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Dear Friends 

 

When I got back from Israel a few weeks ago, Brian asked what moved me most.  Without question it was 

the Western Wall.    What is left of the retaining wall of old Jerusalem is considered holy. Itôs as close as 

anyone can come to the Biblical temple, the place Jesus called his ñFatherôs houseò, destroyed by the     

Romans in 70 A.D.     

 

When you think of the millennia of persecution the Jewish people have survived, the diasporas to all     

corners of the earth,  the many times Jerusalem itself has been sacked, conquered,  pillaged, desecratedð

that the wall still exists is whatôs moving about it.  Its beauty, its holiness, its truth is that it stands.   Jews 

come to pray in front of this wall from across the globe.  The rocks are polished by the hands  and washed 

with tears of countless generations. 

 

Although the Western Wall is the most sacred place in the world for Jews, people of all faiths are          

welcomed to pray there.  This is an invitation from God.  Speaking of the Temple in Isaiah, God says          

ñé. my house will be called a house of prayer for all nations."  56: 7b.   

 

And so we pray-- 

 

After a twelve hour flight to Tel Aviv, my group immediately boarded a bus from  Ben Gurion  Airport, 

rode to Jerusalem and got out in front of the Wall.   As soon as I saw it I knew I was looking at the wall 

between heaven and earth, the past and the present, Good Friday despair and Resurrection joy.   I kept   

forgetting to breathe.     

  

I walked through the check point where I was asked in Hebrew for my passport.  Part of me expected that 

my answer would come out in Hebrew.   Men and women are separated by partition at the Wall.   When I 

passed through the gate I melted into a wave of women from every part of the globe.   There was an old 

woman supported by her daughter with an expression of unmovable determination on her face.  She had 

come this far and she was walking the rest of the way.  There was a gaggle of Orthodox teenagers with   

colorful head scarves whispering and giggling, there were middle-aged mothers like me, some of us in 

western clothes, others in ankle-length skirts with a few little girls in tow, skipping and spinning in their 

summer dresses.  There was a young woman on the verge of adulthood and faith, approaching with wide 

eyes and trembling lips.    

 

When I put my hands on the wall, my fingers were a fraction of an inch away from the hand of an Ortho-

dox woman covered in black from head to toe.  We cried with our faces against one big stone.   I touched 

the hundreds of little pieces of paper wedged between the cracks, filled with the prayers of thousands of 

people.  As soon as I pressed it between the rocks, the prayer I had written was no longer mine.  All of the  

 

 

 

 

 

 



prayers were mine.  We spoke different languages in belief and in words, but for a moment I felt like all 

of these women and I shared one soul.  We were determined to touch God.  We absolutely did. 

 

The great Jewish theologian Martin Buber was speaking at an interfaith dialogue when a Christian asked 

him, ñWhy donôt you believe that Jesus is the Messiah?ò  Buber smiled and replied, ñI am waiting for the 

Messiah to come.  You are waiting for him to return.  When he arrives, if you ask him óHave you been 

here before?ô I will whisper in his ear, óDonôt tell us.ôò 

 

Scientists used to believe that the universe is contracting but now they have discovered it is expanding.  I 

think this is true of our experience of God, too.   The way that you know you are touching God is that God 

gets bigger.  The closer you come to God the more your old ideas about who you can understand, love, 

forgive, and who God can redeem fall apart.   This happened to me at the Western Wall, but maybe it hap-

pened  to you at the Grand Canyon, in a symphony hall or a hospital.  God is in our ever-expanding   love, 

faith, forgiveness and hope or nowhere at all.   

 

I pray that St. Johnôs is a place where our God gets    

bigger of all the time.  

 

 

You sister in Christ, 

 
 

 

The Reverend Laurie Jean Wurm 

 

 
 

 

Colleen Shannon  and Amelia (Mel) Reyes have been with St. Johnôs for about nine years.   They say that 

St. Johnôs is a loving family and all are family  regardless of race, gender or sexuality.  Colleen and Mel 

were searching for a spiritual home where they 

knew their children would be loved among a diverse 

group of people.  They feel there is this love in the 

community of St. Johnôs .   
 

Colleen enjoys church music and her favorite song 

is ñEagleôs Wingsò  When she was a young person, 

Colleen went through a serious struggle with leuke-

mia.   While in the hospital she kept hearing 

ñEagleôs Wingsò playing in her head and she knew 

God wanted her to stay alive because she had things 

to do and places to fly.  God carried  her through.  

  

Colleen and Mel have been sharing a life together 

for almost 11 years now.  
 

