching for y’all. From the depths of our hearts and with more love than you can imagine I say unto
you, “What a difference a year makes!” I pray this is so for you as well!

In Faith & With Abiding Gratitude,
~Rev. Shayna
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Notes from the Moderator – Chairs and Circles

I hope that you all have enjoyed the move into the Parish Hall for the winter season. Yes, we are saving
oil, but we are also gaining an intimate space that has nurtured our sense of community in the cold, dark
months following Christmas. And we are sitting, relaxing, and listening to worship in comfortable, red
chairs that enhance the Parish Hall and all events that happen in that space.

Several people have asked me if they could “buy” a chair. The answer is YES, but it is strictly voluntary.
Our Treasurer has calculated that each chair cost roughly $45 including the base cost, shipping, and
assembly. This was a real bargain, discovered by Stevens Jackson when he was looking for chairs for the
Park Theatre. Any amount you would like to donate would be appreciated. Just give Janet Grant a
check or cash, and designate it For Chairs in the memo line.

At the Annual Meeting on January 29, the congregation approved a restructuring of the church’s
organization and suspending our bylaws for a year. Now it’s time to turn theory into reality. The
Executive Circle met on February 26 to start the process by defining the other Circles that will replace
and broaden the old committee structure. We will be asking members and friends to take on tasks that
they enjoy and have skills to contribute rather than being recruited to a committee not of their choice.
This process will start this month, as Rev. Robin creates some posters and sign up lists.

Please mark your calendars for Sunday, March 26 when we will have our first congregational “gathering”
following worship to gather your opinions and ideas on how First Church is transitioning to ensure our
future.

Mary Jo

Raising the Roof – Can You Help?

Work on the new sanctuary roof could begin in late
March, depending on the weather. Trustees Chair
Gwen Gundlach gave a brief overview of this
undertaking at the January Congregational Meeting,
and the Trustees examined the project in detail at
their February meeting.

Bottom line? We are fortunate that we already have $10,000 in reserve from our last capital campaign.
We need to raise an additional $15,000 to replace the roof (now almost 30 years old), repair the steeple
cornice, and replace the fire door at the handicapped entrance to the Parish Hall. We want to avoid
taking money from the Endowment which now provides needed monthly income for the church. The
trustees and officers are examining many ways to make our buildings “pay for themselves,” are working
on an energy audit, and investigating new insurance options. Alas, roof repair cannot be delayed.

Your financial support in any amount is vital to undertaking this expensive but necessary project. Checks
can be made out to The First Church in Jaffrey, PO Box 673, Jaffrey, NH 03452, with Sanctuary Roof in
the memo line. All donations are tax deductible. If you have any questions, please contact Gwen
Gundlach.
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The Chamber's Role in Ensuring the Vitality of the Community
Keynote Speaker: Leaf Seligman

Leaf has graciously given us permission to share her Keynote Speech from the Jaffrey Chamber of
Commerce’s Annual Meeting & Member Appreciation event that was held February 17, 2017.

Thank you for inviting me. When I looked at the Chamber website and
saw the variety of members, it’s evident that the chamber reflects a wide
range of elements vital to any community: the business sector, nonprofits
or community-benefit organizations, family and social services, religious
organizations, arts, culture, sports. Clearly the Chamber of Commerce
extends beyond commerce to the heart of connection which is how
communities thrive.

As you know I am part of a relatively new community benefit organization
called Monadnock Restorative Community whose vision is a community
restored to wholeness where every member can flourish and we advance
our vision by providing recovery coaching and mentoring to women
reintegrating after jail—and by engaging the community to ask how we
dismantle the obstacles to successful recovery and re-entry. So let me
begin by asking: Who here has been given a chance to develop your
skills, deepen your interests, and make connections? Has anyone been

given more than one chance? Has anyone here made a mistake? Fallen down and had to get back up? Did anyone
extend a hand or offer support in that process?

Not everyone has the same chance to develop. Often it depends on someone taking a risk to give an inexperienced
person a job, an internship, a loan or a lease. The summer I was seventeen, I needed a job. When my friend Xeno
told me about her job at Woodlawn Memorial Park, Nashville’s largest cemetery, 185 acres, I jumped at the chance
to work with her, in part because I thought she was the coolest person around and Harold and Maude was my
favorite movie. Only four years before, my brother had died in a fiery crash and death was heavy on my mind so I
rushed out to Thomson Road and met Roscoe, the big boss, who spoke to me from the window of his car and offered
me a job on the spot making 35 cents above minimum wage. $2.85 an hour. Enough to pay for my six-year-old
sister’s summer camp. I was off and running.

I thought nothing of the 48-hour work week, the unforgiving 7am time-clock, or the fact I had never done any sort of
manual labor in my life— my mother was still making my bed and doing my laundry. I showed up early the first
morning in my jeans and L.L. Bean gingham shirt and followed orders. And while Xeno had proved her mettle and got
to drive one of the huge riding mowers, I started with the cadre of guys pushing regular lawn mowers. “Load ‘em up”
Stamps, the red-haired foreman called so I waited by the truck for someone to hoist my mower up on the high bed
and no one did. “You got to get your mower up there,” he said so I did.

The mowing went fine and by the time lunch rolled around I devoured my sandwich in the air-conditioned coolness of
the large mausoleum where Xeno, Lynn, other female worker, a short, mighty nineteen-year-old, and I, savored a
sliver of rest and relief from the hot summer sun. After lunch we headed up to one of the areas in need of trimming
around the memorial plaques. Stamps unceremoniously handed me a commercial size and weight weed whacker
with a mean looking steel propeller blade and pointed at a row of markers. The first time I heard the sound of whirring
metal chink a brass plaque I knew I needed help with my technique. There were no headstones at Woodlawn, only
flat brass plaques. The weed whacker was heavy and unwieldy but with everyone fanned out in different rows there
was no one to ask so I heaved and hoisted and did my best not to let the blade touch any more plaques. By the end
of the afternoon, oozing blisters lined my hands at which point Stamps suggested pouring kerosene on the blisters to
help them close. I have to tell you that little bit of folk healing was misguided.
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I never slept so well in all my life as I did that summer. I could literally sleep standing up. We worked six days a week
and eventually, I got to where I’d push that darn mower in sheets of rain when everyone else had disappeared till
Stamps would holler at me to shut it off and come inside. I sliced the toe of my workboot with the trimmer but avoided
anything worse and when we got driven out to the country to bale hay for the cemetery owner’s private lot, I swung
those bales with the best of them. I could empty a dirt box like a demon—and my proudest moment came when
Stamps said one afternoon in July, “I didn’t think you was gonna make it, but you done alright.”

And of all the jobs I’ve had, I am proudest of that one. I have the patches from my uniform shirt to prove it.

It wasn’t the most meaningful or intellectually stimulating job, but it was the one I was least likely to succeed at—
where a fifty-year-old fellow in a big sedan gave a green teenager with nothing to recommend success, a chance.
And because he thought I could do it, I was determined not to let him down.

I think most of us feel that way. When someone takes a chance on us, believes in us, often we are eager to
demonstrate the wisdom of that decision. Sometimes, it rolls the other way. I’ve heard countless people, especially
folks I’ve met while volunteering in prison, tell me all it took was someone to express doubt, to cavalierly say “You
can’t do that,” to motivate seemingly miraculous results. Of course we also know that the person who is repeatedly
told she or he will never amount to anything, never succeed, never matter, is often the person unable to recognize
much less fulfill her or his potential. A barrage of negativity is almost impossible to shake off.

Conversely, consistent or sporadic but reliable support is essential for any living being to thrive. Just take a moment
to tally in your mind some of the folks throughout your life who have have believed in you and your capacity to
change: to learn, grow, develop a new skill, recover, make amends, innovate. Start from childhood. Was there a
parent, sibling, other family member, a teacher or coach or scout leader, a friend’s parent, who you could count on to
empathize, to see the real you, to acknowledge your feelings, to validate your aspirations, to encourage and guide
you toward your best self? What about adolescence? Early adulthood? Mid-life?

Can you imagine how different your life might be with none of them there? Imagine instead a chorus of naysayers.
Not just one or two but an entire choir.

Part of the genius of Shelter from the Storm is the community friend— a buddy, a mentor, a compassionate ear, quite
simply the caring presence of another human being. Earlier this month I spent three days in New York City for a
training in circle processes: talking circles, conflict resolution circles, healing circles. It’s an ancient practice
ubiquitous in indigenous cultures across the world because the power of a circle and a talking piece is that everyone
knows they will be heard. There is nothing more powerful than bearing witness, and knowing we are held and heard.

Now if you would, recall your worst mistake, your deepest regret. A moment that still brings a bitter taste to your
tongue. How often are you called to mention that? Did you acknowledge it on job application? On a first date? How
might it feel to turn your worst act into a noun, a label that introduces you before you enter the room.

I shoplifted twice in my life: a Snoopy pin when I was eight, snatched from the counter of Moon Drugs, and a bra I
tried on at Kmart when I was twenty and broke I walked out wearing after stuffing my ratty old one in the box and
reshelving it. That frankly, was worse than stealing the new one but the point is no one has ever referred to me as a
shoplifter. But I hear folks talk about addicts and felons and ex-cons all the time. So one of the easiest and most
important ways to insure a vital community is to remember that we are not our worst mistake, or most challenging
health issue; we are human beings bound by our common yearning to belong, to matter, to feel safe and known and
loved. And the most generous way to refer to each other is by our names and if we don’t know them, by our
aspirations.

We all make mistakes, some more egregious than others, yet we know that hurt people hurt people and people
offered healing, heal. Responding to a wrongful or damaging act with punishment—which is just a three-syllable way
of saying you did something bad so I or the state or this institution is going to do something bad back, instead of
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meaningful consequences born of accountability and compassion, helps no one. A vital community, which is to say a
vibrant healthy community concerned and indeed committed to everyone’s well-being, including the earth: the water,
the air, the soil, the tress and animals, is a community that recognizes the critical importance of restoration not
retribution. Our community response to the opioid crisis is inextricably bound to our commitment to early childhood
enrichment, family support, mentorship, companionship, economic equity and affordable health care.