Colleen, Kim and Mel  

(missing from the picture:  Joshua) 

 

 



 

 

                             

I like to think I am open to change, take risks often and never get into a predictable routine.  In    

reality, I donôt think Iôm too different from everyone else in that regard.   I get stuck in a pattern or a 

rut and need a push to move past that comfortable, easy place.  My challenge is to do it early and 

often, because moving forward is what itôs all about. 
 

When I asked my Dad, then about to turn 60, what he wanted to do to celebrate his birthday, my 

comfort zone was stretching.  He had always been interested in planes and helicopters, so when he 

told me he wanted to go skydiving, I was not surprised; however, I was wondering why I had posed 

it as a father/ daughter thing in the first place.   
 

We went off to our day of skydiving, which was a whole day class followed by a jump that had the 

ripcord activated by a static line attached to the plane.  I was relieved I didnôt have to remember to 

pull a cord and he was in his glory telling everyone he was there as a birthday present with me, and 

that he was 60.  I spent most of the morning thinking that it was fine to hang off this plane wing 3ô 

off the ground and not moving at 120 mph, but could I do this when I got airborne?  Our plane ride 

up to altitude was very silent with all us jumpers and a very chatty instructor.  Thankfully, I was not 

first, but I did go before my Dad.  When that time came, I did hold on to the strut, though itôs tough 

hanging on moving that fast.  The silence and the spectacle I witnessed with the amazing view of 

Eastern Long Island and the light on the clouds above was breathtaking.  Then I only had to worry 

about my landing and the safe landing of Dad somewhere behind me, moments later. 
 

                                                                                                                                                        Faithfully, 

                                                                                         Nancy Seus 

  

 

 

Save the dates! Our fall build dates are Saturday, September 4 at the Willow St., Morristown site 

and Saturday, November 20, site to be announced.  

  

St. John's added Habitat for Humanity to our outreach ministry 

this past winter. There is nothing better than being God's hand 

in the world helping others. We had such a great time at the last 

build day. It was fun and rewarding, especially working side by 

side with the home owners. Knowing that your helping 

hands provide a beautiful place to live for a family in need 

leaves you with a great memory and a lot of joy. They liked us 

so much they asked several of our volunteers to come to their 

supervisor training program!  

  

Why not become a part of our team? All experience levels are 

welcome. Ages 16 and up. There are 3 shifts: 8 am - 4 pm, 8 

am -12 pm and 12 pm - 4 pm. There will be a sign up sheet at 

coffee hour. Questions? email Ellen at gravityelle@aol.com 

or call 973-452-2496. Hope to see you there! 

mailto:gravityelle@aol.com


 

 

My friend Robertôs father used to lead corporate retreats.  Heôd start them by putting a large, clear 

container on a table which he would proceed to fill to the top with big rocks.   
 

 ñIs this container full ?ò  
 
 

ñYes.ò  the participants would agree. 
 
 

Then heôd pull out a bag of gravel and pour it into the container.  The smaller stones would roll 

down between the big ones until they covered them.  ñHow about now.  Is it full?ò 
 

 ñYesò theyôd reply. 
 
 

Finally, heôd open a bag of sand and pour it in the container.  The sand would settle between the 

gravel and the big stones until it filled the container.  ñAll right, is it full?ò 
 

ñYes.ò  
 

ñSo what was the point of this exercise?ò heôd ask. 
 

Someone at the workshop could invariably be relied on to say, ñThereôs always room for more.ò 
 

ñAbsolutely not.ò Robertôs father would answer.  ñThe point of the exercise is that you have to put 

the big rocks in first or nothing else will fit.ò 
 

What are the big rocks in your life?  If God isnôt one of them youôll find that itôs nearly impossible 

to find time to fit God in.  But if God is one of the big rocks it seems like the opposite becomes 

true.  You find that you really have  much more ñroomò in your life than you realized because 

whatôs most important to you comes into clearer focus.  
 

If St. Johnôs is an important part of your life, please make it one of the things you put into your 

week first.  Come worship with us on Sunday.  Also, 

please keep your pledge current, and if your financial 

situation changes  let Nancy Seus know:  

Seuser@aol.com .  In doing so, you will probably find 

that all of the other things in your life will fit better. 

 

Your sister, 
 

Rev. Laurie 

 

Lucy Paula Cunningham 
Born on Friday, July 16th 

Beth, Joe and Grace are all doing well and 
are overjoyed to have Lucy their family. 

Welcome to the world  Lucy! 