If we own a business, we want as many customers as we can get so it behooves us to have a community where
everyone can engage meaningfully, live securely, and earn a living wage. If we operate a sports arena or run a
theatre, we need patrons and participants who have the time and energy to engage. Our police and first responders
want a community rich in recovery where Mary Drew and the good folks at Reality Check operate a full-service
recovery center that doesn’t just serve folks in recovery but offers everyone support, an array of classes and
restorative circles for family and community reconciliation and healing. As parents, grandparents, aunts and uncles, it
behooves us and the children we cherish to have schools and afterschool programs that invite creativity and out-of-
the-box thinking, playing, imagining, embedded in nature and biodiversity. All of us benefit from a community where
no one is invisible, where no one is afraid to be truthful, where everyone can learn by example what kindness and
care mean.

I am so proud to be a part of First Church in Jaffrey where we offered a community circle of reconciliation in January
after a contentious, often divisive campaign season. All of us blessed with the gift of sight know from the yard signs
that Jaffrey boasts supporters of every political persuasion. Jaffrey includes folks who experience life from widely
divergent points of the economic spectrum. We have folks with gorgeous summer homes and folks with no home at
all. We have folks in transitional housing awaiting more affordable housing and folks whose homes offer a cornucopia
of comfort. Some of us are recent transplants to Jaffrey and some of us have last names that match street signs.

The role of Chamber of Commerce in ensuring vitality is to first remember that commerce, the exchange of goods
and services, can only happen when a community and all its members can sustain ourselves together. And we do
that by remembering a great line from an old labor movement song “Give us bread, but give us roses, too.” As much
as our body need nourishment, our heart, spirit and mind need sustenance: to know we belong, that we matter, that
our aspirational values and attempts to live into them are seen not just by a few but by many. That who we are trying
to become or reclaim is what occupies this moment, not who we failed to be the moment before.

Every person, every being, every moment can be our teacher if we are open to learning. And thus, in every moment
we are someone else’s teacher. The lesson may be implicit or explicit or even null, which is to say a lesson conveyed
by what we do not do or say. So as Chamber and community members, we bear and share responsibility for
choosing in any given moment to eradicate isolation, and emulate Roscoe and Stamps, and take a chance on an
unlikely employee, who could benefit from vocational mentoring.

I invite business owners and managers to form an advisory panel to figure out what employers need for support and
training to offer vocational mentorship. I invite everyone here to rally around Reality Check, and to go back to your
organizations, schools, congregations and families and talk candidly about the ways may inadvertently subvert
equality because opportunity alone is not enough. If we all have the opportunity to enter this hall but there is only
enough food for half of us, dinner isn’t near as fun.

Together, let’s intentionally organize community circles to create safe respectful spaces to address the hurts and
uncertainties that trouble and often divide us. And let’s continue to celebrate all the ways the Chamber and its
members create an arena for us all to flourish. I leave you with a bit of ancient wisdom from the rabbis, “Do not be
daunted by the enormity of the world’s grief. Do justly now, love mercy now, walk humbly now. You are not obligated
to complete the work of the world but neither are you free to abandon it. Go in peace.
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Bible Study Group

Please join us to discuss these upcoming passages – each group
of passages will be the topic of the following Sunday’s service…

• March 9: Luke 13:1-9, 31-35

• March 23: Luke 16:19-31

Bible Study Group meets the 2nd and 4th Thursdays of each
month in the downstairs conference room of Parish Hall at
10am. All are welcome!
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Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday

1

Ash Wednesday Taizé
Service – 6pm

AA - Men's Step Meeting
@ 8pm

2

Senior Exercise
11am

3 4

5

Communion Sunday Worship -
10:30am w/Rev. Shayna

Sundaze Potluck 4pm

6 7

Senior Exercise
11am

8

AA - Men's Step Meeting
@ 8pm

9

Bible Study 10am

Senior Exercise
11am

10 11

12

Sunday Worship -
10:30am w/Rev.

Robin

Sundaze Potluck 4pm

13

FCIJ Trustees Meeting
4pm

14

Senior Exercise
11am

15

AA - Men's Step Meeting
@ 8pm

16

Senior Exercise
11am

Community Supper
@ UC Jaffrey 5:30pm

17 18

19

Sunday Worship - 10:30am w/Rev.
Shayna

Executive Circle 11:45am

Sundaze Potluck 4pm

20 21

Senior Exercise
11am

FCIJ Staff Mtg.
5pm

22

AA - Men's Step Meeting
@ 8pm

23

Bible Study 10am

Senior Exercise
11am

24 25

Electric Earth
Concert 7:30pm

26

Sunday Worship - 10:30am w/Rev.
Robin

Congregational Gathering 11:45am

Sundaze Potluck 4pm

27 28

Senior Exercise
11am

29

AA - Men's Step Meeting
@ 8pm

30

Senior Exercise
11am

31

Be sure to check our new Community Calendar on our website at: www.firstchurchinjaffrey.com (click on Current Events!)




